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Th,s letter, short and simple as it was, occupied Maud during thv 
whole morning, and the luncheon bell rang before she had finished it. 
ho, quietly signing her name, she carried it down to her father. He 
hastily glanced h,s eye over it, gave a short laugh, and tore the sheet 
across. The fragments he returned to his daughter, saying, - That will 
not do. I will write myself. Give me some writing paper.”

Mauu obeyed, and her father wrote the following note :

“ My Lord,—

she looked 
hasten aw 
rushed fre 

Five o’< 
and it was 
reached th 

He was 
her, had g< 
one had p: 
thrust asid 

A quart< 
waited. Ë 
she heard a 
his form.

At six o’< 
the wood, ai 
glance all ro 

In the dii 
rapid strides 
for him! A

■ af °U T'*1’1 am.SUrC’ be decP,y grieved at our loss. I say ‘ our’ ad­
visedly I am a widower. Think what you could have felt had you been 
in my place, as I think you once desired.

“I am sure you will wish to pay due respect to the memory of my 
i e, so pray be here in good time on Tuesday next, the 23d inst. The

ofDthatdâPt BrC*t0n ChurCh nt tT0 «'«lock in the afternoon

“ Your lordship’s, in sad grief,

“ To the Viscount Ashburtown,
“ Adringham Hall-.’’

“James Brereton.

This document he handed to Maud, and desired her to direct and send 
« by hand. Then he left her with many injunctions about taking 
o lerself, and repeating that he should be at home at seven o’clock.

Here was an opportunity for meeting her brother, such as she would 
hardly have dared to hope for. As long as her father remained at home
she could scarcely have ventured to leave the house, for she felt that at
any time he might want her. But now she had several clear hours al 
her disposal So she went up to her mother’s room, feeling more dreary 
than she had ever done in her life before. She was absolutely alone now 
i obody wanted her. You will think she was morbid, reader, and say, 
perhaps, did nother father love her tenderly ?” He did ; but she was 
conscious, though she had not acknowledged it to herself, even in thou -lit. 
that he was more proud of than fond of her-that he considered hc’r a 
good speculation—that she made his home attractive to himself and 
others. All that remained for her to do was to try to win him to herself, 
and through herself she would work and make him forgive her brother 
,*~o 6he knelt down by her mother’s side, and taking the cold hand between 
her own two warm ones, she gazed on the face of her who, in life had 
loved her so tenderly. She knelt on, forgetful of all save the lost, until 
the recollection of her brother, her mother’s darling, flashed 
mind, and she remembered her engagement. Drawing

him.
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into her 
out her watch,
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