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ovel thréw ' it
L’uulc said, "
“You tlnnl\, thon ‘that'it’ was tln own mto !
- “I do, sir. I didn't feel quite sre '1bout 1t qt ﬁrst
' but now I'm convmced of 1t no
Aftm the wlxole of the evulence had been’ duly slftod“,
and welghed only two facts of any importance remained *-
one was that, as James Liaurie had stated, whooever threw
the ball musb have gone out of his way to Obt'un 11,, and‘ ’
the ‘other 3 wns, that the foreo of ‘the blow' Would seem to
indicate considerable stlenrrt.h upon the pavt of the’ pol- '
* gon tluowmo ‘the ball.” Beyoml Llns, howcvel the m'w ‘
ier was hlddcn in mystery o
The boys wore dlslmsscd for the. (lrLy and emmned to
<ro home at once as quletly as possible. - The school-room’
was locked, and Dy, Barton went chl\ to his. sLudy to"
pondel ovcr Lhe events of the afternoon. :

(To be concludcd in onr nml)
.___.:<.>_._..__.
HOW A PRIEST FOUND PEACE

As T st in tho frons p'ut of a room, a youncr Romm
priest slowly paced to. and fro at: the other end of it
"He was nobly horn—son of one of high rank in the army.
From 2, pious. mothel ho had 1ecelved deep conthlons
about his soul "¢ Whiat shall it proﬁt a’‘man’to gain ‘the
whole W011d and lose his. own soul ” followed him
. through; all his’ studies and travels. Tor mcnted Dy this;
_ he atlength entel ed the chureh, not, to satisfy wmbtbxon, )
but if posmble to find peace of soul. His lank form, his
long face, pale and. tlnn—hls entne Dein rr—--mcllcfxted
.suffering; and, W1thout knO\vmrr why, I felt myself drawn
- to. lnm I 1emembe1ed asg 1f it wer 9 but vestmdmy, thc

i same cause, I at once aslzod lnm “Have you peace w1th
Gred my dear friend ?”
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