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THE BELL OF JUSTICE.

There was a king long years ago;
11s name historian doth not know.

He lived beneath Italian skies,
A noble monarch, just and wise.

That he might serve his people well,
1n ahigh tower he hung a belk,

He who was wronged had but to ting
The bell of justice, for the king

\Vas bound to make the humblest prayer
The subject of his 10yal care.

At fist men rung it every day

stotted at last the rope away.

And, growing shoter by degrees,
Swayed lightly to each passing brecze.
For mauy a month it idle hung,

No longer needed.  No ope rung

For justice. Men had learned to fear,
And’ dreaded now the bell to hear.

At lenpth a wandesing grapevine clung
Tight to the rope that idle hung,

And firmly held it, sweetly grasped,
As if one haad another clasped.

A staviog horse, turned out to die,

One summer day was pas:inp by,

And browsing where the grapevine hung,
The bell of justice loudly rung.
Straightway a royal herald came,

And saw the horse hall-stareed and lame.
He told the king who rangthe bell

The monasch agswered : *¢ It is well.

** The brute for justice doth appeal,

For starving biutes I pity feel.

** Go seek his owner out for me,
Aund tell him this is our decree :

* Long as he lives his horse must fare
Onoats and grass of his. Bzware

‘ If he again for justice call
My wrath shall on bis owner fall.”

Would God to-day there was a bell
‘That brutes could ting and thereby tell

The story of their cruel wrongs,
Ard win the justice that belongs

To every creature, great 2nd small,
For God, their Maker, loveth all.
—Rolert 1. Bangs
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MARJORIK'S CANADIAN WINTER.

BY AGNES MAULE MACHAR.

CHAVYTER XVil. —CONTINUED.

Bur Dr. Rimsay s1x no unprovemeant
yer, and one alternoon, when Maijorie re-
tarned from school, Marion met her with
the sad intelligence that her father had came
home from a consultation with scarcely any
hope of Ada's recovering from the utter pros-
tration of her present condition. While
there was lile therz was hope, of
course, but no one could tell at present how
much pow-t of rallying she possessed, and
the end might come at any moment.

Marjorie was almost stunned. She had
never realized before the idea of death in
connection Ada, notwithstanding her aoxi-
ety. Iothe rush of feeling that came over
her, the predominant thought was that she
must sce Ada once more, even if she might
not speak to her. 1f she only could tell her
how sorry she was for what now seemed to
her ber unkind speech about illaess, which
also scemed to her to have been an ill-omen-
ed barbinger of evil.

She did not wait to take counsel of any
one, but hurricd off to Mrs. West's house ;
and ipstead of the usual query, asked if she
conld sece Mrs. West, oranyone. Theserv-
ant said she did not know. Mrs. West did
not sec any one, but she would see if Mr.
Gerald wasTin, and she showed Miss Flem-
iog into the library. The room scemed
empty, but Marjoric stepped quietly in over
the soft carpet, for the housc scemed so
hushed that she iostinctively tried to move
sileotly, not to break the prevailing stilloess.
Suddesly she perceived that Mr. West was
standiag with his back to hes, leaning on the
back of an easy-chair, his head bowed in his
bands, while a tempest of grief shook his
frame. Marjorie was startled and almost
frightened. She had pever before seen a
man so overpowered with emotian, aud it
was difficult to realize that Mr. West, wbom
she had always associated with riches and
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prosperity, should be in such a depth of dis-
tress, though the cause was surely.quite
sufficient. Ada was the apple of her father’s
eye, the centre of all his hopes and affec-
tions, and her removal ifrom his life would
make his prasperity itself seem valueless.
Marjorie could not bear to remain there, even
asanunseen witness to his erief,and she retir-
ed as noiselessly as possible to the drawing-
room, where the sumptuous luxury of the
surroundings, and the glowing bloom of the
conservatory seemed in such mockiog con-
trast to the heavy cloud of sorrow that dark-
ened the luxurious home.

o a few minutes Gerald camnein, looking
pale and haggard. Marjurie eagerly told
bim her wish. Ile looked very grave as he
said that probably she might sece Ada for a
mioute or two, but that Ada would not see
or notice her, as she was apparently uncon-
scious. He would ask the aurse, as bis
mother was lying down, quite worn out with
grief and watching.

