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IM, dear, don't 'ee take on so, don't 'ee 
now," and Jenny Fletcher put her 
arms round her husband's neck and 
kissed him fonaly.

" Jenny, my girl, I can't help it. 
Oh! my little maid, my little maid, 
if you go I sha'n't ever do no more 

good here," and Tim Fletcher passed his rough 
hand across his eyes, which were dim with tears.

Tim and Jenny had been married five years, 
and very happy years they had been. Tim was 
an honest, sober, hard-working man; he was 
employed as shepherd by a large sheep farmer in 
the village of Springdale, and earned high wages. 
He was a good husband, and loved his wife dearly, 
as she deserved, for Jenny Bray had been brought 
up by virtuous God-fearing parents, and she had 
left a very happy home to become Tim Metcher's 
bride. Tim used to remark proudly that "there 
wasn't a wife to beat his'n in the country round." 
But it was on his four-year-old daughter, his little 
Faith, that Tim doted; she was the light of his 
eyes, the joy of his heart, and now she lay very 
ill, perhaps dying, and her poor father seemed 
stricken down with grief at the thought of losing 
her. She was such a loving little child, and 
devotedto her big " dada," never so happy with, 
anyone as with him, following him about the 
garden in the summer time when he returned 
from his work, or sitting on his knee by the fire 
in the winter evenings, making him laugh with 
her droll remarks and funny ways.

" Faith wants f ader," called a piteous little voice 
from the corner of the room. Tim rose from his 
seat byjyhe fire where he had been sitting, and 
kneeling down beside the bed, he took the burning 
little hand in his and kissed it tenderly. Great 
rough man though he was, he had never been 
known to say a cross word to his little daughter.

" Fader, 1'se so thirsty; I want some drink, 
my froat hurts so," said the child.

" Father'11 go and get his pretty one some 
water," said Tim huskily. " Jenny," he called, 
from the top of the stairs, " Faith's thirsty, 'er do 
want some water."

" I must go down t' vicarage and get the stuff 
as Mr. Forest promised me, to rub on Faith's 
throat," said Jenny as she gave him the cup. 
" You'll mind and take care on 'er, Tim, won't 
'ee?"

Tim darted a reproachful look at his wife from 
his honest brown eyes, and turned again into the 
bed-room, while Jenny, putting on her bonnet and 
cloak, left the cottage on her errand.

When she returned in about half an hour's time 
she met her husband at the door, his ruddy face 
pale and haggard-looking.

" Coom oop, wife quickly, 'er be worse, I do 
know ; 'er have uhad such a bad turn. Oh, my 
little maid!"

Jenny followed her husband up the slairs.
There lay their darling, her brown eyes closed, 

her thin face flushed, breathing painfully; her 
tiny hands clasped together outside the coverlid.

"Fader, mammy," she said in a faint voice, 
"kiss I." Tenderly they kissed her in silence, 
their hearts too full to speak.

Then a paroxysm of pain convulsed the little 
frame, and she lay propped up against the pillows 
struggling for breath, her poor parents obliged to 
see their darling's sufferings, with no power to 
alleviate them. Poor little Faith had caught a 
violent cold, which had settled on her lungs. 
Only one short week ago she had been running 
about as merry as a bird, and now she lay dying ! 
Yes, the doctor had told them only that morning 
that unless there was a great change for the 
better before night, they could not hope to save 
her, and the change had come, but it was for the 
worse. Presently the spasm passed and she spoke 
again—

" Mammy, sing about the ' Friend for little 
children,'please?"

Choking back her tears, her mother began, and 
the child tried to join, but she could not.

" 1'se so tired," she said, " I want to go to sleep. 
Good night fader, good night mammy." She 
turned her head and looked at them both, a 
beautiful smile passing over the sweet face and 
then the lids drooped over the brown eyes, there 
was a little faint sigh, and Faith's pure spirit had

fled to join the angel band of children in the 
Heavenly home above, and to sing with them 
" the songs that never weary though sung con 
tinually. "-

• * * * * *

Four of the village children, dressed in white, 
carried the little coffin to its last resting place in 
the green churchyard close by, and there were 
very few witnessing the sad little procession who 
did not shed tears for the lonely parents. There 
were many wreaths of sweet summer flowers laid 
upon the little grave, for Faith had endeared 
herself to all by her pretty face and her gentle 
winning ways.

Poor Tim, he could not as yet realize his loss, 
and Jenny, hard though it was, tried to control 
her grief as much as possible in his presence, and 
to comfort him, while her heart, poor thing, was 
bursting with its sorrow. Mr. Forest spoke 
kindly and earnestly to them both ; he told them 
that they must not grieve unduly for their little 
one, he reminded them that she was only a precious 
gift which God had lent them for a while, and 
that they must try, bykeeping His commandments, 
to follow her to that home above, and with God's 
help try and keep their lives as pure and simple 
as their child's had been.

Jenny listened with tears of chastened sorrow in 
her eyes, and a resolution in her heart to ask God 
to help her to lead such a life here that she might 
be fitted, when it should please Him to call her, 
to meet her little Faith in that glorious heaven

" Where all tears are wiped away." 
And Tim ? He listened, indeed, to the good clergy 
man's words, but his heart was rebellious; he could 
not yet see God's hand in the blow that had fallen 
upon him. All his thought was that just when 
his little girl had grown to love, and be a comfort 
to him, she had been taken away, and now he 
didn't, or wouldn't care for anything. Tim's 
sorrow had hardened his heart; he could not look 
upon it in the light his wife did, as coming from 
God, and he thought, poor fellow, that she didn't 
care, that is, half so much as he did, because she 
controlled her feelings before her husband and 
and only poured out her heart when she was alone 
with her God who only had power to send her the 
true comfort she needed. Tim, out all day with 
his sheep and mostly alone, brooded over his 
sorrow and gave way to it; he became silent and 
taciturn, and when he came home from his work, 
missing so terribly the loving arms that were 
always waiting to be clasped round his neck, and 
the tender kisses from baby lips upon his face, he 
would turn bitterly aside at his wife's smile of 
welcome, little thinking how great was the effort 
for her to smile at all.

Ah ! how little Tim in his selfish grief thought 
of her who had been so true and faithful a wife to 
him for the last five years. He did not stop to 
think how much she must miss the patter of the 
little feet, how silent and dull the house must be 
to her all day long; he never thought of the many 
times she had said to him when Faith was well 
and strong, that if anything happened to the 
child " 'twould go nigh to break her heart." If he 
had, surely, surely, he could have seen what an effort 
it cost her to be cheerful; he would have noticed 
the sorrow underlying it all, and have given her 
the comfort that she had a right to expect from 
him.

* # * * *

It was about harvest time, and there were 
many strangers in the village, men on the tramp 
whom the farmers had employed just for the 
season to help gather in the crops, rough " ne'er 
do weels," most of them, who, after spending the 
day in the fields would sit all the evening in the 
village public-house, and drink and smoke until 
closing-time.

Tim had taken lately to going out after supper, 
and when Jenny would ask him gently where he 
was going, would mutter something about " look 
ing to the sheep," and she, knowing he had some 
times to go the last thing to the farm when any of 
the animals were ill, was fain to be content with 
his answer. At nine o'clock, if he were not home, 
she would fold up her work, and leaving the house 
door unlocked for Tim, would go upstairs to bed, 
thinking sadly of the change that had come over 
him since their child had left them.

But Jenny knew to whom to go and tell her

FIEST FEIZB FOK LATTNDBY Wo BE.—The Laundress who won 
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Starch. (ADVT.)

sorrows ; she believed that when she kneeled by 
her bedside, and prayed that God would soften 
her husband's heart towards her, and strengthen 
her to be patient with him, that although He 
might seem not to answer her prayer at once, yet 
He most assuredly would in His own way, and 
in His own good time. And did He ? We shall see.

One evening, when Jenny had washed up her 
supper things, and tidied the kitchen, she sat down 
as usual, and took up her w_ork, some warm socks 
she was knitting for Tim against the coming winter. 
But, somehow, the needles went slowly to-night, 
for Jenny was sad at heart, poor girl!—for she was 
scarcely more than that. She felt the change in her 
husband's conduct bitterly, all the more because 
it seemed so uncalled for; that Tim who, ever 
since she had known him, had been so kind and 
gentle to her, should now, of all times, when the 
loss of their only child should have made them 
cling closer to each other, suddenly change, seemed 
hard, indeed. For only one evening in the fort 
night that had elapsed since Faith died, had Tim 
remained at home all the evening, and then he had 
hardly spoken to Jenny.

