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FAITHLESS BUT TRUE. 

IN TWO INSTALMENTS—PART II. 
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Before Christmas Horace Salran took 
his departure, but it was on the under- 

tanding that he should return in the early 
spring. 
Awongst all Laura’s new and old ac 

quaintances, perhaps the only genuine 

friend she bad was Miss Talbot. 
Philip had never told his aunt his secret, 

and, it she suspected it, she never showed 
that she did. 

All the same, she showed a great inter- 

est in the young bride, and sometimes even 

ventured on a little gentle advice snd 

Laurs, who seemed to care little what the 

world said or thought, listened with ex- 
emplary patience. 
And so the winter slipped away and 

when the hedgerows were studded with the 

yellow primrose and purple violet,, Horace 

Sslram returned and Laura took no pains 

to conceal the pleasure she felt in seeing 
him again. 

CHAPTER 1V. 

NOT FORGOTTEN. 

It was a blustering day towards the end 
ol March, when Philip Lacy walked info 
his aunt’s drawing-room and was received 
with unteigned delight. 

‘You look but poorly, Pbilip,” she said; 
‘worn and thin. I fear you have had a 
hard time of it.’ 

‘Oh, we all had to roughita bit!’ he 
answered. ‘I will tell you about it after 
dinner—thas is if you will kindly ask me to 
stay for presuming vn yonr kindness. | 
told Mra. Cox of the Peacock, that I should 
most likely dine ont,’ 

‘The Peacock! My dear Philip you 
don’t mean to tell me that you went to an 
inn when your aunt’s house—’ 
‘My dear aunt, you have no idea what a 

savage | bave become in my travels’ 
he answered, not letting her fin- 
ish her sentence. ‘I was taken 
prisoner, lived in a but, and fed on 
dates. To me a house is stifling after 
sleeping out 11 the open air so much, and I 
find it d.flicult to rest on & bed. I really 
shall be much better at the Peacock, where 
they won't mind my getting up in the 
middle of the night and smoking with my 
bead out of the window. I will dine with 
you ss citen as you like to ask me; but, 
till I become more civilized, please don’ 

ask me to stay here. I should upeet all 
your orderly ways. You would lesrn to 
look on me as a nuisance, and I should not 
like that.’ 

It was not, however, till Miss Talbot 
had vehemenily argued sgainst this plan, 
that she at last gave way, compromising by 
makiog Philip promise to dine with her 
every day, and lunch with her as citen as 
he could. 

*And now, aunt,’ he said, when this was 
settled, ‘tell me the local news. I hear 
that Miss Laura, your next door neighbor, 
has married Sir Godfrey Lyzette, and sets 
the fashions for Churchford and halt the 
county.’ 

Miss Talbot cast a quick glance at her 
nephew’s face, but saw no sign ol emotion 
—hardly of curiosity. 

“If he cared for the girl, he has got over 
it,” she eaid to hersell, ‘and it’s perhaps 
just as well things have fallen out as they 
have.’ 

So she entered into a full account of 
Laura's marriage, and, although the girl 
was a favorite,’ of hers, did not hesitate to 
deplore the change that bad t:ken place in 
her. 

‘Not that it's anything more than frivol- 
ity,” she went on to explain; ‘and what can 
you expect from a young girl married to 
such a man as Sir Godfrey, who thinks a 
great deal more of a statue or a panting 
than he does of his wite ? 1 counsel her 
sometimes, and she listens very patiently to 
what I say; but good advice, my deer boy, 
never kept anyone from ganging ‘heir ain 
gait yet.’ dedi 

Whilst Miss Talbot was pouring inte 
Philip’s attentive eas all about Liaurs and 
her marriage, whit led to it, and what it 
was likely to lead to, that young lady was 
qusetly walking up and down one of the 
sheltered paths in the gardens of the Hall. 
listening with « smile on her lips to Hor- 
ace Salran’s passionate declaration of love. 
‘My dear Horzce,” she said, drawing 

away the band be attempted to seize, ‘of 
course I like you, but I do not love you in 
the sense you wish—not nearly enough to 
ruin myself for your sake. [no the first 
place. my husband-—-—' 

‘Pish ! pray do not say ycu care for 
him.’ 

