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TRUTH-

The Bottom Drayvver.

In tho best chambeor of the hunss,
ghut up 'a dim uncertain gt
Thuro +to0d an anzh‘-m chesat of dravers,
Qf tarcign wood with brasses bright.
Ono morn o woman, feall and gray,
Stepped totteringiv acrow the tloor:
Lot 1n.* ghosald, “tiaa inht of day;
Thep, Joan, uatuck tho buttom drawer

The gir! {n a)l youth's lavolinoss.
Kot down with eager. curloud face,

Perhaps vhe dreamed of Ind an sllke
€ fewwsle and af raro o d Inee:

But when tho snmmer sunshine fell
T'pon 1ho treasures hoanded thoie,

Thn teara rushed to her tender eyea—
Hor heart was solemn oy u prayer.

“NDrar grandmamna.” sho softly sighod,
Litting « withored rose and pehin;
But ontho clder face was naught
But aweet contont and porceful calm
Leaninz upon her statl sho gazed
T"pona baby’s half-worn shoc,
A Littie fruck o' floes lawn,
A hat wihb tiny Lows of biue

A brll made filiF seara e,
A litle glove. a tassled cup,
A hall.dovo long-diviaion sum,
Some rchooibook fasicncd with a strap,
She tou lied th s a'l Wit tremdiing Vips,
*fjow much "»hasald, “thoheart can bear!
Ah Jean! I thought that 1shouid din
Tho day th,t first Ilaid thum there

“Rut notw it necmns #0 Ro0d to know
That throughout all theas wcaz goars
Their hesrts havo heen untouch 5 grict.
Their oyen bavo heen unstained Ly tears!
Dear Jeav, wasco with ciearcrsight
‘When earthly Jovo s almosto'er:
Thoro ehildron w_jtme intho skies
For whom I locked! that szcred drawor”

CUPIDITY AND CRIME.

CHAPTER XXV.—(CoxtinTeb.)

‘Ho—Lord do Gretton—did not speak
until wo reached tho cottage,” Nora said,
in a low frightened voice, as though the
sound of her own words alarmed her;
“and then —I cannot tell you; it was
dreadful—it scemed as though aome de-
mon took possession of lum. He pushed
mo into a chair, and ateod over me, with
his cyes,—he had such strango oyes
Arthur] — sunk  far back in  his
head, but very bright ; and how they
blazed as though a firo burned beneath his
heavy lids. Oh, I sco them so ofven m
my dreams—I can see them now I

Sho paused, with a strong shudder and
a look of deadly terror.  Buttho entreaty
of Arthur’s faco was moro potent cven
than tho old haunting fear. Conguenng
tho tremar, sho went on bravely—

*“Hetold mo that Thad d~ceived and cn-
trapped him—I, who would have dicd far
mora gladly than marry him—that I was
a falso wife—a woeman ho could nover
trust agan. At fint 1 tned to answer
him 3 but ho would nut hearme. Ho cut
my cxplanation shert with that bitter
littlo laugh of lus, and went onand on, in
a cold, mmooth, merciluss veoice, mying
tho cruollest things in tho quicticst fash-
ion, till at Jast I really cansed 0 under
stand him. His words sceined to bruise
and hurt my brain Jiko so0 many blowa,
but not to convey ta it any coherent idea.

:up}»o:o ho saw this, for ho suddenly
bent forward, scized mo by tha shoulder,
and shook me. l'rinzing his faco 3o cleso
to mino that I could not keep back a
startled ery.

*“*You zro hystencal, my lady, worn
out and exhausted by the fatigucaand ex-
citementa «f tho day,’ ho xud, with gam,
horriblemockery.  *Your matd ahall show
J¢u o ourom.  In your present atato
of cxatement you had better keep it for
the remander of tho cvening.”

