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CHAPTER I.

evening, Mrs. Lirrick, what an ex- 
cessively hot day it has becu. Aren't 
you nearly worn out ? lam. The hot 
weather always knocks me up."

Mrs. Lirrick draws forward a chair 
for her visitor, and smilingly assents.

" We have not seen anything of you 
continues her guest; "so I thought 

something must be the matter. I made sure the 
baby was ill."

The young mother glances at the baby fondly, and 
passes her band over the little flaxen head. 

" Oh, no, baby is never ill."
" You will have it all at once, my dear. Don't 

boast. I never knew a baby yet, that didn't catch 
everything that was to be caught, and you know 
' scarlatina' is very much about just now." 

"Yes, I hear it is, but I am not afraid." 
" No? You take things too easily." 
" I don't hold with running to meet one's troubles, 

Mrs. Parker; I think it much better to wait until 
they come."

Mrs. Parker is somewhat aggrieved at this answer, 
and relapses into silence. 

" Is Mr. Parker well ?" 
" Not very, thanks," is the short rejoinder. 
" I am very sorry to hear it. He is not very 

strong, is he ?"
Mrs. Parker looks in surprise at her hostess. 
" Strong !" she says. "He is almost an invalid. 

I have an awful life of it, what with rheumatics in 
the winter, and gout all the summer ; and he, such 
an irritable man. My dear, you have no idea what 
a life I lead. I really think sometimes I shall end 
my days in a lunatic asylum."

Mrs. Lirrick thinks, too, it is not at all unlikely, 
but she is too polite, to say so.

" I quite envy you sometimes," she continues ; 
" you have such a quiet life." 

" It is very hot to-night."
" It is indeed. We are going to have a storm. It is 

coming up very black, and there are breakers out at sea. 
I am most fearfully afraid of storms, are not you ?" 

Mrs. Lirrick smiles gently. 
" No, I am not at all afraid." 
" Not afraid ? And your husband a sailor ? You 

feel no dread on a winter's night, when you know the 
waves are mountains high, and the wind enough to 
blow any vessel inside out ?"

"I "used to at first. I do not now," she answers. 
" At least, not often."

" I wouldn't be a sailor's wife for anything. I 
should never know a moment's peace. Now to-night, 
for -instance, there is a dreadful storm coming. Just 
look how black it is getting. There ! wasn't that 
lightning? I think I had better be going. Good- 
by, my dear, I must run. Don't get nervous, now. 
Oh dear ! that is rather vivid. It looks dreadful 
over the sea. I am so afraid for the poor ships in a 
storm. They don't stand much chance, do they? 
There is no shelter for them, and if the lightning 
does strike a ship, why — oh dear, that was a flash! 
Good-by, child, I shall think of you to-night."

Mrs. Parker kisses the young wife and goes 
quickly out into the street, where the rain is already 
beginning to fall, and she runs — with one eye shut, 
as though she really thought she could see less of the 
storm with one — down the red-tiled pavement as 
quickly as she can.

Young Mrs. Lirrick stands at the door looking 
across the road at the sea beyond. The waves are 
breaking heavily on the shore, and, as Mrs. Parker 
had said, the breakers are tossing wildly about in the 
distance, and the young wife's heart sinks at the 
sight of the darkness of sea and sky.

The storm comes on quickly, and the rain beats 
down violently, and the wind dashes against the 
little cottage, shaking it with such force that it 
threatens to raze it to the ground with each fresh 
gust.

All that night the young wife sits up hushing the 
crying infant, and gazing with terrified eyes at the 
storm without. Her thoughts are with her husband. 
Can his vessel stand in such a storm as this ? Is he 
safe P

Towards morning the storm abates. The thunder 
still rumbles in the distance, the lightning still 
flickers over the sea, but the worst is over. The 
day breaks, and the blackness lifts a little. Amy

Lirrick places her baby in its cot, and_ stands at the 
window looking out over the sea. The sun rises, and 
she watches it with her tired aching eyes. The dark 
clouds are scudding quickly away, and the blue sky 
appears. The sun lifts itself higher and higher in 
the heavens. "Is all well?" thinks the girl. Her 
lips tremble, and her ej^es fill with tears, and she 
kneels down by her baby's cot, and bows her head on 
her arrrs.

" Oh, God ! take care of him, and bring him back 
to me!"

Poor young wife ! She is late in asking help now 
the storm is past. Out on the deep floats the wreck 
of a boat, with its masts broken, and its sails 
blackened and burnt. There is no sign of life there. 
The waves break over the shattered boat, tossing 
about on its side. Its owner is lost. He has gone 
down, as many brave men do. And only God saw 
the final struggle and heard the last prayer for his 
wife and child. The Father of the fatherless wil 
watch over and keep them in safety, as the boy 
husband and father is safe in His keeping now.

CHAPTER II.

Two years have passed away since the body of Amy 
Lirrick's husband was washed ashore—two long 
years of toil and struggle. The baby is a big baby 
now. and can trot along by its mother's side, am 
prattle so prettily to its mother's ear, as she leads hei 
tenderly along. The young widow, but a girl still, 
only twenty-three now, is but little changed. Time 
has dealt very kindly with her. People look pityingly 
after her as she walks along. All people pity youn_ 
widows, especially pretty ones; and many a heart 
softens at Amy's sweet face.

" Good-morning, Mrs. Lirrick. How is the little 
one to-day ?"

Amy looks proudly at Nelly's rosy face, and smiles 
up into the handsome face above her.

" She looks well enough, doesn't she ?" laughs the 
mother.

" She is a sweet little thing," answers the young 
man, lifting the child into his strong arms.

" Give us a kiss, lassie," he mutters. " Would 
you like to come for a sail in my boat—come on the 
sea with me?"

" Oh, no !" says the mother hastily. " Don't ask 
her, please ; I couldn't let her go." 

"Are you afraid ?" 
"Yes."
" Don't you think I will take care of her ?" 
" Oh, it isn't that, but—but—oh, please don't take 

her!"
" Won't you come too ?"
She -shudders, and holds out her arms for the 

child. _
" Give her to me; please put her down." 
"All right. You needn't show so plainly how you 

dislike a fellow."
" Indeed, I—I don't dislike you. It is only that I 

—I hate the sea. I am afraid of it."
" It is safe enough to-day," he mutters, setting the 

child on the ground. " I would have taken care of 
her. I would not have taken her out to sea."

Amy clasps her child's hand, and looks steadily 
down at the little bright face. Her heart beats very 
fast at the injured tone of his voice.

" Well, I must be off, I suppose. I am late in 
beginning work to-day." 

" Yes, you are, indeed."
" I feel lazy to-cla}*-," he says, with a half-laugh, as 

he lingers by her side.
He does not tell her he has been loitering about, 

waiting to see her, for over an hour. He does not 
say it is for the sake of having a word with her, that 
he is not out on the deep. 

" Well, good-by!"
Amy puts her hand into his big sunburnt palm, 

and looks into the tender face bending over her.
"You don't mind?" she says, timidly. "You are 

not angry with me for—for-——" 
" Angry ? With you ?"
He smiles down at her flushed face and clasps her 

hand closely in his.
"We .will watch you from here," she says, hurriedly. 

" Baby and I will watch you out—out of sight."
" I am afraid I shall be some time getting out of 

sight then," he laughs.
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" You are very fond of baby," she says, gently. 
" Yes," ho echoes, the smile deepening in his eyes. 

" I am very fond—of baby." 
" I think everybody is." 
" I don't wonder—do you?" 
The girl laughs, and lifts the child in her arms. 
" There, kiss her 'good-by.' You will thoroughly 

spoil her."
"And you won't, I suppose?" he laughs as he 

presses his lips to the baby face. " There, go along, 
Miss Nell; take mamma home."

The next moment he has gone, and mother and 
child watch his vessel gliding away over the smooth 
water.

It is a glorious day, and Amy lingers by the sea. 
She is loth to go in, it is so splendid outdoors. 
There are not many people about, so she sits down on 
the beach for a while, and the little one plays beside 
her.

" Two years to-day," she think*, " since that awful 
storm. Poor Harry—poor fatherless little Nell." 

" Mumma—look !"
Amy looks round and sees Mrs. Parker coming 

towards her. The baby struggles towards her and 
laughs into the woman's face. Amy rises and holds 
out her hand.

" What a lovely day."
" Yes—yes," she answers, hurriedly. " Sit down, 

my dear. I have something to say to you. A little 
word of warning, my child, which you will not mind 
from an old woman like me." 

Amy locks up in some surprise. 
" Sit down, my dear, sit down ; I am in no hurry 

for a minute or so. I came here on purpose to 
speak to you."

