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nmvself w'here thore wasn't one or more sech folks. You've known
somoc yourself, too. You ree'lcct Wrestlin' Billy, that lived oiL
IDouble Pond, 1 know. Nowi, did you ever mneet a mucli better
man than him? Pious, prayin' quiet, poace-makzin', chiar'tabie;
bie 'vas ail that, and more. But some time or other, you know,
Bilv'd dreamcd that he'd wrestied once with a ýangcl, like Jacob.
and hie nover wvaked up out o' that drcam. But what harm corne
of it, anyvay ? 1 hold that hie was a, botter man for it, sornehow.
You've heard him teli about it, hCaven't you? Don't. you rec'Iect
how carnest and cxcited he'd get, so proud, and yet humble at the
same ti-.ie, tellin' o' that awful fi ght lu the night-time, wlien hie
couidn't sec who hie wvas a-strugglîni' -with? Wasn't it creepy and
scaire\ to hear hlim cry out, so Ioud and shrill like, ,'I wiii. not let
thee go except thou bless me'?

ccMy! my! I neyer couid keep frorn believin' lu that storv
whie he wvas a-teilin' it, could you? iior froin hein' giad, cither,'when 'twas ail over, the break o' day corne, and Billy bad pervailed.
Don't vou know how tired out he'd look after the wrestlin' part
was endcd, and how he'd -%vipe off bis face and catch bis breath
and whîsper out, 's well as hie could, ' An' ho biessed me there'?

tAnd there was Jerry Whapics, o' Groton Corners; 1 don't know
but his idee wvas the unusualest of anv I've corne acrost, for lie
took for bis motter and w.-tchlword and wvar-cry, as you might
say, through lhis wbole lifo long, a verse froin the Bible that neyer
seemied to have mudi meanin' to anybody cisc. But it jcst heiped
hlmii along through everything. It's in isaiah; I've looked it up
lots o' tirnes, and tried to get sorne conifort out of it: 'At Mich-
rmash lie bath lald up His carniages.' Ain't that qucer, now?
Tbink o' th~for a help and a cornfort and a restin'-piace 1 But
'tw'as ,til that to Jerry. He had, awful troubies-lost lis wife and
evsrv child, one after the other; bad bis bouse and barn burned
aovn-had sickness and sorrer and trouble. But througli every-
thing that passage, that soernc; so biolier and empty o' comfort or,
oven meanin' to us, by itself, carried hirn safe aiong. I've heard
hlm say it in sech dreadfui times, enough to make a man's faith
give way, 1 tell vou. And when it corne out in that trembliu'
voice, anid hlm 'a-srniiin' tbrougli bis crylu', why, it some way
appca red even to me to have somecthin' deep and holy and
cornfortin' in the sound. ' At Michinash He biath laid up His
carniages.' 1 can't laugh about it as sorne do. 1 believe sorne
wav thiere is a meanin'to it, and 'twas showecl to old Jerry in bis
dreamn. For a verse that lifts a hein' outo~' sech dreadfui pits o'
sorrer, strengthens hlm in battie, and comforts him tili lie eau
srniie even through his crylu', and what's more, hielps hlm te die
the death e' the rigîteous-for 'twas wbat hoe stammercd out, a
word at a time, jest before he shet bis oyes forever-why, it must,
itimust bave somethin' to it wc're too wide-awake te got hoid of.
Yes, lie jest breatlied it out at the iast, se low that they couldn't
bardly catch it, ' At Mlichmnashi,' says lie, softly, and smiiin' 's ho
speaiks, ,'He-hath-laid up-His-carrig.ges,' and lie was gone
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