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sand cok ,'..J o ARRIVAL OF THE PROTESTANT |sian te suppose that this reception proceeded | to say to thee; wilt thou listen ?’ —loved him as an ardent-souled daughter of|girl !—Back, l say! Away with the, page!’
o Figered and Plais BISHOP IN PALESTINE. from any sympathy withi the .objects of the| * Dear papa, ihy word is my law,’ suony Spuin kiiows now 10 love.. The father! | Pale, drooping, quailing beneath her fa-
IR S T ( Correspondence of the Times:), ’mu.on on the partof the Turkish adthori-| ‘Isitso? and the father fixed his eyes | —he did not even dream of such wickeduess. | ther’s angry glance, the gentle girl sifemly
o, T B : 3 { ties. i upon the girl with a look 50 peuetrating that | (If he had he could not have slept for at Jeast | twined her arins eround his frame,_and strove
i;:m‘:"';"":"""?' ! January 27.—The entry of the Bishop of| On the 23d the Bishop preached his intro- | her owis eye feil, and ibe rich warm blood ! six hs)—ihe uppardonable wickedness [to kiss away the angry spot upou his brow.
TR T Palestine 1nto the City of David was marked | ductory sexmon, choosing for his text Isaiah wed from ber young heart and burat upon | of a' daughter of < his—bis bright, besutifal|{ * Bac_k! Judas! exclaiwed be, pushing her
reten. ! by as favourabie circumstabces as could pos- | Ixv. 15: ** Whereas thou (allading1o Jerusa- brow, Ysabel—the high born lady of Llenaro,—lo- | rudely from him. When thou bast learned
die breasiod SHIRTS and sibly have been anticipated by the most san- | lem and the Jews) hast been forsaken and| Llewaro seated Limseif upon a low furco, | ving fier father's page ! —a nameless page '— | to do thy futher’s wislies, then ®ill he except
oste Jualisn Black Sily ' -,_'.nl.w fricuds of Protestani missions: i the hated, s» that no man went through thee, I|and drawing hil_ehdd towards him, be fondiy | and so he slept secure.  The thought was too | thy ciresdes.’ g
\ { v+ East will make thee an eternal excellency,- a joy ! kissed her glowing cheek. ; preposterous, And the Doua Ysabel “loved, Frnght'ened—andnqd—oln shrunk within
Neck Ties—an article o i Oun the morping of the 29th iast. our little| of mavy generations.”—The tendency of the| ;* I fear, Belle,’ said he, putting back the | Love is all trustfulness, all watchfulness, all ' hersell, like the mtb!ve plant-at some rude
120 afesasnid loslise Hike. community was much exciied by the arrival | Right Rev: Prelate’s discourse was o show | world of curls that bad Gillen over her brow, | hopeluiness. The page was handsame ; the | touch, nor dared 10 raise ‘her gentle eye to
il { of a messenger from Jaffa with the imelligence | that, although Jerusalem had endured. and |* thy will hath never yet been broken Thou | page was graceful, witty, accomplished. He |the ficedartiug ones of her augry sire.
lizrubber double siitched that the Brinsh Consul-General and Bistop | might still endure, much suffering in the ful- | ari but a wild one. Cm‘ml Alcaros.fell into | was indeéed an mon page;—and so| And the pase? :
8 Alexander had arpived off that port in a stéa | filment of - inspired prophecy, nevertheless|a long 6t of musiug. The silver breathing | thought the Dona’s father,—and <o thought Tlie father glanced from the drooping form
"'T.‘ Pilot and Saperfing Al frigate, and might be expected in Jerusalem | brighter days were at hand. tones of the Dona’s sofi voice broke the still- | ber fa(ber'-_daughler. He could sing 1o the “'f his daughter 10 lh!.uuheodmz oue of the
‘;': 47Tstecssd Vasve. b on the following day. Mr. Nicolaysou. a lu couclosion, we sincerely and heartily | ness A music of Ysabel's goitar, most divinely ; he | presumptuous 'U"'; it
s and Care lughly respectable aud taleated Holstein Da-| wish the fullest success to attend the worthy| ‘-What wouldst thou with thy child, papa ?.{ could dsuce, fence, was perfectly skilled in| “And so, sir m'ema'. thon art aspiring—we
Haws uish gentleman, who is wow a clergyman of | individuals who compose this mission, altho’ { my birds, and young flowers, eren now moara | all horsemanship : moreovér he was acquaint- | like ambition. Thou Ih_mm to Jove my
THCAPS the Chinrch of Euzisad, and the head of the | we are quite unprepared to go to the léngihs | my absence.’ . { ed with all the then lore of bright Spain. He daaghter —thé daughter of the noble house
s ‘ Aud caust thou not give one hour to thy | wrote poetry too ; aud sang the words of his  of Llenaro—good?
‘ ! *Count of Lleraro—here me. 1 zsk of
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wission for promoting Christianity amongst | of those, who attempt 10 read all the signs of|

