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G6 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

HELP me, Saviour, to proclaim 
All the sweetness of Thy name ; 
In my life and actions show 
That I in Thy grace do grow.

Give me, Lord, such faith in Thee, 
That from doubt I sure may be ; 
Give me wisdom, patience, love, 
With all virtue, from above.

Give me constant, burning zeal; 
Make me ever true and real; 

\Teach me how that I may best 
Lead my scholars to Thy rest.

Thou Thyself hast taught me how 
Work is void, except that Thou 
Bless and crown it with success, 
By Thy Spirit's plenteousness.

Faith gives way, and I must die, 
If Thou do not grace supply; 
Help my faith on that to live, 
And this Thou wilt surely give.

Wisdom, too, I greatly need, 
That I may in all succeed : 
Win and woo the youngest heart, 
And right holy aims impart.

Grant rne patience, joined with love, 
And all solace from above; \ 
Hear me, bless me, thus I pray; \ 
To this help me day by day.

NORRIS WlLLOHATT.

ltssi0ti in Hife*
• ALICE KING,

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

CHAPTER XVIII.
\ 

FOR YOTJB MOTHER'S SAKE.

?OHN HARDWICK soon found that to 
have given up all wild and irregular 
living was good for him in this world 
as well as for the next. His employer, 
who, when he learned the sort of com 
panions with whom he was beginning to 
mix, had ceased to show any particular 

liking for him, now looked upon him with more 
favour and trust. He obtained a higher salary, 
which was wasted in no useless, idle way, and he was 
therefore enabled to live more comfortably. He soon, 
too, '-made friends who were much more to him 
than his old companions—thoughtful, God-fearing 
men, wbose eyes were fixed on the eternal^ shore. 
His' intercourse with these and their families did 
him good\ and widened his sympathies. He had 
lived much\too solitary a life at Beechcombe to be 
well for either his heart or mind. That character _is 
the exception which can bring _ forth its best fruits 
without daily1-, intercourse with its fellows.

The only cme of his former comrades of whom 
John kept up any knowledge was that light-haired 
young man who has been spoken of as especially 
attracting him. \He took some pains to look for him 
through the town\and at last found him employed 
in a large timber-y\rd. In the renewed strength of 
his Christian manhood, Ha'rdwick had no fear that 
one so much yonngeiX than himself would be able to 
lead him back again sp the old, evil ways. On the 
contrary, it was his great wish, in seeking him out, to 
try to bring him into better paths.

But Harry (so they Qalled him in the yard), though 
friendly and genial, had about him a certain tough 
reserve which made it very difficult to get influence 
over him. To judge fijom his outward appearance, 
he was going further do\y.n the wrong _road rather 
than up towards the right one. His coat was 
shabbier, his face was paler, his air was more swagger- 
ino- and reckless. John did what he could for him 
by&talking to him in a manly, sensible way, but he

saw plainly enough that his words had but little 
effect.

Thus time passed on with John Hardwick. Lucy's 
letters were the brightest points in his days, yet 
still as he rea,d them there was pain for him in the 
thought, that there had been something in his life 
which was, for a time, concealed from her. Even 
when the wound of sin is healed it leaves in some 
way a smart. The man " has broken a hedge and 
the serpent will sting him."

There came letters from Winnie, too, letters which 
made him long to have her at his side again. He 
was resolved, however, not to be the first to say any 
thing about going home. He thought that if the old 
man could be so far softened by separation as to recall 
him, he would be more likely to consent to the 
marriage.

At length the news came to him of Lucy's being 
in Aunt Judith's house near Kilton, and of all 
which had happened to her there. It raised a hopeful 
feeling within him to learn that Lucy and his father 
had actually met, and that he had shown a liking for 
her ; and when he heard of Winnie pressed in Lucy's 
arms, a tear fell from the strong man's eyes on the 
letter. Was not that the sight which it had been his 
heart's strongest longing to see ?

One Sunday evenrhg, not very long after he had 
received that letter which affected him so much, he 
had come home from evening service. It was a fine 
winter night, and so he went the longest way, which 
led him round by the Quays. He walked slowly, 
for there was in the scene around him a certain 
charm which he felt, though he certainly could not 
have described ifc.

The harbour seemed full of tremulous lights, for 
both the clear stars and the lamps of the town were 
reflected in it. The rigging of the ships, lying at 
anchor, made a dim fanciful network pattern against 
the background of the sky. The cloud of smoke 
which always hangs over the city was, in this dim 
light, a softening curtain which lent to its every-day 
forms a sort of mysterious grace. Two or three 
church spires were making a musical jangle with 
their bells ; a strain of praise floated forth from the 
door of a little meeting-house by the river-side; the 
wind and the waters were sighing gently together.

His thoughts were very much with Lucy to-night; 
he was picturing her to himself looking at those 
home scenes which were so familiar to him. He saw 
her in the churchyard, by the brook, near the garden 
wall. To fancy her thus was to see all th^se things 
in a new light, which gave them a fresh meaning for 
him. When should he behold her the.?e with his bodily 
eyes; the breeze and the river answered "When p" 
By-and-by he saw a little vray in front of him a 
solitary man leaning against a wall. He fancied the 
figure was not unfamiliar to him, and when he came 
closer and looked into the face he found he was right, 
it was Harry.

"What are you doing here all alone, my boy?" 
said John, laying his hand gently on his shoulder.

The young man started as it' that light touch had 
been a heavy blow; but he answered in a light 
tone—

" Oh ! just taking the air."
When John came to look into his face, which he 

could see quite clearly by the light of a neighbouring 
lamp, it seemed to him that it was strangely at 
variance with his manner; it was resolute and 
defiant, and yet sad too.

" I have just been at church; I wish you had been 
there with me," said John.

