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Ursura unclosed the door, and looked in, and
having so looked in, entered the room and made
her way to the fire.

No one was there but Felicia, and on s foot-
stool upon the hearth Felicia sat, moveiess and
silent, one elbow resting on her knee, her open
hand pressed against her cheek. She was not
dreaming in an idle, enjoyable fashion, as any
other girl would have been doing. She rarely
dreamed, so Ursula knew, and, apart from this,
her first glance told her that the girl was in one
of the worat of her moods. The tense stillness of
her slight figure expressed it; that wretched
covering of her cheek with the fierce, thin, young
hand expressed it; and when she reached the
other sids of the fire-place, and sat down, Ursula
saw that her face expressed it fearfully.

She did not speak at first, and Ursula knowing
every change of shadow—there wereso few bright-
enings—that crossed and roused the tempestuous
nature, recognized this one, and was silent also.
The flame of self-torment would leap out before
long, despite the barrier of pride.

And so it was. For a few moments the girl
.ctually turned upon her all at once with an angry

’ “Why are youlookmga.tme 7" shesaid. ¢ What
ée you thinking of "’
..%Of you, Felicia,”” Ursula answered, simply.

«Of me?"’ she said, with a depth of self-scorn
fearful to beho!d. ¢ Of me?”’

«] am wondering,” said Ursuls, ¢ what has
hurt you to-night."”

«Hurt me?” was her echo. ‘ What should
hurt me? You always think that I have been
hurt if I am silent. Yes, you know so well
that—""

« Hush I" said Ursula, in her strong, even tone.

Rhe raised, harsh voice dropped at once, almosl
a8 if silenced by a spell. But'the storm was not
stilled. It was working in the girl's whole frame
8o strongly, that she was fairly trembling in her
struggle against it, and, in the end, notwithstand-
ing her efforts, it conquered her. Suddenly, the
hand fell from her cheek, showing the broad, un-
sightly scar, throbbing with fiery red.

«Ursula ! she cried out the next moment, and,
with one swift movement, she slipped down upon

¢ Don't tonch
Let me alone until thia

‘“Don’t speak to me,”” she said.
me! I cannot bear it!
is over.”

Ursula did not try to control her—did not even
caress her at the first outburst. She knew what
was coming, almost without hearing a word of ex-
planation.

But when at last the desperate, impassioned
creature raised her head, she laid a gentle hand
upon her arm, and the simple gesture seemed to
have a sort of softening influence, for the next
words were uttered in 8 manner strangely hum-
ble for Felicia Unsworth.

‘“ Have you seen her "’ she said.

A sudden rush of sympathy thrilled Ursula like
magnetism from her heart’s core to the tips of the
firm, cool fingers, that moved in s subtly ex-
pressed caress upon the slender arm.

“Yes, I have seen her."”

Felicia bent her face until her cheek, the
scarred cheek, rested upon the kindly band.

*She is very pretty, Ursula?”’

“ Yes,” Ursuls answered.

“The style of woman Martin ltkes—low-
voiced, and peaceful, and sweet; altogether un-
like me. The style of woman Martin eares
for.”

Ursula’s hand moved & little again; but she
said nothing, even though she half-imagined she
could feel the hot blood beating in the disfigur-
ing scar resting upon her wrist.

It was a hard task she had taken upon herself,
when, of her own free-will, she had resolved to
help Felicia Unsworth to bear the burden of her
life. Few women would have made such a reso-
lution, and fewer would have held to it, if they
had possessed courage, and earnest, womanly
sympathy enough to make it. She was not young;
she had lived through sorrow of her own. There
was no particular need that she should come to
an out-of-the-way country-house to care for an
unhappy girl, whose nature had been warped,
whose life had been embittered, and who had no
claim upon her save that of their common suffer-
ing, and the shadow of a relationship. And yet
she had come, and had never faltered in her re-
solve, even when Felicia was at her worst, which

was a wornt bad enough, Heaven knows. Ursula's

the hearth, and hung upon the woman's knee, idny was past, 80 long past that she looked back at

sobbing in & hushed, wild way, almost terrible.
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{ her girlhood with a thrill of hushed, tender pain,
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such as she felt in these later years, when God’s
world was at its sweetest, on some still, golden
autumn day, or when she looked up at some great,
alm, white star, hung in the solemn blue at mid-
night, when such experiences came to her; in
fact, a8 were stirrings of a soul only held to earth
by the simple weight of mortality.

