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Y 0 WAY SHE KNEIW NOT.

‘Che Story of Allison Hain.

BY MARGARET M. ROBLRISON

CHAPTER NN\,
Show me what T have ta do,
Exery hour my strength renow,

All this AMlison 1ead to John's mother, and theie was
something more which, for a moment, she thought that she
wonld like to read that might give pleasure to her kil old
friend. For Willie, in his neat letter, had betrayed that the
“something ” which was never to be permitted to come be-
tween the Inends to separate them, was the good-will of
pretty and waywad Elsie Stong, who, smce she had come
home tram the school, where she had been tor a year or more,
“has been ws chaugeable us the wind with me,” wrote poor
Willie, and greatly tahen up, and mose thau fuendly with Mr,
Beaton whenever he came out to the farm,  And then he
went on to say that he thought of going to luok about him
farther \West before he settied down on land of his own. And
he had almost made up s nund to go at once, and not wait
till the spring:, as he had at fiust intended to do.

The letter went vu tu >ay that johin Beaton had bought
land, and was gomg to buld 4 house upon .

“It is the honny knowe with the maples on it, loohiny
down on the lake, whete John brought me that first day to
breathe the fresh air,  John saved my hfe that time, and 1
will never forget at, nor all his goodness to we simce then, Of
course Mr. Strong would not have sold a rod of it to any one
eke. But Elsic is an oily child, and it would be hard for him
to part from her.

* Themore 1 think ofit, the more 1 wish to go farther
Woest before 1 tahe up land of 1y own  and you must come
when 1 have pot it 4

All this Allison glanced over in silence, but she could not
bring herself to read it to Mrs, Beaton,

“He has told her himself doubtless, though she has no
cause to teli it to me. | am glad- -or | would be glad but for
the sake of Willie, poor lad.’

And then, us she rose 1o go, the door opened, and Saunucrs
Crombie came stumbling in.

“ Mistress Beaton,” said the old man, “itis a liberty le
am taking to trouble you at this late hour.  But [ hae been at
the manse to get speech o’ Allison Bain, and if 1 dinna see
her the nicht Lkenna when I may sce her, and 1tis of import-
ance.”

Allison came forward, and offered her hand with a smile.

“1 am sorry that you have had the trouble of secking for
me,” said she.

“That's neither here nor there. [ am glad to sec you safe
hame again, Ye hae been doin’ your duty down yonder they
tell me. May ye aye haethe grace todo sit. I haesome words
to say to ye. Will ye go with me. or will I say them heres 1
am just come hame from Aberdeen.”

“And you are done out.  Sit you down and rest yourself,”
said Mrs. Beaton, as she rose. Allison put out hed hand to
stay her as she was about to leave the room.

* Bide still with me. Mr. Crombie can have nothing to say
to me that you may not hear.”

The old man was leaning forward with lus huands on his
kness, looking tired and ready to fall asleep wherc he sat. He
roused himself as Allison spoke.

““That is as ye shall think yoursel'. Thisis whatI haeto
you. | hae heard o’ yon man again. I hae secen him.  And
I hac come to say to you, that it is your duty to o to him
where he lies on his dying bed. Ay woman ! ye'll need to go.
It’s no' atween you and him now, but atween you and your
Maker.”

“ It's come at last,” said Allison, growing: pale.

Mrs. Beaton sat down beside her, and taking her hand, held
it firmly 1n both hers.

* It was an accident,” went on Crombie. * He had been
drinking too freely, they say. He was in the town, and he set
off late to go home, and was thrown from his horse. How 1t
happencd canna be sawd, but they foutd huun in the wmorning
lying by the dike-side, dead—it was supposcd at first.  But
they carricd him to the infirmary, and he is living yet.  Heis
coming to himself, and kens folk, and he may live to leave the
place, but iU's less than likely.”

“ And who bade you come to Allison Bamm with all this
asked Mrs. Beaton, gravely. * And are you quite sure it is
true 2 ¥

“Oh! ay, it'strue. 1 didna come to her with hearsays. 1
sracd mysel’ to the infirmary and I saw him with my ain cen.
And who bade me come here to her, say ye? It was the Lord
hunself, 'm thinking.  The man's name wasna named to me,
nor by me. 1 kenned hum because 1 had scen him before.
And 1 was borac in upon mie that 1 should tell Alhson Bam
o' his condition.  Or wheretore should the knowledge of it have
come to me who am the only once here beside yoursel who kens
how these twa stand to anc amither:

but Mrs. Beatons heart sickened at thethought of what
might be before Allison.

