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and I attributed my aunt’s formality to her
weakvess in this respect.

Grace Merton,I have neglected to mention,
‘was an orphan like myself. Perhaps this
similarity in our positions made the bond of.
sympathy strozger between us, only in every
other respect we were entirely or  ite.

She was fair and pretty, Iwa. «rk and
1gly; she was penniless, and I wus well off.
X pitied from my very heart this young and
Yovely girl left to battle with the world, sur-
rounded by all the allurements and tempta-
tions which such a beauty as hers would lay
her ouzn to.

dvrace met me with o hearty embrace on
her arrival.

“Ay dear old girl,” she cried, holdinng me
before her by my two hands; *I deetarg you
[/re growing quite pretty.”

1smiled and shook my head. No, X was
not weak enough to take thatin. I attrib-
ated this expression to the natural warmth
of her disposition.

In her eyes probably I might have been so
—in the blind eyes of a loving friend; but,
alas, when I turned my head and marked
1he contrast in the opposite mirror, convie-
tion told me that if I was not positively ugly
—I1 certainly had no pretensions to good
Jooks.

“My dear Grace,”” Ireplied, “you are see-
ing your own beauty retlected in me; but X
iglari I am & very unflattering mirror of your-
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She laughed, and cireling her arm inmine,
Jed me out into the lawn.

“Now, Gertrude,” she said,when we reach-
ed the summer-house, “let us sit down and
talk. You can’t think how curious Lam to
see this intended husband of yours. Oh,you
Yucky girl, don’t you appreciate your good
Fortune??

“Indeed I do, Grace—Ilove him with all
my heart.”

“Not all,”” echoed my compdnion, plading
her arms around my neck. “Not all; reserve
a little corner in your hea: t for poor, neglect~
ed, deserted me.”

I glanced up at the 1ovely profile bending
down upon me, with its angelic softness, a
half-earncat, half-merry glitterin the azure
eye. I gacudabthe parted coral lips encas-
ing tie white teeth, the thick cyelashes
wvhich swept the check, tinted with a roseate
blush, as the words “‘deserted me” lett the
Jips.

I-’jl‘ruly, some women would haveexchanged
s corones for such a face as hers. Its soft
xodesty made it doubly lovely.

“Deserted!” Could any human being de-
sert or forsake such a creature? Such a face,
and yet it was only the face of a weak wo-
1nan; only a face, with neither a heart, nor
a sonl,though X did not see it then. Ithoughd
her 23 Dure as'heaven, and have marvelled-

since time and sutfering have niatured my-
judgment—how God could place so bad a
heart in so lovely-a being.

Berpard came on the second day of her
visit, and I introduced them. He admired
her very much; but did not seem in any
other way taken. How blind men axe to
other women’s charms when they arein lovel

,On her side I perceived s far greator ad
miration; she was at her very liveliest, her
manners more fascinating than I had ever
seen them before—she played and sang with

Increased expression. She had evidently ber
come greatly smitten with my handsome
lover, and I felt proud to see it.

Alas! I did not read beyond, I, in my na-
tive simplicity, did 120t dream of thearts and
deceits a cunning woman is capable of when
she acts with au object. Days passed with
very littke incident; Lat the sixth day struck
the key of my life’s song.

X happened to be watering the plants in
the conservatory; I had entered by the gar-
den, an@ having my slippers en, my presence
there was unpereeived by the inmates of the
drawing-room.

The glass reflected twvo forms to me—one
Berhard, who was seated in the arme' air
reading, the other Grace Merton, who lan-
guidly reclined upon the sofa. She wore a
dark blue dressing:gewn, and her hair fell
carelessly around her shoulders.

X stood for awhile admiring her, thinking
what a striking atfitude she formed for a
fresh picture. She was neither reading, nor
doing the flimsy fancy work she usually in-
dulged in; but seemed to be ik deep medita-
tion, and was pulling to pieces the leaves of
a rose, which lay beside her on the table.

“‘Bernard,” she said, at last, half-pettishly,
somewhat annoyed to think that my intend-
ed should so far ignore her presence, “do
throw aside that horrid bools!”

My lover closed- the book, and loeked at
her Iialf-astonished—whether at the mention
of his Christian name, or whetherat thetone
of the speaker, I knew not; but he certainly
Tooked very much surprised, as if he was not
used to such ramiliarity from her.

“Do you dislike reading, diss Merton?’ he-
inquired.

“No; not exactly that,” she replied, with
perfect good taste; “but—but don’t you like:
my company 2 little, Bernard?” .

She uttered these words with a well-as
sumed simplicity, which would have deceiv-
ed a cleverer person than I. She would been
irresistible to stronger men than Bernard.

Tlooke’ mas oncina dream, fascinated
by the lovely picture, though I can’t say 1
felt gratified to hear that low-toned, win~
ning voice directed towards the man I loved.

She blushed, and held down her head, as
if she had tvo deep a friendship for Bernard
McGregor, and it held its fatal influenceover
him Horose te herside. What could he



