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Mr. D’Alton foamed 2t the mouth,
and pitched a tumbler into the grate,
assanited chairs and tables most wicked-
ly, and then sal down in dudgeon with
all mankind.

All we have been deseribing happen-
ed after dinner, when strange to say,
Mr, Gitfard D'Alton was generally in
the worst. humor; but to add to his
natural irvitability, he had that day re-
coived an annoymous letter threatening
his life and holding “the mirror up to
nature.”

liverything has an end ; and at last
Mr, GifTard D’Alton’s passion subsided
jnst enough toallow the post-bag a place
in his memory. “1 may as well open
the bag,” he thought, and he half'started
when he saw two letters with the Lon-
don post-mark lying on the table. Tle
knew one to be from Mr. Moldon. Ile
did not know the handwriting of the
other,  “Meldon, Meldon!” he cried,
“if you have robbed me of my child!
—you want my family’s money-—my
money for the Churelr; but 11—

At length Mr. Giftard D’ Alton opened
the letter. ‘

He perused it greedily, wrapt up, as
if he had turned to marble. 1le drew
a heavy sigh at length ; and, as he had
been standing, he fell upon theold sofn,
and the letter lay upon his bosom.

Long, long, perhaps an hour helay—
not thinking—yet filled with thought,
a thousand thoughts gatherod together
—too crowded 1o be examined, and each
obscuring the other. .Ile took up the
lebter once again. It was as follows:—
“%nw Grosvexor, Sept. 2nd, 1848.

“Dear Sir,~The letter which ae-
companies this one is from My Leyton
Seymour. He has admired my dear
friend, Miss "D'Alton, from the very
first moment he met her. I told you
of his immense wealth and respectable
connections. Ile is placing his happi-
ness in your hands, hie says ; and, as I
bolieve Mr, Seymour says nothing about
means, I may may say that he wishes
every penny of Miss D'Alton'sto be
settled absolutely upon hersolf.

“1L am, dear sir, very faithfully
yours, ‘

“C. MeLpoN.”

“Giffard D'Alton, Feq.”

“Bettle overy penny upon herself|”

he repoated; “every peony! And T

am to be left alone!” he half wept— -

“alone "

He thought of the anonymous letter
of the morning. lle thought of how
much the love of Amy had been to him
a shield of protection. 1Le thought of
the gentle ways that soothed him with-
out words and the wise and kindly
words that often convineed him, when
he would not admit it, and appeased
him, he hardly knew why. e then
looked aronnd him—and thought of all
the light of his life faded, und neither
within nor without a single friend! Me
thought of his son Henry. In that
very room Ienry and he had had their
last interview. Trom this very s=pot
he had spurned him awnd sent him to
exile and tho grave! e thought of
the reckless nephew whose character
and habits he had half discovered ; and
he groaned—he groaned, and absolutely
went down upon his knees—the letter
still in his hand! Yet it was not to
pray. It was as if he had seen an aven-,
ger and knelt in horror.

0 am accursed ! I am accursed 1"
he said bitterly. “Lifeis just at an
end—and no joy, no hope!1l have lost
my life for a lie—the lic that—no
matter! Lucy! Lucy! Had God left
you to me, I had not been =6 hard—to
him. Curse uponit; what can money
bring me now? Lucy ? Amy ? Henry
—an honest good wish—-an casy heart?
Oh, my curse—"

Mr, Giftard D'Alton was interrupted
by a kuock, and- by the euntrance of a
soervant who desired to know if - Mr.
Cunncen wmight come up, At first he
was inclined to be “ out;” but he chang-
ed his mind; and, in a hard voice, suid,
“let him come.”

Cunneen came in with the benaed humi-
lity of a man who was nothing and had
nothing; but there was that sinister
light in the corner of My, Cunneen's
eyo-which always signifies a man to be
minding his business and doing so sue-
cossfully. He seated himself on the
chair which ho always occupied when
with M Giffard D'Alton, and, as ‘usual,
he placed his palms upon his knees, and
he bent down the Iscariot brow of evil
omen.

“T heard the nows about Miss Awy,
gir, and that brought me over.”




