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“ Dear father ! leave this dismal room, it's too much for you. Obh,
that face,” she added with ¢ shodder.  “Father, I've scen it before. T’'m
sure I have. Why, it’s the poor woman whose child died in the hospital.
Oh, poor, poor soul ¥

Surangely enuugh, the scene on the bridge of the preceding day flashed
on her mind.

“Oh! did she drown herself 2" she continued, as with a gentle force
she tried to lift the head from her father’s knee.

“No, girl! no,” groaned Alterton.  “She's been starved to death.
Yes, starved ! Look at her ; and at my very dvor! Think of these wet rags
being the shroud of our dear Annie!”

“ Annie " Mabel comprehended it all, the more that her eyes fell on
the floor where her father had dropped the cigar case, and the name of
Edward Boon arrested her attention,

By that tme [om Horncastle, and Susan, and all the household had
crowded in, and Mr. Alterton was furced frum the body.  Mabel asked if
the dead might be removed , but that, unul an inguest was held, was re-
fused. With her own hands puur Mabel spread a sheet over the victim,
and then retuined to the task, nut an easy one, of restoring her father to
comp:sure.

Mr. Alterton’s nature was of that ordinary kind, quick to receive,
rather than firm to retain an impression.  ¥e had certainly a feeling of
pride, as well as affection for his wue's voung sister, whose beauty had
been the means of establishing the prosperity of the trade, and of her own
ruin. He had mourned her loss, upbraided himseIf with having permitted
her to be exposed to temptation, but 1t had at length suited his easy dis-
positien to beheve her dead—and he believed it.

Butin this catastrophe 1t nceded no eaplanation to him, remembering
well that Anme m her young days was as high-spirited and wilful as she
was handsome—that she had not made them acquainted with her sor-
rows. She would desire moust of all to conceal, fru.n the friends se had
left, the hunubating fact that desertion and poverty were her lot. But
whea her heart and brain gave way at the death-bed of her child, her
reject:on of all axd frum the Buarnwh family, her desertion of her poor
lodginz at the time of the funeral (that lodging where they afterwards
learned she had carned a scanty pitance by shirt-making), her wandering
about for days, were but the natural result of her distraction. A faint
wish, like a glimmer in the darkness, to creep to the wezllknown home to
dic, seemed indicated by all the evidence that could be obtained of her
movements, and was confirmed by a few fragmenis of papers in the cigar-
case. ‘Tnere was a lock of her child’s hair. A piece of a rent letter from
Boon, dated two years vreviously, in which he had told her *“prudential
reasons, connected with his {amily, compelled him to part from her. "It was
evident this paper had beea torn in passion and <hen retained 1n agony.
Besides thus, there were three letters begun in peacil, to her sister, Mrs. Al
terton, whose death it scemeed she had not heard of.  These evidently had
been recently wntten.  Oae fragment ran thus:—

* DEAR SISTER,

“If you knew what 1 have suffered, you would forgive me. My
punishment is greater than T can bear”
Then another—

“You arc a mosher, and can feel 101 2716, your guiliy sister. My
chilu—-my only one —my all in thss world, was crashed belore my eyes.”

Then agan, another fragment of paper—

#DEAR JANE,

I'm dying. Tt’s a long time—1 don't know how long since I
ate or slept—aloag time. 1 want to look 1n your face, and take your dear
hand ence more, for it's all over now.  You wouldn't scold me I'm sure.
If you saw mg, sister, 1 think you'd shed a tear ov 3

And there it cloved, asif she cither could not recollect her thoughts or
satisfv herself.  What she must have suffercd, in the slow tortures of grief
and want and neglect, Mabel dared not attempt to think, Suicide has
ghasthier spirual horrors—a more utter blackness of outer darkness and
despair—{or the contemplation of the living, but far less of mortal agony.

There was no delay and no mystery at the inquest.  The surgeon pro-
nounred * Inaniton ” as the cause of Geathy, and ke verdict was—*“Found
dead from want and expasure.”  As spredidy and, as privately as possible,
the funcral took place.  Mr Shafton Keen, who had called upon Mr. Al
terton, having aszertauned for lum where the child was buried, the mother
was placed n the same grave ; and, to use the words of a hawker-woman,
whe remembered Annte i her carly days, and who watched the whole pro.
ceedings of the bunal—* here was an end of the beautiful barmaid of
Racketl Row.”
This event had delayed Mabel's journey for four days. At the expiration of
that timec, she prevated on her fazher, not only 1o go down with her, butto
take lodangs in Bath, and by rest and quict restore tis health, which had
been much shattered oy the recent shock.  Mabel had not scen Mi Shaf-
1on Reen when he called, but she learned that Mr. Boon's lunacy was ~on-
sidered incurable ; that he was weaning away ; and yet, that, day and night,
through every wakeful hour, lic was moaning out an inquiry for ** the good

Samaritan.”

