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Again the blissful day's return
Endeared by memories old we greet

But for the thoughts that in us buii
How can we find expression meet ?

Mother. our bearts o'or ioa with love,
And fain wioud utter ail they feet,

But ah! our tlips refuse to move
And al our loveto atheo reveal.

II.
If thou our holptess inftant years

Didst kindly tend by art and rayer,
To soothe thy sorroirs. camtutfthyars--

Let this, inturn. bentiow our care.
And lot us ever of all dayti

Highest esteeti the happy) mornN
That gave thee. iother, beyoud praise,

A blessing to thy ons unborn.
Jotas Rusot.

t I'ejsteredl ii ecrdan-e îit the 'omueiit .tet 'i1 )

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.

A NE\V NOVE.,

By the tuthuor a Lady Audley's Secre," Strangers arit

CHIAPTER XIV.
THE WaECK OF A LIFE.

The woman entered with a nervous. futrti' e air, as if she
were not quite sure whtîîher that dimly lighted parlour night
not be in somnewise a trtp,-wlich might close uponi her tu
her undoing. She loouked aroutnd the roou ctriously,--won-
deringly-and fron the rootn she looked at the schoolmuaster.

Yes he said, answuering the look. IlIt's a change, isn't
it ? Nothing splentdid here-nothing to swell a womaun
vanity or to feedb er piride."

The place looks very poor," replied the wonîtt, falter-
iugly, ' but I've long been used to povrty." Tien with a 
little tgush of fecling t looked straight in his face, and said,
SHavn't voit cne kind word for me, Carford, after all these
years ? -i

" Drop that niate, if you pleease he said, angrily. HereE
l'L known as James carew. You could only have trackedMe me
here by that iname."

" Don't say tracked you here, James. I should never havet
troubl d you if there'd been any other creature upon this
earth to wYhom I could appeal in my distress."

" What,b ave you used theu all up-worn them all out-
ail the fops and latterers who used to swear by the pretty Mrs.
Carford ?

" I want so little, James, pleaded the woman, not ruplying
tu this sneer. " I expect ro littlie.

" l'm glad of that,"î cried Mr. iCarew, " this is no place tuv
fosler large expuctations. Why, woman, doIyou requiru tobu
told that the utmost I have been able to do in ail these vears
has been to fnd bread for myself and my chuitd? Do youî
want words to tell you that, when you sec me here ?"

He surveyed the room with ineffable contempt ; the womant
watching him atl the while with hollow haggard eyes, and
tremîîulous lips.

Tis rooi is a palace, James," shue said presently, i coin-
pared with the holes that I have occupied."

"he seated herself with a shrinking air, as if doubtful
whether the privilugu of sitting in that room might not be
deniei her-seated herself uwhere the light of the one candle
shone full upon her wan face.

It was a face that hai 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, bail not lost
ail their tusttre. 'bu delicate features neither years nor sor-
row had changed ; yet on ail the face there was a stamp of
ruin, a decay beyond hope of restoration. Never again couldi
bloom or freshness brighten that image of departed beauty.
Like a ghost appeared this woman to the eyes that hai seen
ber in her prime. The schoolmaster contemplatet ber for a
littlte while thoughtfully, then turned away with a sigh. Such
decay is sadder than death.

Yes, she had been pretty; and ber face bore a painful like-
ness to another face, now in ils flower of loveliness. Those
eyes were Sylvia's eyes grown old. Those delicate features
had the samne modelling. But ail the glory of colouring which«
made Sylvia resemble a picture by Titian this face hai lost.
A pale grayness was its pervading tint. The loose hair thatj
strayed unidily across the deeply-lined forehead was of the
sate faded neutral hue as the sbrunken cheek. If ever the
gho-st of beauty walked titis earth, this was that sorrowful
phantom-a shade which seemed to say to youth and love-
linets, " Behold how fleeting are your graces Pl

A history of vomen's decatence might have been writteu
from this womant's dres. The fimsy gray silk gown, worn
at ivery seatm, stained and smeared with the dirt of years-
the wretched ragof a shawl which had once called itself black
lact', but was now the colour of the grass in Hyde Park after a
hot umnier-the bonnet, a thing compounded of scrapa from
a milliri'r's rag bag-the gloves, last sacrifice to civilization,
shrunk with exposure to bad weather till they could scarcely
cover even those wasted hands. Genteel penury had reached
its ultimatu limit.

