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CHAPTER I.
THE OLD MAN.

was somehow a dreary, uncomfortable 
place, even in the summer time. The 
sound of the brook there always sug 
gested the drip of chill rain, though 
the day might be hot and bright. The 
shade under the trees had in it a damp 
feeling which caused a shiver. The 

prim, unfriendly garden seldom enticed any one 
out to saunter or to lie on the grass. The poultry 
generally seemed to be either out of spirits or on 
bad terms with each other. There was never a 
merry ring in the horses' tread as they trotted 
home from work up the stony lane. The very 
lowing of the cows had a touch of mournful dis 
content in it.

And yet there appeared at first sight no good 
cause for this indescribable shadow which was upon 
everything round about Beechcombe farm. The 
sunshine often danced upon the stream, and 
played at hide-and-seek among the branches in 
the little wood behind the house. There were 
green turf and fruitful bushes in the garden. 
There were rare stores of apples to be picked from 
the trees in the orchard in the autumn. The 
poultry were plump, and their plumage was 
glossy. The horses and cows had no want of good 
grass or of warm linhays.

The character of the inside of the house was 
very much the same as that of the outside. The 
furniture in all the rooms was well made and solid. 
The kitchen displayed no mean array of plates 
and dish-covers. The lime-and-sand floor of the 
parlour was overspread with a thick warm mat 
ting.

Yet, notwithstanding all this, it was not a house 
to sit down in for an easy friendly chat; nor was 
it a house to laugh in much, or a house to cry in 
either, there was something so cold and unsympa 
thetic about it.

Where, then, did this nameless fault in Beech- 
combe lie P It was not in the furniture or the 
garden or the yari. It must have been in the 
men and women who lived in it.

On a rainy July evening there sat in the farm 
kitchen a man and a woman. They were about 
the same age, being both advanced in years, but 
in everything else they were very different. All 
in the man spoke of strength and health, from 
the very tips of his hard, brown fingers, to his 
broad, red face. All in the woman spoke of weak 
ness and disease, from her shrunk, bent figure, to 
her quavering voice.

" If he do go and do it, all I can say is he shall 
never see the colour of a sixpence of mine," cried 
the father, bringing his stick, which he held in 
his hand, down on the ground with a loud rap:

" It's just like you, that noise in the room with 
a weakly body like me," said the old woman, 
starting at the sudden sound. " You have never 
no more thought for me than for the old sheep- 
dog."

"You have so much thought for yourself, 
missus, that there be never any room for me to 
have thought for 'ee," answered the husband, 
grinning at his own uncivil speech.

" And then there's John, too," went on the wife, 
quite unmoved by his words, because she was so 
well accustomed to them ; " if he had a bit of 
feeling in him he wouldn't think of bringing home 
a young wife to begin new-fashioned ways here, 
while his poor mother is above ground. But he's 
just like all the rest. I be of no more account 
in my own house now than an old worn-out 
broom."

" You may make yourself 'asy about her coming 
here, missus. She won't ever do that! If he had 
took the woman I'd 'lotted for him—Sally Hose- 
good, the cattle jobber's daughter—I shouldn't 
have said nothing against his having a second wife. 
A. man be at liberty to marry twice if he do like— 
once for love, when he be young and foolish, and 
once for money, when he be older and wiser. But 
to go and pick up with a labourer's daughter, a

rnaid that has scarcely a frock to her back, why 
the fellow must .be.either crazy or bewitched."

" Mrs. Gpoding has been in here again, and do tell 
me that she's had a chap or two before John," 
said Mrs. Hardwick, her voice growing suddenly 
quite brisk and clear, as it always did when she 
had a little bit of scandal on her tongue. "She 
says, too, she wears a wreath round her bonnet on 
Sundays."

" She do say, besides, she be one of your pious 
ones," went on the farmer. "A Sunday-school 
teacher, and a bible reader, and what not else. It 
be all very well for a woman to go to church 
sometimes just for respectability, but to have a 
girl in the house always preaching, why I would 
sooner have a creaking cart wheel."

Farmer Hardwick spoke like a man whose words 
had been wont to shape the opinions of those 
among whom he lived, and throughout his life 
they had in reality done so. His wife had always 
submitted to his will, grumbling at times it is 
true; but for this grumbling he cared no more than 
for the bawling of the brook which he heard night 
and day. His only now living child, a son, had 
grown up in passive obedience, and as the young 
man had spent all his life with his parents, or in 
their immediate neighbourhood, the father had 
kept his power over him. His servants and 
labourers had found it their best policy at least 
to seem to yield to him in everything.

Hardwick had been a successful man, as the 
world counts sxiccess. He had begun by renting 
a small farm, and had gradually made his way to 
a larger one. No drawback had come to him in 
the shape of long family sickness, or severe loss 
among his cattle. He had laid by money, and 
had at last been able to buy Beechcombe.

Prosperity had been no good friend to Hard- 
wick's mind and heart. Year after year he had 
become more and more wrapt up in the one 
thought of his own worldly advancement, until it 
seemed that almost all the springs of tenderness 
and kindliness in his nature were stopped up.

His neighbours treated him with some respect 
on account of his position in the parish, but they 
seldom asked him to their houses, and never came 
to his.

The poor were never seen at the door of Beech 
combe farm. Hardwick's theory was that all 
those who were in want were lazy. People must 
make their way as he had done, he said.

In religion Hardwick was no professed un 
believer. He had never read an infidel book, and 
he would not have understood it if he had. He 
went to church occasionally, and behaved de 
cently there when he did go. Nor was he a man 
of evil character. He was no drunkard, no 
swearer, no breaker of the laws. It was that his 
life was barren of fruit for either God or man.

Mrs. Hardwick was in most things a weak copy 
of her husband. In early life she had been less 
absorbed in worldly cares than he was, but, guided 
by his stronger character, she had done in every 
way very much as he had done. In later years 
ill-health had come upon her, and all her thoughts 
and feelings had soon become centred within the 
arms of her invalid chair.

But to go back to the farmer and his wife on 
that July afternoon.

" Come and look at my flowers," said a fresh 
young voice, breaking the silence which had fallen 
upon the old couple since Hardwick's last speech. 
" The rain has made them so sweet and pretty; 
grandfather, come and look at my flowers."

The speaker was a child, a bright-faced little 
one, with the morning of intelligence waking up 
in her earnest eyes. She had come in from her 
daily task of feeding the pigeons, some of whom 
had fluttered about her bright young head all the 
way back to the house.

Winnie was the one soft breeze of healthy 
genial life which circulated through the heavy 
atmosphere of the dreary house. She was the 
only child of the younger Mr. Hardwick, the 
widower. Her mother had died at her birth, and 
since then she and her father had lived at Beech - 
combe. She was a strange contrast to her sur 
roundings, with her merry prattle, her pretty 
fancies—which were so far removed frorii the 
hard matter-of-fact cares which hedged ii| tfee 
master of the house—and her innocent, * con 
fiding ways. ____ ________
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Yet stranger was the influence that the child 
had on old Hardwick. The moment she came 
near, his face, generally so stern and stubborn, 
would change. It was as if his good angel had 
crept unawares into the old man, and was looking 
out of his eyes. He would pause in his darling 
study of his weekly accounts to watch her at 
play. If he were pouring forth in the farm 
yard a volley of rough words upon some offending 
labourer, as it was his want to do of a morning, 
and the child's voice sounded from above singing 
some little song, the harsh tones would die away 
upon his lips.

There is no human heart, which as long as it 
is in this world has not in it some soft spot where 
one day the good seed may fall.

We must return, however, to Winnie and her 
flowers. Yielding as usual to her wish, the old 
man let her take his hand and lead him to the 
window.

Just outside, sheltered by the house, and in the 
full eye of the noonday sun when it shone, there 
was a little colony of blossoms—Winnie's especial 
pets. The heartsease wore its gaily-painted velvet 
dress. The hollyhocks stood up stiff and prim. 
The tiny blooms of the hen and chicken daisy 
clung round the petals of the parent flower. The 
boys'-love was there—the village girl's favourite 
gift to her swain. In all of these the rain had 
wakened up fresh riches of colour and perfume, 
just as the tears of some great sorrow wake up all 
that is best in the true believer's heart and soul. 
"There will be a beautiful nosegay for father 
when he comes back," said the child.

