
•Well done, good and faithful servant,’

tor this evening’s work?”
“I think He would," said Hal, but

Oil trembled, eyeing the Preacher with

strained anxiety.
“We had to have peace,” said Hal

wistfully, as the Preacher remained
silent.

‘“When a man’s ways please the Lord,

he maketh even his enemies to he at

peace with him,’
” quoted the Pretu-her.

“You wouldn’t have fought him, sir?”

asked Hal anxiously.
“Far he it from me to blame you,

Dawson. Had I been tried as you have

been tried, 1 might have done the same.

J don’t think I should—but 1 might have

done. To his own master a man stands
or falls!”

And Gil watching the Jjittle 'scene

■was awestruck at the deep humility of

the man. And the soul of the boy was

knit to the soul of the Preacher.

“Yon’s a saint!” said Hal, as the door

closed. “It takes a saint to hold in,
thinking as he thinks of this night’s
job!”

“ft *ud take a deal of hard sweating
to be like him!” said Gil.

“If it *ud do poor old Mat th a any good
in his soul to give n»e a thrashing, I’d
stand honest and let him do it ! Mattha
and me was mates!” said Hal sorrow-

• fully.
But such on attitude was beyond Gil.

He departed to boast of his father's

prowess to the other boys.

The immediate result of the thrashing
was that Mattha left Hal alone, and out-

ward peace \va» restored.

But added to the fierce resentment in

iMatt ha's - mind for the. .humiliation he

had received before the whole village,
iwas a sense of indefinable disappoint-
ment. Through his dull brain a glimmer
of new had arisen, as day,
after day hi.-, mate resisted him. But
now Hal had, as it were, descended to

his level. Hal had become as other men.

Moreover now having a wholesome awe

of his mate, he must needs seek a new

channel for the stream of his irritation,
ami he found it in the Preacher.

Gil was hurrying home, in keen ex-

pectation of a savoury supper, when

•hearing voices beyond the l>end in the

road, he stopped short to listen as Mal-
tha’s strong voice could be heard clearly,
as he cursed the Preacher.

“What need was there for thee to

come down amongst us!'* be shouted,

•‘’ruining all the villagers into canting
whining fools with thy religion! Look
at lid Dawson what is thy religion
when tliey get it. eh? Fights his own

(mate, as has been mates since we took

our first rabbit! What, lie hasn't spirit
enough to lake out a dog of a Sunday,
let alone let. him slip! But he can fight
hi-* own mate! 'rhe- hypocrite!”

“It would be as well, Matthew Storey,”
Raid (In* Preacher quietly, “if you were

♦n take service uiwler the "Master your-
Relf, tn show Uh how best we may follow’

Him!*

Gil prized himself up, and peeped
through a clunk in the hedge, and
started as he saw Miss Polly clinging to

her grandfather’s arm.

“Scared is she?” thought Gil, and he

crept nearer.

'The man laughed a hoarse laugh at
the Preacher’s suggestion.

“What doesn’t ta clear out for, I
say—and mind thy own business?”

“I cannot leave this neighbourhood
until my work is done. I must gather
you into the Kingdom yet Matthew

Storey.” And the Preacher looked him.
full in the face.

“Your work!” and he swore lustily.
“Now look here, old man. Thoo’ll
just take thyself Lack to where thoo

came from, or I’ll have to 'show tha

the way! Tve made up my mind there
shall be an end of this!”

Gil was now quite round the corner.

“Matthew Storey, let the Lord have

His way with you,” said the Preacher.

“Eh, would ta!” shouted Gil, leaping
forward, and pushing the Preacher aside.

He caught the blow of Mattha’s stout

stick on his shoulder. He wrenched it
out of his hand, and flung it along the
road.

“Hal’s whelp!” mocked Mattha
startled.

“Thoo dares!” cried Gil mad with

anger, and writhing witli pain. “Off

thoo gets, or I’ll set some one on tha,
as ’ll stiffen tha up!”

Polly had cried one little short cry,

and stood still clinging to her grand-
father.

“Gilbert Lawson, bring me that .stick,”
said the Preacher.

Gil did so,

“Here, Matthew' Storey,” -he said

quietly. “Take it. It is yours."’
Gil utered an exclamation, but the

Preacher knew his mind.
“Come, Polly, my dear. Come, Gilbert

Dawson.” And the three walked on to-

wards the village, leaving Mattha staring
at them.

“Does it hurt dreadfully,” asked Miss
Polly, looking shyly at Gil.

“It’s nowt!” said Gil coolly, “now’t
at all!”

But the Preacher turned and took the

boy’s hand in his firm grasp.

“It was grandly done,” he said with
enthusiasm, “grandly done, Gilbert

Dawson. The Lord reward thee!”
At which Gil was too overpoweringly

abashed to reply.
“Who was that!” asked Miss Polly,

as her grandfather returned to his

evehiug meal after a short absence from

the table.

“A soul in the devil’s service, my dear!

