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"lâtber, dear father, come home with me now !The elock in the steeple strikas one ;
You sald You were coming right home fom the gbop

As soon as your day's work was doue.
Our lre has gone out-our house la all dark-

And mother's been watching since tea,
With poor brother Benny no sick In her arms,

And no one to help her but me.
Corne homeo! corne home! corne home i

Please father, dear father! corne home."
Hear the sweet volce of the obild,

Whieh the night winds repeat as they roam!Oh, who could resist this mot plaintive of prayers:"Pleuse father, dear father, corne home."
Father, dear father, come home with me now 1The ck>ck lu the steeple btrîkes two;

The night has grown coider, and Benu la worse-But he has been calling for you.
Indleed he i worse--Ma says ho will die,

Perhaps before morning shall dawn;
And thlis is the message shesent me to bring:'Come quickly, or he will be gone.'Il

Fatheer, de uratber, core home with me now,The dlock lu thee steeple strikes tbree;
The home Ia so lonely-the hours are so long

For poor weeping mother and me.
Yes, we are alone--poor Benny la dead,

And gone with the angels of light;
And these were the very last words that he sald-'I want to kl$8 papa good night."

(ItEGISTIa-rD according to the Copyright Act of 1868.1

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.
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A NEW NOVEL,
By the Autor of "ILady Audiey's Secret," " Strangers aad

l'ilgrimse," Jc., 4e.

CHAPTER LXIV.-Contiaued. ,
" You m3ean that you would stand by me so long as My actewerft such as God and man would approve, said Sylvla, witha thoughtful Icok, "but if I went out of the straight course-

if I asked you to do something that involved difficulty, oreven danger, would you stand by me thon ? "y
"Yt, Sylvia, if I could recoucile the act with my own cou-

" Conscience 1 " exclaimed my daughter with a sneur,"Since when have you had a conscience ? "
"Froi the hour of my wrong-doing. Remorse awakened1

my sleeping conscience."1
"fWell, moth r, she exclaimed lightly " Iam not going toput your courage or your affection to the test. What could4you do to help me? Nothing. You could not lighten my1burden by a feather's weight."1
"I don't think it la a very heavy burden for yu to hear 1Sylvia. You bave ail things which the world calls good."a
"Let the worid judge for iteelf and not for me," she criedcont< mptuouisly, "I have not the only blessing that could

make lite happy for me. have lost the love of the only man1I ever cared for.",
"You must have made up your mind to live without that,tSylvia, when you married Sir Aubrey Perriam."t"Oh, 1 was dazaled, blinded, bewtldered by my father's

worldly arguments; stung by Mrs. Standen's inslence Ittsaeemed a grand revenge upon her to marry her son'a superior.a
I forgot that I could not live without Edmund. I did notknow my own lheart-hardly knew that I had a heart. But Ibave seen him to-day. I pas"ed him liMoukhampton High-1lareet ; aw scorn and regret both ln his face, and came homeL
-home to this dreary hose-more completely miserable than@I have ever been yet."1

1 tried to convince hur of the wickeduess of those re-igrets, this uselesa sorrow, but with no effect. 8he poured hertale of love and grief iuto my ear; told me of her brief enga-
gement to Mr. Standen, bis courage, bis devotion, and lo ashe had rewarded him by desertion. 8he humiliated herselfto the dust, and though I was compelled to blame I could not8withhold my pity."Ii there any hope of release for me?I" she asked at last,lo king at me intently with those full, bright eyes, which areialways most steadfast when there is some evil thought in lerrmind. in Sir Aubrey's wretchedstate ho cannot linger long,I should think." '

IlDo not cling to that wicked flope," I auswered. " Mr.Stimpson told me only a week ago that 8Mr Aubrey's hiealthdhas improved wonderfully withia the last few months, audthat, aithough he may never regain clearness of intellect orthe active use of his left side, he may live to be a very old

"What a burdkn," sihe exclaimud, "s burden to himself anda burdlen to me ! And we are to go dawdling on year after
year with the salue joyless objectless existence. Whien I mar-..rned i thoiught I was to lead a lIte cf splendour aud pleasur--
thuat the world would teachi me te forget my forsaken lover, tl>o youu think I should have been mad enough te enter know- tingly upon such a 11fe as this--the 11fe of a convent or a
prison ? I was twenty times happier at the schoel-housae If sI had onuiy kuown it," she added, with a profound sighi. - s

