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moment] she hesitated to ‘touch it. DBut, checking her
first impulse of disgust, she took and opened it; and
as she read, the scene around her seemed to change,

She was no longer in her own luxurious reom, but
in a cold, bare attic; the rose-tinted electric light
faded away, and a single gultering candic burned in 1ts
place ; her own bed, draped in white,;with pink ribbons
here, and there, became a low, dingy pallet, on which a
woman, old before her time, tossed restlessly to and.
fro.

The letter that had conjured up this picture con-
tained a message from a woman who had once been in
Helen's service, -and  whom she had lately befriended
Margaret Cammell had been her nurse, and had only left
her Lo be married. {(Hten during the List yeals of her
new life she had come back to sce her nursling ; then
she had drifted away irom  Bostion, and only a few
months agoe she had returned, a widow with iwo chil-
dren, broken 1n health and penniless.  1lelen had helped
her, payingfor the boy’s schoohng, and finding work for
the mother and the  little girl, a child ol {welve and
the writer of the lectier.

 Mother is ill,” it ran, ° and calling ali the time for
Miss Helen. She won't eal or speak {o us, only alwayg
calling. Honored Miss, you are our only friend, and
you told us to scnd for you.—Maggie’

Hl-writlen =0 as to be almost ilegible, it was a cry
ol entreaty siraight from the childigsh heart,

'O Bridget,” cried Ilelen, ‘lock what little Maggic
writes !’

She handed (he nole 1o the maid, whe had  been
with her for years, and who was ithe coufidanle of
many of her charitable schemes and the compaunion  of
her chariiable expedilions.

¢ What shall 1 do?+ 1 am aftaiwd poor Margarel must
be very bad. DBut whal could 1 do 1if I went f{o ler
to-night ?  The eliuld herself says that she would not
know me.® She casi a troubled glance at her  while
dress, at her long gloves, and at the white shippers in
which she was shod. *IT I could do her any good,
I '-—she paused, and then went or, with an cffert . “Yes,
then it would be worth while, and [ would go.' She
looked entrcatingly at Bridget, the color coming and gos
ing 1n her cheeks, torn  with conflicung feehings, and
anxious that somecone should agree with her, thal such
a sacrifice as this visit would be to-might was nol ex-
pected of her.

* No,"—Bridget spoke slowly, considering her words ;
for she knew the whole state of the case 1 pguess
you couldn’t do much for the creature. No one could
expect you to go to-might; yvet 1t’s hard 1o refuse a
friendless, maybe gying woman what she ashs.'

It was hard, very hard, to 1cfuse, but harder still
t6 accede to thig request The yvoung gl had  Tooked
forward for days to this dance. Di. Bruce cexpected her
io be there, and, though she was too certam of his
love {0 fear that her absence would make any  lasting
difference between them, still she could noiybear that he

should think cven for one mpght {hat she was careless
of s feelings, or mdiflerent to meeting him.
There was a pause, but Bridget could read, as

plainly as if her young misiress had spoben, the s{rug-
gle that was going on wilhin her.

‘Don’t you worry, Miss llelen,” she saud o to
your ball and enjoy vyourself; and 1if you have  any
message for Margaret, I'll take 11 theie myself. T can
ses to the children, even 1f the poor mother does not
know me.’

¢ O Bridgetl, will you ?’

For the moment kelen was satisfied.  After all,
what good could she do to a dehitious woman ?  And
to the child  Bridget would prohabiy be of more use
Her poor iriends need not be negleeted , and she could
go to the dance in the carriage, which was now at the
doar.

Quickly she arranged that, after leaving her at Mrs.
l.ane's, Bridget should be driven 1o the far-away street
where the sick woman hved, and the maid Jefi the room
to don her outdoor clothes  She was nof five nunotes
gene, but, returning, she found a change awarting her
She had left llelen standing in her lone white cloak,
a soft lace scarf ahout her head © she found her now
c¢lad in a dark fur coal, her wlule shippers replaced by
a pair of rubber booils, a fur cap hiding the jewels
in her hair.

I couldn’t, Bridgei,' she said in answer {0 the
maid’'s exclamation of amarement T couldn't go off
te amuse mysclf.  bargarel would have beenn my mind
all the time: and even af I can do nothing for her, I
shall nat have refused what may be her Jast reguest !

“ But Mrs. Lane and those who are expecting you * '
said Bridget.

The color flew (o Ilelen’s checks, bul she answered
steadily -

“1f there is time, I will go in Jater; il not, my
explanations must wait until to-merrow.’

She had not arrived at this decision without a hard
siruggle with herself ; but now that the sacrifice was
made, she would not allow herseif to regret it.

