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Ske was a tall, splendid girl, with a
beautiful, pliant figure, round, grace-
fal, :Imd full of delicate curves - and
lines. Her facs was neither too full
nor too thin, bat purely Greek in out-
line, and exquisite m ecolor, with its
lastrous eyes of gray, its shading of
rippling dark hair, its faint dashes of
pink upon a surface otherwise ' soft
and clear as wax. '

She was the pillar of strength in the

|EIALY l".‘.

collectively would ameunt to very lit-
tle, if beautiful Ceeil was left out.

' But with those mysterious finuncial
movements, known ouly to clever
mothers of marriageable ¢daughters
these Villiers girls were always mod-’
els of elegance and style ; and of all

: FOR THE FEIEND,
WRESTLING.

" REBECCA BLEDSUE LUXTON.

Oh! fierce is the contlict,
Which wars in my breast,

the young ladies far and near, there
were rone who were so much admired
as they.

They had brought to the Ocean
House themselves and ‘their party,
and were prepared to have a glorions
time, after our modern, idle, languid

their enﬁm'%gf mthut,.

tion came to her relief, and she
out her hand. '

Traffton,” she eaid. *‘Mr. Thorpe, al

mice, Mr. Traffton.

kind enongh to save my life.’
‘Yes, yes!

Fe=-emangatic ghake.

Then, after a moment, Krmest bow-
away, and when:-Harry
France came out to find bim for a
quadrille, he was again smoking~ and

ed himselt

looking over the water, as though
bright rocms and * beautiful
were no part of his life.

the deuce ails you?’ asked Harry.—

| ¢ Why don't you come in ?’

‘Ob, bother !
“You are the
you come ¥’

vddest stick! Wil

held
‘I awm very glad to see yov, Mr.

low me to introduce to yo a friend of
He was once

Traffton and I have
met before, and I have heard the stc-
ry. Traffton, we owe ycu a.great deal!,

‘And Thorpe, the man with the big
hourly income, gave Trafffon’s hand

women

- ¢ Are you melancholy-ad ? or what

‘Not my flesh
soul! Do youn thi
stand the selfish,
would make, for
Are you a mwother, Ind dare fell me
you love e, when ¥ urge me to sell
myself toaman IRtc? Tamnota
child—Iam a wom§! You cannot
swerve me trowm mypurpose, as you
might have done ye§ age; and once
for all, I tell you 1 wilnot marry John
Thorpe !

‘Then yeu will gear

‘No, I will not! I
honest woman | shov!d, P myeself, for |
you, for aunty, for fstdle. Bat T will '
not marry this mip !

‘Then leave mgjbiid the mother’s
trembling finger pinted to the door.
‘Leave me, and gver—’

‘Mothet !I” Estje eried out.

‘You need nofear, Estelle,” and Ce-
eil passed out. £ shall be recalled.’

‘How hot it ws there I’ she thought;
and she walkedlong the hall and out
upon the piazz

I do not mnder-
ucl bargain you
r own comfort ?

»
.

wwork asavy |

"Oh! how deeply I drink

fashion.

“Yes, I suppose so.’

“ For a momegshe thought sbe had

»'
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you nor your comrades, not even my-
 8elf can prevent it. You may watch
me a3 closely asyou please, tie me
hand and foot if you will, but o higher
power than yours has ordained that I
shall feave you at that time.’
‘Poor fellow! Lis mind wanuers,’
said the tory. ¢ ‘He'll talk differently
in the morning.”- And he returned
to his scat at the table, leaving the
youth with his head cgain resting in.
bis haunds.
“'heuﬁt!;e vlock . struek eleven, the
young mau drew a pipe and some to-
baseo from Lis pocket, ard asked the
Tory leader it he had any objeotions
to his smoking. ‘None i the least,’ he
said adding with a laugh; that is if
you'll promise not to disappear in g
cloud of tobacco-smoke.’
The young mwan made uo reply, but
immediately filled his pipe, bhaving
done which he aross and commenced
pacing the floor.
He took half a dozen turns up and
Tlowu each side of the room, approach-
ing nearer the table each time, when,

. —————

f FALLING LEAVES.

Alas, how easily things go wrong |

A word too much or a kiss too long,
And there falleth a mist and s blinding rain,
And life is never the same again.

It costs a man no small
be grateful.— Seneca.

