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Mr. Ansdell preached the funeral sermon. To the
wonder of all, Andrew Johnstone desired it, and every-
one felt he must yicld a deference to his wishes. As
for John Egerton, he was relieved. Remembering
his last interview with Duncan Polite and how he
might have averted this catastrophe had he been faith-
ful to his duty, he felt he could not bear the ordeal.

The minister’s text was a strange one for a funeral
sermon, but that, too, was Andrew Johnstone’s choice.
“ Son of man, I have set thee a watchman.” The old
clergyman was the very one for his task. He spent
no time in eulogising the dead ; but he told simply and
tenderly the story of Duncan Polite’s covenant, how
he had striven to keep it, giving at length his all, even
his life, to serve the people of his Glen.

There was not a person in the congregation who did
not take the lesson to heart. The story of the old
man’s unselfish interest in the spiritual life of the place
took a firm hold upon the listeners and roused them
to better and nobler aims. But there was one to whom
the sermon was a fiery ordeal. For even Donald, well-
nigh crushed with the weight of his grief and the
knowledge of all he had missed, was no more torn by
the old clergyman’s words than the young minister
who sat reviewing his past self-satisfied year in

Glenoro in the light of Duncan Polite’s hopes.




