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WHEN swallows were building in early spring,

And the roses Avere red in June ; 
"When the great white lilies were fair and sweet,

In the heat of the August noon ; 
When the winds were blowing the yellow wheat,

And the song of the harvest nigh, 
And the beautiful world lay calm and sweet,

In the joy of a cloudless sky—
Then the swallows were full of glad content

In the hope of their Northern nest; 
Were sure that the land they were tarrying in

Of all other lands was the best. 
Ah! if they had heard in those blissful days

The Voice they must heed say, " Go," 
They had left their nests with a keen regret,

And their flight had been sad and slow.
But when summer was gone and flowers were 

dead,
And the brown leaves fell with a sigh, 

And they watched the sun setting every day
Further on in the northern sky. 

Then the Voice was sweet when it bid them " Go,"
They were eager for southward flight, 

And they beat their wings to a new-born hope
When they went at the morning light.

If the way was long, yet the way was glad,
And they brighter and brighter grew, 

As they dipped their wings in the glowing heat,
As they still to the southward flew; 

Till they found the land of the summer sun,
The land where the nightingale sings, 

And joyfully rested 'mid rose and song
Their beautiful weary wings.

Like swallows we wander from home to home— 
We are birds of passage at best—

In many a spot we have dwelt awhile, 
We have built us many a nest.

But the heart of the Father will touch our hearts, 
He will speak to us soft and low,

We shall follow the Yoice to the better land, 
And its bliss and its beauty know.

MARY A. BARR.
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CHAPTER I.

a little street, which we will call 
Vining Street, in a somewhat poor 
neighbourhood, not very far removed 
from busy London, stands Manor 
Terrace, a row of small one-story 
cottages. Nothing out of the com 
mon—only a dingy row of houses in a 

dingy street. Yet out of this terrace we will 
select one house—No. 9. It is cleaner and brighter 
looking than the rest. Its windows are polished, 
the curtains are white. There is a small wooden 
box full of primroses outside on the sill, and a tabby 
cat sitting beside, as though keeping guard. The 
window is thrown up, and above the wire-blind, on 
a closer inspection; may be seen a small brown 
head, bent thoughtfully over some work.

It is early morning—not much past six—and 
most of the inhabitants of the street are still 
slumbering peacefully; not_all though; there are 
a few early birds besides Miss Armstrong— 

" Miss ARMSTRONG,
Dressmaker,"

as the shining brass plate on the gate informs 
us. Miss Armstrong, whom the people in Vining 
Street look down upon, " because she is proud/' 
they say; " too fine, and oh ! too much stuck up 
for them." " Had they not every reason, too, for 
' cutting' her ?" they say one to the other.

Notwithstanding all this, Kate seems to get on 
very well. She does not want their friendship; 
she has no time for friends. She has herself and 
her. mother to keep—her poor mother, who has 
been fading ever since her father died two years 
ago—and she finds it sometimes almost more than 
she can do.

It is a hard, monotonous life for a young girl, 
but she bears it bravely, day after day, week after 
week—bears it patiently and cheerfully, as she 
does all things, living a life of self-denial and 
self-sacrifice, taking up her cross resolutely, and

walking through the battle of life bravely to the 
end.

The church clock strikes seven; there is a sign 
of life now in Vining Street. A few people are 
moving about, and exchanging " Good-mornings ;" 
but the young dressmaker is still as we left her, 
stitching busily by the open window.

The sun shines on the bent head, and into the 
sombre room where the girl is working. There 
are steps upon the gravel and moving slowly 
past the gate—steps that bring a slight colour 
into the small white face. She listens, and 
hears the soft low whistle, and, raising her head, 
she nods and smiles in answer.

It is like a momentary gleam of brightness to 
the girl, but it is soon gone. Tom has passed 
on his way to work, and she turns again to hers, 
none the worse for the interruption.

The door opens slowly, and another figure appears 
on the scene—-a thin, stooping figure, with a white 
pinched face.

" Well, mother," says Kate cheerfully, "how d 
you feel to-day ?"

" No better," the elder woman answers peevishly 
"I shall never be any better. I have told you si 
over and over again."

" Ah! wait until the summer," Kate say 
brightly; " wait until Tom gets his holidays 
and you find yourself in the country—by th 
sea; you won't know yourself then. You wil 
laugh at your ailments, mother, and forget al 
your troubles when you are strong and wel 
again."

" Which will be ' never/ " her mother responds 
fretfully. "Tom promises much, and talks o: 
doing wonders, but he no more means to fulfi 
them than he means to give up his situation."

Kate does not answer this remark. She knows 
it will only irritate her to argue ; so she lets il 
pass without a word, and puzzles her head with 
all her might for a more cheerful topic of conver 
sation.

"Aren't we going to have breakfast to-day?"
" Yes, mother, now this minute," she answers,

throwing her work aside, and jumping up
" Everything is ready, and I have only to bring
it in."

" Don't go, Kate. I'll come in the kitchen; it 
is so cold in here."

" All right, dear, if you are cold. It is early 
yet, only just seven. You ought not to come 
down so soon; you are not strong enough. 
Avish vou would have your breakfast up of a morn 
ing.""

" I daresay—I daresay," she mutters bitterly. 
"You would keep me up altogether if you could; 
bury me alive in that stuffy, dark room, just to 
get me out of the way. What a pity I didn't die 
when your father did."

" Mother! mother ! oh don't speak so," cries the 
girl, kneeling suddenly beside her, and putting her 
arms round her.

The pain in the girl's voice, the tears in her 
e}res, touch the mother's heart, and she throws 
one arm round her neck.

" There! there! never mind me," she cries 
soothingly. " I'm cross this morning, and wor 
ried. I am only a burden. I am tired of my 
wretched life, struggling to live like this ; starving 
in this dirty place. Always ill. Oh, I am sick 
of it, I say. 1 wish I was dead and out of it all." 

" Hush, oh hush," cries Kate. " How can you 
speak so. It is wrong, wicked. I will not let you 
talk so. Your—our trouble is not so great that 
it cannot be borne. There are much worse 
troubles in the world than ours. Oh, mother, we 
ought to be thankful we have not more to bear, 
instead of complaining." Kate rises as she speaks, 
and busies herself with the breakfast, and the 
mother relapses into sullen silence.

All Kate's endeavours to draw her into conver 
sation are useless; she maintains her silence until 
breakfast is over. And though Kate chatters 
brightly all through the meal, she seems to take 
no notice, no interest, in anything she says. And 
afterwards, when Kate has risen, and is clearing 
the things away, she drags herself into the parlour 
and lies down in her old place on the sofa.

"Poor mother !" sighs Kate, as she watches her 
go out. " I wish I could brighten her life a little 
more. I wish she was getting better. Ah, per 
haps she will when Tom gets his holidays. Dear
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Tom, how good he is to me, and mother too ;. so 
patient, so gentle. And summer will soon be 
here now, and we will put our savings together, 
and all go away to the sea." 

" Kate ! Kate !"
The feeble voice reaches Kate's ears, and puts 

an end to her reflections. Hastening across the 
kitchen she goes to her mother, and stands by the 
sofa, looking down at her with a gentle smile.

" What are you doing ? You have been a long 
time. That dress will never be finished. And I 
am so cold ; do shut the window."

"I was clearing up, dear, but I have finished 
now. Will you have this shawl over you ?" 
That done, she turns to the window, and with a 
sigh closes it. It seems such a pity, she 
thinks, to shut out the sweet fresh air. And 
the room always seems so hot and close.

She looks at the unfinished dress that has much 
to be done to it by the night; looks at it with 
almost loathing, and then takes it up and goes on 
with it.

The mother dozes through that long morning, 
and Kate stitches quickly and quietly by the 
window. She remembers too, with a pang of 
remorse that there is nothing for dinner that day. 
Her last dress is not paid for yet, and she is 
already a little in debt.

" Never mind," she mutters to herself, " I am 
young and strong, and it won't hurt me. I am 
glad, though, there is some beef-tea left for 
mother."

When she goes back to her work her mother is 
awake.

"I wondered where you had gone/' she says 
faintly. " What's the time, Kate ?"

