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receiVed for a shorter period than six months, and no
paper discontinued until all arrears are paid.
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HYMN.
BY FRANCES 8. 0S@UOD.
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Approach not the alter,
Wik gloom in thy soul;

Nor let thy feet falier
From terror’s control!

{z0d loves not the sadness
Of fear and distrnst:

O serve hima with gladnesy—
I'he Genue, the Just

11is bouniy is tender,
His being is love—

His sinile fills with splendour
‘I'he blue arch above.

Confiding, believing,
O! enter always

“His courts with thanksgiving—
I11s poutals wuh praise!”

Noreonse 16 the tempie
Witn pride on thy men;
But lowly and simple,

{u courage serend,

Bring meakly before Him
‘The faith of a child;

Bow down ane adore l1im,
With beait undeliled;

And ““by the sull waters,”
- And through the ‘green shade,
With Zion’s glad daughters,
Thy path sball be made.

e —

i rown the ailadelphia Saiurday Courier,

THE LOST GLOVE.

A Story of Domestic Life,

"

PY MARKIE C. SUBLE?TT,

Gathered around the large flreplace of an elegaatly
arranged parlor, one ¢oid winter evening, were a group
of interesting young people. T'hey had been spending
a social evening with the master apd mistress of the
maunsion—Mr. Weston and his beauuful wife—who
had recently taken up their residence 1 the wvillage,
and of whowm little was known, except that he was a
young physician, eminently handsome, with a digni-
fied and impressive manner. The young being who
was his wile had been the talk and adn.iration of the
village ever since her arrival in it. Rather above the
middle height, graceful and elegant, her manner was
#0 luscinating that few could withstapd its influence.
Her peauuful hair was dark chesnyl, and curled in
natural ringlets over her neck and face. With a com-
plexion ol dazzling fairness, and so very changeable,
that many thouaht it oo pale, while others contended
that the deep carnation which sometimes dyed her
cheeks was unnatural, her eyes were so dark that it
was but seldom their blue tnt could be dsscerned.—
Thea the thrilling glance of those eyes revealed an
inte]lect of great power, and a heart full of warm and
passionate emotions.

If the reader is tired of admiring our worthy hostess,
and wishes to know the subjectof the animated con-
vergsatiop carried oa n the parlor to which we have
introdaced him, his curiosijy shall be graufied. I
was love, courtship and marriage—subjects more gen—
erally interesting, we believe, than any other. Some
of the younger ladies, professing profound ignorance
on the subject of courtship had req uested a widow lady

du. ofthe company to enlighten them, and she had jast

'

given her experience, in which she related, laughing-
ly, that the gentleman whom she married hkad been,
unfortunately, so timid and bashful, that 1t required
much encouragement and patience on her part o ena-
ble him at last to make a declaration.

“] am sure that will be wny case,” said a bashiul
young gentleman present. “If I loved ever so devo-
tedly 1 do’nt think I could ever summon courage to
tell my love to the object of it—no, never!” he repeat-
ed despairingly,

““T'hen you deserve to be an old bachelor all your
life!”” exclaimed a sparkling little beauty. A loud
laugh followed this gay sally. Our bashful man blush
ed crimson, and the young lady continued, more seri~

‘ously—*I do not agree with you, I think, if a warm
'a.tlB.Chmeut SUbSist bEtween any two persons, Ilﬂlllln‘

18 more easy or natural than the expression of their

feelings.”

- “I am just of your opnion,” said

with a glance at her husband.

~ #0h, Mrs. W eston,’’ said the young lady, eagerly,

“I amn thinking your courtship must have been very
~jnteresting; you are so romantic, so beautiful, and so

unlike others, that your love passages must have been

Mrs. Weston,

very different from any thing we poor girls have any

|

!

idea of. Now do relate 1t to us, my dear Mrs, Wes-
ton,” centinued the gay girl; ““it will not only be in-{ he was as dear to we as ever, and in the solitude of my | the West:

-
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le'nsely_ interesting, but it will be of use to a little un- | own room [ wept without restraint, I felt utterly deso- |  About ten o’clock in the morning, was head a joud
late—all hepe of reconciliation was over—and I must | shout at the gate—*“Ho! Mr. W , ho!¥? “What’s wan-

sophistocated creature like me.”
"I'his request was echoed by the whole company,
but the lady playfully refused, unul Dr. Weston said

