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CHAPTER XXVII.—(Continued.)

# 1 bave not tricd to make the worst ot wy
trinls and troubles in telllng you what my
life has been. 1 bave honestly described it
for what it was when I met with Miss Rose-
berryv—a Jife without hope. May you never
know the temptation that tried me, when the
shell struck its victim in the French cottage.
There she lay—dead! Her name was ubn-
tainted. MHer future promised me the reward
which kad been denied to the honest efforts of

a penitent woman. My lost place in the world .

was offered back to me ou the one condition,
that I stooped to win it by a fraud. I had no
prospect to look forward to; I had no friend
near to advise me and to save me ; the fairest
years of my womanbood had been wasted in
the vain struggle to recover my good name,
Such was my position when the possibility of
personating ‘Miss Roseberry first forced itself
on my mind. - Impulsively, recklessly—
wickedly, if you like—I seized the opportu-
nity,and let you pass me through the German
lines under Miss Roseberry’s name. Arvrived
in England, having bad time to rettect, ! made
my first and last etiort to draw back before it
was teo late, T went to the Refuge, and stop-
ped on the opposite side of the street, looking
at it. The old hopeless life of irretrievable
disgrace confronted me as I fixed my eyes on
the famtliar door; the horror of returning to
that life was more than I could force myself
to endure, An empty cab passed me at the
moment. The driver held up his hand, In
sheer despair I stopped bimi; and when he
said * Where to7—in sheer despair again I
apswered, * Matidethorpe House.?

#Qf what I have suffered in secret since
my own successful deception established me
under Lady Jauet's care 1 shall say nothing,
Many things which must have surprized you
in my conduct are made plain to you by this
time. You must have noticed long since that
I was not a happy woman. Now you know
why.

My confession is made; my coascience
bas spoken at last. You are released from
your promise to me—you are Iree. Thank
Mr. Julian Gray if I ~tand here, self-accused
of the offence that I bave committed, before
the man whom I have wronged.”

CHAPTER XXVIIL
“ENTENCE 13 PRONOUNCED ON HER.

It was done. The last tones of her voice
died away in silence,

Her cves sfil] rested on Horace,  After
bearing what he had heand, could he resist
that gentle pleading look?  Would he forgive
her? A while sivee, Julian had scen tears on
his checks, and had believed that he felt for
her. Why was he now silent? Was it pos-
sible that hie only felt for himself ?

For the last time—at the crisis of her life—
Julian spoken for her. He had never loved
her as he loved ber at that moment ; it tried
even his generous nature to plead her cause
with Horace against himself. But he had
promised her, without reserve, all the help
that ber truest friend could offer. Faithfully
and manfully, he redeemed his promise.

% Horace I he said.

Horace slowly looked up.
approached him,

“She has told you to thank me, if her con-
science has spoken. Thapk the noble nature
which answered when I called toon'it! Own
the priceless value of a woman who can speak
the truth. = Her heart-felt repentance is a joy
in Heaven, Shall:it not: plead for her.on
earth? “Honour her, if you are a Christian!
Feel for her, if you are'a man't®

He waited.  Horace never answered him.

Mercy's eyes turned tearfully on Julian. fis
heart was the heart that felt for heri His words
were the words which comforted and pardoned
her! When she looked back againat Horace,
it was with an effort. ~His last hold on her
was lost. In her inmost mind a thought rose
unbidden—a thought which: wag not to be re-
pressed. ¢ Can [ ever have loved this man?”

Julian rose and

She advanced a step towards him-; it was"

not possibie, even yet, to completely forget
the past.  She held out her-hand.

+ He rose, on his side—without looking at
her. : : :

4 Before we part for ever,” she gaid to him,

“ will you take my hand 48 a token that you
forgive me?”’ ‘

He besitated.  He half lifted his hand, The
next moment the gencrous impulse died away
in him.  In its place came the meéan fear of
what might happen if - he trusted himself to
the dangerous fascination of her touch,  His
hand dropped ugain at his side; he turned
uway quickly, . )

“I can’t forgive ber ! he said,

With that horrible confession—without even
a last look at her—he luft the room. :

At the moment when he: opened the door,
Julian's contempt for him . burst its way
through all restraints, - -

« Horace,” he said, ¥ I'pity you!”

As the words escaped: him, he looked back
at Mercy. She had turned aside from both of
them—she had retired to a distaut part of the
library. The first bitter foretaste of what was
in store for her when sho faced tho world again
had come to her from Horace! The energy
which had sustained her thus far, quailed be-
fore the dreadful prospect—doubly dreadful to
a woman—of obloquy and contempt.  She
sank on her knees before a little couch in the
darkest corner of the room. # Oh, Christ,
have mercy on me!” That was her prayer—
no more, :

Julian followed her. He waited a little.
Then, his kind hand touched her; his friendly
voice fell consolingly on her car,

# Rise, poor wounded heart! Beautiful,
purified soul, God's angels rejoice over you!
Take your place among the noblest of God's
creatures!”

