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hollow sockets, and uw his thin, waû,, white Mm Compton was seized with a panic mots
lipi there wu a faint imile of yMeome---fàint overpowering than usual. She gasped for breath.
like the smile of the sick, yet sweet as the smile "OhI-ord!"Bhecriý. 110h,Lord! Spare

:éof an angeL me! spare me! Hell jkill131 

r

asUl me
It wâ with such a smile that ho greeted Bran- Brandon walked up to, he L took ber band.

don, and with both of his thin white bands "Mm Compton," nid he, - a câlin, resolute
pressed the strong and muscular band of the voice, Il your timidity bu been our curm Theje

other. is no heed for fear now protect you. lie
And you ûe Ediths brother," ho said. man whom you bave féared so many years is now

Edith's brother," he repeated, resting lovingly rained, helpless, and miserable. 1 could. d
upon that name,-FAith. She always said birn at this moment if 1 chose. You am foc'

were alive, and once she told me ghe should lovu if you féar'him. Your son is with you. Hià arm
tp see Sou. Welcome, brother of my Edith 1 1 supports you, and I stand here ready to protect
am a -dying man. - Edithýsaid ber other brother both you and your son. Speak out, and tell what
%vas alive-Frank. Where îs Frank? Will ho you know. Your husband is still living. He longs
not come to stand by the bedside of his dying for your return. 'You and your son are free from

friend? He did so once.'ý your enemie& Trust in me, and 7on Ïhall both
1-1 He will come,'" said Brandon, in a roice go back to him. and live in peace.'

choked with emotion, as he pressed the band of . Tears feR from. Mrs. Compton's eyes. She
the dýing man. He will come, and at onm" seized Brandon's band and prissed it to ber thin

11 And you will be all hem then---sweet friends! lips.
It is weIL Yon will prptect me ?" said she.

He paused. Yes.
11 Bice! " said he at last. Yon will save me from him ?" she persisted,
Beatrice, who was sitting by- his bead, bent in a voice of agony.

down toward him. 44>89 and Îrorý alLotherà Uke him. Doiot;
1' Bice," said Langhetti. My pocket-book fear. Speak out."

is in my coat, and if yèu open the inside pocket Mrs. .Compton clung -to, the arm of ber son
vou will find sornething wrapped in paper. Bring 'She drew a long breath. She looked up into
it to me. face as though to gain courage, and then began.

Beatrice found the pocket-book and opened ii It was a long story. She had been attendant
.ts directed. la the inside pocket there was a and nurse to thewife of Colonel Despard, wbo had

thin, small parcel. She opened it and drew forth died in giçing birth to a child. Potts had brought
a very small baby'sý stocking. news of ber death, but had said nothing whatever

1,1 Look at the mark,," said Langhetti. about the child. Colonel Despard knew nothing
Beatrice did so, and saw twà4gum marked of it. Being at a distance at the time, on duty,

on it-B. D. he had beard but the one fact of his wifes desthl,
This was given me by your nurse at Hong and a other things were fio tten. He had not

Kong. She said your things were all marked even made inquiries as rhether the eluld
i,ýith those letters when von were first brought to which he had expected was alive or dead, but

her. She did not kni;w what it meant. 1 B' had at once given. way to, the grief of the be-
meant Beatrice; but what did 'D'mean?" reavemerà4 and had hurried off.

Il AU around that bedside exchanged, glances of In his designs on Colonel Despard, Potts fear-
wonder. Mis. Compton was most agitâýted. ed that the knowledge of the ekistence of a child

11 Take me away, " she murmured to, Philips. might keephim. in India, and distract his mind
But Philips would not. from its sorrow. Therefore he wis the more
Il Cheer up, old woman!» said1e. Theres anxious not only to keep this secre4 but also to

nothing to fear now. That devil won't hurt you. " prevent it from ever being known to Colonel
Now, in my deepinterest in you, and in my Despard. With this idea he hurried the pre:-

affection, I tried to find ont what this meant. amtion of the Vt'sh» to, such an -exténi that it
The nurse and I eften talked about it. She told was ready for sea almost immediately, and left
me that your father never cared particularly with Colonel Despard on that ill-fated voyage.
about you, and that it was st:range for your cloth- Mrs. Compton had been left in India with the
ing to be marked 'Y if your name was Potts. child. Her son joined ber, in company with
It was a'thing whieh greatly troubled ber. - 1 John, who, though only a boy, had the vices

made many inquiries. 1 found out about the of a grown man. Months passed before Potts
Manilla mm-der case. Fmm that moment 1 e-tame back. -He then took ber along with the

pected that 1 V meant Despard. gUd to China, and left the latter with a respect-
" Oh. Heavens!" sighed Beatrice, in au agony able woman at, Hong Kong, who wu the widow

of suspense. Brandon and Despard stood mo- of a British naval officer. The child was Bevi,
tionless, waiting for,%omething fiarther. - trice Despard.

'&This is what I tried to solve. I made n Potts always feared that Mm Compton might
quiries every where. - At last 1 gave it up. 1%t divulge his secret, and therefore always kept ber
when circumstances threw Beatrice again in my with him. Timid by nature to an unu8ual degre%

"y I -tzied again. I have always been baffied. the wretched woman was in constant fear for ber

There is onl.% one who can teU--only om She life, and as years pas" on this fear was not lem-
is here, in this room; and, in the name of God, ened. The sufferings whieh .she.îek-iftem tbà
1 can upon ber to speak ont and tell the truth." terror were atoned for, howevw, by the constant

"Who?" cried Despard, whüe ho and Bran- presence of heison, who, remained in càMection
don both lQoked earnestly afflrs. Compton. with Pot;tsý influenced chiçûy by the ascendewy

Il Mrs. Comlpton!" said Lmghetti; and his which thievill" had om a iman of blé week
voice seemed. to die away from. U. and thnid naUwe., Potte- had brought them to


