
JOHNMA1RTIN'S LAST DAY. Jr~y1S

light. Did hoe thinili that anY Prayers Of
hlis, the long st, the best, could car»i
licaven? Oh1, GodI for-ive the thoighit
Did hoe hope to bc heard for his inue1x
spealcing 2

'l'Il say IlG od forgive mie ail my sins for
the Lord Jesus' salie " once more,' decidod
John, 1and thon l'Il sot to and believe that
Ife w'ill. My hecad's just getting xnoidered
with so imueli trying to do for inyseif.'

There ivas a good bit yot left of the
dinnoir hiolr, so John got into a sheltered
corner of tho greenhlouse, and ojxened the
littie book at haphazard.

£ It's ail good,' ho said, ' and I haven't
tinmo to look for the best bits.'

These ivere the w'ords hoe read 'Bear yo
one another's burdens, and so fulfil the
law of Christ.'

lie didn't quite understand th.- fext. It
soonied it told him to help oCher~s, and
thien-%Yly, ftilfilling, the law of Christ
inust bo plcasing HM, munistn't it? I{o'd
think that ont beforo going, on to souno-
thing more fitfing to his last (lay

Thinking is rather lird wcrk to a bricle-
layer. If is hecavier work- than carrying- a
liod. John liad hardly begun tlie procoss
wlien, in the place wvhich wvould by-and-by
hold a door, stood a big lad of ciglto
N'Vithi a sheepish expression of face.

,'Lot mie stop alongy o' yon,' ho leSaid;
tliy'll thiri you'vo give me a job.' Hie

pointeil a tlnnxb down tIxe road-' I don't
Nvant to go0 te IlThe Goat," but thiey just
liake nme.'

Yon're tee big a feilow te o wadc do
zinytliiug,' said John shortly.

This great, stupid-looking fellow was a
very uiiNvelcome visitor-he wisled hie
',vould go, and eaye lhn te, his prepara-
tion.

The lialf-witted boy saw and feit tIat lie
Nvas not wanted. With a sighli ho wsmoving
off, Nvhen John said aloud, ' God forgive me,
*what an Ildoing? Cornebacl,Sarn; yes,
J'il give you a job. Talie that breoor and
sweop this place ekcan against the glaziers
corne. (Bear ye oe another's burdens.)
W'henover they wvant yon to go to the public,
Caule yen to me, Samn.'

Hol lad forgotten hIONV short lis time N«as
in bis earnlestnoess.

floti his job and Sarn's wvere over at
lîalf-past five o'clocki, and John flinugliht lie
rnust thon go quietly home, taize fea %vitli
bis w'ife and children, and asic Sarali to Ielp
him to spend lis last f2w hours rightly.

'Shie'l pray, sho'll be fresli at it,' hie
reflectod.

le paclied up his fool-baskoet and started
for home. As lie turnod ont of the gardonl
*cate a sound of herses' hoofs and hurrying:
wheois struck his car.

' That's rannin g away,' wvas his comment.
« Stand bacli, Samn: it's Mr. Trovor, of fixe
Bailli.'

The words were hardly ont of ]lis lips
wvhon the high do-cart, with thc splondid
blacki herse in the shafts, eaughlt the angle
of Mr. Parlor's w'all, and groom, master,
and horse weore ail prostrate on the ground.

It was a terrible smash. The groom Iay
as one dcead, witli a fearfül gasl on lus fore-
head. Mr. Trovor's let, was unider tîxo cart.
Sarn pieicd up the groom and thon sat on
tîxe lxorse's lcad, while John undid the har-
ness and relcasedl Mr. Trovor, Nwho was per-
feotly colleced and able te give his orders.

'My log is a bad job,' ho said, ' it's brolien,
that's certain. Now, xny Miali, easy, don't
shakilemne, just liltunie te the roadlside. \Vhy,
I linon' yen, you were one of tlic brick-
layers on my bouse. Loolz lere,' lie spolie
earnestly and quickly as if te evertalie ftxe
faintness crccping on him; 'yen kinow rny
wifé, sIc %vas often about whlen tIc building
went en.-protty, fair-liaired, net uiucli more

thnagirl- Ïie lad forgotten, for a
mnoment tewhorn lie was speaking. lie weut.
on: 'It 'Il l lier if silo hears this j a, hurry,
and lad newvs travels se fast. Can yen runl
across thc fields sharp, and get first te iny
place 2 AsIý for the lions oeeper, tell lier al
this, shoe']1 de the rest. Oh rny leg!'

Tie poor man fainted. TIc Parliers' ser-
-vants woe now ail in the lane, se John get,
up and started on thhis now erraiîd.

is last day 'was going fast, but lie ceîîld
net refuse this rcquest. An heur and a aif's
liard walkiing did tlue matter, and bronghit
him back to lis cotta~ge door hot and tired.


