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ONE OF LIFE'S INCIDENTS. ]the sunny hair ; but his brow was working, and his
lips were very pale. So they sat, in the deepening
' ¢ A message for you, sir.”  And the servant hand. twilight - the bright fire in the grate casting a glow
ed in a small folded paper and withdrew, while the Upen them, and upon the luxurious appointments of
masier of the house walked to the window, and . theroom,socosy andcomfortable, and such a contrast
sought by the fast failing twilizht to deciper the al- ‘to the wild storm without, and to what might be tak-

most illegible serawl, ¢ Will mother come to 28 Bar- ing place in that other home. The mother shuddered
ker street 2" lns she thought of it; she calmed berself, and raised

“Whois it from, Henry " +her heavy, drooping eyes to her husband’s face; his

A delicate-looking woman, with soft brown eyes, | i were cast down, but he clasped her more closely to
and 8 smile on her sweet, pale face, came to her | Bim-
husband’s side, and leaned on his broad shoulder, as! * Husband, darling—" she put her arms around
she glanced at the paper he held in his hand. So . bhis neck, and drew his face down to hers—it was
different they looked as they stood together, and yet, but yesterday we were speaking of our wedding day
so like ; even a casual observer might see that be- '—let us talk of it now. Twenty-three years to-night
tween them was an affection which had trinmphed since I left iny home for yours—left father, mother,”
through sorrow, and over which time had no power. | 'she continued, half musirgly, while tender recollec-

But the smile vanished as she read the contents of |
that rudely writter missive, and, with an almost,
agonized expression on the now sad face, she gasped
out—

¢ Oh, God, my child !

* Hash, Mary!" The husband’s voice tried to be
stern, but it quiv°red s little. *“Hush! I must
spesak to this man.”

He stepped into the hall as he spoke, and confront-
ed the waiting messenger.

“ You will 1ell the person from whom you received
this message, that there is nothing here for such as;
she ; that she is not known here, not acknowledged—
that she—" the speaker's brow darkened, and bis

voice grew hard—* that she long ago cast away the.
and she has no.

love of father, mother, home,
longer any claim upon them "

¢ But—she is dying, sir.’

**Dying!” The voice shook for & moment, but
only for a moment; s moan from the incer room
roased him. and, walkineg to the door, which he had
1:ft partislly open, he drew 1t sharply to.
message,” he said. harshly, to the wal.ing man, *“ and,
mind you, do not let me ever see you here again.”

¢What is 1t, Mary ?” The voice was tender
enough now, and the manner anxious, as he bent over
his weeping wife, and took her in his arms.  Rusb,
bush, my darlin:!” as sobs shook the slight frame,
and she wept psssionately on his bresst.  Mary, |
Mary, what is this ¥ Is your husbard so little to you '

that you can forget him to mourn for the ingrate who |

has broken both our hearts 2"

¢ Ok, husband, husband! she is our own child, our-
iittle child !”" sobbed the stricken woman. “ The only
one God sent us, the only one we ever had to love.”

There was silence in the room for a long time,
Vroken orly by the half stified sobs of the mourning .
masther as she wept on her husband's breast. e '
held her closely in his arms, with his face pressed to

¢ Take my

tions gathered around the lips, and filled her eyes
with a soft mistiness. *‘ Twenty-three years to-night !
' Shall I go on, Henry? Shall I speak of that happy
time? Ah, we were happy! Poor father and mother,
they were angry ai first, but they forgave
us after. Time went on, and a little child was
lborn to us; she grew up to be our light, our joy”
t—the father hid his face—*¢ and then "—ihe voice
Afn]tered and tears feli faster, * she did what her
: mother had done before her—she loved another more
"than father, mother, or home, and she left them for
him. She has lived to repent it, as—and the wife
"clasped the hand she held with both hers—‘‘her
mother has never done. Husband, is she more to
blame than I was ? No, no! not more to blame—
wore to be pitiel—more to be loved. Darling, there
are furrows on your brow which time cannot claim—
there are furrows in both onr hearts—we can trace
"them to the same cause. Let us forget them! Let
us only remember the one who is suffering for what
‘we can give her —the heart which is breaking, that
we can relieve.  Oh, my little child—my Ltile child !”
¢ Mary "—the father raised a pale, sad face—
* you have conquered, as yon always do ; act as you
+wish in this matter—I will not go against you—I
cannot see her—no, no!" as his wife raised a pleading
.look to his face. ** There are some wounds too deep
to be reopened, ard tkLis is one of them. Go to her,
,if you wish—say what you will to comfort her—give
“her my love, my forgiveness "—he paused and poss~
ing a trembling hsnd over his eyes—'* my blessing.”
.\n hour later, a gracefal, quiet form, clad in deep
blnck passed up the rickety stairs of No. 28 Barker
street, and paused before a half-opened door, and the
' visitor entered the poorly furnished apartment—enter-
led, and lockeéd upon the scene around. Upon s
shabby bed, and covered by 2 patched and well-worn
quilt, lay a sleeping form—not calmly sleeping, with
the pescefulness of health, but fitfully, with nervous



