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% WH1en THE KEADER MAY LEARN THAT

L 800D MAN CANNOT DWELL IN SODOM
™oyt vEYING HIS RIGHTEOUS SOUL
Roy DAY T0 DAY.

I{‘}ﬁ] One of the most remote provinces of

egns’ thee may be found a small village
Yy Ler Apel, which, a hundred years
enr. ¥as 2 little hamlet, consisting of
Iy %ly twenty houses, and surrounded by
o 0uUs farmhouses, at a distance of one
the %0 miles. 1lad you heen travelling
ha\,e’“ that quarter of the globe, you would
Youy O0ked iu vain, out of the window of
oy th&ll'}'lzigé, to ascertaiu the exact time
Woy ¢ dial of the church steeple, for there
sch%“(’ church at all, nor was ’thev'e a
a[,uh(‘ ousy, though there were clildren in
g tance. Such of the grown-up people
\\-Oueemed it worth a walk to hear a sermon,
8y 4, weuther permitting, spend their
gy &Y orning in the church of the
h() st \'illuge, two miles o It segmed,
lyj }e“fl‘, that the good word which they
gy 1t3hear there, no sooner entered one
flnighta!l it escaped at the other, for yon
f oy, Segularly find them on the evening
oYY Sunday in the public-house, whose

}:er,ial!"““ce of prosperity proved its con-

Phe rlfty to the taste of the inhabitants.
Wha, €8 Apel people were of opinion that

atar .
}’uilte,_\er their village micht lack, such a
w“‘lh‘l“g was indispensable, and that it

be cruel to require of old or young

ol 1, i

to fetch its privileges from nefghbouring
places. But whatever those privileges may
or may not have been, this much is certain,
that no reasonable creature there learnt to
worship his Maker, and that no boy was
taught to read his Bible. Indeed, a child
able to spell might be exhibited at the fair
as a wonder of the world. Still there were
a few such marvellous children at 'Ter
Apael, as the reader will presently learn.
For at the corner of the main road, and
overshadowed by a sturdy oak, was the
shop of Van Brenkelen, the grocer, who
could by no means agree with the spirit of
his fellow-citizens. When Dora, the shoe-
maker's wife, or Griet, the baker’s, stood
before his counter, and, holding the articles
they had bought in their hands or in their
apron, began to chat about the wenther
and the crops, and finally about their hus-
bands, children, and neighbours, Van
Brenkelen would take his pipe, and fill it
afresh, and seat himselt’ very comfortably
on Lis wooden stuol, for he was assured
that now he was to hear the whole chro-
nicle of the village for yesterday and the
day before, and that there was no danger
that the narrative would Le finished sooner
than his great meerschaum. He would
then e informed that the joiner lived in
open war with his partner in life, because
she had applied her hand to his eye, to
make him sce on the dial of the house
clock that he had stopped two hours longer
at the prblic-house than he could answer
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