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tik- that I had died under the hand of the pirates '«Alive!"
Oh that the ocSn had swept me down to ïzù 1 Il & YeSý alive;, for when 1 wu at Holby 1 saw
with aU its waves 1 Then I should not bave lived ber."
to me this day 1 Brandon stSd speechleu with surprise.

Boused by ber vehemence Despard started Il' Langhetti saved ber, " said Beatrice. His
froui bis aboumdon and looked around. âger hm charge of ber now.

11 It seems to me," said he, 1 'as if you wm 11 Where, where is 8he asked Brandon,
blaming some-one for inflicting sufféring on a wildl

manjor whom no sufforing can be too great. a convent at n.
Whù 1 - pui you think of your friend as he lies At this moment ered.

oý' 
en

there in the next room in bis agony, dying, torn Is this true ?" «eked Braan with a deeper

ty 

ne sbý 1

to pieces by this man's agency, and have pity for agitation than had ever yet seen in him-
him? my sist«, is it true that she not dead?"

111 Oh!" cried Beatrice, Il is he not my father?" 64. It îs true. 1 ahould bave told you'ip Ruid
Mm Compton looked around with staring Despard, "but other thoughts drove it from

eves, and trecabled from héad to foot. Her lips my mind, and 1 forgot that you might be ig-
1ýoved--ébe-began to qmk, but the words died norant-"
away on ber lips. - 'l How is it possible 1 wu at Quebec my-

111 Your father?' said DeqmM; Il bis acts have selL I have sought over the world after my rela-
eut him off from a daughters sympathy." tives---ý$

"'Yet he* bas a fathers feelings, at least for 1 will tell you4 " wùd. D«pard.
bis dead son. , Never Wboà 1 forget bis look of He sat down and began to tell the story of
afflish as he stood on the balcony. Ris face Ediths voyage and àll that Langhetti had done,
wu turned this way. He seemed. to reproach me. "' down to the time of bis rescue of ber frorn death.

"Utmeteâyou,"criedDespardharahly. "He The recital filled Brandon with such deep, arnaze-
han not yet made atonement for bis crimes. This ment that he bad not a word to eay. Ile Estened
in but the beginning. I have a debt of, vengeance like one stupefied.
to . extort from him. One scoandrel bas been IlThank God!" he cried at last when it was
handed over to the law, another lies dead, anoth- ended.; ' 1 thank God, I am spared this last an-

er is in London in the hands of Unghetti's friends, guish; I am freed from the thought wbich for
the CarbonarL The worst one yet remains, and years bas been most intolerable. The memories
my ûUher's voice cries to me day and night from that remaîn are bitter enough, but they are not

diat dreadful ship. 7% so terrible as this. But 1 must see ben 1 must
Il Your fathez:s voice."' cried Beatrice- She find ber. Where is she?"

lookeil at Despard. Their eyes met. Some- & ' Make yourself easy on that score," said Des-
thing ---- A between them in that glance which pard, calmly. - " She will be here to-morrow or

brought k the old, mysterions feeling which. the day after. 1 have written to Lmghetti'iî
she had known before. Despard rose hasg and sister; she will come, and wili bring your sis-

left the room. ter with ber."
Il In God's name," cried-,Brandon, I'j say that " I should have told you, so before, " said Bea-

this man7s life was not sought by me, nor the trice, 1' but my own troubles drove every thing
life of any of bis. I will tell yon all. NMen lie else from my raind."
coppassed. the death of Uracao, of whom you 11 Forgive me," said Brandon, fbr intruding
know, he obtained. possession of bis son, then a now. 1 unie in to learn about Langhetti. Yon

mere boy, and carried him away. He kept this look upon me with horror. 1 wiR withdraw. " 1
,lad with. him and bronght him up with the idea Beatrice bowed lier he4 and tears streamed
that he was bis best friend, and that lie would from ber eyes. Brandon týok ber hand.
one day show him bis father's murderer. After '&Farewell," he murmurect;. " farewell, Bea-
1 Inade myself known to him, he told Vijal that trice. You will not êondemn me when, 1 say
I. was this murderer. Vijal tried to assassinate that I am innocent?"'
ine. I foiled him, and could have killed him. 11 1 am accursed, " she murmured.

Butlsparedhis-life.. Ithei toldhim the truth. Despard looked at these two with deep anxiety.
That is all tbat I have done. Of course, I knew Stay," said he to Brandon. There is

that Vijàlwould seek for vengeance. That was something which mùst be explained. There is
not my concern. bince Potta had sent him to, a mret which Langhetti bas had for vears, and

seek my life under a lie, 1 sent huin away with a which lie bas several times been on the point of
knowledge of the trath. I do -not repent that I telling. I have just spoken to him and told him
told him, ; nor is there any guât chargeablê to that yon are here. He says lie will tell bis secret
me. The man that lies dead there is not my now, whatever it is. He wisbes us all to come
victim. - Yei if be were ' oh, Beatrice! if lie in-and you too, especiaRy," said Despard, look-
wire-what then ? Çould that atone for what I ing at Mrs. Compton.

have sufféred ? My . father. ruined and broken- The poor old creature* began to tremble.
hearted and dying in a poor-house calls to me " Don't be afraid, old woman," said ]Philipe.

always.for vengeanm My mother sufféring in " Take my arm and 111 protect you. "'
the emigrant ship, and dyinýg of the plague amidst She ros% and, leaning on bis arm, followeè
horrom without a namè calls to nie. Above all, the chers into Unghetti's room. He was féar-

my 9*eet sister, my pare.FÀith-" ' fally ernaciated. Ris material £rame, worn down
'&Mthi" intçrrupted, Beatrice-1 i Edith!" by pain and confinement, seemed. about to dis-

Il', - do yon not know tbat ? She was bur- skye and ]et îree thst soaring soul of bis, whose
ied Ï11W fiery impulm had fbr years chafed against the

-What!" cried Beatrice is it possible Om prison bars of its mortal inclosuri- His eyes
you do not know-that she is alive ?" shone darkly and luminously -from their deep,


