THE BATTLE WON.

CHAPTER XXXII.
WESSA WEALIZES THAT SHE IS ONLY
NARY GIRL,

One morning when Sweyn came to see Nes-
8a, he held her wasted hand in his after their
customary grecting, andalook oftrouble and
anxiety came into hiseyesas helooked down
into her thin face. There Wwas nothing of
her, poor little thing ! She was not getting
onat all. She must be fretting about some-
thing, he said to himself. He seated him-
self, still holding the slight, soft fingers that
seemed to cling to his broad palm in mute
appeal for help to recover strength:

‘Do you sleep well ” he asked in a tone
mellowed by sympathy.,

“Yes. Itseems to me that is ail that I
can do now,” ghe replied, feebly.

‘‘Down on her luck !” he ﬁai«{ to himself,
“No wonder—lying here inactive week after
week without change after such a life of ac-
tivity and excitement,”

“Mustn’t lose heart, Blue and White,
Pluck has won youmany a race,” he said,

I don’t think it will ' win me any more,”

ler voice quivered as she spoke.

“Oh, that is what troubles you. I've
been wondering what it was, "

‘“No; it does not trouble me now as it
At first T thought I could not live

; but now I
y live, and yet not w
another race, I can think of that life as
gone forever, now, without pain,”

He looked at her in silence, unable to
understand this assertion, for her voice, her
t?ycs, her lips belied it by their sigus of s.f-

ering.

“I have lost heart because I have lost
strength—that is all,” she continued, ad-
ding, with deeper dejection, ¢ I am only an

o P
ordinary girl,

““Only an ordinary girl,”
himself.” ¢ There’s not such
world.” Then after a pause
“It would be an extraordinary creature
who didn’t lose her courage with her
strength-«Something more than human,”

*“ No ; not more than human,” she answer-
ed. “If I had lived for others and not for
myself—if I had some greater object. in life
than the mere gratification of vanity—I
should not lose heart. Miss Arnold would
never lose courage ; it is only we ordinary
girls who give in like this,”

*“If you were only an ordinary girl you
wouldn’t say such a thing as that ;7 invol-
untarily his hand closed upon her fingers,
and its warmth seemed to be iwnparted to
her and send a thrill to her heart.

He drew in a chair to the bedside and
seated Limself, rapidly diagnosing her case
the while,

““And how long has this been going on ?”
he asked, when he fixed his eyes again on
the pillowed face turned :uw&mi’ him
*“ When did it first occur to you that you
were only an ordinary girl »”

““ It has.been growing upon me gradually,
since I have been able to think and reason;”

““Not quite so long as that,”

*“1 cannot tell.”

“Ican. These ideas have been growing
upon you ever since Mrs. Blount came-—not
quite a fortnight ago. I could tell you the

xact day by ooking at my note-book, for
® should find there a littie mark against
your name indicating the apparrance of

AN ORDI-

did.

he repeated to
another in the
he said aloud,

[symptoms that I could not account for, I,

can account for them now, and Mrs, Blount
must answer for it,”

‘‘Oh indeed you are mistaken.
dear old soul,
me.”

*“ Ske is a kind-earted old soul, I know,
but her tongue leads her into all sorts of
indiscretions, and, like most of us, she
prides herself upon the Possession ' of what
she lacks ; in her case it’s judgment. - She
has a mother’s admiration for the children
she has nursed which blinds her to their
faults ; and as no one can pretend to equal
her paragons, you cannot expect to he as
50011 as you should be in her opinion, I

are say she has told you so.”

““She has told me nothing but the truth,
Nothing. What am I ?” she asked, with
an appealing gesture,

““A child with a future yet to be shapped,”
he answered, gravely, “What we may
become, no one, can tell, happily 3 but
it is a step onward, some assurance of
a higher life, to know what, with Heaven’s
help, we will not be, and I think you have
settled that.”

“Do you think that T may have refined
tastes and delicate feeling, and a noble ob-
ject to live for ?”