***1 undentand ; I am ayriacner,’ 1
nid alawly.

* By no means,” he anxwered, with an
angr rmarl.  *Wo will nnt ahoek tho ser-
vants with 2 key $ you aro indispoand—a
fitting autjoct for atmng tea and xalovnl.
atile, a3 your mad will reading believe.
Yon are by no means a prnsener—only
undera'and’—his Jand clexed again i 2
creel gop upen my ahenlder, and agun
my hrart died within mo an a chill dead-
Iy fear—‘only undemiand that I adall be
oq guanl the whelo evening in this mom.
Sa, it you havo a_faney for any mare
sloien moelings wath your Inver—"

*In wpite of the craven {ear that pan

me, Arthar, X broke in then ; the

msult was too cruel, the wrong toce great
for oven cowardico to bear,

***1 mot Mr. Beaupro by acaident, and
wo have parted for over,’ I'began ; but he
cut me savagely short.

**That 18 my busmess—1 will seo to
that,’ hio snid, 11 a Jow grating voico that
was 1n 1tsolf a threat, *With both ot you
I have a long account to settlo; but not
now—not now.’

*Arthur, to this day I cannot tell what
mmpulse moved me i that wmument to do
the lust thing I should ever huve thought
of domg a second or so befure. Untl
then I had hated him as s slavo hates a
hard and cruel mester to whom hy is
hopelessly conmgned.  His lovk had
nover been more threatemng, lus words
moro cruel—and yet all m a moment a
flood of fisht aeomod to rush upon mo.
1 saw things by 1ta clear lustro no lunger
from my point of view, but from his—saw
that he End wrong to complain of @nd
disappo:ntments to ondure, that, whero
ho trusted, he had—though, Heaven
knows, most mnocontly—been deceived.
The impulno was liko a revelation, I
obeyea it as unhesitatingly.

***Lord d= Gretton,” 1 said humbly,
‘try to behvo me, try o forgive.

*But he snatched away his haud as
though my fingers burned him, his oyes
shono with thewr evil ghtter, his voico
hiterally trembled with passion, as ho said
botwoen his teoth—

s *Never, 8o long as wo may live! I
nover trust & traitress ; and, if you wish
to know how I forgive the women who
have wronged me, usk Xady Ohvia
Blake.’

“They wero tho last words ho over
spoko to me, Arthur. No wonder that
they linger in my mind. I hardly uader-
stood them thon ; but afterwards, when
all things wero confused and musty in my
thoughts, thoso words rang 1n my cars in-
coasantly.”

Sho gaused again, lhor hands tightly
locked, her cyes gazing into the deepen-
ing shadows of tho mght with a straiped
and prinful intensity. Arthur did not
daro to spoak, to haston in any way the
disclosuro that was so slow to coimne.

“Tho hours scemed long — horribly
long, Arthur—and yot I must havo pass-
od them in o sort of tranco.  Long after
my maid had left mo for the night I sat
by tho open windosw, thinking, thinking
in 2 mazo of miscry, till I fellinto a dull
heavry slocp—a aleep that left mo no con-
saousncas of my present surmundings—
only an abiding scnse of paun and fear.
Ard, whilo I slept, Arthur, I dreamed a
dream—such a atrangely vivid, dreadful
dream that I woko from it trembling from
Lead to foot, and with great drops of per
spirstion on my forchead. 1 thought that,
while Xord do Gretton sat writing in the
Toom below, with his heart full of bitter-
ness and anger, a shadow camo nearer and
noarer ;and I knew thatitcamo to do hum
harm. I saw itsouthinoe cleatly in the
moonlight, tall, black, and slender, a
graceful womans shape.  Tho faco was
Iudden ; hut 1 caught the ghtter of fierco
cyes, and 1n thesmall whito hand another
ghtter that mado my heart stand aull, 1
ticd to scroam, to warn tho man, whe
noever raised his head, of tho dreaaful
thing that drew nearer cvery moment ;
but horrer had paralyzed my overy facul-
g‘; I could nnt atiroreary. 1 heanla

p ay of pain, aclear and cruc! laugh,
the sound of taunting voices, and a heavy
fall.  Then thospell that held moseemed
suddenly to snap, and 1n an ageny of ters
ror l—awnko |

“8a iv had been but a droam afterall !
T wasatill in tho velvet chair by tho open
window, Stllneax perfect and ntenss
ramned arcund.  Farup inthoclear Mo
of tho heavena tho mren ahieno wath {ul)
brightness, making cach nook and comner
of the ganlen dutinctly  vinblo; foom
ITR00 th torraco tho Invely light passcu
down, tllit hinganad en tho glaad splon.
dwr of tho sea~and, Ll where 1
would, tn flying figuro wavin aight. It
wa]x ?dmxn, Heavon—z droara
only

I sank back in my ohair, aahamed te/

find how intense was my fouling of reliief,
how strong a hold tho vanished visin
had had upon mo. It was long befure ]
could control the wild throbbing of my
heart, or regain anythung liko composure,
but 1t camo at last; and, worn out und
oxhausted, I unce moruv duzed off, to
be unce more roused by alung movan of
pain.

