TRUTH.

LOVE THE VICTOR.

OHAPTER XL —(Coxz"NuED,)

“That big Guardsman ought to be pre-
seated with a gold medal,” he says to him-
sclf, with a shrug: ¢ he has actualiy per-
auaded her to amlo.”

“\Vell,” says tno “big Guardsman,” ca-
sconcing himself comfortably somewhere ac
her feet,—they are quite shaded from the
insido ot the room by curtains and a hugo
ottomnan—** you didn’t think to see me hero
to-night, did you?1”

*‘Indced, no. You were a thorough sur-
prise. I know it couldn’t have been from
the skics,—you are not ethereal enough for
that; but where did ydu drop from "

“You are vory unkiad ; but I shall pas

that aver. I came from Fifeshire, first, to
somo poople of mine ia Connemara; anv
then Lord Dandeady wrote to mo abow
this affair, and I cameo hero, I came to see
you, you know.,”
“That of course,” says Lady Clontarf
modestly,. Then sho tries to shift her
position & littlo.and looks at him. ‘Do
you know sumething is making me very
uncomfurtablet” she says: ‘**isit yout I
fecl as if you were sitting un my dress. Are
you?l’

“ Really I"—inuocenily, —“I believe I
am,” shitting his position, too, but very
olightly, and rather moro to hor than from

en

> Well, who would have thought it?
says Cluntarf, who up to this hus stooc
stricken to the earth by surprise. ‘Ifan
fellow had told me she could-counld .
tivety— On, bang it, you know) It seems,
then, that Iam the only ono to whom ahe
cannot talk, *

Hovnor compelling him, he walks away—
most unwillingly, e it said to his greater
credit—unti! he is beyond earshot.

* How lovely Mes. Mgutague Smythe is
looking to-uight!” ssys® Dons, presently.
slluding to & warricd beauty within, whe
always takes her walks abroad with at least
a doxn adumirersat her heels, and whoase
convevient hushaad is in Japan,

“Issnc? I couldnt seo any but you.
She's tho womun with the queer eyes and
the big mouth, isn’t she? Clontarf's old
flame, 1 mean. * There is no preweditatec
wialice in Bouvenies speech ; it is merely
idle. Ho is not in love with Doris. but the
second nature he has acquired - ompels nim
to make laughing love tu every pretty wo-
man ho meets. Indeed, what he has just
now said barely touches Lady Clontarfs
ears in passing, aud affects her not atall,

“ Was she 201" sho saya, smuling. * She
is pr-tty encugh to have been the old flame
of many a oue.”

“ She makes too much of it,” says Bou
veric, with a shrug. ‘A woman can have
her little triumphs, but she neednt hang
her 's'edpc at her belt for atl the world to
sec.

‘“You speak bitterly. Has she"—with
an amused glance—** got your scalp

* Don't be hypocritical,” says Bouverie,
reproachfally. **You becamo tho owmer of
that long since.”

“Weil, never mind: it has evidently
grown again,” says Doris, glancing expres-
sively at the luxuriant crop of curly brown
hair thas .races the top of his head.

At this they botk laugh aloud, and Clon-
tazf, who has gone buyond reach of their
words, but not of their laughter, grinds his
tecth a little, a1an neverso indiffer-
eat to his wife, still ho will object toanother
man’s fainteat admiration.

* So you have been at Conncmara,” says
Doris, presently. “ I wonder thoy dida’t
murder ticm, koowing you to be & hated
Sasacaach.”

“They were too busy mutuering their
landlords.—And 30 you went to Cannes,
that month my heart broke ¥ -

‘‘Yor quite a littlo time. Lord Cloatart
wanted to get back to his shooting.”

*Soulless being ! In his place I should
bave ‘orgotten thero was such a thing as a
partridge.”

“Wonldyou? After all you aro vnly »
man. And what bluest lake or most golden
aky could compare with a grouse ora par-
tridgo "

* Ishouldn't have wanted to stay becazso
of tho blucst lakes.”

*For mo, then? Bat, you ace, you could
¥ing me home with yoa, aad bave your
g.ouse t00.”

 No, I couldn't,” says Bouverio. ¢ That
is just what is breakiog iny peace.”