The old man started involuntarily. What a 
very different thing from a nosegay was he pre 
paring for his son's return. The contrast struck 
even him. It jarred upon his pride, and yet it 
thrilled him with a sudden sense of sadness. He 
could not bear the shadow of contradiction, even 
from his darling, and yet he had a vague feeling that 
it would certainly have been much better if he 
could have made his own will agree with that of 
his son. He let go the child's hand, which held 
his so trustfully, and went to the other side of the 
kitchen, where he sat down and lit his pipe. But 
somehow the tobacco had not the same flavour as 
usual. There was no soothing power in the 
wreaths of smoke which curled round his head, 
and he put out his pipe before it was half finished. 
He went out into the meadow to look at his 
favourite bullocks, but they were all huddled to 
gether under the western hedge, which sheltered 
them from the rain, and would not show them 
selves to advantage. He tried to calculate what 
would be his clear profit upon each at next Christ 
mas market, but between him and the figures a 
little incident out of the distant past went on 
thrusting itself.

It was a summer day long ago which rose up 
before the old man's mind. He went into the 
orchard and found his son, then a child, playing 
with a scythe. He caught up the boy and re 
proved him sternly, and flung the dangerous 
plaything into the hedge. He had certainly then 
done well for his son : but was this girl anything 
like a scythe ? Yes, she would be, if she cut in 
two the union between father and son.

At length he made up his mind that he would 
write to John before he came home. The un 
pleasant words would be much easier written 
than spoken, he thought. A letter would be a 
short cut, which would lead him, at least part 
way up the difficult hill.

Made somewhat more comfortable by this reso 
lution, he "went back into the house, and watched 
Winnie at play with her kitten. There could 
scarcely be a prettier sight than those two play 
fellows. Now they would whirl round and round 
in giddy circles after a reel; now the cat would 
leap lightly upon the child's white shoulder, and 
rub her velvet cheek against the girl's rosy face; 
now an unravelled. skein of worsted would be 
twisted hither and thither by the pair, until it en 
tangled them in a whimsical yet graceful group ; 
sometimes the child's little hand and the kitten's 
white paws, with the claws carefully sheathed, 
would be busy in a mimic battle, which always 
ended in a caress. Sometimes they would lie to 
gether on the floor, Winnie's curls falling over 
pussy's soft fur.

The old man's face grew younger as he looked 
on; but his dreams for even this child's future 
were tinged by his own character. Winnie should 
marry a rich man, should be a woman whom other 
women would envy. Winnie—and now the old
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man's teeth were ground together in fierce deter 
mination—"Winnie, if John was stubborn in re 
bellion, should be the sole heiress of Beech- 
combe, to the exclusion of her father.

From thoughts like these Hardwick was roused 
by the querulous voice of his wife, complaining 
about the misdoings of the servant 'girl. Ever 
since her earliest married life Mrs. Hardwick had 
been one of those mistresses, to be found in both 
high and low life, who have a faculty for > never 
keeping a servant. It seems as if there'must be 
hidden prickles somewhere in their natures, 
which always come out at the approach of an 
inferior.

" Half-past five, and Mary Ann not yet come 
in," cried Mrs. Hardwick. "I send her but a 
step with a message, and she do stay out half 
the night with that worthless chap of hers. She 
do give him the cider, I know, too. She's a nice 
one; she shall be given warning to-morrow."

CHAPTER II.
THE GIRL IN THE WOOD.

JOHN HAKDWICK was something like his father in 
character, and yet in many respects he was very 
different from him. He had the same stubborn 
ness at the bottom of his nature, but this stub- 
borness was so overpowered by an inborn laziness, 
that in most things he generally let himself be led 
by others rather than take the trouble to contend 
for his own will. Thus his energetic, resolute 
father had been able, even after he reached man 
hood, to keep his influence over him.

John was a much milder and more genial temper 
than old Hardwick, and as he went about in the 
world he often half wished to be more kind and 
useful to others; but it would have been far too 
great an effort to him to break the chain in which 
habit had bound him, and so he never showed 
what was best in himself. His religion, like that 
of his father, was a matter-of-fact form, which he 
used chiefly from custom; still, he was much more 
impressionable than old Hardwick, and a stirring 
sermon or a hymn would now and then fill him 
with a vague longing for higher things. But the 
precious spark had hitherto always quickly gone 
out.

Once John Hardwick had made an attempt to 
free himself from the stagnant life at Beechcombe ; 
this was when he married. His endeavour had, 
however, turned out an utter failure. His wife, 
whom he had chosen hurriedly, without knowing 
much of her, and chiefly because he thought she 
was a good housekeeper, proved a violent temper. 
The farm, not far from Beechcombe, on which the 
young pair settled, became the dwelling of bitter 
ness and contention, and old Hardwick did not 
improve matters by meddling in his daughter-in- 
law's household—a proceeding which she greatly 
resented.

At the end of a year death broke up this un 
comfortable home. It then seemed to John 
Hardwick that there was no better happiness in 
the world for him than the dull quiet that he had 
enjoyed at Beechcombe. He therefore gave up his 
farm as soon as he could, and returned to his 
father's house, taking his child with him, where 
he quickly fell again into his former habit of 
letting the old man guide him in everything.

Winnie was John's one keen joy, and she, with 
a child's subtle instinct, found out all that was 
good in her father, and gave him back fully his 
love.

About three months before that July afternoon 
when Mr. and Mrs. Hardwick were talking of their 
son, John went to buy cattle from a celebrated 
breeder, who lived in the south of Devon, not far 
from Exeter. John had a good eye for stock, 
and his father often sent him on such errands as 
these.

One day while he was in South Devon he was 
walking along a path which led through a wood. 
A rough gale had been abroad in the land the 
night before, and had rushed through the trees, 
shaking the unfledged birds in their nests, giving 
the _budding leaves their first painful experience 
of life, and tearing off the branches and fling 
ing them hither and thither. But this morning 
there was only a gentle breeze, that wandered 
about, kissing the early wild flowers, which were 
beginning to pave the woodland with many- 
coloured brightness. The sun shone out now and 
then, weaving meshes with the branches, and 
playing golden magic on the brook which went i

babbling by, and alight shower fell now and then, 
and braided the grass with pearls.

John walked along with his eyes fixed on the 
ground, as was generally his habit. He was 
weighing the merits of two heifers, and making 
up his mind which he would buy.

The shrill cry of a pheasant, as it rose from the 
wood, startled him, and made him look up. But 
his eyes did not follow the bird; they rested on 
another object. Not far off a girl was picking up 
the broken branches. A sunbeam gliding through 
the trees fell on her uncovered hair, and brought out 
in it here and there a shade of chestnut. The 
stream sang at her feet, and a thrush above her 
head. The breeze lifted now and then her shawl 
and showed her slender waist. When he came close 
to her she had raised herself and was arranging 
the bundle of sticks on her back. Her figure was 
slight, but she bore her burthen almost airily. 
He looked into a face in which he felt as if he was 
at once at home, and yet no other face that he had 
ever seen was like it. How shyly the brown eyes 
met his, and yet how full they were of meaning.

" Let me carry it for you," said John, holding 
out a hand towards the faggot.

The words came from his lips as simply as if he 
were offering to do something that he had done all 
his life.

But she shook her head, and laughed a laugh 
which was as clear as the thrush's song. Then 
she turned away, and disappeared from his sight 
up a steep path which led among the trees.

John was half inclined to follow her, but shy 
ness and indolence kept him back, and he went on 
to his heifers. All that afternoon and night he 
was busily employed in thinking how his new 
purchases could best travel to Beechcombe; but 
in some most unaccountable way the face in the 
wood, and the sunbeams and the thrush and the 
brook were always getting mixed up in his mind 
with the bullocks.

Next day he ought to have gone home. He 
persuaded himself, however, that he had not quite 
made up his mind as to whether the white heifer, 
with a star on her brow was not, after all, the 
best of the herd, and so he stayed on. He 
thought a good deal about the face, and talked 
a good deal about the bullocks ; that was about 
all he did during that day. On the morrow, as 
he was walking to the railway-station, with his 
mind almost settled down again into its old, list 
less state, he suddenly came upon the girl of the 
wood in a cottage garden that he passed. She 
was cutting rhubarb. How busy the neat little 
brown hands went in and out among the red 
sticks and broad green leaves. 