“‘ Thewish for such things is next to the
possession. We are blessed or we are cursed
as our ardent desires lead us to the good or
to the bad. Nothing is beyond hoping for,”

““Oh itis gaod to think that ”

““It is the gospel of nature—a gospel
licable as well in ohysical as in mora,
t is better than nh the physic I can

Unless you believe it I hardly see how
to get you strong and well again,”

‘“It seems so far away,” Nessa said, after
& pause, ‘““to think that I may be as lovable
and good asshe.” She was comparing her-
self with Grace,

““Not so far away as you think,” he said,
in a low tone of conviction,

A conflict between hope and fear rendered
Nessa silent for some minutes ; then she said,
in a tone of hesitation :

“I think I could nurse anyone who wags
nice ; but I suppose I ought to be quite as
ready to undertake nasty cases?”

‘“ There’s no necessity to nurse at all,” he
replied, smiling, ‘Nurses, like poets, are
born, not mads. You might go back to the
International and he lovable and good there
in spite of doubtful influences, ”

Nessarepliel with alitt]e movertent of her
head in dissent,

“It'is a question of vocation. We should
all do ‘that which we do best. In the
humblest station there is secpe for noble
action. Nothing is needed but the desire to
do right, and that desire you have,” He rose
and took her hand again. If it bad been a
Woman's hand, Nessa would have pressed it
to her lips in her gratitude,

“You have done me good. I feel so much
more hopeful,” she said.

“If you have anything
best to have it out with a friend: jsn’t j¢9
Grace could give you a lot of practical ad.
vice. I can only lay down the law in a
general way, you know. Talk to her as you
have talked to me.”

Bat this was exactly what Nessa could
not do. Physical prostration made her take
an  exaggerated view of her own moral
weakness and Miss Arnold’s strength, and
whilesheconsidered herself nothingmore than

She is a
She has been most kind to

ap-
cases,
give,
Iam

on your mind, it's

a frivolous, pleasure-loving child she exalted

[ Grace to a position quite beyond that of even
the best of women. A great gulflay between
them which it appeared, could not be cross-
ed ‘without presumption on her part

¥ was not entirely Nessa's fault that they
stood apart. There was an instinctive re-
pulsion on both sides, With the most earn-

| estendeavor to efface herself and exerci
charity in its broadest meaning, Graee cou
not overcome certain antipathies due to her

{ birth and the training of early life. She
conscientiously sought' to beat down the
barrier of conventional prejudices which

| separated the refined and sensitive lady from
the public favorite of a vulgar exhibition,

| She neglected noopportunity of putting her-
self on the same level with Nessa, and treat-

' ing her as if they were equal in all respects.
Her intentions were sincere, but her kindest
words lacked warmth of ex ression. Her
most generous actions showedp thought and
Icnre rather than the spontaneity which wins
ove.

But there was something besides social
differeucea—something more than fear—on

Nessa's side, and natural prejudice on the

part of Miss Arnold that kept them apart-—
lsomething as yet unrecognized by either
even in her heart of hearts,
| Sweyn could not make out how it was
that Grace did not warm toward Nessa. It
seemed to him that pity aloneshould produce
an affection for the poor, broken girl such as
| he felt for her. Her lack of generous feeling
diszlppointetl him, and irritated him also,
He could account readily enongh for Nessa’s
attitude. It was impossible tgor her to feel
any real human affection for on «whose im-
, maculate qualities inspired n thing but a
chilling awe. But he could find no excuse
‘for Grace, and his feeling of irritation grew
stronger as he observed that the constraint
in her manner rather increased than dimin-
ished as time went on, And as time went
on his visits became more frequent, and he
i lingered by Nessa's side, Grace herself
encouraging him, for it was evident to her
that und er%\is influence Nessa was making
rapid progress to recovery. He seemed to
breathe some of hLis own exuberant gaiety
and redundant health into her. By the end
1 of March she was able to rise from her bed
and walk into the adjoining sitting-room,
{And now she no longer dreaded to look in
the glass, for her cheek was less hollow and
j the color was coming back to it, and she
looked pretty again
There was no constraint between her and
the doctor, They talked as if they had
| known each other ~ for many years. Sweyn
talked to heras freely as he talked to Grace,
“and as kindly but for a few terms of endear-
ment. Nessa scarcely noticed that he call-
i(:tl Grace ““dear,” and that he avoided aqd-
dressing horself by name. He was still her.
| dear frienl—the dcarest friend she had ever
known, nothing more,
They talked on all sorts of subjects-—
light, everyday matter mostly.  Only now
and then when ~ Grace joined in the conver-
sation it took a somewhat severe tone, and
Nessa found it hecessary to think a good
deal before committing herself to any ex-
pression of opinion ; but when Grace with-
,dre W into the next room, the gossiy became
I\'ery lively and pleasar t, and Nessa rat-
tled on without any effort whatever, Ag
.} for the serious consideration of self-sacrifice
in a hospital or elsewhere, that seemed to be
shelved for the present altogether.,

