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TRUTI.

CUPIDITY AND CRINE.

CHAPTER 1V. —(Custiaten.)

¢ Is your head better, aear ¢ sheasked,
with the annjousinterest sho always mam-
fested nuw in the guls shghtest hnent.
4 Cristino, give your sister acup of tea,
You look a little better for your rest.”

1 am better, thank you,” Nora said
yuivtly, * though 1 have net been vesting
all tho time. 1 had sume vsiters to enter-
tain.”

Mrs. Bruce and Cristino exchanged
glances, and the fonmer said, with some-
thing like a return to her old mmpenous
manner—

* You shoald not has e seen them, child.
It was very urong.”

“Why * Noma's clear sorrowful gray
eyes widened a littlo with the word.

Mrs. Bruce coughed in an uncomfort-
able fashion.

“Well, there is no real reason, I sup-
pose ; but it is not the usual thing for a
young bride-clect to recevo cvery idlo
coller.”

Cnstine laughed irreverently to hear
her maother expounding the laws of cti-
quette, and even Noma's face brightened
with a momentary smile.

*That may be,” she smd, with the
faintest touch of mockery in her tono;
** but these were not idle callers, I assure
you, From cach I received a special
message, aud I could hardly deny mysel€
ts Lord de Gretton’s kinswoman or to
your son.”

“Then you saw Lady Olivia Blake ¥
Miss Singleton asked, drawing her chair
a little nearer in tho cagerness of her
curiosity, and fixing her shining light
eyes on Nora's face, as though sho would
read there the object and result of the in-
terview.

But Mrs. Bruce's interest hiad taken an
abrupt turn in another direction. Hard
and sclfish as she was, she had a mother’s
heart for her children, and its warmest
comer was rescrved for her handsomo un-
satisfustory son.  When she thought of
him, even Lord de Gretton and the grand
marriage on which her soul was set seem-
cd things of small account.

“ Has Vance been here i she eried, in
tones of quick vexation, ¢ Hew tiresome
that I should just miss the dear boy! I
did not know he was in town.”

“Never mind Vance now, mother,”
Cristine aaid, with an impaticnt frown.
<1 want to hear about Lady Olivia.”

“And never mind Lady Olivia now,
Nora ; I want to hear about my dear boy.”

Mss. Bruce =poke with unusual firmness
and decision, uninfluenced foronce by her
daughter's petulant  displeasure. Nora
locked from ono speaker to the other and
shrugged her shoulders slightly.

“Which shall I obey when you givo
such contradictery orders 1

“Me," said her step-mother promptly.
¢ Cristine is only curious; Iam really
treubled about my boy.  Where is he
staying, Nera, and when shall we scehim
—to-night 1 :

Aiss Bruce hesitated oddly over her
answer; and Cristine, who heard the re-
port of her bruther’s procecdings with
ostentatious indifferenco and inattenticn,
but studicd her step-sister chacly all the
whiie, fancicd that the palo face tlushed a
little when at Iastshe spoke.

¢sNo; ho will not be in Londen for
some time.  Ho wished me to bid you all
good-bye, and say that he would not be
with you amain until after Chnstmay™

“Noral” There was so much agitated
incredulity and sincero di in the
mother's tone that Nom's soft heart was
touched ; even Cristino crndescended o
show something like interest inthe natter
ab last.

¢ Mter Christmas ! she cried, with a
m{mcm’lions lifting «f her light brows.
“iEnwabsurd! Of evurse he means ta
be yressat at tho wedding 7

“Hedresnoty"” l\'\‘muxswon\l\,uic\l;;.
noet raling her eyes from the diamond

xing that glittered vn her slender fingers
and always saemed to attract ker gaso hy
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a specivs of fascination.  ** That was why
ho camo now to bid mo good-bye.”