Poor wife ! No wonder her blue eyes were full 
of tears, no wonder she felt sad, for she loved Tim 
so much, and she felt so lonely now little Faith had 
gone away ! And Tim ? Big, stupid Tim, wrapped 
up in his selfish sorrow—yes, selfish, for if not, he 
he must have seen his wife's need of comfort and 
help—Tie, in his blindness, would not see it was 
Tier unselfishness that made her cheerful in his 
presence, and put it down in his untaught mind 
to indifference. Ah! Tim, let us hope you will 
find out your mistake ere long.

%T- •?& $fe 3f? TT ^

"Jenny, Jenny," called out a voice from the 
house door ; " where be 'ee, woman p"

" What is it, Mrs. Trotman P" dropping her 
knitting and running out to the door, a sickening 
dread at her heart.

" Matter 'enow, I count," said her neighbour, 
hastily; " they be fighting down at the public, 
them great harvesting fellows, and your Tim's 
wi' 'em, and I thought maybe I best run oop and 
tell 'ee. I never know'd your husband——-"

But Jenny was gone speeding down the lane 
towards the village green where stood the Elm 
Tree inn. When she reached the door she stood 
there for an instant, panting, her hand on her 
heart, her face white and drawn, her blue eyes 
dilated with terror at the thought of what might 
be awaiting her within those closed doors. Jenny 
was not strong at any time, and her recent sor 
row, together with Tim's unkind behaviour, had 
told upon her strength, and she felt as though 
she must fall, but the thought of Tim—her Tim— 
being in there, drinking, and perhaps fighting, gave 
her renewed strength and courage. Turning the 
handle, she went, in. There was a long stone pass 
age, and the door at the end was open, and Jenny 
standing in the darkness without could see into 
the lighted room, herself unseen.

There stood, Tim, in his shirt sleeves, in the 
middle of the room, his face flushed and angry, 
his hair rough, and opposite to him stood an 
older man, short and stout, with an ugly leer in 
his light grey eyes, whom Jenny recognized as 
one of the harvesters, usually called " Dumpy 
Dick."

They had evidently been -fighting and were 
only stopping to take breath, and even as Jenny 
looked, Tim doubled up his brawny fist and struck 
out blindly at his opponent; he sprang aside 
quickly, notwithstanding his bulkj showing that 
he was no new hand at the work, and Tim's fist 
descended, not on " Dumpy Dick," but on Jenny, 
his wife. •

He was sobered in an instant and stood looking 
down at the still heap lying at his feet without 
attempting to touch it, till one of the men present 
advanced, and then he pushed him aside fiercely, 
saying in a low, hoarse voice—

" Leave her alone. I tell 'ee, nobbut I'll 
touch her." Then stooping, he raised her in his 
arms—

" Jenny, my lass, oh! Jenny, speak to me! it 
wasn't for you, that blow—I wouldn't lay a finger 
on you. Look up, look up ; oh ! lass, have I 
killed 'ee ?"

"Tim," and Jenny opened her eyes, for it was 
the fall more than the force of the blow that had 
stunned her.

" What would Faith say 1 What would our 
little in aid say to find you here ? Oh ! Tim, take 
me home."
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There was a silence in the room. Even thoso 
hard, sin-stained men were touched by that pitiful 

•little scene.
" Dumpy Dick," who had, in the first place, 

allured Tim to the public-house, had decamped. 
Mrs. Trotman had followed Jenny from her house, 
and she now came forward with, her shawl a ad 
wrapped it round her, while Tim put on his coat, 
and then taking her husband's arm—for she still 
felt faint and dizzy—they left the place. They 
walked home in silence. Tim felt thoroughly 
ashamed of himself.

" Oh ! Jenny, my lass," he said brokenly, when 
they got inside the house, putting his arms round 
her, " can you ever forgive me, ever ? I've been 
such a brute to you."

" Don't Tim. It's over now, I trust; but what 
has ailed 'ee lately? I never knowed 'ee like that 
afore to me. What was it ?" And Jenny laid her 
head on her husband's shoulder.

li It was aboot our little maid, Jenny. And I 
thought you didn't care, because you were so 
cheerful like. And it angered me."

" Oh ! Tim; and my heart was breaking all the 
while. It was to try and lighten your sorrow. 
I know'd how you missed her, lad ; and I couldn't 
abide to see 'ee so neslit like. Oh ! Tim. How 
could you think that I" And Jenny's tears fell 
fast.

" Doan't 'er, lass. I can't bear it, I tell 'ee. I 
have been punished enow'. Kneel down and ask 
the Lord to forgive me for my wickedness to Him 
and to thee."

And side by side they knelt. And there went 
up a heart-felt prayer from husband and wife to 
their Father above for forgiveness for the past, 
and strength and guidance for the future.

And then Tim told Jenny all about it; and how 
sore he had felt because she was good and patient, 
instead of being selfish and wicked, like he was, 
he said vigorously. And how " Dumpy Dick " 
had worrited him to go and have a drink. And 
how he had stood out and said " No !" till they 
taunted him, and said that he was henpecked, and 
tied to his wife's apron-strings. And that had 
made him so mad that he had consented; and, 
Tim ended, " I never took too much till to-night. 
And Jenny, the sight o' you., dear, lying on the 
floor, laid there by my hand, sobered me, I know, 
and for ever too." "For, God helping me," he 
added reverently, " I'll never enter that place 
again. Never again, for Faith's sake."

And he kept to his resolution. He never did. 
And although God did not send Tim and Jenny 
another treasure to replace the one he had lent 
them for so brief a time, her memory was ever 
fresh in their hearts; and the thought that she 
was waiting for them above helped them the 
better to bear the lesser trials they had here, 
patiently, that they might be ready to follow her 
when God called them away.

And now whenever Tim felt tempted to do 
anything he knew to be wrong, or if he felt back 
ward in the desire to do something which he knew 
to be his duty, the thought would come into his 
heart: " For Faith's Sake." And then he felt 
strong to resist the wrong or do the right.

MABEL SIIEWEN.

(From tlie German of Novalis).
Oil! thou that kneelest, sick with sorrow, 

And weepest bitter tears of pain,
Looking with dread to each to-morrow, 

Feeling thy grief is all in vain !

A halo spreads o'er by-gone years ;
Thou see'st thy past lie fair outspread, 

And, gazing through thy blinding tears,
Thou yearnest o'er thy pleasures dead.

Far out of reach, like treasures heaped, 
They lie, so dazzling bright and fair.

Alas ! thy soul, in sorrow steeped,
In vain breathes forth its earnest prayer.

Thy future lies before thee dreary,
Stretched far in front, like desert sands.

Lonely thou standest—sad and weary, 
And prayest to death to loose thy bands.

Thou, who thus yearnest for thy rest!
My heart knows all thy bitterness ; 

I long to clasp thee to my breast,
And show thee Who alone can bless.

Beloved ! wheresoe'er thou art, 
I point thee upwards unto God :

Pity and suffering broke His heart; 
For thee the path of death He trod.

He died, Who lives eternally;
His love is thine from day to day; 

Thou hast no griefs He cannot see,
No sins He cannot wash away.

Give Him thine heart, and straight He gives 
His heart to thee, and wipes thy tears.

In Him thy drooping spirit lives ;
He soothes thy sorrows, calms thy fears.

He makes thy loss to be thy gain, 
And that for which thou weepest sore

Thou shalt receive from him again— 
Receive to lose it never more.

ELEANOR HOLMES.

« v*
CHAPTER IV.

'AN away from home, lass?" said 
Bessie's-husband gravely, "what 
posessed thee to do that P"

"You have seen Nelly East, it 
was partly her and partly her 
mother., It was mother's wish 
that I should go to service, and 

they filled my head with a parcel of nonsense 
about freedom, and independence—"

" But thee was at service, Bessie," interrupted 
her husband, " when I first courted thee."

" Yes, I know, because I did not like the factory, 
and I asked the mission lady to find me a situa 
tion if she could."

" But why did thee not leave word, or write, 
dear?" inquired Harry.

" I did !" returned his wife ; " I wrote, but got 
no answer; then I wrote again, when we were 
married, and when Maggie was born, but the 
letters came back. Oh! Harry I must go to 
London and find her out now."

Harry looked very gravely at his weeping wife 
as he said:—

" If thee felt so anxious about Maggie's few 
minutes' absence, how must thy mother have 
suffered all these eleven years?. Thee hast done 
very wrong, lass, and now, like the son in the 
good book, thee must go and say, ' I have sinned,' 
humbly."

