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years came back to me as they have not done for very long. I thought of my 
two sisters : how the one hud ever been so good, and loving, and true-hearted ; 
the other—thought she was just or believed herself to be so—so hard, and stern, 
and harsh—as, God forgive me, Gabrielle, I too have been. I thought of this, 
and understood it clearly, as I had never done before : and then my thoughts 
went back, and rested on my mother—on our old home—on all the things that 
I had loved so well, long ago, and that for years had been crushed down in my 
heart and smothered there. Oh, Gabrielle, such things rushed back upon me ; 
such thoughts of her whom we have scorned so many years ; such dreams of 
happy by-gone days, such passionate regrets ; such hope, awakening from its long, 
long sleep:—no, sister, let me weep—do not wipe the tears away : let me tell you 
of my penitence and grief—it docs me good ; my heart is so full—so full that I 
must speak now, or it would burst !”

“ Then you shall speak to me, and tell me all, dear sister. Ah ! we have both 
suffered—we will weep together. Lie down beside me ; sec, there is room here 
for both. Yes; lay your head upon me; rest it on my shoulder. Give me 
your hand now—ah ! how thin it is—almost as thin as mine. Poor sister Ber
tha: poor, kind sister!”

So gently Gabrielle soothed her, forgetting her own grief and weariness in 
Bertha's more bitter suffering and remorse. It was very beautiful to sec how 
tenderly and patiently she did it, and how her gentle words calmed down the 
other’s passionate sorrow. So different from one another their grief was. Oa- 
briellc's was a slow, weary pain, which day by day, had gradually withered her, 
eating its way into her heart ; then resting there, fixing itself there forever. 
Bertha’s was like the quick, sudden piercing of a knife—a violent sorrow, that 
did its work in hours instead of years, convulsing body and soul for a little while, 
purifying them as with a sharp fire, then passing away and leaving no aching pain 
behind, but a new cleansed spirit.

In the long summer twilight—the beautiful summer twilight that never sinks 
into perfect night—these two women lay side by side together ; she that was 
oldest in suffering still comforting the other, until Bertha’s tears were dried, and 
exhausted with the grief that was so new to her, she lay silent in Gabriellc’s arms 
—both silent, looking into the summer night, and thinking of the days that were 
forever past. And sleeping at their feet lay Gabriclle’s child, not forgotten by 
her watchful love, though the night had deepened so that she could not see him 
where lie lay.

CHAPTER IV.

“ We will not stay here, sister,” Bertha had said. “ This gloomy house will 
always make us sad. It is so dark and cold here, and Willie, more than any of 
us, needs the sunlight to strengthen and cheer him, poor boy.”

“ And I too shall be glad to leave it,” Gabrielle answered.


