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_Tni: deepest feo that ever froze
"Lxm unly ver tlio surmcu Ll

: Il'ow lh'\t 'visit lo ]3—— Lod"c nddened the
“)oun-' heart Ql \[1ldrc(l ]{usmr' ‘She mtm'nc(l_

clctly\mndcr ng who te “interesting " jou
siranger was, whose: sudden appearance had so
uuleml_) affected the ealin, palé gidl, who, judg-
ing from her statue like immovability of counte-
nonee, Mikired had suppused to be beyond the
control of hman lropes und fears ; was it lg\'e,
+ o despuiring of the attainment ol its cherished idol,
"' thiet hwd wrought such o change in oue 'so faiv
“und )umw" or wns it the fanatical beliet in o
. atern and rigorous creed, which led her to imagine
" that she had committed the unforgivable sin,
vhich had for ever closed the doors of mercy
“aguinst her? Mildred kuew not. - She only knew
Cthat her poor ‘young friend was unhappy, ami
“that was enuugh to ensure for her all the sympa-
thies of her generous and unsoplusuunlul heart,
4L must—I will lenow the cause of her grief,
that T mn_‘, hll'ﬂL it with her, she s_m_ll “Dut [
hate togo to thiat dull hovise,” "That cold, proud,
old nmn 3. that Lle\er Indy-like, bur.l matical
~ woniun..” How pu.tromnng shc is; whal
~pity she >|l0\\s for my: ignor: .mcc, how smqll wnd
usignificant I g 'lppem“ I helieve that she; ,eonsi~
7} ders me asn perfeet alien from lhc(.onm.wm\'e'lh‘lr
(ol Isracl, - I think I could love religio
: "xous peoplc, but not her nor llu' religion. - Yet,
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I heard some things lnst night which mi
foed snd—feel. thirt-the w urld beautiful as it is,
ought not to engrossall my attention, T thuubhn'
‘I shoulll be amused by theiv solenm loolcr\' but
i 1oy lhcu‘ trn"u, ﬂclmrr lms Iel'c
’c

A 1lxlred px csuntctl he clf ut ihe breu]. s
Me, p-xh. mul “ont ‘of spmts. ’.Hn> guy, Imppy
Lluld, was not uscd to lool: llum. Mrs. Rosier

mirlh, nml she remi-nu'd Mildred's serious saluti-
ton. with—* Ate )ou ill, my durli 'r’—“lmt ails
my child?” |
- % [ am well, dear mmmm but-— .

"4 But what?” G [

“ [ feel us it o moad ﬁt of cl)ln“‘ W oul\l Le ot -
more souu.c to me than my brealfust,” und suit-

ing the action to the \\ ords, Mildred sunL down
in her chair, aml fornl‘uw mmu(e.s ucpt u.-)_y
heartily. :

“ God bless the Llnld' W lmt .nls lmr 2 eried
okl Abignil, droppm" the plate’of toast in her
fright, anil bustling up to her young ludy. - 4 Wy,
Miss Mille ! Miss Mille! I have not seen you go.
onin llm; way smce m:zstcr S) -dney Jeft us to gu
to sen.”

“L om \cl) slll) to Tet: my' feelings get the bet-‘
ter ol me in this’ mnnncr, s:ud \hl(lrcd \npmg
her! ‘eye nml luhhly ns
and’ Lhc f’uthlnl old sur\ nt

=" That pru)cr mcclm has’ rohlml me of ull
my, !mpp) lhoughts._ I wislhy 1 ‘had sm;cd ut |
lwm : . '
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