
Reuben Purves.

' Reuiben, your'e thinl<ing ovcr meilide
about the mill-whiclî 1 fear 18 eiiouglh to
malie the mil[ n prosper.'

' My dear,'l I aid, «<do ye coneider what a
Gpeculation it is'?-it je like death or lité to
me; and if!I didna look aller the wvorkmen to
eee howv they are getting on wil it, w'ho do
ye suppoÊe would ? There is nothing like a
man Iooking- after ics own concerne, and
where there ie eae meikie at stake, it je im-
possible but to thinkç o't.'

But 1 iooked after the progrees of the mil],
and my thoughts were taken up concerning
it, ta the neiect of rny more inimediato bu-
tîiness. Aller cornrencing in the ivhoiee
Une, 1 found it impossible Lu abide by rny ori
ginai rule of-no credit; and during my fre-
quent absence frornt my ivarehou:se, mysaies-
niant hadl adrnitted the naines of men int my
books of whom 1 knew nothing, but wtiomt I
afterwarde icarned werc not to be truste.-
Their paynients were flot fortlicaring in the
proper season, andin iool<itg aller tliern 1 put
off insuring the miiil at the ime I intendcd.
Delay je a nurse ta a persun in business :it ie
as dangerous ae the blandishiments of a har-
lot ta the youîî-and so 1 found it. On the
vcry night that the machinery and every
thing- wae cornpleted, 1 ailowecl the spinners
and others that 1 had engaged, to have a
cupper and dance in it wi' their wives and
eweethearts. 1 keepit them company for ant
hour myseil, and vcry rnerry they were.-
But aiter charging them ail te keep sober and
harmonious, and to see that they ioclced the
doors behind thern when they broke up, and
to leave every thing- riglit, I wishied thernl
gond night, and they drank my health and
gave me thiree cheers as 1 let ithern. But 1
dinna think 1 had been thrce hours in bcd,
when Priscilla gave me a hunch, and says-

1Waken, Reuben, waken !-there's an
unco knocking at the strect~ door.'

< Hoot!' says 1, « coine drunken body,' and
turned round ont my side ta eieep.

But the knock continued louder.
< That is mac dràik body,' said Pïisciia-

'eorething lias happened.'

1Istarted ower the bed, halfdressed, when
the servant lacs corne fleein' up the stair.

' What ie iL?' cried.

'O0 Sir-the nijil! the mili ! said she.
A éhot couid nlot have atupificd me more.

'Wbiat about the miii ?' cries 1.

' Oh, it'c on fire! on fire!' sihe repiied.
Priscilla ecrcamed 'on fire!' and sprangu
1 cannet teil ye hov 1 threw on my coal.

I lcnow that i banged ont without a napî
about my necit, and rushîng down the sta,
1 couldna stop to get a horse saddled, butpa
ae fb.et ae 1 could. It wae six miles, but
neverslacked. I didna even discoverthoug,
the etanes had eut my feet, that 1 had coir
away barefooted. The miii absorbed kr
thiought and sense-1 was dead to any thm
else. But wvhat a eight presented Itseii
mny view! Great red Rlames raging up C~
hieighit ofi;ts five etories, and the very vlet
of the maci:inery seen through the windoir
giowiuîg as bright as wheui in the hanu<,
the smith titai. forrned them. Th e cloud., (
smohe blindeà me. Hundrede of wonenr
about screamin, and drunken mentag
ed to aud 11ro, l ike tact spirits in the min,
their tortures. O, it ivas an awfsol s*Iitî

any onc f0 beliold ; but fur me to wmutie&
wvas terrible ! For corne minutes 1 w&o i
reft of reason, and had the Ppectatob ïï
beld me back, 1 would have ruehed intoi,
mniddle of the flames. Crash, alter craâhj
newly erected walls fel 1ini, and 1 wasahà
lese spectator of the destruction of* my propý
ty. In anc hour, more than haW, of thecP
tune that 1 had Etruggired for yeare to gaù
together, was swept a's by a wliirlwind (I«
off the lace of thc eartli.

1 stood Lili I bchcil the edifice a mas(
smoking ruins,wvith ecarce one stone lcft u
another. Allthiemannfacturersrousda.-
syn)pathîz-ed with me, and one of thcm dw
'ne back ta Manrhestei in hic drocsky. 'skt
1 eûtered my awn hans!e, 1 believe 1 appean
ltXce a percon on whom. sentence of deah
been pnssed, as bc i8 rcmoved from theb
and led back ta hie prison.

' Weei, Reuben,' asked Priccilla, inb
caim way,< ' s the darnage great 7'

'O0 my dear' Vcaid 1, < there ie nothirS9
but a heap o' aches ! we are ruined!'

'<No, no," replied she, as quietiy as et
c we arena ruined. The back is always mae
fit for the burden. The Hand that sent t:

nuisiortune (as we think iL) upon us, wie
ble us te bear up against it. Nawv, juilt
compoce yoursaiý, and dinna be angrY,
what 1 arn going ta say ;but ive are U ri
now a3 we wverc three years ago, and. i1


