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“COME HOME, FATHFER.”

« Father, dear father, come hume with me now!
N The clock in the steeple strikes one ;

You sald you were-coming right home from the shop
As s00n as your day's work was done.

Our fire has gone out-—our house is all dark-
And mother’s been watching since tea,

With poor brother Bennby so sick in her arms,
And no one to help her but me.

Come home ! come home! come home !
Please father, dear father! come home.”

Hear the sweet voloe of the child,
Wkich the night winds repeat as they roam !

Ob, who could resist this most plaintive of prayers :
“Pleuse father, deur father, come home.”

* Father, dear father, come home with me now !
The clock in the steeple strikes two ;

The night has grown colder, and Benny is worse—
But he has been calling for you.

Indeed he Is worse—Ma siys he will die,
Perhaps before moraning shall dawn ;

And this is tke message she sent me to bring :
‘ Come quickly, or he will be gone.' "

*Father, dear father, come home with me now,
The clock in the steeple strikes three;

The home is so lonely—the hours are so long
For pvor weeping mother and me,

Yes, we are alone—poor Benny Is dead,
And gone with the angels of light ;

And these were the very last words that hie vaid—
‘I want to kiss papa good night.”

[Rea1sTERED nccording to the Copyright Aot of 1868.]

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.
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A NEW NOVEL,

By the Author o 1 Ludy Audley's Secret,” * Strangers and
Lilgrims,” §ec., Fe.

CHAPTER LXIV.—Continued.
“ Yon mean that you would stand by me so long #8 my acts

wern such a8 God and inan would approve,” said Sylvia, with
& thoughtful Icok, “ but if I went out of the stiaight conrse—
if I avked you to do something that involved difficulty, or
even danger, would you stand by me then ? "

“ Ye.s,,Sylvia, if I could recoucile the act with my owa con-
science,

* Congcience | " exclaimed my daughter with a sneer,
“Since when have you had a vonscience ?

“Frow the hour of my wrong-doing. Remorse awakenod
my sleeping conscience.”

“ Well, moth: r, she exclaimed lightly, “ I am not going to
put vour courage or your affection to the test. What could
yondo to help me? Nothing, You could not lighten my
burden by a feather's weight.”

* I don't think it is a very heavy burden for you to hear,
Sylvia. You have all things which the world calls good.”

*“ Lot the world judge for itself and not for me,” she cried
cont« mptuonsly, I have not the only blessing that could
make life happy for me. [ have lost the love of the only man
I ever cared for.”

“ You must have made up your mind to live without that,
Sylvia, when you married 8ir Aubrey Perriam.”

“0h, | was dazaled, blinded, bewildered by my father's
worldly arguments; stung by Mrs. Standen’s ins.lence. It
seemed a grand revenge upon her to marry her son's superior.
I forgot that I could not live without Edmund. I did not
know my own heart—hardly knew that T hada heart. But [
bave seen him to-day. I passed him in Monkhampton High-
street ; vaw scorn and regret both in his face, and came home
—home to this dreary honge—more completely miserable than
I have ever been yot.,”

Utried to conviuce her of the wickedness of these re.
Zrets, this useless sorrow, but with no effect. She pouted her
tale of love and grief iuto my ear; told me of her brief enga-
goment to Mr. Standen, his courage, his devotion, and how
she had rewarded him by desertion. She humiliated herself
to the dust, and though I was compelled to blame I could not
withhold my pity,

* I3 there any hope of releass for me? ” she asked at Inat,
lo king at me intently with those full, bright eycs, which are
alwnys most stvadfast when there is some evil thought in her

¢« mind. “In 8ir Aubrey’s wrotched state he cannot linger long,
I should think.”