There is silence for a few moments. Amy clasps 
and unclasps her hands nervously, gazing straight 
ahead of her. '

" Do you remember this day two years back ?" 
Amy starts. 
"Yes."
" It is the day your husband met his death—the 

day of that fearful storm, such as I never remember 
the like. I shall never forget it—never—no— not if 
I live to be a hundred. What a night I had of it, to 
be sure. Do 3'ou remember the thunder ? Wasn't 
it violent ? I thought the house would be down 
every minute. M}T goodness, how angry Parker was at 
the thunder; it was dreadful to hear him, my dear. 
He had the gout so bad, you know, and the thunder 
shook him so. It was aggravating I own, and, poor 
fellow, he was suffering, so there was some excuse."

" You want to speak to me," interrupts Amy, 
quickly ; " I must go home soon. Will you say what 
you have to say quickly, please ?"

" Yes, I am coming to it. I was just going to tell 
you, people are talking of you, my clear, and I think 
you had better be told of it at once."

" Of me ?" says the girl, flushing suddenly; 
" what have they to say of me?"

"Now, don't be angry," says Mrs. Parker, looking 
quickly at the flushed face besides her ; " you must 
know how country people always talk."

Mrs. Parker ceases tal'drig. She seems to have 
forgotten what she wishes to say.

'• Mrs. Parker ! if you intend to say anything to 
me, will you say it, please, for I must be going." 

" Is it true you are going to be married again ?" 
"I!—married?" gasps Amy. 
" Yes, that's what people say, and that's what I 

ame to tell you, because I think it is dreadi'ul— 
dreadful. Only two years since you were left a 
widow. If it is true, Mrs. Lirrick, 1 must say——" 

" It is not true," says Amy, indignantly. 
"Then why do you encourage liobin Ellis like 

you do ? Why do you go to meet him of a 
morning."

' I do not. I never have met him, but by chance. 
3ow dare you say I have ! Can I not have a friend 
without being insulted P"

" Well, I never!" retorts Mrs. Parker. "I came 
,o you out of kindness."

" I understand your motive, but you are entirely 
•nistakeii. Mr. Ellis is a friend—nothing more, 
jjood morning."

Amy Lirrick lifts her child in her arms, and turns 
quickly away, hurrying up the beach to her own 
T.ome, leaving her companion gazing after her in 
lewilderment.

CHAPTER III.

You will forgive me for coming, but I couldn't 
Taake out why I hadn't seen you for so long. I was 
o afraid you were ill, or else—the child."
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" We are both well, thanks." 
Robin Ellis leans against the doorpost, and looks 

anxiously into the averted face before him. 
" Have I offended you ?" he says, quickly. 
" Oh, no," says Amy, flushing. " Indeed you have

not." 
His brow clears a little, and he moves nearer to

her. „ .
" Mustn't 1 come in, and see the—the child ?"
" She is asleep."
" Why haven't you been out lately ? You didn't 

even go to church on Sunday," he mutters, still keep- 
in^ his eyes fixed on the troubled face, and wondering 
what is the matter.

" Mrs. Lirrick," he says, suddenly—" Amy, has any 
one been setting you against me ? No ! don't go in," 
he cries, catching her arm quickly. "You must 
answer me. You don't know how you have pained 
me the last few days. Why won't you speak, to me ? 
Why do you turn your face away ?"

"Let me go !" cries Amy. "You have no right to 
keep roe. You have no right to call——"

" Yes I have," he says, suddenly; " because I love 
you; because I want you for my wife."

" But——"
" I won't listen. I won't have any ' buts.' I love 

the child—you know I do. I will be a father to her, 
Amy, and love her as my own. You can trust me ? 
You must have seen how I love you both."

" No! oh, no——"
" Do not answer me now. Think it over, and tell 

me in the morning; and, child, let me work for you 
both. Do not say me ' nay.'"

He goes away as quickly as he had come, and Amy 
stands alone in the hall, hiding her face in her hands. 
She has been waiting for this, and now it has come 
she does not know if she is glad or sorry.
*****

The following morning Amy watches from her 
window the fishing-boat getting ready to sail. There 
is a light breeze out to-day, and the waves ripple 
sparklingly in the sunshine. The sky is cloudless. 
No one could fear the sea to-day ; but it is not at the 
sea she is gazing so intently. She is watching, with 
a smile on her face, the eager bronzed face of Robin, 
as he turns so often towards her, and gazes so wist 
fully up at her window. He cannot see her from 
where he is, but he is waiting very impatiently for a 
sign.

The boat is ready to be off, but he does not go; he 
sits on the edge of the boat and waits. Ten minutes 
later the frown disappears from his dark face, and his 
eyes brighten, for he sees two figures coming along, 
and he smiles gladly, but he does not move. He has 
not waited in vain.

He stands up in his boat as they come to the side, 
and leans down to her.

" Baby wants to go for a sail," says Amy, shyly. 
" Will you take her ?"

" You will trust her with me ?"
One moment's hesitation, and then she lifts up her 

one treasure, and puts her into his arms.
"But I cannot take her to-day," he says, gently. 

" I am going right out to sea. Ah ! aren't you glad, 
you little hypocrite P" he laughs. "Come! I have 
waited so long for you, haven't you a word for me to 
day P"

" What am I to say ?" she whispers.
" Say I may have a share in this article," he 

mutters, kissing the baby's laughing face.
"You—you may, if you want."
His face grows very tender as he looks into her 

face and gives her back her child. It was his share 
from that hour forth—his share too, in the heart of 
Amy Lirrick.

MAUDE ST. JOHN.
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a practical people, when we think of what 
the sea yields our minds are rather apt 
to dwel) upon fish alone ; but if we re 
flect a little and look around us, we shall 
see that the finny tribe constitute only a 
portion of the wealth which nature is 

_ ever providing for us out of the great 
as true that fish is a most important 

commodity, the fisheries of the United Kingdom 
alone being, ^it is estimated, of the annual value 
ot eleven million pounds sterling, and giving employ 
ment to about a hundred and twenty thousand per-

sons, to say nothing of those engaged in distributing 
the fish after it is caught; but in different parts of 
the world there are important industries carried on 
which have nothing to do with fish, such as we are 
accustomed to see and talk about—industries which 
we have the advantage of in articles either of use 
fulness or beauty. A little gossip about some of 
these may not be without interest or instruction.

Suppose we start with sponges ? A piece of sponge 
is one of the commonest things in a house. Before it 
gets there, however, perils will probably have had to 
be encountered in procuring it, and it will have yielded 
a partial living to several persons—those employed in 
the sponge fishing, wheresoever it may be, the mer 
chant who has dealt in it, and the shopkeeper from 
whom it has been purchased. All this is of course 
very plain and matter-of-fact; but as with the sponge 
so it is with very many other articles of everyday use. 
We are too prone to take them up and put them down 
again, without a thought of how they are produced, 
where they came from, what peril or trouble has been 
involved in finding or producing them, or what trade 
interests are connected with them. Tens of thousands 
of pounds' worth of sponges are brought to this 
country every year, and the uses to which the 
sponges are put, as we all know, are very many—• 
from the cleaning of the schoolboy's slate to the 
washing of a carriage; from the "bathing" of a 
baby by its fond mother, to the removal and stanch 
ing of blood after an operation by the firm yet gentle 
hand of the skilful surgeon. In times gone by the 
sponge was a great object of interest to naturalists, 
and many and warm were the discussions whether it 
should be classed among vegetables or animals; now, 
however, it is generally admitted to bo an animal, 
though of a very low form. Not a very agreeable 
thing is the sponge to handle when it is first picked 
up. The form in which we get it is only the skeleton. 
In its natural state it is covered with slimy matter, 
which gives forth a most offensive smell, and makes 
the vessel in which the spongers are engaged ex 
ceedingly unpleasant. After being exposed to the 
air ten or twelve hours the sponge dies, and then 
the operation of cleaning it from the thin dark skin 
with which it is covered, and the liquid, resembling 
milk, with which it is filled. When quite clean the 
sponges are dried by exposure to the air, bleached, 
and then packed in bales. Sometimes a large number 
of sponges are put upon a framework in shallow water, 
and the tide, wind, and sun perform a good portion of 
the work which is done at other times by hand. 
Sponges are found attached to rocks and other hard 
substances—they do not seem to be at all particular 
what they cling to. At the recent Fisheries Exhibition 
at South Kensington, stone water-bottles, pitchers, 
&c., might be seen with large sponges fixed to them. 
Sometimes the sponges are taken by means of a 
kind of fork, or " harpoon," with which they are 
torn away; this is when they are found in shallow 
water. Those obtained from the depths are taken 
by divers, who, before they descend, inflate their chests 
for several minutes. The work of these men is of a 
very trying character, as may well be imagined. To 
duck one's head beneath water for a moment or two 
when bathing is quite sufficient for an inexperienced 
person, as every one knows who bathes at home or 
who flounders about in the seaorriver; but the sponge- 
divers will keep down from one to two minutes, 
and instances have been known where the time has 
been more than three minutes. The men are trained 
to the work almost from childhood, but for all that 
the sensation they experience under water must always 
be more or less distressing, and cannot fail to shorten 
their lives. Strange things must meet their gaze 
while they are at the bottom of the sea, but they have 
little time and probably little inclination to observe 
much beyond their immediate business.

