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1 TTST this once, Jessie:—it's such a night
for a walk ; do come !"
" I'll come, Annie, after church; but
indeed I'd rather go to service; and
you know missis always expects us
to go when we've an extra evening
out."
" She'd never know, a,nd we've not promised to go
every Sunday evening;" but though she grumbled
she followed her companion, as she proceeded quickly
down the street.
Service was over, and the two girls were standing
on one side to let the stream of people pass out,
whilst they were discussing which way they should
take for their evening stroll. They had only an hour,
for the clock had just struck eight, and by nine Mrs.
Tomlins, their mistress, always required her servants
to be in the house, unless on some special occasion
when extra leave had been granted.
"Can you tell us the name of this church, miss;
we're strangers in these parts ?"
Turning, Jessie found standing by her side two
young men with the appearance of respectable me
chanics ; the tone and manner of the speaker was
respectful, and she replied readily. A few more
questions and answers, and the two girls moved on,
without further consideration, taking their way-to
wards the fields, which lay some half-mile from the
church.
The young men proceeded in the same direction,
gazing around them with the evident curiosity of
those to whom everything in sight was new. It was
Jessie who answered their occasional remarks, and
in her turn gave some voluntary information of the
surroundings and neighbourhood.
When the girls turned to go home, the young men
turned also, and still respectfully asked if they might
accompany them back. A momentary hesitation
ended in consent being given, and the four took their
way together, saying " Good-night" only when in
sight of Beech Villa, as Mr. Tomlin's residence was
named.
Jessie Vincent and Annie Dyer had been for some
years fellow-servants, as kitchen-maid and nurse
maid respectively, in the house of Mr. Tomlins, a
retired merchant of ample means. It was a wellordered household, the mistress ruling with kindly
strictness, but no undue severity. To Jessie Vincent
it was a place after her own heart, and indeed she
had good hopes of soon succeeding the cook—who
was, on account of advancing age, intending to retire
on her little hard-earned annuity—as chief of the
kitchen department. She and Annie had been schoolfriends, and when at an early age they had obtained
places in the same family, it was to both a bit of
home life transplanted to the changed routine of the
busy town. Jessie, though the younger, was of a
more deep and serious nature than her friend; but
by her vivacity, and pretty face and manner, the
latter more speedily won notice and approval. She
had made a good impression once with her mistress.
Her fair, sunny face, her quick wit and obliging
manners, were the very things to recommend her as
one pleasant to have about, to open the door, and
wait at table; and under Jane, the head housemaid,
she soon became handy at her work, and gained much
approbation. More slowly and quietly Jessie too
won her place in the household. Cooks will be cross
sometimes, and Mrs. Tomlins' "Emma" was no ex
ception to the rule; but Jessie soon learnt to know
that a gentle answer, or more often still, a ready
hand lent at a critical or hurried moment, was
sufficient to turn aside the threatened storm. Before
a year was out, cook had been heard to declare that
Jessie was worth her weight in gold, and to her
mistress she had pronounced the new kitchen-maid
to be " worth hall'-a-dozen of them chattering girls
what was always attending to everybody's business
sooner than their own."
As time went by Emma felt herself growing more
and more feeble and less able to get through her
duties. She was sixty years old, rather more than
less, and, as she was wont to remember, " fifty of
them's been spent in rale hard work; it's only fit
that what more the Lord gives should be a bit restiul;" and yet whe was loth to give up the work,
which was as natural to her as her daily bread. But
gradually she initiated Jessie into the secrets of her
art. At first she let her enter only the outworks—
the sauces, gravies, and such small matters; but after ]
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a little the pies, tarts, and cakes, were given into her
charge to be made under supervision; and lastly, even
the creams and jellies, and the more delicate dishes in
which her heart delighted itself, were delegated to
the light, quick fingers of the younger woman.
It was not without a purpose that cook one day,
when Mrs. Tomlins came into the kitchen to order
dinner, inquired whether that of the evening before
had been as good as usual, and on the answer of
approval beinggiven, and one dish especially beingcommended, she pointed to Jessie, who was in the back
kitchen preparing vegetables, and said under her
voice—
" She did it all alone; I wasn't to say ill, but I was
fair beat out, and did nothin' at all but sit still and
look on. Now, don't you say as how I ought to have
told, ma'am, and you that troubled with Miss Edith
ill, and all that there company a-comin'. ' No,' says
I to myself, ' Jessie 11 do it, and not a soul will be
the wiser;' and so she did without a word to nobody."
That was a month or so before our story opens,
and in the meantime cook has listened at last to the
advice of those around her, and is looking about for
a little cottage, not too far away, where she may
make a home for herself and an orphan niece, where
she can be visited by the family to which she is 'so
strongly attached, and by whom she is valued for the
long years of faithful service. Her successor has not
been named, but cook nods her head and looks with
mysterious satisfaction when the question is asked,
though she vouchsafes no further answer to the
inquiry.
Autumn has changed to winter, and winter to
•spring, of which the bright days were already
lengthening into summer, when again one evening
Jessie and Annie, as before, were standing together
on the doorstep, ready to go out. This time it is a
week night, and it is Jessie now who is pleading
earnestly—
"Don't go, Annie; oh, do come with me instead.
Indeed it isn't right of you."
" Come with you—no thank you, my dear. Two's
company, and three's none; I've heard that too often
to make the third now;" with a light laugh—then more
kindly, " But it's real good of you, Jess, and I'll not
forget what you've said. I know it's all right, and
I don't mean no harm, but everybody can't be as
strait-laced as you. We girls must have a fling now
and then; besides, it's very well for you. -Ned's not
gone and left you to wander about by yourself, and
Sam would be a bit soft to expect me to do that.
Never mind me; I'll be all right, never fear." And
with that she was gone.
Jessie sighed and it was with a slower step and
graver face than usual that she went to meet her
lover.
For Jessie was engaged now to Ned Wilson, one of
the young mechanics whom the girls had met that
evening—which had proved so eventful—on which
we saw them wending their way to church. That
chance meeting had been followed by many others,
but so straightforward and manly had been the
behaviour of Ned and his companion, Sam Lane, that
even quiet Jessie had taken no alarm; and, romantic
as it may seem, it is nevertheless true, that six
months after, she was herself the promised wife of
Ned Wilson, while the other couple speedily followed
the example which so came under their very eyes.
The two young men were carpenters, who had
come to Hanley on a job, and finding work plentiful
had settled there permanently, obtaining engage
ments, being clever hands, with one of the principal
builders of the place.
With Ned and Jessie the courtship had been
quiet and uneventful; their happiness was too deep
to render needful, or perhaps possible, the small
jars and lovers' quarrels which are generally
supposed to be the accompaniments of such a state
of affairs. Jessie was now cook at the Tomlinses,
and Ned and she had determined to wait a full
year before setting up for themselves. She was
anxious to get household linen and such things as
it might properly belong to the woman to provide;
and he had set his heart on having a well-furnished
borne to which to take his wile. They were neither
of them of the nature to marry in haste and repent
it afterwards. They trusted each other fully, and
could wait, not being afraid of tiring of each other;
and indeed what weaker argument can be
used for hasty unions. If there be a chance of
The medical profession are now ordering Cadbury's Cocoa
Essence in thousands of cases, because it contains more nutritious
md flesh-forming elements than any other beverage, and is precrable to the thick starchy cocoa ordinarily sold. When you ask

'or Cadbury's Cocoa Essence be sure that you get it, as shopkeepers
often push imitations for tha sake of extra'profits. Makers to the
Queen. Paris Depot, Faubourg St. Honore. (ADVT.)

