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1 have vetived, Jim. Uve no more to do.™

“UHut what are your friesds about to et you cate here ?
Why did’t they wtite tome ¥

“Friends # e cchoed the woud as if it had an unaceus-
tomed sound to him,

*There were hosts of “em when 1T owas at home,” said
James, < There was old Shillito, the minister: you were fuund
and glove with him, you know.  Why didn't he write® I I'd
known for s wonient that you were in need of anything, do
you think 1 woulidn't have sent a big chegue *°

1 hnow you care for vour old father, Jim' There was o
wondertul pathos in the old man'’s tone.

*ahiondd rather think su. 10s aosetfection on me not o
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MADE THE PUNSHMENT FIT THE CRIME,
S was ternily shiecaetd thin noon
What did Tus £ahier o -
\Waztued fam

Fatle Wiallie came wr and id ot was

MONTREAL LIFE

“So 1 was, [im, so I was, But it was some time ago. Don't
talk about it, unless you want to distressane, boy, 1 am too
old now —too old=for any work.”

1t was o subterfuge, and he hnew it. But how could he tell
his son that he had been deposed in disgrace from the offices
that he used to hold ? Jim stared for o moment, and sat silent,
te was wueh overwhelmed at the present state of things, and
very angey to think that he had been kept in ignorance. And
he was puzzled by the change in his father, and the absence of
ali is former friends,

In the days when James Horablower was an e, shiftless
lad, his father had heen a stern man, rigid in discipline, and
strict heyond measure in his religious views,  Behind the ivon
exterior, however, there lay s warmth of aflection which the
seapegrace had had the wit to discover and the heart to
appreciate. He had behaved badly
enough before he broke the honds
that held him to his home and
flown to Australia, but in the bush
he had repented Bim of his mis.
deeds, and remembered the love
that had been silently lavished upon
him. He enme to return it now.,

He taid his father bhack upon
the pillow, and put his mouth
close to the old man's ear.,

*Father,* he said, in a0 softer
voice, and with some  hesitation,
cyvon=yon . the money  all
right ¥

The old wman smiled o little ;
a singular brightuess cate fnto
his eyes,

“Yeg, lim, yes. 1 got the money
all right. Dun’t trouble yourself
about that.”

*It was £50, and the interest.
I astever spoke of it in a letter, 1
couldn’tsomchow, although Isent
it back: but 1 often thought—aout
there—that 1°d like to hear you
say, dad, that you forgive me.”

“Yes, Jim, wmy bay, And God
bless you.™

“That's all right, then,  'w
ghad 1o have saidd it—after all these
vears.  Pather, 1 quite thought
you could afford it. 1 hope it
wasu't that loss which helped to
cripple you?™

It was all right, Jim; you paid
it baek.”

Jim drew i long hreath. Some.
thing in his futher’s manner had
made him more ashamed than he
had ever thought to e,

cold

hatve Tet tie know how things were gaing,  10s a0 disgrace to
mie. 1 shall telt old Shillito my mind when §see bim”

*No. Il no. Don't speak to Mr, Shillito aboat it
did not know your address,”

* He conld have sisked you for st. And there was Dritlicld,
the other deacon: what was he about?” Matthew Horne
Blower seenied ta have some difliculty in replyue o and st was
in o reluctant vesee that e forced out the words:

*1 ain't friends with him now, Jim.  "ve changed.
not cven a church member”

“Eho that’s a0 queer start,™ said Jime IS reeent, isa't
it? Vouwrote me emly two months ago that you had charge
of the Sundayeschool, and were head deccon, and 1 don’t
kuow whi””

He

The nurse interposed.  Mr,
Harnblower must not be disturled or excited any wore, she
said, So Jim  cent forth to find the authorities of the place,
and to areange in his imperious way for s futher's immediate
removal to the best inn of the place. e passed Driflicld’s
office, and longed to go in and “speak his mind ** to the man
who could not save an old fricnd from the workhoust; but he
put the visit off to another day, because he was too busy.
And it was furtunate that hedid,

He came back to the workhouse Iater in the evening.  He
was informed that Mr, Horablower had sent for the minister.
i wondered why, e supposed that it was to tell him that
his son had at last veturned,

His face relaxed into o grim smile, as he stole into the
ward, A sereen had heen pliced at the foot of the hed, out of



