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CHAPTER XJII.
- TBUTHPULNESS AND DECEPTION.

In order to keep the threads of our narrative
connocted, it is mnecessary that we go back for a
time,and again open the'scene in Frankfort,on the
24th of March, soveral days after the party; at
which Florence Woodburn met Fanny Middleton.
Seated ‘at her work-table,in one of the upper rooms
of Mrs. Cranc’s boarding-house, is our old friend

. Kato Miller. Her dazzling beauty seems enhanced
by thé: striking’ contrast _‘%e’tweén the clearness of
her cg’impllexion and thé sable hue of her robe.

On-a/'low’ ‘stodl, 4t her feet, sits Fanny. Her
hedd is resting on 'Mrs. Millei’s ldp, and she scems
to be slébping. She had been excused from school
this aftérnoon;'onacconnt of 8 sick, nervous head-
ache; to Which' skie ‘has réeently been frequently
subject. Finding the solitude of her own chamber
rather irksome,sho had songht Mrs. Miller's room,
where she Was ever a welcome visitor. To KRate
sho had imparted a knowledge of the letter she
sugggsed Dr. Lacey had written,

. Miller's sympathy for her young friend

was a3 deep and sincere as was her resentment
inst the supposed author of the letter.  As yet
she had kopt Fanny's secret inviolate, and not’
oven her husband had ever suspected the cause of
Fanny’s failing strength. But, this afternoon, as
she looked on the fair girl's sad, white fiace, which
seemed to grow whiter aud thinner each day, she
felt her heart swell with indignation towards one
who had wrought this feartul change. * Surely.”
thought she, “if Dr. Lacey conld know the almost
fatal consquences of his faithlessness, he would re-
lent; and he maust, he shall know it. I wiil tell
Mr.Miller,and I know he will write immediately.”
Then camo tho thought that she had promised not
to betray Fanny's confidence ; but she did not des-
g;ir of gotting her consent, that Afr. Miller should

ow the secret.

For a time, Fanny slept on sweetly and quietly ;
then-she moved unensily in her slumber, and fin-
slly awoke. -

“How is your head, now ?” asked Mrs. Miller,

at the same time smoothing the disordered ring-
lets which lay in such profusion over her lap.

¢ Oh, much better,” said Fanny. I bad a nice
sleep, and such pleasant dreams, too.”

“Did you dream of him #’ sald Mrs. Miller, in 2
low tone.

Quick as thought, the crimson tide stained
Fanny’s check and forehead, but she answered,
somewhat bitterly, “Oh, no, no! I never dream of
him now, and I am trying hard to forget him. I
do not think I love him half as well now, as I once
thought I'did.”

Poor little Fanny! Iow deccived she was!
After a time, Mrs. Miller said, “Fanny, Mr. Millor
seems anxious about your altered and languid ap-
pearance. May I not tell him the truth ? e will
sympathize with you as truly as I do; for he feels
for you the affection of a brother.”

At first Fanny objected. “T know,” said she,
+« that Mr. Miller would only think me a weak,silly
girl” Mrs. Miller, however, ﬁnnll{ gained per-
mission to tell every thing to her” husband. «1
know, theugh,” persisted oFﬂnny. “that he will
langh at me. You say he likes me: I know he did
once; but, since the time he visited my father's
more than a yeer ago, he has not treated me with
the same confidence he did before. I never knew
the reason, nnless it was that foolish,romping mis-
take which T made. by riding into the school-
house !”

With many tears and some laughing—for the re-
membrence of the exploit always excited her
mirth—Fanny told a part of what we salready
know, concerning Mr. Miller’s visit at her father's
in the winter previous. She related the adventure
of the sled ride, and said that the morning after
sne noticed a change in Mr. Miller's manner to-
wards her. The unsuspecting girl little thought
what was the true reason of that change.

While she was yet speaking, Mr. Miller entered
the room. On sceing Funny there, and weeping,
he said :  What, Sunshine, in tears ? This is
hardly the remedy I would preseribe for headache.
But come, Fanny, tell me what is the matter ?”

#Qh, I cannot, T cannot!” said Fanny,and again
she buried her face in Kate's lap.

Mr. Miller looked inguiringly at his wife, who
bad not yet ceased laughing at Fanny's lndicrous
description of her sled-ride; but overcoming her
merriment, she at length found voice to say,
“Fanny is crying beeause she thinks you do not
likke her as well as you used to.” .

Fate had never dreamed that her husband had
-falt more than a brother's love for the weeping
1girl before ber, and she did not know the pain her
"words inflicted on his noble heart. Neither did




