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ary knock at his door ; theinterruption was inopportunc, and sudden surprise,
irritated him.  Besides the landlady had a baby in her arms, and he hated
babies.  Morecover the ons in question kept up a series of musical babblings of'
its own, which incrensed his irritation.  He pushed his chaic back with unnecss-
ary noise, and asked impatiently who wanted bim, and what for.

“ Why it’s poor young Dawson ?”

*“ And who is young Dawson 7"’

“ Up in Mill Lane. He was hurt on the Railroad. They broughi him home
last night. 1le'sfearfully mangled, and they say he can’t live, his one leg——""

“ There, that will do. I'll come divectly.”” and Ralph turned back, and pu
a book into his pocket, with % sudden sinking of the heart. Ie had a
misgiving that he knew this young Dawson ; a mere hoy, yet already notorious
as a poacher and's scamp.  And now that the lad was on his deathbed they seat
for him, as though, being a clergyman, he could open at the last moment, the
dnors of heaven to one who had practically denied their esistence all his life.
The curate was bound to go, however, and do his best : and the landlady, still
with her baby in her arns, stood at the door gossipping, and watched him off the
premises,

He was not very long away, but when he came back it was night, and she
was still there.  He did not sec her at first ; ho was walking like a blind man
and would have stumbled over her if she had not spoken.

* Ask your pardon, sir ; igit all over 7

“QOver ! Is what over ?”

“ Howi is hc, poor fellow 2

‘ Dyin ’ responded Ralph, pasmn" on.

He went into his room and sat down, but not to hisbooks. Short as the tiuae
was, a change had come over him since he went out on his crrand, and he could
not settle down at once to his usual ocgupation again.

e was (thm" of the scene itself—of the poor crushed form, which could
do nothing but clench hisbony hands in anguish, of the importunitics of the
motlier that he, Ralph, would not let the lad die like that, with all bis sins on
his head. He thought of his own helplessuess—of the hopeless nature of the
casc. e could not bring back the boy from death’s doorto uaderstand his posi-
tion, and the widow did realize that her son was past all individual effort. He
was pun]cd how to makc her undt}rstand this, and the only way which occur-
red to him was to read the prayer ©* for'a person when there appearcth small
hope of recovery.’

He looked up at the close of it, and saw that the conviction had dawned up-
on her; that the tears fell like rain: upon the boy’s hand, which she was
stroking gqaressingly. -

He thought of the woman's face—he would know that agam anywhere—of
the whitewashed walls and the scanty furmture. '

Bat above all, and before all, he had seen ‘her there. It came upon him with
no suddenms—-xt seemed to him perfectly natural that she should be there—it
was conmtent with all his thoughts of her that ‘they should go meet. It was not
sxmply lestor Dudley who was there, but his idolized reality ; the intelleet o
whick his sermon 1ppealed the unséen sympathy which heard his :usplratlons

in them.
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