THE ONTARIO WORKMAN,

e

ey,

NATJRES NOBLEMAN,

R Thou art one, oh hrawny workor,
Thon art one of Nature's own,
“Though thou bast no ancient patent,
" No Lang rise oF ¢ orie« flowa,
No baronial hwll or wenor,
No high g0 mbuyg knightly name,
~ Th'u .rt uebls, if thy lineage
i+ Comes unheralded by fame.

n-sblo stalw irt miner,

n -ther earth for spoily

e, sturly mason,

¢ 0 er the heavy toid.

ot & cr W maj-stic

That aill vever mect deeay,

Ye have got toe grico of manhood
Thae will never fade away,

' weu art nohle swarthy hlackamith,
Sin g g o’er the for @3 glow,
Son of Viuloan, son of laboe,
Natar +s «tamp i1 on your brow.
Th u «rt noble, man of iron,
Nota - el or duke €er clings,
Te a prowdes rank or station—
Thioa art one of Nature's kings.

Thou art noblar. pa ient prinfer,
. "Dan those potentites of earch,
G Uselected oy al seon-ges,
Fall of evil, vaid f warth.
Theu art grater thas the tyrant
Wearing Etrope’s heichte .t crown,
Ye asmomaren in tepenslent,
Hd frail fortune’s vinselled elown.

Cap of dinm 113, rohe of purple,
Countless serig and breath of state,

Ca ot matke u urpers royal,
Cannot make s madn great,

He who<e hawds ase voush with abor,
Lubor ia the forge and ficld,.

Bears the truest marks of greatness,
Beava the patent Nature sealed.

IN MEMORIAM.

On tke hasom of a river,

Wh re the sun unloosed its quiver

And the starliche gleamed forever,
Sailed a vexsel light and free.

Morningz dew-drons huny Jike manna

On the Lright folds of her banuer,

And the z2phyrs rose to fan her,
Softly to the: radiaut sea.

At her prow, a pil t, beaming
In the fiush of yuuth, stoo i dreaming,
. And ke was in glarious seeming
Like an ange! from above.
Through his hair the breezes sported,
And as op the wave he tloated,
Oit that pil t, angel thro ted,
Warbijed lays of hope and love.

- .- Through t"ose locke a0 blithely flowing
Buils of lanrel bl.om were blowing,
And his hands full soon were throwing
Music froa: a lyre of go'd.
Swiftly dowa the s'r am he glided,
Soft the purple wave divided,
And a rainbow arch divided
On his ¢ mvas’ snowy fold.

Anxions hearts with fond devotion
Watched liim #.ilin to the ocenn,
Praved that never wi-d commotion
’Aid thie el:ments might rise,
And he seeme | like game Apnllo
Cha wing ~umrner winds to follow,
‘While the water flv's low carol
Trewbled to bis music sighs.
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But th se purple waves enchanted,
_Rolled beside a city hannted, .
By an aw ful siell that daunted
Every ¢ -mer te the sbore.
The night shades rank, the air encumbered;
And the palo marble statues numbered
Where the lota+ eaters slumbered,
And woke to life no more.

Then there rushed with lightning quickness
. O'er bis face a mor:al sickneas,
And the dvw in fearful thickness
- Gathered o’er his temple fair.
And there swept a Jying murmur
_ Through the l.valy Southern summer,
% Az the beanteous pilot vomer -
Perished by that city there.

P

. Still rolls on that radiant river,
- And the sun u.binds his quiver,
. And the sunlight streams forever
;.- Omnits bosom as'b -fore.
"- Bat the vess-I's rainbow banner
“Greets no more the gav Savaona,
-»*" And that pilo*'s lute drops manna
On the purple wavea no more.

Y @ales wd Sketehes,
- THE BECGAR OF SAN-MARG,

'A VENETIAN ‘STORY.

. ‘Crarter IV,
'+, Whils this secone was taking place in the
".":Hotel .R—— a very differont one, and yet

ﬁéarly counc-te:l with it, was enacting in .

" snothér quarter of the eity.

