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be a word in season. Your lessons
liere seem to, bave agreed with you,
Miss. You're a different sort of girl
to what you were wben I last saw
you.,

She surprised bim by receiving tbat
remark in silence. The colour left
ber face. She sighed bitterly. Tbe
sigli puzzled Ruf us; lie held bis opin-
ion of lier in suspense, until lie bad
beard more.

' You said just now you would die
for Amelius,' lie went on, eyeing
lier attentively. ' I take that to be
woman's hysterical way of mentioning
that she feels an interest in A melius.
Are you fond enougli of him to leave
him, if you could only lie persuaded
that leaving him was for bis good V'

Sbe abruptly left the table, and
went to the window. When lier back
was turned to IRuf us, she spoke. 'Arn
I a disgrace to him V' she asked, in
tones so faint tliat lie could liarely
hear tbem. «I b ave hiad my fears of
it, liefore now.'

If lie bad been less fond of Amelius,
bis natural kindness of beort miglit
have kept him sulent. Even as it was,
lie made no direct reply. ' You re-
member how yon were living wben
Amelius first met witli you,' was al
lie said.

The sad blue eyes looked at hini in
patient sorrow; the low sweet voice
answered ' yes.' Only a look and a
word-only tHe influence of an instant
-and, in that instant, Rufus's last
doubts of ber vanisbed !

'Don't think I say it reproaclifully,
my cbild! I know it was not your
fault ; I know you are to lie pitied,
and not lilamed.'

'She tuirned ber face towards him-
pale, quiet, and resigncd. ' Pitied, and
not blamed,' slie repeated. 'Am I to,
be forgiyen V

Hlis generous nature slirank from
answering ber. There was silence.

' You said just now,' she went on,
that I looked. like a different girl,

since you last saw me. I arn a differ-
ent girl. I think of tliings that I

neyer thouglit of before- some change,
I don't know 'what, bas corne over mie.
0, my beart does huinger so, to lie good 1
I do so long to deserve what Ame-
bius bas done for me! You have got
my book there-Amelius gave it to
me-we read in it every day. If«
Christ had been on eartli now, is it
wrong to think that Christ would have
forgiven me V'

' No, my dear; it's right to think
80.'y

' And, wbile I live, if I do my best
to lead a good life, and if rny last
prayer to God is to take me to, Hea-
yen, shall I be beard V'

' You will be beard, my child, I
don't doubt it. But, you see, youý
have got the world about you to reck-
on with-and the world bas invented
a religion of its own. Tbere's no use
looking for it in this book of yourF.
It's a religion vwith the pride of pro-
perty at the bottoni of it, and a ve-
neer of benevolent sentiment at the
top. It will be very sorry for you,
and very charitable towards you; in
short, it will do everything for yon
except taking you back again.'

She biad lier answer to that. 'ÂAme-
bius lias taken me back again,' she
said.

' Ameius lias taken you back again,'
iRufus agreed. 'But tliere's one thinge
be's forgotten to, do ; lie lias forgotten,
to coxrnt the cost. It seems to be left
to me to (10 that. Look here, my girlt
I own I doubted you wben I first came
into this room ; and I'm sorry for it,
and I beg your pardon. I do believe
you're a good gir-I couldn't say why
if I was asked, but I do believe it for
ail that. I wish there was no more
to lie said-but there is more; and1

neither you nor I must shirk it. FiPb-
lic opinion won't deal as tenderly with'
you as I do ; public opinion will make
the worst of you, and the worst Of
Ameliuis. While you're living ,lie'
witli him-there's no disguising it--
you're innocently in the way of the
boy's prospect in life. I don't knomW
wbether you understand me l'
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