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. CHAPTER XIIL

The Acadent @lard.

¢ Asmine own shadow was this child to me—
A sceoud self—far dearer and more farr.
Nor till bereft
Qf frieids, and overcome hy lonely care,
Kuew 1 what solace for that luss was Jeft,
Though by a bitter wound iny buesting heart was cleft.’
SureLLey,

Mabel's walk with Mr. Shafton Keen was performed in silence, except

that he said —

¢« You must screw up your nerves, Miss Alterton.  The accident ward of
an hospital, in a crowded district, is not a Berlin wool affair, depend on it
Aund it is not every lady I would venture to take there.’

‘T'o this Mabel replicd quietly, *You may depand on me,’—a promise
that she made in blessed ignorance of what she had to see.

‘I'he buslding in question once, no doubt, was in the fields, but now a
vast net-work of little streets, thickly populated, spread around in all
directions.  ‘The accident ward for women, was in the right hand wing, on
the ground fluor, and, very properly, was entered without delay, or climb-
ing up any statrs. It was a long clean room, not very lofty, with a row of
beds on each side, certainly nearer together than was desirable ; and yet it
scemed, from the nurse’s statement, that there were hardly beds enough for
the many casualties,  \When Mabel entered, the first sight that met her eye
was a large clothes-horse, drawn as a screen round a bed half-way down the
room. At another bed near, she was startled to sce two gentlemen and a
policeman.  They were a magistrate and his clerk, and a witness, taking
the depositions of a paticat.  Was that swollen, battercd, livid mass on the
pillow—cvery feature obliterated—a human being 2 Yes ; it was a woman
—a young woman, whose drunken husband had trampled her into one
huge bruise ! It scemed she had an unweaned baby at her home, and her
wail for her child was continual.  Unhappily the monster had a mother as
drunken as himself, to whom he had givea the child, and who would not
bring it to the sufferer.  “The poor creature’s fever ran very high, so that
her life was despaired of.  Very little could be got from her but the words
—¢* He was drunk, or he never would have donc it We lived happy till
he drank. Oh?! where’s baby 2 Let me go—let me go ¥ T'hen a pause.
« I hear him ceying'  I'm coming, my pretty pet, I'm coming ¥

With s:ckening herror, Mabel clung close to Shafton Keen's arm, and
passed 1wo beds w}_wre chilQrcn, badly burned, were moaning, as the
dressers were attending to their burns.

«Whaat is their ailment,’ said Mabel, in her ignorance.

* Drunken mnothers, Miss Alterton,’ replied Shafton Keen.

Indeed, cach bed scemed 2 lutle world of misery. There was the
broken limb, a: oficn fractured in a brawl as by an accident ; the frightful
scald to within un_inch of life—cnough left for suficring and no muore.
There was the obliterating bruise, the mutlating blow; there was the
despondent look of tedious agony, the wild delirious cry of acute misery ;
the tossing resilessness of creatures new to affliction, the dull despair
settling duwn on those who would rise from the bed of pain no more.

Mabcl was bewildered, she had not thought the world contained so
much suffering as that onc room ; and yet she was thankful that there was
shelter and needful aid rendered to these wretched beings,  Shafton Keen
left her for a mament, and went behind the screen that surrounded the
patient Mabel had come to visit. He returned saying, 1 fear, 1 have
brought you here in vain, the child is at the point of death.”

*1s the moiher here?” said Mabel.  He replicd in the affirmative.

sThen It me sce her”

Mabel passed with a soft step and deferential micn the slight harrier
that hid the death scenc from the eyes of the other sufferers.  The child,
uninjured in the face, lay on the pillow with her eyes closed—pale as the
sacets. There was a strifc for breath at intervals from the crushed chest,
but that was the only motion that broke the marble stillaess. It wasa fair
lile face, of five or six years old, with features delicately formed, and
thinner than is the wont of childhood, but very heautitul. By 1he bedside
knelt a tall woman in the prime of her vears, ncarly as pale as the poor
innocent ; her gleaming hair of a soft golden tint, fell, Ly its own weight,
neglected on her shouldess, and made the face look ghas:ly in contrast with
its brightness. The tcarlesssitaned cyes, slightly bloodshut with the
intensity of her watch, were riveited on the child.  Her dry and bloudless
lips were slightly apart, and scemed, with the rest of thie face, 10 be in a
rignur of attention.  She tovk no notice as Mabiel stood at the foot of the
bed, and Shaften Keat went up the other side and leaned slightly over.
All the world, evidintly, had at that time cbbed asay from ber ranember-
ance. That dying child was all that she was con:cieus of.  Instinctively
Mabe! sank on licr knees in that solemn presence, and bowed her head for
she felt the angel of death was near.  If prayer is sometimes *the falling

of a tear, she offered many, as with bated breath she cgntinued kneeling.

