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A MOTHER'S BIRTHDAY.

(From the ltalian). '

I.

Agnin the blissful day’s return
ndeared by memories vld woe greet,
But for tho thoughts that in us burn
How can we find expression meet ?
Mother, our hearts o'erflow with love,
And fain wouid utter all they feel,
But ah! cur lips refuse to move
And all our love to thee roveal.

IL.

If thou our helpless infant years
Didst kindly tend by act and prayer,
To soothe thy surrows, calm thy foars—
Let this, in turn, be now our care.
And let us ever of all days
Highest esteem the happy morn -
That gave thee. mother, beyoud praise,
A blessing to thy sons unborn.
JosN Ruapr.

(Registered in swecordance with the Copyright Act af 1363.)

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.

—_———
A NEW NOVEL,

By the Author o ¢ Lady Audley's Secret,” 4 Strangers and

Pitgrims) fe., Jc.

CHAPTER XLV,
THE WRECK OF A LIFE.

The woman entered with a nervous, furtive air, as if she
were not quite sure whether that dimly lighted parlour mighe
not be in somewise a trap,—which miche close upon her to
her vodoing.  She looked arcund the room curivusly,—won-
deringly—and from the room she looked at the schoolmaster.

© Yes.” ke said, answering the look. “It's a change, isnt
it? Nothing splendid bere—nothing to swell a woman's
vanity or to feed her pride.

» The place looks very pour,” replied the woman, falter-
iogly, “bus I've long been used to poverty.” Then with a
little gush of feeling he looked straight in his face, and said,
# Hava't you ene kind word for me, Carfo:d, after all these
years?"®

“ Drop that name, if you please,” he said, angrily.
I'm kpown as James Carew,
here by that name,”’

* Dou't say tracked you here, James. 1 should never have
troubl:d you if there’d Leen any other creature upoun this
earth to whom I could appeal in my distress.”

- What, bave you used them all up—worn them all oui—
ail the fops and datterers who used to swear by the pretty Mrs.
Carford 72 ¥

+ I want so little, James, pleaded the woman, not replying
to this sneer, # I expect so lHtle?

“1I'm glad of that,” cried Mr. Carew, ¥ this is no place to
foster large cxpectations. Why, woman, do yon require to be
told that the utmost I bave been able todoin all these years
has been to find bread for myself and my child? Do you
want words to tell you that, when you see me here 2"

He surveyed the room with ineflable contempt ; the woman
watching him all the while with hollow haggard eyes, and
tremulows lips.

* This room is a palace, James,” she said presently, ¢ com-
pared with the holes that I have occupied,”

She scated herself with a shrinking air, as if doubtful
whether the privilege of sitting in that room might not be
denied her—seated herself where the light of the oune candle
shone full upon her wan face,

ft was a face that had once been beautiful, that was seen at
a glance. Those large hazel eyes, seeming larger for the
hollowness of the cheeks, haggard as they were, bad not lost
all their lustre. ‘The delicate features neither years not sor-
row had changed ; yet on all the face there was a stamp of
ruin, a decay beyond hope of restoration. Never again could
bloom or freshness brighten that image of departed beauty,
Like a ghost appeared this woman to the eyes that had seen
her in her prime. * The schoolmaster contemplated her for a
little while thoughttully, then turned away with a sigh. Such
decay is sadder than death.

Yer, ehe had been pretty; and her face bore a painfal like-
nese to another face, now in its flower of loveliness. Those
eyes were Sylvia's eyes grown old. Those delicate features
had the same modelling. But all the glory of colouring which
made Sylvia resemble a picture by Titian this face had lost.
A pale grayness was ifs pervading tint. The loose hair that
strayed untidily across the deeply-lined forchead was of the
same faded neutral hue as the shrunken cheek. If ever the
ghost of beauty walked this earth, this was that sorrowful
phantom—a shade which seemed to say to youth and love-
liness, « Behold how fleeting are your graces !