" Good morning," said John, stopping short. 
She smiled and nodded, and answered, " Good 

morning."
"That is very fine rhubarb," said John; "do 

you ever sell any of it ?"
" No; but you're welcome to a stick or two," 

she answered, looking him more fully in the face 
than she had yet done, and speaking as if she 
found there good reason for her friendly offer.

Her voice was as clear and sweet as her laugh. 
Its tones dwelt so in John's ears that they made 
his lips quite forget to do their duty in the way of 
thanks. He stood there quite still, playing with 
the latch of the gate.

She, however, apparently took silence to mean 
consent. " Come in and sit down while I get it 
ready," she said.

And he went in and sat down, feeling as if it 
were a matter of course that he should do it. It 
seemed to John that he was sitting in a picture. 
Everything was so bright, and everything ap 
peared so exactly to fit into its place, from the 
framed worsted sampler of the Lord's prayer, with 
Lucy Burnell worked at the bottom of it, over the 
chimney-piece, to the needles and cotton in the 
little work-box which stood open on the table. 
The girl went and came with quickly pattering 
feet, running out into the little back yard to wash 
the rhubarb at the pump, and coming back to 
dry it with a cloth, and tying it up into a neat 
bundle.

" Do you live here alone ?" asked John. 
" No, with mother." 
" Have you no father?"
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" Father has been in heaven for seven years 
now," she answered, a softened shadow coming 
in her eyes.

John looked at her wonderingly. She had 
spoken as simply as if she had said, " Father has 
been seven years now in Exeter." This was cer 
tainly a very different way from that in which 
the dead were spoken of at Beechcombe.

" Have you any brothers or sisters p" he asked, 
when he had got over the strange, new feeling 
caused by her words. 

" Only one brother."
" He's a lucky man to have such a home as 

this to come back to every evening." 
" He doesn't live at home now." 
She was as busy as ever while she spoke. She 

was evidently one of those women who can work 
while they talk. John remembered how he had 
seen some of his neighbours wives stand chatter 
ing for half-an-hour with a broom or a saucepan 
in their hands, and was struck with the contrast. 

" Is that your name ?" he asked, pointing to 
the sampler, as he rose to go. 

"Yes."
" May I come here again if ever I am in this 

neighbourhood P" 
" Yes."
The word was spoken very softly as she bent 

over the fire putting on some wood. Then John 
went away, and recollected after he was gone that 
he had not aid even "thank you" for therhubarb. 

A few weeks later John Hardwick went to 
Exeter to see some new farm machinery. He 
stayed several days to learn thoroughly all about 
it, and to consider whether it would be nseful on 
a hill country farm like Beechcombe; such at 
least were the reasons for not coming home which 
he gave in a letter to his father. Farmer Hard 
wick was a man shrewd enough to like all new 
improvements that paid well, but he was habitu 
ally slow, to spend money, and so he was well- 
pleased with his son's caution.

John did not lodge in Exeter, but at Woodford, 
the village near the great cattle-breeder's house 
where he had before stayed. It was not too far 
from the town for him easily to go there and come 
back daily by railway.

While at Woodford he became, in what seemed 
to himself quite a natural way, a frequent visitor 
at the cottage where the rhubarb grew. Every day 
he and Lucy were more and more intimate, and 
every day she showed greater pleasure at his 
coming. Her mother, a brave-hearted old Chris 
tian, who, upheld by a steadfast faith and a cheer 
ful spirit, had weathered many a storm of life, 
watched the young people with somewhat anxious 
eyes; but her girl was sensible and hedged round 
by that best protection for a young woman, high 
religious principle, and so for the present she said 
nothing.

One evening when John came, Lucy was reading 
the Bible out loud to her mother. He sat down 
and listened. "Who went about doing good," 
such was one of the verses she read. John had 
often heard the words before; but it was this 
evening as if he had never heard them, they woke 
in him so strange and new a feeling. The lips 
which uttered ttem were growing daily dearer to 
him, and since he had come to know her wellf he 
had been conscious that there was something in 
her life above his own. Now, as he listened to 
those words, it was as if a great sudden light 
shone out showing him the difference between 
them. He slipped away before the reading was 
ended; he could not at that moment have spoken 
even to her.

(To lie continued.)

Cfrotgfjt

No. X. 
St. Peter's Confidence and Warning.—St. Matt. xxvi.

30-35 ; St. Luke xxii. 31 
"a .*.

;N last month's paper the washing of 
the disciples' feet at the close of the 
Last Supper was considered. Before 
the upper chamber was left on that 
memorable night a hymn was sung. 
This hymn, usually sung at the Pass 
over, .consisted of several psalrns-— 

Psalm cxv. to Psalm cxviii. Then the little band
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went forth towards the Mount of Olives. It would 
seem to be as they went along that Christ warned 
His disciples that the time had almost come 
when they would forsake Him. For Peter Christ 
had a special word, for he, just now, was on the 
edge of a precipice, and the Lord would warn 
him of his danger. An enemy lay in wait for 
Peter, and the Lord said : " Simon, Simon, behold 
Satan hath desired to have you, that he may sift 
you as wheat" (St. Luke xxii. 31). What solemn 
words are these ! " Satan hath desired to have you." 
With all his power and with all his subtlety, Satan 
" hath desired" to have you. The great enemy 
thought—" This man loves his Master ; but I will 
try and get round him and persuade him to deny 
his Master." That was Satan's desire. And Satan 
has still this desire. Eighteen hundred years have 
not weakened it. He 
desires to get posses 
sion of each one of us 
to-day as much as then 
he desired to have 
Peter. " Your adver 
sary the devil, as a 
roaring lion, goeth 
about, seeking whom 
he may devour" (1 
Peter v. 8). And just 
as a lion sometimes lies 
quietly down in his 
den, so Satan will let us 
alone sometimes. We 
must not, then, think 
that he has given us up; 
for back again, as a lion, 
he will come to seek his 
prey. How, then, shall 
this foe be met, and 
with what weapons ? 
St. James bids us " re 
sist" (James iv. 7). 
But if we resist in our 
own strength we shall 
bo sure to fall (Ps. Ix. 
12). Christ gives Peter 
a beautiful encourage 
ment. " I have prayed 
for thee." And what 
was it that Christ 
prayed for Peter P 
" That thy faith fail 
not." The word "fail" 
here means die out al 
together. This prayer 
was answered. Peter's 
faith fainted and fell, 
but, as we shall see, it 
rose again. Christ prays 
still. Do we think 
enough of this—His 
work now ? " If any 
man sin, we have an 
Advocate with the 
Father, Jesus Christ the 
Righteous" (1 John ii. 
1). " When thou art 
converted" — that is, 
turned back again— 
"strengthen thy breth 
ren." It must be re 
membered that Peter 
had been brought to 
Christ, and in spite of 
all his mistakes, Peter 
really loved Christ; and 
though a great fall was 
coming, he would be 
turned back again, and

so for others, but not for him. " I will go with 
Thee to prison and to death;" " I am so strong, so 
brave." Poor Peter ! He fancied himself so ! 
Though Christ told him plainly that he would 
deny Him; yet, as St. Mark tells us, "he spake 
the more vehemently, If I should die with Thee, 
I will not deny Thee in any wise" (St. Mark 
xiv. 31). A proud man is always very near a fall 
(Prov. xvi. 18 ; 1 Cor. x. 12). Self-confidence is a 
great snare. It springs from putting self in the 
wrong place—from expecting too much from 
self—from believing in self. Peter was very 
much in earnest when he protested that he never 
would deny his Lord; but Peter did not know his 
oivn iveakness. This is a lesson we all need to 
knoAv—the young especially need it. Until we 
are tried, we are often very much in the dark as to

knows how he may be tempted, or how weak his 
heart may not be to resist that temptation. One 
thing, however, we do know. If any one of 
Christ's sheep is caught by the " roaring lion," 
and cries to Him, He will save it from the power 
of the enemy. " The prey shall be taken from 
the mighty, and the lawful captive delivered" 
(Isaiah xlix. 25, 26.) What a blessed prayer for 
each one of us is that of David! " Hold Thou 
me up, and I shall be safe."