And so it was decided that Bessie Hunter should 
go to London, in search of her deserted mother. 

*****
" Ah, yes ! there was a Mrs. Ray lived here a 

good while ago; her daughter ran away from 
home, I think, and it so preyed on the poor thing's 
mind, that she had a paralytic fit. I don't know 
her address myself, but Mrs. Jane East may be 
able to give you some information, for they were 
friends, I believe." _ _ -

Such was the answer that Bessie received from 
the occupant of the old home. How the words 
pierced her heart, as she heard the tale of her own 
wilful behaviour ! With a deep sigh she turned 
from the familiar door, and proceeded to the house 
indicated, deciding.that if it were possible, she 
would avoid all explanations, by keeping her 
name and purpose a secret from Jane East, whom 
she remembered as an idle gossip, and Nelly's 
cousin; and when in answer to her knock at the 
untidy-looking house, the said Jane appeared, with 
a dirty baby in her arms, her torn dress and 
rough hair very forcibly recalled Mrs. East to 
Bessie's mind.

" Can I give you Mrs. Ray's address ?" she 
echoed, in no very pleasant voice. " Oh, yes ; she 
lives at Kentish Town now, along with her niece, 
Mrs. Curtis—leastways she did, if she isn't dead, 
which ain't at all unlikely. H you wait a bit, I'll 
give it you, they left it with me in case anyone 
wanted to know."

She gave a long, curious look at the slim figure 
before her, looking so neat and lady-like in the 
pretty silk dress and jacket, but there was no 
sign of recognition in her face, when, she returned 
and handed Bessie a greasy envelope, which had 
evidently been used as a plaything for the baby.

Bessie set off on. her .journey to Kentish Town

through the dense London streets, jostled as she 
went by the surging crowd passing to and fro. A 
strange sight always this London; a city of 
extremes—wealth and poverty, honest industry, 
sin. and shame, in one stream of human life. The 
carriages whirling by of life's fortunates, and the 
outcasts asleep in the recesses of the bridge, too 
poor to pay even for rest iu the common lodging- 
houses of the unfortunate—and too proud,perhaps, 
for the shelter of the casual wards. As Bessie 
neared the haven of her hopes, the courage that 
had hitherto supported her, slowly waned, and her 
step became less brisk ; while a miserable feeling of 
fear seemed like a heavy weight to settle on her 
breast. What if her mother was dead ! The 
occupant of the old house had spoken of a fit, and 
Jane had mentioned it as a not unlikely fact.

Memory's voice whispered of many an act of 
self-denial endured for her sake, and many a lesson 
of practical Godliness; seed sown with patience 
and care, and whose ripened fruit had won her 
the esteem and love of the good man she had 
called husband. And, a mother herself now she 
could not fail to appreciate that loving thought, 
which her unwise couu sellers had termed " harsh 
restriction."

As she passed sorrowfully along, a church door 
stood open, and, led by an uncontrollable impulse, 
she entered the sacred building, and in His own 
sanctuary, returned very humble thanks for the 
Divine love and protection that had guarded and 
encompassed her when she so wilfully rushed on 
the path of danger.

At last the house was reached, and it required 
a supreme effort on the part of the trembling 
Bessie to raise the knocker. A stout, comely 
woman answered the summons, of whose pleasant 
features she retained a slight recollection, and the 
question was falteringly asked—

"Does Mrs. Margaret Ray live here now ?" 
" Oh, yes !" was the answer, which carried a 

thrill of joy along with it,
" Can I see her ? " murmured Bessie. 
" Certainly," returned Mrs. Curtis ; " but if you 

have not seen my aunt for some time, you must 
be prepared to find a great change ; for, since her 
daughter's death——"

"Daughter's death!" echoed Bessie. "Ah! 
there must be some mistake."

Mrs. Curtis gave a keen, searching glance at 
her visitor, as she replied—

" Well, we never rightly knew what did become 
of her. But will you step inside?—and I will 
bring her to you."

Bessie almost quailed under the gaze of the 
honest eyes, but followed Mrs. Curtis into the 
quiet p.irlour, where stood many remembered 
articles of her own childhood's home.

The minutes appeared hours ere the door again 
unclosed, and Mrs. Curtis ushered in her mother 
—her mother ? No ! that bent, whitehaired woman 
could never be her active, comely mother; it was 
impossible !

Mrs. Curtis seemed to read her visitor's thoughts, 
for she said—

"This is Mrs. Margaret Ray; I thoxight you 
would scarcely recognize her." Then, turning to 
her aunt, she said gently—

" Here is some one come to see you, auntie, dear; 
do you know who it is ? "

With a great cry Bessie flung her arms round 
the prematurely-aged woman, exclaiming—

" Oh,.mother, mother! it is your own Bessie; 
you must know me ? "

"Bessie, Bessie!" repeated Mrs. Ray, as the 
beloved name fell on her ears. " Oh, she went 
into the river one night, and I lost her."

Tears filled Mrs. Curtis's eyes, as she said 
sadly—

" I suspected who you were. That was a cruel 
night's work of yours, Bessie Ray."

"Do not judge me too harshly," murmured the 
repentant daughter; " I was not all to blame. Oh, 
mother! dear mother, say you know your Bessie 
again."

But Mrs. Ray looked vacantly at the tearful 
face with no gleam of intelligence in her dreamy 
eyes.

" I'm afraid your mother will never know you 
again,'' observed Mrs. Curtis; " the only circum 
stance she seems ever to remember is the police 
man bringing the news of your supposed death, 
and she will repeat it over and over again, some 
times all day long."

" My punishment is more than I can bear," said 
poor Bessie, weeping bitterly. " Still, I. believe
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that the All-merciful God in His own good time, 
will answer my prayers, and grant my mother 
reason, to know her child once more."

Little now remains to be told. Harry Hunter 
took the stricken one to his own home, and proved 
as good a son as he was a husband. Every com 
fort that thought could suggest and love accom 
plish, was showered on Mrs. Ray by her repentant 
Bessie ; and in the pure country air, and surrounded 
as time passed on by a group of merry children, 
much of her bodily vigour returned, and with it 
some slight degree of understanding, although it 
was not till her sun was fast sinking in the valley 
of death, that the full light of reason pierced the 
thick veil which sorrow had woven across her 
mental vision. \

Just before the end, when Harry raised her in his 
strong arms, the kneeling Bessie asked, " Do you 
know me, mother V and a peace 
ful smile lit up the aged coun 
tenance, as she laid her hand 
on the bowed head, and an 
swered solemnly,

"Yes, I know you — my 
daughter Bessie ; my child ' who 
was dead and is alive again ; 
who was lost, and is found.' " 

—— *-*-< —— ELISE. 
No BAD HABIT BROKEN TO 

MORROW. — Why should we de 
lay to break any bad habit ? 
Everybody knows that it grows 
stronger by each repetition. 
Nothing is more foolish than to 
pay, " I know I ought to stop, 
and I will next New Year's 
Day." The man who cannot 
stop to-day cannot to-morrow.
The drunkard never reform s to
morrow ; the spendthrift never 
saves to-morrow. The boaster
who says " I can if I will," is the
one who cannot will, and there
fore never does. There is but
one remedy for a bad habit, and
that is to stop the thing now.
He who says " I will not do it
for three months," is not grap
pling the habit at all. He only
fights the battle who says "never
'more ; the thing is wrong." The
only infallible cure for an ab
sorbing bad habit is to put an
absorbing good one in its place.
A love of bad company is not
cured by no company, but by
good company ; bad reading
gives way not to no reading, but
to good reading. Dissipated
men must become earnest Chris
tians, not mere professors, to
make their reformation sure. 

MARTIN LUTHER, ON MAR
RIAGE. — Next to God's Word
the world has no more precious
treasure than holy matrimony.
God's best gift is a pious, cheer
ful, God-fearing, home-keeping
wife, to whom you can trust your
goods, and body, and life. There
are couples who neither care for
their families, nor love each
other. People like these are not
human beings. They may make
their homes a hell. — Luther's
Leben.

was before must have greatly confirmed their 
faith. It seems that after the Ascension the 
apostles lived much together. One common tie 
bound them together—love to their Lord. It 
is just this which should bind Christians together 
now—" Beloved let us love one another, for love is 
of God; and every one that loveth is born of God 
and knoweth God; he that loveth not, knoweth 
not God, for God is love." (1st John iv. 7,8). The 
" one accord" of early Christians must have been 
beautiful. If indeed we love the Lord Jesus 
we should seek to love all those who follow 
Him. One chief blessed link which will draw one 
heart to another is prayer. The apostles.doubtless 
felt this, for they '' continued with one accord in 
prayer and supplication" (Acts i. 14). When the 
Lord Jesus was with them they could speak to 
Him about every difficulty and ask Him concern -

an % fife 
t. leter.
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XIY.
St. Peter's First Public Act.—Acts i. 13.