A bistory of women's decadence might have been written
from this woman’s dress. . The flimsy gray silk gown, worn
at #very seam, stained and smeared with the dirt of years—
the wretched rag of a shawl which had once called itself black
lace, but wis now the colour of the grass in Hyde Park after a
hot summer—the bonnet, a thing compounded of scraps from
a milliner's rag bug—the gloves, last sacrifice to civilization,
shrunk with expokure to bad weather till they could scarcely
cover even those wasted hands. Genteel penury had resched
its uitimate limit.,

“ How did you find me ?"” asked Mr. Carew, after a pause,
during which the woman had watched his face closely, trying
to read hope there, : . :

“ Mr. 3liles, the cashier, met me in Holborn one day, and
seeing me 80 poor asked me why I did not apply to you. He
Lad seeu you in the church here one day when he had com::
down fur 4 week’s fishing in this neighbourhood and he re-
invwbered you. - He toid e that you secemed comfortably off,
aud might helpmea jiiiis  'This happened quite three years
azo. - I'did not want 10 come to you, James. | kbew | had® no
right. I.waited till starvation drove me here.” st

# Starvation,” cried the schoolmaster, ¥ If you had “enough

¢ Here
You could only have tracked me

money to pay your journoy down here, you must have. beon a
long way off starvation.” o

# A fow shillings did that. I came by a cheap excursion
train to Monkbamptou. I borrowed half-a-sovereign from my
landindy—a good soul, who has been very patient with me.”

¢ Your friend would have done better to keep her money.
1 have not ten shillings to give you, Good heavens! is there
no corner of the earth remote enough to sheller n man from
the eye of the world ?  'T'o think that fellow Miles should spy
mo out even here!” ‘ i

« flo spoke quite kindly of you, James.” .

& Curse his impertinence!  What right had he to mention
my name? 'To you of all people!™ .

# Oh, I know [ bad no right to cowme to you,” sm.cl the wo-
raan, with abject humility. “There is no pity, no forgiveness
—at least, none on enrth—forn wifs that has once wronged
her husband.”

#«Once wronged!” cried James Cavew, with intensest bitter-
ness.  + Once wronged 2 why, your life was one long series of
wrong aga‘nst me.  If it had been but your falschood as a
wife—well, thero are men whose philosophy i3 tough enough
to stretch to forgivencas! 1 dow't say I am one of those,
But it is just possiblo that, had your oue crime been your
flight with that scoundrel, time might have taught mo to
think less hardly of you.”

Worms are said to turn when trodden on. A curious sparkle
glittered in Mrs, Carford’s wan eyes; her lip curled with irre-
pressible scorn,

“ My crime served as a set-oft against {yours, Jnwmes," she
said quietly. ¢ But for that you might have stood in the
felon's dock.”

« But for that?  Mr, Mowbray could not afford to prosecute
the husband of the woman he seduced, for the error of which
her extravagance was the chief cause”

“ My extravagance ! Oh, James, don't be too hard npon me.
Who was it most ioved show and splendour, and prided him-
self on his hospitality, snd was vever satistied unless life was
all pleasure 2 Who was it that belouwed to half a duzen clubs,
where one might have sufliced him?  Who atteaded every
race meeting, snd won and lost money so fast that his bewtl-
dered brain lost count of gains and lossex? My extravagance,
indeed ! What was a dressmaker's bill against settling day at
Tattersall’s, or the price of an oceasioval box at the opera
azninst a run of ill-luck at Crockiord’s 7 Aud, how was I to
kuow that we were living bevoud our income when [ saw you
spare nothing to gratify your own fancies. I knew you wury
only a salaried mapager in that great house, but [ knew your
salary was a large one, and that you occupied a position of in-
fluence which your father had held before you. What was |
but a school-girl when you married me; and what expericuee
had [ to guide me? Do yvou think I should have been reck-
less if you had told me the wruth ; i1 you had only beun frank
aud confessed that we were on the brink of ruin? that you
hud falsitied the accounts of the house, and lived in hourly
fear of discovery.”

“Coafess to you!” cried the husband, scorafully ; ¢ coufess
to a doll that only lived to be dressed and made pretty. Where
was I to look for a heart under all your finery? No, I pre-
ferred trasting to the chapter of accidents rather than to such
a wife as you. [ thought I might tide over wmy ditticnlties.
The deficiency was large, but one great stroke of luck oo the
turf might have enabled me to make things square. I went
on hoping in the face of ruin, till one day { went to my olive
to tind a strange accountant goinyg through my books; and
came back to my house a few hours later to discover that iy
wife had cloped with my employer ™

% That zuilty act saved you from s conviet's cell)” said the
woman,

4 At the price of my dishonour,” answered the schoolmuster.
% The same night brought me aletter from my betrayer—thie
honoured guest at my. board—the innovent victimof my fraud,
as I had betieved him—informiog me that my defalestions
had been long suspected, and had now been proved with
mathematical exactuess by an exanmination of the books.
The letter, curt, and withoat signature, informed me furthior
that the house would spare me the disgrace of & prosecution
on condition that I withdrew myself from the commercial
world, and refrained from any future attemipt, to obtain credit
or employment in the city of London.  Of the wife he had
stolen from me the villain who penned the letter aaid noth-
ing."

