
Grey's Old Court.

"I striko him!" broko out Mattie, with sudden passionato agi-
tation. " I striko an old man; and t/at old man! Why-ho was
good to nie. ie loved me ! "

Tho piteous, indignant appeal that rang in these threo last words
produced a strange commotion amongst the hearers. Womnen wero
scen to weep, and even men looked at each other with a sort of
hesitatinîg pity and doubt in their faces. So young, se innocent-
looking ! Was it possible?

But that passionate outbuîrst lad exhaustedl all the strength of
will that Mattio could bring to bear upon the subject. They must
do as they would with ber. Site could niake no more protests, and
trouble lierseif with no more hopes and fears. Sie lnew wlien it
was all over ; sio had a vague idea that sone voico in authority
told her she left the court with na stain upon her character,-freo;
and sie wondered if the sreaker ki.,,w what a mockiery such words
seemed to lier. Sho remembered aitrwards that some one had
drawn her band within his ami; lad put ler into a cab; that
peering eyes were at the door to stare at lier as she passed ; that
curious peoplo even stopped in tho streets to look in at the cab
windows, but sho sa)v those only like faces in a fog; knowing
nothing definitely until sho stood once more in lier own homo and
saw the widow, net strong yet, but better, trying te riso from the
wicker chair te meet lier.

'Tlien Mattio sprang forward with a low cry, and knelt down
with lier head on lier mother's lap, breaking into a fit of terrible,
tearless sobbing.

" Oh mother, mother, they have let me off; but it's all the saine.
Some one did it ; and who will believe me innocent ? Thero
wasn't enough proof, but no one will believe that I didn't do it."

The widow could only stroko the black hair, and sob a littlo too?
There were tears for her, but nono for Mattie, yet.

Slush, lush, miy dearie. Dost think I don't believe thee?
There's One that krews. We must wait Me time, and trust."

CiArTER VI.

IE IIOUR BEFORE DAWN.

IhcrAnD GREY never bore witness te Mattie's guilt. A heavy
hand vas upon him, and lie recovered from his bodily bruises only
te ramblo on in a childish sort of way, sometimes about the love of
his youth ; about the dead John Grey who lad supplanted hin;
about "little Mattio," though it was doubtful whether ho then
meant mother or daughter; and oftener still about his money. The
doctor who attended hini held it possible that some suddon shock
miglt still restore iin te reason, since he was net so very old ; net
old enougli for senile childishness; but the housekeeper scouted
such a notion as simply absurd.

And Mattie's lifo dragged on wearily. She was righit wlien she
said that no one would believo in lier innocence, in spite of her
acquittal. When sho passed up the court slatternly women turned
their heads away, and young girls, whoso giddy ways and bp.d


