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open page. My oye fell dt0fl the words-'l They ery unto the
Lord in thoir trouble, and Ho bringeth them out r,? their distrosses.'

"I cannot tell you, lads, how it came upon nie, anld smote my
heart. Now 1 saw what it meant to ber, these niglits wbeu 1 was
away, nover thinking but what she was fast asleep in. ber bcd.
And bore she stayed up like this, praying for me, and with tears,
too!1 It broke my beart. 1 kuew uow what liad made ber ail so,
paie and sad, and I thinking ail the time that it was ail aiong of
the baby and ber fretting because ho wvas so weak and !Ii. It
was my dola g; ail of it mine; and yet I loved the lass better than
my life.

diI kneeied down by ber side. 1 didn't know how to pray,
exaetly; but I knew it would do me good to get dowu beside bier,
and there at the open Book. I could flot say anything, only
bowed mv head and lot my tears of grief and shame flow down
before God, and Iouged witb ail my heart that H1e would make me
a botter mian.

«"I had flot kneeied long when the lass woke up with a shriek.
She sprang on ber foot, and tbrew up ber elasped bauds. 11cr
eyes were wild and frightened. Thon sÙddenly she turned round,
and caugliht sight of me kneeIlng ï,here. She snatched at tho
caudie, and loDking at me as frighteued as ever 1put out ber baud
and feit me. i Tbank God! she sobbed. &'It was a dicam.'

cc'4What ivas it, Isas? I said, getting up and letting ber lean
against me.

",She put up ber band again as if to niake sure that it was me.
'have dreamed it nigbht aftor niglit' îhe said. 'I saw a man

lying under the treos, and among the ferus and grass, stretcbed
cold and dead, with a mark in bis forehead like a pieture of
murdered Abel that they bave got lu a Bible in my fatber's bouse;
but I couid nover sco the rest of tbe face. Every nigbt I have
got nearer and nearer. I seemed to know wbo it ivas ail the
time.-' and sho put ber band about me more tigbtly; ' but to-nigbt
I came rigbt lu, and stood over it, and the moon came out from. a
cioud and fell rigrht on it and it was you, Nath,' sbe said witb a
shiver, and pressing against me; i'and the frigbt woke me up.
Thank God you are bore.'

"cWe stood quite still for some minutes. I could only tbink
wbat ber praying for me migbt bave doue. At any rate, it had
brougbt, me home to begin tbe year arigbt. My voice was ehoked
as I spoke at last, and I could scarcely get the words out. 'Lass,'
I wbispered, ' will you pray for me? God will ixcar yen. He
bas aiready.' She looked up at me again, as if it was stili a
dream; and thon we kneit together. And there we bogan that
New Year kneeling there at tlie opened Bible.

cc<Ah, lads, before that New Year was two bours oId 1 promiscd
the lass, by God's boip, to have done witb the drink aitogether.
It sbould flot be a pulL ner a drop. And I put iL down in writing,
and the lass sig-ned ber name to it as a witnesS. Aud I kissed ber
that Lime without ber asking for it. And though the roses hadnt


