
Samn Nrqlor. '7

night they talked togrether of ,"righteousiiess, tenperance, and
judgment to corne." 1 think of the Roman court and Paul before
Agrippa, and then 1 tink of John's humble littie parlour, barely
lit by its one poor candie, and I doubt whichi ias the more august
seene. And when the day broke Samn ient ont from that solemul
interview to begin a new life.

Yes; but îîot at once. One thing ivas greatly in Sam's favour,
however: hie neyer broke the promise lie hiad nmade to that strange
appearance of Mary Bur-sia-ni, thougli often the mighity crâtving to
do so ivas almost beyond his control. In that piteous midnight
confession to John Burslain lie had kept back his experience, as
berng too keenly personal to both; but one niu-ht, when almost
overcome by lils passion, lie sturnbled into John's parlour again,
and, covering his face with his hands, showed him only his poor
stornïy heart, and thie angel who had hithierto kept him froin
breaking his promise.

This conversation produced resuits littie foreseen at the tirne.
Lt first of all led John to consider the necessity of supplying nobler
motives and objeets to take the place of the rude sports wvhich had
hiitherto filled up Sara's spare hours. Sam had evidently great
mental as well as great physical powrers, and iii their cultivatioh
.John saw a certatin safeguard. But lie did not enter on this plan
with any great enthusiasm; indeed, lie rather dreaded the duty
whieh every day more importunately demanded lis attention.
He would rüiher hiave preached a sermon than sit watching Sam
painfully strive to make straightt unes and pot-hooks and stumble
through a child's lesson in reading and pronuniciation.

Lt ivas impossible not to sympathize with Sam's earnest efforts
and his child-like pride in his suceesses; and in a year only a -word
of explanation now and then was needed, and John got rather to
like hearing the young mani read while hie sat by bis side in the
littie parlour.

But when things had got thus far nearly two years had passed,
and Sam Naylor wvas a very differert ehara-,cter from the hero of

ice beginning of rny tale. H1e liad conquered lis love for bcer,
and become a great mani in the temperance, lodge. Even those
wlio had detormined to dling to their beer-pots tili death parted
thiem liked well to listen to Sam Naylor's racy teetotal speeches.
Hie spared none of thiern, and they laughied heartily at eael other's
discomifiture. "L t wor as good as cock-fighiting nobbut to listen to
1un, was the general verdict, for Sami genérally found 'lanîong his
audience an opponent whose rude eloquence, baeked by tiue popu-
lar sympathy, was worthy of his steel.

At first his inches and sinews kept men froin sitting readily or
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