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-7& Morninq Monitor, remained eapably ereet. It fed and throve on its
OWn dire poison.

Pauline soon found herself reading, witli misty eyes and indignant heart-
heats, a kind of bale! ul biography of liersel!, in wlich lier career, from hier
rashi early marriage until ber recent entertainment of certain guests, was
niercilessly parodied, ridiculed, vilified. Tliese pages will not chroniele in
any unsavoury details wliat she read. It was an article o! luridly intem-
Perate style, dissolute grammar and gaudy rlietonie. It bit as a brute bites

anId stuag as a wasp stings, without otlier reasoii than that of low, dull
spleen. It mentioned no other name save Kindeloa's, but it shot from
that ons name a hundred petty shafts of malign inuendo.

IIOh, this is horrible ! " at length moaned iPauline. She fiung the paper
away; the tears had begun to stream from lier eyes. IlWhat shall 1 do
against s0 hideous an attaek 1"

Courtlandt was at lier side in an instant. Hie cauglit lier hand, and
the heat of lis own was like that of fever.

"IDo but one thing !" lie said, with a veliemence ail the more startling
because of lis usual unvaried composure. "lBreak away from this folly

'1nce and forever ! You know that 1 love you-that 1 have loved you
for years!i Don't tell me that you don't know it, for at the best you've
only tauglit yourself to forget it ! I've neyer said that 1 loved you before,
but what of that î You have seen the truth a liundred times-in rny
sober way of showing it!1 I've neyer thouglit that you returned the
feeling; 1 don't even fancy so now. But l'un so fond of you, Pauline,
that 1 want you to be my wife, merely liking and respecting me. 1 bate
t, shame inyseif by even speaking of your money, but you can eîgn that
ail1 away to some liospital to-morrow, if you please-you en get it al
t0gether and throw it into the Northi River, as far as I am concerned !
Sendl Kindelon adrift-jilt him! On my soul 1 beg this o! you for your
OWn*r future happiness more than anything else ! I don't say it will be a
,square or riglit thing to do. But it will save you from the second horrible
11itake of your life! You mnade one, that deatli saved you froni. But
this will be worse. It will last your life-time. Kindelon isn't of your
m'onde, and neyer can lie. iliere is so mucl inl that. I arn not speaking
like a snob. But lie lias no mors sense of the proprieties, the nice exter-
nais, the way of doing ail those thousand trifiing things, which, tritling as
they are, make up tliree-quarters of actual existence, than if lie were an
111dian, a Bedoula or a gypsy ! Before Heaven, Pauline, if I thouglit such
a, Iarniage eould bring you liappiness, I'd give you up without a murmur!

"i' not fool enougli to die, or pine, or even mope liecause of any woman
On, the globe not earing for me ! But now, by giving nie the riglit to guar(l

Yu-by making me so grateful to you that only the rest of my life-tirne
'an fitly, show my gratitude, you wili escape ealamity, distress, and years
Of nemorse !"

Lhbad liardly seemed to lier, at first, as if Courtlandt wene really, speaking;
th8intensity was so entireiy uneharactenistie of hîm .these rapid tones

ai7d spirited glanees were so remots from lis accustomed personality.
Yet by degrees she reeognized not abuse tlie quality o! the change,> but its
1 0ltive and source. She could not but feel tenderly toward him, then.

8hie was a woman, and lie had told lier that lie loved lier; this bore its
inlevitable condoning results.

And yet lier voie was almost stern as she now said to hlm, rising, and
rePelling the liand by whieh lie still strove to clasp lier own:

"Ithink that you admitted tliat if I broke my engagement withi Raîpli
Rinldelon it would nlot be--I use your own words, Court-thie square or
light thing to do .. Well, I shall not do it!1 There, 1 hope you are
84tiiàfied"»

Ile looked at lier with a surpassing pain. His liands, while tliey liung
alt lis sides, knotted theinselves. "lOh, Pauline," hie exeiairned, Il I arn
flot satisfied !"'

She met his look steadily. The tears la lier eyes liad vanished, thougli
thOse already shed glistened on lier cheeke. IlVery well. I arn sorry.
Ilove Raîpli Kiadelon. I mean to be lis wife."

"'You meant to be Variek's wife."
"«It 15 horrible for you to liring that up !"» she cried. Il liens 1 commit

110 Mistake. Hie is 'a man o! men 1 He loves me, and I love hlm. Do
Yo(u know anything agaiast him-outsids of the codes and cneeds that
WeOlld exelude hlm from oas of Aunt Cynthia's dancing-classes? "

le".I know this against hirn; lie la not truc. Hie la not to be trusted

Au rings wrong. Hie is not a gentleman-lu the sense quite outside of
Aut Cyathia's definition."

IIIt is false!1" exclaimsd Pauline, crimsoning. "lProve to me,"1 she,
went on witli fooet fire, Ilthat lie le not true-not to be trusted. I dans
You to Prove it."

Rie walked slowiy toward the door. IlIt is an intuition," lie said. "
can't Prove it. I could as soon tell you wlio wrote that villainous thing
'11 the niewspaper, there."

-Pauline gave a laugli o! coldeet conternpt. "lOh," elie cried, Ilin a
rnUomeaBt more you wili lie saying that he wrote it!1"

Courtlandt shook bis liead. The gesture conveyed, la sorne way, an

excessive and signal sadnes.
II a a moment more,"y he answercd, IlI shal lie saying nothing to yo..

&nid I don't know that I shahl ever willingly corne into your presefide
aill Good-liy."

Plauline gave no answer, sinking baek into lier seat as lie disappeared.
lien oye liglited upon the fallen newspaper whule she did so. Its hli-
Q.IUXlpedfodsmade lier forget tliat lier cousin was departing. She suddenly

ISPnang up again, and cauglit the sheet fnom the flonr. A fine was lilazing
lean liy. She liurried towand the grate, intendiag to destroy the pninted
abomaination.

-But pausiag half-way, she once mors bunat into tears. A recolleetiofi
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cut hier to the heart of how futile would be any attempt, now, to destroy

the atrocious wrong itself. That must live and work its unrnerited ill.

"And to this dark ending," she thought, with untold dejection, "libas

corne my perfectly honest ambition-my fair, and proper, and wholesome

plan! " And then, abruptly, lier tearful eyes began to sparkle, while a

bright, mirthless smile touched lier lips.
"lBut I can at last have my retort," she decided. Ilie will help me-

stand by me, in this miserable emergrency. I will send for him-yes, 1

will send for Ralph at once! 11e wilI do just as I dictate, and I know

what 1. shahl dictate'! Miss Cragge wrote that base screed, and Miss Cragge

shail suifer accordînglyl1
(To be continued.)
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