Uere they both laugh again; and Clon.
tarf, who won'’t go away, tells himsclt sav-
agel{ that ho can’tstand much more of this,

*\Whero do you usually stay when in
town 1" asks Bouverie,

‘I wtayed at the Langham last time,”

¢ And next time 1"

I think Lord Duandoady has a houso in
Portland ‘S:hnu'e, or somewhcere.”

‘‘ You will go over next year, of course ¥’

‘“How can I'say? Do you kaow you are
4 very severe croas-oxaminer? You should
1ave gone to the bar,”

“No! Am1? That isnot being well
%u:::rcd, is it? I must cure myself of
[2:13
. “You don't consider things, You say
just what you like.”

“DoI? Woll, if only to carry out the
character you give me, and prove you in the
right, I shall tll you now that I think you
are looking very lovely to-night.”

*That is hardly & compliment. It

suggests a doubt as to whether I waa lovely.

yeswerday, or whether I shall be so to-mor-
row. A transient loveliness is not to be
-luim'('l; it carries .disappointment in its

I think you lovely always,” says Bou.

erie, tenderly,

“1 wm tired of you: go away,” says
Doris, lightly. ' Thatis you favorite waltz
just begun, and no doubt some fair oneis
vinioy for you, Go; I want to sit here and
‘est myselt for a little whilo in silence.”

Thaus diumissed, he goes: and Doris, lean-
wg back in her seat within the curtains,
4azes thoughtfully upon tho sleeping gar-
den down below,

CHAPTER XII.
41 wiste not what wus advers'ty
Till 1 couid fice tull higa under tho sky.”
* Alas! what wonder i3 it, thoughahe wept

Clontarf, missing the drowsy hum of the
two voices, glances quickly toward the opeu
window where Doris sits, and sces oven in
this uucertain light that she is aluse,

Shsll he go and speak to her, aud tell her
what exyuisito pleasure it has afforded bhim
10 see hee 30 unliko herself to night, so light
and glad of heart? A moments reflection,
nowoser, convincing him that sarcasm of
this sort is not to be successtully delivered
ny men of his calibre, he determines on ro
fraining from this style of oratory. But
shall he speak to her novortheless? He
basn't addressed her once all tho evering.
He has been then, beyond doubt, wantiog
in courtesy toward her.

Involuntarily he moves closer, until he
finds himself stauding just outside the open
window, but hidden from her, partly by
sume heavy drooping crecpers that hang in
rank luxurianco from the walls, and partly
by the fa:t of her head beiog turned directly
away from him,

he secns 30 rapt in  thought, to bave 30
suddenly relapsed into all her old icy calm
and impencuablo melaacholy, that ho hesi-
tates about disturbing her,

His hesitation is still holding him silent,
when two uther voices break upon the air,
and put an end forever to his half<formed
design, They are clowe,~—theso voices,—
directly insido tho curtains, and soon claim
his sttention, and herstoo, They ave pretty,
soft, low, feminiue voices, pitched just now
in the most approved key for gossiping

Enrposa. Evidently tho owncrs of them
ave taken their positions on the ottomau
alroady mentioned that helps to screen

Doris’s resting - place from those within, and
810 now preparing to ca on with an
unctuousneas that epeaks for itsolf a con.
vorsation hegun in soino other cozy nook.

*“I hear even her birth (putting aside al.
together tho fact of its being so deplorably
low) isn’t quito all it ought to be,” says No.
Ono, in & tone sabdued, but rich in enjoy-
ment.

**You mean,” says No. Two, evidently
leaniog forward in hopeful anticipation of
whet is yet to come.

“That it lacked tho sanctlon of tho
Church,—that there was, in fact, no cere-
mony."”