Largely from the Bahama Islands (West Indies), 
belonging to Great Britain, and from the Mediter 
ranean, are sponges obtained, though there are many 
other parts of the world from which they come, 
including America. From the Bahamas in 1882 
the value of the sponges exported was sixty thousand 
pounds. The sponges are sold by weight, according 
to quality; some of the varieties have curious names, 
such as sheep-wool, hard-head, grass, glove, and so 
on. The most valuable is the sheep-wool.

Then there are corals. Few of us, it may be 
imagined, when looking at a necklace or a brooch 
formed of this beautiful substance, ever think that 
there are great islands in the sea of the same thing ; 
and fewer still, perhaps, reflect that these islands 
consist of myriads of the tiny animals welded 
together. Alter pearls, as Mr. P. L. Simmonds 
points out, coral is the handsomest and most valuable 
production obtained from the sea. It presents, as

most of us know, the appearance of a branching 
shrub without leaves, of a red or rose colour (we are 
speaking now of the kind generally used by jewellers), 
compact and solid. It has the hardness and brilliancy 
of agate, it takes a beautiful polish, and shines, like 
garnet, with the tints of the ruby. The Chinese, 
Hindoos, and Singalese have all tried their skill in 
carving coral, but the most beautiful work comes from 
Italian workshops. Much of the manufacturing pro 
cess—grinding, drilling, and polishing—is done by 
women. The red coral is classified by some dealers into 
a number of shades of colour, as many as twelve ; the 
delicate rose- or flesh-coloured, which is on the whole 
the most prized, is sold at very high rates, as it is 
entirely a fancy article. The most common is a dull 
white. Black is highly esteemed. The coral is 
obtained from the depths of the sea by means, of what 
is called an " engine," let down from the vessel, and 

! consisting of cross-bars of wood and iron strongly 
lashed or bolted together. This ''engine" clutches 
hold of the precious substance, to raise which to the 
deck of the vessel is a work of very great labour, 
often resisting the most energetic efforts of the crew, 
who, exposed half-naked to the burning sun, work 
the capstan to which the cable and engine are 
attached, while the padrone (or captain) urges the 
men to increased exertion. Quoting a French writer 
on the subject, we may say, " Behold, fair reader, 
with what hard labour, fatigue, and peril the elegant 
bijouterie with which j^ou are decked is torn from the 
deepest bed of the ocean !"

Now a few words about pearls, to the gathering 
of which the same remarks about labour and peril 
will apply. What is known as the pearl-oyster is 
found in various parts of the world, but the most 
important fisheries are found in the Bay of Bengal, 
Ceylon, and other parts of the Indian Ocean. The 
pearls are formed in the shell in a curious manner. 
They appear to be the result of accident, such as the 
intrusion of a grain of sand or other substance, 
which, by irritating the tender body of the animal, 
obliges it in self-defence to cover the cause of offence, 
which it has no pow:er to remove; and as the 
secretion goes on regularly to supply the growth and 
wear of the shell, the little included body gets its 
share, and thereby increases in size until it becomes a 
pearl. The diving for pearls was formerly considered 
so dangerous that only criminals were employed, but 
now many thousands of persons in the Persian Gulf 
and Ceylon obtain a livelihood by these means. Each 
diver is sunk by means of a heavy stone fastened 
to the end of a rope, long enough to reach the 
bottom, and having a loop for the man's foot; 
there is also a large network basket to contain the 
pearl oysters as they are collected. When the diver 
gives the signal he is hauled up with his net and its 
contents. It is computed that about one-fourth of the 
pearl-oysters found contain pearls. The price of pearls 
depends upon their size, beauty, and variety. In 
Europe perfectly white specimens, and those tinged 
with blue, are most valued. The Indians, Arabians, 
and Chinese prefer those with a yellow tint, which 
do not lose their lustre in wear.

Pearls of rare colour, or of any powerful tint or 
shade, obtain special prices. Mr. Streeter mentions a 
pearl which belongs to the Shah of Persia as being 
above an inch in diameter, and valued at sixty-four 
thousand pounds. The Crown Prince of Germany 
gave a necklace of pearls to his bride, the Princess 
Royal of England, of the value of twenty thousand 
pounds. A necklace of the Empress Eugenie, con 
sisting of black pearls, obtained the sum of four 
thousand pounds alter the removal of the centre one, 
forming the snap, which was subsequently sold for 
more than a thousand pounds. Some good river 
pearls are found in Great Britain and Ireland, and 
in all northern Europe, and in the United States and. 
Canada.

Mother-of-pearl—the lining of the shells—is a well- 
known beautirul substance, of which various useful 
and ornamental articles are made. In the Fisheries 
Exhibition before mentioned, there was a set of boudoir 
furniture made of this, the marked price being fifteen 
hundred guineas.

Tortoiseshell is another article in which a consider 
able trade is done in this country, though the cheap 
ness of other substances, such as horn, vulcanite, &c., 
which are largely employed in the manufacture of 
such things as combs, for instance, has caused it to 
be to a great extent superseded, except among well- 
to-do people. Then there is amber, which is dredged 
and fished lor on the sea-shore, but which is really 
of vegetable origin—that is, it is the gum or resin 
of an extinct species of fir-tree.

Hardly from " the deep," but from rivers in foreign 
lands, we get a material which is useful in a variety
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of ways—the skin or hide of alligators and crocodiles, 
which is got up so as to present a very beautiful and 
finished appearance, and is used in making portman 
teaus, bags, cigar-cases, and a variety of useful 
articles, as a substitute for leather—more expensive in 
the first instance, but cheap in the long run because 
of its durability. The " scales" of the animal are 
well marked, and in a way that can hardly be 
imitated, though attempts are made to do so. Of 
the lasting quality of this material the present writer 
has had some little experience with two or three 
small items, one of which is a purse that has been in 
constant use for years, and is for all practical pur 
poses as good as new. The same may be said of a 
pocket pincushion, The writer has also a ring of 
what is called " shark-skin," but 
which is really the skin of the 
ray, a fish of the shark family. 
This material takes a beautiful 
polish, and it is capable of being 
turned to useful account in a 
variety of ways. The writer has 
seen ladies' work-tables and other 
like articles, the surface of which 
was made of ray-skin. The trade 
in alligator hides, &c., may be 
formed some idea of when it is 
stated that one firm in London 
imports sixteen or seventeen thou 
sand in a year; and in America 
it is actually proposed that alli 
gator farms shall be established 
in order to meet the demand. 
Seal-skins, sea-ivory, shells of 
various kinds, isinglass, and a 
number of other things suggest 
themselves in a paper of this kind, 
but space forbids.

_____ C. H.

TKADE AND PUBLIC LIFE.— 
Mr. Gladstone, as every English 
man knows, is the son of a Liver 
pool merchant, while Mr. Bright 
lives close to his mill on the fringe 
of the moor at Rochdale. Mr. 
Forster is a prominent member of 
the firm whose enterprise has 
brought weatlh into the retired 
region of Upper Wharfedale; Sir 
Charles Dilke is the grandson of 
the founder and is actually owner 
of The Atheno&um;l&.\. Chamber 
lain has only within a few years 
retired from the manufacture of 
wood-screws, as they are called, in 
order to devote himself to political
life ; Mr. Mundella manufactures
hosiery, Lord Dudley is a coal
merchant and iron manufacturer,
and is one of a long list of Peers
who, like Lord Londonderry,
" run" their own collieries or let
them togreat consumerslike those
of Jarrow and Middlesborough.
Lord Ardilaun is a brewer, like
Mr. Stansfeld and Mr. Bass; Lord
Wimborne is an ironmaster; Lord
Jersey is a banker, like Sir John
Lubbock, the Barings, Glyns, and
Rothschilds ; and the well-known
names of Mappin, Colman, Palmer,
Fairbairn, Feilden, Henry, Holden,
Hope, Jardine, Leatham, and others
too numerous to mention, testify
to the close alliance between trade
and the public life of England.

