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..., ... . _ her darling flower and drop a tear where they ner, unrestrained till the
rj;.ÆVd.,riS • .i«p-- *.old j'«^°fî)er“er

churchyard long years ago. It hour oi : 
make the whole week bright if they

I

OUR HOME CIRCLE.

the ‘ thaskful vat:’
Thauksghing Day h., pat «ride the curtain, of 

the darkwme night, .
And *111 he world «w»ke« to hail the «oft, gl«d 

dawn of morning light.
My little one upon my knee,
Thu» seriously questions me :

“Mamma, is it the Thankful Day because the 
$ hint has come again • . , , .Because (iod sent the dark, b.ack night to 
hide awav the naughty rain, ^ _

Which teased me all of yesterday,
So i could not go out to play t

I tell the pretty questioner, the while my tond 
arms clasp her tight, , .

Of all our hearts are grateful for, for comforts 
and God’s blessings bright—

For food to eat and clothes to wear,
And God’s protection everywhere.

Outside the window, presently, a little bare-

porting With ntitmg p.«ient
k No smile upon the wee. sad face,

Where many a grief has left us trace.

Ob ! quicker than the quickest thought springs 
to her feet my dainty pet,

‘ See I See, Mamma ! Thu little girl am t got 
her ’"t'ankfn! Day qnite yet,

I got some comforts 1 can .pare 
Tu luat lx.or little girl out there .

We call the little stranger in, my loving-heart
ed child and I

And dimple, ga'her with the smile, as sun- 
shine clears the cloudv sky,

So gaylv does my littlo May 
With her new guest share “ 1 

Day."

brother bad played.
The woman remembered ibis, 

and she came forward and took the — __. , T ~,

r-FF iziï
I bare heard all about it. And people, In the Lord’s service. Why 

know your brother was a Chris- not take them . Too must.
,an, and7he is safe! safe with my God s ho y commandment does 
.... .ti not read : Honor thy father and

C '■! know, too, that you will never thy mother while they ««young 
find joy again until your love reach- and strong and able to help them- 
rdouJ,Ueren, wire your brm

Constance took the road out of Nor does it r^’“H°n°r 
the park at twilight, saying from er and thy mother, until thou art 
the depth, of hergsoul, “ Oh, Lord, eighteen, or ^wenty-one or thirty 
show me the way—prepare me to years of age. Long as jou live, it
meet my brother !” j ia dut>’_ -

And the dear Lord, looking down What more beaut.ful than a man- 
- - - ly son or lovely daughter sup-

1 Thankful

If thare are tears within my eyes, it is because 
my heart ia glad

With the young heart no longer grieved, with 
the young heart no longer sad ;

And for the ceasing of “ the rain." 
When hope and joy shine forth again.

_Jii(fijHT)x/ni t

CONSECRATED
’t
EYES.

BY MARY R, BALDWIN.

* Such eyes I Such splendid
eyes !”

Such exclamatiens might always 
be heard when Miss Constance 
Cone was seen.

heeded it.* * * * *
At the new year, when there was 

a meeting in the parlor of one of
the members of the C--------- street
church, one of the deacons said :

“ I have thought of a teacher for 
that class with which wo have so 
much trouble in our school.

“It is Miss Constance Cone. You 
can read a new story in her eyes, 
they have become consecrated eyes. 
I think her eyes will be a power to 
a class.”

Perhaps some present at that 
meeting might have smiled at the 
thought of choosing a teacher for a 
supposed power in the eyes ; but 
the deacon carried hie point, and 
the result proved that he bad
judged aright. 

Thrhose beautiful eyes, or rather 
the illumination from the soul back 
of them, did a mighty work for that 
class.

If there is a moral to this sketch, 
I think Miss Constance herself it is for superintendents, and it is 

rarely foiled to bear such remarks this: use your eyes in looking for 
as this, for she was one of those instruments to carry on the Lord’s 
who had her ears open as well as work in the Sunday-school, 
her eyes, and she missed little of 
sight or sound that offered itself.

But of one thing I am sure—her 
tall brother Fred heard every com
pliment that it was possible for him 
to hear with regard to his sister ; 
indeed, it seemed as if his ears were 
ready to catch each word of praise 
lor the beautifnl girl.

How lovingly he turned towards 
her at such times, and how proudly 
he bore himself.

