A Great Faith.

BY DAVID LVALL.

I woke with a start to find someoune standing by my
bed, and the Doctor’s voice called together my wander-
“ You'll nerd to get up, David, and drive me
See what yon get by in.

fog wits,
to the other slde of the glen.
vadlog s solitary man's abode.'’

Ou, that's »1' right,” Xurﬁwcrtd, a8 | jumped cutof .

bed, What time is it ?
“Ten minutes past four, anda g!l rious morning. When
y u've get Your eyes fuirly opened, yon'll erjoy the

iy vdy in ten minvtes.'’

drive; 1 € the tea 1¢
“Who esme for you
* The man Prodie on & farm-hors» H.’s . ff again. poor
chiap, and hieli} h«w an nche in his bones all day, he's

ifilen Tof 1)) Be I8 worth on ‘the great Jumbering brute.

He d'd ot explaiu this dirk saying, but left me to my
dremsir g was rickly accomplished, and 1 ran
Hghtly . ta fivd u little tray set, and a simple
browkid

i sy | essnyed a mouthful of bread and hutter,
which, bowever, did notl go down very essily. 1 was not
used | i 1%e ealls and basty meals at an hour when

aud though Iadmired the leisorely way
made his substantial breakfast I
He look:d st me with good-
natyured soor ¥at awny or you'll need to take a plece
lsd © Well, 1’0 get the beast {n.””

i, 1 watd, jumping up, and cff I went to
five days ia Amphray, and we had
sense of the word 1 hed
{ lu any heuse so well, nor felt more
i And each day increased my ad
Dactor, and my gratiiade for

olber folki aley

g which the Doctor

conld not fositate bim

me
the siab) bad begn
troe

b GO tRve ninte tn 1the

neve joye
they

wieation and pride in the

uvhly »

the Lappy plratio
t¢a the wheeis of the gig awoke the
bot vever a bead popped
1o watch, 1 dsre say more than one drowsy
o ite pitlow. dimly conscious that the healer
perhapr, glad that he was not needed at

snother ten ming

echoes Tn ihe: slet olng street,
over a hlind
bead ‘urned
was abroad, and
hie hedside

The still beauty of the new day savk lnlo my soul as
we left the house behird, and essaycd the long, hilly
yosdito the head of the glen, KEven the garrulous have
f reserve, and [ dely any man to mouth
valn words in the hush of the summer morring when
the earth. fresh from the hand of God greets him holily.
Then, if ever, he must feel what a beautiful and won.
tbing s the earth the Lord has made; it
fo then e will frel sharpness of regret if he has done
his own life unworthy of his heritage in it
f the risen sun lay athwert the purpling
bille, wakiog shirp and dark their shadows. It shone
glorious on the ronning waters of the burn,
irg music lled all the sir,
five o'clock when we arrived at the farm-

thelr moutauts

drous nud haoly

snything in

The lcvel lines «

clear and
whose |

It was almost

place, st the door of which stood a man with a look of
tenwe anxicty ou bis face. He was elderly, and bis face
bore tracés of a long strugg'e with poverty ; there was

someth'ong paihetic,

I-thonght, in his straggling grey

halrs wrd stero, soreluxed mouth, ;

He wave the Doctor ** Good morning,'’ and took the
horae by head.,

“We'd better unyoke ' St 5

“Tust L4 bit, My, Brodle ;. perbaps I needn’t stav
pow,” snid the Doctor, as he leaped from his seat and
Iilr*;dr‘ into the house

Hjast go in toeo,' said the farmer, and I nodded

assent. 1 was beantifully situsted in a cleft of the hills

commanding o gloricus swerp of the country, and the
alr had an intoxicatiug freshness in it finer thao any-
thing I hal ever experienced. I knew by the slowness
of our ascent that we must be at least six hundred feet
higher than The Bsres. Hxcept its aitustion, there wus
votbing specially d'siinguishivg about ‘the place, the
usual cluster of farm bulldinge, rather untidly huddled
together, and s plain, bare two-story house with a breadth
of green graes before the door that was all, It had a
poor look ; the man who is succcessful, if he i#» a normal
belog, makes haste to besutify.and adora even the out
side of his ahode ; but there was no attempt, Its bare-
ness indeed had somethirg pathetic in it

Isal there u good fifteen minutes, nntil the farmer
cut from the house again

I'm te Lske out the beast,"' he sald laconically, *Will
you come inside and get some breakfast ?**

‘We've had i, I answercd, as | jomped down.

