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MY LADY'S WALK
(Cuiniue.)

Sir Uglitred Norman, a tati, delicatehy-.kried, aristocratic-hooking man
of seventy, sit in bis arm.schair by the bright study fire, his white, nervous
bands clasping tlîe carved arnis, is8 gray liead slighîîly bowved, bsis brows
contracted, bis pale lips cornpressed as one suiffring phy8ical, torture.

flefure himi stoud .Etliel, a deathi-like palier on bier check, but a feverisli
liglit in ber beautifut eyes; hier lips quivering, but lier biands rigidly,
determinedly clasped.

"Wbat did you say this fellowv sid 1" asked Sir Uglitrcd, hiuskily.
"As I stood in the Avenue bie carne out of the darkncess towirdi me,"

answtred Ethlel, with quick, tremutous accernts. Il 1 thoughit il was ' My
Lidy,' and wvas about ta run ayay, then 1 collected iny courage, and
resolved ta reiinxin, %Yben 1 snw il %vas a man, sud lie spuoke.

lie saitl ?" quericd Sir Uglitredl.
1Miss WVinkwortb, for twvo days 1 have been watcl.ing about Nleltons

IRegis to sec you aloaae. I bring You what 1 believe %witl lie startling news.'
Who ire you ?' 1 asked.

"One who knew-I sbould say who kuows-your unhappy faîhier.'
'That is impossible,' 1 replied. 'tMy (allier died before 1 wss aId

cnough ta remember biina.'
Il1Died ta you because Sir Ughtred Normian sa withed il,' be rephied."

Ethel's cyce 'ere onber carapanion, ardshe saw 1dm slriuk. l" 'ut alive
ta ive and suifer yet.'

"lThere," she broke in upon herseif, excitedly, I canna: rebecarse that
fearful conversation. I bade himn tell me wbat b. knew ta prove his 'vards.
lie dertianded money. lie owncd that bie laid corne for thxat purposc ta
trafhic upon thxe secret he possessed. Ttiat secret 1 cauhd obtain tram nome
but hlm. ihat did 1 go on my knees ta you-you, whîo liad parted lailher
and child, would neyer speak, would persist that mny faîher 'vas dead."

"And You gave him what bie needcd ?"
"es ; tbert rang snch trulli in bis 'vards, 1 could not refuse. 1 phucked

the bracelet from xuy aTn, the broacli frain my ibroat; I thrust thecm in bis
bands witb my lurse, and cried-' Now keep) your word, tell ne of miy
father- prove that lie lives.' "

"And did bie1" lie asked.
lie did. lie said "-pausing, Ethel clasped lier bands ta bier throat,

she féit, choking, yet sise felt sise must knoiv the truth-"l He ssud that my
fatber badl committed a great crime, such as bad turned ail men's bands
agains: hin-a crime that the law had punisbcd. That you-you had
taken me, bad brought me up, grandpapa, on condition tbat my fatber
would let mue bc made believe that tic was dead. Thar. be woutd neyer
make himsclf known ta me. For my sake, ilhoughi the onhy beiug in tbe
world bc bad to love, hie consenîcd. This is îvhat the nian said. Grand.
papa, is it truc P~

"If 1 were ta say ne, Ethel, you ivould flot behieve tue 1"
"i should ask for proof."
"You wouhd seek it of Ibis man's %vord ?

Yes."
"If I reiused, lie tohd yon of other mecans ta cotîtirr lsis talec?
lie did. lie tld me irbere my father hives, au antcast fromi society,

solitary, ahane."
"Aîd you would seck prooifs of Iimi, Ethel, if 1 dcchine tbcmV'1
"1 musi, grandp)apa."

Iler vchitc laps furnecd, rallier than uttcrcd the xvords.
Il *Ihen," sa-.d Sir Uglitrcd, bm;rsely, Il i. is truc. lie did this thing, and

I partcd Yeu. The darkness of bis disgrace shouhd not faIt on iny daugli
ler's cbiîd."

