
T W IC K E N H tlT l FE K K V .

“ O h o i ye ho  1 ho  ye h o ! w ho’s fo r th e  ferrs  ?
(The b r ia r ’s in  bud, an d  th e  su n ’s going down.) 

A nd I ’ll row  ye so quick , a n d  I ’ll row  ye so steady , 
A nd ’tis  b u t a  p en n y  to  T w ickenham  tow n.” 

T h e  ferry -m an’s slim , a n d  th e  fe rry -m an ’s young, 
A nd h e ’s ju s t  a  so ft tw an g  a t  th e  end  o f h is  

tongue ,
A nd h e ’s fresh  as a  p ip p in  and  brow n as a  b erry , 
A nd ’tis  b u t  a  p en n y  to  T w ickenham  tow n.

“ O h o i ye h o  1 ho  ye ho  ! I ’m  fo r th e  ferry .
(The b r ia r 's  in  bu d  an d  th e  su n ’s going down,) 

A nd i t ’s la te  as  i t  is, an d  I  h a v e n ’t  a  p e n n y ;
A nd  how  sh a ll  I  ge t m e to  T w ic k en h am  tow n  ?” 

She’s a  ro se  in  h e r  bo n n e t, a n d  o h  sh e  looks 
sw eet

As th e  l i t t l e  p in k  flower t h a t  grow s in  th e  w heat, 
W ith  h e r  cheeks like a  ro se  a n d  h e r  lips like a  

ch e rry ,
“ A nd  su re  an d  you’re  w elcom e to  T w ickenham  

tow n."

“ O h o i ye h o ! h o ! ” you ’re  to o  la te  fo r th e  ferry .
(The b r ia r ’s in  b ud , a n d  th e  su n ’s going down.) 

A nd h e ’s n o t row ing  quick , an d  h e ’s n o t row ing  
s te a d y ;

You’d  th in k  ’tw as  a  jo u rn e y  to  T w ickenham  
to w n ."

O h o i 1 a n d  O h o ! ye m a y  ca ll as  ye w ill ;
T h e  m oon  is a-rising  on P e te rsh a m  h i l l ;
A nd w ith  love like a  ro se  in  th e  s te rn  of th e  

w herry ,
T h e re ’s dan g e r in  raw ing  to  T w ic k en h am  tow n
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C H A P T E R  X X X III.

R E I N E T T E ’S IN T E R V IE W  W IT H  M A R G E R Y .

R einette  d id  n o t ring , b u t en tered  u n a n 
nounced, like one who had  b u t one though t, 
one purpose, a n d  was resolved to  carry  i t  out 
w ith  as  little  cerem ony as possible. I t  was 
fo rtu n a te  for all p a rtie s  th a t  th is  was M ar
gery’s du ll season, an d  th e re  were bo girls 
th e re  w ith  p ry ing  eyes an d  curious ears  to 
lis ten , for R einette  was greatly  excited now 
th a t  th e  m o m en t drew  near w hen she could 
confron t C hristine , and  she plunged a t  once 
in to  business by  saying to  M argery, “  W here 
is you r m o th er ? I  have come to  see h e r .”

“  M other is  sick ,”  M argery replied, “  sick in 
bed w ith  an  a ttack  of neuralg ia  ; she is very 
nervous an d  canno t see an y o n e . I  am  sorry, 
b u t you will have to  w ait. M aybe I  can  do 
as well,” sh e  con tinued , looking w onderingly 
a t  Queenie, who, u tte rly  d isregard ing  w hat 
she said , had  s ta rted  for the  stairs.

“  No, you will no t do as well. I  m u s t see 
h e r  ; i t  is  very im p o rtan t and  I  canno t w ait,” 
Q ueenie said, s till advancing  tow ard  th e  s ta irs , 
w hile M argery p a t  herse1!  betw een th em  and  
he r friend , whose s tra r^ e  conduct surprised  
he r so piuch .

“ ,B ut you canno t see he r. I  prom ised  r  one 
should d is tu rb  h e r ,” she said again , an d  now 
she la id  h e r h a n d  on Q ueenie’s shou lder to 
deta in  he r, for Q ueenie’s foot was on  th e  first 
s ta ir, and  she looked resolu te enough  to  storm  
a  fo rtress  as she pers isted  in  h e r  d e te rm in 
ation  to  go up.

B u t n o t less reso lu te  th a n  h e r own was th e  
face w hich confronted  h e r a* M argery roused 
up  and  said  in  a voice Queen?e h ad  never 
heard  from  h e r before : “  M iss H e th e rto n  1 
You aston ish  m e. I  te ll you m o th e r is sick 
an d  can n o t be d is tu rbed . You m u st n o t go 
u p .”

“  And I  te ll you I  m u st. I  have im p o rtan t 
new s from  M entone, new s w hich  concerns 
your m o th er and  m e, and  I  m u s t see h e r .” jj

“  News ! W h at news ?” M argery asked, 
th in k in g  suddenly  of th e  le tte r h e r m o ther 
had  received from  M entone th e  previous 
n ig h t, and  experiencing  a  vague feeling of 
fear an d  d read  of som e im peding evil, 
“ W h a t new s have you heard  w hich concerns 
m y m o ther ? T ell m e,”  she repeated , look
ing  steadily  a t  R einette , w ith who was re 
gard ing  h e r  fixedly, w ith a  b igh t, blood red 
spot on  e ith e r cheqk, an d  a strange  g litte r  in 
h e r black  eyes.

R em ette  hesita ted  a  m om ent, kep t silent 
by  som eth ing  in  M argery’s face, b u t w hen 
she said  for th e  th ird  tim e, 4 T ell m e w hat 
news you have received from  F r a r c e ,” she re 
p lied  : “ M argery, i t  shall never, never
m ake any  difference betw een us, b u t your 
m o th er is  C h ris tin e  B odine, m y  old nu rse , 
w hom  I  have been try in g  to find .”

“  C hristine  B odine ! M y m o th e r C h ris 
tin e  B odine 1 Im possib le  I She was M arie 
L a  M ille. How  did  you  h e a r  i t  ? ”  M ar
gery  gasped as she c lu tched R ein e tte ’s 
shou lder w ith  a  g rip  w hich was painfu l.

“  I  have i t  from  h e r  agen t in  M entone, 
who h a s  received m oney for h e r  a t differ
e n t tim es from  M essrs. Polignac in  P a ris  — 
m oney m y fa th e r deposited  for h e r w ith  
th em  years ago. Now le t m e go 1 I  m ust 
see h e r  1 ”  Q ueenie said , d a rtin g  up  the  
s ta irs , no  longer re s tra in ed  by  M argery, who 
had  le t h e r  pass w ith o u t fu r th e r  pro test.

C lasping  h e r h a n d  to  h e r  h ead  as if sm it
te n  w ith a  blow, M argery staggered back, and  
lean ing  a g a in st th e  wall for support, tr ied  to 
th in k  w ha t i t  a ll m ean t, w hile w ith  lig h tn in g  
rap id ity  h e r  m ind  trave led  back over the  
past, g a the ring  up a  th re a d  here  an d  th e re  
u n til  she h ad  no  doub t th a t  w hat Queenie 
had to ld  h e r  was tru e . H e r m o th e r was 
C h ris tin e  B odine. B u t why th is  conceal
m en t ? W h at was she h id ing  ? W h at had  
she done ?

M argery’s  firs t im pulse  was to  h u rry  up  
th e  s ta irs  to h e r  m o th e r’s room , w here there  
w as a lready  th e  sound of excited voices, her 
m o th e r’s and  Q ueenie’s blended toge ther, as 
each strove to  be heard , and  once sbe caught 
h e r ow n nam e, as if h e r  m o ther were calling 
h e r  to  come.

T h en  she d id  s ta r t, and  was h a lf way up 
th e  stairs, w hen th e  door-bell rang  v io lently  
— a sh arp , im perious rin g , w hich  she recog
nized  as A nna F erguson ’s, bhe  was expect
ing  th a t  young lady, and  know ing th a t  how 
ever fierce a  s to rm  m ig h t be blowing, she 
m u s t keep i t  from  th e  world, she  calm ed h e r 
self w ith  a  trem endous effort, and  opening 
th e  door to  A nna, lis tened  p a tien tly  for 
several m inu tes , w hile th e  girl exam ined  h e r 
sacque an d  said  i t  would do very well, only  
th e  price was too  h igh .

“  M a never asked an y th in g  like th a t  for a 
com m on sacque.”
. “  Y ery well. P ay  m e w hat you like ,” 

M argery said, anx ious to  be rid  of h e r cus
tom er, who had  asked, in  h e r supercilious 
way :

“  I s n ’t  th a t  Q ueenie u p -s ta irs  ? A nd isn ’t  
she ta lk ing  p re tty  loud for a  well-bred per
son ?’\

“  Oh, will she never go ?” M argery th o u g h t, 
ju s t  as th e  bell pealed a  second t i i r e ,  and  
G randm a F erguson  cam e in f r in g in g  a  bundle 
a lm ost a s  la rge  as herself, an d  en te ring  a t 
once in to  fu ll d e ta ils  of w h a t she w anted  to 
have m ade, an d  how.

“  I  s ’pose A nny is g o in ’ to  be m a rried ,” 
she said, looking h a rd  a t h e r  g randdaugh ter, • 
“  though  she h a in ’t  noticed  m e enough to 
te ll m e so rig h t o u t ; b u t  everybody’s ta lk in ’ 
it, and  I  th o u g h t I  m igh t as well have a  new 
silk  gown. My m oiry an tiq u e  is p re tty  well 
whipped ou t, and  a  nice silk is a lius han d y . I  
got b row n—a  nice shade, I  call i t , ” and  she 
unro lled  a  silk  of excellent qua lity , b u t of a 
yellow ish brow n, w hich w oald be very u nbe
com ing to  her.

