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{ hou shait remember all the way which the Lord thy

God led thee " — Deut. v o,

«(ast not away, therefore, your confidence, which
hath great tecompense of teward  Heb. a gs
He waa better to me than all my hopes, |

He was better to me than all my fears;
He made a read of my broken works,

And a rainbow of my tears.
The billowa that guanlod my sea-girt path

But carried my Lord on their crest ;|
When Idwellon the days of my wilderncas

march,
1 canlesn on his love for the rest.

He emptied my hiands of my treasured store,
And his covenant love revealed ,

There was not a wound i my aching heart
Rut the Latm of huxs breath has healed

0. tender and true waa the chastemng sore,
In wisdom, that taught and tried,

T1 1 the soul that Lie sought was trusting inlum,
And nothing on earth beside

He guided my paths that I conld not sce,
By ways that I have nnt known —
The crooked was straight, and the rough was
wmade plam,
As 1 fullowed the Lord alone.
1 praise Him still for the pieasaut palms,
And the water-springs by she way :
For the glowing pillar of flamo by mght,
And the shelteriug cloud by day.

There ia light for e on the trackless wild,
As the wonders of old I trace,
When the Lord of the whole earth went before |
To search mo a rusting-place.
Hawx be ouanged fur me 2 Nay, He chauges not, |
He will bring m@ by somo new way,
Through fire and flood, and cach crafty foe
As safely as yesterday.

And.1 : the warfare he calis me forth,
He buchies iy annor on,
He atects me with siiles aud 8 word of che
For battle b aword hath woe.
He wipes my brow as 1 droop and famnt .
He blesges my hand to toil;
Fankful @ b as ue warhies 3 feat
roms the traces of carthiy =

Never a wateh i the dreara <t Lalt
But sce promise of love endenrs

1 rend from the past toat no futue. shall be
Iar better thats e ¥ fears |

Tane the poiien Jros eof bl Weale Theas Ui,
Loty with the 1L« il

Al safe mothe Ark w th the 1aw ot the Tord
Is the covenant cate of my Gud

~ONLY 1 boGc”
(Conclndid )

Ore Sundimy mermne, wher the two
tinkling botls ware ringing from the low
boltey, Joek, v wane ansclianee, found
hi sself Tocked up i the siable, at the hour
when, for years past he had never failed to
follow his master’s footsteps as far as the
etave under the chancel window @ there
to await his return from the mystery of
divine worship, stretched above the spot
where his voung mistress lay Luried,
Latimer did not miss him till he was half-
way to chuich, and then Nelly, who had
not been well ot late, would not let him
return to the house.  He yiclded to her |
objections ; but it cost him something !
like a pang, #sif a slight had been cast
apon that first dear love of his. Nelly did |
not wait for him to wulk back with her |
when the service ended, and he was loiter-
ing homewards alone when he met Jock |
crawling through the long gruss, which |
was now growine high and ripening for |
the bay-haivest.  Jock carried the liu!el
Bantam hen in his mouth and laid it at !
bis master’s feet with a strange, wild, for. |
forn expression in s uphitted eyes. '

“0 Jock, Jock!™ asked his master, |
halfangesly and  halfpityingly, “what
have yor done? How did you come to
do such a wicked deed as this?™ :

Poor Jock! He lav there prostrate, |
heaving deep sighs, and  gazing up inlo:
his master's beloved face, with half-human |
eyes, as if be longed for words in which |
to utter all his heart. But Latimner could J
not raise him from his abascment. The
crime was too real and too mischicvous.

“You have deeply grieved your mistress
and me,” he sad gravely. “ My poor
Nelly ! T don't know what she wiil ssy.”

He passed on rapidly, leaving Jock
alone, stretched scross the track his mas.
ter's feet had mado in the long grass. But
he did not tell :hin wife when he reached
tho vicarage. How to coverJock’s crime
and to get hier to forgivoe it, he did not
know ; for tho moment he must put it off
until after the evening service,

Juck was nowlcre to be seen when thoy
wont again to church, and Latimer felt his
desertion of the chenished grave more
keenly than in the mourning.  The days
were near their longest, sud though the
sun sank early behind the high horizon,
there was a long cool scason of evening
light before tho dusk came. Latimer
turned tnto his study when he renched

to herself she knew now what she had
long suspected, that her husband'sslove
for hier way nothin
love Tor his first wF_e. She was very quiot
for the rest of the ovening, and so.was he,
each brooding over their own thoughts.
When the morning came there was littlo
time for conversation; for Latimer had to
be away early, and Nelly did not get up
to sec him start. He gave her a hurried
farewell kiss, and his™ last words were,
“Take care of yoursclf, my dear wifo ; and
forgive poor Jock fur my sake."”