The disciple whom Jesas loved was
the disciple who loved Jesus.
Love hopeth all things, trosteth all
things, believeth all things.
The miserable have no other wed-
cine, but enly hope.—Shakespeare.
What men want is not talent, it is
purpose ; in elher words, not the

power to achieve, bat the will to la-
bor.— Bulwer.,

Every attempt to gain knowledge is
productive of some good resnlt, for, if
it does notking else, it leads to a spir-
it of inquiry, which is of itselt Jbenefi-
cial
"Tis sud work to be at that pass,
that the best trial of truth must be
the multitude of balievers, in a crowd

wmalter to

BT EE

world many times more fair ? and cast
over it a mauntle ofilight many times
more lovely ? and wash it with par
dew than ever droppeM from the oy
lids of the morning ?— Ed'sard Iry
The Christian must be ﬁ-l\fed;
one spirit, gnided by one standi.
throughout his whole oxistence. The .
same refreshing breezes visit him -
while toiling through the Valley of
Humiliatjon, or elimbing the Delecta-
ble Mduntsius, resting in the land .of
Beuldh » Or passing through the Dark
River made bright by the faces of shi-
ning ones leaniag from the other side,
In the falterings and tbe triurmphs * ¢!
his course, his need is the same ; th
air that strengthens hiwn, the only au.
in which he ean breath freely, is the
pure a‘mosphere of Light and Love
that flows down to him from bis Fath-
er’s House, through ihe opan gates of
the Beautiful City and over the Celes-
tial Hills.~-Lucy Larcom.—Chicago
Alliance.

where the number of fools so much
exceeds that of the wise. As if any-

thing were so common as ignorance !
— Montaigne.

Every saint in heaven is as a flower
in that garden of God, and holy love
is the fragrance and sweet odor they
all send forth, and with which they
fill the bowers of that paradise above,
—Jonathan Edwards.

Some phantem lifts np a wavering
standard in the bazy future, on the
dim, vague boundaries of the unknown
and the multitudes rush out in wild
pursuif, while the solid gold of the
pregent is trampled under foot and
left untouched by the wayside.—DufF
Porter.

I cannot call riches better than the

. And he went in with a loungine, idle
step, and walked throngh the quadrille
with lofty indifference, bis handsome
blue eyes lazily taking in the room, but
his mouth shut close bekind his long
blonda moustache.

This was the begiuning of his short
summer vacation, and had they locked
info his heart they would have seen
how thoroughly he wished it was its
ending.

They were very gay there, and in
spite of himself Ernest was often
drawn into their parties, and was of-
ten the cavalier of Cecil Villiers.

One night, when the moonlight was
flooding the beach, the white rockz and
the house, he had- taken a stroll out,
with his cigar. for a companion, and
had found e seatto his satisfaction,
away down almost to th 4

: shewﬁéj v'ery much

literally entereffire; for John Thorpe
stood there, a} had evidently heard
all they had s§-

He put ount § hand.

“You are a ﬁ&@an thaz even
1 bad thoug® T wish to heaven I
might help w7

Then he uictly away, and left
her there, so fudf shame and misery
that she prayegd) die.

But then ame a breath of cool
sea air acrosy Br cheek, as if {o re-
buke her, agfse started up and hur-
ried down frstairs to a point where
it blew stmger; and as she came’
around to le spot she was seeking,
she came upn Ernest Traffton, still
smoking anjlooking out over the wa-

The cup’of unrest. having exbausted hi¢ pipe, he returned

to bis seat and refilled it.

He continued to smoke until the
clock struek twelve, when he arose
frou_1 Lis seat, and, slowly knocking
the ashes ont of his pipe, said: .
‘T'here, boys, it's twelve o’clock and
I must leave you. Good-by !’ :
Immediately all around the room
were seen streaks of fire hissing and
squirming, the cabin was filled with
dense sulphurous smoke, midst which
was a clap of thunder. The Tories
sat in . their chairs paralyzed with
fright {

The smoke cleared away but the
prisoner was nowhere {o be seen. The
table was overturned, the windew was
smashed to pieces, and one chair was
lying on the ground outside the build- | baggage of virtue ; the Roman word
ing., I R : is better : i i a8 lt!na
of their suced, in the direction of tHa] - - _loft
British encampment, leaving their

S0, one night, two men—two stran-
gers—sauntering along the cool piazza
came around to the window of the
great parlor, and looking in saw them
all, and among them Cecil Villiers.

