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BY .1 WAY SHE KNEIY NOT.

The Storn of Allison Bam.

BY MARGAREDL M., nobl Ri>UN

CHAPTER NXVIL
God hivelh ever
atl, despan thou neves

Whetelone,

Brownng was better wm mind and . body than when Al
lison hrst came, but he was far from strong  His mind was
far from clear, and 1t was not easy for hun * to put thys and
that topether,” in a way to satisfy lumself, when the doctor
went away. He was already *“ muddled,” as he called ut, and
he did the best thing he could have done 1n the aircumstances,
he shut his eyes and fell asleep.

Before he woke Allison came i, and when he looked
up, he saw her siting with her work on her lap, and yester-
day's newspaper in her hand, reading and saubing to herself as
she read.

**Weel, what’s the news the day " said he.

Allison did not start or show the surprise she felt at bemg
thus addressed.

“Will I read 1t to you ? " she asked.

She read about the markets and the news of the day , but
whether he were petting the good of 1t all or not, she could not
say. When she thought she had read enough, she laid down
the paper and took up her work as usual.

That was the beginning. All the days passed like this day
for a while, except that a book took the place of a newspaper
sometimes. And bv and by, the best of books had a minute
or two given toit—rarely more than a minute or two. Brown-
rig listened to that as he listened to the rest, willingly, and
sometimes with interest, when she chanced to light on a part
which had not been quite forgotten in the long careless years
which had passed since the time his dead mother used to
read it with him and his little sisters, when they were children
at home. \When he looked interested, or made a remark on
any part of what she read, Allison went over it again, and now
and then taok courage to speak a word or two of Him who
*“bore our griefs and ¢arried our sorrows,” and who died that
we might live. He listened always in silence. \Whether he
was ever moved by the words cou!d not be told, for he gave no
sign.

White all this went on, summer was passing, and the dull
November days were drawing near. Alhson had her own
thoughts, and some of them were troubled thoughts enough.
But she waited, always patiently, if not always hopefully ;
and even at the worst, when she had little to cheer her, and
when she dared not look forward to what the future
might hold for her, she stll strove o live day by day, and
hour by hovr, waiting to learn God's will, whatever it
might be.

Little change came to the sick man as far as Allison could
judge, or any one else. Was he getting better ? If so, his
progress toward health was more sluwly made than had
been hoped. At times he was restless and irritable, and
spared neither nurse nor doctor which was taken as a good
sign by some who were looking on. But for the r ost
part he was quiet enough, taking little heed of the passing
hours.

When Mr. Rainy came to speak to him on any matter of
business, he seemed to réuse himself, and gave tokens of a
clear mind and a good memory with regard to those matters
which were put before hum, whether they pertained to his own
private business, or to that of the estate of Blackhills. But
of his own accord he rarely alluded to business of any kind,
and scemed, for the most part, forgetful of all that had hither-
to filled his life. His friends came 1o see him now and then,
and while any one was with him he seemed moved to acertain
interest in what they had to tell, in the news of the town, orin
the events which were taking placein the world bevond it, but
his interest ceased when his visitor left him. .

Except from weariness, and restlessness, and inability to
move, he suffered little, and he had been so often told that the
best hope for him, the only chance for restoration tu a measure
of hecalth in the future, lay in implicit obedience to all thot
doctor and nurse required of him, that helearned the lesson at
last, and was obedicnt and patient 1o a degree that might well
surprisc those who kaew him best.

It did not always come easy to hun, this patience and obed:-
ence. There were times when he Lroke Lounds, ..nd com-
plained, and threatened, and even swore at ks man Dickson ,
nor did Allison herself escape from the hearing of bitter words.
But Dickson took it calmly, and bore it as part of his duty and
his day’s work.

“I'm weel used with 1t," smid he.  * His hard words maybe
case lum, poor man, and they do me nacill.”

And they did Allison “no ill” i one way.  She was too
sorry for hun to be angry on her own account, and listened n
silence.  Or, if he forgot himself altogether and gave her many
of them, she rosc quictly and went out of the room.  She ex-
pected no apology shen she returned, and none was ever of
fered, and his il words made her nonc the less pauent
with him, and none the less ready at all tines to do faith-
fully the duties which she had undertaken of her own free
will.