In her eyes, brother Fred’s love 
and brother Fred’s praise seemed 
then first and best, and it might be

TAKE MOTHER TO CHURCH.
True; her eye is dim, she cannot 

see as she once did ; her voice is 
weak, she cannot sing as she once 
did ; her ear is dull, she cannot 
hear as she once did. She is not as 
she once was. The years have 
bowed her body, and her stop tot
ters.

But, dear heart, she wants to go 
to church yet. She has not lost her 
love for the house of the Lord. The 
songs of Zion refresh her, and the 

that she never thought of the time bread of life nourishes her yearn- 
that might come when she would ingsoul. The “dark valley” is be
lie called upon to choose between fore her, may be near at hand ; but 
Fred and another, or weigh a new she would more firmly lay hold of 
Î6VC against the old one. j his rod and his staff for the time of

I think, however, Fred had passage and of peril. Her con- 
thought of it for her, and that no science tells her to go. It is her 
dreaded this coming time. But he privilege to go, and you, son, daugh- 
ncod not have dreaded it, for he ' ter, must take her. 
never would be called to see it. j She has unquestionable claims up- 

It was a still autumn afternoon ; on your strong arm, upon your time, 
so still, that up in the chamber of • attention and care. Her arm was 
the Cone mansion, not a sound from wearied with working for you. Lav- 
nature could bo heard when an un- ] i«hly her time, her attention, her 
seen messenger came and closed the care were given for you. For you

ny
up the broad aisle ! Angels hover in 
blessing over such sights and scenes. 
“ Them that honor me, I will honor, 
and they that despise me shall be 
lightly esteemed.”—The Workman.

THANKSGIVING DAY. 
Charles Dudley Warner, in the 

Sunday-school limes, thus describes 
the “old fashioned Thanksgiving 

“ The night before Thanksgiving 
was perhaps the best of the whole, 
the anticipation and excitement al
most reached their climax ; ft was 
the noete triste of the hens—the hen
roost was invaded, and the boy 
could indulge his natural propensi
ty for slaughter with a feeling that 
it was sanctioned by the Christian 
religion. The squawking was music 
in his ears, the cutting off of heads 
a bloody joy, the ludicrous attempts 
of the bens to go about without any 
heads a source of inexhaustible mer
riment. Neither age nor sex was 
spared; youth did not excuse the 
rooster from quitting his perch at; 
the sudden summons in the dark, 
nor old age and munificence in eggs 
the venerable hen.

Whatever the breakfast was, and 
it was abundant, it always had one 
dish—chicken shortcake. I still 
believe that nothing else ever made 
is so good as chicken shortcake. 
What a lot of “ dip ” it had ; and 
how it assimilated with the brown- 
coated, crystal flanked baked pota
toes. If The Times were a cook
book, I would give a recipe for it 
But its moral quality I could not 
convey to any but a borti New-Bng- 
landor of the old days.

Everybody went to meeting,

THE LOST CHORD.
Bested one day at the organ,

I was weary and ill at ease ;
And my fingers wandered idly 

Over the uoisy keys.

I know not what I wae playing,
Or what I was dreaming then ;

But I struck one chord of music. 
Like the touch of a great Amen.

It flooded the crimson twilight,
Like the close of an angel s psalm ;

And it lay on my fevered spirit 
With a touch of infinite calm.

It quieted pain and sorrow,
Like love overcoming strife ;

It seemed the harmonion s echo 
From our discordant life.

It linked all perplexed meanings 
Iuto ene pel feet peace,

And trembled away into silence 
As if it were loath to cease.

I have sought, but I seek it vainly, 
That one lost chord divine,

That came frdm the soul of the organ, 
And entered into mine.

It may be that Death’s bright angel 
Will speak in that chord again ;

It may be that only in heaven 
1 shall hear that grand Amen.

eye*, and stopped the ears, and 
stilled the pulse of the young, hand
some, adoring protector of Con
stance Cone.

The manly form of the brother 
was missed from the side of his 
beautiful sister upon the streets, in 
the park and in all places where 
the two had attracted the admit ing 
gaze of all who saw them.

