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In a dusty dark chamber
We store up in mind,

What, when we remamboer,
But worthless we find.

Thejoi‘s of a season,

The luves of a day, . )

The toars and the treason
Long since passod away.

Now mingled togetber,
. A medley they lie;

Neot one worth a {eather,
Not one worth a sigh.

Did Lilian prove fickle, R
Why Love. too. proved blind ;

And all ’neath Time's sickle
Prove finite we find.

Qf yore though the days were
In youth’s early prime,

As sweet as the lays were
When love gave the rhrme;

Yet hope in the morniug
Was a false hght to jure

U5 on to the scorning
Ofalthatir sure;

And past days of pleasure.
And nights of miuch pain,

Seew now but the measure
Of thne spent in vain.

Then hide them, forget them,
Nor think them again;

Theugh we may not regret themwm,
There's death in the strain.

Lot anever-closed chamber
Cenceal in the mind

What, when we rewmember,
But worthless we find.
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TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.
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A NEW NOVEL,
By the Author o7 % Lady Auwdley's Secret)” ¢ Stranyers and

Pilgrims” e, Je.

CHAPTER XXX,
A BITTER BLOW.

Zdmuasd  nden had been nearly three weeksin Demerara,
and had wansacted the greater part of the business that was
required to be done {u the settlement of the late Mr. Sargent’s
affairs, when the English mail brought him Sylvia’s letter—
the leiter of renunciation.

e sat for some minutes after he had finished reading it,
stupefizd, powerless even to wonder. Tt scemed like 8 bad
dream.  That she, 8ylvia Carew, who had laid her head upon
his hreast in that fond farewell, and vowed eternal fidelity,
that she could thus deliberately renounce him, seemed a thing
nnpossible of belief, '

He read. the letter slowly, thoughtfully, his senses coming
back to him by degrees, No, it was not a jest, not a sportive
girl’s playful trifling with her lover, It had been writwn in
suber earnest. It was a thoughtful, deliberate letter—logical
even,—and demonstrating the reasons for the writer's deci-
gion.

i+ She has grown very wis2,” he said to himself, bitterly, aud
then read he letter for a third time,

Love had such potent dominion over him that he could not
lony feel bitterly towards the writer of that miserably letter,
The third perusal let in a new light upon the lines. This
fuolish epistle, which had given bim so keen a pang, was but
a proof of his darling’s unselfishness,—it showed him the
nable mind of her he loved, For his owa sake, out of concern
for his welfare, she renounced bim.

She preferred to remain in her obscure position, to endure
her joyless life, rather than 1o accept the chances of his future ;
simply because she would not have him forfeit fortane for her
rake. The letter breathed regretful love; her heart over-
flowud with fenderness for the man whose afection she re-
nounced, i

‘ Foolizh cbild,” murmured Edmund, with a fond smile,
“ more than foolish to think I would sacrifice her love for any-
thing fortune can bestow. How could she have wavered go
soon, after our-inutual vows of fidelity, when she knew that
there was nothing but hopefulness in my wind. Can my
wmother have influenced her to write this letter? Tt looks
rather like it.  But, no, that's not possible. My mother could
not be guilty of a dishonourable action. She promised to be
kind to my darling while I was away. She would never take
ax!v::nmg(: of my absence to persuade Sylvia to rencunce
me’

Whatever influence might have cansed the writing of that
Yetter, Mr. Standen had but one thought after receiving it, and
thal was an eager desire to get back to Enzland as soon as it
was pincticalde for him to return there. He burriedly com-
pleted the remainder of the business in band, doing it well,
thouugh hastily, - He persuaded Mrs. Sargent that for her own
henlth and her children's an immediate departure was advis-
nble, and prevail:d upon the stricken widow to make herself
and belougings ready to start by the next inter-colonial
stearuer W St. Thomas. Poor Mrs. Sargent obeyed her brother
wiilingly enough. Had he not-come to her as a protecting
augel in the hour of her bittcrest need? She was glad to
leave the scenes where all her happiness was assoviated with
the dead. . The little black.frocked children were rejoiced to
go to England in the big steamer, and talked -rapturously. of
seeing grmndmamma, whom the eldest could just remember.
Edmund dilated on the delights of - theé Denn House gardens,
and the English fruits and flowers, which were 2o different
from the guava, tamarinds, plantaing, and pine apples familiar
to tirese small colonists. .

