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tugging at the skirt of my gown; and
I wut down, though I did pot care par-
ticularly 1o meet the fuctor, wllm was
uppareutly coming bome. ‘Then 1
heard the sound of several voices in
the hall, and rose obée more.

At that instant the door opened, and
Mcl'huil's wile appearsd, carrying an
oki fashioned carpet bag. Close be-
Lind her came her husbund, and with
jvm another woman, at aight of whum
u sea of hulf-forgotien memaories awent
¢veT my brain, confusing me to thet
extent that 1 scarcely koew where 1
WaB.

it waa Mres Martinl

i remembered the “dour,” though
not nnkindly face, with the long up-
per lip, and the coid lig_ht-colourﬂl
eyes, in a moment. This was the
woman who had brought me from
Australia-—~the woman who could
prove, if anyohe eould, that 1 was
really the daughter of Jumes Grant.

The consciousness of this fact made
me for the mement forges the danger
in which I stood; but even if I had re-
membered it, I could not have escaped.
As it was, it was not until the woman
Theld out her hand, exelaiming, “Miss
Sybill Iis this really you?" that the
truth flashed upon me. My secret was
mine no lenger! The days when 1
could masquerade a8 Sidney Grant
were at an end.

I expected, in o stup'd sart of way.
that the next moment the air wonld be
filled with exclamations—that T would
e depounced as an imposter on the
«pot, HBut apparently neither Me-
1'hail, who nodded to me in his gruff
way, nor his wite, seemed to take any
naticre of the Christinn name by
which Mrs Martin had addressed me.
Probably they thought they had heara
her imperfectly, and at any tate they
hid no great interest in the matter,
With the ol woman, however, it was
different. She bent forward in eager
cutiosity, and turned her withered foce
first to Mrs Martin and then to me,
as though demanding an explanation.

“How are ye, mother? said Mrs
Martin, going over to her mother, and
kissing her in a rough, perfunctory
fashion. *“This warm weather 'I1 just
suit yau. Yon don’t look a day older
than when [ saw you last year"

tiood manners would have compelled
me to depuart and leave the family ta
themselves; but my wits had returned
to me. and 1 was extremely anxious to
make Mrs Martin of some use to me—
in ether words, to get some informa-
tion out of her—hefore the inevitable
diselosure was made to her that I haa
been living at the Castle under an
other name, And chunce seemed io
favour me. MclPhail went out to “see
ubout the beast,” ax he enlled puiting
up the horse, and Mrs McPhail went
upstinirs to take off her Lonnet. Mrs
Martin sat down Dbeside her moather,
and 1 seated myself opposite to her.

*It seems strange to meet you agmn,
after all these years,” I began. “You
are the first person I remember, Mrs
Martin”

“Ay, I would be that.”

“THd you bring me over from Aus-
trulin yourself?”

"What makes you think you ever
saw Australin?” (frowning).

“Oh, becanse 1 know my father und
mather lived there—and I know my
sister was born there. Besides, I have
some Tecallection of being in a bLig
ship when 1 was a very little thing—
before we lived in London.”

“Humph!”

“I wish yon would tell me something
about my father and mather, Mrs Mar-
fin,  Tdel they die soon after 1 was
horn?"

“Ay. ye were hut o baby when they
died.” E
“AL father's name
wasn't it—James Grant 2
“Yes—lames Grant. Byt what for
do ye wpier sae mony questions at e ?
Cun ye 1o Rpier them at him wha bhest

behoves tae unswer them?”

“Who do you mean? | asked inno-
cently,

“Whi wad T mean but Maister Mit-
chell ¥

“Mr Mitchel? Oh, he doesn't seem
very ready to tulk about my futher,”

“And whint brings you here?"

A long residence out nf Scotlnnd
had made s change in Mre Marlin's
winy of spenking—aut least xhe did nnt
use the hroad Scoteh in London, it
I imagine that when she returned to
her owh conntry the old way of speak-
ing returned to her, as it was natural
it should.

1 eame to see Mr Mitchell,™ T saicd
lightly.,  “He wmiid 1 had greutly

was James,

chunged. But you knew me at onee,
didn't you, Mra Martin?"’

(i, ay, 1 kent ye fine, You were
n weel grown lassie when ye gaed to
the schule, An’ ye've grown up a
braw wumman—my certes! A fine
lura, wi' & wull o' hey ain, I reckon”

I laughed, and taking off my hat
pushed back my bair, to gain, if pos-
sible, B few minuten more. But Mrs
Murtin said nothing mere of any im-
portance, and 1 fell ceriain that Mra
Mel'hail, if not her hushand, would be
Luck directly. I was anxlous to get
away before the guestion thut I Bag
exen more than once shaping itzelf on
the ol woman™ trembling hps was
put und unewered —the question wha-
ther | was Sidney Grant or not,

“Well, Myw Martin, 1 must be going.”
I =nid. rising and tying on my hat,
“I'm =0 glad to hove seen you agaimn.
But you haven't told me where you nre
living naw.™

*1 bide at Terth, I'm housckeeper
te a gentleman there,” ahe replied, “a
doctor that's a widower and has nae
family."”

