
Sain Naylor.27

He had corne into a situation wvhere sinews and inches were of no
avail.

CCYour honour-yonir reverexice-" he said, with a choking
voice, and then stopped, for' the Rev. John Burslarn in a few wvords
offered himiself as the prisoner's bondsmaii and was accepted.

There was a double tie, between the men. Sara liad no great
choice, of wvords outside those pertaining to his work and sports;
but bis great duinb lieart had received several new impressions,
and feeling, sooner or luter, breaks forth into speech. The
preacher wvas uîot at ail hurt at Sam's silence. Hie knew thiat lis
gratitude xvas struggiing with a galling sense of humiliation and
obligation.

But, for ail this, lie did not ivaste bis opportunity. Neyer
had Sam Naylor heard sueh do-wnright truths. Ail the accom-
plishiments on wvbich he prided himiself John Bursilain proved to
be utterly brutal and contemptible. Samn looked stealthily at bis
brawny arms and feit ashamed for them. Bully's big jaws and
mighty grip lost value in bis eyes. His great drowsy soul was
,awakening, but a-wakening in the iiidst of opposing feelings-a
tempest in which ail wvas darkness as well as tumult.

As they neared the preïacher's house the door opened, and littie
Mý,ary stood on the steps to welcorne them. clO, Mr. Naylor, I arn
so glad ail is right 1" she sa id, and offered him bier hand. The
August sunshine fell ail over the white-robed girl; she seemed
like an angel to Sam. lie looked steadfastiy at her a moment,
and then threw bis hands behiind hini. ",Nay, nay," he stam-
mered; Il['ni none fit to touch thee, lass."

HFe turned suddenly up the street, and John let him go without
protest. Silence was cithe word iii season " in this case. Sarn's
first thought was the ale-bouse, for hie eraved beer imperatively.
But he aiso craved solitude and quiet, and for once he dreaded
the thought of the big arin-chair, and the crowd of men witb their
tipsy jokes and songs.

While lie hiesitated lie saw Mary Burslarn standing between hirn
aind tbe open door of temptation. She stood in the brigbt suni-
shine, and lier dress wvas whiter tlîan its'light, and lier sweet
-serious face looked steadfa-stly at Iiim. "An hallucination?"
Of course, it would have been an hallucination to me, or to any
of my readers; but to Sain Nayior, no-it was î'cal as life and
(lCUth to him.

Ill'Il niver goa inside t' door again; see if I do!" And vith
this promise Sam turned to his own bouse.

Lt was even more uncomfortable than usual. Martba had good
cause for weeping, and she -%vas indulging it. Not even Sam's
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