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“ My soul! Promise to give you my
soul!  In the name of the fiond, who
are you ¢V

“Your: humble servnnt!" said the
black-clad creature. bowmg: and Hiram
Gormley saw a cloven foot peeping from
the queer boot and distinguished- the
porfume of brimstone.

“Lot me go!” he said,
ro! n

“Softly | " snid the creature at his
clbow, - “Softly ! why do you cure so
much for what you haye alrendy mort-
gaged?  You aro half mine alieady, do
you know thut?”

“Ib is fulsel” said old Hiram. 1
cheat no mun; I belong to the church;
and Isubscribed $50 to tho missionarics
8 year ago."

The durk being grinned contemptu-
ously. . “ Bring me My, Gormley's box.”
ho sanid.

And he who had conveyed old Hiram
to the spot where ho now stood, set up-
on the tauble a box liko that in which
Jawyers keep the papors of their clients,
lubeled, * Hiram (l’ormlcy, Esq." " From
the depths of this box he drew a pile of
- purchment, and 1ead from thence: “ A

morgago on the soul of Hiram Gormley,
given on the day when he turned his
daughter  from  the door, . Another,
when he soized old widow Pottor’s fur-
niture for rent; - Another, when he look
‘advantuge of a flaw in thc papers. to
cvade the payment of a just debt of his
own.  Myriads when he first began bus-
iness, told fifty lics a day, and gave fals¢
) wowht and messure, and one tremen-
dous mortgage for ‘passing through the
world without one loving, tender, sym-
pathizing feeling for maukind.
©« Your soul—bsah ! What is it wortk
now 7", "
« 'Y mke it all back 1l have. my

dnughter and her husbund home. l’ll

ay—

oo late 17 ssid the dmk cre’xluro

“ Moo lale, Hiram Gorwmley; ‘too lute! ”

Bat the old man, stretching out his
~hauds,. sereamed aloud. in tervor, and
fell backwards in unconsciousness,

Wheén Mt’s. Gormley: returned from
the dinnor party she found her husband

“Let mo

- gtretehed upon the hearth-rug, with 'a
blue lump upon his for ehe.u.l a8 lurge g

‘.ahenao

When he breluted hxs adventuro sha'

congidered it a dream, and: laid the -
blame upon the old pontm the decanter .
on the sideboard ; but, dream orreality,
it- had a btl.m'ro influence upon old
Hiram, for in a Wweelk he was reconciled
1o his d.m"htu' had ignored the flaw
and mudu the: H,Ltlemcnt performed
various unwonied aets of d\‘\my, and
was, in fuet, an utterly changed and

altered man, while, singular to shy, no

earthly power has ever )Lt been able to
induce Miram Gormley to bpl.(llld.tc in
breadstutts.

REST.

BY PATIER RYAN.

My feet are wenncd und my handa are
tired—
My aoul oppressed-—
And with desire huve 1 long desired
Rest—only rest.

Tis hard to tonl—when toil.is almost vain
I barren ways;

"I'is hard to sow and never goroer grnm‘
Iu harvest du)s

The burden of my days is hard to bcar——

‘ - But Gud kuows best;

And I have Eruycd, but vain has been prayer,
‘ fur rest—sweet rest. ‘

*Tis hard to 'i)lnnt in spring and never reap

'he autumn yleld .

"Tis lmrd to till—and when *tis tilled to weep
- Qer fruitless Seld.

And 80 I cry o weak xmd humnu ety
So .heart-oppressed ;

And go-I sx;h s weak and human sngh
‘ Por rest—for rest

.
My wny has wound across the desert venrs, ha

And cares:infest -

My poth ; and throuuh the ﬁowm« of hot

. tears

1 pmed for re=L

’T\vns nlways so; when still a child, I lmd
On muthel 3 brouct L

My weuned little head ;- ¢’en then I praved,x N
a8 nmv, for rest :

Aud I am reﬂlem still, 'Twill soon be o er-—-e_ :

- For'down the west.:
Llfes suu is wetting, and I see the" shore'
: ; \\ here I shall rest. " [




