
find him worse; feverish, restless, trying to
tear off the bandages; moaning, crying, or
raving indelirium,

Mrs Dawson showed a new side to her
character. Her gratitude washeartfelt and
simple, she appeared to think that Bob's
preference for my ministrations was only
natural,and never once showed that unrea-
soning temper which had formerly alienated
us. How much there was to admire in this
woman whom 1had thought only a noisy
virago!

For five clays and nights Bob lay in a
critical condition. Icouldnot leavehim,and
my thoughts wereentirely taken up with his
state. It was, of course, impossible to get a
doctor and the responsibility of the case
rested onmy shoulders; and mnny a timeI
felt doubtful as to whetherIhad done the
right thing1,and triedto think ofsome better
plan. At the end of that time, however,he
began to mend steadily, and Iwas able to
return to my own home and my neglected
husband.

That same evening as we sat cosily by the
tire— for the air waschill— Jack smokinghis
pipe while 1reclined luxuriously in an easy
chair,Istarted suddenly to my feet and
eried—

"Jack ! what day is this ?
"

"November 9th."

" Good gracious ! And that bill, that
dreadful bill! Ihad forgotten all about it.
And now

—
whatever will become of us? "

"Oh!that's allright. Ihad a lotter from
B. and B. yesterday, by the station mail,
and they said that finding we worenot roady
with the money, they had taken up tho bill,
(I'm suroIdon't know what that means),
and were ready to renew it. But that in
futm'e we must let them know in good time
if we could not meet our engagements. In
short, this being our first offence, wo are let
offeasily. 'Notguilty,butdon'tdo itagain,'
sort of thing. Why, Minna,my dear child,
what's the matter ? Yon look quito pale."

"If Iam, it's with joy. Oh! you can't
think whata fool I've been

"
And then [ pouredout in a torront all the

haunting fears of the last few weeks, and ho
laughed and kissed me in his light hearted
way, assuring me that I was a dear, soft-
hearted darling, and not nearly so practical
as he had imagined. But he did not realise— andIsupposeno mancould— thekeenness
of the suffering thus happily ended; or why
it was that \ maintained that .Hob's accident
had been agood thing for usall. For myself
Ifirmly believe that, but for that timely
interposition, 1 should have had a serious
illness from apprehension of the trouble that
never came

DearSacrum.

Soft is the sun, and soft is the air, and soft is the
Mother's breast ;

Soft is the song shecrooneth as 1stretcli me there
torest

—
Song with its warp of wooing wind, and its weft of

bird-notesclear:
How the heart itstills,and thrills,and fills. . . .

Tis Spring— Oh, Spring is here !
David Will. M. Burn.
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