‘8trotched 'up m a low pallat in'one corner of
# small’s*fling apartment, was the old beggar
‘of ‘San Marc.  His vyes werc closod ; but, if
sleeping, the coutraction of his brow still de-
oted :+uffpring. - Kneeling by his side was
sols, tendorly bathing his temples, half-sup

. p os8edl wobs Leaving her geatle boson, und
the tears, in Iarge lignid dropy, resting upon
hee long brown eyelashes She was very
pale, and her foaturos, lovely as they were,
scemed as if sharpened by famino. Her
luxariaut g-‘-ldeu trusses, gather-d in a knot
uj-ou the top of her beautifully formed heal,
were ns 8 ‘crown of a virgin iunocence t the
fair girl, while hor dress, although of tho mogt
bhumble muterinl, was yet arranged with a
naturat ease and giace, to which no studied
form of fashiop could have addod a charmn.

Crouching at her sdo wisa small tame
gzella, its graceful read resfidg npon its
shoulder fore-feet. and its large brovn ey. 8.
with an cxprossion of alinost human afl-ction,

4 fix:d upou the palu countenaucs of its youny

mistress.

Qu a little table which stood near the bed
were rever.a] wax figures, m ulded in the most
1 fe-like anl perf-ct symmetry ; alsa clustera
of truit anl flow. rs of the ia no faclo material,
truci form and ¢ lour to the ve y perféctio
ot naturo. At the head of the hed was sus-
pe: d-d an ebony cruciiix, at the foat a picture
of the Virgin; ner wero these last the only
things which impart d atair of boliness to
thie mea.re apartmen’; for ol age and
maiden purity were there, and hall wel it.
Iu the iwindow +tood a little vase in which
one solitary fluwer was blooming. 1t looke .
sizkly and yining, ns i* were, for a purer
attosphere, althou b #0 carofully and ter.derle
cherished by Tsola. Po.r Isola! it hadl buen
wateredd by her tears, and ber sighs had
fanned it opening petals,

This window, the oaly one, looked down
upon the dark, slugrish waters of a lagnne,
upou the opp-site baak of which wasa loug
row of dilapidated dweilings, from which ol
beds and catered garuents protruded hrough
tife p-iated windows, and half-naked cinldren
were paddling in the slimy waters,  In strange
conirast to the poverty of the apartment 1
have described, was the ling flight of rich
wtrllo steps, supportel by heavily-car. ed
piliara leading down to the lagune f.om the
story above, and parading themsclves, as it
were, directly by the window.

For some time no soun-1 broke the stilluess
of thia little room, The old man remaine!
qaict; and at length, overc ane with wearin-sa,
tse head of Isola sank upon the csuch, and
sleep, like a gentle mother, enfolded her,  The
apla-h of oars.*and the near r'ppling of the
water, suddenly aroused the gazetla, who bad
remained motionless watching the slumbers of
iiee anistress, und appearing to naderstand, as
it imbued with human instinct, how ben-ficial
a few moments’ repose would prove to her.

Bencath the window a gondola softly glulcd,
and moming bis light crafe, the gomtolier
springing quickly up the steps, gently opened
the door, aud entered the apartment. Slight
us was the noise he made, it awoke Iwla.

‘“ Blessed Virgin, I thank thee ” she ex-
claimed.  “‘Ab, Glueepj¢, 1 feared you migist
not comq to-day—my poor fath.r!”

“*Holy Mother! what bas  happened,
Signorina? what Ails the Signore 7" ¢ried the
ndelier, hastily approaching the beld, avnd
22ing anxiously upon the old man

*¢ Alas, Giusgppc, Ifear my fatber iz very
ill! Last night, in cro-sing the LRia'to, we
were met by a party of rude mon, aund, «x
asperated by an insutt offered tome, my father
struck ono of them a blow——"
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 Diavolo! insulp\yon, Signorina! Tue
ruftisna—wonld they could taste my stiletto
exclaimed Ginaeppe, setting bis tceth, and
balf drawing the weapon frow his bosom,

“ They attackoed my futher,” continued Isola,
‘“regardless of his old age, as they were reck-
leas of tho sacred feeling which dictated the
blow; and Hceaven knows what would have
hecome of us, had it not been for a stranger
who inte-fered in our behalf, and with roble
generosity defended us.  Ab, Giuseppe, I
shudder now to think what might have been
my fate, bat for bis timely assistance! It
was fortunate, perhaps, that the arrival of the
police put an end to the affray; Lut I could
not even stop to pour out my thanks to this
generous stranger, for my father drew me
ha-tily away from tho spot. It was with
difficulty wo reached our home, my father
secmed 8o weak and exhausted ; and then
Giuscppe, he sank into the same state in
which yon now see him. Ifear he has re-
ceived some gevere internal injury, What
shall I dot without money—without friends
—must-I see my dear father die for want of

bursting into tears.

