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Presently Zac asked: "lave you any
spirits ?I

" Sally rose and opening the cuphoard
producedIl a ftlsk of gin not half full.

II That is ail l she saiid.
It's quite eiiougli, ' iniswered Zac. I

thlii ue have saved hii ;' and pouring
Out the liquor into a tumibler, which it
nearly tillel, le bade Derney drink it.

Tliat vill (o," said Zac, as lie placed
the eipt.y. tunbler on the table, now
we inilsit wait and see."

They ail sat down and wateced. No worse
symptomi appearcd. Presently Derney
senied a little stronger, and gradually re-
covered froin the seii-t orpor inîto wiiel lice
hal fallen. And so lialf ai hour passed by.

I feel better," saii Derney iresently;
1 1 arn getting stronger and stronger.

The cold dead feeling I hald passing
away, and a ne m life seemns te bc ,surgiig
through me. Oh, Zac ! how ean I thaînk
you ? What can 1 do fer yoiu T

i Notliîig," answered Zac in a voice se
soleun, se low, so full of terrible iys-
tery, that both muai and wife started up
in terror.

i What is, the mnatter, 7ac ?" asked Der-
ne lii il territied tone.

'I amn dying," answered Zae. Tien he
rose and made his aiy toward Sally, and,
laving lis hand nT-ctioiiiatelv oni her
shoilter, le said. Sal ly, I loved you
once, as a ian Clin oily once love in a
life-time; ant when yoi asked lue te
saxe your iusband 1 reimmbiiilered that
love, and for the sake of it I saved him.
It was an awful tight, Sally, an awful
figlt-for I have luid a sore on. mîy gum
for the last feui days, and I knîew it.ias
not quite healed. I felt tit in sucking
the-veuind I was runing a desperate risk,
but I did it for vout, S.illy, and did it wil-
lingly, riglt willingly. There is ne hope
for me-you ned net un for assistance.
It is too near the vital part-the poison
can't bc stopped. But, Sally, tell Ie that
you are sorry. I do not want yoiu to say
yo love me, but simply that vou are
sorry thît youi made me love you, and then
broke my beart, and ruined-poor Zac In

Silly could-not answer, for the words
stuck in her throat. She just threw ler
arms round him with a look of inexpress-
ible anguish, and, burying ber bead on
bis sboulders, sobbed as If lier heart would
break.
. "I bave net many minutes te live, Sally,''
continued Zac, for I feel the poison
naking its way on. Say a word te me,
Sally, one word 1"

I Oh, Zac, Zac 1 forgive me, forgive
me ?" rhe sobbed ; I yen are kiling me,
Zac, wiith vour nobleness. Oh, Zac, Zae 1"

Then ber husband stepped up, and
taking Zac's band in his he press d it;
and looking towarUds bis wife with a
strange look he whispered :I Oh, Zac 1 I
wish she were yours. You are a million
Limes more woithy of ber than I-2'

No, no!" said Zac, faintly, lnot thati
not tait i I did not iteau thit, 13ob, oh,
ne 1 I did love ber 'once, but thiat is all
over niow. God bless ycu both i ielp lue,
Bob-it's coming--eIp mue te sit down I'

They led imin to th sof, and laid lim
genitly tlown upon il, and for a few mio-
ments lie closed his eyes. 'lThen lie
opened the - again, and gaid softly
"Bob, will you lut Sally give me aî kiis ?
it would soften tie agony of this hour se
iuich 1 just one loving' kiss.'

Sally knelt down by him as thonîgh she
were perforinig a soleni religious duty,
and kiss d iiiii agaii and again ; and
Dernev stood by wuith bowed lieild, and
wept bitterly.

I amî going fst-" gasped Zac,
as lie detainel one of Sally't liands
li his, and laid his cheek on it
with the truisting tenderiess of a
child-" fast, fast. Oh, Sally i it is hard
te part. But, thank God I lie is saved.
Yoi love himîî, Sally, love hima always

ahvanys. oibless yout, Bob ! take
eare of her-and God blesî you too,
Silly-for ever, Sally-and for ever.
Good-bye- You'Il thlnk sometimes,
Sally-v-woii't voui-unîd net ukiidly
of-poor Zc ?"

A shudtiter passed through hic body and
ani awful contortion, lis if lie were suffer-
ing greatly; a deep gasp escaped him,
foilowm-ed by a sibilant sound, as though lie
was once more trying to call lier by lier
naie; then hbis heiad foll over. Sally's
hand, and the next moment God hld
brouglit relief to Poor Zac.

Nuw T011on CATumxnAL-ITs IISTOnIY.-
About one-balf the northern portion iras
transferred in 1779 by the New York city
authorities te Robert Lylburn far £405,
subject te an annual payment of 4 bushels
of wheat or thuir value in gold or silver
coin, te thxe Mayor, Aldermien, etc. Robert
LyIburn trnsferred it l ISn 10 to Francis
Thompson and Thomas Caille, wrho sold
it to Audrew Morrisand Coreusi R3eeney,
and tiis it passed througl various hands
iuîîtil it wvas purchasel by the truistees of
St. Patrick's and St. Peters churches in
iS29, always sibject *to the yearly pay-
nient of 4 bushels of wleat to the Mayor,
Aldermen, etc., of N. Y. city. In 1852 a
release of the yearly payment e( 4 bushels
of wheat was obtained fron th city an-
thorities by the payment of $83 32, the
interest of which sum would probably
purchase the 4 bushels of wlient The
other half, or southerly portion, w4as
transferred byWm. McMurray, Master iu
Chancery, in 1846, to Michael M1cAirney,
who in 1847 transferred it to Frederick
Hadley, nho in 1849 transferred it to
Rev. Michael Curran, 'Jr., who in the
same year transferred it te Most Re-.
John Hughes, who in 1853 transferred it
te the trustees of St. Patrick's Cathedial.
-Vew Tork Erpress.


