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says: " ather, I have sinned against heaven, antd in thy
sight,. and arn no more worthy to be called thy son."
Vorily, ". there iý joy in the presence of the angels of
God over ane sinier that réponteth;"

e left Etlwand Cunninghan walking toward the
enenys lines, as he supliosed ; but it was not so in reality.
Thé pickot lino, unknown to him, was formed in the shape
of a haf circle; or, bdth -Wings were extended ou twardsas,
near as possible to the enemy's lincs. In the hurry of
his excitemcent, Cunningham, instead of walking forward
in:a straight lin from the place h started,divergod
gradually to the righ t, which bronglit him into the pickot
line .of his own army. He was brought to a stand by
the cry of-

Yho cones there ?"

A friend," quickly answored Cunningham, thinking
all was right.

Cone forward, then, and give the password," con-
tinued the sentinel.

"Is*this not tho CJonfedorate lino ?" cagerly asked the
deserter, fearing now that ho had made a fatal mistake.

CThis is theUnited States arm ine," replied the
sentinel; "ant you are my prisoner," added lie, as he
recognized the uniform of the deserter.

Iinmediately the desorter was led away between a
guard of two soldiers, and delivered up to ti Provost-
Marshal, who placed him in a tent under. a strong guard.

Sad, indeedi, wero the reflections of poor Cunninghami
that night. Here he vas, a prisoner, for one of the
gi avest crimes that a soldier ca bo guilty of-doserting
hi post in front of the oneniy. Tho penaltyfor tlis
offence, he knew, -vas death;t but he ho)ed that, on
account of lis pasitgood conclut, ho niglht'Yet scape
with a milder punishnient.

Hope is said to b the strongest feeling lu the hunan
bi-east. Every criminal lias hopes of reprieve; every


