
1 returnfor theirhearts ? Onlypain—longing
for that which they may not have. It is as

though they stood on the shores of amighty
ocean,lookingout throughthenight,stretch-
ing out their hands over the sea. For what ?
For a star that will fade, for a love they may
not have, for alife they may not live. Anc
.so they stand, longing for ever ; their cry o

passionate appeal rings up to the stars, an
over the waters floats their long,wailingcr

'Oh! God! is it for ever?'" Then,
laughing exultingly,he cried—" There,
is an answer,but they cannot hearit !" I'

Seeing me glance shuddermgly at tb«»
hearts onhis girdle he continued-
"l will tell you whence

they come, and why Ihold
them. See youhow far myhearty
girdle reaches? Far br~v "

till it is lost in the Ages!
,These are the hearts
of the women in yon-
der valley. Ihave torn
them out. That is why
many arebleeding,andall
are scarred and marked.
For, though to human
eyesthe wounds seem to

c heal, the scars are
% forever. See !" he said,
pointing to the bleeding
heart on his spear, "I
have just snatched it ;I
,have no gentle touch !"

He ceased speaking"' and, glancing cruelly at
'Ime, turned and flew back to the clouds.

i
WhilstIwonderingly watched the clouds

through which he had passed,Isaw another
angel fly towards me.

He was fair and shining, with a gentle,
loving face.

Like the black angel he flew on until he
touched the path-way at my feet.

He also had a girdle of hearts,but it was
short and the hearts were not torn and
scarred.
Iwondered who he was, and like the

former angel,he discerned my thoughts and
said— ' .. ' " .

"I »im Death. You wonder at my giidle
and its shortness. It,too,is made of women's
hearts, but they have been gently won. I
have taken their hearts to the Land Beyond,
but they keep the sweet memory of thorn.
When those women sleep and go to that
Land,Igive them back their hearts. That
is why my girdle is so short. My brother, the

black
y:^ angel,-^ keeps his

y for over, till tho
Dayof.Tndgment,and

whether they will then bo
healed from their wounds

is only known to tho Great
\'&ffll*i King. Look again at tho Valley!"
Ilooked and saw that the former multi-

tude of womenhad vanished; in their placos
was a lesser multitude of patient, gontlo
women.

They,like the others,had no hearts, but
in their stead they had Memory and Hope,
those two great Comforters.

Then this angel also flow back to eloud-
land, the women faded in the mist,andIfelt
a pain at my breast

—
Iawoke andknew that

it was all'adream
—

-and yetnotall,forIfolfc
adull,aching.pain,andIknew then thattho
bleedingheart on the spear wasmme—

my
heart was gone,and thepain would be thorp
for ever!
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