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CHIAPTERL U.

MA(DALZSN-IN OIoDEN TIMEs.

"' Wa lNr< your m0tother was live were yoU ever
out with her after ighît-fll inl the street,$ of
a greaitCity ?"

In thlose extraordinary terms) Mercy Mer-
riek ope'ned the confidential interview which
Grcet toscberry hald forced oin lier. Grace
answereil sinply:

" I don't iucnlersitaidil you."
I Wlit put It ini another way," said the

nrse.5c Its unnactual hîardness and sternnîess of
toue passed away fromt lier voice, nnd its
native gentleness and sadness returied, ais she
inade that reply. I Yoi rend the newspapers
likîe the rest of the worldl," shei went on;
i have you ever read of your unhappy fellow
c're'atuires (tite starving oicitrats of the popu-

tion) whoI Want ias driven linto Sin."
Stil wonduering, Orae niswered that schi

Ihad read of scbti things Orftein, in uwrspapers
and in books.

I Hiave you heard-when those starving and
siiîning fellow creatures lappened to bc
woen----of i'fuîges establislhed to protect and
rcilaimU themic ?"

The' wonder in Grace's mind passed away,
and a vague suspicion of sornethi ng painful to
tio took its place.

i These are extriordinary quesitiong," she
,aid, niervoucsly. " WcIhal t do you mean ?"

Answer me," the nurse insisted. "Have
Vour heard of the lefuges ? Have ytou heard

Sth' w,-meni7 ?"

More your chair a little fartier awav
fron mte'." She pausedl. Hler voice, without
ioitlis steadiness, fell to its lowest tones.

i was once of those womer," she said

GraCe sprang to lher feet with a faint cry.
She stood petrified-incapable of uttering a
word.

I hav betnl in a uRlfug'e" pursued the
swet sai voice of the cIther vomnan. ' Inhave
bwen in a nPrisou. Do VoSu till wish to bie My
friend? Do you rtill iist on Sitting close
bv rue and takitin iry m1Yhadi" ?'"

it waited! for a replyi, and no reply carme.
i' You a, w you wI re wronrg," stihe went ou

gectly,Ilwhen yno cal lutd me crul-atnd I
wa' iglit when I told you I was kind."

At that appal Gracecomposed herself,
and spoke

"i donr't wcic.h to olend y'onu,' she hcwn

M cy Merrick stppd iher thtre.
y ou dcn't ofen ni 'sl d, without

thc' faîite'st. note of Idi'pileastir, in her tone
I1 an atccusti uomedi teo stand i n tth'e lpilory of

1y own past'life. I som *ts ak myel f if
it wats ait my fanlt sometimeswonder if
Soc liad no diutie' etowards rue when i was
a chib1 seling match's in the striet--when I
wa, a hard-working girl, faintinig at mny ieedie
fer want of food.-

ce faitered a little for tire irst tile
as it pronounced those wordi; Shc wait'd a
mentt, and recovered lherrelf.
cIt'.t too Inte to iwllIjoI th se things now,"

shr sanidl, resignedly. "l Sciety ean subscribe
to reclaitm me-but Scity can' take m
bc.k. You sec mie here in a place of trust-
patiently,b i umbtly c doing alcl the gocd i can.
It diesit matter ! liere, or elsewhc're, what
I arm cian never ater whiat i tra. For three
years past, aillthat a sincerely penitent womîan
CAU do I have don. It doesn't matter i Once
let imy paststorv bce known, and the shadow
of it conmes over Me ; the kindest people
sbrink.'c

hite waited again. wolici a word of syn-
pathy corne to coifort her front the other
wornan's lips? No! Miss Roseberry ivas
shocked ; Miss Roseberry was confused.

Il arn ivery aorry for you," was il that Miss
RosIberry could say.