~“Suppese you relate 11, Isabel; at least that part of

which concerns the sleigh-ride.”’

lation of their beautiful friend, and she commeneced:
“l wus aboul seventeen when Frederic and I first
met, and | believe our destiny was decided at the first
glance. We did not see cach other very often, nor did
he pay me any partcular attention, hat I fancied that

| his manner was different when he addressed me, from

what it was to others, and I was sure that when his
eye mel mine it expressed more than 1t did 10 any oth-

er. As yei, I did not acknowledge even to myself thay

lleved him, Sut my heart beatquicker when he ap~-

e — proached. I wresabled when he louched my hand.—

L'hus several months passed, and our love remained

unexpressed, save by that beauuful language of the
soul which no omne that loves can repress. |

*“One evening 1 had promised to atiend a large party
with Frederic. I was already dressed and awaiting
him, when a vehicle dashed up to the door, and ina
tew minutes Mr. Ashby, a young gentleman who had
recently come into the neighborhood, and who was re-
putec wealthy, entered the room in which I was sit-

ting. He cawe to request my company 1o tle party;
and when { replied that | was under an engagemeut 10

accompany another genileman, he said, ‘I regret it ex |

tremely, Miss [sabel; but may I ask who was so fort-
upate as (o be before me?’

““I was conscious of biushing slightly, for his eyes
were fixed eagerly on my face while 1 replied, *Dr.
Weston.’

“*Oh,’ exclaimod Mr. Ashby, in a tone of vexation,
‘l suppose we must all give up to Weslton; he is priv-
1leged, at least with you.’

““*You are very much mistaken,’ said I, considera-
bly annoyed; ‘Dr. Weston is no more 10 me than you
or any other gentleman.’

“ “Well,” replied Mr. Ashby, ‘I supposc I must be-
lieve you, though report says the conwrary. Now do,
Mies Isabel, prove your words by going with me this
evening; you would not hesitate, | am sure, if any
otheer gentleman were concerned.’

“I'his provoked me again, and I began to waver,
for I was very anxious 10 prove to Mr. As hby and the

world that I was perfectly indifferent to Dr. Weston. |

Mr. Ashby sew my hesiation, and took advantage of
it.

“ ‘Be generous for once, Miss Isubel,” said he, “and
consent; besides, I am sure, Weslon has been prevent-
ed from coming, or he would have been here belore;
it isalready late, and it will require an hour to drive

| there.’

“*Oh well,” said I, rising gaily, “if you think so, I
will go with you immediately,’

“In a fow moments we were driving rapidly from
the house. I was in high spirnts. Conscious of ac-
ting ungenerously, I tried to banish my unpleasant
thoughts by forced gayely.

“Ve had gone but a short distance when I saw a
carriage approaching.

*““I'here 18 Weston afier all,” exclaimed Mr. Ashby.
‘Now, Miss Isabel, [ shall discover the truth or falsity
of thogse reports,” he continued, laughing. ‘I shall
walteh you very closely as we pass.’

““ ‘Do so,” said 1, gaily; “make use ot ali your pene-
tration.”

“Belore he could reply, we had passed the other
carriage. ‘Though we were driving very fast, Frede-
ric’s eye met mine, and such a look! It haunted me
for long months alier. 'Though I was very wretched,
[ believe I succeeded in appearing as usual dunng the
ride; but my thoughts were so paiafully interesiing
that they weie indelibly impressed on my memory,
w hiile the {rivolous conversation I carried on with Mr.
Ashby has long since been forgotten.

““l determined to apologize to Frederic, for he might
ascribe my conduct to unworthy motives. Mr. Ashby
was very rich, aua Frederic was poor, and withal im-
measurably proud—he would never forgive me—and
all for a thoughtless though foolish act, which [ was
so bitterly repenting. I wasrelieved when we arrived
at our destination, | wished to escape from Mr. Ash-

by, whose company had become in a few moments
hateful to me.

“I will not describe the weary passing of that long
evening. { looked around the rooms 1n vain for Fred-
eric—he was not there. When would I see bim a-

gain?—perhaps never. The thought was agony, and
[ repressed it.