“  Oh, g randm a, why d id n ’t  you get black 
instead  of th a t  h o rrid  snuff-color ?” A nna 
said , con tem ptuously , as  she glanced care
lessly  a t th e  silk, an d  th e n  w ent out, leaving 
th e  old lady a  good deal crestfallen , and  a 
little  doubtfd l w ith  regard  to  th e  d ress she 
had  la te ly  th o u g h t so p re tty .

M argery did no t te ll h e r  i t  was as nice  as 
black, bu t she soothed h e r as well as  she 
could, an d  h eard  h e r  suggestions, and  took 
h e r  m easure , and  showed h e r  som e new 
fash ion-p la tes, and  d id  i t  all w ith  h e r ears 
tu rn e d  to  h e r m o th er s room  w here th e  ta lk  
was s till going on , now  low and  earn es t and 
a lm ost p leading, and  ag a in  so h igh  and  ex
c ited  th a t  g ran d m a  asked if th a t  was n o t R en 
n e t’s  voice, an d  w hat she was ta lk ing  so loud 
for. T hen  M argery excused herself for a 
m om en t a n d  ra n  sw iftly  up  s ta irs  to  her 
m o th e r’s room , th e  door of w hich w as a jar, 
an d  th a t  accounted for th e  d istinc tness w ith 
w hich tho  sound of voices was borne to th e  
pa rlo r below.

M rs. L a  R ue h ad  risen  from  h e r bed and 
p u t on  a  d ressing  gown w hich R einette  was 
b u tto n in g  for h e r while she was try in g  to 
b in d  h e r  long, loose h a ir  in to  a  kno t behind.

H er face was w hite as ashes, an d  in  h e r  eyes 
th e re  was a  frigh tened , h u n te d  look, as  of 
one pu rsued  to  th e  la st ex trem ity . B u t 
w hen she saw  M argery, th e ir  expression sud 
denly  changed to  one of fear and  d read and 
th ru s tin g  ou t bo th  hands, she cried: “ Oh,
M argery, go aw ay ; th is  is no place for you .”

Advancing in to  th e  room  and  closing th e  
door,M argery said in  a  low firm  tone of voice: 
“ M iss H e th erto n , I  don’t  know w ha t all th is  
is about, b u t m o the r is too weak and  sick to 
be th u s  excited. W ill you leave h e r  u n til a 
f itter tim e ?”

“  D on’t  call m e M iss H e th e rto n , as  if you 
w ere an g ry  a t m e, ” R ein ette  replied 
w ithout looking up  from  b u tto n in g  M rs. L a  
R u e’s dressing-gow n, “ I  canno t go now. 
Y our m o th er knew  m y m o th e r and  is going 
to  te ll m e abou t her. S he is C hristine  B odine.”

“  Yes, yes, I  am  C hristine . God p ity  m e ,” 
th e  m iserab le  wom an exclaim ed, and  over 
M argery’s face th e ir  sw ept a  look of u n u tte r 
able pain  and d isappo in tm en t.

She had  said t® herself th a t  th is  w hich 
R einette  h ad  to ld  her was tru e  ; th a t  h e r 
m o ther was C hristine , an d  s till th e re  h ad  
been a  fa in t hope th a t  there  m ig h t be som e 
m istake  ; b u t th e re  w as none ; h e r  m o ther 
h a d  declared i t  herself, and  w ith  a  low cry 
like a  w ounded an im al she tu rn e d  away, say
in g  as she did so : “ T here  are people in  the
parlo r, and  your voices are som etim es louder 
th a n  you suppose, and  though  th e y  cannot 
u n d e rs tan d  you they  will know  you a re  ex 
cited and  th a t  th e re  is troub le  of som e kind. 
Speak low er ; do. If  th is  th in g  I  h ear be 
tru e  we sure ly  need n o t te ll i t  to  th e  w orld ; 
we can keep i t  to  ourselves.”

“  Yes, M argery, th a t  is w hat I  m ean  to  do ,” 
Queenie said , w hile M rs. L a  R ue exclaim ed 
w ith  a  rin g  of joy  in  h e r voice as  if som e u n 
expected relief h a d  com e to h e r  : “ Yes, yes,
we need no t te ll ; we will n o t t e l l ; we will 
keep the  secret forever.”

“ B ut you m u s t te ll m e a ll you know  about 
m y m o th e r,” Q ueenie said, w hile M argery 
w ent sw iftly  down s ta irs , for th e  bell was 
ring ing  again and  G randm a Ferguson  w as 
grow ing im p a tien t of w aiting  to  know  if she 
should  tr im  h e r brow n silk  w ith  velvet or 
fringe.

T h is tim e i t  was M rs. R ossiter and  her 
d augh ters, and  in to  M argery’s m ind  there  
flashed th e  th o u g h t, “ Are a ll th e  Fergusons 
com ing here  ID day, an d  w hat would th ey  say 
if they  knew who m y m othe r was ?” B u t they 
did  n o t know  of th e  exciting interview  in  th e  
room  above, w here R ein e tte  questioned so 
rap id ly  and  im patien tly  th e  w om an who 
alm ost crouched a t  h e r feet in  h e r abasem ent, 
and  answ ered am id  tea rs  an d  sobs. T he 
R ossiters  h ad  m erely  com e to ask w hen Mrs. 
L a  R ue  could do som e w ork for th em , and  
th e y  left very  soon, tak in g  g randm a w ith 
th em , to  th e  g rea t relief of M argery, who 
locked th e  door upon  th em , de term ined  th a t 
no  one else should  en te r  u n til R einette  was 
gone and  she knew herself why th e  tru th  had  
been w ithheld  from  her.

U p s ta irs  th e  ta lk  w as s till going on , though  
th e  voices now were low and  q u ie t as  if  the  
s to rm  was o v e r ; bu t would th e  in terv iew  
never end ? would R einette  never leave h e r 
free to  go to  h e r  m o th e r herself a n d  d em and  
an  exp lanation  ? Slowly, as  i t  seem ed, the  
h o u r h a n d  crep t on  u n til i t  was twelve 
o’clock, and  th e n  a t la s t a  door opened and 
sh u t, and  Queenie cam e down th e  s ta irs , her 
eyes red  w ith  w eeping, b u t w ith  a look of con
te n t upon h e r  face w hich surprised  M argery 
a  little .

“  She can n o t be very  angry  w ith  m o th e r ,” 
she th o u g h t, an d  h e r h e a r t began to  grow 
ligh ter as Q ueenie cam e up  to  h e r, and  p u t
tin g  h e r  a rm s a round  h e r neck, said  to  h e r :

“ M argie, i t  m akes you seem  n earer to  me, 
now th a t  I  know  your m o ther was m y  nurse , 
an d  I  love you m ore th a n  ever. B u t how 
w hite you are , and  your h an d s  a re  like lum ps 
of ice. Are you sick ?”  she con tinued , as  she 
looked w ith  a la rm  a t M argery’s face, which 
was as w hite as ashes.

“ N ot sick, b u t a good deal u pset w ith  w hat 
I  have h e a rd ,”  M argery re p lie d ; “  b u t tell 
m e ,”  she continued, “ w hat does m o th e r say  ? 
W h at reason  does she give fo r hav ing  kept; 
s ilen t so long ? W hy has she never to ld  you 
w ho she was ?”

“ She says i t  w as for you r sake ; th a t  she 
feared  le s t I  m igh t th in k  less of you  if  I  knew 
you were th e  dau g h te r of m y form er n u rs e ,’ 
Q ueenie replied , an d  looking earnes tly  a t  h e r 
M argery a s k e d :

“  A nd you believe th is  ? believe i t  to  be 
th e  tru e , th e  on ly  reason , do n ’t  you  ?”

“ No, I  do n o t believe i t  is  th e  only  re a 
so n ,” Q ueenie answ ered, prom ptly . “  I t  is 
tru e  in  p a rt,  no  doub t, b u t th e re  is som eth ing  
else— som eth ing  she did  n o t n o t te ll m e, and  
whicli I  am  resolved to  find  o u t. I f  th e re  
is  a  m ystery  I  shall c lear i t  up. My curi
osity  is g rea t enough for th a t .  B u t I  did 
n o t to ll h e r  so, she seem ed so scared— so like 
a  frigh tened  child . M argery, I  believe your 
m o ther is  m ore th a n  h a lf c razy .”

“  Yes. yes,” a n d  M argery cau g h t eagerly 
a t  th e  suggestion. “  You are  r i g h t ; she is 
crazy . I  can. see i t  now, an d  th a t  will ac
coun t for m uch  w hich seem s so s trange. Oh, 
Q ueenie, be p a t ie n t ; be m erciful, and  don’t 
le t th e  w orld know w hat we do. R em em ber, 
she  is m y m o th e r . '’

“  And m y n u rse ,” Q ueenie re jo ined . “  She 
was w ith m y m o th er w hen I  w as b o rn  and  
w hen she died. I  shall n o t w rong h e r  ; do 
n o t fear m e ,” an d  Q ueenie’s lips touched 
M argery’s in  token th a t  th ro u g h  h e r  no  h a rm  
should  com e to  th e  poor wom an w ho, in  th e  
cham ber above, sa t in  a  low ch a ir  rocking to 
and  fro, w ith  a  sickening d read  of th e  m o
m e n t when she  m u s t s tan d  face to  face w ith 
M argery and  m eet th e  g lance of those clear,

blue eyes w hich m ig h t read  th e  sto ry  she  had  
no t to ld  R einette , and  w hich she could not 
te ll h e r  child .

C H A P T E R  XXXIY.

R E I N E T T E ’S  IN T E R V IE W  W IT H  C H R IS T IN E .