" I don't know, mother, but I think it must be 
pretty late. I'll just run to the gate and see."

" Oh, never mind; what does it matter ? It 
won't make the day pass any quicker, will it ?"

"Tired of the day already/dear?" says Kate, 
smiling.

" Tired of the day, and every da;/," the mother 
answers wearily.

" Perhaps you will feel better to-morrow. I 
hope you will. There, there!" shs says, seeing 
the look of dissent on her face. " Don't you want 
your dinner, mother?" 

"Yes/what have we got." 
"Beef-tea, dear, for 3rou/'
" I hate beef-tea. You always give me beef-tea, 

and you know I hate it/'
With a great deal of persuasion she takes it, 

and lies back on the sofa again, and looks out of 
the window at the bright blue sky; looks wearily 
at the few half-starved sparrows in the lilac-bush, 
until sleep overtakes her once more, and she turns 
away to the wall and dozes.

Tom, on his homeward way, sees the top of the 
head over the wire blind, just as he had left it 
when he went to Avork. He gives the same long 
whistle as he gave in the morning, and Kate rises 
and goes to the door.

" Mother is asleep," she says in a whisper as he 
joins her. " She is very poorly to-day."

" Is she p" he answers, " I'm sorry for that; and 
you do n't look too well," he mutters, after a 
moment's pause, as he scans the small AArhite face 
with gentle eyes.

" I am all right," she laughs. " It would not 
do for me to be ill, Tom, would it ?"

_ : I should think not; but you will be if you 
stick indoors so much, and Avork so hard."

I get out, now and then," she answers. " I 
am not always indoors."

" Will you come for a walk this evening," he 
says, "just for a little while, Kate ?"

Kate shakes her head sorrowfully. " I can't, 
Tom ; I have so much to do."

"The old cry," he ansAvers coldly. 
"Don't be cross, Tom," she pleads. 
" You know the last three times I have asked 

you to come out you wouldn't," he mutters. 
' You always have the same answer for me : 
Too busy, too busy.' Youal\vays put everything 

and everybody before me."
"I will come to-morrpAV, Tom," she says 

iagerly.
" I can't to-morrow," answers Tom. 
" The day after, then," she says gently. " Will

J_1 ' T n>3 ^ J S Jihat do r
" Very well, I suppose it must."
" It won't be long to wait/' she whispers gladly. 

' Only one more day, Tom."
Tom smiles too, and holds out his hand.
"Good-bye then, Kitty. I suppose I daren't
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put my nose inside to-night, after my snubbing 
the last time."

" Not to-night perhaps. She is not at all well 
to-day."

"All right." '
They stand and chat, quite regardless of 

the inquisitive neighbours who are staring straight 
across at them. Kate doesn't mind much, either; 
she has grown used to it, as she has to her hard 
working life. She has learnt " that it is no use 
minding." It will not keep them from looking at 
her, or coming to their gates to see the interview 
every evening. Those few minutes every evening 
are the one "bright spot in her dull life. And it 
would be hard indeed, if, for the sake of her neigh 
bours, she had to forego that.

So Tom came very regularly, and what the 
neighbours thought neither of them cared; 
though, indeed, it annoyed Kate sometimes to see 
Susan Lester's eager face from above, as she hung 
out of the next door window, as if by her heels, to 
catch a sight of them and witness the " farewell.'

CHAPTER II. 
IT was evening, and the day Kate had appointed 
for her walk.

She had not seen Tom all day. She had not 
left her mother's room, for Mrs. Armstrong, feel 
ing very much worse, had kept her bed.

" Not ready!" Tom says, when she opens the 
door to him.

" Oh, Tom ! mother is so ill, so very ill." 
"Is she P"
Tom bites his lips savagely, and frowns.
" She is very bad," says Kate sorrowfully,

glancing up as she hears the window open next
door, and drawing a little into the hall.

Tom does not answer; he kicks his foot against 
the step, and keeps his eyes fixed on the ground in 
grim silence.

" She seems a little better now," she says 
timidly, "but—but—I dai'e not leave her."

" I expected as much," says Tom wrathfully at 
last. " Another excuse, Kate—it—"

" Oh, Tom !" she cries reproachfully. " Tom, 
can't you understand. Oh! don't be so hard on 
me. .Remember what I have to bear without your 
anger. Do you think it is no disappointment to 
me ? Do you think I do not care ?"

Tom glances up uneasily above, and then bursts 
into a torrent of angry words.

" You always put me off. I don't believe your 
mother is so bad; she pretends it all, just to keep 
you in, and you give way to her in everything. 
It is always the same, you don't care to come 
with me ; I believe you are ashamed of me; you 
never will—for mercy's sake come inside," he 
breaks off, " I shall have that girl on my head in 
a minute."

They go in, and Kate closes the door. 
" There! what a pity," sighs Susan, as she 

draws herself in. " The winder's shut; I shan't 
hear a word. Well! that is aggravating."

Tom and Kate stand together in the parlour. 
Kate has closed the door to prevent the noise 
going upstairs, and now she stands white and 
silent until Tom's passion is over.

She listens to all he has to say very calmly. 
Her^small hands are clasped tightly together, and 
she is trembling very much. She waits until he 
has finished, and then looks him full in the face.

"You are unjust, Tom," she says slowly. "I 
did not think you would add to my sorrow. I 
had hoped for comfort from you, but—but—you 
only wound me."

" Much you care for what I say," he retorts. 
' Much you have ever cared. I don't mind," he 

says loudly, " I don't want you to walk with me ; 
there are plenty others that will be glad. Maria 
Tibbings will come, if I ask her, and I will, too."

Without another word he goes out, slamming 
the street door, totally regardless of the invalid 
upstairs.

Kate bursts into tears, and cries very bitterly. 
It is her first real quarrel, and she feels it very 
much. She feels for the first time how; painfully 
alone she is in her trouble; how much in need of 
one kind friend to help her.

Suddenly, as she crouches there, her mother's 
weak voice calling pitifully rouses her, and brush 
ing away her tears she runs upstairs.

" What is the matter ? What was that noise ? 
Where have you been? I have been calling and 
calling; 1 thought you had gone and left me here 
to die alone."

"Mother, darling," she says penitently, "I am 
sorry I frightened you ; I was downstairs."

" Why didn't you answer, then ? you knew I 
was calling."

" I was with Tom, mother; I didn't hear you, 
indeed."

"And that noise that woke me. What was that ?" 
" It must have been the street-door, dear. 

Never mind it now. What can I do for you ?"
" Nothing. Nobody can do anything; I am

very ill. But only let me die ; that is all I want."
But Mrs. Armstrong does not die, and the weeks

fly by, and dwindle into months, and still she
lingers on.

Kate has long since forgiven her lover, and they 
are friends once more, though they are never 
quite the same again. There is always a slight 
coldness between them; they both feel that, but 
they do not know whose fault it is. Changes 
have taken place since the day they quarrelled. 
Fresh people have moved in next door, and are 
disposed to be friendly. Many a night they 
drop in to chat a little with the poor invalid, and 
Kate sees it does her mother good, and is glad 
of the change.

Not for that alone, though. She and the girl 
Rose are fast becoming friends. Rose is always 
ready to help if the work is backward. It is 
Rose who stays at home while Kate goes out; 
Rose who tidies up the room and makes the beds 
while Kate plods on with her work.

It is summer now, and all Kate's thoughts 
are for the change Tom has promised her so 
often. He will be having his holidays shortly 
now, she thinks gladly. She does not see quite 
so much of Tom as she did, but he is always 
good and kind; he has never been cross to her 
since that night when he came and begged her 
forgiveness.

True, she does not see him of a morning or 
afternoon, but then he goes another way to work; 
he has found a " near cut," so that is the reason.

" Kate," says Rose, coming in and finding her 
hard at work one day. " Kate ! are you going to 
the picnic to-morrow ?"

" What picnic P" says Kate. 
" Haven't you heard ?"
"No!" laughs Kate, putting down her work. 

" Tell me about it."
"Kate! don't you know Tom has a week's holi 

day ?"
"No!" says Kate. "Oh, I am so glad—so glad!" 
"Are you?" says Rose, angrily; "I wouldn't 

be glad if I were you."
" Ah, you don't know all," Kate replies. " He 

will come to-night, and tell me all about it. I 
mustn't have heard, of course ?"

