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and bis silence was his benediction
upon them.

The audience moved out quietly.
It was now dark. The liglits in the
chapel had been ngiselessl; lighted.
The jets of the illuminated wvords
above the door were blazing.

The Professor -and the clergymen
and Hclen's mother stepped apart and
out into the street ; nione of them
spokze to Bayard. foi' his look forbade
them. The Pro>fessor of Theology
was greatly nIove(l. Signs of tears
were on bis aged face. Bayard,
lingering but a moment, came down
tbe aisie with bis wife upon lils
arm.

" Love," she whispcred, " it is over,
and ail is well."

"Yes," lie answered, smiling, "It
is over, and it is well."

They came down and out upon the
steps. Bayard stood uncovered b?-
neath the white and scarlet liglits,
which spelled the words-

"The Love of Christ."

Hie gaý e one glance down Angel
Alley. It was I)acked ; is people
wcre mnassed to proteet hirn. Beyond
them, marshalled into the darkness
and scarccly distinguishable from it,
bovercd certain sullen groups of
frowning men. Not a hand was
raiscd. Not a cry was hieard. No.
There was to be no mob. Ha lhad to
meet, not violence, but mute and
scrried Hate.

She clung to his arm with a start.
She loDliel Up into) bis fa2c. Its
more than earthly radiance hushed
the cry upon ber lips. lie was
transfigured before lier. For that
moment, ail the people-they who
loved and they -ývho loved him not-
saw him glorifled, there, beneath the
sacred words wbose pure and blaz-
ing fires seemed to thcm the symbol
of lis soul.

Then, f rom the darkest dark of
Angel Alley a terrible oath split the
air. Something- struck hlm ;and
lie fell.

(To be continued.)

THE WORKERS.

i3Y ANNA T. LAW.

1 stood ail day in the inarket-place,
But no one said to mce, " 1Coine

I lifted to G'od an anguishced face,
As I thouglht of the uvork to be donc.

I heard the glad song of the reapers,
As thcy passed with thieir garnered

shisaves ,
I saw the walls wlhere the niasons worked,

And I eric(l as one whio grice'es.

To some carne the caîl in the dawning,
lire the shadows wcnt away;

To sorne came the caîl in the morning,
To sonie in the hieat of day ;

Some were flot called till the evening,
Almost at set of sun,

But the NMa-ter gave a penny
To cach whcen hi s wvork was donc.

I stood ail day, and I wvaitcd;
The sky above me uvas white,

The miarket uvas crowded anti dusty,
1 longed for the shiadois of nighit.,

But just as tic liglit ivas failiîig,
A messenger canme, and said:

"The -workers are worn and wcary,
The day is almost spcd.

The iMaster is calling for uvorkcrs,
To finish lus tenmple fair,

But no one lias strengtlî for tue lift-
ing,

Or to set the keystoue tliere."
So I came were the stones were lying,

And lifted tlicmn one by onc,
And the Mlaster gave a whîole penny,

To nie uviien the work was donc.

Pray for my soul. MNore thîings are wrouglit by praycr
Than tlîis world dream,; of. Wlîcrcfore let thy Voice
Risc like a fountain for nie niglit and day.
For wliat are men better tlîan slîcep or goats,
That nourisli a blind life within the brain,
If, knowing Goa, they lift not hands of prayer
Botli for tliemselves and thoe who esill tlîem friend?
For so tlîe wlîole round carth is evcry way
Bound by gold cliains about thie fcet of God.

- Tennyeon.
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