W hen R einette  w ent u p  th e  s ta irs  to  M rs. 
L a  R ue’s room , she had  no definite p lan  of 
a c t io n ; indeed, she h ad  no p lan  a t a ll, except 
to  confron t and  confound th e  wom an who had  
deceived h e r  so long, an d  w hom  she found 
s ittin g  up  in  bed w ith  so te rrified  a look on 
h e r  face, th a t  she stood a n  in s ta n t on  the  
th resho ld  gazing  a t h e r  ere she p lunged  im 
petuously in to  th e  business w hich had  b rought 
h e r  there . Secure in  M argery’s prom ise  th a t 
no one shou ld  d is tu rb  h e r, M rs. L a  Rue had  
grow n com paratively  qu ie t, and  was ju s t fall
ing  off to sleep w hen she was roused  by  th e  
sound of carriage wheels s topping  a t th e  gate, 
and  a  m om ent a fte r she h e a rd  R e in e tte ’s 
voice speaking earnestly  to  M argery, an d  felt 
th a t  th e  h o u r she had  dreaded so long had  
come a t  last. R einette  h a d  heard  from  M en
tone, an d  had  come for an  exp lanation .

“  Fool, th a t  I  d id  n o t end  i t  all la s t n igh t, 
w hen I  had  th e  nerve to  do i t ,”  she  said, as, 
s ta r tin g  up  in  bed, she lis tened  w ith  bated  
b rea th  u n til footsteps cam e up th e  s ta irs , and 
R einette  H e th e rto n  stood looking a t her.

B u t n o t long ; tho  girl was in  too great 
h a s te  to  w ait, an d  advancing swiftly to  the  
bedside she began, n o t angrily  b u t rep ro ach 
fully : “ C hristine , you s e e l  know  you ; I 
have found you a t  last, traced  you th rough  
M essrs. Polignac to y ou r agen t in  M entone, 
whose clerk p u t m e on  your track  ; so th e re  
can be no  m istake. You are C hristine  Bodine, 
m y old nurse , whom  I  h ave  so w ished to  find ; 
an d  you .knew I  w ished i t  a ll th e  tim e and  
did  n o t speak , did  no t te ll m e who you were. 
W hy did  you  tre a t m e so, C hristine  ? W hat 
is your excuse ? You have one, of course.”

She spoke so rapid ly , pouring  ou t question 
a fte r question, an d  h e r  eyes b lazed  so w ith 
excitem ent, th a t  for a  m in u te  M rs. L a  Rue 
was s tunned , and  answ ered  n o th ing , b u t sa t 
s taring  b lank ly  a t h e r, like one in  a  dream . 
A t la s t, however, h e r  w hite lips moved, and  
she said, ia in t ly : “  Yes, I  am  C hristine , and 
I  d o n ’t  know  why I  d id n ’t  tell you.”

“  You do n ’t  know  w hy you d idn’t  te ll m e ? 
T h a t is very s tra n g e ,” R einette  replied. “  If 
th e re  is no th ing  to  conceal, if a ll your d ea l
ings w ith  m y p a ren ts  were honorable and  u p 
rig h t, I  see no reason  for h id ing  from  m e the  
fact th a t  you were once m y nurse . C hristine , 
I  d id  n o t come to  quarre l w ith y o u ,” and 
R ein e tte ’s  voice softened a little . “  I  have 
loved you too m uch  for th a t ,  b u t I  have como

to h e a r  abou t m y m other. You were w ith  
h e r w hen she died. You nursed  m e w hen I  
was a  baby. You know  w ha t m o ther said  to 
m e aud  of m e. She loved you, C hristine , 
and  tru s te d  you. I  have i t  in  a  le tte r  w rit
ten to  m y fa th e r before she died, when he 
was away in  R ussia  o r A ustria. And th a t  is 
why he pa id  you m oney, was i t  n o t C hris
tin e  ?”

She was looking fixedly a t th e  w om an ou 
whose w hite face blood-red spots were be 
g inn ing  to  show, and  who answ ered falter- 
ingly :

“ Yes, th a t  is w hy he  gave m e th e  m oney. 
Oh, R einette , leave m e ; go away ; do n ’t  try  
to u n e a r th  th e  p ast. There a re  th ings  you 
should n o t know— th in g s  I  c an n o t tell. God 
help  m e. I  w ish I  had  died before I  ever saw 
your face.”

She looked so *pale and  death like  th a t 
R einette  ben t anxiously over her. and  b rin g 
ing  th e  cam phor b a th ed  hor forehead, and 
he ld  i t  to her n o s trils  u n til she was better, 
and  ra is in g  herself from  th e  pillows upon 
which she had  fallen , she said :

“ I  canno t lie here. I  feel th a t  I  am  
sm othering . I  m u s t get up, while I  ta lk  to  you, 
b u t oh, you’ll be so so rry . Y ou’ll w ish you 
h ad  never come. B ring  m e m y w rapper there  
on th e  chair, and  m y  woolen shaw l, for I  am  
shivering  w ith  cold.”

H er te e th  were chattering , and  h e r lips 
were b lue and  p inched  as Queenie brough t 
th e  w rapper and  helped h e r  p u t i t  on, kneel
ing  on th e  floor to  b u tto n  i t  herself, an d  oc
casionally  speaking soo th ing ly  to  her, though  
h e r  own h e a r t was beating  rap id ly  w ith  a 
dread  of w ha t she m igh t hear. T h en  i t  was 
th a t  M argery appeared  on th e  scene, an d  by 
suggesting  th a t  no one b u t them selves need 
know w hat had  so long been h idden, .changed 
M rs. L a  R ue’s in ten tio n s  a ltogether. 
F o r  a  few brief m om en ts th e re  h ad  been in  
he r m ind  a resolve to  m ake a clean b reast 
of it, and  to  te ll th e  tru th ,  an d  th e n  when 
th a t  was done, she would kill herself, and  
so escape th e  sto rm  sure  to follow h e r revela
tions.

“  B ette r d ie ,” she th o u g h t. “  th a n  „live to 
be questioned an d  suspected by  th e  R ossiters, 
and  Fergusons and  everybody, as  I  shou ld  be 
if they  knew I  was C h ris tin e .”

B u t when th e  idea w as suggested th a t  only  
M argery and  R einette  need know ,she changed 
he r m ind, and  in  w hat she would now te ll 
th e  la tte r  th e re  was to be a  deep, dark  gulf 
bridged over in  silence.

“  H elp  m e to m y chair, I  am  very, very 
w eak,” she said  to  R einette , w hen M argery 
h ad  gone.

R einette  com plied w ith  h e r request, and 
leading  h e r to  a  ch air placed h e r gen tly  in  it, 
and  drew th e  shaw l closer a round  her, for 
she saw how  she shivered, though  th e re  was 
a fire in  th e  wood on the  h e a rth . A t th is  l i t 
tle  act of a tten tio n  C hristine  broke down e n 
tire ly , and  throw ing h e r a rm s a round  R ein
e tte , sobbed o u t :

“  Oh, m y darling , m y pet, m y  baby whom  
I  nu rsed . I  have so longed to  clasp you to  
m y h eart, b u t dared  n o t, a n d  now I  m u st, I  
m ust. I  have hungered  to  ho ld  you in  m y 
a,rms as I  held you years ago. and to  feel your 
soft cheek ag a in st m y  own. R einette , R ein 
ette , kiss m e—because—because—I  a m — 
C h ris tin e .”

I t  w as n o t in  R ein ette ’s n a tu re  to  re s is t 
such  an  appeal, and  she k issed th e  poor tre m 
bling w om an twice, an d  th e n  draw ing a  chair 
to  h e r  side spoke very softly to h e r an d  said : 

“  Now tell m e .”
“  Tell you w hat, child  ? W h at do you wish 

m ost to  know  ?” C h ris tin e ; asked, and  Rein- 
e jte  rep lied  •

“  A bout m y  m o th er—all abou t her. You 
are  th e  first I  have ever seen who knew  h e r 
a fte r she was M rs. H e th erto n . I  have heard  
w hat she was w hen a  g ir l—th e  sweetest, jove- 
liest c reatu re , thoy  say, w ith  eyes like the  
sum m er sky, and  a  face so fa ir and  p u re—not 
a  b it like  m e —an d  I  w ish to  h ear from  begin
n ing  to  end  all you know  abou t her, an d  w hen 
you saw h e r first, and  w here, and  abou t h e r 
dea th  in  R om e, when I  was born, and  only 
you th e re  to  care  fo r e ithe r of u s .”

“  W ould you m in d  ho ld ing  m y h a n d  w hile 
I  te ll you of m y first days w ith  M rs. H e th e r
ton  ?”  C h ris tin e  said, and  R einette  took the  
cold, clamday h an d  betw een b o th  of hers  and  
rubbed  an d  chafed i t  as  tenderly  as  M argery 
herself would have done.

She was beginning  to  feel vory k ind ly  to 
ward th is  w om an who had  know n h e r m o ther ; 
th e  in s in u a tio n  in M essrs. Polignac’s le tte r 
and  h e r  own suspicions were fo rgo tten  for th e  
tim e, and  she saw before h e r  on ly  on© who 
had  cared fo r h e r w hen an  in fa n t and  had  
seen h e r m o th e r die.

“  B eg in ,” she said . “  I  am  im p a tie n t to 
h e a r .”

A nd so C hristine  began, a nd  to ld  h e r of the  
advertisem ent for a  w aiting  m aid , w hich she 
had  answ ered  in  person , and  how  she had  
been p referred  to  all th e  gay, flippan t, airy  
app lican ts  for th e  position , even though  some 
of th em  boasted  of hav ing  a tten d ed  upon 
duchesses ; to ld  h e r, too, of th e  handsom e 
room s a t th e  H otel M eurice, and  of th e  beau
tifu l young lady  who w as so k ind  to her, and 
m ade h e r m ore a  com panion th a n  a m aid, 
n o tw ith s tand ing  th a t  h e r p roud  h u sb an d  fre 
qu en tly  pro tested  a g a in st i t  and  ta lked  of bad 
ta s te , w hich som etim es m ade m adam e cry.

