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VIE SOEPTIO SUBDtJED.
091 cannot feM as you do, 1 iviali 1 could, but I ivas born a sceptic, 1 cati-

not hielp niy doubts; otier peoplo swallow doivu these visionary thînge, but
as fbr nie 1 can't. 1 do not knew thera is a God, and if thore is, wliat ho
lias to do ivitli us particularly I can't sec. Nature bas lier laiva, and whoevcr
breaks thi iyilI briîîg ovil upon. lis owu hcand, thnt is about ail that I cati

Titu.4 spokze titi ciinient politician, as lie ivalked Nvith a Chlristian friond
ilirougli. thio blitekuics of a wvintor's niglit. It ivns bitter celd, and the snow
Jl.ikes "powdered the ricli fur cent wrappcd. around him, and whituncd the
tlîick: clusters eof rayon hair tliat pceped out frem, beneath bis cap.

Yes, John, ilunter wvas a seeptie. A man of rare intollctual pewers,
ivieldiîîg a iiiîghty influence, and yot no God ! No hope for the future-
ialig ini the darkuiess, satisfled, coîitentcd.

Alituost cery body liad given hlmn up. Ho pîîrried ruaot skillfully and
caîiuly, uand tu ati huuian appearance, it scemed, impossible te inake an imu-
pression on tho rocky soul ef bis hecart.

But eue friend, hud nover dcspaired of him; thoy bail bcii beys tegother,
sai en the sanie fortu nt scheol, playcd nt th sane ganies-zînlood opened
t.e batht irvitingly.

Anîbitieus of worldly lionor, and feeling what it is, tie power to sway mna
to bis will, John Iluuter early entored the political arena, ud it wus net long
befero lus filew-cotuntrytuen applaudcd te lus hcnrt's content. le ivas a
successful mn.

The ether, Jasper Sclîuîtunu, wvas a qjuiet unobtrusive mnan, an humble mie-
clianie, suppertîng bis fîuuily by luis daily labor-a checerful, happy, Christian
mîan; and t hough se widcly apîîrt iu the jeurney of every day lufe, tbese Vive
were stili friends whenever they chaneed te meet; and whien absent on his
political circuit, John Iluntor wac always remembercd as Jasper Schumnann
gathered bis Ieved eues arouad the faniily altar.

It cbanoed on this particular niglit Jasper Sehuniau lad been pressing the
inaLter of personal religion on the attention ef John Hunter, and now bis only
reply was :

IlGod hba marc Power over your heurt than you have; John, and 1 mean
.Lill te pray for you."

"O(hy l'in ivilling that yeu should de that, if it's a coinfert te yeu; go on,
but 1 shall nover change. l've rend more books e? divinity tlan most min-
isters. l'va about as muchol as I en do in this world nnd must run Lhe risk:
of' anotluer. iowever, let's change the subjeet. Whew! bow the snew
flics! Here's a restaurant; lot us stop and order supper."

low warmi and pleasant 1V looked as they entered! The bright gas-light
strcanmed over tIe glitter of eut glass and silver, falling jute VIe.learts of tIe
Iloivers lavishly strewed ever tIe riehly tinted carpet, wivhle splendid niirrers
and inarbie tables refleeted tIe waves o? ligît dazzlingly. Geodly viands
werye placed bet'ore tîem, and their conversation lad been genial and pleasant.
John Hunter was on the peint of rising, 'when, a strain of soft mnusic came
through a liai? epened door-a child's veice. Passienately fend o? music,
the politician stepped te bcar.

"'Sweet, isa't it?" as his eye caugît Jasper Schumann's.
CcWe've ne Lime te hear you now, out of tIe way !" cried the mviter, and

the littie veice was lushed.