TUntil she came, Felicia had almost lived alone.
The old country-house, which had belonged to her
father, had been her home all her life, and in
these days she certainly did not care to leave it,
though it cannot be said that she had any girlish
enthusiasm, or love for its quaint beauty. The
one misery of her life had overpowered all else.
She was not like Ursula ; no experience could ever
make her like Ursula—nature had cast her in a
different mould. Three years ago she had been a
strong, healthful young creature, fiery and happy,
and with a face whose beauty won admiration on
every side, though she cared little for it. She
had a betrothed lover, whose affection for her
made her whole future fair with promise. She
was fortunate, if imperfect—and she laid no claim
to perfection.

This was how the world stood with her three
years ngo, when the whole earth changed its face
to her in one short hour.

It was a =ad thing, people said ; a terrible thing
—the accident. She was alone in her room, stand-
ing before a mirror, putting the last touch to her
light evening toilet. Her lover awaited her below ;
guests were arriving at the house. One might
have thought the cup of her girlish happiness was
filled to the brim. It was only a slight movement
which was the cause of all that followed, or, per-
haps, a breath of air coming through the half-
closed door, which wafted her thin sleeve too near
the light. In a second the flames were soaring
above her head, and in less than twenty minutes
she was carried to her bed, unconscious even of
her fiery torture. There was no rejoicing that
night; the guests went home, the lights in the re-
ception-rooms were put out, and, simultaneously,
the lights in the almost dying girl's life were cx-
tinguished for ever; the flowers of her youth and
beauty faded into a shriveled mockery of their
natural bloom.

She came out of her chamber three months
later, worn, maimed, and disfigured, a fearful
scar upon one cheek, a fearful scar upon her life.
Her nature had never been a particularly soft and
tender one; but now it seemed warped and em-
bittered forever. Whem Ursala came she found
her repressed, silent, and moody. In her ficrce
resentment against fate, there was no hope for
any softening of her misery, no effort to find any.
She was bitter almost to vindictivencss. She even

met with hardness and indifference, this woman
who had resolved to be her friend.

¢ If you have anything to say to me about re-
signation, and ¢ Heaven's will,’ and ¢ crosses,’ "’ she
sgid, abruptly, the first time they were alone
together, ‘‘you may as well say it now. I am
used to hearing such things, and am learning to
listen to them with a reasonable degree of indif-
ference.”

“1 have nothing of the kind to say,” was Ur-
sula’s unmoved reply.

That night, when Martin Oswald came, she un-
derstood all. She had the power to read others
clearly, yet with a grave tenderness which was
still just in its measuring; and she had held the
girl in the hollow of her hand in an hour. But
five minutes after the lover’s first appearance, the
hand in which she held her, the delicately per-
ceptive hand, began to tremble.

“He is my lover,” said Felicia, half-defiantly,
afterward. I suppose you understand that I
should have been his wife now if—if T had dared.
I have put him off from time to time because I did
not dare. Do you understand that ¥’

If she had not understood it befotre, she would
have done so then ; as it was, a shock of hard pain
struck her. The girl's eyes sought hers as it
were, and she saw that a dull yearning lay hehind
the fire in their dark depths. She was trying this
man day by day, playing a long, drawn-out gane
of self-torture, with what might have been a life-
happiness. In his decisive, rather cold face, Ur-
sula had read a great deal. For stern honor's
sake, he would render up his life with immovable
strength of will ; he would never falter in any sct
purpose through the yearnings other men might
fcel ; no dream of tender bligs would ever move
him. If he had not cared for Felicia, he would
have held true to her, not from fear of condemna-
tion, not from any shrinking from giving her pain
by his falsehood, simply because it would be im-
possible for him to swerve from the path of right.
But, undemonstrative as he was, it secmed that he
was true in heart yet; he bore with the girl's
fierce, unstable words with some degree of ten-
derness. Something of the warmth of love and
pity helped him in his forbearance; and though
he had much to bear, he bore it unfalteringly.

“I am not of your world.” Felicia said to Ur-
sula, at the close of one of her most unreasonable
days. T rage agninst fate the more that T know
it is all in vain. Your nature is different : hut it
is not yourself you may thank for it. Thank the
God who gave you your calm, white soul. There
is no gall in your blood as there is in mine.”
And then, almost the next moment, she broke out
again. *Oh, how mad Iam. Why cannot I tako
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what I can get. See, Ursula, he did love me
once——"’

¢ He loves you now,” said Ursula.

