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"Among prison-visitors, the name of Sarali Martin 
is much less known than that of Mrs. Fry, 
although she preceded her in the work. How 
she was led to undertake it furnishes, at the same 
time, an illustration of womanly true-heartedness 
and genuine womanly courage, 1 '

\ ABAH MARTIN was the daughter of 
poor parents, and was left an orphan 
at an early age. She was brought up by 
her grandmother at Caistor, near Yar 
mouth, and earned her living by going 
out to families as assistant dress 
maker at a shilling a day. In. 1819 a 

woman was tried, and sentenced to imprisonment 
in Yarmouth gaol, for cruelly beating and ill- 
using her child, and her crime became the talk of 
the town. The young dressmaker was much im 
pressed by the report of the trial, and the desire 
entered her mind of visiting the woman in gaol, 
and trying to reclaim her. She had often before, 
on passing the Avails of the borough gaol, felt im 
pelled to seek admission, with the object of visiting 
the inmates, reading the Scriptures to them, anc 
endeavouring to lead them back to the society 
whose laws they had violated.

" At length she could not resist her impulse to 
visit the imprisoned mother. She entered the 
gaol porch, lifted the knocker, and asked the 
gaoler for admission. For some reason or other 
she was refused, but she returned, repeated hei 
request, and this time she was admitted. The 
culprit mother shortly stood before her. When 
Sarah Martin told the motive of her visit, the 
criminal burst into tears, and thanked her. Those 
tears and thanks shaped the whole course of Sarah 
Martin's after-life ; and the poor seamstress, while 
maintaining herself by her needle, continued to 
spend her leisure hours in visiting the prisoners, 
and endeavouring to alleviate their condition. 
She constituted herself their chaplain and school 
mistress, for at that time they had neither; she 
read to them from the Scriptures, and taught 
them to read and write. She gave up an entire 
day in the week for this purpose, besides Sun 
days, as well as other intervals of spare time, 
' feeling,' she says, ' that the blessing of God 
was upon her.' She taught the women to knit, 
to sew, and to cut out; the sale of the articles 
enabling her to buy other materials, and to con 
tinue the industrial education thus begun. She 
also taught the men to make straw hats, men's 
and boys' caps, grey cotton shirts, and even patch 
work—anything to keep them out of idleness, and 
from preying on their own thoughts. Out of the 
earnings of the prisoners in this way she formed 
a fund which she applied to furnishing them with 
work on their discharge; thus enabling them 
again to begin the world honestly, and at the 
same time affording her, as she herself says, ' the 
advantage of observing their conduct.'

" By attending too exclusively to this prison 
work, however, Sarah Martin's dr&ssmaking busi 
ness fell off; and the question arose with her 
whether, in order to recover her business, she 
was to suspend her prison-work ? But her deci 
sion had already been made. ' I had counted 
the cost,' she said, ' and my mind was made up. 
If, while imparting truth to others, I became 
exposed to temporal _want, the privations, so 
momentary to an individual, would not admit of 
comparison with following the Lord in thus 
administering to others.' She now devoted six 
or seven hours every day to the prisoners, con 
verting what would otherwise have been a scene 
of dissolute idleness into a hive of orderly in 
dustry.

" Newly-admitted prisoners were sometimes re 
fractory, but her persistent gentleness eventually 
won their respect and co-operation. Men ok\ in 
years and crime, pert London pickpockets, de 
praved boys and dissolute sailors, profligate women, 
smugglers, poachers, and the promiscuous horde 
of criminals which usually fills the gaol of a 
seaport and county town, all submitted to the 
benign influence of this good woman; and under 
her eyes they might be seen, for the first time in 
their lives, striving to hold a pen, or to master 
the characters in a penny primer. She entered 
into their confidences—watched, wept, prayed, 
and felt for all by turns. She strengthened their

good resolutions, cheered the hopeless and de 
spairing, and endeavoured to put all, and hold all, 
in the right road of amendment.

'" For more than twenty years this good and true- 
hearted woman pursued her noble course, with 
little encouragement, and not much help ; almost 
her only means of subsistence consisting in an 
annual income of ten or twelve pounds left by her 
grandmother, eked out by her little earnings at 
dressmaking. During the last two years of her 
ministrations the borough magistrates of Yar 
mouth, knowing that her self-imposed labours 
saved them the expense of a schoolmaster and 
chaplain (which they had become bound by law 
to appoint), made a proposal to her of an annual 
salary of £12 a year; but they did it in so indeli 
cate a manner as greatly to wound her sensitive 
feelings. She shrank from becoming the salaried 
official of the Corporation, and bartering for 
money those services which had throughout been 
labours of love. But the Gaol Committee informed 
her ' that if they permitted her to visit the prison, 
she must submit to their terms or be excluded.' 
For two years, therefore, she received the salary 
of £12 a year—the acknowledgment of the Yar 
mouth Corporation for her services as gaol chap 
lain and schoolmistress ! She was now, however, 
becoming old and infirm, and the unhealthy atmo 
sphere of the gaol did much towards finally 
disabling her. While she lay on her deathbed 
she resumed the exercise of a talent she had occa 
sionally practised before in her hours of leisure— 
the composition of sacred poetry. As works of 
art, they may not excite admiration; yet never 
were verses written truer in spirit or fuller of 
Christian love. But her own life was a nobler 
poem than any she ever wrote—full of true 
courage, perseverance, charity and wisdom. It 
was indeed a commentary upon her own 
words:—

' The high desire that others may be blest
Savours of heaven.'" 

—Extract from " Character," by Samuel Smiles.

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

Herself," &c. &c.

CHAPTEB IX.

AUNI JUDITH.

HE turnpike, which was Aunt Judith's 
new home, stood on a hill with no 
other houses very near it. From it 
there was to be seen a picture made 
up of bright winding water and rich 
green meadow, and cows grazing, and 
white cottages crowned with fitful 

wreaths of blue smoke, all set in a framework of 
dark woodland.

Inside, the house was like nothing so much as 
a well-kept toy. The tiny dresser, with its rows 
of shining plates, looked as if it belonged to a 
doll. The floor was so neatly swept that it 
appeared rather meant for show than to be 
walked upon, the cups and saucers, with their 
old-fashioned pattern of quaintly-dressed men and 
women, which stood on the little side-table, had the 
air of only being there for ornament. The chairs 
were so brightly polished that people felt almost 
ashamed to sit down upon them unless they had 
on their Sunday clothes. The tea-kettle sang as 
if it were only doing it for fun, and had not the 
slightest intention of fulfilling any serious duty 

in the way_ of boiling. Aunt Judith herself, as 
she went hither and thither, wiping a speck of 
dust here, and rubbing zealously there, at an atom 
of rust on the fender, seemed to be doing it all 
merely for play.

Yet still there was not a house in the neigh 
bourhood in which there was as much real comfort

FIRST PKIZE FOB LATJNDBY WORK.—The Laundress who won 
lie first prize in the competition for the best got up linen, at the 
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as in this. The chairs appeared to have a knack 
of arranging themselves in a cosy circle round the 
fire, without waiting for hands to place them. No 
tea ever sent forth such a fragrant steam as the 
tea which was drunk out of those strangely- 
painted teacups. The water in the kettle hissed 
and bubbled as if it longed to warm every guest 
that entered. Never was there such nice bread 
and butter as that which Aiint Judith cut, and 
never such delicately-browned squares of toast as 
those she toasted at her clear fire. " Take a long 
rest before we talk," said Aunt Judith to Lucy, 
when she arrived after a heavy, hilly walk from 
the station. " When the body's tired every word 
that comes out of the mouth be laden, with a little 
bit of its weariness, and you can't get at the rights 
of a man or woman's mind."

Lucy obeyed, for she knew that the only thing 
to do with Aunt Judith was to obey, and waited 
patiently till the old woman sat down opposite 
her, with her spectacles on.

" The first thing I notice in you," said the 
Aunt, her face brightening in a way which was 
peculiar to Judith's face when she spoke, and 
which made almost as great a.change in her plain 
features as the kindling of a light within it does 
in a lamp, " the first thing I notice in you, my 
dear, is that you be altered since I last saw you. 
You've jumped in these few months from a child 
into a woman."

