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and besides, the chWild did flot resemble his family. It looked just
like the St. Penfer fisher chlidren."

Denasia coleured furiously, but she answered with the moder-
ation of accepted punishment, ,"Very well, then! 1 will call hlma
'John,' after m'y father. I hope lie rnay be as good a Lfln."ý

Matters went on in this unh'appy fashion until the end of
October-nay, they continually grew werse. Denasia had become
pale, fragile-looking, and woefully depressed. IRoland no longer
found her always smiling and hoping, and he called the change
bad temper when lie ought to have called It hunger. Not indeed
hunger in its baldest form, for mere bread, but hunger just as kili.
ing-hunger for hope, for work, and, above aIl, hunger for affection.

For Roland liad begun privately-yea, and sometimes openlv
-to eall himself a fool. And the devil, whe neyer chooses a
wr.,ng hour, sent hlm, at this time an important letter from
Eli2abth. In it she told him, that Mr. Burreli liad died suddenly
from1 apDplexy, and that she had resolved to seil Burreli Court
and make lier residence lu London and Lucerne. She deplored'
lis absence, and said liew mucli r3ie had needed someone of lier
ewn family in the removal from, Cornwall and in the settiement
of lier husband's es.ate; and she F.ent her brother a niuch smaller
sum c-f moneyr than she had ever sent before.

When Roland liad finished reading this epistie lie looked at
Denasia. She was walking about tlie room trying te soothe and
quiet the chuld. It was very 111, and she liad not dared to, speak
about a doctor. Tlierefor~e she was feeling hurt and sorrowful,
and when Roland sald, , Elizabetli's husband is dead," she did flot
answer hlm.

I said that Elizabeth's liusband is dead," lie angrily relterated.
Very well. I arn not sorry. I sliould thîuk the poor nman

weuld be glad te escape frem lier."
«-You are speaking of my sister, Denasia -of my sister, who is

a lady."
ciI care nothing about lier. She ceuld always take good care

cf lierseif. 1 arn leart-breken for my child, wlio is 111 and suffering,
-and I can do nething for lis relief- -ne, not even get a doctor."

Werds stili more bitter follewed. Roland dressed himself and
xvent ount. Rie took the cýars te, Central Park. But it was flot
until he was cernfertably seated in the most retired arbour that
lie perrnitted himself te, think.

Then lie frankly said ever and ever: « What a fool I have
been!1 Here arn T, at; thirty-tliree years of age, tied te a plain-
loeking fisler-girl. and lier cross, sickly baby. Ail I lioped for in
lier lias proved a deception. fier beauty lias net stood the test of
,chiate. Uer voice, 15 new cemmnonplace. fier sengs are become
tireoere. Slie lias grewn fretful, and alI lier briglitness anid
liopefulne-ss have vanished. I de net know liow te make a living.
If I had net been married, what a jolly time I migît now be
having wibh Elizabeth! London, Paris, Switzerland, and no care
or trouble ef auy kind. Oh, what a feol I have been! How
terribly I have been deceived! "
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