the times, and who think they foresee the|father, Ysy ! What will thy birds and

ers | own composing.  In sooth he was a most!

the Jews at Jerusalewm, immediately started 10 ! !
meet them. The recontre twok place it‘proximave commencement of the millencivm. | do when | bring thee a right noble In_:d, an | marvellous page—a perfect paragon of a ! thee thy daugher. 9’] house, proud lord,
Ramleh, the Ramah of Scriptare (still 1 con- | It cannot be disguised that these indlviduals;ea‘le among birds, for the own ? Wilt thou | page;—and then his eye—why it was wilder | i fuil as noble as thine own—pehaps more

siderable town,) where the Bishop, the Cou | have a severe ordeal ol groundless calumuy, ! ihen give up all others and love but only that?’ | than lightning shot from a miduight sky. The lancient. [am no page—I amthe oaly son
‘ What dves my papa mean ¥’ tremblingly | servants all feared and bated him. To Ysa. | oF &

sul General, and a numerous suite, halted 1o intrigue, jealousy, and opposition 'to ge!

pass the night.  ‘The Bishop took up his' through.
quarters at the house of the American Con-{val the Greeks and Catholics had been circu- |

sul, the wealthiesi Christian m the place, and | lating cock-and-bull stories about the decline | ger.

the Cousul-General, with several officers of | of E:alish influence; they were, however, |
n perceiving that when Col: Rose paid |

Even a few cays before their arri- | replied the maiden.

lcr; her patient, faithful, untiring
|

* But, papa, all my preity birds and—'
* Thou shalt have a bird worth the whole, | ning—a well 100 often untasted in those da

! bel alove was he all that was gentle ;—and 10| _ ‘I will not even liear who thou art—wert

* I mean that thou art to be a child no lon- | her father, for her sake. He was Ler teseh. 1hou the monareh of the universe, thou
| teacher.— | shouldst not wed my daughter. 1 have sworn

They drank together at the pare well of lear-  she shall become the bride of the "Talavera
’,‘—l never recall an oath.”

The groap as they stood there would have

the Devastation steam frigate, alighted at the | mute} { A S
his staté visst 1o the Pasha on the 26th, he|a right proud gallant bird. Yey, dost thoa | of fair Spain.
d ‘Weep not sweetest; thy noble father made a pictare for the pencil of a Salvator.

Armenian Couvent. s
Ou the followjng day they made their ent-| was rcceived with honors paid only to persons

Ty into our aycient capital, in a procession |of the highest rauk, a guard of 100 grenadiers
which will be remembered by those who saw | baving presented arms when ee left the Pal-
it to the latest day of their lives. When withia | ace.
five miles of the gates they were joined by the| The mission is sure of the firm support of
few British and American residents on horse- | the British Government and the Briush Am-
back, headed by Mr. Procensul Jobos, who|bassador st the Porte. As regards Syria,
is architect of the intended church, as well as | the Consul General has lent all the force of
locum tenens of Mr- Young. Ou spproaching | his official authority-p | infl , - and
the town the cavalcade, which already con-|populasity, to set the undertaking afloat,
sisted of §ity or sixty persons, wes swollea by | while the mild and beneiolent characier of
the junction of the Cey, second in command | the Bishop, and the sound practical sense
of the troops, who, accompanied by a guard {ind valuablelocal experience of his coidju-
of bouour, and the Juuissaries of the Pasha, [for, Mr. Nicolayson, are sure guarantees
had been sent 10 compliment Colonel Rose |that caution, charity, and comcilhation will
on ius arrival, while all the loungers of Jeru- | preside at all their efforts.