Daily News.

disciples that after He left them the Holy Ghost, 
the Comforter, would come to them (St. John xiv. 
16, 17, 26; chap. xvi. 7 to 13). After their Lord 
had been taken up from them into heaven the 
apostles waited ten days in expectation. And then, 
at the Feast of Pentecost, fifty days after the 
Passover, "suddenly" the promise was fulfilled: 
" And suddenly there caine a sound from heaven, as 
of a rushing, mighty wind, and it filled all the house 
where they were sitting; and there appeared unto 
them cloven tongues like as of fire, and it sat upon 
each of them; and they were all filled with the Holy 
Ghost" (Acts ii. 2, 3, 4).

There were two outward signs here of the presence 
of the Holy Spirit—wind and fiery tongues.

^r^Ls1*4^\<j^tf~
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St. Peter at Pentecost.—Acts ii. 1-21.

MOST important time had now come to 
St. Peter. Christ had told His disciples 
to wait at Jerusalem for a special pur 
pose. Of what that purpose was we read 
in St. Luke xxiv. 49: "I send the promise 
of My Father upon you." What was 
this "promise?" The Lord Jesus before 

His death had spoken fully of it. He had told His

Wind and fire are both powerful agents. The first 
is not seen, but is heard and felt; the second is both 
seen and felt. The Holy Spirit is compared some 
times to that which is gentle and silent, as the dove 
and the dew. But when first He came it was to be 
with power, fulfilling our Lord's promise before His 
ascension : " Ye shall receive power, after th»t the 
Holy Ghost has come upon you" (Acts i. 8). There 
is always power when the Spirit of God enters the 
heart. There is a power in the heart that needs to 
be overthrown. The " prince of this world" is in 
the heart, and he will not be driven out without 
power, and the only power that will drive him out is 
that of the Spirit of God. Has that power touched 
us yet ? It is the power of a new life (St. John iii. 
5, 8). This power purifies. We know that both

wind and fire exercise a purifying power. The wind 
blows away the pestilence, and the fire burns up the 
weeds that mar the ground. It is just this work that 
is needful for our hearts. Outside reformation only 
never lasts. The heart must be occupied by the 
Spirit of God; then step by step all things become 
new.

Special gifts of the Spirit were needed by the 
apostles. They were unlearned men, and they had a 
great work to do—a great missionary work. How 
could this be done ? How could the gospel of Christ 
be spread among different people and various 
languages ? God gave the gilt of tongues for this 
need and for this work.

Jerusalem was full of strangers at the time of Pente 
cost, yet when the " fiery tongues" 
rested upon the apostles, " every 
man heard speak in his own 
tongue the wonderful works of 
God." What a great miracle was 
this ! Now missionaries have to 
study long and earnestly the 
languages of other countries. At 
Pentecost in a moment all lan 
guages came easily to the lips of 
the apostles. This was just the 
opposite of Babel (Gen. xi. 4). 
Then, for man's pride, divers 
tongues were given, and men 
were scattered. The gospel of 
Jesus Christ brings men to 
gether. Peter now stands forth, 
while all wondered, and some 
mocked. It was the same earnest, 
warm-hearted Peter, ready to 
speak and to act; but it was 
Peter guided now by God's spirit. 
He defends his brethren against 
the charge of the mockers that 
they were " full of new wine," 
and he declares the fulfilment of 
God's word : " This is that which 
was spoken of the prophet Joel, 
And it shall come to pass in the 
last days, saith God ; I will pour 
out My spirit upon all flesh " (v. 
16 to 21). This is a remarkable 
passage. Part of it was fulfilled 
on the day of Pentecost, for the 
spirit was poured out then ; and 
the latter part of the passage, in 
which we read, " The sun shall 
be turned into darkness and the 
moon into blood, before that great 
and notable day of the Lord come" 
(v. 20), still remains to be fulfilled. 
The "signs in heaven"are not yet 
realized. The time seems to be 
the same as that we read of in 
Euv. vi. 12-17, when the "stars 
of heaven fall," and the " sun 
becomes black as sackcloth of 
hair." If one part of the pro 
phecy has been tulfilled, we may 
be sure that the other will be. It 
was a long time from the da_js 
of Joel to Pentecost, 800 years; 
and yet God's word came to pass. 
It has been a long time from 
Pentecost until now, more than 
1800 years; but God's word will 
come to pass. We have before us 
here Peter's first sermon. The 
conclusion of that sermon, and 
the result of it, must be left for 
further consideration. Peter 
spoke as a man who had the Spirit 
of God. The great question for 
ourselves is, "Ha v ewe the Spirit?" 
There are two important verses 

on this subject in the 8th of Komans. One is: 
•' As many as are led by the Spirit of God, they 
are the sons of God" (v. 14). This is the com 
forting—the blessed—side of the subject. " The 
sons of God !" What a wonderful honour! It is a 
great thing—a high position—to be a son of the Queen 
of England. But how far higher is the position of a 
" son of God!" The other important verse is : " If any 
man have not the Spirit of Christ, he is none of His." 
This is indeed a solemn word ! We seem to hear the 
voice of the Lord Jesus saying to us," Ye have nothing 
to do with Me, if ye have not My Spirit." And if we 
have no part with Christ now, we can have no part 
with Him in His kingdom by-and-by. May the 
constant prayer arise from the heart of all our readers, 
" 0 God, for Christ's sake, give me Thy holy Spirit!"
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WAS sitting alone in my room one after 
noon in winter, when I heard a knock at 
the door—a low tap—and as I had sent 
my little maid on an errand, I rose and 
went to see who might be there. I found 
that it was a little girl—such a strange- 
looking figure!—muffled in an old red and 

black shawl; but two of the largest, brightest black 
eyes I had ever seen were peering out of it. 

" Well, my child, what do you want ?" asked I. 
" Please, ma'am, are you Miss Groves?" she said 

in sharp, ringing tones. "Yes."
"And you keep the 

Band of Hope?"
I could not help 

smiling at the question, 
though I understood her 
meaning, for the Band 
of Hope met at my house 
every week, no other 
place in the neighbour 
hood being available; so 
I replied, "Yes, do you 
wish to join ?"

She nodded her head 
emphatically.

" Our meetings are 
held on Wednesday even 
ings, so if you come to 
morrow at half-past six 
o'clock, you can be en 
rolled as a member."

" Lizzie Williams told 
me you kept the book, 
and I could sign the 
pledge any time," she 
returned in a disap 
pointed tone.

"But I think you 
would rather do it to 
morrow at the meeting," 
I said.

"Oh, but I can't 
come then—'cause you 
see father'll be home, 
and he won't let me, 
and I do want to be a 
teetotaler so bad."

"And so you shall, 
of course," I rejoined; 
'' come in, my dear; I'll 
get the book, and you 
can sign at once."

She responded to my 
invitation with alacrity, 
and followed me into my 
sitting-room, where I 
made her take off her 
shawl and sit by the fire 
while I went to fetch the 
pledge-book. When she 
had thrown off the wrap 
I saw that she was 
dressed very shabbily, 
and the mass of black 
t'urly hair was rough 
and tangled, and did not 
give evidence of any 
mother's pride and care. 
I am always interested 
in children, especially in 
my Band of Hope boys 
and girls, and I find 
that it is well to learn all one can respecting their 
homes, so as to suit one's advice to the various cir cumstances.

"And why are you so anxious to sign our pledge ?" 1 asked.
" Because the drink's a real bad thing," she re 

turned, with such energy that I could hardly help 
smiling; "it makes our dad so awful cross, you 

she added —^ n " " " ' "

" Rather a grand one," I said, with a smile j " but 
what are you generally called ?"

" Lav. Mother meant me to be called ' Tina.' "
'•'Have you a mother living ?"
She shook her head. " No, she died a long time 

back, when little Arab was a baby. We lived right in 
the country then. There were three of us before Bobby 
died, and father took to the drink. We were very 
happy in the country."

" When who was a baby did you say ?"
''Arab. Her real name's Arabella, you see. She's 

very near five years old."
" And so you think your father would not allow 

you to come to our meetings ?"
" I am sure he won't,"
" Do you suppose he would if I were to ask him p"

WE WERE VERY HAPPY IN THE COUNTRY."—See Page 53.

talroa oil « confidentially, "and then "he
A siphon ^ K n ?,° and pawns to Set drink with-" 

anothelS °T ?d 8 statement was true of many 
««?L^er» as I l^ew well, even in that one town

live p y°Ur name' ^ child' and where do you

" No, that he wouldn't; it makes him cross to have 
ladies go and talk to him about us. There was one 
up at the church wanted us to go to Sunday school 
and asked Dad to let us, but he told her he shouldn't' 
arid he wished folks 'ud mind their own business, and 
not trouble themselves with other people's. He wasn't 
so cross and rude, you know, before he had so much 
drink—so mother used to say."