“  And did  she te ll you of M errivale and  her 
old hom e ? D id you know she w as an  A m eri
can ?” Q ueenie asked, and  M rs. L a  R ue  re 
plied :

“  Yes, she to ld  m e all abou t h e r  hom e and  
M errivale, and  I  was fam ilia r w ith  every rock, 
and  h ill, and  tree , I  th in k , especially th e  elm s 
upon th e  com m on, and  th e  poplars n e a r  her 
hom e. She was so fond of M errivale and  h e r 
friends, and  used often to  cry for th e  m o ther 
so fa r aw ay.”

“ W as she  very hom esick ?” R einette  asked, 
and  Mrs. L a  R ue answ ered her :

“  A t tim es, yes, w hen m onsieu r was away 
w ith h is  associates, o r s taid  o u t so la te  n ig h ts , 
as he son et m es d id .”

R e in e tte ’s b rea th  cam e qu icH y for a  m o 
m en t, ahd  h e r voice shook as she asked, very 
low, a s  if a fra id  som e one m igh t h e a r  :

“ W as n o t fa th e r k ind  to  h e r always ?”
“ I f  beau tifu l dresses and  jewelry, an d  

horses a n d  carriages, and  p len ty  of m oney 
m eans k indness, th e n  he was k ind , for she 
had  all these  in  profusion, b u t w hat she 
w anted m ost she did n o t have, an d  th a t  was 
h e r  h u sb an d ’s socie ty ,” M rs. L a  R ue said, 
and  th e n  R einette  drew  back a little  haugh tily  
an d  answ ered  :

“  C hristine , you did n o t like m y fa ther. 1 
see th a t  in  a ll you say, b u t he  was very  dear 
to  m e, and  I  loved h im  so m uch ! You were 
prejudiced  against h im , b u t I  in s is t upon 
y ou r going on ju s t  th e  sam e and  te lling  me 
everyth ing . W hy did  she n o t have h is  soci" 
ety  ? W here and  how did  h e  pass h is  tim e, 
if no t w ith  her ? H e loved h e r, I  am  sare . You 
know  h e  d id. You know  he loved m y 
m o th er.”

She kept asserting  th is , for th e re  was an 
expression on  M rs. L a  R u e’s face w hich she 
could no t u n d ers tan d  an d  w hich d id  n o t quite  
lease her.

“  R e  was very p roud of h e r g irlish  beauty  
and  in  h is  way was fond of her, b u t I  do no t 
th in k  i t  was in  M onsieur H e th e r to n ’s n a tu re  
to  love any  one very long, or m ore th a n  he 
loved him self. H e r h ab its  did  no t su it h im  ; 
h is  did no t su it h e r  ; she b reakfasted  a t  n ine  
and  w as up two hourb before th a t  a s  was her 
custom  a t hom e, she said  ; he breakfasted  a t 
eleven in  h is  room , and  frequen tly  dined out, 
re tu rn in g  generally  to  see her dressed  for the  
opera o r concert, and  d ic ta tin g  abou t her 
to ile t u n til  we were bo th  a t our w its’ end. 
H er ta s te s  were too sim ple for h im . H e 
wished h e r to  w ear velvet, and  satin , and  
diam onds an d  pearls, w hile she would have 
liked p la in  m uslin  gowns and  a  qu ie t hom e 
in  th e  coun try , w ith hens, and  chickens, and 
pets. She was very happy  a t C hateau  des 
F leu rs , and  would have been h a p p ie r if m o n 
sieur h ad  s ta id  m ore w ith her, bu t he  was 
m uch  in  P a n s , and  Sw itzerland and  Nice, 
and so we were alone a  g rea t deal and  she 
ta u g h t m e m any  th in g s  and  was so k in d  to 
m e .”

“  B u t why did  n o t m y  fa th e r s tay  w ith 
h e r  m ore ? ” R einette  asked, a n d  M rs L a  
R ue replied  : “ H e was fond of travel, and
h u n tin g , and  racing, and  had  m any  gen
tlem en friends there , whose influence was 
n o t good, and  he com plained th a t  C hateau 
des F le u rs  was lonely. I f  he only  had  a 
child—a  son,—he  could bear it, he  said, b u t

as it was, th e  place was unendurab le , and  so 
h e  staid  away weeks a t a tim e w hile your 
m o ther pined an d  drooped like  som e fair 
lily  which h a s  n e ith e r w ater no r sunshine.

“  Oh, th is  is very dreadfu l,” Q ueenie said, 
w ith a  choking sob. “  I  am  glad g randm a 
will never know w hat you have to ld  me 
of h e r  daugh ter an d  m y m other. B u t go on 
and  tell m e th e  re s t. I  in s is t upon know ing 
th e  w hole.”

So M rs. L a  R ue w ent on an d  told of the  
weeks and weeks w hich h e r  m isstress passed 
alone a t  C hateau  des F leurs, wlr.le Mr. H e th 
erton  was seeking h is  p leasure  eisewhere ; of 
h is  g rea t desire for a  son to bear h is  nam e ; 
of M rs. H e th e rto n ’s fa iling  hea lth , and  re 
m oval a t la st to Sou thern  F rance , and  then , 
as th e  season advanced, to  R om e ; of the  
g reat joy w hich cam e to  h e r so unexpectedly 
and  which she purposely kep t from  h e r h u s 
band . w ishing to  su rprise  h im  when he 
jo ined  h e r  in  R om e as he  p rom ised  to do ; 
of th e  w eary weeks of w aiting , hoping 
against hope, for he  was alw ays com ing in  a 
few days a t th e  m ost a n d  never cam e ; and  
th e n  of a  girl baby’s b irth  sooner th a n  i t  was 
expected, and  th e  scene w hich followed, when 
th e  young wife died, w ith h e r  little  g irl 
clasped to  h e r bosom  and  her own head  p il
lowed on C h ris tin e ’s arm .

H ere  C hristine  stopped suddenly  and  cov
ering  h e r face w ith  h e r h an d s  sobbed h y s
terically  as she recalled th a t  scene, while R ein 
ette , too, cried as she had  never cried before 
for th e  dying m o ther in  R om e, who had  held  
h e r  babe to  th e  very  la s t an d  p rayed th a t 
God would bless it and  have i t  in  h is  keeping 
and  m ake i t  a com fort and  a  joy to th e  h u s 
band  and  fa ther, who was fa r away, jo in ing  
in  a m idn igh t revel where w ine, and  cards, 
and  wom en such  as M argaret Ferguson  never 
knew, form ed a conspicuous p a rt.

“ H e r baby was a great com fort to  h e r ,” 
M rs. L a  R ue said, w hen she could speak, “ and 
she would have i t  w here she could feel its  l i t
tle  h an d s  upon h e r face, even afte r b lindness 
cam e upon her, a n d  she could no  longer see. 
T he E n g lish  physician  had  been in , an d  to ld  
m e she probably  would n o t la s t th e  n ig h t 
th ro u g h , and  th a t  I  should have som e one 
w ith  m e. B u t she said, ‘N o ; C hsistine  and  
baby are  all I  w an t,’ and  w hen he  was gone 
she m ade m e s it by her, w hile she talked, as 
she had  done m any  a  tim e, of h e r hom e over 
th e  sea, of h e r  sister, and  h e r m other, to 
whom  she sen t m essages. I  rem em ber her 
very w ords. ‘Tell th em ,’ she said, ‘th a t  I  
have never ceased to  love them , and  to  long 
for th e m  wi h  such  longing  as only hom esick 
creatu res know , and  if I  have seem ed neg lect
ful, and  have n o t w ritten  as I  ough t, i t  was 
because—because—I  couldn’t.  I  can ’t  ex
p la in , only I  love th em  —love th em  so m uch  ; 
and  now if I  could lay  m y head  on m o th e r’s 
lap, as I  did w hen I  was a  little  girl, an d  it 
ached as i t  is aching now, I  should  die m ore 
w illingly. D ear old m o ther 1 poor old fa th e r ! 
w ith h is  h a rd  brown hands, which have worked 
so h a rd  for m e— God bless th em , and  com fort 
them , w hen th ey  h ear I  am  dead  1’ ”

“ Oh, C hris tine  !”  R einette  sobbed, “ g rand  
m a  o ugh t to  know th is —she an d  A un t M ary, 
too. T hey  have never heard  one word of h e r 
la s t days, fo r fa th e r only wrote th a t  she was 
dead, and  did  n o t even te ll th em  of m y b irth . 
I  ough t to  te ll my g randm othe r ; she will be 
eo glad to  know .”

“ No, n o  1 oh, no  I b e tte r n o t. You said 
you would n o t !” C hristine  exclaim ed in  te r 
ro r. “ I t  would lead to  so m uch  ta lk -- so  
m any  questions ab o u t—about your fa ther, 
and—R einette , forgive m e —b u t h is  record  was 
n o t th e  fairest. E ven  you, h is  daugh ter 
would n o t like to  see its  blackest pages.”