CHAPTER 111

Nrvew before had the viear started
fromn home without Jock's attendance, if

as compared with hist|

| home, somswhat weary ud depressed. not for the whole journey, at least as faras
 Ho opened the window over the httle  Joek himself plensed to accompany hum,
ycroft where Nelly's pets had lived, and , before turning back to take care of the
| leaned vut to feel the cool, fresh air upon t vicarage and  his now mustress. But this
y his fuce. Juck was below, busy.  He was 1 morning he  was nowhere to be seen ;
tilling up a hole he had made, and was jand Latimer would not whistle for him.
 seratching the soil into it as quickly as hie | It had been his habit to tell Jock where
“could; but at the sound of the casement ; he was going, showing to lum the extra |
s upening he pansed, and lay down over the | ofiicial clerical garb he was wearing, and |
,disturbed spot guiltily,  His master called ; telling him which day he would return;

him, but Jock did not stir, though his ; and Jock had always scemed to compre-

eves moved and gleamed + ith a strange | hend him fully, and to be satisfied with

light i them. Latimer jumped from the : the explanation.  But Latimer drave away

low  window sill and drew near to hum. . along the rond throngh the meadows with-

“in the ground.

. Sabbath day !
. not wish to sce you again,”

“unlike herself,

It was as he ' .i feared: immediately | out catching a glimpse of his dog.
Y 4 gag

under Jock's o.astretched paws was the

crimsun comb of the Bantum cock, which  had strayed away the evening before, and
he had been carcfully burging out of sight | passed the night on the hills in a strange,

Both of Nelly's pets were
gone.

!

jutterly new in his
“Jock!" he said in o terrible and | whether he was blinded and deafened by
threatening voice. * you, a clergyman’s | his profound and bitter seuse of banish-

No one ever knew whether poor Jock

guilt and shame, so

unfamiliar misery of
ﬁappy existence, or

dog, have broken two of the great com- | ment from his master’s face. It is certain
mandments © You have been guilty of; he could not have known of Latimier's de-y )
murder, and you have muardered on the | parture.  Towards the evening, twenty- s Jock.  They all say Jock is goue

Go out of my sight! 1 do

So slowly Juk crawled away, with
drooping head and alinost clused eyes,

four long and dreary hours siuce the com-

. mission of his last and crowning trans-

that Latimer could hardly keep hunself

from relenting and ealling him back. But
there was Nelly, who was so aihing just

Sy annd secaprichons in her temper, so

And Julk had Killed both .

of her uew treasures, .\'u; hie must say
tiothing o cansale Juek, ar to raise him
‘r o Lis evident despair. Nover had he
Loon ailty of any criise ke thas before ;
aisd e must b lis punishment. Yern
was plain that it was jealousy alons, which
is but the dark shadow of every earthly
e, that had driven hium into this trans-
aression.

Latimer went away to seck s wife,
sadly troubled.  He had to start early in
the morning te a town twenty miles “dis-
tant, where avisitation was to be held,
and he would be absent all week if noth-

I went amiss at home. It was necessary, |

therefore, 1o tell Nelly this evening, and
to muke Jock’s peace with her Lefore he
he left.  He sat down at her side and put
his arm tenderly around her.

“My darding,” he said, “I'm very
grieved 1o grieve you—1'm vexed at heart
abont it—Dbut poor Jock has been jealons
of your Bamams, I'm afraid.”

“What has he dore?™ asked Nelly,
suddenly alert and all alive with jealousy
herself,

“T'm sorry to tell you he killed the
lile hen this morning while we were in
church,” he answered reluctantly. * I wish
I had turned back to look for him.”

“Oh, Latimer!” she cried, ¢ what shall
you do to him? He must be severely
punished, or the other will not be safe.”

“ My love,” he said, “the other was not
safe. e has killed it this evening. I
found him burying it when I came in
from church.”

‘“ He ought to be sent away,” she ex-
claimed ; * you must part with him, Lat-
ima.”

“1 could vot do that,” he said absently;
*“ he was my poor little girl's dog, and ' |
promised her never tu part with him.”

Nelly did not utter a word n answer.
The smoulderiug fire of jealousy, so long
burning in her heart, shot out a switt and
hot flame. But she kept silent, She was

| jealous of what? of the dead. She sad

L Wi

|

gression, a s, shrinking, trembling cul-
prit, most abject and most wretehed, crept
fearsomely through the open door of the

hall, and stole to the mat on the threshold
of the study,  There was not a sound .
withug, uot the rustling of o leaf as it was
turned vier, ot the sertehing of a pen.
Jock must have felt that the place was.
empty . vet he lay there listening, almost
Licart broken, till it was quite dark. Then |
under cover of the mgnt, he crawled
stealthnly about the house msearch of his

master, but shunning the sp-t where his |
mistress might have been found. Poor
Juch D everybody i his once happy home
awainst dum, The  maid servants
scouted him the instant he showed his |
drooping head ronnd the kitehen-door. !
There was a chorus of acensing voizes.

