
" Here is the cordial,' said the little maid, taking abottle from the mantelpiece. 'She'll be all right whensite takes it.'
And so it proved."'

You are overwrought,' said Marga gentlyt as thewoman sat up, apparently revived, and dismissed thema,i'd with a friendly smile. '
Have you consulted adoctor? For Isee you are subject to such attacks.''

No— >q?uite seldom,' she answered evasively. 'It ianot worth speaking of, and work has nothing to do withit. But— lhave been in great trouble. My brother—'Here she broke down and sobbed despairingly.'
O God ! my own brother ! my only friend ! We

loved each other so— from childhood. Aiid he had no-
body but me. Since Imarried, nothing went well with
him. Itried" to help him— but he was so unhappy ! And
now— he is gone from me forever.j

'Is it; long sdnce you have lost him ?
'
Iasked-com-

passionately.'Some months/ she murmured in a low \oice.
'
I

lost heart— ialthougn I promised hun not to fret. I
should work more than ever for the chfld's heleft
me a little girl to look after. Icannot bring her here—

my husband would not like it
—

and I cannot bear to
send her to an orphan asylum. Ihave found a home for
her with nice people

—
tout it is a struggle.''

And your health is failing- You must bying her
here !

'
Isafcl indignantly. '

Your husband cannot ob<-
ject when he sees how you are wearing yourself out in
order to pay for her elsewhere.'' Oh, no !' she said quietly.

'
Ido not ask to

bring her nere ; and— ltaimund is not fond of chilchen.''
Is the child's motner dead, too 9

'
asked Marga.'ffis wife ?

'

For the first time Isaw the pretty, patient face
darken with anger.' Ah, no ! She is ali\e, but she has abandoned the
child. And ho lo\ed her so ' But she it was who drove
him— to death. My poor, poor brother ' lie was so
good, 'so religious as a child. lie would not hint a
living thing or wrong a soul. And so gay, so cheerful
always. Everybody loved him.'

Her tears welled forth afresh, and Marga— tender-
hearted Marga— sat down by her side and drew her head
on to her breast.'Cheer up !

'
she said.

'
The child will not be neg-

lected, and who knows ? Ilerr Strell may consent to
adopt it when it is a little older. Do not wotry your-
self any more just now. We shall all 'try to help you,
and God will reward your sisteily demotion.'

We left her calm and comforted, if not consoled.
"U)id Inot say there was some noble sacrifice at the

bottom of her untiring industry *> ' Isaid as we drove
away.

'
Now do you know what 1 propose "' She

must have rest ; and the % ilia at Baden is empty, for
we go to Manonbad next week. She could go there
with the child till we return in a month or so. My old
Martha Mill feed her and nurse her and pot her, if I
only gi\e a hint.''

Splendid ' ' cried Marga ' Thai v ouhl set her
up. Write to her at once about it

'
Idid so, but my offer was declined— \ cry gratefully,

of course, but still declines.'
Ido not feel instilled in accepting Madam's Kind

offer,' wrote Frau Stiell, [ and shall explain my reasons
on the first occasion when Ishall ha\c the honor of
meeting Madam.'

But it seemed to me that she avoided this explana-
tion, and Itook care not to force her confidence' She speaks and acts as if there were some dis-
grace attaching to the child,' said Marga.

'
And she

never mentioned its name, which wooild ho liar own
maiden one, bojo. Poor thing ' Just think of her
toiling and moiling day and night probaiMy >to proude
luxuries for that other woman And all for love of a
brother. But I must say Iunderstand her husband's
feeling aggrieved.'

1Nonsense ' He is a conceited, selfish brute ' I
declared.

'
SurcJv no fit mate for that little goiaen-

hearted wife of his. If ac were worth his salt, he
would hare divided her cares and been a solace, not a
hindrance.1' True,' said Marga. ' But why fall upon him thus 9

His role in the affair is negative.'
1 And that is iust what Ireproach him with,'Iin-

sisted, as the carriage drew up before Manra's door.
'I

have a perfect spite against the man. A Christian's
role in life is never negative.'

111.
Life in Vienna is a selfish, absorbing whirl. True,

it is"pretty much the same in other capitals ; but lam
trying to find an excuse for the fact tnat. amid a thou-
sand cares and pursuits, I lost sight of Marga's dress-

maker for a considerable time. We had continued loemploy her (although she spoiled our gowns, which weoften gpt remade or altered without her knowledge; and
in spite of her extravagant prices) until she herfeelfceased) working, owing to the 'death of the child.