Et1hel uttcrcd a low, waihing cry, presscd ber hanîds te bier hecad. XI 'vas
truc- truc-ail tha: that horrible man hid said 1 Sie 'vas soon or. lier
kes by Sir Ugb:red's chair, h:r dilatcd cycs full af (cverish light and
pain, as she exchaimed:-

" lis crime, grandpapa ?-bis crime ? Tell me imy father's crime PI
"Chihd, bc content with what you have learncd."
"Grandpapa, impossible? I u:itefknaw t"
Reflet, Ethel ; wbat 'vilI thc knawlcdge entait 1" tic rcasoncd, in dis-

trecs. *1 Tbink af Roland."
A great shiver seized thc girl, sho turned pater yet, but she answcrcd

firrnly:
I know. 1 havc tbougbt of thit ahready. I krîow, if what 'bast man

aaid 'vas truc, Roland rnust neyer cati mie 'vite."
Ethel t"'

"Yts," she 'vent on,.'~ 1 arn my fatbcr's daughter, and my disgrace is
flanc the lcss becausse iL, is laidden. Grandjuapa, what iras my fatber's
crime I',

Sir Ughtred besitatcd ; thcn whispercd:
"lThat, ]E.thel, cbf Cain."
,"\urder ?" shricktd Ethcl. IlOh, Ilca-ent t"l
For a second shie crauched how on tho rug, bier face buried ini lier hands,

lier (ramec convulsed 'vitb canaition. Roland, the son of proud Squire Gold.
hursts 'vite, noise? Neyer-nover!1 Sho lo-,cd bim 10 ivehi.

She yaiscd bier hcad abisupihy. Sanie af ber laie companions uvere goiug
to thecir dresd.ng-rooins, chaiuing antd hauglaing as tlaey 'vent. lier corn-
panions Devcr 2gain 1 Iow liaggard, howv Iolhow, did lier glittcring cycs
alre4dy sem tô have beconie !

Il r.tsîd.al'" %tic saud, in low, in itiatonous, yezt c8olîîie tofle, Iltell
me, xvbai diin y failier do 1 «Vtàu can unders.and. I must L-now al] na'v.",

r5ar Ughi:cd iccognizcd the ncessity. lie told iber bricfly of the mur-'j

der done ; the puni8hmnent, comrnuted Io a tcrmn of years ; and how, aiso,
upon what conditions hie, Sir Ughtred, bail brought his daughter's. child
home.

"lGrandpapa, there wcre extenuating circumstances 1" sise plcaded,
almost desperatety.

IlExtenuating circurnstances for Cain PI exclaimced Sir llghtred, with
siidden anger. IlI see none. The man wbo slays bis brother is rigbtly
cuJt off ftom Isis fellotw.men."

Il Possibly," said Ethel, softly, rising ta bier feeL. Il Of course 1 cannet
judge like you. From bis fellow-mcn, but ziut his child."

"1Etliel, what do yon mean 1" cried the old man, gazing ast the expres-
sion on hier face.

IlThat rny father being alivo, my fihting place, whatever be bis crime, is
by his side."

She spoke vcry quietly, almost apoîogeticaliy, yet vory flrmly toos.
"1Ethel," ejaculated Sir Uglutred, leaning forward, grasping Isis chair,

"are you niad1 Dis you know what that decision means 1 Roland -"I
II arn neyer to bc bis wi(e now," shse pat in. ": My father must then

be bis father ; and 1 could nlot ask it-I would not 1ave it."
"You renounce Roland for-your father t"
"IL is flot my renouncing," sbe answered, witb a sudden, pa§sionatc

wring of the bands; Il it is the crime. Anxd yet," site added, Ilwere il nlot,
I feel I could not li ve now witbout knowing my father. Oh, think !-I,
bsis cbild, never to have seen him !'l

"lYotu have seen hirn-once."l
"I 11" ebe askcd, amazed. IlWherc?1 When 13"
"lDo you recolhect, wben in Oban, seated on a billside, a man spoke ta

Yeu Il"
Ethel uttered a quick cry.
IlYes 1" she exclaimed, eagerly. "lAn ohd man, pccffly dre8sed, yet a

gentleman, with hair white, that made bim look older than bis face declared
be was, thougli that was sa full of care and trouble thist my hecaxt 'vas
touclicd witb pity. Oh Hecaven! 1 remnember bow bie looked upon me!t-
how lais voice trembled as be ipoke!1 Grandpapaw'as that be-my fatbor "

It 'vas."
"Tbank leaven P" cried the girl. "lFor in that sad face tbere 'vas

repentance if ever there bad bers sin. Grandpaps, he is ahone-au outcast !
He must bc Sa no more. I must go ta bim. Oh, why-why did I flot
know, ta comfort bini sooner'l" and ahe burst into tears.

