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CHAPTER IJJ.-(Cantinqed.)

WEAK as she was, Emily had
spirit enough to f eei the re-

proof. She walked in hier meek noise-
less way to the door. 'J 1)eg your
pardon, Miss, 1 amn not quite s0 bad
as you think nie. -But J beg your
pardon ail the samie.'

She opened the door. Agnes called
lier back. There was soniething in
the woman's apology that appeale<l
irresistibly to hier just andi generous
nature. ' Corne,' she said; 'we niust
not part in this wav. Let me not mis-
un(lerstand you, what is it that you
expecte(l me to do F

Ernily was wise eilough to answer
this time without any reserve. ' My
husband will send hîs testimoniials,
Miss, to Lord Montharry, in Scotland.
J only wanted you to let him say in
his letter that his wife has been known
to you since she was a child, and that
von feel sorne littie interest in his
welfare on that account. I don't ask
it now, Miss. You have madle nme
un(erstaIl( that J w-as wrong.'

Had she really been wrong i Past
remembrances, as well as present
troubles, pleaded powerfully with Ag-
nes for the courier's wife. ' It seems
only a small favour to ask,' she said,
speaking under the impulse of kin*d-
ness which. was the strongest impulse
in hier nature. 'But 1 arn not sure
that 1 ought to allow my naine to he
mentioned in your husband's letter.
Let me hear again exactly what hie
wishies to, say.' Emily repeate(l the

words an(l thien offered one of those.
suggestions, which have a special value
of their own to pesn unaccustomed
to the use of their pens. 'Suppose you
try, Miss, how it looks in writing l'
Childish as the ides, was, Agnes tried
the experirnent. 'If 1 let you men-
tion me,' she said, ' we must at least
(lecide what you are to say.' She
wrote the words in the briefest and
plainest form :'l venture to state
that my wife has been known from hier
chjldhood to Miss Agnies Lockwood,
who feels sorne littie interest in my
welfare on that account.' iReduced to
this one sentence, there was surely
nothing in the reference to hier name
whicli irnl)lie(l that Agnes had per-
niitted it, or that she was eve~n aware
of it. After a last struggle with hier-
self, she handed the written paper to
Ernily. 'Your husband must copy it
exactly; without altering anything,'
she stipulated. ' On tliat condition 1
grant your request.' Einily was flot
onilythiankful she was reallytouched.
Agnes hurried the littie womian ont of
the roorn. ' Don't give mie time to
rep)ent an(l take it back again,' she
sai<l. Einily vanished.

'Is the tie that once bound us com-
pletely broken l Ain 1 as entirely
parted from the good and evil fortune
of his life as if we liad neyer met and
neyer loved ? Agnes looked at the
dlock on the mantel piece. Not ten
minutes since, those serious questions
had been on her lips. It almost
shocked hier to think of the common-
place manner in which they had ai-


