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found it impossible wholly to restrain her - vexation.
«Perhaps you are satisfied now, Miss Smith,” she said
with some little bitter inflection in her voico; “and, if
tho dinner be still worth eating, we may, I hope, be per-
mitted to sit down to it.”
‘We do not say the speech was ladyhke it was no(. but,
celb‘unly, the cireumstances: wore very irritating. MIES
- Smijth bridled herself up, and entered the room with tho
* others; but, on reaching her allotted seat, bowed to her
" o300rt’ and to the hostess, and relived from the room.
= Anagr ceabledinner party; of course an uncomfortable
feelm(r-—a d.\mp over all—a rolief when the spoilt even-
ing was over; and the earriages volled away. And all
for what reason?. 1401 any ¢ ‘Ldeqm(,o c'mse? Nw.y, for
an idle’ supestltlon

Lot us examine a little into the thmg

Jt'simply comes to this.. “Rithor that thele is :mothox :
god called Luck, whom it is “unlucky” to:vex, and to

~ whom He who ovders the fall of a sparrow—IHo who
keops account not only of the number of stavs, but also
of the_very hairs of our head—has committed the ordor-

. ing of matters which affect the closest welfar e, even the-
lifo and the death, of his children ;. or that this God in
."whom wo:believe is absolutely mﬁucnced in his:docrees
“for'the’ o1d(,11urr of ithe welfarc of the life and death of
the cxc'u;ule by such-things as tho number we invite to
dinner, the' crossing .of a knife and fork at table, tho
spilling of salt, the passing under a ladder, the bringing

a snowdrop into ‘thé house, in J: 'mum Y, the ﬁetbmg sail

on a-Friday, the bemcr married in May, and a hundred
-other such ftrivialities, and let us Bay, blasphemous

insults to the Deity.

o Tmagine—it seems profane to do 80, bu(, Why not bri ing

. the thing to. the test ?—imagine God, such as we imagine " .

" Him to be—changing his decrees- upon- such ground as

* our; having. one. more .than:twolve, and one-less. than



