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TR O TH.

CUPIDITY AND CRIME.

CHAPTER I

Vo understaad that a marnage is ar.
rauged betwoen Lerd do Gretton of Grotton
Castio and Miss Nora Bruce, daughter ot
Captain Durcan Bruee, R.N."

“/Thero, Nora!™ Mrs Bruco's handsomo
cquline foce flachud with triumnph as she
firat read tho all-important paragraph cut
for tho edificaticn of tho breakfanting-party,
and then pushed the fashionnble pap.r across
to her step daughter.  * AN tto coantry
krowsitunow, My dear, dear child, you
are a favente ¢f fertuno yndecd 17

Nora's firet impulse was to puth away tho
piper aogrily ; but thefelt that her mother’s
unxious vyes were on her, and, restraining
tho ;mpulse, aoawered with tolerable cum-

posure— .
o Fortuno 18 ficklo, Mrs. Bruco”—¢he
rever called her motker's  saccessor

¢ morther”—*the may withdraw her favers
still,”

Mrs. Bruce only nodded, and her son,
Vauco Swgleten, lovked up witha half-
angry smale frumn his coffec-cap.

“Do rea thiwk Do Gietton will back
out ?" he wqnired gracefully. “No fear of
that, Niral You aro a pretty gitl, anl
wiscr an yeur generation than I thought you.
Yeer as hie1s, I think ho has madean cx
cellent kargain.”

Mze. Bruce flashed an angry glatco at the
nnabashed Vance. Nera's pale faco shadow-
«da histle, and Cristine Singleton shrugged
her alender shoulders disdainfully.

*“The fist cffect of ycur new dignity,
Nora, * ¢he raid, with her faint superailicus
tmile. *When Vaoco btﬁinﬂ {o pay yoa
compluncnte, you may feel that you are a
great ladyalready.”

Vasce amiled, aud nodded his blach
head, quite _untroubled by his sister’s
sncer.

**True for you, Nora. You have rieen
cnormoualy in my eatimaticn in tho last few
days; and, when Criesio proves o better
angkr than she has Mtherfo becn, and
brings even tho smallest of fish safely to
land, 1 promisc her a compliment ton”

Cristine’s cyes flashed dangerounsly, and
Mrs, Bruce hastened to inteipose,

#How you ckiliren do squabble!” she
zaid peerishly. **Qae would think you took
710 pleasore inyour sister’sgood fortune, You
will hardly let her speaii between you.
Nora, my dear”—with sudden affectionate
solicitude—*‘your ccffee is quite cold. Rin
for somo more, Vance; tho child hashad
09 breakfast, ’

Nora smiled a little bitterly, and quite as
scornfully &s Cristine, whoto angry glance
ahe had intercepted.  For twelvo yeara no-
thipg in tbe house had been 3o littlo conaid-
¢red, had been 20 infinitesimally unimport-
ant, as tho comfort of Nora Pruce; but the
cemfort of the fatore Lady Da Gretten was
quitea differcnt thing.  Xad she been cnn

shadc Jesa mizserablo than sho was, sho must | 4

bavo taken a cypical pleasure in watehing
ker step mother’s trausparent mancuvres,
aud must have extracled a malicions amuse
ment from tho hot coffec, thesmoking cakes,
tho deltcate cenfections, now pressed upin
kerwith such tender care.  Bat, with a
brcken heart, ashadowed past, and a fatare
from which cno ahrivks with sickening

dread, it is hard 8 lavgh cven in bitterness | 3,4

aund ecorn.

**Bat that isnot the only newrpaper-no-
tico Nora has won,” drawled Crissic, as s%e
locked up from the bread-and-batter ano
wazcutling fantastically snd eating notat
a'l—{for, in her new-born caro of the bride
clect, Mrz. Brueo had for onco ignored her
owa children. *Did you chanco to sce the

‘miverse last night?”

Norashook her head inldiffereatly 5 bot
Alre, Bruco colored and bit hert

"What nontento you talk, Cruatinel” aho
cried sharply, makinga <cperate cffort to
catch ber  daughters atadicnsiy-averted
eyes. *“Even if dear Nura's timo were not
2o fclly cecopied 23 it needsinuat be, you
krow ahe zever cared for socicty papers 2
ywudo”

S Never Qi eare,” ecmrected Cristine,
*Teateshange—don't they, Nom ? Showill
e a leader of scciely now.”

*That tho wil),” chimed in Mrs Broce
prendly s and sbezeemed o loom largeracd
It irpeeing than o«er i hirsmart mom.
argressand eap of gargesus Xl ),
Dannan, $ 1hirk that cur dear child akenld
brirg usateh ido and joyl It 38 more
than wo cverecald bave hepedfer—Heaven

l bless her1”  And, murmurivg tte piom
bensdiction, sbu buried her stitt fino vyes in
flim of srowy cambrio.