“ Who killed poor missis's chichens ,
they cried—*yab! out with you ! ” ;

Never, never before had it been like
this. The awful, inexplicable disappear-
ance of the one being whom Jock wor-
shipped was cru~hing Yiim down ; and this
sense of universal execration, in a world
tat had been so blissful to him, added to
the burden of his msery. He was seen no
more that night.

The secoud day was worse. Jock
crawled about the forsaken house, shiver-
ing, and hiding into corners at the least
sonnd of a footstep or a veice, and sull e
could see and hear nothing of his lost lord,
whom he bad offended, and who had bid
him begone out of his sight. On the third
day, with a ficrce, wild how! of despera-
tion, Jock burst into the closed study, and
tearing down & coal from where it hung
against the wall, stretched himself upon it
with his head uplifted in despair, whilst
he whined and moaned with ‘mlf-human
cries of distress. The sorrowful lnmeuting
filled the whole house. “1I can not bear
it any longer,” s»id Nelly to herself.

She wade ner way to the threshold of
the study and stood there looking at him.
Jock was silent in an instant, enly his
duil bloodshot ¢yes were fasicued upon
her, as if imploring some word about his
master.  The soft silken hair way bedrag-
gled with inud and matted into kaots, the
bones showed plainly through the skin,
the beautiful head was covered with dust.

But beneath all this evident wretcheducess

there was something wild about Jock that
frightoned her, and ¢hecked the fceling of
pity that was begiuning toggnelt her hoart
townrds him, .

“ Jock,”" sho-aid,  fgllew 100"

There was no tenderness or c. npassion
in her hiard voice of command ; but Jock's
old compliant nature asserted itself, and
he lifted himsclf up feebly and shiveringly
to obey. He ed his trembling
limbs aftor herto an o goubhouw at somo
distance from the vicarage—a woodon
shed put up in a corner of a meadow to
shelter the cattle in the heat of the day;
and there she left bim, fastening the door
with a padlock, aud going away without
2 word.,  All was lost to him now ; and
hie was cast out from his old home.

Cust out from Paradise, forssken by
the master he worshipped, with & sense of
mysterious  wrong-doing upon him, It
was three days since that terrible trans-
gression of his own had wronght this
chunge, three days since his master's voice
hat uttered his doom, * Go out of my
sight # 1 dov not wish to see you aguin !
Out of his sight he was; and Jock Iny
still where his mistress had left him, mo-
tionless and heart-broken.

Latimer Churchill did not reach home
till Suturday. Nelly had saia nothing
her letters to him of Jock’s utter wmisery,
hardly caring and hardly daring to do so ;
but she met him at the gate into the gar-
den, where he alighted ﬁom his dog-cart,
sending it round to the stables, and there
wis an expression on her face which
startled him,

* Auything amiss, my darling!”
asked hastily,

“ Gh, Latimer ™

he
she said, half erymg,

mad,”

“Mad ! he repeated.

“iie’s never eaten ur drank anything
since you went away,” she faltered, * and
nobudy dare go uear him. He's bke a
skeleton, they say "

ash! listen !

And Latimer, listening, heard a low,
long-drawn cry of utter anguish, wiich
made his heart ache with dread and sym-
pathy.  Nelly pointed to the shed in the
~orper of the meadow  from which the
miscrable moanine came; and he strode
away, followed by her and the servants,
renstrating with Jum, and beseeching
him not to let Jock out, or t venture
himself 1o go newr him,

* Go back, every one of yvou,™ he said
stern's ;g0 back into the house, and
leave me alone,”

But at the first sound of his voice the
desulate, forsuken ery ceased.  The ser-
vants had harried back to seek for safety,
but Nelly was beside her husband still.

“ Go back,” he said, as he turned the
key in the padlock of the door

* No, Latimer, no, she answered ; * if
there's no danger for you, there's no dun-
ger for me.  But he's mad, Latimer; see
—look through this hole. Oh, he's quite
mad!"

*Jock! my poor old Jock ! ¢ried his
master in a voice full of love and grief.

There was a low, soft, pitcous moan for
answer.

Latimer opened the door and let the
broad light of the summer's day into the
shed. Jock was cowering down in the
farthest cormer, a very skeleton for thin-
uess, with bloodshot, unsteady eyes, and
with his parched qswolien tongue lolling
out of his mouth. He gazed straight al
his master, quivering and sobbing, yet
coutrolling himself with evident self-
restraint.  ‘The poor creature was mad;
there was no doubt of it.

“ Come to me, Jock ! " cried Latimer.

Jock crawled towards him, not lifting
himself up on his feet, and Iaid bis poor
head between his master’s knees, as if
secking forgiveness and comfort. Latimer
lifted him up in his arms with a grief that
kuew oo words,

“Jock, my man,” he ssid at Iast with a
heavy sob, ** there's no saving you, Good-
bye, my poor little girl's own dog. Good-
bye, my old friend. You would never
hurt me; Uve no fear of you."



