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THE CRITIC.

v

MY LADYS WALK.

( Continued.)

Sir Ughtred Norman, a tall, delicately-Sorined, aristocratic-looking man
of seventy, sat in his arm-chair by the bright study fire, his swhite, nervous
hands clasping the carved arms, his gray head slightly bowed, his brows
contracted, his pale lips compressed as one suffering physical torture.

Before him stood Lthel, a death-like pallor on her cheek, but a feverish
light in her beautiful eyes; her lips quivering, but her hands rigidly,
determinedly clasped.

*What did you say this fellow said 1" asked Sir Ughtred, huskily.

“ As I stood in the Avenue he came out of the darkness towards me,”
answered Lithel, with quick, tremulous accents. “ 1 thought it was ¢ My
Lady,’ and was sbout to run away, then 1 collected my courage, and
resolved to remain, when I saw it was a man, and he spuke.

“ He said 2" queried Sir Ughtred.

“¢ Miss Winkworth, for two days 1 have been watching about Melton
Regis to sec you alone. I bring you what I believe will be startling news.’

“ 4 \Who are you?' I asked.

# ¢ One who knew—1I should say who kuows—your unhappy father.'

*¢ That is impossible,’ I replied. ¢ My father died before 1 was old
enough to remember him.’

“* Died to you because Sir Ughtred Norman so willed it, he replied.”
Ethel's cyes were on her corapanion, and she saw him shriok. ** ¢ But alive
to live and suffer yet.

“ There,” she broke in upon herself, excitedly, ¢ 1 cannot rehearse that
fearful conversation. I bade him tell me what h: knew to prove his words,
He demanded money. e owned that he had come for that purpose to
traffic upon the secret he possessed. That seeret I could obtain from none
but him. That did I go on my knees to you—you, who had parted father
and child, would never speak, would persist that my father was dead.”

“ And you gave him what he needed ?”

“ Yes ; there rang such truth in his words, [ could not refuse. I plucked
the bracelet from my arm, the broach from my throat; I thrust them in his
hands with my purse, and cried—* Now keep your word, tell me of my
father—prove that he lives.! ”

“Aond did he 1" he asked.

“He did. He said "—pausing, Ethel clasped her bands to her throat,
she felt choking, yet she felt she must know the truth—* He ssid that my
father had committed a great crime, such as had turped all men's hands
against him—a crime that the law had punished. That you—you had
taken me, had brought me up, grandpapa, on condition that my father
would let me be made believe that e was dead. That he would never
mske himsclf known to me.  For my sake, though the only being in the
world he had to love, he consented. This is what the man said. Grand-
papa, is it true ?”

“1f I were to say no, Ethel, you would not believe me 1"

‘] should ask for proof."”

“ You would seek 1% of this man’s word ?"

* Yes."

* If I refused, he told you of other means to confiry his tale 2"

“ He did. He told me where my father lives, an outcast from society,
solitary, alonc.”

* And you wou'd seck proofs of him, Ethel}, if 1 decline them 3"

¢ 1 must, grandpapa.”

Her white hips formed, rather than uttered the words.

*Then," said Sir Ughtred, hoarsely, ** it i3 true.  He did thisthing, and
I parted you. Thc darkness of his disgrace should not fall on my daugh-
ter's child.”

Ethel uttered a low, wailing cry, pressed her hands to herhead. It was
true~ truc—all that that horrible man ksd said! She was soon or her
koees by Sir Ughired's chair, hor dilated cyes full of feverish light and
Pain, as she exclaimed :

“ His crime, grandpapa 2—his crime?  Tell me my father’s crime 2"

‘¢ Child, be content with what you have learncd.”

“ Grandpapa, impossiblc 2 I muef know 1"

“ Refleet, Ethel ; what will the knowlcdge cntail ¥’ he reasoned, in dis-
trees.  * Think of Roland.”

o A great shiver seized the girl, sho turned paler yet, but she answered
rmly :

s I know. 1 have thought of that already.
sid was truc, Roland must ncver call me wife.”

“ Etkel ¥

* Yes,” she went on, I am my father's dsughter, and my disgrace is
none the less becausc it is hidden. Grandpapa, what was my father's
crime 3"

Sir Ughtred hesitated ; then whispered :

« That, Jithel, of Cain.”

** Murder ?” shricked Ethel. * Oh, Heaven I

For 2 sccond she crouched low on tho rug, her face buried in her hands,
her frame convulsed with emotion.  Roland, the son of proud Squire Gold-
hurst's wife, now? Never—nover! She loved him t00 well.

She raised her head abruptly.  Some of her late companions were goiug
to their Jdressing-tooms, chatting and laughing us they went. Her com-
panions uever againl  Ilow haggard, how hollow, did her glittering cyes
already seem 16 have beconie !

* Grandpaps,” she said, in low, msnolonous, yei resolute tones, *“iell
me, what dul mry father do?  Yuucan understand. I must know all nosw.”

Sir Ughtzed recognized the accessity.  He told her bricfly of the mur-

I know, if what *halt man

der done ; the punishment, commuted to aterm of years; and how, also,
l}xlpon what conditions he, Sir Ughtred, had brought his daughter's child
ome,

“ Grandpapa, there were extenuating circumstances$' she pleaded,
almost desperately.

