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No mian would have done otherwise. You
surely do flot feel hardly towards himV ?"

II We do flot naturally love the lips and
bless the voice that tell us of an incurable
disease. 0 no," she added. Ilwhy should I
think of him at ail. He niereiy happeneU to
point out wvhat I balf suspected myseif. And
yet the peculiar way this stranger crosses rny
path fromn time to time, alniost makes me
superstitious."

'And you seem to have peculiar power
over bim. He would have assuredly left us
in the lurch at our tableau party had it flot
been for you. and I would not have blamed
him. And to-day be seemed troubled and
pained beyond expression when he read from
your face, as I imagine, that you were the
author of the picture.»

" Yes, I saw that he discovered the fact,
and this provokes me also. If be should
speak bis thoughts-"

" I do flot tbink be will. I arn sure he
ivili flot if you caution bim."

"lThat I will flot do, and I think on the
wbole he bas too much sense to speak care-
iessly of what he imagined he saw in a lady's
face. Ai-id now, Susie, good.bye; 1 ýha11 flot
inflict rny niiserable self longer- upon ypu to-
day, and I arn one who can best cure my
wounds in solitude."

"lDo you cure theni, Christine, or do you
only cover thern up ? If I had your creed
nothing could cure my wourids. Time might
deaden the pain, and I forget-thern in oth"r
things, but I do flot see where any cur.e.could
corne from. O Christinie, you did nie good
service when in the dee1peniig twilight of
Miss Brown's parlor you showëe.me nîy use-
less, unbelieving,life. But I do believe now.
The cross is radiant to me now-more radi-
ant than the one that so startied us. then.
Mr. Fleet's words were true, I know, as I
know rny own existence. I couid die fur
Him.'

Christine frownred -and said almost harshiy,
"I don't believe in a religion so full of crosses

and death. Why could flot.the all.powerful
Being you believe in take away the evil from
ie world P"

IlThat is just what He came to do. In
that very -character He was pointed out by
Ris authorized forerunner -. 'Behold the
Lamb of God that taceth a*ay the sin-of the
world.' "

"'Wýhy does 'le flot do it then ?" asked
Christine petulantly. "Centuries bave pass-
ed ; patielice itself is wvearied out. He has
bad ture enougb, if He ever meant or had
the power to fulfil the promise. But the

wvorld is as full of evil and suffering as ever.
Susie, I Nvould flot, disturb your credulous
faith, for it seems te do you good. But to
nme Christ w'as a noble but mistaken man,
dead anid buried centuries ago.' He can do
for me no more than Socrates. They vigor-
ously attacked evil in their dat, but evil %vas
too much for theni, as it is for us. We must
just get the mnost we can out of life, and en-
dure wbat we cannot prevent or escape. An
angel could flot convert me to-day-no, flot
even Susie Winthrop, and that is saying more
stili;" and with a basty kiss she vanishied.

Susie looked wistfully after ber, and then
bent ber steps borne%,ard with a pitying
face.

Christine at once went to ber owvn private
roem. Putting on a loose wrapper she threw
herseif on a lounge, and buried bher face in
the cushions.

Her life seemed growving narrow anid
meagre. Four after heur passed, and the
late afternoon sun wvas shining irto ber room
wben she arose fromn her bitter reverie, and
summed up aIl in a few words spoken aloud,
as wvas ber custom wvhen alone.

IMust 1, after alU, corne down te the Epi-
curean Philosophy, ' Let us eat, drink, and
be nerry, for to-morrow we die?' I seem on
a narrowv isiand, the ocean is ail around ine,
anid the tide is rising, rising. It ivilI cover
soon wbere I stand, and then what becomes
of Christine Ludolph ?"

A look of anguish came into the fair young
face, and a sligbt sbudder passed over her.
She glanced around a room furnisbed in
costly elegance. She saw ber lovely person
in the mi rror opposite, anid exclaimed:

ccWhat rnystery it ail is! 1 have so much,
and yet se utterly fail in baving tbat which
contents. I bave ail that wealth can purchase;
and multitudes act as if tbat wcre enough.
I know I am beautiful. I can see that yonder
for myseif, as weil as read it in admiring eyes.
And yet my maid is better contented tban I,
and the boy wbo biacks the boots better satis-
ficd witb bis lot than either of us. I arn
raised se high that I can see bowv much more
there is or might be beyond. I feel like one
led into a splendid vestibule only te find that
the palace is wanting, or tbat it is a mean
hovel. Ail that I bave only mocks me, and
beconies a means of torture. Ail that I amn.
and bave, ought to be, migbr be, a mere pre-
lude, an earnest and preparatien for somne-
thing better beyond. But I amn tqld, and
miust. believe, that this is aIl, and I rnay 1ose
this in a moment and forever. It is as if a
noble strain of music commenced sweetly,