wearying whilst still in the glamour and excite
ment of courtship, is there not much more the
certainty of this being the case in the more hum
drum and constant intercourse of married life ?
After having made up his mind, and waited a reason
able time, that he might really know the woman
whom he thought to make his wife, Ned spoke to
her as a man should do, honestly saying that he
could not many for a while, and asking if she
could care enough for him to give him her troth
and wait.
He spoke out in manly fashion as soon as he
knew his own mind was fixed; not leaving her in
doubt as to his intentions, meanwhile dilly-dallying
round her and keeping her uncertain as to whether
he meant anything or no; and like a true woman
she answered him, and was content.
But if their love ran smoothly and quietly,
gathering depth in its undisturbed course, it was
She was pretty and
otherwise with Annie.
vivacious, and had attracted much attention amongst
the various young men whom she met at Hanley.
Of these, one was superior in station and education
to the rest. He was the nephew of a master tailor,
and though now only learning his trade at his
uncle's shop, would one day probably succeed to the
large business which the latter carried on, his uncle
having no children.
Before making the acquaintance of Sam Lane,
Annie had frequently met Alfred Hatton, and had
even taken one or two walks by appointment with
him. However, having taken up Sam, for the
time being Alfred received no attention; and indeed,
seeing how matters stood, he made no attempt to
continue the intimacy.
But shortly after his engagement his work took
Sam away for nearly two months. During this
time Annie could ill brook the necessity of consoling
herself with thoughts of an absent lover, and Jessie
being naturally in her leisure time occupied with
Ned—though conscientiously trying, as we have seen,
not to neglect her friend—the latter had, shortly after
Sam's departure, lured the too willing Alfred into a
renewal of their former friendly relations ; of course
it was to go no further than friendliness—to her it
was a mere pastime, a little side-play, whilst her
lover was away, to enliven the dulness caused by
the cessation of his attentions and company. Like
many another, she thought no harm, or at least had
no set intention of wrong, but she was not without
warning; for Jessie, distressed at her want of
fidelity, and seeing, too, far more clearly than Annie
would, see, how much more serious a matter it
was to Alfred Hatton than it was or ever could
be to her, had vainly tried argument, reproach, and
persuasion alike, to induce her to give up the
unwomanly part she was playing.
The two months passed by, and Sam was coming
back in a few days. It was the Sunday night before
his arrival, and Annie, as was now usual, turned off
to the fields with Alfred on coming out of church,
from which she did not venture too frequently to
absent herself. She had not yet mentioned Sam's
speedy return, but now she made the announcement
in a careless, half-mocking tone.
" 'Tis the last walk we'll have for some time, so
we'd best make the most of it," she said.
" What do you mean ? Why should it be the last ?"
was the rejoinder, with scarcely concealed anxiety.
" Well, Sam's due on Wednesday, and I guess he'll
not care for you and me to be a-tramping about
together; anyway?, I sha'n't get time for both," she
answered, with a light laugh.
" Annie !" broke forth her companion in uncontrol
lable anger and pain, "you can't mean to take on
with Sam Lane again, after all that's been between
you and me ?"
" Well, I never did !" she exclaimed in an equally
angry voice. " You don't say you thought I was
agoin' to give up Sam p I'm not such a silly as that.
Wh3r, Sam's rich enough to marry me to-morrow, if
he like and I likes; and it won't be long before the
wedding, I can tell you; so there!" With that she
resumed her walk, for she had stopped short and
turned full upon him to deliver this last speech with
effect.
Effective it certainly was, though perhaps she
scarcely understood all she had done.
Alfred Hatton did not speak for a few minutes,
during which a wild tumult raged within him; anger
and contempt, and, above all, vain, impotent love,
swelled his heart. Then he said in a tone of sup
pressed fury :
"I'd never have believed it of you from another's
mouth; it's only a real bad one could have done as
you've been doing." Then, with tenderness even yet
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showing itself in his softened tones, " You've little
" but I may be able to lead to the subject, and have reading when I entered, lay open, face downward,
thought what you've done to me to-night, Annie."
a little talk with her. Can you give me young close by his hand, on the coverlet.
She made no answer, but presently, finding that, Hatton's address ? I will ask my husband to try
In answer to my query, he told me, he had lain in
though still walking heside her, he made no attempt and help him."
bed for eleven months; he had mst with-an accident
at conversation, she became tired of the silence.
This Jessie gladly did, feeling happier now that
" Don't be stupid, Alf; I'm goin' to marry Sam Mrs. Tomlins knew, for she was quite sure her con at school, paralysis of the limbs had followed, and
now
he was unable even to sit up in bed. His voice was
Lane, of course; but you needn't be so wild about it
fidence would not be abused.
pleasant, and he spoke with perfect ease and frank
neither ; I'll keep friends with you all the same."
Sam Lane had been away, and it was after the
" I don't want your friendship, and won't have it." occasion of meeting his wife one evening with Alfred ness. I said it was a sixd thing to have to lie in bed
for
so
long a time—was he not very tired of it ? " Oh
And then he strode away without other farewell.
that Jessie's kindly spoken remonstrance had given
" He don't mean it; and if he does, it's all the same rise to the estrangement which still continued. no," he said with a smile; " I suffer no pain, and I
—I'll soon bring him round." So she dismissed the Annie had taken umbrage, and had almost forbidden am quite abie to read; besides, I have a beautiful
puzzle map." " Would you like to have a paint-box ?"
slight uneasiness which the occurrences of the even her former friend to enter her house again.
I asked; and the beaming smile which overspread
ing had caused her.
A few days after, when Sam returned, Mr. Tomlins
Jessie and Annie were married on the same day, at had an interview with him, the result of which was his face was a sufficient answer to my question.
At this moment the mother entered; I had not
the same church, for in spite of Annie's assurance that, deeply grieved at his wife's conduct, which he
that Sam could afford to set up housekeeping as now for the first time even suspected, he firmly and seen her before, although I knew about her. She was
soon as he liked, he had judged it more prudent to quietly told her of what had come to his knowledge, a widow, from the Orkney Islands; she took in plain
work, and also went out to daily sewing, when an
wait until his work was settled and his living
and finished by sternly rebuking her for her faithless
engagement came in her way. She was trustworthy
secure.
ness and folly. Annie was fairly frightened by the
Living, as they continued to do, in the same town, consequences of her giddiness, now that they at last and exemplary in every respect; like her son, she
it was scarcely probable but that Alfred Hatton touched herself; to do her justice, she was fond of was cheerful, and disposed to make the best of every
should sometimes cross the path of the Lanes, even her husband, and yet more she respected him and thing; and in addition, she was a sincerely religious
had Annie deemed it otherwise; but far from this, in feared his anger. She readily promised to give up woman, accepting all the many trials of her life with
an intelligent faith and trust in the God who had
the security born of her former lightness of conduct all intercourse with Alfred, and was really grieved at
being undiscovered, she missed no opportunity of his disgrace when the scales were removed which ha d portioned them out for her. She was also very
careful as to the training of her children.
wilfully flaunting in the face of her former lover her blinded her to her own selfishness and heartlessness.
After my errand had been arranged, she at once
prosperity and well-being with the husband whom
Mr. Tomlins spoke earnestly to Alfred Hatton of
she had chosen before him. Had she left his passion the wreck he had made of his life, and offered him a took up her sewing work, saying that every moment
to die its natural death, had she on choosing Sam situation abroad, in connection with the business of a was precious to her. I remarked that her son seerned
to
be a very patient lad. " Yes, he is," she replied,
even then left the younger man alone, his love might friend of his own where he might begin afresh, and
have faded with the impossibility of return; as it strive to redeem his character. Novelty and hope looking fondly at him ; " but he has many mercies—•
