
À Noble Revcnge. 1

CHAPTER III.-MISSING.

"'O ny lieart is sick a.wishing and waiting:
The lad tock up Iiis knapsacic, lie went, lie ivent lis %vay;

And 1 looked on for hiis comlng, xis a prisoner through.the grating
Looks and longs, and longs and wvislhes, for its opeing day. "

-JEAN INGELOW.
44Whcreoupon, 0 Kig, ,I was not disobedient unto the heavenly vision. "

.VHE APOSTLE P.%UL.

Pride, passion, and remorse played sad hiavoc with young Bar-
ton, as hie fled from the scene of his evening's exploit. A sense of-
wrong and oppression also lay upon hirn, a feeling that things
around himi w.ere flot as they should be, ard that hie could do
nothing to riglit them; in a word, he ivas niot in his best or hap-
piest place. Add to this the wonderful stoies tlîat Catehpole had
told hlmi of the lands beyond the sea, and the fact that after what
had just oecurred lie liardly dare remain ini lis native village, and
we shall not wvonder that, ere hie reachied his miotliei's door, his reý,
solve wvas finally takeln to quit bis native land at once and forever.

Gathering lus little wardrobe together in one smnall bundle, he
bade his mother a hurried farewell, prômised Lo help regularly in
lier support and to write her often, and turnied his back on -the
home of bis youth-as hie firmly believeci-once and for ail.
Many a fond look did lie throw toward the littie cot as it lay
bathed in the moonliglit, and sadly enougli did the trees whisper
to him as they moâned above him in the nigîht breeze, but he
halted îlot until lie f3)und Iliimself before the door of Master Catch-
pole, in the midst of the village. Withi a timid knoek Edward
entered the old man's abode. 11e found in still at bis work,
"cobblingr the shioes of the parisli." A very brief story liad

Edward to tell, and it was soon told.
"No," said the old nman at the close, "&two things l'Il do, Master

Ned, for 'e. First, L'il looke after your mnother as you do ax me.
I'm not old, mny lad, yet. Livin'hlere È oue s0 long, do inake
folks think 1 be, but l'in fot yet sixty. Your mother's the only
'Oman that ever mnade me think I sliould like to change my lot,
an' but thur, let that a be. L'il look after her 'owsomdever,
if she'1l let me. Then, secondly, my lad, tliere's yourself. Now,
1 have a got a feév suvrins by mne, an' you must take some. on 'em.
Now, izo objectin', P'm only a led o' n 'em to you, for, Edward,
I wouildn't!qive ileyther you nor nobudy else-no, not a skihiiil!-.
My wrorst enemies can't aceuse une of !jiHn ainytliin'. There was
once a Methody preacher cuni thiis w'ay, an' e'd rerq iiqh cou-
varted me, but I found out *just in time as it ivould cost somne
coppers to be a Mý.etliody; se' 1 give up ill thoughits o' religion~ àt
once, an' stuck to mie parisli chiurcli. But you take these five
suvrins (whicli lie then forced upon the unwilling youtli). You've
a got a wary way afore you, an' you'Il ww«,it 'em. Mien you
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