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Brace to pry time, “the little, nameless, unremem-
il be done pered acts of love; " and gradually she
the fate v } . felt hergelf  softening  towards the
her was gtriken creature ; and something, if not
e very climax love, at least bearing a resemblance to
mne a voice, vl it in the shape of duty, came uppermost,
and revealed her to herself as some
n to the end thing superior to a mere queen of fashion,
1t to close the She began to feel for the first time, a
agraph: ‘] woman ; and to recognize that that
> 3 ht her sacred aspect of her nature and charac
cere ter was higher and holier than she had
 HOmMe  con vet conceived,
her-Church se 'he night was now wearing to the
[ the dread dis lawn, when she arose, closed the book,
hd - yet  surro) wnd knelt She knew then that she had
irist-like pit iever prayed belore, She had )
them not church, had read the Hervic 1
1© vietors { joined her ice in hymn and an 1,
read of great t h studied the intonations of the
10 deptl preacher ; but she had never prayed,
73 of saint She had never realized the supernacural
vho had bee the powers that lie hid beyond the
BO BONZSs re senses, and yet exercise so marvellous
, Whilst the sn influence on human life. But now
hut, and as she knelt, there in the silenc f the
r heart st lying night, with the faint dawn creep
ing through the unshuttered indow
orit i ghe praved against hersell, and for her-
ives of t golf. Against herself, against her
1t pride and passion so fearfully revenged
eper and humilisted ; against her revolt ffom
rom thos ybligations deliberately coutracted ;
against the cowardice that would make
nd la her break sacred ties, ever under s
Py & tremendous a provocation And she
nation prayed for herself, for streugth and
endurance and love to enable her to
en creature r conquer all physical revulsion, all her
Jeremonie loathing and her fear, and be to the
80 regulate wretched and alllicted, if dishonest
was a kind of creature, who is called her husband, a
herefore res help and a solace during the bitter re-
exoreis mainder of their lives.
1s body in a | Then, fortified by the effort, she rose
1w, or burial r up, and passed into his room
She saw Li “I think, ma'am,"” said the maid, “that
sper-bell, as a Mr. Outram is coming round. He
d sane creature gseemed toopen his eyes, and look around

ath, and avoid
ed from his diseas
go forth from
remote and solita
wild things of fie
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as if seeking someone ; and then closed
them again.” |

They watched and waited ; and after
n interval the eyes of the sick man
pened, and, as we have said, rested on

w him excommu; the face of his wife. And he seemed
{, and sentenced satisfied. He only stared and stared
no human voice and stared ; and, when she drew aside,
0 human presence and went over for some cordials, he
ain. And she sa followed her with the same wistful,
vowen, aliowed by yearning 0K, U ses to ask i
on to share suc mercy and compassion ; for forgiveness,
erfully electing and fo tfulness, of aught that could
ndred, and all the be remembered against hin for a

roundings of life plenary absolution and a wiping out of
wseldesert places, t the dread past,

eh, and tend those And Mabel, haunted and touched by
with no help by that look, and her recent thoughts,
quering love, a came over, and t down, and touched
L in the luvisil with her lips his forehead and his mouth;
pired it. And for and then, if the pent-up fee rs of
turn to friends or her soul had swelled and laboured, and
r the death of the burst their barriers, she broke out into
that sublime hysterical sobbing, and a baptism of

untenced thems

banishment

10t tears raine

1 down her husband's

olitary face,
i Kate, the maid, said to her fellow
nificent—appallix servants in the eourse of the afternoc 1y
maduness glor that there is no knowing people at all,
thought Mab at all. She thought that Ralph Outram
and his wife cared not much for ch
re for other age ther, as far as her lynx eyes could
cted. “These wers judge. And behind, this accident, she
valry, of greatnes said, revealed everything.
h they were Dark “An' who would ever a’ thought that
nged all that.” Mrs. Outram counld ery ? Yet, she did,
ght would recur cried like a child,” said Kate.
1 love is love., Car But the others expressed their inered-
art, feeble thoug ility. It was play-acting, they said.
ot called t r\.,.-r And Kate wxed indigna
solitude, but only her mistres but for the i
ion? If I int that she had been taken in so ea
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