¢ Ceremony

¢ Marrisgo ccremony !” somowhat im.
S:icndy. *“Thoy say that terrible old
tello forgot to take his wifo to church,”

“How absurd I says No. Two, withan
amused Jaugh, that suggests, aa plaioly as
though thoy can seo it, that the spoaker Is
lifting hor brows in_ doprecation of sucha
naughty matter, and is shruggiog her dainty
shoulders,

¢ It makes no difforence to Lord Clontarf,
however, Tho fortuno is hers boyond a
doubt. Self mado people, who don't know
the meaning of property entailed, can always
do justico in suchcases. Clontarf took very
ﬁood caro to look to that, of course, before

e married her,”

With a badly-suppressed exclamation
Clontarf comes siddenly forward into the
full light of the moou and his wife's eycs.
She has sprung to her fect, and now stands
before him, motionless as one stabbed to the
heart. Her faco is ghastly pale, her eyes
dark with anguish. As their glances meet,
he instinctively puts out his i&nd to her,
but wi h u passiounte gesture she repulses
him, and, moving quickly by him, runs
down tho ateps and disappears into the cold
shadows below, R

His first movement is to follow her, but
he checks it, and with a heavy frown upon
his forshead tears aside the custatns,
and stands pale and stern before the hurri-
fied slanderers,

¢ Pardon me, madam,” he says, addreasing
her who is nearest to him, *if I interrupt
your conversation for one inomest. For-
tunately, I was near enough just now to
hiear what you were saywy about my wife,
[ am sure”—with a bitter sneer—**i* will
¥ive you inexpressible pleasure to know
that whosvor invented tuat false story of
bor birth—{ied i

Withuut waitiog for rejoindor from cither
ut the guesta, whoindeed have too thorough.
ly collapsed to bo capable of it, he ouce
moro steps on to tro balcony, and, with his
veins tingling and his blood on fire from
shame ana pity, horushes down the balcony
steps in search of Doria,

At last ho tinds her. Sheis sitting on the
marble edge of a fountain sume distance
from him, aud is crying, vot angrily or
passionately, but with oxcreding bitterness.
As h- draws nearer, grieved at heart for
tor, he can sce the teams are ruuning quickly
down her checks throngh her clasped tingers,
and that her attituue ts heart broken,

His comivg step svuuging upun her ear
rouses her from her devp griot, aud, ricing

with nervous ha te. she t.akes a8 movement | P

w though she would wiilingly ercape ; but
seeing it is t0o late to do 1t ctectually, she
changes her mind, und nstead comes im
puleively towa d him,

¢ It 15 not truo,” she says, with vehement
oassion, but 1n s low tune It was a lie!
You must believe that. 1¢ can be proved ~'

*\Why will you spenk to me like this?’
says Clomarf, regretiully. **1 want no

wroof.  You spoks to s once of & pousaible
riendship betwesn us, but what has wiisen
instead ! Almost an enmity, as it secis to
me Proof is uunccessary.” |

s]1t will be botter,” sheaays, stil! with
great excitement. ¢ I must have you satis
ned on that poiat.” She holds out her
hands to him with a geature of pitcous ap-
peal; her faco is na pale us death; her cyes
aro full of u atrango sac tight ; her lips are
trembling.  Suddenly—evin as sho looks
at him—sho breaks down, ‘¢ 1t is not true,
indced, what thoso horriblo women aaid !’
she cri=s, in an avguish pf shame, buating
into tears.

¢4 I know it.” says Clontarf, deeply moved.
Takiog cue of her hands, he holds it fast.
* X know "—vyery carncatly—*‘ it was a most
shameful lie, So foulish o one, too, as tobe
uoworthy of comment, Why will you
think of it?"

* X would bo (oo much 20 beat!" uxclaims
sho, brokenly, all her uaual sclf-prsseasion
fursakiog her inher need.  With surprise,
Clontarf sces tho cold, proud woman change
into & sad, imploring girl, and fcels that sho
is awecter for tho chango. lchasfcrgotten
how he felt hal ;ngrf with her a few min.
utcs since, because she had accmed hlﬂ:y
and light of heart with Bouverio; or, if he
remembers it, it is only with a pang of ro-

¢ that ho could cver have grudged this
urt and wounded spirit its small touch of

rety.
% You haven't ﬁzt it to boar,”” ho says,
gently; **remomber that. You aro aver-
wrought now, but to-morrow you will laugh
at this folly, It isan ugly onc, but atilt.
only a trific after all.,”

**1 cannot Jaugh at i%,"” sho says, roleas.
ing her hand from his, and pushing back
tho aoft loose hair from her brow, with a
little distractod air. *‘Everything is

wretched and miserablo, and hopoleas; but
any doubt about—abwut that, would be hor.
riblet You marrivd me, knowing me to bo
of low origin. I"—proudly—*do not
shriok from that thought; but anything
moro,—such a shame—"" Again her voico
fa ls hor,

‘“Even If this story wore true,” says
Clontarf, dsliberataly, “it could make no
difference to me at afl, You are now and
forever my wife.”