That wuas enough for me. I knew
where to find Mrs Martin if T should
want her, and samehow I had miore
confidence in her than in her brother.
I believed that if déver she were
brought into a court of law she
wonld speak the truth,

1 bade good-bye to the old Iady in
the chimney ecorner, and Mrs Martin
Accompanied me as far ad the house
doar. .

“Mrs Martin,” I said, as I ook her
hand in mine at parting, “if you have
anything that belonged to my father
or mother—anything, na matter huw
trifling it may be—an old letter, a
Iraok, an ald photograph, T do wish
youn wonld let me have it. 1 have hard-
lv anything that belonged 1o either
my father,or my mother. Wil you
look among your wid things, and ses
if you cannot find anything that be-
longed to one or other of them ¢

She shook her head, and withrdrew

her hand from mine.
“There is no time now,” T went on,
“but perhaps if I cume déwn thig
afterncon yon wonld be willing to tell
me mare about them—about their l.fe
in Australia, and how they died—"

The woman started, and a shudder
ran through her gaunt, bony frame,
while an indescribable change ecam:
o\'el:_her face. It turced an ashy gres.

With & strong effort she controliel
herseif.

“If you tak' iy advice, Miss (Grant
you'll let your faither an’ your mithﬂ:
bide still in their graves, Don't seek
te meddle with what does not concern
You. let the past bury its dead, as
the Neripture says, and never more
kpeak the name of your faither or
Your maither.”

, With these strange words sounding
M my ears I left the house.

CHAPTER XIX.
THE ABYSS OF THE PAST,

My mind was in a tumult as 1
made iny way back to the Castle, but
my cLief feeling, I think, was one
of Dbitter disappointment, I had
thought that I was getting on so well
—I had in faet discovered more than
at one time I had thought possible;
and now the end had come! Nothing
vould be more certain than that ex-
posure must ¢ome, and that guickl .
I'he McPhail family would n:?tural{y
talk ubout me, aud almost immedi-
ately they would discover that the
factor, his wife and mother supposed
ne to be Sidney Grant, while his sig-
ter knew that I was another woman
altogether. ‘I'hen, of course, the fac-
tor would tell his employer that he
was sheltering an imposter under his
roof,

Thinking over this I came to the
conclusion that the best thing 1
could do was to forestull McPhall, and
tell Mr, Mitchell at onee who 1 was,
and the reason I had had in passing
myself oft for my sister.
. The knowledge that I was approach-
ing & crisis in my life made ne grave
nnd silent durirg luncheon, T shrank
from meeting  Mr. Mitchell's eye.
When the menl was over I followed
him into his own roomn, and asked
him if he could spare me half an hour,

He frowned, but pointed to a seat,

and 1 sat down opposite him. It was
not an eusy tark to begin, and 1
thought the best way was to go to
the root of the matter at once.

“T have seen Mrs. Muriin, McPhail's
sister, to-day,” [ enid, “and I knew
her nt once. She is the woman 1
ured to live with in London.”

Mr. Mitchell stared ot me, and his

Jaw dropped in pure astonishment.

“Hut—but you never were in lLon-
don!" he guaped out.

“Yen. I lived in Brixton with Mra.
Martin before I went 10 school. You
are thinking of my sister—Sidney
Grant.”

‘The man's face turned grey. His
eves never left off ataring at me. He
tried to epeak, and could not, His
hand went up to his collar as though
he¢ had been choking, and at length
the worde came, nlmost in a whirper.

“Are you not Sidney Grant? You
anid you were!™

“I think not. You supposed me to
be Sidney, and 1 did not contradict
yon, But it comea to much the kame
thing.™

“Who are you. then?”"

*l am Sybil Grant, Jumes Grant’s
youngest doughter.™

"Nonsense! The child died years
and years ago!”

“That ean hardly be, seeing that 1
am nalive now, I am Sybil Grant.”

“¥You'll have to prove it!”

“Nothing easier.”

1 rpoke with & quiet confidence that
I was very far from feeling, but the
effect on Alexander Mitchell was re-
markable. He shrank back inte him-
welf, as it were, and glanced at me in
a furtive way. Anyone locking on
woulil have supposed that it was he
that was the culprit, that it was he
that had to fear exposure, not I. But
in a few seconds he had to some ex-
tent recovered himself, and began to
bluster. .

»And you've been living here all this
time under false pretences! Do you
know. young woman, that I eould
send for the police and have you sent
to pacl for that?" His courage Tose
with the sound of his own voice. “An-
swer me!  Are you aware that it rests
with me whether you sleep to-night
in the lock-up at Dunolly or not?"