was, after his first burst of anger, he yielded again gave a new life to the young man; he accepted he has no pain to bear, and every one is very kind to
him. Oh, it would vex me very much if John were
to the power which she possessed over him, and
eagerly, and not long after set sail to Australia, to be fretful or impatient."
alternately tantalized and maddened by the spectacle
leaving behind him the dead hopes and heavy burdens
The mother and son exchanged glances here, they
of her happiness with another and indifference to of his early youth, and setting himself steadfastly to
evidently understood each other well.
himself, yet again and again enchained by the notice
the work before him, he succeeded in retrieving the around me, how neat the little home was,I looked all
how fresh
and encouragement which she still showed him on false steps into which reckless passion had led him.
occasions of her husband's frequent absence from He had learnt a hard lesson, and when at a more and clean the couch on which the Livalid boy was
home, the unhappy boy ; ook refuge in drink and mature age he sought a wife, he fixed his heart on a laid I
At this moment a younger boy, whom I had not
low excitement to drown his misery.
good steady girl, who by her innocent love and genuine
Is it thought that Annie Dyer was a totally un piety kindled in him a more earnest striving after observed before, rose up from a corner of the room,
and took his hat down from a peg. " Is it schoolprincipled, heartless girl p If so, how many around us the best things.
time already, Robert P" said his mother. " Yes,
must we include in the same catalogue ! After her
But though thus happily Annie was spared the
marriage truly her conduct would have been, even in misery of feeling that her folly had cost a life and mother," said the boy; and crossing the room he
the eyes of the world, to be condemned, had it been soul, as it was so nearly doing; yet the stain remained, kissed his little sister, then turning to the couch, he
known; but what was it, after all, but the natural and even when she too had learned to drink at the one went through the same ceremony with the poor
continuance of what thousands of our girls are doing pure fountain, and with humble hearb was treading invalid; last of all fondly embracing his mother. No
every day, preparing the way for unhappy, if not her way with true wifely love and wisdom, the burden one made any remark; this was evidently the ordinary
routine of the family.
dishonoured homes! Vanity, self-indulgence, un
of her early transgression lay ofttimes heavily on
After the boy had left, "Robert seems to be very
thinking levity, is it not by these that the deepest her heart, making her a sadder woman than should
feelings.of human hearts are constantly desecrated have been the case with the blithe spirit which had affectionate," I observed. The mother looked up
from
her needlework with a glad smile. " Yes,
and sacrileged ? And every woman has a part to
characterized her younger days.
ma'am,"
she said; " but there is a deal of kissing in
take in the fight against this shame, first by the
It was long before Sam could again trust his wife,
purity and high-mindedness of her own life and con though, like a good man and loving husband, he for this house."
At this moment, the outside storm cleared away,
duct, and not less so—especially we would plead this gave and tried to forget. But if we could have
with the elder women, the mothers of our girls—by looked in upon them on the evening when Mr. a sudden glint of sunshine streamed in at the window,
the avoidance of the too-pften expressed spirit of Tomlins had stepped in, and had brought the news of and I rose to go. As I left this poor underground
approbation of a girl's triumphs and conquests ! Let Alfred Hatton's marriage and had seen how Annie dwelling, where there was poverty, widowhood, and
us_ strive to teach our maidens that their greatest laid her hand on her husband's shoulder, and looked sad disease, and as I reflected on the cheerfulness, the
entle manners, and the affection of the little family,
pride should be in so carrying themselves that when in his face, as she said softly:
could not but feel the beauty and the truth of
the chosen one appears, they may be able to give to
"I'm glad, so glad and thankful that God has those words from Holy Writ, that " Godliness
with
him an unsullied love and a faithful wifehopd.
answered my prayer, and has made him good and contentment is great gain."
Some six months after her marriage, Jessie received happy in spite of my ——" and had«een how Sam
D. B.
one afternoon a visit from her former mistress, Mrs. stopped her with a kiss, and heard his " Say no more,
Tomlins, who presently asked after Annie, saying wife; it's gone and done with," we should have
that she had not time to go to see her that day. To known that to her, too, was come the peace of sin
her surprise, Jessie coloured and hesitated, and at forgiven, though never by her forgotten.
last answered reluctantly that she had not seen her
EMMA LAETEE.
for some time.
" Not seen her, Jessie, and you such close neigh
bours and old friends; there must be some reason for
it."
LOVELY day; blue sky overhead; a
Jessie looked up. " Yes, ma'am; I've been think
trim, neat lawn of greenest grass; a girl
ing of speaking to you. I know you'll not think me
stooping over gay flower-borders, snipping
unkind to Annie if I tell you all."
off the heads of laded pansies. The girl's
And then she told the sorrowful tale.
face is very sad. Her thoughts are far
" And indeed, ma'am," she ended earnestly, "I've
a bleak day in February, I descended the
away.
said all I can, and we've so near quarrelled, that she
steps which led to one of those under
Suddenly a cheerful voice from within the house
doesn't like the sight of me; and I'm real sorry for
ground houses which are the homesof some
alls to her to ask what she is doing.
young Hatton, he was so bright and nice before all
of the very poorest of our city population.
" Repairing the ravages of time and of the late
this happened, though a bit soft always; now he's
The person I was in search of (a semp storm of wind and rain," is the somewhat gloomy
quite a broken-down man, what with the trouble and
stress) was not at home, but I accepted the answer.
the drink. And they do say"—she lowered her voice—
invitation given me by her little daughter
Why mutilating the poc-r pansies ? Why cutting
that he's been and set. his uncle against him, he
;o rest a while till a sudden shower of hail should short so many lives p" ijquires the owner of the
was that wild he signed his name to something what have passed over. As I entered the poor home I be
heerful voice, coming to the window and looking
he d no right to do, and now he's turned adrift. I came aware that a young lad, about twelve years old, out.
can t help but pity him, poor fellow!"
was lying in bed; his bright eyes were fixed upon me,
" The pansies are dead," replies the girl mournfully.
Mrs. Tomlins looked grave and sad. " I will go while the delicate flush which rose to his cheek at
"Nay, nay," returns the other a little indignantly,
and see Annie," she said. "No, I won't seem to sight of a stranger showed that not only poverty,
' they are not dead. They have not died, having
tnow anything," answering the look on Jessie's face; but sickness was the sad lot of this little fellow. He
' orne no seed, no fruit as yet—nothing but flowers.".
was a singularly beautiful boy, fair, with bright blue
The words linger long in the sunny garden,
eyes and a soft tangle of curly hair, His expression
mingling with, the hum of the bees and being wal'ted
was very cheerful; his face not at all emaciated; but
hither and thither by the gentle breeze until they
in Ofl'"'lslacuon t>y its regular use. JN.IJ.—it is a pure Day
the thin white hands were sad to see in a bo}' of his
have powerfully impressed the girl's desponding soul.
« £e P°wder. and dissolves immediately in Hot or Cold
. KEBUSE IMITATIONS-INSIST UPON HUDSON'S." (ADVI.)
age. A small Bible, which he had apparently been
In the Great Master's flower-garden she had stood
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rejoicing in the bright summer day of youthful joy
prosperity, and gladness, until the fierce and ruthless
storm of life beating upon her had devastated all that
seemed so precious.
Now, in her despondency, she hears the cheering,
stirring words again and again, like some sweetly
sounding refrain, " having Lome no fruit as yet—
nothing "butflowers"
And taking hope again, she prays to the Great
Master-Gardener to stay His hand and allow her to
bear noble fruit before she dies.
Then, simply acquiescing in His will, she gives up
indulging in regretful thoughts of past losses and
hopes ot selfish beauty, joy, and satisfaction, and
struggling under the weight of :i great resolve, con
centrates her energies on performing the simple hum
drum tasks lying nearest to her hand.
And we trust that many, many
beauteous flowers and fruit in the
Master's vineyard, on that last,
never-ending summer day, may
testify to the usefulness of one
who had well-nigh deemed herself
" a faded flower."

