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Teacli me te liv-, that 1 ny dread
The grave as littie as xny bed.

T vas four o'ciock on a summer's
rnorning, rather before John
Martin's usuai time of wahing;

bibut lie was awakc now, and sit-
ting up iu bod, Nvitli a strange look of
anxioty on bis face.

He wasn't a fanciful man, yet wlhat hiad
~vakcd him up so suddenly scemed to have
been a voice -- a voice in a dream pcrhaps,
but stili a voice whichi must bc listencd to.
It had oniy said tic wvords, but those
thrcc had thrilled through the strong man
and drawvn him into a 3itting posture on
tho bcd. ' Four last day 1'Those w'ere
the words. Clear and sllvery they soundod.
There vas no condemnation in tliom. It
vwas as if they had falien fron tlic lips of
some stron, vise angel; and John Martin
could not but heed tim.

\Vas it, indeed, to bc bis last day ? Hie
~vas quite weli, quite as usual; but God dia
cali folks suddenly out of the Nvorid, lie
laiow. What sbould he do? 9 e vas not
by any moans wvhat is calod a bad man,
hardiy a carcess one; but, oh1 hie feit
strangely unfit to stand in a fewv short
hours bofore God-to go into Ris presence.

Shiould lie valie Sarali ani tell bier w'bat
hoe had board, and ask lier to pray for him ?
Slie \Vft botter than lie. H-e turned softly,

for fear of %'ahing thie baby, and put a
baud out to rouse bis wvifo, but somotbing
stopped the action. Slie was sleeping so
quietly after long watchiing, and carrying
about c! the infant in the carlier part of
thc niglit. lier cheek vas as white as the
piiiow. It wouid be a blhamo to disturb
lier.

And shc'll wvalc to trukubiu enougli by-
and-by, if I do go,' thoug'ht John. 'God

liel) er ndour littie ones.'
Sol ber and lie slipped out of bcd and on

to bis 1<nces; surely this last day must ail
be spent lu prayer.

Ana lie did pray, as mon dIo w1ken a
foarfui guif opens before theni and tbcy
feel that thoir feet are clokse on the brink.

V/bat lie said I can't tell you. I tbink
bis w'ords were few; but I know bis hecart
prayed; and then it camne to hlm. as hie
lincit that lie bad soirn.ting cisc to do
besidos pray.

' Forgive Jeni ! of course I must:-
"Father, forgive theni "-the Lord for-

gave Ris murderers Bis last dlay. Jem
oniy tlirew a few ugly words at me, and
I've kept at enniity with hixp ail these
montbs-my own brotbcr. l'Il make shift
to write a fewv words to put in the post.'

So John hurried on his elothes and crept