‘He is viry tiresome, I admit, but he is 
kind, and there ar- msny worse husbands 
in this world; but I frankly admit be 

wearies me dreadtully, and so do his 
friends.’ 
‘Am I included ? 
‘How silly you are, Horace! Of 

course, you are different. I am 

sure I showed how pleased I 
was when you came back—perhaps more 

than 1 ought to have done.’ 
‘But how can you stand this existence ? 

I tell you that you know notking of what 
the world is—ot its pleasures. What can 
life be witbout love? We are young, the 
world is at our feet. I am already famous 

and shall become more so, and you shall 

share my fortunes. Every hour you stay 
here in this gloomy place amongst these 
stupid people is wasted. Yours is ours 
but for once—for a few short years. Let 
ns pass that time together, and then come 

what may, we shall have lived, enjoyed, 
basked in the sun-light. The future is 
vague. The only happiness to be certain 
of is that of the present.’ 

His handsome face glowed with eager- 
ness and passion, and he tried to pass his 
arm round her waist. 
‘My dear Horace, I shall really have to 

go in and leave you if you are so tiresome!’ 
Laura exclaimed rather petulantly, as she 
slipped from his embrace. ‘I don’t sup- 
pose I shall ever love anyone—at all events 
I do not now. So please dont bother me 
anymore with your vows and declarations 
of eternal constancy. I don't think that I 
could stand living here for ever; but,tbank 
goodness, we are going to London in a 
month, and thers I shall enjoy myself very 
well. Remember that you are to come, 
too; but you must not expect to monopo- 
lize mo as you do down here.’ 
There was almost a scowl on his face as 

be looked down into the eyes that 
smiled back into his. 

‘You Eaglish women srs all slike,” he 
said. ‘Cold as You have no 
power to love; passion yeu cannot feel, 
and you can no more understand what 1 
suffer than one can understand, withou 
experiencing them, the sufferings of a man 
lett to die of thirst and hunger in the 
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: desart.’ 
The smile died from Lady Lyzstte’s lips. 
‘Wea will go back to the house,’ she said, 

with a shiver. ‘It is {fearfully cold out here. 
You sre dreadfully thoughtless, Horace,or 
you would not have kept me out so long.’ 
He kept back the oath that rose to his 

lips. 
‘As you will,” he answered, with a shrug 

of the shoulders. ‘I will see you to the 
door, and then, if you permit me, smoke a 
cigar out here in the garden. 1t is well to 
bave no heart. Yet these who cannot 
suffar cannot enjoy.’ 

She made no answer, but hurried to the 
house, whick, with a little nod to the artist, 

she entered, vanishing at once from his 
view, 

‘Sacre !" he muttered, as he selected : 
cigar from his case. ‘How well she carries 
it off ! But I shall win vet. It was because 
she fesred herself that she left me. It iz only 
a matter of days, or weeks, or months, and 

I can afford to wait.’ 
How could he know it was his 

chance allusion to the desert that had con- 
jured up Philip Lacy’s face betore her 
eyes? 
How could he guess how sha despised— 

loathed herself at that moment ? 
She sat in her own apartment thinking 

over the past and of what might have been 
till at length she sprang to her feet and 
rang the bell tor ber maid. 

‘Marie !” she cried when the maid enter- 
ed the room, ‘you must make me look 

beautiful tonight. Take out my dresses, 
and let me ses what I sball wear. 1 shall 
die of ennui heres if 1 do oot find something 
to amuse me, and they say & woman can 
never be unheppy if she has plenty of 
pretty new dresses to wear.’ 

that 

CHAPTER V. 
WINGED WORDS. 

News travels fest in a little country vil- 
lage, and in less than twenty-four hours 
alter his arrival, Leura knew that the man 
she had sworn to be true to was staying at 
the Peacock, and that he had dined the 
previous evening at his aunt’s. 