I urged lher to du her duty meekly and patiently se that she
ruight fuel the tranquil blensedneus of a life well spent. I re-
minded her of lier many advantages, aud entreated lier te con-
trast ber lite withi the miserable eixîstences which 811 that
nethermoat world wbere poverty reignsa supreme. t

" Be happy that y'our huuband ia sparedl te you, aud that byyour devotion to> hlm in bis decliuing years yott may prove s
yur gratitude for the s ffection which hais raised you from avillage schoolmaster's daughater te be mistress of Porriam

Be knd t liahbile you have thei poer ashabla teue 'l
his house to whoom you bave not been over kind, snd who ~
my "no bave passed beyond the reachi of human kinduns or a

" Whom, do you muas ?" Sylvia asaked eagerly.

" Mordred Perriam. He has been slowly fading ever since
the shock of lis brother's seiure-slipping unawares out of
Ife. He rarely complains, and bis descriptions of bis malady

are so vague and rambling that It Is bard to make out the na-
ture of his suferings. No one ever takes any notice of him.
He la of no importance here--a figure always lu shadow. I
have spoken to Mr. Stimpson more than once about hlm, but
Mr. Stimpson only shrugs bis shoulders, and says that Mr.
Perriam was always a poor creature-no stamina-organic
derangement, will go off some day like the snuf of a candle.
Pour fellow, I have done what I eau for him, but it la very
littie.',

" And do yon really think he le dying7" aasked Sylvia, ln a
half whisper.

" I will not say that ; but I believe that his life hangs by
the feeblesr thread, a thread that may snap at any moment."

Sylvia was silent, and seemed lost ln thought. "iHave you
lvernoticed the resemblance between Sir Aubrey and iis
brother ?"I as kd at last.

" It Isimpossible for any one to avoid noticing soe strong a
resemblance."

"Do you think the likeness las increased since you have
been here?"

" To a marked degree."
oA now one brother might easil, be mistaken for the

othor?"Il #
4By a casual observer, perhapa. Sot by any one who was

lntimate with either of the brothers."
" But seen at a distance, or seen for a moment only, or lu a

half light, one might be mistaken for the other."
" Very easily."
I wondered at questions which seemed frivolous and pur-

poseless. Sylvia said no more upon the subject, and dismisaed
me, aftt r promising to conquer her grief, and to think no more
of Edmund Standen.

For about six eek "f.'atPerria''veut'on''u the'' uai
way. There was only one change, but that was a marked one.
Lady Perriam was a great deal kinder and more attentive to
her huaband. 8he spent more of ler time lu bis room-never
falled teobe by his aide when he took his airing on the terrace
-read te him-couvened with him-bore with hie fretful
childish wayss, and semed in everything ail that a wife should
be.

In my foolieh blinduess I was proud of the change. I
thought that my weak words had cauned this improvement.

Mr. Bain left England, and about two days after bis depar-ture Mr. Perriam, who had up to this time bue auble to thuffle
to and fro etween his own rooms and his brother', was utterly
prostrated by a klnd of low fover which followed a severe cold.
b roggested te Lady Perriam fthat Mr. Stimpson should see ber
brd her-in.law, but ae sad no, peremptorily. I was a better
doctor for such simple aliments than Mr. Stimpson, she told
me, and I was tu nurse Mr. Perriam.

4Ir. Stimpuon would give him saline draught, and rob him
of fhe little strength h. las left," she said; "you can bring
hlm round ag a withabeet tes and jellies."

1 ob-eyed, flie illneaa appearlng a very simple one. But 1
hardly took into acdoant the low ebb tu which the pationt'I
strength had fallen.ep nt

He was not actually conlued to his bed, but sat and dosed by
the tire, in hleasy chair. I went lto his room and attended
te hlm as oten as I cauld venture to leave Sir Aubrey, who
'vas alwayn au exqcting invalid. Mr. Perriau was aIl pa.lience, rucuived umy attention with gratitude, and thanked me
repeatedly, i in stfebe voice, for my canre.

He asked me te place lis;chair vithin reaub of some book-
shelves close behind the mantelpiece, but placed tomewhat
hgi . Hocould just manage to reach the lowest row of books
vîthon fisieg nrom hie chair. Though too weak to read more
tha a de minutes at a stretch, it amused him te take down
the books and tura thetleaves, reading a line here and there.

Hete remaineda nathis state for two days, growing neither j
batter uer vorse, ad I saw no reason 1or appruhension, feeble
as I knov hlm teo .

