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the door ; but Mabel, though she tricd to feel safe in her father’s arms, was
so horrified at the faces, voices and oaths around her—it was all so new
and frightful—that she closed her eyes, and wished she could close her
ears, as she was parly lified and partly diagged through the tumult, and
squeezed in at the partially opened doorway—the last sounds she heard as
the door closed being the thwack of a policeman’s truncheon on a man’s
head, and the shrick of a woman calling ¢ Murder.’ -

“Confound their throats, the drunken wretches,” said her father, as,
embracing Mabel, he placed her a moment on a ¢hair in the passage to get
breath.  * But don’t be frightened, my dear child ; it's Saturday night,and
then they're alwaysnoisy.  If it had been safe to delay, 1 wouldn’t have
sent for you to-night ; but, poor soul ! she's terribly bad, and she wanted to
see you, Mab ; so what could 1 do?”

* Just what you have done, dear father.  I'm better now, and will lay
aside my cloak, and go at once to my mother’s room.”

As she went up the stairs, her father followed her, saying, “You sce
now, Mabel dear, the reason why 1 could not have you home ; 1'd rather
have buried you than have brought you up in this place.”  Mr. Alterton
uttered this with the tone of a man who was putting forth a very virtuous
principle, and be repeated it as if it was a favorite maxim.  Had he seen
his daughter's face, its expression might have startled him ; but as she pre-
ceded him on the stairs, he neither saw her look, nor divined that her
silence was a suppressed sob ; nor did he know that on reaching her room,
she shut and fastened the door, and, falling on her knees, wept the bitter
tears of youth overits first humiliation.  But Mabel was not a girl to yicld
herself up to gricf without a struggle, and she was morcover angry at what
she called the sclfishness of her sorrow.

She had been reared in ignorarce of her father's business, except a gen-
eral description that he was in the “wine trade.”  Asshe advanced towards
maturity, she had come to the conclusion that her father’s was a busy occu.
pation, that had not required much education, and had been very prosper-
ous; forno young lady in Miss Germaind's establishment had ever dressed
betier, or been more hiberally educated than herself.  As to not knowing
the cxact nature of her father’s pursuits, there were merchants® and manu-
facturers’ daughters at school with her, who knew about business matters
nearly as lutle as herself, and the ambiguous replics of Miss Germaine and
her mother-in-law, when she had asked a question on the subject, led her
to expect there was nothing for boastingg, though she equally thought there
was nothing 1o be ashamed of  Now there was a blush on her cheek, and
a pang in her heart, at the fact that her father lived by a trade so grossand
corrupting that his child could not be reared in his housc. It was her duty,
however, to try and check these feclings, and 19 hasten to the bedside of
her stepmothier ; and after bathing her cyes and calming the outward mani-
festation of her surprise, she summoned Susan, and asked to be admittegd
to the sick chamber.

During Mabcl's journcy she had prepared herself for witnessing a great
change in the invalid, but nothing like what she now beheld had occurred
to her as possible.  The glare of the cavernous cyes scemed to light up the
whole of the wasted face.  “The skin on the parched lips was cleft into
Rlack patches, and the restlessness visible on every feature was further mani-
fested by the clutching of the tremulous hands at the bed-clothes.

Mabe! heard her own name as she cnicred the room, and it was muttered
azain and again, as on tipioce, shedrew near the bed. T am here, mother,
dear mother 7 she added, as she gazed on the face of the sufierer.

*Is it you—is it really you ?” said the sick woman, ¢agerly making an
cffort to risc, which weakness prevented.  She took the hand that Mabel
had laid an hers, and carressed 3t for a moment with unwonted fondness.
“1 thought you ncever would come, child,—~I'vc wanted you for days,
Mabel”

“1 only learncd you were so very ill to-night, and have hastened here
as fast as the express irain could bring me.”

“\Wcll, well, it scems long. P going Mabel®

#* Qh, no, mother!  You il get hetter; you have been often illL®

“ Not likce this, child—oh, not like this™ said the sufierer, tossing her
wcaricd head on the pillow, and then in 2 husky whisper, added, “I wanted
to speak to you about Aunnic.”

“ About whom ?”

* Annic—my sister Annic.”

Mabcl cvidently scarcely knew the name.

*Ah,” continucd Mrs. Alterton, *if 1 had brought her up away from
this business, she might have been like vou, Mabel. T thought your father
wrong, and many words have heen between us aboutit.  And onc after
another my children have died--my pretty tabes 5 none left but Hom-
castlc’s boys, and they're like their father. never have been, and never will
b, & comfort—poor fellows, that T should say so, yet it's truth.  But Annic!
my young sister, is on my conscicnce.”

“Where is she 27 smd Mabel.

“Lost!gonc! IUs seven years since she left shis house. Susan wilj
1ell you all about it—T can’t ; and exeept one bt of a nole, with the Dovey
postmark on it, saving she was going abroad, we've heard no mote of her.?

