
liMKiMHIiBia^^

THE RADICAL. 469

WM stiU awake and up. What had Harold told her-what

creature, who had been always sweet and reverential to her

who had no unpulse to punish and to strike her whom fate
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** '"^ P°»""« ""ill *at the mis-ery of thu night might be broken by some comfort. Theproud woman yearned for the caressing pity that must dwellm that young bosom. She opened her dL gentiy, butwCshe had reached Esther's she hesitated. She h^ nevj vetm her life asked for compassion-had never thrown herself int^ on an unproffered love. And she might have gone on
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leaping toward her, had not saved heVfromher need to ask admission.
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^*^" """ ""** ™*8« °f ^^00' misery, itblent Itself by a rapid flash with all that Harold had s^ 4
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'"^ *'"'* *^" ~°'« »«^ '""^Me must beone with the mother's long sadness. But there was no wait-
ing. In an instant Mrs. Transome felt Esther's arm roundher neck, and a voice saying softly,—

" Oh, why didn't you call me before? "

^ey turned hand in hand into the room, and sat down
together on a sofa at the foot of the bed. The disordered gr^hair-the haggard face-the reddened eyelids under which the
tears seemed to be coming aga.'u with pain, pierced Esther tothe heart. A passionate desire to soothe this suffering womancame over her. She clung round her again, and kissed herpoor quivermg lips and eyelids, and laid her young cheek
against the pale haggard one. Words could not be quick orstrong enough to utter her yearning. As Mrs. Transome feltthat soft clinging, she said,—
"God has some pity on me."
"Best on my bed," said Esther. "You are so tired I

will cover you up warmly, and then you wUI sleep."No—tell me, dear—tell me what Harold said."
' That he has had some new trouble."