" DO you ? I don't then; I have something else 
to do," was the short answer given in no very pleasant 
voice.

" I don't see that you can have had such a great 
sight of work to do standing here," said Hardwick, 
smiling and speaking with unruffled good-temper.

But Harry was apparently in no humour for joking 
or talking, and John, thinking it best to leave him 
alone, had just said a quiet "good-night," and 
passed on a few steps, when suddenly he felt the 
young man's arm put into his.

They walked together in silence for a minute or 
more. John could not make his companion out, and 
did not quite know what to say. At length Harry 
spoke.

" Do you know, old fellow," he said, " this is 
likely to be the last time we shall meet for many a 
day."

" What do you mean p" asked John.
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" Why, I'm going to sea to-night."
" Going to sea," repeated Hardwick in great sur 

prise ; " why, I didn't know you had any turn for 
that."

"No more I haven't, but I'm going to the bad 
anyhow, and it's pleasariter to go there by sea than 
by land; there'll be something fresher about it." 
And he laughed a loud discordant laugh.

John saw that his friend had not the slightest 
real taste for a seafaring life, which, unless there be 
such a taste, is never a desirable, profession for the 
young, and that, therefore, he was going to do a very 
dangerous thing for both his worldly and spiritual 
interests. Life on ship-board requires a man to have 
a very formed, steady character to prosper in it. 
Harry would only get more confirmed in those habits 
which he had begun, and would return to shore 
greatly deteriorated from what he was when he went 
away. Besides, what grief and anxiety this wild 
freak would cause his relations, if he had any. .

All these things, which had become well known to 
him since he lived in a large seaport town, passed hur 
riedly through Hard wick's mind as he tried to fix on 
something to say which might change the young man's 
resolve. " How I wish Lucy was here," he thought, 
" she could always find the right word in a moment for 
everything." At last he said quickly and bravely—

" Harry, shall I tell you what you are ?"
" Do ; I should like to know."
" You're a coward and a madman."
" Hardwick," cried the other, angrily, " I'm not 

going to stand this from you."
" I shouldn't have thought it of you," went on 

John, quite unmoved, " when I remember how bold 
you were in doing what you knew was right that 
day when you helped the old lame man. Do you 
recollect it ? What made you do it p"

" Why, it's so mean for men to misuse any one 
weaker than themselves, and besides it was such a 
senseless joke."

"You have then some manhood left in you, my 
boy, but not enough to make you stand up for the 
right; and you don't like senseless jokes, but still 
you haven't sense enough to try and go the road to 
Heaven while you can,"

" I suppose you're repeating part of the sermon 
you've just heard," said Harry, sneeringly.

" No, I'm not clever enough for that. I can only 
talk to you in a rough way out of my own experience. 
Awhile ago I was as great a coward and madman 
as yourself. I was ashamed of myself all the time, 
just as I know you are, but I hadn't the corn-age 
to give up evil and bear the laughter of the other 
fellows. But now, by God's grace, I've got back to 
the right side. Come over after me, Harry; it's 
only the first effort that's very hard. Give up this 
wild fancy for going to sea, which will end, you 
know well enough, in nothing but harm for you. 
Stay on shore and work for God and man, as we were 
all put into this world to do."

" You're not going to persuade me to give up doing 
what I've made up my mind to do," answered Harry, 
speaking firmly, but much more gently and gravely 
than before.

" Will you give it up fcr the sake of your 
mother ?"

The shot was a random one; John did not even 
know whether Harry's parents were alive, but it 
evidently struck home.

" My mother," stammered the young man, & 
sudden flood of feeling rushing into his voice and 
manner. " How do you know anything about *ny 
mother ?"

" I know that you will break her heart if you 
go to sea."

" I have been thinking about her so much to 
night," said the young man, the words dropping 
slowly from his lips as if he could not help their 
coming out, " and yet what's the use of my thinking 
of her.''

" Tell me about your home and family, Harry," 
said John, wishing to keep the young man's 
thoughts in the softening channel in which they 
were now flowing. " What part of the country do 
you come from p"

"I am one of Devonshire; its a county all'of 
woods and streams and hills, so different from this 
smoky old town."

" Do you come from anywhere near a village called 
Woodford ?"

" Why, that is my home; do you know anything of 
it ?"

" Your home! and do you know any people there 
called Burnell?" cried Hardwick, too eager with his 
own questions to heed those of his companion. 

" Burnell is my name."
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" You are not related' to a widow woman who has 
a daughter called Lucy ?" exclaimed Hardwick, stand- 
ino- still and grasping both his companion's hands, for 
a sudden idea had flashed across him.

"That must be my mother and sister that you 
mean; but do you know them ?"

" And you, then, are the Harry they used to talk 
and cry over so often," cried John, in a great tumult 
of joy and wonder. " Oh, brother, brother, I'm 
bound in truth to bring you back from evil, for 
your mother is to be my mother, and your sister is 
to be my wife." '

Most extreme was Harry Burnell's astonishment, 
and it was some little time before John could make 
him fully understand the matter, it was all so un 
expected and so incomprehensible for him. Then 
questions and answers began to fly quickly backward 
and forward between the two. John told how he had 
first seen Lucy, and how he had wooed and won her, 
and how his father objected to the marriage. Harry 
told how he had gone to London, as he had in that 
last letter his mother and sister had received from 
him; how he had, after a time, come back to Bristol, 
and how he did not like to write to them since he 
had become more confirmed in his wild course of life. 
It was a good feature in Harry's case this shame 
which made him shrink from approaching, even in a 
letter, one who, in his inward heart, he loved and 
honoured as he still did his mother.

"And little Lucy is going to be married," said 
Harry, repeating over the fact for the fifth or sixtl 
time, "and you are the very man that's to be her 
husband. It's all like a make*belief story-hook to 
me; I can't even yet get firm hold of the truth of it."