Grace was too pa:nfully conscious of her
inability to make general conversation light
and interesting. She was neither morbid
nor severe. It was not her wish to talk
about grave subjects,

Alone with Swe n, she too could gossip
cheerfully. She enjoyed a good joke, and
liked to treat trifles playfully ; but some.
how the presence of Nessa tied her tongue
and made her miserable, with a sense of ler
own incapacity for genial expansiveness, It
grieved her deeply that this was 80, and that
she could not love Nessa, as Nessa deserved
to be loved, that her heart would not ex.
pand to her will, but, like a zoophyte, con-
tracted the more when she tried to open
it.

It needed a slighter power of observation
than Lers to preceive that Sweyn and Nessa
were more at their ease when she left them,
It was a relief also to her to escape, and so
the distance grew greater between them, but
by such imperceptible degrees that neither
Sweyn nor Nessanoticed it particularly.
They might have seen a change in her had
they been less happy in themselves, All
three were blind in a certain sense.

There was one person in the house though
who saw what was going on clearly enough,
and with growing dissatisfuction, and that
pecson was Mrs. Blount. She lost o good
deal of her natural good temper by not be-
ing able to speak her mind out on the sul
ject. She went about with lier lips pursed
tightly up, as if she feared to open them
lest the truth might come out. Vhenever
she found anything she might find fault with,
she let off ier displeasure on that, She grum-
bled at West Kensington. but she refused to
Fo back to Brixton, though Grace assured
1er there was no longer any need of her,
as Nessa could now almost do without help.

“‘She’s notrthe only one who needs loolk.
ing after,” said Mrs. Blouut, And I only

hope I may not he wanted to nuss you.
Smileas you like—and I wish it was a
happier smile —You are not right. You’re
thinner than ever, and more serious and
sad, and,” with pronounced decision—‘‘yoy
don’t laugh natural,”

She was not unpleasant with anyoneadt this

time, but she was noticeably lesszuniublydis
Fosd toward Nessa than she had been at
ter first coming, One afternoon she came
into the room, where Nessa was sitting
alone, in a particularly ill-humor, Nessa
could get no more than a nod or a shake of
head in reply to her observatio 3 yet it
was obvious” by her manner t"at: he had
brought her kni‘ting with the set purpose
of staying there.

It had occurred to Nessa on this very
afternoon that she had never told Ier
friends who she really was, and how she
had come to be an equestrienne. It struck
her now that they must attribute her re-
ticence to a want of confidence in them, or

to her having done something which she
j Was ashamed to reveal. The possibility of
,being 80 misunderstood made her cheeks
 burn; and she resolved that, on the very
first occasion, she wopld tell the whole
j truth about herself. She expected that
i Grace would be dreadfully shocked to hear
that she had run away from school
and got into trouble with the police at
St. John's Wood, and been hutted out of
Brighton ; but she felt sure that Dr, Mpe.
dith—that dear, generous friend—woylq

make allowance for her ignorance and sim-
plicity, and see thatshe was not really guilty
of dishonesty. And in her heart of hearts
she was elated with the hope that he would
like her better tor knowingthat she waswell
born, and the - vietim of eruel persecution,
and heiress to a large fortune,

This pleasant reflection was brightening
her cheek when Mrs, Blount broke silence,
“I've sent 'em out for a drive,” she said.

Nessa looked up from the page on which
her eyes had been restin, whilst her thoughts
wandered elsewhere, an r8eeing the sun on
the window, said she was glad : it was such
a lovely afternoon for a drive,

““Yes ; but he’d have heen sitting ia this
room as if it was raining cats and dogs if I
hadn’t spoken out,” said the old lady, in a
tone of vexation. “It’s {he first time I've
ever had to tell him what he ought to do.
He'd have found it out for himself a month
ago.”

Nessa, wondering, looked with wide, in-
quiring eyes at her companion,

“‘Ob, I suppose you have not noticed any
more then he has,”

‘‘ Noticed what 9’ inquired Nessa.