He rised her as he spoke, All her heart
went out to him. She caught his hand—
she pressed it to her bosom ; she pressed it to
her lips—then dropped it suddenly, and stood
before him trembling like a frightened child.

¢ Forgive me!” was all she could say. « [
was 50 lost and lonely—and you are so good
to me !’

She tried to leave him, It was useless—
her strength was gone; she caught at the
head of the couch to support herself, He
locked at her. The confession of his love
was just rising to his lips—he looked agnin,
and checked it. Noj; not at that moment;
not when she was helpless and ashamed ; not
when her weakness might make her yield,
only to regret it at a later time. The great
heart which had spared her, and felt for her
from the first, spared her and felt for her
now,

He, to0, left her—but net without a word
at parting.

** Don't think of your future life just yet)”
ke said, gently, 1 have something fo pro-
pose when rest and quiet have restored you.”
He opened the nearest door—the door of the
dining room—and weat out.

The servants engaged in completing the
decoration of the dinoner-table noticed, when
¢ Mr. Julisn” entered the room, that his eyes
were “ brighter than ever.”  He looked (they
remarked) like a man who * expected good
news.”  They were inclined to sugpect—
though he was certainly rather youug for it—
that her ladyship's nephew was in a fuir way
of preferment to the church.

. . . . - . . -

Mercy seated herself on the couch,

There are limits, in the physical organiza-
tion of ‘manp, to the action of pain. When
suffering has reached a given point of inten-
sity the nervous sensibility becomes incapable
of feeling more. -~ The rule of Nature, in this
respect, applics not only to sufferers in the
body, but to sufferérs in the mind ag well,
Grief, rage, terror, have also their appointed
limits. The moral sensibility, like the ner-
vous sensibility, reaches its period of absolute
exhaustion, and feels no more,

The capacity for suffering in Mercy had at-
tained its term. Alone in the library, she
could feel the physical relief of repose ; she
could vaguely recall Julian's parting ‘words to
ber, aud zadly wonder what they meant-—and
she could do no more.

Aun interval passed; a brief interval of per-
fect rest. : :

She recovered herself sufficiently to be able
to look at her watch and to estimate the lapse
of time that might yet pass before Julian re-
turned to her as he had promiged. . While her
mind was still languidly following thiz train

of thought, she was disturbed by the ringing

of a-bell in the hall, used to summon the ser-
vant whose duties were ‘connected with that
part’ of the house. In:leaving the library,
Horace had ‘gone out by the door which led
into the hall, and had failed to close it.” She

plainly héard the bell—and a moment later

(more plainly still) she heard Lady Janet’s
voice! 2 o :

She started to her feet. . Lady Janet’s letter
was still in the pocket of ber apron—the let-
ter which imperatively commanded “her to

abstain from makiog the very confession that.

had just passed her-lipsl. It was near the
dinner-hour ; "and the library was the favour-
ite place in which the mistress of the house
and her guests agsembled at that time. - It was
no matter of doubt; it was an absolute cér-
tainty: that Lady Janet had only stopped in
the hall on her way into the room.

The alternative. for Mercy lay between in-

stantly leaving the library by the dining.:
room door—or remaining where she was, at
- the risk of being sooner or "later compelled to

own that shie had deliberately discovered her
benefactress. - Exhausted by what she had al-
ready suffered, she stood trembling and irreso<
lute, incapable of deciding which alternative
she should choose, S :

Lady Janet’s voice, clear and resolute, pene
trated into the room. * Bhe was reprimanding
the servant who had answered the bell,

# 1g it your.duty in my house to look after
the lamps?” o .
BT} 1'@8, m)' lndy." : e .
# And is it my duty to pay you your wages ?”
¢ If you please, my lady.” .
«Why do I find ‘the light -in the haill dim,
and the wick of that lamp smoking? I have
not failed in - my duty to You,  Don't let me
find you failing ngain in your duty to Me.”
(Never iad- Lady Janet's voice sounded so
sternly in Mercy's ear as it soundéd now, If
she spoke with that tone of severity to a ser-
vant who had neglected a lamp, what had her
adopted daughter: to expect, when she dis-
covered that her entreaties and her commands
had been alike get at defiance ?)
Having administered her reprimand, Lady
Janet had not doue with the servant yet, She

“had a question to put to him next,

¢ Where is°Misg Rosceberey 7

#In the library, my lady.”