salem turned out for the occasion. Not the
least interesting object in the |bml§ was Mrs THE LADY AND THE PAGE.
Alexander, the far parwer of the Right Rev. A STORY OF MOORISH SPAIN.
Prelate. It bad been considered by the phy-‘ BY MARY 8 PEASE.
sician of the uussion unadvisable for her 10}
atterapi the journey on horseback. Accord-| Many years ago there dwelt, not far. from
ingly a large taterwan or Oriental litter “ was | Seviile, in a castieso old it was a wonder
coustructed, mhich, supported before and be-{ what kept it from tumbling down, a Spamish
hind by stouy mules, conveyed Mrs. Alexan-| hidalgo, remarkable but' for two things—a
der and the younger portion of her f_anml_v‘tely beautiful daughter, and the very strict
over the rocky and precipitous tracks wh;chln-wner iz which he secluded her. from the
world  In every other respect this hidaigo

lead from Jafia 1o Jerusalem. The proces-
sion consisted of more than 100 persons on|was like other hidalgos, full of pride, sporiing

Lorseback. fa pair of Spanish mustachios and wearing a

The throng passed on, and the scene which ' a sileito by his side.
ensued at the Bethlehem-gate, by which it en-| The wonderful beauty of his daugﬁtr. the

| remember the Marquis of Talavera "

miarriage, aud | have said thou shalt be his; * I was happy,’ replied the sorrowing gi
bride’

‘ What of him, dearest papa '
‘ Dost thou remember him ¥

‘ Yes, papa.’

‘ This Marquis bath south thee, Belle, in  lady ¥

. { * T did not dream of love, or that I had a|
The girl staried 1o the ground in unfeigned | heart, I ouly felt that I was bappy. And!
surprise. | mow—' i
* Why, papa, be is old enoughto be my! *And now, my gentle Ysabel? !
grandfather, and besides, he is ugly enough ' ‘And now,’ said the Senorita, deeply blush-i
S { ing. “now I feel I have no heart 1o give’ ' |
*He is just the age of thy father, Ysabel. ! Bless thee, dearest, for those words, Ysa- '
His years will serve 10 guide thy wayward ' bel, hear me for I must speak, I love thee, |
ones. Heis all that is brave and noble, be- | Ysabel—I am other than I seem. [ am no
sides being one of the richest, and most pow- | hireling—I am tbe heir 10 a noble house — |
erful lords in Spain, You may know, Belle, ' One year ago, having heard so much of thy |
how well I think of him—be is almost the " wondrous beanty—and full of curinsity and |
only one of my many friends, that I admit | daring, I contrived to get admitted into this |
into. this our wild retreat,’ | castle as thy father's page. Tosee, istolove!
* But, papa—' | thee—but 1o be near thee day afier day—to |
* Nay, Belle, [ will bave no buts. It must | read thy gentle thoughts—io gaze in thy Ji-|
be as I say.’ | quid, truthful, sonl-beaming eves—to feel thy |
‘ But, papa,’ The Count’s brow darkened. ' s0ft hand within my own.  Ysab
* But, papa, I do not love him.”
‘Lowve—pah !’ help loving thee. I love a soul—3 soul thou
‘ Papa, | canmot love bhim.' | hast, sweet Ysabel—a refiecting. geatle, lruﬂ-‘
“Pah? ful, ardent, heartful soul. Ysabel, I love |
‘ Papa, I will not love him!” and the Dona's ; thee ; wilt thou love me T

eyes were soft as she rested them in his.

* Ysabel !’
He 100k her hand—her Fitle, warm, white |

little lady burst into 1ears

tered the town, bafiles all description ; onthe Dona Ysabe', had somehow—in spiie of the
one side were the gray massive battlements seclusion in which she was kept—become |
aud picturesque towers of Jerusa'em—no proverbial, and the fame thereof bad spread |
mean specimen of the solidity with which from Gibraltar to the Pyrenees. Not a ca-|
Switan Suleyman fortified the conquests of ballero of that chivalric country but would |
his predecessor Selim ; and on the other was have given his best steed for oue glance from |
the vale that leads to Bethlehem. wow rugged the eyes of the hidalgo’s daughter—eyes
and now undalated, with ali us light and ' which, shrouded under their long lashes, were |
shade softeved in the approaching twilight, like diamonds shining across the miduight. |
winle the dark and singularly even and un- Her hair was silky and sot, dacker and more |
speaked line of the muuntains of Moab be- glossy than the raven’s wing—and in such,
yond the Dead Sea walled in the p¥dspect.— luxuriance did it grow that she might almost ;
The wikdly accoutred and unearthly looking ! have hid herself in it, as did * the lady of lbes
Bedouin irregulars, who had been playing the ! golden locks’ in the fairy tale. Her face was
djereed, and gamboling round the procession ! fitful as an April day. It was the clear and |
at the full speed of ther desert “horses; con-- faithful mirror tothe warmest, porest heart i
tented themselves with firing off their musk-| all Spain.. And never did s young beart beat
ets, being now hemmed in by the motley | within a lighter and more graceful form than
throng of citizens and fellabeer,— Mussui- | that of Dona Ysabel.
mans 10 their farred pelisses and well folded! The castle where the hidalgo resided with
turbaus, doww 1o the filthy old Polish Jew in | his daughter was built 02 a rocky eminence,
thedast stage of wilful Lydr.phobia. {in one of the wildest parts of the country.—
Afier ackwowledging the presentation of | Tradition said it had been erected by a pow-

