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knight - unconcernedly continue h:.s vrou‘te,
soizod a sling, and cast & etone at him, which

. knocked off his broad-brimmed hat. Dugues-
dlin quictly dismounted, picked up tlfe hat,
and -remounted his horse ; then, ?ummg to
little Picrce Neigo, who was scoking another
stone to fling at bhim from the top of the bf:.t-
tlements, and shaking his bat with a bantering
air, he departed at fuil gallop.

Cuarter XX.—The Lazaretio.

The night of the day in which‘ the events
just recorded happened, tho Morisca boldly
*entered the luzaretto, taking the minutest pre-
cautions not to be seen, and went towards the
hut of the renegade, which was tie {lcnrest to
the nqueduct. Esau, prostreted with fever,
wag extended on his couch, and when he saw
ber enter his miscrable dwelling a at,r:ufge
amile curled his lips, which were wet with

exasperated at sceing the |

foam. .
¢ Ah,” muttered he, ‘“‘her hatred is more

vigorous and daring than her most violent love
would be.” Then, addressing Aixa, You
come fearlussly, noble dame,” said be, “to
breathe the poisoned air of the lazaretto.”

s can inagine thy surprise, Esau,” replied
Aixa; “but as Duguesclin must have quitted
the city, and as e knows the sceret of the
aqueduct, Don Pedro is lost. If he seeks to
flee, he will be forced to pass the water-gate,
in order to gain his galleys, or by the lazaretto
o reach the mountiins. Esau, this night I
will deliver Rachel’s lover to thee, but on one
condition.” :

<« Deliver Don Pedro to me ~—to me, whom
he has made avlcper v exclaimed the renegade,
raising himse!f on his couch, and carnestly re-
goarding her.

«Listen,” seid Aixa, ‘‘the assault cannot
be long delayed, and the king, by this time,
knows that resistance is useless. I, with my
soldiers, guard the water-gate, for the excava-
tions of the aqueduct are yet inundated, but
the galleries are free. Thou wilt guard the
threshold of the lazaretto. Let us make an
agreement. He will not save himself alone.
You understand me. If he essays to flee by
the water-gate, he falls into my power; he
and his—then I deliver Doa Pedro to you, aad
keep Rachel.”

A feeling of horror thilled through Esau at
this proposition. o

«1f he tries to flee by the lazaretto, thon
wilt keep the king and delver Rachel to me,”
added the Morisca, smiliag.

<« Why this strange agreenent, lady?” asked

¢Vhat borrid project do youa contem-
24

Esau.
plate against Rachel ? .

«Qh, re-assuce thyself, Eau; I will not
jmflict torments and tortvres o2 her ; but my
guards have served me well, aid I will give
her as a slave to one of my faithiu! servauts,
who may think her handsome enough for
acdeptance.”

“Do you speak zeriously ?” demanded the
Jeper, whose inflamed eyelids, half unclosed,
emitted a sparking glance, like lightring, that
rested on the countenance of the Morisca.
“To you think I will allow you toexccute
such venge:nce against the sister of 3 child-
hood ? Oh, no, I will never deliver Raduel to
her enemy.”

«Poor dupe,” said Aiza, coatemptuosly ;
s when Rachel allowed thee to be condenned
to the most ignominious saffering, when rhe
saw thee writhing with paiu, did she weep, or
try to soften the king? Did she remembe
the scenes of your infancy tben? No, th

fayor of Don Pedro caused her to forget or
despise Esau Mauasses. Why then remember
ber when she has forgotten thee ?”

<« You will never succeed in making me hatc
the daughter of Samuel. T donot accept your
terms, noble lady.”

«Po it so, Feau,” said Aixza, preparing to
depart. “‘Don Pedro will meet his purish-
ment. As to Rachel, I sball still know how
to reach her, notwithstanding the protection
of a leper.”

< Threats still, noble dame,” murmured the
renegade. ¢ Beware, the sevpent does wrong
to hiss before it bites.”

«J have come here under thy salcguacd,
Esau,” answered the Morisea, proudly.

She moved away slowly, hiding uunder a
calm outerior the veration she felt at the
ohstacle presented to her designs by the op-
position of the renegade.

Aixa had guessed rightly as to the position
of affuirs in the'city. At that very hour the
army of Don Furique propared to commence
the assault. .