R einette ’s face was crim son w ith  sham e 
and  re sen tm en t, and  in  h e r eye was th a t  pe
culiar gleam  w hich so bew ildered and  con
founded those on  w hom  i t  fell. T h e  fa ir 
s tru c tu re  she h ad  b u ilt abou t h e r  fa th e r’s 
m em ory was to tte rin g  to  atom s, b u t she would 
struggle bravely to  keep i t  toge ther as  long as 
possible, and  she replied :

“ I f  th e re  were pages so black in  fa th e r’s 
life, don’t  show th em  to  m e, lest I  should say 
you to ld  m e falsely. H e was m y fa th e r,an d  
I  loved h im  so dearly . H e was k ind  to  m e 
alw ays— always— and  I  w ill s tan d  by h im  fo r
ever. H e m igh t have been  wild an d  m igh t 
have sought his* own p leasure , b u t he  did n o t 
m ean  to  neglect m y  m other. H e loved h e r ; 
he  used  to  ta lk  of h e r  to  m e .”

“  D id  h e  ? D id  he  ta lk  of ̂ o u r  m o th e r to 
you ?” C hris tine  asked eagerly ; an d  R einette , 
who could n o t say  tru th fu lly  th a t  h e r fa th e r 
h a d  ever of h is  own accord spoken to  h e r  of 
h e r  m o ther, re p lie d :

“  I t  m ade h im  feel so badly th a t  he  did not 
often  speak of h e r un less I  m en tioned  her 
first. I  used to  a sk  h im  abou t h e r ; and  he 
to ld  m e how beau tifu l and  swe j, an d  good 
she was, and  th a t  he w ished m e to  be like 
h e r ; and  th e n , if I  was s ittin g  on  h is  lap, as 
I  m ost alw ays was whon I  ta lked to h im  of 
h e r, he would p u t m e down suddenly  and  
walk across th e  salon  so fast, and  once I  saw 
h im  wipe away g rea t drops of sweat from  h is  
forehead. H e m u st have loved h e r very m uch, 
o r he  would no t have he ld  h e r m em ory so sa 
cred. B u t you have n o t finished. I  w an t to 
know  ju s t  how m othe r died— w ant to  see h e r 
up  to  th e  la s t .”

So C hris tine  w ent on  and  told of tho  long 
h o u rs  w hen th e  dying  wom an lay w ith h e r 
baby clasped to h e r bosom, and  h e r  head  p il
lowed on th e  stro n g  arm  of h e r m aid , who 
held  h e r  th u s  u n til  th e  darkness was passed 
and  th e  early  dawn of th e  m ild  sp ring  m orn 
ing  began to  creep in to  th e  room , w hen M ar
ga re t roused  a  little  and  said :

“  I t  is  alm ost over, C hristine . I  am  going 
hom e to Jesus, whose a rm s are  a round  m e so 
th a t I  am  no t afraid . T ell th em  a t  hom e I  
was so happy , and  death  had  no te rro r for 
m e. T ell th em  I  seem  to  h ea r th e  ch ild ren  
singing as they  used to  sing in  th e  old cl rch  
in  M errivale, and  the  sum m er w ind blows in  
an d  ou t, and  brings th e  perfum e of th e  pond- 
lilies w ith  it, and  th e  rive r flows on and  on 
am id  th e  green m eadow s—aw ay—away—ju s t 
as I  am  floating so quietly  ou t upon th e  sea 
of e te rn ity , w here th e  lilieg a re  fa irer and 
sweeter th a n  those  w hich lif t th e ir  w hite 
heads to  th e  sun sh in e  in  th e  ponds of M erri
vale. And now, C hris tine  ; place m y  baby 
so I  can k iss h e r  once m ore, for s igh t and 
s tren g th  have failed m e. ”

“  T he  ch ild ’s face w as lifted  to  th e  pale 
lip s  w hich kissed  i t  tenderly , a n d  th e n , ju s t 
as  th e  w arm  Ita lia n  sunsh ine  lighted  up  th e  
d is tan t dom e of St. P e te r’s w ith  a blaze of 
gold, an d  a ll over th e  g rea t city, an d  fa r ou t 
upon th e  C am pagna th e  m orn ing  was w arm  
and  b righ t, th e  young m o ther lay dead in  th e  
silen t room , w ith only h e r  servan t a«d  baby 
w ith  h e r .”

T here  was a  fresh  b u rs t of tea rs  and  sobs 
from  R em ette  as  she lis tened  to th e  sto ry ,and  
w hen i t  was ended she  th rew  h e r  a rm s  a ro u n d  
he r n u rse ’s neck an d  nearly  s trang led  h e r 
w ith kisses, as she said  :

“  My darling  old C hristine , I  can  forgive 
you every th ing  now th a t  I  know how good 
and  tru e  you were to  m y m o th e r.”

W ith  som eth ing  like a  m oan  C hristine  
freed herself from  the  girl, an d  w ent rap id ly  
on  :

“  I  d id  n o t know  ju s t where your fa the r 
was, for he was never long in  th e  sam e place, 
an d  as we could no t w ait to  h e ar from  h im , 
an d  I  did  no t know  w hat to  do, s tran g ers  took 
th e  m a tte r in  h an d  an d  buried  h e r in  th e  
P ro tes ta n t grave-vard  a t  Rom e, w here your 
fa th e r has never been since .”

“ And I  ?” R einette  said . “  You took me 
to  h im  ? took m e to  C hateau  des F leu rs  ?”

“  Yes, I  took you to  C hateau  des F leu rs ,” 
C hristine  replied, while h e r  face grew  scarlet 
an d  th e n  tu rn ed  asby  pale, and  Q ueenie never 
dream ed of th e  chasm  she leaped in  silence, 
or of th e  b itte r  rem orse w hich b rought those 
liv id  spots to th e  face of C hristine, who did 
no t look a t h e r now, b u t s h u t h e r  eyes and  
leaned w earily  back in  h e r chair.

“  I  am  so weak, and  ta lk ing  all th is  tires  
m e so ,” she s a id ; b u t R einette  was n o t sa tis 
fied, and  h e r  nex t question  was :

“  W h at did fa th e r say w hen he first .'saw 
m e ? T ell m e a ll about i t .”

C hris tine  d id  n o t reply  to  th is , b u t s a t w ith  
he r h an d s  locked together, and  a look upon 
h e r  face as if h e r  tho u g h ts  were fa r back in  
the  p ast, and  she w as living over somo painful 
scene.

“  T ell m e ; how  did he  act ? W h at did he  
s a y ? ” R einette  repeated , an d  th en , w ith  a 
sm ile full of irony  and  b itte rn ess  C hristine  
an sw ere d :

“  H e swore because you w ere n o t a  boy 1”

“ O h-h ! th is  is t e r r i b ly ’ R einette  ex
claim ed, as h e r  face grew very red.

B u t she was too p roud to  le t h e r n u rse  see 
how  sho was pained , and  she con tinued  :

“  Yes, I  can  u n d ers tan d  how  a  m an  like 
h im  would he  disappoin ted  if he  w an ted  a  son 
very m uch  ; b u t he loved m e afterw ard , i  am 
su re  of th a t. How long did you stay  w ith  m e 
a t  C hateau  des F leurs, and  why did you leave ? 
W as i t  M. L a  R ue ? You m u s t have been 
m arried  soon afte r m o ther died, for M argery 
is a lm ost as old as I  a m .”

“  Yes, yes,” and  C hristine  caugh t eagerly 
a t th is  unexpected  help . “  Yes, I  was m a r
ried  and  had  "to leave, bu t I  saw  you som e
tim es w hen you were a  little  ch ild , playing in  
th e  grounds of th e  ch a teau .”

“  I  rem em ber i t—y e s ; a  wom an cam e one 
day w hen I  was w ith  m y n u rse  and  kissed and 
cried over m e, and  gave m e som e bon-bons ; 
and  th a t  was you,” R einette  said , and  M rs L a  
R ue assen ted , w hile R einette  con tinued  :

“ And you lived a ll th e  tim e in  P a ris , and 
never le t m e know  o r b rough t M argery to  see 
m e ; and , oh , C hristine , w hen I  found h e r 
up  in  th a t  room  th a t day  and  she to ld  you of 
m e, d id  you know  th e n  who I  w as ?”

“  Yes, I  knew ,” was th e  reply, and  R einette  
w ent on  :

“  You knew I  was R ein e tte , m y m o th e r’s 
child , an d  never spoke, o r tr ied  to  see m e 
even ? T h a t is  very  strange. And did fa the r 
know, w hen M argery was Jat school w ith  me, 
and  afterw ard  a t  th e  chateau  ? D id h e  know 
she was your dau g h te r ?”

“ N ot th e n , no  ; b u t a fter she was grown 
he  knew, and  was n o t p leased to  have you so 
in tim a te  w ith he r. You will rem em ber th a t  
he tr ied  to  separate  you from  her. You wrote 
he r som ething  of it, when we were in  S o u th 
ern  F ran c e .”

R einette  did rem em ber th a t  h e r  fa th e r had  
objected to  h e r fu r th e r  in te rcou rse  w ith  M ar
gery L a  R ue, and  th a t  he had  seem ed very 
m uch excited and  even angry  abou t it, and 
th a t  a fte r th is  she h ad  lost tra c k  of M argery 
u n til she  found h e r  in  A m erica. B u t why 
should h e r fa th e r object to  friendsh ip  for a  
little  g irl whose m o ther had  been so m uch  to 
h is  wife ? W hy, un less he  was offended w ith 
som ething  in  th e  w om an ? i

“  C h ris tin e ,” she began, a t la st, a fte r there  
had  been silence for a  m om en t, “ you m ay  as 
well te ll m e th e  tru th ,  for I  am  resolved to  
w ring i t  from  you, and  I  w ill n o t te ll M argery 
either. You had  done som eth ing  to  displease 
m y fa th e r ; now, w hat was i t  ? I  in s is t upon 
know ing.”

“  N oth ing , no th ing  no , no  !” C hristine  
gasped. “  H e was very proud , and  d id  no t 
w ish you to  be in tim a te  w ith  people like m e ; 
th a t  is a l l—every th ing .”