" Beware of Peter's word,
Nor confidently say, 

' I never will deny Thee, Lord,' 
But'Grant 1 never may.'" M. E.

THE LOCUST WAR.—Miss Gordon Gumming 
states in a late number of The Nineteenth Cen- 
_______________ tury, that, in the autumn 

""'" of 1879, the weight of 
locust eggs collected 
and destroyed in Cyprus 
alone, revealed the as 
tounding amount of 236 
tons; while between 
July, 1881, and February 
1882, the eggs destroyed 
weighed 1,329 tons. 
During the months of 
March, April, and May 
of last year, the weight 
of the full-hatched 
insects destroyed a- 
mounted to 12,000 tons. 
Miss Gordon Cumming 
winds up her most in 
teresting article by a 
reference to the present 
year,expressing the hope 
" that its cloes may find 
the farmers of Cyprus 
rejoicing over some 
thing approaching to the 
extermination of their 
greedy foe."

EARTHLY HAPPINESS. 
" Did it ever strike you 
how frightful it would 
be to be wholly pros 
perous and happy ? — 
happy all your life ? I 
think or fancy it would 
have made me look upon 
myself as a sort of out 
cast from the general 
lot and its claims, 
doomed to perish 
wholly and be put out, 
as a thing completed 
and done with. The 
incompleteness argued 
against us all here is 
surely our claim here 
after — incompleteness 
of joy, incompleteness 
of knowledge, incom 
pleteness of nature. I 
think God means to 
round all these things 
in human want and 
aspiration, just as He 
rounds orbs or oranges. 
He does not incomplete 
anything else. Why 
should He leave us poor 
and anxious imperfec 
tions incomplete i"'

LEIGH HUNT.

when that time came, he was to strengthen 
others. Those who have been in a battle know 
how to advise those who go to fight. A young 
soldier can learn much from an old one. Peter, 
as an old soldier of Jesus Christ, could " streng 
then" others. It is remarkable that we find this 
word, in the Greek, three times in St. Peter's 
Epistle, though a different English word is used 
(see 1 Peter v. 10; 2 Peter i. 12, and iii. 17). 
This last verse is very expressive : " Beware, lest 
ye also being led away." How well could 
Peter say, "Beware!" If any one of us has 
felt the power of Satan, shall we not be able to 
use that word "Beware" to others? How well 
would it have been for Peter if he had taken 
to heart his Lord's " Beware !" Instead of this, 
he pours out his confidence. He could not 
believe that Satan would touch him; it might be

our own weakness. When all is smooth, it is easy 
to guide our boat over the calm waters; bat when 
the wind blows and the waves rise, then there is a 
struggle. David once wrote—" I shall never be 
moved," but in the next verse only of the same 
Psalm we read : " Thou didst hide Thy face, and 
I was troubled" (Ps. xxx. 6, 7). One sometimes 
hears people say: " I shall never be tempted by 
such and such a sin; there is no fear of me." 
There is great danger when such a feeling takes 
possession of the heart. The wise man has 
written, taught by the Spirit of God: " He that 
trusteth in his own heart is a fool" (Prov. xxviii. 
26). It is a very solemn thought that the root of 
all sin is in each heart, and that this root is ready 
at any moment to spring up into life. Some of the 
servants of God of whom we read in the Bible had 
some terrible falls into sin. A Christian never

0g antr
AN INCIDENT Ol1 HOSPITAL LltfE.

i T was a bitterly cold day in M arch, a 
keen north-east wind was blowing, as 
it often does blow at that season of 
the year in our fair city of Edinburgh, 
night was drawing on apace, here 
and there a lamp had been already lit, 
when a feeble, uncertain knocking at 

the gate of one of our charitable institutions 
brought the janitor to the door. Two children 
were standing there ; a boy of nine years, and a

E
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Dan," was the

girl of eleven, the younger child asking to be ad 
mitted as a patient under the plea of being 
"terrible ill." The bewildered gatekeeper, ob 
serving that the boy could scarcely stand, took the 
forlorn applicants into a sheltered place, and sent 
for the resident medical officer. An examination 
revealed the fact that the patient was suffering 
from pneumonia, and was seriously ill. There 
could be no question therefore as to his remaining ; 
he was immediately undressed, bathed, and laid 
in bed, his little companion meantime giving a 
history of the case, with an occasional word of ex 
planation from the patient himself. The girl ex 
plained that she was not his sister : she was only 
" a neighbour's lassie ;" the boy, " " 
son of an Irish labourer, ; 
working at Leith docks, 
there were ten children, 
counting the new baby, 
which had arrived a week 
ago, his mother was ill 
and in bed. Dan himself 
had been ill for some 
time, but to-day he was 
so much worse, that his 
mother fearing he might 
die, had hastily sum- 
moned a neighbour's las 
sie (our little friend), and 
had asked her to go with 
the boy to " some of them 
hospitals, and see him 
took in," she then had 
given the little people 
fourpence, and shut the 
door upon them. Dan 
carried the money, and 
hand-in-hand, the two 
poor i ' children threaded 
their way along the 
crowded shore, turning up 
into Constitution Street, 
where they were fortu 
nate enough to find a 
tram-car just starting for 
Edinburgh. They got 
upon it, outside of course, 
and exposed to the piti 
less wind, Dan giving 
away two of his pence as 
payment for this 
luxurious treat. After 
leaving the car, they had 
still a long walk before 
them, while the boy's 
strength was declining 
every moment. They 
rested for a little on a 
door- step, then again pro 
ceeded on their way, 
arriving (as we have seen) 
at the hospital gate just 
as evening was closing in. 
The simple story having 
come to an end, the girl 
prepared to return to her 
Home in Leith, but not 
without an affectionate 
kiss from Dan, who 
pressed into her hand one 
of his two remaining 
coins, as a reward for all 
her kind services towards 
m'm, then turning to the 
nurse, he asked her to 
take charge of his last 
penny, as he did not know 
what might happen, and 
his money might be re 
quired ! The nurse (who 
had already taken quite a fancy to the child), 
smilingly undertook the important charge, and 
little Dan, having thus settled all his wordly 
anairs, lay down in bed, to fight a terrible 
battle with deadly disease, rendered still more 
dangerous by his enfeebled condition, the result of 
poverty and neglect. It was, indeed, a terrible 
oattle; the first night in his new abode, high 
lever set m, delirium supervened, and for some 
aays it seemed scarcely possible that the little 
patient could pull through. But youth has great 
recuperative powers, and Dan slowly emerged 
i this distressing condition, and gazed with 

d an(j bewildered eyes around the ward. He 
not at first remember how he had come there,

but after a while memory reasserted itself, and 
Dan was himself again—and such a dear little 
fellow he proved to be ! The peculiar manner of 
his admission to the benefits of the hospital had 
excited both interest and amusement among 
doctors and nurses, and the Irish boy became a 
great favourite with all. The nurses petted and 
indulged him, the young doctors poked fun at 
him, never was such a darling, was the opinion of 
all—so patient, so unselfish, so thankful for every 
thing, so unwilling to give trouble. And thus 
little Dan prospered among his new friends and 
gradually grew well. He took the deepest interest 
in the other sick children around him, more 
especially did he concern himself about two little

" UEH, DAILY TASK OF FEEDING THE PIGEONS."— -See page 2.

in paper, which Dan received with thanks, then 
with a parting kiss to all the little patients, the 
Irish boy took his departure, and, doubtless, in 
the multiplied interests and occupations of hospital 
life, he was speedily forgotten. But they had not 
seen the last of him. Three weeks afterwards, the 
door of the ward opened, and Dan walked in bright 
and joyous, a small paper parcel in his hand. He 
had come to pay an afternoon visit to his friends, 
and even while receiving the congratulations of 
the nurse on his improved appearance, his eyes 
were travelling round the ward in search of faces 
which he knew.