He soon returned avd, asked Marjorie to
follow him upstairs to Ada's room. How
vividly the recollection flashed upon her of
the day when Ada, bright and joyous, had
led her into it first. The caoary in his gild-
ed cage was banished now to the conserva-
tory and the rcom was darkeuned, so that at
first Marjorie could hardly see the pale little
face on the pillow. But how chaoged it
was since she bad last seen it. Wan, color-
less, all the bright sunny locks banished—
for they had been cut off in the begianing of
her illness—Marjorie could scarcely realize
that it could be Ada. She lay with closed
eyes,and one might easily have doubted
whether she still lived. Marjorie stood at a
little distance, fearful lest she migkt disturb
the patient, by whom the nurse was keeping
close watch. The tears soon dimmed her
sight, and it was only by a strong effort that
she could restrain her sobs. But it was of
no use to stay here. Ada seemad further
away from her than before. So she turned
sadly away, almost wishing that she had not
come. She could not bear to think of re-
membering Ada like this, if—but she would
not think of such a possibility just now, or
she would break down and distress Gerald.
He followed ber silently down the stairs, and
asshebade him good-by,not venturing on any
expression of sympathy, be half-murmured
the words: ° Pray for ber, Marijorie !’ and
turned away, chocking down a sob; for he,
too, was f{onder of his sister than of any

other member of the family.

Marjorie hurried on, too much excited to
walk slowly or thiok calmly. She was
possessed by one over-powering thought. If
Ada died was she ready to pass to anoth-
er life? She remembered vividly the words
Nettie Lane had used about ber father, and
though applied to him they seemed absurd,
they now appeared to her filled with a terri-
ble meaning about Ada. She could not
thiok that Ada was a Christian, and it she
should die in this condition ! Why bad she
not tried harder to lead her to thick of the
thiogs that now were the only things that
could matter to her? Ste feltas if she had
been false to her duty and cruel to her
friend, and that she would give any thing in
her power for an opportunity of retrieving
her neplect. Feeliog as if she could not
bear the burden of such thougbts alone, she
was seized with the impulse to go to Miss
Matilda Mostyn with her trouble. She felt
that she would sympathize with her troable,
and that she might throw some light on the
problem that was perplexing her. Forton-
ately, she found Miss Matilda alone, with
the sweet and peaceful expression that al-
ways made her face so attractive, even to
those who did not know its secret.

Miss Matilda understood Marjorie's
trouble at once, without much need for ex-
planation. She had, indeed, been thinking
a great deal about Ada; had been takiog
her aoxiety about the child where she took
all her burdends, and laid them down. And
she had a soothing balm rexdy; even ber
soft and geotle tones seemed to carry it in
advance to the sorrowfal heart.

* Yes,” she said, *its an anxioos thought,

1 know ; many a time I've had it myself!
But remember, Marjorie, God loves Ada
infinitely more than you can. Can't you
leave her in his wise and loving care ??

‘Yes ; but O, Miss Matilda! if she were
to die unprepared! And she has never had
any one to make her thiok of such thing.’

¢ My dear,’ said Miss Matilda, ‘people
talk a great deal too much about being
‘ prepared ” for death. If they would think
a little more about being prepared for life t
It's all a part of the one thing, for time can't
make such a difterence in God’s sight. [t is
a terrible thing, if one realizes it, for any one
to be living in any corner of God’s universe
and not be friends—be reconciled with the
God of infinite love and wisdom ; not be
the true child of the loving Father, But
then he has such infinite patience, as well
as iofinite love and wisdom. Auad he has
many a way that we know not, to bring his
‘‘banished "’ home ; banished, of course, by
their own wayward will. So, my dear, just
trust poor little Ada in her Father’s hands,
and don't think that you could do more for
her than he can.’

Marjorie went home much comforted,
though she cried half the night. Aand Alan
looked as if he had not slept much either;
in fact, he bad been very different from the
usual Alan ever since his father had been
called in for consultation in Ada’s case.
No one tack any notice of his depression,
koowing that be would shrink from aund
resent it. Even Millie ‘had sympathy and
tact enough to refrain from seeming to ob-
observe that he was not in his usual spirits ;
and the progress of affiairs in the northwest,
and the mustering of the Volunteers always
furnished a timely relief from the topic which
was too painful in its interest to permit of
discussion.

But, as the April days passed slowly by,
aund the piles of snow were insensibly melt-
ing away from the streets, Ada's condition
seemed to improve alittle; snd Dr. Ram-
say, wbo visited her daily, began to dare to
hope that she had, as he said, ‘turned the
corner.’ But he warned them all, when
they expressed their delight, that it would
require the greatest care and most judicious
nursing to bring her back to health and
strength, and that any relapse would prob-
ably prove fatal. As the orders were that
she was to be kept perfectly quiet, Marjorie
had no expectation of secing her for a long
time. But one day Gerald came over to
say that Ada bad taken a fancy to see Mar-
jorie, and that she would fret if it were not
gratified ; only, if Marjorie came, she must
not let Ada waste any of ber strength in
talking. Matjorie willing promised to try
to keep Ada from getting excited by the
interview, and accompanied Gerald at once,
her heart beating quickly at the thought of
seeing her friend agaia after this long season
of suspense, which had made her fecl how
strongly she had become attached to her
kind-hearted, though thoughtless little
friend.