"I sometimes can hardly believe in it either, it 
seems too much good luck for me that such a girl as 
Lucy should love me," said John smiling, yet with 
deep feeling in his tone.

"And you've seen the dear old mother's face so 
often since I have, and I've been with you so long 
without knowing it and talking to you of her; it's 
like having lived near a buried treasure without 
finding it. Does she really still speak ot me some 
times ; does she still shed a tear for me ? Say it 
again, John, say it again—they are such good 
words."

" The very last day I was with her she called you 
her own boy, and her cheeks were wet." 

' I suppose you didn't see Aunt Judith." 
'No ; but I heard tell a deal about her." 
'Ay, she is a rare one, and so clever too." 
' You'll let me write and tell them about you ?" 
'Not just yet, not just yet," and he turned away 

his head.
" Harry, you won't go to sea now," said John, 

when the 1'riends at length separated for the night. 
The young man did not speak, but his eyes gave 
gently the wished-for answer.

Next morning John was thinking how mercifully 
his meeting with Harry had been brought about, as he 
prepared to go to his work, when a telegram was 
brought to him. It was from his father, and hade 
him come home at once for his mother was dangerously 
ill. What words can paint his flood of mingled 
feelings at this call.

His friend's departure' made Harry Burnell, who 
just then happened to come in, take a sudden resolu 
tion. He would go with him and would visit Aunt 
Judith. She would help him in his return to his 
mother.

"You will find Lucy with her," said John, as they 
hurried to the station.

" Don't say anything to her of my wrong doings. 
I must tell her that myself; perhaps, aiter all, it will 
make her cease to love me;" and he sighed.

CHAPTER XIX.

THE CALL.

SEVERAL uneventful days passed by for Lucy in Aunt 
Judith's house after that evening when she found 
Winnie in the wood. Christmas came, and once 
wore the blessed tidings were told through the land 
from the church towers, from the caiolsinthe village 
street, in deeds of love done by man to man, in Holy 
Texts, in. sweet home words. The old year had been 
laid to rest, and tears and smiles and memories had 
made a garland for his bier. And now the lengthen 
ing January days were come, and were marching 
slowly by, wrapt in mantles of cold grey mist.

Farmer Hard wick had passed two or three times 
through the turnpike lately. He had thanked Lucy

with real warmth for her kindness to his little 
granddaughter, which had touched his heart in one 
of its few soft places; it had evidently increased his 
liking for her, for since then he had spoken to her 
in a yet more friendly tone than he had done before. 

"But what's the use of his liking me in this sort of 
way," thought Lucy sadly, " it doesn't bring me any 
nearer to being his daughter. When January's out 
I'll go home to mother, she must be wanting me bad 
enough, I know; though she don't say anything 
about it, for she's one that never cries out for herself. 
I can tell by her letters that she don't see much good 
in my biding here to be seen by the old man in this 
in-and-out fashion, hut she don't speak freely about 
it because it's against Aunt Judith's opinion, which 
has got to be law in the family. I count all I shall 
take home with me will be a little more heart-weari-

" I don't know how it be, but there be a restless 
uneasy feeling upon me as if I was expecting some 
one, or waiting for some news," said Aunt Judith 
one morning to Lucy. "I dreamt last night about 
my poor boy Harry, an4 all day little bits of the 
dream have been popping up in my mind, but I 
haven't been able to get hold of the whole of it; I 
suppose that have worried me and set my old nerves 
all in a tingle."

"It would do you good, aunt, I should think, to 
go out for a bit and see some of your sick folks," 
said Lucy. \

"You be right, my dear; there be no cure for 
fancy troubles, such as mine, like seeing a little real 
downright suffering, I'll go as you do say ; you just 
mind the gate while I be gone. If you should, by 
any chance, want to leave, you can go and call the old 
Molly Bryant; that do live in the cottage down .at the 
bottom of the'lane, and she'll look after it for'ee, as 
she always do for me when you hain't here, and I do 
go out. She be an honest old soul, and I can trust 
her in the house like myself."

" Why, aunt, whatever do you think I'm likely to 
want to leave for to-day ?" cried Lucy laughing.

" I don't suppose you will, my child, but still it be 
always well to be ready for everything in this world 
where such queer things do sometimes turn up. I 
must go and put on my things now. If you do 
want a job while I be away, you can just rub over 
the warming-pan, and wash down the table, and dust 
the things on the dresser." j

Soon after that Aunt Judith was seen trotting 
down the road in her little close-fitting black bonnet 
and her shawl with the old-fashioned, broad, flowery 
border which had been new when Lucy's mother was 
married. Her pattens made, a merry click as she 
went, and in her hand she iarried a basked filled 
with small comforts; for out of her own not large 
means she always contrived to save something for 
those poorer than himself. \

It seemed to Lucy as if that restless feeling of 
which Aunt Judith had spoken wfcre now passed into 
herself. She worked hard at the \warming-pan, but 
it was sulky and would not getVbright. She sat 
down to sew, but somehow in ten minutes she was tired 
of watching her needle go in and'out. She poked the 
fire but no blaze would come. S|ie looked out of the 
back window and saw the east wind playing rough 
tricks in the garden with the leafless fruit bushes. 
The outlines of the distant hills wtere cold and bare 
and stern. She looked out of the door and saw the 
same wind whirling about little clouds of dust on the 
high-road. The sound of the full rushing river at 
the bottom of the valley came from far off', bringing 
with it, this grey winter 1 day, a sense of dullness 
which made her shiver. She went in and tried to 
begin a letter to her mother, but her thoughts would 
not shape themselves into words to go on to the 
paper. " I suppose I am fidgety because I have no 
real, downright work to do," she thotight. " Because 
I am half idle this afternoon and alone, the anxiety 
which I have suffered this many a day, but which I 
lave kept under after a fashion, must be suddenly 

e upon me in a great mass." Her mind was, in 
;ruth, dwelling to-day more exclusively on her trouble 
;han it generally did; this was the real cause of her 
uneasiness. v

We all know how, when a heavy sorrow has been 
ong and bravely borne, in some dark hour it sud 

denly presses on us, and shuts us in on every side, 
and seems ready to crush us. Then, in truth, do the 
deep waters cover the soul, unless we can cry out to 
One to come and walk upon the' flood and say,

For Infants and Invalids, NBAYE'S FOOD is by far the best and 
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Jo., Fordingbridge, Salisbury. (ADVEHT.)