She was sitting, by acknowledgea
right, in the most conspicuous place
in the room, where the best light fell
upon her and her abundant draperies;
and she looked precisely what she
was, a queen of beauty and fashion.—
The prevaling color in her dress was a
sof:, delicate cream, almost white ; but
there were dashes of gold here and
there, and long sprays of smilax, and
Jittle clusters of tuberoses and ecame-
lias in her hair and on her bosor.—
Her fan was white and gold and the
mantle on the arm of the chair behind
ber was white and gold, and all aboat

“nd iima_calogs eer—madiaantifalle
Of.l_é Oi tb’ n p"i

Righl npward, soaring high; ¢
Wonld be my soul's flight;

But the carés of the earth

¢ Crush it down, in their might,

Stleeted,

AN EFFECTIVE REPROOEF,
When Queen Vietoria was about
thirty years younger than she is now
she was inclined to ba very exact in
the way of business, and more espe-
cially in the way of promptness to ap-
pointed times and places. Seven
years a queen, four years & wife and
three years a mother, she felt proba-
bly a more weighty digunity resting up-
on her than she has felt since.

And yet no crust of dignity or roy-
al station could ever shut out her in-
nate goodness of heart, All the time
of which we speak the Duachess of
Sutherland held the offize of mistress
of the robes of the British Queen, and

<o paiilig- Dposition was

_ Oh!<is it not hard
For a spirit that is high,
When it sees a bright world, -
With the mind’s wakefnl eye,
To be held back with fetters,
Which canker and rust,
When fain, throngh the bonds,
It would joyfully Lurst?2—
I Then loose them ; my spirit ;
~ . And plume thydight wi
Away 1o the land, .
YW here the serzphim sings,

oy
D._‘ H

And bring mo a sperk
Of the heavenly fire,
That burns in his heart,
When he plays on his lyre ;
=4 bring me a drop
Caten the éup whence be drinks,
When viq from his brow

o

ponl.

And bring
A wafm
To lle-on W of b
Like a & fair, froitful ;h»;
" sy leaf,

: That is weé :

gs _fle thinks;——

ng

ter./
fe turne( as she came up, and gave
Lad 3

Thor ’: and mot:her hha disowned me

|

wéighed d
From Life’s shining r(i):;:-
OL ! haste with a draphht
My soulia enliven, - .

‘ 5! o
Vith gm..._-.—
"01le on theg\\'?nfjn'y broy,
- Bof s
‘A f‘ev& t‘!;th imurmur noy,
| 0Te steps 1o tak,
A few Mmore eff, e, |
few mo L nrers tell ¢
few mnrarifmgl"lw’ '
Then, i1
' ,.Aﬂﬁug of day,
Into twilight gray
— A shudder, a chill Dreath,
And then cometh Death.

wh': ariefl
]

A passing from night,
lato morn’s rosy light,

Into peace, ont of strif_r-.
And then cometh Tife,

A going into peace, ;
From prison Walls a 1oug__re}peusc.
After drought, & summer rain, = _ .
A severing o f each galling chain.—
From gloomy depth, to lofty height,
From fesbleness, to godlike might,
From tears, and anguish, and di.may,
To radiant light, and sunny days
From falsehood, 1reachery, and deceil
To feast on Love at Jesus' féet.
From sching heart and troubled mind,
Solace, and comfort sweet, 10 find.
From frowping world to smiling God,
A tescue from o smiting rod; z
A safe retreat from beating stori,
* From chilling gale arefuge warni,
All all this, and Jnore than this,
From carih’s drear hour to en
1t is to die, and’go awvay,
Away to Heaven's joyful

gy L
Fayetteville, N. C., Jan. 18, 0.
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Aless bliss,

Choice.
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There was a great party of people

1 What a perfect
{ .
n

¢ Yom daWw ber a year ago. Where
yyoa been, Harry France, that you
never before saw Cecil Villiers ?’
¢Oly ho! So that is Cecil Villiers ;
and if I remember right, you saved her
life last yeaf, <n a eteamer that was ta-
king a pleasure trip up the Hudson.
You must be geod friends.’
Ernest Traffton ¥nocked the ashes

from his cigar, saying, with easy non-

| ehalancze :

¢ Not necessarily so. A man may do
very much for one and never be on fa~
miliar terms with her. However, I
fancy she would remember me.’
 Then come in and introduce me.’
‘Nonsense! Have a cigar, and be
sensible. - There's a man behind her
chair whose hourly income is more
than you can call your own in the
world ; and sho can have him by one
look from her Leantifal eyez, Take a
cigar ?’

