
I mid I would take a walk around, and come back In half and we talked of the subject no more. Late In the even­
ing an old-fashioned lumbering farm gig. drawn by a 
thick-leg*ed horse, drove up to the Doctor’s door. We 
were finishing our dinner ard erjoylng our talk, as 
u'ual ; the Doctor seemed to know who It was before the

A Great Faith. an hour or so.
He seemed relieved, and I turned to the hill behind 

the bourn, where there was a burn running down, and * 
few stunted birch and rowan trees fringing it. There I 
found a comfortable seat, and Ht mv morning pipe, at the bell rang. ' That’ll be Brodle to tell me the poor soul's 
наше time keeping an eye on the frontdoor of the house,
Th* stir of life at the farm town we" beginning ; a man
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I woke with a start to find someone standing by my 
bed. and the Doctor's voice called together my wander- 
ing wVs. " You'll ne«*d to get up. David, and drive me 
to the other side of the glen., See what you get by In- gotten by with It,' be said, lapsing, as he sometimes did, 

into the Hldm of the Dde., and he strode out of the room. 
When he came back there was a pesai'd look on » is face. 
"H* say* she’s better. Divld, and that she’ll live. He 
speaks with the confidence of a man who knows.’’

vadlug a solitary man's abode ''
' O : that's »V right, ' I arswered, ae I jumped tut of crossed the s'ab'e-yard and took two horse* out to water;

a woman In a short wlnsev pettlcon entered the byre 
with a milking pall. And so I sat, »n no way bored or 
wesry, for a g"cd hour. Then I saw one of the upper 
windows 'suddenly thrown open, and I recogn zjad the 
Doctor in the room. After another half-hour's wait. I

bed. What time is it ?" ,
"Ten minutes ран: four, and a gWlons morning. When 

у n'Ve grt Vour eyes fairly opened, you'll enjoy the 
driva ; I 11 hoc the tea ready In ten minutes."

"Who cerne for you?"
’ The man Prodte on a farm-hors» H . ff a^aiu poor saw him at the front door.

I rose and ran down the slope to the house Ills face 
wore an BLxioue look, atd be saw me, he beckoned me

"Are yon going up?"
Il» nod Vd "I’ll just go back with him. In an hour's 

time y»u can yoke the Mack mare In the little gig, and 
come на far a* Caltha road end to meet me. I'll get to 
the cross-roads about nine o'clock "

I stood by the window and watched them drive away 
again, and I saw that a change since the morning hsd 
come on Bridle’s face. The strained look hid left It ;
1 is expression wss one of pesce.

Punctually it nine I wss at the cross-roads, but the 
D >ctor was there before me. "Re's right, she'll live. 
It’s beyond me ; you should have heard him speak about 
It es we drove up. Davkj ; It would have been good 
enough for any bonk."

"Wh«t did he sa> ? 1 I »sketl with deep Interest.
‘ He ssld,ihat after 1 left be was **o more able to bear 

the four walls of th- house,. *nd calll-g the flog, he went 
on me; but all the time I could se* the be*vy strain uu away to the hills after the sheep, tramping the highest of
der which he wss laboring. In the m'ddle of *p-ech them until he reached the remotest corner of the plac*.
sometimes he would break off aril JUleu f >r sjme sound And there hr knelt down, he said, and wrestled with the

Lord for h'e wife's life 11 till him,* he eeid, • that I bad 
■ erved him day tu and day out for, thirty years, and that 
1 had asked neethtng frae his hand ; that ither men had 
the things that mske life worth .living, I had only h*r. і 
cried to him mlghVly, and when I got np frae my knete 

'' Hoo Is aha ? he asked, and the sweat drops stood on and went hack to the boose, I kent he had heard me, and
that Jranic won'd live.’ '*

"li's no canny," saM l.
"That kind of a man, living solitary all his days with 

dumb beasts nu l growing things that come fromthe hand 
of God, Is nearer the eternal than each аа we. His faith 
is great, and hie expectation without a fi iw. He has 
proven to the nttermoat the worda, ' Ask, and It shall be 
given you ' ’

"Other men have asked and been denied."
‘ Not as Brodie asked. I read my lesson .with h<m this 

dav. David, yon's a faith that a king on the throne 
might envy, a faith to move mountains.’'

So Thomas Brodle of Torphinn, having wrestled with 
God snd prevailed, saw his wife restored to ultimate 
health, and her bonnie bairn toddling by her side. And 
always from that day my thought of him was associated 
with near and intimate communion with the unseen, pos 
sible In this world only to very few.—The British 
Weekly.

cher, arid he.'11 Imtr "n *ch* In his bones all dav. he’s 
і Iddrв f : ail he t/worth oh the greet lumbering brute.

