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motto is, Nobleswe oblige, and the full meaning He was silent again.
of this great maxim my mother had instilled Il Who *ts the man?" asked the General, in
into ëvery fibre of my being. But on going a strange voice, and with an -effort.
into the ýrorld 1 found it ridieuled among rny ','He- was known as Redfield Lyttoun. He

own class as obsolete and exploded. Every had Been devoted for a long time to my ivretched
where it seémed to have Éiven way to the mean ivifé. Their flight was so secret and so skill-

doctrine of expediency. My sentiments were fully managed that I could gain no clew what-
gayly ridiculed, and 1 soon began to fear that eve; to, it-end, indeed, it was better scý--per-
1 was not suited for political life. haps-yes-better so." Lord Chetwynde drew

Il At length a crisis arrived. 1 had either to a long breath. II Yes, better so, ', he continued
sacrifice my conscience or resign my position. - "for if 1 had been able to track the scoun-
1 chose the latter alternative, and in doing so 1 (Irel and take bis life, my vengeance would have
gave up my political life forever. 1 need not been gained, but my dishonor would bave been
tell the bitierness of my disappointment. But proclaimed. To me that dishonor would ha% e
the loss of worldly prospects and of hope was brought no additional pang. 1 had sufféred ail
.as nothing compared with other things._ The that 1 could. More were impossible; but as it
worst of all was the reception whieh 1 met at was my shame was not made publie-and $0,

home. My young, and as 1 î stipposed loving above all-above all-my boy was saved. The
wifé, to whom. I went at once with-n-iy story, frightful scandal, did not arise to crush my dar-

and from whom. I expected the warmest sym- ling boy."
pathy, greeted me with nothing but tears and The agitation of Lord Chetwynde overpowered

reproaches. She cotild only look upon my act him. Ris face grew more pallid, bis eyes were
%vith the world's eyes. She -alled it ridiculous ffited, and bis clenched hands testified to, the
Qtiixotism. She charged me with want of affec- struggle that raged within him. A long silence
t ioti ; denounceçl me for beguiling ber to marry a followed, during which. neither spoke a word.
patiper; and after a painful interview we parted At length Lord Chetwynde went on. Il 1 left
in coldness." London forever," said he, with a deep sigli.

Lorà Chetwynde, whose agitation was now "After that my one desire was to bide myself
evident, here paused and drank another glass from the world. I wished that if it were possî-
of wine. After some time he went on: ble my very name might be forgotten. And so

" After alli it was not so bad. I soon fonnd 1 came back to, Chetwynde, where 1 have lived
employment. 1 had made many powerful friends, ever since, in the utmost seclusion, devoting my-

who, thongh thev laughed at my scruples, still self entirely to the education and training of my
.&emed to, respect my consistency, and had =- boy.
fidence in my ability. Through them. 1 obtàinpd 4(Ahý my old friend, that bov bas proved the
a neiv appointment where 1 could be more inde- one solace of my life. Well lias he repaid me
pendent, though, the prospects were poor. Héie for my care. 1ýever was there'a nobler or a
1 might halve beën happy, had it not been for the more àevoted nature than bis. Forgive a father's

continued alienation between my wife and me. emotion, my friend. If yon but knew my noble,
She had been ambitions. She had relied on my my brave, my chivalrous -boy, you, would excuse
future. 'Sbe was now angry because 1 had thrown me. That boy would lay down bis life for rue-
that future away. It was a death-blow to ber In all bis life bis one thought bas been to spare
hopes, and she could not forgive ýae. We lived ine all trouble and to, brighten my dark life. Poor
in the saine bouse, but 1 knew nothing of ber Guy! He knows nothing of the horror of shame
occupations and amusements. She went much that hangs over him-be bas found out nothing

into society, where she was greatly admired. as yet. To him bis mother is a holy thought-
and seemed to, be neglectfal of ber home and the thonght of one who died long ago, whose
of ber child. I bore my misery as best I could memory he thinks so sacred to me that 1 dare
in silence, and. never so much as dreamed of the not speak of ber. Poor Guy! Poor Guy!"
tremendous catastrophe in which it -was about to Lord Chetwynde again paused, bvercome by

terminate. " deep emotion.
Lord Chetwynde pansed, and seemed over- 11 God only ý-nows, " he resumed, II how I feel

come by bis recollections. for him and for bis future. Its a dark future
Il You have heard of it, I suppose ?" he asked for him, my friend. For in addition to this

at length, in ascarce audible voice. grief which. 1 bave told you of there is another
The General looked at him, and for a moment whîch weighs me down. Chetwynde is not yet

their eyes met; then he looked away. T'hen he redeemed. 1 lost my life and my chance to
shaded bis eyes with bis hand and sat as though save the estime. Chetwynde is overwhelmed

awaiting further revelations. with debt. The time is daily drawing near
Lord Chetwynde did not seem. to notice him, when I will have to, give up the inheritance

at all. Intent upon bis own thoughts, he went which bas come down through so long a line of
on in that strange soliloquizing tone with whieh ancestors. AU is lost. Hope itself bas depart-

he had beglin. d- How eau I bear to sS the place pass into
.4 

Ji

She fled-" he sai , in a voice whicch wa/a ien hands
little more than a whisper. Il Pass into alien hands?" iu@rrupted. the Gen-

"Heavens!" said General Pomeroy. eral, in surprise. 11 Give up Chetwynde ? Im-
There was a long silence. possible! It eau not be thought of."

II It - was about three years after our mar- "Sad as it is," replied Lora Chebvynde,
riapet continued Lord Chetwynde, withan ef- moumfally, 'lit must be so. Si.* thoqsand
fom 11 She fied. She left no word of farewell. pounds are due within two years. :Vplm f can
ýshe fied. She forsook me. She forsook ber raise that amount all must go. - Wben Guy
rhilcL My God! Mhy?,)l comes, of qge he must break the eà" aùd seil


