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BY A WAY SHE KVNEW NOT.

The Stern of Alligon Kan.

BY MARGARET M., ROBLRTSON

CHAPIER NXVI, ~(Continued.)

“Ye'll need to spier at hunsel’ to find that out.  He says
naething to me."

*“We will hope etter things for you,” said Alhson.

She took the child in her arms again. A fair, fragile httle
creature she was, with soft rings of golden hair, and great,
wistful blue eyes. She was not 1n the least sky or frightened,
but nestled in Aliison’s arms 1n perfect content,

“ Come and sce Charlie,” said she.

Charlie was a little lad whose right place was in another
room ; but beiwng restless and troublesome, he had been
brought here forn change.

“What ails you, my laddie >” asked Allison, meeting his
sharp, bright eyes.

“Just a sair leg. It's better now.  Oh'! ay, it hurts whiles
yet, but no’ so bad. Have you ony books."

** No, 1 brought no book with me except my Bible.”

“ Weel, a Bible would be better than nae book at a'”

“Eh ! laddie' Is that the way ye speak of the good
Book? " said a voice belind him. “Apnd there’s Bibles here
—plenty of them.”

“Are yecomin’ the morn? ” asked the lad.

“Yes, I am,” said Allison.

“ And could ye no' get a book to bring with you—a book
of ony kind—except the catechis ?”

“Heard ye ever the like o’ that!
bringin' o' you?* . o

“Mysel' maistly. What ails ye at my up-bringin’?
ye had a book for me the morn ?” said he to Allison.

“1f I can, and if it's allowed.”

% Oh ! naehody will hinder ye. It’s no' my head, but my
leg thet's sair.  Readin’ winna do that ony ill, I'm thinkin’."

And then Allison went on t0 another bed, and backwards
and forwards among them, through the long day. There were
not many of them, but oh! the pain, and the weariness !—the
murmurs of some, and the dull patience of others, how sad it
wastosee ! Would she ever get' used with it,” as the woman
had said, so that she could help them without thinking about
them, as she had many a time kept her hands busy with her
household work, while her thoughts were far away? It did
not seem possible. No, surely it would never come to that
with her.

Oh ! no, because there was help for all these poor sufferers
— help which she might bring them, by telling them how she
herself had been helped, in her time of need. And would not
that be a good work for her to do, let her life be ever so long
and empty of all other happiness? It might be that all the
troubles through which she had passed were meant to prepare
her for such a work

For the peact which had come to her was no vain imagina-
tion. It had filled her heart and given her rest, even }>fore
the long, quiet time which had come to her, when she was
with the child beside the far-away sea. And through her
means, might not this peace be sent to some of these sufiering
poor wonien who had to bear their troubles alone?

She stood still, looking straight before her, forgetful, for
the moment, of all her own thoughts. Her hopes, she called
them, for she could not but hope that some such work as this
might be given her to do.

“Allison Bain,” said o faint voice from a bed near which
she stood. Allison came out of her dream with a start, to
meet the gaze of a pair of great, blue eyes, which she knew she
had somewhere seen before, but not in a face so wan and
weary as the one which lay there uponthepitlow. She stooped
down to catch the words which came more faintly still from
the lips of the speaker.

“] saw you- afid I couldna keep mysel’ trom speaking.
But ye needna fear. 1 will never tell that it is you—or that I
havescen you. Oh! I thought I would never see a kenned
face again.”

The girl burst into sudden weeping, holding fast the hand
which Allison had given her.

“Is it Mary Brand ?”" whispered Allison, after a little.

“No, it is Annie. Mary is dead and---safe,” and she turned
her face away and lay quiet for a while.

Allison made a movemeut to withdraw her hand.

“ Wait a minute. [ must speak to some one—before 1 dic
—and I may die this might,” she murmured, holding her with
appealing eyes. *‘ I'm Annie,” she smd. “ You'll mind how
my mother died, and how my father married agamn- ower-
soon maybe —and we were all angry, and there was no peace
in the house. So the elder ones scatiered, —onc went here
and another there. We were ower-young to take right heed,
—and not very strong.  Mary took a cold, and she grew
worse, and—went home to die at last.  As for me- [ fell into
trouble. -and 1 daredna go home. Someume | may tell you
—but I'm done out now. I'm near the cnd—and oh ! Allie
~—I'm feared to die. Evenif 1 were sorry cnough, and the
Iord were to forgive me how could I ever look into my
mother’s face in heaven? There are some sins thet cannot
be blotted out, I'm sair feared, Allie ”

Allison had falicn on her knces by the low bed, and there
were tears on her checks.