The Cone house was closed, and 
the family went abroad for a year. 
When they returned, and people 
caught an occasional glance of Con- 
siance, they made such remarks as 
these :

“ How changed !” “ The light
has gone from the eyes !” “ What
a pity?”

it happened one day that neces
sity took her to a dress-maker's 
shop. The door stood open and she 
entered and sat down. She heard

she gave her strength. Full many 
a Lord’s day she stayed from church 
because you were too young, sick 
or too restless to be taken with her. 
For you she was compelled to give 
up the blessed privileges of many a 
Sabbath in the courts of the Lord’s 
house. These days she would now 
enjoy.

Take mother to church. How it 
cheers her heart and gladdens her 
life to see your patience and love 
toward her, now she is old ! What 
if the horses have worked all the 
week? What if you are tired ? 
What if you neither care for the 
worship nor the house of God ?

Do you love mother so little that 
you will not let j our horses work 
for her ? Do you care so little for 
her enjoyment that you will not 
even make yourself tired for her 
sake? Are you so indifferent to

voices behind the screen, just as she ! the comfort of her soul that, with a 
to herself : j refinement ot cruelty, you will keep

, du I care, now that he is her from public worship of her God,
not here to praise my dress ?” ’ .....................

The words she heard were these :
“ Have you seen Constance Cone

in whose service she delights ? She
his service,

since she camfe from Europe?”
“ Yvs. But it pains me to look at 

her; those splendid eyes have fad
ed out ; there seems to be no hope 
in them. I thought once,” contin
u'd the speaker, “ that her eyes 
would do a great work in the 
world.”

“ They might now,” said anoth
er, in earnest pitying tones, “if thev 
were consecrated eves : with the 
light of heaven in them, how many 
Uu'y might lead on to happiness.

She staid to hear no more. She 
stole out and wandered aimlessly to
ward the park, where once with 
happy heart she walked with Fred 

She slU down in the cold scat ; 
she took the farthest corner, for a 
woman in black sat near.

tstc i einembered she hud seen the 
face hvlhre. had seen it there. She 
thou.ht again. The woman led 
«nee Leon accompanied by a child 
Me*
-NOW Ih .

loves her God and 
though you do not.

Take mother to church, and fath
er, too. Shame on that son or that 
daughter who invents excuses and 
will not do it : “ Horses are tired ;
da}’ too hot ; too far ; have worked 
too^ hard ; they re t<x> old ; you 
can’t do them any good; it’s too 
much trouble.”

Tes, take them to church. Drive 
slowiy. Hand them carelully, gen
tly. from the wagçon. Lead them 
safely to their seats. Help them in 
the services of the sanctuary, if 
they need your aid. Their souls 
lake c-in tort and find strength 
whilst they wait before the Lord iu 
his house.

It cheers their hearts to meet old 
friends at the church door, to greet 
these who began 1 i le with tlu

everybody young and old, except 
the mother or the trusted oldest 
daughter, who stayed at home to 
forward dinner. The meeting house 
was full—fuller than on Sanday. 
The sermon was a sober political 
“ rouscr.” Was it Parson Hal lock, 
or Parson Grout, or Parson Field 
that preached it ? It didn’t spare 
the Ammonites, nor the Hittites, 
nor the other “ ites.” who had 
strayed away from the good old 
Federal principles. It set National 
affairs on the l ight track, and every
body felt better for it. There was 
no talk about preaching politics 
then. The town election was held 
in the meeting house, where the 
voting was as orderly and as solemn
ly conducted as any of the Sunday 

J service. It was not improper there 
to treat of the duties of citizens— 
in a Federal way.

It was all much like Sunday, and 
yet a cheerful Sunday—hi ight laces, 
greetings, and eager inquiries about 
“ who had come.” After the service 
and the long, long sermon ended, 
we did not stay, as on Sunday dur
ing the “ intermission,” to eat our 
doughnuts and apples in the church, 
and nobody warmed a piece of half- 
frozen mince pie on the stove ; we 
went home, and went in perceptibly 
gayer spirits than we came. Din
ner was late, as late almost as 3 
o’clock. Everybody was as hungry 
as if he bad fus ted tor a year. There 
is no modern appetizer like an old- 
fashioned sermon about the Hittites. 
What a dinner it was, the blossom 
of all the year ! What can the boy 
do with a choice of roast turkey qml 
roast chicken, and roast duck, with 
a chicken pie to come ? A dinner 
is nothing hut a dinner anyway, 
and no person at a given time can 
possibly eat as much as he expects 
to .eat when his imagination has 
boon active on the subject tor some 
time. And then the dessort.! I re
member a dinner at which nr. at
tempt was made to serve twenty- 
three distinct kinds of pic. Will 
anybody not born in New- England 
believe there are so many kinds of 
pie “v

but
vi! 