"lEthel," said Sir Ughtred, Ilyou will mlot persist in this folly, whicb
will offtiDd your father more than anyone ?"

"If hic say se 1 will leave him. If hie sends me back 1 wili corne."
"No 1" ejiculated the ohd man, passionately. IlArnold Wiukworth

brouglit bitter disgrace oni my child's maame, the wifc bie bad wedded. He
shaH flot shadow îny heartbstone with it. 1 'vili have no co-,trnunion with
bitu or bis. Il you go tb hirn, Ethel, Yotu Ieave me for ever. Ail tos bc-
twcen us are broken.. You mxust dIecide."

Ethel rnoved quickly ta hian, and, tbrowing bier arms round his neck,
laid lier lips Io bis check, then, distress in ber eyes, said:

IlDcar-darest grandpapa, A' must decide as I sbould 'vere you in my
fatber's place. Then I would ]eave him te go to You, as I must now -lIov-
ing Yeu, oh, so dearly-Ieave You ta go to bim. Yes, go at once. ilenat.
forth those I know bers may not bold me fit company-ï would imeet flanc
of tbemn 2gain.'

Sir Ughtred, taking lier wrists, removed lier arms frora about him.
IGo thcn," hie said. Il lnceforth 've are strangers."

A maoment Ethel stood, undergoing a violent mental strugglc, then
cxcl:iiming, IlMay You yct forgive me, grandpapa My love mnust be cver
youis I" sise piased quickly fromi the study, returning to ber own room.
just lheu the diunr.bell rang, and bier maid tapped al the door. Disrnis.
sing lier with a rco*uçst te Sir Ughtrcd te excuse bier absence from the rneal,
Ethel sat down ta think wbat next she 'vas tos do.

She fcît sbse 'vas deciding rightly. It 'vas flot ber place to renounce an
erring falher. Stili, Sir Ughtred bad been as a fa.-,l one te lier, and il
requited asevore struggit to, rcaovc hersehi (rom out Isis love. And Roaud,
:"Oh, 1 I daTe flot think af hirn. I darc nat 1" she moaned, Writhil)g in 2goDy.
« Rcinn or go bie must bc notbing te me now, nor I to bim. Oh, Roland

-Roland, rny love. So soion to have been mine !"
In a mamprnî, coDqucring lier grief, she rose up. Therc 'vas mucb te

do-niucb to plan. ]iztter te act, flot reflect, or bier courage ruigbt fail.
Lrt hcr one care as yet ho for the two she 'vas about to leave. Sitting
down, alter awhilc, she wrto:

"DE.t, DeAr, GRNDPAPA,

IForgivc me thus leaving Yeu ; but the more 1 reflect
the more I (cet rny firsi duty is te my unhapjr laither; lience 1 go ; but 1
darc r.ot givo you or myseli the pain of another interview. low can I tell
but You wotild rcluý- it met That would break my heart. Bcelieve mue
evcr fondly, la'jngly yours, thaugh you 1iluck nie (roux you affectioni. ~r
tell no.one w>' future address. Yusgaeul o vr

The second letter 'vas stili lbarder te write. She dared flot malte it
long. Il was ta Roland.

'My DyLtRer"I (sbe 'vraie),
IlWhon 've hast parted I knew, which Yeu did mat, ibat it 'vas

neyer te ineet me again. For your sabe, as yours, 1 dared flot tell you se.
WVhy I oaq flot tell You now. lut last flight I lcarned thit wbich muade it
imnpossible f.,r nic cvcr-ever ta bc your wiic. Yct My love fa youra. I
cane take it back. 1 shaîl neyer wcd, neyer. God bless Yeu, dearcst.
For my sake-os ry liappines-forget mos.


