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@ day ns she sat alone and despairing, a gentle rap

inded on the door, it was followed by the entrance of the

village pastor. Taking her hand he said:

“My child, I have come to give you corafort

“ You canuot,” she answered, “ My heart is broken; 1
only wish to die
b “ Mv child, yvou must bide your time: your work on

| earth is not vet completed.’
What work have | I am alone
ke No. There ne, w md  erring, whose feet have
often straved he is now earnest in his wish to repent,
Will you not h I] him Give him a weleo here 1"
If he w es it,” she answered listlessly, knowing that
the minister referred er | band but I can lnw‘|-|1n
n hen 1 reat wave it 1 over her all that he,
her husband, had ) ielp her on that dreadful night. f
T'he thou of ! e her ery aloud in her agony, and
lingn 1e1 { 1 i
O | 1 | L m 1l you all
N I you pleasa, With
0 n I
I'hen she told the whole awful story, without reservd ;
nothing was ke wek When she had finished the clergy-
man 1
hild, y Heavenly Father saved you from your-
If then with your child unbidden into
His he gates of Heaven would have opened to the
potless child, b would have closed against the mother
with blood-stained hand dned with her own self-murder
ana that of |
And now,” she wailed [ am forever shut out, for
my hands ar vined with the blood of the old man.”
Y had no wish, no th it to injure him, therefore
I think that they are stainless. at least so far as wilful guilt |
goes. You are given time to rvepent and you can atone in |

some measure by helping the erring one,”