make

woo now. even as
icavilv upon the -tuff

gnmagi
IOWM-II

Tl

It \va- not certainly till after din
ner (vus, there was a little eider, 
but it had not done much work yet) 
that the solemnity of the day could 
be fairly .-aid to have broken away, 
and the friskiue-s ot the youngsters 
began to have play. Buf by even
ing a real icstive air prevailed, and 
wen drew tin* old folks into it. 
Apples, eider, nuts, toasted cheese, 

iey can gather a roaring wood rives, p.iss-in-the c-or-

icm.
they, lean 
while they

one of life’s

MRS. KS FAMIL Y ALTAR.
“ I want to tell you of a great 

good you have done me,” said Mrs. 
K., one evening after meeting, to a 
lady who was passing down the 
aisle, and held out her hand for a 
kindly greeting.

“ Tell me. A good I have done 
you !” exclaimed the lady in sur
prise. “ I was not aware I bad 
ever been of any service to yon.”

“ But you have been. You were 
the means of mv setting up a family 
altar.” And then Mrs. K. went on 
to relate the circumstance to her 
wondering listener.

“ Do yon remember the day you 
sent Mr. Smith to me to ask me to 
go and sit tor awhile with his poor 
old mother while he was ont doing 
a job of work ? I went, not because 
I wanted to go, bat because the 
message came from yon, and I didn't 
wish to disoblige you, for yon have 
been very kind to me many a time. 
So I took mv work and went to the 
old lady’s homo ; and when I got 
there what should she ask me to do 
the first thing but to have a little 
meeting with her. Well, I was 
nothing loath to read a bit out of 
her Testament that she keeps close 
beside her, and then I sang a hymn, 
for I love to sing dearly, and 1 sing 
a great deal when I’m about my 
work at borne ; it lifts me up some
how to sing. “ And now, dear,” 
says the old lady, after I had finish
ed the hymn, “ won’t you have a 
word of prayer with an old body 
that hasn’t heard a prayer for many 
a day ? What could I say ? I 
wasn’t used to praying aloud and 
before folks ; but 1 couldn’t refuse 
the poor old creature that mightn’t 
be here long, and was going to be 
an angel before the throne present
ly ; so I kneeled down and poured 
out my prayer in a hobbling sort of 
way before the Lord. And while I 
was on my knees it came to me 
just like a flash, between the words 
like, that here I was praying with 
this stranger, I, who had never 
dared to open my lips before my 
own kith and kin. There’s Josie 
and Esther, my own two girls at 
home, and we all love the Lord, and 
we all kneel down every night and 
morning, and pray our prayers 
separate and alone, just in a whisper 
like, and I’d never had the courage 
to say, ‘ Girls, let us pray together.’ 
But there on my knees in old Mrs. 
Smith’s bedroom, while I was ask
ing the Lord to bless her, I just 
made up my mind what I’d do ; 
and I went right home with a deter
mination to set up a family altar be
fore I slept. And the Lord helped 
me ma’am ; and now wo kneel down 
every morning together, and one or 
the other of us prays aloud, and the 
Lord comes down our souls to biers. 
And when I get up from my knees 
1 always think of you with such a 
thankful kind of feeling, for if jou 
hadn’t sent me <>n that errand of 
mercy 1 never should have got this 
blessing. And 1 want to tell you 
for your encouragement, ma’am, 
because there’s many another you 
can set to work somehow iu the 
Lord’s service, give them a start 
like ; for when we're really started 
there’s no telling wl ere we’ll stop. 
Doing one right thing, I mostly 
find leads to doing another, ju-t as 
one bad thing leads on to another. 
Don’t you think so, ma'am

By the time .Mrs. K. had finished 
her story they were standing 
alone in the chapel aisle, and j 
her listener was turning over in 
her mind several thoughts. One 
was that which ,had just been I 
so quaintly expressed, “ Doing one 
right thing mostly leads to doing , 
another ;” and a second, “ Arc not , 
Christian workers serving the Lord 
when they set others to work even | 
in a small way ?” And again, | 
“ Who can tell the good which the 
Lord may permit lis, or use us to 
do unconsciously ?” If" she bail 
gone to Mrs. K. to exhort or tier 
suade her lo set up a iatniiy uitai

she would have been met in all pro
bability by the insurmountable “ I 
can’t.” But putting her in the way 
of loving ministry to another, the 
Lord spoke to her, and she yielded.