Ur .1 A h ; t ж plain tht# dirk saying, but left me to my to come quickly,
q >lckl> accomplish'd, and I ran 

» - tn tiі .1 a little tray set, and a simple

1 -

■ "I went you to yoke sgsln and go over to Cahha fur 
Djct r Mercer. You can go and come In an hour If >ou 
put him on. Yoa won’t lose auv lime.1'

'Have I to say anything particular to hlui ? ’
"No; tell him where he ie wanted, and he ll undei-

ili-eelrg which was 
lightly . I 
brasU-i*

1 !-ug l ne l relayed a mouthful of bread and butter, 
<thb і , » .w-v.er, did not go down very easily. I w*s not 
use-' ii .nil! veils and hasty meal" at an hour when 
uiUei folk* »1« I . an I thiugh I admired the leisurely way 
In which ll v D xrUir made hie substantial hrtakfast I

sal)

Sa I set eff again, and, being fortunate in fiudlrig the 
man I sought at b-eakfast, brought h'm back In an hour, 

coaid not imitate him He look'd »t me with good- While they were up stairs, I accepted the farmet's tff.r
net u red i. 'Kit away or you'll need to take a piece of something to eat, and eu jay ed It. He pre-eed the fo-*d

Well. 14 get the beast in."
• Let me du It, I said jumping up. end (fl I went to 

the stable 1 had been live days in Amphray. *nd we had

In your pocket,- led

'become. Imite in t lie true sense of the word I bed from the upper air.
Presently the room door was abrup ly opened, and the 

Doctor looked In.
• You'll better come np. Mr Brodle ; your wife la aik-

:
ci j >>« ! uiyaelf lu any hniae so well, nor felt mure 

lhf і juvhly at huuir. And each day Increased my ad 
mltaiioo .and pfidc in the Doctor, and my ^raiiiude for 
the happy v plratloii which had bidden me to him. In ing for you "
another ten minutée the wheels of the gig awoke the 
echoes tu iTie■ sleeping street, bat uevera bead popped 
oxer a blind t>< watch. 1 d*re say more than one dto«sy 
head turned no Its pillow dimly conscious that the healer only the Lird can preserve her life ’’

I heard the sob strangled In the strong man’s throat.

hie brow.
' Far through, friend. We have done our beat, Out

1*4
was abroad, a- d, perhaps, glad that he was not netdsd at 
hie Iwdalde

The attil beauty of the new day sack Into my soul aa
and a blight seemed to have fallen on the fairness of the 

morning. It was the first time I had been so 
we It ft the house he bird, and ea*ay«d the long, h«lly near the verities of life; *ts tragedy sank Into my soul. I 
ioud- to the head of the glen. Even the garrulous have was g ad to get out Into the open again; the s ra'ned
their moui ids of itseive, hi d I defy any man to month stillness of the house was too oppressive to be borne.

Aft»r what seem-d an interminable quitter of an hour.

summer

vain wotd* iu the huah t.f the summer morting when 
the earth fresh fr. iu the hand of God greets him hollly. the Doctor appeared, and beckoned me from the bottom 
Then, if ever, he must feel what a beautiful and won- of the garden to the door, 
droua and holy Ibing la the earth the Lord has made; it
le then he wdl f« el sharpness of regret If he has done diop Doctor Mercer at the Calthi road-end." 
anything In his own life unworthy of his heritage in It 
The level lints of the risen sun lay athwart the purpling ,'She'lWlie," said he abruptly. "Nothing but a mir- 
UiH*. making sin rp and dark their shadows. It shone acle could save her. The bairn's all right."

I got the gig, and In a few more minutes we were bow­
ling down the sinooth road, a very silent'trio. Occas­
ionally a remark of a technical nature would paea between 
the two regarding the patient they had left, and when 
we came to the Caltha road. Doctor Mercer slid silently 
down, nodded, and went his way. Silent men at all 
times, they seemed specially ro then. They had done 
their best, working to each other’s hands, as they had 
done all their life through, and their disappointment was 
written on their faces.

"We'd better go, David ; we must st* three abreast and

"How's the woman ?" I asked blnntlv.

с ені and glorlon* on the running wateis of the burn, 
whose patiir-g music filled all the sir.

It wss almost five o'clock wheu we arrived atthe farm-
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vlace, at the door of which stood a man with a look of 
ten sc anxlriy on lii* face He was elderly, and hie face 
boit trsc'-s t.f a long stmgg’e jvltli poverty ; there was 
sjuieth'ng pi.hetie, I thought, In his straggling grey 
haha »rd stern, uureUsed mouth.

He gave the 1)actor " GзоЛ morning," and took the 
hmse by the head.