Trom the-top of the mirador Don Pedrvo
could hear the joyful clamours of the enemy,
and remarked with grief the sinister silence
that reigned in the strects of Seville. ‘It

. does not matter,” said he, ““I will fight to the
last, for a conquered king there is but ono
glorious end—to die, covered with wounds, on
the breach of his dismantled ramparts 1”

The Jewess remained silent, regarding him
with her eyes full of tears,

¢.Ts not that thy view of the case, Rachel 2
demanded he, anriously.

“No, Pedro,” answered she, ‘“that is the
valgar courage of « man-at-arms, not that of
a king. To run that dcsperate chance is to
heighten the triumph of,thy enemies. Dost
thou think, if thou wert to fall wounded on a
heap of corpses, they would let thee dic?
Thy own archers would probably deliver thee
up to secure mercy und roward for themselves.
No, sire, it is not here that thou canst defend
thy orown ; thou art confined in Seville as in

4 don ;. thou must quit Seville, gain the monn-

ments stunned by the fall. | tains, seek refuge.in some faitixf\il'castlo. and !

summon the Oastilians to arms against the
stranger, and drive from your kingdom those
hordes of robbers. and vagabonds that now in-
fost it.” ' . )
¢ True,” murmured the king, ‘‘my death
would be a subject of ridicule, my courage
would be doubted, and my revengé lost.”

‘It is better to wander proscribed in the
Jnountains,” resumed the Jewess, “ than to be
dragged from prison to prison, Pedro. While
thou art free, thou needest not despair of thy
cause,”

““Oh ¢t thou truly lovest me, Rachel,” cried
the king. * Thou art right. They shall not
have me living or dead to make a trophy of
me. But if I would flee—oh ! that word is
bitter to my lips—thero is no time to lose,
But can I? The outlet by which Duguesclin
entered the aqueduct is guarded. What can
we do?” .

‘“Is there no other outlet?” demanded
Rachel, quickly.

“Only one,” answered Don Pedro, after a
momeat's hesitation; *““but I dare not apeak
of it to thee.” :

““Why, what danger can frighten me?”
asked Rachel.

“Well, it is the outlet that leads to the
lazaretto. I can face even tho contagion of
lepers to avoid becoming the captive of the
pretender, but I have not the courage, poor
child, to expose theo to that ignominious
peril.”

““But I will follow thee everywhere, Pedro.
To me thy absence alono is peril, grief, and
shame. To separate myself from thee by
cowardice, through dread of this hideous con-
tagion, to see thee face danger and not partici-
pate in it, is impossible, perfectly impossible,
Wert thou to repulse me, wert thou to order
meo to remain, still I would follow thee.”

¢ Come with me, then, Rachel, for it seems
to me also that I should have less courage if I
no longer saw thee, if I were uneasy respect-
ing thy fate. But we must have an escort,
and all my valiani servants will draw back
when it is a question of -crossing the lazaretto,
for they are men, and it requires more than
human courage fo trespass on that enclosure.
All will draw back except the sons of Paloma.
Happily, it is n°ghtfall, Rachel, and thou wilt
not see the hideous fgures of the lepers ; thon
wilt not hear their desperate plaints. At that
hour they repose, if there is any repose for the
condemned of heaven.”

‘“Weaken not our courage by these painful
reilections, Pedco,” said the Jewess, * let us
prepare for our immediate flight.”

I will go and tell the old nurse to inform
Diego Lopez and his brothevs -of our deter-
mination ; they will all accompany us.” Say-
iny this, Don Pedro left the mirado-, and
went to visit the posts of the men at-a'ws and
the archers thas kept watci on the embatiled
walls of the Alcazar.

In another hour he quiited that fortifed
palace with the young Jewess, wrapped in a
grey woollen cluak, followed by DIaloma,
Pievce Neige, and the four other foster-bro-
ihers, silent and resolute.

The night was stormy. The moon shone
or’y occasionally bebind tempestuous clouds.
Dou Pedro and his companions reached the
acuweduct without dviliculty. While trasersing
the vaults bencath the arches, Rachel shivered,
for a penctrating icy dampaess pervaded .ibe
place—the water oozed through the walls, and
her feeb slipped along the miry grouvnd. 7'he
s'lence was profovud ; the fugitives heard no-
thivg but their own breathing and the sound
of their own footsteps. They stopped at in.
tecvala to listen, but the noise of the city had
lied away in those subterranean yallevies. If
;y sound startled them, it was occasioned by
pzces of stone becoming detached from the
wi], and which fell at some paces from them,
attsting the antiquity of the mouldering
ruin, :

“sh1” eried the king, ““if the pretender
knew' was here, how rejoiced he would be to
sucprie me in this gallery, from which there
is no esape but by a siugle outlet.”

