rented his

ppectinily to
that
gtand with a fuil line of Farm Sap- |
[JliF'i inelad e

| JUST ARRIVED a large shipment
of Cutters which
gell at right prices.
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Standard Bank of Canada,

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTD.

MANAGEﬂw

3 - Purified

Capital Authorized...$2,000,000 |
Paid Up ...... 1.000,000
Reserve Fund ....... 850,000
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MARY J.
HOLMES.

Agencies in all principal points in On
tario, Quebec, Manitoba, United rector.
States and England.

That she Lnew something
ber mneighbor’'s didn't was evident,
but she kept it to herseli, turning
T her head occasiomally to look up at

the organ where Katy was presiding,

DURHAM **GENCY' ﬂthersst.nu, there were, who turmfd
] , their heads as the soft music began

A general Biill.klﬂﬂ business trans- ., en the churech, and the heavy
scted. Drafrs issued and collections pege rolled up the aisles, inaking the
made on all points. Deposits re- flgor tremble beneath their feet and
ceived and interest allowed at cur- gending a thrill through every vein.
rent rates. It was a skillful hand which swept

the keyvs that night, for Katy play-
ed with her whole soul—not the vol-
untary there before her in printed

TYE SAVINGS BANK. form, por any ome thing she had
. _ ,. | ever heard, but taking parts of
Interes: allowed on Savings Bank de-| many things, and mingling them

posits of 31 and upwards. Promu" | with strains of her own improvis-
attention and every facility afforded | ing, she filled the house as it had
eustomers living at a distance never been filled before, playinz a
' soft. sweet refrain when she thought
of Helen, then bursting into louder,
fuller tones when she remembered
' Bethlehem's Child, and the song the

J. HELLY, Agent

GRS angels sang, and then as she recall-
. | ed her own sad life since she knelt

- | at the altar a happy bride, the or-
urnlture e & » gan notes seetncd much like human
ssmmw- S0b2, now rising to a stormy pitch

: of passion, wild and unconirolled,

'hat ia sare to please cnn | and then dyving out as dies the sum-

va ha onrehased here | mer wind after a fearful storm.

| Awed and wonder-struck the organ-

' boy looked at Katy as she played,
. almost forgetting his part of the
| performance in his amarzement, and
URDERTAKING PRICES CUT ; L:i:i;m to himself, when she  had
A |5 v First Class Hewrs | finished:
alwa in counnection. - “Guy, ain't she a brick?"’ and whis-
yIn r & speciaits perinz to her, “Din't we go that
gtrong?"’
The people had wondered where
lﬁp“;} !{ql:q:‘; DURHA’ Ielen was, as, without the aid of
WL it ONT, music, Katy led the echildren  in
o . 3 their carols, and this wonder in-
= - creased w !].l‘n it wus 'l.'l.']--n_r!u-l:'qqi ritinni
DURHAM that “‘Miss Lennox had come, and
) was standing with a man back by
tha register.”

After this Aunt Detsy grew  very
IORKS, calm, and could enjov the distribut-
2 = . ing of the gifts, goinz up herseli
V] 1'1} '1'-;.: mouse -'3_-'-'1:}-' 23, two or three time=, and wond ring
why anybody should think of her, o
1) : lrom E S good-for-nothing old 1-'~1.l1.1i.lfl. 1
Amo ; - T P3Nt gskates :L.Jli-i the “'"l_l"_r"{ bottle hoth
b i went safely Lo Syvivia and John
La ) 1in Markers, Headston +s while AMres., Deacon lannister loo.ed
and Monuments, radiant when her nal a0 ca b les],
and she was made the reciplent oj
.-ILI.. W 1 i * i J'I--.'“r.._ " l::. " a jnr of butternut .:___!.'_l_|,.,_ e h "
£ v & Bell only Aunt [t sy 'arlow could
_—
“*Aliss Hi l.r'mnox cpldier in
nUBINSON & CORB 3 i | unilorm from one of  The Sund .y
‘ROPRIETORS sthool scholars
the words ran:g ot oud and
DURH \ND Wi (IREST cleapr, s Lhe el 0 ho up !
| sugar toy betore the a oo Ao
e _— = PR who turnid to oo tf Hlelin
y blushinge =0 painiuliy, and trving to
;}Iii-:j{l"{(j | holdd hack th man in o soldier s
' | dress who went ouietly un the aisle,
receiving the giit with Fow i
! gmile which twned the heads of
ﬂ] ] ‘I”I‘l“t |\ UJ'J”‘]“’ { | half the ladies near him, and then
o 'Y ' | went bacrk to Helen, to whom he
; \ ‘ r""'n. v E,' | whispered s=omethinge which made her
cheeks grow brighter than they were