" Tom's a brute, a selfish brute, he ought to be 
hanged," cities Rose suddenly. " I hate him, 
Kitty, I hate the sight of him, I——"

" Hush, please! You hurt me," says Kate, 
turning a flushed face towards the open window. 

"Do you know he has had three clays of his 
holidays and never told you ? That's what I came 
back for, just now, to find that out."

Kate's face is pale enough now. " What does 
it matter, dear? Tom will tell me to-night. I 
am glad he has his holidays; I am sure he wanted 
them bad enough, he works so hard. But what 
about the picnic ?"

" The—picnic—is—Tom's—picnic," she says 
slowly, emphasizing each word deliberately. "Tom's?"

" Yes, Tom's, and nearly all the girls in his 
treet are going, and you, who ought to be first, 

you, his wife that is to be, are left out in the cold, 
to learn the truth from strangers."

It is out now, and Rose does not wait to see 
the effect her words have. She is afraid to read 
the disappointment in the fair sweet face of her 
triend. She goes home determined to " have it 
out" with Tom at the first opportunity. And 
Kate, "poor little Kate," hides her face in her 
hands and cries bitterly.

So this is the end," she sorrows to herself. 
' He does not care any longer. Mother was right 

when she said he did not mean it. Oh, Tom! 
Tom, and I trusted you so, I have loved you so. 
But he will come to-night, he will surely come 
ind tell me all." So with that hope she goes on 
nth her work, and waits for the evening. 

(To be concluded next number.}
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OTHING should he despised on account 
of its smallness ; for from little things 
great results have been obtained; 
and though in a certain sense it is 
wrong to make too much of little 
things, as for instance, in the cares 
and troubles of life, where some people 

unfortunately worry themselves and everybody 
round them, by making too great a fuss over 
trifles, and, as the saying goes, making a " moun 
tain out of a mole hill;" still, on the other hand, 
there is a proverb, " Small beginnings have great 
endings," and the truth of this has been proved 
over and over again.

To the wise men, who noticed what others not 
so wise or so observant would have passed by, 
we owe some of our greatest discoveries—dis 
coveries that have benefited the whole world.

Take for instance STEAM, and all the wonders 
which it has done, and think how many kettles 
had boiled up and lifted their lids before it 
occurred to one, James Watts, that the power 
which moved these lids might be used for other 
purposes. Yet it is to this little thing of simply 
watching a kettle on a cottage fire that we now 
have railroads over the land, steamers to carry 
us to distant countries, and machines working in 
our manufactories. Probably the church lamp 
had swung to and fro for many a year before 
Galileo the astronomer saw it, and invented the 
PENDULUM, without which no clock is now con 
sidered perfect. A little thing this, but the 
TELESCOPE, by means of which Galileo made his 
discoveries in the heavens, was found out also 
by two lit Lie children at play. The children 
of a spectacle maker amusing themselves in 
their father's shop, placed two or three pairs 
of spectacles one before the other and looked 
through them at a distant object; this, noticed by 
a wise man, was improved upon with what result 
every one knows.

ELECTRICITY, which in these days of electric 
lighting is getting to be of more and more im 
portance, was discovered by a person observing 
that a piece of glass well rubbed afterwards 
attracted paper. Who would have thought this 
apparently simple, trivial sight would lead to not 
only lighting up the cities of the world, but also 
to adding to their commerce by flashing messages 
across sea and land, and bringing the most 
distant countries into close communion with each 
other.

GALVANISM, also, which has been turned to so 
much account in both medicine and manufactures, 
owes its origin to a person employed in a 
laboratory observing- that the muscles of a dead 
frog contracted directly it was touched by a spark 
from an electrical machine.

LIGHTHOUSES, which confer such incalculable 
blessings on seafaring people by shedding a 
warning light over rockbound coasts, and giving 
notice of treacherous sandbanks, owe much of 
their usefulness to the lamp which takes its 
name from Mons. Argand. He it was who re 
marked that a tube held by chance over a candle 
caused it to burn with a bright and steady flame, 
and from this trifling circumstance arose the 
lasting benefit of the ARGAND LAMP.

ENGRAVERS know that the process called MEZZO- 
TINTE was invented by Prince Rupert in the 
reign of King Charles II., who took the idea 
from seeing a soldier one day scraping his rusty 
gun-barrel. The prince scraped a pattern in like 
manner on a steel plate and found the result 
successful.

PRINTING, the most wonderful, and we may say 
the most useful, of all inventions, it is said was 
discovered in an equally simple way, by a 
man who, wanting to please his grandchildren, 
carved letters in beech bark, and pressed paper 
upon them, and he, or some one wiser, noticing 
the result, it was improved on, till now, in the 
nineteenth century, we seem to have arrived at 
its perfection.

It would be possible to go on lengthening this 
paper, but enough has been said to justify ths 
title given it, and perhaps no fitter ending could 
be found than that inscribed on the workshop 
used by Peter the Great when shipbuilding in 
Holland, "Nothing is too little for the attention 
of a great man." E. I. T.
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No. XL
St. Peter in the Garden.—St. Mark, xiv. 32-42 ; 

St. Luke, xxii. 39-46.

the way to Gethsemane, Peter 
had his warning from the " lips of 
Christ.'' The Garden of Gethsemane 
lay a little way outside the walls of 
Jerusalem. Christ was wont to go 
there with His disciples (St. John, 
xviii. 1,2). It is remarkable that the. 

three disciplessame
were to be with Christ
in His agony as were
with Him in His trans 
figuration. The same
men who were then
"eye-witnesses of His
Majesty," were now to
be eye-witnesses of His
suffering. And as St.
Peter was one of these,
we are brought in the
story of his life to con 
sider this most solemn
time. Our Lord knew
His cross to be very
near. The cap of suffer 
ing that He nuist needs
drink was very bitter,
and as a man—a real
man—He shrank from
it. Among the olive
trees of the Garden,
the Lord withdrew a
little away from His
disciples and poured out
His soul to His Father,
" 0, my Father, if it be
possible, let this cup
pass from ME. Never 
theless, not as I will,
but as Thou wilt." It
is St. Luke who chiefly
records His agony, and
tells us that " His sweat
was, as it were, great
drops of blood falling
down to the ground"
(St. Luke xxiv. 44).
What solemn words are 
these! What was it 
that caused this agony 
to the Son of God?
Was it only the bodily 
suffering that He knew 
lay before Him ? It 
was surely much more 
than this. It was that 
great, terrible load of 
sin, the burden of which 
He was to bear, under 
the penalty of which 
He was to die. If any 
one of us are charged 
with some sin that we 
have never committed, 
what a hard matter we 
consider it! But Christ, 
the pure and Holy 
One, was content to 
bear the load of 
countless sins—" the Lord hath laid on Him 
the iniquity of us all" (Isa. liii. 4, 5, 6) " laid on 
HIM," and so heavy was this load that it laid Him 
low indeed! We learn here what sin is. If we 
are tempted by sin, or if we are tempted to think 
lightly of sin, let us look at Christ in the Garden, 
and say to our heart " this agony was for my 
sins." The Lord having prayed comes again to 
His three disciples and finds them sleeping. 
There was no sympathy with Him, no watching 
with Him through His hour of trial. Peter even 
was sleeping. Peter, who said he was ready to 
die for his Lord ! Christ's little word is very ex 
pressive here. He said unto Simon, " Sleepest 
thou ? Couldst not thou watch with ME one 
hour?" ( v. 37). Peter no doubt had kept watch 
many a night when he was out fishing on the 
lake, but he could not watch " one hour" with

Christ. Peter's weakness is sad here. We are 
reminded of Jonah who carelessly lay down to 
sleep in the. vessel in the storm, and was roused 
by the words, " What meanest thou, ye sleeper P" 
(Jonah i. 5, 6). Christ may well have used like 
words to Peter, but He spoke more tenderly to 
him. He was grieved for Peter. He was grieved 
to see how the great enemy was getting power 
over him. The Lord does grieve over the sins of 
those whom He seeks to save. He wept over 
Jerusalem (St. Luke, xix. 41). Have we ever 
thought how much our hearts grieve Christ ? If we 
did could we go on grieving Him as we so often 
do ? Peter's sleep is a picture of a careless Chris 
tian. To have the heart asleep is a dangerous 
state. There are two kinds of sleep. There is 
that of the sinner who has never come to Christ.

