
840 THE DISCIPLE.

Durin, the night which followed thi. t«gic «e«,
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W.U, would have been «toni.hed if they could h.ye««n what was pa«i„g in „„„ No. 3 of the Hotel duCon.=.erce. and in the aind of their iaplacable and2«'-in.-ter. At the foot of the bed on which^

\ .T' '"'' '•'" ''"'' '"""'•S'-'. b-elt themother of Eobert Greelon.

lie great nega&r, seated on . chair, looked at thi.won.«. pr^.ng. and at the dead aan who h«l beenh.. d.«„ple, deeping the deep which Charlotte d.Ju«^t wae deo sleeping; and, for the flrat ti»e, M-»g h» n.,nd powerles. to au,t«« him, this «.al„tahnost .nhuaan by force of logic, bowed hefo« tit
impenetrable mystery of destiny. The word, of theonly pr^er he remembered: "Our Father who art inWen, -came to his mind. Surely he did not p

J

Bounce ttem. Perhaps heneverwm pronounce them.But ,f he .x.rt then the only father toward whomttey could turn in their hour, of di.tre«. and in whomwas the,r only resource, was their hearenly father.

^d .f th.s heavenly father did only exist, d,o„ld wet.y. lh« hunger and not insist for him in such hour.