before, while she 4'1|'L|||-|'1'-1 hor
modestly,

LE R | 5 &2 il Ll ® T T . 5

'\RI-"'-- |1'I.t|'|'l.l.-|.r1| the -Tl"l:-i.; 4.‘.: t .!.III..“-.I o hr-. " ’:1.'1"."':;”'”'."1:"']5.“]--
H . ouching Aunt Detsy's shoulder,

M Charles MeKinonon, apd “Captain Ray, from New York,'®
was the answer, as Aunt Detsy rave
to her dress g little hroader sweep,
and smoothed the bow she had tried
to tie bheneath her chin, just as Mat-
tie Tubbs had tied it on that mem-
orahle opera micht.

It was mnot in Aunt Betsy’'s nature
to keep her secret till this time, and
as the exercises were ahout to close,
she whispered it to her neighbor,
who whispered it to hers, who whis-
pered it to hers, unti! nearly all the
audience knew of it, and kept their
seats after the bepediction was pro-
nounced. .

At a sign from the Rector, Katy
went with her mother to the altar,
followed by Uncle Ephraim. his wife,

ey s

W Ew_ly; e
intimate to the public|
Il be found at the old|

WHIISTOODIMS,

we W

Agricultural, Domestic
and Dairy Implements
of ‘all Kinds.

we are bound to

Call and see us
and Aunt Betsy, while Tlelen, throw- |
ine off the clofd sh: had worn up-
on her head, and giving it, with herl
cloak and fur, into 1Ililly's charge,
took Mark’'s arm, and with beating
heart and burning cheeks, passed
between the sea of eyes, lixed 8o
curiously upon her, up to where Ka-
ty once stood on the June morning,

FARM LABORERS wishing employ-
men: can be put in commuanication
with good farmers by enquiring of us,

(Good horses at reasonable

prices always at hand when she had been the bride. Not

" : now, as then, were aching hearts

present at the bridal. No Marian

JOHN CLARK J Tlazelton fainted by the door, mo
4 Io| Morris felt the world grow dark and

desolate as the marriage vows were
spoken, and no sister doubted if it
were all right, and would end in
happiness.

The ceremony lasted but a few
moments, and then the astonished
audience preased around the bride,
offering their kindly congratulations,
and proving to Mark that the bride
he had won was dear to others as

AGENT.

DURHAM SCHOOL.

STAFF AND EQUIPMENT.

The school ia pped for full Junlor Leavin
Hu:rlﬂ.hﬂ work, nﬂ-r.l.h- hll-ini

of competent teachers for that department:

Thos. Allan, Principal.
Miss Lick, B A, Classics and Moderns.

register, making her sit down while
he tled on her cloak, and adjusted
the fur about her neck.

neading atadents showd t beginnin
-.lll'l;ll_ .ﬁuuru:i_ﬁ.‘ &

it to herself, just as she kept
| Tl

Fees, $1.00 per month.

“Handy and gentle as a woman,”
VM. JOHNSTON, C. L. GRANT, was the verdict pronounced wupon
Chairman. Secretary.| him by the female portion of the con-
gregation, as they passed out into
the street, talking of the ceremony,
A and contrasting Helen's husband
For L — with the haughty Wilford who was

not a favorite with them. :
¥ H )i " Four hours he had to stay, and
Mac -H.ﬂmlfnr;.'i:nﬂuf" - iﬂ