' is not recorded that St. Peter Avas at 
the Ascension of our Lord, and though 
it is more than probable that he was 
there, yet as his name is not mentioned, 
our consideration of his life leads us in 
silence past that great event. It must 
have been a wonderful blank for the 

disciples when their Lord had been taken from 
them. And yet to see Him ascend up where He

ing every matter of their daily life—now that He 
was gone from them it must have been their 
great comfort to pray to Him. Is prayer our 
great comfort ? We are now brought to St. 
Peter's first public act. He stood up to address 
the brethren gathered together. His congregation 
consisted of a hundred and twenty hearers. What 
he had to say was concerning Judas, and the 
fulfilment of Scripture in his end. How sad are 
the words—" he was numbered ivlth us and had 
obtained part of this ministry" (v. 17). Judas 
had all the privileges of the other apostles. He 
had gone in and out with our Lord even as they 
had done; and yet he was one of whom Satan 
took possession. " Have not I chosen you twelve,'' 
said our Lord, "and one of you is a devil?" 
(St. John vi. 70). What could have been more 
solemn also than the name our Lord gives to 
Judas in His wonderful prayer before He

suffered—" the son of perdition" (St. John xvii. 
12). " Perdition," a similar word to the French 
" perdu"—or lost. Judas must have felt himself: 
lost indeed when he confessed his sin to the chief 
priests—" I have sinned in that I have betrayed 
the innocent blood" (St. Matthew xxvii. 35). The 
repentance of Judas was very different from that 
of Peter. The repentance of Judas was that only of 
remorse, and in despair he " departed and went 
and hanged himself." The account given by 
St. Matthew differs a little from that in the Acts. 
Could we know all the circumstances we should 
probably see no difficulty. Never let us be troubled 
by little differences in the Bible narratives. There 
will be some things that we may never quite 
understand. Let us leave them to God in simple 
faith. It is not distinctly stated in Acts that 
Judas died by his own hand, yet that such was 

the case can easily be gathered 
from the account. It seems 
from the passage in the Acts 
that Judas bought the field in 
which he perished. In St. 
Matthew we are told the chief 
priests bought the field. It 
has been supposed that the 
chief priests bought the field 
after Judas' death there—so 
that in any case it was bought 
with the thirty pieces of silver— 
the £3 16s.—which Judas had 
received at the betrayal of his 
Lord.

Judas is said to have gone 
to " his own place" (Acts i. 25). 
What solemn.words are these ! 
If Satan ruled him in life, his 
" own place'' would be with 
Satan hereafter (St. Matt. xxv. 
41). How terrible is this warn 
ing voice !—and how great is 
the contrast to God's servants' 
oivn place, as we have it ex 
pressed in Our Lord's words, 
" where I am there shall also 
my servant be" (St. John xii. 
26'). Which will be our " own 
place?" Another question comes 
in here—What is our " own 
place" now? Is it the place of 
God's children ? Do we stand 
upon the Rock ? Are we num 
bered among Christ's followers ? 
Is such our " own place" now ? 
Then may we—and only then— 
look tip by faith to our " own 
place" waiting for us, which 
Christ has gone to prepare (St. 
John xiv. 2).

St. Peter having spoken of 
the dark and terrible end of 
Judas, has to propose that one 
should be chosen to fill his 
place. Twelve disciples had 
walked with Christ, and twelve 
must now bear witness of His 
death and resurrection—speci 
ally of His resurrection—(v. 22). 
Among the other disciples, 
therefore, two were selected, as 
being, doubtless, among the 
most faithful. But the apostles 
would not go further than this 
in their choice of one to " take 
part in this ministry and apos- 
tleship." Their desire was 
that God should choose for 

them, and they prayed, and said, " Thou Lord 
which knowest the hearts of all men, show 
whether of these two Thou hast chosen." Their 
prayer showed alike the humility and the faith of 
the apostles—their humility, for they felt they 
were not wise enough to know how to act in the 
matter; their faith, for they believed in God's 
guidance. There is a blessed lesson here, teach 
ing us to bring every difficulty to God. The choice 
of an apostle was a great matter. We have only 
sometimes, perhaps, to have to do with great 
matters. But God's Word tells us "in all thy 
ways acknowledge Him, and He shall direct 
thy paths" (Prov- 3, 6). " All thy ways," whether 
great or small.

Having prayed, the apostles "gave forth their 
lots." This " lot" was taken with prayer, and it 
became therefore a holy act. It was not done as 
a matter of chance; but it was put into God's
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hands. "The lot is cast into the lap; but the 
whole disposing thereof is of the Lord" (Prov. xvi. 
33). The lot fell on Matthias. We do not read 
of him afterwards in the Acts, but it is supposed 
that he died as a martyr. "We feel sure, however, 
if no record remains, that Matthias did God's 
work as God's chosen messenger. St. Peter had here 
taken part in a very important public matter, and 
we see already that much grace and strength was 
o-iven to him for God's service—the time was now 
not far distant when, filled with God's Spirit, he 
would become a mighty labourer in God's great 
harvest-field. M. E.

THE OAMPHOE-TKEE.—The 
tree which produces the best 
camphor is indigenous to Su 
matra. The camphor tree pro 
pagates itself in the mountains 
of Sumatra without trouble or 
labour to the natives, as it 
grows without any cultivation 
in the forests contiguous to the 
sea-coast, on the north side of 
the island. The camphor-tree 
in girth and height equals the 
biggest timber tree, often arriv 
ing at the enormous size of over 
fifteen feet in circumference.

Places where the camphor- 
tree grows in abundance are 
generally considered unhealthy, 
the reason probably being the 
nature of the soil, and the 
peculiar conditions necessary 
for the prosperous state of that 
tree.

It was formerly matter of 
supposition that the people of 
China and Japan concocted a 
fictitious substance which bore 
great resemblance to the native 
camphor, and then impregnated 
this substance with a little of 
its virtue by the mixture of a 
small quantum of the genuine 
drug. The real truth of the 
casejhas been fully ascertained, 
and it is known that the Japan 
camphor is the genuine product 
of a tree growing in abundance 
in that country, though differ 
ing in quality and character 
from the similar tree, a native 
of Sumatra and Borneo. The 
camphor of Sumatra is so much 
superior to that of Japan that 
the Chinese easily distinguish 
between the two, and reserve 
the former for their own use at 
an exorbitant price, and export 
the latter as a thing they do 
not think much of. The Su 
matra camphor never by any 
chance reaches this country, 
because it is so much esteemed 
by the Chinese and other 
natives in the East that its 
price, compared to that of the 
Japanese article, is in the ratio 
of twenty to one.

Camphor is procurable from 
the tree by two modes : the first 
by inflicting wounds in the bark 
from whence it exudes; the 
second by the help of fire.

breaking, for I know that five minutes more, and 
it will be over, the cab and its occupants will be 
out of sight, and I—— well, I shall be left at home 
with only Aunt Margaret for weeks and weeks. I 
hear voices and the slow tread of feet on the 
stairs, but I never stir; I cannot turn to see 
that face I am going to lose, though I am longing 
to throw myself into her arms.

" Mabel I"
I hear that voice, low and tender, but I do not 

move, my breath comes in short gasps, I cannot 
see for the blinding tears.

" Mabel, darling, won't you say good-by ? 
Haven't you one word for me ?"

The hand is on my shoulder, and all my efforts 
for self-control I fling to the winds. Turning

You

"l TURN MY BACK UPON TIIEtf, AND WALK PAST."—Seepage. 48.

weight

CHAPTER I. q
HE cab is at the door. The last dreaded 

moment has come, and I stand trying 
very hard to keep back the tears that 
are swimming in my eyes. With my 
face pressed closely to the glass, I 
watch the man tossing the big box 
upon the top, as thoiffk it is a feather 

instead of a ton. My heart is almost

towards her I fling myself into her arms, and 
cling to her, choking with sobs.

" Aunt Edie ! Oh, Aunt Edie ! what shall I do 
without you ?"