Alas! even in the short space of three weeks, 
there had been many changes; some, like himself, 

had been sent convales 
cent to their poor homes ; 
others, happier still, had 
gone to the beautiful 
home above, and their 
empty cribs occupied by 
other little patients 
children who were gazing 
upon Dan with much 
curiosity, but no recogni 
tion. But from the far 
end of the ward, two weak 
little voices were calling 
him by name, two thin 
little faces were flushing 
with happiness at the 
sight of the afternoon 
visitor. Yes ! Peter and 
Sandy were in the ward 
still, and Dan joyfully 
ran across to his little 
friends. Then his little 
paper parcel was proudly 
opened, and two rice 
biscuits produced, pur 
chased for his sick com 
panions with that pre 
cious penny which had 
been carefully kept for 
this purpose. Dear, un 
selfish, noble-hearted boy! 
Which of us can cor 
rectly estimate the 
amount of self-denial 
practised before a child 
so poor could preserve 
that penny untouched 
for so long a time as three 
weeks ? Dan has once 
more gone back to his 
home in the crowded 
precincts of the shore at 
Leith, to struggle up to 
manhood amid all the 
difficulties and discom 
forts of an Irish dock- 
labourer's home. What 
will be his after life ? 
Are there many such 
boys hidden away in 
obscure and squalid 
places ? Surely that 
home is a happy one, 
where one child such as 
this is to be found.

D. B. McKEAN.

KIND WORDS.—If the 
world only knew the pre 
cious balm that a few 
kind words infused into 
the spirit, how much 
benefit might be done at 
little cost to the afflicted 
and bereaved.

boys who were very ill and suffering much pain. 
Anxiously he inquired every morning how Peter 
was, and if little Sandy's leg was better, and the 
only tears he was known to shed, fell from his 
sympathizing eyes when he heard the moans and 
fretful cries of the little sufferers. But the day 
came at last when Dan was declared convalescent 
and able to return to his home. He was bright 
and happy, sorry no doubt to say " good-by" to 
all the dear friends who had been so kind to him, 
but not unwilling to return home; evidently 
though a very poor home, it was not an unhappy 
one.

As the nurse kissed her little patient, she 
restored to him his one penny, nicely wrapped up

n 0ur
a recent number of TIIE BRITISH 

WORKWOMAN we directed the attention 
of our readers to a little able paper by 
Miss Skinner, on "Nurses of the Sick," 
being one of a series of small articles, 
or leaflets, addressed to various sec 
tions of the working classes, and en 

titled " The Friendly Letter Series." These com 
prehensive and able addresses, full of deep 
sympathy and true piety, are addressed to all
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classes of our work-a-day world,—ministers, mis 
sionaries, medical men, grooms licensed victu 
allers, policemen, cabmen, railway porters, 
bath-chair men, * prison officials, shepherds, 
ploughmen, horsemen and various other mem 
bers of the great masculine community. We 
direct attention to them in this paper simply 
to show the wide scope of the work which 
Miss Skinner has set herself to perform, the 
object of our few remarks and extracts at 
the present time being to illustrate the able 
teaching also of our author, her wise counsel and 
shrewd common sense, to the numerous British 
workwomen of our native land.

Miss Skinner is equally distributive as regards 
the feminine classes, to whom she appeals. 
Nurses of the sick, laundresses and washer 
women, lodgers and boarding-house keepers, in 
valids, young women employed in houses of 
business, labourer's wives, barmaids in hotels 
and restaurants, young ladies who have just left 
school, etc., etc., are each addressed in turn in 
the neat little books which Messrs. Jarrold & 
Son issue from the press at a merely nominal 
price. Let us see how this earnest teacher ap 
proaches the subject, and how the good seed is 
sown by her. To the nurses of the sick Miss 
Skinner, amidst much interesting details of hope 
ful life, says :

" Love especially in such work as yours is the 
fulfilling of the law ? Not idle sentiment, but 
a self-sacrificing, self-denying spirit. No true 
nurse ever thinks of herself, except as regards 
her patients. For their sakes she cares for her 
own health, calmly endures the sight of suffering, 
and represses all untimely expressions of feeling, 
Outsiders may think her hard, but her patients 
never. But beware of getting into a routine way 
of doing work, becoming so accustomed to suffer 
ing, and so familiarized with death, that it makes 
little impression. Of all women, nurses should 
be the most tender, but not emotional. Versatile 
we must be; one minute cheering up a convales 
cent, and the next comforting the dying and 
sad. For love will make you quick to discern 
your patients' wants, and to help them in a 
thousand ways. Then, never forget the body you 
are nursing is God's, created as a temple of the 
Holy Ghost, to be treated reverently, never care 
lessly, always tenderly and thoughtfully. Re- 
membering this, will enable you to do happily 
what otherwise would seem impossible."

Laundresses and washerwomen are addressed 
with equal earnestness, and with that shrewd 
common-sense which is one of the distinguishing 
marks of the whole series. Miss Skinner is prac 
tical as well as devout, and she warns them of 
the temptation of drink, as follows :—

" When once a woman is ' accustomed to do 
herself evil,' by constantly drinking gin, it is 
about as easy to wash a negro white as to take 
away her love of drink. Yet many washerwomen 
think it impossible to do their work without it.

" In some well-ordered public laundries no in 
toxicating liquors are allowed on the premises, 
but as one of the authorities observed, 'We 
cannot help what the women do when they go 
out, and the temptations to drink after their 
hard, weary work are very great, and many, 
very many,* fall" by this snare.' But I do 
earnestly beseech you to guard against the first 
commencement of a habit like this. Drink is 
like a cruel tyrant. Do not say, I can escape 
from him at my will. You simply cannot, 
Every glass you take is a link in the iron chain 
which binds you to him for ever. And the 
most bitter ingredient in your cup of remorse 
by-and-bye will be that you forged those fetters 
yourself."

Here is a kind word for the servants and the 
servants' mistresses worth quoting: " Millais' 
touching picture of ' Sunday below stairs,' the 
poor young servant-girl, in her dirty every-day 
dress, washing up dishes in the kitchen below, 
whilst she sees with an envious eye the well- 
dressed people going to church in the street above, 
ought to have awakened a more than passing 
interest. Ladies often complain of the dirty, 
slovenly girls by whom they are waited upon in 
lodgings. But how can they be otherwise, when 
they are ' on the foot' from morning to night, 
often kept up night after night in London seasons, 
waiting for the return of gay lodgers from dancing 
parties or the opera, and no Sunday either ? Yet 
these poor young people have souls too, and they 
are very susceptible of kindness. Do try to ar

range for those under your care to go to some 
place of worship at least once on the Lord's Day. 
I know some who do. I was so surprised and 
pleased once, when leaving some London apart 
ments where I had been staying with a friend, the 
landlady came and shook me heartily by the hand, 
and thanked me for the kindness I had shewn her 
servants." " I had taken good care never to 
interfere with their hours of work," our author 
adds, quietly and shrewdly.

It is possible that our writer's letter to " Young 
Women employed in Houses of Business" is one 
o£ the most powerful of the series. There are 
words therein which every young woman should 
ponder over and take to heart, earnest, moving 
words which we are very glad to have the oppor 
tunity to repeat here, trusting that many thou 
sands of our readers may be be benefited thereby. 

" There is a pretty Eastern fable," she begins, 
" that when the Creator had made man, and 
given him power, and wisdom, and strength, and 
all other great and good things, He paused for 
awhile before He made woman, to consider what 
He should bestow upon her which should be a 
gift peculiarly belonging to her sex. At length, 
He framed a very bright and very costly jewel; 
so clear and transparent that the slightest stain 
would be visible, so delicate that the slightest 
touch would injure it, and this he placed in the 
breast of woman. But in order that the dust of 
earth might not soil it, He gave her also a cover 
ing of the finest silk, which she might always keep 
over it, and, thus He sent her forth into life. 
That jewel was a spotless reputation, that cover 
ing was modesty."

" Remember the covering of the jewel in the 
Eastern fabte," she adds farther on, "Be modest 
not only in your dress, but also in your manners 
and conversation. Especially shun improper in 
timacy with the young men with whom you may 
be thrown into contact every day.

" When at work on the beautiful fabrics which 
your clever fingers turn out so well, do, I beseech 
you, consider, if it is not possible for you to be 
a good saleswoman and yet spealc the truth. 
Before God, who is Himself ' The Truth,' remem 
ber, must it not be an awful sin, the many lies 
that are told by way of business P And it is sins 
like these which plant with thorns the dying 
pillow. I heard of a fishmonger who said on his 
death-bed, ' There was no possible hope for him, 
he had told too many lies to ladies over his fish !' 