“ Annic.” said she, “never, never think that.  See, | am
sorry for you. I can kiss you and comfort you, and the Lord
Himself will forgive you. You have His own word for that.
And do you think your own mother rould hold back > Take
hope, Annic. Ask the Lord Himself Do ye no' mind how
Doctor Hadden used to say in every prayer he prayed, *Oh*
Thou who art mighty tosave’> Mighty to save' Think of
it,dear. ¢ Neitkershall any man pluck them out of My hand.’
Jesus said that Himself. Ah! ye are weary and spent—but
ye have strength to say, ‘Save me, I perish.’- And that is
enough.”

“Weary and spent '? Yes, almost to death. The parched
lips said faintly, * Come again,” and the blue, besceching eyes
said more.  Allison promiscd surcly that she would come, and
she kissed her again, before she went away.

She came often—every day, and many times a day, amd
she always had a good word to say to the poor sorrowful soul,
whn needed it so much. Annie lingered longer than had
scemed possible at first, and there came a day wheun every
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moment that Allison could spare was given to her, and then a
lonf; mght of watching, till at the dawning she passed away—
sinful, but forgiven ; trembling, yet not afraid. Allison kissed
the dead mouth, and clipped from the forchead one ring of
bright haw, saying to herself : * To mind wme, 1f ever I should
grow faithless and forget.”

But many things had happened before this came to pass
For at the end of the first week of Allison’s stay among the
sick and sorrowful folk, there came to her the message for
which she had through all the days been waiting. It was
Doctor Fleming who biought it, saying only, * Come.”

“1s he dymmg? " she found voice to say, as they passed into
the room together.

“No. Oh!no. But he has come to hunself, n a meas-
ure, and needs to be roused.  Your coming may startle him.
That 1s what I wash. It cannot really harm him.”

And so with httle outward token of the inward trembling
which seized her when she saw his face, Allison stood beside
her husband. Ves, her husband ' For the first time, scarcely
knowing what she did, she said to herself, * My husband.”

The doctors had something to do fo him, and something
to say to one another, and she stood locking on in silence,
pale, but calm and firm, at least as far as they could see.
They spoke to him and he answered sensibly enough, and
muttered, and complained, and begged to be let alone, as sick
folk will, and told them at fast that little good had all their
plysic done him yet.

They let in the light, and his eye followed Allison and
rested on her face for a moment ; then he sighed and turned
away. No one moved, and mn a httle he turned s head
agamn, and hus colour changed. Then they let down the cur-
tain, and the room was in shadow.

*“ A dream—the old dream, aye coming—coming—only a
dream,” they heard him say with a sigh.

Doctor Fleming beckoned to Allison, and she followed him
from the room.

“He will sleep now for a while, and when he wakens he
will be more himself. You are not afraid to be left with him ?
He may kaow you when he wakens again.”

“I am not afraid,” said Allison, speaking faintly, and then
she added with a firmer voice, “ No, 1 am not afraid.”

“You have but to open the door and call, and his man
Dickson will be with you in a minute. Do not speak to him
unless he speaks to you. Even if he should speak, it may be
better to call Dickson, and come away.”

Doctor Fleming spoke gravely and briefly, letting no look
or tone of sympathy escape from him. “I'll see you again
before | leave the place,” said he.

So she sat down a little withdrawn from the bed and
waited, wondering how this strange and doubtful experiment
was to end. He neither spoke nor moved, but secemed to
slunber quietly enocugh till Doctor Fleming returned. He did
not come in, but beckoned Allison to the door.

“That is long enough for to-day. Are you going to vour
poor folk again? If it should suit you better to go home, you
can "do so. Old Flora has returned, and I will speak to
her.

* 1 will go out for a httle, but I will come back. They will
expect me.  Yes, I would like better to come back again.”

And so she went out 2 while, and when she returned she
brought an odd volume of the History of Scotland to restless
Charlie, and a late rose or two tied up with a bit of sweet-
briar and thynve, to poor Annie Brand.