" Why be a woman, and take my place, and 
look after everything for me, and take care of 
Aunt Margaret. It is not for long after all, 
little Mab, I shall soon be well and strong, please 
God, and the winter will soon be over, dear."

She speaks cheerfully, but her lips are trembling, 
and I can see the tears she is trying to hide.

"Mabel! let her go," says Aunt Margaret 
sharply, "Don't you think others wish to say a 
word, or to say Good-by."

I draw away then, but she draws me closer to 
her for a moment and kisses me again.

" Good-by, my darling, God bless you ! 
will write, Mabel—often dear, don't forget."

Forget! As if I shall! when I shall be longing 
for her every moment. Forget ! I laugh, in my 
misery, at the bare thought.

Off at last. I wave my handkerchief from the 
door; and even run down the ice-coated steps to 
catch the last look from the cab window. And 
then I turn slowly and go into the empty house. 
Empty, save for the presence of Aunt Margaret, 
who is crying quietly to herself in the hall.

"Is Mason going with her all the way?" I 
venture timidly to ask.

Aunt Margaret dries her eyes and looks scorn 
fully at me.

" Don't be so absurd. How do you suppose the 
___________ work of the house can be done 

by one servant P Haven't you 
any sense, child ; or do you ask 
for the sake of asking ?"

I go slowly into the dining- 
room to the fire, and draw up 
the arm-chair for Aunt Mar 
garet. I have to take care of 
her, even if she is cross, and 
I must not mind.

She comes in after me, her 
crutches tapping noisily on the 
floor, and she sinks wearily into 
the chair I have placed for her. 
And after awhile she falls 
asleep, and I sit thinking how 
far Aunt Edie has gone by this 
time, wondering if she is in the 
train yet, and how long it will 
be before she comes back, and 
how I shall live until she does. 

And night creeps on apace, 
and the room gets dark, save 
for the flickering fire ; and I 
watch the shadows on the 
ceiling, until comes the awful 
thought of the night: I shall 
have to sleep in that big room 
alone, with Aunt Edie's empty 
bed in the corner, and no one 
near me. I had not thought 
of that before, and my heart 
throbs in fear. I conjure up 
fearful thoughts of ghosts and 
goblins that, in my childish 
imagination, haunt the night— 
of bodiless heads, and headless 
bodies— that will dance and 
float round me in the dark, 
until my hair stands almost 
on end. I glance fearfully 
round in the dark corners of 
the room, at the awful shadows 
on the walls, at Aunt Margaret, 
who looks herself now like 
some hideous monster. She 
moves ; her shadow on the wall 
looks like a grinning man's 
face. My heart stands still 
for a moment. A wild wish 
for her to wake takes pos 
session of me, and before I 
give myself time to come to my 
senses I, in sheer desperation, 
launch out my feet and kick 
over the fire irons. It has the 
desired effect. Aunt Margaret 
sits upright, glaring fiercely at 
me, with her cap all on ono 
side, like a soldier's cap.

" How careless you are," she 
gasps. " You always do some 
thing of that sort. Why don't 

you get a book, or something to do, if you can't sit 
still P"

" It is tea time, I think," I mutter; " Shall 
Mason light the gas ?" 

" Is she back ?"
" Ah, I forgot. ISTo! I have not heard her 

come in."
" Ring, and I will ask."
Gladly enough I comply to this. Aunt Mar 

garet is fairly awake now. No ! Mason has not 
returned. Cook lights the gas for us unasked, and 
pokes up the fire. The ugly shadows disappear, and 
with them my ugly thoughts. Things don't look 
so black in the light, although my heart sinks 
every time I think of bed time. Oh! how can I 
live all these weary weeks without my Aunt Edie!
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CHAPTER II.

THE -white frost is on the trees. The snow is 
lying thickly on the ground. The bushes are bend 
ing down with its weight. It all looks so pretty. 
The garden is like a fairy park of silver. I stand by 
the window thinking of that, almost seeing the 
fairies dancing round, laughing and singing. So 
deep in thought am I, that I never hear Aunt 
Margaret's crutches in the hall, or know she has 
entered the room, until she speaks to me.

"Not dressed yet," she says sharply. "You 
will be late. Don't you hear the bells are already 
ringing ?"

" I am not going to church," I answer wist 
fully ; " not alone, Aunt Margaret."

" Why not ? Of course you will go to church." 
" I don't like going by myself," I say, turning 

round pleadingly; " everybody stares at me. 
Don't send me by myself, Aunt Margaret."

My aunt's lips tighten into one thin line, and her 
sharp eyes fix themselves on my face.

" Go and get your things on, and don't let me 
hear any more nonsense. Go at once now! AVhat 
do you think your Aunt Edith will say, if she hears 
you will not go to church because she is not here 
to take you ?"

"I don't want to go," I mutter rebelliously. 
" Annt Edith would not send me alone."

Aunt Margaret loses her temper at my persist 
ence, and she raises her hand, and points to the door. 

" Get your things on. You shall go, if I take 
you to the door myself."

With that I proceed to my room with anything 
but church-like feelings in my heart.

" I won't go," I mutter as I fling on my hat and 
coat. " I'll go out, if she likes, but I won't be 
made to go to church. I won't do what she tells 
me. Oh! Aunt Edie! Aunt Edie, I wish you 
were here ! I can't be good while you are away." 

The church bell is still ringing out clearly on 
the frosty air, as I go down into the hall again. 
It still wants ten minutes to eleven.

" Take an umbrella, Mabel," calls my aunt, as I 
pass the door. " I think we shall have some more 
snow."

" I shan't take an umbrella," I mutter under my 
breath, " I don't care if it does snow. I don't 
care if I get soaked through." I open the door, 
and, true to my words, I go down the steps, shut 
ting the door, not too gently, behind me.

It is bitterly cold, and I walk briskly along 
towards the church, my ill-temper subsiding with 
every step. Aunt Margaret was right in her pre 
diction ; before I reach the church the white flakes 
of snow begin fluttering down, and by the time I 
reach the pathway leading to the door, it is snow 
ing fast. Most of the congregation are already 
in. It is close on the stroke of eleven. There 
are a few people still going in, but I turn my back 
on them, and walk past. I care not for snow ; I 
like to be out in it. But my conscience is prick 
ing me, though I try hard to drown the whispering 
voice by other thoughts. Aunt Edie's face comes 
before me with such reproachful eyes ; I walk on 
quicker; I can't think of her now; I can't bear 
to think of her when I am doing wrong.

" What will Aunt Edie say, when she knows P" 
whispers conscience.

"'She won't know," I think to myself. 
" It is her first Sunday away, too. How can 

you grieve her, when you know she is ill ? Some 
one will meet you presently, and tell of you. 
Think what she will feel."

I look up and down the road, trying my hardest 
to think of other things, to forget Aunt Edie for 
a time.

The bell stops and the clock strikes eleven. 
Everything is still and silent. No one is in sight. 
The snow is falling heavily now, and I bend my 
head to keep it out of my eyes and hold my muff 
up to my face. Despite the cold I walk very 
slowly, beginning to feel sorry I am not in the old 
pew. I wonder if Aunt Edie is at church, or if 
she is not well enough, or if she is having service 
in her room by herself, as she used at home—she 
and I together. Oh, I long then for her, just to 
see her for a moment, to feel her dear lips on my 
face, to feel her clasp my hand again. Oh! if I 
could only meet her !"

"Meet her?" whispers conscience again; "you 
would have no smile of greeting, no kiss, no tender 
word if you did. More likely she would pass you 
by, and grieve to know the little niece she loves so 
much is so wilful and wicked. You can't love her, 
or yon would try to please her."

I turn suddenly and run, without giving myself 
time to hesitate, back to the church, and in at the 
door. The service has begun, and I creep up the 
aisle and slide noiselessly into the pew. The sight 
of that vacant place nearly breaks my heart. I 
look at the empty place, at the hassock she used 
to use, and I cannot bear it. I am so lonely 
without her. I do miss her so, and oh ! I do want 
her back. I kneel with .my face hidden and cry 
quietly to myself, and pray as I never prayed in 
all my life before, that my darling may come back 
to me soon, or that I may go to her. Before I go 
home I feel happier than I have felt since Aunt 
Edie went away.

I hear a piece of news that afternoon that sur 
prises me ; I hear another aunt is coming to stay 
with us, Aunt Margaret's sister, whom I have 
only seen once before. They are both my great 
aunts. I have only one aunt, one real aunt, and 
she is not very many years older than I am. I 
think that is why I miss her so much now she is 
away.