" Peace, be still." Such an hour was now upon 
Lucy Burnell. Happy was it for her that she knew 
so well where to look for help, and that thus rest 
and light soon came again. She prayed, and after her 
prayer dried her eyes, from which the tears had been 
flowing for some little time, and braced herself up to 
struggle, once more, cheerfully with her trial.

From time to time some passer-by, stopping to 
pay the toll, disturbed her in her solitude; Now it 
was a carter with a rough, thin horse, which was 
wearing out its patient life bringing home a haavy 
load of coals for the comfort of man; now it was an 
old clergyman on a fat, frisky pony, which shied at 
Lucy's petticoats; now it was an old woman in a 
donkey-cart.

By-and-by there was a quicker and lighter rattle 
of wheels than usual. Lucy ran to the door, expecting 
to see a commercial man in his neat trap, or a four- 
wheel, filled with ladies, wrapped in rugs and furs. 
Neither commercial man nor ladies, however, 
were there, but Farmer Hardwick and his brown 
cob.

Lucy's heart beat quicker when she saw who 'it 
was, partly from the course her thoughts had lately 
been taking, and partly because this was the first- 
time she had ever been quite alone with John's father. 
Almost without her being aware of it, it had always 
before given her a feeling of assurance to know that 
brave, sympathizing Aunt Judith was close behind 
her in the house, hearing all which was said. The 
moment, however, she looked at the old man, she 
ceased tothink much about herself. There was a trouble 
in his face she had never seen there before.

"My girl, I want to speak to you," he said in a 
quick tone of entreaty. " My old woman be took 
dreadful bad—dangerously ill, the doctor do say. 
She be a queer one, as .you ma}' have heard tell, and 
the only two women she can abide to have near her 
be both out nursing. We be terrible put to it down 
at the farm. There be no one in the house to do 
anything but the little stupid servant-maid. Just 
now I thought of you ; will 'ee come and help us and 
look after her for a bit ? "

What a strange, great throb of gladness there was 
in Lucy's pulses as he spoke. Aunt Judith had said 
she was to wait till his parents he'd out a hand to 
her, and now they were doing it. His father was 
asking, her to enter his home at his side ; she was to 
go there as one who brought help and comfort.

Then this sudden joy was followed by a feeling of 
almost as great fear. Her going thus to Beech- 
combe must;, of necessity, bring about, before long, an 
explanation ;x indeed her own high principles would 
not let her be king in John's father's house without 
revealing to him-who she was. As she looked at the old 
man's face, so stern and resolute still even in his 
trouble, her courage nearly died away within her, and 
she was on the point of refusing to go. With an 
effort, however, she recovered herself, and said 
quietly—

" Yes, I will come."
"Thank 'ee, my lassie; it be just what I expected 

of you," said the old man simply and heartily. ." Get 
ready as quick as you can, for you be wanted bad 
enough."

Quickly and quietly Lucy made her preparations. 
She ran down the lane and brought back with her 
the old woman who was to take her place at the turn 
pike if she went away. She . wrote a few lines 
explaining her absence, and left them for Aunt Judith. 
She made a little bundle of the few things she thought 
she might want; and almost before she knew where 
she was, she was sitting by John's father bowling at 
a swinging trot down the hill towards Kilton.

While she was thus busily employed she had no 
time for thought; she had only a feeling that it was 
all more like a fancy picture than a reality.

Very,few words passed between them as they drove 
along. Farmer Hardwick was never a great talker, 
and to-day his thoughts fully occupied him. They 
rested, however, very little upon her who was at his 
side. Urgent household necessity and the liking he 
had conceived for her had made him first think of 
trying to get Lucy to come to Beechcome. His pride 
made himrather seek help from a comparative stranger, 
such as she was, than from his neighbours, from whom 
he had always held himself so far aloof. Besides he 
had an undefined feeling that the girl at the turnpike 
would be pleasanter than most people to have in a 
house where trouble was. But now that he had 
gained his object and was bringing her back with 
him, he had almost forgotten her who had come to 
serve him and his with a readiness, which, shown as 
it was in the interest of a mere acquaintance like 
himself, might have excited reasonable wonder in any 
one except James Hardwick, who would not have been
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surprised to find the whole world willing to be at the
disposal of him and his family.

Instead of dwelling upon Lucy's kindness, his
mind was busy with the telegram which had gone
this morning to his son. The partial softening ^of
his nature caused by the sudden danger of the wile
who had been his life's companion for forty years,
and the earnest request of the sick woman herself,
had so far wrought upon him as to make him send
that message. But his stubborn will was still as
unbent as ever ; he had not the slightest intention of
saying to his son : " Let this our mutual sorrow make
all peace between us; bring home the woman you
love." On the contrary, he was inclined to receive
him coldly, but this, doubtless, withouthisknowingit,
arose in a great measure from a certain awkwardness
which he felt when he thought
of the approaching meeting. He
even half wished that he had
not been in such a hurry to
send for himi

Old Hardwick had been a
good deal surprised at the way
in which John had stayed and
worked on in Bristol, for, as
has been said, he had fully
believed that he would never
remain without some one to
lean upon, as he had always
formerly leant upon him. In
his inmost heart he was proud
of his son showing so much
strength and energy, and yet,
at the same time, he was hal»f
displeased with him for being
able to do without his father,
and this latter feeling lent
another disagreeable feature to
the picture, which his fancy
was drawing, of the first hour
when he and John should be
together again.

