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you really loved me all the time, didn’t you, papa? And
yow'll love me again, if only God will spare you to us.”

And so the weary days of anxious suspense passed by,
and the fear and gloom deepened.

One day old Dr. Merlin with difticulty presailed upon

Faelyn to go and rest fi = an hour in the drawing room.
He thought there might e a change that night, he told
her, when she would need all her stichgth and endurance.

“I am not all tired now, doctor.  Please Iet me stay,”
she pleaded., “ 1T cannot Lear to leave him.”

“My dear lady,” he replicd, with gentle authority,
“there cannut be any change just nuw, oty if there were,
you should be called at once.  You have not dosed your
eyes for so long that, though youur anaiety causes you to
forget your fatigue, 1 fear your sticngth may fail when
you most need it.  l.et me persuade you to rest for an
hour at least, and you shall be told when the smallest
change comes.”

Reluctantly she obuyed, and sluwly Ieft the roum for
the drawing-room, as she had been bidden,  Dr. Merlin
had spohen of a crisis coming soon, and though he had
spoken very guardedly, she could tell unly tou well that
he feared the worst results. The fever had run its course
with such unabated vivlence that the strength of the pa-
tient was almost exhausted. Was it possible that all
medical skill, all love and care, all prayers and tears,
would be impotent to stay the death angel’s sword ?

“He means I shall need all my strength for the last
good-bye,” she said to herself. “Oh, I cann  Dhear it!
It would kill me to lose him!”

Sophy was sitting in the drawing-room as she entered
with her weary step and wan, white face. The girl was
standing by the window looking out over the wintry waste
of country with eyes that saw nothing, and with a heart
full of bitter trouble.  She did not turn round as Lvelyn
entered ; she hardly was conscious of her approach. But
the young wife, almost wild with anguish, and with a pas-
sionate yearning for sympathy in her extremity, drew
nearer, and, sinking down upun a chair, held out her
hands unplomwly towards the girl, with a piteous ory of
entreaty, “Oh, Sophy, help me to bear it1”

Sophy started at the words, but more at the tone in
which they were uttered, and turned hastily round.  She
saw her young step-muther sitting there, with her wan,
white face, and grief dimmed |u..1ut) with dark shadows
under her blue cyes, caused by sleepless nights and an-
aious watches, and with a world of misery in her appeal-
ing tones.

The piteous appeal of her tunes, and the sight of the
young wife's anguish, roused all that was best and nolidest
in the gitls heart.  In a moment she had forgotten all
the soreness and bitterness of the past - all the small
jealousies and uifling annoyances, and she remembered
only how the wife was breaking her heart for the sake of
one who was the dearest un carth to his daughter’s heart,
and who cven nuw might be slipping away from them.
She only remembered how dear he was to bhuth of them,
and in the unity of their common sorrow she impulsivels
sprang forward and threw her arms round Evelyn’s nedk,
with a gesture of loving sympathy that spoke more clo-
quently than words,  Then, with a tender womanhiness,
she drew the weary head down upon her shoulder, and
smoothed the golden hair, until Evelyn’s overcharged
heart found the relief of tears. She vept hystarically for
a time, with passionate sobs that shuck her from head
foot, while Sophy waited silently and patiently until she
grew walmer.  Not a word sas spuken between the two
of regret or forgiveness, but peace was proclaimed, and
in this hour of bitter surrow all the barrices had fallen
down between them, and this sturm of trouble had done
what the calm sunshine of prospurity had failed to do.

“Don’t give up all hope,” Sophy whispered at last. “1
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cannof think God means to take him from us, and he so
dear to both of us.”  And then she persuaded Livelyn to
lic down upon the sofa, and sat by her side until he fell
into an casy slumber, when she stole away sil mly, re-
turning almost immeudiately to be ready, when he weary
cyes unclosed, with a refreshing cup of tea anu dainty
little repast to tempt her appetite.

But 1t was the thoughtful care aud the girl's unaccus.
tomed gentleness which did Evelyn more good than the
fragrant tea, and as she hissed the girl and glided back
to her amaious aatch it seemed to her as if her misery
was robbud of its uverwhelming bitterness by the thought
that she bad gained the gift’s heart.

And Suphy stole anay to her vwn roum o pray, to
watch, and, if it were pussible, to sleep. And her heart
was warmed and lightened, even in the midst of her an-
aiety.,  Evelyn had only said, in acknowledgment of her
little attentions to her, * Thank you, dear.” But the tone
had said far more than words could have eapressed, and
Sophy was more than repaid.

In spite of all her anaity, Suphy slept that night, and
for a time forgut all sorrow in the happy obhvion of
youthful dreams.  But from these she was roused in the
carly morning hours by a light at her bedside, and woke
to see Lvely n standing there looking down upon her with
cyes full of happy tears.

“’I'hank God, Sophy, he is better,” she whispered, in
scarcely audible tones.  “Dr. Merlin says he has taken
a turn for the better now, and the fever has gone. 1
must go back to him at once, but T could not help com-
ing round just to let you know. And now you can go to
sleep again with a happy mind.”  She bent down to xiss
her as she spoke, and then glided away quickly and si-
lently as she had come, leaving Sophy to weep out all
her gladness, her thankfulness, and her relief m a burst
of happy tears.

It was a long, weary comvalescence, but the invalid
gradually improved, and in the hearts of none of his dear
ones dud there scem to be any roum for impaticnee. He
was saved, he had not been takhen away from them, and
that was more than enough.

He used to wonder in the first days of his convales-
cence, in a sort of weak bewilderment, how it came abuut
that his wife and daughter scaned (o Lo su much to-
gether now , why they would sit side by side and chat so
much together in low tones, and why Suphy had lust that
hard sullen louk which had grown ahinost halutual to her
fair, girlish face.  And he wondered still more with re.
turning strength as he saw what fast friends those two
seemed to have grown, He wondered what had wrought
the change, but, while rejuicing over 1, he did not like
to speak of it. Could it be a reality 2 Could it be that
the old difficulties had mddied away, and that i future
peace and love were to reign supreme in his home?

At List one day, when he was far advanced v the road
to reeovery, and he and his wife happened to be alone,
he said, half inquiringly — ** You and Suphy seem great
friends, dearest 2™

And then bis young wife answered, with a happy hght
in her eyes — Yo, thank God ! there will be no more
dissensions in your humne, Arthur, There were faults on
both sides, we bhave Loth been to Dlame. But surrow
taught us buth alessun weare not Likely to furget. When
we thought we might lose you,” and her vowee faltered,
*wy foand cach other, and that terrible time drew s
close together, and now I think I can truly say we love
cach uther more and more every day.  Are you satis-
fied, Arthur?”

“ More than satisficd,” he 1 plicd, with a snule of utter
contentment. It was the une oud in my shy.”

“And so guud canie outof wval,” she said, softly . “and
there was a silver lining even to this cloud.”