he cares not for the sufferings of the Lord. He 
cannot watch by the cross of Christ. Peter in 
the Garden seemed as if blind and deaf to his 
Lord's agony. How well to him might our 
Lord say, " Watch and Pray." These two words 
are well joined together, and should never be 
separated. One will not do without the other. 
To ivatch is the work of a soldier on duty. 
If a sentinel should sleep at his post, he would 
have to be shot. Christ's followers are called to 
be soldiers, and they must not sleep. " Let us 
not sleep as do others, but let us watch and be 
sober" (i Thess. v. 5-8). Let us not forget that 
the enemy is ever near. Peter had forgotten it, or 
he would not have slept, but have anxiously 
watched. But to " watch" only is not sufficient. 
Our Lord's command is " Watch and Pray." The 
j_________ ' man who thinks he can 

stand without prayer 
makes a fatal mistake. 
Temptation will speedily 
carry him away. When 
Jehoshaphat went out 
into battle he was in 
imminent danger of 
losing his life, for there 
came a moment when 
he was surrounded by 
the enemy; but we 
read that Jehoshaphat 
" cried out and the 
Lord helped him" and 
he was saved from the 
hand of the enemy 
(2 Chron. xviii. 31). If 
we have to go forth 
and do battle with sin 
and Satan, our only 
safety will be to do just 
what Jehoshaphat did 
—to cry to the Lord, 
and as God helped him, 
so He will help us. The 
man who prays will 
stand, the man who 
does not will fall. When 
Christ returned the 
third time to His dis 
ciples, He said to them, 
" Sleep on now and 
take your rest." The 
opportunity for watch 
ing with Him was then 
over. The Lord no 
longer called on them 
to share His cross. 
They might have 
cheered him by their 
love and sympathy. 
Now it was too late! 
How solemn to know 
that our opportunity 
will -pass, too, some 
day; and when the 
door is closed it will 
be too late! May 
God awaken our souls 
from sleep, and when 
awake may He keep us 
awake, that we may 
" Watch and Pray" in 
the hour of tempta 
tion, and watch for 
Christ until He comes! 

M.E.

He is asleep in sin. He is as the slothful man, 
who, though he has many calls, yet is never 
roused, or it' wakened for a moment, only falls back 
into a deeper sleep than before, saying, " Yet a 
little more sleep, a little more slumber, a little 
more folding of the hands to sleep" (Prov. vi. 9-11). 
St. Paul gives a call to such, ''Awake, thou that 
sleepest, and arise from the dead, and Christ shall 
give thee light" (Eph. v. 14). It is a blessed thing 
when this call is obeyed; for, sooner or later, if 
the sinner ia not roused from his sleep, he must 
perish. Peter's sleep, however, was that of a 
careless Christian. If Satan can get a Christian 
to fall asleep, he has gained a great point. 
Satan tempts a Christian not to read his Bible 
so much, not to pray so much, and his heart 
gets cold; he is no longer anxious about his 
soul; he is asleep, then, as Peter in the Garden;

CHAPTER I.

WHAT SHALL BABY BE ?

jjpjSTY one might have thought that young 
I? Henry White was meditating mischief! 

who had seen him standing, late one 
sunlit summer afternoon, just within 
the deep shadows of a narrow lane 
that opened out upon as pretty a home 
picture as any to be found along that 

Hampshire coast, or anywhere else, indeed.
On a stone seat sat a graceful young woman, 

whose neat and simple dress bespoke her of the
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class of well-to-do English cottagers. Her pretty 
head was adorned with soft wavy brown hair; 
her rosy lips and blue eyes looked as though_ they 
and happy laughter were very well acquainted. 
But just now they were set with a most abstracted 
air of earnestness. The clever fingers had been 
most busy with a half-knitted stocking, but just 
now the knitting needles were at rest. You might 
have supposed that the knitter had posed them, 
herself, and her hands, for the benefit of some 
passing photographer, so still did she remain for 
some minutes.

In one of the old-fashioned country wooden 
cradles lay one of the bonniest wavy brown-haired 
babies, with a pretty mouth like its mother's. 
Whether it had also her blue eyes could not at 
the minute be said, as the 
white lids were closed over 
them in a sound calm 
sleep. But even her baby 
was not seen by the 
mother just then. Al 
though her thoughts hap- 
Eened to be especially 

ill of it, she had actu 
ally, for the instant, forgot 
ten the presence at her 
feet of the cradle and its 
occupant. Even the pet 
cat had discovered that 
fact, and taken advantage 
of it to transfer itself 
from the ground to the 
baby's snowy coverlet, 
where it lay pretending 
utter unconsciousness of 
all surroundings, the larks 
overhead included.

A pretty cottage stood 
a little to the knitter's 
right hand, behind its sub 
stantial wooden paling. 
Nearer at hand flourished 
some great sunflowers, 
growing where ancestor 
sunflowers for ever so 
many generations had 
grown for the past two 
hundred years. Beyond 
all, the distant summer- 
calm sea, and the distant 
vessels, gliding along al 
most imperceptibly, un 
real, shadowy-looking 
objects. 

" Painted ships, upon a
painted ocean." 

The real, living picture 
was very fair to look upon 
in all its details; and there 
stood Henry White, linger 
ing before he issued from 
the lane, taking it in with 
deep grateful interest. For 
he was no highwayman or 
child-stealer, only a young 
husband and father gazing 
at objects dearer to him 
than his life, and his heart 
was full of thankfulness to 
God for his blessings.

But young White's medi 
tations were interrupted at 
last by his wife's lips open 
ing somewhat suddenly, 
with the words in a musing 
tone:

"Yes, then, twelve tens 
are a hundred and twenty, and two tens more——" 

" That is to say, fourteen tens are a hundred 
and forty," came the interruption in a laughing 
voice, as Henry White sprang forward and bringing 
his two hands lightly down on his wife's shoulders, 
stood looking down at the upturned face with 
loving admiration.

With the startled flush upon it Mary White's 
face looked even prettier than before. But al 
though she had been startled she laughed too, as 
she dropped her knitting in her lap, and put up 
her own hands over her husband's.

" Harry, do you know what granny said to me 
yesterday when she caught me tossing that cow 
slip ball?"

" No. Perhaps that cowslips make good tea." 
" Nothing of the sort, sir; something much

more solemn. She told me that, now I was a 
married woman and a mother, it was high time 
to remember that I was no longer a child. If 
you don't take care, I shall have to send a certain 
overgrown schoolboy to her for the next lecture."

Henry laughed, kissed the smiling lips, took 
his hands from their owner's shoulders, and sat 
down on the bench beside her.

" But now, little Polly, what did your wonder 
fully serious face mean a while since, and your 
calculations of the ' ten times' table ?"

At that question Mary White's face grew 
earnest again directly.

" Oh, yes," she said eagerly; " I had forgotten. 
I was thinking about baby's future, you know, 
Harry."

"A HOME PICTTJKE."—See Page 12.

Harry smiled. " That has not been a very un 
common subject for your thoughts the past few 
months, I believe. Have you decided now that 
his hair will remain your colour, or grow as dark 
as mine ? And will he prefer to work at the 
forge with your father, or to be apprenticed to 
me to the carpentering ? Yesterday, I believe, it 
was the forge, wasn't it, because of his fine strong 
arms ?"

The mother's eyes brightened with pride as she 
looked down at the soft, plump little arms, but 
she said hastily—

" Ah! but that was before I had thought to 
count how much money we had saved up in our 
money-box, Harry. I turned it all out, to-day, and 
it is, only think, more than ten pounds ! Well, 
if we go on saving ten pounds more each year

for the next fourteen years, by the time baby ia 
fifteen there will be a hundred and fifty pounds 
ready for him—nigher two hundred even, may be!"

Henry White's face had grown somewhat 
graver.