Vance Singleton grinned broadly as he
gavo veut to a minio sob ; Crissio drew he
faintly marked brows together, wud glarec
wto her coffee-cup.  faptain Bru<o fidgetec
uncasily under the pathotis appeal and
looked acrcas at his dnthrer.

*Nora is a guod gic),"” ho said a little ner.
vously ; and the troublo in his voice and in
his eyes made tho girl'sheart ache, yet gave
her at tho same timo the only grain of com.
| fort sho wao then capablo of receiving, Sne
{ could, at least, with Lord do Grettou's aid,
mako lifea little casier to him.

Rysho amiled back chiecerily, glad to sco
tho worn face Lrighten at that emilo, awal.
lowed a mouthful of coffee, and turned to
Cristine with tho carcloss question—

**And what dors the Uwnsrerse find to say
of mo?”

** Nothing that yen need mind,” broke in
Mis. Bruce bastly, with a thercatemng
glance at her rebellious child.

**Notlung that 1 ahall mina ; bo sure of
that,” she answered, with forccd Loldness,
and a cool stare:n Cnistic's pale gleaming
| e5cs,  *Ithink I canguces thoetylo of par-
| agra h that Crstine most dehghts in,”

**Qf course you can, that young lady
sgrecd sedately—*tho usual delicate badi
nage anent ‘Aay and December'—'Oar new
heraldry is hauds, not heatts:’ you know
that sort of thing—awiully amusung, but
shocking style.”

**Would rot you like to be 2o pilleried,
Cris?’ Vvanco rore and stretched lamself as
ho put the mabcions questiou; and then,
without pausing {or an auswer, he turned W
his step-tatberazd said, I amm off to town
to-day, “:r. No chance of your cemyany, 1

wi)})oso ?

o looked as though he rather dreaded
than desuted 3t ; but Vonce was always
J civil £9 thoe step father to whon he owed 20
much, which was ono reason why Nora kept
a soft placoin her heart for her rather
graceless step brother,

He seemed immensely relicved wwhen
tho Captain answered wath asors of nervous
decision—

“Not to-day, Vanco ; Lord do Gretton
is coming over, and——"

*Ob, ab, 50 ho is1"—withaquick grim.
aco of disgust. ‘“Well, 30 loog as 1 don't
take Nora with me, he will not qrumble at
my absence.”

This was indisputably true, as Lord de
Gretton had, inlas cold and silent fashion,
more than once displayed a stately disap-

& | proval of Vance Singleton’s little ways,

**Sball you bo away long, Vanco?” asked
his mothcr.

' Not more than two or three days,” ke
answered carelessly 3 and, lovkiog up, Nora
was surprised to sec & vivid flash stain tho
smooth bronzo skin,

Vance Singleton blmhingl  Even in her
seli-abaorbed mitery she could hardly help
smn!ing at snch a phenomenoa as that,

Iic canght tho glance, interpreted its won-
crand amusement aright, and bit bis 3;
P
vexedly.

*Good-bye, Norz. I won't forget your
wedding prescnt I” he criod, with a rovenge.
falned ; and thea whatling a little out of
tune to cover his confusion, ho atrolled off.

Nora was nst loog ia following his cx-
ample. Hor head and heart ached heavily,
and sholonged with o wi'd eager loogiog to
once more alono—alono with ker know-
ledge that her fatc was scaled, with tho
memory of her old sorrow, with her sore
and ackirg heart

Her houra of freedom wero 50 fow now,
wero dimimshing with such cruel apeed, In
aix weeka' time aho would bo Lord do Gret-
ton's wile ; and then—then ske must fliog
all ker theoghts forward, muat Jet her faney
only play with the fature, and ac¢ver dally
with thodear, dead, dangerous past,

Ia six woeks' timeit woald be sin to of<n
tho big silver lecket that bhad lainin her
botom 30 !oog, to gazs through blindin
tearaiuto the hiave blao eyew, tho fran
bandsomo face that smiled back s0 kindly,
to press her chilled lips to the irres ive
glars, and feck asthoughabe tonched tha cold
cheek of the drad—ain to dream right and
| day f tho hotred sand inwhich hersnldien
: bo?‘ had fallen—ain to remembes that one

golden summer day in which Arthur Doan.
pro teld Lia love,

**Oh, Arthar, Arthor, why Jdid yoa die
and leave mo here? Lifo wathens you iz to0
hanl, too datter1” sho Had cried in herro.
gdhe'qn,r-;iné axd, S u':‘lol Sn‘:‘?imram of

or gried, had pnyed willly ot -LLTLFS
Iy that akio toom?ght dxo.)

