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Position to that occupied by Nelly, who was only a
in the bar ughter, and a nursemaid to boot. Mary served
She wa, and helped in the housework at the inn ; but still

d as soie sort a person of importance, and had menafidaids beneatb her
hersef asr. She might even have hired Nelly
she chos tlulery maid, if she had been so minded. But if
with he tonake a friend of the girl, and to walk about

erthg p Snday nights, there was no one to say her nay.
uiet age POularly called a barmaid, Mary was particularly

adiy atnthenbe in manner, not at ail like the usual " young
Yatd ren ar."And Nelly, being delicate, and pretty,

bee fiend had a natural affinity for her ; and the two had
teena nd arsome time, although Nelly was only seven-

Mfcurery three-and-twenty.
and M-usMary heard plenty of gossip concerning Nelly
%leth riHarrison, and perhaps she could have added
Silent thereto if she had wished ; but she chose to keep
not usua e subject. Men and women of ber class are
listenedt reticent on such po'nts; and Mary must have
she neve tomuch that she would rather not have heard, but
that the stoPened ber lips, or betrayed by a look or word
Oe da Iry of Nelly's "misfortune " was painful to lier.

asked he imet her in the village, and rather incautiously
Shal neer if she knew how NeMy Barton was getting on. I
Pale face aforget the frozen look that came over her still,

c, as she replied:
then she nalkothing about Nelly Barton now, ma'am." And
t reallyake(îon with ber lips so set, ber head so high,

havin YIfelt incined to run after her and apologize for
hesitti oned Nelly's nane to her. But after a little
v n .went on my way, moralizing to myself on the
0f in ndrvices of village Pharisees, who are quite as afraidaj.d g brought into contact with sinners as they were in

Nelly
stan got hard measure in ber own home, where the
cotdare fnorality was rather higher than in some of the

sistes are eider brother. Nathan, and the unmarried
ns; When t Iaand Elizabeth, never failed Io lecture ber on

ceantly, ey were at home. lier mother grumbled in-
caly w ier father not only talked, but beat her periodi-of keepi theIleathern strap which he had been in the habit
Oer n for buis boys. He had never been a consistently

relarly tobut after Nelly's troubles began he took togoing
rother'y pethe Public-house, as if be wished to justify ber
rink prediction that she "would drive ber father to the

sPite of ber wicked ways." Then the baby, which, in
ut anteaedingand neglect, lived on, as babies that areE aPor lwaYs (10, was cross and fretful and sickly, giv-

Surnetines.ielîy no rest either by night or day. I met berl00k ed In the village, and was shocked to see how ill shebIte eyes Uer Pretty, fair face was white and drawn, ber
as if she were sunken, her lips purple and dry. She lookedWa hot falling rapidly into a decline, and our hearts
i edto With wrath against the man who had brought the

to ce ry and shame. Some people urged her to go out
tfit ad again. Mrs. Charteris promised to find her an
f dhera Place ; but, as a matter of fact, the girl's mother
IOlded too useful at home to let ber depart. She

ba eedeed,and grumbled, and said that Nelly and her
tnew dfnothirg but an expense to ber ; but ail the world

tage doofrrently. For, while Mrs. Barton stood at ber cot-
tub, landossipPed, Nelly toiled silently at the wash-

ing her tbe house, and knitted socks for sale, beside
er paier 0 n and ber baby's clothes. Her industry and

and they e softened the hearts of many of ber old friends,
ay; b0 tgan to accost ber in the streets again in a sociable

i d there was one point in which she continued to beWere race itb tbe Rectory, and as the Rectory peopleC4 t le tia -n the place she was felt to be still under athe child. hPoint, of course, concerned the parentage of
Sthle still refused to give her lover's name.

y twate of things went on tilt Nelly's little girl was
I-f rtnyears old. And then the increasing discomfort

illiottine of the Barton household came to a climax.
*as ttwas sent for late one night to look at Nelly, whoth Ce, ab ave fallen downstairs. He.went to the cottage

back nicfound ber lying flat on a little truckle-bed in-r e it e, wbere sbe slept. She was insensible, and

ts aSerosy urt. Her fater was crouching over the
. \ersO a fire in the front room, dazed andi only balf

loU . Barton stood crying, with the childi in ber arms.

