CALLED TO ACCOUNT.

-

friend’s—or rather my enemy’s—speech,

“Stay, Miss Merton. I want a word with
you before you leave this room and house.”

She held out an open letter towards Grace
Merton as she said these words,

“This epistle belongs to you, I belleve,
gince it is in your handwriting. I picked it
up in the hall. Asit begat with my namel
read the first two lines, but seon discovered
from the tenor of it that it was not addressed
to me, but, I conclude, to your sister. I im-
mediately closed it then, for I am aboveread-
ing that which is not mine. I hold the per-
gon who reads or opens letters addressed to
apother in the utmost contempt. Take your
tetter.”

My curious eye could not resist seeing the
first two lines as my aunt reached across to
hand the letter to its owner.

“DeAR BETTS,—I am not sleeping at my
post of duy. I am in possessionof the heart
of Bernard McGregor.®

I closed my eyes with a sensa.ion of faint

sickness.
. My aunt addressed herseif to Miss Merton.
* “You foolish girl,” she said in bitter ac-
cants, “you may be capable of winning
hearts for an idle hour, but you could not re-
tain them. No ene could live in the house
with you and not see through you. I read
you from the first,”

Grace Merton turned pale with that inner
rage which is so dangerous and deadly.

“You prying old maid,” she cried, with a
fierce glance, “how dare youopen my desk?”’

“Miss Merton,” I exclaimed, no longer
able to keep my temper calmly under con
trol, ¥my aunt isa woman of honor, who
acts up to the advice she gives. Ihave lived
with her from a child, and I never knew her
guilty of a shabby or mean action. I beg you
will at once quit this house, and never dare
return to it.”

She glided towards the door withastealthy
cat-like tread, she cast upon me one linger-
Ing gaze of concentrated anger, and, without
uttering one word, closed the door.

In about half an hour’s time X heard her
leave the house. Thus I lost my friend, but
still retained mylover,which her powers were
not great enough to lure away from me.

AsXheard the hall door close on her, 1
drew a breath of relief—I felt that the house
was at last free of the viper.

My aunt sat herself down beside me and
Placed her hand on my arm, with the same
Deculiar firmness which was her habit when-
ever she had something serious to say to me.

“Child,” she said, looking penetratingly
Into my face, “was my warning to you an
1dle fz’mpy? Did I not strive to save you from

this"

‘“Yes, aunt,” I replied, “yon wers correcs
W your judgment of Grace; but she hasnot
proved my rival as you predicted, for——"

RBernard came to my rescus, seelng my ooty
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*No, aunt, Gertrude isnot tobe rivalled
by such & person asthat”’ he cried, taking
my hand, “nor is our love lessened in the
leest.”

My aunt shook her head prophetically.

“You are not out of the wood yet, my
dears,” she said, with a heavy sigh; “there
{8 no end te the trail of the serpent.”

“But, aunt, she has gone,”

At that moment a #ng was audible at ths
hall door.

“It is only the servants' bell,” Icried, in
answer to my aunt’s “hush,” and we resum-
ed our conversation.

“That girl has the face of an angel andthe
heart of a demon,” my aunt said after &
pause, during which she had been looking
intently at the clock over the mantelpiece.

“The face of an angel when the mask 15
drawn over it,” replied my lover. “But did
you ever see a face so altered as hers becams
ashort time back. Icannot forgetthat aw-
ful glance she cast upon Gertrude as she
closed the door. The look was a volume,
yet her white lips did not open. She is a
dangerous woman to trifle with,I am cop-
vinced of that.”

“Oh, let us forget her. I want to bury her
very memory,” I replied, with a shudder.
“Shall we have a little musio?”

1rose to the instrument, and commenced
one of Beethoven’s sonatas. 1 only cared
for classical musie, and Bernard’s taste was
like my own.

Just in the midst of it X heard the1-all-door
close. Ilooked out of the window, and saw
Grace Merton walking hurriedly away, s
dark veil over her face.

“YWhat on earth hasthatwoman comeback
for!” Icried. “Jt must have been she whe
rang.”

“I will ask the servant,” my aunt replied,
and she laid her hand upon the bell, which
was almost immediately answered

“Mary, who was that who rang justnow?”

“Afiss Merton, ma’am. She came baclk for
her music, which she ieft upstairs.”

“Hernmsie,” T echyed. “Why, she ncver
brought any—1 am positive of that.”

“She came back to listen to what we had
to say, no doubt,” said Bernard.

Mary withdrew,and we resumed ourmusic.
Bernard had a lovely voice, and he sang bet~
ter than ever on this especial evening.

Afterwards we played chessand ecarte,
and indulged in a long and earnest discuse
sinm abnut tha #ture- building those charmes
fng, airy castles which ail young engagea
couples delight in.

Dream on, young people; what matter i
Laey are put idle dreams after all, 50 tong a8

 they atford you present happiness, present

bliss? Ts not life itself a long continued
dream? Time enough to awake when the:
spring has passed and the summer sun sok. .