Driving .through the leong, dark streets, she could not
keep her thoughts from the dance in which she had made
so sure of talking part that night; bub when she rea-
ched her destination all was forgotten in the misery of
the scene before her. The room was desolate, just as
she had piclured it , but the face upon ihe lossed and
ctumpled pillow was changed almost beyond recognition;
and ke voice that fell upon her ears, even helorc the
door wasg open, was agonised in its entrealy, as it cal-
led her name

' Margaret ! "—the girl bhent over the bed, laying one
cool hand upon the burning forchead. * Don't you know
me, dear ¥ You were asking jor Miss llelen, and she has
come to you,! She streiched out her other hand to
little Maggle, who, overcome hy her vain attempts at
nursing, clung to her, crying now from very weariness.

‘ Miss lelen, for God's sake '=—Miss Helen !’ moan-
ed the sick woman.

‘T am Miss Helen,” repeated the girl, clearly and
with gentle insistence.

Margaret did not, could nol, understand ; vyet the
copl touch, the strong, soft voice seemed 1o quiet her,
and she held weakly to ihe hand that was now  laid
fitmly on her own.

Neither priest nor doctior had been sent for—so much
did Elelen extract from the worn-out child; and Brid-
get, affer some demur al leaving her young mistress,
went off 10 seck them, and 1o supply the most  indis-
pensable wants of the invalid. The carriage had gone,
taking to Drs. Lane a pencil line of apology from
Helen ; and Bridget, having {to do her errands on foot,
was gone a long tmme.  The moments passed slowly 1n
the attic.  Little Maggie, freed from the burden of
responsibility,  had fallen asleep from pure exhaustion,
with her head m Ielen’s lap , whilst the mother, quiet
s0 long as her hands were held in that soothing clasp,
grew calmer, less fevered, till al last she toeo fell asleep.
The fire crumbled away lo ashes on the hearth, but the
one watcher dared not rise to put fresh fuel to 1t. Fear-
ful of walking ‘he woman who for the moment was iree
from patn, or the child who in sleep had forgotten her
anxieties, she dared not sin Time passed, and sho
too grew lired, chiiled by the growing coldness of the
room, cramped until her himbs began to ache.

It scemed to ITelen  as though half the mght  had
passed before steps paused outside the reom, and a
hand was laid upon the lock In realily, it was scarce-
ly two hours simee Bridget had left her, and now,
though it was she that Tielen expecied, another figure
stood 1 the deoorway—a figure which had heen so much
in her mind all ihe evemng that, unexpecled as it was
here, she was not conscious of any feehing of surprise
at seemng it

“0Oh, hush '’ she whispered, as Dr., Bruce
{oward her.
things .

But  he, smuling down upon her, hited the child
gently from ber lap and lad her, stll sleeping, on the
heap of straw that sinee her mother’s tlluess had  been
her resting-plare,

Urossing agan {o the bedside, his experience of sick
peaple enabled him 1o do what Helen in her ignorance
had not dared.  Marearct, Like littie Maggie, was not
disturbed al hiy touch; and then the weary  watcher
was free {0 move But for a moment her cramped
Limbs refused to hold her, and alone she could not have
tisen

Then, as Dr. Bruce put his arm about her and drew
der what had brought hon 1o her here  That was casily
her 10 her feet, 1t struch her for the first time fo won-
eaplained.  Ile had been attending a case with the dis-
inct doctor, and had been at ns honse when Bridget
had called Learning from her of Ilelen’s whercabouts,
he had offered {o relieve his wonfrere of the case, in-
stead of gowng on to Mrs. Lanc's dance, which now had
ne attraction for him

Nature's own restorer, sleep, was  doing more for
mother and cinld than any doctor’s shll could do, and
i the darkening roomy thowe two, so sivangaly  oul  of
rlace, spoke together in breathless wluspers—he speak.
ing first, she bstenimg ; and both were happy. Then
she too spoke, tellimg of her struggle, of her victory
over mehination

‘T thought truly {hat I could do¢ nothing further,’
she sarl ; “bul’'l was  wrong. Iiven for this hour's
sleep, 1t was worth wigle?

*Worth white 2 he repeated.
wias worth while ' Why, {lus hour’s sleep thal  vour
presence has won may be the turning-point wilh  the
wontan, wiitheu! wlich recovery would have heen impos-
stble Besides,” he added, spealing very low, it has
proved  me n the nighf, T always thought that you
were perfeet. Now I am sure ! '—* Ave Mar:ia.’

stepped
¢ They are asleep suv quicily  now, poor

T should think it
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