Mercy returned to the couch.  She could
stand no longer; she had not even resolution
enough left to ift her eyes to the door,

Ludy Janet came in more mpidly than
usaal,  Sheadvanced to the couch, and tapped
Merey playfully on the cheek with two of her
fingers.

“ You lazy chilid ¢
Oh fie, fie "

Her tone was as playfully affectionate as
the action which had accompanied her words,
In speechless astonishment Merey looked up
at her.

Always remarkable for the taste and splen-
dour of her dress, Lady Janet had, on thiz oc-
casion, surpassed herself, There she stood
revealed in her grmndest velvet, her richest
jewelry, her finest lace—with no one to enter-
tain at the dinner-table but the ondinary
members of the circle at Mablethorpe House,
Noticing this as strange to begin with, Mercy
farther obrerved, for tne irst time in her ex-
perience, thnt Lady Janet’s eyes avoided mect-
ing hers  The old lady took her place com—
paunionately on the couch; she ridiculed her
“lazy child’s"” plain dress, without an oroa-
ment of any sort on it, with her best grace y
she atfectionately put her arm round Mercy's
waist, and rearmnged with her own hand the
dixordered locks of Merey's hair—but the in.
stant Mercy herself looked at her, Lady Janet's
eyes discovered something supremely interest-
ing in the¥familiar objects that surrounded
her on the tibrary walls,

How were these changes to be interpreted ?
To what possible ronclusion did they point ?
Julian's profound knowledyge of human nature,
if Julian had been present, might have found
the clue to the mystery.  [l: might have sur-
mised (incredible as it was), that Merey's
timidity before Lady Jauet was fully recipro-
cated by Lady Janets timidity before Merey,
It wud even s,  ‘The woman whose immova-
ble compasnre had couqoered. Grace Rose-
berry's utwost insolence in the hour of her
trinmph~—the  woman . whe, without ouce
flinching, bad faced every other consequence
of her resolutian to ignore Merey's true posi-
tion 1n the house—iquaited for the first time,
when shie found herself face to face with the
very persen fue whom she had suffered and
sacrificed so much. “She had shrank from the
mecting with Mercy, as Merey had shrunk
from the mceeting with der. - The splendour of
her dress meant simply that, when other ex-
cuses for delayving the wmeeting down atairs
had all been exhansted, tho excuse of a long
and elsborate  toilet had  been trled next,
Even the moments cecupied in. reprimanding
the servant bad been moments seized on as
the pretext for snother delay. " The basty en-
trancé int the room, the nervous assumption
of playfalness in language and manner, the
evasive and wandering cyes, were all refernble
to the same cause, In the presence of othera
Lady Janet had succeasfully silenced the pro-~
test of her own inbred delicacy and inbred
sense of honour,” In the presence of Mercy,
whom she loved with a mother's love—in the
presence of Merey, for whom she had stooped
to deliberate concealment of the truth——all
that was high and noble in the woman’s na-
ture rose in her and rebuked her, . What will

Not dressed for dinner ?

_the danghter of my adoption, the child of my

first and last experience of maternal love,
think of me, now that I have made mygelf an
accomplice -in the fraud of ~which she is
ashamed ? - How can 1'look her in-the face,

when [ have not hesitated, oat ot selfish con- -

sideration for ‘my own tranqnitlity, to forbid

‘that frank avowal of the truth which her finer
sense of duty had spontancously bound her to:

make? Those were the tortuting questions

“in ‘Lady Janet's .mind, while ‘her urm was

wound affectionntely - round  Mercy's - waist,
while “her fingers - were buaying themaelves.
familiarly with  the arrangement of Merey's

hair. ~Thence, and. thence - only, sprang the

impulsé - which set her talking, with an uan-
easy affectation of frivolity, of any topic with-

in-the range of conversation; so long us it

related to the future, and completely ignored
the present and tho past. ~
“The winter: here-is unendurable,” Lady

Janet began, ¢ I have been thinking, Grace,:

about what we had better do next,”

Merey started. Lady ‘Janet had called her
“Grace.”  Lady Jnoct was still deliberately
assuming to be Innocent of the faintest aus-
plcion of the truth.

