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ln adustydark chamber
we store UI in mind,

What, when we rentnmber,
But worthlss we find.

The.ioof aseason,
Thoetv.e of a day,

The tean and the treason
Leng rince passedi away.

New nianled tother,t
A atetley they liei;

Ný-t une worth a tather.
Not ne wor:h a sigh.

Did Lilian prov e,tick
Why Love. teo- proved blindN

And ail'neath Titue's siekle
Prove amte we fd. 

t! yore tbeugh the dayà were
In youth~s eur)- ,riwe.

As sweet as the lays woere
When love gave the rhyme;

Ye*t bçlte in the tmomries
a P g ase itht toIire

Us ,n t the 'corai ng
tfla i thAt i sure .

Ani t d ays of praure,
,A nti ricits of vineh pain',Seen rivw but the incasure
Ofime spent in vain.

Then bide iheti. oitt thern,
S4r îbimink ilucuxaahn;

Though we may not regret them,
There death in the traîIn-

Let an ever- eed chanuber
c raeat in the mnlt

What, henr we reimember,
But worthles we ind.

TAKEN AT THE FLOOD.

A N EW NOVEL.

By t.eA z.dy Audley'i Secret," " Strajners and

F'ilgrim," J-C., e

CHAPTER XXX.

A BITTER iBLOW.

Edmuini Inden had been nearly three weeks in Dt me'rara,
antdlia ha .naeted th: greater part of the business tbat was
reuired tobe 'done i the settiement of the 1v. Mr. Sargent's
aiaire, when the EnL-lish nali brought himn Sylvia's letter-
h' lr oi'r ofrenunciation.

Ht sat for some minutes after he had finished reading it,
sti.d, upowtrless even to wonder. It seemed like a bad
tdrea. That she, Sylvia Carew, who bat laid ber h.-.i upon
his breast in that fond farewell, and vowed eternal fidelity,
bat ehe coulid thus deliberately renounce him, seemed a thing
imutusible of bellef.

fHe read the letter slowly, thoughtfully, bis senses coming
back to him vby degrecs. No. it was not a jest, not a sportive
girl"; play.M triflingr with ber lover. It had been written in
s'>bcr earnest. It was a thoughtful, deliberate letter-logical
t-v-,n,-and demonstrating the reasons for the writer's dci-
sion.

* She has grown very wise,"h said toehimsclf, bitterly, and
tht-n read .h ,letter for a third time.

Love ha lsuch potent dominion over him that he could not
long frel bitterly towards the writer of that miserable letter.
The third perusal let in a new light upon the lines. This
fo~lish epistle, which had given him so keen a pang, was, but
a proof of his darling's unselfishness-it showed him the
noble mind of her he loved. For bis own sake, out of concern
for lus welfare, she renounced him.

Sne preferred to remain la ber obscure position, to endure
ber joyless life, rather than to accept the chances of bis future ;
simply because the would not have him forfeit fortune for ber
sake. The letter breathed regretful love ; ber heart over-
flowed with tenderness for the man whose affection she ne-
nonune d.

Foolish child," marmured Edmund, with a fond smile,
" more than foolish te think I would sacrifice ber love for any-
thing fortune can b-stow. How could she have wavered so
soon, alter our inutual vows o fidelity, when she knew that
th-r-- was nothing but hopefulness in my mind. Can my
moth'r have influenced. ber to write this letter ? It looks
rath-r like it. But, no, that's not possible. My mother could
rnot be gulity of a dishonourable action. She promised to be
kind to my darling while I wast away. Sie would ne-ver taîke
alvartage of my absence to persuade Sylvia to renounce
Me t'.

Whate-ver influence might have caused the writing of that
letter, Mr. Standen had but one thought after receiving it, and
that was an eagter ndesire to get back. to Enland as soon as it
was praicticalie for him to return there. lie hurriedly com-
plvd the remainder of the business in hand, doing it well,
thiough hastily. He persuaded Mrs. Sargent that for ber own
lhealthà and ber children's an immediate departure was aivis-
abie, and prevaild upon the stricken widow to make herself
and be-longinges ready to start by the next inter-colonial
Sttnner to St. Thomus. Por Mrs. Sargent obeyedb er brother
wbhligly enough. lad be not come to ber as a proteucting
angel in the hour of ber bitterest need? She was glati to
leave the sceneos where alil ber happinxess watt asociated with
the dead. The little black.frocked children were rejoiced to
gi) to Englandin the big steamer, and talked rapturously of
seemirg grandmamma, whom the eldest could just remember.
Eidniunti dilated on the delights of the Dean House gardens,
and the English fruils and flowers, which were o different
from the guava, tamarinds, plantains, and pineapples famillar
to thiete smil colonists.

