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your friends to you ; try and bring bim some hope and coli-
fort at his last hour. You ought to, indeed you ouglît. No one
else, perhaps, may think of it."

"1 don't like to nieddle in such matters-even a dying inan
is apt to resent anythingr so personal-and what is the use Dlow,
any way?

" You know the use; lie very lilcely does not, Ray; you wvil1
not be innocent if you neglect sucb an obvious duty. Perhap.s;
for this reâson lie lias remnenibered you.'

"Whiat a littie Methodist you are, Cassia' You ý,bould not
say suchi uncoinfortable things. Dick Ratcliffe's sou) is none
of mly ýiffair."

"'But if you sec Johin, you will tell, im Rateliffe is dying;
will you not ?"

Raymiund tricd to sec John. Soruehow Cassia's words liad
given Iiiîn a feelinc of obligration in. the inatter, and he was
Dglad to shîift it to John's con-science.

About a week afterward John Preston -,vas wvalkingr slowly
down the ribbed arîd water-lined sands. Twice he tîîrned and
looked at the house froin whicb he had just come-the long,
low but in wbiclî Dick Rateliffe, lay dying. H1e had been to
sec himn often durinig the past week, and lie bad alwvays beeri
received witb courtesy and indifference. Tlîe apatlîy of the
inen to everything but the gaine they were playing struck
John with terror. Conscience seemed utterly dead. Notbing
beyond the bare tables at whichi they sat interested thein.

Yet on this night, tbougb he had just Ieft tlîe place, be felt
inipelled to go back. Ratcliffe was at his last hour. The doctor
ha;d told hiin so. But at the last moment Jobhn had seen mien
turn tlheir dying eyes to the cross, towering ahove their sins
and tlîeir wicked lives. So he bastily retraced bis steps. In
the outer rooui tvo mnen were playing euclire, and a red-eyed
bar-tender was drowsily watching tbe garnP. They glanced up
as John re-entered, but neyer ceased the sbuffling of the cards
iii their hands. No one stayed him, and he pushcd aside the
door of the deatb roomn.

His eYes felu upon an awful scene. The dying, man bad been
proppedi up in bis bed, and, witb tbree of bis conîpanions, was
playing bis last game. lis eyes were glazing, bis liand, almost
clay, and when he saw John the cards dropped f romn tbem, and,
witb a low cry of terror, be fell back, dead.

Dick bas lost bis gaine," said one of the men, risingr and
flinging down bis "bhand." His partner, witb an uneasy laugbh,
followed bis exaînple. They wvoukd bave passed John, but hie
stoo(l in the door, and he laid bis band tipon the forernost:

"LHe bas lost lus soul, Dacre; that is t<he gaine hie bas lost.
You have been dicingy witb the devil on the brink of perdition,
and one of you bas fallen into it,. O, if Vou would only lay the
warning to heart!"
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