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TRUTH.

THE MASTER OF NUTSGROVE.

CHAPTER XIV.—CoNTINUED.

On tho night of the sixtoonth Arm.
strong is standing undor tho drawing-
room chandelrer, anxiously working his
largo bony hands intoa pair of ovening

loves of treachorous toxture, and about
%n}f n sizo too small for him, when his
womenfulk rustle in, fully equipped for
conqjuest.

“Do you like me, Tom 1" )

Ho looks down at his wifo stonding be-
fore himin tho bridal finory which sho
rofused to wear at the altar, hor fair
white shoulders shining through folds of
delicato laco, a necklet of pearls—his
wodding  gift—encircling  hor  protty
throat, & bunch of palo pink roses loosely
hanging from her rough brown hair.

“How fair, how bright, how young you
Yook, my love, my love I ho thinks, with
a sort of hungry pain; while her gray
eyes meet his with the strange oxpression
they always wear now, half wistful, half
definnt, and a little scaved as well, an ex-
pression which ho sometimes feels, with
a pang of impotent remorse, that no act,
or word, or wish of his can ever chaso
thenco again, oven if ho laboured as man-
fully as ke is now doing to the end of his
days.

*Do I like you,” he repeats softly—
“liko you, Addie?” Then, with a quick
roturn to his usual self-possessed mattor-
of-fact mannor—*‘Certainly, my dear;
your dress is very nice indeed.”

“Rapturous commendation !"”
swers, with a light vexed laugh.

“Now, Addie, clearaway; it is my
turn, pleaze. What have you to say to
me, Mr. Armstrong ¢ .

“You?" ho cries, staggoring back,
and shading his oyes as if overcome by
tho vision, ‘““Who are you, pray—the
Quecn of Sheba—Cleopatra 3"

“Miss Pauline Lofroy, at your scrvice,
oxomplifying the old proverb of ‘Fine
feathers make fino birds,” Now, honest-
ly, what do you think of my feathers,
Tom "

Pauline steps forward, giving her train
a brisk twitch, and poses under the
chandelier, herlithe, stately figuro draped
in clouds of silky gauze, her masses of
dusky hair piled high on her head, inter-
woven with chains of peatls, her lovely
gipsy faco sparklitg with the glow of cx-
citement and anticipated pleasuro.

*‘Ch_sho doth teach tho torches to burn

bright!

Hor beauty hangs updn thecheck of Night

Asaich jowel in an Kthiop'scar,”
quotes Armstrong dramatically. “Will
that homage to your plumage do, fair
sister-in-law 3"

“Yes, it sounds like Shakspere or Mil-
ton. Shakspero, is it?7 ‘Her beauty
hangs upon tho cheek of Night like a--—
What

¢¢Liko a rich jewel in an Ethiop's
ear.’”

“It is a fino idea, strongly put—bettor
than being told flatly that I was nico,
Iikc a bit of well-fricd beef-steak. And
you think I shall do?”

*By Jove, yes,” thinks he, 1n startled
admiration, *I rather think you will,
Miss Polly ! What a splendid specimen
of womanhood you are to be suro!
Strange I never seemed to tako in tho
power of your comeliness until to-night!”

Ho glances at thoe two sisters standing
side by side—at the girl, lastly, who, in
o ragged cotton dress, without even the
ornament of ladylike neatness, without
one word orsmils of attractivo intent,
chained his senses in ono luckless mo-
ment and robbed him of his peaco for
ever. Ho shakes his head ; itis of no
uso going over the old story again ; tho
3:’1& icf is done, and thereis ah end of
1

«Shoe is not beautiful, my littlo Addic;
sho is but a pallid spring-blossom beside
tho tropical color of her mister,” ho thinks
bitterly. “Fow men, I supposo, would
wasto & glance on hor when thoy could
feed on tho otacr's beauty ; and yot sho is

sho an-

all I want—all. My lifo would bo full if
I hud hor. Oh, tho irony of fate to think
that what is by law my own, my very
own, what no man covets, I cannot grasp
—to think that sho. tho delight of my
oyes, tho ono love of my life, must live
under the same roof with me, and yet bo
as far apart as if the poles sundered us !
And wo are drifting farther day by day ;
wo caunot evon be friends., I have morn
in common with hor sistors, oven witl
hor cub of a brother, than with her, A
wall of constraints is rising hourly be-
tween us.  Wo cannot talk togother five
minutes without falling into an uncom-
fortable silence of tripping over matter
wo agreed to bury. I wonder how it will
all end? By Jove, I should Jike to have
a pecp ab our position, say, this day ten
years! Pleaso Providenco, the boys will
have struck out lines for thomselves ero
then, and scmo follows will have induced
the girls to quit my fireside too, if—if X
soo fit to make it worth their while. Miss
Paulino, with fivo or six thousand pounds,
would bo a prize many men would like
to secure; Lottio too would have a
chance under th&same conditions ; thero
would be only Addio and X to drift into
autumn together. By Jove, I would like
to know how it will end! Hang it, my
glove 1s gone at last 1” ho exclaims aloud,
in dismay.