Ada looked a little more like herself than
she had done when Marjorie had last seen
her, but the absence of the cload of bright
bair and the soft wild-rose color made a
very great difference. She tried to smile
when she saw Marjorie, who only took her
hand qoietly, as if she hadseen herthe day
before, having beeo strictly charged by her
uncie to show oo feeling in the ioterview.
Ada was not allowed to talk yet, nor indeed
was she disposed to do so; but she did
summon streogth enoogh to say to Marjorie,
with 2 racful attempt at a smile:

*Haven't they made me a fright ? Allmy
poor hair gone !’

Marjoric only smiled, and said that it
woulda't be long in growing again; bat in
her heart she felt almost as much rsgret as
Ada. It did seem like a prenty picture
spoiled ; and yet she wondered how she
could think of such things when Ada bad
been restored, as it scemed, from the very
grave.

Mrs. West sat beside Adz this time,
though the nurse was still on daty ; and
Mnrjorie was shocked by the great change
in her, too. She looked ten years older;
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indeed, it was hard to believe that this worn
and faded-looking woman couid be the
much-admired Mrs. West. For she had a
heart, after all, and, next to her eldest son,
who had been adding recently to her load of
anxiety, its idol was her pretty daughter;
and when trouble and threatened bereave-
ment came, she found no help or comfort in
the things that ordicarily satisfied her sel-
fish heart. After all, 5 Marjorie’s father
had once said to her, people did not always
have to lose their riches to find outthat they
are not * enduring habitations.”

Ada begged Marjorie to come again
soon, and Mrs. West endorsed the request;
for weakoess and inactivity made Ada very
fretful, and her mother was glad to catch at
anythiog that seemed hkely to entertain her
a little. Soshe came frequently to sit with
her in the afternoons, not, however, quite
deserting Louis, who was getting ou nicely,
and now had Millie aud Jack for his more
frequent visitors ; though Jack had to carry
on most of his conversation with him in
dumb show. DMarjorie had to give up all
thoughts of drawing the head she had been
ambitious to do for her father ; but she felt
that Ada needed her, and that her father
would be much better pleased with ber do-
ing the kindness to a friend than he would
be with the most successful drawicg. And,
indeed, it made no small difference io the
rapidity of Ada’s improvement that Mar-
jorie came to sit by her almost daily for two
or three hours ; talking to her when she was
disposed to listen, and sometimes reading to
her bits of Mr. Fleming's letters, containiog
lively descriptions of the West India
Islands, which he was visitiog ; and occa-
sionally a part of one of his printed articles
about the Southern life, which bad now be-
gun to appear, much to Marjorie’s delight,
for it seemed to her a visible token of his
re-established health.

But one afternoce Gerald insist * that
Marjorie should go down with him to see
the *“ ice shove " ; that is, the curious mass-
ing and piliog up of the cakes of ice along
the shore wien the river bursts its icy bar-
riers It occasionally causes a Sood, bat at
this time it wasnot so violent, thought the
jagged masses, with which the shore was
heaped, bore witness to the strength of the
current that drove them before it and land-
ed them in picturesque confusion along the
river bank.

¢ You must go to see the Lachine Rapids
some day,’ Gerald said, ‘and then you won’t
wonder at the effects of such an irsesistible
force.’

Marjorie described it all to Ada, on her
return, but Ada listened without much inter-
est. She had never been taught to esjoy
aature much in any form, and did not see
aoything particularly interestiog about an
¢ ice shove.’

Presently she asked Marjorie how the
little French boy was getting on.  She seem-
ed to have only now recollected him.

Marjorie told her, adding tbat Millie and
Jack went to see him often, now that she
could not go so frequently.

€0, dear !’ said Ada; ‘bow tiresomely
good you all are! Even Jack and Millie,
tool’

Marjorie said nothing, only smiled a
little. But Ada had got into an unosually
thoughtful mood. The two girls were quite
alone, and the air of 2 very balmy spring
day came gently through the ventilator,
while the spriog sunshine, softened by the
rose-tinted curtains, flooded the pretty
room.

¢ Marjorie,’ began Ada, very seriously,
¢ 1 suppase I came very near dyiag 2"’

¢I suppose so,” Marjorie replied. It was
the first time that Ada had seemed con-
scious of having been in such dangec.

¢ Well, if 1 bad died, what do you sup-
pose would have become of me ?°

This question completely puzzled Mar-
jorie. Shedid not know what to answer,

cven to herself,

*You koow ministers always say that
people can’t go to heaven unless they are
Christians, and I koow very well I'm: not a

Christian, thoogh I believe you are! So 1
couldn't bave gone to Heaven, could X 2°

{To 3¢ continned.)