I could understand this ; for there is nothing that 
so dulls a person's sensibilities, or renders a parent 
more indifferent to his children's interests, temporal 
or spiritual, as this passion for drink. Poor little 
Lav! I could picture the cheerless home, and the 
hard, loveless life passed within it.

" I must go now," said the child, rising and 
wrapping her shawl around her, " or Arab will be

frightened, there all by herself. You'll let me bring 
her soon to be made a teetotaler too, won't you ?"

" If you choose, my dear. Why didn't she come 
to-day P"

" Oh, she wasn't very well—her throat's so bad, 
else she wanted to ever so much; she shall come 
directly she gets better/'

I explained the pledge to little Lavatina, who seemed 
fully to comprehend its meaning, and presented her 
with a pledge-card; and soon after she took her 
leave.

The days passed on, but I neither saw nor heard 
anything more of the child, and I began to feel rather 
uneasy, and wonder what could have kept her from 
bringing her little sister as she had promised. She 
had excited my interest and my pity, and as I thought 

of the two motherless 
little ones, with only 
the protection of a 
drunken father, and re 
membered how the child 
had said her sister was 
poorly, I could not rest. 
So one afternoon early, 
when I thought I was 
least likely to encounter 
their parent, I set out 
for Marks' Lane. I 
found it at last—one of 
those narrow dirty streets 
with which I was toler 
ably familiar—alighted 
on number eleven, and 
found the place just as I 
had fancied it.

There in a dirty bed 
I found little Arab, and 
Lav waiting upon her 
with devoted tenderness. 
She was seriously ill I 
could tell at once, and 
she took little notice of 
me.

" Has not your father 
sent for a doctor p" I 
inquired.

"No; he was so tipsy 
last night, and he was 
gone this morning be 
fore I could tell him 
how bad Arab was," 
answered Lav in a tear 
ful voice, that showed 
she knew the danger her 
sister was in.

" And is there no one 
to do anything for her 
but you ?"

" No; Mrs. Bruce 
came in for a bit at 
first, but she thinks 'tis 
diphtheria Arab's got— 
so she's afraid she'll 
catch it and give it to 
her own little gal."

I stayed with the 
children lor some time, 
trying to minister to the 
little one's comfort as 
well as I could; but I 
was relieved when I 
heard the father's step 
on the stair.

" This child is very 
ill," I said gravely, 
without introducing my 
self at all; " she needs 
medical aid I am sure." 

As I spoke the Irown 
with which he had greeted me gave place to an ex 
pression of distress, and after a little lurther conver 
sation he went out to call in a doctor.

But I will not sadden you with details of little 
Arab's illness and death—for she passed away to that 
happier land, never to feel the sorrows and privations 
of earth more, or to grieve over a lather's drunken 
ness.

Poor little Lav fretted terribly, and she too fell 
ill of the same disease, but recovered from it. Dur 
ing the time of this sickness Mr. Morgan appeared 
to grow steadier, and spent less time _ at Uie ale 
house ; but no sooner was Lav about again, perform 
ing her daily tasks, than he returned to his old ways. 

But though there was the same dark, dreary home 
—more lonely than ever without the presence ol little
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Arab—and still the child was poorly clothed and hut 
half-fed, yet there was one pleasure that was not 
denied her, that of attending our Band of Hope 
gatherings. Leave to do this was granted chiefly to 
oblige me I think ; as I had been much with them 
in their sickness, the father did not like to refuse 
my request. Lav thankfully availed herself of his 
permission, and every Wednesday evening, let the 
weather be what it might, she was to be found among 
the children. She was a brave little girl too, and 
kept firmly to her pledge, in spite of ridicule—and 
she had much of this. She was also a very earnest 
little worker, and brought several children into our 
society, who were thus saved, in part at least, from 
the evil influences of their homes in Marks' Lane. 
In all the town there was no street that bore such a 
character as did this; it seemed to be the haunt of all 
the drunken and disreputable. And little Lav pur 
sued her teetotal course here; in this dark corner 
she " let her light shine," and feeble though it might 
appear, it was not useless.

When she was about thirteen years of age, and 
had been a member of our Band of Hope for three 
years, I was highly delighted one evening, before the 
commencement of our meeting, to see her father 
come in.

" I'm come to put my name down in your pledge- 
book," said he; " it's high time too ; but 'twas the 
girl did it. I can't bear to think how wretched I've 
made her—and others too. I couldn't stand it any 
longer. She's never preached at me, like I've heard 
some of the youngsters do, else I'd never have come; 
but she's been a real good girl to me. And I needs 
the pledge if anybody ever did."

Ah! Lav's steady perseverance in well-doing, her 
strict adherence to her total abstinence principles, 
had not been unnoticed, and she was now amply 
rewarded.

LOUIE S.

' ACKWARD, turn backward, 0 time, in
your flight,

Make me a child again just for to-night! 
Mother, come back from the echoless

shore,
Take me again to your heart as of yore; 
Kiss from my forehead the furrows of

care,
Smooth the few silver threads out of my hair; 
Over my slumbers your loving watch keep : 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep !

Backward, flow backward, O tide of the years! 
I am so weary of toil and of tears- 
Toil without recompense, tears all in vain ; 
Take them, and give me my childhood again. 
I have grown weary of dust and decay- 
Weary of flinging my soul-wealth away, 
Weary of sowing for others to reap : 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep !

Tired of the hollow, the base, the untrue, 
Mother, 0 mother, my heart calls for you! 
Many a summer the grass has grown green, 
Blossomed and faded, our faces between; 
Yet, with strong yearning and passionate pain, 
Long I to-night for your presence again. 
Come from the silence so long and so deep : 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me,to sleep !

Over my heart, in the days that are flown, 
No love like mother-love ever has shone ; 
No other worship abides and endures— 
Faithful, unselfish, and patient like yours ; 
None like a mother can charm away pain 
Prom the sick soul and the world-weary brain. 
Slumber's soft calms o'er my heavy lids creep : 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep!

Come, let your brown hair, just lighted with gold, 
Fall on your shoulders again as of old; 
Let it drop over my forehead to-night, 
Shading my faint eyes away from the light; 
POT with its sunny-edged shadows once more 
Haply will throng the sweet visions of yore ; 
Lovingly, softly, its bright billows sweep : 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep !

Mother, dear mother, the years have been long 
Since I last listened your lullaby song; 
Sing, then, and unto my soul it shall seem 
Womanhood's years have been only a dream. 
Clasped to your'heart in a loving embrace, 
With your light lashes just sweeping my face, 
Never hereafter to wake or to weep, 
Rock me to sleep, mother—rock me to sleep.

ELIZABETH AKERS ALLEN

itr 3BM88tmt tn
ALICE KING,

Author of "Fettered yet Free," "Queen of 
Herself," &c. &c.

CHAPTER XIII.

THE WHITE WOOD.

fine December day Winnie started 
with a party of village children to 
find holly and other evergreens for 
Christmas decorations. It was a 
dazzling world out into which the 
little ones went, for a light powder 
ing of snow had fallen in the night, 

and a hoar-frost had come on the top of it. 
They were a merry band—faces twinkling with 
fun, and feet which pattered gaily on the hard 
ground, and clear laughter which made as much 
music for the woods and fields as the birds do in 
summer-time. They seemed exactly to fit in with 
all around—with the sunshine, and the crisp air, 
and the glistening ground.

The children went-very slowly at first. They 
had business in hand to be sure, but how was it 
possible to think only of business in such a wonder- 
world as now surrounded them ? The very hedges 
were one long fairy marvel. The blades of grass 
were turned into tiny shining spears. The leafless 
branches were clothed in glittering crystals. The 
fronds of the withered ferns were delicately chased 
in silver. And who would not stop to gaze at 
the fountain as it danced, and flashed, and. tossed 
about its spray among a radiant fretwork of 
icicles ?

That robin was surely well worth looking at 
and listening to as he scattered fragments of 
sweet sound from his small throat. Huw bright 
and eager his eyes were, and how pert and familiar 
he seemed, quite as if he wanted to play with 
them, or tell them something ! And yet when some 
of the younger children drew too near, there was 
a quick flutter of little wings, and he had vanished 
in an instant. Winnie, however, guessed what he 
meant, and shook out some crumbs, which hap 
pened to be in her pocket, on the spot where he 
had been.

