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Cliristians said Claude was a finicking
Frenchi narne. Caîl me Arnelius, and
1 shall begin te feel at borne again.
If you're iii a burry, cut it down to
tbree letters (as tbey did at Tadmor>,
and caîl me Mel.

' Very good,' said Mr. lleticote.
Now, rny friend Amelius (or Mel), I

arn going to speak out plainly, as you
do. The Primitive Christian Socialists
rnust bave great confidence in their
systern of education, to turn you adrift
in tbe world without a compaion to
look after you.'

1You've bit it, sir,' Arnelius an-
swered coolly. 'They bave unlimited
confidence in their system of educa-
tion. A nd I'in a proof of it.'

' You have relations in London, I
suppose V Mr. Hethcote proceeded.

For the first time tbe face of Arne-
lius sbowed a sbadow of sadness on it.

'I bave relations,' lie said. ' But I
bave prornised neyer to dlaim kindred
with thern. "Tbey are liard and
worldly ; and tbey will make you bard
and worldly, too." That's what my
father said to mie on bis death-bed.'
Hie took off bis bat wheii lie miention-
ed bis fatber's deathi, and carne te a
sudden pause-witb bis head bent
down, like a man absorbed in thouglit.
In less than a minute lie put on bis
bat agyain, and looked Up witli bis
briglit winning smile. 1 We say a little
prayer for the loved ones wbo are
gene, wben we speak of tbem,' bie ex-
plained. ' But we don't say it eut

loud, for fear of seeming to parade our
religious convictions. We hate cant
in our Community.'

1I cordially agree with the Cern-
munity, Arnehus. But, my good fel-
low, have you really no0 friend te, wel-
corne vou, when you get to London V

Ameius lifted bis hand mysteri-
ously. 'Wait a littie !' hie said-and
took a letter frorn the breast-pocket of
bis coat. Mr. Hetbcote, watching
hini, observed that hie loeked at the
address with an expression of un-
'feigned pride and pleasure.

' One of our bretbren at the Corn-
rnunity lias given me this,' lie an-
nouneed. 'It's a letter of introduc-
tion, sir, to a rernarkable man-a man
who is an example to ail tbe rest of
us. He lias risen, by dint of integ-
rity and perseverance, fromn the posi-
tion of a poor porter in a sliop to be
one of the most respected mercantile
cliaracters in the City of London.'

With this exordium, Amel jus
hianded bis letter to Mr. Hetbcote. It
was addressed as follows:

TO Jo/ta Farnaby, Esquire,

f1l~howi/l and Farièaby,

Stat ioners,

A idergate Street, London.

(Po te coîuflnueid.)
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