“'put you've bad a long drive, and wiil be ready for a
secord,” be said laconically, I was standing close by
bim as he took the horse by the head agusin, and I saw
his rough, browr, hardened hand tremble like any wo-
man’s.  Then I saw that the most cruel of all avxleties,
concerniug the welfare of one lie loved, had bim in
thrall I did not trouble him with spéech, and when we
had put/the beast in its strange stall, where he betraved
no uneariness, being (omed to all kinds of housing,

came

e T

which had bidden me to him. In .
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T said T would take a walk around, and come back in half
an hour or so.

He seemed relieved, and I turned to the hill behind
the house, where there wes a burn running down, and a
few stunted birch and rowan trees fringing it. There I
found a comfortable seat, and lit my mornivg pipe, at the
same time keeping an eye on the front door of the house
The stir of life at the farm town was beginnirg ; 8- man
crorsed the s'ab'e-yard and took two horses out to water;
& womar in a short winsey petticost entered the byre
with a milking-pail. Andsol eat, n no way bored or
wesry, for a grod hour. Then Isaw one of the upper
windowas (suddenly thrown open, and I recogn'z:d the
Dactor inthe room. After another hall-hour's wait, I
saw him st the front door.

1 rose and ran down the slope to the house His face
wore an arxious look, ard he saw me, he beckoned me
to come quickly.

“I want you to yoke again and go over to Caltha for
Doct r Mercer. You can go and come In an bour if you
put him on. Yoa won't lose auy time.”

“‘Have I to say anything particular to him ?"

*‘No ; tell him where he is wanted, snd he'll unde:
stard

S5 1 set off again, and, beiog fortunate in fiuding the
man I sought at breakfast, brought h'm back in an Fonr
While they were up stairs, I accepted the farmer's cff.r
of somethipg to eat, and enjoyed it. He preswed the fond
on me; but all the time I could se» the beavy straln un
der which he was laboring. In the m'ddle
sometimes bie would break off anl Haten for some wound
from the upper air.

Pcesently the room door was abrupily opened, and the
Ductor looked iu.

“You'll better come up, Mr Broldle; your wife ls nsk

of speech

ing for-you '

**Hoo is sha?
his brow.

*‘Far through, frlend
only the I,5rd can preserve her life "’

1 heard the sob strangled in the strong man’s throat,
and a blight seemed to have fallen on the fatroess of the
summer morning. It was the ficat time I had been so
near the verities of life; 'ts tragedy sank into my soul. I
was g'ad to get out into the open agsin;
stiliness of the house was too oppressive to be borue.

After what seemed an intermlnable quarter of aun hour,
the Doctor appesred, and beckoned me from the bottom
of the garden tn the door.

““We'd better go, David ; we must si! three abreast and
diop Doctor Mercer at the Caltha road-end.”

“How's the woman ?”’ I asked bluntly,

,‘Shc'l‘h‘lle," said he abruptly. *'Nothiog but a mix
acle could save her. The bairn’s all right.”

I got the gig, and in a few more minates we were bow-
ling down the smooth road, &' very silent’ trlo. Occas-
ionally a remark of a technical nature wonld pass between
the two regarding the patient they had left, and when
we came to the Caitha rosd, Doctor Mercer slid silently
down, nodded, and went his way. Sllent men at all
times, they seemed speclally #o then. They had done
their best, working to esch other’s hands, as they had
done all their life through, and their disappolutment was
written on their faces.

“1s this that makes me wish! had chosen any other
calling, David,” he sald. when we bad scttled ourselves
comfortably for the remaicder of the journey. *To look
in & man’s eyes and tell him vou can do no more, thet
you are helpless to save what he viost priz:s on earth, it
tikes the starch out of one, lad, I cen tell you that.””

*Bhe's a yonng woman, I suppose?'’

“Yer, a mere balrn. It's a pathetic story. You
wouldn’t think Thomas Brodie had been going about all
his days with & romance hidden under his homespun
jacket, would you?'’

“Indeed no ; he looks stolid enough.””

“‘To the outward eye. Five and twenty years sgo he
cared for & woman who wou'dn't look at him. She
married another man for his looks and his wheedling
ways, and she paid for it through ten yeare of misery;
then she died, and left her only child—to whom do you
think? Her old lover. Her father deserted her, and
went off to the end of the earth, and Brodie took the bairn
home to Torphinn, where she grew up as winsome as her
mother had been in her youth. Then Brodie found that
their life couldn’t go on except under new conditions.
He loved her, you see, to make & long story short, for
the man went through meuny torments before he asked
her, they were married at twelvemonth past at Martin-
mas, and this is the end. The Almighty has queer ways
of testing men, Brodie's deeply religions in his way, he’s
a kind of preacher nup there in the lonely hills, and God
might have spared ber, that’s what I think.”’

