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TRUTH.

—

and dulight mo ; because, truth to tell, I
nover thought you much of a diplomatist
before.  Now don't booffonded—~—boecauso,
you soa, I havo cricd mea culpxt, and
owned mysell mistaken already, and I
can do no more. How do 1 look to-
night " .

Ars. Bruco's brow, which had frowned
majestically & momont back, cleared at
this appeal, and her lips smiled bonignly.

Miss Singleton was looking lier prottiest
to-night, and knew it. ‘The crushed
st gtrawborry ” dress sho woro gavo the
wlow of :er that hor paloe moonlight
beauty usually lacked ; her light hair was
puffed and crinkled all over; her small
head glittered and sparkled Iike spun gluss
with every movemont ; a touch of art had
darkened tho faint brows and lashes and
made tho large colorless oyes weirdly
Vrilliant.

¢ My dcar, you aro beautiful ! Mrs.
Bruco cried, with genuine impulsive ad-
miration that ended in a regretful sigh.
« It is you that should be tho peeress,
not that poor spiritless Nora, who is as
liko as not to fret hersolf into her grave
heforo she has worn her corunet a year.”

Cristine drow up her slender firure and
regarded hor own reflection in the glass
with ovilly sparkling eyes.

¢ Yot ho had cycs, and chose her " she
queted between her littlo glistening teoth.
¢ 1 ghould have done him more credit:
Tho world would never have said of me—
as it will of her—that I pined away
« neath the burden of an henor unto which
I was not born."”

“Ah, well”—X3rs. Druce paused,
powder-puff in hand, stung by a latent
senso of justice into protesting speech—
<t that is hardly fair to Nora, you know !
Sho is as high-spmted a girl as any in
England, and, if she were heart-whole
and fancy free, would make as good a
Countess. 1t is not Lord do Gretton’s
yank, but the memory of Arthur Beaupro
that haunts and daunts her."”

Cristine’s fair face harCened and dark-
cned with an indefinably cruel lnck,

““The morv focl she ! she said sternly.
¢ Sho should tread down all memeories
and all loves, as I would in her place.”

“Al, that is casy eneugh to say "
Mrs. Bruce answered, with a prodigious
sigh and a semi-sentimental look.  *“ But
you never wero in luve, Cristine,”

Cuistineg Jooked at her mother for a
sccond or so with an odd hewildered sort
of starv 3 then suddenly tho absundity of
tho atout prasperous-looking matnen pos.
ing as tho exponent of ramantic passion
scenied to strike her.  With a shrill hy-
sterie cry she sank upoen the nearcst couch,
and laughed till she could ugh no mere,
till the tears man down her checks, and
Mrs. Bruce forgot ta bo offended, in her
real aleTm,

“ Cristine, for Heaven's smko composo
yoursclf 1" she cried, shaking tho slender
shoulder in her agitation. ** Aroyoumad,
child, ¢r what ails you "’

“ Nothing,” Cristine said, recovering
her calmness.  * You looked so supreme.
Iy absurd—that was all.”

Mrs. Bruco appeared uncasily dignified,
but dared say no mere—such another out-
barst would drive her or her daughter
ctazy—if indeed Cristine were not a littlo
touched already. The doubt expressed
itsef so plainly in hev faco that Aliss
Singleten had much adn unt to laugh
again.

*Pleaso do nu,” she cried, with a ges-
turo uof muck entrvaty.  *‘Another such
joko would bo my deuth. Come, it is
time #0 went to Nem's rehef. I wonder
wl- shoand vl do Gretton find tu talk
aly ¢ in theeduty tdra-lefrr ! She can.
e, bewail her dead lover to him, and 1
am net sure that sho ean think or apeak
on any other sulject.”

Rut Mr» Bouce was ton deeply offend-
od to enter into her daughter’s inguisitive
sjaculations.