"She his happen ?" said tbe doctor, after a pro-
he miatio 0 of bis patient. '

her i c"nn downstairs with a candile to let father

hetshped Son tbe steps,"
ate oer ?"'
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"Well, sir, he might have had a drop-"
" Can you swear that he didn't strike her ?"

" I wasn't there, sir," said the woman, but her frightened
face told the doctor that he was very near the truth.

" Take care what you say," he cautioned her, sternly.
"I'm not sure that you won't be had up for manslaughter,
the pair of you. Vour daughter is seriously injured ; I don't
suppose she will ever rise from that bed again."

Mrs. Barton burst into a noisy wail, and her husband, who
had staggered to the door of the room, also began to shed
maudlih tears and to vow that he had not meant to hurt his
girl. The man's drunken remorse was quite sufficient to
condemn him in the eyes of the doctor, who thenceforward
espoused the cause of Nelly and her wrongs with quite
amusing vehemence. He went out and brought the parish
nurse to the girl's bedside, promising to be responsible for the
expense ; and left Mr. and Mrs. Barton in a wholesomelv
frightened and conciliatory mood.

Nelly did not die, as at first the doctor really thought she
would ; but it was found that her spine was seriously hurt,
and that there was no hope of her ever being able to walk
again. She might live, he said, for many years, and only
occasionally would she suffer pain ; but her life would be a
dreary one, and it behoved her friends and relations to do
all that they could to brighten it. I should have liked to
have seen the doctor as he laid down the law on this point
to the astounded Nathan, Maria and Elizabeth. As to
Barton the elder, Dr. Elliott nearly drove him into a fit by
the severity of his denunciations.

What would have been a misfortune for any other girl,
seemed like a blessing and a deliverance to Nelly. To lie
quietly on the bed, without much pain unless she tried to
move, to see kindly faces round her, to have flowers and
fruit sent her from the Rectory and the Hall,-it was, at
first, like a little heaven to her. She was overwhelmed by
the kindness and the pity of her friends. Even Nathan was
softened, and kissed the pale cheek that he had once struck
so heavily. Nelly was too grateful to complain of the fate
which had restored her friends to her, even if it had hope-
lessly crippled her for life.

The difficulty came later on, when her invalidism had be-
come a commonplace thing, and she was felt to be a burden
on the household. Her own weariness and weakness were
hard to bear. The father fell deeper and deeper into the
slough of drunkenness; the mother became a conflrmed
slattern and grumbler. Lady Airedale, who was then liv-
ing, came forward with her usual liberality and gave the
poor girl a pension of five shillings a week; but this was not
sufficient to drive the wolf from the door, for half-a-crown
was due every week for rent, and this was usually paid out
of poor Nelly's five shillings. In spite of this fact, her
mother soon began to upbraid her for her fault, and to tell
her that al the misery they were now enduring lay at her
door. I think that pretty rose-covered cottage of Thomas
Barton's contained about as much real wretchedness as it
would hold.

Some one came to Nelly's help. It was Mary Parker, of
all people in the worid. She walked in one evening, and
listened at the foot of the stairs to Mrs. Barton's voice loud-
ly accusing Nelly of every vice under the sun. Mary could
hear Nelly's feeble sobs and feebler vindication of herself,
and her cheeks grew hot as she heard. She walked
straight upstairs, and presented herself at the door of Nelly's
room.

"I've come to see Nelly, Mrs. Barton," she said with
that quiet air of superiority which Nelly's mother always re-

sented. "l'll sit with her a little while, if you will let me."

Mrs. Barton retired, muttering to herself. Nelly shrank

a little and covered his face with her hands Mary went up
to her, and took the hands gently away fron the poor worn

face, and kissed the quivering lips.
"Oh, Mary," Nelly cried, with a passionate burst of tears,

"how can you ever bear to speak to me again ?"