¢t Extenuating circumstaaces for Cain ' exclaimed Sir Ughtred, with
sudden anger. “I see nane. The man who slays his brother is rightly
cut off from his fellow-men.”

“ Possibly,” said Ethel, softly, rising to her feet. * Of course I cannot
Judge like you. From his fellow-men, but nct his child.”

¢ Ethel, what do you mean 1" cried the old man, gazing at the expres-
sion on her face.

* That my father being alive, my fitting piace, whatever be his crime, is
by his side.”

She spoke very quietly, almost apologeticaliy, yet very firmly too.

“-Ethel,” ejaculated Sir Ugltred, leaning forward, grasping his chair,
“are you mad? Do you know what that decision means? Roland —"'

I am pever to be his wife now,” she pat in. * My father must then
be bis father ; and I could not ask it—I would not have it."”

 You renounce Roland for—your father 1"

‘It is not my renouncing,” she answered, with a sudden, passionate
wriog of the hands; * itis the crime. And yet,” she added, “ were it not,
I feet I could not live now without knowing my father. Oh, think !—I,
his child, never to have seen him !

“You have seen him—once.”

# 19" she asked, amazed. * \WWhere? When 1"

‘; Do you recollect, when in Oban, seated on a hillside, 2 man spoke to
you ”

Ethel uttered a quick cry.

“ Yes 1" she exclsimed, eagerly. * An old man, pcaly dressed, yet 2
gentleman, with hair white, that made him look older than his face declared
be was, though that was so full of care and trouble that my heart was
touched with pity. Oh Heaven! 1 remember how he looked upon me !—
how hIis voice, trembled as he spoke !  Grandpapa was that he—my father 1

“ It was.

“ Thank Heaven " cried the girl. “ For in that sad face there was
repentance if ever tbere had been sin.  Grandpapa, he is alone—an outcast !
He must bz so no more. I must goto him. Oh, why—why did I not
know, to comfort him sooner 1" and she burst into tears.

“ Ethel,” said Sir Ughtred, * you will not persist in this folly, which
will offend your father more than anyone 2"

 If hz say so 1 will leave him. If he sends me back I will come.”

*No I” ejaculated the old man, passionately. * Arnold Winkworth
brought bitter disgrace on my child’s name, the wife he had wedded. He
shall not shadow my hearthstone with it. I will have no cozymunion with
him or his. It you go to him, Ethel, you lcave me for ever. All ties be-
tween us are broken. You must decide.”

Ethel moved quickly to him, and, throwing her arms round his neck,
laid her lips to his cheek, then, distress in her eyes, sid:

¢ Dear—dearest grandpapa, I must decide as I should were you in my
father’s place. Then I would leave him to go to you, as I must now-=-lov-
ing you, oh, so dearly—leave you to go to him. Yes, go st once. Mence-
forth thote I know here msy not hold me fit company—1 would meet none
of them again.”

Sir Ughtred, takiog her wrists, removad her arms from about him.

 Go then,"” he said.  * Henceforth we are strangers.”’

A moment Ethel stood, undergoing a violent mental struggle, then
cxclaiming, * May you yet forgive me, grandpapa My love must be ever
youss,” she passed quickly from the study, returning to her own room.
Just then the dioner-bell rang, and her maid tapped at the door. Dismis-
sing her with a request to Sir Ughtred to excuse her absence from the meal,
Ethel sat dowa to think what next she was to do.

She fclt she was deciding rightly. It was not her placo 1o renounce an
erring father.  Still, Sir Ughtred had beenas a foo? one to her, and it
required a severe struggle to remove herself from out his love. And Roland,
* Oh, 1 dare not think of him. I dare not !’ she moaned, writhing in agony.
“ Remdin or go he must be nothing to me now, nor X to him. Oh, Roland
—Roland, my love. Sosoon to have been mine !

in a moment, conquering her gricf, she rose up. There was much to
do—much to plan. Ictter to act, not reflect, or her courage might fail.
Let her one carc as yet be for the two she was about to leave. Sitting
down, after awhile, she wrote:

“ DEsR, DEAR GRNDPAPA,

* Forgive me thus leaving you ; but the more I reflect
the more 1 feel my first duty is to my unhappy father; heace I go;but 1
darc 1.0t givo you or myself the pain of another interview. IHow can Itell
but you would rcfusz it me3 That would break my heart. Delieve me
cver fondly, loyjngly yours, though you pluck me from you affection. Pray
tell no onc my future address.

*Yours gratefully for ever,
¢ ETHEL."

The sccond letter was still harder to write. She dared not make it

long. It was to Roland.
“ My DzaresT" (she wrole),

“ When we last parted I koew, which you did not, that it was
never to mcet me again.  For your salse, as yours, I dared not tell you so.
\Why I mag not tell you nowx. But last night I lcarned that which made it
impossible Tor me ever—ever to be your wife. Yet my loveis yours, I
caunct take it back. I shall never wed, mever. God bless you, dearest.
For my sake—for my happiness—~—forget mo-