" Have I, Auntie ? Well, I don't know ; some 
times I feel as if I was the same, and sometimes 
as if I wasn't. Tell me how that can be ? "

" Why isn't the garden the same and yet not 
the same in spring-time and summer-time, and 
don't it come quite natural-like ? Lucy, how can 
you ask about such a simple thing ? ''

" Perhaps my head is half confused with 
thinking of the things that be, and the things 
that might be,'' she answered, with a little sigh.

" Oh, my child, don't go dwelling too much on 
the things that might be, it's a trade that soon 
unfits us for the things that be."

" No more I don't dwell upon them much," said 
the girl, simply ; " I try to be cheerful, and to do 
all my work at home, just as usual, but I can't 
help sometimes listening to my heart."

'' No, none of us can—that's certain—when 
we're young. I remember, yes, I remember," and 
the old maid turned away her head.

"Auntie, were you ever in love?" asked the 
girl, drawing closer to the old woman and stealing 
her hand into hers.

"Aye, my child, aye, but God took him." 
" And you had such a sad story as that, Aunt 

Judith," said Lucy, speaking slowly, and realizing 
with some difficulty, as young people generally do 
with respect to their elders, that her aunt/was 
once very like herself. /

" Yes, it was sad," said the old woman/softly. 
"But God has given me strength to put/all that 
by in a corner of my heart, until I meac my own 
true love in Heaven, and till then to so forward 
here, doing all the little good I can." /

" Isn't a single life more difncti.lt/for a woman 
than a married one ? "

" I don't quite know ; I haven't found it so. 
God can make music on a single string as well as 
upon a great many together. But we don't want 
to talk aboiit an old woman /like me. Tell me 
more of yourself, Lucy. And so you wanted to 
come here because it be near your young man's 
home."

" When I first heard where you were come to 
to live, Aunt Judith, it made me feel quite 
strange like."

" It is so sometimes, when there's one great 
thing happens in our lives, every thing else seems 
somehow to hang on to it."

" Have you seen Beechcombe, yet, Aunt 
Judith?"

"I've been past it once or twice. To me it 
seemed a common sort of old farmhouse enough ;' 
but to you, Lucy, no doubt it will be a most 
wonderful place," and Aunt Judith laughed a 
laugh in which there was all the music of a girl's 
mirth.

" I wish you could see John. I think and hope 
he's growing a good man.""

" He was one of your blind-window Christians 
—wasn't he, until by God's mercy his love for a 
good girl like you broke down the wall and let in 
the blessed light upon his soul. Well, some of 
God's best servants have been careless in the 
beginning. And he be a widower, too. I hear, 
with a child. There's no harm in that if the
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woman's heart be right. It be just an apprentice 
ship for her to learn how to love her own children 
when they come."

"Have you seen his father since you've been 
here ? "

" He's passed through the gate several times, 
and I've considered his face well; and hearken to 
me, Lucy, girl/' and now the old woman's manner 
grew very earnest. " I don't want to put you out of 
heart, but a brave woman like you had best know 
the worst at once. You'll need a deal of courage 
to wait till that old man's will is overcome. I 
may be mistaken, but I seldom be in reading 
faces. I've looked into a greater number than 
most people, as I've stood by the roadside these 
thirty years, while rich and poor have stopped to 
pay the toll. Faces of men and women be the 
books I study in, just as the learned folk study in 
their foreign language books. And at night 
when the door be shut—for few people pass along 
our country roads after twilight—I sit and think 
over all the faces I've seen in the day, and that 
makes their meaning all the clearer."

." I know pretty well what you say about John's 
.•father from what he told me of him," said the 
girl, quietly. " But, aunt, do you think there's no 
soft place in the old man ? "

" I daresay there be very deep in, but it's 
underneath a very hard rind. If ever his pride 
falls, I should say it will be all in a moment, 
broken down by some shock or sudden burst of 
feeling."

" Some shock or sudden burst of feeling," 
repeated Lucy, " that must come most likely with 
some great sorrow," and her voice trembled a 
little.

" Sorrow be often the messenger that leads a 
man first to God," said Aunt Judith.

CHAPTER X.

WISE COUNSEL.

THEY were silent for awhile after that. Aunt 
Judith rose and began one of those rounds which 
she was constantly making through her house, 
setting right a chair which had got a quarter of 
an inch out of place in its appointed corner, scour 
ing an already faultless saucepan, and wiping with 
her apron the little looking-glass on the wall which 
was surely quite bright and pert enough, since it 
showed Aunt Judith every silver line which 
peeped out among the dark brown hair from 
beneath her cap.

All this time Lucy sat quite still. She had 
arrived too late to have begun yet to help her 
aunt in her household work, and she was doing a 
very unusual thing for her—she was employed in 
nothing but thinking. Soon, however, she found 
it a most unprofitable occupation to float about 
upon a sea of uncertain hopes and fears, and so 
she roused herself, tripped about the room, clipped 
and carefully trimmed some of the plants on the 
window shelf, finally went and took her place 
opposite her aunt, who was now sitting at the 
table with her needlework in her hand.

Aunt Judith had before her a grand sewing ap 
paratus, in the way of a vast work-box crammed 
full with tape and cotton, and bristling with 
needles, pins, and bodkins, but it was well known 
among all her friends that she never did twenty 
stitches at a time. Some pet tea-kettle or stray 
cup or plate was certain to call her away.

" What sort of people be they about here ?" 
asked Lucy. " Have you got to know much of 
them yet; be they good company ?"

"Well, as you know, my dear, I be never one 
to run about from house to house picking up 
news. Still, I don't hold with anybody shutting 
theirselves up from all company. It bean't 
natural any more than it would be to shut out the 
air and sunshine; so I have got friendly with 
many of my neighbours, and they be just like 
other people all over-the world, able to go to 
Heaven if they will, and some of them on their 
road to it; but many going right straight the 
other way."

" Have they told you anything about old Mrs. 
Hard wick—John's mother? He used to say she 
had very poor health."

" I dare say she be weak and frail, but from 
what I do hear of her, I should say that whether 
she be well or ill she be one of those poor grumb 
ling souls that if they had lived in the Garden of

Eden would have complained and fussed because 
the leaves were blown a little-crooked."

" Perhaps her health do try her more than 
we think," said Lucy. " We can never tell what 
other's burthens be unless we could, once feel 
them."

" That be a good Christian saying, my child, 
and one that do correct your old aunt's tongue. 
You be your mother's daughter, Lucy, she was 
always milder to judge than I was."

'•' John said that I should have a little to bear 
if I married and went to Beechcombe while his 
mother was alive."

"ISTo doubt she "would make your home a less 
cheerful place for you. A mother-in-law be never 
a comfortable piece of furniture for a young 
woman to find in her husband's house when she 
goes into it; but love will make it all light and 
easy for you."

" I wonder whether she has much influence with 
Mr. Hardwiek, and whether she do make him 
still more violent against our marriage."

" We can't tell that, rny dear, unless we could 
see them together. There be some women as do 
lead their husbands after they be married as they 
did in the time of keeping company, and some 
that be driven by them from the moment the 
ring be on their finger; but I should fancy she 
must be pretty strong in mind if she do manage 
old James Hardwiek."

" If I could but get to know his parents, and 
could make my way into their love; but that's 
impossible, they be so set against me."

" I never say anything be impossible in this 
world, my child, considering all the strange twists 
and turnings that there be in this uncertain 
mortal life of ours. We do often come round a 
corner upon something we little expects."

" But this road down which John and I be 
walking don't seem to have any turning in it," 
said the girl, with a smile and a sigh. "It do 
look all the same before us for many a long day." 

" And suppose it is all the same for a good 
while, haven't you plenty to cheer you and make 
waiting easy ? You have John's truth to you, 
and your trust in God, and the dear joy of doing 
good to others. And hearken, my child, to do good 
to others do carry a double blessing with it; one 
for them and one for ourselves."

" Oh! Auntie, I do try to feel about it all in the 
way you say, but still things at times do look 
dark and dreary,

" What! dreary—with a great pure love in your 
heart? My child, I have been alongful time now 
in the world, and I can tell you that such a love 
be the one precious lasting thing in this life, where 
all do turn to dust. It do come next to the love 
for Him above, and do hang on to it. When a 
woman has it with her she be never withoiit 
plenty of light and music."

It was a strange and yet touching contrast—the 
clear voice vibrating with feeling as strong and 
warm and fresh as if she were in her teeiis^ and 
the old wrinkled, time-worn face. They were a 
pretty picture at that moment, the old woman\and 
the girl; the one, speaking, the other listening, 
with ears and eyes taking in each word and look, 
and repeating them to her own young heart.

