TRUTH.

Two Watclies
BY MYRA A, UOODWIN,

Ono watched tho dawning of the y car,
‘I'no fading stars left nothink save
A winter morning cold nnd drear,
And #how upon u now made gruve.
‘Then bitterly, *How can bulls ring,
And men rejoicod Aallcathosuow
Upon her brenst ; Jifo's sorrows cllng,
;l‘o Bearts lest hiclpless in thelr wou,”

Another lifted teustful oyes,

And smiled to sce the dawn agaln,
*\{y* lova in safo in paradisc,

Nor can she know my toilund pain g
Jer vory resting place fv white,

A her pura soul, but dearer grown,
What star- of promiso in our night!

How gentlo (God §s with hisown 1

<

CUPIDITY AND CRIME.

Cuarrer VIIL

Lord Do Gretton was the first tospeak,
first glancing at Avthur, his cold glitter-
ing uyes scanning the handsome faco and
upright eoldicr-figurein a superciliously
appraising fashion that at any other mo-
ment would have made the young mau's
yuick blood tingle. o crossed over to
his wife's sido, and said abruptly—

*Lady do Gretton, you will follow

ne.”
Ho apoko with tho abrupt harshiess of
a mastor addressing a slave who had fallen
under his displeasuro ; but no answering
flush arose on tho wife's pale face ; harsh-
ness and gontlencss were one to hor now.
The worst that could come to her had
como; she was alike past fear and hope.
She did not, even by a deeper-drawn
breath or the quiver of an eyelid, give
any aign that sho had heard her lord’s
command or intended Lo obey it. She
stood like oneturncd to stone, staring vut
over the wide waste of water, from which
the last touch of sunlight had fied.

Wil youcomo?” Lord de Gretton
muttered grimly ; and the light of the
zunken vyes grew niore and morg danger
wusly crucl.  Hobent his head till his
gray moustacho swopt the soft girlish face,
und whispored with hissing cmphasisin
the small ear, ** Ave you mad, to defy me
now

Sho shivered slightly, drew a pace or
two away, and_for tho last time her cycs
sought Arthur Beaupro's in wild and juti-
ful appoal.

Tho look picrced Lord de Gretton's
arnour of cool sclf-possession and stung
him to jealous fury. Ho knew that the
gird ho had wooed and won brought him
no lovo as her matdagodowry.  So much
sho had frankly &ld him from tho first,
and the confession hiad but raade him the
moro determined that sho should bo his.
Ho was 30 used to be wooed that the girl’s
unfeigmed reluctance to accept his wooing

vo her anovel and piquant attraction
u his sight. Hohad heand tho whole story
of her first unhappy love fram Cristine
Singleton’s truthtul lips, and could afford

oncroualy to overlook the fact of a dead
over ; but now wastho lover really dead,
or was Nom doubly falso ?

The suavo polish of his manner covered
a brutal nature, and in tho raro moments
of agitation he pennitted himscli the
brutality roac to the surface, as new. He
acized tho slender wrist with cruel forec,
and swung tho girl round witha mvage
suddennoss that wrung @ paasionate word
from Axthur Beaupre's lips and a wild ery
from hers—

« Azthur, Arthur, xave me—save mo
from him !”

Then, and not till then, Arthur Beaun-
pro broko the allenco 30 handly maintain.
od. Ho camo forward, very white and
atorn-lovking, andstood beforethecrudlly.
united pair, hiswern young beauty a
aharp and terriblo contraat to the jealous
ago confronting him. How fervently he
prayed that the right wonds might como
to him now, that he might close, and not
widan tho hroach between theao two, and
holp, not harm, tho unhappy girl for

whom his heart bled ?

* Huah, Nora: " hoasid alnost sternly,
thongh ho would have given his life 2o
apoak ehio wond of comfort in her car, to

drive the droadful frenzied look frum hor
durk oyes. Then, turning to Lard do
Grotten, ho said cagerly, with all his
honest heart in tho words, *Lord de
Grotton, pormmt mo to explain all that
sgoms strange to you now——"

< But Loxd de Gretton cut tho sontenco
short ; wheeling round upon his heol, ho
stared insulently into the frank blue oyes,
and aaid slowly, witha sneer, whilo ho
twistod the cnds of his Jong gray mous.
tacho into sharp points. -

“So you will have it then—will thrust
yourself into the foreground, and be
setn! Your companion has little causo
to thauk you. I wished to ignore Lady
de Grotton's escapado, to closs my cyes to
the awkwand fact that my wife, on her
wedding-day, wandered out at sunset to
entertain her old lover ; but you will not
let me.”

Clear, cold, and cruel, each word fell
with sharp distinctness, and stung, as it
was intended to sting, not tho pale girl
round whose overwrought brain a erci-
fnl mist was gathering, who heard all that
was said in a dull uncomprehending fash-
ion, as though it concerned her not at all
—not Nora, but tho man who would—
how gladly t—havo dicd to defend her.