“During the next fine day I looked anxiously for
him, but he came net. Atlast I heard that he had

left the neighborhood, to be absent several months!
“For a whole week, which had seemed years, he

had been the subject of every thought. I had firmly |

resolved, when 1 saw him again, to coniess that 1 had
acted wrongly; but now he was gone—if he cared for
me, fie would have forgiven so slight a transgression—
pride come to my aid, and before the expiration of the

term of his absence, I had persuaded mysell that he
was forgotien.

in reality forget the past—the bright and beawtiful
past:

“ Wainter was approachiag, and a heavy fall of snow

\was the commencemen! of merry-making among the
Mrs. Weston laughed, blushed slightly, and consen- young people in the vicinity; sleigh rides without num
ted. Her listeners disposed themselves 10 hear the re- | ber, and that old fashioned amusement, quiltings,

were all therage. Several young ladies were staying
with me, and we had beea invited 1o 2 quilting at the

house of a friend, some miles dimm.:} Early in the

moraing, some of the beaux arrived ip sieighs for us.—

Dr. Weston was among them: a very unusnal piece
of gallantry for him—as he had almost eatirely relin
quished the company of ladies. Afler a gay discus
sion as to who were to occupy the differeat sleighs, and
a thovsand different epinions had been expressed, |

found myslif alone ina sleigh with Frederic!

r

l

“It had been so long since we had any intercourse
with each other, that we were both enha.mued-—-
There was very little sa*d by either of us, but I thoughe

he was less cold to me than he had been since that fa.

tal evening. Our conversation consisted in the most
common-place remarks in the world—but then we
were {riends! Intoxicating thought! He had forgiven
me! Iknew it—I telt it—and when I sprang from the
sleigh on arniving, I was the happiest being in the
world. I am sure Mrs. Brown may thank Frederic
for the small amount of work 1 accomplished that day:
but fortunately same of the company proved themselves
able quilters, tor about dark it was $inished, and then
came the most delightful bustle imaginable——dressing,
laughing and talking—for we were to have a regular

ball that might. About eight o’clock we commenced, |

and danced ull twelve. 1 will not attempt 10 describe
the ball,—all of you have no doubt attended a country
frolic of tne kind.

““Most of us were to return  home that night, as the
moon shone s0 brightly on the snow, that it was as
light as day and a thousand umes more beautiful, 1
had just wrapt my shawl around me, and was ready
to depart, when good Mrs. Brown, our hostess, came
up to e, |

““ *Why Isabel,” said she, ‘you are not going out
this dreadiul eold night, with nothing on your hands
but them htue gloves?’ pointing 10 a pair which cover-

i ed about half my hands.

« «OL! Mrs. Brown, [ shall not Be cold,” I saud has-
tily; “I can keep my hands under my shawl’

“ <No, no,” replied the good lady, *‘you must take
mine,? and she gave me e pair of thick woollen gloves,

| 1n onie of which I could have thrust both my hands.~—

She would take no refusal, and putiing them on, I gave
my hand to Frederic, and we soon left the door al a
rapid pace. For some time neithes of us spoke—l
suppose we were admiring the beautiful effect of the
moonlight on the ghtieriag snow.

“We had not proceeded far when, I observed that
F rederick wore no glove on the hand which ‘held the
reins—it was very cold, and a! lasi {1 ventured 1o ask
him why he wore no glove on that hand.

“¢] must have dropped one of my gloves before we
left the house,’ he replied; ‘but it makes no difference .’

‘¢ «Your hand must be very cold,” said I pltyingly;
‘1ake one of mine. Mrs. Brown would lend me these
gieat thick things. I am 3ure they are large enough
for you or any one else,’ saud I, laughing; and, draw-
ing off one, | handed it 1©0 hun,

“ ¢Oh of course I would not deprive you of 1it,” he

| replied, with a glance which sent every drop of blood

0 my lieart; and you must know that glances in the
meonlight are very diflercnt from glances any where
else,

«“ «Indeed, you must take i’ | ga1d; “you are obliged
to expose your hand in driving, and mine will be suf-
ficiently protected by my shawl—pow do take 1t I
shall be offended if you do not.?

“ ¢ Nothing could be more dreadful to me than your
anger,’ he replied, in'a soltlow voice, ‘but I cannet
take it!” 'T'hen smiling, he continyed—*except on one
condition.’