ey

Rut tho Angel of death had been deaf to
her prayera, Does hu over como for our call-
ing? Docs ho pot rather love to follow
thego who shriuk frons and fly from him,
¢. 1 act tho willing sacrifico aside? A year,
tnlhalf another, patsed away, and found
ber not only living still, but with unfeded
beauty and undiminished charm; for the
man whose mere coming threw tho small
| community into a norvous ﬂut.;er had woocd

her for his wife ; aud sho waa from that mo-
ment, in the oatimation of her ncighbors,
tho luckicst, happicst girl, not only in all
Nottleton, but in all England too, angy?
Al, wol, they did not know ! Tenrs had
not washed tho faiot roies from her smooth
creamy skin, had not dinmed the bnght-
nesy of tho daurk-gray jet-fiinged cyes be.
qucathed ker by her Irish mother ; pain had
traced Do wrinkles on the low smooth brow,
nor plantcd wne stlver thread in the blue-
black brightuess of tho soit nippling hair.
The tall slender form wasatill erect, instivet
with supple,healthitul grace. Quly her heart
was dead,

Sho was 8o suro of this last fact that
she grow to fecl o certain pride and safoty in
tho thought, tolook with a certain superior
ccorn apon the world that could hardly hurt
hermore. With alt the hopes and drcams
of youth bunied in Arthur Bcaupro’s grave,
sho was, at cno.and.twenty, as safo from
fierco pain asdesolato of hope.

It was not a good or healthy frame of mind,
bat it was that n shich Lord de Gretton
found her, which rendered her pliant aswax
to her father's wieh, her step-mother'sim-
perious wul.

‘it will save your fathcr’s Life, child,”
Mrs. Bruco sad, her shnil voico quivening
with pervous excitement, her sh hand-
some feco all aglow,  **Un, Nora"—there
was rcal pathos 1o th look sho cast across
thoshabby roem of her husband, with hs
gray head bent above the nickety old wnt-
ing-tablo, and tho morning sunbight stream-
g through the high narrow window fiod-
ing out overy lino in his fino worn face,
cvery wninklein bis poor threadbare coat—
sscemember what a Iifo it has been for the
1ant twelve years forus all! Don't, my dear
sweet gir), tnat I bave loved like my own
child—~don’t forget what lics in your power
pow—dcn't conden.n us $0 2uch &n existerco
forever ) .

Nora did remember distinstly cnough
what {boso twelvo years—the vears of her
ttep mother's marricd life—had been—years
of gnndng poverty and much pretentions
show, ycars inwhich sho had zuffered innch
more actaal bardship than either Mre. Bruce
cr her daughter—{or CaristineSiogleton had
becen persistently put forward at her step-
sister’s expenze—bat years that now seemed
in the rctrospect, peaceful and tappy
cnou:‘h.

** Nothing lasts forever 1” the girl cried,
with a bard bitterlaugb.  *I theught papa
and I were to live aloze for cver, Mra
Brucs; then ywt came, and all shat life
ended.”

At aoy other timo the retort wonld have
cost her Cear, and, us it way, tho atep-
mcther's lips qaivered; bat ahe forced a
smale, and answered suavely—

¢ Ay this Wit cnG now, you pretty saucy
pusz—witk a marriaga! You did not like
my comirg, N ra; yom were a passionate
child even then, and younsctyounrself azainst
mo from the fiat. DBat yourdcar fathar
would have warricd semo one, Nora—is isa
man that must be looked after—and as well
me as another ”

Nora laughtd in spite <f hemell; thero
was zomethiog 80 supremely absond in the
thought of tt¢ impavions woman whn had
leop riddea rough-abod aver Nora Braco
laberigualy eaplaning her twelve yourold
mamniage to the pasutio Lady do tixetton of
the foture.

The langh appeared to cheer tho elder wo-
mamimmenly ; sho threw ono arm arcund
1ho girl's shovlders and wonld have Rissed
«or, bat sho slipped acftly aride.

