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Time of which no notice was taken, T)ar,sed, althoughmoments seemed hke hoars. The child still struggled
and gasped but more and more feebly. At last, in thedawn the httle Hilda lay still, looked up and smiled.
Was It at her mother's face, or something beyond ?

fehe is better," cried Grace, turning her imploring
eyes to Uie physician, who held the little hand.

A]as
!
It was growing cold in his. He turned quickly

to Graham and whispered, « Support your wife, lie end
is near.

He came mechanically and put his arm around her.
Grace, dear Grace," he faltered, hoarsely, " can you not

bear this sorrow also for my sake ? " '

^

"Alford!" .she panted with horror in her tones—
AJtord

! why. why, her hand is growing cold '

"

There was a long low sigh from the little one aud then
she was still.

'Take your wife away," said Dr. Markham, in a low.
authoritative tone.

Graham sought to obey in the same mechanical manner.
She sprang from him and stood aloof. There was a ter-
rible light in her eyes, before which he quailed.

' lake me away !" she cried, in a voice that was
hoarse, strained and unnatural. "Never' Tell me +ne
belief of your heart. Have I lost my child forever ? "is
that sweet image of my Hilda nothing but clay ? Is
there nothing, further for this idol of my heart but horri-
ble corruption ? If this is true, no more learned iarcror tome about law and force ! If this is true, I am the" crea-
tion of a fiend who, with all the cruel ingenuity of a tiend
has so made me that he can inflict the utmost degree of
torture. It^ this is true, my motherhood is a lie, and
good IS pumshed, not evil. If this is true, there i- nei-
ther God nor law, bat only a devil. But let me have the
truth : have I lost that child forever ?

"

He was dumb, and an awful silence fell upon tlic
ciiamber of deatli.
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