" Well, wifie, and what then ? What has this 
dream of possible gold got to do with that little 
chap's choice of a trade ? I don't quite see your 
meaning."

Mary picked up her kn'tting, and added a few 
stitches rather nervously Ljt'ore she answered—

" Why, you see, Harry, every one has a right 
to try to rise in the world—and—and—why 
shouldn't our boy as well as others ?" 

" Why shouldn't he, indeed ?" responded Harry, 
earnestly, but as grimly as 
before. " I hope that he 
will rise, Mary. There are 
few things better for a man 
to have, to my thinking1 , 
than a healthy, honest 
ambition."

" Well then," said Mary, 
raising her face again, and 
speaking with something 
of forced courage, " if you 
think like that, and I feel 
like that, why shouldn't 
we scrape and scrape to 
put by for our child, and 
try to give him a start as 
something of a gentleman. 
Why shouldn't we ?"

" Because I would sooner 
throw the money into the 
sea yonder, or even see our 
son lie dead there in his 
cradle," said Henry White, 
in low tones of strong emo 
tion, as he bent over the 
cradle as he spoke, and 
brushed a fly away from 
the little sleeper's face.

The mother bent for 
ward too, with an involun 
tary cry. " Oh, Harry, how 
can you say such dreadful 
things ! One might almost 
think that you did not care 
for your child?"

The young man put his 
arm around his wife's 
waist. " Mary, do you re 
member that our child has 
been baptized a child of 
God, a member of Christ, 
an inheritor of the King 
dom of Heaven. Do you 
understand that he has 
already the inheritance of 
a true gentleman, and that 
a mere idle spender of the 
money earned by other 
men's hands is farther 
from the true type of a 
gentleman than many a 
crossing-sweeper."

Two bright tears fell 
from Mary's blue eyes. 
" You—you—speak as if I 
bad been making up my 
mind to commit a crime," 
she muttered at last with 
rather pouting lips. " Of 
all the solemn faces I 
ever saw, yours would 
beat them, I'm sure." 

Henry White tightened his clasp a little. 
"Mary dear," he said tenderly, "I will confess 
you have more than half frightened me. I had 
no idea when I began saving up a bit of money 
week by week, against a rainy day, or old age, 
that I was teaching you to love money, so to say, 
for money's sake, and because you think that the 
poor metal is worth more than the work that wins 
it. When I stood watching your serious face, as 
I waited at the end of the lane yonder, do you 
know I pleased myself with thinking that your 
mind was rich with prayers for our child's honest, 
upright, manly future. I little thought that you 
were casting up how you might help him to be a 
lazy ne'er-do-well!"

Mary drew herself away from her husband's 
arm rather angrily. "I don't know what you
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mean," she replied hastily. " You have no right 
to say such things. I'm not a regular levelling 
radical, to think a man must of course be a lazy 
ne'er-do-well just because he is a gentleman, 
whatever you may be."

" And whatever I may be," rejoined Henry, 
first smiling, and then laughing, " I never either 
said or thought such a thing about gentlemen. 
Look at our good Dr. Estcourt, he is a gentleman; 
do you suppose that I consider him a lazy 
ne'er-do-well ? Why there is never a one of my 
mates that work so hard ! Then there's the Vicar, 
up early, down late; here, there, and everywhere 
that there's aught to be done for anybody but 
himself. Then again there's young Squire 
Rede——"

"He's a gentleman, if ever there was one," 
ejaculated Mary White; " and his sweet young 
wife's a lady."

" Just so," agreed Henry. " Squire Rede would 
be reckoned a gentleman the world over, and he's 
decidedly anything but a lazy ne'er-do-well. Not 
his enemy, if he has one, could call him such. 
One day teaching a blind n an to read or make a 
bee-hive, another day setting a hive for poor 
Widow Hanson. One week backwards and for 
wards seeing to getting poor Susan Wilmott's 
idiot girl into the asylum, the next thinning out 
his orchards to stock our gardens. One month 
busy with his books, another studying agriculture 
out in the fields. No, indeed, Squire Rede is no 
lazy ne'er-do-well, nor are lots of others of the 
gentry, I can tell you, Mary. My trade takes me 
into gentlefolks' houses, and for one I find 
idling I find fifty working, year in and year out, 
and with no time for overtime work, neither, as it 
seems, seeing as their toil, of one kind or another, 
begins when they get up, and don't end till they 
go to bed. I never said that gentlemen were a 
class of idle good-for-noughts. But I do say as 
the sort of gentleman as you've been dreaming to 
make our boy, who should, grow up to cut a dash 
on his father's hard-earned wages would be one. 
You at the wash-tub doing up his fine white 
shirts, and I at the carpentering to get more 
money for him to jingle in his pockets and spend 
upon cigars ! Oh! Mary, wife, is that the sort of 
picture that you have been painting for yourself 
this afternoon, and thinking to find a pretty one ?" 

Mary White's face was flushed now to a deep 
crimson, and as she bent it low over her half- 
finished stocking her husband gentry kissed the 
soft brown hair, and then rose and lifted the 
cradle and its occupant to carry them home, as, a 
few hours before, he had carried them out, that 
child and wife might have the benefit of the breeze 
blowing inland from the sea.

Mary White's tongue was very still as she 
busied herself in making the fire and getting the 
tea ready. Her husband wisely left her to her 
own thoughts, while he played with the baby, who 
glutched at his father's whiskers in a vigorous 
way that showed the fat little puds of hands were 

enough, at any rate, whatever the arms 
be.

CHAPTER II.

THE tTSE AND ABUSE OF THRIFT.

HENUY WHITE lay ill. He had been in bed for a 
fortnight, and all the wages were spent that he 
had received the very day that his illness came 
upon him.

White quite well knew the state of the family 
purse, and as he lay in bed that long, weary, pain- 
filled day, he worried over it silently so much that 
towards evening he had worried himself light 
headed. Mary had left him for some little time 
alone. She was busy in the kitchen with invalid 
cookery, and with keeping baby quiet, lest he 
should disturb his father. But at last baby was 
sound asleep in his cot, and the beef tea, free from 
fat and good, and the strip of dry toast, were ready 
in cup and plate. And Mary White prepared to 
carry them to her husband.

Opening the door between the two rooms, Mary 
nearly dropped her tray to the ground with all its 
contents. There stood Henry White, leaning 
against the bed, half-dressed, and making faint 
efforts to get his head, instead of his hand, through 
the armhole of his waistcoat, sighing heavily the 
while.

With a great effort the young wife steadied her 
nerves sufficiently to move on into the room, put

her tray out of her shaking hands, and go up to 
her husband.

" Harry, dear," she said gently, " what have 
you got up for, dear ? You are not nearly strong 
enough yet, you know."

The sick man dropped his waistcoat, made one 
feeble, useless effort to pick it up again, and then 
passed his weak hand over his forehead in a 
di-eamy way, while he murmured: " Oh ! well, one 
can work without a waistcoat, I suppose. It's 
warm enough."

" Work !" repeated Mary, uncertain whether 
she should laugh or cry. " What are you talking 
about work for, Harry? The doctor says you 
mustn't think of going to work again, even if you 
feel able, for at any rate another week to come."

" Can't help what the doctor says," came the 
tired reply. " Must earn some money, you know, 
when the purse is empty, unless a man wants wife 
and child to starve."

Mary patted her hands together impatiently. 
"Starve, Harry! whatever are you talking of? 
Why, you've lots of money for us to do with yet 
awhile. You can afford"—with a rather sorry 
attempt at a laugh—" you can afford to be a fine 
gentleman invalid, Harry dear, for the next three 
or four months, if you please, before it comes to 
any question of running short of money. You 
forget our savings."

" No I don't, George," answered young White, 
staring straight before him at the wall opposite.

Mary began to grow frightened. She had seen 
scarcely anything of illness in her life before, and 
her husband looked so strange. " I am not 
George, Harry dear. I am Mary—your little 
Polly, dear."

But Henry heeded neither the loving touch nor 
the loving woi'ds. He went on with his own 
speech.