*“ Courage, Signorina; it may not be so bad
as all that " answered the gondalier, striving
to conceal his emotion. *‘ Thank the Virgin,
Giuseppe has a few ducats still—hero they are,
Signorina ; now toll me what I can do for
you?”

" “‘Giuseppe, you have a wifc and children,”
answered Isola; ‘X cannot take what is theirs
—oply if you couli bring hither a physician,
perhaps he could help my poor iather. Oh if
he shonld die, Ginseppe—if he shoul
die? - .

“ Don't wecp, dew Signoriva,” eaid
Giuseppe, .wiping a tear from his own eye; “I
will instantly go in search of one—I*will bring
a little wine, too, for the Siguore—it may re.
vive him,” o '
i ‘““Wine] do you know, Giuseppe,” cried

Isola, catching bis arm, ‘‘that for two days
. 'we have not taated foodr' And that, driven

to despair, my poor father, yesterday, for my

sake, begged alms in the public walks of
, Venice I S

care and proper nourishment*” exclaimeéd Igola,

“ Blesssd Virgin ! what do I hear! and I,
wretch that I am, have both caton and drank
while my noble lurd was starviug!” ciied
Giuscpype, botiug his breast. .

*'This moening,” continued Isola, 1 stole
out with these Jittls wax figures, which Tsnt
up all nighz to finish, hoping to scll them, that
I might procure s litile foed for my dear father |
when he shonld awake; forin the fray last
night, cven tho little sum which charity be
stowed upon us was lost ; but noone would
buy—I could not bog, Giuseppe—ulas! My
puor littlo gazella, she must not starve ; take
her-—perhaps some one will buy her who caun :
ta e bettor eave of hor than her univrtunate |
toistress 3 but they cavmot luve thes mors, my
poor Ninette !I” and lsola threw her arms -
aronnd the neck of the little animal, which

rested its head fomlly aaiust her check, and’

with its soft tongue licked che swall hund of
its wistress.

5l Ninette ! now the saints forlid ! ex-
claimed Ginseppe.  “ No, Signorina, I will
take the lijtle creature home to the chililven,
and feel ber well—bless yonr dear heart, I
woulldl sooncr sell my  owa little Liuo ! No,
no, 1 will keep her for you an.il ¢the Siguorois
berter.”

Wil lhie be better? tell me, tell mo,
Giweppe; do you thma be wiil liv:?" wicl
Isola, catching eagerly the hope which these
‘ew Ja-t woids of the goudolier inspired.

¢ Signorina, God i8 good—my honoured
master nay live, but——"

- Giug-ppe, if my father dics, pray God to
tak- his child al-0.”

‘* Ah, who knows what a skilful physician
may do for him? Cowmare, Signorina; I will
fetch onein less than twenty minuces, and

some food tuw, for you my dear young lady—

sinner that ¢ am. that have alrcady beoken my
iast, and drunken my flagon of stout TFaler-
nian !

“And the gazella, prer Ninctte—will you
take hore with you, Giuseppe ¥ said Tsole.

1 will return for her, Sigrorina.”  So
sayirg, the hounest goudulicr hastened fruu
the apartment, anud the next momceat the
rapid spiash of oars assured Is»ia that tte
assi-ranee she so much desired for her father
would soon be procured.

Cuarrer V.

In the meantime our Awerican parly having
visited the Ducal Palace, it was proposed by
Winthrop, asthere was yet time betoro dinner,
to row acru:s the Lido, whise shady groves
and rich greensward offered g0 tompting 2
contrast to the stately wmarhls domés and
pavements 6f Venivo; and Mary, hoping by
that means to keep Irving with tiem, gladly
acceded to the propusition.

It was alovely day for such an excur-ion,
aad our friends gliled Juxa:iously uer s the

Giulecea, reclining on the soft velv.t cushions | .-

of a gondola, whoae tasteful drapery swept the
silver surface of the waves, aud listening to

the wusic of the gondoliers as they sang vegscs X

from ‘their own Tasso, t5 schich charin'.'ng
wmelody the light rippling of the water formed
a pleasivg accompanimeat, Besutiful <3 was
the sceae, it had but little charm for Ieving.
Away from those bright watcrs and tne
briglter Italiau sky, bis thougits waalered
to tne glhamy aisles of San Mare, and the song
of the gonduliers was lost in the memory of
tuc swees and touching tonus of the begoar's
daugbter. Silent, therefore, be sat, as the
gou.dola kept its ewy motion, more thaa ever
regretting that he had not pursuaed his search,
or that bie had yiclded up the murning to nis
sister.

