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FEELING HIS HAND.

I had to leave after my speeeh, and as
soon as the applause had subsided I was
making my way out inlo the strect, when I
perceived Mr. Elliot standing just inside the
door, and from his pained expression I could
see he had heard every word. Touching my
hat, I tried to slip past him, but he laid his
hand on my arnm.

‘God has given you a gift of speech,
Morris,” hesaid quictlr ; ~the power of rousing
the passions and gu.aing the feelings of your
fellow-men.  May He forgive you, my poor
fellow, for the grievous use you are making
of it. And may e, in llis own good time,
make you feel Mis Hand and acknowledge
His power, that you may know Him and
turn to Him before 12 I toe late)

He walked away without say’ z more, but
something in his words struck 2 chill on my
heart, and tke much-applauded orator, the
man who, according to his own account,
feared nothing in this world or the next,
siunk home that night like a beaten dog.

I tried to shake the teeling off next day,
and partly succeeded in doing so, but for
some nights I never addressed our men, even
on the most trivial subject, without a glance
at the door to see if Mr, Elliot was .Lere.
But he did not appear agein, and after a
time I forgot the circumstance and ccrsed
to think of his words, till they came bu.. to
me in the most awful moment of my life.

It was about six months after that I went
gaily to work one morning, perbaps in
rather higher spirits than usual, for I was
about to finish an important piece of work,
1t was a large iron safe, intended to be built
jnto the wall of a bank, and was constructed
of immense strength. The locks especially
interested me, as I had made a suggestion
concerning them which had met with Mr.
Wilson’s great approval. It was an inven-
tion I had been thinking over for a long
time, a contrivance which made it practically
impossible for one not in the secret to open
the safe door even with the key. It was
undoubtedly a clever idea, and I had spent
a great deal of thought and time in getting

it perfected. I was exceedingly proud of my
S11CCLss.

The bank manager and Mr. Wilson had
both inspected the safe the day before, and
had expressed great satisfaction, and com-
plimented me very highly. Mr. Wilson had
opened and closed the locks an innuwerable
numter of timc., and bad finally put one of
the keys (there were but tio, and I had the
other) into his pocket, jokingly remarking,
as he left the room, that no one could pos-
sibly rob the bank but himself and me.

No one else had been allowed to see the
working of the locks, though the other men
were 2all much interested in it, and when
after about an hour’s work that morning L
announced that it was completed, they came
in a body to examire it.

While they were standing round I got
inside the safe to show off the strength of
the hinges, and anxious to see if they worked
easily, I pulled the door towards me. Eat' ¢
I gave a harder pull than I intended, or
some of the men accidentally pushed against
it, but before I could prevent it, the door,
shutting with a spring, closed iustantly, and
a series of re-echoing clangs convinced me
that the machinery was working only too
well, and that the bolts and bars, so con-
trived as to act simultaneously with the
locks, were all falling into their places with
a fatal exactness.

For a second or two the full horror of my
position 4did not dawn upon me, till the dead
silence fu.lowed, and then the awful thought
flashed into my mind, I had the key in my
pockel.

And if it had been in the lock, no one
cowld open it—no one but the bank manager,
by this time miles away, and Mr. Wilson.
Would anyone think of sending for him?
Would the men realise that every minute,
nay, every second, was of importance? I
knew it was impossible for any amount of
strength to break in the safe, but I held my
breath and strasined my ears to discover
what was being done. Useless! No sound
penetrated those iron walls.

{ Lo be continued.)