CHRIST. Peter spoke of his Master and Lord, lie
had many things to tell of Him now that he could
not have told before. He did not understand his
Master or his Master's work before. He did now.
What was it that made the difference ? It was the
Spirit of God. It is just this that we need also.
The Bible is a sealed book to us—we shall never
understand it—most certainly we shall never love
it—until we have the Spirit in our hearts. Peter's
sermon seems to be divided into two great points.
First, Christ in His death. Second, Christ as raised
up from the dead.
At the first point, v 23 speaks, and we cannot tail
to be struck by the boldness of Peter's words, " Ye
have taken and by wicked hands have crucified and
slain." Peter, who had denied his Master, was not
afraid now. He did not shrink from saying, " Ye

EDITH C.

FORTUNES TROM BTTBBISH.—
Great fortunes have been made
out of things which were once
looked upon as rubbish, but which
have by the application of chem
istry and machinery been elevated
into great commercial products.
Some of the refuse of gasworks,
for instance, which was turned
into a river, or was otherwise got
rid of only at a huge cost, has
proved a mine of wealth to inves
tigators and discoverers.. The
residual products of gas-making
have become a most important
item in the receipts of the com
panies, so much so, that they are
held to be almost as valuable as
the commodity for the making of
which the companies are estab
lished. The most beautii'ul colours
—including a large number of
shades which were formerly
undreamt of—are obtained from
coal-tar, and the manufactures are
now worth over a couple of mil
lions sterling annually, while if
the Continent be taken into
reckoning, the amount would be
augmented by upwards of a mil
lion more. Glycerine, again, has
a history which amounts to a
romance. It is one of the by
products of candle and soap-mak
ing, and was a few years ago
turown away. Let any one go
into achemist's or perfumer's shop,
and he will soon learn its value, if
he does not already know it by
using it in the household; while
ib is employed largely in arts and
manufactures, and in the preparationof the mostpowerful explosive,
nitro-.glycp.riue, which by a very
dangerous process is formed by
the action ot nitric acid upon gly
cerine at a low temperature.—
Home Chimes.
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Peter's first Sermon and its results.— Acts ii.

U' ^ Pa Per vve considered the outPourn1 o °f V ie ^°'7 Spirit. We saw
the power of the Spirit as expressed by
the wind and the fire. We also saw
how Peter, true to his character — ever
ready to speak and to act— rose up to
speak Vefore all the gathered multitude (Acts ii.).
After qiDting a passage from Joel, Peter's real
sermon began (v 22). What was the subject of this
sermon p In one word it may be expressed—

have taken," and " have crucified" Him. And let
none of us think in our hearts, if St. Peter were here
he could not speak thus to mo-. Each one of us have
had our part ii? the death of Christ—our sins pierced
Him and nailed Him to the tree. We had our part
in the sin and shame—have we had our part in
the great blessing of His death ? Can we say, " He
was wounded lor our transgressions—and by His
stripes ive are healed ?" (Isaiah liii. 5.)
The second point in Peter's sermon is the one upon
which he dwells most fully—Christ as raised from
the dead. If Christ had died and that had been all,
He would have been but a mere man, and all hope
must have been lost. How strongly does St. Paul
urge this in 1 Cor. xv.: "If Christ be not raised
your faith is'vain, ye are yet in your sins" (v 17).
There is no hope, no life for sinners if Christ is not
raised—nothing would remain but this poor little
life, which may be cut off in a moment. Think

what it would be if this were all arid no beyond
possible! It was indeed no wonder that Peter and
the other apostles made the greatest point possible of
Christ's resurrection. Peter desired to prove this
truth from the Old Testament. He would take those
to whom he spoke to their own Scriptures. He
would have them see that this was no new thing, but
was what God had told them of long ago. In Psalm
xvi. David wrote, "Thou wilt not-leave my soul in
hell (i.e. the grave) neither wilt Thou suffer Thine
Holy One to see corruption" (v 10). -Peter showed
that David wrote as a prophet. In many of his Psalms
we hear the voice of Christ speaking. Peter could point
back and say, David ages ago wrote of Chrises
resurrection and now it has come, and " 103 are
witnesses" (v 32). There is great force when we
can say we have seen a thing—not only heard about
it, but seen it. Peter had seen
the Lord, and the risen Lord.
And what he wanted all to believe
who heard him was that this
wonderful gift of the Holy Gho^t
which had been just poured out
had come straight from CHRIST:
" HE hath shed forth this which
ye now see and hear" (v 33).
This meant much to St. Peter.
We think more of a small giit
from the hands of one we love
than a large one from one we do
not love. Peter loved his Lord,
and the Lord's gift was precious
We
to him. Is it so to us ?
have now to ask what was the
result of Peter's first sermon ?
" When they heard this they were
pricked in their hearts" (v 37).
Their hearts were "pricked."
A
That which pricks is sharp.
needle pricks—a sword far more
so. It was the latter which pricked
"Swoivl
the
was
it
for
men,
these
of the Spirit which is the Word
of "God" (Eph. vi. 17). The
Spirit and the Word—the Spirit
in the Word, this pricks the
heart of men. It is a blessed
thing when the heart is so
But sometimes the
pricked.
heart rebels and will not heed
the pricks, as was the case with
Saul (Acts ix. 5). It is most
dangerous to resist this heartpricking, for who can tell how
long God may use it—who can
-tell whether He may not give up
the heart to its own hardness.
There was no delay at Pentecost.
These men cried out at once to
be taught the way to be saved.
Peter's reply to the anxious
question is, "Repent and be
baptized every one of you in the
name of the Lord Jesus" (v. 38).
" Repent." It was John the
Baptist's message (St. Matt. iii.
2). It was our Lord's message
(St. Matt. iv. 17). Now it was
Peter's message. And as long as
the world lasts it will still be
the great message of God to sin
ners, liepentance—what does it
mean ? It means literally, change
of mind. In what way do we need
it? We need it concerning our
selves. If wo do not know our
selves, we need a change of mind.
If we neither feel the smfulness of
our own hearts, nor hate sin, we need a change ot'
change sorrow comes—sorrow
this
mind. And with
for sin. Then the hard heart is melted, and the
sinner, so proud before, lies low before God.
We need, further, a change of mind concerning GOD.
Before repentance, God is little more than a name to
a man. Afterwards that name becomes the Power
of a Living Person. Before, the soul had been all
in the dark concerning God, having no knowledge of
His'will, no understanding of His character, no love
for His ways. Afterwards, the changed mind and
heart can say, " I know WHOM I have believed"
(2 Tim. i. 12), and " Truly GUV fellowship is with the
Father" (1 John i. 3). Once " far off," now " brought
nigh." How blessed is"such a repentance as this !
The ingathering on the Day of Pentecost was
indeed wonderful. Three thousand souls! Thus,
upon the day of Peter's first sermon, Christ's promise
was fulfilled, and he became a " Fisher of men."
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' EE LOOKED trpoff HIS BIG MILL-WHEEL."—See Page 62.