Late on the veaing of the second day I left Lady Perriam's t
dretsing-room t take Mordre sabraftbroth tonis supper. 1[t vasnbcveai ton sadeven, the servants were all gone to t
b d, Jean Chapelai n nviug retired early, complaining of 1
gout. [b.d strong reason to suspect that this pretended gout1vas only a diaguse for nightly intoxication. Chapelain's ser- a
vices lu the sick-room had long been of the feeblest order. 1
Heh ssisted at has master's morning toilet, read a French novel
te him occasiltnally, and sometimes appeared at ten o'clock to e
aiet ia puttlng S • Aubrey to bed. For the rest of the even- s
8ug ha genurally coutived t b. rlning. Ail was quiet la
STh Aubrey'a roem vhun I lft Sylvia te go to Mr. Perriam. m
The baronet had gone to bed eariler than usual to suit the
convenience otChapelain, ad was sleeping peaceflly. I c
vent fireugl the passage of communication to Mr. Perriam's V
room. Hest ltthedarmchair where I had left him, beside I
the wood fire, te rnddy blase of the logs ehining full apun lhim. At the dlrat glance which I cast towards 'that motion- c
lou i;gtne, I utterud a cry of far, amJ hurried forward. setting
lova the b iotbb4n hastily as I passed the table. Hiis head t
was fhrow back mîen thepille Id had placed to sudpport it. s

O arma vas nsisa'd aliovm the besal. but bang louae anti uerve- dlese. An oeu book lay on the ifllow boisde the dnoîîinge
irey iti. Mordrd Perriam was dea. He might have dlied

any fuse ithin. tti at boum Only an hour ago I had ar- s
anged ai îilltowe cad given hims his dose 'of weak braandy t
eac tatr h. vu tf dan to m- .hat ho had raised himself tu a
ah t1h vuuae train one ot the higher "helves, snd that d

hic slght exeratlinh been enouugh to snap the feeble thread f~

teilo I ttgazing at limi li paineud aasteishuent, a lght l

tandiug os the oten aide ut the he'anh, arre Ld Periamod
perhsap by the aspect of that uit àur lu pel boundcai, o

" Wha lihas hapîpened ?" eh. aakedguei. h r hi.
n . Pernilamis ad ,, h

" No, not Mr. Purrian. uir IAubne ' <bal Ir.Pon n
may survive him ton many reyn. idea.M.Prim

Never la 1 I heard lier yoeamre duajde.l Nvr ha ce
uch a looki ut decisi'on lain paemoe etfc. cvrhdIse

" What ado you musan ?" I rspake se la.
" I meaêu that the titne ba h m for yo usadbiu n

hlp mue a, you preaised you voad do, vwe îlie time nhoud b
or. [d uote anb y desperato act fromn yu. I only ask

lanou as d as yonder corpsm. WA ey ma ae thl

whether ho e a ied Au y onanrd AsMrdrd ho

would have the same care-the ame Indulgence-not a desire
of him feeble r.ind ungratified."

" What madness la this ?" I exclaimed. "You can never
dream of attempting to substitute this dead man for your liv-
ing huband." "That la exactly what I domean,"ahe answered
resolutely. 41It matters nothing to that paralytic old man
whether he occuples one set of rooms or another. But it mat-
tors a great deal to me to be free from the hateful bondage
that chains me to this dreary louse, to be Sir Aubrey's widow
Instead of hia wife."

I need not record my remonstrancb. Ail that a mother
could say to dissuade her child from a desperate and wicked
act I said, not once, but with passlonate despairing iteration.
Sylvia held firmly to ber purpose, and told me, with every
appearance of a fixed resolve, that if I refused to help her in
fhis vile scheme, refused to set her free, as she called it, she
would make away with hersolf before the dawn of to.morrow's
light. She was utterly weary of er life, and would endure it
no longer if she lost his eone chance of freedom.

At last, In wakness and despair, I consented to an act
which has poisoned my life with the bitterness of useless re-
morse. In the dead of the night, when ail the house was
wrapped in sleep, we contrived with infinite labour and trou-
ble to remove Sir Aubrey on a couch from lis own apartments
to bis brother's, dragging that heavy couch along the passage
with as little sound as was possible, yet not without sufficient
noise te have betrayed ns, had any of the household slept at
that end of the bouse. Fate favoured my daughter's crime,
for we had the est wing entirely te ourselves, and there was
little fear of our movements being overheard.

Lady Perriam acted with a presence of mind and energy that
knew no limit. It was an opiate ofe er administering which
enabled us to remove Sir Aubrey to his new quarters, It was
her quick Intelligence which arrauged every detai of that
evil work.