" Everybody ls sorry for me," answered the
nurse, as patiectly as ever; everybody is
kind to me. But ther lost place il not to bie0
regained. i can't get back i I can't get
bak1 I " lhe cCried, with a passionate oautbrirst
of despair--checked instantly, the moment it
hai escaped lier.

"Shall I tell you what rny experience ha l
ben ?i" ahe resumid "i "Wittl yuu ier the
story of Magudaien-in mtoderi tiimes?"I

(,race drewback a ste p; Mercy instantly
undlerstood lier,

1 arm goirg to toit you nothing thiait yon
need shrink fron he ia si is ld. A lady
in your position woulll ntt uncderstndîc the
trials and the astraggl's ftiat I have pcamtsed
through. My s8tory shall begin it tile Refuge.
Tire miatrro sentinine out to service with the
charneter that i had lioncstly earned-the
character of a reclam'dwomiin. jistiidi
the confidence placedflsl nime ;I was a faithfuil
servant Onre day, imy uistres sent for meo-

a kind mistress, if over thore was one yet. I
' Mercy, I am sorry for yo ; it lias come out w
that 1 took you from a Refuge; I shall lose
cvery servant in the house ; you must go., I
went back to the matronî-another kind j
worman. She received m like a mother.li
' Wu will try again, Mercy; don't be cast r
down.' I told you J had been in Canada?"

Grace began to feel interesated lin spite of n
hàerself. Sihe answered with something like
warirath in lier toue. She retirnel to her
chair-placed at its asafe and significant dis- v
tance fromtthe chest.

l'he nurse on.
a My next place was in Canada, with an

officer's wife : gentlefolkas who bad emigrated.
More kindness ; and, this time, a pleasant,
peac'cfil life for mne.. I aid to myseIf, Is the
lost place regainedl? aere I got back ?' My
mistress dieud. New people came into our
neiglhbourhood. There was a young lady
among them-my master began to think of 
another wife. I have the misfortune (in amy
situation) to be whac is cailedil a haridsoce
woman ; I rouse the curiosity of strangers.
Thei new people aikei questions about me;
my mater's anîswers did not satisfy the In. In
a word, thcy found me out. The old story
again 'Mercy, I am very sorry scandal is
very busy with vou and witi nie ; we are in-
nocent, but there is no hellp for it-we musta
part.' I left the placec ; having gained one
advantage during my stay in Canada, iihic 1 I
find of Lse to Ie here."

SWhatia ii1?"
n Our nearcst neigibours were French Caia-

dians, i learnied to speak the Frenchh an-
guage."

19 Did you return to London ?"
" Where else couli go, ivlthout a char-

acter?" said Mercy, sadly. "I went back
again to the matron. Sickness itad broken
ont in the Refuge,, I made myself usefil as a
nurse. One of the doctors was strick withr
re- fell in love' with me, as the piras is.
Ie would have inarried nie. The nuarse s

an honest womiatin, wa bou t tet ll Ichimrt the
truth. Ie nover appeared again. h'lie old
story I began to be weary of saying to my-
self, 'i can't get back! I can't get bak i '
Despair got hold of me, the despair that liard-
ens the heart. I miglht have committed
suicide; I miglht have drifted back into my
oli life-but for one man."

At those last words, ier voice-qui'iet and
even throrugh the earlier parts of her said story
-began to falter once mcore. She stoip-
jpd following sileitlv the mincrirs
and associations routsed in her iy what she
id just said. flai! shw forgotter ithe presenue
of another persoi lin the rocomnr ? Graec's
curiosity Ileft Grace no resource but to say i
vord gn lier sidle.

4 Who Was the man ?" she ake ' Hw
did ie b'efricet.nd you?"

S iefriend ume? Ic d(loceýn't even krnowc that
such a persc as I am is in existence."