“\What could she do for hun if she weref to go there? He
1s 10 good hands doubtless, and 1s well cared for.  Has he been
asking for her 27

“ That I canna say.  buat ye may ken without my teiling
you, that there is no saying * wherefore. o message from
the Lord. And itis between the Lord and this womgn that
the matter is to be settled now.”

But Mrs. Beaton shook her head.

“ 1 canna see it so. If he really needed her -if it were a
matter of life and death—-"

“ A\ matter of Iife and death ;. Do yo no’ see, woman, that
ity for more than that:  Itss the matter of the saving of a
soul! Do ve notunderstand, that a the cwil deeds o " his
cvil lifc will be coming back now on this man, and senting
themselves n array against him, and no' among the least o
them the evil he brought on her and hers 2 And whatkens he
o' the Lord and His mercy 2 And what has he ever heard of

-
3

« salvation from death through faith w the Son of God 2

Mrs. Beaton had no words with which to answer hun, and
they alt were silent for a while.  Then Crombic began again,
morc pently :

“And f he were to come out of lus fever, with all the
dreads and doubts upon hun that hae been olhing s mights
and days and if he were to sce her face with a look of for-
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giveness on it, and the peace of Ged, it might encourage him
to hope in God's mercy, and to lippen himsel’—sinner as he
kens himsel' to be-—in the bands of Him who is gracious, and
full of compassion and tender mercy. Think of the honour
of being the means, i the Lord's hand, of saving a sinner
like that2?®

The old man had risen, and with his eyes-on Allison's face,
spoke earnestly, almost with passion. But as he ended, he
sank back into his chair again'silent and exhausted. At a
word now from Mrs. Beaton, Allison rose and went out into the
kitchen,

“Mr. Crombie,” said Mrs. Beaton, sofily, “it is a great
thing that you are asking of Allison Bain. 1 know not what
tosay. I can speak no word to bid her go. I pray that she
may be guided aright.”

‘The old man answered nothing,
and helpless.

“You have had a long journey.,
said Mrs, Beaton.

“Ay,have L. Andat's no' just done yet, and there s a dark
hiouse and a selent at the end o't,  Bue 'l win through it.”

In a few minutes Allison came in quietly.

“ Mr. Crombie you are to come with metothe fire. I have
made some tea for you, and you must eat and drink before
you tiy to go home.”

He looked at her without a word.  She took lus hand, and
he rose and went with her to the kitchen, where a table was
spread and a small fire burned on the hearth.  She put food
before him, and though at first he refused 1t after a little he
ate, and was refreshed. Then he leaned back and scemed
ready to fall asleep again.

“Mr. Crombie,” said Allison, stooping and speaking
low, * 1 will think of what you have smid. 1 wish to doright,
and I pray that God may guide me. Wait here ull 1 come
back again.”

She had scen one of Peter Gilchrist’s men on his way to
the mill with his cart, at a late hour, and she hoped to find
ham still lingering about the place. Crombie must be com-
mitted to his care, for in his present state he could not be al-
lowed to take his way home alone.  Before she could begin to
think of what he had said, he must be safely sent on hus way.
Fortunately, she met the man coming down the street, and
Crombie went with lim.  Then the two women sat down
And looked at one another i silence.  For the moment,
.\lefs. Beawon was more troubled and anaious than Allison he
self.

“ My dear,” said she, ““it looks as if all these years that
you have been kept safe from his hands, had been spent in

He seemed utterly spent

You are quite worn out,”

_vain.”

“ No,” said Allison, “ much good has come to me in those
years. They have not been in vain, Mrs. Béaton, I wish to
do what is right. Tell me what I ought to do.”

“ My dear, I cannot tell you. Itis you yourself who must
decide.  Allison, are you strong enough, or patient enough, to
think of what may be before you? Think of living your life

ten —twenty yeats with a muan like that ! Yes, it is said that
he s dying, but that 1s what no one can really know. Andf
you o to him now, 1t must be ull death comes to part you.
May God guide you. It is not for me to say what it is right
for you to do.”