Now this speech of Nelly's was uttered from a standpoint

differing exceedingly from the listener's. Nelly was speak-

ing in a general sense-from a feeling of self-abasement and

self-condemnation. Mary took the speech as a confession

of guilt, with especial reference to herself ; for she had been

in love with William Harrison for the last three years, and
she believed that Nelly knew it and had taken her lover

away fronm er. But she accepted the confession as she

thought it was meant ; kissed the girl again, and bade ber

say nothing more about it. -

"But I may show you my little Polly, mayn't I ?" said

Nelly, wistfully. You dion't minci ?--I calledi ber after you.
Nobody'll ever know tbat I did, because Mary's such a comi-

mon name about here. But I thought of you-I did."
Marys eyes filled with tears. She held out her arms to

the little toddling child, and took it to her heart at the
same time. And from that moment she held aloof no more.

It was a great advantage to Nelly to have Mary's friend-
ship. Mary sent her dainties from the inn, and took the
child home sometimes to play with the dogs and cats which
wandered familiarly in and out of'the bar-parlour ; to bask
on sunny days in the inn garden, and to become the pet, in-
stead of the outcast, of the village. Little Polly was a re-
markably pretty child, but Mary mourned in secret that she
resembled her mother only, and had not inherited Will
Ilarrison's fine brown eyes. Nelly got plenty of orders for
knitted socks and shawls-Mary took care of that ; and the
Barton household revived a little and became a trifne more
prosperous than heretofore.

It became still more prosperous when Thomas Barton
died. The Squire remintted the rent altogether, and Mrs.
Barton earned a fair amount by washing and charing. If
she had been blessetd with a more iranquil disposition, the
home would have been happier ; but her grumbling tongue
was never silent. And although Nelly kept silent about
her woes, we, who knew her, often saw that lier face was
very sad.

And thus the years went by, until the time came when
Polly was seven ycars old.

Mary was sitting one day behind the counter with ier
needlework-thete was so little of the ordinary public-house
custom in Mr. Parker's highly respectable inn, that she was
often able to sew for an hour or two in the bar without in-
terruption-and Polly was strutting about the clean-flagged
entrance hall, with a black kitten clasped toher breast, when
a tall bronzed man in a soldier's uniform walked in. Mary
rose, in a dutiful, mechanical way, to take his orders.

"Don't you know me, Mary? said W'ill Harrison.
She started, and the colour flushed ber pale face. The

pleasant brown eyes were just the sanie. The voice was
unaltered ; but the manner was changed, and the brown re-
solute face did not look like the Will she had known of old.
His regimentals, too, altered his appearance ; she noticed
that he wore medals on his breast, and some mysterious
stripes upon his armi.

"Come, Mary, won't you shake hands ? It's a long time
since I saw you. I thought I would turn in here and see
whether you were in your old place. I didn't expect it,
though !"

She gave him her hand across the counter, and then she
wished she had refused it. The man pressed it between
both his own, and looked into her face with a wistful sort of
enquiry.

"You don't seen particularly glad to see me, Mary. I
thought that if you were still here you would be glad to hear
that I had got on pretty well. I'm a Sergeant, now-Sergeant
Harrison doesn't sound bad does it !-and I've had a little
money left me. I'm going to leave the army, and settle
down in Underwood."

"Are you ?" said Mary. Then, resolving to ask one ques-
tion and get it over, she said sharply, "Are you married ?"

Hle stared at her in evident surprise. "Married !" he ex-
claimed. "No-not while I belonged to a marching regi-
ment, thank you ! No-I always remembered a face I had
left behind, Mary, and thought that perhaps, one day--

There was something in his voice or in his eyes that
frightened Mary, although she did not quite know why. She
caught hold of the bar counter with both her hands, and
called hurriedly to the child.

Polly, come here ! Don't run out into the road."
Will Harrison turned round suddenly, and looked at the

fair-haired child. At first he must have thought that it was
Mary's own little girl, for he turned again and glanced at
her left hand, as if to see whether she wore a wedding ring;
then he said,

"Whose child is that ?"
"A neighbor's child," said Mary; then, with an effort,

"Tell the gentleman your name, dear."
"It's Polly Barton," said the little one, looking up into

Will's face witn her sunny blue eyes.
"I thought she must be a Barton," said Will, eagerly.

"She has eyes like Nelly's-"
"She is Nelly's child," said Mary, curtly
He stood erect, without speaking, ani looked at ber,

while she continuedi in a dull low voice, as if she were re-
peating a lesson that hadi been often conned.

" She was born about six months after you went away.
And before the child was two years oldi, Thomas Barton
struck Nelly and pushed her downstairs when he was