I Iow did you find me ?" asked lir. Carew, after a pause,
during which thewoman had watched his face closely, trying
to rait hope there.

-Mr. itejs, the cashier, met me in Holborn one day, and
ee"iîg ne so poor aske:d me why I did not apply to youi. le

hadi .,'nî you in the church here one day when he had comî
w-i fr a week'a fihing in this neighbourhood and he re-

it teruiiurd you. le told ie that you seemed confortably oit,
aLd rnight help me a T'Ibis bappened quite three yuars
iz,. I did not want tu ticte to you, James. 1 kntew t had' no
riglit. I waited till .arvation drove me here;.

Starvation," cried the schoolmaster, iIf you hadl enough

money to pay your journey dowu here, you must hava beun a i
long way off starvation.

t9 A few shillings did that. T came by a ceiap exeursion1
train to Monkhampton. I borrowed half-a-sovereign froi mi"'Y
landlady-'a good sont, who has beut very patient with me." r

4 Your friend would have don better to keep ter mony.
I have tiot ten shillings to givu you. Gooud heavens I is tihere
no corner of the earth riemoto enoutgh to shelter a man from
the eye of the world? 'o think that fllow Mites shotuli spy I
me out even here "

tille spoke quito kindly of you, James."t
s Ctrse his;impertinence h What right had toi uMentiout

y name ? To yout of all people !,
SOt, I know I haut no rigit to come to yot," said the wo-

man, with abject humility. "here is no pity, no forgiveness
-- 't least, noue on earth-..for a wife that has once wronged
ber husbatid."

41 Once w-onged!" cried Jamles Catrew, wvith intensest bitter-
ness. -1Once wronged ? why, youir lift was one long series tif
wrong against me. If it hait been but vour falsehoodit as IL

wife-well, theri are meti whose philosophy is tough enongh
to stretch to forgiveneuss ! I don't saY I am one of thos'.
But it is just possible that, hatid yoir one crime bei vour
flight with that scouindrel, time Iiglit have tauiglt ie to
think less hardly of yot."

WorIs are said to turn uheti trodden ot. A curiius sparkle
glittered in Mrs. Carford's wan eyes ;ber tipe curleit with irre-
pressible scorn.

i-" My crime servitýtas a set-ofi against lyours, Jams," she
sat1 quiull>'. IlBut for that you mighit have stoodi in the
felon's dock."

" But for that! Nr. Mowbray could fot atTord to prosecu
the husbiand of the woinan it seduced, for the error of which
her extravagance was the chief caus5te."

N.Iy extlavaganee Oit, James, don't be too hard tipoitnie.
Who was it iost lved show and splendour, and prided himi-
seli ot his hospitality, and wvas never satistied uniess life uw-as
ail pleaisure ? Who was it that beiolongud to half a dotei clubs,
whure one might have sullicei hlim ? vhoaiitteidud every
race neting, and won and lost mttoney so fast that hi. ;bewil-
dered brain lost coutnt of gains andI los-es? My extrava
iileet ! What w'as at drussnaker's bi tiagains suttling d.y at
Tatersal's, or the price of au occabsiona box at the opeura
aguanst a rui of il-luckt Crockford's ? And, how wta I t
ktnow that we weru living beyond our incoum e'tn t sau' yuvt
spire nothing to gratify your own fancies. I kneuw yt ou wer'
onty a salaried manager in that great house, but I knew yoir
salary was a large one, and that you occ-upied a po)sitionr of iiI.
tIuence which vour father iai theld befor ot. Wbtt was t
but a schoot-girl wheu yoiu married me; and wha experielce
had I to guide me? Do ou tthink I shouldi have eetn reck-
less if voit had itoldn me the trth if you lait only beti frank
atd confessed that eu were on the brink of ruin ? that yo u
had falsitieŽd the accounts of the hoise, and lived in hlourtly
fear of discovery.

