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little eau], on a by her side. - It w&çi the
rtrait of à yo ng man, with a bright and

dsome face, éxpremuive in every line of a
rvous, sensit*ve, and somewhat sensuous tempera-

ent To Ethel Howard, just then, it seemed the
e point of rest and solace in these sad days,

When all her old, familiar, tmnquil life seemed
Üddenly overwhelmed with dis&qter, andu the

ýleasant little world in which she had lived from,
iafancy was turned upside down. She had much
e think of, poor child,' and that compassionate,
1 mpreçniôn mea appropriate'enough to anyone

Iho marked the' delicate, childlike contour of the
routhful face; the soft violet eyes, misty with
ýeeent tears, the curved, sensitive lips, compressed
ivith a resolute quietness. It was the face of one

who would feel far more than she would be likely
ýo express, and so would suffer all the more
aitensely, in silence.
ý Many perplexing thoughts thronged into her
R)ind as she lay -there i fond meraories of the past,
iningled with a shrinking dread of the future, the

lormer so, sweet and bright with protecting love and
Wnderneu, the latter so blank and desolate, save

ýor the one ray of ï3unshine. of which the briîght face
ýn the photograph was the outward exprmqion. It

Iras not wonderful that she -should cling to, the
mociations it, repreftnted, and to the solitude of
ber own room; shrinking, naturally enough, from.


