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'Yes, 1 knewv lir,'said Hope, deliberately;
'and lie knows me well. I can take entire
charge of hlm. Do not let me keep yon.'

1 reII, indccd, 1 have had to nglect thec
liouse since morning, whien 1%r. I"urniss
broughit the poor youing man in,' said Mrs.
Proctor. 'I1 ouglit to be dowvnstairs. Thcre's
the liandbcll, Mrs. Westall ; you've offly got
to ring it if lie cornes to, and l'Il corne and
liclp you. Thcre's nothing to, be donc for
hini, the doctur says. A fine young mnan,
too 1'

Oh, how tliankful Hope ivas %vhien the
busy widowv left the room Slie flurig hiersaif
down by the bcdside the moment the door
closcd

'Harold,' she whispered passionately to
the stony face; IlHarold, my husband, 1 amn
here-Hope-your %wife, Oh, do speak to
me, just once-just once!'

B3ut there ivas a dreadfil silence, only
broken by the irregular breathing of the
injured man.

There was no trace of wound or blow on
tice white face; the brown hair lay unstained
on the pillow. No bones wvere broken Mrlis.
Proctor told the new nurse- vet the doctc&
liad pronounccd the case bupieless, and had
gone awvay, because lie could do absolutely
mothing.

Cail me if lie wvakes and scenis to suifer,'
hie left Nvord. 'lBut lie 'will not suifer; he is
paralysed from the waist doivnwards.'

The nurse lîad listcned-without a move-
ment to, her repetition of ail this, convincing
Mre. Proctor that she was 'just the righit
sort of person for a sick-room; so self-
posse,,sed!'
. If she bad only now lîcard the agonised

appeal to the dying man 1 But she had
not heard it, sbe wvas busy in lier kitchen
witlî tise cares of the liousehiold. Supper
for 31r. Furniss, that engrossed her mind
firit. The dying man Nvas a strainger te ber,
Mr. Furniss %vas a well-known and mucli-
respected neiglibour.

Hope stili knelt, tliougb shie no longer
tried to arouse the unconscious form before
ber. lier ejcs travelled bigher, and she
did wliat so many bave doue before lier-
' callcd to tise Lord in lier distress.'

'O0 God, forgive me!l' she cried. I meant
to puriish, and Thou hast laid Thine band
upon me. 1 would faim have judged, and
' Tou hast judgeci me. Forgive me, forgive
me. And oh, in Thy iMerey, forgive 1dm
the sins of bis life-of his youtb, O Lord!
Be not keen to mark wvhat lie bas done amis,:
for I love liii.'

Yes, the passionate avowal came 'from the
very depths of Hlope.-; heart. Love is a
flower liard to kcill. And slie did love lier
husband stili. Wounded, wronged, deserted,
she feit able yet to take him. back to, lier
lîcart, in his weakness and suffering.

The doctor came at xnidnight, and was
thankful, too, to, find ' a regular nurse in pos-
session of the case.' How fortunate that
.Mrs. Westall liappened to be staying at
.Mr. Furniss's! Hie gave a few directions.
' You know recovery from such an accident
is impossible,' lie said calmly, ' but the
patient xnay liiger a few days, thougli I do.
mot tbink it likely. I %will look in in the
morning. 'You -are sure you can manage
tic Diglit without, hlcp ?'

Yes, Hope was quite sure.
IlIt is evcrytlîing, the patient liaving

known you beforeg said the doctor as lie
lcft the roern.

Oh, those night ivatcbes by the sick, how
face-to-face they bring oue with all thiat, is.
most realin life 1

Hope sat with eyês fixed upon ber hus-
hand's face. Would lie die so, with that
stony immovable cotintenance? She prayed.
God it nxight not be iso. And the prayer-
was heard.

Just as daylight stcle into the roem
Harold epened bis eyes and fixed them on
ber. Gradually meaning stole iuto the gaze,
and at last a faint flush dyed bis cheek.
' What is it ?' said the sick man. 1 Where
arn 1? Hope, Hope, tell me quick!'

lie was agitated ; this miust not be. His
wife kneit by hlAM and took bis band. ' You
have bad a fait,' she explained; 4your horse
tlîrew you ; j'ou were hurt.

' Hurt! I amn dying, said Harold firmily.
Tben be grasped Hopes band in an agouy.
IlHope, pray for nie, lie. eried. « I bave so
mucli te repent of, and s0 littie tine.'