“This tune, howover, the scund did
not ceaso with my slumboer, as Ieat, celd
and shaking, in the chill gray murning
light. I_lward it again, and yet again—
a sound to freozo the blood in yuur veins,
a suund hiko the moan of a wounded am-
mal too weak to cry aloud.

*Almost mechanically, conscivus in
an unconscivus way that that piteous
zound had reached no ear but mune, 1
ruse to my feet, and, obuying sumo 1m
pulse boyund my vwn cuntrol, desconded
the stairs and entered the little rvom in
which Lord de Grotton had told mo he
should be ‘on guard.' I found—— Oh,
Arthur, 181t any wundor that the sight 1
looked on drove mo mad ”

Shebrukedown in a passion of hysteri-
cal tears ; Arthur let her cry, restraining
his impationco by & giant effort for her
sako. f: such tears lay tho best medicino
for the uverwrought nervesand uvertaxod
brain.

Ho hold ono hand within his own
strorng clasp, 1n firm assurance of his sym-
pathy ; but it was not till the sobs had
died away, and tho girl tried to snilo
gratefully through her tears, that he
spoko at all—then he said gontly—

“Do not dwcll on details that distross
you, but finish the story, like my own
vrave girl. You found Lord do Gretton
—dcad "

“Not dead, but dying,” sho said in a
low shaking vaice. *‘He still lived when
1 knelt besido hun, bul that was all. The
blood ran ko a niver rvund him , it was
on my dress, iny hands—everywhero ;
aud his faco was white—oh, 80 horribly
whito! I should have thought him dead
but for tho dreadful glitter of his oyes
and that broken cry—it was faint as the
faintest whisper. Then I tried to misc
his head, to cry aloud; but my veico
failed, and ho motioned mo back. He
tried to move, to speak, failed, and closed
lus cycs—tricd again, and, by a supremo
cffort, jerked out ono word—tho word
that had beon tho haunting koy-noto ta
my dream—*0livia ;' and so, with a brief
convulsive struggle, he died.”

**And you " ArthurBeaupre asked, in
tones of infinite compassion, asho lail
his hand on tho dewn-bent head, and
thanked Heaven in his inmost heart that
oven this ray of hiplit, faint and uncertain
as it nas, had pierced tho darkness of the
night and given promise of the dawn at
hand.

“1"—tho awcot voico was sharpened by
keen pan, tho sweet uplhifted eyes wero
fuled with aelf-rcpm‘lch}ul light—""1 was
not brave, Arthur, I wasnot what you
called me. 1 dropped liko o dead thing
by Lord do Gretton s side, and, when 1
awoke, 1t was broad dag. [t was too late
to summon help, twolato for anything.
Lthink I went miad in that moment, Ar-
thur! Thoaight of the rigid motivnless
figure, of the blood that lay around me,
that stiffened on my dress, my hands, my
fcet, tho hepelessness of my own future,
a craven foar oof the lifo that scemed 3o
incomprehensibly cruel—all seemed to
atr mo t» aaudden frenzy, and lid me
tako my fatoin my own handa. 1 furgot
all thesa thange — ovnscience, religion,
duty—all bt tho sweet and cany daath
thsrawaited mo thero at the cliff’s foot ,
and, hito » thing possessed, I rushed to
micet . You kniow the rest,” aho said,
with a strawned sob,  *‘Heaven sent ny
belter angel, Nettie, toiny rescuo, and
fnr all tho montha that followed I e
racmbered hittle mipe—ninthing dut the
atgrlata devenion with whiclhi Vanoe and
ahie havo watchald, and tended, anl sxeri-
ficd themaclies 8 me—me, Whom they
thought a munleress *°