Next timeIsaw her it was on a hospitajl bed in
the Cancer Ward. She had writften to Marg,a, asking
her to oome.'
Ihope you 'do not mind my having come too,' (I

said, as'we approached the bed. 'l am truly sorry to
finS you here. Let us hope it won't be for long.'' Oh, no ! ib won't be for long,' she said. " Butthe next move is to the grave,, and to the better lifeLe>,ond it. Iwant to ask a last favor of you, Madam'—

turning to M'arga..
1 moved away quickly, but she called me back.'
Don't go, please,' she said, with her old, timid

smile. '
'1 want to ask your pardon, tooj for/ having

deceited you. My brother is not dead.'
Iter tears began to flow, and Marga tried to soothe

her.'
Only tell us whjat we can do for you,' she said.'Bring Albert to see me,' she sobbed. 'He is in

prison, but if Herr B
'

(naming Marga's husband)
1 would speak a word, surely they would let him come
to say good-bye. He knows Iam dying, poor fellow,
and he wants to come. The warders would be with
him, of course; nor would he try to escape, for his
life is ended too, Ah, God ! what has he to look for-
ward to, now Iam gone ?

'
My eyes were wet 'and so were Marga's.
1 You must itell me his flame,' she said,; \ if T a(m to

procure your wish. Ipromise you 1 will do my*best.'
llt is Albert M ,' said the invalid, in a low

\oice, ipronouncing the name of a bank defrauder with
which all Austria had lung some years before. "She
made him tajke the mioney, and he gjot twenty years.
She escaped to spend it and he ga\e himself up. Poor
boy ' '

Yes, we remembered. A sensational 'drama that
thrilled us at the time.'Be assured,' saift Mar*ga,

'
that\we shall try. to ob-

ta.in his, liberty under escort for a couple of hours. But
do not count on it too much. Prison regulations may
stand in the way.''Does your husband come regularly to see you ?. I
afAed{' Well, no, Madam. lie knows this long time that I
am incurable,' was the answer; which seemed to her

—
Ioor wife ii

—
a natural explanation.

We tried to cru or her by speaking; with compassion
of the unhappy convict, declaring that we had never in
o'ir hearts found him so deserving of blame ; it was
dear he had been led away, and so fourth.

She listened, clasping her rosary, while the tears
coursed down her pale cheeks. But her face lit up with
a smile of welcome as the .Sister in charge came near.' .Sister,' she said, 'Ithink Iam not £oing to wait
frr tl'C other side to ha^se a taste of happiness, after
all It is possible tnat Ishall see my brother ;but if
not— God's Mill be done ' '

Marca and Ipaused outride the door of the ward.
'To think of it ' ' she murmured

'
Such heroism,

srcli do.votoduess ' These "things do exist among us ;
and fbr the sake of this one soul, perhaps, are many of
the cowardly and selfish spared.''

I thank (rod,' was my reply, '
for the lively faith

in a better land that sustained her in her weary task
all these years..

Marga lost not a moment in endeavoring to compass
the invalid's wish; but there were ine\it<able delays,
and she died— this humble heroine of sisterly devotion

—
with her last earthly wish unfulfilled.

We saw the husband at the funeral, in coldly correct
mourning. Some months later we saw him again, ap-
parently well pleased with himself and with a sitout,
smiling young woman on his arm. Evidently he wished
to iniipresis her with his hic;h connections ; for, as he
caught sight of the Inerv, he actually turned out of his
way to accomplish an elaborate salute. But M'argja sat
straight a,nd p^e him a haughty stare.'

You are- thinking of that poor little woman who
was his wife ' ' Isaid, with a sigh.' Yes,' replied Marga. '

T cannot excuse him. While
the was hapipy and healthy, he liked her well enough.
When trouble fell on her he drew off. Had he been a
man she nee-d never have fretted and worked herself to
death ''

You saiid once his role was negative,' Ireminded
her. 'As for me, 1prefer the brother, convict as he is,
who sobbed in remorse over her coffin, to the heartless
husbtyid '

And Martha acknowledged that she.agreed with me.—' Aye Maria.'
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