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decided in y6ur future course, that you may serve Hlm truly ail the days c
your life, and that nt lat you may see Hum face to face, in tbe place whkq'
He bas prepared for tbom that love Hlm."

Tbe service ended and the congregation separated. lu the porcb the lad)
of the Manor wvaitod for tbe poor fishernian's 'widow, and the two motherz'
stood aide by sido. 14

Lâdy Hayes beut ten derly dver thç fatberless childfç and a tear fell on tbeý
baby's brow, where the baptiRmal water- stili sparkled. She was -thinking of
ber own dear boy who would se soon bo motherless. IlYou must bring your littie
ene to the Mauor," she said in ber soft sweet voico, and then lier husband
went up to ber anxiously, and wrapped a shawl round ber, and took Wei to,
the luxurious carniage, whilo the poor youug, widow weuded ber way ou foot
to ber desolate borne witb ber littie chnistian child.

"lOh! Willio," sbe murmurod, Ilif you could but'bave livea. to seo this
day!1" Poor tbing, a year ag ,o none liad been se bri6ht or so happy as afle,
but ber jey had beon short lived. She bad marr%*e.44ýý handsonest young
man in ail Wbiteford, ay and the best .too. She k ed Io tbink of that now.
Just one montb ago' ber husband bad gone out ini a fisbing boat with five
othors. A fearful storm arose. There had been weepi.Qg in many a village
borne, for during çhreo weeks the boat had nover been bearil of ; until one short
week before tbat bright May day, five of the salors -returned to tell ir tale of a
iniraculous escape. One of thorn had risked bis lifo to save hie fellows, risked
it and lot it, and that one was William Hudson. The week after ho left' bis

* ome and bis young wifo, a little babe came into the world, Wbo was nover to
know an oartbly fatber's love or caro.

IlYou're to be sure to corne up t.bis evening; niy lady wants te see you
p.artic'ler; and you're te mind and bring the baby witb you," said Sir John
Hayes' amant footman to Mary'Hudson, some tbree weeks aften the christening.
So the young widow dressed ber danling wvitb groat care, and took lîimý te the
great bouse.

Sir John met tbem at the door. His goed natured boaest face was cloffded
with grief. "lGo up, my good woman," ho said; "lbut dont lot ber talk ifluch,
3bo's veny woak." The usuel bluff hearty tones were strangely low and falt-
.ring. A servant led tbe way, and Mary followod o'Xer noiselesa carpeta into
Lady 'Hayes' boudoir.

Thero she lay on ber sofa. Wbat a change a few short weeks had wrought
in ber appearanco!1 Surely flot oven the idolizing husband could have wished
te, keep ber fnom tbejoy te whicb she was se fast bastening. You suw î]tin
ber face at once, the brigbt expectation, the longing for rest, the unuttorable
poace. Mary Hudson started at the sigbt of the levely vision.

IlMary," said the dying lady, I have sent for you te hid you good IUA'-
I arn goi'ng bome.-"

IlOh, rny lady, don't say that."
She did Dot seem to beed the interruption, and continued "I want te know

if yen will corne and live ut the Manor, and nurse my littie one with yenrs."
"Tbank you, riq lady, 1 will do rny best."
"I arn sure yen will," continued Lady Hayes, witb a sweet arnile on ber

pale Lace; "lfor the sake of your baby's father, you will be kind to mine wben
.ho bas no rnjother, and in mernory cf the great blesing, the unspeakable gift,
tbey received togethor, tbey must ho frienda always."