There was 8 pause — James Carew stopped exhaunsted by
passion which was not the less intense because he held it well
in check.

“ What was [ todo?  Submit gamrly to my dishonour, or
follow the sconudrel who bad stolen my wife? If [ followed
him, if T asserted an ijured husband’s right of satisfaction, bie
would bring my defalcations against me, I had signed hix
name to bills for my own advantage. Hecould denounce me
asa forger. I had kept back moueys that ought to bave come
to him. He could charge me with theft,  Vain to say that |
mesnt to redeein the bills—that [ hoped to replace the money
~The thing was done.” , '

He paused again, breathless, and wiped the drops from. his
forc'qeud. The very memory of those days revived the old
passion,

“ Idreaded the felon’s fate. But I was'a man and pot a
worm. So I fullowed you and your seducer—found you,
after 4 loug hunt, at ~Lucerne. How could such guilty
souls fuci the sublimity of nature 7 Mowbray behaved a shade
better than I could have hoped. We fought, and I wonnded.
him, and left him in thé nrmd.of his valet, in a little wood not
five hundred yards from the hotel where I found you both, [
came back to England, wandered about aimlessly for a little
while; carrying Sylvia with me, always expecting to be ar-
rested ;- and finally came down' here  penniless. -1 found the
post of village schoolmaster vacant’; appled for it, und nfter a
little delay obtained it, with no better recommendation” thun
a bearing which my patrons were plensed to think that of a
gentleman. . That is the sum of my history.  Yours. I doubt
not, can boast more variety.” N : :

“Only the varisties of sorrow and removse, James,” an-
swered the wife, with a heart-broken ‘sigh.” I was not so
guilty ; 80 lost to shame us you deem me.  The burden of my
sin weighed heavy upon me. | pined for ‘my child. ] felt
the sharp “sting of dishonour,  Grief wmade me. a doll com-
panion ; and the doy came when [ saw weariness in the fuci
that had ouce known only siniles for me. I felt then thut ths
end. was near. . My saccifico had wou happiness ueither for
wmyself nor the nian who still profussed to love me,  We wane
dered about the continent till he grow tired, and talked of
going back -to England. 1 was heart sick of those garish

‘of her birthright,

foreiga cities, but tho thought of returning filled mg with
horror. - I should see psople I'had known—people whe Knew
my story. 1 told him my dread, and for tho first timg 1,
swered me with a sneer, C'Ihore’s not much fear of your frio
recoguizing you,’ he suid. ¢ You forget how changud yoy |
1 looked in my glags u little while afierwards,
truly he had spoken, My beauty was gono,?

¢ And soon after this mutual discovery, your lover le

Al.
iy
Are,
and snw by

y H ¥ ft You
I suppose,” said Mr. Carew. ‘ )
¢ No, that last shame was spared me. [ loft him, folt

that the chain dragged heavily, and couscience, whicl, onl

tho thought of his affection could stifie, awoke with 4 jy,
terrors. 1 could hardly have found courage to tell my Wretehed
stary to a4 pastor of my own faith, but there was u goad ui«i
pricst who sung mass at a little chapel in the Tyrol, whery w,,
had wandered, an old man whose fuce promised pity, [ wany
to him, and told him all. e bade me consider thay ir |
wished to reconcile myself to offended heaven, my firs py
wnst be to leave the pathiof sin. 1 told him that T was ey,
niless, but that 1 thought if L could gt w one of the Ureat
cities of Germany [ micht obtain cmployment us o gover
or travelling companion; in short some situation where 5,
kuowledyge of langnuses would be valuable. The good old may
lent mo & few pounds, vioagh o take mo to Leipsic, ang sap-
port me there while 1looked atout me, J!}.it. #t et fortaue
seemed to favour iy ciforts, amd I thought beaven was recon.
ciled with me, 1 obtdned a situstion in a school, 1o teael,
Euglish, French, au:l calinn, The pittance was smali, by
my chiel need was a shelter, - Out of that pittance 1 conteive|
lu'rcpuy the good privst's loan, and clothe syselt decently, gy
went well with me tilt an evil hour, after T had been three
yeurs at the school, aud had won the prncipal’s cood wong by
my industry, one of my old fricnds braught < pupil to the
school, n woman who had admiced my lace and jowels) ung
shaved my opera-boy, and a dozen other pleasures.  She waw
me, recoguized the wreek of her former acqunintance, agd
told the principal my story—not ton gentdy. | wis dismissg
that day, amd had to begiu the woold againg without « chaga:.
ter and withoat a iriend, 1 need not weary you with the rest
of my story  Lmdeed | have pat strength o telb it Baough
that [ have lved, T have hong o o the ragged edge of
society, been daily-governess in poor neizhbonrbionds, daesd
in the ballet at o theatee in the City Rl gone outasasiress.
maker's drudge at tiftecapence a day—but thongh often facy
to fuve with starvation—{ bave tever upplicd to Horace Mos.
bray for help”