The duty of consoling his sister and amnsing horb children

kept' Edmuand Stuaden too constantly cngiggod for wtich in-

‘than it would have appear

dulgence in morbid thouglhits, The widowed voyager was il

an‘dgbroken apirited, and her brother had hard work to cheer
her were it ever so little. Thé small nephew and niecos were
exactibg. Edmund bad actually no time for gloomy forebod-
ings, which are generally the growth of lelsure, ‘l{e grew to
think of the letter quite lightly. ¢ Doar foolish Sylvia, how
could she suppoze 1 would give her up?" he said to him.

self, L

Although duty kept him closely employed it could not
altogather. stifie impatience, pud the voyage soemed longor
to a contented mind. . He s0
longed to see hisx darling again, to gaze once more into the
darkly luminous eyes and read there the tender donial of that
foolish letter.  When at last the steam wheels turned gaily in
English waters, and the pretty Wight, glorious in nu}um_nal
verdure, stole up out of the blue, his heart beat loud with joy.
Southampton, commen place enough to the common traveller,
to the lover seemed & fairy city, whose pavements wero

Iden. o
goMr. Standen allowed the widow and orphans but one night's
rest at the Dolphin, ere he whisked them off to Monkhampton
by the South-Western Railway. It was n long day's jonrney,
with some changing ot traius, and much delay at the junctions
where they changed, and again- uncle Edmund was fully em-
ployed by the claims of the widow and the small children.
He was tired when they arrived at Monkhampton, where his
mother's roomy landaa sud a cart for the luggage were in
attendance.  Edmund: felt somewhat surprised thst neither
Mrs. Standen nor Esthier had come to meet the travellers,

It was late in October, and even luo this genial clitate,
autumn’s decaying touch bad made havoc. The woods were
lovely with that glowing splendour which is the forcrunner of
death. The bare fields and busy plough spoke of aewd time
and winter. The carriage wheels went silently over fallen
leaves that lay deep in the unfrequented roads, How welcome
was that simple beauty of English landscape to Edmund after
the more lavish nators of South America,

He uttered that favourite exclamation of Englishmen,

¢ After all, there 1§ no place like dear old England.?
England held Sylvia, that one loadstar of his goul,

Mra, Sargent sighed plalotively.

« How happy L should be to return if I were coming back
with George,” she murmured.

The children were gay enough, craining their young necks
in all directions, struggling out of their nurse’s arms, pointing
to every dwelling they boheld, near or distant, and askinyg if
that was grmndmamma'’s hoase. Finding by degrees that a
great many houses did not belong to grandmamma, they began
to havea diminished idea of that lady's possessions,

But they cams to Dean Houose at last: the staid, sobuor, old
mansion, fronting the high road so boldly, nod not pretending
10 be anything better than it was. “T'here was the familiar
irou gate, there the green tubs of scarlet gersnium, atill donr-
ishing with luxuriant bloom. Edmund gave a little impatient
sigh as hw thought how much greeting he would have to go
through, aud how many maternal quezstions, fond and anxious,
he would have to nnswer, before he could hurry off to Heding-
ham and clasp Sylvia to his breast. [t would be night ere he
crossed the old churchyard and opened the little gat: into the
school house garden, and saw the lighted windows of Sylvias
parlour,  He could fancy the glad look of surprise whea she
opened the door in answer to his summons and saw him stand-
ing before her in the moonlight. Come back from the other
side of the world, as it were; come back to claim her in spite
of her letter.

The neat parlour-maid opened the glass door. The gardener
and his uznderling came out to assist with the luggage ; and
while Edmund was lifting the children out of the carriage his
mother appeared on the threshold with Esther Rochdale ather
side.

The first glance told Edmund that their faces were not
checrful, It was in honour of George Sarwent, of course, that
they put on those sombre looks.
# {vs a pity they should look so doluinl” thought Edmuund.

¢ I've had sadness enough from Ellen all the way from
Demerura, and now they remiod her of misfartunes instead of
trying to make her forget then.”

He kissed bis mother, who received him with deepest tender-
ness, My own brave son,” she said. ¥ Thank Geod for
having brought yon back to me.”

