THE GOOD NEWS.

:ay Open to heaven, if we will only give
“ﬁ, 81n angd listen to God. But you not
n'y Commit sin, but you love it, though
WOng that its wages are death and eter-
h‘hpel'flitiou. And this often mnakes my
‘mrt sick, when the present state of our
Iy 88 Occurs to my mind, For God is
Y Witness, T am kindly disposed to the
.ple, and if there was ouly a desire to
th T a zood werd, and to care for better
28 than money and brandy, I should
u d'eady to open my heart and my bouse,
&verything I have, as surely & my
e is John Peter Van Brenkelen.”
.80 Mr. Van Brenkelen used to speak to
Jig, “Ustomers, and then he would slightly
hig cap from his head to bid them
N -bye, after which he often turned to
ing " dow to look up to the sky, know-
o5 that the remedy must come from above,
ere was none below.

CHAPTER 1L

Yoy WHICH THE READER MAY LEARN THAT
ODOM LIRKEWISE IS VEXED WHEN A
KGHTROUS MAN LIVES IN IT.
TE.IS(W the words which.good Mr. Van
elen spoke behind his’ counter, were
Wried among the bags of meal and
Pag s Ot took care that not many minutes
d besore all he had said was reported
gi“i:r hushand ; and Griet was not slow in
«y ®an account of Mr. Van Brenkelon'’s
'leimp sermon,” as she called it, to her
’oug ours next door, and opposite, and
Ny, the corner. _There would have bee’n
ay; :'Pm‘. Liowever, in reporting the grocer’s
€5, if they had stuck to truth and re-
{;::t:d correctly; even the bellman might
the, Peformed a service by trumpeting
lhg , DUt at every coruer of the street. But
Bre Wkative women so rendured Mr. Van
iy, 2¢len's words, aud with so many addi-
by and inierpolations of their own, that
%n‘veﬂqnixed cordial turned into a decoc-
of gall and wormwood.

khh“‘? evening the text thus altered, and
t, aFtS annotations, was brought before
Wgp embly at The White Horse. Sitting
of th eir buer and brandy, the members
(‘lgquat company exhausted their wit and
Mgty COC€ in refuting the assertions of the
hoy Odistical grocer.  The arguments,
fayg. o5 which were brought forward in
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against Mr. Van Brenkelen’s slanderous
criticism, consisted chiefly of abuse, and
execration, and blows, which were applied
to the bar with such power, that the
tumblers and glasses returned their respon-
sive vibrations.

#1 should like to know,” cried, among
others, the hawker, while finishing his
tumbler and ordering another to stir up
the fire of his eloquence, « I should like to
know why those hypecrites Van Breukelen
and Welter are better than myself, or any-
body else. They may sit down together
all the day, reading their Bibles and sing-
ing their psalms, but I don’t care a fig for
that, for it doesn't fill my barrel with sour-
crout, nor make my chimney to smpke.
Their children may be able to read and to
say a hymn, but I don’t see that they are
a bit better than mine. Last week the
grocer’s boy, and he is a lad of fifteen, was
attacked by the butcher’s dog, and trembled
and cried, and looked for all as if he was
turned inside out, like a stocking. Then
my William, who is only thirteen, and can
neither read nor write, came up and kicked
the beast down. Now I ask, what is the
use of all that reading and writing ? I
never learnt it, and I have got through the
world as well as the grocer Van Brenkelen,
and the tailor Welter. Tbe one may be
able to paint his house every year; I have
learnt to live as comfortably as he, and
never paint at all. The other may be able
to afford a horse and ecart to visit bis cns-
tomers on their farms; I visit mine as pune-
tually as he does, and it is on my feet. 1
don’t see what reading and writing, Bible
and hymuns, have to do with all that. I
kuow perfectly weil how much I must
charge for three yards of calico, without
taking a pencil in one hand and a slate in
the other. And I have no ueed to turn
up a Bible to know that I would be a
scoundrel if I sold cotton for linen.”

« Ay,” cried a voice from the aulience,
“but you sold half linen for entire, to the
baker's wife, the other day.”

A laugh arose, and several of the com-
pany took their glasses from the bar and
empticd them with loud applause.

“That's a base lie!” continuxd the
hawker, beckoning with his hand to quiet
the noise, ¢I’'m sure the tailor Welter has
spread that report, to get the people to buy

A of the reputation of the community | from himself. I am quite aware of his