J[ranb tit §,C(b h n jfrwtb f
OW then, Bobby and Alice, come and sit
down and we will have tea. Papa
told us not to wait, and he will be
here directly."
It was Mrs. Harvey who spoke, and
she was the wife of the newly arrived
virar of Penslow, a village situated in

a very remote part of an agricultural English county.
The furniture had come the day before, and stood
about the house, wrapped in its cloths and swathing.*,
only just enough being unpacked for the immediate
wants of Mr. and Mrs. Harvey and their t\vo children.
It was a wet day, and the journey had been a long
and cold one, and it must be admitted that the little
party was rather forlorn and out ot' spirit?, and the
bl.izing fire in the grate was the only outward com
fort that they had as yet discovered. However, after
some del ay, tea had been got ready, and_here it was

on the table giving cheerful promise if steaming
cups, warm toast, and plenty of fresh eggs ever yet
gave it. Mrs. Harvey was glad to se3 the children
brighten up visibly as they ate and drank, and the
headache which fatigue and worry had brought on
was almost gone by the time she had finished her
first cup.
" Where cm pnpa be?" asked little six-years-oldAlice.
" Is not papa hungry ?" sari Bobby,
" I am sura he is, darling," answered Mrs, Harvey
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" and I cannot imagine why he does not come, for he was not in want of company, so I asked her how
only went round to the stable to see that our good things were going in the village. 'Very well, ""
old Nanny was made comfortable and had got some believe, sir,' said Sally ; ' but they are a cranky lot at
the best, and I wish there was more like that pretty
tea as well as ourselves."
creatur' of yourn as sits there, for I hope as you'll
" Shall I go and see after him ?" said Alice.
" There he is!" cried Bobby, as a decided step was make him yourn.' I said that I had not bargained
heard coming along the hall in the direction of the for taking to any live stock, but I did not suppose
there would be any objection. ' Just you hear what
parlour door.
"Why, William, how tired you must be," said he done,' answered Sally, ' if I may make so bold as
Mrs. Harvey; " I am so vexed that we began with to tell you.' So Sally told her story, and I wish I
could repeat her very words, for she was quite dra
out you—the tea must be getting quite cold."
Mr. Harvey was a strong, cheerful looking man, matic and made a much better tale than I can of it.
" It seems that Sandy, or, to give him his full title,
and he laughed a laugh that it would do you good to
hear, it was so pleasant and healthy and whole Alexander the Great, was Mr. Smart's kitchen cat,
hearted. He was emphatically one of those ministers but a short time before his master flitted he had dis
of God who are " glad in the Lord," and wherever appeared, and no one knew what had become of him.
he went the light brightened and the shadows lost He was searched for and called for in vain, but all to
no purpose, and there was a general fear that he had
some of their gloom.
" I am coming directly, Caroline," he answered, been on a strolling expedition into the woods, and
"and I am so ravenous that I shall not notice had got caught in a trap.
'"Poor old boy!' Mr. Smart said to Sally, when
whether my tea is cold or hot—only give me plenty !
But first I want you to step into the kitchen for a he left her in charge of the house. ' I am afraid he
moment. I should like to introduce you to one of is dead, but if he should turn up, mind you see to
and get him a good home if Mrs. Harvey does
him,
our parishioners who is really worth your knowing."
not want him.' Every morning Sally came up here
"Already! My dear William, I have no cap !"
"I will answer for it that he will not notice the to see that all was right, but for a whole fortnight
want of one; if you will receive him with your usual there was no trace of him, either here or elsewhere.
amiability, that is all he will ask. He took a fancy At last, one day, as she and her niece were sitting at
to me at once, and now we are on as good terms as their dinner, they heard a cat's voice outside their
cottage, and on. opening the door, in walked poor
if I had known him for years."
Sandy, a most deplorable object. He was muddy and
" Is he an old man ?"
wet, and so thin that at first Sally could scarcely
" Middle-aged, I should say."
" Shall the children come ? I am almost afraid to believe that it was really he. She let him in, and
shutting the door, put down some meat and a saucer
leave them quite alone."
"Yes," said their father, with twinkling eyes, "if of milk. To her great surprise, he would not touch
either, but ran joyfully to the door, and mewed to
they will be sure not to make a noise."
Accordingly Mr. and Mrs. Harvey went out, followed to be let out so persistently, that Sally was obliged to
at a respectful distance by Bobby and Alice, who could open it for him. He ran quickly off and disappeared
the corner of the garden, and in a few moments
round
some
were
who
and
not quite tell what to make of it,
appeared again with another cat in far ^corse plight
what shy of strangers at all times.
The kitchen was the least uncomfortable room in than himself. Sally, who had been watching to see
went to, let them both in, and—some people
he
where
the house, for the neat cupboards and shelves with
which it was fitted up gave it a furnished look, and would not believe it, but Sally's word is not to be
the snow-white deal table stood in front of a huge doubted—Sandy sat by purring while the stranger cat
the portions Sally Gibbs had put down
drank
and
ate
fire before which Bessie the cook was kneeling in the
for him! He had actually, when far more hungry
act of making some fresh toast for her master.
But besides Bessie, not a soul was visible when the and cold and uncomfortable than you chicks were
when you came here this afternoon, given up his
party entered the kitchen.
" Where is your parishioner, William ? This time meat and drink to a suffering friend. Afterwards, of
it is one of your jokes—you are only making fun of course, he had his share too, arid he ate it with a
me!" cried Mrs. Harvey, gazing round at the chairs hungry appetite, when satisfied that there was enough
for both. When Sally and Bessie took possession of
and tables.
" I assure you, my dear, I am perfectly serious, the empty house, Alexander came back and settled
and if you will take the trouble to walk round to in to his old ways, but his friend has not appeared
this side of Bessie I will introduce you in due form to again.
" That is Sally Gibbs's story. Shall we send
our new friend."
Mrs. Harvey walked round as directed, and there, Alexander the Great to another home, or shall he sit
gazing straight into the fire, sat a large sandy cat, by our hearth P What do you say, wifie p"
" I would almost as soon turn away a child," cried
with his tail curled round his paws, and an expression
Mrs. Harvey; " I am certain that very few people
of contentment and of a modest sense of his own
worth. His coat was somewhat rough, as if from really know what is in animals—what powers of reason
exposure to the weather, but he was a very handsom- and affection and unselfishness. My darlings, I hope
will grow up to be
you
fellow for all that, and evidently of a kindly disposi
' The friends of every friendless beast.' "
tion, for as soon as Mr. Harvey called him he trotted
Before the children went to bed they ran once more
towards him and began rubbing round his legs and
the kitchen, and there Sandy lay, at Bessie's
into
purring.
up in a circle, with the warm rays of the
coiled
feet,
" What a beauty !" said Mrs. Harvey, laughing.
" I am glad to find that your friend has four legs fire lighting up his yellow coat. Alice. " You shall
" Good-night, Alexander," said
instead of two, for I am sure we are none of us in
stay here, and be our cat."
company trim."
And he did stay with them, and has never gone
" Let him come in to tea!" cried Bobby, timidly
making up to the cat, and stroking his back. But out wandering again, and his story is told to all
puss, who was not used to children—the last vicar their visitors as I have told it here.
L. BIGG.
having been a single man—walked off under the
dresser, and entirely declined Bobby's proffered
friendship, and would have nothing to do with Alice.
" Never mind," said Mr. Harvey, " he'll soon make
friends with you both. Now come back to your tea,
and afterwards I will tell you the story I have just
been hearing about him from Sally Gibbs, who has
been helping Bessie settle in."
The meal was soon satisfactorily ended, and the
little circle drew round the fire, cheered and comforted
TS slanting beams the evening sun
after their worrying, wet, tedious day of travel.
Was casting o'er the land,
"Now, papa!" cried both the children at once,
And at his door, contentedly,
Alice sitting on the rug and gazing up at her father
The miller stout did stand.
with large trustful eyes, and Bobby curled up on a
He looked upon his big mill-wheel,
1»
chair with his feet under him.
His dam and "carry" long,
" When I came back from the stable," began Mr.
His roof of slate all spouted round,
Harvey, " I found that Sally had just looked in to
And thick stone walls so strong.
make sure that we had arrived safely, and that Bessie
FIRST PRIZE "son LATTNDBY WOEK.—The Laundress who won
the first prize in the competition for the best got up linen, at the
Torquay Industrial Exhibition, used Beckitt's .f aris Blue and
btaroh. (ADYT.)