The news of Aunt Carry's arrival startles me 
very considerably, but not so much as another 
piece of news does a few days later, which comes 
in a letter from my dear Aunt Edie.

" I am a little dull," she writes, " and as 
Aunt Carry is coming to stay with you, couldn't 
you send little Mabel to me ? It is delightful 
here, and I know the change will do her good." , 

So Aunt Margaret tells me to pack up my things; 
and I really cry for joy. It has come so suddenly 
I can scarcely believe it. It seems too good to be 
true, and in the midst of my rejoicing my thoughts 
fly to my prayer in church last Sunday, for the 
first time. Is this an answer ? I pause in my 
packing, and kneel down by Aunt Edie's bed and 
thank God for His goodness to me.

I am going to-morrow, early in the morning; 
only a few more hours to wait. I look at Aunt 
Edie's photo that I hung on the wall the day she 
went away, and I kiss her good night, pressing 
my cheek against the cold glass. Ah ! to-morrow 
I shall be with her; there will be no need then to 
whisper to her picture and tell her how I want 
her. This is the very last night. So with her 
letter to me held tightly in my hand, I go to bed, 
to dream away the hours till the morning, and 
wait for the night to turn to day.

A. S. F.

The road to heaven is sometimes rough 
And oftimes hard is duty's path ; 
And they whom we desire to bless 
Will vent upon us all their wrath: 
But when friends chide, or foemen frown, 
Remember this: " No cross, no crown."

Briars tear our feet as on we press ; 
As on we pass, thorns strew the way ; 
The thunders roll above our heads, 
The lightning flames around us play. 
When briars tear, or storm-clouds frown, 
Remember this : "No cross, no crown."

As o'er Life's sea we steer our barque,
The surges swell, and billows roll;
Our hopes oft perish in the flood,
And leave quite desolate the soul.
When sorrow's waves your joys all drown,
Remember this: " No cross, no crown."

Our pathway lies' thro' Death's dark vale,
We shrink back at the grave's chill night.
But hear, brave soul, the promise sweet,
" At eventide it shall be light."
And angels whisper, bending down,
" Cheer! weary soul; No cross,no crown."

Radcliffe. JAHES T. EAST.

The medical profession are now ordering Cadbury's Cocoa 
Essence in thousands of cases, because1 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 ssk 
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. (ADVT.)

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

Herself," &c. &c.

CHAPTER XI.
THE GIRL AT THE TURNPIKE.

T was a strange feeling that with which 
Lucy saw Beechcombe and Kilton. 
There was the narrow stony lane 
which John had so often described to 
her. There was the orchard (leafless 
now) wh&re he had said they should 

summer evenings. There was the brook 
where he had told her his little wife's clucks and 
geese would swim. There were the fields through 
which John had walked every day for so many 
years before he had known her. There were the 
windows which gave light to those rooms Avhicli 
she seemed to know almost as well as her mother's 
cottage, he had so constantly talked to her about 
the house which was to be hers.

Yes, it was all so exactly like what she had 
expected, and yet it was all so different. She had 
been used to think of Beechcombe with him as 
her house, and now she stood afar off looking at it 
as any chance passer-by might do. She had 
pictured herself entering it as its mistress, and 
now she shrank away if she saw but the slightest 
sign of any one moving at the door or in the 
garden. She had believed she should spend under 
that roof bright days with one who loved her, and 
now she knew that it sheltered those who were 
warring against her happiness.

She would go into the churchyard and stand by 
the tombstones which had the name of Hardwick 
upon them. Hardwick—was not that name to 
have been hers by this time ? and yet she stood by 
these graves as a stranger.

She would look in at the church windows. It 
was exactly the sort of church he had told her it 
was, with low round arches, and high pews, and 
the square window at the east end. Such a 
quaint old-fashioned little building, so different 
from the more modern and ornamental house of 
God at Woodford. The Hardwick seat was, slie 
knew from John, in the chancel, and she could 
well fancy herself kneeling there at his side; but 
was she ever to pray near him in that place ?

She would walk down the village street. No 
doubt every face which looked at her was, for him, 
connected with some thought or memory. What 
friendly words all these people would have spoken 
to young Mrs. Hardwick !tbut what would|they say 
to Farmer Hardwick's rejected daughter-in-la w ?

When she had been thus \vandering round about 
the farm and village, it would seem to her as if 
two different people had, somehow, got mixed up 
in her. Then she would hurry back to her aunt's 
house, and try, by scouring the floor, or some other 
hard work witla her hands, to keep herself from 
thinking, and would resolve that she would not go 
near Kilton again.

This determination was, however, never kept. 
An unconquerable longing drew her constantly 
towards the place which had been her promised 
husband's home. There she would stand on the 
rising ground above Beechcombe, gazing at that 
house by the brook; that house which was so 
much to her, and yet with which she had nothing 
to do. How did her woman's heart yearn to pass 
in through that door, and pour out before_that 
hard old man all the rich store of love which it 
kept laid up for his son and every one connected 
with him. Surely, surely so she might soften 
him. _ ,

'' I be just like some one who has begun to read 
a sweet story in one of those magazines people do 
take up, and then has missed the next number, 
she would think, as she turned wearily homeward. 
"That bit of life I had with John after we were 
promised to each other was so dear and precipuSj 
and I did so want to go on with it, and now it is 
gone from me altogether. Any one that reads can 
get another book, and be interested in it; but 
where am I to find aught that will be like, for me, 
that good time with John P" , 

Aunt Judith watched the girl keenly, but 
quietly. " She be a-vexing and a-grieving hersel 
for naught, poor soul," she thought, "by them
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to Kilton; but if I was to try to keep her from 
them, it would only grieve and vex her more. It 
be often so with them we best love; we do see 
them troubling and worrying themselves ^with 
things that be no earthly use to them ; but if we 
•was to tell them so, we should only make matters 
worse : they do believe their own mistaken ideas 
more than us. I can do nothing for her, but let 
her go her own way, and be kind to her, until she 
do go back to her mother, or something do turn 
up ; there be no knowing what the good Lord may 
have in store for her." J

One of Lucy's frequent employments at the 
turnpike was taking the toll. When Aunt Judith 
was very deeply engaged in some pet bit of house 
hold work, she was not sorry to have a substitute 
to do her duty for her; and besides, she thought 
that the sight of a few fresh faces might divert 
the girl's mind. Lucy soon became well known 
to the frequenters of the road, and by some of 
them was greatly preferred to the old woman they 
usually saw there. Aunt Judith looked upon the 
fact of being asked questions by those who stopped 
at the gate as a lowering of her office.

"I have no patience," she would say, "with 
them as be always" wanting to know who that 
was on the grey horse, or whether the carriage 
with the pair of bays be gone through. Folks 
with more time than sense, I do call 'em ; I ban't 
going to turn my head into an almanac to please 
they."

But Lucy, who had no dignity of a calling to 
maintain, saw no reason why she should not 
answer such inquiries, and her sweet face and 
pretty manners made her quite a favourite with 
the passers-by.

One afternoon Aunt Judith was employed in 
cleaning the warming-pan. Now, this warming- 
pan was one of the most valued treasures among 
Aiint Judith's possessions. It had come into her 
hands through a strange string of complicated 
chances, which it would take a whole volume to 
relate, from some distant old maiden cousin, 
whose initials were marked in huge letters on the 
lid. It hung in the most conspicuous place in the 
house, and almost divided the attention of any 
one that entered with the face of Aunt Judith 
herself. The rays of the sun fell upon it and 
turned it into a shield of burnished gold. The 
fire leapt up and played over it in little fitful 
ripples of dazzling light. It seemed to be always 
in a merry glitter and sparkle, as though it wanted 
to brighten and cheer the whole dwelling.

It was, then, no wonder that Aunt Judith found 
the polishing of this warming-pan a very important 
piece of business indeed. Bub, rub, went her 
hand, and tinkle, tinkle softly went the lid as she 
moved it hither and thither. . She was just in the 
midst of her scouring zeal when wheels were 
heard to stop at the turnpike.

" Do 'ee go and take the money, my child; I be 
so busy," she said, without looking up from her 
beloved work.

Lucy rose quickly from her sewing to obey. As 
the girl moved towards the door Aunt Judith 
happened to glance at the person who was pausing 
there. A^sudden peculiar expression, with which 
the warming-pan had certainly nothing to do, 
flashed over her face.