Suddenly all the boys stood still at once. But 
what was the attraction here ? There was nothing 
very new to be seen. No ; the all-absorbing in 
terest now was caused by smell, not by sight 
Their experienced little noses told them that a 
fox must lately have passed this way. Where 
was he gone ? Was he on his road to the pond 
yonder, where the geese were cackling so uneasily 
because the water was frozen ? If they could 
only catch a glimpse of his brush among the 
trees on the hillside, it would be something to 
talk about indeed. But the fox was yet more 
uncivil than the robin; he would not show him 
self at all.

And now they were pausing to look clown curi 
ously at a drift of snow, which was soft from lying 
under the shelter of the hedge. It was marked 
with the strangest triangular sort of tracks. A 
long discussion was held over this wonder, until 
one of the elder boys, who had lagged behind, 
came up, and solved the mystery by declaring that 
these were the footprints of the rabbits.

By the time all these things had been seen and 
talked about, the party found that actually before 
a single red berry had been picked they were 
hungry. In this case there was undeniably nothing 
to be done but to sit down on some logs of wood, 
which fortunately were hard by, and to eat the 
dinner each had brought with him or her. Winnie 
kiad more than the rest, and so she shared it with 
Lhe little boy of her father's widowed farm-work 
woman, her especial pet. In country parishes the

children of small farmers (and old Hardwick, in 
spite of his having some money, lived but as a 
small farmer) mix with the children of their 
labourers very much as equals. Both generally go 
to the village school, and there is little difference 
between them either in feeling or education.

After dinner, and when every one in turn had 
filled at the brook close by, and emptied, the little 
pewter mug which one provident member of the 
group had brought, it was found that the after 
noon was advancing apace. It was no pleasant 
prospect to have to go back to mothers and elder 
sisters empty-handed; but there seemed a most 
uncomfortable likelihood of this being their fate. 
So a council was held, and it was resolved that 
they should all start off in different directions, and 
should meet again in an hour or two at the logs 
of wood; thus their spoils would be gathered more 
rapidly. As soon as this was settled, Winnie ran 
oft' alone down a path which led into the wood. 
She had promised to fetch holly-berries and moss 
for her friend, the schoolmistress, especially, and so 
she must not be idle. She was soon in a scene of 
new wonder. The tall stately trees, the trees 
which had grown less uprightly and had twisted 
their branches into fantastic forms, the trees of 
which but a stump was left, were all there, but 
they were transformed. Each stem, each twig 
was the same, but its shape was marked out in 
sparkling diamonds.

It seemed to the child the sort of place in which 
anything might happen. She would not have 
been much surprised to have seen a light brighter 
than that of the sun blaze out from among the 
white trees, and to have heard the voice of an 
angel telling her how she might help her father. 
" I wonder what this new mother father wants to 
give me is like," she mused, her thoughts gliding, 
as the thoughts of children often do, so quickly 
from the fanciful to the real. " Would she be 
some one to whom I could te1 ! all I think and all 
I wish to be ? How new it would be to have any 
one to talk to in that manner ! Would it be 
anything like having a sister ? Would she teach 
me to please better father and grandfather ? I 
am sure I should love her if she did. I can't tell 
exactly how it would all be; but I dare say I 
should understand it when it came, just as the little 
birds understand all about making their nests 
when the spring comes.'' Winnie's thoughts now 
slipped from her stepmother who might be, down 
to the path beneath her own feet, which was 
growing every minute worse. It was a succession 
of steep rough zigzags, which the frost had not 
improved ; but Winnie was a hill-country-bred 
child, and so she accomplished in safety the 
descent. She had never been before in this part 
of the wood; indeed, the whole of it was not 
familiar to her, for she seldom walked so far; but 
she believed that there was a deep lane clo\v:i 
below where moss would be plentiful, and for this 
she was making.

Before she reached that lane, however, a good 
cleal had to be gone through. In the first place, 
the path began to be so overgrown with brambles 
that she had, for the sake of her frock, to go very 
slowly. A hare started up almost beneath her 
feet, and scurried away. A jay sent forth his 
discordant note close at hand. The birds, made 
tame by the cold, were rustling among the twigs 
on every side. All these things she had time to 
notice in her tardy progress.

Then at the bottom of the wood a little brook 
raised up a brawling voice, forbidding her further 
passage. But Winnie was not to bo stopped so 
easily. She found three or four large stones, and 
throwing them into the water, made her way 
across. The stream bubbled and swirled round 
her feet as if it were angry at her having got the 
better of it; but she stepped lightly from stone 
to stone, and was soon at the other side. Finally, 
she scrambled through a gap in a hedge, and was 
at last in the much-desired lane.

It was certainly a place worth making an effort 
to reach. The tyrannical breath of the east wind 
was powerless there between those high banks. 
The frosted branches of the trees met overhead in 
a crystal network, between which the blue sky 
shone clear and soft. The hedges were full of 
shining red bunches of holly-berries. There were

The medical profession are now ordering' Cadbury's Cocoa 
Ess iiice in thousands of cases,, because it contains more nutritious 

•and flesh-forming- elements than any other beverage, and is pro- 
crable 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, Faubourg St. Hpnore. (ADTI.)
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cushions of moss as soft and green as_if summer 
breezes were blowing. The snow in this sheltered 
spot only lay in small gleaming patches, which 
made the lane all the prettier.

Hither and thither went the child, collecting 
her treasures. She was a fair picture, with her 
busy hands and eager eyes, in that sweet solitude, 
with its glimmering lights and falling shadows, 
among which spring seemed to be dreaming, 
though wiuter was walking through the land.

When she had gathered as much as she could 
carry, she began to retrace her steps, for the sun 
was sinking "fast, and she wanted to get back to 
the place where she was to meet her companions. 
Laden as she was, however, the gap, and the step 
ping-stones, and the slippery path, were all much 
more difficult than before, and it was some little 
time till she reached the middle of the wood.

And now there were so many paths, and the 
wood in its white dress looked so much all the 
same, that the question of which was her right 
Avav began to be a very grave one for the child. 
She took one path, which seemed exactly like that 
by which she had come, but it ended in nothing 
but a clump of trees. She turned into a_ second, 
and it led her, after making a little circuit, down 
the hill again. She struck into a third, and fol 
lowed it until she grew uneasy from the belief that 
she was going in quite a wrong direction. Then 
she paused and looked up at the sky. The sun 
was set, the moon was rising. Her companions 
must surely be gone home. She really must try 
to find the way, it was getting so late._

Up and down she hurried, searching for the 
path. In the day-time, when she was cool and 
calm, she would most likely have found it; but 
frightened as she was beginning to be, and in the 
moonlight, she missed it. It seemed to her that 
she wandered hither and thither, on and on, with 
out the slightest result.

Fear and despondency now got the upper hand 
in the poor child, she was so far from home and 
so lonely. The white-robed trees looked strange 
and unnatural in the moonlight. Their shadows 
cast on the shining ground were black and mys 
terious. An owl sailed overhead, sending forth 
his wild unearthly cry. She was very tired, and 
he tears began to come.

CHAPTER XIV. 
" YOU'RE LIKB SOME ONE i LOVE." 

THEEE wandered Winnie crying in the moonlight. 
Her head was bent down, her hands still clasped the 
moss and holly which were all wet with her tears, 
her feet moved heavily, she seemed a dreary, drifting 
atom in the midst of the wide white world.

Suddenly she thought she heard a sound behind 
her, and an instant after she felt something upon her 
shoulder. She started violently and gave a low cry, 
that touch came so unexpectedly, and fear was still 
strong within her. Quickly, however, every feeling 
gave way before one of great joy when she heard a 
kind voice speaking close at her side.

"What are you doing here alone, my child?" it 
said, " can-1-do--anything for you ?"

Eeassured at once by the friendly tones the child 
looked up, and saw a woman's face, the sweetest face 
it seemed to her in the moonlight that she had ever 
beheld, looking down at her.

" I have been out holly-picking and have lost 
myself. I want to find my way home," said Winnie 
simply.

" And where is your home ?" 
" At Kilton; please do show me the way there, 

for grandfather will be unhappy about me." 
_ Winnie's tears had quite ceased to flow by this 

time, for, child like, she had already leapt into perfect 
confidence in the stranger.

" But Kilton is some way off, and you seem so 
tired; at least I thought you must be from the way 
ia which you were walking when I overtook you." 