Axle Grease and Hoof in planning TFelen's future ’

s go to
Y
B Reseiny. o - , J
H‘f:‘."-. .-‘.‘ |‘- g 3 "-__ .
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Swiftly the last moments went by,
and a ““Merry Christmas’ was said
by one and another as they took
their seats at the plentiful repast
Aunt Betsy had provided, Mark
feasting more on Helen's face than
on the wviands spread
It was hard for him 1o leave her ;
hard for her to let him go; but the
duty was imperative, and so when

at last the frosty air grew keener as
the small hours of night crept on, | pea

before him.

she received.
But with few exceptions Helen de-

clined the latter, feeling that with
- her husband in so much danger, it

was better not to mingle in gay so-
ciety. She was very happy with
Mrs. Banker, who petted and caress-
ed and loved her almiost &s much

as if she had been her own daugh-

ter. Mark's letters, too, which came
nearly every day. were bright sun-
spots in her existence, so full were
they of tender love and kind thought-
fulness for her. He was very

py, Le wrote, in knowing that at
home there was a dear little brown-
haired wife. waiting and prayving for
him, and but for the separation from
her he was well content with a sol-
dier's life. Once Helen thought
seriously of going to him for a week
or more, but the project was pre-
vented by the sudden arrival in New
York of Katy, who came one night
to Mrs. Banker's, with her face as
white as ashes, and a wild expres-
sion ipn her eyes as she said to Hel-
en:

“I am going to Willord. He is dy-
ing. He has sent for me. I ought
to go on to-night, hut cannot, my
aches so,”” and pressing both

he stood with his arms about her,| yer hands upon her head, Katy sank

nor thought it unworthy of a sol-|

dier that his own tears mingled
with hers, as he bade her good-bye,
kissing her again and again, and
calling her his ous wife, whose
memory would make his camp Llife

brighter, and skorten th® davs of
aiesonre. s heree was no one with
th:am., when at last
dashed from the yviud over the creak-

ing snow, leaving Helen alone on
the doorstep, with the glittering
stars s<hifing above her head, and
her husband’s farewell Kiss upon her
Hps.

“When shall we meet a~ain?’  she
sobbed, gazing up at th: clear blue

sky, as if 1o find the answer
But on!y the December wind sweep-

ing down from the steep hillzide,
and blowing across her forchead
made reply to that questioning, as |
she waited till the lgst faint sound
of Mark Rayv's Lells died away in
the distanve, and then, shivering
with cold, re-entered the farm-house.

CHAPTER XL1I.
Merrily rang the bells next dav,
Helen's heart was very sad as she

met the smiling faces of her friends,
and Mark had never been praved for
maors earnestly than on that Christ-
mas morninrg, when Helen knelt ol
the altar rail, and received the sac-
red symbols of a4 Saviour's dving
iove, asking that God would Keep
the soldier husbhand, hastenine on Lo
N ow Yors, and irom thenee 1o Wash-
ington.
# ¥ " X "
“Married.—(n Christmas [<ve., at
=t. John's Church, Silverton, Mass.,
hy the Rev. Mr. Kelly, Capt. Mark
Rav, of the th 1tecsunent N.Y.S.
Vols., te Mis=x llvlen Lennox, of 8il-
veriton.,™’
=uch was the annovneement which
appeared in vl of the New York
A0 L 1D T all [ hri=tnas,
il h th announcement  which
C'avraeron read at the hreakinst
l on th 818 | U h il
\ n ol PBanker staried for !
" WL
picl | = thing o owill pael
haps interesd ' « 11 ! AR
'] jriL}d i L, '\'.Ip ||. | T
i1 n i Tl (0 AT o
vl indedd fro he effecis  of
il 4 Ij# A
i 1 i ] s =1
| i j iwy i AR ;h TR
| | i '] Llem .
h i il il FETRERL shie rlon
el agrain with o stanrd Tilaent o
lous ook, her cheeks and hps 1 1
ing wvwhite as sh* read that Alark

s lost 1g her forever, and ' hiot
letter  Helen

LY WA

T *-'!';Iu' of the siolen

LanmoXx  was his wifo,

“*wwhat is it, June?' Mrs. Cameron
asked, noticiper Jino’s agitation.

