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Tho shatter opens a little.  “ You ean't come in here,”
the voico nnswers poevighly, * my masters are away, and
they don’t harbor strangers.”

ary thrusts her arm desperntely through the open-
DK

“Only lot me in and dry my clothes,” she says; * for
the love of God have pity on me!”

The shatter is sgain opened.  * Maybe 1'd show more
pity in keeping yon out,” the woman says. *“They're a
wild, rough gang, and they may return any minute, and
if they find you here, I wouldn't give much for your
chanoos, my girl."

“Oh, st mo in, if only for a fow minutes,” cries
Mury, “or I shall perish of cold.”

*Come to the door,” the woman snys,

The rough door in unbarred snd the girl staggers into
n good-sizged room, where a fire of logs is blazing on &
slone hearth,

Mary falls into n seat vear the red glow, the water
trickles off her till it makes a pool on the floor. The
woman stares st her in wonder, but she asks no ques-
tions; whe sots a pot of coffes on the hearth to warm for
her dripping

“Yon'll your death in those elothes, and whe looks
compassionately at the girl's slender figure and snd face,
then she goss into o closel opposite the fire and comes
back witis s blanket over her arm.  “ Tako off your skirts
quickly," she says, “and wrap this round youn, while I
|lry "om a bit"

Mary feels too stupefied to move, but with an effort
sho doos what she is bid, aml then she sits wrapped in
the blanket.  While she drinks the hot coffee given her,
the woman holds the girl's dripping clothes elose to the
blazing logs.

The woman is small and ngly; sho looks as if drink
nnd hard usage have dullsd “nr fucultion. Every now
sl then, however, she gives hor visitor a keen glanes,
nndl then she turos awny and seems absorbed in listening,

All st onee she starts. * They are coming —don't you
hoar them?" who says oxcitedly, * Yos—it's them, safe
enongh 1 hear the signal—you're not safe,” her voice
winks to n whisper; *if they find you lln-ly‘ll shoot you—
of worse —you must hide in there-—como!”

She thrasts Mary's clothes into her arms and hurries
hor to the place from which shie has taken the blanket
Tho girl finds hersell pushod ‘Iﬂl rows of sholves and
within & second door, which the woman closes on her,
and then the girl hears hor also close the first door into
the room.  Mary finds harsell in n veritable black hole,
seemingly hung round with blankets; there is hardly
rootn to turn, and yot she doos not feol stifled. Lookin
up she soos glimpses of starlight through the chinks o
the log rool. Asthe 1irl allmﬁ still trombling with oold,
ahio hoars  tramp of footstops outside; the tramp comes
noaror, and then goos round the eabin. Next minute she
hears loud voioes in the room she has just quitted.

Mary has not shared hor hostess’ terror,  The shoek
sho has undergono bas takon away all emotion. Her
dulness makes hor insensible of danger.

All st onoe her hoart beats fast; through the rough
l:lnulm! doors slio hesrs voices more distinetly, There

as been first & continvaal dialogue, now a kubbub of
pouned, now several voieos jeer at oue of the party, who
seoms 1o keop siloncs,  These voices are coarse and ruf.
fianly, and Mary ut Inst foels afraid. A fieros oath, and
then a fist strikes the table with vehemonos, and silonces
the elawor of the rest

“Hold your jow, every one. T havo the swag safe;
lot them laugh who win." it

s hoart sooms to stand still, and she sinks back
l‘ll-:{h wall of the eabin,

THE WEST SHORE.

It is Somerfield’s voice. The wretched girl does not
lose conscionsness, but for a time she is deaf to what is
happening. While she lay half drowned among the tree
roots, it had seemad to her that a sodden frengy had
soizad on her lover, and she had forgotten the existence
of her money; now the horrible fact 18 clear,

She ronses from her stupor to hear a hubbub of
voioes, some of them eager and clamorous. Somerfield's
sounds brutal and defiant.  He calls loudly for more
drink; and after this there comes a lull in the talk.
Soon this chunges into wild songs and laughter, choruses
with lond blows on the table, quarrels, at which she turns
fuint again, and amid it all—one of the loudest—she
hears Somerfield’s voice. After what seems to her am
time, these sounds subside, sink by de into still-
ness, aud soon it is plain by the snoring and heavy
breathing that the rowe‘.larn are sound nsltm]i»

Overhead the stars huve paled, and a chill air coming
in slowly with gray glimmer warns poor Mary that dawn
is breaking,

Moving very quietly she manages to dress herself in
the confined spnee in which she stands. She has searcely
finishod when the closet door opens gently, and the
womnn beekons her forth:

“They are all asleep,” she whispers in the girl's ear,

The miserable ereature is trembling; but without a
word she leads the way to the cabin door, Thare is only
n dim light coming from the log fire. The woman noise-
lesaly opens the door, and the fire-glow mixes strangel
with the pale gleam that comes in from the doorway,
falls on the faces of the men who lie sleeping in varied
positions on the floor,

Somerfield lies nearest the fire, but his face is hidden
in the blanket he hns rolled himself in; his frieze coat
lios beside him. Mary shrinks away as she passes him;
ghe has nearly reached the door when a strange idea
m:u}? ;: hor. Blml vril}lz‘l take his cont. ]

she ever reachos England again this will be a proof
to his friends that her hrslblo sgm is true. i

She turns back, takes the coat from beside him, and
then, pressing the haud of the woman ns she glides past
her, she flies out into the cold morning air.

Mary was never nble coherently to relate how she
reached Now York and the steamer she had come out in,
the day before it started on its homeward journey. She
had & confused memory of walking through the chill
dawn and waiting wearily and half-dead st the small
station house, and whon she got to the steamer she was
too ill to be questioned.

To the eaptain's enger inquiries sho answered, “ Not
now, eaptain; I'm dreaming still. T'll tell you when I
wake;" and the horror il‘ her tyes chocked the good
man's questions.

_For several days she lay in her berth almost uncon-
scions of what happened, but at last she roused and
looked dreamily about her,

_ Prosontly hor eyes foll on the frieze cont sho had ear-
ried sway,  She looked st it in wonder; then, as all came
back, sho shiversd with horror. How could she have
hrqafht nway such u witness of the terrible story? After
o little sho Nifted it down; its weight surprised her,

Then suddenly she thrast her hand into one of the

pockets and drew forth her : )
to Somerfield. money, given by the captain

The main facts of this story are not fictitions. There
are persons still living who knew Mary Abbot and Willie

Somerfield, and who have heard Mary
ing of the tryst sho traveled so far to S The fenps e
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