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CHAPTER XXVIII,—Continued.

Lady Janet, more quickly vet, looked away
at the programme of the opera-house, Still
the same melancholy false pretences! still
the satme nseless and cruel delay! Incapable
of enduring the position now forced upon her,
Mercy put her hand into the pocket of her
apron, and drew from it Lady Janet's letter.

“Will your ladyship forgive mo,” she be-
gan, in faint faltering tones, “if I venture on
a painful subject ? I hardly dare acknowledge
" In spite of her resolution to speak
out plainly, the memory of past love and past
kindness prevailed with her; the next words
died away on her lips She could only hold
up the letter.

Lady Janet declined to see the letter. Lady
Janet suddenly became absorbed in the ar-
rangement of her bracelets,

¢“I know what you daren't acknowledge,
you foolish child!" she exclaimed. % You
daren’t acknowledge that you are tired of this
dull house. My dear! I am entirely of your
opinion-—1{ am weary of my own magaificence;
Ilong to be living in one snug little room, with
one servant to wait on me. I'li tell you what
we will do. We will go to Parisin the first
place. My excellent Migliore, prince of
couribrs, shall be tke only persons in attend-
ance. He shall take a lodging for us in one
of the unfashionable quarters of Paric, We
will rough it, Grace (to use the slang phrase),
merely for a change. We will lead what they
call a ¢Bohemian life! I kuow plenty of
writers and painters and actors in Pari: —the
liveliest society in the world, my dear, until
one gets tired of them. We will dine a! the
restaurant, and go to the play, aud drive
about in shabby little hired carriages.  And
when it beging to get monotonous (which it
is only too sure to dol) we will spread our
wings and 1y to Iialy, aud cheat the winter
in that way. There is a plan for you! Mig-
liore is in town., 1 will send to him this
evening, and we will start to-morrow.”

Mercy made another effort,

“ 1 entreat your ladyship to pardon me,”
she resumed. ] have something serious to
say. I am afraid !

*I understand! You are afraid of crossing
the Channel, and you don't like to acknow.
ledge it. Poch! Thu passage barely lasts
two hours; we shall shut ourselves up in a
private cabin. I will send at once—the
courier may be engaged. Ring the bell.”

* Lady Janet, I must submit to my hard lot,
I cannot hope to associate myself again with
any future plans of yours *

«What! you are afraid of our ¢ Bohemian
life’ in Parig? Observe this, Grace! If there
is one thing I hate more than another, it is
¢an old head on young shoulders.’ I say no
more. Ring the bell.”

¢t This cannot go on, Lady Janet! No worda
can say how unworthy I feel of your kind-
nesg, how ashamed J am "

¢ Upon -my honour, my dear, I agree with
you. You ougkt to be asbamed, at your age,
of making me get up to ring the bell.”

Her obstinacy was immovable; she at-
tempted to rise from the couch. But one
choice was left to Mercy. She anticipated
Lady Janet, and rang the bell.

The man-scrvant came in. He had his
little letter tray in hiz haod, with a card on
it, and a sheet of paper beside the card, which
looked like an opeu letter.

t You know where my courier lives when he
is in London 7" asked Lady Janet.

' Yes, my lady.”

¢ Send one of the groows to him on horse.
back ; I am in a huiry. The courier iz to
come bere without fail to-morrow morning—
in time for the tidal train to Paris. You un-
derstand 7 )

“ Yes, my lady.”

* What have you got there?
me?”

“ For Miss Roscberry, my lady.”

As he answered, the man handed the card
and the open ietter to Mercy.,

“The lady is waiting in the morning-room,
misg. She wished me to say she has time to
spare, and ghe will wait for you if you are not
ready yet.”

"Having delivered his message in those
terme, he withdrew.

Mercy read the name on the card. The
matron had arrived! She looked at the letter
next. It appeared to be a printed circular,
with xome lines in pencil added on the empty
page. Printed lines and written lines swam
before her cyes. - She felt, rather than saw,
Lady Janet's attention steadily and suspicious.
ly fixed on her. With the matron’s arrival the
foredoomed end of the flimsy false pretences
and the cruel delays had come.

“A friend of yours, my dear?”
% Yes, Lady Janet”

Anything for

« Am. I acquainted with her?”

«] think not, Lady Janet.”

#You appear to be agitated. Docs your
visitor bring bad news? Is there anytbmg
that I can do for you?” :

# You can add—immeasurably add, madam
—1t0 all'yonr past kindnesses if you will only
Lear with me and forgive me” .

# Bear with you, and forgive you? [ don't
nnderstand.”

« @ will try to explain. Whatever elze you
may think of we, Lady Janet, for God's sake
don’t think me ungrateful "

Lady Janet hetd up her hand for silence.