" And may I hope, Auntie, as well as be cheer 
ful and patient ?'" she asked.

"Yes, my child, for there be never a lock so 
hard but God Almighty do find in time a key for 
it for them that/ serve Him. But dear me, I just 
remember that; this be the evening for looking 
over the best things in the cupboard ; Lucy, do'ee 
come and help me."

And very soon Lucy, at her Aunt's side, was 
deep in the 'awful mystery of opening the glass 
cupboard behind the door, the most sacred object 
in Aunt Judith's house; handling softly a quaint 
teapot with a bird of paradise on it, cautiously 
wiping out a time-honoured jug which had 
belonged to Aunt Judith's Grandmother, and 
stroking with her duster a huge, curly, china dog. 
Aunt Judith, the . old maid, kept all the family 
relics together.

(To le continued.)
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ADDRESSED TO WOMEN EMPLOYED IN FACTORIES,
MILLS, AND WAREHOUSES. 

MY DEAR FRIENDS, —
A few years a,go a pretty little maiden was 

playing on a village green. Laughingly she asked 
her young companions "What's o'clock?" as 
she tried to count the answer from the winged 
seed of the dandelion she had gathered. Five years 
passed and the little child has become a bloom 
ing girl, tripping over the same village green on 
her way to school. '," What's o'clock ?" her play 
mates ask her, for though she has no watch she 
always knows the time. Her love of flowers has 
led her to observe them closely, and the different 
hours when each unfolds and shuts its shining- 
petals. Happy little girl ! how bright these days 
of innocent enjoyment, making floral clocks after 
school hours for her cottage home !

Five more years have quickly passed ; but the 
cottage has lost its light, the flowers are faded, 
and the dandelions blow unheeded over the village 
green. In the noisy factory of the neighbouring 
town, amidst the deafening, ceaseless roar of the 
machinery, sits hard at work^ a tall, pale girl. 
Wearily she asks herself, "What's o'clock?" — for 
when the great factory clock boanis forth the hour 
of noon, she and the other " hands " will all rush 
out for one brief hour. Alas for our once fair 
young friend ! Beauty and innocence have both 
gone now, though she is still but, a child — only 
fifteen ! In an evil hour she ' listened to 
the voice of the tempter, threw off parental 
restraint, determined to do as she., pleased, 
"her own mistress," as she said. So", she ran 
away from home, was deserted by the mq,n that 
betrayed her ; and now — what has she gained ? 
Rough words, blows for her parents' loving- em 
braces, cheap, dirty finery for God's beautiful 
flowers, a dark, cold, bare ^lodging for her child 
hood's peaceful home, hard labour for light toil 
and innocent pleasure ; and worse, far worse than 
all, an accusing conscience, and the frowns instead 
of the smile, of the Heavenly Father ! Dear 
friend, this is the true picture of a young girl now 
working in the factory at B —— . Is it yours ? 
Have you been like this prodigal child in her 
madness, leaving her parents' home ? And are you 
now tasting her sadness, feeding on husks in the 
far country ? Then do, I earnestly beseech you, 
also, imitate her in her gladness, when she deter 
mined to go back to her Heavenly Father with 
the humble cry, "Father, I have sinned," &c. 
And, oh ! do it now, do it at once, just where you 
are, before the great clock strikes again. And 
whenever you hear the question, "What's o'clock?" 
think of Jane, and let it be a warning voice if you. 
have not fallen as she has done. For you also 
need to " watch and pray lest you enter into 
temptation." Jane learnt to spell that word 
watch when she was at school. Shall I spell it 
for you ? W'A-T-C-H— watch.

1. Watch your Viords. — In some factories 
silence is observed, but it needs a firmer hand 
than that of your employers to stem the current 
of foul language heard so often after hours. 
Watch, then, your own words, and do not choose 
your friends from those who pollute the very air 
they breathe by foul abusive language. Re 
member that for every idle word men speak, they 
shall give an account thereof in the day of judg 
ment ; and how much more for impure and wicked 
words ? Watch also against flattering words 
spoken by the men employed on the works. A 
flattering word spoken by a deceitful tongue is 
but too often the fatal beginning of the down 
ward path to ruin.

2. Watch your Actions. — Work while you work 
faithfully and diligently, "with good will doing 
service." There is nothing degrading in any 
honest labour — it is the appointed lot of all. 
Then during j'our hours of rest watch your actions 
still. Go not into the way of evil men. Avoid 
all temptations to drink, to low places of amuse 
ment, as penny theatres, music-halls, &c. You 
will soon lose all your hard-earned money, and 
what ought to be dearer still, your virtue and good 
name, if you are a frequenter of these. Let your 
conduct, as well as your dress, be always modest 
and quiet so as not to attract the attention of 
those who lie in wait to destroy. ' Some employers 
have caused the following notice to be posted in 
their factory : " Girls employed here are cautioned 
not to enter into conversation, nor to have any-
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thing to do with strangers who may accost them 
in the street during meal hours, and when coming 
to or leaving work."

3. Watch your Temper.—"A soft answer 
turneth away wrath." There must be things to 
provoke and irritate when there are so many differ- 
entdispositions_working together, but try to deserve 
the Bible praise—" He that ruleth his spirit is 
better than he that taketh a city." Pray for 
grace to govern yourself, and to check the first- 
risings of temper and ill-will. In one factory 
some of the women meet a little before work-time, 
learn the text from the almanack and read the 
Scripture from which itis taken, and say the Lord's 
prayer, and then one prays for strength to resist 
temptation, evil speaking, and giving way to bad 
tempers. These little morning meetings help the 
girls more than you can imagine. Could not you 
start one in the factory where 
you are employed ?

4. Watch your Companions.—
Young people love society, and
this is the great charm to many
in factory work beyond that of
domestic service. But you are
not obliged to associate with a
bold, bad girl; you can choose
the good girl who "helpsmother,"
and goes quietly home when
work is done. Her mother,
perhaps, will befriend you too,
and it will be a great safe 
guard to have some quiet, re 
spectable home where you can
turn in sometimes of an evening,
and where you can spend your
Sundays. Avoid all who turn
that Holy day into one of idle
amusement,'and see that you are
found at the house of prayer,
and bring as many as you can of
your companions with you.
Through the kindness of some
of the proprietors of the large
London factories, permission
has been given to the City Mis 
sionaries to read and converse
with their workpeople during
the dinner-hour and at other con 
venient times. If your door be 
open to one of these messengers 
of peace, be sure that you wel 
come him as your friend. Put 
into his sick benefit club if he 
has one, and ask him to visit 
you whenever you are ill.

5. Watch your Heart.—We 
have come to the last letter of 
the word " Watch," and this 
is the most important of all. 
" Keep thy heart with all dili 
gence." It will be of little use 
to tell you to watch your words, 
your actions, your temper, and 
your companions, if your heart 
is not right in the sight of God. 
A poor factory girl whom the 
City Missionary visited in her 
illness, was interested in the 
reading of the Scriptures and 
prayer. He found the room 
filled with her late associates 
in labour. They were much 
affected by her conversation, and 
expressed much sympathy with 
her. After repeated visits by 
the missionary, she said to him 
" I felt it hard at first to give up the world, and 
Satan tempted me; but I believe in Jesus, and 
although I am a great sinner I feel that He loves 
me." She expressed a wish to have a hymn sung, 
in which she heartily joined, " There is a fountain 
filled with blood." At'ter seriously addressing her 
parents and the young women present as to their 
need of the great salvation, she said, " Go now— 
go to Jesus now—all of you—without delay—go as 
I have done." She died in peace, declaring her entire 
trust in the precious blood of Jesus. Listen, then, 
to these last words of one of yourselves, and give 
your heart also to the same Saviour, Who, what 
ever your past life may have been, loves you, and 
waits to be gracious.