Butor. daybreak ail vas ovor, sud Mordned Pennisin lay uponSir Aubrey's bed, hia limbe composed in the last awful elum-
ber, his beard and hair arranged so as to increase his likenees
te the baronet, and that likenes stronger in death than It had
ever been lu life.

CHAPTER XLVI.

SIR AUBitI5T'5 RUTUUX.
There was more in Mrs. Carford's manuscript; but what re-

mained told only of ler difficult service with the victim of
that conspiracy in which she had been an unwilling actor.
She described the misery of long and weary days spe t with
the iavalid, who at times was fully consclous of the wrong
that had been done him, and asserted hia identity, and bis
claims as master of Perriam Place with vehemence and Insis-
tance; while at other times he lapsed inte a state of duillin-
difference-vacant-minded-unconscious of anything beyond
his physical comfort, bis dinner, his wine, the temperature of
his rooms, the warmth of his garments.

In every stage oft is feelings Mrs. Carford was at band,
patient, unfailing, his comforter and friend, and to ber In bis
lighter moments he clang with sincere affection. Ris guiltywife never approached him,a hrinking from him with as deep
a horror as if the quiet room where he at had been the
chamber of death. Mrs. Carford neglected no care, left; no
duty undone that might lightinathe burden of fhat joyless life.
This ceasluess labour, this continuai, anxiety she accepted
as her penance for the errer ot er past life. Her deepest
sorrow was for ber daughter's guilt; her never-ending fear was
for that day oftretribution which she felt convinced must corne

eooner or later to the sanner.
Ail this was recorded at length In the manuscript which

Sylvla's mother had given to Edmand Standeni.
He rose from the perusal of that paper with the feeling that

every hope and desire of bis life had ended. Existence laybefore him, a blank and sunless waste to be traversed, everystar that had once lighted and beautified the distance extin-
guished for oves.

What was he to do with him lie haenceforward ? Go back
o Monkhampton, resume hia situation i lthe Bank, work for
his daily bread, Ilve through all the scandal itat would follow
he revelation of Sylvias crime; see the woods of Perriam
Place lu the distance, and be reminded every day how she
whom he loved so fndly was banished for ever from that
cene, in deepest disgrace and shame--existing only as a name-
ss waderei-none knew where ?
No, he could not return. That question was decided easil

nough I e had £200 In hand, money he ad saved from his
alary, his wants lu his mother'a bouse being very few. He
would go abroad-wander far from the scene of hisdisappoint-
ments fora year or so, and when he came back to England he
would get a situation elther in London, or one of the northern
ounties, where he would find himelf among strangers who
would never torture his ears with the name of Sylvia Perriam.
t would be easy now for him to get emnployment in any Eng-ish Bank, with such testimonials as he could obtain froma the
uhief of the Western Union.

ie wrotetee tMe. Sanderson, the Monkhampton manager,ouched briefly on the trouble that lad changed alt his plans-
.urrendered his position lu the bank, and eugaged Mr. San-
erson's friendship la the future, whon he sehould have occa-
lun to obtat a nev employment. He wrote also to Mlrs.
tanden, telling her in the sdinplest words, without passion, orelf-aba-eument, how cruel a disappuintment had overtaken
lh hopes that had made hlm an exile frem bis home, He
cknowledged that tIa blow seemed like retribution mon lis
imshonoured vovs te Esther, buf lic piaf forward no plus ton
orgiveness ; h. hinted at no hope fer flie future. e teld lis
motnser fhat, Jean thoughi ah. muit ever be to himi, lis lite vas
ikely te be spent tan from Dean Hous.

" I shall cerne te you gladly vwhenever you may summun
me, my Jean mother," le vrote, a t I shalh only coume in
bedience to your summons, and [ nover again can enter Dean
House except as a gursf. Yen vilI say, auJ righitly, that I
Lave fooled avay all mny chances of' happiness ; but you shall
ever have occasIon te say that I ain leading an unmuanly on
ishonourable lite. I am geing un fhe continent again te trynd fonget tis batet grief amîit untamiliar scenes. Myareer after my retu te England yill hoeone ut honourable~
ndusfry, sud however you may blame your son for his past
ies vtI futu's help you shaullhave no cause mo bla,,h for

TVhese tvo lettern despatched Edmund Standen fuit that he
Aba eue more uty te de. That duty vaw m provide ton

e viho nt do ug a l hat b evo l e E nglad d , e essor U
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