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wvorking ln the old way. 11e spoke somoe very plain words to
them. They grew insolent and threatening.

Lu ail these dreadful days Mary Yeadon suffered keenly. If
she, had flot known that lier brother spent nmny hours ln solitary
prayer, she ivould have fcared for bis better ntature, or bis reason.
But she ivas sure, liowever long- the nigblt-wrestling the day
would suroly break at soîno hour. Mark frankly told Jonathan
that lio would have no peace until hie resuxned bis place in the
chapel and class-meeting and consented to worslip again with
his fellow-creatures though they had wrongcd hirn.

At Iast, more than a year aftor bis trouble, wben it ivas Mark's.
f'arewcll Sunday wvitli them, Jonathan iront once witli lis sister
to the littie clapet on the Green, and put his, name down as a
member of thecelass which shie ladl never left. By a singular
and comforting coincidence the class ticket was the toxt 1 quoted
at the beginn ing of nuy story. Jonathan read it ii a strange
thrill of aissurance; Mary, kneeling on bier knoes, pinned bers in
bier Bible, anîd turned doîvu the leaif ýat the thirty-seventh Psalmn,
ats a sigil between God and lier soul that she waited on His tille
to fulfil the promise givon thomi that day.

Things did not inend uit once, even after .Jonathan's submission
to Heaivon. They were botter iii the respect that lie hinîseif iras
more cheorful, but iii other matters all reniained veryv dark.
M1ary and Mark had been compolled to part without any definite
hope of reunion. No tidings, good. or had, bad corne froxu Bon,
and straits and pinclîing povcrty cast dolefîîl shadows aeross the
thresbolit of the once pleasuuut otd. liuse.

But if muen can le p.itient, God will bc profitable. One cold,
hleak evening the following witr as .Jonathan ivas walking
home froin Bradford-for lie no longer kept a nag-Tinothy
TPhoresby overtook I iii bis gig.

"&Takeý a Iift, Yeadon," hoie.
Lt iras an unusual courte-sy for thc rich, Tiinothy to show te any

one. Jonathan was tired anid cold, and lie answered, ciThîank
y-ou, Thoresby, I will."

ciYou've acted like a fool, Yeadon, for nigiron six years; 1Ilope
vou have found it out bv this tinie."

"«Was it to tell me this you stopped nie, Tlîoresby?
ciPartly so, but not altogether. 1 want te know if vou are any

wviser for your fol? "
The rouçgh, red face ivas so full of kindwess and synupathy that,

ini spite of the frank address, Jonathan's loart thiawed as it had
net done iii the lon.- mentis of its winter of discontent.

ciI don't know, Thiore-sbv," lie said, sadly; ciI hope so, but I have
ne proof of it."


