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vants fiom, the room and followed them out.
*1 Symonds. I wish you ta hasten immedi-

ately ta Regis for Mr. Deavenport, the law-
ý;er," said she, when she had dismissed the

other servants down stairs. *1 Give him
ihis note and drive him back here as quick-
]y as you can drive."

She dropped ber note into the groom's
lhand, and watched hirn from the oriel hall
window, as he hurried froin the court below,

out into the deepening twilight, froin the
road which ýwent to the pretty little village

,of Regis, some two miles distant.
She stood in the waning light, watching

for the lawyers coming, and ber thoughts
were wild and bitter.
Slie had a doom ta confront. as terrible ta

ber as unsought martyrdom is ta the quail-
ing victim of a blinded hate; a doom from
Nvhich she fain would court grim death him-

-stif if he 'ould open bis gates ta let ber
escape; a humiliating and revolting doom

from which she recoiled with vebement dis-
like, every inerve in ber high-strung frame
quivering wi4h horror.

Ethel Brand had ever been capricious in
lier life, but of all the mad, impulsive freaks
-m bich ber lonely beart had led ber into, ber
last caprice wus the mest ill-advised, the
most disastrous.

Margaret Walsingham bad answered Mrs.
Brand's advertisement for a companion four

years previopsly, when she was a pale,
ximid girl of twenty, clad in orphan's weeds,

and scarce lifting ber deep, earnest eyes ta
the inquisitive gaze of ber patroness; but
ber quiet. grave, soulful character had

strangely fascînated the haughty old lady,
.and from the humble post wbich she had
Xone ta Castle Brand ta fill, she quickly rose
ta be the prime abject of all its miýtress'

ereams. ta be beloved, and indulged, and
admired as no Il,,Ing mortal had ever been
»y that closely-guarded beart, save St. Udo
Brand. Margaret Walsingham was a sea-

-captain's daughter. Up ta ber twelfth year
-- she had sailed the seas in bis sh ip and looked
-ýto him for society, and not tili then was
-abe sent on shore ta be edqcated. Still the
stout captain had been ambitions for bis

.daughter. and had taken care that ber edu-
cation, when it did commence. sbould be
thorough, comprebensive twd elegant in all
its branches; sa that when afier eight years
of ceaseless learuing on ber part, and cease-

less voyaging on bis, he proposed going

home ta England and retiring with bis
daughter upon a bandsome fortune. she was
well fitted ta adorn the society he intended

ta surround ber with. But the ill-starred
captain *ent down in a Biscay gale when

aiso within s;ght of home, and with hiva

mer.t bis whole life's savings, leaving bis

Margaretfatherless, homeless and fortune-
less.

And that was why she answered Mrs.
Brand's advertisement.

St. Udo Brand was an officer in the
Coldstream Guards, now in London. He

was the only son of Mrs. Brand's only son,
Colonel Cathcart Brand, long dead.

Cathcart Brand had been a sad rake. law-
less, reckless. and a natural spendthrift.
The one act of worldly wisdom which he

had ever achieved was bis marriage, late in
life, with a lady of noble birth. whose am.

bitious leanings and insatiable vanity had
scourged the easy colonel up into the bighest
social circles, and in saine measure ,avered
bis blase reputation with ber gilded arms.

St. Udo Brand was said ta bave inherited
bis father's determined extravagance united
ta bis mother's magnificent tastes: bis
father's careless, dashing, unscrupulous
character, and bis mother's proud, cynical,
bitter temperament. At twenty he was the
glory and terror of bis chums, the idolized
of women, and the ideal of bis grandmo-
therls fastidious soul. At thirty he was a
man ta be féared only, a polished gentleman
with a questionable history-a universal
scoffer, a world-weary atheist, with asubtlé,

insididusly sweet înfluence, a sad and em-
bit tered sôul, and a beart long closed against

all boly whSperinis of better feelings. And
still bis grandmother clung ta bini with a
pathetic belief in bis nature's nobility, and
ignoring bis wild and hopeless life, looked

forward with love-blinded eves ta a possible
future for himof worthyachievements. Sc,
be-ause she loved this man, and trusted in
the goodness of Margaret Walsingham, she
bad elected hers ta be the strong, soft band
ta lead him back from ruin and to nt him.
a better way. She had vowed St. Moi Brand
and Margaret Walsingham shou ' Id marry.

si You shall lure St. Udo back froin the
gates of bell," quoth the grandmother, with
an inspired enthusiasm. - Ycu are just tLe

woman ta impress that bigh and royal beart
with a true sense of your own pure good-

ness; -you can lead him captive by a secret
power; you can lead him, w4ere you will.
You shall dispute with vice and fatal athe-
ism, for that magnificent soul, and when you
bave routèd your fées, you shall be reward-
ed by bis life-long gratitude, and bis grati-
tude is more precious far, my girl. than is
the languid love of millions of other men.
My Margaret, you are twenty-four, strong,
buoyant, pure-minded; my grandson is
thirty-four, world-weary and careless. Your

fresh enthusiasm, shall stir bis withep*ng
heart-strings and wake bis slumbering be-
lief-he shâll admire you, study you, and,
love YOU."