Your sincere friend.
V. M.' S.

fife 0f

XIV. 
The Threefold Question.— St. John xxi. 15-17.

our Lord's resurrection, we find 
that the Apostles return to their fish 
ing ; St. John tells us of seven of them 
going out together. As it had been 
before, early in Our Lord's ministry, in 
the memorable account already con 
sidered in St. Luke v., so it was now 

-they caught nothing. Through the long hours

of the night they had let down their nets in vain. 
Then it was that the Master and Lord stood 
there in the dim light of early morning and 
bid them " cast the net on the right side of the 
ship, and ye shall find" (John xxi. 6). There 
must have been a special power and authority in 
the command, for though the disciples did not 
then know ivluo He was who spake to them, they 
instantly obeyed, and caught a "multitude of, 
fishes.'1 Then John's quick eye and heart of 
love discerned his Master, and he " saith unto 
Peter, it is the Lord," and Peter, with his old, 
eager impulse, springs into the sea to go to Him. 
It was the same Peter who had before cast him 
self into the sea to go to Jesus (St. Matt. xiv). 
Yet Peter was changed since then—how much 
he had passed through, how much surely he 
must have learnt since then ! He had learnt 
to know himself and his own weakness. In the

words of Jehoshaphat he could say " we have no 
might against this great company that cometh 
against us" (2 Chron. xx. 12). And having learnt 
this lesson, would not Peter feel that he needed 
his Lord more than ever? He had no fear in 
going to Him. He did not hesitate and say in 
his heart " perhaps I shall not be welcome after 
all that I have done." He believed in Christ's 
pardon; he felt sure he would be lovingly 
received. That man is blessed who knowing him 
self a sinner, yet believes in Christ's pardon, 
and instead of keeping back, runs to Christ's feet. 
The words of the prophet Hosea might well be 
spoken to Peter, " O Israel, return unto the Lord 
thy God, for thou hast fallen by thine iniquity" 
(Hos. xiv. 1), and Christ had been ready to say 
to Peter, " I will heal their backsliding. I will 
love them freely" (Hos. xiv. 4). Peter believed 

the healing and the love when 
he threw himself into the sea to 
go to his Lord. The net was 
unbroken, though the fish caught 
were so many and are said to 
be "great fishes." And the 
lesson would seem to be here 
that souls gathered in the gospel

— net are brought " safe to land" 
(as in Acts xxvii. 44). Our 
Lord then says " come and dine," 
and a fire is seen upon the 
shore and a repast made ready
—" a fish" and " a loaf," as the 
words are literally—as if pre 
pared for Our Lord only. Now, 
by a miracle there was food for 
all. It was a wonderful feast! 
Think of all that Christ had 
passed through since last they 
ate together at the Supper in 
"the upper room." He had 
passed through death and 
resurrection, but he was still 
the same, still caring for their 
wants and ready to sit and 
eat with thum. Death and 
the grave had not changed 
Christ. He was still—He is now
—" Jesus Christ, the same yes 
terday, and to-day, and for 
ever" (Heb. xiii. 8). When we 
take up our Bibles and read of 
all that He did and said while 
He was upon earth, let us re 
member that He is the same 
Christ noiv; He loves still; He 
cares still; He is still strong to 
help, and still He hates sin as 
much now as then. Everything 
else changes ; noth'ng lasts or 
stays. We, too, are changing 
day by da}r, and the world in 
which we live is passing away. 
But Christ changes never !

After they had dined, Christ 
had a special word for Peter. 
He had forgiven Peter his sad 
sin of denial; but for the sake 
of others it was necessary that 
he should publicly profess his 
faith and love. Christ led him 
to this tenderly. He took Peter 
just according to his charac 
ter. Peter was a warm-hearted 
man. He was not one of those 
people who do not seem to care 
or to feel things; and Christ, 
who knew his heart altogether, 

touched him in the right place when He said, 
" lovest thou ME ?" The answer came quick 
and true, " Yea, Lord, Thou knowest that I love 
Thee." It is interesting to know that two 
different words are used here in the Greek for 
love. Christ's word, " lovest thou ME ?" is not ; 
so warm or so strong a word as Peter's " I love j 
Thee." Christ's question might be read "esteem- ': 
est thou Me very highly ?" but Peter is not con- ' 
tent thus to express his affection for his Lord, • 
and says, " Thou knowest that I Zove.Thee," arid ; 
when the question is repeated a third time Peter 
is grieved. Ah! how must his three-fold denial 
come before him then! But he threw himself 
upon Christ's knowledge of his heart. " Lord, 
THOU knowest all things; THOU Jcnowest that I 
love TIIEE." There was reality here ; it was not 
the love of the lip only, but the love of the heart. 
Peter was glad that Christ knew his heart. A ;
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Him

true-hearted Christian does feel this. With the 
ungodly there is just the_ opposite feeling. An 
un°odlv man would hide his heart from God, if it 
were possible. See how David felt about this. 
" Lord, Thou hast searched me and known me," 
he says in Psalm cxxxix. 1; and then, as if he 
loved to have it so, he prays at the close ol the 
psalm, " Search me, 0 God, and know my heart; 
try me, and know my thoughts" (verse 23). Will 
it not be well to ask ourselves, What is my feeling 
here? Do I desire that God should read my 
heart, and can I take up Peter's words, and say, 
" Lord, Thou knowest all things; Tliou knoivest 
that I love Thee."

It was upon this love—this love towards Him- 
gelf_that Christ based Peter's work for TT: ~- 
"Feed my lambs." - 
"Feed my sheep." 
There must be love first; 
then service. Peter did 
feed the " sheep" and 
"lambs" of Christ by 
many blessed words 
spoken and written in 
after years. Such a 
great work as his would 
be impossible for us, but 
each one of us may and 
should earnestly desire 
to do some little service, 
or speak some little 
word for Christ's sake. 
Only let us begin here— 
" Lord, Thou knowest 
that I love Thee." M.E.

HEALTH OF THE 
YOUNG. — The carry 
ing of children on one 
side, on the arm, by 
nurses, is improper, as 
it frequently occasions 
defects in form and 
growth. In raising 
itself up, and in learn 
ing to walk, the child 
should be left to its 
own strength, or should 
at most only be as 
sisted as it may have 
need. Every prema 
ture attempt to walk 
may occasion curvature 
of the spine and of the 
bones of the feet. Carry 
ing heavy articles, such 
as" school satchels, 
smaller children, &c., 
on one side, instead of 
upon the back, should 
be avoided. All the 
limbs of a child should 
be uniformly exercised. 
Neglect of the left arm, 
or of' the. left hand, or of 
the left side in general, 
will render one sidehigh- 
shouldered. Improper 
positions, as standing 
on one foot with the 
other foot barely in con 
tact with the floor, by 
which the body is con 
strained into a slovenly, 
inclined position, occa 
sion curvature of the 
spine.

" It is all pleasure and sunshine for some, while 
others have to toil and slave from morning to 
night—oh dear!"

This weary exclamation was followed by a hope 
less glance at the disorder around her.

" I suppose I must set to and do up this room 
now; but as soon as it is done Alfie and Emmy 
will be in and litter it again; it is nothing but 
work from morning till night."

Anne Fenwick tossed her bonnet on to one 
chair and her shawl on to another, rolled up the 
sleeves of her dress, and was about to commence 
operations, when voices outside her window at 
tracted her attention.

The speakers were two neighbours who had met 
on their way home from the town. Mrs. Fenwick

" CAREFULLY TRIMMED SOME OP TUB PLANTS."—See page 35.

Cime far
CHAPTEE I.

BICHARD'S REQUEST.

i T was all very well for Mrs. Watson— 
of course she was pleasant and kind ; 
who wouldn't be under the same cir 
cumstances?"

The grieved, injured look increased 
on Mrs. Fenwick's face as she en 
tered her little home, one of a row of 

small cottages in Ashton Grove.

knew them both, and stepped outside her door to 
join them.

Half-an-hour passed, and then a shrill, plaintive 
cry fell on the gossips' ears.

" That's your baby," said one ; " and I do declare 
there's the children coming out of school."

Sure enough, from the red-brick building at the 
top of the Grove, a stream of little persons was 
issuing.

The three women separated, Mrs. Fenwick 
grumbling, as she re-entered her cottage, that now 
Ally was awake she shouldn't get anything done.

fi Come along then, and don't make that noise; 
here's Alfie come home from school and Emmy." 
The swing of the gate and the patter of little feet 
was heard, as she took the small, ailing-looking 
baby in her arms.

But Alice was not thus easily pacified. Appar 
ently she had woke up very_ cross, and it was a 
long time ere her little voice hushed its fretful 
wailing — not till she was seated at the dinner- 
table, with her plate and spoon before her.