.1 Confess to you !" cried the iusband, scornfully ; t coinfss
to a iotl that only lived to be dIressetd and made pretty. Where
was I to look for a heart under ail your finlery ? N, I pre-
ferretd mruating to the chapter of accidents rather btian to siiu'h
a wife as you. I thought I might tide over my ittinih-
The dtfüciency was lar;e, but une great stroke tif tluck onitiheu
turf might havi enabled me u tmake things square. I went
on hoping in the face f ruin, till one day I went t, n ii'c
to tind é a strangei aceountant going through My boks; ait
camei iack to my houtse a few hours lIter t dicov ''that Iy
wife htad ehloped with niy employer "

" 'Flthat guilty at savei you fron a convict's cell," said the
woman.

Il At tbe price of my dishonotr," anîsweri'd lthe. schooltii,-r .
The same night brouglt me a lter frot iiy hbtravr-the

honoured guest at niy bard-th,' inno t victii of tM Ifraid,
as i h-adI believed Ilit-informing me ithat n defaletionuts
hadl been long supeed, andi hi niow beI proved with
imthiiematical exacttuss by a iexmnination tfbthe bk
Thit lutter, utirt, and wit-h-ut signature, iIIfti.în- ind me furtier
that the hbouse woutld sp1are rue lthe disgraeit of a priiectutit
on condition that I uithirw Iy-'ielf fron the cimitaurcial
world, and refraindu from uany futur' atteipt, to obtainticredit
or employnient in the city of London of tit wife hlie hat
stolen from mie the villain who penned the lutter faddt noth.
ing.

Tbere was a pause - Jarme. Carew stop1pud exhtautstetd by
passion which was not the less intentsebecauîse ehebu Ittit well
in check.

Xt What was I to do ? Stbmuit ga.ni'ly t Inv dishonotuur, tir
follow the scotndrel who hait stoleni y wifue? If I folîlowed
hin, if I assertedanit injured htushand's riglit of satisfactiioI, he
would bring my defalcations against mi, I had signed his
name to bills for rny own advantage. lie could detiounce ie
as a forger. I hlt- kept. back inonys that ought to have conte
to him. He could charge mei with theft. Vain to siy that t
muant to retdeeuiI the bills-that I hoped to, replace th ioiey
-The thing was done."

lie pauseid again, breathless, and wiped the drops frot his
forehead. The very memory of those days revived the old
passion.

ut I dreaded the felon's fate. But I was a man and not a
worm. So I folloved you and youîr seducer-found you,
after a long hunt, at Lucerne. llow could such guijty
souls fac' the sublimity of nature? Mowbray behbaved a shade
better than I couldI have hoped. We fought, aun I w ounded
him, and left himit in the arma of his valet, in a little wood not
ftive hundreI yards from the hiotel where I found yon both. I
came back to England, wandered about aimtlosly for a littlu
whilei carrying Sylvia with me; always expucting ta bu ar-
rested ; and finally came down here penniessu. I founit the
pott of village schoolmaster vacant; applied for it, and aftur a
little delay obtained it, with no better recommeanda tion than
a bearing which my patrons were pleaseto thitik that of a
gentleman. That is the surn of ny history. Yours. I douibt
note can boast mort variety."

AOnly thu varelties of sorrow and remorso, Jamijes, an-
swered the wife, with a heart-broken sigh I wa lnotso
guilty; ho lost to shame as you deemM met. The burden of my
sin weighed heavy upon mi. t piied for my child. I felt
the sharp sting of diabonour. Grief Madle mei a duit cou-
panion ; and the day cane wlen I saw weariniss in thu face,
that had once k nown onty inil.s for met. I felt thunu thua ti'h
endwas iear. My acrifice hadl wot iiappineus nuither for
tayself nor the man who still profussedto love me Wu wat-
dered about the continent tilt h grew tired, and talked of
going back to England. I was heart sick of those garish
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foreigu citits, but tho thought of returning dlied me t'wit
horror. I should sou people I hadl known-ptople who knew
my story. I told him nmy dread, and for the first timel heiswered ne with a sneer, ' Thort's not much fear of your frite
recognizing you,' hie said. '1You forget how changud yu are
1 looked in my gliasil little whilu afterwards, and saa
truly he had spoken. My beauty was gtno.