The next day passed like the first. Allison went when she
was called, and sat beside the sick man’s bed for an hour or
two. He followed her with his eyes, and seemed to know
her, but he did not utter a word. He was restless and un-
casy, and muttered and sighed, but he had no power to move
himself upon the bed, and he did not fall asleep, as Allison
hoped he might after a while.  For the look in his troubled
eyes hurt her sorely. There was recognition in them, she
thought, and doubt, and a gleam of anger.

“1f I could do something for him,” thought she.

“ But to sit here uscless ' And I must not even speak to
him until he speaks to me.”

She rose, and walked about the room, knowing that the
dull eyes were following her as she moved. When she sat
down again she took a small New Testament from her pocket,
and as she opened it he turned his face away, and did not
move again till a step was heard at the door.  Then, as some
one cntered, he cried out with a stronger voice ‘han had been
heard from him yet :

* Is that you, Dickson? Send yon woman away~ if she be
a woman and not a wraith (spirit),” he added, as he turned his
tace from the light.

1t was not Dickson. It was the doctor who met Allison's
startled look as he came 1n at the door.

* You have had enough for this ime.
you ? " said he.

*“ He has spoken, but not to me. I think he knew me, and

not with good-will »

* You could hardly eapect that, considering all things. He
had made a step in advance, for all that. And now go away,
and do not show your face in this place agan to-day.  Wrap
yourself up well, and go for a long walk. Go out of the town
or down to the sands. Ves, you must do as I bid you. Never
heed the auld wives and the bairns to-day. I ken they keep
your thoughts on their troubles and away from your own.
But you may have a good while of this work yet --weeks, it
may be, or months,” and 1n his heart he sawd, * God grant 1t
may not be for years.”

“Yes, I will go,” said Allison, faintly.

 And you must take good care of yourself.  Mistress Alli-
son, you have st out on it road in which there is no turning
back now, if you would help to save this man’s soul.”

“ 1 have no thought of turming back,” said Allison.

“That iswell.  And to go on will need farth and patience,
and ve'll also need to have a’ your wits about you. Youll need
perfect health and your natural strength, and yell just do my
bidding 1n all things, that you inay be fit to meet all that is be-
fore you—since 1t scems to be God's will that this work should
fall to you.”

Allison went at the doctor’s bidding.  She wrapped her-
sclf up and went down to the sands, to catch the breeze from
the sca. It was more than a breere which met her. It was
almost a gale. The waves were coming grandly in, dashing
themselves oyver the level sands.  Allison stood and watched
them for a while musing.

* And cach onc of them falls by the will of the Lord. A
word from Him could quict them now, as His ‘ Peace, be
still,’ quicted the waves ou the Sea of Galilee so long ago.
¢ Oh! ye of little faith !’ said He, * Wherefore do ye doubt 2’

Has he spoken to
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As He might well say to me this day, for oh! I am faint-
hearted. Was [ wrong from the beﬁinning? And is my sin
finding me 6ut? Have 1 undertaken what I can never go
through with? God help me, is all that I can say, and
though I must doubt mysel, let me never, never, never doubt
Hiw.”

And then she set herself to meet the strong wind, and held
her way against it till she came to a sheltered spot, and there
she sat down to rest.  \When she turned homeward again
thete wits no strong wind to struggle against. It helped her
on as she went before 1t, and it seemed to her as if she had
come but a little way when she reached the place where she
liad watched the conung in of the waves. The weight was
lifted a little from her heart.

“ It is only a day at a time, however lony it may be,” she
told herself. * It is daily strength that is promised, and God
sees the end, though [ do not.”

Yes, daily strength is promised, and the next day, and for
many days, as she went into the dim room where the sick
man lay, Allison felt the needs of its renewal. It was not the
silence which was so hard to bear. It was the constant ex-
pectation, which was almost dread, that the silent lips gnighl
open to speak the recognition which she sometimcs‘sa\v in the
eyes, followinyg her as she moved. There were times when
she said to herself that she could not long bear it. )

“In one way he is better,” said the doctor. *“ Heis com-
ing to himself and his memory—his power of recalling the
past—is improving. He is stronger too, though not much, as
yet. With his loss of memory his acaident has had less to
do than the life he had been living before it.  He has had a
hard tussie, but heis a strong man naturally, and he may
escape this time. From the worst effects of his accident he
can never recover. As far as I can judge from present sym-
toms, he will never walk a step again—never.  B*t he may
live for years. He may even recover so as to be able to at.
tend to business again—in a way.”