‘Do not cling to that wicked Rope,” I anewered. “ My,
Stimpeon told me only a week ago that Sir Aubrey’s health
has improved wonderfully within the last fow months, aud
that, slthough he may never regain clearness of intellect or
the a:;tive uss of his left slde, hs may live to be a very old
man,

‘ Whata burden,” she exclaimed, “a burden to himeelf aad
# burden to me! And we are to go dawdling on year after
year with the same joyless objectless existenve. Whon I mar-
ried 1 thought I was to lead a life of aplendour and plessure—
thut the world would teach me to forget my forsaken lover.
1o you think I should have been mad enough to enter know.
iugly upun such a life as this—the lifo of & convent or a
prison? , I was twenty times happier at the school-houss, If
I had on\y known it,” she udded, with a profound sigh. »

Larged her to du her duty meekly and paticatly so that she
wight feol the tranquil blessedness of a life well spent, I re-
windud her of hier mauy advantages, aud entreated her to cou-
trast her life with the miserable existences which fill thag
nethermost wurld where puverty reigus supreme,

“ Be happy that your husband is spured to you, and that by
Your devotion tv him in bis decliviug years you may prove
your gratitade for the . ffection which has raised you from &
village schoolmaster’s daughter to be mistross of Perriam
Piuce,” I naid, appuesling to her worldliness as a last 1esource.
* Be kiud to bim while you have the power. There is one m
s bonse to whom you bave uot been over kind, aud who
uay so0on have passed beyond the reach of human kindness or
unkinduess.”

“ Whom do you mean 7 Sylvia asked eagerly.

¢¢ Mordred Perrlam. He has been slowly fading ever since
s$he shock of his brother's seisure—slipping unawares out of
life. He rarely complains, and his descriptions of his malady
are 8o vague and rambling that it is hard to make out the na-
ture of his sufferings. No one ever takes any notice of him.
He is of no importance here—a figure always in shadow. I
huve spoken to Mr. Stimpson more than once about him, but
Mr. Stimpson only shrugs his shoulders, and says that Mr.
Perriam was always a poor creature—no stamina—organic
derangement, will go off some day like the suuff ofa candle.
Poor fellow, I have done what I can for him, but it is very
little.”

“And do you really think he is dying ?” asked Sylvia, in a
half whisper.

“I will not say that; but I believe that his life hangs by
the feebles: thread, a thread that may snap at any moment.”

Sylvia was silent, and seemed lost in thought. « Have you
ever noticed the resemblance between Sir Aubrey and his
brother 7" she asked at last.

4 It is.impossible for any oune to avoid noticing so strong &
resemblance.” .

“Do you think the likeness has increased since you have
been here?”

* To a marked degree.”

“ And now one brother might e&si}v be mistaken for the
other?”

“ By a casual observer, perhaps. Not by any one who was
intimate with either of the brothers.”

“ But seen at a distance, or seen for A moment oaly, or in a
half lixht, one might be mistaken for the other.”

¢ Very easily.”

I wondered at questions which seemed frivolous and par-
poseless. Sylvia said no more upon the subject, and dismissed
me, after promising to conquer hor grief, and to think no more
of Edmund Standen.

For about six weeks life at Perriam went on in the usual
way. There was only one change, but that was a marked one.
Lady Perriam was a great deal kinder and more attentive to
her husband. She speut more of her time in his room—never
failed to be by his side when he took his airing on the terrace
—read to him—conversed with him—bore with his fretful
childish ways, and seemed in everything all that a wife should
be,

In my foolish blindness I was proud of the change, I
thought that my weak words had caused this improvement.

Mr. Bain left England, and about two days after his depar-
ture Mr. Perriam, who had up to this time becn uble to chuffle
to and fro between his own rooms and his brother'», was utterly
prostrated by a kind of low fever which followed a severe cold.
I snggested to Lady Perriam that Mr. Stimpson should see her
brother-in-law, but she said no, peremptorily, I was a better
doctor for such simple ailments than Mr. Stimpson, she told
me, and T was to nurse Mr. Perriam. .

“ vir. Stimpson would give him saline draughts, and rob him
of the little strength he has left,” she said; “you can bring
him round again with beof tea and jellies,”

I obeyed, the illnesa appearing a very simple one. Bat I
baedly teok into account the low ebb to which the patient's
strength had fallen, - :

He was not actually confined to his bed, but sat and dosed by
éhe fire, in his easy chair. I went into his room and attended
to him as often as I could venture to leave Sir Aubrey, who
was always an exgqoting invalid. Mr, Perriam was all pa-
tience, rucvived my attention with gratitude, and thanked me
ropeatedly, in his feeble voice, for my care.

He asked ms to place his chair within reach of some book-
shelves close behind the mantelpiece, but placed romewhat
bigh. He could just manage to reach the lowest row of books
without risiug from his chair. Though too weak to read more
than a few mjnutes at a stretch, it amused him to take down
the books and turn the leaves, reading a line here and there.