The shad: ws Yad gathered unnoticed
und tho young pir as they 2at abasero-

od in their ewn esnvermalion; oxnly the

faint moonlizht and tho uncortain glim
mor of tho lamp acrusa the street lighted
the rvumn now.  Arthur stuud by the win
duw, lovking out abstractedly, his wholo
thought engrossed by the stury he had
heard.  Suddenly ho turned 1o Nora—
who, lost in a painful reverie, sat by tho
table-—and spuko yuickly, with a nervous
jar in his voico—

“Nora, dearest, go away for a littlo
while to your rvom. A lady has just
como into the house, and I think -I fear
Go, deavest, to please mo !

A littlo surprisod, but unquestioningly
vbedient, Noni ruso at once and moved
towards tho door ; it opencd in her faco,
and disclused Cristino Singleton !

Noura recognized hor stop-sister at ouce,
but Cristine, whuse veil of sputted not
cunfused her vieiun, and whosu eyes wero
not trained to the dusk, naturally con-
cluded that tho slender forin was that of
BMra. Vancoe Singleton.

*‘My dear sistor,” she cried, with out-
stretchiod hand, aud her st fasciuating
smile, ‘I have come, in spite of Vance's

rolubition, to mako acquuintance with
ance’s wifo. I knowwe shall lovo each
other dearly.”

Sho bent her fair head with the words,
prepared to imprint the kiss that is the
absolutely necessary seal of friendships
feminine. Nora drow asido instinctively;
tho one clear line of light fell straight
across the fair proud face, defining it with
startling cffect agninst the blackness of
tho surrounding ahsdows

Cristino grov absolutely livid ; a cry
rose to her lips, but it found no utteranco.
Recognition was instantanecus, andas in-
stantaucous was the paralysing terror that
soemed turning her to stono.

“'Nor,” sho criod at last, ina Loarso
broken voice—*Nora—or—or—"

She paused, trembling from hoad to
foot, oppressed with tho horror of a
supomntura.l presenco; then, as Nora
neither moved nor spoke, sho fell sudden-
1y upon her knces, upraising both hands,
with an exceeding bitter cry—

‘‘Forgivo mne, Nora, cruclas I way!”

“Hush |” Nom said, with a grave
sweetness that scomed half angelic to tho
conscienco-strickon woman and the listen-
ing man, ‘It is for me to fear you now,
Cristine; 1 am not dead, and you can givo
mo up to justice with a word.”

CHAPTER XXVI.

Lady Olivin Blake sat in tho tiny lux-
uriously-furnishod niest sho called her
own suuggery, awaiting with somo im-
patience tho arrival of an expecred guest.
1t was barely twilight—a rosy glow atill
lingered in tho waoster. sky; but her
ladyship’s curtains were all drawn, and
tho hight of a dezen wax candler not be-
ing congidered cnough tollnainato the
small rvom, a large muderatar Jamp upen
a centru-table diffused a bright radiance
arsund. Light was a cmne with Lady
Olivia ; tho aun could never blaze too
fully into overy corner of het Louse , and,
when tho sun retired, sho auld nat sup-
oly his placo with ten many lights.
‘Nawmlly her older femirine friends
wondered among themselves that *‘dear
Olivia, with whem complexion was never
a strong point,’” aud whoe, since her disa
peintment, hal gvwn quite tod dread-
1ully pinched, andthin, andsalluw, should
carce to throw such astrong revealing light
upen lier fading charma ; and one expedi-
ally intimate individual, who fclt that
such an absurd illumination was & wrang
to her claborato “‘make.up,” ventured to
remnnatrato with her on thoaubject.

1§ lavo the dack becassa iy deads aro
cvil pethape,” sho sid, with a deprecat-
ing amilo, *'bat, thesgh yrur ennssienco
may bo ¢lear, my dear Olivia, you aheuld
havo $ono MEXCY on your vikbe' m-
plexiona.”

“The sun that oorer hery will nat
sovrch them,” was the sheztand barely
SHUTioNUS ANRWET.

“Sarch them ! No; bhut"—with a
little shauldershrug and pretuly alectod
laugh—""though yau_disdan thom, thero
are zecseis of tho toilotle, you knew.”