¢+ X shall ¢, sho said, drawing her vel-
vet skirt majestically ound hery ¢ lat
rou—l think you will sco that yeur
toilette is a Jitt)o dimrranped by your late
sMrange=T hal almost wid vnseomly—
cutbunt,”

Mrs. Britco’s oxit was at least as mirth-
provoking as m?’th{nu that had oceurred
1n tho courso of tho intorview ; but it won
no Inughter from Cristme.  As tho doeor
swung to bolund her mother, tho girl’s
fair head fell forwnrl on her hands, vnd
a ficrce mouning cry rang drearily through
tho room,

‘“How well Tact!” sho cried, with a
sort of savage pride. **How lttle they
guess that Nora Bruco hurt moro than
my prido when sho stolo Arthur Beaupro
from me—that I hats her with a deeper
hate then over wounded vanity could
teachmo! And yet"—sho clasped her
hands and laughed a strange unnatural
Inugh—*¢ what an oxcollent Christian X am
growing! This marriage, which lifts her
ovor all our heads and should bo a por-
potual blister to my pride—1 would give
my !ifo itself rather than let it be broken
oft.’

A step in the corridor disturbed her,
and in anvther minute she stook before
the mirror brushing out the soft flecey
curls that clustered so gracefully round
her white temples and small shelllike
cars, hununing a gay little tune for the
edification of casual passors-by.

Meantinio the interview between Lord
de Crettonand his fair betrothed had been
a much less oppressive affair than shosup-
posed or than poor Nora usually found it,
Lord de Gretton, though sufliciently bril-
liant when ho chiose to exert lumself, pre-
ferred, in a general way, the pleasure of
being entertained to the labor of enter-
taining ; and Nora was guiltily conscious
that she fell Jamentably short of his ex-
pectations in this respect.  Not wilfully ;
apart from the love that was not hers to
give, sho was honestly anxious to fulfill
all duties imposcd on her by the betrothal
bond, and tried with a pitiful carnestness
to ascertain what suhjects' interested him,
and to cdusate herself in them.

1t was up-hill work as she pursued it,
though tho task would havoe been simpli-
city itself to an ondinary guileless nature.
Lord de Gretton, who was tired of most
things and took special interest in none,
required only to Le amused and flattered
in ‘equal proportions.  But this Nora did
not guess, and, oven had it been mado
plain to ler, sho was too heart-sick to
amure and too proud to flatier, so things
waould havo been mnch as thoy were.  To
night however she was spared all trouble
in tho matters sho had only to mention
Lady Glivia Blake's visit and hisattention
wasat onco enchained. Ho stoed with
his back to the fircplace, thoughtfully
tiwisting his long gray moustache and look-
ing down with a curiously crucl smilo at
tho slender white-robed figure in the low
lounging-chair.

“So ! I handly expected that from
Lady Olivia,” lie said, after & little pause;
and, had Nora been ono shade less apa-
thetic, sho must have noted the strange
triumph of his tune, must havo scen the
auick lighting of tho sunken jeyes, the
quick flush of the usually impasstre face.
fx-nl do Gretton looked like & man who
by a sudden =pell had subdued somo sav-
age creaturo and  brought it tamely t« his
fect

But Nom did not mise the dark head
that drvoped so listlessly 3 tho gray eyes
rosted ina dreamy stato upen the gald.
handled peacock's-feather fan, but saw ne-
thing of its iridescent splenduur, Lonl
do Gretton was speaking. For the mo-
ment her thoughts wero free; and, with
mcchanieal impulse, they teok their ac.
customed joumey to the African denga
where, beneath tho sdorching sky, her
Inver's bones lay bleaching.

“Well, do you like her

Lond do Gretten’s veice roused her as
tho whip stirs tho slecping slave; in a
sooond sho was back at her duty.

“Laly Olivia?  Yes, sho was kind and
fricndly, and she is very handsome.”