Jipo told her what it was, and
then hand-nr her the paper let her
read it for herself,

“lmpo==ible! there is some mis-

tanke! How was it brought about?”
Mrs. Cameron sapid, darting o cur- |
jious glance at Bell, whose face he- |

trayed nothing, as she leisurely sip-
ped her coffee and remarked: 1 al-
wayvs thought it would come to this,

for 1T knew he liked her. It is a
' splendid match.'’
Whatever Juno thought she kept

her
the entire dav, complaining of
a racking headache, and ordering
the curtains to be drorped, as the
licht hurt her eves, she =aid (1]
Bell, who, really pitving her now,
never suggested that the darkensd
room was more to hide her tears
than to save her eves, aund who sent
away all callers with the message
that Juno was sick—all but Sybil
Grandon, who insisted so hard upon
seeing her dear friend that she was
admitted to Juno's roomn, talking at
once af the wedding. and making ev-
ery one of Juno's nerves guiver with
pain as she descanted upon the splen-
did * watch it was for Helen, or in-

deed {for any girl. .
“I had given you to him,” she
said, ‘“‘but I see T was mistaken. It

was Helen he preferred, unless you
jilted him, as perhaps:you did.""

Here was g temptation Juno could
not resist, and she replied haught-’
ily:

Sybil Grandon was not deceived,
but she turedly suffered the
to hope she was, and an-
swering haughtily: *“I ecan't say 1
honor your judgment in refusing
him, but you know best. However,

Maris's horse |

there, |

Lol w hat

| Wilford

fainting into Helen's arms,

CHAPTER XLIII.

(ieorgetown, February—, 18032.
Mrs. Wilford Cameron:

Your fushaond cunno: livp owu

Come e antel
Al, it &0

S0 read b celegram recor o
Katy o A1 eF Ioin hg, al i h
stunicd  her tor a few min
that she conld naeither T
Lhin Lt th o reaction eaan AR
Cllints ,l"l ins . n with it anl W i
relerYyrance of WilTord's o0e, il
the weronrs the agrshuess, wax for-
gotten, gnd only the desire atn

| 1o Uy at onee 10 Willcrd TH B
| she et 'potntil New Y Or s
reach o, wh n the ten flon  of Li
NerYes Libsa val o, and =he fainte]l, s

we have see

Al fnther L ameron s f lelesran
kil e recerved, tedline ¥ ]! W=
ford’'s danere But the mothsr couig
not 0 Lo him A hinz difficully, o
whirh she was sublect. had coniined
her 1o the Fonse for many dayvs, and
=0 it was fanther and Bell who
vade 1h =i has nireparations for the
L2 J'—‘l-'l'll‘l PERLIEREtY 1O (e CeTaWN.,
L hey hewrd of katy's arrival, and
Bell came at onee to see her

“*=he will not be ahie to o0in 5
lO=Morrow, Wy the report el ear-
riectl home, 10 s =AW e than
mere exhaustion  in the white face
Iving so motioniess on Helen's pi
low, with the dark rings about her
eves, atd the guiver of the muscles
thecatnt thie mouth.

““1t I8 very hard, bhut God Kknows
bhest, ' poor Kkalt moancd, when the
next day her father and Bell went
without her

“Yes, darhineg, God knows best,”
IHelen answered, soothinge the bright
hair, and thinking -u.:{J'i).' ol 1 he
vounye oilicer, sitting bv the camp-
fire, and waltinr so ocacerly for the
brile who could not go to him
now. “"God knows what is hest, and
docs all for the best.”

haty said it many times that longe,
loner week, durine which she staid
with lelen, living from day to doyv
upon the letters sent by Bell, who
rave but littie hope that Wilford
woilld recover “otL o  word did
she say of Marian, and ouly twice
did <he mention Morris, who was
onet of the physicians in that hos-

d . mtal, so that when at Inst lhaty
was strong enovgh to venture on
the journev, she had but little i<lea

had transpired in Willord's
gick-room.