" But even in a worldly point of view, are they 
always successful. How often have I heard ladies 
say they will not enter such and such shops again, 
because they have been so deceived, or because 
they have been so teased to buy things they did 
not really want. I know you are told that a good 
saleswoman is ' one who never lets a customer 
leave the shop without buying something more 
than she came in for,' or you are blamed when 
you do not succeed; but if you will only take these 
little trials moment by moment to Jesus, to give 
you calmness and truth, and to act to your cus 
tomers as you would be done by, you will not only 
find that you will be liked better by them, but you 
will in the end really earn as much money as by 
' pushing.'

Miss Skinner is not unmindful also of the peculiar 
character of the barmaid's calling, its,,;.trials and 
temptations. Prom her address to them we quote 
the following:

WANTED, three Barmaids. They must be tall, 
dark, and willing to change their dress three 

times daily.'
" I do not know whether it was in answer to such 

an advertisement as this that you were first 
'called to the Bar'—a situation which, either 
in a public house or restaurant, is surrounded 
with many perils and temptations; but any way 
it is ' a calling,' and one in which, however 
difficult, yet it is possible to serve God. ' Let 
every man abide in the same calling wherein he 
was called' (1 Cor. vii. 20).

" '-A charge to keep I have,
A God to glorify, 

A never-dying soul to save, 
A rest to gain on high.'

" Do not say, ' This is impossible in a public- 
house. Pressed to dress, to drink, to flirt, and to 
every form of gaiety, I can only float with the 
stream.' I could take you to one licensed house 
in London where the business is admirably 
managed and all is well conducted. This house 
closes early in the evening and on Sundays. In

some of the large hotels religious services are 
held, by permission of the managers, for the 
benefit of the large staff of servants, sometimes 
there being as many as one hundred and fifty. 
Many of the young waitresses, though far distant 
from their own homes and a loving mother's care, 
can say in simplicity and godly sincerity, ' Thy 
word have I hid in my heart, that I might not 
sin against Thee' (Ps. cxix. 11). . . .

" Put your cause, then, into the hand of 
the ' Righteous Advocate.' Let your constant 
prayer be, ' Hold Thou me up, and I shall be 
safe.' Dare to think, ' How will my presenb 
mode of life look in the solemn light of eternity ?' 
Parents will do well to consider this before send 
ing young daughters into temptation for the sake 
of what they can earn; also those landlords who 
use well-dressed, pretty girls as baits to allure 
thoughtless and foolish young men to their ruin. 
No words can too strongly express the sinfulness 
of such. ' They have sown the wind, and they 
shall reap the whirlwind' (Hosea viii. 7). But 
think for yourself, and if you feel that you cannot 
resist your present temptations, and are drifting 
far away from God, floating down the broad 
stream of sin and folly, stop, I earnestly beseech 
you, before it is too late. Better far to give up 
your present situation than to run the risk of 
losing both body and soul, for which Christ died. 
' For what shall it profit a man if he shall gain 
the whole world and lose his own soul ? Or what 
shall a man give in exchange for his soul?' 
(Mark viii. 36, 37.) Let me give you a precious 
golden bar of texts to end with. Take them as 
your rule and guide, and may they prove a three 
fold barrier to you against temptation.

" ' Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away 
the sin of the world' (John i. 29).

"' Above all, taking the shield of faith, where with 
ye shall be able to quench all the fiery darts of the 
wicked' (Eph. vi. 16).

"' Resist the devil, and he will flee from you' 
(James iv. 7)."

There can be no better, wiser words than these, 
and the writer of this " Friendly Letter" will have 
her reward, we trust, in the good which will follow 
the distribution of her epistle.

In conclusion, let us draw attention to an 
admirable little appeal to " Labourers' Wives," in 
which much of the teaching we have endeavoured 
in our humble way to promulgate, is told again 
with much originality, and with the power of 
quaint illustration which must infallibly arrest 
the attention of the most listless reader.

"My dear friend," she commences, "did you 
ever hear the saying, ' A man is what a woman 
makes him ?' Now if this is true, how very 
anxious you should be, as a wife and mother, to 
be a really good woman, since in the making of the 

in of your family, your sons, and even your 
husband, so much depends upon yourself."

Then she continues : " Will you, therefore, put 
up a little prayer as you read this letter, and say, 
' Lord Jesus, Thou has given Thyself for me, make 
me truly Thine own, and help me to be a blessing 
to all those dear ones whom Thou has given to me, 
that we may all dwell together in Thy glorious 
home in heaven by-and-bye.' Of course, there are 
many thing in the lot of every one of us which we 
should all like to have altered. But would it not 
be much better, like a sensible woman as you are, 
to make the best and most of things as they are, 
instead of grumbling and complaining about what 
can't be helped ?"

There are some valuable truths told further on 
in this paper, as to domestic home-rule: " Fome 
women say it is through luck that their neigh 
bours' homes are more tidy than their own," she 
writes, " but the real secret is that their neigh 
bours believe in the old proverb, ' Cleanliness is 
next to godliness.' 'My clean little home,' said 
a labourer, ' and clean children, are better to me 
than the tap-room at the inn."

" As to your children. Teach them the 
value of prayer, and direct them to that dear 
Saviour who died for you and for them, and 
whose blood can cleanse all your guilt away. 
Teach them to thank God for their food, so that 
your dear children may never be able to say, 
when your heads are laid low in the churchyard, 
' Mother nor father never taught me to pray.'

" Love your children, and never scold at them, 
or threaten them unnecessarily ; but try to make 
your little home a place that your boys and girls 
will think of with pleasure, and love to return 
to, when away from, you at service. Lastly, re-



THE BEITISH WOEKWOMAN.

member that all true happiness must come from 
God : ' They who honour me,' says God, ' I will 
honour.' Be industrious, honest, sober, indepen-

We have exceeded the limits of our space, but 
we are so completely in accord with all that 
is expressed in these leaflets, that it has been a 
labour of love with us to direct attention to a 
" teacher in our midst," and to express a hope that 
our author may long be spared for such good 
and worthy service as she unobtrusively performs. 
We cannot more fitly conclude our article than 
by reiterating the words of one to whom honest 
earnest workers can always look for wise connsel, 
deep sympathy, and kindly appreciation, the Earl 
of Shaftesbury, who, in a recent letter to Miss 
Skinner, says : " I shall excite no vanity by en 
dorsing your writings. I shall, on the contrary, 
be praised for my common-sense. May God 
prosper you in all your work for His honour !" 
We can wish Miss Skinner God speed in no more 
hearty and sincere words than these.

A REMNANT of time,
Nothing more;

While the sunset is gilding the floor, 
And the door.

A remnant of thought,
Nothing more;

As she crosses the golden-gilt floor 
To the door.

A remnant of pain
Nothing more;

Yet she stands, with heart heavy and sore, 
At the door.

A remnant of care,
Was it more ?

That she'd grudged of her ruth to the poor 
And footsore.

A remnant of shame,
Was it more ?

That she'd driven the wayworn and poor, 
From her door.

A remnant of prayer,
By that door,

With a sob that it might become more, 
For Love's law.

GKACE.

fern's Jfintr,
i.

ELL, I do say, sir, as how it's a 
great shame—you'll excuse an old 
woman's freedom—but to think of 
laying such a thing to a young in 
nocent like her; it's more'n I can 
hear of without losin' patience."

And with less than her ordinary 
politeness towards people in general, not to speak 
of lodgers in particular, and one who paid well 
and regularly, Mrs. Leach left the room with an 
air the reverse of pleased.

" Here, Jane, you just go straight off to High 
Street,'No. 4, and bring back that young woman 
what came here this morning. Now look sharp. 
I'd go myself in half the time you'll take to put 
your bonnet on, let alone staring at me like one 
daft; but I'm not so young as I was, and there's 
no doubt I'm a bit stouter. But there, arn't you 
gone yet ? Just you run, and say that I'm want 
ing her immediate; she needn't stay to pack her 
bits of things, 'cause she can do all that to-mor 
row."

Jane, a large, good-humoured-faced girl, equal 
to any amount of work, if not of brightest brains, 
left her .dishes just as they were waiting to be 
dried, and obeyed the peremptory order of her 
mistress,; as soon as she had clearly grasped what 
was required of her.