Thoy had nearly rcached the mididle of the
eanal, whena gmdola was seen swiftly ap-
proaching, and, as it ncared the oue in which
our party were scated, the grndoliers posed
their oarsa moment, and exchanged a gay
salute :— )

*“Ha ! Giuscppe, by the mass, thon hast an
odd passenger thore—where are you guing
with g0 choice a freight ?” cried one,

**Chuice, indecd, Matheo !” replied Giuseppe;
““for this pretty little gazella belonys to the
lovel.est Signorina in Venice t”

“\Vell, buono viayyio I (pleasant journey),
cried the first speaker, as he once more sank
the oar. But Mary, attracted by the beauty
of thelittle animal, entreated the gondoliers
to stay their movements, and motioned Gin-
scppe to approach neaver.

““\What a perfect little créature—what
tender eyes ! Do you remember, Charles, the
little fawn we had at home when we ‘ivere
childreu? Ah, I'wish this protty gazella was
miuve ! she exclaimed.

“Perbaps we can buy it, Mary—will you
gell the gazells, fricud ¥” said Winthrop, ad-
dressing Giuseppe. :

¢Sell Ninette, Signore !—ah, no, not for
fitty zechioa—though Heaven knows the
moucy is nveded enough, for even now the
poor old Siguore may be dying, aud my be-
loved Signorina is nearly starving !” o

“How—what tale of distress is this—of
whom arc you speaking ¥ inquired Irving,

4Ot a noble Veuctisn gentlemen, Signoro,”
replied the gondolier, respectfully. *¢ Youare
foreigners ; but I can tell you, thore are many.
such in Venice now begging their bread, whose
anceators swayed the Republic 1”

“ Vera, vera (true, true), Giuseppe!” ox-
claimed another gondolier.

** Ah, my .boautiful lady,” continued Gin.
seppe, turning to Mary'; **could you but sec
the povera Signorina, you would pity her !
She Liiows her old father cavnot much longer
survivo his sorrows—for tho physician bas

M

her.

.

just toll her ar—and then ahe will bo cast
friendless and alono uipon the world! Ab,
sho in an mgel, Signora! She corld net seo
her little favorito starve, and so she bade me
scll it i

“ And yot you refuse to
Winthrop,

“Yos, Signore ; 1 will keop ber at howme g
a plaything for my little onea. ~Butter duys
may come to my youog ladyt; and wbgl«“ not
Ginseppo feel like a knave to know thn:t he
conld not lead back' Ninethe to her young
mistresa * © 7 L ' wtl

Irving, who had li-tened with deep interest
to the words of the gonlolior, now euddenly
explained—*¢ Whero is she? Conduct ne to
7€ too late tomave the father, somo-
thing may Le done to comfort the poor
danghter

““Ah, grazie, grazie (thanks, thanks), Sig-
nore ! may the Holy Virgio bless you for the
deed 17 eried Giuseppe.

“ et us all go!” sail Mary, her eyes filling
with tears;  poor i, my heart aches for
hor! Oh, row quickly, fricuds, let ns not
lo:e a monment.”

With swilt, glanéing oars. the gondolbicrs
now followed in the wa'te of Ginsepnpe, who,
joyfully turning his gandola, left th- Guideeea,
and sped on toward the dark lavune, among
whase derayed palaces dwelt in their misery
the oll man and his sbild,

As they reached the fookt of the stairs, loud
sobs and shricks met their ears,

« Holy Mather ! the poor Signoriva-—what
has happinel! cried Gius-ppe, as witha
boand ha cleazad the steps, and  pushed open
the do-r, followed closely by Irving, who, m
Lis eagerness, had left his companions far be-
hind,

Tt- was a'l over. In the old embraco of
death the o1 mon rested ki dly.  His sorrows
were ended ; and the heavenly smile which
lingered upon his =nble features told of the joys
which greete:l the soul's advent to another
and a brighter world.

