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bottjlg‘;:: nilst"]ghe corgeiimlf' said the little maid, taking a
e man X : i y
shie takes 16 piece, She’'ll be all right when

And so it proved.

* You are overwrought' said Marga gently, as the
woman sat up, apparently revived, and aisnussed the
majid with  a friendly smile. * Have you consulted a
doctor? For I see you are gubject to such attacks.’

‘ No—quite seldom,’ she answered evasively, * It is
not worth speaking of, and work has nothing to do with
it. But—I have been in great trouble. My brother—'

Here she broke down and sobhed despairingly.

‘0 God! my own brother ! my only friend 1 W
loved each other so—from chidhood. awd he had no-
hody but me. Since I married nothiig went well with
bim, I tried to help him—but he was so unhappy ! And
now—-he is gone from me forever.j

*1s it long since you have lost him 7' I ashed com-
paissionately.

* Some months,” she murmured in a low 1oice. ‘I
lost heart—althougas [ promised hun not to fref. 1
should work more than ever for the child’'s sake—he Ieft
me a little girl to look after. I cannot bring her here
~—my husband would not like it—and I cannol bear to
send her to an orphan asylum. I have found a hgme for
her with rice people—but it is a struggle.’

“ And your health is falling. You must hying her
here ! ' I said indignantly. * Your husband cannot ob-
ject when he sees how you are wearing vourself out in
order to pay for her elsewhere.’

¢ Oh, no!’ she said quietly. ‘I do not ask to
bring her nere ; and—Raimund is not fond ol chiddien.”

“1s the child’s mother dead, too ? ' ashed Marga.

‘ His wile 7’
For the first
darken with anger.

“Ah, no! She is alise, but she has abandoned the
child. Amd he loved her so ' But she il was who drove
him—tg death. My poor, poor brother ' He was w0
good, 'so religious as a child. Tie would not hutl &
living thing or wrong a soul. And so gay, so cheerful
always. Evervhody ioved him.’ i

Her tears welled forvh afresh, and dMarga—tender-
hearfed Marga—sat down by her side and drew her head
en to her breast.

* Cheer up ! ' she said. ¢ The child will not e neg-
lected, atid who krows ?  Ilerr Sireli may consent o
adopt it when it is a Ilittle older. Do nol woiry your-
self any more just now. We shali all {ry to help vou,
and God will reward your sisterly devotion.’

We left her calm and comforled, if not vonsoled.

“id 1 not say there was some noble sacrifice at the
holtom of her untiring industry 7' I said as we drove
away., ‘Now do yvou hnow what 1 propose? She
must have rest ; and the vilia at Baden is emapiy, for
we go  to Martenbad next week. he could po there
with the child till we return in a month or so. My old
Martha will feed her and nuree her and pet her, i 1
only gihve a hint.’

¢ Splendid ' 7 cried Marga  f ‘That would set  her
wp.  Wrile to her at once about il )

I did so, bhut my offer was declimed—ery grateiully,
of course, but still declined.

“1 do not feel justified 1 accepling Madam's  hind
offer,” wrote Frau Strell | ¢ and shall explam my reasons
on the first occasion when I shall have the honor  of
meeting Madam.’

But it seemed to me that she avoided this explana-
tion, and I took care nob in force her confidence

* She speabs and acts as 1f theic wers some  dis-
grace attaching to the child,’ said Marga. * And she
never mentioned  its name, which would he ber  own
maiden one, oo, Poor thing ' Just think of  her
toiling and moiling day and pight prebably e provide
juxurics for that other woman  .And all for love of a
brother. But I must say I understand her husband’s

ling aggrieved.’
fee L i%’oni%nse' He is a conceited, selfish brute!’ I
declared. * Surcly no fit mate for that Little golden-
hearted wife of his. If ae were worth his salt, he
would have diviled her cares and heen a solace, not a
hindrance.’

' Tiroe,! sakd Marpa. ¢ But why fall upon bim thus ?
His role in the afair is negative.'

¢ And that is just what I reproach him with,” T in-
sisted, as the carriage drew up hefore Marsa's (lgnr_. ‘11
have a perfect  spite against the man. A Chrisfian’'s
role in life is nevar negative.’

time 1 saw the pretty, patient face

I1I.