“  And was th a t  th e  reason  w hy afte r he 
was dead and  you m e t m e h e re  you kept 
silen t ? W ere you afra id  I, too, was proud, 
and  would th in k  less of M argery, if I  knew .” 

“ Yes, yes ; you have guessed i t .  I  was 
afra id ,”  M rs. L a  R ue said, quickly, as if re 
lieved th a t  R einette  h ad  p u t so good a  reason 
in to  h e r  m ind.

She w as very tired , and  h ad  borne so m uch 
th a t  it seem ed to  h e r she could bear no  m ote, 
and  c lasping h e r h a n d s  to  h e r  head , she said, 
im p lo rin g ly :

“ Leave m e now, p lease ; th e re  is no th ing  
m ore to  tell, and  1 am  so tired  an d  sick, and  
— a n d —th e re  is  M argery yet to  see. Oh, M iss 
H e th erto n , m ake i t  easy as you can  to  M ar
gery. D on’t  le t h e r  th in k  ill of m e. I  could 
n o t bear th a t .  I ’d ra th e r  have th e  b ad  opinion 
of th e  whole world th a n  hers. She is so 
good, so tru e , and  h a te s  deception so m uch. 
Go now, and  leave m e to  m yself. I  believe 
—I  th in k —yes, I  am  sure  I  am  going m a d .” 

R einette  looked a t h e r in  surprise, w onder
ing  th a t  w hat she had  confessed should  affect 
b e r so.

“ T here  is som eth ing  else,” sbe th o u g h t, 
“ som eth ing  beh ind , w hich she h a s  n o t told, 
an d  I  m ean  to  know  w hat i t  is, b u t I  will 
leave h e r  now,”  and  tak ing  C hris tine’s ho t 
hands  in  h ers she said, very k ind ly ,“ Good-bye, 
C hris tine  ; I  am  going, b u t an o th e r tim e 
you’ll te ll m e m ore of m y  m o th e r.”

T hen  passing  th e  h an d  to  h e r  lips she ra n  
down th e  s ta irs  to  M argery, who w as w aiting 
anxiously  for he r, and  whose face was w hite 
and  ghastly  a s  she tu rn e d  inqu iring ly  to  her 
friend. B u t R ein e tte ’s m an n er w as reassuring . 
Throw ing h e r  a rm s  a round  M argery’s neck, 
she said :

“ I  sh a ll love you b e tte r th a n  ever now th a t  
I  know you are  th e  daugh ter of m y n u rse .” 

“ D o you believe th e re  was no  o th e r reason 
for concealm ent ?” M argery asked, w hen told 
of th e  excuse h e r m o ther had  given fo r h e r 
silence.

“ I  know th e re  is  som eth ing  else, and  I  shall 
find i t  o u t,” was th e  substance  of R ein e tte ’s 
reply, an d  in  h e r h e a r t M argery, too, believed 
th e re  was som eth ing  else, w hich she, too, 
m u s t know, and  for th e  first tim e in  h e r life 
she was g lad  w hen R einette  said  good-bye and  
left h e r alone to  m eet she tr ia l she  fe lt was 
aw aiting  her.

C H A P T E R  XXXV.

M A R G E R Y  A N D  H E R  M O T H E R .

F o r a  full q u a rte r of an  h o u r a fte r R ein e tte ’s 
departu re  M argery sat m otionless, w ith her 
head  b en t down, th in k in g  of all th e  inciden ts  
of her p ast life as connected w ith  her m other, 
and  recalling  here  and  th e re  certa in  acts 
w hich, viewed in  tb e  new  lig h t shed  upon 
them , seem ed bo th  p la in  and  m ysterious. 
B uzzing  th ro u g h  M argery’s b ra in , an d  a lm ost 
driv ing  her m ad, was th e  sam e sickening su s
picion w hich had  a t  tim es so d is trac ted  R ei
nette , b u t, like R einette , she fought it down. 
B u t no t for th e  dead m an  w hose costly  m o n u 
m en t was gleam ing cold and  w hite in  the  
graveyard  of M errivale. H e  was no th in g  to 
her, save as th e  fa th e r of h e r friend, who, for 
h is  d au g h te r’s sake, had  been  k ind  to  h e r  so 
fa r as m oney w as concerned. B u t i t  was for 
th e  wom an u psta irs , h e r  m o th e r, th a t  h e r 
h e a r t was aching  so, and  th e  h o t blood p o u r
ing  so sw iftly th ro u g n  h e r  veins. To lose 
fa ith  in b e r w hom  she  h ad  believed so good, 
and  who had  ta u g h t h e r alw ays th a t  tru th  
and  p u rity  were m ore to  be prized ' th a n  all 
th e  w ealth  in  the  world, would be terrib le. 
And ye t th a t  m o th e r’s life had  for years been 
•n e  of concealm ent, for w hich sho could see 
no  excuse. T h a t given to  Q ueenie was no t 
th e  tru e  reason . T here  was som eth ing  else 
—som ething  beh ind  ; “  and  I  m u s t know 
w hat i t  is ,” she th o u g h t ; “ and  if m y fears 
prove tru e , I  m u s t keep i t  from  R einette .” 

S ta rtin g  to  h e r feet a t  la st, and  fo rgetting  
h®w weak and  sick h e r  m o the r was, she wen 
ha lf way up  th e  s ta irs  and  c a l le d :

“  M other, will you come down, or sh a ll I  
come up ?”

T he voice was n o t th e  sam e w hich M rs. L a  
Rue knew  as M argery’s. T here  was a  h ardness 
and  sternness in  ifc w hich boded no good to 
her, and  m orta l te rro r took  possession of her 
as she th o u g h t :

“ My h o u r h a s  come. She will w ring it 
fr®m m e. W ell, no  m atte r. I t  wlil be b e tte r 
for he r, p e rh ap s.”

“  Say, m o ther, will you com e down, or 
shall I  com e up ?” cam e again  from  M ar
gery, and  th is  tim e M rs. L a  R ue  replied  : 

“ Oh, M argery, M argery 1 n o t y e t—not 
y e t ! Spare m e a  little  longer. I  have been 
so tr ied  and  w orried. I  am  n o t qu ite  rg ih t 
in  m y head  ; w ait aw hile before you come, 
dear M argery.”

T here  was a  w orld of pathos in  those two 
w ords—“ dear M argery” —pathos and  plead
ing  bo th  as if th e  m o th er were asking m ercy 
from  h e r child . And M argery recogn ized  the  
m ean ing , b u t h e r  h e a r t did n o t soften o r re 
len t. Indeed, she could n o t u n d e is tan d  h e r
self o r define the  strange  feeling w hich had  
taken  possession of h e r an d  was u rg ing h e r 
on to  know w hat i t  was h e r m o th e r had  h id 
den so long  an d  so successfully.

B u t she d id  n o t th e n  go up ; she w aited 
awhile, and  going to  th e  k itchen , prepared  a 
tem p tin g  d inner, w hich she a rranged  upon  a 
tray , an d  th e n  took to  th e  room , w here Mrs. 
L a  R ue still s a t ju s t  as  R einette  had  left her, 
h e r face as w hite as  m arble, h e r  eyes blood
shot an d  d im , an d  h e r whole a ttitu d e  th a t  of a 
guilty  cu lp rit aw aiting  its  pun ishm en t.

A nd she w as aw aiting hers, an d  w hen th e  
first blow cam e in  th e  person of M argery 
bringing  h e r th e  n icely-prepared d inner, she 
seem ed to  shrivel up  in  h e r chair, and  her 
head  dropped upon  h e r  b reast. B u t she did 
n o t speak, and  w hen M argery drew a  little

tab le  to  h e r side, an d  placing th e  tray  upon 
it, poured  ou t h e r  tea  and  held  i t  to  h e r  lips, 
she swallowed i t  m echanically , as she did the  
food pressed upon h e r. A t last, however, she 
could take  no  m ore, and  p u ttin g  up  h e r hand , 
she m ade a  g estu re  of d issen t, an d  whispered 
fa in tly  :

“  E n o u g h  !”
How  sick, an d  old an d  c rushed  she looked ! 

B u t for th is  M argery would n o t sp are  h e r ; 
or, ra th e r, she could no t, for th e  so m eth in g  
u rg in g jh er on  and  m aking  h e r  very detr- 
m ined  an d  calm , whum, a fte r tak in g  the , 
d in n e r away, she re tu rn e d  to  h e r , m o th e r , ' 
and  s ittin g  dow n w here Q ueeniee h ad  sat 
said :

“ Now, m o ther, te ll m e .”
“  Tell you w hat ?”  M rs. L a  R ue asked, a n d  

M argery rep lied  :
“ Tell m e th e  whole t ru th  every w ord of it, 

as you d id  n o t te ll i t  to  Q ueen ie .”
“  W h at d id  I  te ll h e r  ?” M rs. L a  R ue 

said , in  a  bew ildered k in d  of way, as if  th e  
even ts of th e  la s t few h o u rs  w ere rea lly  a 
b lan k  to  her.

“  You to ld  h e r  you were C hris tine  B odine, 
h e r  form er n u rse ,” M argery began, and  h e r 
m o ther in te rru p ted  h e r  w ith  :

“  And I  am , M argery ; th a t  was th e  tru th .
I  was C hristine  M arie L a  M ille B odine ; bu t 
I  dropped th e  first nam e and  th e  la st, an d  for 
years was only M arie L a  M ille.”

“  Yes, I  know ,” M argery re tu rn ed . “ You 
deceived m e w ith reg a rd  to  you r nam e, and  
you kep t y ou r id en tity  a  secret from  R einette  
when you knew  how m uch she w ished to  find 
you, and  you gave h e r as a reason  th a t  you 
feared lest she would th in k  less of m e if she 
knew I  was th e  child  of one who had  once 
served h e r m o th e r .”