‘‘ That my dear Grace is growing quieter
and quicter, more thoughtful, more gentle
even than she ever was, You haven’t notjc-
ed that she dun’t watch by the window for
her sweetheart to come, that she slips away
from the room when he is here, that she is
growing old-maidish in her ways. I have,
And it made my heart ache when I see ‘em
through the blinds as they started off in the
pony chaise, for they didn’t look smiling
into each other’s face ; but ‘he looked up at
this window, and she looked straight before
her as if she had no lover in the world.”

““Oh, do they not love each other now ?”
Nessa asked, ~with a trembling voice.
“ What is the matter?”

“What is the matter,”
nurse, laying down her knitting, ¢ Well,
my dear, if you don’t know—and I will say
this, I believe you are innocent—if you don’t
know, it’s my duty to tell you before things
get past mending.” You're taking Sweyn’s
heart away from my poor Grace! He's
fallen in love with you—that’s what's the
matter !

echoed the old

CHAPTER XXXIII, — BrEAKING Away.

ht when Grace, on

It was nearly midni
Vessa’s room. The

her return, entered
lamp was turned low, shedding a feeble
glimmer of light on the bed where the girl
lay. A movement of the bed-clothes showed
her that Nessa was awake.

““You have come to say ‘good-night’ to
me,” said Nessa.

“ Yes. Ivisverylate. Did you think I
had forgotten you?”

““I couldn’t think that,
stupid. Are you tired ?”

“*Not at all. We have been to the
theatre, and that has charmed away my
dulness.”

unless I was very

w why she had

wvhy she was brighter and happi-

er than usual to-night. She could perceive

and understand many things, her eyes

being opened which previously had passed
unheeded.

“Not too, tired to talk to me "a little
while,” she asked. ‘“Ishould like to hear
about the theatre and your ride.”

*‘ Nothing will please me more than to
tell you. Shall I turn the light up #”

Nessa checked her quickly

““No, no, no! Leave it as it is, dear,” she
said; “It is like the twilight, which is the
very best time for gossiping.” She had been
crying, and feaved the light would betray
her swollen eyes,

Grace agrced that the half light was plea-
sant, and seating herself beside the bed, des-
cribed at length the incidents of her favorite
deriveto Richmond, wherethey dined, and the
subsequent entertainment at the theatre,
with an uncustomary vivacity and freedom
from restraint which surprised Nessa. She
narrated the story of the comedy, described
the dressesshe had seen, and entered into
all those details which interest—Nessa
stimulating the conversation with occasional
questions and observations —and ended the
pleasant retrospect with a sigh of pleasure,
Then, after a little pause, she said ;

“‘But I'think thedrive was themost delight-
ful part of all. T seemed to grow younger the
moment we got clear of the houses. The air
was 8o soft and genial. I almost wish you
had been in my place.”

“Do you think I shall be able to get out
soon ?” Nessa asked with hesitation.

*“ That is the very question I asked as we
were coming home. And now I must tell
you what your doctor promised: if it is fine
to-morrow he will come and take you for a
drive,”

“Iamso glad.”

“ Only for an hour
time,”

Nessa lay silent for a few moments, then
she said—

“Do you think it would take more than
an hour-or two to go to Brixton ?”

““Oh, no. Lessthen two hours, certainly.
But why should Youwish togo to Brixton ?
There 1s nothing but houses all the way.”

‘“I want to go to Brixton, and I think
this is the best time to tell youwhy,” Nessa
veplied, speaking carefully, forshe felt that
the least slip might reveal what she would
not for the \\'urlﬁ that Grace should know.,
‘“Mrs. Blount is going home to-morrow, and
she has asked me to stay with her for a little
while,”

There was an interval of absolute silence
after this that seemed very long to Nessa;
then Grace, bending down, said, in a low
tone of distress :

*“ My dear Viola, I know that T have been
very silent and dull lately. I cannot tel]
why, and I feel my unkindness is the cause
of your going away.’

“No, no, no. Could anyone in all the
world be kinder to me than you have been —
than you are riow ¥ She raised her arms
and drew Grace’s cheek down to hers,
which was wet with tears ; then she said,
“You cannot think now that I want to go

or two. for the first

away because I have been unhappy here,”

Graee was so touched by this proof bf
affection that she could do no more than
kiss the wet cheek, and Nessa continued, in
a broken, whispering voice :

*“I'am going away because T feel T ought
to go. and knowing that you will not ask me
tostay, will you? ~ While I was helpless, T
could accept your kindness as freely as it
was offered ; but now that I amable to move
about almost without nid —with no more
help then Mrs. Blount can give me—it is
quite different, isn't it. I can never repay
you for all you have done on my behalf,
but I may be abie to repay another for
what I take.”