Allison sat silent.

“Itis not as though .l the blame had been his. I should
have stood firm against him. And his life has been ruined
as well as mine—{far more than mine. God has been v y
sbod to me.  If I were sure of His will in this thing, 1 wouldna
be afraid.”

“ But, Allison! Think of your brother.”

*“Yes, it was of him I thought before, and I did a great
wrong.”

“ Allison, it would be to sacrifice yourself a second time.
My dear, at least take time to think and to seek counscl.
You have been taken by surprise.  In your great pity for
this man, you must not let yourself do what can never be
undone.”

* Mo, I have not been taken by surpnise.  Ishave been ea-
pecting something to happen ever since 1 came back again.”
And then Allison told of her meeting with Mr, Rainy on
the street in Aberdeen, and how he had spoken to her of
Brownrig.

** He said nothing of hus being hurt or in danger.  But what
he did say, has never been out of my thouaghts since then. 1
seem to have been preparing myself for some great change all
this time. It would be far easier for me to lose myself out of
the sight and knowledge of all who know me, than it was when
I left my home. I was hardly myself then. My only thought
was, how I was to get away. I knew not where I was going.
Yet 1 believe I was guided here.”

Allison spoke with perfect quictness. Mrs. Beaton could
only look and listen, astonished, as she went on.

*Yes, I was guided here, and much good has come to me
since then. And I think—1 belicve, that I wish to follow God'’s
willin this, whatever st may be.  And I have only you to help
me with your counsel.”

“ You have the numster—and Mrs. Hume.”

“Yes, I might speak to them—1I must speak to them,” said
Allison, with a sigh.  * 1 st say something to them. They
know nothing of me, eacept what they have seen with their
own cycs. But 1 do not think they will blame me much, when
they know all”

Mrs. Beaton said nothing. lattle had ever heen said to
hery cither by the minister or his wife, concerning Allison or
dier affairs. But in seching to comfort the mother in her first
loncliness, when her son went away, the minister had almost
anconsciously shown her that he knew cven more of John's
disappointment and remorse then she hersell knew.  She had
made no response, for she believed that for all concerned,
silence was best.

As for Brownrig, whether he were dying or not, how could
he be helped or comforied by the sight of the woman against
whom he had so deeply and deliberately sinned > As to the
saving of his soul, God was gracious, and full of compassion.
He had many ways of dealing with men, whether in mercy or
wn judgment. Could it be God's will that Allison’s life should
be still one of sacrifice, and pais, and loss, because of him ?
Surcly, surely not ! .

Mcanwhile Allison was repeating to herself Crombie's
words: -

“Life and death! Itis the matter-of a soul’s salvation !
It is not between you and that bad man any more. It is be-
tween you and the lLord himself,,who is ever merciful, and
rcad,v’ to forgive. Forgive and it shall be forgiven unto you
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Over and over again, the words repeated themselves to her
as she sat in silence, till Mrs. Beaton said gently :

* Allison you hive been greatly moved and startled by that
which you have heard, You are in no state to decide anything
now. $Sleep upon it, my dear. Take time to look upon this
matter in all lights, before you suffer yourself to be entangled
in & net from which there may be no escape for many a year
or day—from which you may never, all your life, escape. ~ Al.
lison, do you think the Lord has kept you safe these years to
let you lose yourself now? No, | will say nothing to influence
you against your conscience, Do nothing hastily, that is all [
ask. Seck counsel, as I shall seek it for you.”

But when the old woman had kissed her, and blessed
her, and bidden her good-night, she held her fast and could
n’ot let her go, till Allison gently withdrew herself from her
clasp.

“Pray to God to guide me in the right way,” she whispered,
and then she went awnay.