CHAPTER XVIIL
Sair @eather.

——

‘¢ All thoughts, all passions, all delights,
Whatover stirs thus mortal frame, .
Are all but ministers of love,
And lccd his sacred flame.”
—Coleridge.

When Mabel reached Bath, and settled herself once more at Miss
Germaiae's, the first interruption her quiet met with was a call from Mr.
Delamere Burnish.

* He came here three days back, when I expected you,” said Miss Ger-
maine, evidently troubled. “Your letter informed me,” she continued,
‘ how matters stood, and I told him I approved of your refusai of him, as
the nght course under the circumstances. He answered, that “he came
to apotogize for the way you had been treated, and that he yet hoped to
make lumself worthy of you, and to induce you to alter your decision.”
I tuld bum that if you came under my care, I could not, with my obliga-
tions to s family, be a party to an intercourse whatever. He asked foi
one interview, to receve a final decision from yourself ; but I would rather,
my dear, that you refused to see him.”

With a great swelling of heart, poor Mabel acquiesced ; and she heard
the well-known tread in the hall, and the cluse of the outer door, with a
nervous sensation, as if her brain throbbed to his footsteps.

But it must be confessed, Delamere Burnish was one of those obsti-
nate men who will not easily take “ No ” for an answer. He managed to
find out through the medium of his shrewd cousin, Shafton Keen, thas Mr.
Alterton was hving in Bath, so he called on him, and, to the astomshment
of the father, made a proposal for his daughter. But such an offer seemed
then very ill-imed, for Mr. Alterton’s anger against Boon was hardly ap-
peased, even by hcaring how grcat was the affliction under which the
broken-down drunkard and libertine was suffering. When people are not
free from blame themselves, they always are anatous that others shall have
their full share.

“ Are you mocking my child, sir?” said the father, angrily, to Dela-
mere, 1n reply to-his proposal.  * Have a care; don't come on the sly to
ask for Mabe! Alterton as if she was your inferior.”

Delamere’s open countenance and manly words, however, had their
effect in soothing this irritation, and he listencd, in some surprise, to the
explanation that followed.

“T am not the rich man I was thought to be, Mr. Alterton. I have
entircly given up all thoughts of having anything to do with the brewery.
My dear father at present is offended with me for my determination, and
refuses to have anything to de with me and iy concerns for the future. I
hopz to prove to him that I am right, and not wanting citker in duty or
affection 10 him.”

“Then what do you mean to do?” said Mr. Alterton; *for my
daughter’s bringing-up won’t fit her for a poor man’s wife.”

“¥m not sure of that. If talent, activity, and good sense ave a need-
ful dower for a poor man’s wife, Miss Alierton has those.” He then pro-
cecded to explain his intention of engaging in agricultural pursuits, and
that his small fortune, inherited from his mother, was to be expended on
land in Ircland, near a family of English settlers, whem he knew.”

“Why, you'll be shot, like enough,” was ihe father’s comment; “and
do you cxpect me to consent to such a scheme for my daughter ?”

“I am in no condition to marry y=t,”" said Delamere, sadly ; “I only
ask your approval, your permission, if I can get that of Miss Alterton, to
my beirg considered her suitor.”

Just at that moment Mabel called on her father, and had been let in
without her knock being heard in the little parlor, opening into a garden,
where her father and his visitant were conversing.  She entered the room
as Delamere finished his sentence.

** We write not for that youth or maid
To whom in words it nced be sail” °
how warmly Delamcere apologized for the unworthy treatment Mabel had
received from his family ; how he told her he had made it his own injury;
how he pleaded ; and, best of all, how he explained that he loathed w2 for-
tunc made out of the waste of nature’s best productions, and the sins and
sorrows of myriads, and would have none ot it

At these words the color flushed warm and glad on Mabel's check.
T'hese were her own sentiments. It was not Delamere Bumish, the rich
brewer, but a young man, with his way to make in the world, proving the
sincerity of his good principles by making a pecuniary sacrifice.  Mabel
lonked round to seck consent in her fatner’s face. He had somewhat
strolled into the garden, and so it happened that she in return told Dela-
mere that ** she meant 20 live by her taleats for a while, that she had just
cngaged herself as teacher at Miss Germaine's ; but she would *—yes, he
heard the whisper—'*wait for the realization of his plans.”

There was much more, dear reader;that sounded very sweet, no doubt,
to them ; but having no essence to write it in, we need not put it down in
common ink.