Mrs. Fenwick looked tired and careworn as she 
sat down to her mid-day meal, and seemed in no 
mood to enter into conversation with her children, 
though Alfie and Emmy were full of a coming- 
school-treat.

But Mrs. Fenwick was occupied with her own 
thoughts, which, to judge from the gloom of her 
brow, were not of a cheerful nature.

She felt depressed and tired of everything— 
tired of herself, tired of her children, and, above all, 
tired of the confusion and untidiness around her. 

Yes, Mrs. Fenwick saw 
it all, and grumbled at 
it, without so much as 
raising a hand to remedy 
it.

She frankly acknow 
ledged that her place 
was all " sixes and 
sevens/' and not fit to be 
seen; "but then, you 
see, with three children, 
what is one to do ?" she 
would ask with that 
plaintive, injured air 
which came so nattiral 
to her.

"Set about getting 
it tidy without more 
delay," Mrs. Watson 
would have advised if 
she had spoken her 
thoughts aloud. But. 
though living next door 
to the Fenwicks, she 
was chary of offering 
her opinion for more 
reasons than one.

She knew enough of 
her neighbour to make 
sure that her counse1 
would not be kindly 
taken; and in some 
cases she thought it best 
to let persons buy their 
experience.

So Anne Fenwick 
lived from day to day in 
misery and discomfort, 
all of which might have 
been remedied with a 
little management; but 
management was not 
one of her strong points. 
She was always going to 
do, going to be tidy; but 
alas! the hours were 
idled away and her 
good resolutions came 
to naught.

"What sort of a 
husband has Mrs. Fen 
wick p" I hear my 
readers ask. Well, 
Eichard Fenwick was 
a good sort of man 
in his way, though a 
terribly disappointed 
one.

On the death of his 
mother he had married 
pretty Anne Clark, Miss 
Charleswood's (the 

— dressmaker) young as 
sistant, and he indulged a hope that the cottage 
in Ashton Grove would find in her a thrifty, 
orderly mistress. Never was man more mistaken. 
" Order, Heaven's first law," was a thing Anne 
troubled herself but little about, and so her 
husband soon discovered.

It was a disappointment to find out that it 
was useless to look to his wife for home comforts. 
The sunny light in Eichard Fenwick's face 
vanished, and he became more grave and quiet, 
as his remonstrances were parried or met with 
excuses. Anne never varied her motto that there 
was no time for anything.

Argument, persuasion was useless, so Eichard 
Fenwick gave them all up, and tried with his 
brave, kind nature to make the best of circum 
stances.
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One or two of his mates hinted that he would find 
the bar-parlour of the Eobin Hood more to his 
liking than his untidy, comfortless little home. 
But the man who made the suggestion never 
repeated it.

"A man must be but a pitiful fellow who 
rushes to the drink because everything in life 
doesn't please him; no, friend, take the rough 
with the smooth, that's my maxim, and make the 
best of everything."

But Eichard Fenwick little knew what a difficult 
task he had set himself.

It was Monday morning. Monday! the be 
ginning of a long week ; for though Anne Fenwick 
said there was no time for anything, she always 
felt the weeks were long, and time on the whole 
hung heavily on her hands.

A look of discontentment and uneasiness was on 
her face this Monday morning as she sat down to 
her breakfast. Her husband had finished his, and 
was .just starting for his work. He slung his 
basket of tools on his shoulder and reached the 
door. His step faltered, and he turned back to 
the little sitting-room.

" Anne, I wish you would find time to-day to 
mend that hole in my trousers-pocket—it won' 
take you long," he added deprecatingly, as he saw 
his wife's eyebrows lower.

Very fortunately Anne glanced up at that 
moment, and the look that met hers chased all 
her gloom and discontent away.

" All right, Dick," she answered with a smile ; 
"I'll get it done."

The church clock chimed the quarter to the 
hour, and Eichard Fenwick hastened to his work. 

His wife's eyes followed him and a softened 
expression passed over her face. Then Alice set 
up a fractious wail and her mother had to give all 
her. attention-to her..

Later on Alfie and Emmy were sent off to 
school, and baby Alice at length fell asleep for her 
morning nap.

ISTow was Mrs. Fenwick's golden opportunity of 
performing all her little domestic duties. Some 
such thought occurred to herself as she glanced 
around on her disorderly little home.

By way of making a beginning she removed a 
dish with some mutton in it from the sofa, 
and gathered her own and the children's best 
things together and carried them up the stairs, to 
remain in safety till the following Sunday.

She was just thinking whether she should tidy 
up the bedroom or the parlour first, when she 
remembered her husband's request, and before 
doing''anything else she resolved to mend the 
hole in the pocket of his Sunday trousers.

Wi^h'these hung over her arm she went down 
stairs and began to collect the materials for her 
work.

This was no easy task; the scissors were in 
one place and the needle and thimble in another; 
and the pofton ? Mrs. Fenwick now remembered 
that.she had been out of cotton for some time. 
But that was of little consequence—there was a 
draper's shop at the end of the Grove. Thither 
she-hastened, made her purchase, and turned to 
leave the shop just as the door opened to admit 
another customer.

A smile lighted her face as she recognized a 
Mrs. Cole, a particular favourite of hers.

" I have come to buy a dress to go to the excur 
sion in, next Monday. Stop with me while I 
choose it."

The request was too flattering to refuse, and 
Anne Fenwick turned to the counter again, 
murmuring as she did so,

" I mus'n't be long, in case baby wakes." 
" Oh, I sha'n't be any time," said Mrs. Cole; 

"only I should like you to see if the dress is 
pretty."

But the business of selection was not so easily 
accomplished ; what was siiitable in material was 
not in.colour, and as Mrs. Cole was very difficult 
to please, she finally left the shop without making 
any purchase at all.

" I don't like any of those things," she said to 
her friend ; " I shall go to Shoreditch and have a 
look there; I daresay I shall get a great deal 
better served."

They had now reached Mrs. Fen wick's gate, 
and the latter was turning in, when Mrs. Cole 
added—

" What do you say to coming with me ?" 
" Oh, I can't very well do that." 
But the words were spoken falteringly and 

with great indecision. i

" Oh, yes you can, and we can make a day of it; 
it will be a little change for you. Come, get 
along in and get yourself and baby ready."

So Mrs. Fenwick allowed herself to be per 
suaded ; she hastily dressed herself and baby, cut 
Alfie and Emmy some bread and meat and left it 
at the school for their dinner ; then, with all her 
plans for the day upset, started with her friend 
on this shopping expedition.

Some hours later Eichard Fenwick returned 
home. A smile lighted .his pleasant-looking, 
bronzed face as he lifted the latch of his garden 
gate and walked up the gravel path. The street 
door was closed ; but he had a way of opening it, 
and was soon within his little sitting-room. The 
light died out of his countenance and the smile 
gave place to a look of pain. He took a deep 
breath, and going to the foot of the stairs asked— 

" Are you up there, Anne ?" 
No sound broke the silence; not even the child 

ren were at home; but at that moment Alfie's 
voice was heard in the next garden.

Eichard Fenwick hastened to the door, and saw 
his little boy and Mrs. Watson by his side.

" As mother wasn't home, Mrs.-Watson had me 
and Emmy in to tea, instead of letting us play in 
the street," explained Alfie.

" Where is your mother ?" asked Eichard. 
Alfie did not know; but Mrs. Watson said she 

had seen her go out in the morning with Mrs. 
Cole. "' I suppose she has been detained longer 
than she thought for," added the neighbour 
kindly.

" It is very tiresome, for I wanted to go out 
this evening on very particular business," said 
Eichard Fenwick.

" And can't you go now P" asked Mrs. Watson, 
adding, as she guessed where lay the obstacle, 
" the children can stay with me till you or their 
mother return." 

Eichard's face brightened.
" Thank you. I'm much obliged," he cried 

heartily; " then I'll do as I had intended to do."
In a short time he was out of the house again, 

but not before he had changed his working suit 
for his best clothes, and otherwise improved his 
general appearance.

" I wonder where the old lady has gone," he 
rnused good-humouredly; " she will be a bit sur 
prised at what I've got to tell her when she does 
come back. Heigh ho ! I wish she would keep 
the home a little more tidy, and take more interest 
in me and the children."

His broad chest rose and fell, and his face 
looked serious, even to sadness ; but a moment 
after his thoughts strayed to another subject.

