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TRUTH,.

L.LOVE THE VICTOR.

CRAPTER XXIX.—(CoRTIN72D.)

] shoulds't 'a’' thought Misther Burke
would be 8o hard to tackle in tho wather,’
says his resouer, as he landa him safely in
tho boat, ¢But he lost his head altogether,
Ho kept a tight hold o’ the young lady, till
I thought he meant really to dhrown her out*
right.”

Whatover he meant, as he recovers from
Liis senseloss oondition (which is in a mninute
or two) he exbibits the most torriblo gricf and
remorse as his gazs falls upon the palo, limp,
senueless figure of Vera, now lying on the
dook, with Lady Clontarf and tho others
bending over her.

“Ah}! shie breathes! she_breathes!” mays
Doris, suddenly; and then the poor little
thing’s oyes unclose, and conroiousuess ro-
turns.

¢¢ Dorls,” she says, faintly.

“Darling, yes, I am hero,” rays Lady
Clontarf, who has her sistor’s head on her
knees, It was terrible, but you aro safe
now.” Thaen, seeing some anxiety in Vera's
pile face, and anticipating some 3ad confi-
dence. ““Yor want to say something,” she
nys., ‘You have something to—"

¢Fling your scarf over my head,” whispers
Vers, with difficulty, “‘and then take me be-
low. et hair is so unbecoming "

8o the pretty silky curly locks are docent-
1y covered, and she is carsied below and put
regularly to bed,

That it has boen anything more thana
moat unfortunate accident has not occurred
to any one. Even Dorls, though a little
frightenocd by the anger on Gorald's face 5
while ago, honostly belleves now that tho
mishap was cansed by a false step backward
on the part of Vera and an eflo:t at rescue
unsuccesmfally attempted by Burke, And
Vers, whon she is warm and dry again, and
has been compelled to swallow some brandy,
mays little or nothing about the sflair likely
to throw lighton it. Gerald has been equal.
1y silent, and, beyond a pamsionate request
to be allowed to seo and speak with Verar
lsts no words pass his lips.

“Can’t ho see ner, poor old chap!” says
Clontarf to Doris when Vera i lying with re.
covered color In her tiny borth. “Hoisso
distressed about this unlucky affuir thatit
would be a poaitive mercy to lot him® behold
her once agsin in a dry and lving state,”

“I'l ask her if she willsee him,” mys
Lady Clontart,

“And you will, won't you, darling!1” she
syy, bending over hor sister a minute later.

“0Oh, I oan't I” says Vera, with a shudder,

¢But, why dexreat? The accident wasnot
his fault, you know.”

4‘Ok, no—of oourse not."

#Thendo see him, He ix very, very un.
happy. So—so—Donat tells me.”

“Is he!” Bhe laughz a little. *iVAy, X
wonder? Isho disappointed

¢Oh, more than that. Heis naturally very
distreased thit yeur day should have tumned
out such a failore.”

“2he fallure Iy his,” says Vera, with the
same curious amusement in her tons, Then,
quickly, *'I did slip~I know that—but when
he caught me, why did he draw me forward
Iostead of backward, and why did he hold
me % when the watirs closed over ns”

**Vers, what aro you thinking 1" says Dor
is, recolling from her. .

“Nothing.* It is nonmense, I dare say.
And he only mesns to saveme, So my do-
livarer (shall we call him that?) wanta to see
me? Tell himno! no! that I don't want to
acgany one,”

“‘You bave some atravy~ anger in your

heart toward him, Yet he Ismiserable about
you. Surely his Iove cannot anger you?"

“No. Iam not angry with him about
that,”

#“About what, then 1

¢Well, lot us say beoause he has put my
haic ont of cuwrl,” with a provoking amile.
“No man with any heart could have done
me auch an injury. Indeed, you must not
ask me toseo any ono, Dody, now when Iam'
looking so ugly.”

“You oould never look that.” Coaxingly

—*See, your hair is almost dry sgaln, and
quits lovely, Now, darling, you willbs kind }|

to him?’

“You aro very tender to him,” uyl Vers,
with a sudden flash,

“Y pity him from my soul,” nyl Lady
Clontart, with a quick sigh, ¢‘He loves—
and he is miserable {”

“So he ought to be,”—pettishly. “Even if
my words of amoment sinoe crnelly wronged
him, still but for him I should now be dry
and able to amose myself, And if he doo,
love as you suppose, why, then misery should
be far from bim, acoordiog to your own theo®
ry revealed to me a long while ago. Do yon
remember it You used $oregretyour own
inability to fall in love, and tell me you be-
lieved the vory fact of being able to lose one's
aelf in an affection for another should be suf-
ficient for the earthly happiness of any one,”

“True, ‘Out of my own moath you con-
demn me,’ " says Doris, with a falnt amile,
“But,” growing very pale, ‘'one says many
foolish things in one’s time, and—it was, &
you say, along while ago. I have now in my
later yoars thought it all over agaln, and it
ssems to me that love unrequited is ‘sharper
than a serpent’s tooth,’”

¢Like the ingrstituds of a child,” says
Vers, flippantly, ¢But you, Dody, wha
shonld you know of love mnrequited? you
who have never loved?”’

