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Lshail never forget the uendaisn gianes
with which Grace Merton regarded me.

“Jealoud, eh?”’ she sneered. o

“Jealous! no, thank Heaven,” I answered,
*T am a little above being jealous of a girl
Jike yon; I have not fallen quite solow in
my self-esteem. No! it I stood between yeu
and him, it would not be out of anything éo
mean a3 jealousy; it would be frork the mere
Christian desire tp save smanI loved and
revered from a pitfall and degradation. If
Bernard loved another woman,and I thought
he would be happy with her, shat she wovld
make him a good wife, I would resign

. position, even if it broke my heart, fer his
sake and for his happiness; but I would save
him from the clutches of a treacherous creat-
1re, who lured him from the woman he was
engaged to. 1 would save him from 4 life of
migery and disgrace, such asan ynprincipled
woman like yourself could bring on ap hon-
est name.”

“Your flowery sentiments are doubtless
very romantic and fine,” my conpanion said
jeeringly; “but they wont bold water, for he

oves me. Yes, me,” she added, triumphant.
1y, “and- he despises you; it isonly yowr
money which has hitherto attracted him, but
now he has seen me he will relinquish that;
ke loves me for myself, for I am penniless.,”

I staggered against the sideboard for sup-
port, Was I dreamingl—dreaming! Was
this my bosom friend, whom I had almos$
pictured as a saint|—this the woman whose
fair, placid brow I had never seen yuffled bes
fore.

Heavens! shall I ever believe in my owp
sexagainl But this libel against Bernard. 1
‘would hadten to him at once; I would hear
Trom his own lips the tryth, and nothjng but
the fruth.

“Remain where you are, woman,” I eried}
“L will be with you again in a short space.”

¥ entared the drasrineronm.

My manner was that of one who wanders
1n a dream—cold, icy, almost lifeless, Colo-
nel McGregor evidently perceived a marked
change in manner and appearanee. He rose
half-confusedly, .

“Gertrude,” he said, humbled ahd abashed,
“how shall ¥ ever dare hope to obtain your
pardon?”’

My proud spirit was fully roused.

1 did not relent.

“8ir,” I cried, “I have come to releass yon

1 your engagement with me. You have

his morning offered marriage to another wo-
man,”

“Oh, Gertrude! he cried, Jooking white
a8 death, *Zorgive me—I implore 1t of you; I
‘was 3 mad fool, and hardly accountable for
what I said{ it was & trying hour for me, and
a]l men are fallible,”

Isneered contemptuously, “If a manis

80 weak that he cannot resist o pretty face,
Heaven knows what will become of him!

" You asked Grace Merton to be yours, sir,and

she desires to Rold you to your word.” ]
*Oh,Gertryde! Gertrude” he cried, wring-
Ing his hands despairingly, *I tell you, upon
my honor, I was speaking under %he infla.
ence of mere passion. Gertrude, muss I ap-
peal to you in vaib?’ he continued, falli
On his knees at my feet. “Confound that
man! I despise her far more than you dol
I should have awoke to a sense of shame st
my folly before it ever went any further. I£
you leave me, Gertrude, you don’t leave me
to marry another. Inever loved as Ilove
you, Gertrude. For Heaven’s sake hear me

. —forgive 1ne—without you my life would in-

deed be a blauis}”

His appeal was i
bitterly repented of his i
very happy fogether for yéw:s. V! should
we allow a worthless woman tos . te ust

*‘Are you willing to speak face to ruce witk,
Grace?” I asked.

“Willing?—Yes!” he cried, impulsively,
and throwing open the door, “Now,madam,”
he cried, addressing himself to the occupant
of the next room, “kindly step this way.”

I shall never forget the dejected appear-
ance my friend presented as she came for
ward and faced us.

*‘Miss Merton,” I said, looking at her with
undisguised contempt, “you have been our
enemy and mischief maker; hear what Golo~
nel MeGregor has to say to you.”

“Miss Merton,” he said, bowing, “I am
sorry to have to speak such words to you, I
speak them on my own account and in
ewn defense. I ask you to forget the words
I ulered te you ashort fime back. They
were not meant serieusly, There is but one
woman in the world whom I love and re-
spect, and that one is your friend, Gertrude.
I was weak enough, mad enough, to listem
te your avowal, but I have since repented of
my folly. Mad you proved yourself a sincere
friend of Gertrude’s, I sheuld have at least
cherished a kind feeling towards you; as it
is, I shoroughly despise you. You are & false
friend, and a dangerous rival; but 1 tell yomu
that, with all your beauty, I wonld rather re-
maix}’a single man all my days than wed
you. ’

armest; doubtiess Yre
Ve had been

She laughed a bitter laugh.

“Grapes are sourl” she cried. “You are
acoward and a sneak; yon cling to your
golden treasure because you can’t live withe
out it. Isoar above you both. Gertrude s
a blind fool, and you are a mercenary knavel

1 =—Adieun!”

She was about to flounce out of the room,
when my aunt appeared at the doorway, &
rigid smile upon her lips. She fixed upon
@race Merton a look I had never seen from
under those green glasses hefore. ‘

It wasnot alook exactly of anger. but's
penetrating, scrutinising gaze full of cob-
tempt and disdain, .

She had heard the latter portion of wy



