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He xvas hard upon eighity by that timie, and the most withered
skeleton of an atoiny you coulc ihave found in ail our country!

IlWhiy, dear sir," I cried, Ilyou'il catch your deathi of cold, sit-
ting withiout a fire a day like this! W'hatevcr lias Rebecca ]et the
fire out for ?"

He turned to me ; hils face %vas grhastly wvith purpie lips and
watery eycs. 1 could hardly believe that SO inuch rnisery couid
look ont froin a hurnan creature's face-one of God's creatures,
whorn Hie 1OVC(l, ancd for whoni Chirist died. Yet 1 hiad seen misery
in mny time, God knows.

"i'vc lost ail iny m-oney," lie saici, in a wvca-k, complaining voice;
"every penny is gone, and therc's nothing before me but the work-
flouse."

He spoke so solernnly, that just at first I was quite taken
aback. It ail flashed across mie lîow lie hiad turned us out of our old
home, and so forced us into the workhouse, and 1 thoughtl maybe,
the Lord's words were corning true, diWith what measure ye mete,
it shall bc measured to you agrain. YiBut do not think that I was
glad. Nay, I feit grieved for the old man, who looked so desolate
and forlorn, and I prayed siientiy in my inmiost heart, that hie miight
not fail so Iow in his old acre.

Il1How have you lost your mioney, sir ?" I asked.
diT don't knoxv," hie said, with a trernbùlng, sobbiiig voice, "only

it's ail crone, and I must go to the workhouse to-morrow."
But j ust then I cauglit siglit of Rebeccà at the door, wieh stood

ajar. Sfic xas tapping lier forehecad, and nodding at lier master, as
much as to say his head xvas not quite sound. So thien I under-
stood that it xvas only a notion that liad taken possession of his
brain, and troubled and distressed humi-, as if 'it had bcen rea,)I.

IlAy, to the workhiouse! ", lie went on,) Ilwhere you and Tran-
soi-ne wvent once; but nobody wvi11 corne to take me ont, as Philip
Chamnpion took you. No, no ; I shall die there, and bc buried in a
pauper's coffin and a pauper's grave."

Thetn I thiouti,of Transomec beingr buried in a pauper's coffin
and a pauper's grave ail througlh our landlord's hardheartedness and
greed. But I knziew ivell that through that gloomy door lie had
entered into God's flouse, where hie was at home-now, like a child
gone home for his holidays. Ail the whiie my landiord kcept on
groaningy and shiveringy, and iarnenting that hie, too, must die in
the wvorkhouse.

Now, wvhen 1 carne to ponder over it, it seemed a more dreadfnl
thingy for this rich mani to hase the scfl5C of being ricli, and to suifer
ail the terror of poverty, thian for us wvho were actuaiiy poor, and
could feel that poverty xvas oniy a trial and a lesson sent us from
our heavenly Father. For we %vere but like His Son, who for our
sake became poor, that we throughi I-is poverty mighit be made
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