“And bonow monvy, 1 suppoeso '
Cristme cried angnly.  Hey u}umnu of
hor Lrother was not specially high, and
sho had always bittesly yesonted hisavow
ed preference for Ins stop-sister

Mrs. Bruce gave a bitter hittle ery, and
rmsed her handkerchief to her cyes.
Cristine's suggestion scemed only tdo prob.-
uble ; but tho harduness of it hurt and
vshamed her. In 2 half-hearted fashion
sho began to apologise and expluin ; but
Nom, with something like indignation,
checked her.

« Nothing of the sort " she eried quick-
Iy, her Jovely oyes aglow and passion lend-
ing to Jier palo face some of its old rich
color. * For shame, Cristine, to speak
50 of your brother ! You ought to know
him better.”

*1 speak so preciscly because 1 do
know him,” Crisline rctorted, with an
obstinato look. ** Confess now that ho is
in some scrapo, that he told you same-
thing ho dared not say to us. Al, 1
thought so!"—with a cruelly exultant
laugh. “Vance has lung ceased to bo an
idol and a delusion to me.”

“You have but ono idol, Cristine,”
Nora answered, with urusual Litterness;
but she did not deny Diss Singleton's
suggestion ;and Mrs. Bruce, who had been
watching her almost affectionately, read
iu that silence a confirmation of her worst:
fears,

¢ Another scrape,” she said wretchedly
~—*another quarrel with your father—
more debts to pay! Oh, Vance, Vzucee,
you will break my heart somo day 1”

Nora had small reason to love her step-
mother or pity herself-wrought wues. She
knew better than any one how far the
weak mother-love, theinjudicious petting
ho received, had gone to ruin all that was
good and manly in Vance Singleton's
aature, how long the handsome high-
spirited boy had been cncouraged in a
ruirous idleness and a rebellious spirit
that sct all discipline at naught, how far
Iio owed it to his mother that at seven-
and-twenty lie was a scapegrace, a spend-
thrift, without a profession, and friend-
less, with his way to make in the werld

All this Nora remembered then, not
bitterly, but with an intenso pity for tho
woman who, sho thought, must find such
sorry comfort in her afflictions. She did
not know that to characters of MMrs.
Bruce's type all things muat como from
without, Inasmuch asremorsoneverassails
them. They can imagine a world in arms
has wrought them woe, never in any cir-
cumstances that thoy themsclves have
done wrong. But Nora know nothing of
this; she saw tho florid faco mrow pale
and tho hard eyes dim ; and, acting on a
sudden impulse, she knelt by her step-
she gaid brightly and oo:xxing}f. “Vanco
is in no scrapc—ho is in excellent spirits ;
and ha did not come to borrow money, as
Cristino unkindly suzgests, but to bring
me o present.  Look)”  And with a
pretty triumph in tho pleasure sho gave,
sho opened a tiny case and Showed a ring
sct with four milk-white pearls,

“Did Varce give you thati” Cristine
hroke in incredulously ; while Ars. Bruce
Tooked ait it almnst with awe.  An incon-
siderablo itcia indeed in the gorgecus list
of tho future Lady de Grelton's wodding-
presents, from peuniless Vance it was a
rare and cnstly gift.

“XHo did indced !” Nora cried proudly
and _her gmay cyes btrightened thnagh
suick grateful tears, ** Nuw, Mrs, Btuce,
you are et to fret for Vance, nat te
drubt him or inquire the reas'n «f his
ahsence yet, but wait in patience untal he
an explainall.  That, with a kisg, was
his messaze to you, and there our inter-
view ¢nded.”

AMrs. Bruce Ivid 1 doubtiul still; but
the darker shadows had vanishad inm her
face as she handed back the ring and re-
turned Nera'’s kiss,

“Ywish I had seen him, jowr Doy
Howerer, 1 dare sy it isallfirthe bt

*Of o urse it iy, mother ! Cristine said
snappishly.  **Even if Liois T en awild.
givso chase, tho govemner will bo pleased

Tan—

that he should try somothing, and, as
Lord do Grotton so decidedly disapproves
of him, ho is just s woll vut of the way. *

Al the now louk of hfo and brightnuss,
all tho intercst kindled by her stop-
brothor's visit and the impulse to defend
him diod out of Nora's face, and tho old
dull look of resignation camo back, True,
sho raised her dark head proudly, and
said, in clear incisivo tones—

¢ Lord do Gretton has nover preswmed
to speak slightingly of Vance m my pre-
senco.”

