
re he stood ; and

rHE HOUR OF HEALING ^
his burning .yes, agio. wi.h .he passion .hat wasrn ,„g h™, leaped .o where I s.iU poin.ed .,;,^Zstretched hand. Then I straigh.ened myself .00 Ione m,gh. gather his sou, for .he Judgmen. Day andjomed my gaze „i.h his. The eyes of aU in

,

'

iiouse were uDon nc r ..e upon us, I suppose_bu. I shall neverknow. We s.ood .„ge.her, oblivious .0 all excep^e des.,ny of wea, or woe .ha. wai.ed us, lool gMh loo^ng, as .he eye of .he E.ernal iJelf migh'.'
look. We could „o._we dared no._be sure lest«e n„gh. cour. .he bi..erness of dea.h. The ,ilh« no. bngh. enough, or .rue enough-forut

each Cher, wherefore nei.her spoke any word,
ine scene was the crreat Rr,^o^"ic great iJroadvvay scene, where the
~a.herfind3hissona.las.. And .1,1.^te you.h upon Whom .ha. fa.her-.ha. acg
Tnlrr ;

°" '^'^—'indreadfu!
oe,

, ques.,oning .ha. involved our souls. Weuld „o._we dared no._k„ow; bu. suddenly .he

outcry of In .
^^^^-broke forth with a wild

o'led and wasted prodigal before him.
•f^nd then—and thpn «,• j-

chant ther.

then^m.nghng with the father's

g note
,
a l.ttle cr>', a muffled plaint of

^-^mym.