She was very glad to be prepared, and 
waited all day, halt hoping, halt dreading 
that he would call. 
When the evening came without Philip 

Lecy having put in an appearance, she felt 
both hurt and disappointed. 
She would rather bave got the interview 

over. 
She feared the look of reproach in his 

eyes, and felt, it he spoke to her about the 
past, she would have to tell how all had 
bappened-—how weak sie bad been, and 
yet how, if he had only been there to sup- 
port her, she would never have given him 
up. 
Two more days passed, and Laura felt 

piqued, 
After all, very likely ber mother wae 

right, and be bad not cared for her so 
very much; and that evening she came 
down to dinner gayer than usual, snd 
beautifully dressed. 
The next day, when Philip did call, sha 

received him without sbowing a sign of 
emotion. 
Her cheek, perhaps, was a trifla pale, 

but it soon flashed as tha began to talk 
and ask ques ions about bis adventures EY 
the Soud:n. 
He had been prepared by his aunt for 

the change in heg,manner, but he felt it 
det ply all the same. ; 
Was this the pretty, tender girl be had 

left behind ? 
She was handsomer than ever, mors 

brilliant, more captivating, yet the change 
saddened him, and be felt half inclined tr 
think that, sharp as the pain had been, 
had bad an escape, as he wondered L. 
this girl, who seemed to bave risen to bh. 

new position with such esse, would bave 
stood roughing it as a poor captain's wife. 
But Philip Lacy was the last man to 

allow his face to betray his thought. 
He talked as lightiy as Lady Lyzstte 

herself, made light ot the miseries he had 
gone through,and quite took Sir wt vor 
fancy—the knight had coms in during his 
narrative ot the campaign—by a descrip- 

tion of Arab customs which he had studied 
during his captivity, and bis accurate ob- 
servations on certain aacient ruins he had 
geen. 

‘We must see more oft you, Caprain 
Lacy,” he said, as Philip rose to leave. 
‘You are staying with your aunt, Miss 
Talbot, I understand, else I sbould have 
been very happy for you to take up your 
abode under our roof. As itis, 1 hope 
we thsll see you frequently. We shall be 
here for a month or more before going to 
London, snd though the shooting is over, 
I dare say Lady Lyzette will find means to 
amuse you. By the way Laura, have we 
not & dinner-party or a gathering of some 
sort? I think, it I remember rightly, you 
said something to me about it the other 
day’ 

‘Both, my dear Sir Godirey. We have 
a few friends dining with us on Thursday, 
when I hope Captain Lacy will be able to 
join us, and we have a dance—not a ball, 
you know, just » few friends—on the follow 
wg Tuesday. Yon won't be going away 
before then, will you, Captain Lacy ?’ 

‘I obtained leave, and came bome over- 
land, you know,” Philip answered, ‘so I 
have & month or more before I need rejoin.’ 

‘Well, then you will dine with us Thures- 
day and come to an ‘At Home’ on Tuesday 
will younot? We are going to try and 
get up a cotillion—Monsieur Sslran is 
nite an adept at leading one.’ 
‘I don’t like that Frenchman,® Philip 

thought as he left the house. ‘He reminds 
me of a panther, and gloss and velvet, and 
yet when ruffled, a creature with very 
sharp claws. Bat I suppose it is insular 
prejudice, and I dare sey he is & very good 
fellow in his way.’ 

And then, not feeling much interest in 
Horace Salvan, his thoughts flew back to 
Laura, and after questioning limself sharp- 
iy as to his own feelings, he srrived at the 
conclusion that the wound she had inflicted 
was quite healed, and that though, ol 
course he did, and always should, feel an 
intereat in her, his love was dead. 

Puilip Lacy found the dinner at the Hall 
very dull. 

He was seated near a musical celebrity, 
and on his other side had the wife of a 
county squire. 

He could hear Lady Lyzette laughing 
and incessantly talking to those at her end 
of the table, but at his end near the host, 

the conversation languished. 
Sir Godfrey, when he had time to spare 

from the good things on his plate discoursed 
learnedly on his favorite subjects; and the 
squire's wife bored the young soldier with 
questions about Egypt. 

To him the meats wero tasteless, and 
the wine bad lost its flavour. 

‘I suppose I must stay till after this ‘At 

Home’ I am invited to,” he thought, as he 

walked beck to his inn. ‘I fancy my jaunt 
has her suspicions that [ was fond of Laura 
belore I went away, and then there 1s 

1 aura herself, I should not like either of 

them to think that I felt sore at heart. 

But there is no reason I should stay on 

after Tuesday. I will go up to town, make 

a round of the theatres, and then just run 

down again for an hour or two, or & night, 

to say good bye to sunt before I rejoin. 
The regiment is due in a fortnight.’ 

He told bis aunt of his resolution next 

day, snd she raised no objection. 