But, tho littlo cffort made, gho sank
back wearily in Irer place, and the gray
oyes regained ther old lovk of far-off
patient pain.  Cristine howover soon
broke inn upon her rovene

“ Well,” she cried sharply. ** Vanco
hias had cnough attention now, I hope!
Perhaps I may have my question answer-
ed at Iast 7"

Nora looked round dreamily,

“Your question! What was it, Cris-
tino 1"

*“A comprchensive one, my dear,”
Cristine laughed—"1 want to hear all
about Lady Olivia's visit 1"

Nora roused hersclf wearily at tho
words. She hated talking moro than was
absolutely necessary ; hor thoughts wero
always more or less confused and ramb-
ling now, andshe collected them only with

in and difticulty., To speak of Vance
indeced had been ne cffort ; but Vance,
with all his faults, wasdear $o her ; more-
over, he was a part of the old life that
was_slipping so surcly from lier. She
would talk of himaslong as they wished 5
but what could she say of Lady Olivia's
visit but that sho shrank fro  the subject
with a vague unreasenable dislike.

“\Was her Ladyship very vierpewering 1
Did she try to patronise you, child¢”
Mrs. Bruce asked, thinking she had hit
upon a probable reason for the girl's look
of oxtreme distaste.

«Oh, dear, no 1” Nora said, with indig-
nant sincerity.  ** She was—nice, 1 think,
but a little strangoe in manner, as though
she wero intenscly curious and yct think-
ing of something clso all the time.”

* A very uncomfortable manner ” Cris-
tine remarked, with a laugh. *Do you
think her s« handsome, Nora (™

This time Nora's answer came without
hesitation of any kind.

¢ Most beautiful, in o grand imperial
fashion that half frightensyou.  Hercyes
aro"—the girl’s own eyes darkened and
dilated, as though they gazed upon semoe
terrifying object still—“1 de ot know
lhow to describe them—so dark and so
bright, with a st of jewel-iko glitter
that daz=lcs and thrills you. ™

My dear Nom ' Mrs Bruce cried, in
astonishment ; whilc Cristine said, with a
qucer smile—

“Well, if you do not caro to discuss
your visitor, it is net that she failed t
impress you.  Did you ever make such a
study of a2 pair of cyes before 37

Nera anly shook her head, and Mrs,
Bruco said blandly—

“We¢ have always heard that Spanish
mother’s side and essayed ta cunfirt her,

“Yau are quite wing, Mrs. Bruce,”
cyes aro something cut of the ovmmon
way ; and, you knew, Lady Olivia is half
a Spanianl.”

** In she " Nom ssked, lifting herhead:
with freshiencd interest, and trving to re-
call something she hiad haicly heard alwaut
her eddly impressive guest,

“(h, yes? Doyort ot remewber Leond
de Grettem 1A usthat his uncle married,
when quite an old man, a very heautiful
Spanish lady, whe died at Lady Olivia's
tarth 1"

“Yex,” Nem said slowly, resting her
chin within her hellowed palra, and striv.
ing to o dlect hier seaattered theughis

They wero anfting dangenausly near
the trath new 2 little mero enlightment
would havesaved hereventhen,  Buther
train was dazed and weary, a mist seva.
od ¢ g ever aud el her thonghte,
and there was nene t help and guide hier
Lo the light.