Grace would have spoken, but Nessa hur-
ried on with the argument she had prepared
as she lay. waiting for her friend’s return :

““It is not a caprice or a hasty decision
arising from f(oh'sﬁ pride ; it is no'more than
the feeling of idependence which might exist
even between iwo sisters. And there is still
another reasor, I am keeping you from help-
ing others wh need your hel mgre than I
do. It is not rght, that I shouFd do that,”

“ Youshallgo, dear, if Sweyn will agree
to it.”

Nessa thanleq her, crying, and then after
a pause, she sid, impulsivefy :

‘“ Let me kg you again, for I cannot tel]
you what is ii my heart.”

Long after(iyace had léft her, Nessa lay
awake, her nind crowded with host of
turbulent ides, which she had nn%ﬁhe will
to (lisEel. Shped into words, and put in
some 'indOfs'qucnce,hex‘t]mnghts ran thus ;
‘““ He loves me —Sweyn loves me ! He seem-
ed to be perfet—, man quite above all men
in all respectsandall ways—strongand brave
and noble, jus as ke looks, with none of the
frailties and fiults/of others 1 thought a
man looking s loyal and true, seeming so
generous and genth, could do no wrong,
But he has brokef faith with poor Grace
—abandoning heghe had known so long
for one he har y knows at all. He
cannot love us hofi'; one cannot cut one’s
heart in two. Nohero ever gave his heart
to one and his han| to another., No ; he is
not a hero. Manymen are worthier than he
and I must nct adniire him, and treasure his
words, and listen f * his steps, and try- to
see his face when Jshut my eyesat night,
with those soft eyg and that sweet smile,
Oh ! I must never flo that again. I don’t
think anyone is goyd except Grace. I can-
not be good, @l yould despise him now,

again in all my

and wish neve to ge him

life. But I cmnot o that yetawhile. Per-
haps I shall a I gryw stronger, and realize
that heis realy weik and base, Iam orry ;
I am sorry, Vhy ran’t we be dear riends
for ever wthout any of that other
love, as we vere at first ? I have never
wanted him ¢ be more to me than he was
then. My feling is nothing but gratitude |
and admiratia and friendship. And it was I
because I ha never had a real friend before
that I valnediim so much. He must have
filled a greatpace in my heart for me to |
feel sych a \'(E now that he has gone out of
it. e took lie place of all I had lost by
my accident. I ceased to regret the ap-
plause of all te spectators when I had his
smile. Whahave I now to think of ? T
wonder wheter I shall forget him when I
go back to th International, Oh, what a
ity that he sved me !

““But I ovht to have seen this before.
What a blid little fool I have heen !
Grace saw tht he was growing fonder of me
than of her. I cannot doubt that now, It
explains theshange in her, I might have
seen the chage
I had been wll and had my wits about me,
It’s scarcely a excuse that T did not. But
he has not'evn that extenuation. He is a
man more exerienced in the world: much
older than 1 Pooy Grace ! Poor Grace !
How she mus have suffered,

I feel if I realy loved sueh'a man, and found |

that he was radually eeasing to love me,

and thinkingnmrc of some one else? Oh !
I
as she kissed |

— ood ! | . it 9
good—not good, not good ! | to communicate witl,

I could not live then.
other one

it would killpe,

could not kis that
me, for I amaot
I don’t hatchim as [ ought to. Happily,
I may yet k able to undo the mischief I
have caused. He will not see me when Iam
at Brixton, «nd little by little he will forget,

all about me—meyer wish to see me, never
hink of me, AN HINT 6 eill DE Jusv as 1r

we had never met. Vihy amI crying? Why
does my heart ache? Oh! I am wicked.
How skall I meet him in the morning? I
must yot be different, or he will suspect the
truth.  Yet how am I ¢o seem natural,
feeling like this?”

The next morning she smooled herself in
the part she had to play, wien Sweyn came
into the room, she steadied her nerves and
held out her hands to him as wsual,

“This won'’t do,” he said, slipping his
fingers from her hand to ths wris ; ““ you're
feverish this morning.” He sat down before
her, still holding her hand, and looked in her
face.