But they made her unhappy many a ume.  For what evid-
ence had she that her sacrifice was aceepted? Had she been
presumptunus in her destres and hopes that she nught be per-
mitted to dosome good to this man, who had done her somuch
evil? Had she taken up this work too hightly in her own
strength which was weakaess  in her own wisdom which was
folly : Had she been unwise in conung, or wilful in staying -
Or was it that she was not fit to be used as an wswument 1n
God s hand to helf. this man, because she also had done wrong:
She weaned herself with theae thuugbts, eihing herself that her
sacrifice had been in vain, and ke: efforts and her prayers  all
alike in vain.

For she saw no token that this man’s heart had been
touched by the disciphine through which he had passed, or that
any word or cfiort of hers had availed to move him or to make
him scc his nced of higher help than hers. So she grew
discouraged now and then, and shfunk from his anger
and his “ill words " as from a blow Still she said to her-
self

*“ There 1s no turning tack now.
wait.”

She had less cause for discouragement than she supposed.

I must have patience and
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For Brownrig did, now and then, take to heart a gently spoken
word of hers; and the words of the book which his mother
had loved, and which biought back to him the sound of her
voice and the smile in her kind eyes, avere not heard altogether
in vain. He had his own thoughts about them, and about Al-
lison herself , and at last his thoughts took this turn, and Jlung
to him persistently.

* Either she 1s willing to forgive me the wrong whidch
sll.xe”belicvc'. I did her, or else she thinks that I am gomg to
die.

Dickson did not have an easy time on the mormug when
this thought came first to us master.  \When Allison came in
she had utter sience for a while. Brownng took no nouce of
the newspaper i her hand, and looked away when she took
up the Book and slowly turned the leaves. But that had hap-
pened before, and Allison read on a few verses about the ruler
who came to Jesus by night, and who, wondering, said, “How
can a man be born when he 1s old ?”

*“Ay*' how indeed ?” muttered Brownng. * Rorn
agamm.  Ah ' if that might be ! If a man could have a second
chance '

And then his thoughts went back to the days of his youth,
and he asked himself when and where he had taken the first
step aside from the nght way, and how it came about that,
having had his mother for the first thirteen years of lus life
he should have forgotten her.  No, he had not forgotten her,
but he had forgotten her teachings and her prayvers, and his
own promises made to her, that he would ever * hate that
which is evil, and cleave to that which 1s good,” and that he
would strive so to live and serve God that he might come at
last to meet her where she hoped to go. Was it too late now?
He sighed, and turned his head uneasily on the pillow. The
angry look had gone out of his eyes, and they met Allison’s
with a question 1n them. But he did not speak till she said
very gently :

“What isit? Can I doanything for you ?*

* Has the doctor been saying anything to you of later ' he
asked.  * Does he think that my tune 1s come, and that I am
gomg to die?”

Allison’s face showed only her surprise at the yuestion.

* The ductor has said nothing to me. Are you not sowell:
Will I send for the doctor ? ™ and she laid her coo: fingers on
his hand. But he moved it away impatiently.

“ What I canna understand is that you should have come at
all. You must have thought that I was going ta die or you
wouldna have come.”

“Yes, I thought you might be going to die. I didna think
I would have come but for that. 1 was sorry for you,and I had
done wrong, too, in that 1 hadna withstood you. But I wished
to be at peace with you, and I thought that you might be glad
that we should forgive one another at the last.”

* Forgive—at the last !  There's sma’' comfort 1n that,
I'm thinking,” and not another word was spoken between them
that day.  And not many were spoken for a good many days
after that.

But one morning when Allison had been detained among
her “auld wives” a little 'longer than usual, she came softly
into the room, to tind, not Dickson, but an old man with clear,
heen cyes and soft white hair siting beside the bed. His
hands were dasped togethey 8n the top of his staff, and his
face, benign and grave, was turned toward the sick man.

‘ He seems to be asleep,” said Allison softly, as she drew
near.

*“Yes, he seems to be asleep,” said the old man; “but I
have a message to him from the Master, and 1 can wait till he
wakens. And who may you be? One who comes on an errand
of mercy, or I am greaudy mistaken.”

‘1 am a nurse here.  And—1 am—this man's wife.”