‘¢ Al | true,” murmurs she, with mourn-
ful meaning ; and, almost as if speaking to
herself and nnconscious of his presence, she
goes on. ¢ The moncy would still be mino 1"
she says, in a low tone.

Her voice, her words, the dvooping de-
jection of her head, all plerce him to his
very soul, He is Litterly ofended  Turn-
ing away from ber, he walks rapidly back
to the house by the path by which he had
come, But when a hundred yards lie bo.
tween themn, he atops short, hesitates, and
fipally returna to her.

She is nvidently glud of his return, be-
cause she looks up as he gains herside, and,
uusolicited, holds out to him the hand she
had somewbat ungruciously withdrawn
from bis, a while ago,

*“That cursed wmoney!” he says, with
some agitation. *¢It has been our undoing.”

* it nas indeed,” roturus she, almost in-
audibly, with lowered yes.

“1 wish—" begins he impulaively, and
then grows sileut.

“Thut we hud never mat?”

*No; but thut we had met under other
circumatances,” replies he, slowly.

A awift wave of color eweeps over her
face. She draws her breath quickly, snd
tooks as if she would willingly have spoken,
but w—becsuss of a long formed resolution
—mute. Then sho sighs, and throws up
her head hurriedly, as one mizht if determ-
inedly putting from one a forbidden hope.
Her eyes are dry now, buthertaceis udK:r
than before. Clontarf, secivg this, comes
to & wiony coucluston,

I hope yuu ure not going to distrecy
yourself any further about that absurd bit
of vulgar gossip, ' he says, kinaly.

In the decper thought that had eprung to
life beneuth lis lant words, +he hat tor the
moment forgutten the cruel slander to which
tho had been un unwilliug histenor  But
noiw it returns to her with & pavg of sharp
alld,

** All the world, perhaps, believes it, or
will beneve it sho says, nervously.

¢ Nou ooo can beliove 1t It 1s theshinplest
thing 1n the world 10 a8 :ertatn.”

** f'hose two worien beltove 18,

“No; votnow | weatwthem Itold
them— Woll, I brlieve =1 cun assure you
that they wiil nuver even hintut it agam

s You l—you weut te than le—gou tsok
my part!’savs Done, goivg nvarer to him,
und looki- g av him with jrofound surprise.
Presently ber oyes fill aith taars Thete e
the most intense gratitu ¢ i overy o of
the beautitul countena.wn uplifted o bis in
the meoulight.

That she 13 beautiful occurs to Cloniarf
at this momont as a revelation. The deli-
cato oval of her face, ita pure expression,
tho quivering carnvst Jipe, the large sad
cyes, all cry aloud to him for adwiration.
It i3 & m-at fair faco at any tume, dbut fairer
now than he has over scen it.—oow

* When that cloud of pride, which oft doth dark

Her goodly lixhe,”
haa been snatched fiom her by her sorrow
and her tears.

Tho moonbeams, palo and languid (the
dawn is closc at hand), are lying sleepily
upon the pale-green ground of her satin
gown and arc lusing themselves amidat the
tiny meshes of her lace. Hor J)crfoct arma,
rounded and dimpled as & child's, are naked
%o the shoulder, and hung bofore her fna
carcless abandonment; her fingers are in-
terlaced; her slight but posee figure is
drawn up toits fulleat height. Her cyes
are fixed on his,

«It was nothing,” ho hurricdly,
anywering moro her glanco her words,
¢ Could 1 hear yuu 2~ orossly - ligoed, acd
stand by silent ? Sarcly it “7as my right to
spcak.  You aro"—hecoluis alightly—* my
wife,”

¢ Aht that is tvrue,” sho says, her low
trainante voico sounding somowhat desolato,
¢ It would havo been a terriblo thing foryou

to have “:§ such a lio stand.”

{T0 BE CUNTINUZD.)

Dot .onsidT:r any virtus trivial, aad
80 nege ctit, or any vice trivial, and a0
piactize it