He bad remained in this state for two days, growing neither
better nor worse, and I saw no reason tor apprehension, fesble
a3 I knew him to be.

Late on the ¢vening of the second day I left Lady Perriam's
dressing-rvom & take Mordred a basin of broth for bis supper.
It was between ten and eleven, the servants were all goue to
b d, Jean Chapeluin having retired early, complaining of
gout. [ had strong reason to suspect that this pretended gout
was only a disguise for nightly intoxication, Chapelain’s ser-
vices in the sick-room had long been of the feeblest order,
He assisted at his mastor's morning toilet, read a Fronch novel
to him occasionally, and sometimes appeared at ten o'clock to
agsist in putting Sir Aubrey to bed. For the rest of the even-
ing he gonerally contrived to be missing. All was quiet in
Sir Aubrey’s room when I left Sylvia to go to Mr, Porriam.
The baronet had gone to bed earlier than usual to suit the
cenvenience of Chapelain, aLd was slveping peacefully. I
went through the passage of communication to Mr. Porriam's
room. He sat in the armcbair where I had left him, beside
the wood fire, the ruddy blase of the logs shining full apoa
him. At the tirat glance which I cast towards 'that motion-
less tigure, I uttered a cry of fear, and barried forward, setting
dowa the brothbasin bastily us [ passed the table. His head
was thrown back upon the pillow I'had placed to sapport it,
On: arn was raised above the head. but huny loose and nerve-
less. An opeu bovk lay on the pillow beside the drooping
grey head.,  Mordred Perriamm was dead. He wight have died
say time within. the Jast hour Only an hour ago I had ar-
ranged his pilows, aud givon him bis dose of weak brandy

. dud water. [t w s clear to me that he had raised himself to

veach that voluwe from oune of the higher ~holves, aad that
this slight cxerrion had becn snough to s04p the feeble thread
of life,

While L stood gazing at him in pained astoaishunent, a light
step approached we, and, looking ruand, [ saw Lady Perriam
standing on the other side of the hearth, urrestod spoll bound,
perhaps, by the nspuct of that quivt digure in the arm chair.

“ What Las happened 7" sho asked.

e, Perriam in dead.”

“ No, uot Mr. Porriam. dir Aubrey is deal. Mr. Perrism
mny survive him for many years.”

Nover hal [ heard her toae mors decided. Nover had I seen
such a look of decision in her pale set face.

* What do you mean ?” | asked.

“ [ meau that sbe time has come for you to stand by me and
help we a. you prowised you would do, when the time should
come, [ do uot ask any desperate act from you, [ only ask
¥ou to holp me and bs true to me.  Sir Aubrey is dead in life,
almost us dead us youder corpse. What osn it matter to him

. what name be buars in his liviog grave? What need he care

whethor he is called Aubrey or Mordred? As Mordred he

-»

would have the same cars—the same indulgence—not a desire
of his feeble wind ungratified.”

% What madness is this?” I exclaimed. ¢ You can never
dream of attempting to substitute this dead man for your liv-
ing husband.”  Thatis exactly what I domean,”she answered
resolutely. * It matters nothing to that paralytic old man
whether he occupies 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 honse, to be Sir Aubrey’s widow
instead of his wife.”

I need not record my remonstrances. All that a mother
ocould say to dissuade her child from a desperate and wicked
act I said, not once, but with passionste despairing iteration.
8ylvia held firmly to her purpose, and told me, with every
appearance of a fixed resolve, that if I refused to help her in
this vile scheme, rofused to set her free, as she called it, she
would make away with herself before the dawn of to-morrow’s
light. She was utterly weary of her life, and would endure it
no longer if she lost this one chance of freedom.

At last, in weakness 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 all the house was
wrapped in sleep, we contrived with infinite labour and trou-
ble to remove 8ir Aubrey on a couch from hisowa apartments
to his brother’s, dragging that heavy couch along the passage
with as little sound as was possible, yet not without sufficient
hoige to have betrayed us, had any of the housebold slept at
that end of the house. Fate favoured my daughter's crime,
for we had the east wing entirely to 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 of her administering which
enabled us to remove Sir Aubrey to his new quarters, it was
her quick intelligence which arranged every detail of that
evil work.