She began to walk up and down the room, as she
had a frantic way of doing when she was excited.

“No," shesaid. * Yes, perhaps hedoes. Love
does not die an easy death with such a man as he
is. But he cannot love me as he did when I
could make him happy, because I was happy my-
self. No need to acouse him then—no need to
torture myself. I had as much to give as he had ;
now I have nothing, and he has all. And yet
while I know I am wearing out his very soul, I
must go on—I must, Ursula. I see his face set-
tling intoits hard, cruel lines, and though I know
8o well what it means, I say to myself, ¢ One word
more—one trial more! and some day I shall go
8o far that T shall lose all.”’

Thus it had been for nearly two years, and,
during this time, Ursula’s burden had been the
constant failing of her steadfast effort to smooth
Felicia's way. The plans concerning the mar-
riage were indefinite in the extreme. It hungon
from month to month, now near, now, as it would
scem, half-forgotten ; and Ursula began to sec that
Oswald had lost some shade of warmth, though
he was more gtrictly faithful and assiduous than
ever. He had loved Felicia in those happier days,
and certainly no misfortune would have changed
Lim. It was not the misfortune; it was its ter-
rible result which was wearing him,

Then came the visitor. A distant relative had
died, leaving & daughter, and this daughter had
written to Felicia to ask for the protection of her
Lome until she could find her place in the world.

It might have been thata fresh, miserable spirit
of restlessness took possession of the girl after
this. She was fitful and uncertain beyond mea-
sure—silent, impassioned, remorseful, and de-
fiant; everything by turn, nothing long.

*I am going to give you a beauty to look at,”
she said to Martin Oswald. ‘* How will you like
tuat?"

And full of hardened folly as the words were,
Ursula saw the worn hand resting on the mantel,
cling to the marble almost convulsively, and the
inner shadow of wild, desperate yearning fill the
dark, disfigured face. But regarding her from
his own stand-point of weight and measure, Os-
wald did not see this, or, if he did, scarcely com-
prehended it. 8he had been sceking to try his
patience all the evening, so he looked at her eoldly.

“You are not in a fair mood, Felicia,”’ he said.

She could not conquer the yearning in a mo-
ment. It lingered, and caused her to falter in-
wardly, even while her evil spirit prompted her
to retort.

«Am I ever in a fair mood ?*’ she said.

“Not often of late, Felicia,”’ he answered, still
more coldly.

She echoed the words mockingly.

“Not often of late, Felicia; not often, ever, I .
think, Felicia. It was a wonderfully apt idca to
call me Felicia, was it not? I wonder who we are
to thank for it? Felicinl” in a very depth of
passionate scorn.

And yet in passing the room-door later in the
evening, Ursula caught a glimpse of her clinging
to his breast in & tempest of remorse, which shook
her from head to foot.

“1 am turning your heart to stome,’’ she was
crying out. ¢ The time will come when you can-
not forgive me, when no sacrifice of mine can
bring back to me what I have thrust out of my
life—when you cannot give me what you would.
Oh, God ! how helpless I am agninst myself. Why
should I deserve such a nature? Could a God
have given it to me!”

From the first, Ursula had heen somewhat
anxious concerning the advent of this guest ; but
when she saw the girl fairly, her fears were re-
lieved upon one point at least. It would bethrough
no fault of hers if her presence added ono iota to.
Felicia’s morbid pain.

She came down into the dimly fire-lit room,
as they sat together; a woman fair and young,
with a fine, pure face, and beautiful, easily-read
eyes; and when she entered, Felicia, who was
sitting upon the hearth-rug, and resting upon her
friend’s knee, turned upon her arm to measure
her as it were with a glance.

Ursula rose and kissed her, just as she had
kissed her by way of greeting an hour before.
Felicia stood up and gave her a hand, still regard-
ing her with the smouldering eagerness in her
eyes. It was characteristic of her peculiar tem-
perament that even the sweet, sensitive face
should not move her toany ephemeral girlish en-
thusinsm of pitying welcome. She had never
in her life been susceptible to temporary outward
influence. After being thus received, Olive
Gowan moved toward a shadowed corner, and
slipped into & seat, and from that moment she
slipped into her position in the household in a
like quiet and unobtrusive manner.

The lights had not been brought in when Martin
Oswald made his appearance, and it was not until
Felicia spoke that he was awarc of the new comer's
presence.

