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By OQuvs Ty,

Tllustrated by the Authoress,

? wis chimbing up a mounntain-side, and
i

W being weary, sat duwn to rest awhile,
The sun was just sebtting.

Below me a blue mist was crecping slowly
over the valleys, and the tops of the neigh-
bouring hills were tinged with » pink glow.

Tar away, throvgh o gap in the
kills, T conld see the oeean into
sun

whieh  the was

glowly sinking

g.
As 1 watehed
the hills and

valleys, =ll
seemud to fade
into mst, and
the
cume #mass of
pivk and grey s

sky  le-

elonds, N
T walehed iu-
. tently and then
it seemed that,
through the
mist, [ eould .
see the forms _: T
of many people ~ Y\
g, while 1 ‘
wondered  whenee

-
f ".t}".

they canw, the st
rolled wway and [ osaw
that the forms were all
theso of womewn,

n)u]

mome  werd  fieree

terrible, snme
sullen, with faces darkencd hy despair, while
the faces of others were 4] and expression-

Tess, even u8 theugh they wove masks.
Aud, as Llooked, Tvaw that 1hey bad no

hearts, but their bvensts * were rent and
scarred us thougl their hearts had been torn

from thern,
~ Ewatch thom umazed |
- Then, throngh.the chands, an angyl ap-

peaved, aud he flew towards me.

As he veared me T noticed that he way
black—black garments, b ack wings, and a
dark, eruel face. :

In bis left hand he held what seemed to
be a blood-red girdle, floating belind him

il was lestin the clouds, and, in his
e N right, a spear with a crimscn

spot in the centre.
Onward he flew
until he tosched
the mountain
path by which
1 sat.
é,\ Then,
oS horror, 1 saw
v that the girdle
was made of

/ with
-
hearts humau
he: hearts ! -— and
=== the sp‘ot on his

,“ spear was a bleed-
%t ing heart! They
were all those of

t’{i‘\i«'omell ; some, those
1 #gneavest his hand, were
/o 8 ,We
");k‘ torn and Dbleeding;
all were scarred and
wounded, ('
# 1 grew cold with tervor, for
I fpucied that it was the angel

o Death who stood before me, and 1

thonght that he must want my heart.

. But the black angel read my thonghts and
langhed—such a cruel langh.

"4 Fear not,” he said, “1 am not Death,
He is an angel of mercy, whilst [—and
again he laughed—*1 am he wko plays with
women’s love. [ tear out their hearts and
they lose them for-ever. When they pass
from this world, th'gxy__.pass_wit_.hput the hope

of winuing-them again. < What do I give in