Harry France looked silently at his

self back in a chair, and dgoking awsy

over the sea with an indefinable ex-

pression in his eyes which could not

possibly relate to Ceeil Villiers.
*Boh!l

| . This came in a burst [rom somebody
snd there was a flutter of a silken
dress, a whif of perfume, and the
bright sparkling face of Estelle Vil-

liers met Einest’s surprised eyes.

friend ; but Froest was settling him- |

‘I saw you lock indifferently in at

“Yes,” he answeredown company so
wei?? We are usually very merry.
Do yon really hate us ?’

“No,” he answered.

‘Why don’t you come with us? We
would all like it—I should like it very
much. Remember how much I owe
you—my life !’ 2 -
‘Nonsense! A Newfoundland dog

would have dope as much, and I—I

should have dragged an apple-woman

out as readily.’

She was not daunted y=t, though his

voice was as ¢old and hard as the rocks

at their feet.
‘Well, let all that go past, if you

|
}
{

@

come ?’ |

with intense passion. |
“‘Why ? Do you wish to know ? Be-
cause, Cecil Villiers, I am fool enough

soul !’
¢A man must be a fvol, then, to love
me ?' she asked.
“Yes, unless he can write it in you
hand with letters of gold; unless he is
| a—John Thorpe !”
She let the white scarf fall away
from her face, and for one or two mo-
ments looked silently at him,
“And you think this of me ? My God,
how miserably low I have tallen !’
And then she turned and walked
away, as she had come, like some un-
earthly thing.

* *

* * *

There was a disturbance in the

will; but tell me—why don’t you | Villers was one of these.

He turned a fage whita as snow to- i
ward her, with eyes now almost black |

to love you better than I love my own | from Trenton, N. J., sat five men, four

gathered for two or three weeks at the
Ocean House, — Bea.q.'h, and among
" them was the Villiers family. Firsty

us, and then take your, chair and sif
back here, as though we were of the
least possible account in the world. I

though not most imp
Villiers, the widow of old Gen.

war. Next came her sisté

widow, Mrs. -Adams ; next the 1wo

Villiers girls, Cecil and Hstelle,

And with them and sbout them
came & half-dozen or more families—
rich, respectable and fuhiojl{able ; and
twenty or more - young, middle-aged

and doubtiul-aged gentlemin—all re

spectable, and nearly all of them in

leve with gne or the other of the Vil
liers girls, = .;-

Estelle, the youngest, was & pretty
plex-

ion, black, roguish eyes, an irresistible
d an arch, coquettish man-
ner thap conquered everybody 5 but

girl, with an’ incomparable com
laugh, an
Cecil was 1bg beauty-of the fanily.

ortant, was Mre.
Villiers.

who had served during the h{'c:_ncan
alco &

didn’t dare to tell Cecil of your pres-
ence, and your total contempt of us.—
She would be in a rage, and Ceeil in a
rage! Come in and see her.’

There was a burried introduction,
and then, between the two gentlemen,
Estelle Villiers went back into’ the
bright parlor. |

*Look here! My sister, Mr. France.
Cecy, see what a fish I have captured.’

And Estelie brought tall Ernest
Traffton around with a flourish, and
the beaunty, looking up, saw the man
whose blae eyes bad looked into hers

down to a cruel Jeath, in the.cold wa-
ters of the Hudson.

There was a deepening of color in

once when she believed herself going |

Cecil’s face for,a moment ; then the
old habit of crushing back every emo-

apartments ocoupied by the Villers. It
wag not noisy or ill-bred, but it was 8
disturbance as fall of hot anger as ever
was raised on earth.

“There was Mrs. Villers, red and vio-
lent; there was Mis. Adams, speechless
with rage, save for an occasional excla-
matory burs‘t;‘there was HEstelle, tear-
ful and trembling; and there was Ce-
cil, as cold aud white as marble, but
resolately defiant. She was saying:

“You can iell Jobn Thorpe that I re-
fuse to marry him! I think he wili
understand you.'

‘Cecil, do you dare to send him a
message like thet ? Yon must marry
him. It will ruin me 1f you do mot !’

