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Willy, "eI do not vouch for its truth, but I will re- eguard turn out," stopped furtber conversation St
peat it to you in the words it bas been told to me this time.
many and many a time. The Laird lived on his Serjeant Macintosh was highly respected both bl
estate in the Highlands, with his lady, and her braw officers and men as an excellent soldier and the
sons, and amrongst his domestics lie had one who le Christian advice hich he took cvery opportunity Of
considered particularly faithful, named John Clark. Offcring amongst his comradcs, was always weIl rc
From time to time valuable pieces of plate became ceived by thosc who possessed good feeling, and
nissing, for which none could accouint. The old good principles-evcn the thoughtleser and unsteadY

Laird even went so far as to suspect that his good
lady must have purloined them for some hidden pur-
pose. One day, his sons, attended by John Clark,
went to bathe in the stream which flowed past the
grounds-the hadi c.rosed over to the on osite side

ones could not help looking up to him as a superior,
so upright, so honorable was he in all his dealings•
And yet full of charity towards the faults of others i
he felt the value of religion himself, and he earnestlY
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d recrossed back again, when one of the boys re- Nothing therefore delighted him more than gaifi01
mbered that he had left his cap ; he was on the the attention of the young, as he discoursed UPOI>
e of returning for it, when John Clark bade him those things which belonged to their everlasting 111
sist, and said that he would go. He plunged into piness. Ile had received an excellent educatiof
e stream, and had just reached the middle, when bis youth, and he made the best use of it by emplOY
paused, and ere help could be afforded, he sank ing it in the service of bis Divine Master-be 'is &
d was drowned. The distress of the two boys real patriot, he loved bis country, and he shoCd it
ay be imagined. A few days after this sad oceur- by being faithful and loyal to bis sovereign, by rd'
nce, the Laird was walking along the banks of the pectine the laws, and by fearing God.
-eam, and happening to cast bis eyes on its smooth
rface, ho perceived it becore ruffled at a parti-g
lar spot-when, to bis utter amazement, the form.THESE1 4EL
John Clark rose out of the irater, and solemnly IT as fuli three weeks after this, that our fripd

vealed to him that he it was who had stolen the O'Connel as again standing sentry of teve right
ate, wbich would be found in a large cbest in the guard dovn by the river aide, but more frtuo'
ori he had occupied. The Laird, it will readily than the last time, it as one of the mo wt b a
believed, was murcr struck by this circumstance. that could b conceived; thise moon shone forthe

n his return borne be searched in the spot aere a resplendant lustre, wile te stars i rich prbfe
hadl been desired, and there, pure enough, dis- sion spangled tse havens, sparkling, as 0 'C0r>eî

vered hia property, exactly as it had been said, like tmoe eyes of Kathoten OhMore-he pe
ated., i up and dor e a considerable time, musinhi on te
The men listened to this tarvelous tale with dis pat, the present and trme future-h had been DU'
ndcd eyes, and r uen Willy ceased, Barker turned fatigued during the day, mnlicy ad been one of eV
tve Serjeant i o wae hi oracle, and enquired treme beat, and he fet unusually earied.
<'Do you believe that story to be true, Serjeant 1" the powers this wiii not do," said be, endeavour>Î
oMy lad," replied the Serjeant, "tie ony an-' to rouse himself; he began to ilyistle, but even li
er i can vivc to that difficult question is, that favourite air of St. Patrick's Day died on bis lip*

th God althinge are possible. i e know that Ho leaned against the sentry box, and' in a fe
espirit when it leaves this mortal frame, goes to minutes afterwvards ahl was forgotten, and the yOU0lI

n Who gave i ; those Who have died in the blessed soldier slept. How long we know not, but he
ith of their Redeemers atonement, and exempli- sudden y awakened by a violent shako or
,d that faith by good deeds unto Paradise, there to shoulder, elArras now, Kathlane, my darliot,
main in a state of happiness until the judgment. asy oney," said poor O'Connel, opening bis eye;
nhere the spirit of tne halened impenitent sinner in a moment he mas fully aare of his situatiO0, for
es; it is awful to refiect, nor dare we trace its bis officer tood before bim.
rkened wanderin t; nquiet, and unhappy muSteit e"You scoundrel, what have you to say for
ewhithersoever it wends its way-but whether self," ho demanded in a voice of thunder; "here
" ever permitteid to revisit the earth, know not, find y u sleeping on your post-you are a petty
r dI c wieh to knot-my first care is my duty to rascal to trust-where is your musk, ta sirrah

id, my next l to my neigbour-the e are clear y It noas wons-O'Cone was struck dutbha
id dowr in Seripture for us al-but ahere the stood like one petrifled.
lmighty 'as chosen to hast a veil, I seek not to "Spcak, sir," continued the officer, <lesse
Lige it, or disturb my mid r it' myr'sies wich anythi>g to sayit i s r as you, exoemli
ight unfettle and deaken it, mithout maldng me a daily desrtin and disgracing the name of
mine or a better man. Mre O'Connel p*oudly drew humnelf uh jglme

hr heiit of th oZcer on duty, and the wordi fsh of Indignation mntle oh is eer--4dt b#