A slight tremour, as it were, that vibrated through the bzd, caused Mabel
10 lift her face and venture a glance.  ‘'here was a quiver ran lightly over
the placid featuies, a faint smile parted the lips, and a stronyg breath rippled
fortn- -and then a silence ! ‘The mother had onec of the little hands in
hers.  She noted the movement, and gave a gasp of satisfaction, then con
tinued her gaze. Nether Shatton nor Mabel moved. Neither could have
tld that mother her child was dead.  And so for a few moinents they all
kept their places Mabel gradually creeping round on hier knees nearer the
woman. How long the spell that bound them might have lasted it is impos.
sible to say. ‘I'he nurse put her head within the screen and saw that all was
over, came to the side of the bed by Shatton Keen, and laid one dead amm
down straight, and proceed:d to withdraw the little hand the mother was
fondling. “The woman, as if struck by a sudden blow, looked wildly and
fiercely round, then at the child, and again at the by-standers. She read it
all. No need of the nurse’s words—**My good soul, allisover.” She gave a
scream so long and wild, as if her life must have departed®in that cry, and
would have @ilen to the ground, if Mabel's arms had not received her. Her
bosom sillowed the frantic head, her tears fell fast on the wasted face. In
a few mo:nents, as the nurse proceeded to touch the body, she sprang up,
and throwing herself by its side, said, “ Let me die. Good people have
mercy, and let we die”

* Hush | hush!” said the nurse, and then added to Mr. Shafton Keen,
‘*She must not make 2 noisc here among the patients.” To remeve her,
partly by entreaty and partly by force, was no easy task ; and Mabel's work
scemed to commence when they got her into 2 room at the end of the
ward. All that could be donc and said was tried. She did not shrick
again ; she had not shed a tear; but kept saying, with a*stony glareand a
husky voice, “Let me die ; pray let e die.”

Just at that moment their party was augmenied by the arrival of Mr.
Delamere Burnish, who was shown by a private passaze to the room where
his cousin and Miss Alierton were tryving to comiart the mourncr.  He had
heard from the nurse that the child was dead.  Buth the gentlemen, after
a pause of a few minutes, thought Mabel ni'ght have said more in the way
of consolation, and feared her feelings were unfitting her for the task She
had undertaken ; but Mab.), though new to such scenes, had the reverence
for the sanctity of grief which sympathy has a kind of prescience of.

“‘L'ell her. Miss Alterton,” said Shafton Keen, ““that my aunt will not
fail to aid her in any way.”

“Tell her all the family feel for her affliction,” addcd Delamere; and
thus prompted, contrary to her own judgment, Mabel said—

“T am comumissioncd to tell you that you wiill be befriended in this

eat affliction, by people who deeply teel for you.”

“Who talks of befriending me? 1 want no {riends ; let me die”

¢ My mather, Mrs. Burnish,” said Delamare, “is very grieved, as we
all are, at this sad, sad accident.’

“ Who ?" said 1he woman, starting, * who did he say 2”

“Onc who is the friend of many,” faltered Mab 1; Mrs. Burnish.”

By this time the woman stood up and confrunted them.  She gazed
from onc 1o another, and then said, * Begone! could you find no time 1o
insult me but this?  Begore! what have I to do with the Bumish peaple?
Once, famine-:tricken on a winter's n git, I fell so low as to ask alms of
that cruel woman, and she tefused me.  Yes, refused that child, 1 el you.
Stay,” she added, a sudden and dreadful thought convubing her face likea
spasm, **Whosz carriage was it that—?"

* Don't distress yourself, 1 pray,” said Shafton, afraid ot the turn the
matter had taken, and wishing to southe the woman. .

* What do you mcan by trifling with me? Let me know—was it not?
Oh, yes, Isecitall. It was their carriage—that family—the curse of my
life—my ruin!  Man {" she said, coming ncar to Shafton and grasping his
arm, * do you know who that child was? Did you cver hear the name of
Boon? Oh, yes, you know. My child—my child !

To spcak with this poor creature in her present distracted siate was
uscless. Their presence etidently only irritated her.  Shafton Keen hada
conversation with the house surgeon, and it was decided that the poor crea-
ture should stay there under the care of a nurse until the inquest was
holden.  Delamere left some moncy for her use, and with saddened hearts
the trio depasted.

**What a scene 1” said Mabel, as she got into the open air.

“ Al !” said Mr. Shafton Kcen, emphatically, ** enough to make usall
think of causes, Miss Alterton.” .

**T'o sce the misery produced by drink in that one place 1" said Mabel.
 Our nanic, that we are so prond of,” rejoined Delamere, **'scems to
have its bad as weli asits good odour.  What can our family have done 1o
arouse the rage of.that wrctched creature? 1 couldn't undentand her,
Shafton. Could she mcan my * Uncle Boon,” as I used to call him, who
went abroad years ago ¥
4 She was cvid :nily frantic with gricf,” remarked Mabel, as her thouzhts
Teverted to Mis. Humiah's sceret

“There was meihod in her madnesy,” said Shafton.

No other rematk was made during the short walk home.  And Mabel
left the gentiemen in the hall, and proceeded to give Mrs. Burnish tidings
of the event,