This .trange iwer, naturali' 'nouh, ornly
trencgthened the anxiety of Grace' to icar

mort'.
You said jut now,- she be.ran

"t Isaii just now that h.. saved ue. hie lid
seive me ; you hall hear howv. One Sundav.
oir regular clergyman at the vefug' was not
able to officiate. His place was taIken by a
strianger, quite a oiung Iman. 'The matron
told us the stranger's narme was Johin GraY. I
Ra( in the back row of Seats, uînier the siadow
of the gallery, where I could see hmirn witrout
bis seeing rie, His text Iras front tue words,
& Jov shall be in Hleaven over one sinner that
r-epenteth, more than iover iînety and nince
just persons which ied no repentantmuc.' Whiat
happier women uiglit have thouîght of his s'r-
mon I ctanlot saiv ; ', there was not a cl- 've'

ancg isat the Refcug. As for mue, li tou liched
my heiart as noi nin ha tiouched it before or
since. 'T' bard despair melted in m e ait le
sound of his "re' ; the wceary round of muy
life showed : nobler side again while ie
spoke. Fronthabt time I have acceptei ny
hard lot, I have blerna aatient womi'an,.i
îmight have been something more, I mîiglt
have been a happy woman, if I could Iaeve'
prevaildcc ontnxyiself to spei te JutJli.aGry'

dg What hindered yot front speikinig to
him?"

-a 1 was afraid."
" Afraid of what "
4, Afridî of mnaking my harl life harder

still.'
A woman who could have syvnpathizel ith

lier wvould perhapi have giessed wiit thos
wrords meant. irte was simply mbarrassed
lay her; and Grace fail cito guess.

m 1 don't understand you,'mihe stid.
There wts no alternative for Mcrty but to

Iîwn the truth in plainî words. Shc Sighed,
and said thlcewords.

tI was afraid I might iînterest him in mny
sorrowvstand miglht set mcy hearit on Iimt in
retura"

h'ie utter absence of any f lw-feeling
1with lier on Grace's side expressed litself rut-
coRsciouslyI n the plainest teris,

tg Youal," sihe exclailmed, in a toue of llank
astonisimient*

The nurse rose slowly to ier feet. Grace's
expression of surprise toLhclier plainly-aîl-
meost brutaîlly-.tat lier conifession hllad gone
far eiongli

"i 1astonish lyou ?" she said, "lAhi, My Young

lady, yon don't know what rough usage a
woman's heart can bear, and still beat truly i
Before I saw Julian Gray I only knew men as
objects of horror te me. Let us drop the sub-
ect. The preacher at the Refuge is nothing a
but a remembrance now-the one welcome
remembrance of my life i I have nothing
more to tell you. Yen insisted on hearing
my story-you have heard it."'

"11 iave net hoard how you fiond employ-
ment here," said Grace ; continuing the con-
versation withi uneasy politeness, as she ibest
rmight.

Mercy crossed the rooi, and slowly raked
together the last living embers of the fire.

" The inatron has friendsa in France," she
atiwired, Ilwho are connected with the mili-
tary hospitals. It was not difficult to get me
the place, under thosce circimstances. Society
can finI a use for me liere. My hand is as
light, my worids of comfort ar as welcome
autoig tiose suifering wretches" (she pointed
to the room in which the wounded men were
lying) 4 as if I was the most reputable wonan
breatincg. And if I stray shot comes my way j
before the war is over-well ! Society will be
rid of mue on easy termas."

She stood looking thoughtfully into the
wreck of the fire-as if she saw in it the wreck
of her own life. Coimon humanity madle it
an act of neces-sity to say someithing to her.
Grace cnsiierel--idvanced a step ,towvards
ier-stopped-and took refuge in the most
trivial of all the commion phrases which one
humian being can address to another.

" If there i. anything I can do for voui"-,
sice began. Th sentence, halting tiete, wai
ne-er tinished. Miss Roseberry was just mer-
ciful enough towards the lost wormnan who had
reseuedl and sheltercl lier to feel that it was
needless to sav more.

The nrrs. lifted ber noble head, and ad-
vanced slowlv toward the canvas screen to
return to her duties.