arms at the Bethlehem-gate, the party moved | erful and weaslthy Moor, from whom it bad|
! soft roand arms about ber father’s neck—her | whex she did; she looked up in his eves and
| eves looked beseechingly into his. But' he | smiled. There was everything in that smile,

on towards the hibuse of Mr. Nicolaysou, and | been conquered by the strong arm of one of
just as the new comers turned their beads to | the present occupant’s ancestors. The father
admire the Titan-like masonry of the tower|of Ysabel had resided there but rarely uounl
of Hippicus, which dates fiom the dags of the death of his wife ; but, afier that event,
Herod the Tetrach the guns thundered forth | he had retired almost broken-hesrted to ihis
the: salute for the eve of (he Courban Bairam, | wi'd retreat. Here, from early childbood,
Thas, by au odd chance the Protestant Bish-| the Lady. Ysibel had been brought wp.—
op mace bis public entry into one of the four Wauting the care of a_motber, she had al-
boly eities of lslam (the others are Meaca,' ways been lefi 1o have her own way, and a
Medina, and Damascus) on the occasion— | more self-willed, impeluous sylph never dash
oue of the greatest festivals of the Mahome- [ ed the dew from (he wild flowers that grew so
dan religiaa.  Colonel Rose descended at the | luxurizutly aroiad the Moonsh castle.

Spauish convent of Tersa Sauta.  Dr. Alex.| One day, when the Dona Ysabel had near-
ander took up his quarters temporarily with | ly atiained her séventeenth year, the Count
Mr. Nicolaysan, his own residence, which i:' de Llenaro, her futher, stood within the deep

|

upon the Pool of Hezekiah, bclng as yet un- | embrasure of the richly carved corridus, al-
soi bed in thought. His eyes were fixed on

furnished: 5
Ou the 22d Col. Rose, Dr. Alexander, and | the shadows that played so fancifully on the
s large party, inspected the invended “site of | rocks below. A Tight step was heard and a
the wew church. It will be built ‘upon the | Rairy form entered t e apartment.
most elevated part of the city ; the body of|  * Bella mi cara nina, 1 was thivking of
the charch wil| be Gotbic, and the towers in | thee, I would speak with thee,’ And the
the style of Mosque minarets, which accord | gentle girl stood beside the proud lord. “What
admirably both with the church iwsell and with| wouldst thou, my father ™ The maiden’s

¢ Yeabel,—hear me—1 have said thou shalt | drawing her gently towards him, he clasped
teccme the bride of the Marquis of Talavera. | her silemly to his heart.  Sheé uestled Jike al

., would see thee wed with the Marquis of Ta. The proud, determined figure of Llenaro,
! lavera, and thou canst not love him. And it | standing with his arms folded, looking light-
| is for that t'ou weepest. Is it not so, sweet "ing on t:: proad form of the bandsome

| page, as he st

. " snanhood's stréngth and Ueauty. Then 1he

in the glow of his young

shrinking formy of the Dona Ysabel—shghnly
leaning forward, with clasped hands—her
bead partly raised—tlie speechiess, imploring
agony cf her lovely face

The roém coniributed not 3 little tn the
scene—all jardund ‘was purely, beamifully
feminine. The low damask ottomans—the
bright eyed birds in their glittering zold ca-
ges—the rich, mellow paintings hanging a-
round the room. “Among them was her vwa
solt eyed mother.” T'lie seeet, dreamy eyes
of the [talian seemed 10 look down on the fa-
ther of her daughter reproachfully fir his
harshoess to that ‘dadghter. " The parting
beams of the'stu, as he bade adjeu 16 his
love the farr earth, streamed iu the room,
gilding with their warm glow the expressive

o, a being ' faces of the tliree. A’ ray wore sofieued feil

| eut from granite 10 see thee thus could n.n;W 'bb;“!m. angel face of the wile,—the
mother.