*“There iz some one here,”’ she said.
Oswald, Olive.”

And Oswald, turning with his usual grave ease
of manner toward the shadowed corner, saw a
tall, youthful figure rise out of it, and stand

“Mr.
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before him, with a fair-featured face, and soft,
large eyes upraised to his, and, for some inex-
plicable reason or other, he started a little, struck
with an absurd fancy of finding himself confronted
by a vision.

It was a sweet vision enough, too, the most pre-
judiced could not have failed to admit. Olive
Gowan was a new element introduced into the old
stormy life. She was what Ursula might have
been in extreme youth—Ursula without sorrow,
and without worldly experience. She was gentle,
fearless, and guileless; she bore with Felicin as
only Ursula did ; she was tender without weak-
pess, pure of soul, and sweet in womanly ways.
Crsula had a fancy of her own about her. It
secemed to her that if she had lived in certain
dark ages, Olive Gowan would have been one of
the maiden martyrs.

Olive had been in the house a little over a month,
when, entering the sitting-room one day, Ursula
found herself confronting a scene whose strange-
ness made her courage fail her suddenly. Olive
had been out for some hours, and having returned,
tired out with walking, had lain down upon a
sofa near the fire, and, perhaps, overpowered by
the warmth of the fire, had fallen asleep just as
ghe had come in.

And so she lny when Ursula entered. But this
was not all. At the other end of the room, far
away from her, stood Martin Oswald, utterly
silent, utterly motionless, his head bared, his cold
face eet and pale, his eyes resting on the girl's
reposeful figure. Ursula remembered 'that she
had heard some one enter some minutes before;
but ea Felicia had not been summoned, she had
imsgined it to be a servant. She turned away
without a word, and went up to her room, and
when she reached it, she heard the hall-door close
as Oswald left the house. Fe had not seen Fe-
licia at all.

There might have been a fate in Felicia’s mood
that night, it was so fierce a one. Ursula found
herself almost shrinking from her more than
once ; but Olive's fair, fine face, whiteninj a little
throagh very sensitive pity, wore a shining, ten-
der look from beginning to end. There was always
this soft, pure pity for Felicia in her face at such
times ; but on this occasion, something of its sha~
dow seemved to fall upon Uswald slso. She was
moved to sorrow for her sake, too, Ursula thought;
snd surely it was so; for when Felicia had left
them, and they three were alone together, the
mnpalse broke its bounds.

There was a single moment of silence, in which
Martin Oswald stood near the manfel, resting his
brow upou his hand,, his stern eyes.fixed upon the
hearth-stone ; and then Ursula was conscious of a

soft stirring at her side, and with one swift mo-e-
ment, Olive had reached him, and touched lis
arm with her light hand.

¢ Oh, bear with her!” she said. ¢ Pity lLer.
She loves you.”
He looked up, roused in a moment. She mirht

have been a spirit, with her white, transfigured
face, and fair, appealing eyes. Something long
slumbering started to life in him in a breath's
space. Ursula, watching, saw it with a tremor of
recognition—it was so strong for a moment, so
fearful in its strength ; it was so near conquering
him. The white figure, the white, shining face,
the star-like shining eyes, might have been the
embodiment of the angel of his lost happiness.
This was the single thought his gaze expressed,
with an intensity scarcely to be overcome.

Ursula held her breath, she so feared for him,
But though there was need for fear, he did not
fail. He broke the silence at last in & voice calmer
than she had hoped to hear.

¢« have borne with her,” he said. ‘I do pity
her. I will remember that she loves me.”

This was all.

Only a few minutes later Ursula stood at the
door of Felicia’s chamber, almost fancying that
the beatings of her heart echoed through the cor-
ridor. Shehad an uncontrollable longing to rouse
her to a senee of her danger. It seemcd to lcr
strained imagining that her summons upon the
chamber door was a summons to call her back
from the brink of the grave of her love. The love
was dead and buried, and but a few steps more
would carry her to the sepulchre, whose exist-
ence she was ever fearing, and yet had never fully
awakened fo. It was a feverish fancy ; but from
this hour Ursula was ruled by it.

« Felicia,” she said, half-breathlessly, when she
had entered. ‘¢ Felicia, go down stairs.”

Felicia rose from her seat, and looked at her
blindly. She had been weeping in a wild, re-
morseful way, and her eyes were heavy and
clouded with tears.