“ How is Sylvia,” be agked eagerly. They were a litule way
apart from the widow, nurse; and children, The little ones
were being kisded and ‘welcomed by Esther Rochdale, She
was delighted with these new claimaats for ber aflection, The
happy, loving neture overflowed in fond caresses, and prusty
girlish talk.

‘Tt does seem sweel to come to you,” sald poor Ellen, and
then melted to tears at the thoaght that she came without
that other half ot her owa buing, the fondly loved husband,

Edmuuod repeated bis impatient question.  His mother was
50 Blow to wnawer, but bhuug upon him with half-despairing
fondness, ag if ho were going to be led off to execution in a
minute or two,.

<1 don’t know,"” faltered Mrs. Standen. ¢ She is very well,
I believe. I have not seen: her lately. - Come to your room,
Edmund: you must be go tired, Change your dusty clothes,
and come down iv dinner. - [t has been ready forithe last half.
hour.” o i

“ You haven’t aeen her lately,” repeated Edmund, ignoring
Mrs. Standen's materpal solicitude. “ You promiascd you
would be kiud to her, mother.” ’ -

% Edmund,” said Mrs. Standen, with that steady, resolute
look which her son knew so well, 1 will not say a word
about Sylvia Carew till you have dined and rested a lttle

“Then' I shall go to Hedingham this moment,” cried Ed-

And

mund, snatching his hat from the slab where ho bad just tow

put it down, . S
'* What, run away from your mother in the first hour of your
return to her? 1 am sorry you have no bettor idea of a sun’s
duty.? A o
Edmund put his hat down again. )
% You are too hard upon-me, mother,” ho said, melted but
yet reproachful, - “You don't consider how my heart yearns

tor hier. - 1 huwve had but one letter from her during my ab-.

sence; and that a letter calenlated to make me uncowmfortable,
I'am dying to see her, But ifyon wish it I'll dine firat. Only
you might gratify me by speaking of her.  Tell mo that she
tg well and happy, That will laat till I have dined, and can
get to the dear old school-house,”

#T have every reason to belicve that she {3 well and—
prosperons, o '

< Meaning happy.

That will o, mother. 1 geo Bylvia will
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be always a sore subject with you, nnd s bone of ‘contentigy
betweon us.  But I must make tho Lest of it - My affectioy
for you shall not be dimintshed by your prejudice, nor my love
for Sylvia lessened because you rofuse to love her,”

Hu went upstairs to' his room, the ‘frosh bright Knglish
room, with its English comforts. There was & five birning in

- bis dressing-room to welcome tho voyager from a warmer
‘olimata,

Bat this material luxury could not restore Edmung
Staunden’s good temper, e flung himeelf Into the nr-chair
bofure the tire, and sat thers in gloomy meditation instead of
hastening to muke his tollet for dinner, ’

“ Domestic dissension ! he muttered, * how hnard it g,
Will my mother never reconcile herelf to my cholce? Wil
this sort of thing continne for the rest of our Hves? 1 tempts
me to think that my mother's influence was at the bottom of
that wretched lotter”

He went down stairs a quarter of an hour later, refreshed ay
to Lis external appoarance, but by no meaus comfortable in
his mind. The three ladies were nlready assembled in the
diniog-room, and M. Sargent was looking almost bright, now
that she was once more under the mother's wing., But My
Standen and Esther both bad a cloudy look,  FExcept for their
first grecting, Edmuad and Esther had hardly spoken to each
other once since higveturn,  Miss Rochdale looked very small
snd slight, and iusignificant in her blaek dress, and weem:d
auxious te avoid Edmund’s notice,

The dinner progreased in the usual stalely manner—thnt
reapectable stateliness and slowness which makes even n
moderate dinner such a lengthy business, It would havy
been pleasant cnough if there had been plenty of talk to 6t
the paunses in the service, but this was rather a silent party,
Ellen and her mother talked a little, in contidential tones
chietly about the lamented deceased, and the details of big
fatal illness. Edmuand, whom inclination would have kept
gilent, felt that for civility’s sake he must talk 1o Esther,

# Anything stirring at Hedingbam while | was away 27 4,
asked, ¥ Have you any news to tell me, Esther? You ought
to have quite a budget after three montha ™

Miss Rochdate blushed, anid lookad down at her plate,

« [ dow’t think there's much to tell)” she said, © Hedingling
is always quict, you know, Edmund ”

4 Yog, it's & dreadiully dead aud alive place, no deabe, stint
in three months there must have been some remarkably events
—cricket matches, football—" -

«1 really dou’t kuow auything about cricket or foutball ™

¢ Dinner parties, births, deaths, marriages 7

At this last word Esther’s blush devpened to sueh crimson
that Edmund could but remark it.

