
" No. Ask no more question,,, cbild. Good nighit, and
rememnber your promise. 1 shall expect you. to tell me every
thing.»> She held out bier hand, and Gloria touched it and went
thoughtfully to bier own rooiu. fier hîeart was fiill of new
hopes and plans, of dreanis of conquest and of social royalties.
Into them- Johin Preston neyer entered. Thie truc heart she had
anîused herseif with wvas of less value to bier than the peari
upon lier finger. IJsually the devil innkes such grood bargains
-a hittle land, a littie gold, a little hionour.. or a few jewels,
are sufficient. There Nvas only one soul to whom he thoughit it
neces-sary to offir the whiole world.

Lt wvas more than. two hours after inidnight, yet madam's end
of the lonely manision w«as in a blaze of lighlt. The windows
were wvide open, the restless old woman, in lier lace and jewels,
wandering, about the rooin, and the tali, black form of Souda
standing almost inotionless belîind miadaîn's chair. For madam
had a terror of the darkness; she drove it away withi a licti-
tious light, and then, when the dawvn broke, shie had the blinds
ýclosed and went to sleep. Souda had become used to the sanie
hours. After Gloria left, tbey discussed the quarrel with the
relish of old people who have a pleasure w'ith the flavour of
other years in it. Madain was absolutely happy: shie laughed
and played with bier bracelets, and pulled on and off her ring,,
tind imuiitated Raviniund and Cassia with a clever and mockiing
idehity.

Even if Cassia had known it, the cruelty at that bour would
have been of small importance to lier. She had fied to her room
in terror and distress so grreat, that at tirst the sound of Ray
galloping, away froin lier liad seemed a relief, fier head
tlîrobbed violently, lighit wvas intolerable to hier aching eyes;
shie put down the lamp as low as possible, and slowly paced the
large, dîmi room. Then the conscious want of help and coinfort
torced bier to feel out into the abyss for soiîietlîinc, miglhtier
than fieshi and blood to lean upon. Often our first prayer, in such
sorrowv, is an excuse-" I could not help it, Lord! 1 bore it as
long as 1 could! " These were Cas,-sia's first, low, moaningf cries.
Lt wvas not îuadam's hatred nor Gloria's imperýinences that she
thought of-it was that Raynîund had deserted her and made
lier a laughlter to those who had dealt so treacberously and
cruelly with lier.

What, had she donc wrong ? Slie tried to settie tlîat ques-
tion firSt of ail in her own mind. Had she been too inmpatient
,wîth mnadam? Was it wrongr to cali Raynîund to interfère ?
\Vas it wrongr to refuse obedience to an insolent messagre? For
sýoie time slîe defended herself to 1-erself. As the hours went
on tlîe flrst turbulence of lier grief subsided. Shie grew calm
and sorroîvful, and, in the tender, vague inystery of the tixne
and hour, tlîe feeling of tie Infinite around lier grew swee tly
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