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laiîî thierc unlicedel since-well, he didn't
kuiow how long-sinco tho day a lady caine
roundà, w'hon they wore ail un thiat big
hiouso of the bankoer's, and bc(god thoe moin
cadli te utccopt of a little Tcstaxnont. So

siali iltleu oro nyu

pockets,' he liad sidadb lasa
liand.

.~~~ ~ ~ Jonhdfl rte si h a ofr

rig avu o le b ccptn tegit

aiad lie hiad iiot thouglit of it since. But
niow lxow glad lie was, this last day of his
lifé, to liave God's MWord at hand. Perliaps
it iniglit telli huin hiow best to spcnd that last
day. For lie was tired of prayîng, poor

earthbound John ; lie owned it with shanie
and contrition.

'But mayhap a oil text or twvo înay
start me again, and thn-

And then John p)ausg!d, struck- by a uew
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