A great wave of color sweeps over Doria’s
face ; aho lfts her head ax if to make some
careleay reply, but her lips refuse $oobey her.
Tears risstohereyes, She grows crimson—
a shamed crimson—and with a sad little ef.
fort to conceal it ahe turnxy away asif to hide
her confasion,

“Doris ! Dorts 1” cries Vera, sharply. She
catches her sister’s hand, and drawingit to
her lips, kisses 1t with such feverish fervenoy
that the careas loaves a pink mark upon the
falr white flesh, The girl's whole face
changes, the inexplicable rash of almost vio-
lent emotion that crostes it driving out of re-
membranoce (for the moment) the careloss,
soulless, mischievoualy childish expression
that zaually oharaoterives it, This glimpes
of soul Doris alone has had it in her power
to conjure up on oNe Or LWo VeTy Tare ocos-
sions. ]

¢] have hurt you, but X don't know how,”
aays Vera, with keenest oontrition, “Zook
at me ! I promise to do whatever you wish,
Iwilleven see him, and I will be kind to
him—kinder than you know—if you will only
forgive ine,"”

¢TLere ix nothing to forgive,” says Dorls,
calmly, ¢‘But I aball be gladif you willtry
to assuage poor Gerald's grief.”

¢Bring him to me,"” saays Vers, throwing
her arms round her slster’s neck with & most
unusual betrayal of feeling. *Xwilldoany
thing for you,”

He comes !

He fallsupon hiaknees buide her, hismad
passion now quclled, and deadly remorse

rolrning in ite atesd. e does not attempt
to touch the small hand lyiog outide the

ooverlet like a"pale mow-flake. As though
afraid to look at her, he bands forward and
bows hishead upon his arms,

“My soul,” he says at laat, in a atifled
voloe, ““to be forgiven by you—thatI know
is not pomible for me; X only wanted to ses
you—to hear your voios again—to know you
had not passod away from me, Istill living 1”

Mindful of her prowise to the one thing
dear to her In her life (fatal promise ), to be
kind to him, Vera stretches the outlying
hand a little further until it reats on his,

4] do forglve you,” she sayn.

Heo bursts into tears, silent but terrible,
and, clasplog the little band, pcesses it be-
tween his own as though with its touch sal-
vation has oome to him, Speech is to him
impossible, and for s long time a atrange
stiliness falls upon the tumultnous heart
beating so wildly in the tiny half.lit cabin,

¢] think you might say you aresorry,” says
Vers, at 1aat, oppressed by this violent calm.

“I cannot.”

“You carnot?”

“No,”rejoins he, fiercely lifilog his hag-
gard faco at laat, I am sorry for one thing
only—that my plan failed. I wish withall
my soul we two were lying now dead and
cold ander those merrw Lize wavesout there.”

4#0Ohno I no!” says Ve;o shrinking from
him, Do nottalk so horribly. No sun,no
light, no flowers, only darknecas and cold,
Jorever !

She shivers violently, and- with a sudden
movement he takes her in his arms,

“You are my light and my sun,” he says,
with pasasionate fondness, ¢Ilive Lut for
you. I cannot—I wilt not see you live with-
out me, But we shall live together. Is it
not 50, beloved? Oh, Vera, my life’slife !
tell me you will not forsake me.”

¢You seomr very determined that Ishan't,”
says Vera, with a bewitching amile, “And
now, one little word ; Xcep our secret ase-
oret. Say nothing to anybody of this day's
work, Don’t make confessions to inquisitive
friends. because your ‘heart I full,’ or for
anyother absurd 10ason. Remember, it was
n mere aocldont, as—"" here she looks at him
intently, and a puzzled expremion grows
within her eyes, *‘as perhaps it wae.”

¢I shall rememtor,” says the young man,
slowly. He neither refates nor acknowledges
the truth of her insinuation,

“Now go,” says Vera, gently.