#Nol” resumed her ladyship, affecting to

“too, and - when ‘I looked well in anyt

supper,

misunderstand  Merey's movement, « you a
not to.go up vow and dress, There iy ne
time, and I am: quite ready to cxcugy Fouo
Yon are s foll to me, my dear, Yoy Nave
roached tho perfection of shabbiness, Ah) r
remember when T had my whims aud fancieg
hing |
wore, just as you do. No more of that, AR 1
was saying, I have been thinking ang plan.
ning what we are to do.” We really cany gy
here, Cold one day, and hot the m‘xtﬁwha{
nclimate!  As for society, what do we 1o if
wa go away ? ‘There is 1o such thing ag s,
clety now. Assemblies of well-dressed gy
meet at each other's houser, tear each mhur'},
clothes, tread on each other’s toen, If yoy
are particularly lucky you sit on the staireyge
you get a tepid ice, and you henr vapid (a4
in slang phrscs all round you.  Thery i
modern -socicty. If we had a good upern it
would be something to stay in Londen fye
Look at the programine for the season on thyg
table—promising as much ax posaible on paper
and performing na little an possible on thy
stage. The same works, sung by the sgpe
gingers year after year, o the same stupid
people—in short, the dullest musical evenipgg
in Europe. No! the more I think of i, the
more plainly [ perceive that there is but ang
sensible cholce before us: we must go abroag,
Sct that pretty head to work ; choose north o
south, east or west; it's all the same o me,
Where shall we go 7

Mércy looked at ber quickly as she put the
question.

( To be continued.)

elavieties,

The titerature of epigeams el epitag s com.
prises some of the smartest jewr diespeit writton
by men against women, nnd by wives aoonag
thelr maxters,  The Germasn paoet Heses
duesd the oplgram on Adam’s sleep ..
«He fadd blm down and slept; sand from ni

sfde  *
A woman in her magie beanty rose
bazeled and charmed, he callsd that womag
s bride?
Atnd his fiest sfeep Beonnie his st rogy

e

The iowing s an epllaph O be fonud i
the churels at Great Woolfornd, Wirs fekadire
s Here old doho Randad! fies,
Ale was his e,
Ale was his drini,
Ade i tiss Brart revive,

Agad 1 he oould bave s
Flee still hand heen altve

A weilsdroasod Ronlehiminn was rees iy fken
11 4 Leandon, and though the doctor o
cause for alarm, the patlent got low..;
thought he was gobig te e, nod requoes
daetor Lo break the soews to 4 Freoeh
Rowne, whom @ie lovad dearer than 17
da i gently, for she was a tetidsre tower, and
might pine away, So all tenderly the Qo
wrote, sind this wis the respanse: frveen (he
girl teest DI Bsoma, T ocure nothing for
D, 0"t want (o hear froen him. Yo
please teil bim Lo sod ts o Drare nevisg
PSR him”

The htest Instance of abstractioh or b
fs relatst of & Cork gentieman, who, on ¢
on o lily, was tohil by the servng G that?
tress wis ot al home. As he turined 6
he csught a glimypsa: of the lady's !
mirror throsgh ) halfcopeted doors
after he called on another fricod, and foun
Lieky there, o1 have just been 1o your
sitfd ey v but had not the pleasure of o
you,” e« ludeed U 'm ogo sorry. Bat ]
in grent hmste on huasiness o ln w
presumne, thut you left your hoad ¥
fur I snw it in the glass” o Ihd you ?
persiblo; T am o pbent-mindsd.”

Wert ol
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The Iantniry News gives uh aceount of the
vicissitudes of e as expertenced by a Yo
man in that place, He went to sea A0y
fady, previousty just having been foan ey
As he neared the house he saw her
father standing on the steps and hailed bim.
«Hello, old Tatpole; z'at you? Where ish
lovely gazalle? Where ish my love now
dreamin’ " The father looked at the youg
mun, thinking. e wanled something, prisen-d
hix hand gadly upon bis shonlder, turpsd kim
nround, and Mled the space under his ot
with teathier, The young muu don’t go them
any more; he says small-pox s hereditary in
the family.,

A man in the dress of o workman was fatly
walking in the streets 6f Bertin with a packed
fin bl band, seated and foseribed with an add

Cadresy, nied ntiote that 1t contntned one hurndred

thatirs §n trensury bille,  As the hearer aje
poared to be at n loss, he wig aceosted by 8
passenger, who asked him what he was lmu'ri"m;
for. .The simple countryman placed the packe
in the tnguirer’s hands, snd Fequested that he
would rend the addross.  Tha reply way mude
s with an agreeable surprise, #Why, this Jotter
I« for mao! -1 have beon expecting it for s long
while 1" The messenger upon this d«)m:m\lci!
ten thalers for the earringo of the packel, wm:‘ﬂ
wis readily pald, with a Hberal additien to 122
porter.” Tho new possessor of the packet h:\:»
tenied Lo an  obseure: corner fo examine hif
prize; but, on hreaking the seal, fornd nothing

“bitt a fow sheots of prper,on which was swritten

S Donp "o .

A sad onke of depravity In horseflesh 1S ‘:(‘
ported by Lthe Parls Figaro, The fa "(“‘r”‘fth'r‘j,h
of neertaln baron foll serinnity 11, and, g

_every eare wa taken of the apimal, it vepid