She had purposely placed her chair with
the back to the light and drawn the blinds,
and she now tried to meet his eyes and main-
tain a semblance of composure ; but she felt
the hot blood in her face, and knew that her
smile was unnatural,

“Don’t be frightened,” he said 3 “I know
what you have been thinking about all
night.”

Had he guessed the truth, she asked her-
self in alarm?

He laid her hand caressingly on the arm
of her chair, still looking at her with a smile
in his eyes, and continued :

“Next to Grace, I think you are the
most conscientious little lady in the world,
The moment you learn that you are strong
enough to leave the house, you make up
your mind to relieve your friends of a
possible burden ; you lay awake half the
night devising some scheme for paying Mrs,
Blount for your board and lodging ; and
now you are terrified with the notion that I
am going to order you tostay here another
fot&ighb. It’s all  right, my dear little
pattent ; you shall zo for your drive this
afternoon, and I will leave you with Mrs,
B'ount and her bandbox, at Brixton, There,
I know how it is with you,” he added, as
Nessa smiled with a sigh of relief, ““Though
I dare say your symptoms would have put
me to my wits’ end if I hadn’t had five
minutes’ chat with Grace beforehand. We
both agree it will be a good thing for you,
You've seen enough of these rooms, and
Mrs. Blount is a dear old soul, who will
take care of you like a mother when she
gets you into her own hands, And 1 am
sure you will feel easier with the notion of
being able to pay your way. Fortunately,
I think you will be able to do that without
bothering your mind about ways and
means for some time to coime, Your old
friend, Mr., Fergus, wants to settle up with
you. 'He called on me yesterday about jt.”

“Ldon’y think he owes me anything. 1

was paid on the Saturday before—"
. ““Yes, but unfortunately your engagement
did not end on the Saturday ; something is
due for what followed. That never entered
your head, I suppose ”

I thought yon told me that Mrs. Red-
mond—I mean Mrs. De Vere —had taken all
that belonged to me except the clothes you
were good enough to have brought here,

“Yes, she |?id take everythin except
compensation for the injury she lm:? infliat-
ed upon you. She didn’t wait for that,
Fergus is a eapital sort of fellow, but .ot
one to be imposed on greatly. He wouldn'’t
be anxious to Pay you either unless he felt
very sure that he was .indebted, The fact
is, the International people fear a lawsuit,
aud will be glad to make a reasonable pay-
tnent as some sort of compensation for what
you have suffcred ”

and guessed why it was if |

What should | I will do nothing that

‘Do you think I ought to take anything
from them ?” she Mkﬂf :

‘‘Oh, undoubtedly. The only question is
how much: now, what would you say ?”

He'leant back in his chair, enjoying the
look of perplexity in the girl's face, and
charmed with her unworldly simplicity.

“I cannot say?” she replied, with "a
despairing shake of the head, But if Mr.

fergus thinks it was not mly fault, and that
I ought to be recompenged, he knows how
much he should give me,”

“ Well, you see his position hardly permits
him to he an impartial judge on that point.
I would rather employ asolicitor to arrange
the affair, but that might involve something
which you would wish to avoid. You see,
Fergusis firmly convinced that 1t was notan
accident; and if he thou htwe were goin
to law, itis probable that he would find Mrs,
De Vere and prosecute her for the injury
done to the horses asa means of shifting
from his own shoulders responsibility for tha
injury done to you. I do not think he
would take this course unless he feared that
by enplo ing a solicitor you intended to get
ruinous damages, For, in the first place, it
isnot a thing the International wish to make
public, and in the second, Fergus has too
much feeling for you to escape his obligations
manly. We have not talked about this
matter, you and I, but I feel pretty sure,
from what I have observed in your character,
that you have no vindicitive feeling against
Mrs. De Vere. You would not like
Fergus to hunt her down ; he’d be only too
happy to do it.”

*“Oh, no, no, no 1” Nessa cried, quivering,
“I am sure she did not intend to do it.”

