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Agnes Norwood sat alone in lier
room-,-.where, indeed, she sat alwas.
now-her face buried in lier hadS.
Sht vias flot weeping. It had been
long--oh,&0 long-since she had shed
tears. Ste oni strove to shut out
from lier mînd the vision of a happy
world that' mocked lier grief. What
was Easter to lier, Easter with its
oys, its glad, songs and beautiful
foIzers? If those wlio caled them-
selves lier friends could understand
how tliey'probed tlie unliealed wound
Of lier achxng lieart, would tliey be
so thoughtless as to tu-ge her to sing?
How could she sing, she wliose song
had been so suddenly and ruthlessly
huslied months ago? Can the wood-
land songster flttering. a.-ong the
dead leaves, its breast pierced by an

arrow, tune its little tliroat to mel-.
ody? No more could she sing with a
heart that tlirobbed only to pâin.

A ray of spring sunshine crept in
between the folds of tlie window cur-
tain. She arose and drew the shade.

Agnes A'orwood had-once been a
part of that world of brîghtness and
beauty to whicli sli' seemed to be-
long; but lier Gethsemane had corne
at the supreme liour of lier life-at a
time when she was radiantly happy-
and* its dark shadows had wrapoed
themselves so closely about her. that
she had not since been able to perte-
trate their gloom. It was in May that
she had pronrised to be Arthur Cam-
eron's wife. Before the June roses
wvere gone death had claimed him.
There lhad been a short illness, a sud-
den alarm, and then the end. The
brilliantyoung life liad gone out.
1Whien, ,Agnes strove to recali what

ilad taken place in those awful. dayi
of darkness and hope1essness, she had
a cenfused sense of the solemn bush,
the sorrowful fàces, and a kcind voice
that had tried to point ber to the
"stars shining through the cypress
trees" The only reality -vas the
great wavte of desolation that had

settled dovin into her lieart vihen
that which represented ail that if e
had held for her, was carried out of
her sight.

Since tlien the days had corne and

I one alike, as one long painful dream.
In vain h4d- anxious parents and
sympathetic friends tried 'every ex,-
pedient to wàki nwithin lier the old
passion for musiè I14 thQse other
days Agnes' sweet voice had thrilled
large audiençes. The congrégation of
First Church -had, not forgotten the
Easter solo of last year. They were-
cager to secure the same sinerfor
the coming -Easter. . But Aýngnes re-
fused to sec anyone, and in answer to
ail entreating letters* on the subi ect
wrote a firmn refusal-it was impos-
sible for lier to sing.

.When the church bells rang onI
Easter morning there waýs no mnusic
i the dires to the heavy-hearted
girl. Their -notes jarred upon lier

sorror.ýeperfume of the F-aster
hs n o th qJsunnybay window of the
break f st-/'OIm oppressed her. When
a.robin,. one of the earliest of the sea-
son, alighted in a tree by the open
casernent and poured forth his littie
soul in a burst of melody, Agnes in-
voluntarily put hier hands to lier ears.
At last she irnpulsively donned lier
wraps and fled from the house.

The home of the Norwoods was
well out on the outskirts of the littie
city. Only a mile away was the beau-
tiful Wdodvale Cemetery. Spring had
corne early. The snow was nearly
gone and in places the ground was
al-eady quite dry. This Easter.
morning a south wind blew softly and
the warm sun lingered lovingly on
the low motunds in the sacred cityý of
the dead. It shonewith particular
hrightness on one marked by a sien-
der granite shaft.
SAgnes entered the cernetery and

walked rapidly down the avenue that
lay neares;t this motind. Leaning bier
blead 'wearily ag-ainst its monument,
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