"Let it be now," she murmured to herself; " it 
ban't of my planning; but the good Lord will 
guide it right."

Then she stopped her work, and watched intently 
what went on at the door.

Lucy did not, at first, look much at the traveller. 
one had not yet, in spite of her opportunities, 
begun her aunt's study of faces, and just then her 
own thoughts_were occupying her very fully.

There was, in truth, nothing in the appearance 
or the stranger to attract her particular attention, 
-tie was an old man, driving a commonplace 
country trap, drawn by a spicy little brown cob 
with a small Exmoor head, But though Lucy 
took no especial "interest in him, he evidently did 
in her.
,, Tiie. g^l was very pretty as she stood therewith 

.®, w£lter sunshine just kissing lightly her brow, 
™ her brown eyes looking down a little drearily, 
witn the fresh breeze playing round her, flushing 
aer cheek, and loosening here a braid of her hair, 
and whirling about there a fold of her dress. The 
old man was plainly enough not insensible to the 
cnarm of the picture, for a pleased look came into 
his eyes.

" Who be you, then ?" he said. " What's be 
come of the old woman ?"

At the sound of that voice a sudden thrill sho 
through Lucy, setting all her pulses beating a 
once. She looked up quickly, and saw a broad 
burly figure and a square, weather-beaten face 
which woke in her not the faintest chord o1 
memory, and yet that, voice, for her, rang with 
echoes as of familiar music. But though thus in 
wardly agitated, she was outwardly quite calm— 
some strong instinct, which rose up within her, 
made her so.

" I'm the niece of the turnpike-keeper," she saic 
quietly. " I'm only staying here for a while." 

" Shall you bide long ?" 
" I don't quite know yet." 
"I hope you will, for you be rare and pleasant 

to look at."
Then he drove on. 
" It was his father," cried Lucy, running back 

into the house. " I knew him by the voice. Oh 
aunt, why—why did you not tell me ?"

And her suppressed feelings found vent in a 
burst of tears.

" I did not do it intentionally, dear," said the 
old woman, laying her hand gently on the girl's 
shoulder. " I didn't see who it was till you were 
at the door, then I thought it best not to call you 
back—it would have made a fuss, like. Be comfort 
able, my child ; no harm has been done."

Lucy did not say anything more just then; she 
only put her arms round her aunt's neck and 
kissed her, in token that she now fully understood 
she had not meant to deceive her ; after that she 
slipped away into the little garden behind the 
house.

"Let her go quiet for a bit," thought Aunt 
Judith; "it be often the best medicine for a troubled 
heart. Perhaps good may come out of this. The 
old man looked kindly at her. When a drop leaks 
out a stream do sometimes follow." Then she went 
back to the warming-pan.

Meanwhile the medicine had had so good an 
effect with Lucy that she had recovered herself 
and could think. But the more she thought, the 
less could she believe in what had happened. She 
had stood face to face with John's father, and he 
had spoken to, and looked at her in quite a friendly 
way, and she had answered him as if he had 
been some one in whom she took not the slightest 
interest. It seemed like an improbable, incon 
gruous dream, and yet it had been all so real 
and commonplace. She grew almost confused as 
she dwelt on these contradictions in the matter.

Then she breathed a silent prayer, and that, as 
usual, strengthened her, and made things clearer. 
After all, there was nothing extraordinary in old 
Mr. Hardwick's driving along a high road, and 
stopping to pay a turnpike, and speaking to the 
person who took the toll. How uncomfortable 
and awkward for her it would have been if she 
had not had the force to control herself. On the 
whole, the unexpected meeting had passed over 
for her better than could have been hoped. And 
had not the old man's hard face thawed, for a 
moment, as he spoke to her ? A flame of hope leapt 
up within her at the thought.

" He liked my look and manner : might he not 
one day like my mind and my heart ?"

This joyful gleam was, however, followed by a 
gloomy reaction. No doubt John's father would 
often pass along that road, so, that she should 
constantly see him again. But what profit for 
her would there be in such meetings ? They would 
not, in reality, bring the old man and herself nearer 
to each other. It would only be a frequent en 
durance of such self-restraint as she had subjected 
herself to to-day. It would only be to feel yet 
more bitterly the gulf which was between her and 
those she yearned so deeply to love. Oh! let her 
go back at once to her mother, and leave a place 
where so much sharp, useless pain awaited her. But 
this last idea soon, in a great measure, faded away. 
The thought of seeing sometimes her promised 
husband's father had, in reality, a strong secret 
attraction for her, whatever suffering it might 
cause her; and, besides, she could not bear the 
notion of not beholding Beechcombe and Kilton 
again. She did, however, say that night to Aunt 
Judith—

" Aunt, don't you think I'd best go home ?" 
" No, my child," answered the old woman, who 

guessed something of what had been going on in 
the girl's ueart. "You had much best stay 
here and try to look sweat and pleasant whenever 
the old man passes, so that he may get at home 
like with your face. Perhaps in this way God is 
beginning to lead you into a brighter path."

" Oh, auntie, every time he speaks to me it will 
be like hearing John's voice on the other side of a 
high wall, and knowing I can't get to him."

" It will want courage, I know; but you have 
plenty of it, Lucy. And hearken, my child, we 
women need quite as much courage as men do, 
for 'tis us as has to fight all the silent battles of 
life, and they be the hardest."

And Lucy stayed, and often took the toll from 
old Mr. Hardwick's hand, and always behaved in 
the same simple, quiet way. The old man had 
evidently conceived a sort of fancy for her; he 
always stopped to talk to her for a few moments, 
and often made little jokes with her ; and if she 
happened not to be there, asked Aunt Judith 
where she was.

One day old Hardwick said to Aunt Judith, 
" Do 'ee know any likely maid that would suit us 
as a servant at Beechcombe P My missus be 
dreadful bad, and she can't get a girl to stay a 
day with her."

According to custom, Aunt Judith only answered 
a question so entirely foreign to a turnpike- 
keeper's duties by a short, decisive shake of the 
head. But when she went back into the house 
she said to her niece—

" Mrs. Hardwick be one of those who never keeps 
a servant, and for a good reason : she can't rule 
her own peevish temper, and how can she rule her 
own family ?"

His parents wanted a servant, and there was 
one who would serve them—oh ! how willingly. 
Such was the thought which passed through.Lucy's 
mind.

CHAPTER XII.
DKOOPING.

WINNIE, the child at Beechcome farm, had drooped 
lately. She loved her father with a singular depth 
and tenderness for her age, and in her inmost 
heart she pined for him. She mourned, too, 
because she knew that he was grieved. No one 
had ever fully explained to her the cause of her 
father's absence ; indeed, old Hardwick had made 
up his mind that Winnie should not, in any way, be 
mixed up in the matter; but with the quickness 
of a clever child she had picked up a good deal on 
the subject from words dropped by her grand 
father and grandmother and by the neighbours.

The name of stepmother did not arouse in 
Winnie the feeling of antagonism that it does 
often in very young girls. She had never known 
her own mother, and never been taught especially 
to love and reverence her memory. What her 
father wished must, she thought, be good and 
pleasant for him and her and every one at Beech 
combe. Deeper than this she did not try to go 
into the matter; at her age it would not have 
been natural if she had; but she was troubled 
because her father was in trouble, and often lay 
awake at night wearying herself with longing to 
be able to help him, and wondering if she ever 
should. Thus, strong sympathy for her father 
and sorrow for his absence, working on her bodily 
health, were the real causes why her cheek was 
paler and her limbs less elastic.

No one, however, guessed this. Her grand 
mother and the women of the village gave every 
reason except the right one for Winnie not looking 
as well as usual.

' She be made a slave of in that there house, 
where a servant can't stay any more than in a bed 
of nettles. I wouldn't have a child of mine served 
so for double old James Hardwick's money," cried 
the gossips.

' She do sit too much over her books : what be 
:he use of all that laming P" grumbled the grand 
mother.

According to another good lady, the child was 
overlooked by one of the three witches whom 
Dublic opinion declared to exist in the parish.

Farmer Hardwick entirely refused, as people 
sometimes do about those they dearly love, to see 
;hat anything was the matter with the child.