““ ‘What can it be?’ said I raising my eyes 1o ‘his;

' but there was something in their expression which

caused me i0 lurn Imine away,

¢ “That you will permit me to clasp that little hand,
which I deprive of its covering’ sgid he, in a thniling
voice.

*“I could scarcely speak, but pretending to think
him in jest, I said, smiling:

“ But | am really 1n éarnest; you must take the
glove: 1 ask it as a favor.

«+] too am in earnest,’” he said; ‘I will wear it on
one condition.’

¥l was almost dying with vexation—it would be
unmaidenly—1improper to accept his condition—I could
notdo 1! Then his hand-it would certainly be frozen!
For some moments I hesitated—but his poor hand
looked so blue and cold that I could not refuse. I han-
ded him the glove with downcast eyes, and a burning
blush on my cheeks. Frederick clasped my hand
with a look of ineffable wenderness, saying:

““ ‘Forgive me, [sabel—and’’ ===

Mrs Weston ceased.

““Go on! go un!” cried several voices.

Obl no,” exclaimed the interesting story teller; *“I

**After the lapse of about four months, I heard of | can tell you no more! Fredenck may tell the rest.”

F'rederie’s return, and, in spite of myself, my heaat
beat wildly at the thought of seeing him again; but I
blushed tor the momentary weakness, and determined,

if I must meet him, to be as cold and unconscious as
himsell.

““After this we met frequently, and treated each oth
er as common acqnaintances. I always tried to be gay
and thoughtlesg in his presence, but it was not so
with him; he was more grave and serious than usual,
and I fancied that he was very pale, end seemed in del
cate health. The idea was confirmed one day by a
careless word of a lady whom [ heard telling my no-

ther that Dr. Weston intended leaving for the South |interest as the following account of the hunt for a

“Lost Child,” by a correspondent of 1he St. Louis
*“Then I knew that I had been deceirving mysell: that | Weekly Gazette—in one of the frontier settlements of

Soon, as he had been threatened with consumption.

But Frederick begged to be excused, and the young

people were obliged to content themselves with an
unfinished story,

FRONTIER LIFE,
THE LOST CHILD,

We doubt whether, among the whole catalogue ot
fiction and mawkish tales—got up and paid for by the
publishers to the hired contributors—can be fouad
within the embossed and gilded covers of the numer-
ous annuals which adorn the parlor tables of our fash~
ionables, a single ficuon of such simple and thrilling

Ung?” “Q’Larry’s boy is lest—little Johnny!” This
was enough to secure a father’s aid; and on he rode to

shout the same at every door he passed. Lattle Joha-

ny! said [, and my heart burst forth at the very sound,
He wau a farrand lovely child, Jobnny, and bad a gen-
tle and affectionate mether, with an ardent and sacri-
ficing love wrhich few mothers ever feel. His father
wasa bold hunter—his horses aud hound and rifie had

more of his heart than all the world beaides; but liule
Johnny nestled there; indced he was a great pet with

the neighbors, and won more caresses and more sy m=
Pathy than all the rest of the children together.

Such appeale are always sovereign; but lew, per—
haps, have ever met wilh a more quick or general res-
ponse~—every body turned oul~the news flew like
lightning; and men uwnd boys for ten miles areund
caine 10 asest in the search, while women and children

Were runoing (0 and iro, and hailing every passer by,
o learn the progress of the work. Never before, I

may dare say, was there such a neighborly union ae
now prevaded the motley mase—the same gush of
sympathy, the same feariul apprehension, and the
sawe images of death and wo, prevaded every home
and heart. It seemed as il one vast cloud of gloom en

Imtpped the region round, from which shont out, in

lurid glare, and v which every eye was turned, and
every pulse beat true—the lost child! :

Little Johany was abont four years old; he had been
out in she field with his lather and the black man, whe

| were harvesung corn=had filled his liunle bag with

roasting ears, and had started for L eme about 1two o’
clock, ». M. On returning at night, they ascertained
that the child had never been seen. It was nearly
dark, but the alaim was given; some 15 or 20 peigh-
bors took their horns and commenced the search.—
T'he corn, where he was first seen, was the first object,
ol course; here they ook single rows and scoured the
field in vain. They then scattered through the wood
—the fauuc father ofien calling out 1n a voice of thun-
der:

‘*“Ho! John—ho! John—OQ, John!” Then fearing
the boy might be alarmed and afraid to answer, he
would soften down inlo the genle, winning tone of
the fire-side—‘“‘Johnny, Johnny, my dear, father’s
come?”’ |

