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then wvont on calmly: Il Nears ago, Dr. Rteynolds,
1 was net the dcspised drunkard, Jerry Thompson.
I was-but ne onatter now wbo 1 wvas. My wife,
mny angel wife, whose beart 1 broke, bas been in
lier grave for thirty years. 1 have one son, a noble
yonng mani, but lie knows nothing of lois wretched
father. Drink, accursed drink, dragged mc downl
to this. 1 thoughit I was safe in my higli sphere of
life, but the taste once foît inwove itself with mny
life and withered îny higliest hopes and affections.
My wifc pined away, and after ten years of a wed-
<led life, wvbich i ad begun se happily, she gave up
ail care for evormnore, and .vent to meet lier fathier
aind mether in heaven. I could not give Updrink
even îvhen friends loft me and wcalth took to it-
self wings, and at last tbey took mny boy from me,
and sent me away with a certain quarterly allow-
ance. I came bere under a new namne and bave
lived a miserable sot, tbe sport of the rabble, evor
since." 1e paused and rested to gain a hittle more
strcngth, then lio went on " lMy boy was under
tho guardianship of a noble friend of early days.
Once, ycars ago it seeims, I saw sornething about
humn in a paper at Johnson's. As usual my mnonoy
îvas gone, so I sold sone --soine things I didn't neod,
and wvent away to the city for just a glirnpse of my
son. My Fired spokoe to the people in tbat vast
hall, who listened just as they liad listened to me
ycars befere, and wlîen it ivas over I came back
boere to drown the gnawing huuger of my love and
miy self-loathing in rum. Now I am about to die
and.I want te see my boy. You'll send for him,
won't yen ? Hie does not knowv where I arn, or 1
know lic xvould bave been Ilere long mgo, but it is
better se, I would only bave disgraced bis noble
niaie. Will you send for linî doctor ?" lie pleaded
wistfully.

"lCertainly I will" the doctor answerod. "lGîve
me bis naine -and address ancl'I'l telegraph."

IlCorne close, thon," said oîd Jerry, IlI rnust
whiisper iL."

The doctor bent bis hemd, and tiien raised itwitli
a sliglit smile tipon bis lips. 1erbaps, after ail, the
old man liad been ravig. H1e mighît bave once
been iii better circumstances but the mari hoe had
nand ivas surely nover the son of thiis niiserable,
broken, ruîn-ruincd creature. Ncxt înerning, liaif-
bewildered, hoe sent a telegramn te the mddress.Jerry
had given, secretly thinking that it was of no use,
thioîgli if lie ivas Jerry's son, lie must hurry.

The doctor came to the cottage again at nightf ail,
.JeMnmy liaving stayed witli tho sick mani through
the day.

Fainter and fainter grew the liglit in oid Jerry's
oyes ; bis restless fingers ptilled at tbe quilts ; bis
breathing greiy shorter. Il Wili-Fred-ome?"
lie asked at tirnos.

IOh, I think so" saîd the doctor, tbeugh lie had
no hope.

The boars passed away. Then camne the sound
of sleigb bolîs, a quick stanîping of foot, and a mamo
hurried into the rooai,

"Fred ! Fred ! " shrieked the old mam.
"My father," amswered tlîis tall, beardcd gentle.

mam, I have found you at last."
Few amd short were the words smid at that bed.

side, the son repemting : "If I had only known of
this, my father. Wby did thîey keep me in ignor-
ance ? I have searched so long for yen," and the
old man murmured, "It's ail right-Fred. I am--
happynoiw. The past-I did it all-myseif. I
wmsted my life-my talents, but-God's peace-bas
corne ta me bere-and"-the ratthing in bis tbromt
stopped uttoranSe ; a few struggies, quiet again, a
last slow gasp', and hoe was at peace forever.

1,11c, snow that had fallen se softiy on the hast
Friday evening of Jerry's life, was scraped away
in one spot in thec hill ceînetery, where they laid
lus worn.out body. The villagers did not fait to
notice the agitated stranger, who stoad by Dr.
Reynolds, but tbey forgot hîini again as the ivorld
rnoved on.

In the fahlowing spring two strangers came to
the village, one a gray-baîred, kindly-fmced man,
the other wvms old Jerry's son. Tbey bmad corne to
see ta tbe plaeing of a simple monument to bis
rnory. Whem tbe work was finisbed, mmad the
laborers bad gone mway, tbe two gentlemen stood
thioughtfuliy laoking across the green tiDged fields
and xvoods. The youuger one spoke slowly:
"The bitter regret that I couid nlot attempt to savo
my father wiil follow me ail the <lays of my life,
but I bore solemiîly dedicate rny power, îny talents,
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to do ai the good I can in the world, to lift t
the down-trodden, tu use my influence again8t the
ourse of intemperance. To you, my guardian, iny
more than father, 1 owe my training into high
ranges of thought, feeling, and action. 1 shall visit
this ever as the saddest, most sacred spot in the
world to me."I

They shook bands warmly but silently, and
turined back towards the village, whieh they loft
next morning for their accustomed walks of life.
The naines they registered at the littie botel woveo,
Ralpb Longley and Firederick Singleton. 'l'le
naIne in gold letters on the marbie sbaft ini the
cenietery wvas the same as that of the younger man,
"Firederick Singletoni," and underneath, ".Rcqiis.

ce nPaec."'

TUE END.