" Yes, I am tired, but I must go home." 
" Come back with me, my dear, to our house, and 

rest a little first, and warm yourself."
Winnie hesitated, but in her present state the 

offer was too enticing to be refused; and so she 
went with her new friend, making up her mind 
bravely, however, that she would only rest a very 
little while because of grandfather.

A short cut through the woods soon brought them 
into a lane something like the one Winnie had been 
m below. They walked hand in hand, for Winnie, 
irom some sweet, half-unconscious instinct, such as 
sojjjethr.es influences children, had put hers into that

of her companion. As they went along, a little bit 
of ice, loosened from the branch of some tree over 
head, fell upon the warmly twining fingers and made 
them both start.

" Do you live with your father and mother ?'' 
asked Winnie, quickly becoming a questioner, as 
children so often do.

" I am staying with my aunt now." 
" I have never had an aunt.'' 
" Haven't you P"
" No; but I should think it must be very nice to 

have a great many relations."
" It is very nice to have many people to love you;" 

and Winnie's new friend sighed a little.
"I have father and grandfather," said the child. 
"Have you no mother?" And Winnie felt that 

the grasp of the kind hand was tightened. 
" No; and father is gone away now too." 
" Is he; where is he gone ?" 
" To Bristol ; he has been gone a long, long while." 
" Why did he go away from you ?" 
" Because—because—I don't think, though, that I 

ought to tell you."
Then they walked on for some moments in silence, 

until Winnie said—
" Why does your hand shake so—are you cold ?" 
The other did not speak for a minute; then she 

asked suddenly, and in what seemed to the child an 
altered voice—

" Where do you live at Kilton P" 
" At Beechcombe Farm."
An instant after the child felt herself caught up 

and kissed passionately.
" Why do you kiss me like that ?" asked Winnie, 

wonderingly, when she was released from those closely 
enfolding arms. " It's just like the way father kissed 
me when I fell off the harvest waggon, and they 
picked me up unhurt."

"Did he kiss you so—did he P" cried the other. 
" Yes; he was so glad, you know, to find me safe; 

but I don't understand why you should."
" You make me think very much of, some one I 

love," she answered softly. 
" Am I like the person ?"
" Yes, I think, now that I come to look into your 

eyes."
Winnie's new friend had paused, and pushed back 

the child's hat, and was gazing into her face. They 
had left the shadowy lane now, and in the bright 
moonlight she could see it plainly.

" It's rather odd, isn't it, that I should be so like 
some one you know," said little Winnie, reflectively; 
then her face brightening with a new idea, she added, 
" but won't this be a reason why you should always 
love me ?"

" It shall be, dear," was the answer, given in a low, 
earnest voice.

" You must come sometimes to Beechcombe; I 
know grandfather will be rare and glad to see you 
after your being so good to me."

"I don't live near here; I'm only staying with my 
aunt for a while."

" But you can come now and then whenever you are 
here," went on Winnie, with childish persistence. 

" I don't know that I shall come again." 
" Not come again !, Oh, how nice it would be to 

be in a place where people can never "go away! In 
heaven, you know, we shall be always all together— 
father and you and I and all."

Winnie's companion led her on without speaking 
any more after that. It seemed to the child that she 
was entirely engaged in gazing at some object away 
in the field to the left, along the side of which they 
were passing, she kept her head so incessantly turned 
in that direction; but Winnie could not imagine what 
she could find there so much to interest her, for, look 
as intently as she might herself into that field, she 
could see nothing but the gleaming snow. The 
child's thoughts were, however, soon turned to other 
things, for they had now reached the turnpike.

Thus did Lucy first meet John's child. She 
iiad been visiting a poor bedridden old man for 
whom Aunt Judith (always active to do good in 
very neighbourhood into which she came) fulfilled 

many kindly offices. The old man had been 
sorrowing lately for his wife, who had been 
suddenly called away before him to the Eternal 
Shore. But to-day there had fallen upon him a 
calm—that calm which often comes before the 
jetter rest. All the while Lucy was with him a 
smile lit up his face, and he went on murmuring to 
rim self—

• Have patience, have patience, it won't be long—it 
won't be long."

(To 1)0 continued.)

MA- R&ARBT turned her seat with 
a °°k °f perplexity on her face as the 
door closed on Miss Ransome.

"What is it, auntie ? You don't like 
her." My voice rang out sharp and clear 

. as I put the question. 
" I can't say that, my dear—I do not know her ; 

but she has not a pleasant manner."
"She doesn't mean any harm—it is only her 

voice."
" Only her voice!" Aunt Margaret, the most gentle 

speaking of women, lifted her eyes to mine in amaze 
ment as she continued, " Too little attention is paid to 
that expressive means of language, my dear."

"Yes, I dare say. aunt," I assented; rather 
nettled at fault being found with Miss Ransoinc, to 
whom, notwithstanding her sharp voice and quick 
manner, I was warmly attached. " You do not know 
how worthy Miss Ran some really is."

" No, my dear, and I must say "—Aunt Margaret's 
most pleasant smile curved her lips—" she takes good 
care that one personally unacquainted with her shall 
not easily find out. Her manner certainly gives me 
a contrary impression; her voice literally rasps me, 
and if I had much to do with her, I am afraid I 
should be in a con&tant state of irritation."

1 regarded Aunt Margaret with wonder. Seldom 
had I heard her speak so warmly on any subject. 
She was never prone to notice the defects of her fellow- 
creature?, rather covering their failings with the 
mantle of charity. . • 

Aunt Margaret saw I was puzzled. 
" You do not think that I am very kindly disposed 

to Miss Ransome ?" she asked. 
"Not very," I admitted.
" Ah, my dear, her voice has carried me back 

.year.-:." With the sigh that escaped Aunt Margaret's 
lips a graveness overspread her face. I knew she 
was thinking of something unpleasant,, and after a 
moment's hesitancy I urged her, if she had no 
objection, to tell me what troubled her. .

" It was a painful remembrance of an incident that 
happened years ago, Annie," she continued; "your 
own voice is apt to be a little sharp."

"I know it is, auntie, and you think my manner 
quick."

" Very, dear—almost too quick at times—don't let 
this habit increase," she added earnestly. " You do 
not know the incalculable harm you may do thereby. 
In support of my words I must tell you of what I was 
thinking.

" You never knew Miss Nicholls, though possibly 
you have heard your dear mother speak of her ?" 

" 1 have," I answered.
" Well, she was as worthy in every respect as your 

friend, Miss Ransome; but the sharpness of her 
voice cut as did a razor. You may think- as long as 
she refrained from unkind words and deeds that this 
did not matter ; but you are mistaken.

" She was a cousin of my dear father's ; and the 
incident I am about to relatft,h^nge.ned while we 
were left in her charge for several months while our 
parents paid a long visit to some relatives in Italy.

" Your mother and I were both young girls then, 
and Gilbert, our only brother, a gay, light-hearted 
boy of fourteen. But from the moment of Miss 
Nicholls' arrival all our cheerfulness seemed to de 
part. Her manner had the effect of a blast of cold 
air running through the house, nipping every good 
and genial feeling.

"We girls felt it, but it had a more unwholesome 
influence on brother Gilbert.

" From the first we saw Miss Nicholls was no 
favourite with him. Our dear mother must have 
had a presentiment of coming ill as she stepped into 
the carriage that bore her and our dear father to 
the railway station. She called Gilly to, the door of 
the vehicle; drawing his curly head closer to her 
own, she whispered—

'"Show Miss Nicholls e'T evy politeness; remem 
ber you are the only gentleman in charge, and 
must do the honours of the house for papa while 
he is away.'

" With a loving kiss pressed on his broad white 
brow, Gilly promised, and the carriage rolled off. 

* * * -* * '
" 'Now, then, young people, what are you going to do?'
" There was a pleasant gleam in Miss Nicholls' 

eyes, and her round plump lace had a smile upon
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it; but the voice was sharp, and grated painfully on 
the nerves as she put the question.

" It was Sunday morning, and we were all ready 
for church. Gilly had just stepped out of the dining- 
room window to get a flower; and when Miss Nicholls 
entered the room we were hesitating whether to wait 
for him or to go on with her, leaving him to fol 
low.

" Gilbert, at that moment rushed in breathless, a 
beautiful rose in his button-hole and another in his 
hand, which ne very politely presented to Miss 
Nicholls.

"' No, thank you, I don't take flowers to 
church.'

"Gilbert coloured furiously; brow and cheeks 
were suffused ; which your mother noticing, stretched 
forth her hand, saying softly—a great contrast to Miss 
Nicholls' voice—

" ' I'll put it in this vase till you come home, Miss 
Nicholls.'

