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wére like the cham-eleon's colours. He lay silent

for a long time, then he turned to me and said

'Do you remember *fhat tale in the Bible about

David and the, well of Bethlehem?' 1 had to

confess my ignorance.

I think I can remember it' he continued. And

though I urged him not to tax himself, he spoke

slowly thus:

'And David was in an hold, and the jarrison of

the Phifistines was Mien in Bethlehem.

'And David Iong-e, and said, Oh that one would

give me - ffi, drink of the water of the well of

Bethlehem that is at the gale

'And the three brake through -the host of thi

Phiiistines, and drew water out of the well of

Bethlehem that was b,v the g-ate, and took and

brought it to David: nevertheless, he would

not drink thereof, -but poured it out unto the

L ord.

C And he said, My God forbid it me that I shýuId

do Mis : is not this the blood of the men that zdent

in jelopardy of their lives Tlierefore he would _ Ot
drink it.'

He paused a rhoment, and then added, n

always buys -back the past at a tremendous price.

Resur-rectïons give ghosts only!

But yo; m-ust sleep now,' I u rged. Ànd -th=,