« I dislike explanations,” she said, sharply,
1 Nobody cught to know that better than you,
Perhaps the lady's fetter will explain for you.
Why have you not looked at it yet 7

«T am in great trouble, madam, as you.

"

noticed just now—-—

# Have vou any objection to my koowing
who vour visitor is?”

« No, Lady Janet.”

# Let me look at her card, then”

Merey gave the matron’s card to Lady
Janet, as she had yiven the matron's telexram
to Horace.

Lady Janet rend the mame on the card—

considered —decided that it was a name quite
unknown to her—and looked next st the ad-
dress : ¢ Western District’ Refuge, Milburn
Road.”
! A Iady connected with a Refuge?” she
said, speaking to herself; ¥ and calling hcr,e
by appointment—if I remember the scrvant's
message? A strange time to choose, if she
has come far a subseription !’

She pansed. Her brow contracted ; her
face hardened. A word from ber would now
bave brought the interview to its inevitable
end, and she refnsed to speak the word. To
the last moment she persisted in igooriog the
truth! Placing the card on the couch at her
side, she pointed with her long yellow-white
forefinger to the printed letter lying side by
side with her own letter on Mercy's lap.

« Do you mean to read it, or mot?” she
asked. .

Mercy lifted her eves, fast filling with tears,
to Lady Jauet's face. )

# May I beg that vour ladysbip will read it
for me ?" she maid—and placed the matron’s
letter in Lady Janet's hand. .

It was a printed circnlar announcing a new
development in the charitable work of the
Refuge. Subscribers were informed that it
had been decided to extend the shelter and
the training of the institution (thus far de-
voted to falien women alone) so 88 to include
destitute and helpless children found wander-
ing in the streets.  The question of the num-
ber of children to be thus rescued and pro-
tected waz left dependent, as a matter of
course, on the bounty of the friends of the
Refuge ; the cost of the maintenance of each
one child being stated at the lowest possible
rate. A list of influential persons who had
increased their suhscriptions so as to cover
the cost, and a brief statement of the progress
already made with the new work completed
the appeal, and Lrought the circular to its
end.

The lines traced in pencil (in the matron's
bandwriting} followed on the black page,

# Your lJetter tells me, my dear, that you
would like—remembering your own child-
hood—to be employed when you return among
us in saving other poor children leit helpless
on the world, Our circular will inform you
that I am able to meet your wishes. My first
errand thigs evening in your neighbourhood
was to take charge of a poor child—a little
giri—who standg sadly in need of our care. [
have ventared to bring her with me, thinking
she might help to reconcile you to the coming
change in your life. You will find us both
waiting to go back with yon to the old home.
I write this instead of saying it, hearing from
the servant that yon are not alone, and being
unwilling to intrude 1nyself, as a atranger, on
the lady of the house.”

Lady Janet read the pencilled lines, as rhe
had read the printed sentences, alond, With.
out a word of comment, she laid the letter
where she had laid the card ; and, rising from
her seat, stood for a moment.in stern silence,
looking at Mercy, The sudden chaoge in her
which the letter bad prodaced —quietly as it
had taken place—was terrible to see. On the
frowning Lrow, in the flashing eyes, on the
hardened lips, ontraged love and outraged
pride looked down on the lost woman, and
faid, as if in words, You have roused us at
last.

“If that letter meana anything,” she gaid,
it means you are about to leave my house,
There can be but one reason for your taking
such a step as that) : ;

“It ja the only atonement I can make,
madam R

1 mee another letter on your lap. Tsit my
letter 7 )

“Yeg?”

¢ Have yon read it 7V

~% T have read it

“ Have you seen Horace Holmeroft 1"

i ch_n. X - . ‘

* Have you told Horace Holmeroft "o

“ Oh, Lady Janet —— 1 . ‘

Y- Don't interrupt me.- Have you told Horace
what my letter positively forbade you to com-
municate, -either to him or to any living

crénture? .1 want no: protestations and ex
cuses. Answor mo instantly ; and answor in
one word——yes, or no." )

Not even that haughty language, not even
those pitiless tones, could extinguish in
Mercy's heart the sacred - memories of past
kindoess and past love She fell. on- her
knees—her outstretched hands touched: Lady
Janet’s dress. Lady Janet sharply drew her
dress away, and sternly repented her last
words.

“Yes? orNo?"