" ' Just as you like, but let us be off now.' 
" We all followed her out at the door, Gilbert and 

I giving precedence to Lilian to walk with her, while 
we followed behind. Gilbert said nothing of the in 
cident of the flower as we went along, but I knew 
this had made an unpleasant impression on his mind. 
I saw him eyeing Miss Nicholls furtively, and once 
or twice, when she uttered some sharp, short sentence, 
crisp and sparkling, and not unfrequently accom 
panied with a laugh, a frown darkened his brow.

" From that day I saw that our young brother 
had taken a strong dislike to Miss Nicholls—very 
unforgiving and wrong of him, I dare say you think, 
Annie, and that I do not gainsay; but I am dealing 
just now with plain facts, without glossing over 
anything.

" In justice to Miss Nicholls, I must say that she 
had no thought of being unkind. Her brusquerie of 
speech, and quick, decided manner, sprang, I think, 
from a very high estimation that she had of her own 
importance. She was an only child, and not used to 
contradiction. Matters went on thus for a few 
weeks.

" One day we were sitting in mother's morning-room 
at work ; Gilbert joined us ; he threw himself down 
on the chintz-covered couch, and settled himself to 
read. In a moment Miss Nicholls' voice rang out, 
sharp and clear:—

"' Gilbert, my dear boy! look where your feet 
are ! See the mud you have brought in !'

" This was one of Gilly's old faults, for which 
mother reproved him continually, and he used to 
promise amendment, and feel no shade of anger at 
being thus called to account. But then mother always 
had her voice under control, and the tones were 
gentle. It was different now. To our dismay the 
young brother jumped up, and made for the door, 
which shut after him with a loud slam.

" Miss Nicholls laughed, and said something about 
boys soon being put out of temper. A moment after, 
the hall-door shut, and we girls heard Gilbert's steps 
retreating down the road.

" Somehow Lilian and I got on very well with Miss 
Nicholls ; her sharpness only made us long the more 
for the return of our dear parents. But we were both 
very different temperaments to Gilly, and what was 
only unpleasant to us was intolerable to him.

" He did not come home to dinner that day. A 
servant of the Salter's—a family living in the neigh 
bourhood—brought word that he was dining there, 
and would stay until evening.

" Your mother and I looked askance atone another 
on hearing this news. We both felt a certain un 
easiness, 1'or James Salter was a very wild young 
fellow, some years older than Gilbert, and not con 
sidered by our family as a suitable companion for him. 
Indeed, our parents had forbidden the acquaintance, 
and the fact that Gilly was transgressing their com 
mands made us uncomfortable.

" Miss Nicholls' sharp eyes quickly detected some 
thing was amiss with us, she was not long in eliciting 
the truth.

" ' Oh, the naughty boy ! I'll talk to him when 
he comes home!' she exclaimed.

"' Please, Miss Nicholls, do nothing of the sort.' 
Your mother spoke in earnest beseeching tones, that 
were entirely disregarded by the angry lad}^.

" ' Indeed, Lilian, I shall,' she answered sharply; 
' and if he does not obey me, I shall write off at once 
to your parents.'

" Gilbert was in no amiable mood when he came 
home. We girls, who understood him, knew how 
thoroughly miserable and sorry he was feeling now, 
at having broken faith with father and mother.

" He had just time to tell us that he had met James 
Salter in the village, and had yielded to his persuasions

to keep him company that day, all James's family 
being absent from home, when Miss Nicholls entered 
the room. If she had only been gentle and tolerant, 
all might have been well; but her sharp voice poured 
forth a torrent of scolding.

" It was sharp enough when she was good-natured 
and in tune with herself; but in anger it was cutting 
in the extreme. It would have been better, perhaps, 
for the boy if he had let off a little of his annoy 
ance in words ; but remembering, as we heard after 
wards, his promise to our dear mother to be polite to 
Miss Nicholls, he restrained himself. He spoke no 
word beyond a muttered ' I can't bear this,' and for 
the second time that day rushed from the house.

" I make no excuse for him," explained Aunt 
Margaret in answer to Annie's look of deprecation ; 
" of course the boy was wrong in giving way to 
passion instead of bearing up bravely under diffi 
culties ; but he was an only son, and used to very 
different management. However, poor boy, he paid 
dearly for his impetuosity.

" It was about ten o'clock at night. We girls 
were pale and anxious, and we could see that Miss 
Nicholls was far from being at ease; the hands of 
the clock pointed to the half-hour, and the runaway 
had not returned. The quarter to eleven had just 
chimed; there came a low timid tap at the hall- 
door.

"There was fear and reluctance in the hand that 
knocked. As the door was opened we were all in the 
hall. Along the silent road we could hear the tramp 
of approaching feet, and to our excited imaginations 
it scarcely needed the brief explanation of the 
stranger, who stood before us, to acquaint us with 
the fact that our brother was being slowly borne 
towards us—whether dead or alive we did not know 
till they carried him in. His head and face were 
swathed in bandages; he was past recognition, but 
we knew his voice as he feebly called our names 
when they laid him on his bed.

" Miss Nicholls looked white and scared; her 
voice sounded like a shrill whistle as she asked how 
it happened. ' Gunpowder.' It was a neighbour 
who answered, a Mr. Sheldou. ' Gilbert and James 
Salter were making fireworks; somehow a spark 
ignited the powder and the whole charge went in the 
boy's face.

" The agony of that, and many nights after, is 
not to be described. Poor Gilly's sufferings were 
almost beyond endurance; yet he never murmured, 
only saying once, when he and I were alone together, 
'I wish I hadn't gone back to James Salter that 
night. I knew he was going to make fireworks ; he 
had asked me to help him, but I had refused. If I 
had kept to that, this wouldn't have happened, 
Maggie,' he added, with the ghost of a smile lighting 
his poor face.

" I felt choked with indignation, for Lilian and I 
knew whose fault it was that he had gone from home 
again that night, though he was too generous to 
allude to the cause himself.

" As for Miss Nicholls, we all noticed a change in 
her at this time. No one had spoken a word of 
reproach to her, but she seemed fully conscious that 
she was the indirect cause of all this misery. After 
she recovered from the first effects of the shock she 
took upon herself the management and control of our 
darling brother. It was his own particular wish that 
ouv parents should not be told of his accident, and as 
the doctor said no immediate danger was to be feared 
we complied with his request.

" The time that lollowed was terrible, but 
it had its effect on all—on none more so than on 
Miss Nicholls herself. Whether it was the first time 
she had ever been brought in personal contact with 
human suffering, or whether Gilly's unmurmuring 
endurance moved her, I cannot say ; but her manner 
visibly altered—so kind ! so gentle! nothing abrupt 
nor displeasing. Lilian and I were amazed at her 
softened manners. Suffering and sorrow called forth 
her best qualities, transforming her into a new 
creature. But why could not she have been like this 
before ? we asked ourselves in the bitterness of our 
hearts. But, humanly speaking, had it not been for 
this trouble circumstances would not have been the 
same.

"In this illness there sprang up between our 
brother and Miss Nicholls an attachment which after 
events were powerless to affect.

" He never forgot the loving care she took of him; 
and she, through the new affection twining round her 
heart, was more kind and gentle to all around her.

"Her sharp manner never entirely left her; but
the remembrance of our brother Gilbert's accident we
always believed had the power of keeping it in check.

" She had the happiness of nursing him back to

health, though it was some time before the scars left 
him : there are now but few tokens of the suffering 
he once endured. And you have never heard this 
story before ?" inquired Aunt Margaret.

" No. I heard that Uncle Gilbert, when a boy, 
had met with an accident through playing with gun 
powder, but I was never told the particulars," I 
answered.

"I know your dear mother follows very closely 
that golden rule of not mentioning the failings 
of others. But I have told you this sad incident, 
dear Annie, for a purpose."

" Yes, auntie," I answered, " I know you have ; 
and I will really try and benefit by it," I could not 
help adding. " It is a pity Miss Kansome was not 
present to hear it also. I am used to her manner, 
but I dare sav it does strike a stranger unpleasantly." 

* " * * * *
I am getting an old woman now, with hair as 

silvery white as Aunt Margaret's when she related 
the incident of Uncle Gilbert's accident. But I have 
never forgotten her advice, and if my voice and 
manners are at all pleasing and gentle — as some 
partial friends have sometimes told me — it is, under 
Providence, owing to my chat with dear Aunt 
Margaret when she came to stay at the Grange, 
the old home of my girlhood. 
_________________________ SUSIE.
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