
"M ER A M.1 C H 1,

PTE R I.

TRE DUBOe ROUSEO

YF verily, 1 did n7t expect to find any-t1ýnfr like

this, ù*uch a wild region," said Mr; Norton, -as he settled

himself com.fortably in a 'curiously carved, old-fashioned

arm-chair, - before, le fiý'é that blazed cheeri1ý on the broad

hearth'of flie Dubois House. 'Tis not a Yanke e family

either," added he, mentaHy. Everything -agrýeab1c and

tidy, but. it looks unhke ' home. It is an Elim in -the desert 1

Goodly palmtrees and abundant water 1 0 ! why," le

exclaimed aloud, in an impatient tonc, as îf chidinrr him-

self, fc shoý1d I ever distrust*, týe goodness of the Lord?

The firelight, playing over-his honest face, revealed'eves

moistened with the gratitude weRing up in his ' heart He.
sat a few minutes gazingr at. the crlowinrr ligs, and then'his

eyelid' élosed in the blessed càlm of sleep. Weary trav-

eller! He has weU erarned repose.

Therewillnotbetime,ýdurincrhis'brief nap, to -tell w1io

and what he was 'and why he had come to. sojourn far away