She said 1t in a whisper, baving had no thought a moment
before of ever uttering the words.

“Ay! Ay !” said the old man, in tones which e\pres.
sed many things -surprise, interest, awakened remem-
brance. Andthen Allison turned and met the eyes of her hus.
band.

* It 1s the mimister come to see you,
back from his outstretched hand.

* Stay where you are,” said he, taking hold of her ;?o“n.
* Lide sull where you are.”

“Yes, I will bide. Itis Doctor Kirke who has come to see
you

sawd she, drawing

“ You have had a long and sore time of trouble and pan,”
said the minister gravely.

* Yes, but the worst s over now,” smid Brownrig, his eyes
still fiaed on Allison’s half-averted face.

“ Let us hope 50,” said the old man, solemaly. * If the
Lotd’s dealing has been taken to heart and Lus lesson learned,
the worst is over.”

But he had more to say than this. He was by no means
sure that in his sense, or in any sense, the worst was over for
this man, who had all his life sinned with a high hand, in the
sight of his fellow-men, as well as in the sight of his Maker.
His heart was full of pity, but he was one of those whose pity
inclines them to be faithful rather than tender.

* Man, vou have been a great sinner all your days,” he
said, slowly and solemnly. Many changes passed over the
face of Brownng as the nnister went on, but he never re-
moved his eyes from the face of Allison, nor loosened his firm
clasp of her hand.

Fauhful ! Yes, but yet tender. How full of pity and of
entreaty was the old man’s voice when he spoke of One who,
hating sm, yetloves the sinner . OUne who s slow to anger,
full of compassion and of great mercy, not willing that any
should perish, but that all, even the worst, should come unto
Him and hve!

* And, O man" ye nced Him no less that you may be gong
hack to your life again.  The Lord could do wonderful things
for the like of you, f yc would but let Him have His will o
ye. Able! Ay, s He, and willing as able, and surely he has
given you 4 sipn. Look at this woman agamnst whom, it s
said, ye wofully sinned . If she, whoas but a weak and sinful
tnostal, has forgiven you, andis cannyg for you, and would save
you, how can there be doubt of Him who gave His life a ran-
som for you ? "

A glance at Allison s face stayed his words. Then he knelt
down and prayed--not in many words—not as if entreating
One offended or angry, but One waiting, looking, histening,
loving . One “mighty to save.” And then he rosc and touched
the hand of cach, and went silently away.

Had Brownrig fallen asleep? Allison slowly turned her
face toward him. He lay with closed eyes, motionless, and
there were tcars on his checks.  As Allison tried gently to
withdraw her hand from his clasp his eyes opened.
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“Is it true, Allie? Have you forgiven me?”

*I—was sorry for you long since, even before you were
hurt. I never wished ill to you. I came when I heard thi
you were like to die, so that we might forgive one another

Alhison had gone alinost beyond her power of speech by
this time, but he held her fast.

“Oh ' Allie, ye micht hae made a good man o' me, 1f ye
had but had the patience and the will to try.”

But Allison said :

* No, that could never have been.
and 1 was dazed with trouble.

* Ay, poor lassie, ye hae much té forgive.  But 1 will make
amends, I will make amends. Yes, i the sight of God and
man, I will make full amends.”

Allison could bear no more. Where was it all to end -
Surely she was in the net now, and is was drawing close upon
her, and she could not bearit.  For a moment it came into
her nund to flee.  But the temptation did not hnger lgng, nor
did it return. .

In hus accustomed place Dickson was wting.

“Your master requuies you,  sad Alhson, and then
she passed on to her refuge among the auld wives, and pun
bodies 1 the wide ward beyond.  But it was not a refuge
to-day.

** And how 1s your patient the day, puir man?” said she who
was bowed with rheumatism bemng * no’ fifty yer.”

“\Ve ndard that the mimster had been sent for to see him,”
said another. ** It is to be hoped that he will do him some
good.”

Allison answered them both quietly . *“ He is just as usual.
\'Ies, the minister has been there,” and moved on to someone
else.

It was the hour which she usually spent among *hem, and
she went from one bed to another, saying and doing what was
needed for the suffering or fretful poor souls among them, an-
swenng kindly and trmly, with never.failing patience, the
prateful looks of some, and the Jdull complasing of others,
till the time came which set her free to ;o her own way
again.

