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checked tlie fierce, passioiKite words tliat were already
risiiin to liis lij)s.

A ^^vat cliaii.i:e was purceptihle in Syl>ii, during these
few iiiinutcs. Tlic exliorlatiuiis of the good clergvm iii

had evidently not been without elteet, for her })ale/worii

face hail a eahn, subdued look, as if she had at l;ist real-

ized the great danger she had escaped.

"Miss Svitil, dear Miss Sybil, e:iii vou ever foririvo

nie ? " said the sad, sweet voice of Christie, as sin; hehl
out her hand, and looked wistl'ully, imploringly into

Sybil's face.

•'Oh, Christie! I have nothing to forgive you. Vou
were not guilty!" said Sybil, sinking down by the bed-

side, and hiding her face in Christie's little thin hand.
'' Not wilfully, but still I wrongeil you. And there is

another—will you not forgive him ?
"

*' Never, so help me heaven \" fiercely ex(dainied Sybil,,

springing up, und casting upon liini a glance of fire.

'' Sybil, 1 am dying ! You will not refuse my last re-

quest ? Oh, Sybil! in a moment of thoughtless ]>assion

he married nie ; but all the time he loved you best. I

can see it all, now. lie loved you then—he lovea you
now, better thati all the world."

" And you can forgive him for the irreparable wrong
he has done you—a deserted home, a hlighted life, and an
early death ! Christie, you are an angel !

''

" No, no ; only a frail sinner, with so much to be for-

given herself that she can easily, joyfully, forgive that.

Sybil, my hours are numbered. Will you render them
miserable by refusing my last request ?

"

** Oh, Christie ! you know not what you ask."
*' Sybil do you not love Willard still ? ''

" Oh. I do— 1 do ! God forgive me— I do ! '' she said,

passionately.
" And he loves you. Willard, come here ; take Sybil's

hand. Now, Svbil, promise when 1 am gone to be his

wife."
'JMiere was a fierce struggle in the passionate heart of

Sybil—a last struggle between love and i)ride, and her
burning sense of the great wrong he has done her. With
her face bowed, her whole frame quivering, she did not
look up—would not speak, until the little hand of Christie

fell imploringly on her liead.