Thil duty of consoing bis sister anti amnîing lier children
ke'itai mEi lutdi, Sttf-tan to conaitly ngiu ifie r mulit-l in-

dulgence ln morbid thoughts. The widowed voyager was ill
and broken apirited, and ber brother had bard work to cheer1
her were It ever so little. The small nephew and nieces were
exacting. Edmxunti bad actually no time for gloomy forebod -
Ings, which are generally the growth of leisure. lie grew to
think of the letter quite lightly. t' Dear foollah Sylvia, howi
could she suppose I would give ber up ?' h said!to him-
sef.

Although duty kept him closely employed it could not1
altogether stifle impatience, d the voyage seemeil longer1
than it would have appeari o a contented mind. He so
longed to sece his darling again, to gaze once more into the
darkly luminous eyes and read there the tender dental of that
foolish letter. When at laut the steam wheels turned gaily lu
English waters, and the pretty Wight, glorious in autuinali
verdure, stole up out of the blue, bis heart beat loud with joy.
Southampton, common place enough to the common traveller,
th the lover seemed a fairy city, whose pavements werei
golden.

Mr. Standen allowed the wldow and orphans but one night's(
rest at the Dolphin, ere he whisked them off to Monkhamptoni
bv the South-Westeru Railway. It was a long day's journey,
with some changingof trains, and much delay at the junctions1
where they changedi, and again uncle Edmund was fully em-
ployed by the claims of the widow and the small children.j
He was tired when they arrived at Monkhamptonwhere bisi
mother's roomy landau and a cart for the luggage were lu
attendance. Edmund fielt somewhat surpriseI that neither
Mrs Standen nor Esther had come to meet the travellers.

It wat late in October, and even lu this genial climate,
autumun's idecaying touch had made havoc. The woods were
lovely with thatglowing splendour which is bbe forerunner of
death. The bare fields and busy plough spoke of seed timre
and winter. The carriage whecs wvnt silcntly over fallen
leaves that lay deep in the unfrequented roads. low welcone
was that simple beauty of English landscape to Edmund after
the more lavish nature of South America.

He uttered that favourite exclamation of Englishmen,
u After ail, there Is no place like dear old Englandl." And

England beld Sylvia, that une loaistar of bis soul.
Mrs. Sargent sighed plaintively.
" How happy I should be to return if i were coning back

with George," she murmured.
Tht children were gay enough, craining their young necks

in ail directions, struggling out of their nurse's armas, pointing
to every dwelling they b-held, near or distant, and asking If
that was grandmamma's house. Finding by degrees that a
great many bouses did not belong to grandmamma, they began
to have a diminished idea of that lady's possessions.

But thev came to Dean Ilouse at last: the staid, sob-r, old
mansion, fronting the high road so boldly, and not pretending
to be aunything better than it was. There wasthe familiar
iron gate, there the green tubs of scarlet geranium, still flour-
ishing with luxuriant bloom. Edtmund gave a littie impatient
sigh a-s he thoaght how much greeting lhe would hae to go
throughi, and how many maternai questions, fond and anxious,
be would have to answer, before b. could hurry ot to Hleding-
ham and clasp Sylvia to his breast. It would be night ere he
crossed the old churchyard and openetd the litile gatc Into the
school house garden, and saw the lighted windows of Sylvia's
parlour. He could fancy the glati look of surprise wien uh
epened the door in answer tob is stimmons and aw him stand-
ing before ber in the moonlight. Como back from the other
side of the world, as it were; come back to claim lier in spite
of ber letter.

The neat parlour.maid opened the glass door. The gardener
and his underling came out to a-ssist with the luggage ; and
while Edmund was liiting the children out of the carriage his
mother appeared on the tbreshold with Esther Rochdale'ather
side.

The first glance told Edmuni that their faces were not
che-rul. It was in bonur of George Sargent, of course, that
they put on those sombre looks.

Its a pity they shotiuld look s doilful," thought Edîmunud
've bai sadinesa enoughx from Ellen ail the way from

Demermîra. and now they remind lier of misfirtunes insteai of
trying l make ler forget therun."

le kissed his mother, who receivted hira with deepest ttntde-r-
ntss. II My own brave son," sh said. " Thank God fer
having brought you biack to me."