" Now God be praised," the miller said,
Speaking within his heart,
"From Him comes this prosperity;
I have but done my part."

He loooked upon his ripening corn,
Stirred by the evening air,
And over where his sheep and cows
His clover ley did share.
His well-filled garden next he viewed,
Where on a sunny wall
Big plums were bursting through their skins,
Just ready down to fall.
The miller's thoughts rose up to God:
Bowing his curly head,
" I might have been a drunken sot
But for Thy grace," he said.
Now, through the flower-knot just close by
His bonnie wife appeared,
And in her arms their year-old boy
She gleefully upreared.
A rosy little fair-haired girl
Was toddling by her side:
" Turn, fauder, turn in to your tea,"
The pretty creature cried.
Then turning as to lead the way,
She trotted on before ;
Full cheery was the sight that lay
Within that open door.
The table for their evening meal,
Covered with cloth of snow,
And spread with all the simple skill
That rustic housewives know.
The home-made bread, both brown and white,
The butter primrose yellow,
And slices filling a blue dish
Of ham well dried and mellow.
Clear honey in its native comb,
The produce of their bees ;
And what the miller loved full well,
His wife's unrivalled cheese.
•A frothy jug of pure new milk,
A tea-pot shining bright,
Glad hearts within, and all around
The golden evening light.
Then as each stood beside their chair
Set in its well-known place,
The miller, bending low his head,
With reverence said grace.
Who has not found how memory
Asserts her hidden power,
By bringing long past scenes again
Into the present hour ?
How voices that had long been mute,
Friends that have passed away,
Scenes that we once have mingled in,
In some far distant day,—
Are all around us once again,
Just for a little space,
Passing like summer mist away,
Leaving, like it, no trace.
There'd been a time long years ago,
Our miller was a boj^,
When not around this now fair home
Was any sign of joy.
Tall nettles stood where roses now
Looked through the window pane,
And—shame to tell it—rags were stuffed
For keeping out the rain.
No man could trust big drunken Joe :
One day he'd burn the meal,
And then he'd let the dam so low
It could not turn the wheel.
The garden was a wilderness,
No fence around the field,
And not an ounce of wholesome cheese
The half-starved kine could yield.
And as to profit from his trade,
Or muhter from his mill—
Each day big loads of grain went by
Another's purse to fill.
He let his credit go down too,
Muddled his foolish brain,
While wife and minister and friends
To save him strove in vain.
One day he rode off to the town,
Said he had business there;
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At night, all riderless, came back
His poor old faithful mare.
They found Joe lying on the roadj
They took him home full fast;
But all in vain—he never spoke;
He'd had enough at last.
The memory of that awful time,
Crowded with shame and sin,
Like a dark vision seemed to cross
That fair domestic scene.
But not alone, for with it came
The thought of that deep vow
Which by God's grace that drunkard's son
Had made, and kept till now.
" Not of myself—not by my strength,
Have I escaped the snare;
God keep me as Thou still hast kept}—"
This was our miller's prayer.
"Look on this picture and on that,"
Judge ye between the twain,
And say if the Almighty's strength
By him was sought in vain.

up slowly with a half smile, and speaking as if she
had already told her aunt who their visitor was.
" His child," repeated the old woman. " Well, the
thought once come'd across me that it might be so."
" Oh, Auntie, it do make me feel almost confused
like to be with her; sometimes he do look all of a
sudden out of her eyes, and sometimes there's a
sound of him in her laugh; I can't help fancying, too,
that somehow my having fallen on her in this way is
a sign that things are going to be better for me; and
yet, after all, when I come to think of it, 'tis but a
foolish hope—I don't see how it can really bring me
any closer to being John's wife." And a sigh broke
from her.
" Well, my dear, hope be like some medicines, of
which it be more dangerous to take too much than
too little; still it do seem to me as if these meetings
with his father and his child do show that the hand
of God be moving for you. He do sometimes work
like this quietly in the outer lives of His servants,
just as His blessed Spirit do in their hearts."
" I think the little thing would soon get very fond
of me," said Lucy; "and I know I could love her
dearly."
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" She must be one of the right sort, that maid at
the turnpike," croaked Mrs. Hardwick from her
arm-chair; "most girls do think of nothing but their
nnery."
And of what was Lucy thinking at her spinningwheel that night P
CHAPTEE XVII.
" Quit yourselves like men; be strong."

