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pjcase God, Ivonli-oturn eil for çvil, though it doos
socn very hard."

The days passed, and the prizos were to be distributed
on tho Saturday; but when that day camo', and -no op0
called to say how the eventful distributions had boen
mado, William Maynard felt both sad and lonoly. It
somed so heartless of them.ail not to como to him with
the news of the day, whon they knew. he was s anxious
to obtain fnill information. IL muast have bon gaite late
in the cvening when he hoird the bedroom door opened
gontly, and a voice, that ho failed at lirst to recognizo,
asked soffly, "May I cone in ?"
- In obedienco to his prompt invitation, the figuro
approaehed the bed and knelt down beside it, apparently
in groat distross. Maynard could not control his curi-
osity longer, and, drawing aside for a moment the band-
age from his uninjurod eyo, he saw kneeling at his bed-
side no other than Drewitt himsolf.

"Oh, MIaynard I can hardly asic your forgiveness;
but I could remain away from you no loniger. Ihaven't
had a moment's peace since that Saturday I struck you
vith thô ball. I told lies then, and I've beon telling

thom ever sinco, until I fool Ijust as a fellow must who
has committed a murder. Oh, do forgive me l--say you
can forgive me, for my heart feels just as if it would
burst!"

I have tried to forgive you over since youstruck ne,
Drewitt," said his companion, very gontly and very
earnestly

"And you saw me throw the ball, thon, Maynard?"
Yes," said he, I did.'
And yet you nover split on me, and you sent word

to thed other fellows not to hiss me to-day--one of them
told me so; anà I folt as if my hcart was bursting vhen
he sad it-.

Maynard's thoughts nade hii for a montspoechless;