She was the better for the hour which she had dreaded
when she first came in. She no longer felt the touch of that
hot hand on hers, or the gaze of the cager eyes, which she had
met with such sinking of heart. She was herself again.

* To think that 1 should grow fant-hearted this day of all
days, when for the first time he seemed to be touched by a good
man’s words. I should be rejoicing and thankful. And what.
ever else is true. it is true that he who brought me here, kens
the end, though I do not.”

And so she went home to her rest, and the next day was
hke all the days, except that the sick man, as Dickson put 1t,
‘ wasna saeill todo wil" It became evident to both doctor
and nurse, that Brownrig had at last taken in the thought that
he might be going to die.  He said nothing for a while, but he
marked their words and watched their ways, and when Dr.
Kirke came, which he did every few days, he listened with
patience, which grew to pleasure as time went on. When at
last he repeated to Dr. Fleming himself, the question which he
had put to Allison, the ductor’s rather ambiguous answer did
not satisfy him.

‘I see you have your own thoughts about it,” said Brown.
rig. “1I think you are mistaken. 1 do not mean to die if |
canhelp it. I wishto live, and I mean to live—if snch is God's
v .1, he added, after a pause. - Pm no’' going to let myself
shp out o’ life without a struggle forit. I have a strong will,
which hasna aye been guided to good ends, ye'll say, and I ac-
knowledge 1t.  But ‘all that a man hath will he give for his
hfe,’ the Book says. And I will do my best to hve.”

The doctor saud nothing.

“ 1t is not that I'm feared to die. If all is true that Doctor
Kirke has been saying to me, why should I fear? ¢ More wil-
ling to forgive, than ye are to be forgiven,” says he. And I
can believe 1it. 1 do believe it.  If Allison Bain can forgive,
surely He will not refuse, who 1s * merciful and full of com-
passion. And I hope—1I believe—that I am forgiven.”

Looking up, Doctor Fleming saw the tears on the sick
man’s cheek. That was all he was permitted to say for the
tuue, for hus strength was not great though his will was strong.
The rest of the day was passed between slecping and waking,
while Allison sat working in silence by the window. But he
returned to his declaration in the morning.

* Yes, I mean to live, but for 2’ that I may as well be pre-.
pared for death.  And you'll send Mr. Rainy to me this very
day. He must just come while I need him—and when I'm at
my best and able for him. I'll dic none the sooner for setting
all things in order to my mind.”

So the neat day Mr. Rainy came, aud for 2 good many
days, and went through with him many matters ol business,
which must be attended to whether ne lived or died. He was
quite fit for it -alittle at a time- Mr. Rainv declared. But
the dector wondered that his strength held out through it all.
There was no evidence of failure in sense or judgment in
all he said or planned, though his memory sometimes wasat
fault.

There was much to do, and some of it way not of a nature
to give cither peace or pleasure to the sick wan.  But it came
to an end at last, and there were @ few days of quict ull he was
rested  Then he began again.

* 1 may he going to die, or I may be going to ive. Who
can say? It must be as God wills. Bnt 1 have settled with
myself one thing.  Whether I am to live or to dic, 1t 15 to be in
my own house.”

Tlus was saud to Dickson, who wais ready with an answer

<0 please him.

“ And the sooner the better, sir, say 1. The fine fresh ar
o’ the hills would set you up sooner than 4 their doctor's bottles
1> hike to do. it were only May nstead of November, 1
would say the sooncr the better.”

“And 1 say the sooner the better at this e, Yes, ats
latg, and ts a taeg toad, aad T have hitle stienpih tocome
and gu upun.  But there arc ways o' do.ng most things  when
the siller money; ncedna be considered, and where there is a
goad will 10 do them.”

“ Ay, sit, that's ttue. And I daresay the laird micht send
his ain carnage, and ye micht tak’ twa days tot, or even
three.”

“No, no. The sooncr the journey could be gotien over
the better. But that's a good thought o’ yours about the laird's
carriage. He'll send it fast cnough, if } but ask it. But I'm
donc out now, and I'll need to lic still a while, to be ready and
at my best, when the doctor comes.”

(70 be constsnued.)

I wasna good myself,