Those were sad,
hirst

weary davs which
passet upon his hospit-

| al cot, and as he was not sick but
crippicd, he had ample tine for re-
viewing the past, which cane up hi-
fore his mind as vividly as if he had
been  living again the =ecn s of hy-
cone dayvs., Of Katy he thought
continually, repenting of his rash-
ness, and wishing so much that the

“he

past could be undone. Disgusted with
soldier life, he had wishod himsell at
home a thousand times, but noever
by a word had he admitted such a
wish to any living being, and when
on the dark, rainy afternoon Which
first saw him in the hospital, hae
turned his face to the wall and
wept, he replied to one who said
to him soothingly:

“Don't feel badly, my young friend,

We will take as good care of you
here as if vou were at home.”

“It's the paing which brings the
tears. I'd as soon be here. as at
home."’

Gradually, however, there came a
change, and Wilford grew softer in
his feelings, half resolving to send
for Katy, who had offered to come,
and to whom he had replied, ‘It
is not necessary.”” DBut as often as
resolved, his evil genius whis-
pered, ‘“She does not care to come,”
and so the messuge was never sent,
while the longing for home fnces
brought on a nervous fever, which
made him so irritable that his
tendants turned from him in disgust,
thinking him the most unreasonable
man they ever met with. Once he
dreamed Genevra was there--that her.
fingers threaded his hair as they
used to do in the happy days at’
DBrighton—that her hand was on his!
brow, her breath upon his face, and
with a start he awoke just as the!
rustle of female garments died away
in the hall. [

““The nurse in the second ward has
been in here,”” a comrade said. “She,
specially interested in you, :
and if she had not been a stranger,

E

I should have said she was erying |
on,”” were the names on the cards|

over you,”
With g quick, sudden movement
Wilford put his hand to his cheek,

at- -

R L. 0 P
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stranger. Thrn. with a great shock
it oeccurred to him that Katy had
affirmed, “‘Gepevra was alive.”

What if it were so., and this npurse
wera Genevra? The very idea fired
Wilford’'s brain, and when next his
physician came he logked with alarm
upon the great change for the worse
exhibited by his patient. :

“Shall I send for yvour (friends?"|
he asied, and Wiliord answered SAV- |
agely: |

“1 have no friends—nones at least, |
‘I;ut what will e giad Lo know I'ml
ead.'’

And that was the last, except thual
wild words of a maniac, which came |
from Wilford's lirs for manv a day|
and night. Wh'n they s=aid he was
unconscious, Marian Hazelton ob- |
tained permission to attend him,
and again the cives of the other oc|

{

raised his feeble arm and winding it
about her neck, kissed her more ten-
derly than he had ever dome before.

. He had not been demonstrative of his

‘affection for his sisters. But DBell
was his favorite, and he held her
close to him while his eves moved
past his father, whom he did not see,

‘on to the door as if in quest of some

one. It was Katy, and guessing his
thoughts, Dell said:

“*She is not here. She could not
come now, She is sick in New York
"t will join us in a few davs.””

There was a look of intense disap-
pointment in Wiliord's faece, which
even his father’'s warm greeting could
not dissipate, and Morris saw the
'great tears as they dropped upon the
pillow, the proud man tryving hard to
repress them, and asking no ques-
tions concerning any one at home.

cupants of the room were turned| He was too weak to talk, but he held

wonderingly tow: ds her as che bent

ted hair, smootl ing his pillow, and

holding the cool ng draught to the
parched lips wh h muttered strange |
things of Brighion, of Alnwick and |

over the sick m: n, parting his mat- |

 Bell’s hand in his as if afraid that
she would leave him, while his eves
rested alternately upon her face and
that of his father, who, wholly umn-
manned at the fearful change in his
gon. laid his head upon the bed and

Rome—of the hea'her of the Scottlish | eried aloud.

moors,
grave, where Katy once sat down.

“*She did not know Genevea
there,'" he =aid; ‘“‘but 1T knew, and 1
felt as if the dead were wronged by
that act of Katy's. Do you

quied, while she taiked to him of
Katy. telling of her graceful beauty,
her loving heart. amd the sorrow she
would feel when she heard how sick
he was.

“Shall I send for her?"’ she asked,
but Wilford answered:

““No, I am salisfied with vou."