“Ithank Itemember that—and sme-
thing rarre,” sho addaed alowly ; and the

Jargo vyes turned in garrowful nppeal frem
ono faco to tho othor. ¢ Was she not at
ouo titmo engiged to—hier cousin ¢

Mrs, Bruco and hor daughter oxchang-
cd a glance of guick dismay. Was it pos.
mblo that the prize by which both had
learned to set such sturo might still slip
through their fingers 1

Cristino was first to speak.

$Oh, that old story ! she cried, with
a contemptuous laugh. ** 1f fyou dig up
such antediluvian ancedotes o3 that, you
must be jealous indeed, Nor,"

Nora did net answor ; her lips twitched
nervously st what scemed to her the
crucllest of jesta; but her large lovely
oyes still turned to 3rs. Bruce in dumb
appeal.

** You talk great nonsense, Cristino }”
that lady cricd sovercly, glad to tind vent
for tho agitation of her nervesin a well-
deserved rebuke toher daughter.  “ Nora
is a sensible girl—uot likoly to indulge in
retrospective jealousy or make herself
wretched over shadows.  She knows that
Lord de Gretton's past belongs to himscli,
his futuro to her only.”

*¢ 1 am not jealous,” Nora said ; and her
voico rang out with a sudden s]mr{mcss
of bitter scorn and fierce disgust. What
cruel hypocrites they were, sho thought,
tallking of jealousy to her, when they
kuew that the one love of her hife lay
dead in Arthur Beaupro's grave, that a
cold duty anda lifcless, loveless obedience
were all she had promised Lord do Grot-
ten! “Iamnot jealous, and you know
it. T had another reason for asking about
Lady Olivia Blake.”

¢ Of course, my dear—a natural curio-
sity,” said Mrs, Brueo soothingly. * For-
tunately I can tell you the whole story
at once. Sho was engaged to her cousin,
Lord de Gretton, when she was a younyg
thing—cighteen or so—and he—well, o
good bit younger than ho is now—not
that I think a husband a bit tho better for
being this side of the fiftics,” Mrs. Bruce
added, in a prudent parenthesis, as sho
stole a sharp side-glance at the cagerly
listening girl. * Wel), it was a family
arrangement—no lovo lost en cither side,
I fancy ; and, as often happens, in such
cases, it fell through just before tho day
fixed for tho wedding. My Lady Olivia
took French leave of her disconsolate
bridegroomn and her father’s home, and
cloped with Captain Fraucis Dlake, a
dashing young Irish Hussar, whe had
made fierce love to her all through the
season.” -

A long sigh that was liko the very veice
of disappointinent and despair bwke from
Nem's white lips as she turned her face
from her step-mother’s sharp waze. What
she had expected to hearshe hardly knew §
2 vague wild hinpe of possible frecdiin had
sprung to life and died within the hour—
that wasall

AMiss Singleton  bestewed upon her
mother a glance of warmest apprval,
Heow admirably she had managed Ecr vory
difficult case ! To have denied all engagre-
ment between Lord do Gretton and his
cousin, when at any moment the stery
might reach Nera's cars, when indeed
there was no knowing how much Lady
Olivia herself might tedl, would havo been
dangerous in the extreme; to tell just
half the trath, and fling tho stary lack
into a perind almost antecedent o Nem's
birth—this was grand mendacity indecd
in Cristine’s opinion 3 and sa a Little Iater
sho tuld her much-gratified parent.

“Y did nnt think yu could do any-
thing so dodicately dexterons, nmwther,”
she said when, Nem being safe in Iond de
Gretten's company, the twe wonien dis-
cussed their plans and amanged their
dinner-drosses in Mrs, Drueces nam. X
veally tremblad when you began taspeak.™

M. Bruce scttlel the pee rdint en
hier Hlack velvet shunlders and answered
with evnscdets dignity—

“You might have have known 1 sheuld
net Blunder in sucl a delicate mattcr—
where there was o much at stako ton, 1
have seme tagt, Cristine.”

*Well, 8¢ it soenir,” Cristino agroend,
with her neverdailing lavgh and a stave of

cantid wender.  ““That is what anazes