And now we must tell our readers with what 
Eichard Fenwick's mind was occupied as he 
wended his steps to the D—— station.

That afternoon he had had the chance of sudden 
promotion put most unexpectedly into his way.

A steady, clever workman was wanted to take 
the direction of a number of men to be employed 
on Lord E——:'s estate, in the pretty and pictu 
resque neighbourhood of E——, and Eichard Fen 
wick was the man chosen for this post.

This arrangement would enable him to gratify 
a long-standing desire of his wife's, that they 
should make their home in the country. For 
a year or fifteen months they would be able to do 
so, for the work would extend over that time.

The whole business was to be concluded that 
evening; hence the reason of Richard's journey. 
He had an appointment at 7.30 with the steward 
on Lord E——'s estate.

"Mind you be punctual, and don't keep him 
waiting, for there is another man after the place," 
had been the parting injunction of Eichard's em 
ployer as he left work that afternoon.

But though it was a long walk from Ashton 
Grove to the station at D——, Eichard was in 
plenty of time to catch his train.

He asked for his ticket, at the same time feeling 
in his pocket for the money; but, search as he 
might, no money was forthcoming. Eichard's 
brows lowered darkly over his eyes as he muttered, 
" I've lost it, then, and must run home for more.'' 

He did run home, and reached Ashton Grove 
just as his wife, with Ally asleep in her arms, was 
:ntering the gate.

Eicha,rd was out of breath and scarcely able to 
speak, but he briefly told her the circumstances 
of his return and the nature of his engagement 
''hat evening.

Anne Fenwick's face alternately flushed and 
paled as her husband spoke; when he had

finished, the words burst impatiently from her 
lips—

" How tiresome of you to lose your money, Dick ; 
you may miss your chance of this situation alto 
gether through doing so." " <

•'I may," he answered briefly; "but I hope 
not."

Holding his money in his hand by way of 
security, he hurried again to the station, took his 
ticket, and in due time arrived at his journey's 
end; but instead of keeping his appointment 
punctually at 7.30, the clocks were striking eight 
when he was ushered into the presence of Mr. Sell, 
the steward.

CHAPTER II. '^...,
NO WORD OP REPROACH.

EICHARD FENWICK'S steps were heavy and slow as 
he approached his home that night. His face, 
moreover, was gloomy, and his brows were knit, 
and there was a set, hard loek about his mouth.

The children were in bed, and his wife only: was 
up awaiting his arrival. The latter was in excel 
lent spirits. There was quite a pleasant look on 
her face, and as she still had on her best clothes 
she looked tolerably neat and tidy. ' -'•

The room was still in disorder, for she had been 
too much occupied in getting baby and the other 
little ones to bed to think of putting it to rights ; 
besides which her mind was so engrossed with 
the possibility of living, even for a short time, in 
the country, that she was unable to think of or 
settle to anything else.

" It would be delightful to go into the country 
—a most beautiful change," she told herself, her 
lips curving into a pleasant smile as she pictured 
all the delights of rural life.,.......,,. ... ,•„»,. ..

With a bright face and eager, questioning eyes 
she advanced to meet her husband.

" It is all right, Dick ? you have the situation ?" 
she asked, as she drew him. into the room.

"Not a bit of it," he answered; " I was just 
too late."

"Dick!" There was pain and remonstrance 
combined in the utterance of that one word, Then 
Anne continued hotly : " You might have been in 
time—you never do think of me or the children— 
the disappointment—when I had reckoned so 
much on the change."

Anne's eyes were by this time too blinded,with 
tears to see the expression of her husband's, face 
as this disjointed sentence left her lips.

His eyes blazed with indignation, while a hot 
flush siifFused his brow, and for a moment he 
seemed on the point of venting his feelings in 
words. .y,. .

But his mood suddenly changed; murmur 
ing, "'Tis no matter—it is too late now," he 
lighted his pipe and went into the little back 
garden to smoke. ; . ,

For the rest of that evening Anne Fenwick was 
very gloomy and sullen, scarcely speaking sy-.word 
as she and Eichard sat down to supper; in her 
own opinion she was greatly to be pitied, and 
without hesitancy cast all the blame on her, hus 
band. :'.• ,'.

The next day affairs took another turn. Richard 
had gone off to his work, carrying with him the 
news of his failure, and his wife was beginning 
her day in her usual way, when her eyes lighted 
on something which made her start and brought 
the warm colour to her cheeks.

It was nothing more than a part of her hus 
band's wardrobe, his best tweed trousers, the very 
pair that she intended to mend yesterday morning, 
and which she had thought no more about from 
the moment she met Mrs. Cole to the present 
instant.

These garments brought all sorts of conflicting 
thoughts to her mind as she examined the 
pockets carefully, and pushed her fingers through 
a great hole in one.

" That's how Dick lost his money," she mur 
mured, while her face grew careworn with the 
pain of regret. " And why didn't he tell me so P" 
she asked herself impatiently, " instead of leaving 
me to find it out P"

" Because it wasn't Dick's way to add to her 
trouble by speaking a word of reproach." As her 
knowledge of her husband supplied the answer, 
her face softened and her chest heaved with a 
genuine sigh of regret.

In a few moments she was again in her little 
sitting-room, trousers in hand, and resolved this
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time that nothing should make her neglect her 
duty.

" Though it is too late now," she murmured 
dismally.

"What's too late now?" asked a voice as a 
shadow darkened the doorway.

" Oh, is it you, Mrs. Y/atson P I didn't know I 
was speaking aloud," said Anne.

" Well, you were, my dear. I've brought home 
Alfie's necktie that he left at my house last night, 
and I hope you are not in any trotible."

" Only this, Mrs. Watson;'' then Anne told her 
what " only this" was.

" So, you see, it was all through me that Dick 
didn't get the situation."

" Yes, I see, my dear." After speaking those 
few words Mrs. Watson was silent for a moment. 
Then—she was many years older than Mrs. 
Fenwick, and so capable of giving good advice— 
very delicately and in a gentle manner she gave 
her one or two hints which made Anne open her 
eyes wide with astonishment.

" But how can I help it all, Mrs. Watson ? liow 
can I do otherwise?"

" My dear, the days are long enough to do all 
that is required of us if we only use the moments 
and hours aright. Yes, it is all very well for me 
to talk, you think; I have no little ones to see 
after; but I had once, remember, and then my 
home was as neat and tidy as it is now.

"How did I manage it ? Why, by having a little 
method in the arrangement of my household. I 
did certain things at certain times, and was always 
careful to keep everything in its proper place; and 
above all 1 never wasted my mornings, nor any 
part of the day, in gossiping. You take time by 
the forelock, and make up your mind to get all 
straight here for when your husband returns."

" But I was going to mend these trousers," said 
Anne.

" Well, they won't take long, and if you don't 
waste your moments, you will have plenty of time 
for them and other things besides."

Happily, Anne Fen wick was just in the mood 
for taking advice; she did her mending first, pre 
ferring to get that off hand, then she turned her 
attention to the tidying of her little home.

The breakfast things were washed up and put 
away, the stove polished, the room swept and 
dusted, the windows cleaned, and by the time all 
was finished a wonderful transformation was 
wrought.

The comfortable appearance of her little home 
repaid her for her labour; the work became quite 
fascinating, and Anne did not stop at getting the 
lower part of the house tidy. The bedrooms were 
taken in hand, after which she got herself and the 
children presentable for her husband's return.

Space will not allow of our telling the reader 
of Richard Fenwick's joy and amazement, when 
he came back tired and weary to his little dwelling 
that evening.

The happy change brought "smiles of peace and 
looks of love," in place of the grave, almost sad 
expression of his countenance. And when Anne 
frankly owned that the fault of his losing the much- 
desired situation was hers and hers alone, her 
husband's strong arm was round her as he answered 
kindly, "Never mind about that now; I would 
sooner forego the best situation in the world, 
than lose the chance of seeing my home, and all 
that are dear to me in it, look like this.';

Once having experienced the comforts of an 
orderly household, Anne Fenwick never again 
relapsed into untidy ways. She soon acquired 
habits of method, and her little home in Ashton 
Grove is one of the brightest and most cheerful in 
that locality.

She and Richard are looking forward to living 
in the country some day—indeed there is a talk of 
their doing so in the coming year, and she is deter 
mined that this time her husband shall not be just 
-oo late, through any fault of hers.