“ Why 1"’ she asked. ‘* Why do you say this?’

“Because I love you,” said Ursula; ‘ becauve
it is right that you should try to undo the wrung
you have done to-night. Yes, you must go.”

And, strangely enough, the girl turned toward
the door, and went out slowly without another
word.,

Far in the night, beyond midnight it seemedl,
Ursula awakened to find her standing by her bed-
side.

*“Don’t get up,” she said, in a strange, resolute
voice. ¢ There is no need. T only came to lovk
at you. I have been sitting in the room for
nearly two hours. How quiet your face was when
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you slept.
am going to be married, Ursula.”

““ You promised him this to-night 2’ Ursulasaid.

“Yes.” And then, a§ if she wanted to end
here, she bent and kis‘.wd her friend’'s forehead.
¢ Good-night,” she said.

““ Good-night,” Ursula answered.
bless you.”

Felicia had left the bedside, but hearing this,
she turned half round again, holding her light
avove her head, so that it fell upon her scarred
ci:cek.

“Why do you say that?"' she said, unsteadily.
‘“Has Tle ever blessed me, and is it likely He
will begin now.”” And then turned away again,
as suddenly as she had stopped, and left Ursula
in the darkness to her pain.

But her moods were less fitful and hard to bear
with after this. Not that she softened exactly ; it
wag scarcely that so much as that she seemed to
hold herself under control with a new resolution.
Bitter specches were less frequent, and though
she was more silent than usual, she was less
sullen.

There were to be few preparations for the mar-
ringe ; she was fixed in her resolve on this point.

“Why should T have such thinge ?"’ she said,
to Urcula.  * Olive shall have them when her turn
comes, and there will be no mockery in it.”

She was not as hard in her manner toward Olive
a8 Ursula had feared she would be. She had
epared her much, strange to say, and, somehow
or other it came about that Olive took into her
own hands the task of making the wedding-dress,
and would let no one share it with her. It was
a gentle fancy of hers to make the pretty work a
labor of love.

The winter had warmed into spring, and the
spring roses were beginning to bloom, when she
took the work in hand; and, as the days grew
brighter and more summer-like, they fell into the
hubit of sitting together at the open window,
Felicia locking on in silence while the other two
were at work.

They had been sitting thus during the whole of
one long morning, and Felicia's silence communi-
cating itself to them, & eort of stillness had fallen
upon them. This silence was suddenly broken
by Felicia’s rising, all at once, and flashing past
them out of the room, without a word—withouta
sound even, other than the one Ursula, and Ur-
sula alone, had heard—a sound like a swiftly in-
drawn breath.

The two looked up simultaneously.

At the door stood Martin Oswald. What did
it mean? DBut they were neither of them to learn
at that time. He came forward to them, pale

* And God

I wonder if mine cver looks so. 1}

still, but apparently as gravely at ease as ever he
had been in his life.

“Qught I tohave comein?"’ hesaid. ¢ If not,
I can only plead ignorance of the state of affairs.’
And he glunced downward, as if in grave admi-
ration of the heavy billows of white eatin falling
from Olive's lap, and draping themselves about
her feet.

But this was the beginning of the end.

When Felicia came into the room to meet hex
lover, the two women, who loved and pitied her,
almost started. The fire and color had died out
of her face, leaving it hard and cold, and her
mouth was drawn a little out of its natural curve
as if by pain. She entered the room steadily, yet
a3 with a strange footstep, and when she spoke te
Martin, it seemed that she found it hard to con.
front him, and so her eyes sought Ursula’s.

«“] am not well,” she said. ‘ You must ex-
cugse me. I scarcely think I am well enough to
entertain you. I don’t know what it is—"
But before she had finished, she staggered so that
Martin held out his arms, and would have caught
her, but that his touch seemed to give her a
novel strength which helped her to steady herself.

«No,"” she said, putting his hand aside. «I
am not going to faint. It is not so bad as
that.”

No one of them had ever seen her in such a
mood, or heard her speak in such a tone before.
To Ursula the very quietness of her manner was
&ctually a shock ; but it was evident that Martin
did not understand, and that Olive was only
anxious.

After she went to her room they did not see
her again that day, and the next morning she was
herself again. Indeed, all traces of the altera-
tion wrought in the past few weeks had been so
far swept away that she scemed to have gone
back to the time when she had been at her worst.
An evil spirit seemed to possess her, she was so
uncontrolled in her moods.