“I think youare right. At first I believed
with Fergus, that she had caused the colli-
sion purposely—for some mad prompting of
Jealousy ; but knowing now as I do that
she appropriated nearly all that you gained
I cannot think that even so reckless a pas-
sion as jealousy would lead her to such a
sacrifice ot her own interests, for she musg
have forescen that the consequences would in
all probability be fatal to you,

To Nessa this charge seemed morstrous
Her own observation had compelled her
reluctantly toadmit that Mrs, Redmoend was
selfish  and mercenary and ungenerous
but though she might accept the fact that
the woman was not good, she could not con-
ceive her capable of such an enormity as
that imputed to her.

‘“Why, she saved my life once !” she said,
feeling " that this fact alone was conclusive
evidence of Mrs, Redmond’s innocence,

“Saved your life,” he said, with deep in-
terest in his look and voice as he leant for-
ward, resting his elbows on his knees.
Clewrly he expected her to confide in him,
but she shrank now from encouraging inti-
macy with the man who had pledged to give
all his love to anether, feeling as if it were
a treachery on her part toward Grace,

“Yes,” she said ; ““ she saved my life, an&
can bring trouble upon
her. ”

‘“ Of course not, if that is the case. We
will say no more about a lawyer. Still some
body ought to represent you. It is scarcely
an affair that you could settle for yourself,
I think. Is there any relative you wouldlike

““I have no relatives,”

“‘ Then you must fall back on your friends.
Which shall it be ?”

“‘I have no friends,” Nessa replied, trying
ta helieve thet Sweyvn was nothing to her.

‘“ None!"” ]l(‘ Sald, with unmistakable sig-
nificance in his low, soft voice, ¢ Not one
whom you may trust to do the very best he
can to serve you?”’

‘‘None whose service T bave any right to
claim.” Her embarrassment was painful,
but the man was yet too honest to see the
real cause,

““1hen you regard me simply asyour med-
ical adviser, hey ; and you will desire me
todiscontinue my visits when yougetto Brix-
ton. That's carryin independence to greater
lengths than I wilfngmc to. I shall come
every day,” he said, with a laugh as he rose
*o his feet. ““I shall continue my visits till
you are convinced that I am—"he took her
hand and held it in silence a moment as he
looked down with warm affection into her
troubled face—¢‘what I pretend to be-—
something more than your doctor; ever se
much more—your friend,”

(TO BE CONTINUED., )

The 8t. Clair Tunnel,

The tunnel under the 8t. Clair river at
Sarnia is at length an accomplished fact,
Considering the peculiar difficulties that had
to be overcome, difficulties that would have
utterly discouraged ordinary men, and the
fact that subaqueous tunnelliug has not been
particularly successful in the past, this latest
achievement must be reckoned among the
greatest triumphs of modern engineering
science, A detailed account of all that hag
happened since the work was first begun,
of the experiments that have been tried and
the ditficulties that have been encountered,
while interesting as a romance would be
sufficient to fill a volume. Tre f()llowing
facts are gleaned from the account as furnish-
ed by the Mail :

‘“The total length of the tunnel is 6,000
feet, of which 2,290 feet are under the river
and the remainder under dry land. The
waximum depth of the river is forty feet,
The length of the tunnel under dry land on
the Canadian side is 1,994 fect, on the
American side 1,716 feet, The length of
the open cutting and approaches on the
Canadian side will he 3,100 feet, on the
American side 2,500 feet, making the tunnel
and approaches a total length of 11,600 feet,
The amount of soil excavated is 2,196,400
cubic feet. The cast iron lining will weigh
55,963,600 pounds, secured by 2,00,000 steel
bolts seven-eighths of an inch in diamet-
er. The walls of the tunnel are con-
structed of cast-iron segments, thirteen of
which and a key form a circle. The dimen-
sions of each cast iron segment are, length
4 feet 10 inches, width 18 inches, thickness
2 inches, with langes inside 6 inches deep
and 1§ inches in thickness, These segments
are cast with 32 holes in them, 12 on each
side and four on each end. The edges are
planed in the workshops at the works,
They are then heated and dipped in coal tar,
from which they come out black and shining,
They are bolted together with  steel bolts,
and the external diameter of the tunnel is 2]
feet and tle inside 20 feet. No brick or
stone was used in its construction, and
when fully ready for use it will be simply
an iron tube made of plates ; 6,000 feet lon
and 20 feet in diameter, perfectly round an,
Water-tight ; as dry as a street in summer
time, lighted by electric light, ventilated by
air engines, and kept at the right tempera~
ture with steam pipes.”




