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started up, and, drawing back the bar, Wﬂlmm Stew'nt
entered the apartment.

« Allan,” said the old man, “I have come to have some
conversation with you, and would have come sooner, but
pride and shame kept me back. I fear I have been much
to blame.”

Thomson motioned him to a seat, and sat down beside
him.

“ Farmer,” he said, “since we cannot recall the past, we
had perhaps better forget it.”

The old man bent forward his head till it 1ested almost
on his kuee, and for a few moments remained silent.

«T fear, Allan, I have been much to blame,” he at length
reiterated. “Ye maun come an’ see Lillias. She is ill,
very ill, an’ I fear no very like to get better. Thomson
was stunned by the intelligence, and answered he scarcely
knew what. «She has never been richt hersel ’,” continued
the old man, “sin’ the unlucky day when you an’ I met in
the burn here; but for the last month she has been little
out o’ her bed. Since mornin’ there has been a great
change on her, an’ she wishes to see you. I fear we
havena meikle time to spare, an’ had better gang.” Thom-
son followed him in silence.

They reached the farm-house of Meikle Farness, and en-
tered the chamber where the maiden lay. A bright fire of
brushwood threw a flickering gloom on-the floor and raft-
cers; and their shadows, as they advanced, seemed dancing
on the walls. Close beside the bed there was a small ta-
ble, bearing a lighted candle, and with a Bible lying open
upon it at that chapter of Corinthians in which the apos-
tle assures us that the dead shall rise, and the mortal pub
on immoftality. Lillias half sat, half reclined, in the upper
part of the bed. Ier thin and wasted features had already
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