This was her first day with him,
but there were other davs when all
her strength and that of Morris,
who, at her egrnest solicitation, came
to her aid, was required to keep
himt on his bed. He was going home,
he said, going to Katy; and like a
"giant he writhed under a force su-

perior to his own, and which held
~him down and controlled him, while
this loud outeries filled the buildine,
and sent a shudder to the hearts of
-men, who at first had occupied the
‘room with him, were well enpugh 1o
'those who heard them. As the two
leave for home, Marian and Morris
both begged that unless absolutely
Lecessary, no other one should (§TE
sent to that small apartment, where
all the air was pneeded for the pa-
tiemt in their oh LIy, And thus the
roomm was loft alone for Wilford, whao
Frew worse so (ast that Marian tel-
ceraphed 1o katy, hidding her con
L once.
& L L -

HOoWlV the wintry nicht was pass-
Ing,the {ifth since Marian's messap
wias sent to khatv, and Morris  sat
hy Wilford’'s cot. when suddenly I
met Wilford’s ¢ lixed wupon him
with | looX of recofnition hi 0O i
not mistake

“1Do vou know me?"" he ashed i)
kindly, and with so much of renuins
svinpathy in h voice, that B HE
heavy  evelids quivercd for an  in-

stant, as Wiliord nodded his head,
and  whispered:

“*Inr. Grant.”

“*You have been gick.”” Morris sald,
anticipating the question Wilford
would ask,  “"You are very sick still,
and at the request of vour nurse |
came to attend vou.'

A pressure of the hand was * Wil-

ford's reply, and thin there was sil-
ence between them, while Wilford
masteredd all his  pride, and with
quivering lips whispered;

“Katy!"'

““We have sent for her. We ex-
pect  her every train,'” Morris re-

plied, and Wilford asked:
“Who has been with me
1 mean? e

1he nurse,
Who is she®

Morris hesitated a moment, and
then said:

“Marian Hazelton.”

| know- VoS, Wiltford T'I'Illil"i.j'.

having no suspicion gs to who was
standing outside his door, and list-
ening, with a throbbing heart, to
his rational (uestions.

In all their vigils held together no
gign had ever passed from Dr. Grant
to Marian that he kmew her, but he
had waited anxiously for this mom-
ent, kpowing that Wilford must not
be shocked, as a  sight of Marian
would shoek himi. He knew she was
outside the door, and as Wilford
turned his head upon the pillow, he
went to her, and leading her to a
rafe  distanece, said softly:

“*His reason has returned.'’

“And my services are ended,’”’ Mar-
ian rejoined, looking him steadily ip
the lace, but not in the least pre- |
pared for his atlirmative guestion.

“You are Genevra Lambert?"”

There was a low, gasping sound of
surprise, and Marian staggered for-
ward a step or two, then steadying |
herseli, she said: 1

“And if I am, it surely is not best |
for him to sce me. You would not |
advise jt?"’

She looked wistfully at Morris, the |-

great desire to be recognized, to be |
spoken to Kindly by the man who
once had been her husband overmas-
tering for a moment all her prud-
ence,

““It would not be best, both for his
snke and Katy's,” Morris said, and
with a moan like the dying out of
her last hope, Marian turned away,
her eyes dim with tears and her
heawrt heavy with a sense of some-
thing lost, as in the gray dawn of
the morning she went back to her
former putients, who hailed her
coming with childish joy, one fair
young boy from the Granite hills
kissing the hand which bandaged his
poor crushed armn so tenderly, and
thank her that she had returned to
him :Lguin.

. . ™
“Mr. J. Cameron, Miss Dell Camer-

Grant late that aftei-

P

and the daisies on Genevra's |

was |

know |
Katy?'' and his black eves fastened
upon Marian, who soothed him inte
2k - |

. he finished,

Next morning Bell was very white
and her voice trembled as she came
from a conference with Dr. Morris,
who told her that her brother would
T

“Me may live a week, and he may
not,”” he said, adding solemnly, *"As
his sister you will tell him of his

danger, while there fs time to seeck
the refuge without which death is
terrible.”’

“Oh, il I could only prayv with and
for him!"" Dell thought, as she went
to her brother, mourning her mis-
spent days, and feeling her courage
giving way when at last she stood in
his presence and met his kindly
smile.