" My Winnie be as bright as ever," he would 
say, " and a pretty sight better-looking than any 
hi in the village, great or small."
It was perhaps little wonder that an observer 

no keener than old Hardwick did not notice 
any change in his grand-daughter. She went 
abon.t the rooms as noiselessly and diligently as 
brmerly, doing all the home duties which lay 

within her strength. Her face was as bright and 
earnest as ever as she sat at the table, a happy,tiny 
lousewife, deep in the mystery, which she had
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lately taken upon herself, of making tea. When 
the old man came in from a heavy day on the 
farm she met him with all her usual fond dutiful 
little observances. Her gracious childhood still 
spread through the gloomy old house its only 
sunshine. Girls among the lower classes become 
skilful in household work at an age when girls in 
ranks above them are playing with their dolls; 
and Winnie, on account of her grandmother's ill- 
health, had grown to be so earlier than most.

The child was oftener by her flower-bed in the 
garden thia winter than in past years, and 
whispered a good deal to the plants about the 
spring. She visited sometimes in the shed her 
favourite cow—her of the half-shorthorn breed— 
and would confide to her all her hopes and fears 
about her father. She did not play with her cat 
as much as she used to do, but Pussy might often 
be seen snugly curled up in her lap, as she sat on 
the old-fashioned window-seat learning her lessons 
or reading her Bible. How real and present all 
in that book was to the child, whether she read 
of little Samuel sleeping in the Temple, or of the 
widow's cruse, or, sweeter still, of the manger- 
cradle and the angels' song !

As old Hardwick cherished an especial wish 
that Winnie should be very forward in " book- 
learning," as he called it, for which, though he 
possessed but little of it himself, he had a con 
siderable respect in others, the child went very 
regularly to day and Sunday school, and, in con 
sequence of this latter, to church. The precious 
seed thus sown fell on good ground, and was 
already beginning to bring forth fruit in little 
Winnie's daily life.

(To be continued.)

<%rf adborat

|H ! I do hate baked things !" said one 
man to another, as they were walk 
ing home after work ; " nasty, 
greasy and indigestible, baked food 
is like a load of lead in your stomach 
after you have eaten it."

" Well, 1 can't agree with you," 
replied his companion ; "my wife often gives me 
a tasty dinner or supper of baked "things," and 
sometimes something of the kind as a relish for 
breakfast or tea."

" Well, I wonder what can be the reason of the 
difference ; I'm sure I hate the sight of a pie or 
anything out of the oven."

" Perhaps it's the oven's fault," suggested his 
friend with a grin—to which we may add " per 
haps it is, and perhaps it isn't." For the fact is, 
and all good housewives would do well to remember 
it, baking is a mode of cookery which is only 
suited to certain dishes; and while it is for these 
a very satisfactory aud toothsome method of pre 
paring food, yet for others it is wasteful and 
decidedly unsatisfactory.

Of course pastry and cakes must be baked, and 
various puddings and also many meat dishes may 
be treated in this way, but some dishes are 
decidedly unwholesome when thus prepared.

For instance, baking is the best way of cooking 
a sucking-pig, and a ham baked in a moderately- 
heated oven is of finer flavour and more juicy and 
also cuts shorter than if boiled. A leg of pork, 
a pig's head, a spare-rib of pork, all bake exceed 
ingly well; but, on the other hand, a loin of pork 
is too fat and a griskin is too lean for baking.

Geese and ducks are very suitable for baking; 
they should be placed breast downwards on a 
strong wire tripod or stand in the dish, and turned 
when half done. A little butter should be spread 
over the breast and back and then sprinkled with 
salt and flour.

Both hare and rabbit bake very well; as also 
do many fish, such as eel, pike, cod, mackerel, 
gurnet, mullet, and haddock. They should be 
sprinkled with salt and flour and some bits of 
butter put over them. A breast or fillet of veal 
and a shoulder of mutton with potatoes, as also 
a bullock's or sheep's heart, are also very suitable 
joints for baking.

Indeed, to use an expression made by a famous 
cook, " Baking is one of the cheapest and most 
convenient ways of dressing a dinner in small 
families."

The time required for baking meat is the same 
as required for roasting, although the degree of 
heat in the oven must be taken into account. 
Baking also has this advantage over roasting— 
that the joint, or whatever it may be that is 
baked, is more equally " done" all over, a condi 
tion that is not always obtained even by the most 
careful roasting. But some people say that the 
ordinary joints of meat have a peculiar and un 
palatable taste when baked in an oven, which 
may be caused by the fumes which arise in cook 
ing, and which are not carried off as when meat 
is roasted before an open fire. This difficulty is, 
however, removed, wholly or partly, if the oven has 
a ventilator to allow the fumes to escape.

The baking-dish or tin ought to be deep enough 
to rise about an inch above the joint, and thus the 
juices of the meat are kept from drying up. And 
if the oven be very hot, a piece of white paper, 
well buttered or greased, should be put over the 
meat to prevent it from burning; care, however, 
being taken to remove it in time to allow the out 
side to " brown" before serving.

When a sucking-pig is baked, the ears and tail 
should be in this way covered with buttered paper, 
and the " crackling" should be anointed with 
butter.

Some dishes, such as gravies, stews, beef-teas, 
soups, &c. may be baked, and should be put into 
a jar with a close-fitting lid. These may be pur 
chased for a few pence, and are called baking jars. 
Sometimes the jar is put into a pan of hot water 
and the pan and jar put into the oven. This 
equalizes the heat. The best way of making beef- 
tea is to cut up the gravy beef into dice, and put 
ting it into a baking-jar, cover with cold water, 
and put on the lid, placing it in a slow oven. An 
admirable soup may be made in the same way by 
cutting 1 Ib. lean beef into dice, and placing it in 
a baking-jar, mixed with a number of chopped 
vegetables, such as celery, turnips, onions, carrots, 
tomatoes, and half-cup of rice (previously boiled 
for a quarter of an hour); two-and-a-half or three 
pints of cold water should then be poured in, and 
the lid having been put on, the jar should be set 
in a pan of boiling water and the whole popped in 
a good oven for six hours. This dish should not be 
uncovered while cooking " to see how it is getting 
on." Many dishes may be made in this way, and 
baking will be found to be, for suitable dishes, a 
most convenient and economical method of pre 
paring food.

Pastry should be placed in a tolerably quick 
oven, otherwise it will become heavy and indi 
gestible, as our friend said " baked things" were, 
at the beginning of our "chat;" but all large 
cakes should be placed in a moderate o^en, or the 
outside will be burned before the inside is done. 
If you want to know when the inside is sufficiently 
cooked, a knitting needle or wire skewer may be 
put into the middle, and if, when this is drawn 
out, any moisture adheres to it, the cake is not 
done and it must be longer baked. It is a good 
plan also to cover cakes and pastry with a piece 
of buttered white paper, as recommended for meat, 
so that they may not be " browned" until the in 
side is fairly done; but the paper should not be 
put on until the paste has " set;" while it is said 
that a bowl of water placed in the oven will keep 
all cakes and pastry from burning. Light cakes 
should be put into a brisk oven until they have 
risen, when the heat may be decreased; but this 
should be done by lessening the fire, never by 
leaving the oven-door open. This should never be 
done in baking. Remember in baking mince-pies, 
to boil the mince-meat first, i.e., before putting it 
in the crust. This renders the pies more digestible. 

In baking fish it is well to remember that the 
oven should be very moderate, and large fish 
should be frequently basted, lest they should 
brown too fast.

A bullock's heart is one of those dishes which 
baking will render most excellent; it should be 
stuffed with a good forcemeat, and, as it is thick, 
a full quarter of an hour should be allowed for 
every pound which it weighs.

In order to ascertain the heat of an oven a ther • 
mometer is of course the best means to adopt. 
Small articles of puff pastry require 300 degrees ; 
pies, tarts, and bread 280 degrees, and cakes and 
meat 240 degrees. But if you have not a ther 
mometer, perhaps the easiest way of testing the 
heat is to sprinkle a little flour on the oven. If 
in a few seconds it turns black the heat is too 
great; if it remains uncoloured, the heat is not 
sufficient; but when it becomes of a bright brown :

colour the oven is ready for baking. And just 
one hint in conclusion* Remember the oven has 
not eyes and brains and will not look after itself, 
It is something like a child, it requires attention 
and interest to be takeji in it and in its doings, 
and then the things committed to its care will 
thrive. F. M. H. ————^3=4,————

A WELSH PRAYER. 
Grant, 0 God! Thy protection ; 
And in protection, strength ; 
And in strength, understanding; 
And in understanding, knowledge; 
And in knowledge, knowledge of justice ; 
And in the knowledge of justice, the love of it; 
And in that love, the love of all existences; 
And in the love of all existences, the love of God. 

God and all Goodness.
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