13 ‘Perhaps he may,’’ I hazarded, but the Doctor shook
his bead.

**Unless I've made the biggest mistake of my life, she'll
be a dead womau before the setting of the sun,” he said,

he asked, and the sweat drups stosd on

We have done our beat, but

the s'ra'ned
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and we talked of the subject no more. Late in the even.
ing an old-fashioned lumbering farm gig, drawn by a
thick-Jegzed horse, drove up to the Doctor’s door. We
were finishing our dinner ard erjoying cur talk, ae
the Dactor seemed to know who it was before the
*“That'll be Brodie to tell me the poor soul's
gotten by with it,’ he said, laps'ng, as he sometimes did,
into the {lom of the Dile, and he strode out of the room.
When he came back there was & puzzled look on Vs face.
Divid, and that she'll live, He
speaks with the confidence of a man who knows."

“Are youn golng up "’

H= uodled  “I'll just go back with him. Tn an hour's
time you can yoke the black mare in the little gig, and
come ug far as Caltha road.end to meet me, I'll get to
the cross-roada about nine o’clock "'

uenal;
bell rang

*'He says she's better,

I stood by the window and watched them drive away
again, aud I saw that a change since the morning had
come on Brodle's face, The strained look had left it
bis expression was one of peace.

Panctuelly at nine I was at the cross-roads, but the
D setor was there before me. *‘He's right, she'll live.
; you should have heard him speak about
David ; it wounld have been good
enoueh for any book."

It's beyond me
it o8 we drove up,

What did he ea)y ? ' I naked with deep interest
He sald that after I left he was o more able to bear
the four walls of the house, and calli~g the How, he went
nway to the hills after the sheep, tramplog the highest of
them until he reached the remotest corner of the placr,
Aud there he knelt dywn, he sald, and wrestied with the
Lord for his wife's life. ' I telt him * he sald, * that | bhad
erved him day o and day out for thirty years, and that
[ had asked naething frae his hand ; that {ther men had
the things that make life worth living, I had only her. I
cried to bim might'ly, and when | got up frae my knees
and went back to the hHoose, I kent he had heard me, and
that Je ke
“1i's no canny,

anie wun\\ lve,
' sald

‘That kind of & man, Hving uumnry all his days with
dumb beasts anl growing things that come from the hand
of God, ls nearer the eterual thav such as we. His falth
is great, and his expectation without a fiw. He has
proven to the uttermost the words, * Ask, and it shall be
glven you '’

*Other men have asked and been denied.”

‘'Not as Brodie asked. I read my lesson with him this
dav, | David, yon's a_faith that a kiog on the throne
might envy, a faith to move mountains”

S0 Thomas Brodie of Torphinn, haviog wrestled with
God and prevalled, saw his wife restored to ultimate
heslth, and her bonnle bairn toddling by her side. And
always from that day my thought of him was assoclated
with near and intimate communion with the unseen, pos
sible in this world only to very few.—The British
Weekly.

R ]
How the Gospel Works.

A GOOD STORY.
REV G CAMPBELIL MORGAN,

I remember some years ago conducting a wiselon, and
one of the coffice-bearers of the church where I was, said
to me:

‘‘Mr. Morgan, [ want you to come and see some peo-
ple. A girl was married out of our Sunday School three
years ago, to a man who is a slave to drink and impurity
aud gambling. 1 would lke you to come along snd see
ber.'’

I went—it wes in 'S5—on a cold February day, to see
that g'rl  Oh, I cannot picture the home to yon! It
was one of those awful houses In the midlands of Eog-
land, reachied by passing through sm entry between
other hous-s, into a back court. When I got to the
entry with my f-iend, rome children who were hovering
and shivering there, besring our steps approaching,
rushed away. We followed them and went 'into the
house. 1 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-shelf a cup
and saucer, broken ; and not another article of furnitare
that my eye rested on in that room. And there stood a
woman in onwomanly rags with the mark of a bruts] fist
upon her face, and three ill-clad bairns clinging to her
gown, She said:

“Kxcuse the children running from youm, but they
thoughbt it was father.”

Oh, the tragedy of it |

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

‘‘He ie here."”’

Isaid: “"Who is here? )

*‘That woman's husband ; he is sitting right down in
front of you.”

Now, I don't often preach at ove man, but I did thst

,uight, 1 put sside what I was going to tslk about, and