“Tror shame 1" he cried, with a hearty
ringing scorn that would to a more gener-
ous opponent have been a convincing
proof of his honesty and good faith, but
only stung Loid de Gretten’s prido sharp-
ly, and noved him to a more implacable
hate.  “Oh"—Arthur flung back his
bright head, impatient of his own halting
utterance—** whero shall I find the words
o convince you, if your own knowledge
of her innocence and s&»u!.lcss purity bo
not enough? Nora, tell your husband
how you met. me here; for his sako and
your own, do na’ leave him under an im-
pression so cruclly falso."

Nora started at  tho dircct appeal, but
only turnod her cycs with a vaguo troubl-
ed stare from onc to the other; her lips
moved a little, but no zound came from
them. Arthur's heart sank within him.
Had her brain really tumed with its
weight of trouble ?
hL(;rd de Gretton broke in with a juring

ugh—

‘*And they say female wits are quick-
cst, femalo touguo most glib to explain
away an awkwand situation ; tho proverb
fails here at =ny rate, Mr "

“I am Arthur Beaupre,” tho younyg
man said sadly.

*Well, Mr. Beaupre, Lady do Gretton
still leaves tho explanation of this scene
toyou. By-the-by, I think 1 have heard
i(c»ur name in connection with my wifo'’s

fore."

*You have heard the truce stury of our
past, no doubt,” poor Arthur ciied, his
voice trembling with the passion lic cauld
10t control—Lard de Gretton doubly pro-
tected by his ago and thefact that ho was
Nora's husband, had tho impulsive pas-
sivnate young soldier at a cruel disadvan.
tage, and rojoiced in tho fact with a sav.
2go and caowandly joy—1**as you mag hear
tho truostory of ourineeting now. Nom
Bruce was once Tay promised wife. An
hour ago I belicved her so still, and she
believed ne dead—as Ishall be to her
henceforth. In the first shock of the
audden mccting she remembered only
what had been, and—Heaven bless her
for it 1—rejoiced as Norma Bruce might
have rejoiced that 1 was given back from
the dead. Thcn, in & moment, sho re-
membered you and her new datics, and
—and wo said goodbye 1"

Tho ploasant full-toncd voico faltered
a littic over tho last words ; but tho blue
eyocs never wavered, nor shrank from
Lond do Gretten'amocking and malignant
glance,  Arthur's cne thought now was
to shicld the mirerablo gitl who wasso
manifaslly incapablo of iaking her own
s Somo inner instinet warned him
that Lond do Grelton's wifo would have
no casy path to ; and, xinco no
carthly powcr could break the chain xhe
had so rashly forged, hie could only pity
her with anintenso unaolfisn pity, and in-
wandly awear thatho would do nothing
to mako her hand path hander atill.

1

Lurd do Gretton was a clover man of
the world, quite keon enough to know
truth fiom faischood and seo through the
finest histrionic display. He did not for
un mstant doubt that the man before him
was spoaking absolGto truth, that Nora
liad belioved him dead ; but his convie-
tion was anything but soothing to his

ride. Inmocently or not, they had in.
furcd and aggrioved him, had wounded
his sensitive vanity, and compulled him,
the huughty and impassive Lord do Grot-
ton, to play the ridiculous part of the
gray-hnired husband.

Jealous and deccived, ho stared at
Arthur Beaupre, his deoply-sunken cyes
glittoring angrily, his pale faco actually
flushing as ho ontertained tho galling
thought. Could Lady Olivia but have
known it, all wrongs wore fully avenged
in that momont of bitterest mortifica-
tion.

To recognize a wrong was, with Lord
do Grotton, to resolve to revengoit. 1le
ground his teeth together with savago
encrgy, and vowed within himself that
ono uf tho offenders at least—thoono whu
was helplessly and absolutely in his
power—should receive exemplary punish-
ment at his hands, so, returning Arthur's
enger beseeching look with a coolly inso-
lent stare, he said, in alow drawling tones
that fell with maddening distinetness on
the young man’s car—

T suppose, for my own sake, as well
as Lady de Gretton's, T had best aceept
this explanation.”

¢4 1¢ 13 the true one ; you cannot, dare
not doubt it!" Arthur cried hotly, all
the fiery prido b2 tried so hard for Nora's
sako to curb to mecknesa flaming now
from his bright blue eyer and ringing de-
fimtly in tho clear young voice.

“1 have said I shall accept it,” the
other returned, with exaggerated empha.
sis and a cruel cnjoyment of the pain
hel gave~*but upon certain conditions
only.”

He paused, looking keenly into the
other's face, as awaiting & response ; but
Asthur merely bowed, not trusting him-
scli to speak.

** First, you, or we, must leavo this
place at enice; itis not large enough to
hold the trin.”

“J retum to town to-night.”

“Good. In the second place, you must
Qmmisc that you will never scek Lady de
Gretton's company again.”

“Pardun meo,” tho young man inter-
tupted, with uncontrullable haughtiness,
“ ] have never sought Lady do Gretton's
company. 1 belicved the lady to be still
Miss Bruce.”’

Jord de Gretton, twisting his gy
moustache with elaborate care, listencd
with his must  supercilious  amile, as
thouzh geatly tolerating an interruption
that in ne way influenced the prede-
termined current of Lis thoeughts and
speech.

