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childhood utterly ignored when they
are not manifested opcnly

“Edward Lilmsdale. walked into the
lib ary with a sullen, defiant look. . Lovd
Elmsdale simply indicatod tho revolver
which lay on the table. There wasa
deadly, horriblesilence. Lord Elmsdale
would have given one half of his estate
willingly, cheerfully, much as he loved

it, if' his son had spoken one word of

.1d\nowlcd:rnmntof‘ his fault—had given
even the faintest intimation that he
wished to amend. .

Edward Ilmsdale .would have done,
or at least promised, all his fathor could
desire, it one kind word. had been said
to open the sealed fountain of his attec-
tion. Iow foolish people are. Why will
they not try the force of kinduness when
the foree ot violence so often fails?

- There was' a deadly, horrible silence,
Two guardian-angels (they where both
bapm/ed father and son,) stood by, their
beautiful faces shronded with their white,
ghstening wings. - They where praying:
could nothing be done? Alas, no! God
will not force o the human will. o moves
it gently at times, but if men refuse to
obey Iis touchl. The angels looked
up to Heaven, and in the light of God's
great throne they saw the futur c—they
saw what would happen if father and
son should qu'mel ‘

.There was a~“ roaring lion” in the
room; the angels saw. him—no - one
else; the anfrels being pure spints, can
sco spmts good or evil. . We being flesh
and . blood ¢annot sée them, but’ they
influence us none the less.

_The angels were moving: away, the
devﬂs wexe,Lommg ncmcr _ The two
men had, ‘free will and. thLY willed the
devils to come nearer to them,. The
.'ln"e]s ‘could not reach their will, for God
haj left them froe to, choose, .

‘The angéls had ple'xded S0 fcn'enuy
V‘xth thefathex © Oh:say one kind wmd

0 him'! Tell hlm you will foxngo him’

1f‘ he even’ now will bemn a’. new hfe

Point out to him quletly genl]), 4s a
fa(her ‘shonld, the shume—tl.c dwgmce

of hig conduct Ask him to’ tell you the
trith” about last night. It may not be'

as, b'ld a8 you thml\ Y
The an(rel et ngw' th'xt tlho mg:ht, § \vork

bad a3 ity }vas hnd not ‘been, quite’so, bad',
ther f'cax ed But,,.the. anm.ls‘

as the
could'not tel] h1m bew.use if Gocf allowed

us to ]\now ovoxyt.hm«r 1S tho b])llltﬂ
know it, our freo will would bo unduly
mﬂuence(l and wo  would not havo the
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Tho son’s :mgol pleaded with him. Ir
ho would only toll his fathor all; tell
oxsctly what had happoned.: Iis futhor
had a right to know the truth; had o
right to demand an nccount of his
condet,

e would not listen.

The angel folded:his silver wm«rs ho
had done all that God wished him to do.
The devils clashed the glittoring scales
of thelr wings, onco o l»(,.u\u(ul HOW 80 .
horrible. ’l‘hcy wore . sure of their
prey. They hud only to wait and look
on.

“Yours " , .

Lord Llmsdale pomtcd to the re-
volver.

TEdward vouchsafed no answer.
SoeGuilt s silcnb I did not think a
son of minc ' He 1).111501 Was ho
going to relent? Was he going to say
one kind word? - The angels camo
forward a little——* would dcﬂ‘l.ldo lho
name of Elmsdale as you have done.”

“l am thc best * judge  of m_) own
actions, sir.’

« And T am tho bost judge of t]m dis-,
posal of my property. The estateis not’
entniled, 1 you are aws are, and if——"

Edward was blind, mad wuh rage-—ho’
seized thé revolve 1—-10\ cléd it at his"
father! At this very moment Imdy
Elmsdale entered.

Barus had kept his wateh faithfully,
but he thought it would be safo to
allow her in. .~ 1o had -his:doubts as to
the result.of the interview.

The mother lopked from the father to
son, -ard {rom the son to the fathor

.lpplly she had not the: .very slightest”
suspicion of the truth. She fearcd thit
there was, somo grave, lerrible ‘broach.
between them. There was ;_,lmsmnosa
of 'despair in both their faces..

« Bdward, what i the malter? I)lm-
sdale, what lms happened ?”.

Tt is doubtful it Lord It.lms.d'lle hnd_

~scon the action of his, son, o, if he. hud'

seen if had not known what he mtended

At lenst it can mever; be Jknown, no\\'
DPerhaps, even if, the mother had : hot,

entered, the unhappy young, man, might,.

"not huvo finally” cau'led out " his 1utal
purpan ;