But though the old man's
thoughts were thus far away
from Lucy, it was around him
that all hers were crowding,
When . should she reveal to
him that truth about herself
which must make such a change
in their relations to each other ?
Not just yet, not just yet, cried
out all her throbbing pulses;
not till by a few hours of loving
service she had made her way
a little into his parents' hearts.
The old man was evidently in
some degree softened by trouble;
she had seen that in his manner
when he first spoke to her;
perhaps by-and-by she might
catch some lucky moment of 
yet deeper feeling for telling 
him what she had to tell. Who 
could say but that then he 
might relent entirely, and take 
her as a daughter to his heart. 
It was a sweet thought, but 
who could indulge in it con 
cerning the old man who sat 
there, with his face darkened 
and hardened by what was in 
his mind ? She turned away 
from him and tried to look at 
something else.

She had often been upon tins
road, but how different it seemed to-day from what it 
had ever done before. The roof's of the cottages ap 
peared to have taken new shapes. The old man 
working in his garden did not look as he usually 
did. The mill-wheel, whirling busily in yonder 
hollow, had some thing fresh in its sound. Even 
the bark of the dog which ran out from that farm 
yard, and the grunting of the stray pigs, were not 
like what they used to be. Yet Lucy knew the 
change was not in things around her, but in her own 
situation.

And now they had stopped at the garden gate at 
Beechcombe, the gate which she had often vaguely 
wondered how and when she should enter as she 
gazed at it from afar.

"What be we to call you p" asked old Hardwick, 
as he gave her his hand to help her down from the 
trap. " Though I've seen you so often at the turn 
pike, I don't know what your name be." 

" Lucy,'" she answered, rather faintly. 
A momentary shadow passed over his face as if the

name awoke in him unpleasant associations, a 
indeed it did; then he said with all his former 
warmth of manner.

" You be welcome here, Lucy, for you be come to 
do us good." (To l)e continued.)

EIGHTS OF MAN.—" If you will once sufficiently 
enforce that Eighth Commandment, the whole 
' rights of man' are well cared for: I know no better 
definition of the rights of man : Tliou slialt not steal, 
tliou shalt not l>e stolen from. What a Society were 
that: Plato's Eepublic, More's Utopia, were emblems 
of it. Give every man what is his, the accurate 
price of what he has done and been, no man shall any 
more complain, neither shall the earth suffer any 
more."— Garlyle.

ife 0f

St. Peter's First Miracle. Acts iii. I — 16.

HEN considering the pouring out of 
the power of the Holy Spirit at 
Pentecost we saw that a special gift 
was then bestowed upon the apostles 
—the gift of tongues. This gift was 
not continued by God after the early 
days of the Church. The power of 

working miracles was abo bestowed upon the apostles. 
Miracles were to be a sign of the truth of the 
message delivered by the apostles. Miracles have 
ceased now, being no longer needed. The many 
thousands who have come to Christ and trusted in

Him—who have found Him to be an all-sufficient 
Saviour, and who have died peacefully in His blessed 
name—these are witnesses to the truth of God's 
Word.

To Peter was given the great honour of working 
the first miracle recorded in the Acts. Peter and 
John, the two who seem to have loved our Lord best 
while He wa,s upon earth, are found much together 
in the earlier chapters of the Acts. In chapter iii. 
we read of these two apostles going up together to 
the Temple at the hour of prayer—"the_ninth hour," 
according to Jewish reckoning, answering to three 
o'clock in the afternoon according to our reckoning. 
The Jewish hours of prayer were three times in the 
day, as we find from Ps. Iv. 17, and Dan. vi. 10. 
Mid-day prayer is perhaps not possible for all, but 

for each one of us, even for 
the most busy, how important 
is it to begin the day with 
prayer. To begin the life of 
even one day without prayer 
is indeed most rash, for not one 
of us can stand in those moments 
of trial and temptation that must 
come to us each day, unless we 
pray. Peter and John might 
have thought that prayer was 
not so necessary for them who 
had so much of God's Spirit; 
but we find that they went up 
to pray at the appointed times

as others did- And if 
could not live without

. , .

prayer, how can we expect to 
do so ? If it is possible that 
any one of our readers is living 
without regular prayer, may 
such an one have grace at 
once to take up the words 
of David, " My voice shalt 
Thou hear in the morning, 0 
Lord, in the morning will I 
direct my prayer to Thee and 
will look up " (Ps. v. 3). The 
men of prayer are those who 
have done great things in the 
world.

