
JOI-IN MNAItTlN'S LASI )Y ATfTiS

<juietly downstairs. The suni was flooding compicteiNMr. Parlicr's grenhiouse wall. It
thie eottage roomn. Ie opencd the table would haînper the master dreadfuilly if hie
<lravcr and got out a bit of paper, sitting played in false, and ivould it be righit '9
dlown by the eîupty grato to think out tliis A monient's ceîîsidcration, and hoe an-
w0orh whiehi must be done Lefore his death. swered, slowly, 1 Yes, sir, I'ma going to
1k bail te forgive Jemn, or the Lord would work; ' kidding-, to Iiimiself, ' If it is my last
not forgive him. lIe wvasn't mucli of a Iday, I mulst (le my ditty to niy iieiglibour.'
writer, so hie didn't tell of Oie Voice, or of 'But your breakfast, ruan' V uestioned
bis alarin. lIc just askced Jenu te for-ive Mr. Blair.
lihui thc hard words hie said last .Tanuary, 'Oh, it don't xuatter, sir,' said John; 1
an)d lio endcd up-' God bless yo-a!' ain't rinuch for food to-day.'

NoNY te the post round the corner. 'o hhhv U fnycfc;i'
Ting, ting, ting! Wliat was that bell 2 excellent,' said tho curate. Hie wolu1dni't

S.Michael's. And the chiurcli door va,. question ',Tliti farther; lie wouldn't inter-
oplen. There vças a five-o'clock( celebration ferc with God's work jui;t nov.
of Holy Communion. It vas a saint's day But Johin wouldn't turn tir the littie
-3. 1'eter's-thiough, Johni did not kulow it. straighit path leading te, the curate's

Suirely, surely, lie miiglit go in. But lie Iodgings. le couildni't, however, prevent
vai prcpareil. lIe had been with Sarah that hind man running out with a steaim-

at Enster, not since, and dreadful things ing cup of coffeè and a couple of bits of
iiglit happen te hira if lie carne tinfit te substautial toast.
the Iioly Table. And thon again it was ' Youi'Il work botter for it, man,' lie said.
his last day! And thon Jolmn vent silcntly on a couple

Full of distress, but unw'illing te turn of miles along the road te bis job.
away , John cauglit the oye of MNr. Blair, the What a morning that vas, the mürning
citrate, whlî had been se good te Sarah in of the last day! Sue' thouglits welled up
the Lad bout she had in the winter. A in bis mind, sucob remembrances of old
few words te in, and John stepped seftly decds, of carclessness, and sin; Goa
into a place. Mr. Blair lîadn't understood forgive me, God forgive me,' said John
ail thiose hurried w'ords about ' the last day,' after ecd sncob thouglit, a3 ho laid brick
but lie liad gathered enougi te show that upon Lrick-using bis trowel almost
John vas desirous of drawing near in uncenscieusly.
hearty repentanice and truc faibli, and his i At twelve is littie girl broughit bis
Master hiad left these words on record, dinner; a nice little girl cf six. Sie had
1Iliîn that conmebl mite Me I will in neo a posy in her band. 'For your coat,
ivise cast eut.' Se wvhy bhould Hoe cast fâcher ; lot ron stick it in.' Flowers ! wvhat
out John ? did John x-~twith thora; hie who vas se

The holy service seemedl te calta the poor 'soon te Le under the sod? lHe put away
fellow. He stayed on bis linees tilt lie the littie brown band wvith the nosegay.
became suddenly conscieus of every eue But Minnie lookied disappointcd. She lîad
baying left tic church except Mi. Blair, !gathexed thiem for father ; shie loved flovers,

vhîo scmd te be waiting for hîm. Well, -this littie mad-so dearly. John saw
lie bail Lest go home now and tel Sarah tic grieved looki. ' The Lord wenldn't
the strange news, but she would Le sore have put away a hittie child,' ho said ; and
cnt up. lie lot lier struggle 'with a big pin and his

lie w-as mocclanically turning hioniward fustian suit.
frein tic chureli door, when the curate She danced home, delighted te have made
stopped him. ' Net going te work to-day, father se smnart.
John? John ate his dinner, aftcr a sulentgra-ce,

le paused. \Vork! Ho was on ajob- and thon hie Letlought himself of a littie
it vas all but fiinislied. A fcw heurs would book, in bis coat-pockct-z- book that had
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