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thay ;Qn Whispered to we, to-night. "Tis worse
«eath to doybt you,”

 tereg, what am 1 accused?” she at length, fal-

“ .
! g““gfh“'h&t are yeu accused! If your own
¢ Yy nre°31‘t has not already told you, I will.
i ang e fecused then, of hypocrisy, ingratitude,
{ turg 8sest falschood—of wearing the minia-
! lnother.: e lover, while you are betrothed to
“
Wy, we“ljﬂg the miniature of one lover,”
wy 4 Nina, with g bewildered air.
ansp:::‘_a“d.of cherishing it too,” he added, his
w ag. :0‘1 Increasing with the mention of his
bep Yer Florence asserted thatshe had held it in
ot 7 h'-l.nds, and worthless as she is, she dared
: shew ave Wvented so maddening a falsehood.
g he ® .thnt loiniature, then—quick, at once,”
i Oufmmed 10 the small chain, glittering con-
s i 98 Nina's dark robe. Her trembling
®F dreg, .Scarce]y time to disentangle it from
' When he tore it from her grasp, and
. . e whose stormy vivlence no
R ;O“Xd render, surveyed the youthful
'“ilresS,,,andsome features it represented—
“*th, “lh" he muttered, between his closed
“hilgy m"ls, then, is the likeness you cherish,
"%k’lwre 18 thrown aside in some forgotten
the Door *d upon only to smile at the idiotcy of
“ .°°l who gave it.”
f‘her:;c "2l you wrong me much,” at length,
Hupig. 03, Tecovering in some degree from her
o Jouy lnl'ror. “ Hear me, I entreat, I implore
Sonlg ®rg, uocent I am, of even one thought that
By chilg "8 3:0“- :nmt miniature is Henri Gesner,
"Y% Ood.s friend, my foster-brother.”
%nt%' "glv:xss"]over. you mean,” interrupted
e, ® bitter laugh.  Girl, girl! do you
‘ﬂe! ¥ a &.‘0‘, to seek to blind me with such
)'@: og ang t ”’. picture, which you love so well,
B, 7R 1 Plain, T might have believed you—
o,

hey ‘"e:‘t,gh it b::n been your fondest com-
‘ﬂ_“t ight o, °"gh' 1t bus been worn next your
& e ush, day, in preference to that of your
gn;‘“itio in ?:’d But, nol it bears your con-
"'Jr; e . .O%n devilish beauty—in your
2 3 ok here, how I credit your vain
l\‘j:nd' Cr“ehdas.hed the miniature on the
}li; ;1“‘}10 shed it to atoms beneath his feet.

f,%‘?ree g : ¢coiled like g frightenell deer from
I him, t':ml’)]s't%(! pale and silent a few paces
t»a-l"ing exh 108 in every limb,
:“’hetu,-: susted his vengeance on the por-
Yo Ayey thued towardsg her, exclaiming:
® by bey, ¥ Would I treay the accursed original,
Ut you need not Jook so terrified,
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so corpse-like. Fulse, worthless as you have
proved, dv you think for one mewment I could harm
you? True,” he continued, in accents of bitter
mockery; “truc! I may not have the gentleness,
the confiding affection, or the thousand perfect
qualities with which you have doybtless invested
your cherished Henri—but still, fierce, impetuous
as Iam, it is to be hoped you need have no actual
fears for the safety of your life at my hands,
You forget perhaps, too, Miss Aleyn, that yon
are now sole mistress of your own actions and
affections,—thit Percival Clinton has no longerthe
right to direct the one or engross the other.”

* I do not forget it, Mr. Clinton,” and Nina's
voice, though low, was firmer and more distinct
than before. * It was unnecessary for you to re-
mind me of it, for a traitress, a base, unprincipled
woman, as you have termed me, could never be-
come your wife. I deem it my duty, however, in
Justice to myself, to tell you ere I leave you, that
the portrait—”

% Silence, Nina! silence on that topic,” sternly
interrupted Clinton, slmost fearing to trust him-
self to the strange influence of her quiet convin-
cing tones. * Degrade yourself notlowerin my esti-
mation, by heaping falsehood upon fulsehood, I
bave loved youdeeply, passionately, but notblindl y
—and no vows, no protestations on Yyour part-—~no
power on earth can ever make you in my eyes
what you once were. Speak, if you will! but
B0t of that—speak, if you bave any palliation of
your guilt to offer—any reason why we should
not part for ever.” .

¢ None, whatever, M. Clinton,” calmly rejoined
Nina, turning her countenance, which had- been
partly averted during the two or three preceding
moments, full upon him. Though still deadly
pale, every other trace of emotion or fear had
vanished from it, and in the same low, but com- -
posed eccents, she eontinued: :

“ After what has passed between us, I need not
say, my anxiety for an eternal separation equals
your own. Though you have wronged me, by
insulting suspicions, and bitter words—though
you have disdainfully refused me the poor privi-
lege of uttering one word in my own defence—
still, I inay say, from my heart, I bear you no
anger or ill-will.  'What has passed, has only
shewed me my vain folly in daring to dream even
for a moment, that happiness might be derived
from - union between two so widely, so strangely
opposed as we are, hn rank, fortune, and every
other respect. 'Tis better we should part.” And
with her castomary calm step, she left the con-
servatory.

Clinton stood gazing after her a moment—a
lock of restless, uncasy doubt resting on his pale