The trifling incident was certain
ly suggestive, and as the lady walk
ed home the “ in-season-and-out-of- 
season ” work was well pondered.— 
American Messenger.

FLORENCE NIGHTINGALES 
GRIT.

There were nine hundred won tid
ed who were at once sent to the 
hospital at Scutari. Miss Nightin
gale had arrived here with her bevy 
of lady nuises. Her first act show
ed her wonderful energy and deter
mination. The steamers laden with 
the wounded had east anchor at 
Constantinople. There were not yet 
any mat trasses of bed-clothes on 
the camp beds in the hospital, and 
the latter were not nearly sufficient 
in number for the wounded coming. 
Miss Nightingale went to the quar
termaster-sergeant in charge of the 
stores, and asked him for the stores 
which she required. He told her 
there was everything she could de
sire in the magazines, but that she 
must got the Inspector-General of 
Hospitals to write an official letter 
to the Quartermaster-General who 

send him an authority todrawwould send 
the stores, and that she might then 
receive them on showing this au
thority. Miss Nightingale asked 
how long this would take. On be
ing told that throe days would be 
the shortest time necessary for tho 
correspondence, she answered that 
nine hundred wounded officers and 
men would be in the hospital in 
three hours, and that she must have 
what they required immediately. 
She then went to the magazines, 
and, telling the sergeant of the 

uard there who. she was, asked

speaks to us from his Word as a 
mother y>ake to her little ones u 
says : “ tear not ; I am with tU.® 
Jehovah jirch, the Lord will i,r
vide.”

THE LITTLE OSes.
O! when at the dawn the children wake 

And patter up and down the stairs. ’
The flowers and leaves a glory take ’

The rosy light a splendor shares ’
That nevermore these eves would see 
If my sweet ones were gone from me.’

And when at eve they watch and writ 
To fold me in their arms so white^

My burdens, whether small or great 
Arc charmed away by calm delight- 

And shutting up the world, 1 live *

The purest moments life can give.

But when at bedtime round me kneel
u'mltT- •‘" ing, white robed forms 

W ith hands upraised in fond appeal— ’
Ah ! then are hushed life's wearv itorms. 

And heaven seems very near to me nnl’ 
With my sweet darlings round mv knw
_____________________ -Ao-WTraLn*.

OUR YOUNG FOLKR

/ CAN AND I WILL, '
How many boys there .ire who 

can, but never do, because thev 
have no will-power, or if they hav/ 
do not use it ! Before undertaking 
to perform any task you must cap* 
fully consider whether you can do 
it, and once convinced that you are 
able to accomplish it, then say, «j 
will do it,” with a détermina^ 
that you will never give up till it 
is done, and then you will be sue- 
cessful. The difference between 
“Give up,” and “I can’t” and uI«a 
and I will,” is just the difference 
between victory and defeat in all 
the great conflicts of life.

Boys, adopt for your motto, “If I 
can I frill,’’ and victory will be 
yours in all life’s battles. “I 
can and I will,” bas fought and woe 
all the great battles of life andcf 
tho world.

I know of a b>y who was prepar
ing to enter the junior class of the 
New York University. He wm

grand. She stood one day with 
spirits, instruments and lint in hand 
during the performing of a fright
ful amputation. Half a dozen young 
lady nurses were beside her, hold
ing basins, towels and other things 
surgeons might want. A harrow
ing groan from the patient put 
them all to flight, except Miss 
Nightingale, who turning calmly ! 
round, called to them : “ Come 
hack 1 Shame on you as Christians ! ' 
Shame on you as women !” They 
returned, holding each other’s trem
bling hands, and some of them al
most ready to faint. But they got 
over their nervous Weakness as their 
novitiate advanced, and did an 
amount of good that yet lives in 
the memory of many a man rescued 
from death and pain by their gen
tle ministrations.

Miss Niirhtin'rnlc’s work was

if you will give mo tho time.”
doit,

give you all the

said to him.
“ Shall I help you ?”
“ No sir l, I can and I will 

rill gi
I said, “ I will 

time you wish.”
The next day ho came into my 

room to recite another lesson in the 
name study.