* Just s0,"” he said, with a2 ped of caro-
less condescension that made Arthur's
quick blood boil again ; **and being bet.
ter informed now, you will underatand
that your paths diverge widddy from
this moment aud need never fouch
.’lg:’lill."

*¢ 1 undesstand,” Arthur returnad cold-
Iy : and, with a smileof quicl satisfaction,
Lond de Gretton turned to his wife.

** Come, Norg,” ho mid authoritatively,
“itis time for ustagan,”

Holifted the littlo hand that hung so
listlesaly Dy hier side, and drew it within
hisamm; the contact chilled his fingers;
death itsclf was not moro icy or inerd.
Nora neither resisted noraided hiscfforts;
the only zign of life leftin hier blazed in
tho buming aisery of her eyes.

Mechanically ahe peemitted hersedf to
be dawn_ towards the path zhe had de-
scended, ignorant of that last bitter drop
34l o mingle with her cup—mechanic.
ally, withaut another wond or Jook, she
would have passed the man who watched
her with an intcnao x\niljc.\ming pity
that forthe moment awallowed up ail
aclfish pain. ut, croxsing hiz path,
Lord de Gretton paused abruptly, unablo

*C As you two aro old friends, and wust
part for over,” he suid, with mocking em-
phasia, *“you may be allowed tho luxury
of a farowell word. Nay, Mr. Beaupro,
yott are most ungratoful ; few mon in my
position would show such magnanimity s
+his."”

For something like a smothered ex-
cration broke at last from Arthur Beau-
pro’s whito lips. Ho was Leart-sick and
weary of the fiendish eruelty with which
this man revanged himself and rovolled
in his power to torture them. With uno
look, eloquent of scorn and disgust, ho
would have turned away, merely bowing
and not daring to trust himsolf to speak.

But at that moment, moved by somo
vague impulse, Nora raised hicr vyes to
his, tho lovely Irish gray eyes in whoso
cleartruthiful doepths hio had seen overy
thought and every fancy mirrored in the
happy days gono by. Where now wero
the innocent love, the innucent miith,
tho gay girlish sparkle 1 Sumething rose
in his throat and seemed as thoeugh it
would straugle him—something thnt mas-
tered his manhuod and brought 2 mist of
tears to dims his vision as le ot
that blank, hupeless, Just, and miserable
gazo,

“Lost1” Yes, that thought sent the
last worst pang of allto Arthur Beaupre's
loyal and generous heart. Rather would
he have scen ary intensity of conscivus
pain than tho suggested frenzy of that
gaze. She QAid notscom to kunow, or
rather she scemed to Jook through him,
as though no objeet stood in her path.
Her widely-opencd eyes were thase of 2
sleep-walker, haunted by a torturing
dream and utterly unconscious of all that
was passing around her.

At any cost she must be aroused frvin
this dangerous apathy.  Arthur teok the
gohli little hand in s and speho ontreat-
ingly—

““Nom, it is good-bye indeed, now.
Heaven bless and shield you, andmakoyou
happy 1" °

She shivered slightly, and le saw her
lips twitch ; but she. ropeated the ¢ good-
bye” mechanically, and her eyes never
softened, though Lhe tears stosd thickly
in his,

Lord de Gretton mado an impatient
tcsture, and the spell that held Arthur

Jeaupro was broken.  Silently he drew

back, and let the marricd pair pass him ;
silently ho watched them as they made
their way up the ;winding raad, now van-
ishing, now reappearing, as they passed
from termace to terrace up thoe well-waod-
ed height until they were lost to sight
among the tall trees that  clused in
around the picturesque white house at
which Jord do Grettan's huneymoon was
to heapent.

Oncc only Norm tumied her gracefnl
head and looked back—and that look was
destined to haunt Arthur Beaupre's faney
with crucl pertinacity for many and many
aweek to come—will haunt him with
more or leas of horrorin the remember-
ance until he has done with carth and
carthly things for cver.

With n little shiver, for the night-a.r
began to grow chill, and he was atill weak
from rocent illness, Arthur pulled his
soft hat down aver his brows, drew up
his coat-collar, and, resolutely fixing his
thoughts on the futuro and turning his
back upon tho scenc of zo much nusery,
mado his way Lo the rilway station, and
was soon on his way to Londen,

Ho had travcllal incessantly lately,
long and far that day ; but, weak as ho
was, he scemod incipable of }.hysiml
fatiguo. He tried fo sloep; but Jus
thoughts centred persistontly in tho place
hio hird leit, in tho girl he had deserted
in her xisery,

Tho one tear that overrodo all uther in
his thoughts was that Numa's bmin would
tum.under tho accumulating trwuliles that
had como upon her. o eild endure
W Yoxo her, to scoher happy with ansther,
heo thought, with alittlo ughtening of tho
gencrous heart that auuld ignure ats esn
sharp pain; tut ho had left her in wmenvi-

to deny himself a Parthian dart,

Yexs hands, and thereliad been aometling