Ay to that them is no duubt,” he said,
with a littlo sneering Jaugh, and yet with
very evidentsincerity,  * She is as hand.
same as—as Lucifer ; butyar to *kind and
friendly,’ I would as soon trust a ti
as Olivia Blake. You peorlittlo lamb, X

half bolioveahe came prepared to eat yuul”
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“Whyi" Nom nsked, shocked and

startled by something in Lord do Grutton’s
look. Perhaps tho real nature of tho man
peered for o momont through the sunken
oyes to give hortimely warming, *Why?"
sho porsisted, with o sort o? tromulous
bm\"u.zry. ¢ Why should Lady Olivia hato
mo§'
Ho laughed again, and throw one arm
round tho slender white-robed figure, for
Nora had risen now and stoed beside him,
wide-oyed, eager, and thrilling onco again
with her wild foolish hopo.

*Why, you foolish chilld? I boliove
you are tho only girl in Loondon who need
ask tho question.”
¢*Is it beeause——" Nora shrank frem
his touch ; her hoart throblied so fiercely
sho could hardly find breath to fromo tho
question—¢¢Oh, Lord de Gretton, as a
zentleman, you must tell mo this—becauso
sho once——"

* Oneo iilted me?  Yes,” ho cried,
with a quick fierco flush, *‘and has repont-

Nora. But if sho is content to bury the
hatehet and do homage to tho new Lady
de Gretton, why, lct?xcr, say L"

And, as tho gray moustacho touched
her cold check, Nora know that hor last
hopo had passed and her fate was sealed.

(T0 BE CONTINUED.)

T could novor think well of 2 man’s in-
tellectual or moral character if ho was
habitually unfaithful to hisappointments,

There i8 no policy liko politencss ; and
a good manner is the best thing in tho
world, cither to get a good namo or sup-
ply tho want of it.

Pride, like tho maguet, constantly
points to one object, self ; but, unlike
the magnet, it has no attractive pole, but
at all points ropels.

‘Socicty is compozed of two great classes
—those who have more appetito thun
dinuer, and those who have mero dinner
than appetite.

cd her folly over sinco ; that is tho reason,
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Prestdent Artbhur,

A colored uttacho of the White House
thus describos o peculinity of his mastoer ;
““Mistor Arthur nobber goes to hed in
cold weddor widout a big blazin' fire in
his rvem, weddur lery, or vut to Soldions
Home, an’ wo ns has ter clean up and look
arter do fires, hez ter tako up n%uudlu ab
dis hyar hghtnin’ wood obbery mght, so
a8 ho kin frow it in do fire an’ mnke er
pluzo, an' sit dar an’ tink whilo a-watch-
in’ ob do shadewa on du wall. Whon he
uses do lightnin’ wood, ho nobber waos er
light, an* whon he gots tired ho jumps in
do bed an' watches de flanies flscker till ho
goes ter sloep,  He's mighty pertickorler
about dis lightum' wood, an' if do supply
gins out, dur is some fun tN dar’s morv
put in do bin.”

1t is our own vanity that makes tho
vanity of others intolerable to us.

How much better it is that he should
igcak ill of mo to all the world, than all
o world speak ill of me to him.

RODGER, MAGLAY & 60.'S

‘Lily White” Floating Soap,
“ English Mottled,”
** Perfection,”
“Palace,” and
“Queen’s Qwn”
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For Purity, Durability, and Prl
* I‘Inrlva{fcd. co stand

Ask your Grocer for thom and take .
One tn{xl will suttlco to prove tho mﬁ%&"?”&
using a pure articlo.

RODGER, MACLAY & €0,

| Canada Soap aad 011 Warks, Toronto.
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Garpets, Mantl

Caristmas TiMES:!

Will this year be made doubly

appy and enjoyable to the peo-
ple of Ontario by

‘ = R Walker & dons,
IMMOLATI

Thousands have already been benefited,
care largo parcels of Dry Goods or Clothing for little moacy., wo shall continme all

AND THEIR GREAT

ON SALE !

and in order that thouzands more may se.

ENTIRE STOCK'!

We ask N0 PROFITS, all we want 1S CASIH in exchango for Goads.

Dress Goods, Silks, Velvets, Domestic Goods, Blankets

es and Millinery.

o= ALL AT COST OR UNDER 3w

R.WALKER & SONS

33 to 37;King Street, East, Toronto,