THEEE had been, as we are now going to see, good
reason for those two breaks in John's correspondence
with Lucy which have before been mentioned.
When he first went to Bristol, Hardwick had found
his life anything but smooth sailing.
-He was a good manager of a farm in so far as a
thorough knowledge of stock and tillage went; but he
had never much liked the mere manual part of his pro
fession—never stripped off his coat and set to with a
will to handle hook, bisgay and shovel, which is said
by those knowing in the matter to be the sure sign of
SUSAN GBEGG.
" That's sure to come all right; we women, if we a downright West-country farmer. It was therefore
be worth anything, be all of us mothers, whether we a new, and at first hard, thing for him to have to
be married or single. If children ba'nt born to us, labour with his own hands, to go to bed thoroughly
our hearts and minds do make them for us. Many's tired in body, to understand that the Bible words
the boy and girl that have come and rested their about man living by the sweat of his brow have
ALICE KING,
burden on old-maid Aunt Judith's love, and you, my often to be fulfilled in their simplest and most literal
Author of "Fettered yet Free," "Queen of
child, be as dear to me as if you was my own, and so sense.
Herself," &c. &c.
At home John had always been in the situation of
be poor Harry."
A tear stole down over the old woman's wrinkled one who commands. He had, it is true, always been
cheek as she spoke that last name, for her nephew under his father's influence, but he had frequently
been
left by him in sole charge of the farm, and the
CHAPTEE XVI.
had always been her especial darling.
" I don't suppose any advances can be made through labourers of course looked upon him as a master;
"ONE OF THE EIGHT SOET."
while every one in Kilton used towards him some
the child," said Lucy, thoughtfully.
1 somehow seemed to Lucy as if those words
" Don't 'ee go doing anything of that sort, my degree of respect. But now he was thrown suddenly
which foretold the fast approaching reunion child; offered
among a number of men who behaved to him as an
services do always turn sour. You
of the husband and wife of fifty years, wait till
they do somehow hold out their hands to equal, and he found himself in the situation of an
were words of good omen for her the you."
inferior.
long-promised bride: " have patience,
His character was not in the beginning proof
" And that won't be for a very long day," said the
have patience, it won't be long—it won't girl, sadly.
against such trials as these. He quarrelled with
be long,"
" There be no knowing the times, and the seasons, his fellow-workmen, who called him a gentleman
The words made quiet music in her heart, as she
and a prig. He neglected his work, and was impu
my
dear.
Holy
Scripture
says it, and wa mortals
left the lights of the hamlet behind, and crossed
must hearken to it and be patient. But let's go dent to his master. He went from trade to trade,
by the narrow bridge, the whispering brook, and
back to the child or she'll be guessing there be some and was in a tanner's yard, a gas manufactory, and a
passed along the silver-carpeted meadow, and gazed
sugar-baker's establishment, all in one month.
thing up; little needles has often sharp points."
at yonder old church-tower all mantled by the moon
In the village at home he had been somebody, but
There
was, however, small danger at present of
light, and then in the wood she had met this
Winnie being interested in anything beyond Aunt here in the great city he was nobody. He had no
wanderer.
one
to lean upon, as he had been used to lean on hia
Judith's front kitchen. She had risen from her place
What a pulse of great joy throbbed through her at
father.
Hope and strength began to give way within
the table and was standing before the glass cup
frame when the truth, dimly guessed at first, dawned
him, and he was at times almost inclined
fully upon her that this was his child—the child of board, gazing in silent admiration at all its wonders. the old life at Beechcombe, and to own to return to
which she had thought and dreamt so much. Had old Were ever peacocks so gorgeous in tail and so tall quered ; but Lucy's image rose up and himself con
drove away
James Hardwick himself been by, she could not have upon their legs as those which strutted on that row this idea. This was the period of his
refrained from pressing her to her heart. It seemed of plates upon the lower shelf; that large jar must wards Lucy; he could not bear to first silence to
tell her of his
to her as if in this meeting the omen of the old man's certainly contain something very strange and weakness and failure.
words was already beginning to be fulfilled. Was it mysterious; surely the tea made in that oddlyBy degrees, however, the remembrance of the
not possible that this little one might bridge over shaped teapot with the long spout, must taste different many brave words she had spoken to
him, and that
the gulf? she asked herself, as unable to trust her from any tea-in the world ; and as for those two energy which in reality lay underneath
voice any more to speak to the child she fixed her china figures sitting opposite each other, with cups of sluggishness of his nature, came to his the outside
help. He
foaming
beer
in
their
hands,
they
must
certainly grew ashamed of himself, and resolved
fiyes upon the snowy fields and saw nothing save
to
be a man in
before
long
nod
their
heads
and
dVink.
From this
the mist of her ow,n tears.
delightful employment Winnie was called by the the sense in which she understood the noble word,
"And so you have brought me a visitor?" said carrier's
and to hew out his own path in life. It cost him, of
waggon,
which
passed
every evening at this course, a strong effort to
Aunt Judith, as the pair entered the house.
carry out this determina
"She was lost in the wood and I found her," hour along the road, and in which her friends had tion, and several times he slipped back again
into the
settled she should go back to Kilton, stopping at the
answered Lucy, smiling.
old ways, but still he persevered.
The girl possessed considerable self-control and turnpike.
He succeeded at length in getting a good place in
"
When
shall I.come back again, I wonder," asked a respectable
had by this time recovered herself. Then she told
brewery,
and
made
up
his
mind
that
he
Aunt Judith all about the meeting, without, however, the child as her new friends gave her their last kisses. would keep it. He stuck to his work
with all his
Ah! when, little Winnie, when? The child was
making known to her who the child was.
might, and soon became skilful in it.
It seemed to little Winnie as if the whole house warmly packed in with all the varied luggage of the himself to take good-humouredly the He schooled
was saying welcome to her. The warming-pan waggon piled up around her. There was a hamper companions, and found that in this way jokes of his
he was before
sparkled it, and the kettle sang it, and the fire coming home from the county town, freed from its long on friendly terms with them.
He obeyed his
weight of butter and poultry. A flitch of bacon tied
crackled it. and the dish-covers and plates on the
master, and grew to understand that
dresser as they twinkled in the blaze repeated it in up in that peculiarly West country institution, " the to ruling others is first to serve, for the high road
his employer
bundle handkerchief." A servant girl's trunk and
friendly chorus. But, best of all, was it spoken by
began
after
a while to put some trust in him.
a bandbox bringing home the bonnet of the church
Aunt Judith's kindly ways and looks.
But John Hardwick met with yet worse trials in
let, though she was incessantly busy round the warden's daughter from the milliner. Winnie Bristol than those which have just been
tvT u Utting brea(i-and-butter and pouring out tea, slumbered and dreamt of the old woman with the At Beechcombe his manner of liie had been spoken of.
peculiarly
the old woman's eyes were constantly turned towards young eyes and voice, and the girl who was always free from those temptations which belong
•kucy s face; she saw something there which she going to love her because she was like some one she to early manhood. With all his faults especially
and sins,
could not make out. Therefore, when her niece went loved, and the peacock plates and the warming-pan j James Hardwick had always lived a sober,
regular
and
then
woke
to
see
the
stars
gleaming in through life, and he had used well his power
out into the little back kitchen to wash a dish for
over his son to
supper, she followed her thither. The girl stood by the front of the waggon.
make him like himself in this respect. John's quiet
Well
pleased
was
Farmer
Hardwick to get back his indolent character had made
wiepump, her eyes fixed on the drops of water as they
him
easy
to
guide
on
darling,
safe.
He gave a little grunt, a sign of such points, and
ol ed slowly off the brown earthenware, with that
he had trodden contentedly in his
wok peculiar to eyes when the mind which generally peculiar satisfaction with him, when he heard who father's steps.
wts m them is far away. The old woman went up had befriended her.
Now, however, he was all at once thrown into the
«« M'
kid her liand on her arm midst of the many-coloured temptations of a large
My dear," she said, " there be something fresh
town. Among his companions there were of course
" THE
differs from the ordinary kinds in the following1
wme into you since you left this house an hour or two importaniDOME"
points:—It is manufactured only from selected
many who led thoroughly wild evil lives, and many
materials
ago."
of the CBST QUALITY, and being prepared
by
a
special
also
process,
who, without being entirely depraved and
it
only POLISHES MOBS QUICKLY than other lilackleads, but
"Isn't it likely there would be, when I'm under not
also
wicked, nevertheless often thoughtlessly joined in
adheres at once the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDING
is JURY TO
i-ne same roof with his child p" she answered, looking • THE FuiinrruBEtofrom
dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen every
sinful pleasure. These surrounded him with per
where.—E, James and Sons, sole makers, Plymouth.
(ADVI.)
suasions to go with them to their favourite haunts,

