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of musical Greek syllabies from fiomer or Euripides, anon breaking
into some familiar verse of Christian song. And, when tea was
served, lie went up-stairs for the ladies, and escorted them to the
table with a manner se beaming and so happiiy predictive that
Charlotte could not but catch some of its hopeful spirit.

Just as they sat down te the tea-table, the wet, weary traveilers
reached Up-Hli. With a sigli of pleasure andi content, Dueie once
more passed into its comfortable shelter; and neyer had it seemed
to her sueh a haven of earthiy peace. fier usually piacid face
bore marks of strong emotion; she was physicaliy tired; and
Steplien was glad to see lier among the white fleeces of bis grand-
fathcr's big chair, witi lier feet outstretched to the blazing warmtli
,of the fire, and their cosey tea-service by lier side. Always reti-
cent with him, she had been very tryingiy se on their journey.
No explanation of it had been given; and lie had been perrnitted
to pass bis time among the looms in Ireland's miii, whule she andi
the iawyer were occupied about affairs to which even his signature
was not asked.

As they sat together in they evening, she cauglit bis giance
-searching lier face tenderiy; and she bent forward, andi said,
"KXiss me, Stephen, my dear lad. I have seen this week liow kind
andi patient, how honourabie ànd trustful, thou art. Well,
then. the hour has corne that wiii try thy love te the uttermost.
But wise or unwîse, ail that lias been done lias been done with
good intent, and I look for no word to pain me from thy rnoutli.
Stephen, what is thy narne?"

"Stephen Latrigg."
Nay, but it isn't."

Stephen blushed vividly ; his mother's face was white andi ealm.
"I wouid rather be calieti Latrigg than-the other name, than by

rny fatlier's name."
"fas any one named thy father to thee ?
"Charlotte toiti me what you andi she said on the matter. She

understood bis name to, be Pattison. We were wondering if our
marriage could be under rny adopteti name, that was ail, and
things like it.".

Ducie was watching lis handsome face as lie spoke, and feeling
keenly the eager deprecation of pain to lierseif, mingiing with
the natural curiosity about bis own identity, which the e-louti up-on
his eariy years warranted. She looketi at hirn steadily, with eyes
shining brightly tlirougli tears.

,,Your name is flot Pattison, neither.,is it Latrigg. When you.
marry Charlotte Sandai, it must be by your own true name; and
that is Stephen Sandai."

"Stephen Sandai, mother ?
"Yes. You are the son of Launcelot Sandal, the late squire's

eldest brother."
gThen, mother, then I arn- What arn I, mother?"
i"Ye. r sq1 of Sna*de anti Torver. No living man

but you bas a riglit to the name, or the land, or te Seat-Sandal."
",I shoulti have known this before, mother."
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