"We d belt* і unyoke " » *
‘•Just wait a bit. Mi. Brodle;. perhaps I needn’t

I remember some years ago condncHng a mission, and 
one of the offi:e-bearers of the church where I was, said

"Mr. Morgan, I want yon to come and see some peo­
ple. A girl was married nut of onr Sunday School three 
years ago, to a man who is a sieve to drink and impurity 
and gambling. I would like yon to come along and see 
her "

"L's this that makes me wish 1 had chosen any other 
Slav calling. David," he said, when we bad settled ourselves

now," said the l)>ctot, ae he leaped from bis seat and comfortably for the remainder of the journey. 4 To look
strode into the house In a man's e?ee and tell him von can do no more, th»;

‘T 11 just go iu too," said the farmer, and I nodded you are helpless to save what he moat prizes on earth.it
assent. 1 was beautiiuHv situated in a cleft of the hills tik-s the starch ont of one, lad, I can tell you that." 
commaiuHrg в gloilcue swe- pcf the country, and the ‘ She’s a yonng woman, I suppose?"
air had an intoxIcAti. g ftrehnsss in it finer than any- "Yes, a mere balm It’s a pathetic story. You
thing I hs 1 ever experienced, 1 knew by the slowness wouldn't think Thomas Brodie had been, going about all
of our ascent that we mu*t be at least six hundred feet his days with a romance hidden under hia homespuu land, reached by pasalng through an entry between

other hous'S. into a bark court. When I got to the 
entry with my f iend, some children who were hovering 
and shivering there, bearing onr ateps approaching, 
rushed away. We followed them and went into the 
house. I see that room now. There was a broken table 
standing there, a chair with the back broken off standing 
by It, no fire In the grate ; upon the mantel-ahelf a cup 
and saucer, broken ; and not another article of furniture 
that my eye reated on In that room. And there stood a 
woman in onwnmanlv rags with the mark of a brutal fiat 

mother had been in her youth. Then Brodie found1 that upon her face, and three ill-clad bairns clinging to her 
their life couldn’t go on except under new conditions. gown. She said ;
He loved her, you see, to make a long story short, for "K*cuae the children running from yon, bnt they 
the man went through many torments before he asked thought it was father."
her, they were^mairled at twelvemonth past at Martin- Oh, the tragedy of It I

When I got on to the rostrum that night to preach, my 
friend came to me and said :

I went—It was In 85—on a cold February day, to see 
that g'rl Oh, I cannot picture the howe to you 1 It 
wa« one of those awful hoosea In the midlands of Eng-

hlghtr than The Byres. Except Its situstlon, there wee jacket, would дon ?" 
nothing specially d'<; luguishiug about the piece, the "Indeed no ; he looks stolid enough."
usual cluster of farm built'.ingc, rather untidly huddled "To the outward eye. Five and twenty years ego he
together, and н plain, bare two-stury house with a breadth cared for a woman who wou’dn't look ai him. She
of green grass before the dorr that was all. It had a married another man for h<s looks and his wheedliug
poor look ; the man who І1 euccceasful, if he is a normal ways, and she paid for it through ten yearc of misery ;
bring, makes haste to beentify.and adorn eVen the ont then she died, and left her only child—to whom do yon
side of his Rhode. ; but there was no attmipt. Its bare- think? Her old lover. Her father deserted her, and
ness indeed had eomethirg pathetic In It. went off to the end of the earth, and Brodle took the balm

I sat there a ^ood fifteen minutes, until the farmer home to Torphinn, where she grew np as wlnsom* as her 
came out fr-in the house again

' I'm to take out the beast," he said laconically. "Will 
yon com«* inside and eet some breakfast ?"1 "We've had it," I answered, as I jumped down.

"nut you've bad a long drive, and vriil be ready for a 
second, " he said laconically. 1 wee standing close by maa, and this Is the end. The Almighty has queer ways
him as he took the horse by the heed again, and I saw of testing men, Brodie’a deeply religious In his way, hr’a
his rough, bnwr, hardened hand tremble like any wo­
rn iir's. Then I saw that the most cmel of all anxieties, 
concerning the welfare of one tie loved, had him in |J • Perhaps he may." I hazarded, bnt the Doctor shook 
thrall I did not tronble him with speech, and when we his bead, 
had put the beast In Its strange stall, where he betrayed

I
a kind of preacher up there In tbe lonely hills, and God 
might have spared her. that’s what I think."

"He 1s here."
I said : "Who Is here? ’
"That woman's husband ; he is sitting right down in 

front of you."
Now, I don't often preach at one man, bnt I did that 

no untwine»», being «economic! to «11 kledi ol bousing, be « dead women before the Kiting of tbc inn," be eeid, tight. 1 put «eide whet 1 wii going to.Ulk «bout, end
"Unless I’ve made the biggest mistake of my life, she ll

t
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