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CHADPTER V.—(Continued )

The intense intérest of this discussion b
ing thus relieved, Mr. Winstall resumed his
usual gay humor.

“By the way, Mr Stewat,” he said, “¢hat
was a fine anthem we had yesterday  morn-
g, And I didn't realize how fine it was
until Miss Pearce showed us s imic of its fire
points this. morning after br. I am
sume we would ali enjoy it i Pearce
would give those y o nts again.

All the: company at orce uiited in the re-
quest,  But Miss Pearce shravk from suen a
puble display,  She bad a git jor sceing the
hamorous side of things, and conld amuse
an intimate fricnd or two wi'h her drolicnies;
hut this company was too much for her,  As
Mr. Winstall persistedin his vequest,
ever, she proposed that if Mr, Winsia
gave a synop- s of the cermon she woulll say
what <he thought ab ot the anthem  Tois
was manifestly fair, but it put Mr. \Winstali
in a tighter pl ce than he had ever been in
before.  He pleaded a bad memory and e
ferred the matter 1o his duu hter Lucinda
who could do the thing credit:bly.  Bui Mr,
Stewart at once put in a plea for Miss Win-
stall.  “It was not 1o be expected,” he sad,
“that she could recall many poonts of a ser-
mon just on the moment, and especially as
he might not have made his points o clear
as they should be.”  Miss Winstali was grate-
ful for this timely defeace, and genily s
gested that perhaps Mr. Stewart himself might
give a brief sketeh of the sermon.  Mr, L=
win heartily seconded the resolution
+ *You know,” said he, turning to Mr, Stew-
art *‘I shall be wanting to learn how to ser-
monize myself, and judging from your clear
expositions tonght, I would like to learn
something of your method. Mrs, Erwin con-
curred in the request, so Mr. Stewart found
he could not escape,

“Well,” said he, *T think T can recall *he
plan of the sermon, so far as it had a plan.
You remember the text, Miss Pearce 2"

“Oh yes, indeed,” sh: said,
man hi: work.” .

“Well,” he said, chic ly addressing Mr,
Erwin, “I tried to put it someihing like this.
Ispoke of the unive salty of the wark; all
must do something.  Then the individu ity
of it; each man has his own work that can
be done by no other. 1 mentioned several
kinds of work that have to he done, and
tried to encourage any who thought they
could do little by the fact that what scems
little often turns out to be the most port-
ant  Then I spoke of the effect of
good work, and in doing this 1 did not speak
of spiritual work only, but of what is called
secular as well, for the secular is often close-
ly allied to the spiritual and necessary to
give it shape. I then referred to the urgen-
cy of the work, since life is so short, and cur
opportunities may be few, 1 closed, T re-
member, by an appeal for faith in Christ - as
the supreme work of every one, and the
source of all success in whatever special wor k
we do.  You remember how empphatic our
Lord made that point.  *This is the work of
God," he said, ‘that ye believe on him whom
He hah sent.” I think that was something
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of the plan T followed, bat T ofien ful to
make myselt clear, I am afraid.”

This sketch was isiened 10 by all, with
close, respeciful aitenton, and al united in
thanking the honorcd aiister,  But per-
haps there was noone present who listened
with such riveted, absorbod avtention as M s
Winstall.  ‘The sermon, as she heard it yes-
terday, wouched kor deeply and this was by

she requested Mr Scewart o g a skech
of it now.  She was no sermon taster Like
Mr, Macfadyen of Diumiochly tame; she
could not alwiys remember the heads, or
even the rumber of them; bat not less did
the truth make its impression,  She was

growing weary of late of her fr volous, useloss
Lfe, and longed for somerhing w rthy o do.
This -ermon ncreased hor unresty but gave
no solution of her hte problem.  And his
eventful evening aded in her aw ikening She
hung on Mr, Stewari’s word: throughout he
wiole evening.  She had Toved her tathor,
but she had never seco, as she saw now, the
chasm that lay betwecn him and such a m m
as Mr, Fhe one was free, ea ¥y
busyant, scifsatisficd, superficial; the other
was decp, thoughtful, cariest, devout,  And
if the one Life was saddor than the oihe r, in
her heart she preferred the sadder one with
its nob er purposcs and ideals,

It is not surprising then, o that when Mr.
Stewart’s carnest sketch was entod the com-
pany did not at once call for Miss Pearce's
points on theanthem.  “Uhe fuct is the an
them was torgotten fora time,  When it was
mentioned, as it presently was by Mr, Win-
stall, Miss Pearce pleaded to have it post-
poned,  Trfling as she might scem at times
on the surface, there was a de ep vein of ser-
1ousness underneath, She had a tiue instinet
that any marked frivoliy just now would he
out of place.  Miss Winstall hearily appre-
ciated her friend for asking a postponem v:i,
and gently seconded hor request, which was
agreed to