‘I thought as much, Tom, I hope you
havoe another pair, because the most skil-
ful needle-and-thread in the world
wouldn't bridge that chasm. Oh, I sce
you have aunother patr! Now, will you
concentrate your powerful intellect on
my train for a minute? 1'm going to
walk slowly from tho piano to the win-
dow, and I want you to tell me if you
can detect tho faintest outline of steel or
wire, the merest suggestion of string or
tape anywhere.”

¢‘No, Pauline, on my honor as a Brit-
ith merchant I” he anawors solemnly. ¢
can detect not one trace of the inward
mechanism of your dress. It is veiled
to moin darkest art. You areinflated in
;11 lx(x;:n,mor wonderful and fearful to be-
old."

“I believe you! That is what I call
tho perfection of a fan-tail ; Armine is
the only dressmaker in Kelvick who can
work them liko that,” remarks Pauline
complacently. ““I flatter myself thore
won’t bo another train surpassing mine in
the room. And fancy, Tom—Addie
wanted me to appear in a homo -made
muslin or gronadine, with a blue silk sash
and blue ribbon in my hair, like a school-

irl going out to a suburban tea-party!
%Vasn’t Iright to resist? Haven't I your
entiro approbation 1"

“Certainly ; I think tho most oxtremo
measure would justify the ond you have
achioved, Miss Lefroy,” he answers,
laughingly.

“Well, one end you havo certainly
achieved, my dear sistor,” says Addie rue-
fally. “You have cortainly cruched my
poor dress, put me out of tho field alto-
gother, which is rather hard lines, con-
sidering I'!n a—s brido and all that. No-
body wiil look at me when you aro near.”

“Then I must keep well out of your
way, dear,” sho answers sweotly. *‘Ab,
here comes the carriago at last 1 Whero's
my fan, bouquet, handkerchicf? Oh,
dear if 1should fet mysclf crushed or
gqueczed Leforo I arrive! Tom, I en-
gago tho front of tho brougham ; you and
Addic must sit togother at tho back, It's
wrong to acpar. . those whom Heaven
has joined together, you know.”

“Pauline,” cries Addic, sharply, I
wish you would not make those flippant
remarks ; they'te extromely unbecom-

in 1

§’au1ino raised her saucy cycs to her
brother-in-law's disturbed face, and asks
innocently :.—

“Am I flippant, Tom? Have I said

anything wrong ? Tell mo—do you want.
tho back all to yourself {”

“I want noithor tho back nor tho front,
my dear,” ho answors placidly. “I'd
rather not bo brought into closo contact
with tho mystories of your dress, I'm
going to onjoy my cigar on the box-
seat.”

‘Aro you? I daro say you'll like it
better than being u‘uuahed botween us,”
asserts Pauline lightly.

“You are going to do nothing of the
kind,” interposes Addie, with flaming
face. “T will not allow it. Going to sit
outsido for a seven miles’ drivo on a
snowy night in January, just to savo n
fow wrotched flowers from being erushed,
Fauline, I'm ashamed of you 1"

My dear Addie, don't got ao hot about
it; it was my own suggestion, not your
sister's. 1do not mind the weathor in
the least. It's nots bad kind of night
for the season of tho yecar, and I havea
famous overcoat lined with fur, and my
cigar.”

They aro all threo standing in the
porch, Addie suddenly walks backs into
tho hall and bogins undotng her wraps,
thoy follow her in quickly.

“What are you doing? What is tho
matter 1

I am not going to tho ball, Pauline; X
should not like to crush your flounces,
dear,” sho answers, with sparkling eyes

Pauline crimsons.

‘¢Addie, how—how apiteful you are{”
she cries angrily.  *‘You know I did not
want your husband to sit on tho box-seat;
he suggested it himself. There is plenty
of rcom for us all mside. Oh, come
z;lt{ng, Addie ; don't bo 80 nasty and spite-
“ "l

But shois not to be propitiated ; she
shakes off her sister's protesting hands,
and moves away up-stairs.

“T am not nasty or spiteful, Paylino ;
but I do not feel inclined for this ball. 1
fecl a headache coming on. Mr. Arm-
strong will take you there without me.”

Peuline remains motionless; and casts
an appealing look at hor brother-in-law,

**Tom, go after her—seo what you can
do. I should only make matters worso."

After a second’s hesitation, he follows
Addio up the stairs, asnd lays his hand
gently on her shoulder.

‘‘Addie, come back ; I won't go to the
ball without you. Come back !?

*‘What nonsense ! You can go very
well without me. Idon’t care for it, 1
tell you.”

She speaks sharply and sullenly enough;
but a few hotitears trickle down her
cheeks as sho turns away her face from his
scruting.

Before he knows what he is about, he
takes her handkerchiof, and wipes them
away softly, whispering beseochingly—

“I will do what you like, sit where you
like. Come, my own dear little girl—
como !”