A poor cripple lay at the 
Temple Gate, a gate called 
"Beautiful," and said to be of 
costly workmanship in brass. 
Day by day this poor man was 
carried there, hoping for pity 
and alms from the passers by. 
At last a wonderful day came 
for him. The morning began 
as usual, but what had hap 
pened to him before evening? 
His whole life was indeed 
changed. The cripple asked 
alms of Peter and John as 
they were going into the 
Temple. Peter was a poor 
man still and he had no money 
to give away, but he had a 
blessed gift to bestow. " In 
the name of Jesus Christ of 
Nazareth, rise up and walk." 
Immediately the lame man was 
restored. It was no partial 
cure, it was "perfect sound 
ness," and the lame man stood, 
and walked, and leaped in his 
new strength.andhis first act was 
to praise God (v 8). There is a 

great lesson here—one too of ten forgotten. How much 
God gives us, and yet how little do we thank Him! 
Sometimes a great gift is bestowed upon us—our life 
is given back to us from the brink of the grave, or the 
life of one we love is restored, or some great danger 
is averted from us. Is our first thought to praise 
God? We are nearest to heaven when we really 
praise Him. As the result of the miracle, a great 
crowd of people were gathered together, thus giving 
Peter a blessed opportunity of speaking of his Master. 
Peter would not take the honour and glory to him 
self: "why look ye so earnestly on us, as though by 
our own power and holiness we had made this man 
to walk P" Peter desired to point the people right 
away from himself to CHKIST. " His NAME, through 
faith in His NAME hath made this man strong 
(Acts iii. 16). Peter used to be full of himself, full o 
"I," "although all shall be offended, yet wiU 
not I" (St. Mark, xiv. 29). That was the lan 
guage of the old Peter. And is it not just 
this which is very often the language of our
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hearts? We are so confident that we are all right— 
that we shall not fall. Ah ! how blind we are when 
it is thus with us, how like Peter in his old nature! 
But Peter was a new man now. He had been per 
mitted to work a great miracle, yet it was " not I, 
hut CHRIST " (Gal. ii. 20). Blessed Peter, to have 
learnt that lesson! He must have rejoiced in being 
allowed to work this cure for the lame man, but 
he did not say, " see what J have done ! " No, his 
one thought was "His NAME." If our Christianity 
has done anything for us, it has begun to lay self in 
the dust. There is a throne in the heart of each one 
of us. Either self or Christ rules upon that throne. 
The great question is, which is it? There is a 
further thought with regard to this miracle. Every 
bodily cure of which we read in the Gospels or in the 
Acts may be considered 
a picture of soul cure. 
Sin has made cripples of 
us. God has commanded 
us to walk in His ways 
(Dent. v. 23). But man 
is crippled by sin, and 
he cannot walk — not 
even one step—in God's 
ways. What will enable 
him to do so? The 
same power that re 
stored the lame man at 
the Beautiful Gate ot the 
Temple. Sin's chain must 
be broken, and then the 
cripple will walk. Faith 
inthename of Christ will 
bring about this blessed 
miracle of soul healing. 
David said, " I will run 
in the way of Thy com 
mandments." A lame 
soul could not do that! 
What are we doing ? 
Have we begun yet to 
walk in God's way ? Do 
we believe in the power 
of Christ's name to give 
us " perfect soundness," 
that according to His 
promise we may " run 
and not be weary," we 
may " walk and not 
faint" (Isa.xl.31). M.E.

GOOD WORK.—Four 
new life-boats during 
1883 were established 
at Llanaelhaiarn, Mable- 
thorpe, Port Erin and 
Aranmore Island. Seven 
new life-boats replaced 
old ones on the coast. 
Twelve new stations are 
in course of formation. 
The number of Institu 
tion life-boats last year 
was 274, which were the 
means of saving, be 
tween January and De 
cember, no less than 725 
lives and 30 vessels. 
Besides this, 230 lives 
were saved from ship 
wreck by shore boats 
and other means, all of 
which services were re 
warded by the Institu 
tion, making up a grand 
total of 955 lives rescued 
during the year.

One, slim and girlish, with fingers pulling absently 
a rose to pieces, was Mrs. Wynton's grand-daughter, 
Elsie; the other, tall and attractive-looking, his 
hands clasped behind him, and his straw hat pushed 
off his forehead, Rupert Hoare.

The watcher at the window gave a little sigh. 
Elsie was very dear to her, having come under her 

care since she was left an orphan of four years old, 
and the grandmother had meanwhile learnt by heart 
every gesture of that winsome face and figure. Now 
she noted with ever-increasing uneasiness the in 
terested way in which the girl talked and listened 
to her companion ; half-an-hour ago her merry laugh 
had been pealing out through the still evening air, 
but now the element of mirth seemed to have dis 
appeared from their conversation altogether.

'OLD MRS. WYNTON SAT AT HER WINDOW."—See Page

ILD Mrs. Wynton sat at her window one 
summer evening facing a June sunset. 
Everything around her was suggestive 
of peace and contentment, her knitting- 
needles clicked, as they usually did, an 
even accompaniment to whatever might 

going on. But in reality her thoughts were far 
from peaceful, and just now were full of unquiet solicitude.

Yet it was a common picture enough on which 
her eyes were fixed so intently. Only two figures 
sauntering up and down the gravel-walk outside.

" I wish Philip would come back," Mrs. Wynton 
thought with an indignant click of the shining 
knitting-pins. "' Charity thinketh no evil,' he 
would say; but there is such a thing as common- 
sense, and he has no right to run away to his 
Services and leave her under another's influence so 
constantly."

It probably never occurred to Mrs. Wynton that it 
would be an easy thing for her just to lean out of the 
open window and call in the offending couple, and per 
haps, though it would have been easy to do it, it might 
be a hard task to make them obey the summons. 
Elsie had had her own way far too long in the house 
hold for any one to attempt to thwart it now.

And meanwhile, not half a mile away, Elsie's 
affianced lover, Philip Whyte, was conducting the 
weekly prayer-meeting at the schools, from which

she had absented herself on some slight pretext. He 
was praying for those in the parish who were " afflicted 
or distressed in mind, body, or estate," and in his 
prayer pleaded " hallow all their crosses in this life, 
and crown them hereafter where all tears are wiped 
away."

No thought of a probable cross that may be soon 
touching his own life occurred to him. He prayed 
with all earnestness indeed, but as yet he knew little 
of the meaning of the petition he quoted.