Poor Jsnla! Alone, and heart-brolken, bad
she wet the trying hour—alane« liad ~he wiped
the death-due ‘rom her fither's brow—alone
had ghe reeeived his last sivh ; and then, no
longor able to restrain the utterness of that
arief, which, in frar of disturbing her beloved
parent she had 50 bravely controlled, with »
g'iweak of despair sho threw her-elf npon the
hiieless body, and winding her arms about it,
gave way to her wretchedness.

It was at this moment that Giuseppe and
Irvinr burst in, It needed but a glance to
assure the latter his pres-ntiments were right,
aud that in the A al and living b-fore him he
Lad found the beggar of San Marc and his

lovely daughser!

part with it " eaid

Cuarrer VI

Six months from the date of thelast scene I
have do:cribed, a happy circle were seated in
a balecony overloaking the watera of the
glorious ITudson, heaving in the eilvered bright-
ns3of a June moun ; and up and down its
graceful swoep, untl lo-t within the dark
shados -of the IHighlands, white sa’ls, Like
snowy clouds, flew befere the gentle wind—
the same gentle wind which, bearing upon its
win~s chesweet fragrance of countl ssbrossoms,
whispera 1 to the heart «f one of the party—
the fair Isola~of the far distaut howmo of her
childhood under the bright skics f Italy.
ter spraking featnres b:triye i the momen-
tacy sadness which these tender reminiseences
! cavged her; and Irving, with the watclful
eyes of love, reading the clear page, soitly
' whispercd : **Why so sad to night, dearest
'Tsola? The eve of onr marriaze must not find
! a shadow upon that beloved hrow ; to me the
very heaveus secm to smile, as I think that to-
; inorrow, dear one, will make yu mine !

-+ Forgive me,” she replied, raising her eyes
tenderly to his ; *‘ there is somecrhing in this
“gcene which touches my sonl like notes of

music we have listened toin other days—I
. was thinking of my father, Charles. Ah'

from thosc realms of bliss above dues he smile

upon the happiness of his child! O Charles,

. when 1 contrast the sad scenes which marked
"the last year of my poor father’s life, with
these which now surround me, 5o replete with
happinees, I seem to be the sport of some
. blissful dream t”
| “And a dream, dear Isola, from which let
" it be 1y care no rude storn shall aronse you!”
replicd Irving., ““In the joys of the present,
lot the bitter past be buried—joys which to
ine would have never been, but for those
gorrows which tirst awoke mmy sympathy and
my love! Yes, Isols, Iloved you trom the
first moment that I sgaw you in your sadness,
kneeling at the feet of your father, upon the
pavement of San Mare, and shall .ever bless
t1e hour, when, led on by an interest which I
siien could not explain, I found you in that
momont of your desolateness and woe, when
death had left you an orphian 1
* And I, too, Charlos, must bless that per.
ceiving yet generous spirit of yours, which has

" given me 80 dear a sister ¥ said Mary Winth-

rop, embracing Isola. v .

** I acknowledge, Irving, that I thought you
s romantic, headstrong youth,” continned
Winthrop ; * but -when I sec before me the
lovely prize which rewarded- your zealona pur-
suit, I also must be thankful that this very
perversencse of yours rendered my ridicule
and my -advice alike powerless, and bas given
to our homo and hearts one whom it will ever
bo our pride and bappincss to love and
eherish.” .

THE END.

GUELDEN'S LAST JKinK.

I have travelled this roal every day of my
life since it was laid, in charge of tho San
Francisco, tho prettiert ani best engine on the
line, I was a Southwestorn road, runming a8
wo will say from A, to Z. . At A, my mother
lived, and at'Z. | hadt e prettioss little wifo
in the world, and « baby, the very image of
his pa. I had slways had a doilar put by for
& rainy day, sud lie boys spols of me agan
odd kind of mah. ;Po bo shut up with an en-
ging, ,wntcl;‘if)g' with ol your eyrs, and heart
and soul. don't mike a cons-ientious man
tolkative, aud I never squandored my leisuro,
spirning yarns and listenog 1o reilway jokes
in the round.house. My wife's name was
Jsepbive, rud I called her ** Joz.”

I never belonged to auy of the railway elabs
or other organzitiony, awi- never shoall if it
hada’t heen for Granby. Grauly was a nephow
of vur division ru crwtenient, aud it's a fail-
ing of us men of the roud tias we liked to be
noticed by the idllws at hendguartors, of only
p-rantied to touch the hem of their warments,
Grauby was @ showy lellow il oiten rode
with me from A vo Z He had a go d opinion
of me, and as fur a8 1 kuew, we weee friends.
Once he sa-d to me ¢

¢ Yuu oughe to belong to the Railway Scion-
tide Club, Guclden.”