I Iow is Sylvia," he asked eagery. They were a little way
apart from the widow, nurse, and children, The little ones
were being kisse-d and welcomed by Esther iocltdale. She
was delighted with these new claimants for ber affection. The
happy, loving neture overflowcd in fond caresses, and pretty
girlish talk.

ul It does seem sweet to come to yoi," said poor Ellen, and
then melted to tears at the thought that abe came without
that other half of her own being, the fondly loved husbantd.

Edtimunl repeated bis impatient question. His mother was
SO slow tu swer, but liung upon him with half-despairing
fonidnesas, as if lie were going to bu led off to execution in a
minute or two.

t I don't, know," faltered Mrs. Standen.t, Sie la very well,
I believe I have not ieen her laty. Come to your room,
Edmund: you must be so tired. Change your dasty clothes,
and come down Zo dinner. It has been reaty for;the last half-
houri

I Yo liavenIt seen ber liatily," repbeated Edmund, Ignoring
NIrs Stantiden' maternai solicitude. t'IYou promisti you
would lie kind to lier, mothter."

" Edmund," said Mrs. Standen, with that steay, resoluto
look which lier son knew so well, 11 I will not say a word
about Sylvia Carew till you have dited and rested a little."

'Then i sbat go to Ieodingha.um this moment," cried Ed-
munti, snatchirig his bat from the slab where ho bad just now
put it down.

" What, run away from your mother in the flrst hour of your
return to lier? I nam sorry you have no better idea of a son's

EmIun d put his hat down again.
Youi are too hard ipon me, mother," he said, meltedi but

ye't reproachfulI "You don't consiter how my heuart yearns
for hier. I have hiad but one letter froin ber during my ab-
setice, and that a lutter calculated to mare mt utcomfortable.
I ai dying to sec ber, But If yon wish it l'Il dine firstu Only
yon might gratify me by speaking of hier. 'Voli me that abe
la weli and happy. That wili lut til I have dined, and can
get lt the dear old achool-housoe

" I have every rcason to beleve that she i awell and-
prosperoius.

M- ain h ppy lThatwill tido, ntiher, I sue Sylvit wili
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bc always a sore subject with you, and a bono of contention
betweenU R. But I mnust make the best of it. My affection
for you shall not be diminisbed by yourprejudlice, nor ny love
for Sylvia leissened bocause you refuse tu love her."

le went ttpstairs to his roon, the fresh briglit Englisi
room, with Its English comforts. There was a fre buirnlg in
bis dressing-room to welcome the voyager from a warmer
climnate. But this material luxury could not restore Edwiund
Standen's good temper. le flung himsiielf into the arm-chair
before the tire, and sat there uin gloomy ineditation ijstead) o
hastening to nake hit stoilet for dinier.

94 Domestic tissension !" he nuttered, " how liard it i,
Will my inother never reconeile herself to ily cloice ? 'ili
this sort of thing continuie for the rest of our live.,? Lt tempts
me to think that my mother's iniduence was ait the bottou of
that wrewcd lutter."

He vent down stairs a quarter of an hour later, refreshed as
to bis external appearance, but by no m.'aus comîfortIale li
lis mind. The three ladies were alreadyt asemble, i t,
dining-room, and Mi.Sargent was looking almuost bright, now
that she was once more nitider the mother's wing. But Mtrs.
Standen and E*stber both had a cloudy look. xcept for their
first greeting, Eimuntd and sther hai hardly spoken to each,
other once since lis reüturn. Miss Rochidale looked very sniall
and slight, and lsignificant in her black tiress, and seem*l
anuxions to avoid Ediiund's notice.

Thie ttier progr"ed in the usual stately manner--that
respectable statelin'ss ant slowness which makets evena
nioderate dinner such a lengthy business. Ilt wou il han2.,
been pleiaant enougl if there hadl l ben pleuty of talk to tilt
the paIses In th, service, but this was rather a silin pi t.
Elenu antid er inother talked a little, in contiIeitial tones,
chietly about the lame'nted deceased, ani tle elttails of hii
fatal illrics. Edmntuiid, whomn inclination wouli lhav-ket
silent, felit that for civilitv's ietake lic mut utak to lther.