‘It's very good of you to stay down with 
me so long,’ she said; ‘but,.it you really 
are determined to cat your visit short, you 

shall escort me up to town, for I am going 
over to Paris for a month—my usual 
change. Paris just now is delightinl, and 
always does me good.’ 

‘It the dinver had made Philip sad, the 
dence made him anxious. 

In bis opinion, Laura sllowed the young 
French artist, Horace Salran, to pay her 
too much attention. 
Not only did she give bim nearly every 

other dance, but Philip read something in 
the Frenchman's eyes which convinced 
him that, if Laura was as yet heart-whole, 
Salran was desperately in love with Sir 
Godtrey’s wife. 

Puilip left as early as be could, and, 
when he sought Lady Lyzstte to say good- 
bye, something prowpted nim to wern her 
of a danger he conceived her too innocent 
to understend. 

‘And so you are really going away to- 
morrow ?' Laura said, as he took her hand- 
‘I am sorry; but we shall see you in Lon* 
don, shall we not? You know the ad- 
dress. 

‘Thanks,’ very much,” he answered ; ‘but 
I doubt it f shall be in London atter the 
next ten days. There will be lots of work 
to do in the regiment. 1t is not likely that 
I shall see you again for a long time, Lady 

Lysetts, and, it 1 take the privilege ot an 
old friend, and say a tew words at parting, 
will you forgive me ?’ 
Her face paled suddenly. 
‘It is only this,’ he went on hurriedly. 

“You are very yung, Laura, and can know 
little of the evil 10 the world. Bat it you 
believe in me, in my great friendship for 
you, do not encourage that Frenchman you 
danced with so many times this evening. 1 
koow that with you 1t meaas notbing. but 
he builds false bopes on your kinduess my- 
self noticed it. For your own happiness, 
Laura be careful.’ 
The sudden pallor had leit Lady Lyzette's 

face, and her cheeks were burning as sie 

answered — 
‘What right have you to advise me 

Philip Lacy? Why did you come back 
here to torment o "dare say that if I 

tell, yours woul © hand to cast the 
first stone.’ 

Ste had © 

now (urned away © 70 
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Philip feel something of the agony she was 
feeling herself. 
‘He never loved me,’ she thoucht bitter. 

ly, even at the moment when Horace was 
pleading moat passionately. ‘Philip never 
loved me, but it will wound his pride to 
hear that I have given myself to a man as 
young as himselt. Even his cold nature 
will feel the sting, and if I am wretched, 
he shall suffer, too.’ 
That night, Iate as it was when he went 

to bed, Horace Salran took out his writing 
case and sat down to write a letter. 

‘f must put it to her that I am married, 
of course, he murmured to himself. If she 
thought the lady was not my wife she 
would make an awful fuss. She might 
even throw vitrol at her rival, for I know 
what her temper is, worse luck; but If I 
say boldly that I am married she will know 
that she must clear out. Besides, she will 
comfort herself with the reflection that I 
have married for money, not love, and that 
my heart will return to her keeping sooner 
or later. It is a pity, too, for she was a 
lovely model ;but after all, a la belle Laura 
must accustom herself to our Parisian ways 
and learn not to be jealous.’ 

So, having settled this point he began to 
write. 
‘Ma Toute Chere,— You know how full 

this wretched world of ours is of surprises 
snd changes, and therefore, with that 
charming philosophy which is all your own 
you will not be overwhelmed with the news 
that { am married and about to bring my 
wife to Paris. 1 know you will jeer at 
me, | who have so often laughed af 
others marrying ; but we have all our fste 
and I have met mine. What mekes me 
desolate is that I must ask you to vacate 
my rooms. It is a trial to me as I am sure 
it will be to you, but vou will not only do 
so but see that Las Mere Godace has an 
appetising little dinner for us at eight 
o'clock on the evening of the fourteenth, 
and tell Jovan to send me in some of the 
blue sealed wine snd a bottle of brandy. 
You will do all this I know, for love of 
Horace. For the first few weeks it will be 
better for you not to call, afterwards you 
will, I hope resume your sittings. Your 
sensitive heart, my dear Julie, will feel, I 
am gure, the pain I suffer in writing this, 
but we must console ourselves with memor- 
ies of the happy past. 