Jpr Jitmx0n in jute,
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and laughed and spoke scornfully at his manhood
when he refused, until at last lie now and then yielded.
He knew each time in his inmost hearb that he was
doing wrong and behaving as the worst of cowards,
and when he came back at night he repented on his
. knees; yet still after a certain interval of time he let
himself be misled again.
By-and-by, " now and then," became often, and
once or twice when he came home tired out with a
cl;iy of work and an evening of so-called pleasure,
his prayers were neglected; and once or twice when
he had been up veiy late on a Saturday night, no
place of worship was entered by him on Sunday.
He saw the precipice plainly enough on the brink of
which he wa* walking, but still, like too many of us,
he dallied with sin.
" Of course I don't mean to go on in this way
long," he thought, " but I can't give it up all at
once; the fellows would laugh at me so; and after
all, it's rather pleasant, there's no denying that."
This was the time when his letters to Lucy agaii
ceased. Though he was doing wrong in many thing
his whole nature revolted from the thought of writin,,
her a lie. Yet still, on the other hand, he could no
tell her the truth. This shrinking from downrigh
deceit showed that, in spite of his errors, there wa
still much good in him. Lucy's letters came, sinipl
and trustful and loving as ever, though now am
then there was a gentle complaint in them for hi
silence, and for some time after he read them hi
hated himself; but their effect died away.
Among John's wild companions there was on<
who always interested him more than any of the
others. He was a handsome, well-built young fellow
with a crowd of light brown curls clustering on his
forehead. He was generally the most daring anc
reckless of the party, but still there seemed better
things in his face. Whenever anything very mean
or dishonourable was proposed he was sure to speak
a word of decided disapproval, and once when hi
comrades were insulting and misusing a poor lame
beggar, he went up to the old man and gave him his
arm, and led him quietly away; which was exactly
what John Hardvvick had known all the while it was
right to do, only he had not the courage to do it.
• Hardwick often thought he should like to know
more of this young man, but he could not manage to
make, any close acquaintance with him, as their
places were in widely distant parts of the city, and
he never even heard his name.
One evening John's companions took him to a
music-hall, which was of a lower stamp and in a
more disreputable part of the town than any which
he had yet visited. Young men were there with
pale faces and dull eyes, and gaudy neck-ties, and
a vast display of false jewellery in the way of pins
and chains and studs. They drank bad, unwholeseme spirits, and fancied they were like gentlemen
because they used a great many slang words and
oaths.
Other creatures were there too, dreary painted
shadows of daughters and sisters in happy homes.
Their heads were covered with flowers, their dresses
were all tawdry shabbiness; they sat about among
the men, laughing and talking loudly.
A young woman, much like the rest, except that
her flimsy furbelows were a little brighter, mounted
a stage and sang a half-silly, half-vicious song.
John felt clearly enough the wretched mockery of
pleasure, the false hollowness, the radical evil of the
whole thing ; yet still he bat there. By-and-by one
of the most forward and flauntingly dressed of the
women came up to him and began to favour
him with her notice. He received her attentions as
men always will, if women choose to lower themselves
by making advances towards them; but to do him
justice, he had not made her any sign of wishing for
them. Soon, however, he liked her society better:
why should he not amuse himself for a time he
thought, as other fellows did ?
The woman's large showy brooch, all gilt and false
stones, happened to fall out, and of course John had
to pick it up. As he stooped something fell from the
breast-pocket of his coat. His companion then
Quickly bent down in her turn and picked up what
lie had dropped, for it seemed to her a good chance for
what she called a joke. With nimble fingers she
unfolded her prize; it was a handkerchief with a
. letter wrapped up in it, which she opened and began
with a laugh to read aloud, taking the top of a page
without caring whether she hit upon the commence
ment or the end.
" Quit yourselves like men ; be strong," she read;
but before she cauldget any further, John Hardwick,
who had risen uneasily to his feet as soon as he saw
what she was about, uttered a low cry, and staggered
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a step back as if he had been struck by a sudden
blow; then he snatched the letter and the handker
chief from the woman's hand and rushed from the
room.
It was a habit with him always to keep the last
letter he had received from Lucy wrapped in that
handkerchief she had given him in his breast-pocket.
She had quoted that text, which was always a
favourite one of hers when she spoke of the Christian
warfare, thinking it might help him to strength and
courage; but she had not guessed that God would use
this fragment of His word truly as a two-edged sword,
to turn with one keen yet merciful thrust His erring
servant back to the right path.
Through the great city John Hardwick hurried.
The gas lamps were flaring, carriages with gaily
dressed ladies inside were rattling along on their way
to ball or evening party, heavy omnibuses came
rumbling up from the railway station filled with eager
busy travellers, and a strain of lively music floated
out from the assembly rooms; a little band of
worshippers left the door of a church where there had
been evening service; knots of idle people stood
laughing and talking on the pavement. Some of these
looked after John as he hastened past, and wondered
if he were going for a doctor; and others called out to
him mockingly, saying they hoped he might win his
wager; but he heeded them, no more than if he had
been in a silent desert. He felt as if the air of
that room which he had lately been in were still
hanging round him, preventing his breathing freely
—as if he could not get away from it, hurry as he
might.
He did not pause till he had left the town behind
him and stood on the open down, with the calm glory
of the moon and stars above his head, with the fresh
wind leaping round him, with the sea glimmering far
ofF, streaked here and there with silvery foam.
Then he stood still, his heart beating as if he had
just escaped from some great real bodily danger.
" Quit yourselves like men; be strong." The
words seemed to be standing out before his eyes,
printed in characters of fire. He thought of
the writing on the wall, and trembled. " Quit
yourselves like men ; be strong." And how had he
acquitted himself? As a traitor to his Lord—as a
coward in the Christian army—as* a fool who had
almost let himself be put to sleep on his journey
from time to eternity.
While he thought of these things he would have
fallen from all hope, had it not been for the
remembrance of that other night in the wood near
Lucy's home. Had not God twice spoken to him
directly by His word, calling him from sin ? Did
not this seem like a sign of His especial grace to
him? Surely He must have some good work for
him to do. Was it not even a good token for
Lucy's and his future that both times the precious
warnings should have come through her ? He
folded up her letter again carefully in her handker
chief, and laid it in its familiar place. He prayed a
strong prayer. He made a firm resolve never again
to mix with his evil companions. He had left the
town as a fugitive; he went back to it with the
step of a man who is going to his post of duty,
and means to keep it at any cost.
It was a hard struggle. He had to fight with his
own inclinations, which, when the first sharp pang of
repentance was over, began again to be rebellious.
He had to turn away from the persuasions of his old
companions, and bear their taunting laughter. But
he stood firm; and in so doing he did an act of
greater bravery than the soldier who stands in the
ranks through a whole day's battle. It is strange
that young men, who pride themselves on their
trength and courage, do not know the nobleness of
such strength and courage as this. It is strange
: a world which calls itself Christian, grants so
ittle praise to quiet Christian heroes.
He could now write to Lucy, telling her with a
jood conscience of his well-doing. He did not yet
make known to her his late short-comings ; some
remains of his old indolent cowardice (for he had not
jy any means entirely rooted up all his faults—few of
us do in this life) kept him from doing so. He was
not a good hand at describing things in writing, and
ie feared that an account of his misdoings, conveyed
;o Lucy in that way, might make her break off her
sngagement with him. He resolved, however, to
jell her everything when he saw her again. She
>hould not become his wife, thinking him a better
nan than he really was.
All this happened a long time before Lucy left
Woodford to stay with Aunt Judith.

(To be continued.)

In the prime of his life,
In the strength of his years,
Passed away from, the strife—
' "_
From, his country in tears.
Earnest and loyal,
Soldier and friend;
Prince of blood royal,
This is not the end!
For a nation remembers; its people will say,
The fame of the good Prince shall die
not away.
Fond husband, true son of a sorrowing
Queen,
History is brighter because thnu hast
E. H.
been.

WISE WORDS. — " I should like to see a rapid lift
given to the standard of cleanliness and care in the
preparation of food in the poorest homes. I should like
to see meals which are now mere scrambles becoming
points of real family union—occasions for showing
forethought and kindliness and self-respect. And
where circumstances make this too difficult, I should
like to see the family enjoying a cheap and decent
meal together at the coffee tavern, instead of the
father being at the ale-house and the wife and chil
dren with a crust at home. And I think that if we
can train the children early to see the difference
between what dirt and waste and selfishness make of
a poor man's dinner, and what thrift and care and
cleanliness can make of it at the same cost, we shall
be civilizing them almost more directly than by our
sums-or our grammar, and shall be taking in flank
our great enemy, drink — drink, the only terrible
enemy whom England has to fear." —Speech of tlie
late Duke of Albany, at Liverpool.
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