“I think, Mr. Mitchell, the less said

about prisons the better—for your
sake as well a8 mine.”
The shaft struck home. I saw that,

in spite of the torrent of indignant
utterance that struggled to his lips,
he was ill at ease—that, in a word, if
1 had cause to fear him, he had as
great or greater reason to fear me,

“] am perfecily ready to go before
a magistrate ot once,” I said, to put an
end to his threats. “But you need
not suppose that T will he silent as to
the reason I had for what I have done.
I will tell the world that you brought
me up in secret, pretending that I was
dead, and never sllowing me to know
who my relations were. 1 n}anaged to
get your address—never mind how—
and came here determined that. if pos-
sible, I would find out the trm,h._ Me-
Phail’s mother took me for my sister.
Tiil that heur I did not so much as
know that I had a sister, or that I bad
any right to the name I bear.” )

“Neither you have!” he broke in.
You are " .

“Stop!” I eried. “Before you say
anything to cast a slur ¢n my mother’s
memory you may as well know that I
have consulted a lawyer in Glasgow,
and he will make sure that there is no
record of a second marriage.”

Onece more Mr Mitchell’s eyes drop-
ped before mine, but he still blustered.

“Much good it will do you! You
will only publish your own shame!
And this is what one gets for befriend-
ing an orphan! Pretty gratitude!
McPhail was quite right—I[ should
have left you to take your chance out
in Australia.”

“And why did you not leave me in
Avstralia, Mr Mitchell?? I asked cool-
ly. %If you mean that your sole mo-
tive was pity for a friendless orphan,
T 2an only say that I have a difficulty
in believing yon. For, in that case,
whnt reason had veu for hiding me
away so carefully from the world, and
giving out that T was dead?”

The man's brow darkened, and the
hand outatretched acroks the table
trembled visibly. He was evidently
thinking whether he should say some-
thing or not; and in spite of my brave
words my heart sank, for fear of what
be might say next.

He rose and rang the bell.

“Ask Miss Dalrymple to step here o
moment,” bhe said to the man who
unswered {t. We gat in silence till Misg
Dalrymple’s thin flushed face appear-
ed in the doorway.

“I c¢all you to witness, Anne Mr
Mitehell anid excitedly, the instaat the
door had cvlesed, “that it is not of my
own chooeing that I say what I am
about to say. Bhe has brought it up-
on herself. It seems" (turning to me)
"that this young lady is not Sidney
Grant, as we all imagined her to be.”

(Mins Dalrymple’s face waa 3 atudy st
that moment.) “She admits ss much
hl:rﬁel.l." R

He pauged, and 13 & cold, hurd volce
very unlike my own 1 owned that what
he suid was true.

“She says she iy Sidpey UGUrant's
Younger sialer, Sybil, Bupposing thut
she is, | don't know whut eluim sue haa
on tue, but it is true that If she is
James Grant's daughter, 1 paid for her
ed.cition—and thiu is8 how she repays
mel”

“*Hut," she says, "you have & motive
in bringing mae up in ighorance of my
parentage, and letting the world Bup-
pose that [ was dead.” ‘I'rue, 1 bad &
reason, and she little supposes what
that redson was, Klse she would not
huve provoked me into telling her. She
would have remained quiet—in the
background—and if she had wanted
help, 1, who have already spent pounds
and pounda upon her, would have been
ready to give it. But she haa no grati-
tude, not a spark. She comes here un-
der a false name, and forces me in eelf-
defence to teil her the truih.”

Here he broke off, and turned
fiercely upon me, like a wild beast
turning on its prey. “I'll give you
one more chance,” he said, viciously.
“Will yon go away, and trouble us na
more ?*

“No, I will not!"™ I eried, involun-
tarily rising to my feet. “Whatever
¥ou have to tell me I can bear it. But
I do not believe *

“You do not believe!” he aneered.
“You will believe mnothing on my
word. Well, here are the papers—it
is tucky that I kept them.” He un-
Iocked a drawer in his writing-table
#8 he spoke, and after a little search
bronght out & bundle of old news-
papers, tied together with tape. These
he laid on the table before me, “You
can take them away and study them it
¥ou have 2 mind," he said, with a eruel
smile, “and when you have read them
¥You can come and tell me whether I
was right in concealing your existence
fram the world or not,”

“What do you mean? I asked
stupidly.
“Mean! I mean that your mother

was & murderess! She was charged
with the murder of Your father, and
she would have been hanged for the
crime if ghe had rot died in prison be-
fore her trial.”

Something seeined to give way or
break in my head. I could not see,
and stretched out my hands like a
blind man groping his way—and I re-
member nothing more.

{To be Continued.)
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