, Miss Rosetecrry mnight have taken my
hand !" she thoug to herseil, bitterly. No !
Miss Roseberry stood there at ci distance, ati a
loss whîat to say next. " What cari yo do for

ue ?' Me-ercy asikd'il, stung by the cold cour-
tesy of lier conpanion into a momentary ont-
break of contempt. "lCan you change moy
identity ? Can youi give me bite riante and the
place of an innocent oman ? If I only iad
your chance? If I ounly liai ycour reputation
and your prospects!" She laid one band over
her bosoii, and controlled hersel-f. I Stay
here," she e-umrd, bwhile I co back to ny
work. I wil l see tirat your clothes are dried.
You shall w-ar my clothes as short a time as

With those mrelancholy words-touchingly,
and hitierly spoken- he moved to pass into
the kitchen, whn sic ticedCI that the patter-
ing soutndt of the rain aainst, the wiidow was
audibl oc imore. I)roppin:ii the cauvas for
the ointment, ie retra"cd her stecps, and, un-
astenicng the wooden i!itter. looked out.

'The' ums'on was rising dintly in the watery
skv : the rain hid ceaed ; the friendly drk-
ness which liai litini theit French position
from tthe Gcnii citwas lesseIing every
imuoment. In a fiw hours mhor- (if niothing
happened) the E:, list lady tight resume lier
j«ourue'y. in a fwi' hours mo'rn-e the morning
voucld clawi.

Mc'Nty liftedl ier hand to close the shutter.
Uficre sh" coul- fasten it the r.'port of a rifle-
hot t reached the cottage fron one of ie dis-

tant posts. t, was folowitced almost insiantly
by a second report, nearer and louder than te
first. Mcy paused, with the iuliitter in lier
hand. and listened intently for the next
sould.

CIIAPTER1 II.
THE OERMA SuELL.

A THrDitu rifile-shot rang through the night
air, close to the cottage. Grace started and
approached the window in alari.

What does that îiring mean ?" she asked.
cSignals fromn the outposts,' the nurse

quietly repliei.
SIsa there any danger ? lae the Germans

comicce back ?'
-urgeon Survill aniswered the question

le lifted the canvas sereen, and looked into
the rooi as Mis Rselberry spoke.

i TheiGermans aore advanciug on us," ie
salid. " 'T'heir vanguard is in siightr

Grace sank on the chair rear hier, trembling
front head to foot. Mercy advanîcedI o the
surgeon, and put flic decisive question tO
hii:

I o'e woefenid the position ?" sire inquired.
Surgeon Surville omuinoursly shook his head.
I lItnpossible ! We are otut-numbered as

isual-ten to one."
Th shrill roll of the French drums was

heard outside.
cThlere is the retreat soiunded 1" said the

surgeon. lThe captainlac itot a nan te think
twice aboit what ie does. We arc left to take
'are of ourselves. In tive minutes we rust be

out of this place."
A volley of riile-shots rang out as he spoke.

Tihie Gerinan vanguard was aitacking flie
French atflite otposts. Grace caught the
surgeon entreatingly by the arn.

Take nie with you," she cried. 'I Oh, sir,
I have sutTered frotlite Germans already 1
Don't forsake me, if they come back 1"1
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The surgeon was equal to the occasion; ho
placed the hand of the pretty Englishwoman
on his breast.

Il Fear nothing, madam," ie said, looking
as if he could have annihilated the whole
German force withb is own invincible arm.
" A Frenchman's heart beats under your hand.
A Freuchman's devotion protects you."

Grace'si ihead sa.ik on his shoulder. Mon-
sieur Surville felt that ie had asserted him-
self ; he looked round invitingly at Mercy.
She, too, was an attractive woman. The
Frenchman hadl another hloulder at her ser-
vice. Unhappily, the room was dark-the
look was lost on Merçy. She was thinking of
the helpless men in the inner chamber, and
she quietly recalled the surgeon to a sense of
his professional duties.