“1 dreamed that you were not here
after all,”” he said, 1 am so glad to
find it real. llow long before 1 can
go home, do you suppose?’’

IHe had stumbled upon the very
thing Dell was there to talk about,
his question indicating that he had
no suspicion of the truth. XNor had
he; and it came like a thunderbolt
when Ilell, forgetting all her prud-
ence, said Impetuously:

“*Uh, Willord, maybe vou’'ll never
go home. Maybe you'll—"'
“Not die!'"" Willord exclalimed,

cluspinzg his hands with sudden emo-

tion. “‘Not die—you don’'t mean
that? Who told you so ?”
“Tir. Grant,” was Dell’'s reply,

which brought a fierce frown to Wil-
ford's [ace, and awoke all the angry
massions of his heart.

“Dr. Grant,”” he repeated. ** e
would like me removed from his path
but it shall not be. 1 will not die,
Tell him that. I will not die,”" and

with pas-

e

was hoarse

J.I-H 1'.“'!:-';..-:‘.

Wilford's wvoire
sjion a2 he raised
in the air.

e was terribly excited, and in her

iricht 1lell ran for Dr. Grant 3t
Wiliord motioned him back, hurling
after him words which kept hi

the room the entire day, while the
sick man rolled, and tossed, and rav-

oid in the l.il'iirilltl., which had return-

od. and which wore him out y fast.
O one had the least influence over
him, except Marian liazelion, who,
elided to his side, and with her
presence and  geotle words «oothed
him into comparative quiet, =o that
the bitter denunciations against the
gaint. who wanted him to , CCAS~
od. and he fell into a troubled sleep.

With & strange fecling ol nlerest
My, Cameron and DBell atched her,
wondering if she were indecd Genev-
ra, as Katy Lol o tlirpesd rl'ht*}l’
would not ask her; and boli Lireath-
il more iroeely when, with &« bow in
;1."5.;.-n'~I--q‘:'!nll*m of Mr. Cameron's
compliment to her skill in guieting
hj- son, she left the rooi

That night they watched with Wil-

faord. who slept off his delirium, and
1.;||1 with his face turned [rom '|,|H.'u.1,
s0 that they could not gue by its
expression what was passing in his

pr il

A1l the next day he maintained the
most frigid silence, answering only in
monosyilables, while Bell kept wiping
away the great drops ol sweal con-
stantly oozing oul upon his forehead
and about tLhe ]HI”i!l lipis

J]Ilﬁt at III_:_'h”-H“ l'll'l.‘!'|-=:l|l[h'|-!1 :HII'”.
v asking that Dr. Grant be =ent for,

1"]':”.-11'1- leave me alone with him,”
he said, when Dr. Morris came; then
tuirning to Morris, as the door clos-
] UIOn his fathor ulHl his sistler, h'
said abru; tiy:

“‘Prav for me, il yvou can pray for
onLe wWho vesberday hated vou S0 for
saving he must die."’

Farnestly, fervently, Norris pray-
od, as for a dear brother: and when
Willord's faint “*Amen'’
sounded through the room.

“1 qun not right yer,”” the pale lips
whispered, as Morris sat down be-
side him. ““Not right with God, 1
mean. 1've sometimes saia there was
no God: but 1 did not believe it; and
now | know there is. lle¢ has been
moving upon me all the day, driving
out my bitlerness toward you, and
causing me to send for yvou at last.
I'o you think there is hope for me ?
I have much to be forgiven."

“Though your sins be as scarlet,
thay shall be white as snow,"” Morris
replied; and then he tried to point
that erring man to the Lamb of God
who taketh away the sins of the
world, convincing him that there was
hope even for him, and leaving him
with the conviction that God would
surely finish the good work begun,
nor suffer this soul to be lost which
had turned to Him at the eleveath
hour,

Wilford knew his dayvs were num-
bered, and he talked freely of it to
his father and sister the next morn-
ing when they came to him. He did
not say that he was ready and will-
ing to die, only that he must,
he asked them to forget, when he

gone, all that had ever been amiss in
him as a son and a brother,

“T was too proud, too selfish, to
make others happy,”” he said. "1
thought it all over yesterday, and
the past came back again so vi