Pray that 1 may have a word in season

at the High Fell Meeting to-night.”
“I hate you to go off on those lonely

ways!” said Polly, anxiety dimming her
bright eyes. “Do let me go with you—-

just fox once!”
“No, no!” lie suid hastily. “Four

miles over the fell! It is quite out

of the question, my dear,” he said, mor*

quietly.
“Can’t some of the men go with you?*
“Most of them are off in another direc-

tion to-night, holding a meeting at the
Cross Roads. ‘What are you afraid of,

- my dear? The Lord is a mightier body
guard than a few wild quarrymen!”

“I know—or I ought to know!” and

she half smiled. “Yet—if only you had
Hal Dawson—”

“Poor Hal! I don’t think that so

far he has found his bed any easier!

Good-night, child. Do not wait up for

me.”

“Good-night, Grandfather,” and she
kissed him.

A quarter of an hour afterward the
landlady came in.

“Miss—l can’t bear no longer—seems
I must say it! That man as came before
he left—he spoke rough to your grand-
father! iSaid that he would do for him
to-night, if he took any of his preaching
to High Fell! Said that God Almighty
Himself could not stop him!”

The girl sprang to her feet.
“Oh, .Mrs. Simms, how could -on!

Why didn’t you tell me soonerI"
Without any fixed plan, she rushed

upstairs, and flung her things on.

She must pass through the village to

strike the Fell road.

In the half light of the April night,
she found Dawson’s cottage.

She knocked and entered.

“Oh, Mr. Dawson!” she gasped.

Hal was seated with his leg up on a

chair.

“Oh!” she cried, and stopped short.

“Anything the matter?”

“My ankle—given it a twist, miss-
why-—”

“Oh!” she cried, “and Grandfather has

set off up the fell, and I wanted you
so! Matthew Storey—lie has threatened
— Oh, is there no one who can come

and stop him?”
Gil sprang up.

‘ What? What, Miss

Polly? Someone going to touch the
Preacher?”

“He said— Oh, he . said that God

Almighty himself could not stop him!”
cried Polly.

Hal was horror struck.

“Gil, lad!” lie cried. “Off with her!
Off with her for th'y life— Oh, lad,
lad, I’se doubting the Preacher is catch-

ing it instead of me! Tel) him, tell
Mattha, to come along and thrash me if
he wants someone to thrash. Tell him

he’s got me fast now! Tell him to let
the Preacher a-be!”

But Polly could hardly wait to hear
the finish of the message, and in a few
minutes she and Gil were racing onwards
over the fell.

That anything should happen to the
Preacher because of Mattha’s antagonism
to his father was appalling to Gu.

Though young, he felt himself strong—■
equal to" anything just now. His pre-
sence with the Preacher might be some

protection.

“We*t you stay here and wait, Mias
Polly,” he said to the girl, as he heard
her panting 'breath beside him.

“Ko, oh, no!” eried Polly. They were

out on the open fell, and far in the dis-
tance the Preacher -was dimly visible.

“I should go faster if—” suggested Gil
anxiously.

“I’ll sit down here if you like!” said
Polly with a mighty self-effacement.

But another moment, and a great
figure leaped out from behind a boulder,
and seized Gil by the arm.

In the half light, the boy looked up

into the terrified face of Mattha. The

man was speechless. The grip of his

fingers made Gil set his teeth. The

Preacher at any rate was nearly over

the fell top—every moment he could
delay the man was of importance.

“Well?” he said, for the terror in the
man’s face was communicating itself to

him.

“Well?” and he wrenched himself away
and stood over by Miss Polly, who had

stumbled on to the bank, and was now

staring at the two in terrified silence.
“And why didn’t ta strike him?”
Mattha’s face was ghostly with an

awful fear.
“Speak, thoo great coward!” said Gil,

recovering himself. “Why didn’t ta

strike?”
“There are Two of them,” said the

man, pointing up the fell with a trembl-
ing finger.

Gil and Miss Polly looked also, but;

saw only the Preacher outlined against
the dying sun-glow.

“HELP! HELP!”

The inevitable result of employing a lady life-saver.

When some celebrated pictures of

Adam and Eve were seen on exhibition,
Mr. McNab was taken to see them. “I

think no great things of the painter,” ‘
said the gardener; “why, man! tempting
Adam wi’ a pippin of a variety that
wasna known until about twenty years
ago!”
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For every use in preserving,
purifying and beautifying the

skin, scalp, hair and hands of
infants, children and adults,
Cuticura Soap and Cuticura
Ointment have no rivals

worth mentioning. For af-

fections ofthe skin and scalp
of young and old that tor-

ture, disfigure, itch, burn,
crustand scale, they succeed
when all else fails.

Sold throughout tho world. Depots: London, 27,
Charterhouse Bq . Paris, 10, Rue de la Chausses
dAntin: Australia. R. Towns A Co., Sydney; India,
B. K Paul. Calcutta; China, Hong KongDrug Co.;
Japan, Maruya, Ltd., Tokio; So. Africa, Lennon.
Lid.. CapeTown, etc.; U.S.A., PotterDrug A ('hexa.

Corp . Solo Props., 133 Columbus Ave.. Boston.
o>W“32-page Cuticura Booklet,post-free, tells al

about Cars and Treatmentoi BMlo and Scalp.
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