Allison had not a word with which to answer him. The
doctor went on.

“1 might have kept this from you for a while, but I have
this reason for speaking now. 1 do not ask if you have
‘ counted the cost.” I know you have not. You cannot do it.
You have nothing to go upon which might enable you to do
s0. Nothing which you have ever seen or experienced in
life, could make you know, or help yau to imagine, what your
life would be—and might be for years—spent with this man,
as his nurse, or his servant—for it would come to that. Nota
woman in a thousand could bear tt—unless she loved him.
And even so, it would be 2 slow martyrdom.”

Allison sat silent, with her face turned away.

“What 1 have to say to you is this,” went on the doctor.
* Since it is impossible—if it is impossible, that such a sacri-
fice should be required at your hands, it will not be wise for
you to bide here longer, or to let him get used to you, and
depend upon you, so that he would greatly miss you. If you
are to go, then the sooner the better.”

Allison said nothing, but by her changing colour, and by
the look in her eyes, the doctor knew that she was considering
her answer, and he waited patiently.

“ No,” said Allison, “ I do not love him, but I have great
pity for him—and--1 am not afraid of him any more. 1
think I wish to do God's will. If you do not say otherwise, I
would wish to bide a while yet—till—it is made plain to me

hat I ought to do. For I was to blame as well as he. 1
snould have stood fast against him. I hope—! believe, that
I wish to do right now, and the right way is seldom the easy
‘Vay.”

““That is true. But many a sacrifice which good women
make for men who are not worthy of it, is made in vain. 1|
do not like to think of what you may have to suffer, or that
such a man should have, as it were, your life at his disposal.
As for you, you might leave all this care and trouble behind
you, and begin a new life in a new land.”

“That was what I meantto do. But if the Lord had
meant that for me, why should He have let me be brought
here, knowing not what might be before me.

I doubt I am not quite free from resposibility in the mat-
ter, but 1 thought the man was going to die.”

* No, you are not to blame. When Mr. Rainy touched
my arm that day in the street, I seemed to know what was
coming, and 1 would not wait to hear him. And when Saun-
ners Crombie spoke his first word to me that night, I kenned
well what 1 must do. Bat, like you, I thought he was going
to die. And so I came, though I was sore afraid. But I am
nor afraid now, and you might let me bide a little longer, till
I see my way clearer whether I should go or stay.”

“Let you stay! How could 1 hinder you if [ were fo
try? And I am not sure that I wish to hinder you. I sup-
posc there may be a woman in a thousand who could do as
you desire to do, and come through unscathed, and you may
be that woman. My only fear is—no, I will not say it. 1do
belicve that you are seeking to do God’s will in this matter.
I.et us hope that during the next few days His will may be
made clear to you, and to me also.”

But Mr. Ramny had also a word to say with regard to
this., *

“1f 1 had thought 1t possible that the ;nan was going to
live, I would never have spoken to you, or let my eyes rest
upon you that day. VYes, 1 was sure that he was going to
dic. And I thought that you might do hin some good maybe
—pray for lum, and all that, and that his conscience might
be ceased. Then I thought he might make some amends at
last. But well ken I, that all the gear he has to leave will ill
pay you for the loss of the best years of your youth, living
the life vou would have to live with him, 1 canna take upon
myself to advise you, since you bhavena asked my advice;
but really, if ye were just to shp away quictly to your bro-
ther in America, I, for one, would hold my tongue about it.
And if cver the time should come when you needed to be de-
fendcd from him, 1 woyld help you against him, and all the
world, with right good will.”

Allison thanked him gently and gravely, but he saw that
she was not to be moved. A few more days, at least, the
doctor was to give her, and then she must decide, Before
those days werc over something had happened.

Onc day, for some reascn or other, she was detained
longer than usual among her * auld wives,” and it was late
when she came into Brownrig’s room.

“ What has keepit you ? " said he impaticntly.

It was the very first time he had ever directly addressed
her. '

“ 1 have been detamned,” said Allison quietly, “ Can I do
anything for you now that I am here?”