Life in Vienna is a sclfich, abserbing whirl. True,
{t is pretty much the same in other capitals ; hut I am
trying to find an excuse for the fuci tnat, amid a_thouf
vand cares and pursuits, I lost sight of Marpa's dress-

maker for a considerable time. We had continued %o
employ her (although she spoiled our gowns, which we
often got remade or altered without her knowledge; and
in spite of her extravagant prices) umtil she herself
ceased working, owing to the ‘death of the child.

Next time I saw her it was on u hospital bed in
the Cancer Ward. She had writhen to Marga, asking
her to come.

‘I hope you 'do not mind my having come tog,’
sald, as.we approached the bed. ' am truly sorry to
find you here. Let us hope it wor't ve for long.

‘Oh, no! it won't be for long,’ she said. ¢ But
the next move is to the grave, and to the better life
veyond it. I want to ask a last faver of you, Madam’
—-turang to Marga, ’

i moved away guickly, but she called me back.

"Don't go, please,’ she said, with her old, timid
smile, ‘T want to ask your pardon, too, for. having
deceived you. My brother Is not dead.’

X Her tears hegan to flow, and Marga tried to soothe
er.
* Only tell us what we can do for you,’ she said.

‘ Bring Albert to see me,” she sobbed. 'I{e is in
prison, but if Herr B——' (naming Marga’s husband)
*would speak a word, surely they would let him coine
to say good-bye. Fe knows I am 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 two. Ah, God! what has he to leok for-
wald to, now I am gone?'

My eyes were wet 'and so were Marga's.

“You muslt dell me his name,” she saidy i T am to
procure your wish. 1 promise you I will do my best.’

‘It is Albert M—— said the invalid, in a low
voice, pronouncing the name of g bank defrauder with
which all  Austiria had tung some yecars hefore. ‘‘She
made him take the money, and he gmot twenty years.
She escaped to spend it and he gase limselt up. Poor
Loy !’

Yes, we rememberad. A seosational drama that
thrifled us at the time.

¢ Be assured,’ saill Marga, ‘ that,we shall try to ob-
tain his liberty under escort for a couple of heurs. But
do not count on it too much. Prison regulations may
stand in the way.’

¢ Does your hushand come regutarly to see you?. I
ashedy

' Weil, no, Madam. Ile knows this long time that I
am 1ncurable,” was the answer ; which seemed to her—
joor wile '—a natural explanation,

We 1ried to chier her by speaking with compassion
of the unbappy convict, declaring fhat we had never in
ont hearts found him sc deserving of blame ; it was
clear he had been led away, and so Iorth.

She listened, clasping her rosary, while the tears
coursett  dnwn her pale cheeks. But her face Iit up with
a smile of welecome as the Sister in charge came near.

*Sster)! she swd, © U think T am not going to wait
fer ibe other side 1o have a taste of happiness, after
al' 1t iy pocsible fnat T shall see my Brother ; bhut if
not—Liod's will be done '’

Marga and T paused oufside the door of the ward.

" To think of 1t '’ she murmured ' Such heroism,
srei devoteduess T These  things  do exist among us |
and for the sahe of this one soul, perhaps, are many of
the cowardly and selfish spared.”

¢1 thanl (rod’ was My reply, *for the lively faith
in a better land that sustained her im her weary lask
w1l these yvears..

Matga lost not 2 moment in endeavoring fo compass
ihe inmvalid’s wish: but there were inevitable delays,
and she died—tilns huwmble hercige of sisterly devotion—
wilh her last earthly wish unfulfitled.

We saw fhe hushand at the funeral, in coldly correct
mourning., Some months later we saw bim again, ap-
parently well pleased with himeelf and with a  stouf,
smiling young woman on his arm. Evidently he wished
10 impress her with his high connections ; for, as e
caught sight, of the livery, he actually turned qut of his
way to accomplish an elaborate salute.  But Marga sa$
straighll and gase him a haughty stare.

“You are ihinking of that poor little woman who
was his wife ' ' T said, with a sigh.

“Yes,! replied Marga. 1 cannot excuse him, While
<he was happy and  healthy, he hked her well enough.
When trouble fell on her he drew off. Ilad he been a
man she need never have fretted and worked herself to
death *

t You saill once his role was neeative,' T reminged
her. ¢ As for me, I prefer the brother, convict as he is,
who sobhed in remorsec over het coffin, to the heartless
hushend ’

And Marga acknowledged that she agreed with mo.—
¢ Ave Maria.’
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‘Are worthy of our suppors,



