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IFOR THn CANADr&N Que,,>.

THIRU PORTION,

SHAT ivili I do %%,len you go aiway ?" asked Bell
Higg-ins as Joe sat by lier sofa the evcning before
lie startcd for Bellevue. "I arn so tired of

myself, and 1 arn sure evervone cisc is tirct sceing nie lie
here. Just to think, Joe, 1 will never Ibe able to ride again,
even if 1 get so that 1 can walk."

"Why not stud3 ', Bell ?" askccl joe.
"Oh, 1 hate it so, you kîsowî 1 neyer could bear to bc poked

up with musty, fusty ol books. The Pi,-iims Por.uthat
mother is always advising mie to reaci, thc Lt/e (>ooI Knlo,
and those Dia)ies of awfuliy good people, 1 think 1 should
die in earnest, if 1 tried to get thin loto my bralin."

" 1 know, Bell," said Joe iaughing, as hie %-em»embieredl her
schooi days wvhici wvcre flot rcmnarkable for anything except
mischief, "but if you hiad books you iiked, you might read tlîem.
Bell, perhaps there is somnethirig for you to do that you wouid
neyer have found, if you liad flot been forced to lie quiet
for a while."

"1joe Butler, that is some mnore of your goody talk. Do you
think that God could'nt have showvn me the work, if there
is anything He %vants me to, do, without giving me so much
suffering ?*

rjfll," said joe, "do flot bManie God for \'our own mistakes.
you know that if you hiad not gone t0 thc swvamp, yoti would not
have been hurt"'

O don't preach,» said Bell imipatiently, " it is bad cnough t0
lie here, without your piofis tl

" Bell," said joc, " you vil 1 o die, you have a good consti-
tution, and in a year or two you %ili he coml)aratively well.
\Vhat are you going to do wvith yourseif? If you lie aîîd fret ai
the time, no onc xvill want to 1e near you. If you iniprove yoiir
mind, you miay fincl soine work that is worth cloiing."

I tell you Joe Butler, 1 arn flot wvortli aottvtlîiiîiit to anybody.
If 1 had beemi kiiled, it %vould have been hetter. 1 neyer lieiped
mother svhcmi I was well, andI n0w she lias more %vork than ever
îvith mie to w~ait on. As for rending tihe books that faîlser and
mnother read, 1 siniply could'nt do it. 1 believe 1 ani too
wicked. You renicmber that verse in tlie Bible, that old Smiith
is quotiog in bis prayers about liglit afflictions svorking out
for us sornething, 1 forge chlat. Weii I'mn fot exercised
thercby. I don't feel like iistening t0 sorte iwful voice, or
staring at sorne vision, that sviil tell mce 1 arn a sinner, and now
is my trne to be saved. I know 1 have broughî Ibhis on miyself,
and I mean 10 ight it out."

" Poor Bell," said Joe, «"you wvill have a hard tirne of it, but
I bring you some books before I go, that I arn sure you'll rea-d."1