“Bamh those gloomy ideas, Pedro,” said
the Jewes, “Hold! I already perceive a
feeble ligh'at the end of the gallery.”

““Yes, it 1 the free air of heaven,” answered
Dou Pedro. «QOh, 1 breathe again! 1 was
almost stiflec under the vaults of this old
agueduct. 'Thre is the gate of the laxaretto ;
yet soue sbeps--yet that asylumn of lepers to
cross—and we ave saved, Let us hasten,

tachel—let us hyten, ”

“Phe ]aza!‘cﬁd"’ murmured she, while ghe
mounted the st\m of the staircase ; ‘it is
here, then, that\tat uv‘ortunate being who
loved me is confinkd »

*“The door isopn  God be praised I es-
caimed the king. iﬂd ke sprang on the thres-
hold of the dreadet epclosure.

Suddenly a tall n\u, wlo scemed to be the

door-keeper, adv:mcé{, and sounded lis bone
rattle to warn the fugives to retire.

Don Pedro and the Jewess mechaniczlly
retreated. "

“ Who dares intrude byg ¢, distuch our re-
pose,” said the gnardiar ¢« yyp, d
enter the lazaretto? Is ) , companion in
misfortune ; lob him not hitats to give mo
bis hand as a brother ; but itpe j5 one of the
fortunate ounes of theearth,iot him hasten
away, or the contagion Will fon rench him
and then nothing can cure or saj hjy » ’

Don Pedro boldly advanced, og thus an-
swered, ‘“Poor Jeper, we also a: worthy of
compassion und pity, for the fame of the
beseiged city forcos us to quit it, Lorder to
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beg assistanco iand: buccour in-the mountains.
But why do you roam at this hour on this
 stormy. night like a phantom, instead of seek-
ing in sleop & momentary forgetfulness of your
misery 7 . .

“Yes, sleep is sweet,” said the leper, ina
vad voice ; *‘hut how can I sleep whilo I feel
my veins burn, my feet frecze, and my breast
on fire? This storm pleases me ; besides, the
cold nir re;reghes my forehead. Then night is
the happiest time for us,’for in the darkness
we can neither sco oursclves nor each other.”

The plaiutive and bitter tone in which he
uttered these words, made the fugitives shud-
der with pity and terror.

- At this moment the trumpets and cymbals
of Don Eanque’s army sounded. It was the
signal for the assault. Don Pedro advanced a
step, and said to the leper, *‘ Thus in your in-
closure you have no fear of the adventurers of
Don Enrique.” .

‘ Fear ! why, it is of us the adverse forces
are afraid,” exclaimed the guardian, with
savage pride. ** We are cqually the enemies
of both parties. But retire, approach not,
attempt not to cross the threshold of the la-a-
retto, You would be lost.”

Don Pedro did not, howover, lose all hope
of moving the inexorable guardian, but deter-
mined, in case of need, cven to force a passage.
1 pity thee,” he replied, *‘to be reduced
thus to hate all mankind.” s

¢QOh, there is one whom I haie aboveall
others ! ezclaimed the leper, in a fierce tone.

“ Who is that?” demanded Don Pedro im-
periously, though with vague uneasiness.

“The King of Castile,” returned the leper;
“‘the king of to-day, but who will no longer
be a king to-morrow.”

It is Esan ! said the king, tecrified.

“Tsau !” repeated the Jewess, with a stided
voice.

¢ [f ever his foot touches this domain of the
cursed, I swear that he shall tremble and re-
treat before me as you draw back ab this
woment, runaway from Seville.”

Don Pedro then stopped, and answered him
in a tremendous voice, ** Wretch, cease thus
to brave me. Dost thou think I would have
recourse to a lie, to shelter myself fiom thy
hatred ? Iam thy king, Esan Manasses, aad
I have entered thy domain.”

“The king!” repeated the renegade, with
a burst of laughter. * Dost thou then think
that I did not recognise thee at the firsi sound
of thy voice? But I sported with thee.”

