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'What do you say?—J/r. Henohard? Don't, don't
scourge me like that

! Call me worthless old Henchard—anythmg—but don't 'ee be so cold as this! Oh,my maid—I see you have another—a real father inmy place. Then you know all; but don't give all
your thought to him! Do ye save a little room
for me !

'

She flushed up, and gently drew her hand away. «

I

could have loved you always—I would have, gladly

'

said she. « But how can I when I know ycu have de-
ceived me so—so bitterly deceived me ! You persuaded
me that my father was not my father—allowed me to
live on m ignorance of the truth for years; and then
vhen he, my warm-hearted real father, came to find me
cruelly sent him away with a wicked invention of my
death, which nearly broke his heart. Oh how can I
ove, or do anything more for, a man who has served us
like this

!

'

Henchard's lips half parted to begin an explanation.
But he shut them up like a vice, and uttered not a
sound. How should he, there and then, set before her
with any effect the palliatives of his great faults—that
he had himself been deceived in her identity at first,
till informed by her mother's letter that his own child
had died; that, in the second accusation, his lie had
been the last desperate throv of a gamester who loved
her affection better than his own honour ? Among themany hindrances to such a pleading, not the least
was this, that he did not sufficiehtly value himself to
lessen his sufferings by strenuous appeal or elaborate
argument.

Waiving, therefore, his privilege of self-defence, hp
regarded only her discomposure. 'Don't ye distress
yourself on my account,' he said, with proud superiority.
'I would not wish it—at such a time, too, as this I
have done wrong in coming to 'ee—I see my error.
But It IS only for once, so forgivt it. -

1 never trouble
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