___ SUSIE. 
"^.* -

Jeftmtim.
FATHER, let me dedicate

All this year to Thee, 
In whatever worldly state

Thou wilt have me be. 
^Not from sorrow, pain, or care,

Freedom dare I claim; 
This alone shall be my prayer,

" Glorify Thy Name."

Can a child presume to choose
Where or how to live ? 

Can a Father's love refuse
All the best to give ? 

More Thou givest every day
Than the best can claim ; 

Nor withholdest aught that may
" Glorify Thy Name."

If in mercy Thou wilt spare
Joys that yet are mine ; 

If on life, serene and fair,
Brighter rays may shine, 

Let my glad heart, while it sings,
Thee in all proclaim; 

And whate'er the future brings,
" Glorify Thy Name."

If Thou callest to the Cross,
And its shadow come, 

Turning all my gain to loss,
Shrouding heart and home, 

Let me think how Thy dear Son
To His glory came, 

And, in deepest woe, pray on,
" Glorify Thy Name." Amen.

EEV. L. TUTTIETT.

CHAPTER I.
OU are not going out again, Bessie,' 

said Mrs. Ray to her daughter, a 
tall, handsome girl of fifteen, with a 
mass of brown curls adorning her 
shapely head, " there is that hearth 
rug to finish. So put away your 
hat, my dear, and get out the pieces." 

Rebellion shone in Bessie's olear eyes, and 
flamed on her round cheek as, without attempting 
to obey her mother, she remained standing near 
the door. It was a pretty little room; not a 
particle of dust rested on chair or table, or the 
shining ware that adorned the dresser shelves; 
no litter or crumbs found a resting-place on the 
neat carpet; whilst stone and fire-irons alike were 
polished to mirror brightness, and the hearth 
gleamed spotlessly white. As pretty a room as any 
girl could desire to sit in; yet just now it held a 
very discontented spirit.

Mrs. Ray was a widow, who, by untiring in 
dustry and patient perseverance, managed to keep 
a nice little home together, and support herself 
and only child in respectability and comfort. 
Many termed the widow harsh and strict towards 
her daughter, and very few gave her credit for the 
wealth of love that lay hidden beneath an often 
stern exterior.

To send Bessie neatly and well-dressed to the 
Sunday School, and give her a good plain educa 
tion, Mrs. Ray rose early and sought rest late; 
and as she could make or mend, cook or wash, and 
nurse the aged and sick, in a manner that did 
credit to herself and left her employers no room, 
for complaints, she was never idle.

One thing, however, greatly troubled the widow. 
She was often obliged to leave home, and Bessie 
had formed an acquaintance with a family named 
East, who resided a short distance down the 
street, and who, to say the least, were not very 
suitable companionsf or her rather volatile daughter. 

Mrs. East belonged to that very numerous class 
who, while paying strict attention to their neigh 
bours' business and families, entirely neglect their 
own. The father mostly spent his evenings in the 
club-room, or public-house ; and the ill-regulated 
children did pretty much as they pleased, stopping 
at home when it suited them, or going when and 
where they liked. Consequently, Mrs. Ray could 
not well consider such wild girls and boys fit 
associates for the child on whose moral and 
domestic training she had bestowed such pains. 
Nelly East, the eldest daughter, a young woman 
of about eighteen, worked in a factory at Not 
tingham, and had recently been home for a 
holiday, and it was her glowing accounts of the 
life of freedom, independence, &c., that she 
enjoyed, that first infused the poison of discontent 
into Bessie's hitherto happy mind.

The medical profession are now ordering' Cadbury's Cocoa 
Essence in thousands of cases, because it contains more nutritious 
and flesh-forming elements than any other beverage, and is pre 
ferable to the thick starchy cocoa ordinarily sold. When you ask 
for Cadbury's Cocoa Essence be sure that you get it, as shopkeepers 
often push imitations for the sake of extra profits. Makers to the 
Queen. Paris Depot, 90, Faubourg-St.Honore. (Aovi.)

Compared with Nelly's life, her own seemed 
dull and miserable, whilst her mother's firm dis 
cipline appeared only as downright cruelty; be 
sides, her mother had long since decided she should 
go to a respectable situation as housemaid ; but to 
Bessie, now, such a prospect appeared little better 
than penal servitude.

Beneath a very fair show of friendliness, Mrs. 
East cherished a jealous, envious disposition; and 
her pride was touched by the coolness with which 
her neighbour treated her, and the respectable 
appearance she maintained on half the income 
enjoyed by herself, was a source of continual bit 
terness to the slatternly woman. Consequently 
she never lost an opportunity of adding more fuel 
to the fire of discontent already kindled in Bessie's 
bosom, and on the day when my story opens she 
had created a fresh rebellion in the girl's mind by 
remarking, in answer to Bessie's lament over her, 
mother's determination, '' Well, Bessie, when I/' 
was a girl like you, I wouldn't have stood half 
you do; I would have seen if my mother would 
have sent me to service against my own inclina 
tions. Why, Nelly could give you a lodging with 
her any time, and there's always plenty of hands 
wanted at the factory. You could easily' run 
away when your mother was out, and I'll manage 
the rest; it seems a pity for a bright girl like you 
to slave away your young days in service."

Bessie brooded on the words of the tempter, 
and though well aware that her mother would 
forbid it, promised to accompany Matty.'East to 
some exhibition that very evening. Accordingly 
she had attired herself ready to start, when her 
mother uttered the prohibition with which this 
tale commences. ' ;

" I am getting too old now, mother," sh,e began, 
" to be ordered about like an infant." '1

"Too old?" echoed her mother; ''too ;old, in 
deed ! If you were twice the age you are, I should 
expect obedience; my child must obey m'e, as I 
had to obey my parents." '

" But I promised Matty East I would go to 
the waxwork with her this evening," exclaimed 
Bessie, "and it does seem hard to be kept; in, 
night after night, as I am." \

" No good ever came of young girls gadding 
about at night," returned Mrs. Ray; " besides, 
you knew I had promised to sit up with Mrs. 
Jackson if she was no better ; and the vicar's wife 
has heard of a good situation for you, with a 
friend of hers, so you will want a few more things 
made at once."

This news roused all Bessie's passion. ,. 
"I am not going to service, mother," she said, 

angrily. " I want to learn a business, like Nelly 
East. It's no use talking, for I won't go."

" You will go to service," returned her mother, 
decidedly. "It is the best place for a fatherless 
girl, like yourself. I went to service, and did well, 
bless God ! and so will you."

Mrs. Ray put on her bonnet with rather ner 
vous fingers, for Bessie to answer her so pertly was 
quite a new thing in her experience; for, like a

food mother, she taught her children to respect 
er, as well as love her, and her voice took a softer 

tone, as she said—
" Now, Bessie, dear, work away at that hearth 

rug, for I want it finished this week; and don't 
sit up for me if I am late."

Bessie watched her mother's departure with 
mingled feelings of pleasure and sadness.

' I won't go to service !' ; she cried, as the hot 
tears rolled down her face. " I might as well go 
into a workhouse at once ; to be tormented with a 
parcel of noisy children, and ordered here and 
there, at everybody's beck and call.''

So she turned down the lamp, put some more 
coal on the fire, and went up to her little 'bedroom, 
returning with a bundle in her hand ;_ then she 
gave a long, wistful look at the cosy room, and, 
with a smothered sigh, passed out into the cold 
night, carefully closing the door behind her.

Well was it for Bessie Ray that an unseen 
Presence hovered over her, and that the Protector 
of the widow and fatherless went with her also.

CHAPTER II." "<:,;, :Ll
MRS. RAY remained with her neighbour through 
bhe night, and then, when her patient seemed a 
little better, she left her to the care ; pf. a friend, 
and returned again to her own dwelling; but it 
was nearly nine o'clock ere she knocked at the 
green door, and as, after waiting awhile, no Bessie 
mswered the summons for admittance, and sb.e
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noticed that the shutters were still closed, she con 
cluded that her daughter had sat up late, and was 
therefore in a very sound sleep; so she bethought 
her of her little latch-key, and was soon in the 
quiet house. As she unfastened the shutters, and 
let in the sunlight, the pretty parlour appeared 
as neat and homelike as when she last stood in it, 
yet a strange feeling of desolation stole over the 
widow's heart, and, with an undefined sense of 
dread, she crept wearily upstairs.