‘T don’t see why.’ '

‘Fool! Who will pay the bills ?—
who will keep us from starving pover-
ty? I have depended upon you, Cecil.
If you give wup thie .man, what is fo
stand between us and misery ?' -

0

{or »little while. She'll soon call me
brck.’

‘Shall you care to go?

And then for a moment there was a
silence,

‘Perhaps not. Yet—’

‘Oh, Cecil "—and two strong white
arms clasped hers—‘was it for your
own sake that you did this ?’

‘No, Ernest—for vours !’ '

And the proud face drooped,and
the beautifal eyes wers veiled beneath
their lids.

After all, there are many women
who, for love's sake, will give up world-
ly honor and possessions, and Cecil

A Legend of 1776.

Nicar had set in deep, and ina
small log hut, situsted s few miles

of whom were seated et an old oaken

muskets and other arms to the mercy
of the flames, which uad now begun to
devour the cabin. ;

The next day two young men, dress-
ed in the Continental uniform were
seen standing near the ruins of the old
cabin. One vas our prisoner of the
night previous. ‘Let us hear all about
it Tom,’ said the other.

‘Well,” said he, ‘last evening, asI
was passing tlis place, two Tories ran
out of the cabin aud took possession
of me. Before I cou® make sny re-
sistance they took me in, and who de
vou soppose I saw as leacer of their
party, but John Barton, cur cld school-
mate. He talked with me and tried
to induce me to join them; but I told
them that I couldn’t doit; that at
twelve o’clock I was going to escape
—disappear in a cloud of smoke. Bat
e laughed at me and said I was out
|of my head. About eleven o’clock I
asked him if I might smoke. Hs said

table in the center of the room, engag-
ed in playicg cards, while they fre-

. | quently moistened their throats with|y ;.4 about a pouand of gan-powder in

\l&rge dragghts from un earthen jug
| that steod on the table.
" They were heavily-bearded, coarse-
looking men and from their dress,
which somewhat resembled the Brit-
ish upiform, they were evidently To-
ries. The other was a stout-built
young 'man, ¢ladin-$he Continental
uniform. He sat in ona corner of the
room with his face. buried in his
hands.
“Tow,’ said one of the Tories, rising
from the table, and seating himself
near the young prisoner—for such he
gvidently was —Tow, you and I were
school-boys together, and 1 love yeu
yet. Now, why camt you give up your
wild notiors and joinus? You're our

-

| prisoner, and if you don’t we shall

hand you over to the head quarters to-
morrow, while, if yot join us, your
fortune is made; for with your brave-
ry and talents yan will distinguish
yourself in the Royal srmy, and after
the rebeliion is crushpf- out your case
shall be rewarded by kmighthood and
promotion in the army. Now there
are two alternatives;«which do you
choose ¥’ -

‘Neither,’ said the young man, rais-
ing his head and looking the Tory
straight in his eyes: ‘I am nowas
you say, your prisoner ut wheg the
clock strikes twelve I ¥ paper, az i
a cloud of fire and amif™ne 1t |
! ription §!

fTOllesox
ud p 3)43 __
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a| Greensbero gardeners are planiing

he had no objections; so I filled my
i pipe and commenced walking the floor.
1: my pocket, aud, as 1 walked, strewed
it all over the floor. When the clock
struck twelve I bade them good bye,
and told them I had fo go. I then
knocked the ashes out of my pipe, the.
powder ignited, and a dazzling flame
of fire shot across, around, and all over
the room, filling it with suffncating
smoke. Before it cleared away I hurl-
ed a chair through the window, sprang
out, and departed, leaving them to
their own reflactions. You kmow the
rest.”

1

- e —
1 The Hartford Times tells of a smart
Connectieut stump speaker who was
haranguing a crowd in Fairfield coun-
ty, when the effect of one of his strong
points was terribly broken by a bawl-
ing exclamation from a half-drunken
fellow in the crowd, who sung out:
‘Ob; you're . demagogue !’ The ora-
tor fixed his eye upon the fellow, and,
pausing just a moment to fix the atten-
tion of the andience and give his re-
sponse the more effect, mearely an-
swered, with one of his own unap-
proachable grins: ‘And put a wisp of
straw around your belly, and you’d
be a demijohn! It brought dowa the
house and extinguished the bibulous
offender.