She puts her hand on his arm.

““You will sit inside with us?”

“Of course, if you wish it. 1 would
not havo proposed tho box-seat if I had
known you would not like it, Addie. 1
nover thought of tho weather.  Why, I
havo slept out of doors in Canadian back-
woods in throo times as sovere weather as
this, and I'm alive to tell tho tale—ah,
scores of times !”

The drivo is an uncomiortablo one for
all three, though Paulino, anxious to
move the impression of the scone, rattles
“ninoteen to the dozen.” Hor sister
speaks not a word, and Armstrong is too
wrapped up in sombro anxious thought to
respond,

Clearly as one would read an opon
book ho can now read the pagoe of his lit-
tlo wifo's troubled lifo—can read the
moaning of flushing cheek, quivering lip,
tearful eyo---can ace the passion of revolt
that atirs her sensitive being---can feel
how hor pride, hor delicacy, isdaily, hour-
ly outraged by tho condition of their
lives---and his heoart ycarns over her.

““1f,” ho thinks, with a. impotent sigh
I had chosen tho other sister, 1t woulé
have been different ; her coarsor, more

sclfish naturo would have adapted itseld

to the circumsatances without a pang. She
would have accopted without murmu: or
protest tho beat I had to give, would havo
put her hands into my pocket and spent
my money with the freedom and insouci-
ance of estcomed wifehood, would never
havo disturbed my equanimity by ono of
thoso pitoous plondinf looks, half-pain,
half-defiance, that thrill through me with
a foroboding of coming tragedy. I won-
dor how will all end ?  Why will she not
accopt the inevitable, and give me poace
at least? Peaco is all I ask from her. If
sho wowid take thinge as hor sisters and
brothers do, X should in time become ro-
conciled to my fato, should learn to feel
towards her as I feel towards them ; but
sho will not—sho will not. She will go
her own way, and keep my heartin a
ferment, watching her overy movemont,
straining my cars to catch every tono of
her over-changiog voico.”

Ho looks with a sort of admiring im-
patienco at heor, as she sits by his side,
her oyes closed, the traco of tears stain-
ing her flushed cheeks, and something
tells him -that it will always be so be-
tween them, that sho will nover harden,
never learn to eat his bread with the
easy unconsciousness of hor kindred,
never suffor him to despise her, and thus
emancipate himself,

Armstrong is an epicure in soxual sen-
timent. He can love no woman whom
ho cannot esteem. The loveliest faco
shielding & venal soul has no attraction
for him ; and women for the posssession
of whose frail fairneas men in his rank of
lifo havo bartered the hard-earned wages
of ycars, have abandoned home, wife, and
children, to him are as innocuous as the
homeliest-featured crone. Having al-
ways been & comparatively successful
man, in his many wenderings he has been
waylaid by harpies of various nationali-
tics, exporience? in attar™, Uit honeyed
speech or melthh - glanco has never
charmed a guirea fiom his pocketor a
responsivo .~ from his granite lips—
and through no senso of moral orreligious
rectitude, hat simply becauso ho cannot
valuc the favor of any woman in whom
self-respoct does not govern every other
fecling, sway every action of her life.
The woman ho loves shall bea lady to
tho core, pure-minded, dainty, sensitive,
and proud. In his wife ho recognises
these qualities, and worships thom ac-
cordingly ; and yet, with the porverso
selfishuees innate cven in the bost of
mankind, he would fain sce her stripped
of them all in ordor to shake himself trce
from her thraldom, and heal up tho
wound she has unwittingly dealt his
pride and solf-estecm.

He knows 1f sho can but lover herself
in his eyes by somo act of meanness,
folly, or ingratitude, hor downfall will be
permanunt, and he will regain the oven
tonor of his lifo, and bo his own master
again.

* * * *

““‘Hero wo are at last, Addie ; wako up

—wake up! How lovely tho house looks
blazing with light ! Listen to the music;
they must have begun dancing. Oh, Tom,
get out quick 1"
. Howover, when thoy appear on tho gay
and crowded scene, Miss Pauline's effor-
vescenco somewhat subsides. A feeling
of diffidence, of timidity almost, scizes
her. Sho half shrinks behind hor
brother-in-law’s broad shoulder when oune
of their hostess’s sons appears, a smiling
partner in tow. However, it iz Dirs,
Armstrong who is borne off firat ; and
then Paulino ateps s littlo forward and
sends her roving cye round tho room with
succoss. A littlo later Addie roturns
breathless, with cyes sparkling with ex-
citoment and pleasuro.

¢I'vo had such n lovely dance, Tom ; I
never thought I should liko i so much or
keop in step as Y did! Whero's Polly?
How is she gotting on 1

Armstrong points across tho rooiw,
whero Mies Liofroy, with her deor-liko
head erect, stands surrounded by a group
of young men cagorly sccking to inscribo
hor namo on their cards.

*«She's gotting on fairly for a boginner,