1 rend hiz martiage in the papets sonp: years ago” saif
James Cirew, ¥ a great macchoge, e that must have doubled
his fortune. | suppose he s & millionaire aow 27

WM, Miles told me that be is very tieh)” answoercd the wa.
man, with a sigh, ¢ He seemed to wondor st ey rags”

# And not to give you eradit for your peattelove,” sabd her
husband, with bis eynical lawgh.  © This world s not a god
place for pe

“ James,” said the woman, witha sudden appeal, 56 wilt von
give we something to cat. o faiut with bungeo, T have
had nothing but s penny biscuit all this long day”

“Well, T give you nomeal. You dou't ask to see youg
daughter—a queer kind of mother”

“1 don't want lier to see e, sabd the woman, stasidering,
¢ Heaven kpows ow 1ny heart aches at the thonght el b,
bat I couldn’t fuce her in these rags”

s Couldn’e yon U exclaimed the soboolmsstor ) o then vou
mnsu't stay hereo Phis house is not large enough 1o keep
prople wpart, It {sa’t like our snug little box at Kitbies,
with its deawing-room and Londels, aud smoking-room, agd
study, I you want something Lo eat, Syivia wust bring 07

» Don't let her Knew who Tam,” sod the mothier, tremuding,
and turning with o soared ook towards the door

¢ She shall Roow uothing, naiess siee has been lstening all
the time, which is not bnpossibie.”

He gpened the dour bewling it the kitchen, and cadbed
Sylvia.  The staivcase lod out of this room, and at the souw!
of her father's voire Syivin wime Huttering Jdown the stairs,
But it was just possible that a Hght fvotstep might have only
n minute before ascendal,

There was a pale, unguivt ook in the gicl’s mee, but she
said not a word.

6 There is & half-Ganishod wauderer in there,” said her fa-
ther.  # Bring her whatever you can find for supper.”’

Sylvla opensd her fittle inrder, and prosduced the carcase of
a fowl, & serap of two of bacon, some cold potatoes, and a loaf,
She spread o uapRiu on a tray, and set out these viands with
a neatness which was habituad to her—even thougto her hands
trembled a Hittde as they periormed the task. Then with that
tray in her hands she went into the parjour.

The wanderer Jookod at her, anmd sbe at the wanderer, both
faces with somethiug awiul in their exprossion-—as tlesh snd
Llood may ook at a wiost.  Aud indecd ench saw a phantom
in the facs of the other.  One the spectie of the past—the
other the shade of the futare,

s This i what | was," thought the mother,

“This is what | may be,” said the danghter,

Sylvia set the tray dowa before the woman, looking at h-r
all the while with a half-shtinking curiosity. "That pale wan
countenanee, where 1l colour seemed effaced by gy spectal
shadows, was so terribly liks her own. She beheld ber own
liseaments, with all theiv beanty vanizshed, ¢ What)” whe
wondered, @i bunuty so dependent o colour and freshuess
and youth that, thiouigh the lines remain, all is lost whea youth
is gone,”

She remembered Mres, Statiden's handsome middle age, The
fine face in its matronly repose, the clear bright eyes, und the
ripe bloom of the cheuk,

“«Care i the dustrover of busuty,” she thought, # and not
Time. God keep me fren such a life ss my mother's,”

She had heard all, Her curivsity had been wwakened by
her father's manner, and she had taken care to make herself
scquainted with the canse of his agitation, Shu had hoenrd
every gyllable, for the doors fitted bLut loosely in that ol
houa¢, and the voices had sounded us clenrly as if she had
been in the same room.  Horeitied, beart-sick, she had head
of her mother's shamw, her futher's dishonour,  But thuugh

-she had a ghuddering compassion  tor the weaker ginner, her

chicf pity was for herself, By these sing she had been robbed
Her jarenty’ wrong-doing had condemned
biee to a youth of obseureat penury, - They had started fair on
the roud of life, aied of théir own guilty wills had wandered
ot 'into bramble-chokéd byc-wuys, amony thorns and hri:u_ﬂ
which wonnded her innocent Himbs,  ‘Phey had enjoyed thuir
brief: day of pleasure, and plucked the Howers in the golden
valley of sin; “but for her there had been only. the rugged