* Alcaros de Llenaro, T entreat thee to
me O my kneed I supplicate thee to give

{me thy daughter.  Doom her not to misery.

eyes grew bright and large. “ Jose, 1 wiil, I do love thee’—and the girl’s {She jovas me. Think upon the childe’s mi -
ther — on the love vows given and taken be-

fore the child was born.” When she—the

* Dear papa,—I mean I canno:—' and the g
hard, and’ covered it with Kisses. ‘Then| M!’t"ebe 'ife.;;- ;: i;:l lo»lbee';"'l‘bon
‘M once, didst lo s Was

the mother of the child thou’rt dooming 1o

wretchedness—and now that mother looks -

What I say I never unsay—that thon know-| bird ift ‘his bosom—and reasted her head |
down upou thee, imploring happiness on her

est. Two weeks from this. ' The day thon | there. At intervals a low sob swelled ber
art setenteen—s the day decided upon. Tt | little heart, like that of a wearied infant,
must, if shall be so!  'Wilt thou do thy fath- | worn out with much crying. At leagth her
er's bidding, Belle ? sighs came less and less t ; and when
The girl angwered not a word, but her eye | the page beat over (o gaze upoa " her face,
lit up and ber fitile mouth was tightly com- | she had sunk into a uf; gentle ‘'sleep. A
pressed. Every line of ber staruelike form | bright tear still zﬁue.e‘ on her silky lash—
expressed firmness and resolation. that Tong black fringe that reposed %o quiet]
?“‘ih thou do 1y father’s bidding, Ysa-{on heronpglle, fair ch::L ; : v
bel T again demanded the Count. There is something inexpressibly (oachin
‘ Thou hast cver been an indulgent father | in the quiet and calm repose of a beamifu
to me, pever hast thou crossed my slightest | girl. And when we feel that that youth and
wish, and now, father, I must say firmily no /| beauty is all we love on earth—that it is near

{1 never can become the bride of him thou na- us—nestling in sweet trust within our arms

gl —our all—our own—life of our lifei=heart
Thou hast had thine oiwn way seventeen years, | happiness can earth give more pure, more ho-
now I will bave wine. Thou shalt wed the | Iy, more unalloyed? - ,
Talavera if I have 1o drag thee o the aitar.| The page Jose almost wished (he Dona |
Nay, no fawning.’ The girl had twined her | might never awake—bat she did awake And!

pushed ber from him, sayving—*Go to thy ! lové, hope, faith, geutleness, truth, trust, Jjoy.
room, Ysabel, 2nd there remain until thy rea- ! It was a droll smile 106 ; there was archness
son comes 1o thee. Dost thou hear me t" | init—Jose never forgot tha unilé!—S(nm,

The Spaniaid strode from the room, and | that an outward symbol of the inner world

{he weeping lady sought, with a heavy heart, | can espress so much.
her own turret. The page attempted to kiss the bright smile

child * :

Alcaros glanced at the of his wife.
He fancied, as the wafm, ¥ upoa
i1, the gentle eyes looked a ré grze

on him. He'was not ‘a hard-hearted man

Pride was his rufing pussion. False pride it

might have been; wheter filse or true, it

lier feelings the ‘of his wite had rou-
sed within bim. He ked the tear before

ue-ew.hneyu,ul'm on § heavy

‘Rise, sir minion," 12id he, ‘I bave t0ld thee
my danghter shall wed the Talavera—and
she shati?' , '

* Girl ! thou shalt, not even be consulted, | of our heart—soul of our soul—what other |
te bo | _‘Never” as'1 Tive, never! said the girl.

*Never shall 2 Lienare become the bride of
the maa she canunot Jove” —pever!”