“ Do not distress yoursclf,” said Mabel, hardly knowing how to comfort
the invalid, and fearing the excitement.

“] must—1 can't help it.  She was left in my care when my mother lay
as I do now. Annic wasa baby, and 1 just mairied to my first husband.
1 brought her up.  She was with me in all my troubles; yes, all, and I loved
her as my own child.”

“ Hush—hush " interposed Susan, for the voice of the tick woman had
risen to a thin gasping scream.  “ Say no more now ; speak to Miss Mabel
in the moring.” . .

“No, no; I will speakt Mabhel, do you hear? Will you befriend Annie
if she is found?  Will you tell her my grief? Will you sec justice, done
her? for a share in this business is hers by rights ; and if you take Annie’s
rights, the curse of a dying woman will be on you.” |

“Whist, whist, dear soul I” said Susan, Jaying, as she spoke, a wet towel
on the head of the sufferer. But the excitement once commenced could not
Le allayed. Mrs. Alterton’s words now came swiftly and indistinctly,
mingled with faint screams.  Mabel tricd to socthe hier by saying, “1 will
do all that is kind and right to Annic—1 will ohey your wishes,” but her
words were unheeded ; the tevered brain was evidently filled with images of
terror.

“ Annic's dead!  Don't you sce she is murdered?  Who's that?  Don't
put the dead body on my bed!  Ah! that’s a dead hand creeping over my
face—take it off, take it off " “Then a tremor shook the wasted frame, and
so strong was the rigor that the very bed scenied to vibrate,

“What dreac™ml malady is this! is it madness?” said Mabel, horror-
struck, as Susan and a nursc, before unnoticed, hastened 1o hold the suf-
ferer.

“It's what the doctor calls defirum trimmins, Miss,” sdid the nurse.
“We thought if she had her wish, and you came, it would quict her, but
T'm afeard she's no better—there, there, be quict—that’s a dear;” but it was
ain 10 try to sovthe or to holdher, she was in the grasp of the malady, and
the wasted frame was writhing and shaking, while flashes of light seemed 10
dart from the cyes, and convillsive sereams tore the fecble chest.

Mabel had seen illness.  She had been present when a schoolfcllow
dicd, and more recently at the death-bed of Mrs. Germaine, her governess’s
mother: but suffering like this, she had no idea was possible.  She tried to
help the woman as well as her terror permitted, but all was uscless. Wildly
to and fro tossed the throbbing head; the glating eyeballs, almost starting
from their sockets, pursued some imaginary sight round the roem, and the
limbs twisted as if making desperate efforts at flight. To hold in her bed was
more than the united strergth of the attendants could do.  Mabel rang for
assistance. Her father and a womsn from the kitchen came.  “Fhe medical
man was hasiify summoned. An hour passed in the struggle; then the
rigor relaxed, the cxhausted frame, siill palpitating, lay powerless, the cyes
closed; there was dife still; but the flame of the wasted 1aper was flickenng
in the socket.  Mabe) was advised 1o go; but she seated hersclf at the bed-
side, thankful for the interval of ease.  The doctor left.  Mr. Alterton went
to wait in an adjoining room. Susan ard the nurse refreshed themsclves
with some cordial from a black bottle, and then  composed themselves in
two casy chairs; and thus it happened that afier a fow hours, as the grey
light of moining came into the room, Mabel was the only wakeful watcher,

* for the deep breathing of her father was plainly heard through the stiliness

of the chamber, in concert with the atiendants,  About six o'clock there
was a slight change in the sick—a. pallor differem from any huc of life
scemed to creep over the face.  Mabel drew near, and leaning over the bed,
listened for the breathing, and hesitated whether or not 10 arouse the drowsy
nurses; at that instant theie was a gurgling sobin the throat, the eyes
opened wide, glared, as it seemied, on the awe-struck girl, and then the light
went out of them, as manifestly s a taper is blown out by a gust of wind.
Mabel knew by those blank-staring cyes that death was there, and that the
shuddering soul had gone its loncly journey.

{ To be Continued. )
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* Oh, dear! I am completely disconraged.” Jenny pushed away
her Look and looked up at her mother with an expression that was
very much like despair, and yet not altogethicr that, for somchow
her mnother had & way «f brightening up dark places that was help-
ful as well as comfortings,

Her wminther was rocking the baby, and she searecly dared
lest the little tyrant should open his cyes for a new frolic, but she
sent Jenny a smile that said just as plaindy as words, * What is the
trouble ? Jct us talk it over”

“It's about iy besctting sins, mamma.  You sce we were talk-
ing last Satibath about striving azminst sin, and Miss Marston told
us the only way to overcome it was to fight asthe shyrpshootersdid
in the war, by taking aim at a particularone.  She advised us to
sit down aml make an honest list, just for our own cycs, of our own
special sins, the onc that made us most trouble, and then try by




