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No-w Fred, you must tell- me wlié was the
writer of that letter."

Il It was Harry Walton.",
III . ust thourrht so. I'm sUre

-Fred, you are
awaTe that Harry* is notéd for manufacturing,

falsehoods. If you believe him you are the only
person in London who does so."

But 1 have heard it from others, and they
cannot.all he liars. There is lUrs. Tennyson, for'
instance, au old respected friend. of your own.
One day she- hiiited sufficient to make me féel
suspiclous. -Ferlia*ndo Jones squirted a few dry
jokes in that way. Sylvester Kennelwortli term-
ed me a heu-pecked bachelor. Even Julia Marks,
Sylvina 01dham, and Sarali Silverstone bothered
me almost to deatli one evening recently -about
Clara'' intention of presentincr, me shortly with a

ticket of leave.'lý
Whereforedear Fred, , wo-l,-Lld you for even

one moment direct your attention to the malicious
falsehoods of such idle gossips as tliose you have

referred to. They are a iliousand times w-orse
tlian the starvincr t1lieves that lurk aroulid, the

dark lanes of the cîty, -who steal only what, is
practically -Lisefuil to themselves; while those
otlièrs go about robbinçr the youtliful and vir-
tuous of tlàeir reputation, scattering the seeds of
dissension and fintterincr iu the sunshine of their

folly like butter-flie' tasiing of the sweets of every
flower but collectincr no lioney, flierefore, my