% Come, there has been o wedding,” he exclaimed, #and one
that you are rather iunterested in, I should think, by the way
vou blush. What does it mean, Esther?  Have you been got-
ting married yourself, and kept the news to eurprise e on
my return 77

#No, Bdmand. 1 am oever going to marry. I'se boen
making a solemn vow to that effect to the little onss upstaies.
I'm going to be Aunt Esther all my life, snd a nice old malden
aunt by-and-bye.”

“ Nice you must alwaya be; but we shan't allow you o be
always 6 spinster. My mother wmust have sofae of the projen-
sities of her sex, superior-minded as she i4,  Now, you know,
all women are muntechmakers,  When they've done with mutri.
monial schemes on their own account they begin to plet for
som» oue elze.  've no doubt my mother hag her views about
you."

Esther wag silent, and leoked even a little embarmsssd by
this mild badinage,

“Then there is pogitively no nows in Hedinghinm 77 xaid
Edmuund. R

¢ None that yon wounld care to hear”

Diuper was over at last, aud the produce of the Dean House
grupery duly praised—the largest bunchos sent upstairs tathe
children by the foud grasdmother.  Edmuod left ths room
with his mother, put bis arm through hers, and led her to-
wards the study, n snug little room’ where thers were always
candles ready to be lighted when anyone wanted to write &
ltetter or find a book.

“ Comes in huere, mother,” said the young wman, 41 want to
have a long talk, I suppose it's too Inte for me to go to the
achoothouse to-pight, though 1 had set my heart upon suelng
Sylvin before T went to bed. Our dinner is always such s
lonyg bukiness,”

He struck a match, lighted the tall candles in the massive
old silver candlesticks, wheeled 8 comfortable chaic forward
for bis mother, and then seated himself opposite her,

#“Now mother)" he sald, @ Pve dined and rested, in obe-
dience to your behest, and now te'l me all about Sylvia”

“Edmaund,” faltered Mrs. Standen, looking at him with un-
spuakable tenderness, *1 have something to tell you which
will, 1 fear, make you very unhinppy, yet i3 ought not to do
80, if you can only be wisy, and sec the matter ag [ ges it,
You have had a most bappy escape.”

“What do you mean?' cried Edmund, with quickenud
breathing, ¢ I don't wuderstand a word you gay.”

4 Sylvia Carew ig married”

¢ Married 2" he cried, looking at her io rheor amazement,
and then he broke out into a fnugh, singularly harsh of sound
as cowmparcd with that genial laughter which was npatural to
him. “Cowe, mother, thia is a joke, of course, Or you're
trying me—you want to find out how [ should take the lods
of her, were it possible for mu to lose her.  But it isu't pos-
sibls, except by death.” "Then, with an awful look he cried
out, “ She's not dead, 33 8he?  Yonsaid just now that she was
well, but vou may have been palieving with me in a double
sene.. The dead are well,  For Qod'a aake, spenk,” he cried
violently, % iz Sylvia dead 7

{4 No, she is well enough, as 1 told you when you asked
about ker; and she is what the world ealls wonderfully fortu-
nate, . She is married to 8ir Aubrey Perrinm.”

“Mother, do you want to drive meé mad 7 Whose invention,
whose lie, I8 this?  Married to Sir Aubroy? Why she had
never geen the man's facs. 1 heard her say 80 the day beforo
the achool feast”

“'True, but he saw her at the school feast, saw her and fell
in love with her. - They were marricd about five weeks after
you loft A very quiet marringe.  No one, except the Viear
and the people concerned, bnew anything nbout it till it was
It was a nine days’ wonder, " They came back to the
place.a fortnight ago. I have seen Lady Perrinm driviug
about in her carringe.” AT

% Lady Perriam;” cried Edmund, with a still harsher nugh,
“ How well ft sounds, dosgn't it ? - I suppose it way for that

»she married a man who mhst be nearly old enough to he her




