
BROKEN FETTERS.

people rose to their feet and made
for the open door. I came down
the gallery stairs and sl ly made
my way down the 1, but when
about half-way d wn, some one
with a peculiarly st ong voice be-
gan to plead, and the words, "Sin-
ner, where will you spe your
eternity ? " came pealine, own with
such force that they fastened them-
selves upon my heart. Turning
to look at the speaker I saw a deli-
cate girl standing on the platform,
and for a moinenI felt she must-he
speaking to me. I moved onee
more towards the door, and again
I heard the same words, " Where
will you spend eternity--where ?"
Why, there was but one place for
the drunkard, one place for the
suicide, and even then I was on
my way to put an end to the life
which God had given. Trembling
like an apsen leaf, I sank into the
first seat, utterly wretched, but lis-
tening to every word spoken by
this earnest Christian girl. . What
was that she said ? " Whosoever
will may come and partake of the
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