{twas acloudy evering; and though, perhaps, he
had never bowed the knee *“‘before Jehovah’s aw‘ul
throne,” he prayed—O how earnestly he prayed the
Lord &t might not rain that mght. Th e air was damp
and chuly, so that if the child were alive, with his bare

leet and fight jacket, he must be suffering cruelly from
cold. But the wolves! ah, this was the fear, this the
terror, which all felt, none dared to breathe.

had been prowling around the premises—indeed, they

| had a common path ocross the prairie—~and the point

were several beside myself had heard the cries of dis-
iress, was a famous Launt lor them; even in the midst
ol their anxious search, a distant growl would now and

| then burst upon the ear picturing forth the den, the

cubs, the =

The dogs were very eager in the field, especi-
ally the wolf dogs. Winder, one, of the best,,
would run no other trail. O’Larry kneWw this,
and watched with intense anxiety; his every
move. He scents—he scents—he runs; *Oh, my
God, he's got my boy!” He leaps from his horse,
he sees the foot prints ol his own dear Johnny in
the gopher hill by his side—he tracks kim to the
wood, and off from Winder's trail=—=ah, he breathes
again!

I'be search was continued till miduight, when
a part thought best to i1elieve their horses and
wait for daylight to begin afresh. 8But the father
with three of his hunting friends, who had resol-
ved Lot to eat or sieep till they had found the boy,

still kept on—=sometimes riding, sometimes walk |

R T

A wolf
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one call him, and that he was afraid; that he rem
till he was very tired, and then he laid his head
down on his bag and eried—that while he was
crying, he saw a big carriage go by with candles
in it, (the thunder and lightning) and then it grew
very dark, end he asked God to take’ eare of lit-
tle Johnny, and went to sleep. He seemed ama

zed to see so many around him, snd all so glad -

to see him.
A SCENE WORTH CONSIDERING

Years ago the office of the ‘old Gadette was in
Hanover Square, near the cormer of Pearl street <=
It was a place or resort for newsand conversation
especially in the evening. The evening of Feb.
ruary 15, 1815, was cold and at a late hour only
Alderman Cebra and another gentleman, were
left with father Lang the genius of the place.==
The office was about being closed, when s pilet
rushed in and stood for a moment 3o entitely ex=-
hausted as to be unable to speak. ,He has great
newsl' exclaimed Mr. Lang. Presently the pilet,
gasping for breath, whispered intelligibly ' Peacel
peacel’ The gentlemen lost their breath as fast
as the pilot gained his. Directly the pilot wasa
ble to say, ‘An English sloop of war is below, with
news of a treaty of peace.” They say that Mr.
Lang exclaimed in greater words than he ever
used before or after. All hands rushed into Haa
over Square, erying ‘Peace! prace PEACE!'—
The windows flew up, for families lived thers
then. No sooner were the iamates sure of the
sweel sound of peace, than the windows began to
glow with brilliant illuminations. The ecry of
‘peace! peace! peace!’ spread through the city ot
the top el all voices. No one stopped to enquire
about 'free trade and sailors rights.” No one en-

| quired whether even the national honor had been
presersed. The matters by which politicians had
irritated the nation into war, had lost all their im
portance. It was enough fhat the rujnous wee
was over- Anold man on Broadway, attracted
by the noise to his door, was seen to pall dowa
immediately a placard, ‘To let,’ which had been
long posted up. Never was there such joy in the
city. A few evenings after there was a general
illumination, and although the snow was s foot
deep and soakec with rain. vet the streets were
crowded with men and women, eager to see and

partake of evervthing which had in it the sight or
taste of peace.

[Jour. Com.
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LONG FACED PEOPLE.