“Well, Simon, have you worked 
that example ?”

“ No, sir,” ho answered, “ but I 
can and will do it, if you will give 
mo a little more time.”

“ Certainly ; you shall have all 
the time you desire.”

I always like these boys who are 
determined to do their own work, 
for they make our best schol. 
urs, and men too. Tho third morn
ing you should have seen Simon 
enter my room. I knew ho had it 
for Iris whole face told the story of 
his success. Yes, he had it not-duly appreciated. At a large din

ner party given by Lord Stratford, withstanding it had cost him many 
when peace had been made, to the hours of the severest mental labor, 
superior officers of the army and Not only had he solved the pro
navy, Miss Nightingale also was hi cm, but what was of infinitely 
among the guests. When the ladies greater importance to him, he bad 
had withdrawn, the Ambassador begun to develop mathematical 
made a speech recording the ser- powers which, under . ration
vices rendered by those present, of “ I can and I will,” he had con- 
and gracefully alluding to the im- tinued to cultivate,until to-day be a 
portant part played by her. Where professor of mathematics in one of 
I wassitting flattering remarks were our largest colleges, and one of the 
made on the conduit of those whom ablest mathematicians of his year* 
Lord Stratford hud so warmly in our coutry. 
praised. It was at last proposed! My young friends, let your motto 
that every one should write on a ever be, “If I can I will.”— 
slip of paper the name which ap- Evangelist. J
pearod to him most likely to de- ' ------ ^--------------
seend to posterity with reniown. :
The names were written and given 
to the proposer of this benevolent 
form of ostracism. Every one of] 
them contained thd name of Miss ]
Nightingale. An enthusiastic cheer 
was raised, in which the two com-

SUE DOJ-

manders-in-chief, Sir William C’od- 
rington of the army and Lord Lyons 
of the navy, were among the most 
clamorous in their applause, Lord 
Stratford leading tliu hurrah. — Tnn- 
pie Bor. e,,:

The Lord will Provide.— A 
mother one morning gave her two 
little ones books and toys to amuse 
them while she went up stairs to 
attend to something. A halt an 
hour passed quietly away, when 
one of the little ones went to the 
foot of the stairs, and in a timid 
voice cried out, “ Mamma, are you 
there ?” “Yes, darling.’’ “ All 
right said the child, and the play 
went on. After ;t little while the 
voice again criedj “ Mamma, are 
you there ?” “ Yefi darling.” “ Ail
light,” said the Child again, and 
once more went on with her play.

And this i- just the way ueshouh 
feel toward Jons. He has gone up 
stairs to the right hand of God to 
attend t<> «orne things for us. j| • 
lias lei ! its down in this lower room 
of the world to he occupied here to: 
a while. Hot to hoop, u-. iVurn |H . 
ing wornea by l'tiur ur caie, he ’ Ldv<

SA W THE 
OLOG Y.

A little girl, ten years old, went 
up Mount Washington on horse
back. She was ten then; if »b« 
lives till next summer she will be 
twenty. The ladies and gentlemen 
of our party dismounted upon the 
rugged summit, where the only 
vegetation that dared make an at
tempt to grow was a little stunted, 
pa!e-grcen moss, and gazed, as those 
lifted up from the world, into lira
it less space. Below, stretching oat- 
ward in all directions, lay a de®p 
silver sea of clouds, amid which 
lightnings were seen to part and 
writhe like gilded serpents, »ad 

.from which the thunder came opto 
tho car peal after peak We knew 
that down there rain was descend
ing in a torrent ; while <>n us, who 
were above the clouds, shone die 
sun in unub-tnictvd and awful
splendor. The eve wandered awa}
like tliu dove if in
found no place to iest her toot.

“ Well, Lucy,” -aid her f»,her’ 
breaking tlie -lienee. •• there i* n,r> 
tiling to In: i-con, i- thee?

lier lu oath, lift;
is, and respond-

tie d vda-'V 
nature speak*

guard there wno. she was,
im if he would take an order from __

her. He said he would, and she studying trigonometry, and I gm 
ordered him to drive in the door., him three examples for hie next 
This was done, and the wounded lesson. The following day he came 
were provided for in time. into my room to demonstrate kb
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