It was always a matter of wonder in Redstone 
why Elsie Wynton had engaged herself to their young 
rector, and as usual all the sympathies of the parish 
went with the man. She was not worthy of him, 
they said. Perhaps not. Few would have been, for 
he was an admirable type of a thoroughly con 

scientious, hard-working 
clergyman. He under 
stood his work, every 
inch of it; but there 
was one exception he 
failed to understand. 
Elsie was altogether be 
yond the range of his 
comprehension. He was 
devotedly attached to 
her, and it never occurred 
to his trustful nature to 
doubt the love he be 
lieved she gave him in 
return. It was his whole 
hearted affection that 
had attracted Elsie when 
he proposed to her.

No one had ever cared 
for her just in the same 
way before, and she was 
content to accept his love 
without troubling her 
self with her side of the 
question, until Rupert 
Hoare suddenly ap 
peared upon the scene. 
He was the only son of 
a retired manufacturer, 
who had lately come to 
live at Redstone, and 
meeting Elsie for the 
first time at a picnic he 
followed up the intro 
duction more ardently 
than Mrs. Wynton ap 
proved of. Already ru 
mour was busy in coup 
ling their names to 
gether ; only Philip saw 
nothing, heard nothing, 
but went about his work 
with the secret spring 
of earthly happiness 
within him which others 
said must fail very soon. 

Their engagement had 
lasted now for about six 
months, and the wedding- 
day was fixed to take 
place towards the end of 
August.

" And the sooner the 
better," Mrs. Wyutoii 
thought, as the sunset 
faded, and still the low- 
voiced conversation went 
on outside. "Another 
fortnight, and Eupert 
will have gone abroad. 
I must confess I shall 
be easier when he is 
out of the way •— ah,

there he goes at last!"
The latched gate at the end of the gravel walk 

swung back on the departing visitor, and Elsie walked 
up with a lagging step towards the house. A few 
minutes more and she entered the room where her 
grandmother was seated.

" At last! I thought you were never coming, 
child!"

" I did not know it was so late," Elsie said, going 
up to the fireplace where winter or summer a small 
wood-fire was always burning. " How cold it has 
turned to-night, hasn't it ?"

"That comes of staying out late in the heavy 
dew," Mrs. Wynton replied, glad of some excuse for 
grumbling. " I shouldn't wonder now if you haven't 
caught cold. I must see about some camomile-tea for 
you when you go to bed."
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" Oh no, please don't trouble," Elsie said absently 
stretching out her delicate hands towards the warmth 
of the fire.

Suddenly she gave a little start. It was an old- 
fashioned house, and years ago a motto had been 
deeply carved in the oak mantel-shelf, engraven in 
the quaint lettering of bygone centuries—

"TYME TKYETH TROTH."

" What's the matter, child ? You're as nervous as 
a kitten to-night!" her grandmother said, not possess 
ing the clue to her thoughts.

" I wish you wouldn't watch me so !" Elsie re 
turned irritably. "I'll go upstairs and get some 
sewing."

The needlework was brought down, but not much 
of it done.

Elsie could not sit still that evening. About 
half-past nine a note was brought to her from a 
child in the village. Mrs. Wynton was down in her 
store-room finding materials for the threatened camo 
mile-potion, and Elsie read her letter alone by the 
fire-light, and then burst into tears.

" Oh, if he wouldn't trust me so blindly!" she 
sobbed.

It was a very short note, and only said:—

"Dearest, in case you may be expecting me, I 
write just to let you know that I am called else 
where. Harry Westou, that lame boy you know of, 
is dying, and I must stay with him as long as he 
wants me. Good-night, sweetheart! Think of him 
in your prayers this evening. 

"Yours,
"PHILIP WHYTE."

Elsie did not comply with that request. 
" My prayers can do no good," she said as she 

walked restlessly about her room, or gazed at the 
tranquil stretch of bright moonlight outside her win 
dow. She hated the summer night for being so 
calm and unutterably sweet whilst she was filled 
with miserable, remorseful thoughts. Like all way 
ward, selfish natures, she tried to find consolation in 
throwing the blame on others.

" If Rupert had not come between us!" or " why 
did Philip ever allow himself to care for me ?" was 
the burden of her regrets.

Yet she had wilfully listened to all Eupert chose 
to say from the first day of their acquaintance until 
now, when in words that fascinated her in spite of 
herself he had made her promise to break her pre 
sent engagement, and become his affianced wife 
instead.

" Whatever will people say ?'' Elsie murmured as 
one after another her scruples gave way.

"Let them say!" returned Eupert loftily—[N.B.— 
He was leaving Bedstone in a fortnight's time, and 
so the tongue of scandal would not be likely to wound 
7m peace of mind.]—" When I come back from my 
American trip, the gossips will have forgotten all about 
it; and meanwhile they need never know of my share 
in the matter. Only a year's separation, my Elsie ! 
Ah, there's the rub! If only we could have been 
married offhand before I go !"

A strange contrast, the way in which, these three, 
who had such powerful influence over one another's 
lives, spent the long hours of that June night. 
Elsie, self-reproachful, trying to condone everything 
with the half-believed confession, " I can't help it," 
and falling at last into a heavy, troubled slumber; 
Philip watching by the dying boy's bedside with all 
a woman's tenderness; Eupert thinking pleasant 
thoughts over his pipe and evening paper, then com 
posing himself to sleep with the comfortable reflec 
tion, " He is bound to get over it in time; and she 
would be utterly thrown'away in suck a psalm-singing 
life as that!"

* * * * *
The news flew through Bedstone like wildfire that 

their rector had been thrown over "by a chit of a 
girl," as the gossips contemptuously called her, and 
for the sake of a handsome ne'er-do-well as Eupert 
Hoare.

The little church was quite crowded the next Sun 
day by anxious enquirers, who wished to see " how he 
was bearing it."

Their expectations were disappointed, however.