" I forget nothing about those savings, George. 
But you don't know, as I do, that poor little Polly 
has set her heart upon saving them for her boy. 
If 1 went using of them up now she'd nigh upon 
take to thinking, perhaps, poor little mother, that 
I'd just gone and fell ill o' purpose to baulk her. 
And the dear Lord knows I don't begrudge the 
little one my earnings, although I would liefer he 
grew up to love independence and honest labour, 
than to set great store by money."

" And so would I, Harry dear ; indeed, indeed, 
and so would I," sobbed poor Mary, now crying
bitterly, as she put up her arms about her hus 
band's neck, and laid her head against him. " ^ '0!
to think that you could suppose that I loved the 
money better for myself, or baby, than I love you ! 
Oh, Harry, Harry, I only thank God we've got it 
now, just because it's good for you."

" Do you, my darling ? I do thank God, then, 
too," said a voice, weak indeed, but once more 
natural.

The fit of delirium had passed for the time, 
perhaps banished by his wife's clinging arms and 
sobs. But it was a good thing for little Polly 
that her husband's favourite mate, the very 
George he had been addressing, happened to call 
in at the cottage at that moment to ask after 
the invalid.

The combined efforts of dressing, and of speak 
ing so much had been too much for Henry 
White's feeble strength, and George came upon 
the scene just in time to dart forward into the 
inner room, and catch the tall, fainting form, 
which Mary was quite helpless to support. George 
soon had his friend safely back in his bed, and 
then he fetched the doctor, who gave his patient 
a sleeping-draught5 and Mary White strict in 
junctions to keep her husband's mind quite 
tranquil. Two heavy tears fell from poor Mary's 
eyes as she listened to those instructions; but her 
husband got hold of one of her hands between 
his own two feeble ones, and with a quiet, signifi 
cant smile, said:

" All right, doctor. She's the best nurse as 
ever lived. Within the past half hour my wife's 
done me more good, please, sir—begging your 
pardon for saying it—than all your physic could 
have done without her."

Good kind Dr. Estcourt looked from the tear 
ful young wife to the weak, smiling husband, and 
then nodded his head sagaciously, " Ha!" he said

The reason why so many are unable to take Cocoa is, that the 
varieties commonly sold are mixed with starch, under the plea of 
rendering- them soluble; while really making them thick, heavy and, 
indigestible. This may be easily detected, for if Cocoa thickens in 
the cup it proves the addition of starch. Cadbury's Cocoa Essence 
is genuine ; it is therefore three times the strength of these Cocoas, 
and a refreshing beverage like Tea or Coffee. (ADVI.)

" All right. We shall get along swimmingly now, 
I expect, and have you up and about again in no 
time."

And the doctor's expectation proved a true one. 
" You see, Polly darling," said Henry, one day, 

when he was almost well again, " you see, ever 
since you said that, eight months ago, about 
saving up for the little one, though I spoke 
hardly to you at the time, the poison got into me, 
too, somehow, of wanting to grab at money for 
money's sake, and for a foolish object. And 
many's the time I went hungry, or worked when 
I hardly knew how to move my limbs any more, 
all to please you, as I told myself, but really just 
as much to please myself. And so I got punished, 
and richly I've deserved it."

Mary laid her head against his shoulder. ' It's 
I," she whispered, " not you, poor Harry, 'who 
deserved to suffer."

Henry looked down at her with a mischievous 
smile. " So you have, little wife. You have had 
to see the scraped-up hoardings broken in upon."

Mary gave the broad, unusually white hand 
nearest to her a small slap, which made master 
baby open his big blue eyes very wide, with the 
accompanying soft pitying murmur, " Oh, poor 
Dada."

Of course he had to be picked up to kiss 
"Poor Dada's" hand well again, while his mother 
said, musingly:—•

"Really, it seems after all as if having savings 
was a bad thing for people. At any rate for us."

Henry White laughed outright. " Oh! you 
silly little wifie. What should we have done now 
if we had not had any savings ? Would you 
have liked to turn beggar ? I know this, I should 
not have liked to live upon what you got by that 
trade. No, no ! as God blesses us with the power, 
so let us save for independence sake, only let us, 
meantime, set our hearts on better things."

GKACE.

OMAN'S work in modern times is, I 
fancy, much what it was in the 
days of St. Paul, when he summed 
it up in two short clauses. All are 
not called upon to fulfil the first 
duty, but there is not one who 
should neglect the second—that of 

" guiding the house." But it is precisely this 
matter which in these days of agitation on the 
Woman's Rights questions, of "culture," of " high 
art," of " sweetness and light," is most in danger 
of being forgotten.

Our grandmothers may well lament over our 
shortcomings; and thcmgh there is a medium 
between an ignorance of all literature, save the 
Bible and a cookery book, and that education 
which renders an acquaintance with many and 
doubtful subjects necessary to a young lady going 
out in modern society, I am not at all sure that 
the world was not in a far safer and healthier 
state under the former circumstances than xinder 
the latter.

As the case stands at present, however, the 
majority of women have received just education 
enoxigh to make fools of them, and no more.

Such as it is—it is "finished" at eighteen, and 
a young lady enters life with the following stock 
of acquirements. She can play the piano more 
or less brilliantly, but to save her life cannot tell 
you the theory of a scale. She can copy certain 
drawings, but a square box placed before her on 
the table would be entirely beyond her power to 
draw. She can chatter a peculiar kind of 
idiomatic French, but cannot write a sentence in 
her own language that will bear parsing.

She can perhaps work an antimacassar in 
crewels, which has been traced for her by some 
school of art needlework, but she could not make 
a child's frock, or cut a flounce on the bias, far 
less make a shirt, that unfailing criterion of a 
maiden's skill and patience. In one word, the 
"rationale"—the "reason why"—the first prin 
ciples of every one of these several acquirements 
has been left out of her education, and unless she 
is decidedly above the average of her kind she 
not merely makes no effort to remove this radical 
defect, but is quite unaware of .its existence.
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With this stock-in-trade she awaits the "coming 
man," who, as often as not, like Marian's tardy 
lover, " cometh not."

What is the result? After a few years of this 
sort of life, she begins to realize that she can no 
more live on accomplishments than dine off 
Harvey's sauce, or clothe herself in point lace 
and crewel work. Then arises in her horizon a 
little cloud no bigger than a man's hand, which 
presently grows and grows, until the heavens are 
black with wind and rain. Then creep in dulness 
and discontent — those devil's messengers— 
followed speedily by dyspepsia, melancholia and 
hvsteria, and all heaven help us, for want of 
something to do.

It is true there is another course to take, and 
gome women take it. They become strong-minded, 
or, in other words, most childishly and insufferably 
vain ; they are emancipated, alias unsexed; and 
" with all their getting, they do not get under 
standing.''

Have we not most of us come across at least 
one such creature in our lives—a creature that 
can perhaps spout Theocritus in the original, but 
whom we should be sorry to have about us in an 
illness; who can dissect a man, but could not 
wash and dress an infant. From women (?) such 
as these I turn to my hysterical sisters, and ask 
myself which of the two has the most forgotten 
what is her work in life ?

To what end was a woman created ? Let u 
go back to the time when as yet she was not, and 
see what was the Divine purpose in calling her 
into being. She was created to be a help-meet 
to man—not necessarily to be his wife, not neces 
sarily to be the mother of his children; but to 
help—to do all that work which he cannot do— 
and so to live, and so to lie that he may do Ms work 
better ivith her than he could have ever done with 
out her.

How many women are there who look upon 
their destiny in this light ? How many are 
there who realize that without this motive 
power they are simply discords in creation— 
idle beings in a world where the smallest insect 
has its appointed work to do, and does it ? 
How many of us remember that all women can 
be mothers, and that an absence of the true 
motherly spirit implies almost of necessity an 
absence of the true womanly spirit ?

Tet I believe firmly that there are many aimless, 
dreary lives which need but this divine impulse to 
make them fruitful. Half the battle is won when 
\ve realize that we have not of necessity failed in 
our life's purpose, because as the years go on, we 
perceive that we are not likely to be married.

What, then, is a woman's work in that kingdom 
of which she, and she only, is the lawful sovereign 
—the house? I reply, in the words of St. Paul, 
" to guide the house."