S S .

ish potatoes.

in and eat with, as well as pray for,
the publicans. We want piety that
shall not be afraid to lake vice and ig-
norance and impurity by the hand
and lead them up to its own pure, en-
lightened and virtwous level. —We
want honesty inspired by something
higher than fear of the jail.—The Gol-
den Rule.

The best name by which we can
thiuk of God is Father. It is a loviug,
deep, sweet, heart-tonching name ; for
the name of father i in its nature full
of inborn sweetness and comfort.—
Therefore, also, we must confess our-
selves children of God ; for by this
name we deeply touch our God, since
there is not & sweeter sound to the
Father than the voiceé of the clhild.—
Martin Luther,

Joy is & prize unbought, and is
freest, purest in its flow when it comes
unsought. No getting into heaven as
a place will compass it. You must

Al AT . Iro
, _ e PN oy a
trees, and Savior-like men who will go %ﬁfg -of great ; hﬁ

and her absence
are. The Queen gave vent)mwee th.

just as she was about to enter tue
carriage withoul her first lady of hon-
or, the duchess, in brcathless Laste,
made her appesrance, stammering
gome faint words of excuse.

*My dear duchess,’” said the Queen,
smiling, ‘I tlunk you must have a bad
watch.' And asshe thus spoke she
unloosed from her neck the-chain of a
maguificent wateh which she herseif
wore, aud passed it around the neck
of Lady Sufbe:irud.

Though given as a present, the les-
son conveyed wich it made a deep and
lastivg impression. The proud ‘duch-
ess changed cowr, and a 'tear, which
( she coutd not repress, fell upon Her
cheek. On the next day she tendered
her resignatiou, but it was not accep-
ted. ‘It is said that ever afferward
she was, if anything, more puuctual
than the Q.. u hersell

carry it with you, else it is not there.
You must nave it in you as the music

central depths, of eternal springs, that
hide their wators there.—Horace Bush-~
nell. _

To have our hearts balanced cn
God ‘as their centre, and so balanced
that under the ruder touches of temp-
tation they may be moved to and fro
like the nicely poised stones of the
Druids, but, like those stones, always
return again to théir rest—that is to
be blest indeed—io be blest like the
Psalmist who said after some rough
onset of Satan, ‘I shall not be ygreatly
moved.'— Hewiston.

No mockery in this world ever
sounds to me so hollow as that of be-
ing told to cultivate happiness. What
doeo such advice mean ? Happiness
is not & potato to be planted in mold,
and tilled witb manure. Happiness
is a glory shining far down upen us
out of heaven. She is a divine dew
which the soul, on certain of its sum-
mer evenings, feels dropping upon it
from the amaranth bloom and golden
fruitage of paradise.— Charlolte Bronte.

" Of how many cheap, exquisite joys
are these five seuses the inlets? and
who is he that can look on the beauti-
ful scenes of the morning, lying in the
freshness of the dew, and the joyful
light of the risen sua, and not be hap-
py? 'Cacnot God create amother

|

of a well-orderec soul, the fire of a ho- |
ly purpose, the welling up, out of the |

D it
YCU'VE BEEN DRINKINU

A young gentleman met a lady frien.
in the street, and seeing & roil im Lier
hand, which he supposed fo be mus
askedher what it was. “You've bec.
drinking,’ she cartly responded. “Why
--why—" stammered the youth, blush-
ing prodigionsly and overwhelmed
with confusion, ‘why, I have not tasted
a drop to-day.” Tue lady looked him
straight in the face aud repeated. ‘I
sdy you've been drin—' bas before she
could finish he fled‘ across the street,
and she was corapelled 4o send him a
note next morning explaining that
‘You've been drinking’ was the title of
the piece of music she carried.

—_——e——————————

‘Pa, are you in favor of the Bible in
public schools ?’ asked a West Side
youngster at the breakfast table the
other morning. ‘“Why, of course, I
am,’ responded the father, pleased that
sueh an important subject shounld en-
gage the attention of his youthful off-
spring. ‘What makes you ask such a
question, my son?’ ‘O, nothing,’ re-
joined young hopeful, ‘only I thought
maybe you wasn’t as you never have
had one at home.” The urchin dodged,

but he wasn’t quick enough.
1t is claimed for Mrs. Van Cott that

she has made twice as mapy converts
as Moody and Sankey.

once to her impatience, and at lengbh, ™S