**You lock ® preity whea you laugh,
child; thoso to:th «f yows are liko little
pearls against your preity rod hps. A, if
my Crinvio had only your attracticos 1”

She panted and sighed profonndly, =s
theogh Cristine’s fatare was  really too
gloomy for ovntemplatien.  Nera checked
her wath irreprosmiblo soota. Nothing abond
her seemed meaner than this desertion of
Yer daughler,

**How yeur epinions chaoge, Mrs. Brooo §
Itisnotx0 long aince yor held up Crimio o3
3 model I might vawly emalate, and bewild-
wyed mo with the lerg list of hier graces nod

-

rerfections.  Mind, Lam not grombllogat
13at,” sheaddad haatly, a3 u\?zther 'sra.:

tbout to interporo~*'that was nutural
ohough ; she was your owa child—I your
husband’e only.” )

' But dear tomo a8 my own, Nera. You
carnot depy that I have beenn good mother,
a ghod wife,”

Yora shrugged her shoulders 3 sho fel¢ .
oxprersibly weary of the wholo discussion,
of tho woman's purtinaeity, of her own con.
furelthoughts.

* [ do not cownplain,” sho aaid.  “*Ay yon
say, my fathor would bavo marricd somo
one, and it mizht buve been worso,”

It was a grudging admiveien at best,
though it cort no emall ¢flurt to make ; but
from l.ord do Gretton's chesen oco it was
moro than coough ; the step-mother was -
aff cted 11most to teara.

¢¢’Chank youn, Nura dear,” the said, with
a grateful whimper,  “L know that sovner
or later you would dome justice, wonld sco
that wo always acted for your guod-—~your
father and 1.

¢ Weo were not taiking of my father,” the
other interrupted, with j.alous haste ; “‘that
is quite another ching,’

“*Batitis your father I must spcak of,
Nora—your poer father, whose future com-
fort depends on you. Lord de Grettoacoald
an i would do g0 tnuch 10 mako . happy
and set his mind a% ¢ato 0o *ad as u.ach
last night.”

Nora did not antwer. Mra. Droce sus.
pected her of not histening, though in truth
cvery word sho spoke sank strmght to the
very bottom of her sore heart.

It was alitrae, Tee man's lifo bai been
bard and cheerless ; riuch woik and Little
pay kad dimmed the bight eyesand broken
tho brave spuit with which young Duncan
Braco had set forth upon his lite-voyage.
Huwn lot had beer thelot of masy anoties
man who, unbacked by inflacatial fiicudsor
powerful intercst, eesays to mak. lus way
m a joalously guarded profession. Younger
and luckier men had passod him 1 the raco
of life ; gates at which his paticat merit
had ba:tered in vain had opened in hissight
to golden keys. No wender that in his carly
retirement ho felt dazed aud at odds wathall
the worll,

* Remember, thisis tho first picce of good
forture that has ever come ia his way, child.
For Lis rake you will not refuso it.”

Mre, Bruce was a clever woman' in her
way ; sho saw tho murl's softcned look, and
strack while the irea was Lo,

Nora walked straight acrosa the roomto
the tablo at whirh her father xat, forlom and
haggard-looking in tho brilliant morning
sunshine, & desperate parpese swelling in
her heart and urging her on to feverich ac-
tion, Shoconld make him happy witha
word ; why sbould shonotepeakit? It
counld net injure Arthar now; and for her
what did it matter ?

** Papa, look at me, please,” shozaid quite
cooly and firmly. *Do you with mo to mnar-
1y Lord de Gretton?”

Horaisod bis cycs at the appeal, then
dropped them quickly oo tho paper, aod said
na low tone—

“You must choose for yourtelf, child.
Lord de Gretton has dono you a great honor.
o has much tooffer.”

**To offer you, papa?”

Hu thin faco flashed; but ho answered
promptiy— .

“ Yes; hecan give mo what I have not
kunown for yoars—{reedom frem deht,
peace of mind—a little rest teforo I die.”

pushed back his scanty gray hair with
smachatired geature, bat Iaoked at her with
such a trustiul smils, tha? she hesitated o
longer.

*Tha$ is coough. papa,” sho said bending
down to kisshim. *“When Lord do Gret-
ton asks me, I will sy “Yes'”

“Jeaven bless you, Noral” broke in
Mrs. Bruce, with an cffasive qasp.

Her father zaid notbins 3 but, 2y the gicl
clang to him with sadden passion, she
board him driw a lhn.g broath of relief.

Vaguely and dreamily tho girl ponderel
her paat, and nerved hemell to faco the
futare, tho foture that strctched 0 blank
and Lare beforoher.

T can bear it," the eried, witha xort of
bitter pathos—""ch, yes, I can it, or
my heart isdead ! Bat willitbolengy? 1
sLak ot =X heponnt! My mother died 2t
three-and-twenty, and she leftlove and hnpa
behind 3 Tahall g0 %0 mina”

R40 nursed hicr moody thosghts until
Cralino Singleton, in an claborate aiter.
noua costrme, camn toiling up tho sterd hill
to where aho was nitlizg to rvming her that
Leond Qo Goetton waa expectod, *

** And you will bo wo 13 1 reveive him