I do not desire that she should become a cook 
or a housemaid. I do desire that her knowledge 
of the first principles of cooking, and her acquaint 
ance with chemistry—a necessary branch of cook 
ing—should be so thorough as to enable her to 
train and educate her servants. I do desire that 
her knowledge of physiology should be such that 
she should know what food to give, and why to give 
it; that_in such matters as burns, scalds, wounds 
and bruises she may be able at once to apply the 
remedy ; that in cases of serious illness she "may 
be an efficient nurse, and help the doctor instead 
of hindering him. I desire that she should know 
the reason why of all that she does; that she 
should get to the root of the matter in every 
thing, and begin, as the Bible does, at the be 
ginning.

Let us, above all things, walk before we think of 
running. Let us so master first principles as to 
/guide the house" before we begin to decorate 
it in the high art style. If a man's dinner is ill- 
cooked, I doubt if he will be much consoled by 
eating it off medieval china; if the tea is tepid 
and watery, it will not taste much better in fine 
art mugs without handles—even though these are 
more artistic, if less convenient, than modern cups 
and saucers ; and last, not least, if a woman con 
tentedly suffers these discomforts, it will not 
materially mend matters, or soften them to her 
flusband, brother or father, if she sits in an 
artistically-furnished drawing-room, clad in a high 
art dress, and engaged in high art needlework, or 
cultivating her mind to the necessary standard of

sweetness and light."
These are ail very well in their way, but they 

do not form the staple of life. Woman's work,

then, consists in deep and reverent study of the 
laws of Nature, remembering that Nature is only 
conquered by being obeyed. Is there not enough 
to do here ? Is there not enough to fill any life, 
however aimless and dreary P For it is work 
Avhich cannot be useless. There are few, if any 
women, who have no man to "help," fewer still 
who have no young lives to be influenced by theirs, 
and none who cannot leave the world the better 
for having been in it.

But, let it not be forgotten; it is possible to 
do this work in an unhallowed spirit; it is possible 
to have all knowledge, and understand all mys- 
steries, yet lack that divine charity without which 
we are as dead. It is possible, like Martha, to 
be cumbered with much serving, and troubled and 
anxious about many things, and forget to sit at 
the Master's feet, and hear His words. For such 
minds the reminder is needful: " Is not the life 
more than meat, and the body than raiment ?"

Once more, then, it is woman's work to " guide 
the house," to prepare herself for this work by 
cultivating every talent that God has given her 
to the uttermost, to be able to instruct, comfort, 
counsel, soothe, sympathize—" to be the divine 
guide, inspirer, purifier of the man."

Is it a slight work, easy of fulfilment ? It is 
so difficult that it will take a life-time to do it; 
but He who gave it to us to do will give us the 
power needful. Let us seek first the kingdom of 
Heaven and His righteousness, and then all these 
things shall be added to us. ELSE.

ALICE KING,
Author of "Fettered yet Free," "Queen of 

Herself," &c. &c.

CHAPTEE III.
GOD'S WORKMEN.

HE girl paused with a little cry of sur 
prise when she saw that John was 
gone, and half rose from her seat, but 
the old woman said quietly, " Let him 
let him go, my dear, let him go. I 
reckon he has an account to make up 
with God, and a man can do that best 

by himself. I saw his face as he went out, and I 
have good hope that the Lord in His mercy, 
through His Holy word, is showing him the better 
way at last."

" God grant it be so," said Lucy, speaking as if 
her whole heart went out in the prayer.

"You love him, my child," whispered the 
mother, laying her hand softly on her daughter.

" Yes, I love him," cried the girl, bursting into 
tears, and hiding her face on her mother's breast. 
" But, oh, mother! I cannot be his wife until his 
soul has wakened up to God."

Meanwhile John Hardwick hurried on through 
the gathering twilight. " Who went about doing 
good." It seemed to him those words were being 
repeated over and over in his ear, not by Lucy's 
low sweet tones, but by a stern loud voice. Al 
most involuntarily his feet carried him to the 
wood where he had first met her, but the wood 
was full of those words. The trees murmured 
them, and the brook whispered them, and the 
wind was breathing them in its every sigh.

The full moon rose high in the heavens and 
made him think of the great White Throne. How 
would it be with him when he should stand before 
it—he, the man whose life had been made up of 
narrow selfish cares, and carelessness towards 
God ? His indolent nature was stirred to its very 
depths. His roused soul thrilled with pain, as 
does the frost-bitten limb when life comes back 
to it.

All at once a clear ringing sound stole towards 
him; it was the chime of the village bells. 
" Come unto me," they said, " all ye that travail 
and are heavy laden ;" " come unto me, come unto 
me," the four bells repeated over and over again. 
There came a new hope and brightness into his 
heart. He clasped his hands together under the 
very tree where she had stood and spoke his first 
prayer. He had, it is true, joined in prayers 
before at church, and, when he did not forget or 
was not too lazy, he had said a certain form of 
words morning and evening, but these were only 
hollow shadows not real prayers.

" Oh, God, forgive my past and make my 
future all Thine own," such was his cry.

Next day Hardwick sat by Lucy while she 
sewed. It was to John always a pretty sight to 
see her sew; her fingers seemed to be playing 
with her needle, and yet each stitch was so firmly 
and neatly set.

" What is your idea of what men ought to be ?" 
he asked, breaking a rather long stillness which 
had reigned between them.

John was a silent lover.
She stopped her work for some moments and 

sat looking down, apparently thinking over the 
question, then she answered, " They should be 
God's workmen."

" But where are they to find work to do for 
Him ?"

"Just by the wayside as they go through life."
"And how if their surroundings keep them 

from looking for it ?"
" Then they must get the better of their sur 

roundings. 1 wouldn't give this needle for a man 
who hadn't got the better of something,"

CHAPTEE IV.
AT HEK SIDE.

SUMMER had come. There were long, hot, still 
days, in which everything seemed to be fallen 
asleep, lulled by the hum of the bee and the chirp 
of the grasshopper, which were the only minstrels 
now, for the birds were silent. There were threads 
of water where in the winter there used to be 
broad rushing streams. There were waves of 
varied scents rolling up from hedgerow and 
garden, and making the calm air a sea of mingled 
fragrance. There was a dress of many-tinted 
green spread over the woods. There was pale 
gold glimmering in the valley where the ripening 
corn was waving. There were lingering twilights, 
in which night seemed loth to descend and veil so 
much beauty.

John Hardwick had not spoken the important 
word to Lucy Burnell before he left the neigh 
bourhood of Kxeter, when he was there looking at 
the machinery. He wanted to be a little more 
worthy of her before he asked her to be his wife. 
So he went home and began to try to live up to 
the new faith and hope which were in him.

It was of course at first a hard and painful 
struggle. His surroundings at Beechcombe were 
very much against him. His inborn laziness 
always tried to undermine every good resolution 
he made, and often succeeded. Self-indulgeiice, 
and carelessness constantly whispered about going 
back to the old, easy, comfortable ways. But he 
remembered Lucy's brave words about every man 
of worth having to get the better of something, 
and persevered, and gradually grew different from 
his former self. God, through a pure human love, 
was thus calling his servant.

The poor of the village saw John Hardwick 
for the first time do deeds of charity. The 
labourers on the farm felt that there was an in 
describable change in their young master's man 
ner. His brother farmers fouud that he would 
now help them in parish work for the general 
good. All these advances towards his fellow-men 
were, at first, made by John Hardwick shyly and 
awkwardly enough; still they were made, and it 
was a good beginning. His parents were the only 
people near him who knew nothing of this altera 
tion in their son. Certain powerful remains of 
his old sluggish cowardice made him hide it from 
them. Had Mr. and Mrs. Hardwick mixed more 
with their neighbours they would soon have heard 
of it from them, for the change in John was 
talked of—as every unusual thing, be it ever so 
small, is t; Iked of in a little quiet country parish. 

The young farmers said that John Hardwick 
was going to turn out not a bad fellow after all. 
The labourers belonging to Beechcombe whispered 
to each other that when the old master was put 
on the shelf, things would most likely be a deal 
better. The old women, sneaking according to a 
common West-country superstition, said, shaking 
their heads, that this change in John Hardwick 
must be against his end.