‘I kiss your pretty eyes and remain al- 
ways your true friend, 

‘HORACESALRAN' 

He directed the envelope, and after tak- 
ing tha precaution to seal it, threw himself 
back in bis chair. 

‘A good finish to a pleasant day,” he 
muttered. ‘I knew she would give way, 
and it is always pleasing to find one’s-self 
right. Old Sir Godfrey taking himselt up 
to London makes things easier and alto 
gether pleasanter. I, take my departure 
to-morrow. or the next day, and wait in 
I.ondon till the morning of the fourteen, 
til madame will coin some excuse of meet- 
ing her husband, and come up by the early 
train, which will enable us to catch the ex- 
press for Paris. Nothiog could be simpler 
or plainer, and there is not one ot our set 
in Paris who will not envy me my good 
luck? 

CHAPTER VL 

THE SLEEP OF DEATH. 
Almost the first thing that Horace Sal 

ran had done when he found his pictures 
selling, and money in both pockets, was to 
establish himself in small but charming 
artiat’s quarters. 
There were a little hall, a dining room, 

a smail saloon turnished in yellow blush, a 
bed room and a kitchen ; while on the floor 
above was his studio. 
The old womon who did everything, 

from cooking to answering the door bell, 
slept out. 
As the light was fading on the afternoon 

of the fourteenth, La Macre Godace was 
very busy making preparations ior the re 
ception of Horace and bis English wife. 
She trotted backwards and forwards 

from the kitchen to the dining room, and 
every time she passed through the saloon 
she threw a glance of commisseration on 
the figure of a girl who sat close to the 
hearth, with her elbows resting on her 
knees, her face clasped in ber bands, and 
her eyes fixed on the glowing logs. 

‘Dear, dear; it's dreadiul how girls take 
on!’ thought the old woman, as she crossed 
the saloon for the twentieth time. ‘I re- 
member I did just the same at her age. 
But heaven is me:zciful, and as we lose our 
youth and good looks we gain patience. 
and it we lose our sweethearts, there 1s 
consolation in 8 pot-au-feu and a little 
glass ot kirach, I hope, and no one any the 
poorer.’ 
As time slipped by, bowever, La Mere 

(Godace began to grow a litte nervous and 
impatient,and at length as the clock struck 
six, she thought it best to arouse the gil 
from the stupor into which she seemed to 
have fallen. 
‘My little bird,” she said, laying her 

band on the shoulder of the silent figure, 
‘do net you think that it would be best for 
you to be up and putting on your hat P It 
has etruck six’ 
The girl slowly raised her head, and the 

old wormnn was shocked to see the wild 
look in her dark eyes. 

‘Ah, little I" she said. ‘You must not 
take on. When you come to be as old as 
I am, you will laugh at the men. There is 
not one of them worth that I’ 
And, she seapped her fingers in disdain 

of mankind + nera! 
The girl nv ound Lia Mere 
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‘No, no,’ exclaimed te “ot for 

me! But you drink, ms mere—it will put 
you in a good temper.’ 
The housekeeper drank her glass of 

kirach by sips. 
‘It warms the heart, my dear,’ she said. 

‘You had better try a little.’ 
No; but you can drink my glass as wall 

as your own, for you must be tired, and I 
am going to help you lay the cloth. Don’t 
—don’t be cross, for I am determined to 
have one look at the bride. They won't 
sce me. I will stand behind the curtain, 
and when I have had a peep I will go out 
by the stairs which lead to the studio, apd) 
can come down the other way.’ o 4 

Lis Mere Godace protested against this 
plan, but her heart being warmed by the 
liqueur, she at length gave way on the 
promise that Mademoiselle Julie would fly 
behind the curtain the moment the bell 
rang, and not stay more than a minute — 
only just long enough to satisfy her curi- 
osity. 

The old woman having lit the gasrottadt 
oft into the kitchen, leaving Juliso patt 
out the wine and giving the finishing touch 
to the decoration of the table. 
The girl being left alone stood for a 

moment looking at herself in the oval glass 
above the chimney piece. 
The face which the glass reflactad was 

handsome in a certain style. 
The thick dark hair grew low down on 

the forehead, the eyebrows were heavy and 
straight, whilst the long lashes shaded 
eyes which might well be soft and loving, 
but which now looked with a hard cold 
stare out of the mirror. 