Before daybreak all was over, and Mordred Perriam lay upon
Sir Aubrey’s bed, his limbs composed in the last awful slum-
ber, his beard and hair arranged so as to increase his likeness
to the baronet, and that likeness stronger in death than it had
ever been in life.

CHAPTER XLVI,
SIR AUBREY'S RETURN.

There was more in Mrs. Carford’s manuscript ; but what re-
mained told only of her 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 spent with
the invalid, who at times was fully conscious of the wrong
that had been done him, and asserted his identity, and his
claims as master of Perriam Place with vehemence and insis-
tance ; while at other times he lapsed into a state of dull in-
difference—vacant-minded—unconscious of anything beyond
his physical comfort, his dinner, his wine, the temperature of
his rooms, the warmth of his garments.

In every stage of his feelings Mrs. Carford was at hand,
patient, unfailing, his comforter and friend, and to her in his
lighter moments he clung with sincere affection. His guilty
wife never approached him, shrinking from him with as deep
a horror as if the quiet room whero he sat had been the
chamber of death. Mrs. Carford neglected no care, lefs no
duty undone that might lightsn-the burden of that joyless life.
This ceascluss labour, this comtinual anxiety; she accepted
ag her punance for the errors of. her past life. Her deepcst
sorrow was for her daughter's guilt; her never-ending fear was
for that day of retribution which she felt convinced must come
sooner or later to the sinner,

All thig was recorded at length in the manuscript which
Sylvia's mother had given to Edmuand Standen.

He rose from the perusal of that paper with the feeling that
every hope and desire of his life had ended. Existence lay
before him, a blank and sunless waste to be traversed, every
star that had once lighted and beautified the distance extin-
guished for oves. . 3

What was he to do with his life henceforward? Go back
to Monkhampton, resume his situation in the Bank, work for
his daily bread, live through all the scandal that would follow
the revelation of 8ylvia’s crime; see the woods of Perriam
Place in the distance, and be reminded every day how she
whom he loved 8o fondly was banished for ever from that
scene, in deepest disgrace and shame—oxisting only as a name.-
less wanderei—none knew where ?

No, he could not return. That question was decided easily
enough! He had £200 in hand, money he had saved from his
salary, his wants in his mother's honse being vory few. He
would go abroad—wander far from the scene of hisdisappoint-
ments fora year orso, and when he came back to England he
would get a situation either in London, or one of the northern
counties, where he would find himself among strangers who
would never torture hisears with the name of Sylvia Perriam.
It would be casy now for him to get employment in any Eng-
lish Bank, with such testimoni:ils as he could obtain from the
chiefs of the Western Union.

He wrote to M¢. Sanderson, the Monkhamptoa manager,
touched briefly on the trouble that had changed all his plans—
surrendered his position in the bank, and eugaged M. San-
derson’s frivndship in the faturs, when he shoald have oocca-
siun to obtain » new employment. ' He wrote also to Mrs.
Standen, telling her in the simplest words, without passion, or
sclf-aba-cment, how cruel a disappointinent had overtaken
the hopes that hud wmade him an exile from his home. He
acknowledged that this blow seemed like retribution tor his
dishonoursd vows to Esther, but he put forward no plea for
forgiveness ; he hiuted at no hope for the fature. He told his
mother that, dear though she must ever be to him, his life was
likely to be spent far from Dean Hous..

“ I shall come to you gladiy whenever you may summon
me, my dcar mother,” he wrote, “bat I shall only come in
obedience to your summons, and [ never again can enter Dean
House except as a gurst. You will say, and rightly, that I
have fooled away atl my chances of- happiuess ; but you shall
never have occaslon to say that I am leading sn unmanly or
dishonourable lifs,. I am going vn the continent again to try
and forgot this latest grief amidst unfsmiliar scenes. My
carevr ufter my return to England will be one of honourable
industry, and however yon mav blame your son f.r his past
oerrors, ¢ with God’s help you shall have no cause to blash for
him in the fature.”

These two letters desputchod Edmund Standen folt that he
had but one more duty to do. That duty was to provide for
Mre. Carford’'s declining days. She was helpless, friendless,
dying, and anxions 8s he was to leave Euglaad, he could nnt
80 without doiug all that bunevolence could do to easure tLe