Then Mrs. Leach sat down, and still somewhat 
breathles.s from her fit of righteous indignation, 
she consoled herself by pouring out her thoughts 
aloud.

"To think now that young gent there, for all 
his learnin', should go and make such a hare 
brained set-out as that, and he that kind-hearted, 
too. I do believe he'd not hurt a worm if he'd

only the thought of it; bnt there it is. You can't 
no more set a head on young shoulders like his'n 
than you can fly. I could have given him a shak 
ing with all my heart, that I could."

And yet she almost laughed, as she thought of 
the half-puzzled, wholly astonished face of her 
lodger as she caught sight of it on leaving the 
room.

Meanwhile, the object of her fierce wrath stood 
where she had left him, his hands in his pockets; 
the perplexity deepened, the air of injury, mixed 
with shame, still upon his countenance. Presently 
he began to whistle softly, not in mirth, but more 
in reflection.

Early that morning Mr. Earle, just now Mrs. 
Leach's only lodger, occupying the first floor in 
her comfortable house, had gone out, leaving his 
sitting-room, as usual, in an admirable state of 
confusion, which Jane, having cleared away the 
breakfast things, had proceeded to tidy. About 
four o'clock he returned in haste, darted upstairs, 
and almost immediately descended, and made a 
sudden entrance into the kitchen, a domain by no 
means unknown to him, as he frequently sought 
his landlady there, when too impatient to summon 
her by more proper methods.

" Have you seen my purse, Jane ?" he abruptly 
demanded.

"No, sir."
"Where is Mrs. Leach ? Perhaps she has taken 

it; I left it somewhere about this morning, and 
now I can't find it anywhere."

" Missis warn't in your room till after me, sir, 
and it warn't there then ; she's gone out."

" Hasn't any one been there ?" he added again, 
a little sharply, for he was anxious at the result of 
his carelessness, and in a hurry to be gone.

" Yes, sir, there was a young woman what 
came early just after you'd gone; she went in 
there to wait till missis could speak to her, 'cause 
the other room the chimney was a-bein' swept. 
She wasn't there long."

" Long enough to get my money, I'll be bound ; 
twenty pounds if there was a shilling. Where 
does she live ? I'll be after her before she has 
time to get rid of it."

" She said as how she came from High Street, 
No. 4 ; her's called Grace Anson, but"—

"Grace Anson, 4, High Street," the young 
man repeated, and was already out of hearing.

" Most of it gold, too," he muttered to himself, 
as he strode along; " uncommonly unlucky." 
Then a brilliant idea struck him. " I'll put it in 
the hands of the bobbies; that's about the only 
way to frighten these sorts of people into telling 
the truth."

Without further consideration he proceeded 
to carry out this design, by lodging information 
at the station. He gave such a version of the 
story, that two policemen were dispatched in 
search of Grace Anson, charged on suspicion 
with stealing the purse which was missing.

This done, Mr. Earle rushed off to keep an 
appointment, and thought of the affair little more 
until returning to his rooms soon after seven, he 
was called upon to give a full account of the 
misadventure to Mrs. Leach. That worthy lady 
listened with a countenance full of sympathy, 
until it came to the point at which he had put 
the matter into the hands of the police.

Till then she had made no interruption, save to 
exclaim once and again, " Oh, lor; good gra 
cious," characteristic expressions of interest ; but 
when—as he had finished relating his clever idea 
of investigating the business at once—he acci 
dentally put his hand into the pocket of the loose 
morning coat which he had donned for greater 
comfort, and drew forth with an air of the 
blankest astonishment the identical purse, the 
loss of which had caused this commotion, her 
ire broke out in the manner already related. 
Not even waiting to pour forth its full tide, she 
departed to send at once in search of the hapless 
victim of Mr. Earl's carelessness.

Immediately the latter had recovered from his 
almost ludicrous dismay at this unexpected turn 
of affairs, he started, seized his hat, and took his 
way even more quickly than in the afternoon, to 
the police-station.

" I hope I shan't have to see the young woman ; 
it would be confounded awkward; I wish I had 
been at Jericho before I'd been and made such a
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fourteen stamps. Proprietor J. EMSLEY, High Street, Stoke 
tfewington, London.

mess of it," was his mental observation on the 
whole business.

II.
IT was a bright, frosty morning in early Febru 
ary, the sunbeams had scarcely succeeded in 
dissipating the mist from the window panes of 
the Cabman's Rest in Portland Street, when two 
men proceeded to establish their cabs on the 
stand, and then entered the Rest, where they in 
tended to sit and sun themselves for a while, out 
of reach of the sharp east wind that was blowing. 

" Sake's alive, Jem, what's up here ?" said the 
elder of the two, starting back as he opened the 
door, which was only latched.

On the floor lay a young girl asleep or uncon 
scious, it was difficult to tell which, but her cheeks 
were pale, and her lips blue and livid.

"Drunk most like," continued the speaker; but 
his companion advanced, and knelt down beside 
the unexpected inmate of the shelter.

" More like 'tis dying she is, seems to me," he 
exclaimed quickly, as he touched her cold hand, 
and still BO sign of movement came.

" What'll we do with her ? I'd best go for a 
police, hadn't I? he'll get her taken to the 
'firmary, if tisn't the lock-up she belongs to."

" I guess I'll take her home to Aunt Nell." 
With quick decision the young man had already 
raised his helpless burden.

" What for ? much you'll get by takin' in the 
likes of her, I'm blest if 'tis, and you'll be losin' 
chance of a fare, too."

" I 'spose that's nobody's business but my own"— 
his tone was good-humoured but resolute— 
" seeing the horse is mine, and the carriage too." 
Then he proceeded to place the girl in the more 
eapacious of the two vehicles.

" Well, you be a queer 5un," was Bill Morton's 
answer. But he contented himself with this 
observation, and saw his companion drive away 
with no further remonstrance.

Jem Milman could certainly not have justified 
to himself the impulse which he was following. 
The sight of the white, still face, with its lines of 
sorrow and sadness, the fair hair glinted with 
sunshine, spread like a halo around, had touched 
in him some chord of tenderness which lay hidden 
under his rough exterior.

Not ten minutes after Grace Anson was safely 
ensconced in Aunt Nell's own bed; hot water to the 
poor numbed feet, warm chafing of the nerveless 
hands, toge^ier with the plentiful coverlets 
heaped upon her, soon restored some degree of 
animation to the sufferer. Before she opened her 
eyes a cup of tea was waiting, for Jem had not 
been idle.

"'Tis always tea the women want," he decided, 
as having tied up and patted his willing horse, he 
put on his thinking cap as to what to do next.

But though a little of the tea was swallowed, 
and the eyelids unclosed for a moment, a feverish 
groan and feeble mutters were all that came from 
the lips.

" She's best left alone; if she gets a bit of sleep 
that's the best doctorin' for her," was Aunt Nell's 
dictum, as she softly closed the door behind her. 
" Wherever did you pick her up, Jem ?"

He told her all he could, which, as we know, 
was not much.

The second night of the addition to their small 
household, Aunt Nell said:—

" She's better to-day; the turn's taken, and it 
won't be long before she's about again, but she's 
that weak, I wouldn't let her speak not a word, 
though she's tried hard, and her pretty eyes has 
been talking a deal." Aunt Nell had a vein of 
poetry in her. " I'll go warrant there's not much 
harm in what's brought her to this, or I've never 
seen a March lamb—poor creature. But what is 
us to do with her, if none comes to claim her, 
Jem, that's what I'm thinking; she's nought but a 
child."

Jem was silent for a few minutes, then he 
said, slowly, as if he was drawing up from his 
memory some almost forgotten, yet once familiar 
words : " Isn't there some'ut somewhere, what 
tells of entertainin'angels unawares; seems like 
I've heard that sometime ?"

Aunt Nell looked surprised; though a good, 
steady man, and to her all that a dutiful son 
could be, Jem made no profession of religion, 
nor did he, to her knowledge, often open a 
Bible. Was it that some far away memories 
were stirred and awakened, some chords touched 
which reached far back to the time when in the
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village home the little boy had stood by his blind
mother's side reading out of The Book ; she loved
best to hear the words of salvation, which were
to her light and life ?

" Them's in the Bible," was her quiet answer.
"Then happen we'll wait c.nl see, maybe her'll
turn out one of them." 