I And soon after this inluttial discovetry, your loyver left yi
1 auppom," muid Mr. Carew.

SNo, that btshamewiii sitt; spardnie mi. i left hn I i
that the chain dtragged heavily, and conscience, whlhich Oit Iy
the thought of is aftfection c.oild iltfle, iiwoke with att il
terrors. I could hardly have found courage to tel My wretrhed
etory t a pastor of lly own faith, but there wa a gt iLK id
prist Who sang mauss at ta tte nhapl in the T'yro, whre t

had wandered, an oi man is face pronised pity,1j
to him1, and told hil all. Ile bad mui conlit ide tiîhat if
wished tu reconcile myself to otTended htiaeu my irst att
iust buito leave thu path tf sin. I told hii thit was j* Q

ni luss, but that 1 thouht if I could get t Lnt of the gre
cities of etrni i night obtain euplyentiLt as a get r.
or travelling nion; in sihrt soie tituttio i'tw'hre,!
knowledtge tif lanags would ibe valuable. The giiod tl ni
lent me a tew pounds, iitigh to take ti to Ltiptti, and mup.
port me thure while I toket aiUt me. dt ai t fiSrt fortute
seeuid to our tiiu forts,and I thouit hileaveil wa-1 rve
ciled with it. I bt eti'd ti et ituatiit in i t heboot, to teac
English, French, an: i itn. ' e pittaic wa siatill, htit
m chia ued wasi a shetr. Out of that ittance I cttroni
to repay the .ood ptriet's toai and chthu mys"f tdceitly, *i

wenit well withe lte tilt at e'vil iour, after I had be thr,-
yvars at the schttîioi, and tiid atedn rîîî r hr'Y
tny industry, tnu uf niy old friends brough . tu to th

stchool, ia Iwoianil who haI Ladiired my lac and jte'wuts, t1,1

shared iy opera-bX, and a doz-n other plteur:. She e
mer, r.eogiized(i the w rutck if heur frm'r a-c 'iti -, A
toldi the: prinipjal my mory-not toognty Iw isu
tat day, and hadl t in -t wto:ii tain, without tr I .
ter and withot a irind, I ned not wary youv iti heti ret
(Of mty story Ind dtI t nol I' t stingth tii t-tl it. E .- ,

thtIhave live.1Ihave hUng Uon to the arged edy ùo;
socit ety', b'een daiy-gove rîts ini po r ntituburht oid s,
in the balleit at t tiatre ii tthe Cityld, goie out ua ir.

make r's drudge ittriftnpenci a day-but t4h; ooi t a
to ftae- with tarvatin- ive -ver aidi1 tio Horace .M
bray for help."

I rerd his miange in the pai- rw'v m yrs a a( i
Jaies Catrew, I great mtarrig,4- 'tie tht utii'st hatve Iout'j'bi

his fortiu. I suplpos ie i,1 a nithiAire nw?"
'é Mr. Ailstold ime. that h . eyiit,"an erdihew

uan, with ilsigh. ' He iemd to, w ondr at ty r

" And t tou give you.v erdit for your pe ,NitAi r
husbund, with bi cynical lIgh. '' Thiî woràd twnit a g'î

phtee for :entt"
i" James," t'aid the wuomian, wtith ta sttuden appîs!î, at wi!yu

give me tsomthii 0to eat. i ami faint with heunic'-r. I h

had nothing t bu t t. penn iibiscuit all this h.lng -Ly da'
Ii VeUl, I 1 give you a& me-al. Youu di't atk lo ' y

dtautghiter--a quee t kindotif mthir.
S I d 't wait tier to e titi aid' th wmI anI, 'hd d-ril:

eaven know hoitwi lly heart eh ai the ibL1t h

but I coild't f'a eer in thc' rag.

