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prayed that I might die, and who even then lay weakand helpless m the little cottage room-I was in her

fad/s'lrT"""
'""^ ''"'"^'' ^^'"^"^ through my

I think I was afraid. I remember asking myselfwhether she was flesh and blood at all, or only anange of God come to cheer me in my sorrow and
lonehness. Then I thought the fear'^in her eyesgrew and she seemed to move away from me. Then
I could not help but speak.

" Rosiland ! Rosiland !
"

I saw the blood mount to her cheeks as she heardme speak, and again she came nearer towards me.
Kodenck, can you forgive me ? "

Forgive her! What had I to forgive? How

you"? ThT ""V ""'^'t
' ^^^' "^^«' I ^-g-«you ? That would mean that she had wronged meNay, the answer could not be in words. All I could

Af r'l'' i"** ?^ outstretched arms beseechingly.At this the fear left her eyes, and a great joy such fsI had never dreamt of flashed into them.
Oh, Roderick, my love ! my love '

"

kn«M "^^^
^"i

^""^ '* "^^^ ^^^'^g^- 3«sides, she
knelt by my side, and I felt her arms around myneck; I felt her soft cheek against mine.

^
Roderick, wiU you take back the sachet?"Agam there could be no answer in words, but my^ps found hers, and she knew what was in my heart

IthW^r"^ *?^"S^ *° ^-P^--' but I Lught

Tsir.t *^%°^i^^/*^t t« ^^ tlien. For this I know,as surely as if God spoke to me out of a burning
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