It was a heavy burden that Martin Oswald
bore during the few weeks that intervened be-
tween this time and the wedding-day—the wed-
ding-day that never came. Only the sternest
sense of homor could have held him true to him-
self; only the sternest honor did hold him true.
Even Olive, whose gentle pity had often made her
blind heretofore, saddened in her sorrow for both.
Ursula, finding that her power was gone, stood
aloof, and looked on with an aching heart. She
had understood the girl before; but in these
days it seemed impossible to understand her, she
seemed so utterly lost.

But the time:came when to Ursula, at least, the
mystery was made clear.
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It had been one of Felicia’s dark days, and at
its close she was standing with Ursula before the
open window at which they had sat the morning
Olive was making the wedding-dress. The wed-
ding-dress was finished now, and laid away in &
closed room up-stairs.

s« How well I shall look in it,”’ Felicia had said.
““How well this will set it off.”” And she had
laughed defiantly, pointing to the scar in which
the red blood pulsed fearfully. ¢ Well, put it
away,”’ she ended. ¢ Let it lie there until it is
worn.”’

Within the room, before the open window, the
two women stood, Ursula with her arm wound
sbout Felicia's waist ; outside, upon the graveled
walk directly beneath, Martin Oswald was stand-
ing talking to Olive—Olive, draped inlong, straight
folds of black, but with a single white lily in her
hair, a lily whose white beauty was set at naught
by the fair face uplifted in the soft, dusky twi-
light.

+« And you know I shall not be here when you
return,” she wassaying. ¢ Felicia has been very
kind, but I should not feel it right——""

*Olive!” said Ursula's voice from above.
*Olive!"”

She could sce them so plainly, and knew that
Felicia could too—would have known it even if
she had not felt the convulsive start that shook
the girl's whole frame, the moment Martin Os-
wald's miserable, stern eyes upraised themselves,
revealing all his great pain, in despite of his
strong will.

*Olive !" she cried. ¢ Olive!”

And Olive, looking upward, smiled an answer,
and turned to come.

The white lily in her hair loosened from its
fustening, and dropped upon the earth at Martin
Oswald’s feet.

Felicia took one steady step, which brought her
nearer to the window.

The man’s whole face was white and working.
He looked down at the flower, and by the motion
that passed over his set figure, both knew that he
was laboring for breath. But he did not bend to
take it, or even to touch it, ever so lightly, in
mute farewell. A moment more, and he took a
step forward also—one step, ‘and set his heavy
foot upon the spotless blossom, and crushed it out
of sight.

Then the panting form on Ursula’'s arm broke
loose from her clasp.

“Let me go!” the girl cried out—ecried out,
yet under her breath. ¢ Let me go. I am going
to do no wrong. 1 am goingto save him, to save
mygolf—io save my soul, I think Let me go!”

Years had gone before Ursuls learned exactly |

what passed between the two, in the hour they
spent together after Felicia went into the garden,
and led her lover away into the dusk; but when,
in the silence of her own chamber, she heard the
gate click, and the sound of retreating footstepe,
she knew, as by instinct, that all was over—knew
well that all was over before the door opened, and
Felicia herself came in.

When the door did 8o open, each woman looked
at the other in silence for a little space. Then
Felicia came forward slowly.

* Do you know what I have been doing?'’ she
said, every word dropping from her lips with
strange distinctness.

“Yes,” answered Ursula.

I8 it best?"’ she said next.

The eyes of the woman whose sad life lay be-
hind her in the softened shadow of the past, met
those of the woman whose sad life was yet to
come, and be borne and struggled with. It might
have been a cruel thing to speak the truth, but
Ursula had not learned to be false.

*‘ Yes, it is best,’”’ she answered.

‘There was the strength of misery in the girl.
She did not break down, or even falter. She.
simply came close to the window, and stood there
in the faint light.

““Then you will believe me '’ she said. ¢ You
will believe me when I tell you what I am going
to tell you; or, perhaps——"" And she turned
round to look down at her. ¢ Perhaps you can
understand something of it without being told.
Think of the past few weeks—think of them, Ur-
sula, and try to—""

*¢ Felicia !’ the sorrowing woman cried out, and
her voice was so wild and suddenly impassioned,
that it startled an echo in the silent room. ¢ Not
that—not that !”’

That instant, almost before her second cry, the
girl was on her knees before her? clinging to her
in her old, wretched, tempestuous way.

