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into hier own doorway.
. Crossing the hall, site entered tii
room, a very plainly furnished roo,
shabby-Iooking perliaps on dark
glorified just now by the flood of sp
shine that streamed in through t
bov window. What a magnificeni
that wvas for plants ! Tlîey leaved
somcd and sunned thenîscîves tii
Ille winter days, growing in a joyot
ance tlîat wvas the dispair ý. less
plant loyers, wvIo declared tlîat t]
fairies bestowed special favor upon
window of tie little brown cottage.

In a, comiortable rocker, pulled o
strong sunlight, a delicate-lookin
woman sat rcading. li1er face '

crosscd xvitIî fille thîrcad lines t
deepened into grooves ont the narr
forellend; the thin lips were dr.m
littie fretfüî curve, the dark cy
dinîmed by years-or tears, and t
tlîin, %vrinkled hand a wvorn gold ban
Iooscly.

'<Hovlate yot are l3ertia?" T
lialf coniplaining, bahf enduring,f
face.

<'Ves. The Gospel and tlîe Less
lonîg to-day. It is Palm Sunlday yoi
As tlîe girl ansîvcred she moved ta
dov and began toying absently
greeîî Icaves. Presently she spoke

IMotîe.7, MJr. Armistronig lias a
contributions of flowcrs for the chun
you thi,îk 1 have any fit ta serid? "

'I 'iîî sure your plants arc nice cen
anytiiing " answered tlîe mother pil

««But 1 have flot a,îy in biosso:
%veek nîy daffodils wvcre lovcly, and
ago tie lîyacintlis were aIl in bloc
crocuses wviIl not be out for a ivee
and rny Mies will flot fiower this sj
really have nathing exccpt my rosel
indted, that is lovely. It lias four
1 arn sure two ivill bc fulI-blown i
and tlîe others partly open"

Standing in the stinlit îvindotv, 1
straying cagerly among the grceen le
face hrigiitcning as site talked, thc g
,tvtnderfuhIy attractive, clcspite lier cl
for shc had the nîother's dark eyes,
by the softntss and brigbtness af yî

the luxurianîce of liair wvitlî whiclî nature
seerns cver to try to compensate lier earth.
niarred childrcn. In thick, soft curîs the
browvn liair waved and covcrcd the curved
back, forming a fit framewvork for the ncrv.
ous face, so delicate yet so strong, so sen-
sitive yet so colntrolled.

Day by day thî-ougliout the last Lenten
week, Bertha sat among lier plants, making
the dainty cbild garments that brougbit lier
large custom froni tic niothers of the neigli-

* borthood. And day by day the rosebush
flourishied, and the buds unsheatlied their
damiask petals.

* Once the tait rector, iii comnpany wvith a
fair young lady, passed tie brown cottage,

oss theand discerning the defornicd girl among lier
, ss th eflowers, gave hier smiling recognition. Slue

t to the returned th.e salutation, tlien drew back be-
n b o w- lîind lier green screen, wvhile a shadow crept
ovedcot- about the patient motith, and tlxe busy needie

y '<good wrougbit a few unevcn stitches.
* left Once, too, the fair young lady came, bring-
.ing " ef ng yards of lace and c-arbric.
ate. "lMr. Armstrong tlîink- your wvindow ks

slowvly lovely, Miss Tuman," sbe said, after the sew-
gravelled ing liad been discussed. 11 He is passionate-
ered with ly fond of flotvers. 3ome day," wvitli a little
now~, the laughing hesitancy, Ilsome day, wvhen 1 have

tor wtht a home of my owvn, you wvîll tell nie the sec-
lrm thae ret of your success with plants, will you not?"

~ith easy tenderly over the turquoise ring, he same
il tened ring she hiad seen but a few days before

sbining from out the folds of a surpliced
e sitting- robe; she heard the musical girlish voice,
n it was, and, without looking, sawv the pretty blush-
days, but ig face, and lier own face grew very white

rin su-while she spoke a fewv grave %words of aissent.
lie great Wlien hier visitor had departed, Bertha
t vindow fin:sîîed lier sca., tiien walked slowly up-

and blos- stairs to lier own room, and, lockig the door,
rougit ail pulh2d up both blinds, and in the full noon-
iS luxuri- tide light stood before bier mirror. Lifting
rortunate the long thick curîs, she viewed hierseif
lie fiower se.archingly, pitilessly, the great hutngry eyes
the bow scanning every defect. Thon wvi:l a quiver-

ing soli site shut out the glaring light and
ut af tie threwv herseif upon tie bcd.

; elcrly For a long afternoon shte lay there, iglit-
vas cris- ing lier wvoman's battle. striving ta dritnk lier

îigîîh cuip of renuticiation, to look witlîout shrinlk-
in into a barrenness before lier. Bitter was the
eos were struggle, fierce and pass:onate tic rebellion,
ipon the but it passed, and wlien cvening came site
id moved gathered bier books and crossed the moonlit

streot to attend the choir practico. FIowiv
lie voice, swveet and clear bier voice lifted itseli that
itted tlie night! Up and up slit carried the triumphi-

ant Enster music, till the church overfkowet
ons wvere xvitîi melody, and out inta the stl îight
u know' issued the joyous alleluna.
tlie %viti The littde organist rubbcd Ilis hands in

with the ecsîasy.
again. «Wc shall do excellently. Miss Tumail.
sk-ed for you have surpassed yourself. But you look
rch. Do pale; you mnust not sing any more. The

.inthem is saféecnoug-h if that Young scamp
Ough for anly kceps pienty of wind in tic beltows and

aintively. do,-sn't go taslcep." Goid Friday came and
n.- Last went, and on Saturday Bertla noted, wviîl
a nîonth cager plearer, liow rapidly the crimson
ni- The pelais of the rosebuds were uncurling and

k or twvo, how fragrant their perfuime.
pring. 1 e<My rosebush %vilt bc just perfect to-
ish and, niorrov, mother," sle snid. '<It's apity the
buds and buds arc fotw~hite. Bt tthîn,' with a catcli
nl a week in lier breatb, I amn not a very white bî'd

inysel i.
ter bîands ««I wislî voit %vould take that baby robe
aves, her honme, and flot talk nonse! .e," answercd lier
irl looked mothcrw~ilhi anxiouissllarpiness%. 'You pro-
eformiIy, rniir..-d Mrs. Wood site sliould have it to-day,
enbanced and tut walk, will do yau good. S7oui're as
outh, and pale as a g'nost."1
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