m ittstay h thihud isnot large eoitug'h tî'oi 'kip

Pepe apart. I t is'it tike ouur suui.4 liutb: ibx at Eiibm
wit' i ts trawi;-ro.m itandt l'ioir, aid smking-ron

std . If lyoU %%wanit lsomlethting to e,) at, Sylvia m stbring 1iz0
Don't ether kn% iow wo am, od inenthr te

and trini wi ithr ita 'îdt f art'' oa uthe .r- .

tl iti :whih' lit's n': imoo ib
Ie opened the door t dini into the kithe, and ualM

Sylvia. The aircae ld out Iof thi, roomn, and ;at the saut!
if her fatîher* vt' Si lvia catit''ttrhitdwi the tair
But il was just -p1bl that a U:ght fttp mitght hue iny,

a minute before , ll
IThre was a lt-i, t itiht uk the gil tac, l ibal h

said nut a wort.
Thertýet af-a ih l d rrin ter," aid lher fa-

ther'. ' Brint ier whittîeivr y ciî tait find for iuper
Sylvipeii ni- hr little ardur, and prodiIed tie carc,- o

a ftwl, a scrap r tw iof bwumn, sm old potatli, and a l!-t
She sprea'iti npîki on a tray, and t out thes vtardis wiith
a iatne.wt twhich wias, thabituaii teo 'tr-'vi ththou gih er ianîîdî'

trembled a litle a, they p Lior euhetask Ten with that
tray tin her hanUit shi wetnt ito the parlour

The waindt&rer lokd at her, and he a. the andere, bth
faces with sting awful in th'ir expre'itn-.as fieih and
blood mny look at a -i4 t. A ndd eedt t î saw't a iphatmti

in the fI'e of tie o'ther. in the fpetr' of thi pt-the

other the shde of the iftue.
iThi- is whit i wasî- thought the ntother.

"Thi is what i iayI e," said the daughter.
Sylvia set th etray down bort the woman, looking at h-r

alt thet whie WitheL a half.t-rinkinig urisity. 'hat pale Wn
countenauc, whire ail collur setei teffiel ly gray tri
shadows, wa su :rribly lik, lier own. Site beliheld her own:1
linenimlents, with all th'ir bautyvanTtiI'. What," sheti

wondredt, ishit bty Si depeiitit on colour ani fresliir
and yoiuth tht, thoug the lines remai, aI iis lost whe utth
is gone."

sh, rmimbur'd Mrs. Stiiden tni sum middeiI agie. Th
finie fae iitsimtmtrurnly repuse, the clear right eyes, and the
ripe bloomî of ttechetk.

Car is the itijtror of beaty'," she thought, Iand nut
Tiie. God kiei mu fromin uch a lif.' as muy thtr

She had heurd all. er curioity hai bun awakenl t'Y
her father's manner. anit sh h taken -tianre n to mk rset
acqu tinted with ltiecuie of lits ag ion'tt h tliait har'i
every syllable for the doors fitted buit loos'lty t tîtt ld
houne, and the voices hat souideudil as cla-irly as if Sh tha
bettn in the saini rooum ib>nitfie, hetrtik, sie haditatil
of lier mother'shann, her fither' hinour. But tiîîitglI
she hadt a hiditdering compatasion for thît weaker <inlter, litr
chif ptty was for hîrsUlf. Iyt hesu sa tm had bin robid

of her birthrigiht. ltr parents' wroigtitiiigtt do
hier tI a iyo th of I ISia rest lu try. T ie hai t arte< fair o
the rat tof life, i -tIf their own guilty tn ill at i -n reil
off into brambhi tye-ways aon thioradi baiiiiit
which wounded hur inlocurit alimbs. 'l'hey hld enjyd their
brief day of plausure, ani lcti-kedi the tuwer in the gotde
valley of sin j but for her there had beun only tho r dttggt