Mrs. Beaton slept little that mght--less than Allison did,
though she had much to do before she laid herself down be-
side little Marjoric. " Seck counsel,” Mrs. eaton had said.
And this in the silence of the night, she herself tried to do.
And gradually and clearly it came to her that better counsel
wits needed than that which she would fain have given to her
friend,

Was it of Allison she had been thinking in all that she had
said?  Not of Allison alone.  Her first thought had been of
her son, and how it might still be God’s will that he should
have the desire of his heart.  And oh ! if Alhson could but go
to him as she was, without having looked again on that man's
face, or touched his hand, or answered to his name.  Surely,
for this woman who had suffered ‘much, and long and in sil-
ence, to whom had come the blessed “afterward ™ and “the
peaceable fruits of righteousness,” surely, for her it could
not ;)c God’s will that the worst was yct to come. Who could
say ?

“And yet, ah me! our waorst is whiles His best for us
and ours ! I doubt I have been seeking to take the guid
ance of their affairs into my ain hand. No, no, Lord ! I would
not have it for them nor, for myself. She is in Thy hand.
l;’}gep hcr’sherc safe.  And a soul's salvation -that is a great
thing—

‘That was the way in which it ended with Mrs. Beaton.
But the day was dawning before it came to that. Aad as the
day dawned, Allison was once more standing on the hill-tap to
take a last look of her place of refuge, and, then she turned het
face toward Aberdeen.

When she left Mrs. Beaton and went round by the green,
and the lanes, whege she had gone so many times, and in so
many moods, she was saying to herself :

“1 will speak now, and I will take what they shall say to
we for a sign.”

It was later than she haud thought. Worship was over and
all the house was quiet, as she knocked at the parlour door
with a trembling hand. The minister sat in his usual seat
with an open letter before him, and Mrs. Hume's face was very
stave as she bade her sit down. But Allison was in haste to
say what must be said, and she remained standing with her
hands firmly clasped. .

1 have something to tell you, and it mast be toldto-night.
You will try to think as little ill of me as you can. I did wrong
maybe, but I could see no other way. But now I am not sure.
1 thi’fﬂ: I wish to do God's will, and you will tell me what
it is.

She spoke low, with a pause at the close of every sentence,
and she was very white and trembling as she ceased. Mrs,
Hume rase, and leading her to a chair made her sit down, and
sat beside her, still holding her hand.

“We shall be glad to help you if we can,” said the min-
ister.

Then Allison told her story briefly, so briefly that it is
doubtful whether her hearers would have understood it if they
had heard it then for the first time. They had not heard 1t
all, only bits here and there of it, but enough to enable them
to understand something of the morbid fear and the sense of
utter desolation from which she had suftered, when she first
came among them.  Her voice grew firm as she went on, and
she spoke clearly and strongly, so that many words were not
needed. She hesitated a little when she came to the time
when she had asked John Beaton to befriend her brother, but
she went on gravely -

!*He did not sec my brother. He had gone. 1 had been
months away with the child before I heard that Willie was in
Amecrica safe and well. It was a friend who wrote to me -
Mr. Hadden, our minister’s son. Willicis doing well, and
some time [ am to go out to him—if I can.”

She paused, withdrew her hand from Mrs. Hume's clasp,
and rose, saying °

“Now, I must teityou. Al this time | have been afraid
that—tke man who married me would find me and take me to
his house in spitc of me. But it is I who have found him. It
was Mr. Crombie who told me about him. He said he had seen
him —on his dying bed, and in God's name he bade me go to
nim, and tell him that 1 forgave him for the ill he didme. He
said it was not between me and the man who had sinned
against me, but it was between wme and the Lord himself, and
that 1 must forgive if 1 would be forgiven. And if you shall
say the same— "

Allison sat down and bent her head upon her hands,  Mrs.
Hume Iaid her hand upon the bowed head, but she did not
speak.  Mr. Hume said :

*1 do not sec how Crombic has had to do with this
matter.

~Allison looked up.

** 1 should have told you that it was in our parish that M.
Crombic buried his wife. Ilc saw the names of my father
and mother on their headstone, and some one there—meaning
me no il told lim about me. And when he came home
again, he thought 1t lus duty to peint out to me that I might
be in the wrong. But I think it must have gone Qut of his mind,
for he never spoke to me again till to-night.”

“ And to-night he spoke?”

“Yes. To-night he came to mein Mrs. Beaton's house,
and warned me that it was my duty to go to a dying man.
And if you tell me the same, I must go”

She let her face fall again upon her hands,

(7o bc conlinuced.) .
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