“ Yo"

Sho had owned it atlast! To this end,
Lady Janet had -sudmitted to Grace Rose-
berry ; had offended Horace Holmeroft; had
stooped for the first time in her life to con-
cenlments and compromises that degraded
her. After all that she had sacrificed and
suffered—there Mercy knelt al her feet, self-
convicted of violating her commands, tramp-
ling on her feelings, deserting ber housel
And who was the woman who had done this?
The same woman who had perpetrated the
fraud, and who had persisted in the fraud, un-
til her benefactress had descended to become
her accomplice, - Then, and thon only, she
had suddenly discovered that it was her sacred
duty to tell the truth !

In proud silence the great lady met the
blow that had fallen on her. In proud sileace,
she turned her back on ber adopted daunghter,
and walked to the door.

Mercy made her last appeal to the kind
friend whom she had offended-—to the secoand
mother whom she had Joved.

t Lady Janet! Lady Janet! Don’t leave
me without a word. Oh, madam, try to feel
for me & little! 1 am returning to a life of
humilintion—the shadow of my old disgrace
is falling on me once more. Wa shall never
meet again, Even though I have not deserved
it, let my repeotance plead with you! Say
you forgive me!

Lady Janet turned round on the threshold
of the door.

“] never forgive ingratitude,” she said,
‘¢ Go back to the Refuge.”

The door opened, and closed on her. Merey
was alone again in the room.

Uaforgiven by Horace, unforgiven by Lady
Janet! She put her banods to her buraing
head—and tried to think. Oh, for the cool
air of the night! Oh, for the friendly shelter
of the Refuge! She conld feel those sad long-
ings in her: it was impossible to think.

She rang the bell—and shrank back the in-
stant she had done it, Had 14¢ any right to
take that liberty 7 She ought to have thought
of it before she ring. Habit—all habit. How
many hundreds of times she had rung the bell
at Mablethorpe House !

The servant came in.  She amazed the man
—she spoke to him so timidly; she even
apologised for troubling him !

“ T am sorry to disturb yon, Will you be
rokind az to ray to the lady that ] am ready
for her 7"

 Wait to givs that mesaage' saida voice
bebind them, “until you hear the bell rung
again.”’ '

Mercy looked round in amazement.
had returned to the library by the dining-
room door.

CHAPTER XXIX.
THE LAST TRIAL.

The scrvant left them together.. Mercy
spoke first. - -
“Mr. Gray!" she exclaimed, * why have

you delayed my message? If you knew all,

you would know that it {afar from being a
kindness to me to keep me in this house.”

Headvanced closer to  her—aurprised by
ber words, alarmed by her looks,

‘“ Haa'any one been here in my absence ?”
he asked.

‘ Lady Janet has been here in my absence.
I can't speak of it—my heart feels cronbed—I
can bear no more, - Let me go!”

Briefly as she had replied, she had aaid
enough. . Julian's . knowledge of Lady Janet's
character told him what had happened. " His
face showed plainly that e was disappointed
ar well an distressed.

1 had hoped to have been with you when
yon and my snut met, 'and to have prevented
this,” be:said.” ¢ Belicve me, she will- atone
for nll that she may have harahly and haatily
done, when she has had time to think. Try
not to- regret it, if she hasa made your hard
sacrifice “hacrder atill.. She has only ralsed
you the higher —she has additionally ennobled
yon and endeared you in my estimation. For-
give me, if 1 own thia in plain words. I can-
not control myrelf—I fcel too strongly,” -

Al other times Mercy might have heard the

coming avowal in his tones, might have dis-
covered it in his'eyes.. Aa it was, her delicate
insight - was dulled, her fine perception waa
blunted. Sbe held out her liand to him, feel-
ing a vague couviction that he wns kinder to

- 'her than ever—and  feeling no more, :

‘T must thank you for the lnst time," she
said. * As long as life is left, my gratitude
will be a part of my life. - Let me go,. While
I can atill control myself, let mo go!” :

Bhe tried to leave him, and ‘ring the bell.

« held ker hand firmly and drew hor closer
to him,

Jalian’

time, occupy a prominent pince,

“ehalna, from la. to 4s.; chignons, from

« To the Refuge ?” he asked.

# Yes!" sho sald.. * Home agnin 1

“ Don't say. that!" he exclaimed,
boar to hear it. Dont't call the Ref
homeli" . :

t\What olae is it? - Where olse

1 have como ‘he(;o to toll ‘you,
you remember, [ had something to py »

She felt the fervent ptessurcgor h';..opi,)::?l',
she saw the mounting enthusingm flaghing 15
hia eyes. - Her weary mind roused itseifq Ii:l.
tle. She began to tremble under the electrje
inflnence of his touch,

‘‘Somoething to propose 7'
. What is there to propose 7"

“Let me Ask you a question on my side
What have you done to-day?”’ ’

“ You know what I have done—it ;
work " she anawered humbly.
to it now " .