One glance at the little bed -with its snowy 
curtains sufficed to show that it had never been 
slept in, whilst the clothes chest stood open and 
empty. Instantly the truth flashed across Mrs. 
Ray's mind. Bessie had left her home rather than 
go to service—Bessie, her bonnie, curly-haired 
girl, the rather wilful but affectionate Bessie, 
whom she fondly hoped would have been the prop 
and stay of her declining years. The forsaken 
mother sank on a chair, like one completely 
stunned, while the bitter tears coursed each other 
down her face. Suddenly she remembered Bes 
sie's promise to Matty East, and the though' 
brought hope. Mrs. East might be able to give 
her some information about the runaway.

Mrs. East heard the widow's tale with well 
feigned astonishment and many expressions o 
sympathy. "I wouldn't fret and worry if I were 
you/' she said. "My two girls often serve me the 
same way, if I'm angry with them; but they soon 
come back again, right enough, and so will Bessie 
depend upon it."

"Oh, no!" exclaimed the distracted mother; 
" Bessie was too kindhearted to have left me in 
this manner if she had not been persuaded. My 
child ! my chiR! shall I ever see her again? "

But days lengthened into weeks, and week 
gathered into months, and yet no tidings were 
obtained of the missing girl, till one morning a 
policeman brought an account of a body having 
been found, with short curly hair, and clothes 
something similar to thosa worn by Bessie Ray 
—as far as they could tell—for the body had been 
in the water a long time, it was supposed.

Mrs. Ray had suffered much in mind and body 
during that time of terrible uncertainty, and this 
last shock proved too great for the over-strained 
nerves. With a heartrending wail she sank on 
the floor in a fit, from which she only recovered 
with the partial use of her limbs or reasoning 
powers. Those who had known her when a girl 
and wife, and respected her when as a widow she 
strove by unwearied industry to maintain, her in 
dependence, now, with thoughtful generosity, 
placed her above the reach of want, and a niece of 
her husband, one Mrs. Curtis, volunteered to take 
her home and attend to her.

So the little house was to let, and the story of 
Bessie Ray's strange disappearance, and all the 
suffering it wrought, was quickly forgotten in the 
many changes ever occurring in our busy London 
life. There were not -wanting those who affirmed 
that Mrs. East had caused much of the trouble of 
that pleasant home; but blame gave place to pity, 
when, a few months later, her husband was brought 
home, killedby an accident, and her children having 
now to go forth into the world to earn their own 
livings, she had to seek a refuge iu the union.

CHAPTER. III.
" I wONDEB, what has kept Harry so late to-night ? " 
said Mrs. Hunter, laying aside her knitting for 
another look up the broad lane which fronted their 
pretty cottage, " the tea and bacon are spoiling." 
" May I go look for father ?" inquired her little 
girl, a rosy child of seven, on whose head the wavy 
brown of the mother's tresses clustered in auburn 
curls. " I can run so fast, you know, mother, if I 
may go—only as far as dame "Wilson's ? "

Having gained the required permission Maggie 
ran merrily up the lane; without meeting her 
father, however; and just across the meadow the 
flowers looked so bright in the sunset glory that 
the little maid could not resist the temptation to 
gather " just a few for mother's work-table." And 
there we will leave her while we return to her 
house. It was a quiet, Kentish village, many 
miles from the great city, with but few dwellings 
standing near each other.

Harry Hunter has esteemed himself a most 
fortunate man in haying met with such an 
amiable companion on life's journey, and though, 
from some unknown cause, her brow was often 
clouded, and her laugh less frequently sounded

through the home, they were very happy in their 
domestic life.

They had been married at Nottingham ; but 
when a more lucrative situation offered itself at 
Wingfield, thither came the young gardener, with 
his gentle wife, pretty Maggie, and baby Willie.

A noble specimen of English manhood was 
Harry Hunter as he stood on the threshold of his 
home to-night, with frank, Saxon blue eyes, and 
firm, well-knit frame. One of those on whose 
face Nature had set her signet of honour and 
truth; meeting his pleasant smile, and catching 
the cheery ring of his deep voice, you instinctively 
felt he was a friend, true and loyal for tempest or 
sunshine.

" I hope thee hasn't been uneasy, dearie," he 
said. " I staid chatting with farmer Jones about 
his crops a bit. Where's Maggie ? "

" Maggie and I both got anxious," she answered, 
with a peculiarly pleasant smile, " so I let her rui 
as far as dame Wilson's to look for you. Haven't 
you seen her ?"

"No," returned her husband. "I didn't catch 
a glimpse of her pretty curls, God bless her; but 
perhaps dame Wilson had her in to see the little 
pigs."

" Ah, very likely," said his wife. "You love 
our Maggie very much, don't you, Harry? " and 
there was a quiver in the musical tones just then. 

" Almost as much as I do thyself, and that's 
saying a great deal," laughingly returned Harry ; 
" I hope the old daine will send her home soon."

Husband and wife were soon enjoying the 
substantial tea which Mrs. Hunter had set on the 
table, but as the shadows swiftly gathered, and 
no Maggie appeared, the mother began to get 
alarmed.

" She is but a little thing," she said; " I will 
just run down to dame Wilson's and-fetch her 
by the time you have finished. She is a naughty 
girl not to come straight back as I told her."

Hastily donning her sun-hat Mrs. Hunter 
proceeded up the lane, which the soft winds had 
strewn with richly coloured leaves of autumn 
tints, and dame Wilson's cottage was soon 
reached, but to her dismay no Maggie had been 
seen by her that evening. Mrs. Hunter stood at 
the gate undecided what to do—to turn back, or 
still go on, when her fears were set at rest by 
meeting Mr. Vaughan, the vicar.

"Ah ! Mrs. Hunter," he exclaimed, " looking for 
your little girl, I suppose ? I saw her gathering 
flowers in the churchyard just now, and fearing 
she might get lost, took her home. She is safe 
with Mrs. Vaughan now. Nancy would have 
brought her across presently."

Mrs. Hunter warmly thanked the good clergy 
man for his thoughtful kindness, at the same 
time observing—

" I shall certainly correct Maggie for her dis 
obedience ; she is growing a big girl, and must 
mind what I tell her. It is always best to bend 
the young shoot the way we would have it 
grow."

" Certainly," admitted Mr. Vaughan, " but 
don't be too harsh, Mrs. Hunter, she is but a wee 
bairnie yet. A mother generally fears the worst 
when one of the flock is missing. I can conceive 
no suspense more terrible than that of a good 
parent whose child has left home without advice 
or sanction ; the anguish that gathers strength 
day by day, month by month, must indeed be 
fearful to endure."

This time Mrs. Hunter made no reply, and the 
kindly vicar, with a friendly shake of the hand, 
passed on his way, whilst she slowly crossed the 
meadow to the pretty vicarage.

Mrs. Vaughan, a gentle, white-haired lady, 
whose very delicate health prevented her from en- 
_ aging in much social intercourse with her hus- 
aand's rural congregation, received her with a 
aleasant smile,and Maggie, with heightened colour, 
seemed quite at home turning over the leaves of a 
pictorial volume.

Mrs. Vaughan complimented the young mother 
on her child's pretty behaviour and manners, and 
as Mrs. Hunter raised her eyes to answer the kind 
lostess, a long gleam of crimson sunbeam illu 

mined an . engraving opposite, representing the 
jrodigal's return, and rested on the text of gold 
seneath, " I will arise and go to my father."

Tears filled the soft, brown eyes, which gazed on 
he illustration of that beautiful parable, and very 
ow were the musical tones that thanked Mrs. 
Vaughan for her kindness, but declined the hearty 
nvitation to rest awhile.

Winsome Maggie was told " to come again when 
mother could spare her," and received a gentle 
kiss from the afflicted lady, whose only little one 
had been snatched from her yearning heart and 
tender love, in the first years of her married life. 
No words passed Mrs. Hunter's lips as she pro 
ceeded thoughtfully homewards with her little 
daughter beside her, and Maggie escaped any cor 
rection for her disobedience that evening.

" What ails thee, lass ? " asked Harry, looking 
with surprise at his wife's tearful face, " Maggie 
could'n't well have been lost for long."

" I was not thinking of Maggie," she answered, 
" but of my own poor mother. Oh ! Harry, I 
never told you that I ran away from home one 
night, when mother was sitting up with a sick 
neighbour."

(To l)e concluded in our next number.)
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