At this stage Miss Winstall took a new de-
parture, 1w did a thing she had never d ne
betore, and had noin ention of doing now,
undl the moment and the sitmation wspired
her. Sne lified a bible fiom a side tab ¢
and stepping across the room, « fered it to
Mr. Stewart.  He knew what “wking the
houk " meart. It isan old Scottisi phr se
for concuctin g fimily wr-hip, and the phiase
lingers sull in some couniy plices boah in
tand and in Licland, In fact Mr. Stew-
art’s mother had often told him 1o “uke the
book.” S0 be took the book now from Miss
Winstall, and as he looked npto thank her
he locked into 4 par of very tendor blue
eyes in whch there was a i suggestion of
tears.  He pave her a bhow and a4 ~mile which
exnre se | better than words his appreciation
of her ction

A solemn hush fell on the company as Mr
Stewart opened the book to reald. 1l turn-
ed 10 the minety fisst Psulin: “He that dwll
eth in the secret place of the must High shail
alnde under the shadow of the Almighty.”

Mr. Stewart was a rerder of rare cffeciive-
ness.  His voice was rich, sweet, expressive.
He necded no studied nflections; he had
them nawrally, and they came at will. He
had emphasis, but not too marked; and
pauses without any straining after effect, The
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Psalm heing read, the company knelt in pray-
er.  Mr. Stewart commended cach and all
to the care of the Father in heaven, He
sought  strength for all to  bear li's
burdens, and courage and consecration to do
life's duties He prayed for deliverance from
all temptations, and a sense of the Divine
Presence and favor. He praved for forgive
eness throuzh the atoning hlond, and reg n-
cration though the indweliing spint. He
gave tharks for all mereies and privileges, for
ticndship, and love and home  He remem-
bored the poor the s ck, the lonely, the dis=
appointed, and all who were striving to do
1ight in the teeth of discouragement ana on-
positi n. - He prayed that a’l sorrows would
turn ity bonedioto ms,and so purify eviry
heart for the enjoyment of the heavenly
home.

After the prayer rot many words were
spoken. The occasion seemed to call rather
for silonce and meditation, The guests im-
mediate'y departed. As soon as they were
gone Muss Winstail asked Miss Pearce if she
would retire. “Then conducting her to her
room, with a burried hut tender good night,
she repaired to her own, E

Op-ning the casement wide she looked
out upon the nizht.  Spring had comeat last
and the air was balmy,  She looked up at
the pure silent stars,  “The secret place of
the Most Hhigh," she murmured sofily.  *The
shadow of the Almighiy ! Oh, what grand
words; and how grand to dwell in that secret
place! To abide under that shadow ! Oh,
may that be my portion ! The world is poor
compared with that.  And then, iy work ?
What is that to be?  1s there any work  for
me? i there is, how shall I find it? Ob, if
I were once i the secret place | might find
it.  And will not God himself lead me there ?
I have a thought that my life will not all be a
fatlure yet. This is the most senous evening
I have cver had, but somchow T prefer it to
the gayest.  Oh, to get into the secret place
of the most high.”

Thus she meditated.  Then she prayed.
Surely she was looking after God, if haply
she might find him,
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Lewing the Winstall mansin, Mr, Stew-
art wolked with Mr. and Mrs. Erwin to the
cars two biocks away 13 dding them  good-
night he reminded Mr. Erwin of his promise
for next Monday, and apotogised to Mrs, Er.
win tor tak ng her hasband from her for one
evenin

It was quite a distance to Mr. Stewart’s
chambers and he concluded to have a walk;
he e ul | tuke the cars turther on,  He loved
a long walk at times, and especially at night,
when the streets were for the most part - de-
seited, Then he could pursue his own
thonghts and fincies without interruption,
This might was plessant too, so he walked on,
tuking little note of time unul he had gone
so far that he determined 1o finish the jour-
ney on foot.  The f et is that the time had
slipped past because his mind was more tranj
(ani than usual, and he felt a®sirange peace
unveloping hin as with an atmosphere,  He
coull not account for the pleasant change.
To be sure he had ¢njoyed the evening, but
viher evenings that he had enjoyed were not
usually followed by elation of spirits, but de-
prassion. Well, he thought, we can’t account
sometimes for our ups and downs; we are a
nystery to ourselves.

With this mature reflection he arrived at
his lodgings. T'ne house was dark, the fam-

ily having retired, the hour being late. As
he let bimself in with his latch key, groped