“Thou didst recoguise and insult me ! said
Dou Pedro, carrying his hand to the hilt of
bis swosd. |

“Fool !’ cried Esaun, “‘why, amidst the
choir of the demous of pandemouium I sbould
recognise the voice of him who condewned me
to the most Icizhtiul torments that the crvelty
of man covld invent. But why have you
avowed your name so readily? Why, ju pro-
nouncing it, did you not flee from me? You
forgot that here we meet on an equality.
You forgot that the leper, Esau, dreads no-
thing. You can do me o {urihes harm; you
have gone to the exteeme of punisbment with
me, and can inflict no moce. Hewe, than's to
yous barbacity, I am more poweriul and
sironger than Dou Pedeo of Casiile. What-
ever may be your fiesconess and pride, you are
about to become the compacion of my misery,
and, like me, to lose all hope of a betier life.”

¢ Esau,” replied the kiug, sheugging his
shoulders, ¢ thou hast a shoct memury ; if 1
punished thee, it was because thou camest
treacherously, like an assassin, to surprisc
me.”

The leper approached bim, utte:ing a cry of
rage. ‘‘An assassin! no, for you had a sword
to de‘end yousself with, as I alse had one to
attack you.”

““ Approach me not, leper,” shouted the
king, ‘“or my sword shall quickly remove
thee from my path,”

“You threaten still,” said Esau, “butI
fear not death, I tell you death will be a
blessing to me ; and when the hour comes to
glut my revenge, which is my only thought,
the sole pucpose of my e-istence, how ean
you think that these vain menaces can frighten
me? I bave fallen so low, that one would
have said Heaven had chosen to placo you
above auy attempt I conld make against yow,
and yet he bas to-day delivered you into my
hands.” And Esau extended his avms towards
the king, as if to seize and dsag him jnto the
lazavetio. .

¢ Pity—mevcy !’ oxcluimed Rachel, with a
trembling voice. ‘‘Thou who suflerest, Esau,
be not so obdurate and cruel.” Quitling the
group of Paloma and her sons, she advanced
towacds the reneade.

“Whose voice is that ?” asked the Ilatter,
deoply affected.

“ A woman whose hand shall neve> quit the
hand of Don Pedro,” was the reply. “A
wowan whose heart is atiached to him. A
womusn who is coademned to the same fate
as he.” ’
**Oh ! peace, peace,” said the lepes, in n
temendous voice. ‘T recognise those toncs
which make my heart leap with delight as if
Heaven bad just opened before me.,”

“Yes, it is Rachel, the daughter of Ben
Levi, who cutreats thee.”

“0Ob, it is a drcam,” continued Esau H
¢“Provideace has been pleased to afford we
this joy in my misecy.”

“Poor Esan,” murmured Rachel,
¢ Cursed be this obsiinase.and insolent mad-
man,” said Don Pedro.

away to his hut, from which he soon returned

with a flaming torch which cast a greenish

In the meantime the leper had hastened |

light on all there assembled. Hehad taken
the precaution to draw the cowl of his cloak
over his forehead, nevertheless a shriok of
horror escaped the lips of all, at the sight of
him. Rachel could not, without a shudder of
pain and pity, sec the companion of hef child-
hood 8o hideously disfigured. ’

Oh, look not on me, Rachel,” said he, im-
ploringly ; *‘ but let me see thee,” h

“Come,” cried Don Pedro, ‘we have
already Jost too much time. We are not
children to be afraid of a Jeper ; come, Esau,
rise and let us pass willingly or we must use
force.”

The loper did not move, but fixing a look of
savage hate on the king, ‘‘Madman,” replied
he, *‘and mnore so than I am. Hreaven has
pronounced your doom, and sent me my re-
venge. I will squeeze the proud king in my
arms; ho shall become leprous like me; he
shall suffer the same torments that I suffer,”
He then advanced towards Don Pedro with
a demoniacal laugh,

The kieg could not suppress a tremor of
dread, and drew his sword. Rachel, courzge-
ously suppressing the sentiment of aversion
that Esau-inspired, threw herself betwgen him
and the king.

¢ My brother,” said she, earmesly, ‘* coramit
not that crime. Respecs thy master.”

Tne leper quickly withdrew his hand, which
was about to grasp that of the’ Jewess, but he
stopped with a sudden air.