The lady looked her father's child—as
though she had born 1 be vbeyed. The sofi-
ness of the mother had gowe.  Her slight,
round figure, sitaight ‘as a voung Indian’s,
had risen to its full beight. * Her eyes dilzted
—thiose efes, where shobe her soul—ihose

time 19 the throbbiags of her impulsive beart.
{ 7o be continued) -

It was the first time her father had been | into his own heari<—but the lady’s mood had
unkind 10 her, and she threw hersell down on | changed. Half ashamed, half w sport, .she
a low couch, in all that utter hopelessness nf‘ broke from him with a langh—her own
grief yomh alone can feel. It was her first | culiar laogh —Dbird-like jn ns silvery clearness,
sorrow. and like a bird, as wild, and sweet

There came a soft rap 2t the door.—but| *Sit down, dear Ysabel—I t'ould talk
| she lieeded it not .—and wot until a hand, | with thee cal.oly —wilt thou be mine 1 Ysa-
| soft 35 woman’s, held her own,—wnd a voice- | bel, 1 love thee. Oh! how [ Jove thee.

whose deep, low tones were hreathing music, | Naught on earth is half so dear as thoa—
whnspered in her ear, didshe know her fath, | life—ten thousand lives, were they mine.
et’s handsome page was kueeling by “her. would 1 give for thy love. Wilt thou be mine?

* Weep not, my cara Ysabel” mmhingi{ my own ¥ .
said Bie, * or rather fet me share thy gtief | ‘The girl put both her: Tittle hands 'in "his
know it all —tliy father hath told me, and| —that was her ouly answer.” And then the
sent me here to bring thee reason, as be s4id. | drew her again fo his heart and Kissed her
Can Tdo'it, sweet Jady ™" and the handsome | brow and' fips. And then—and then—and
then—why thén, and thete, right ap befure

the other publie edifices of the city, for Goth. | voice was low and silvery soft. Her dark eye
ic and Saracepic are the twin daughters of | looked up into, ber father's with an expression
the Byzsutine style. The Bishop's residence | soft and confidiug ss childhood, Ose Jittle
will be Elizabethan, The sione necessary | snow white band rested upon his shoulder,
for the-edifices will be brought from the | while the other pesiled within his own.

page smiled

t was' wicked in him to smile when her | them—with curled lip, and' cloudy brow—
heart _was full of grief—and so the lady | stood the castle’s lord'—the proud hidalgo!
thought. Bat she had learned to love, and | —the Count Alcaros de Lienaro !—the Dous
whea love is warm and new, all the loved one | Ysabel's father ! —the handsome page’s mas

Mouat of Olives. * How old are you, Ysy ¥

In the afterncon of the same day Col. Rose! * I shall be seventeen come next Michae!-
presented Dr. Alexander to Tahir Pasha wiho, | mas,’
as | have understnod, received him with great| . *’ I'is evenas | thought. Thou art getting
politeness. Of course, it would be an illu-|t0 be a great gul, Belle,—~I have something

-

in Poor Condition
Best copy available

says or does is more than right. ! ter!
* Love flings a halo round the dear oue's * Ha" exclaimed he, ‘is this the way ye
bead, obey my commands ? Ah, | se¢! Thow'n

' Faaliless, immortal’— doing my bidding, sir page Hast thou won
The Doua Ysabel loved her father's page, * the selfwilied lady to tiink as | do? Away,
. )

»

Improved Hwsbandry —The vast ma
| ments of Agriculuirsl ‘Producie—in ‘roots,

P | greia; Srain, ad tive sodhsdholr what Yty

be done by judicious calnvation. 'I¢ shou!d
1 be the sim of every farmet to secure the best
| that can be rased” Whe comiures of ‘b fa:
| mily, and the pecaniary profits would 1hus be
lelike promeoted = Afiwe fam well cuitivy.
{ted"™ is more pleasant sl préfitable 1han
great daserts of Jand overgrown with mulli~y
sud thistles  Thousandsof fatmers who now
sciree ¢an ke ‘bt ends medr™ &ha
hundred avre farin, thight reslize double the
mcome awd tenfold ‘ecomion from fifty well
culuvated acres, 0
‘First elass w graovmar,’ ssid the Sountry
; Yonme out and reoitel” + Bobby,
what is steam " * Boiling water, sir.” “Trary
right ; eomipare it." '« Pudinive bail, chatpar-

seat.’ —
A7 vou beat me, 1 will sull ot the sold? rd

says the drum.

warm, black eyes, whose every glwnce kept -

auve boilar, supecd itive, burst.” * Very gond’
you'li learn tu pass son, you may tike Yo ur

pr i

e




