The Alarm. . 11

For in the small town of S——Mr. Barrows
was the only man who could properly be
meant by “The clergyman”; for though Mr. |
K’mgston of the Baptist Church was a worthy
man in his way, and the Congregational wninis-
ter had an influence with his flock that was
not to be despised, Mr. Barrows, alone of all
his fraternity, had so won upon the affections
and confidence of the people as to merit the
appellation of ““ The clergyman.”

«If T am right,” thought I, “ God grant that
no harm has come to him!”. and I dashed
down the stairs just in time to see the frail form
of my room-mate fljing out of the front door.

I overtook her dat«ast; but where? Farout
of town on that dark and dismal road, where
the gaunt chimneys of the deserted mill rise
from a growth of pine-trees. But I knew be-
_ fore I reached her what she would find ; knew
that her short dream of love was over, and
that stretched amongst the weeds which choked
the entrance to the old mill lay the dead form

of the revered young minister, who, by his.. °

precept and example, had won not only the
heart of- this young maiden, but that of the

whole community in which he lived "and
labored.




