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Count, greatly moveci by the scene;
Swhit is Lth natter ?''

Mi Moldon turned to Amy greatly
imoved himself; and to the astonishinent
of Clara, ber ther's eyes were filled
witli tears, and le toiched Any's fore-
head with his lips.

" T lifact is, M. le Comte, this is a
nainesake of yioirs.''

Ailmy hind suddeily briglitenied, and
was trying to laîgh at her own veakl-
noss. She turned iiploriigly to Mi.
31oldon.

1 Do not disturb yourself, Amy. The
Couit will sooi iiderstand tiat there is
somne pleasuire as well as pain in youi
excitemelit just now. M. le Comte," lie
said, tnling te the Coint, "lit is cirii-
ous tlat Miss D'Alton had a broither,
Henry D'Alton,' too; still more singîî-
ilr that he was repoirted to be a9 private
soldicr ii thiat saie regiment; and most
sinlîîgîar of al that the cértificate of his
de th, takoii f roin the regimiental records

meill tO his fatlier's hands, and tallies
oxactly with the date of yoir son's
demise. Thoso fâets have al bceen as-
certained by Fathei, Hayes, in the
course of' his eiqii'ics ; but that there
mîust have bceen sone confusion of idon-
titv in the case is evident fril the
terior of the letters contained in a packet
give n to Iiinii by an old Incdian who had
b)en the protectoi- of the yoing firl
whoin lie is nuoW bi-inging hoine wçith
lin. Sheial knovïn as tho adopted
dauglîtor of in Indianîç and was called
Noemni ; but the letten;s and cîrtain
iemoranida,i vhich the Indiai hiad re-
coivel froin the dying nmother of the
girl-tlhen a more intanît-disclosed the
fact that her Christian name was En-
>hrasia, that she was the datigiter of

I1enîi-y D'Alton and lis wifc Ei'ilîasia
St. Laurence, and that the fainily of lier
fatlier. was noble and wealthy, but
estranged froin ler parents up to the
time of their dcatlis."

Coint D'Altoni veliemently clasped
his :haids.

Stop sir ! stop sir I Oh, I beg your
pardln I Surely yeu will not censure
mi,-I know you will not; but have
you the originals of all the letters, of
which you sent' me cepies?"

Tley saiy at once the agony produceid
by a possibility.

" las I sir, I do not blaune youn ii the

least," said Meldon, and unlocking a
desk, le placed a packet before the
old iiin. " There, II. le Comte, thora
tliey are; open the packet, Mi le Comte;
lue ceeoniiny."

h'lue old imlanî openled the packet, and
the very first letter wlichî le encounuter-
cd w'as in his own lanîd-wiitihîg-tlhe
letter disinheri ting lis son, Henry D'Al-
ton. Coulnt D'Altoin gave a shrieck.

"AIl hope gon 1i" lie cried ; no hope
r'emaiîng '

For a ieîni t-but oily for, a monent
-ie had forgotteni that the facet cf his
sonî's iIcItity had been perfectly fixed;
and the poor old mîinîd had beei carried
aîway by the moe possibili'ty thîat all
the documents imiglt not be originais.
It was onlîy for a moment. The old
mîan, ini a few minutes, roseo fromu lis
chair; anîd, gracofully moving across to
Amy, lie took lier by the hand.

"Pardoni me, îny chiil," lie said:
conmnon sense forsook ne for a nnoinent

I ougit to bc tiaiikful foi, the hope of
hiavinîg niear miy pillow, iiinmy dyinîg
day, soimle oe like yo. Foi a moment
I lost ny senses. Ah ! Miss D'Alton I

stp," lie said suddenîly. "If my
soi be not alive, nay not your brothër be
alive ?"

" Oh, M. le Comîte, Qo-d bless yeu for
that word l I longed to hear someone
say it. I hIave never seen ny brother
Hienry ;anîd I have hîad ne sister, and,
uiitil latoly, no friend ; but the old peo-
ple say that Henry was very noble and
very wise; and thiat papa hadi never
been so hard-hearted had: lie not beenî
dlecived."

"We nust try then to trace the
second Henry D'Alton," the old Count
said, enthusiastically. We iust ti-y
more; and, I do clclare, I shall ejoice
in discovering your Henry iearly as
inuch as if I found my own alive 1 Wo
shail try Mr. Meldon. It is worth
whlile."'

Certainily, 3f. le Cointe, it must be
woirth wvhile."

iAh 1 Mr. Mldoni 1 Mi. Seymour 1"
the poor girl wept out.

" Amy, my child," Mr. Meldon an-
swered, "is there anything I would not
do to miake yo h1appy ? Is there ?'

'Ah, no, sir, pardon nie.'
"Yell," Mr. Seymour saide somewlat