We find the tollowiug remarks in Willis"s Muirrer,
If they serve to sherten the length of some lugubrious

vissage, or impart a bright aud cheerful air 10 some
sad and sailow face, they will fill the space they occu-

py-

“Why are we Americans (a+ a nation) so grave o
people? Walk the streets and a large majority of the
pertons you meet are alike solemn and sallow. They
look as if they had just risen from the perusal of
“Blair’s Grave,” or the “Elegy.” In vain nature
smiles upon them. They return it not—their vy en
court the ground—their faces are filled with i:miml_'
wrinkles—their gait is rapid and awkward——their fea-
tures gauntand epectral; their voices husky and up-
comfortable, and their conversation quite unem broider
ed with witor humor. Follow these people to their
homes—still all 18 murky—they bend frowningly over
the newspapers—they neither dance nor sing, nor
| frolic—they drive all galety trom their wives and chile
| dren, and make their domestic lile as dull and senseless
as one of Lalio’s tragedies. Why is this? Is life =
heavier burden heie than elsewhere? Are we cureed

iIng—calling and shouting if for no other purpose | With a dismal chmate ‘or stere soil! Have we ne

than 10 keep the wolves at pay. At length they

business to do, or is our labor without reward? Gratl.

stationed themselves withia hearing distance of tude forbids that we should say so. Nature has beea

each other, and sat down te protect the child, or
rush to his rescne, in case they should hear him
altacked, to watch until the morning.

most bounteous to us; she has given us a land as foll

of beauty and grandeur, as it is of all the elements of

wealth. Fairer skies never canopied mortals,. @ur
lakes are seas;

| our rivers run their thousand leagues
At early dawn, about 50 new horsemen arnived unwearied; our '

and the search commencedanew. The field was | the torest; our
examined for the track, which was pursued with | they protect; tl
some doubt, es ke I'ad been there three successive | culiar boon; the earth yields us a hundred

waterfalls sing their ceaseless song in
mountains are worthy of the valleys
\e rainbow ‘hues of autumn are our pes

fold; we

days. On tracing the path which led towards the | blush when we gather in returns so dispropostionate o
wolf woods, the imprints of Jobnny’s little feet | ©UF labors. Ouraucestors, too, have been most liberal

were agaln discovered, as he appeared to be run
ning, ard the mark ol his bag dragged along by
his side. Here the father’s anguish anew,
fears ol the preceding night were justified and
corroborated, They now egreed to take a station
of about 15 roads abreast, go up one side of the

branch and down the other, till the whole lurface:
ol the extensive area farther-than he could pos.

sibly have travelled, had been explored, They
had completed one side, and were returning, whea
the signal was given—Johnny was found! The
noisy shouting, and repeated beals of the hunter's

winding horns, soon grouped the solemn caval.| rich, is, with tog maay of us,

cade.

But O'Larry, though foremost in the hunt, fell | 3%, the affections droop and wither;

back at the first note of the summoning horn, nor
did he speak a word, or scarcely breathe, till he

snatched hisown trve Jolinny from the arms of

his delighted bearer, and pressed him with a frun
tic fondness to his own bursting breast, The
dear boy was found obout two miles from home

in 2 thicket of hazel, picking filberts with his bag
of cora still on bis arm. He lovked bright and
happy, and whea asked where he was going,
said he was going home, but it was so far. He
eaid he hadn’t seen any body, but he heard some

©Maryland State Archives, msa_sc6044 1 64-0357.jpg

as the | £ ocdom of our 108t

to us. Taey have given us a good government snd o
good name. We arealso blessed with minds naturally

active and inventve, and keptin perpetual play by the
itutions. No other nation has such
a mass of intellect in constant employment,

Why, then, are we so unhappy, thus surrounded by
all the. materials of happiness? Is not the sumple truth
thus: we pervert our powers and abﬂﬂtour-privilege.--
we place our affections upon the wrong objec:;—l;
utterly mistake the true prizes of |ife—we pass 0y ne-

ture, art, love, friendship, faith, and bow the knce to

mamimon; we idolze it; we erect costly temples to its

healih, character_
b, or to'be lhought
i : th. ukj “M". m"
engrossing object of our lives. Tnus the heart con
_ RO ars Water
thew, 10 smiles warm them. Home becomes a dreq-
'y;and it loses its Sabbaths and s holidays,
Wuses and the graces abandon it. .Its s00gs gad its
lestivities, its hywmns and prayers departfiom 1. Love
and faith flee afirighted from its threshbold, ‘Gullen~
ness, {rowns, taunts, reproaches, these are its'inmstes
Its fireside becomes one constant geepe of jesiousy.
conspuracy and strife, till at last we al.aost Jong for

death, to break up and destroy a place w0 depravad
and perverted. 8

aoner, and on 1ts altars we gacrifice
our wives, eur children. To be ric

n briel?
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