¢ By seeing others show themselves without
pity for my pain, I too have become cruel,
Rachel.”

“I forbid you to address this wretch fu.-
ther,” cont'nued Don Pedro, speaking to the
Jewess ; ““we have been weak and foolish to
listen so long. Advauce companions, aad, by
St. James, we will steep our swords in the
blood of this reprobaie,”

{To be Conciinued.)

WHAT A BELL SAID.

It was a soft, hauy day in early June, a
veritable season to tempt one from the housc
into bowers and leafy retreats. I could not
resist the appeal,; even if I wished ; so forth I
went, now wading through green meadow
grass, anon stopping to wait to note a perfect
fairy bower, covered with the redly-blushing
faces of June roses. At last, passing into a
smooth, well-beaten foot-path, I loitered on
aimlessly, caring for no other companion than
Nature, whose gentle hand led me until I
came to an old kirk, whose ruogged gray stone
walls were softened and almost hidden by
¢limbing ivy.

Something about the appearance of the edi-
fice, its air of quiet peace, and its picturesque
surroundings, atiracted me, and I entered. v

After examining the interior, I sat down,
overcome with fatigue, in one ot the large, oid
fashioned pews, and a delicious langour crept
over me.

How long ¥ had been scated there 1 cannot
tell. Suddenly I heard the strong, deep tones
of the bell, in what at first scemed to me a
confused clangor; but after listening intently
a few moments, the sounds finally resolved
themselves into words, and the great bell
spoke :—¢ Many a year has passed away
with silent footsteps, youngeyes have dimmed
and brown locks silvered. But still T, from
‘ny ancient look, aave seen countless springs
born amid smiles, rejoicings, and gay flowers,
and marked the wane of countless autumns,
and heard the last faint sighs of both as they
were wafted into silence. Here every holy
Salbath for years and years have I rung out
in my clearest and sweetest tones a call to
God’s worshippers, and have bidden them
gather with love and revercnce.

« How solemnly have I tolled my dirge for
the dead, and still, for the deep, bitter surrow
of the living there was a note of peace and
comfort as I whispered of the weary soul at
rest.

«“Joyously I rang when I welcomed the
marriage guests to these portals, every note a
blessing on the fair young head of the bride,
and then, when they emerged thence, how
gladly sounded my Godspeed.

“The fresh breezy days of spring, the pas-
sionate langour of summer, the gorgeous fire-
woods of autymn, and the sharp frosts of
winter, 1 have seen, and loved them all. The
dainty birds brush their shining wings in fear-
less play against me, The whispering zephyrs
and glancing rain drops accoss my cld face,
rough and harsh though it is. Moy a time
and oft have I basked in the effalgent sticen of
suulight, or caught the first pencillings of the
morning. Undaunted I hear the hoarse, deep
voice of the thunder, or face the lightning’s

1 jagged tlash. The storm kowls fiercely about

mo. 1 stand numoved.

«Like a headstone of the past, Time ac.
knowledges me as a friend, and gnaws bng
geutly my weather-beaten  visage.  Ah!
tLrough storm and sunshine, through joy and
sorrow, have I kept my post, a faithful, un-
tired sentinel.”,

The old bell ceased, and silence filled the
building. It was broken at last by the decp
tones of the bell sounding the evening hour,
and I awoke with a starb.  Night had fallen,
and shadows were stealing softly through the
weird old windows, that were liko ‘the eyes of
an aged person, filmy and dim ; and I arose
and walked musingly homeward, pondering in
my dream.