Without another word he departs, and so
quietly that Doris, who is standing in the
saloon beyord, with hor palms religiounaly
pressed sgainst her ears, leat sho ahould by
chance overhear a word that is passing with-
in, unaware of his departure. Sheisunaware
too, of Clontarf's approach from the other
si’e, until helays hishand upon her shonlder
““What on éarth are you doing?” he de.
mands, naturally surprited at her attitude,

«Trylng not to hear,” returns ahe, rpeak-
ing low.

¢Hear what?’

“What Vera may be saying to Gerald, or
he to her,”

«\Well, you may save yonrself any fnrthar
puln in your arms,” says Clontart, “becanss
J am leteniog with all my might, and I can'’y
hear anything.”

¢Perhaps they are whispering,’ sayaiDoris,
preparing to listen herself,

“Perhaps s0,” mys Clontarf, Doris bas
now approached the door leading into the
otbin where Vera lies, and is bending for-
ward in an anxions attitade; Clontarf, fol-
lowing her, bends forward also, and tries to
Yook as anxious a8 sho does, as hard as over
heoan, This naturally biinge th.ir heads
vaTy close togather,

ST oan’t hear a sound,” says Doris, ia a
subdued undertons,

“Nor I,"” In & tragle whisper, Hero the

yacht lurching somewhat to the right, Doris
staggers a little to the left—that Is, to Clon.
ta:f, who Inatant]y places his arm round her
and brings her to anchor so,

“Very uuateady at times, isn't it1” he
asys, with quite an abeent alr,

“Very,” asys Doris, with her eyes immov-
ably fixed upon the keyhole of the door be-
fore her,

ute or two,” says Clontar?,

“I ahouldn't wonder,"” says Doris.

¢At that rate, I think we had better stay
a8 wo aro ; don't you?" suggests Clontaf,
“You—you don't much mied, do you?”

“N—ot much,” says Dorls. Another
levgthened pause.

“Dear mo, I wish somse of them would say
something,” whispers Doris, at laat, rather
nervously. “This ailence is very strange,”

“YXou think she has forglven bim h's awk-
wardpeas I -

$'Qh, yos, I thivk s0; I hopeso, He loves
her 8o dearly she shounld be able to Iorglve
him anything,”

“Doos she love him 1"

¢ cannot be sure of that ; but I think it
would not be difficult toa woman to find
him very dear. Heis in mavy ways most
lovable,”

4Ty it such & man that you could love 1"

¢No,” she says, with a suddenness that
surprises even hersolf, and sends a warm
rush of color to ber cheeks and brow, Then
she grows pale, and stirs uneasily. ©I think
I had better goin and aee how she is,” aho
says, with some nervousness,

Wait » moment; you may as well give
them two minutex more ; and, besides, tlme
is something else Imtto ask you: I~

“No, I am anxious about her ; I must go
now,"” saya Doris, breaking from him gently,
but with determination, and entering Vera's
room, to find her there—alone.

“Why, is not Gerald here?’ she mays,
with quick surprise.

“No; he left me quite a quarter of an
hour ago,” says Veras, lazily,

—

CHAPIER XXX.

**Her mouth was swoeet agbrackes oray meebs,”
4Tolook on ber bim thought amerry life.”
*For sho was wild and young, snd he was old.”
Already the fiddles are bLeginning to
queak, although none of the guests as yet
hsive arrived, exoept the Kilmalooda party,
who have dined at Coole, and are now roam-.
ingidly here and there through the roonis
snd galleries, which are brilllantly lighted,
1t 1a the Thursday night, the night of Mon-
foa’s ball; and upand down the picture-gal-
lery (aundaunted by the dreadful frowns of
grim cavaliersand thy atill more dreadful
simpers of long-buried ladies) Brabszon and
Kitare baving a preliminary waltz before
deecending slowly and decoronaly o the ball.

Toom,

In the library, Vera too is doing a little
preliminary businees, but in a manner far
more staid. She hai quite recovered the ef-
facts of her submersion, aud is now ntling
oppesite Sir Watkyn (whois looking very
many degrees nore ghastly and shrivellod
in Lis evening clothes, and is evidentlyin
spirit hankering after the furred ocats) in the
daintieat oostume Worth could prodaoe, and
the bappiest mood.

Sir Yatkyn bending tenderly towardsher
triea toinfase into his powdersdand palnted
old face an expremion of ssatimental grief
and vegret, whilst the Jovely guilelosa faco
oppostte to him smiles eucouragingly and
entroats him to forget the unhappy aczident
that 80 nearly lost her ¢o her filendstwo
days sgo.

“How did It happon?” asks Sir Watkyn,

anxioualy, T was looking on, yet conld

“It iy sure to bo unsteady sgain in a min.’

-——