Before many days Grace was able to tell her
story. She had left home at the age of sixteen, and
had taken a place as children's maid; the family 
in which she lived having gone abroad, and not
requiring her, she had taken lodgings in Armley, 
hoping to hear of another situation before her 
money was exhausted. She did not go home, for
a stepmother and a second family had crowded 
out poor Grace's place in the father's house.

Mrs. Leach had known her for some time, 
being a i'riend of the housekeeper in the house 
where she was employed, and at last she deter 
mined to ask her for assistance in obtaining 
something to do. Mrs. Leach was just then re 
quiring a superior girl to wait at table, and help 
her generally in the house, and, as she herself 
afterwards told Mrs. Stretton, much attracted by 
Grace's refined manners and innocent prettiness, 
also knowing her to bear an excellent character, 
she at once offered the place to her. It was 
gratefully accepted, and full of joy the girl re 
turned to her lodgings to gather together her 
possessions, and make all arrangements for leav 
ing on the morrow.

Scarcely had she reached her room, when a 
peremptory knock was followed by the unex 
pected sight of two policemen with a warrant to 
search her boxes and apartment. Stunned by 
the shock, she offered no resistance, and scarcely 
heard the charge against her, but when they had 
fruitlessly pursued their quest, she quietly 
followed them to the station, and there submitted 
to the woman who was appointed to search her 
clothes. Nothing suspicious being found, she was 
free to return home, but horror-stricken and 
ashamed, she did not dare to face the curious and

Erobably unkind remarks of those who knew what 
ad happened. She wandered about in the most 

solitary parts of the town, shrinking from obser 
vation, terrified at the mere sight of a policeman, 
however distant, until dusk was succeeded by 
friendly darkness. Then she crept trembling up 
the stairs to seek the shelter of her room; her 
only thought was to feel again the warmth and 
comfort of a fire, but to her utter dismay the door 
was locked. No doubt, she told herself, the people 
of the house would refuse to admit her after her 
disgrace, and, like a stricken creature, she went 
forilf^again, until thoroughly exhausted, and no 
longer conscious of aught but the intense desire 
to rest, she tumbled against the door of the cab 
man's shelter—she knew no more.

" Only," she said, with a sob of grateful joy, 
" when I woke I thought it must be like this in 
heaven, it was all so warm and bright, and your 
face was so kind. You will not turn me out, now 
you know all about it, will you?" she pleaded 
anxiously; " indeed, I knew nothing about the 
purse; do let me stay a little, only a very little 
while, till I feel better; oh, I am so miserable when 
I think of the cold and the loneliness outside, and 
perhaps Mrs. Leach will not take me now. What 
shall I do ? what shall I do ?" In her weakness 
she wrung her hands, while the tears poured down 
her pale cheeks. It was more than Aunt Nell's 
motherly part could stand.

" I just took her in my arms and hushed her 
like a baby," she finished, as she related what she 
had been able to gather of this story from Grace's 
recital, to Jem at the usual time. " And I'm not 
so sure I wasn't baby enough to cry a bit too, 
though, what there was for me to whimper for, I 
couldn't tell for the life of me." Yet her apron 
went up to her eyes with the words.

Jem did not speak directly, his eyes were fixed 
on the fire, and his face turned away from the 
light. Aunt Nell became impatient.

"You're never goin' to grudge the poor child 
her bit and sup, Jem; you might ha' just up and 
said she'd be welcome to that and a roof above her; 
but if that's all, I'll give it her out of my own 
pocket and never think sorrow of it, so make your 
mind easy, lad." Her sharp words were only an 
swered by a laugh, and—

" She'll stay here as long as you and she think 
good, Aunt Nell, and when you've done, it'll be 
time for me to begin. I'd just like to meet that 
body what did such a shabby trick by the girl; he'd 
feel the weight of my fist before he was a day older."

III.
THE next day Mrs. Leach was informed of 
Grace's whereabouts, and speedily made her ap 
pearance at the house. She comforted the girl's 
sore heart by giving her an account of $he finding 
of the purse, and the assurance that she would be

flad to have her as soon as she was well enough, 
ust as she was going, Jem came in to snatch a 

cup of tea, as he did a chance time when passing 
that way.

" Mr. Earle was main sorry, I'll say that for 
him, and was off to the police as fast as legs 
could carry him; he wants to give her"—pointing 
to the other room and lowering her voice—" a 
handsome present, to make up like, but I telled 
him he'd best not try that just now. I'll take 
care he don't forget when the right time comes 
though, or my name's not Anna Leach."

And with that she said good-by, to Jem's 
relief, for he had scarce retained his ire.

" A present, the scoundrel, a nice sort of thing 
to take away a girl's character, and then try a bit 
of a bribe; I'd have the law on him, that's what 
I'd do!"

It was the first time that Grace had shown 
herself out of her room, but in the days and weeks 
that followed, her sweet face and girlish figure 
became to Jem the very light of his dwelling. 
The sunshine of happy natures, and sufficient 
means for their simple wants, had always been 
there, but Grace united to her naturally amiable 
character the gifts of a higher spiritual life, into 
which she had long since entered by the gate of 
faith, and by her quiet example, which spoke far 
louder than many an eloquent testimony of the 
lips, a new life entered into that home, springing 
up out of the sure hope of things unseen and 
eternal.

So the weeks passed by, the roses returned to 
Grace's cheeks, her eyes lost their startled look, 
though a wistful yearning sometimes arose in 
them, as she followed her busy hostess about the 
house, gradually falling into the way of sharing 
in her daily duties.

The frost still sparkled on the grass in the early 
morning, and the wind kept its tinge of bitter 
ness, in spite of the softening influences of the 
wooing sun, when Mrs. Leach at last announced 
that she could no longer do without her helper, 
and Grace at once agreed to come to her the 
following day. She was very quiet after the 
departure of her future mistress; Mrs. Stretton 
had opened her lips several times to speak whilst 
the various arrangements were being made, but 
finally she closed them with decision, and offered 
no remark, nor did she say much when Mrs. 
Leach was gone, but just at dusk she came into 
the kitchen with her bonnet and shawl, and an 
nounced her intention of going out shopping. 
" Jem said as how he might be home early, so 
just keep the kettle a-boilin', and make him his 
tea, like a good girl; I'll not be over long."

Grace sat on in the gathering darkness,tears were 
in her eyes, but she would not let them fall, for 
she knew that at any moment Jem might come. 
Though the lamp was on the table, it was not lit, 
when soon after the door opened. " Aunt Nell 
says you're thinking of going to-morrow," was 
Jem's greeting, as he came forward to the fire.

"Yes," she responded, but such a sadness came 
over her that she could say no more. He was 
beside her now, as she rose to light the lamp. 

" Won't you stay with us, Grace?" 
She looked up in bewilderment; what did he 

mean ? Her heart gave a great throb.
" Won't you stay and be my wife, Gracie ?" he 

repeated; what could he have seen on her face, 
with only the flickering light of the flames upon 
it P No matter, he cannot see it now, for it is 
hidden on his breast.

" So it's time for me to turn out at last, lad," 
was Aunt Nell's comment, when, shortly after she 
returned, she made a great pretence at gruffness ; 
but there was a ring of pleasure not to be hidden. 

" What do you say to her, Gracie ?" asked Jem, 
as he led her towards the elder woman. Grace 
gently freed herself from him, and put her arms 
around the neck of her kind friend.

" Aunt Nell" was all she said, but it was 
enough: there was room for all three then.

" Seems you'll have need of me, if this is to 
go on," remarked Mrs. Stretton, grimly, as she 
proceeded to light the neglected lamp, "there's 
the kettle boiled away, and Jem's had no tea; 
the wonder is the fire's not out." 

Amongst the wedding presents was a hand

some china tea set, with a silver teapot destined 
to be an heirloom for many generations to come. 
Many a time did Grace repeat the story of her 
misfortune to childish ears, intent on listening 
once again to the story of the teapot; nor did 
Jem ever regret that he had " entertained a 
stranger," for though she proved to be no angel 
truly, she was a loving woman in whom his heart 
at all times trusted, and a faithful companion, 
not for this life only, but in the narrow way lead 
ing to the heavenly and abiding home. 
__________________EMMIE LAKTER.
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