It is sweet to have friends you can trust,

——

AN INDIAN'S MISTAKE,

Some months ago a lot of Sicux Indians |
robbed a stage-coach on tho plains, and found
amongthe packagesof freighta clothes-wringér; .
One of the chiefs had been in St. Louis several
times, and had observed certain beings grind.
ing terrible music out of a machine with the
same kind of a erank as that upon tho wringer,
80 a conviction scized his soul that this was a
barrel organ. He had the wringer carefully
carried back to canp, and he made up his
mind that from that day forward the silonce
of that solitary wilderness was going to be
broken by a ceaseless round of tuwes and vib-
rations.  Firsthe grasped the crank and began
to turn it, in order to show his braves how the
thing was done. He rovolved it for sixteen
hours, but no music came. Then the other
Indians took a hand, one after the other, fora
week. Then the squaws were turned on, bat
with no effect. Then the chief went out and
stole a mule and a threshing-machine, an
rigged up a lot of blocks and pulleys and ran
a belt over the erank ; then exploded powder
under the hind legs of that mule, so that he
kept charging up the inclined plane of that
threshing-machine, and the winger made sixty
revolutions a minute. But it wouldn’t work.
So the chief cawme to the conclusion that the
concern was under sowe kind of a curse, and
he ran out the medicine-man, and had a war-
dance, and drove yellow pine stakes through a
couple of white cuptives, and jumped around
and howled, while the medicine-man played
some wild, mystcrious rousic on a drum, Thea
the medicine-man hitched up the mule again,
and, after starting the machine, he leaned up
against it while he muttered an exorcism, In
a couple of minutes the rubber rollers clenched
his breech-clout and began to haul him in with
his knees doubled up agninst his face. When
he got half way through he stuck, and the
machine stopped. He conldu’t move, and the -
chief was afraid to touch the wringer; so the
braves fell on the doctor, and jabbed him with
a knife, and scalped him; and then they
buried him and the machine as they were.
This was the last attempt of the Sioux Indians
to cultivate the fine arts.

“A THING OF BEAUTY, A JOY FOR-
EVER.”

The humblest, and cven the most barbarous,
of the human race are not insensible to the
charm which attaches to a beautiful objeet.
The beautiful attracts alike the civilized and
the savage, for it is an emotion conmon to the
buman heart and mind, intuitive, instinctive,
natural. The beauty of a glowing sunset sky;
the roseate hue of the coming sunrise; the
bloom of summer flowers; the tints of autumn
leaves; the immaculate pority of ‘¢ the beauti-
ful snow ;” the concord of sweed sounds ; the
laughter of chiidhocd; the voice of birds; the
sound of rippling streams; the harmonious
blending of colors, and the expression of a
pleasant thought in some unique and tasteful
representation, have the power to please and
charm, and thus add to human happiness.

Nature and art place within our reach very
many objects of beauty with which we may
decorate our home, and give them a cheerful
luok which otherwise they could not pussess,
Their influence is clevating and retining, and
begets higher and better aspivations.

The achisvements of art have, within a
comparatively late period, placed within the
reachof all many veryattraciive creations with
which we may adorn our homes, and among
these none are 0 popular with the people as
chromos. Fine paintings in-oil are generally
beyond the purses of thnse not blessed with
liberal mcans, but the chromo places fac
siiniles of such pictures within the reach of
all. In no branch of the fine arts has the pro-
gress made of late been of such advantage to
the masses of the people as in this particular
line of labor, and that it is appreciated, and
that there is a growing taste for arb is evi-
denced by the activity in this branch of trade.

THE USE OF UMBRELLAS.

Among the usvs to which an umbrella may
be put, is poking an utter stranger aflicted
with lumbago in the back, under the impres-
sion that he is Smith. It also serves to keop
off the rain; first, when it rains ; second,
when it does not rain. Its uses in the first.
event arc palpable to the most naked eye, The
sccond case may be palpably illustrated by
taking an umbrella down town on a cloudy
morning. The inevitable resnlt is that the
skies clear up toward nine o’clock, and you
retarn home in a sweltering glare of sunlight,
and suflocated with dust, bewring with you an
umbrella, which convinces all who meet you
that you are a little erratic, or very shiftless.
1f the table talker were an honest farmer suf-
fering from a corner in rain, he would pat on
a pair of patent leather boots and a light
spring suit, and go on & long walk without an
umbrella. It would be sure to rain combined
mowers and reapers—let aloue pitchforks— ’
before might. Umbrellas are not considered
private property, any more than the air of."-
heaven, and the rain, which falleth alike upon ™ -
the Democrat and the Republican, You may - -
take one with impunity, any time, if you are. -
not observed. The last characteristic of -the

umbrella is ity Protean power of changing
shapes, You may have a bran new mulberry

sillz, with an ivory and rosewood handle, &t .
any public gathering, taking therefor a check,- -

and within three hours it will transform itself
into light blue or faded brawn cotton, somen
what loss in sizo than a circus tent, wil

and convenient sometimes to have friends who
are not afraid to-trust you,

ribs.

+handle like a telograph pole, and fiveffs

.