•‘ Yes th a t ’s  i t —th a t’s it ,  M argie 1 ” 
M rs. L a  R ue  gasped, as  she  c lu tched  the  
sk irt of M argery’s gown and  rubbed i t  caress
ingly.

“  M other,” M argery said, an d  h e r voice 
was low and  s te rn , “ th a t  excuse m ig h t do for 
Queenie, b u t n o t for m e, who know  a ll our 
p ast life. T h e re  is som eth ing  e lse—som e
th in g  you a re  keeping from  m e, an d  which 
I  m u s t know . W h a t is it, m o th e r ? W hy 
were you afra id  to  le t Q ueenie know who you 
were ?”

“ T here  is n o th in g —n o th in g —believe m e, 
M argie, n o th in g ,”  M rs. L a  R ue  said , s till ca
ressing  th e  gown, as if she w ould th u s  appease 
h e r  dau g h te r, who con tinued  :

“  Yes, th e re  is som eth ing  ; th e re  h as  been 
a som eth ing  always since 1 can  rem em ber. I  
see i t  now —recall i t  a ll—your fits of abstrac 
tion , y ou r m oods of m elancholy , am oun ting  
alm ost to  in san ity , an d  w hich have increased  
in  frequency since we cam e to  A m erica find 
m e t R einette . T h e  m oney you received a t 
s ta ted  tim es w as from  h e r fa ther, was i t  n o t? ” 

“  Ye-es,”  cam e in  a w hisper from  M rs. L a  
R u e’s w hite lips, and  M argery w ent on  :

“  Y ou m u s t th e n  have alw ays know n h is  
w hereabouts. W h en  we lived in  P a ris , and  
fa th e r w as alive, you knew  th a t  M r. H e th e r
ton  was th e re  in  th e  city , too, and  d id  you 
ever see h im  ? ’

“  N ever—never ! H e  would have spurned  
me like a dog,”  M rs. L a  R ue answ ered, e n e r
getically, an d  M argery c o n tin u e d :

“  B u t you knew  h e  was th e re , and  w hen 
Queenie cam e to  m e th a t  day w hen I  wore 
h e r  scarlet cloak and  she m y fadad plaid , you 
knew  who she was, and did n o t speak  ?”

“  Y es, I  knew who she was, and  did no t 
speak ,” m oaned M rs. L a  R ue, a n d  M argery 
w en t o n :

“  A nd w hen I  was a t school w ith  he r, and  
he r fa th e r p a id  th e  bills, and  w hen I  v isited 
hp r a t th e  ch ateau , you knew, and  did n o t te ll 
m e. B u t d id  you te ll m y fa th e r ? D id  he 
know who Q ueenie was ?—know  of Mr. H e th 
erto n  ?”

“ No, he did n o t,” M rs. L a  R ue replied, 
“  n o r was i t  necessary. I  was a fa ith fu l wiie 
!*o h im , and  th e re  was no  need  for h im  to 
know .”

“  M other,”  M argery began, a fte r a  m o m 
e n t’s pause, “  why d ia  you w ish to  h ide from 
Queenie who you were ? I  have a rig h t to 
know . I  am  your dau g h te r, and  if th e re  has 
been any  wrong I  can  share  i t  w ith you. I  
would ra th e r  know  th e  exact t ru th  th a n  
th in k  th e  h o rrib le  th in g s  I  m ay  th in k  
if yo\L do n o t te ll m e. W hy didr 
you take  a n o th e r nam e th a n  you-*
own, and  w hy, d id  you > n o t reveal your 
self to Queenie, jb u t leave h e r  to grope in  
th e d a rk fo rw h a t she so m uoii w ished to  fin d ?  
Tell m e, m o th e r. I  in s ist upon know ing,” 

D riven  to  th e  la s t ex trem ity , and  forget
tin g  herself in  h e r  d istress , M rs. L a  R ue re 
plied ;

“  I  had  sw orn no t to do i t  ; h a d  taken  a 
so lem n vow never to  le t Q ueenie know  who I  
w as.”

“  H ad  m ade a vow ? H ad  sworn n o t to  do 
i t  ? W ho m ade you swear ? W ho required  
th a t  vow from  you ? W as i t  M r. H e th erto n  ?” 
M argery asked, stern ly , and  h e r  m o th e r re 
plied :

“  Yes, M r. H e th erto n , curse  h im  in  h is  
grave ! H e has been m y ru in . I  was so 
happy  and  innocen t u n ti l  I  knew him . H e 
w rung  th e  vow from  m e ; he  pa id  th e  m oney
to keep i t  ; h e  ”

She stopped  here , appalled  by  th e  look of 
M argery’s face— a look w hich m ade h e r  cower 
and  trem b le  as she had  never trem b led  be
fore.

W rench ing  h e r  dress away from  th e  h an d s  
w hich s till held  it, and  d raw ing  herself back, 
M argery dem anded :

“  T ell m e w hat you m ean  ? You have said 
strange  th in g s  to  m e,m o ther. You have ta lked 
of ru in , an d  innocence, and  m oney paid  for 
silence, and  as y ou r d au g h te r I  hav6 a rig h t 
to know  w hat you m ean. And you m ust 
tell m e, too , before I  look on  Q ueenie’s face 
again. W h a t is it, m o th e r ? W hat was the  
secret betw een you and  M r. H e th e rto n  ? 
W h a t have you  done, w hich you would hide 
from  m e ? Speak, fo r I  m u s t know , and  I ’ll 
forgive you, too, even if  it brings disgrace to 
m e. If  you do n o t tell, a n d  suffer m e to 
live on w ith  these  ho rrid  suspicions to r tu r
ing  m e to  m adness, I  can  never touch  your 
han d  again , in  love, o r th in k  of you as I  have 
done.”

She h a d  risen  from  h e r  chair, and  stood 
w ith  folded arm s looking down upon the  
w retched wom an, who m oaned  :

“ D on’t, M argie, d o n ’t  drive m e to  tell, 
for th e  te lling  will involve so m uch— so m uch  1 
Som e will be disgraced and  o thers benefited ; 
don’t m ake m e tell, p lease do n ’t . ”

She stre tched  h e r a rm  tow ard M argery, who 
stood im m ovable as a  rock, and  said, w ith  a 
h a rd  ring  in  her v o ic e :

“ D isgrace to  m e, I  suppose. W ell, I  can 
bear th a t  be tte r th a n  suspense and  u n c e r
ta in ty .”

“ No, M argie, no t disgrace to  you, th a n k  
H eaven ! n o t disgrace to  you  in  th e  way you 
th in k .” M rs. L a  R ue cried.

And w ith th is  h o rrid  fear lifted  from her. 
m ind , M argery cam e nearer to  h e r m other, 
an d  said  :

“ If  th e re  is no  disgrace fo r m e, th e n  te ll 
m e a t  once w ha t i t  is. I  shall never cease 
w orrying y o u  o r leave th is  room  till I  know .” 

“ T hen  lis te n .”
And ra is ing  he rself erect in  h e r chair, while 

th e  blood cam e surging back to  h e r  face, and  
be r eyes flashed w ith th e  fire of a  m aniac, 
M rs. L a  R ue con tinued  :

“ L isten  ; b u t s it down first. T he  sto ry  is 
long, and  you will need  all your s treng th  be
fore i t  is th rough . S it dow n,”  and  she p o in t
ed to  a  chair, in to  w hich M argery sank  m e
chanically , while a strange, p rick ling  sen sa 
tion  ra n  th ro u g h  h e r fram e, and  she fe lt a 
sickening dread  of w hat she was to hear.

“ I  am  ready ,”  she said ; b u t h e r voice was 
th® fa in te r now, for h e r m o th er’s was calm  
an d  steady  as,she com m enced th e  story, w hich 
she to ld  in  all its  details, beginning  a t  th e  day 
w hen she first saw Mr. H e th e rto n ’s advertise 
m en t fo r a  w aiting-m aid for h is  wife.

F o r a  tim e th e  story  was p lea san t enough 
to  lis ten  to , for M rs. L a  R ue dw elt a t length  
upon th e  goodness an d  sw eetness of h e r m is
tre ss , who was alw ays so k ind  to  he r, and  who 
tru s ted  h e r so im p lic itly  ; b u t a t  la s t th e re  
cam e a change, a n d  M argery’s eyes grew dark  
w ith  h o rro r an d  p a in , and  h e r  cheek paled, 
as she lis tened  to  a  ta le  w hich curdled  th e  
blood in  h e r veins a n d  seem ed tu rn in g  her 
in to  stone.

W ithou t th e  sleety  ra in  was beating  in  
gusts  again st th e  windows, an d  th© wind, 
w hich had  risen  since noon, roared  down th e  
chim ney and  shook every loosened b lind  and

casem ent, b u t was u nheard  by th e  young girl, 
who, w ith a  face like the  faces of th e  dead 
an d  h an d s  locked so tigh tly  to g e th e r th a t  th e  
blood cam e th rough  the  flesh w here th e  nails  
were p ressing , sa t imm ovable, lis ten ing  to the  
story  to ld  h e r  by th e  wom an whose eyes were 
closed as she ta lked , an d  whose w ords flowed 
on  so rapid ly , as if to  u tte r  them  were a  re-'" 
b’ef an d  eased th e  te rrib le  rem orse w hich had  
gnaw ed a t h e r h e a r t so long.

H ad she looked a t  th e  g irl before h e r she 
m ig h t have paused, for th e re  was som ething  
awful in  th e  expression of M argery’s face as 
she listened, u n til th e  sto ry  was ended, w hen, 
w ith  a cry like one in  m o rta l pain , she th rew  
up  b o th  h e r h an d s  and  fell heavily to th e  
floor, while p u rp le  spots cam e out upon h e r ^  
face, and  th e  w hite fro th , flecked w ith  blood, 
oozed from  h e r  liv id  lips.

