
WUeh wffl w dot—yon and I, Mnrkl kw bom* mA bMrxM
lus adflnltd eyidnn, tiUn Us Meiia MMtifla, aad inlMdt Us far^
•a conuition thai w« moaaM oar Mthar and ohaofo our nam* to
Ileradidi, or atay liara al bona in infamy, living on tha aHowanoo
which ha haa mada all thaaa yaara to tha fianily of tha umhi who
lobbad hiflir My adad ia nada np: I ahall aooopthia oflar. What
will yoa dot*

Mnrial ndMd her h«ad and lookad at \m brothar, her huwe bina
ayaa dark with mingled tandarnaia and raproaoh, bar fiwa uistinot
with aorrow and rarpriaa. If hia waa the pnritv whioh muit abhor
aril and brink from eontaot with the annar, hara waa that which
elinga to lore and from jojtj riaaato fctgiTanaM.

*LeaTa them like ttiat?' aba repMted; <moanoe them? re-
nonnce mamma? change my name and oat myaalf off from them for
ever? And yoa can do thia, Derwent I yoa? whan mamma haa been
tonawbat8hahaa,and joabaTealwayabeenberfrTonrite? No I a
thoaMnd timea orar I All that haa coma oat only makea me ding
tothemdoaerandoloaar. Poor papal*

*HuH don'tl' he aid with a paaMuata OMtoM.
'Tea, poor papa I 'die repeated iteiidily. * Think of hia dreadfal

life t—and then, Denrent boy, we do not know all the atoiy,nor how
he waa ttmpted. We ought not to judge him ao hanbly I

'

' Waa ha tempted when he called God to witneaa to that lie?*
cried Derwent, hia pale free flaming. *Murial I right and good ttn
eternal; and if our father or any<me elae breaka their lawa ha, aa
anyone ehw would be, ia duoned and ehameM i'

' But it ia not ibr ua to aay,' aha Hud haatily ; 'andat allerenti^
mamma haa done nothins wrong.'

< My mother haa liTedfor fiftew yearaa life of deoepti<m towarda
«!,' he said oddly.

'No I' eried Muriel with a warmth rue for her; 'ahe only
kept papa'a eaoret, aa aha had the r^t to do 1 And aftv all thi%
for ua their children to add to their trouble I No, Derwent, indeed
not!'

* That ia your deliberate dioice ?
' he then aaid without windng

or wararing. 'Abide by it, dear, far aa kng aa you can. When
you are ftroed to reoonader your determination, aa you will bo—
oome to me. For me, I ahall not aleq> another night in my fiitiier'a

house. I diall leave thia evening, kml exoept to you, Muriel, I am
dead from to-day to all at Orantley Bourne.'

All thia was Mud with the most eactraordinary quietness of
numn6r,amanner that waa aa new and strange aa thereat Murid
looked up once to see if it were indeed Derwent who was making;
if he had not changed as mndi aa bar father'a past andW owa
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