‘I am handsome, and yet he has tired of 
me,’ the girl muttered to herseli. ‘I won- 
der how long it would have taken, him to 
tire of this new puppet. But then, she is 
his wiie, and he 18 bound to her, and cen- 
not cast her aside as he has me. Ciel, how 
I hate this English woman! And he! He 
to write me such a letter. Why he could 
not have tur ed a dog out of the house 
with few words. He should have known 
me better than to think that [ could live 
knowing that another woman has taken my 
place, or could endure to die leaving him 
to clasp another woman to his heart. What 
will they all say tomorrow in the morning, 
[ wonder ? 
She drew berself up and turned from the 

glase, with a disdaintul smile on her full, 
red lips. 

‘Liet them say what they will,’ she mur- 
mured. ‘I shall not hear. Praise or 
blame will be all the same to me them !’ 
She walked into the dinning-room, after 

arranging some flowers in a vase and ro- 
arranging the table, took some bottles of 
wine, red and white, and proceeded to un- 
cork them. 
~ She took some minutes over this, stand- 
ing at the sideboard with her back to the 
door. 
~ Oace she glanced over her shoulder, as 
if some noise had reached her esrs; but 
ths next moment she turned sgain to the 
sideboard, and, buving finished her task, 
placed two bottles on the table. 

Hardly had she done so when the door 
bell rang. 

All color died out of the girl's face, but 
she did not lose her presence of mind. 

In an instant she had seized her hat, 
which lay on a chair, and had passed 
through the salon, and seemuigly forget- 
ful of her desire to catch a glimpse of the 
bride, had brushed past the old house- 
keeper, and gained the little staircase 
which led to the studio. 

Lis Mere Godace, hobbling along in her 
list slippers, shook her head in dispassion- 
ate contempt from men in general and the 
folly of girls, but her face was decked with 
smiles when she threw open the door and 
welcomed Horace Srlran and his lady with 
a succession of curtsies. 
Horace presented Laura in due form. 
‘My wife, Madame (Godace,” he said. 

‘Laura, Madame Godace,’ has been to me 
the best of housekeepers, and you will fiad 
her a really excellent cook. I hope she 
has excelled herself this evening, andt hat 
you will not make her unhappy vy having 
no appetite, for La Mere Godace is quite 
of dying on the spot it she thought she nad 
ailed to please vou on this happy evsning, 
when [ bring you to my poor home.’ 
They were in the dining room by now, 

and Laura threw her travelling cloak on to 
a chair. 

‘I am afraid I have little appetite,” she 
said. ‘This is the dining-room, I suppose, 
and that is the salon. How small the 
rooms are, and how hot !’ 

‘These are little inconveniences I am 
afraid you must put up with, ms belle,” he 
answered, with a slight sneer. ‘But love, 
my dear Laura, will change them to a 
bower of Paradise,” be added, stooping to 
kiss her. 
She pushed him awsy. 
‘I am tired,’ he said petulantly. 
‘Well, then, dear, go and get ready for 

dinner. The bedroom 1s to the lett of the 
salon. Don’t be long, tor, if you have no 
appetite, I feel tamished.’ 
He drew back the curtain more fully to 

allow her to pass into the salon, aud thea, 
going to the table, poured hinseli out a 
tumbnier of the white wine. 

‘The old scoundrel!” he muttered, as he 
set down the empty glass. ‘He bas palmed 
off some inferior wine on me. To morrow 
1 will gc ronad and make him uundersiand 
my viet to England has not spoilt my pal- 
ate. 

He weited, warming himse!t at the fire, 
till Laura appeared, and then rang ths 
bell to let La Mere Godace know that 
they were ready for dinner. 
The housekeeper had excelled herself; 

but Laura scarcely tasted the food, aud, 
only when pressed by Horace, drank some 
wine and selizer. 

er mood cuanged, however, and some- 
thiog of the old levity, the reckless gaiery* 
be had been accustomed to in her, return— 
ed. 
He himself was in high spirits, and did 

full justice to La Meare Godace's cooking; 
and although he had abused the wine, Rs 
drank treely of it. 
As toon as thy meal was over, the old 

woman cleared the table placed another 
[CoNoLUDED ON PAGE FIFTEEN, 

Ea Tre fos 


