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HER SPHERE.
A maiden sang in the morning lio-htAs she paused on the threshold of Hf.Her voice was elad and hli 1 ^^ "'® =—
And hope in her inSo^P^^ 7^ ."^^^^ ^"g^*

;A trustin^g brir/Z'ulT coSo'bf
"'^

I cmve a nobler dastiny; ™ ^'^ ^®'

A woman sobbed in the twilieht .m ,-

|iere t» -l^-e^^^VLty.. What they „ay.

. |?'«SS%^SkththThe way was hard and fP^ght "1?h J^^ ^"" '

And the world's naltrv nra;£ • ^""Pa^n,
I would count it rfuKJSureTA*?;

^^^" '

Oh, that my youth VnicrJ^f !> P* ^^^^ "o more.

Miss Lane mechanicallv foldert tbo i ..

dropped forward ntoW hand: a T
'"""

into her throat, her br^Tt Z^l:atnZZeach convulsive breath.
'*

"Oh, God I I am so lonely," she ,vhispered


