
444 A LIGHT ON THE WATER.

come to stay the hunger of our hearts, to be
our living son.'

Selvvyn dropped his pen and rose slowly

from his chair. Passing his hand across his

brow, he went to the door, and opening it,

looked out.

From the thin crescent of a waning moon,
a narrow path of light was glimmering on
the water.

THE END.
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