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" O'Connel, I cannot pray, the words I would
utter seein to choke me-God will not hear the
prayer of a traitor."

" But He will hear the prayer of a penitent sin-
ner," said O'Connel firmily ; " His own blessed
Son," ho added, devoutly crossing himself, "lhas
promised that he w ill."

The figure of the young man, as ho uttered this,
was most interesting, as lie leaned upon his nusket
and looked down on the prostrate man, bis hand-
some features softened into an expression of the
deepest pity for bis fallen comrade. Harper shook
his head.

"O'Connel, you are a kind fellow," lie replicd,
"l and had I taken the advice you have more than
once given me, I should not have bec the wretch I
am-but I was deluded by false promises, and
bribes held out to me, that I should be a rich man
if I ivent over to the States-and what'was my re-
ward i I was sneered at, ,corned, and trcated with
every contempt, till I could bear it no longer, when
I determined to rcturn, and give myself up at head
quarters-but witliout money and without friends,
vhat could I do ? For nights I slept in the woods,

exposed to wet and eold, glad even if I found a raw
turnip to relieve the pangs of hunger; and what was
worse, the burning thirst-I felt my strength daily
sinking, till it failed me altogether, and but for the
humanity of a stranger, who I fortunately met yes-
terday, I never should have reached this place
alive.

This sad account ivas given vith much difIiculty,
and at interials, being constautly interrupted by a
short hard cough, whicli scemcd to exhaust what
little strength remained.

At this moment footsteps were licard, and th- re-
lief came up. The surprise of the non-commis-

sioned officer was great, on beholding Harper. He
spoke to him harshly, and ordcred hin to rise and
follow him to the guard room.

"The poor fellow is ill," said O'Cnncel, as he
assisted the unfortunate man, and supported him
with the utmost tenderness.

On reaching the guard room, he fainted ; much
humanity was shown him,, and by order of the ofilcer
he was conveyed to the hospital. There lie received
every necessary attention, and was placed in bed.
When the surgeon in attendance, after due exarmi-
nation of his case, pronounced limes to be in a rapid
decline. The morning which suceceded this cient-
fui night, rose bright and beautiful-all Nature
seemed rejoicing in the rays of the glorious sun;
but there was une darkened chamber, and one
mourtiing hcart, and that ivas Harper's. He had
passed a restless night, repeatedly enquiring for
Serjeant Macintosh, who, the moment lits duty ai-
lowed him, hastened te the sufrerer, and sitting
down by his bed side, spoke te him in accents of
pity, of kididness, and of hope. He remninded him

of all that he had particularly warned him again4
and of the misery w hich one sinful action had led tDy
in thus bringing him, in the flower of his youth, t
the brink of the grave.

"I have no doubt, ny lad," continued the Se
jeant, " that wlien you found yourself ain0o1is

those who were enemies to all you had been tauß
to respect, and honour, you ceased to e happY

Happy," repeated Harper ; " I was miserabi
w-hen I thought of my comrades, of the many see
we had cncountered together, of their return to
England, while I should be left a disgrtced outr
ini a foreign land, wihout one to care whethler
lived or died. Whcn I thought of my ld mother

lHere he paused, quite overcoero, as he co1e
his face with his cmaciated hands, through
tears were seen trickling down copicusly..

At this moment, the bpnds of the several
ments struck up-while the troops, marchingO
review order, passed through the town, the n
tramp of horse and the firm tread of soldiers
heard immcdiately under the windows. Hlarre'

pale face becaine lighted up by a momentarY el5b
siasm, but it fadcd aw-ay, as in a mournfal tog 0

said:
"I shall never go out with them again."
"All that is indeed over, my lad," repliedu

Serjeant; '<but thanks to our gracious Lord, he
preserved you for repentance, and to prepare tO
Hlim in a better world.

Harper became much agitated. " What hOPO
a sinner like me have," he faintly said.

"las not our blessed Saviour died te saye
ner," returned the Sergeant; "and by the O

ding of His blood, has He net paid the debt t,

justice. Andi will not all those who sincerely r e
and trust in hum alone for salvation, be forgilfe

"But I have done nothing to deserve
mercy."

"No, my lad, and if you lived a thousanid
you never could. He accepts your sorrow for
past, if you have faith to believe in Christ.
this living faitlh would lead you, (were yOU
cover,) to forsake the paths of sin, and to abbor .
the ways of wickedness. Those who con
sin mav believe Him in their words, but they
Him in their works ; they cannot hope to bc "
The promise is to those atone who lament
sahe their sins." r

A long pause followed, during which Ihpe r
peared reflecting. Gradually his countenle
cane more calm. The Sergeant at that tire

no more, but was rejoiced to see him yield at

to an overpowering weariness, and sink intO a
slumber.

From this period, Serjeant Macintosh 5P

rduch of his time as he cquld spare with the

invalid. He read portions of the Bible to his,
ticularly froin the Gospel and Episge of 't W