But his father and mother heard nothing of all 
this, for, as has been before said, they were not 
intimate with any one. They were, it is true, 
surprised to see how much oftener John went to 
church than formerly, but they set this down to 
chance. Winnie, however, appeared by some 
tender instinct, or some angel's whisper, to have 
found out that her father had drawn nearer to
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Him who took the little children in His arms 
She nestled more lovingly than ever at his side, 
and was never weary of doing him all her pretty 
little daughterly services.

John Hardwick knew that he ought to make 
known to his father his intended marriage, but 
here also he was again wanting in courage. He 
put off the disagreeable task from day to day, 
until at length, between hay-time and harvest, he 
started on another errand which he managed to 
make to Exeter, without having opened his mind 
to old Hardwick.

John took up again his former quarters in 
Woodford, and stayed there several days, often 
visiting at the Burnell's cottage without saying 
what he had come to say. Now that the great 
decisive moment was really close at hand the 
right words were dreadfully difficult to get hold 
of. John's thoughts and feelings were always 
slow in reaching his tongue, and in this case, 
when thoughts and feelings were in such a crowd, 
there seemed almost a risk of their never making 
their way out at all.

One day John came down the old familiar 
woodland path. A light summer mist hung in 
the distance, making the far-off farm houses look 
small, and softening the outlines of the hills—but 
the wood itself was in sunshine. John was of 
course thinking of Lucy, and at a turn in the path 
whom should he see before him but Lucy herself. 
She had come to fetch water from the brook, for 
the long drought had dried up the cottage pump. 
Her feet were among tall willow-herbs and 
blushing ragged-robins, and the clear water just 
touched the hem of her dress. She bent towards 
the flashing stream, and raised herself and her 
burthen up again with a movement which was 
full of free, active grace. Then she stood clasping 
the large pitcher with both her little hands, and 
watched with a look of childlike amusement (she 
had still a touch of the child about her), the fairy 
play made by the crystal beads which dropped 
from its overflowing rim and dimpled the bright 
water where they fell with many a tiny eddy. 
All this was reflected in the glassy stream, so that 
it almost seemed to the love-bewildered John as 
if there were two Lucys at once. He went and 
stood beside her for a minute or two in his usual 
silent way. Then he said:

" Yoxi would not let me carry your faggot for 
you when first we met here; may I carry your 
pitcher now p"

" We will carry it together," she answered softly. 
So up the steep, shadowy woodland path they 
went side by side, their hands meeting on the 
pitcher handle. There were deeper roses on her 
cheek, and she was looking down now instead of 
John. When they had nearly reached the top he 
said :

" Lucy, may I always help you in this way ? 
May I help you so all my life j?"

" Yes, John," she whispered, and held out to 
him the other hand, which was not engaged with 
the pitcher. Then they crossed the field, and were 
in the cottage, where the mother, at a glance under 
stood all about it, and spoke a word of blessing. 
That was the way in which John Hardwick's wooing 
was done at last.

That evening, when he sat in the cottage, John's 
tongue began at length to find its power of move 
ment.

"Lucy, dearest, I owe more to you than you 
think," he said. Then he told her how that text that 
she read had brought home to him the conviction of 
his indolent, careless life, which conviction had been 
glimmering in his mind ever since he knew her; 
how he had wandered despairingly in the wood, 
how he had taken hope and prayed, and how he 
had persevered in better things.

" I feared all was not right with you," she said 
gravely, as soon as he had done. " My heart was 
sore enough about it, dear, but still I had hope 
for you from the beginning—hope which grew, I 
think, out of those good things in you which made 
me love you. But mind, John, though I love you, 
if you hadn't roused yourself up to be a Christian 
man I'd never have been your wife."

She had sometimes a quick, decisive way of 
speaking, which would have made many people 
angry, but John loved even the little faults in her 
face and manner.

" There's one thing I don't quite like in this 
business," said Mrs. Burnell, looking up from her 
knitting, and turning her earnest, kindly old face 
towards the young people. "I never exactly 
fancy a marriage where one has to go np a bit

and the other down. Your family be too far lore 
for ours, John Hardwick."

" My father was little more than a labourer in 
the beginning," he answered, " and I was brought 
up only in the village school, and in book learning 
Lucy's far before me ; she's so much quicker."

" Yes, she be quick," said the old woman, smiling 
and nodding at her daughter. " She do take in 
that after her Aunt Judith."

"And who is this Aunt Judith?" asked John. 
" I sim you name her pretty often."

" She's the only woman in our family that hasn't 
married, and so she's got time to think for us 
all."

"You must take me some day, Lucy, to see 
Aunt Judith," he said. " Who is she like ?"

" She's something like mother," answered the 
girl; " she's her sister. Only mother's more quiet 
like, and brings out less what's in her. There's 
the same difference between them that there is 
between a clock that strikes and a clock that onlj 
points the time.

" How cleverly she puts things," cried the lovei 
admiringly. "It's quite a fortune for a man to 
have a wife with such a head."

" It isn't that sort of fortune, I'm thinking, tha 
your father will expect his daughter-in-law to 
bring with her," said the old woman, smiling 
rather sadly; " at least, I fear it isn't from what ] 
have heard you say of him."

" Father will be agreeable, I hope, after a bit,' 
answered Hardwick. He spoke in an easy tone, but 
in reality he was. far from feeling easy in his mind 
when he thought of his father in connection with his 
marriage. The careless indolence of his character, 
however, which still at times got the upper hand, 
made him turn away his eyes as much as possible 
from this one dark cloud in the bright horizon of 
his future.

" You see," went on Mrs. Burnell, " when a man 
has made money like your father he's generally 
still fonder of it than a man that be born to it, 
and he never thinks that too much can come into 
his family. Lucy, and I have kept ourselves very 
comfortable and respectable with our needle and 
school teaching, but when my girl goes into her 
husband's house she'll take nothing with her 
besides a few decent clothes, and a pair of hands 
that's ready for everything, and a good name and 
a good heart, and just the little bit of sprank wit 
God has given her."

"You ought to write to your father at once, 
explaining everything, or else to go home and tell 
him," said Lucy, in her most decided manner. 
" There's never any good in putting off doing an 
unpleasant thing. It's always the best way to go 
straight up to a difficulty, and when you have 
looked it boldly in the face it won't ever seem half 
as ugly as when you peeped at it from a distance 
off."

" Well, I will write," said John, and then, to 
avoid talking any more about a disagreeable 
subject, he asked: " What sort of a fellow is your 
brother, Lucy; you have never told me anything 
about him."

A shadow fell upon the faces of the two women. 
" Poor Harry," said the mother. 
" Dear Harry, still dear Harry," said the sister. 
"He was the prettiest baby," murmured the 

old woman.
" He was always the first and quickest at 

school and at play," whispered the girl.
John looked wonderingly from the one to the

other. Then, in a few words, Lucy told the one
trouble of their simple lives, while the mother
shaded her eyes with her hand and cried quietly.

(To be continued.)

I WANT to love Thee, Father, as a child,
And serve Thee ever as a faithful son; 

Have patience with my wayward wanderings
wild,

Forgive me all the ill that I have done. 
I need to learn how little 'tis I know;

I need to feel how poor I am, and weak; 
That I more teacha-ble may daily grow,

More reverent listen when I hear Thee
speak. 

Help me to trust Thee, Father, as a child.
Alas ! that ever in my foolish pride 

I left Thee, spite of Thy monitions mild,
Forsrpttin<r T was safest at Thv side.

Teach me to know more fully what Thou art, 
And iinderstand Thy boundless love for

me ; 
Here I can only see Thy ways in part,

And so I often misinterpret Thee. 
But Thou wilt not misjudge me, for Thine eye, 

Canst see the hidden yearnings of mine
heart, 

Which find no fitting language but a cry,
And only Thou an answer could'st impart. 

Oh, answer me in all Thy matchless power, 
And make my weary, fruitless wanderings

cease ; 
Now, in this silent, solemn evening hour,

Fill Thou my spirit with Thy restful peace! 
Then I shall feel the sweetness and the joy

Of knowing that with Thee I'm reconciled ; 
And ever find it my most dear employ,

To love and serve Thee, Father, " as a 
child."

DAVID
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