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Count, greatly moved by “the L H
“ywhat g tho matter P

Mr, Meldon turned to Amy greatly
moved himself; and Lo the astonishment
of Clara, her father's eyes wero filled
with tears, and he touched Amy’s fore-
head with his lips.

“he fact is, M. lc Comie, this is a
namesike of yours.'

Amy had suddenly brightened, and
was trying to lnugh at her own weak-
ness. She turned. imploringly to M
Meldon,

“ Do not disturb  yourself, Amy. The
Count will soon understand that thereis
some pleasure as well a8 pain in- yom
excitement just now. M. le Comte,” he
suid, tnening to the. Count, “it is curi-
ous that Miss D'Alton had o b\‘other,
‘Huny D'Alton;” too; still more singu-
lar that ho was 10])01 tod to be a pnvatc
soldier in thedt same le«rlment, and most
singular of all that the cértificate of his
de: 1(h taken from the regimental records
came to his father's h.mds, and L’l“)OS
exactly “ with- the -date of your. son’s
domise. These facts have ail been as-
certained. by Fatheér HMayes, in: the
course of his enqitiries ; but that there
must have been some confusion of iden-
tity in" the .case’ is' evident froin " the
tenor of the letters contained in a packet
given to him by an old Indian who had
Deen tho protector ‘of the young - girl
whom he” is ‘now bringing home. \nLh
him. She wué known as the adopted
daughter of an” Indian; and was called
Noemi ; ; but the letlers ~and -cértain
memoranda, which the Indian had re-
ceived from the dying mother of the
girl—then a mere intant—disclosed the
fact that her Christian name was B
phrasia, that she was the daughter of
IIenry D'Allon and his wife Enphrasia
St. Laurence, and that the family of her
father was moble  and: wealthy, but
esuanged from her parents up to the
time of their deaths.”

Count D'Alton vchemont.ly ‘clasped
hig hands, -

“Stop sir! stop sirl Oh, T beg your
pardon! : Surely. you will not consure
me,—I know you will not; but have
you the ‘originals of all the 1ettcls) of
which you senL me copies?” -

They saw at once the avony ploduced
“by a possibility. ‘

“ Alas! sir, 1 do not blame you in' the

loast,” said Meldon, and unlocking a
(lesL he placed a packet before the
old man. © There, M. le' Comte, there
they are; open the p;lc]\et M Ie Comte,
no ceromony.’ ‘

The old man. opened the pncket and
the very first letter which he encounter-
ed was in his own hand-writing—the
loiter disinheriting his son, Henry D'Al
ton. Count I’Alfon gavo a shrielk.

“ All hope gone!™ fie cricd ; ; no- hope
remaining |”

Fora momoent—bhut only for a moment
—-ho had forgotten that the fact of his
son's 1<lan|L) had been perfeetly fixed ;
and the poor old mind had heen carvied
away. by the mere possibility that all
the documents might not be ougumls
Tt was only for Ny ‘moment.  The old
man, in o few minutes, rose from his
chair; and, gracefally moving across to
Amy, he took her by the hand. -,

C“Pardon me, my child,” he said:
“common sense forsook me for a monient
I ought to be thankful- for the hope of
havmg near my- pillow, id my-dying
day, some onelike you. For a moment
Tlost my senses. " Ah! Miss' D’Alton’|
——stop,” ke said suddenly. “If my
soft be not alive, may not your. br oﬂze) be
alive ?”

. Oh, M. le Comte, God bless you fm
that word ! I longed -to hear somecone
say it I have never seon’ my brother
Henry ;- and I have had no sister, and,
until late]y, no friend ; but the old peo—
ple say that Henry was very noble and
vory wise;and  that ‘papa had never
been so hard-hearted hqd he not been
deceived.. —

“4We must try then: to trace - the
sccond Henry D'Allon,” the old Count
said, enthusiastically:  We must" tiy -
mmc, and, I do deelare, I shall rejoice
in d\scovelmrr your Hemy ne'uly as
much as if I found my own alive ! W¢
shall try I\h Meldon RUZRE wo’rth
while.” ‘
“ Certmn]y, M. le Comte, 1[; nmst be
worth while.” - ‘
C AR Mr \Ie](lonl Mr. Seymom l”
the poor girl wept out.: &
& Amy, my child,” Mr. Me]don an-
swered, *“is there anythmg I would: no(.
do to make you happy?. Is thele?” i
“Ah no, sir, pardon me.” .

e Wel] " Ml Seymour said; somewhat