M argery knew  th e  secret of C hristine  Bo
dine !

C H A P T E R  XX X Y I.

Margery’s il l n e s s .

W hen  R einette  le ft th e  cottage th a t  m orn 
ing  she drove s tra ig h t to  th e  office of Mr. 
B eresford , w hom  she found  alone, and  to 
whom  she com m unicated- th e  re su lt of her 
in terv iew  w ith M rs. L a  R ue, te lling  h im  the 
reason  given by  the  w om an for her silence, 
and  professing  to  believe it.

“ I t  was very foolish in  h e r, of course,” 
she said  ; “  for, if possible, I  love M argery 
th e  b e tte r now  th a t  I  know who h e r m o the r 
is , b u t th e re  is no accounting  for th e  fancies 
of som e people. C hris tine  seem s very m uch 
broken, and does n o t w ish to be questioned 
as she would be by  g randm a and  A un t M ary, 
if th ey  knew w hat we do, so we will keep our 
own counsel. I  can  t ru s t  you, Mr. B eres
fo rd .”

T he law yer bowed an d  looked searchingly  
a t  h e r to  see if no  o th e r  th o u g h t or suspi
cions had  been suggested to  her by h e r  in te r
view w ith  C hris tine  B u t if th e re  had  she 
gave no  sign  of it, and  h er face was very b righ t 
and  cheerfu l as she said  good bye an d  was 
driven hom e, w here she sa t d irectly  down to 
w rite th e  news to  P h il.

H e h ad  left Rom e an d  was journey ing  on 
tow ard In d ia , w here Rhe was to  direct her 
le tte r. Telling  P h il w as ju s t  th e  sam e as 
keeping i t  to  herself, she  th o u g h t, for he was 
perfectly  safe, and  so she w rote a  m in u te  ac
coun t of th e  affair, and  gave h im  a ll th e  
gossip of th e  place, and  to ld  h im  how  she 
m issed  h im  m ore and  m ore every day, and  
could n o t get accustom ed to  living w ithou t 
h im , a n d  how silly  i t  was in  h im  to  fall in  
love w ith h e r and  th e n  go off, w hen b u t for 
th is  foolishness they  m ig h t have been  so 
happy  together.

I t  was th ree  o’clock by th e  tim e  th e  long 
le tte r was fin ished , and  as th e  ra in  by th is  
lim e h a d  ceased, and  th e re  was a  p rospect of 
fa ir w eather by sunse tting , R einette  de te r
m ined  to tak e  th e  le tte r to  th e  office herself 
an d  th e n  call upon  h e r g randm other, and  
possibly upon M rs. L a  R ue again .

C h ris tin e ’s pale  face h ad  hau n ted  h e r all 
th e  afternoon , and, fearing  th a t  she m ig h t 
have been  a  little  h a rd  w ith  he r, she longed 
to  see h e r again  and  assu re  h e r of h e r fa ith  
in  and  love for he r.

“  To be su re , ”  she th o u g h t, “  she is n o t 
ju s t th e  k ind  of person I  had  fancied C hris
tin e  to  be, b u t th en  she is C hristine , and  I  
m u s t k ill a ll m y  old prejudice for h e r, and  
love h e r for m o th e r’s sake an d  M argery’s .”

In  som e th ings  R einette  was easily  in flu 
enced and  persuaded, and  though  she did n o t 
a ltoge ther accep t C hris tine’s exp lanation  as 
th e  real an d  only  one, she w as ju s t  now too 
glad to  find h e r to  doubt or q u est’on  m uch  ; 
and  as she drove again  across . th e  causeway 
to  th e  village she fe lt lig h te r an d  happ ier 
because th e re  was now som e one who could 
te ll h e r  of h e r m olher as Mrs. H e therton .

D epositing  h e r le tte r in  th e  office, and 
bowing to  M r. Beresford, who happened  to  be 
passing  in  th e  street, she drove n ex t to  her 
g ran d m o th er’s, b u t  was to ld  by  th e  g irl th a t 
M rs. Ferguson  had  gone to  see M rs. L a  R ue 
m ore th a n  an  h o u r ago, an d  had  no t yet re 
tu rn ed , th o u g h  she did  n o t in ten d  to  be gone 
an y  len g th  of tim e.

“  Y ery well, I  will go th e re , to o ,” R einette  
said , and  h e r carriage was soon d raw n  up  
up  before th e  cottage w here tl?e docto r’s gig 
was s tand ing .

“  D r. N ichols here  ? M rs. L a  R ue  m ust be 
worse. I  am  glad I  cam e,” R ein e tte  th o u g h t, 
as she w ent rap id ly  up th e  walk an d  en tered  
unannounced .

“  H ow  is M rs. L a  R ue, and  w here is M ar
gery?”  she asked of a  w om an w hom  she  m et 
in  th e  hall, and  w hom  she recognized  as a 
neighbor.

“ D on’t  you know % H a v en ’t  you h eard  ? 
M argery h as  h ad  an  apoplectic fit, and  is ,d y 
in g ,” was th e  w om an’s reply, and  w ith  a 
sh riek  of te rro r and  surprise  R einette  fled p a st 
h e r  up  th e  s ta irs  to M argery’s room , where 
she paused a  m om en t on  th e  th re sh o ld  to 
tak e  in  the  scene w hich m e t h e r  aston ished  
view.

By tb e  window, w hich w as ra ised  to  admif, 
th e  a ir, th e  doctor stood, w ith  a grave, troubled  
look, w hile n ear h im  sa t M rs. L a  R ue, w ith a 
*ace w hich m ig h t have been cu t from  stone, 
so rig id  an d  im m ovable was every feature , * 
w hile her eyes, deep-set in  h e r  head , w ith 
dark  circles a round  them , seem ed like coals 
of fife as  th ey  tu rn ed  upon R einette , who 
shuddered  w ith  fear a t  th e ir  awful expression.
A t s igh t of h e r th e  w om an’s lip s  moved, bu t 
m ade no  so u n d —only  h e r fingers po in ted  to 
th e  bed w here M argery lay  b rea th ing  heavily , 
bu t w ith  no  o th e r sign to  show th a t  she w as 
living. She looked like one dying, w ith  th a t  
pinched, blue look abou t th e  m o u th  and  n o s
trils  w hich precedes d isso lu tion . A nd she had  
seem ed and  looked like th is  since th e  m om en t 
she fell to  the  floor a t th e  end  of h e r  m o th er’s 
story.

F o r a  few m o m en ts  M rs. L a  R ue h a d  heen 
as helpless and  alm ost in sensib le  as h e r 
d a u g h te r ;  th en , rousing  herself w ith  a 
g rea t effort, she  kn e lt beside th e  unconscious 
girl, and  lifting  h e r  head  covered th e  w hite  
face w ith k isses an d  te a rs , and  called upon 
h e r by every ten d e r e p ith e t to  open h e r eyes 
an d  speak, if only to curse th e  one who 
had  w rought so m uch  h a rm . B u t M ar
gery’s ears were deaf alike to  words of love 
o r pleading, as she lay so still, an d  looked 
so awful, w ith th a t  bloody fro th  abou t h e r 
lips, th a t ,  a t  la s t in  wild affright, h e r m o ther 
called for he lp , and  th e  w om an who lived 
nex t door, and  only across tb e  garden, was * 
startled  by a  succession of cries, each louder 
th a n  th e  preceeding, and  w hich cam e ap 
p a ren tly  from  M rs. L a  R u e ’s cottage. E n 
te ring  a t a  re a r door, and  following th e  d i
rection  of th e  sounds, she cam e to  th e  
cham ber w here M argery s till lay upon th e  
floor, w ith  h e r m o th er bend ing  over h e r 
and  shriek ing  for aid. To lift M argary  up 
an d  carry  h e r to  h e r  bed, and  send  for a 
physician, w as th e  w om an’s first work, and  
th en  she tried  w ha t she could do to  resto re  
the  insensih le  girl, who only m oaned fa in tly  
once in  token  th a t  she  knew  an y th in g  th a t  
was passing  a round  he r. W hen questioned 
by the  physician  who was g rea tly  puzzled  
by th e  case, M rs. L a  R ue said  th a t  M argery 
had  n o t seem ed w ell for som e tim e —had  
overworked, she though t, an d  th a t  she h ad  
fa llen  suddenly  from h e r  ch air w hile ta lk ing  
to  h e r  a fte r d inner. T h is  was all th e  ex 
plana tion  she would give, a n d ,' m ore per-  ̂
plexed th a n  he had  often been  in  h is  life, th e  
physician  ben t h is  energies to help  th e  young 
g irl who, i t  seem ed even to  h iiji, w as dying, 
for the  m ost pow erful resto ratives and s t im 
u lan ts  failed to  produce any  effect, or to  m ove 
so m nch  as an  ev e lid .

I t  was ju s t  th e n  th a t  G randm a Ferguson  
cam e in . She h ad  rem em bered  som e d irec
tions w ith  regard  to  th e  brown silk , w hich she 
had  failed to  give in  th e  m orn ing , and  h ad  
come again  to  see abou t it. F in d in g  no  one 
below, and  hearin g  th e  sound of voices|above, 
she called a t  th e  foot of th e  s ta i r s : ., ■1, _

“ M rs. L a  R ue 1 M rs. L a  R ue! W here be 
you a ll, and  m ay I  come u p ?”

“ Yes, yes. H u sh  ! M argery is very sick ,”  
th e  neighbor, whose nam e was M rs. W hiting , 
answ ered, going to tho  h ead  of th e  s ta irs , and  
pu ttin g  h e r finger to h e r lips.

[to be  continued .]

— T he tra in s  from  th e  n o rth  a re  now com 
ing  in  covered w ith snow.