Anything stirringl at iledinghain while 1 was away ?"h
askedI, I 'ave vou n news to tolulue, Estlher ? You ought
t'o have quite a budget after thrce monthlie'"

Miss IRocihdale b1uheti, andI lookd down at her plate.
" I dont think ilere's îmuch to tell," she said, -llditngllîn

is always quiet, you know, Elmtund."
" Yes, it's a dreaduiblly dead and alive place, no doubt , tili

in three months tht-re must have been soei remarkabA evens
-cricket m:atches, football-

4 1 really don't know anything about cricket or football.
4 Dinner p births, deaths, miarriages ?"
At this lasit word Esther's blusi deepened to such crimsonî

tlit Edmnunti coild but remark it.
" Corme, there has been a weddinîlg," lie exclainud, " and tOn

that vou are rather iuterested in, I shutltd think, byl the ay
vou blush. What d0oes it mean, Esther? Have Von been gi-
ting marriedti ourseit, and kept th' news toisurrise mn on
mv return 7"

"No, tdmuind. I an never going to nxarry. lve b n
making a solenn viw to itt Iffect te, th ittle on s upstauir
Pin going to be A unt Esther ail my lift, and a nice oldmiden
aui b-and-bye."

4 Nice you must alays le ; but we shan't allow vou t be
always a spinswter. My mothlr muust have some of the propen-
sitic5 of ber sex, sup)erior-niniedi as sue iI. Now, yttiu know,
ail women aret matchmakers. When they've dorne with matri-
nial ctGes on tleir own acctzouit they hegii to ploït for
soni oue else. Ive no doubt niy other bas her iew s aot
yolu."1

Esther was silent, andI looked even a littl embyarra. by
this mild badinage.

1- Ttien there is pos)itiveIy no news lunIledingham ? said

son that you wol Id care to hear."
Dinner was over at liat, and thte produce of the Dean Hlu,

grapery duly praised- te largest biunch sent upetat i tit
children by'thte fond grandtimoter. Edmunti left t1>: rmi
with h hii mother, put bis armi tihrough h'er and led lier ta-
ward.s the study, a snug littie room wliere thtre werc ailways
candles rea!y4 t be lightei when anyotne wanted t write a
letter or tint a book.

Corne ln hre, mother" said the young ma il, warnt t
have a long talk. I suppos it's too late for n to go to t
choohouse to-night, though I haid set my hart upon seeuling

su-ivia before I went to bel. Our diuner is always sucli a
long busines,

le tiruck a match, lighted the tail candles in th miiv'e
old silver candlesticks, wheeled a comnfortable chair forward
for bis mother, and then seated hinsel f opposite ber.

" Now mothcr,"t he saitd, Ivo dined and rest-d, in obe-
dience to your bxehestt, and now tiO I me ail about Sylviai."

IlEdimund," faltereI Mrs; Standen. looking at him withi un-
speakable tenderness, " I have somethîing to teil you which
will, I fear, maket you very unhappuy, yet it ougit not to do
so, ifyou tcan oily be wise, and see t iinatter as I see it.
Yotu have ui a tuost happy escape."

IlWhat do you mean ?" criei Ed mnd, with quickened
breathling, "I don't utndlerstatndi a Word you say.

Il Sylvia Carew is îmarried,
Il Married ? " he crled, lxk lung at her lu s hv.r amxîlazemn't,

and thnl bt broke ou into a ilaugh, singularly l huars, of eound
ai conpared with that genlial lauîghter which was natutiral to
him. tCome nmother, this is a joku, of course. <Or you'r
trying me-yoîu want to finid out how I shouil turtke the lois
of ber, were it possible for rua to lose ier. iunt it iît pos-
sible, cxcept by death. t Then, with an awful look he cried
out, She's not deadi, is she ? You ;aitl just now that. sle ws
weil, but vou m'ay have -t-n pattering witih me ini a double
senst. 'Tle ttdead are well. For God's sake, speak," bu cried
violently, " lie Sylvia dead ?I

" No, atuI is wLil rioigli, as 1 told you whten you take
aboutc.her antd she is what the- world casIt wonde'rfully forti-
iate. She is married to Sir Aibrey Perrim.

SMother, do you want to drive sie mad ? Whos inveitioi,
whose lie, hi this ? Marriei vo Sir Auibrty 7 Why she alnd
never seen the mîaun tfac1. I heard her sIy so tie dtiy before
the school feasit.t

' True, but he saw her at the sehool feast, saw hor anId fill
In love withlier. They were narried about ilve weeksi after
yon left A very quiet marriage. No oee texcept the Vicar
and the peoule corcernetid, nw anything about it tilt it wa
over. IL was a nine days' wonder. 'They caie back to the
place a fortnigit ago. I have scen Lady Perrian driviug
about In her carriage.

gt Lady Perriatni criei Edmund, with a satil lli hartiher latigh,
ftow well It mtountdms, doesn't it ? i suppos ti htIwas for huit

sht, married a mau whot iltait b nliiiarly v otltliouglh t hto her