“I return to it for the last time; I rutgpy
to it with a purpose which you will soon yg.
derstand, You have abandoned your mArriage
engagement ; you have forfeited Lady Janegy
love ; you have ruined all your woridly pros.
pects——you are now returning, selfudevoted
to a life which you have yoursclf described as
& life without hope.. And ail this yuy have
done of your own free will—at a time when
you are nbsolutely secure of your position g
the house—{or the sake of speakiog the trygy
Now tell me. Is & woman who can make that
sacrifice a woman who will prove unworthy
of the trust, if A man places in ber keeping
hix honour and his name ?”

She understood him at last. She YLroke
away from him with a cry. She stood wigy
her hands clasped, trembling and looking at
him.

He gave her no time to think., The warda
poured from his lips without conscious will ¢
consciour effort of his own.

“ Mercy, from the fiest moment when [ ggw
you [ loved you! You are free; I may owp
it: I may ask you to be my wifel"

She drew back from him farther and farther
with a wild imploring gesture of her hand,

t* No! no!” she cried. ¢ Think of what
you are sayiog! think of what you would
sacrifice! 1t cannot, must not, be "

His face darkened with a sudden dread,
His head fell on his breast. His voice sank
80 low that she conld barely hear it,

I had forgotten something,” he said
““ You have reminded me of it.”

Sho ventared back a little nearer to him,
“ Have 1 offended you?”

He smiled sadly. “ You have enlighteged
ma. I had forgotten that it doesn't fullow,
because I love you, that you should love me
in retorn. Say that it is so, Mercy—and |
leave you.”

“Teant
uge your

can I go o
L aald, jf

she repeated,

8 your
o \Vh’. “’ml’n

A faint tinge of colour rose on her faca.-
then left it again paler than ever.  Her eyes
looked ‘downward timidly under the eager
gaze that he fastened on her.

“ How can I say 502" she answered simply.
“ Where. is the woman in my place whose
heart could resist you 7

He eagerly advanced; he held out his arms
to her in breathless, speechless joy,  Shedrew
back from him once more with a look thst
horrified him——a look of blank despsir.

‘““Am /] it to be your wife?" she asked,
t Must / remsind you of what you owe to vour
high position, rour spotless integrity, your
famous name? Think of all that you have
done for me, and then think of the black in.
gratitude of it if I ruin you for life by cou-
senting to our marriage—if I selfishly, cruelly,
wickedly drmg you down to the level of a wo.
man like me 7"

(70 be continued.)

As a materinl for fancy drestos tapesiry for
covering furniture, for ineass, smbmoldery, Do
siery, &o., the Journal of Applied Sciene SayY
the giass tixsue will probably, at some fature
Owing o lls
britlianey and the splendour of §ts colnars, 1tls
tae most benstiful material for dressing the
bhair, neck. and hend. In saftness, the glaw
¥arn pimost appronches alik : and to the touch,
itix {{ke the fineat wool or cotton, It possesses
remarkable strength, and it remains unchangsd
in lght and warmth, and fs not aitecsd by
molsture or actds, Kpota may readily be re
moved by washing, Being non-loflammableand
Incombustibla, 1t s sepecially valuab'e fur mak-
ing dress materinls for indios,  Clothes of ghast
fabries are much warmer than thove of cottas
or wool, nt the same thine they are of low
apeeific gravity. They are also adapted for
velly, an thay yepel the dust remarkably well
The composition af the material s sttit azecrel

‘and the spinning requires extraordinary dexter

Ity and constant attentinn, This part of “‘_"
buslness In sald to be. very trying to the sight
The cloth (which I8 ecqual to aboui eleved

“drchmy avolrdupols) 1 sold for 2 forins 83 cis

gold,  Homo munufnclures nf glass yarnare so'd
at the following prices: Bedouin tassels, f"’f’f
24, to ax. 3 oagle feathars, from 18, 6d.to 3« 634
ostrich feathork, from 2e, to Sa.; bonquets, 343
cutls, 4+, 6d.; iadies’ neckties, 25, to 184, ‘""‘;
tleman'a neckties, from 2« to 8s. 8d. ‘::‘“;o
188, ; trimmings, 1x, 8d, and upwards per .‘"“’d}_
Indies" cloths, from 6d. to 0d. per yard: *“‘"f:
hits, from 18s, 6d. to £3. . The Austrlan Min i.
ter of Commeree has lrendy organized “’b'lm )
for ginss npinning in the principal apals of gl
manufacture in Bohemia.