" What is to become cf the sick and wound-
ed ?" sie asked.

Monsieur Surville shrugged one shoulder-
the shoulder that was frec.

i 'Te strongest aong them we can take
away with us," re said. '1The others must be
left uhere. Fear nothing for yourself, dear
lady. There wilu be a place for you in the
baggage-cwaggon."

" And for me, too?" Grace pleaded eagerly.
The surgeoa's invincible arm stole round

the yonug lady's waist, and answered mutely
with a squeeze.

"lTake ber with you," said Mercy. I" My
place ir with the men whom ylo ave be-
hind,"

Grace listencd in amazement. "Think
what yot risk," she said, Ilif you stop here."

Mercy pointed to herleft sioulder.
" Don't alarm yourself on my account," she

answered, " the re cross will protect me."
Another roll of the drm warned the sus-

ceptible surgeon to take his place as director-
general of the ambulance, wcithout any further
delay. lie conducted Gracee to a chair, and
placed both ber hands on his heart tbis tinte,
to reconcile lier to the misfortune of his
absernce. " Wait here till I return for you," he
whispnedI. I Fear nothcingr, my charming
fri-nd. Say to vourself, i'Surville is the sou
of lonour! Su-rville is devotedtI onie !' " He
struck iis bre-ast; he again forgot the obscu-
rity in the room,and cast one lookofunrutterable
bornage au bis charming friend. cc Abientôt !'
ie cried, and kissed iis hand and disappeared,

tTo be contineld.)

ART AND LITERATURE.

Mdlle. Tietjens will visit America tbis fall.
A ronument te Henri Regnault is to be

erected in paris.
Victor Huigo is said te ibe buily engaged

uporn a necw drama.
Gustave Dor ii said to have drawn, fer

publication, no lesi than 45,000 designs.
'Tie HIalifaxc lhilharmonic Society intend

erectiig a public coucert hall in that city.
Miss Br-dcidcn's neu w novel, To The Bitter

End," wil Ishorc tly be pub'tlisied in book form.
Stanley's autograph is adcvertised for sale at

Brighton for the moderate sui of three
guineas.

The French papers have suddenly knight-
ed Stanley, and speak of him a s Sir Henry
Stanlev.

Miss Anna Cornwall, formerly well-knowrn
in Englisi musical circles, died last month at
the age of 93.

Mr. Stanley's book, giving an accounit of
his adventures in Africa, will appear about the
end of the imonth.

The Municipality of lome has conferred
the title of Roman citizen on Mauzoni, the
talented author of ; I Promessi Sposai."

One of the most able of Parisian jounilist,
M. Gurroult, thec editor and founder of the
Oiiinio Nationale, died recently n tihe age
o 62.

Adolph Adam's "Saint Cecilia" mass cvil
be executed, for the first timte in Canada, at
Quebec, oct the feaî.st of the Patroness of Musice
Nov. 22.

Froude, the historian, wil ie the guest of
the Messrs. Scribner & Co., at a graund compli-
uentitry dinner to be given at New York on
the loth instant.

At Constantinople thiere has been sLtrtedi a
new journal ei titled Lthe Orient Illstré. The
greater part of the letter-press is in French,
with a species of political summary in ItaLlian.

The library of the late Tycoons of Japan,'
consisting of upwards of onte hundred thon-
scand volumes, is, by order if the Mikado, to
be arraiged and placed under proper regula-
tions at the service of th public.

The illustrated edition of MM. Erckmann-
C1atrians Histoire ii Piébiscite" lias been
suppiessedby the Frenchi authorities, at the
instance of the Prussian Goverument, who
coiside'redi that some of the illustrations were
calculated to give an uinfavourable impression
of the conduct of the Prussian soldiers during
the crar.

Bad Breath rendered pure by using Colby'a
Pills a short time.
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