¢ Hush!” she wailed. ¢ Hush! Yes, that is
what I have done—that is what I have been try-
ing to do. He would not have let me go other-
wise. He would have sacrificed himself a thou-
sand times rather. And I loved him, Ursula—I
loved him, and he would have conquered my weak
sou] so shamefully, I could not have withstood
him ; but now, now he can only see that I am to
blame—that I would not listen—that I seemed -
worse than mad. He will never suspect that I
knew the truth—that I read it in his eyes the
day he stood in the door-way, and forgot all else
but that the woman he loved was making the
hridal dress of the woman he was bound to. But
he is free now. and in the end he will teach her
to care for him as—as I have done; and they will
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be happy. I want to redeem the past. I must—
I will, Ursula! Ursula! for God’s sake, fold your
arms close about me, and help me! Help me!
Help me—for God's sake.”

And, having made this sacrifice, so strange,
so wild, so unexpected, it might have been that
the evil spirit which had heretofore ruled her,
was, to some extent, appeased. Of her after life
it is useless to speak ; suffice it to say that the two
women, bound heart to heart by the strong tie of
suffering, lived out their lives together, each help-
ing the other to bear the weight of her burden.
As was quite natural, the time came, though it
was long afterward, when Martin Oswald forgot
his past, and won Olive to his will. Felicia did
not meet him face to face again, though on one
eocasion, years after his marriage, ohance threw
them near enough together to cause Ursula at
least a pang of fear.

One summer day, as the two were sauntering
through a picture gallery, in one of the larger
cities, a pretty child, whose father was intent
upon a painting at some distance from them,
stopped near them, probably attracted by some

o tritle in Felicia’s dress, which aroused his boyish
euriosity. Seceing this, Felicia bent down to speak

to him, and, as she did so, Ursula saw that she
started faintly, and then recovered herself.

*“What is your name?!’ she asked, the next
moment.

The child looked up at her fearlessly, with a
pair of brave, brown eyes.

¢ Martin,” he answered. ‘¢ Martin Oswald."’

Felicia stood upright, and met his y.nocent,
curious gaze, with a blanched face, for an in-
stant. Then she bent down again, and laid her
hands upon his shoulders.

¢ Will—will you kiss me?’ she said, in a
strange, suddenly sweet voice, which thrilled Ur-
sula’s every pulse.

“Yes,” said the child, softly, and lifted his
bright face.

Ursula turned away.

When she looked round again, the boy was re-
turning to his father, and Felicia was drawing
down her veil with a tremulous hand.

*“ Let us go, Ursula,’’ she said.

They went out of the room without speaking;
but before the veil had dropped, Ursula had seen
that there were tears in her eyes, great, warm
tears, that welled over, and slipped softly dow .
her pale, tender, yet half-awed face.
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Taz sun beamed in at the open door,
And Lroidered with gold the cottage floor,
And glinting o'er table, stool, and chair,
" Fell full on a form, with silver hair,
An age-bowed form, with a face so fair,
That the sunboams stopped and rested there.

On her kne? there lay a brown, old book,

With dingy leaves, and a worn, soiled look,
‘While the soft-blue eyes, grown blind with tears,
And fllled with yearning, as through the years
Her thought went back, sought, with faroff gase,
The blue bills draped with the Summer’s haze.

Beside her stood, in her winsome grace,

A slight, fair child with a sunny fuce;

With large, glad eyes, and o brow of truth,
A pictare of health, and joy, and youth,
Who thought of the wondrous things it took
To fill the leaves of that dun, old book.

‘With white arms clasped in a close emb X

The round cheek crushed 'gainst the pale, swoet face
The soft curls draping the silver head,

The sunbeams crept in with silent trend,

And Iay like a glowing, burnished crown,

On the age-frosted head and the golden brown.
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Nor only for yourselves, but for the years
Which you, not knowing, bring to mo unew,
Are you 8o dear that I cunsider you
With this persistency of quiet tears;
For many silent tones are In your sprech,
And deud hopes risc and tremble when you smile,
Making me fancy for & little while

That hands I cannot clasp are in my reach;
And my soul cries, * What can I do or bear.”
(I that have lost 50 much and wept so long,)
“How make myself your servant, to remove
‘The sting and weight of that remembered Jove
Which was my joy, but may bave had some wrirlg
From ulights unknown, er¢ Time had taught me care "



