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growled the im-

happier it you were to have a hope of some-
thing better iii another world, and you
wouldn't 1)0 HO awfully scared every
tinie you thought anybody was oa your
track. A man don't liave to be a
saint because he's a Christian—every-

body's imperfect, but if they trust in the
merits of Christ

"

" (), shut up, will you?
penitant counterfeiter.

"No, I won't," said Mr. Binkle. "I
stand everything you say to me, and you
don't always mean it for my good, either

;

what I'm saying to you is all in dead earnest

and good feeling, and there's no money in it

for vie. You don't s'pose I'm enjoyin' it,

talking to such a determinsd reprobate as

you are, do you ? I'm doin' it because it's

for yuiir good, an' because it's my duty, 'i

" You're a model preacher, you are," re-

torted Mr. Lodge, darker-faced and heavier-

Vjrowed than ever. " Y'ou had a good l)ring-

in' up, I reckon from what you lei drop; j'ou

might have made a decent livin' a'uywhere,

but you took to counterfeit money. / was
only a loafer—a cross between half-breed and
white trasli, and I never hurt anybody but ' it has been the
myself, except when I got too nuich whisky

I

tion's nughtiest
in me and went into a tight, and tlwii I never
gave any worse than 1 took. You paiil a
tine for me, and got me out of jail,,and tlien

learned me fluK infernal business ; I wish
you'd left me in jail ; I never felt so bad
there as I've done ever since I've been with
you, and got in with hoss-thieves and all

sorts of rasca[s, such as a decent drinkin'- take possession of irreligious persons
shop wouldn't let come in doors. Whenever fall under the inHuence of such men,
there's been any ugly work to do

out of my share. After all said and done,

my iniijuities rise iike a mountain.

"

" That's somethin' like," said Mr. Lodge.
" My debt to divine justice is such that 1

can I.ever l)egin to repay —

"

" Pile it on—don't be afraid of making it

too thick," interupted Mr. Lodge.
" Hut," continued Mr. Bjnkle, his voice

falling a little, and his words coming a little

slower, "there's o//f? comfort ; however great

the debt is, Jesus paid it all.

"

The sentiment to which Mr. Binkle gave
voice, is one which has released countless

men and women from bondage to their own
fears ; it has been for jwo thousand years

the last hope, and at times the only encour-

agement, of souls full of honest aspirations,

yet painfully conscious of the drawbacks
caused by their own imperfections ; it has

raised millions upon millions into a clearer

comprehension of the possible greatness of

love, and of love's legitimate end,then unaid-

ed nature could ever have given them; it has

inspired the greatest works of the greatest

artists ; it has melted the savage, strength-

ened the saint, persuaded the sinner >

motive power of civili/.a-

advances duri-jig a^es
in which impe.fect humanity could
not so easily comprehend the le json of

('hrist's life as that of his death. 3ut, I'e-

diioed to a mere cold, commercial CJiidition,

as in the mind of Mr. Binkle and many
another utterly selfish man of business is ac-

tually is, no one can wou(h;r that it does not
who
and

puttin' a !

that it ui)pears to them what to millions of

bullet into a sherrilt'. orstealin' horses to get I
mean natures it actually is—a substitute,for
conscience, and a convenient mask to con-
ceal from a man the actual lineaments of his

own rascalities. And so it cauK' to })ass that
Mr. Lodge, instead of being religiously af-

fected by the speech of his compunion, bent
upon that gentlemen a look J!) which scorn,

so stcuriosity and admiration were

out of the country with

—

I've iuid to do it

Y'ou've spoiled lots of otlier fellers in the
same way

;
you've made likely young far-

mers turn rascals; you've tilled i)Ortr people's
pockets with money that some day or other
they find out is counterfeit

; you've spiled
boys that might have made decent men if

you'd let 'em aloue—you don't ever go any-
where but somebody's got to be in risk of his

neck. And then to talk of religion to me I i
gained fame and fortune I'lsr

What do you think about your own string ?

—ain't it long enough to take up your whole
time ?"

Mr. Binkle had winced repeatedly under
his companion's attack, but toward the end
he somewhat recovered himself. He looked
thoughtfully almost sentimentally, into the
sky, and dually sighed ont

strangely
blended, thot any |/ainter vl'o <;ould have
cauylit Mr. Loiige's ex).res!.inn, ini;:ht have

i;u.'-!el)'.
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1 m a miseiable .sinner Iki low.
"Glad to hear you own up," growled

Lodge.
"Everybody's a sinner," continued Mr.

Binkle, " and I'm not going to try to Biieak

"Did you see him ?"

"I reckon."
"Is he ui) to business ?"

'O, isn't he !"

'When?"
'Bight off,"

'Square ?"

'Here's the two-fifty advance.
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