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À SMORT STORY FOR BO0YS&

UST about
seven yearsago
Tom Bond, of
Indiana, gradu-
ated wvith the
highest lionors

at one of the

hoo, nd oan thce 

pam riens wre

hisleanitghs v, lis a beno

Teh, ae in te fvrt To hal,

aritc rgt cents rentofevery
s mia adrce Pia4 wi h e unove

Maite ny a tiey lente goo ad
le iewere 1spea li fthiius,

mauu lasite, id gein, a bndv
ern;and bih ee of smery

Mald a hih, ran ni the gratd

aInd good men of his conintry."l

Sucli a mai was Tom Bond,
-%vheii 1 knew% him, about seven
years ngo. Where is he now ?

Some time in the montli of Jan-
uary, 1854, a strauger wvas passing
through the subiurbs of one of the
principal citie-s of the west, when
his attention -%vas arrested by the
voices of angry men, uttering most
horrid oaths, and the most blasphe-
mous imprecations.-The sound of
these voices camne from. a low dirty-
looking frame building, upon the
weather boards of wvih, wvritten
in dhalk, -%vas the sentence,"I Wkis-
kyfor sale liere."1

"Suddenly a man -%as forced vio-
Iently from the house. Hie made
several staggering steps forivard-
paused for o. moment, then shouted
at the strauger, and reeled towvards
him te grasp bis hand.

The stranger saw the tattery
and soiled garments, flue watered
and inflamed eyes, the bloated and
uicerated face, the purple lips, the
tremullus hands, and thc unsteady
step, bat hie could trace no faniliar
features in the face, no familiar
Sound in tlue voice-of the misera-
ble wreck of hunuanity that stood
before him.

"1Whiat 1" exclaimed. the wvreck
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