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by that frec sort of tai]', and thouglit him a
very fine fellow.

Jern. Aye, tliey neyer guesscd hie liad a
master ail the while, poor chap, and a very
hiard one.

George. I kcno% wliat you mean. Yes,
lie did seem tu serve the Devil. Weil, poor
lad, we must try and forget that noiw he's
gon(-, 1 never like te hear anyone speak
bad of a dead person.

Jem.- No, but ail the rame, George, 1
don't thini' we are meant to forget such
matters. Surely they are warnings wve ouglit
to heed.

George. How did lie die, Jein? NVas
hie insensible after the accident ?

Jem. No; lie had bis senses to the
last. lus brother lias wvritten the whle
account to me. Ne just szaid, 'l'm done
for,' when tliey got himo ut; andle kept
on say:d.g that ail the whl1e.

George. They took hurw te the hospital
of course ?

Jern. No, lie was too bad. They got biai
into a hut near by, and sent for the doctor.
luis liurts were dreadful, tbey raid ; but lie
seemed te ti2el no pain in his body. It vas
ail in bis mind. He spokze out tIen like lie
always used to do, ' Mates,' lie raid, 'if I'd
only another week-only a day-to mend
My ways.'

George. WVas there ne one to say a good
Word then to the poor fellow ?

Jem. Yes, a lady chanced to be at band,
and shc did wliat sIe could for hiai body and
soul. ' I'v'e been a sinner ail xny life,' hie
says to lier. ' The Lord died on the Cross
for sinners,' says she; ' think of that.' ' I've
scorncd IIim and mocked Him. }ltr won't
rave me now', lie raid, then. 'IIe'll rave all
that corne to 1-liai,' rays rIe. ' How can '
corne? There's no time,' says lie. And
tIen hie started tIe eld cry, ' I'm done for.'

George. Poor lad! lie'd left it tili tee
late.

Jem. John Adams has written. it ail down
for me. He and I used te be friends, and
1 tried to get bold of Lewis, but couldn't.
It was a wiid sort of place where the àccident
teok -place. For a long time only Mrs.
Apsley from tlie Hall was witli him. She

wvas passing in lier pony-carriage, and got
out, wvhile she sent the groom on te the town
to fetcî the doctor.

George. Slhe seems to have Lad lier vite
about lier.:

Jem. Sle's a very good lady, John raid.
Slic praycd liard for LewiF, bis mater raid,
and asked theni to lieîp lier.

George. Did the poor chap ray no word
at the la-t?

Jem. He got hold of lier biands wlcn slic
stopped praying for a Moment and raid,
,,Go on, go on; don't stop.' That vas ail.
The men raid it was a dreadful siglit te rec
bis anxious face up te thc last minute.

George. Weill! tîats a good text they've
cliosen for thc carcl. NYo one necd despair
tîat thinks of the penitent thief. That
story gives coinfort to a many.

Jern. To toe many, in afraid. ID not
thinking now of this poor lad. W'e'r net
cailed te judgc Iiiîa before the time. No
sinner's case jr too Lad for the Savieur, and
at icast poor Adams did net die a bardencd
sinner.

George. Wel, Jem, if lIe mniglt take
cornfort fromi thc penitent thie, wvho cire
Mnay Det?

Jcm. You and 1, lad, and a lot more.
Many people iead cary, God-fergetting lives
because-they choose te think that God is Fe
merciful HIe will forgive tci their sns at
thc last moment.

George. Aye. IVve lieard tlîem scores
of timer saying that tliey can always do likze
tIc thief on thc Cross, then.

JTern. But can they, George ?
George. WVell, unle.qs they are ]dlled sud-

deuly, riglit off, as doesn't often happen. I
suppose thtey'd have time te 2ay ' Lord, have
mnecy.'

Jern. And they think tIein they are doing
as the poor thief did, with hope of the rame
rcward?

George. Yes.
Jem. George, have you ever thouglit ivhat

the dying robler really did in that dreaidful
moment?

George. Prayed te God, Jem.
Jern. Prayed te God, yes. But te Gedl

on the Cross, dying as a man, as a, cou-


