
u THE JEUICHO IJOAD.

Lem 'it's all

oiently distinct to admit of direct descrip-

tion ; so he contemplated a tuft of graws

growing between tlie hricksof the pavement,
and remained sdent,

" Don't you feel Christ in you, the hope
of glory ?

' asked the Sfpiire, with tender
solicitude.

Lem still runained silent.

" Don't the .Sjjerit l)ear witness with ^our
ajterit that you are born of (Jod V"

'• 1 guess it's all right, Sijuire, " said Lem,
at length, "but I don't exactly understand
what you mean.''

"Ain't you born again?"' asked the
Squire. " Tell me what your experience has
been."

"Well," gaid Lem, "1 went into the Me-
thodist meetin'-house last niglit, an' every-

body was happy, an' 1 found 1 was growin'
happy too, an' I just let myself do it. 1

never seemed to see (!od an' ieel him before,

but last night 1 was sure I did. 1 felt as if

1 was 1 eady to die an' go to him right away.
But I don't feel that way now."

"That's nothin' wontlerful," said the
iSqi'.i.re, reassuringly. "Eveiylxxly's had the
same experience. But don't let go your
hope."

"1 don't mean to,"' said

I've got in the world."
The .S(^uire darted a

at Lem. "I'm afeard,

he, " that the flesh is

the Sperit. Beware of that
is at enmity against (Jod.

"

" I don't know what the carnal mind is,"

said Lem ;
" but now that it's mornin', an'

there's nothin' around to keei) my mind on
the strain it was last night, I get to thinkiii'

over the old trouble again—how I'm to do
for mother "

The Squire interrupted :
" He that Idveth

father or mother more than me is not worthy
of me—that's what Christ said, Lemuel."

" Well," said Lem, "if 1 got the right no-

tion about him last night, he ain't a goin' to

give me the go-bj^ because I want to be a
lovin' son and brother. This here's an aw-
ful world, Squire."

"It's only a sojourniii' place, Lemuel, " said

the good old man ;
" heaven's the only

home. Lay up your treasure in dieaven, for

where the treasure is there will the heart be
also."

" 'Taint treasures that's botherin' me,"
said Lem ; "it's the want of 'em—it's

care.

"

" Cast all your care on him, for he careth

for us," said the Squire.
" Is that in the Bible ?" asked Lem.
" Yes, indeed, it is," said the Squire, hur-

rying into the back room of the store and
bringing out one of the Bible Society vol-

suspicious
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look
said

warrin agm
the carnal miiid

umes ; it's there, an' lots of other precious
promises. 'I'ake this book, Lemuel— 'twon't
cost you anything—and may its precious
truths be your daily meat an' drink."

Lem took the Bible with the air of a man
w ho felt that other meat and drink he was
not likely to tind much of.

" Sit down, Lemuel," said the Scjuire,

pointing to the chair. " You're a new trav-

eller in the strait an' narrow waj, but I've

been in ita long time. I want to give testi-

mony to tlie goodness of Almighty (Jod. I've

been on the roatl to Zion for nigh on to fifty

year. I've had my slmre of the sorrows an'

atliictions of life, but there never was a
time when 1 needed strength that it wasn't
give to me from al)ove. As the Psalmist
says, there's been times when I'd have faint-

ed if I hailn't seen the goodness of (Jod,

but 1 was never allowed to faint. An' you'll

find it so to. Don't ever let yourself be
cast down. The good book says. 'If any
man lack wisdom, let him ask the Lord,who
giveth liberally, but let him ask in faith, no-

thin' waverin'. An' if you don't seem to get
your mind clear, then come to me, an' profit

by the experience of an older hand at the
business. I'm your friend, Lenuiel—I've
showed it to you before in earthly things, an'

now I want to be your friend in heavenly
things. If I could help you any way, I'd

feel liajipy in it, knowiii' I'd be doin' the
will of my Father in heaven. Oh, Jjcmuel,

the ways of I rovidence are mysterious an'

past tindin' out—who'd have supposed tliat

losin' your health when you started with
Sam Ileeves's hoss-gang, w ould have brought
you back to where you was to tiiul your
Lord V An' to think that I, that never ex-

l)ected any reward exceptin' in the approv-
iu' smiles of my heavenly Father, should
have seen you brought to him right here in

the town that was the scene of my labours
for you. My dear boy"—here the Squire
sprang to his feet and seized Lem's hand

—

" I give you here my heart an' hand,
To meet you in the promised land,"

Tears—honest tears—came into the Squire's

eyes as he said these last words, and press-

ed Lem's hand, while poor, friendless,

despondent Lem gave vent to his own
feeliugs after the manner which the Squire's

example had affordeiL The world again

seemed less the old scene ot sorrow and dis-

appointment. The Squire's jtears con-

tinued to flow, his rugged face softened into

kindliness, and he still held Lem's hand
tightly in his owd. The boy looked at him
wistfully, enquiringly, hopefully ; he over-

came some obstruction in his throat, and at
last stammered out :

"I'm much obliged to you, Squire, I
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