* Never heard of it,” said 1,

“We mect once a fortnizht,” be replied
“and have a jolly goud tme. We w nt prac-
tical, thinking m-u of your s at, and I'll pro-
pose you if you Jike”

I was foud of such thing~, aid I had ideas
that 1 fancied might be worth something.
But an engineer don’t bive may nighes or
days te-himself, and the club wo.ld bave one
vveniug a fortnight from Joo. Leaid :

1 wil asik ber. ) abe dikes ig, yes.”

¢ Ask whom ¥ he saud. '

“Joe,” rard 1.

“If ¢very man hal askel his wife, every
wan’s wife wourd have saul: *Can’t spare
you, m_y: dear,’ and we should bave no club,
ab all,” said Granby. ’

Bue I wade no answer. At home I told Joe,
She said :

‘I shall miss yow, Ned ; but you dolove
such thing:, and if Graaby velmys to it, they
must be superior mo”

So 1 said **yes,” aud Granby proposed me.

Thur day fortmght I went with Liw to the
rooms. The real business of the cvening was
tne rupper.

I had alwags been a temperate man., I did
not kuow what ctfect wine would nave on me,
but counnyg to driuk w-re taan | had over be-
fure haw at the club table, 1 found it put steam
on.  Aiver so'imnny glosses, L waated to talk,
and after go many I did. '

I sceined hiku sowncbody else; the words
were 8» ready. My weas came vur and were
hateed to. I wde siap bits aad even came
vo puus. I heard sowmebody say : ** Graoby,
by George, that’s 2 ma worth baving, ¥
thougnt nin dull at first.” Yet I knew it
was better to be quict Ned Gaelden, with
his ten words an nour, than tbe wine-made
wit | was.

I was sure of it when three heurs afier}
stulnbled up staira to fied Joe waiting for e,
with her baby on ber breast.

“ You've been decaving me,” nidd Jue. 1
suspreted it, but wasn't sure, A scentific
club could not smell like u bar-room.”

“When meana thit I do,” s 1,

“ Aud lvok iike one,” 2aud Jue, as she lock-
ed her elf und-baby in tho spa-¢ room.

Une night I was diessed in wy Sunday
suit, ready to go to the club when Jop stood
beiore me,

““Ned,” said she, I never had a fanlt to
find with you betore. You've been very kind
and goot amd lovi g always, but I shoufd be
sorry we ever met if you go on thus way. Don’t
ask what I moan—you know.”

¢ It’s only club uight,” T said.

‘¢ It will grow,” said she.

Then she put'her hands around my neck.

* Ned,” wid she, *“do you think a t ingso
much like a belted and asrapped duwan dgmon
‘as stoam is fit to put into e hauds of a
idrunken man?  And sowe day, mark my
words, not'only Tharsday night, but all the
days of the weck, yon will be the same. I
have often heard you wonder what the feels
ings of an engineer who has about the same ax
-uurdered a train fall of people must be, and
j you’ll know if you don't stop where yon are.

‘1 A steady hand and a clvar head have been

i your blessing all theso years. Don't throw.
them away, Ned, if you dou't care for my
love, don’t ruin yourself.”
My little Joe ! She spoke from her heart,
and [ bent over and kissed her.
“Don’t be afraid, child ; I'Il never pain
you again.” '
Aund I meant it ; bat at twelve o’clock that
night I felt that I had forgotton my promise
and my resolation: -
| I conldn’t go home to Joe. I made up my
mind to sleop on the club sofa, and leave the
place far.gosd the next duy. Alveacy I felt’
my brain reel as it had never- done before, In
an bhowr I wos in- a kind of stupor. It was
 morning. A waiter stood ready to brush my
coat, Isawa grin on his face. My head
soemed ready to burst ; my hand trembled.
1 X looked at my watch ; I bad~ only juat five
minutes to reach the dopot ¢ 4
| Joe’s words came o my mind : Was I fit to
take chargo of an engine? I was uot fit to
_snmswer. 1onght to have asked somo sober .
.man, AsitwasI only caught my hatand
* rushed away. I waa just in time.




