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Moerton; I ldentified hier, aithougli she wCs
terrlbly changed. Consclenco had evldently
cti-cken lier; she had beauty, even yet. fers
vras too lovely a ynutli to lie withered by the
roughest storms ef life.

The freshiness, the brlghtness, had ail gone
for ever; but the foundation of a onc~e lovely
formi and face stili remalned. She approacli-
ed me; ail the cruelty had dlled away from
thý. classie mouth, ail the darts of triumph
which illumined those steel grey eyes were
spent fer gaze was fixed upon me now
vith a long, mournful, sorrow-stricken ssci-
nesa.

"Miss Lindou," she murmured.
1 started bnck: the voice was hollow, and

It sent a thrill through my fratue.
"Miss Lindoîî that was," I repliedl, "4but

now Mfli. Couirtnev."
"IMarrled 1" slie exciaimea.
"YTes, murried," 1 replied.
At the sanie time, I feit niy cheek coloz

consciously; I was kneeling beside anothez
man's grave, but only a deaci idol after ail.

My liusband, as a sensible business man,
would not lie jealous of a piece of green turf
beueatli w'hich the dust and ashes of a loat
lover slept.

"II don't know howv te address you," the
wretched woman said. "Perhaps you think:
me presumptuous for daring te even look at
you after the wrong 1 did you ini the past--a
wrong which 1 have bitterly sufferad and re-
pented for. Dol1 not look as if I bhad had
my deserts for zny wickedness?"

iL shudderingly lifted mny eyc>s to the hol-
low cheeks, the sunken eyes, the ashien lips,
and replied:

"&Yes, wvoman, you undoubtedly have."
&~'omauil" she eclhoed plaintively. "Oh,

don't speak so cruelly; eall me Gra.ce once
more-only onîce more 1 The sands of lifa
have nearly run out. 1 shahl soon be sleep-
Ing a-s lie is sleeping."

She paused for breath, and a hollow cough
checked lier utterance for the time. She
placed her liand to lier lîead whvlere lier liair
lay like bauds o! snow-aUl the color lad
long left it.

Heavens I1 pitied lier, wretch as she vis.
1[ had been the mens o! getting lier punish-
eci; surely I oughit to be satisfied. I had suf-
iered also, but not as aIe had.

.&!ter ail, -what 12. the suffering o! an in-
jured one viho, can lav lier head down at
niglit on 1er pillovi and feel under Huaven
tînt sue is sinned against rather than sin-
nfing, cumpared te tue horrible tortures of
the guilty one. whlose conscience neyer resta,
mnd w'hose brain is raeked by the conden-
Ing liend whio huris torments, u1pon nia neaa,
mntil lie feels that the hangmn's rope viere

.ann easy death?
."Gr.e Merton," I sald, after a pause, "lam

ver me truthfully one question. DUd yez
really love Bernard MeC' - gor?"

From bn'ueath the sui tee of that lcadcm
cheeek I saw the biood gradually dye it, just
as I had seen hier blusli years ago when shc>
had tenipted hlm on that summer morn.

"Ftrom my soul Idid," she replied. "M3ad,
guîlty as that love wvas, that crazy love at-
tacked me at first siglit. It was the love of
madness boru, whicli stops at nothlng to Se-
cure its treasure. Rad 1 flot Ioved him 1
should have beeri saved from the crime which
has rendered my life a living tox,.ure and em-
bittered yours. I was a vain, 'unprincipled
girl, 1 know; but I was really fond of hlm,
and the thouglît of your being his %vife near-
ly killed nie, and it drove me to, sin and
crime. Forgive me--forgive me V"

She feUl on lier knees, and our liands met
once more. Hers was cold-cold as the turf
on wieh she linelt.

'Il forgive you," I replied. "RPise. Do not
kneel to me, but asic pardon of Heaven."1

A.t that moment a voice close by said:
"lHer Maker has already pardoned and eaH-

ed lier to fini."
1 started and looked, Up. A clergyman

stood beside me.
Re bent his liead.dow.n on a level -,ith the

woman who knelt motionless at my feet. A
dim dawning of the truth flaslied upon me.

The face was cold and -white, the lips were
parted; I placed my hand upon the brow, It
wças cold also.

"IHeaven lias callcd to account auother
wanderer," the minister said. I'She 15 dead.Y'

1 started up, and my lips murmnured:
"''Ieo Lord give rest te lier soul"1
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