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

Philip Whyte was one of those men who die anc 
give no sign; and the steady voice was not a whil 
less steady the Sunday after the blow had fallen than 
it was the Sunday previous.

Not even Elsie knew of the storm of bitter anguish 
her letter awakened when she wrote to tell him 
how impossible it would be for her to marry him 
whilst her heart was given to another.

The storm shook his faith to its very foundations, 
but it had no power to do more.

He wrote at once, not waiting to deliberate, lest it 
should cause her pain, a brief manly answer to Elsie's 
piteous appeal.

Then he went out, back into the chamber of death 
he had quitted only a few hours before. The calm, 
triumphant look of the boyish face beneath the folded 
sheet, spoke to him more vividly than all the wisdom 
he thought he knew by heart in the piled-up manu 
script sermons on his study-table.

" Are there not twelve hours in the day ? . . . . 
The night cometh when no man can work."

This was the text he chose to preach from' on the 
following Sunday, and there were few amongst his 
listeners who guessed how such a message had kept 
the brave spirit from breaking down altogether.

" You will promise to write regularly ? " Eupert 
Hoare said the evening before he sailed.

He and Elsie were alone together in the old- 
fashioned drawing-room, Mrs. Wyntoii having very 
considerately given it up for their exclusive use this 
last evening.

"I will as often as I know your address," Elsie 
replied; " but that you will not always be sure of 
yourself, will you ? Oh, Eupert, I can't help wishing 
you were not going! Letters are such stupid things 
to depend upon for news! "

" They will not be stupid to me," said the young 
man significantly. " Elsie, this is the very motto 
for us! ' Tyme tryeth troth!' Whenever you look 
at it you must let it remind you of me and of the 
end of this one short year. When I come back my 
father has promised to take me into partnership, if 
only I will stick to the business, and then of course 
we shall be able to marry at once. But iron-works 
don't suit me; I hate to be tied down to one spot all 
my days. Still, for your sake ——"

^p 9p "" W *3F

It was hard upon Elsie this long trip, a combina 
tion of business and pleasure, upon which Eupert 
was forced to start immediately after the great crisis 
in her life. He could not get out of it he told her, 
especially as a friend, ordered abroad on the score of 
health, had arranged to accompany him.

They decided that nothing should be said to the 
outside world about their engagement afc present. 
Of course that did not stop people from talking, and 
Mrs. Wynton, thoughtful as ever for her darling's 
happiness, took Elsie away for a two months' change 
beside the sea.

Philip Whyte showed no signs of deserting his 
post, and toiled unflaggingly early and late at the 
work which had lost all its flavour.

He called on Mrs. Wynton when she and Elsie 
returned from Cromer, and soon made it apparent 
that he wished the past to be buried and things to go 
on as if there had never been a word beyond the 
merest friendship between them.

CHAPTEE II.

"CAN'T you try and be a.little less restless, Elsie?' 
Mrs. Wynton asked one April morning several 
months later.

" No, granny, I really can't," the girl replied, half 
laughingly; " but if I fidget you I will go out and 
work a little in the garden."

"Yes, do, my dear; I am-sure it will be better for 
you this lovely morning than staying indoors."

Elsie left the room languidly, going up to her own 
Eirst for garden-hat and gloves. This was her great 
resource at present, for she cared enough about 
lowers to make her take any amount of trouble over 
;hem, and it was easier to forget morbid thoughts 
when so occupied than any other way. There was 
plenty to be done, too, just now in preparing soil and 
setting seeds, and a show of ferns in a tiny forcing- 
louse at the end of the garden proved she had not 
spent the whole of the winter in vain.

" I wonder ivliy he does not write," she thought 
as she scattered mignonette seed carefully in the 
hape of an E. " Six weeks since his last letter, and 
;hat was short enough."

The correspondence, brilliantly begun on both

sides, had languished sadly after the first two 
months. Eupert could not be always certain of his 
movements, he said, and Elsie" was too proud to 
write even half as many letters as she received. But 
no one knew how her heart sickened as post after 
post came in and brought none of those good tidings 
from that far-off country which would indeed have 
been as cold water to her thirsty soul.

The mails oame in so frequently from the United 
States, through which Eupert was travelling, that 
the girl was kept in a continual state of suspense that 
was rapidly undermining her health.

A sharpened, flushed look had come into the soft 
face,

" With the brow all patience and the lips all pain." 
Eupert's "people" were supposed to be in entire 

ignorance of his engagement. There was only one 
sister, a girl about Elsie's age, besides the father and 
mother, and the slight acquaintance that existed 
between them justified the very faint acknowledge 
ment of her presence they gave her whenever they 
happened to meet. • ' :

The sound of voices reached Elsie that morning as 
she finished her work by ornamenting a row of sticks 
with coloured ribbons to frighten away the covetous 
starlings, which even now watched her from a white 
cloud of pear-blossom overhead.

Two girls stood for a moment beside the gate, 
then parted; one, Eupert Hoare's sister, walking 
briskly away, the other, a former school-fellow of 
Elsie's, coming up the garden path.

Elsie drew off her thick gloves and went to meet 
her.

" Well, Elsie, how are you ? I have given up all 
hope of your coming to see me, so I came to see you 
instead. How busy you look'!"'''

Elsie had never particularly cared for Lottie Smith, 
and now she felt painfully conscious of forcing the 
welcome she was obliged to give'Vher. Lottie was a 
fair, plump little person, and the most inveterate 
chatter-box in the world. Her mind ran. on matri-, 
mony and matchmaking of all kinds, and if there 
happened to be the faintest suspicion ot an incipient 
engagement in the air her retrousse, little nose was 
the first to scent it out.

Elsie knew this to her cost; therefore it had been 
her greatest care during the last few months to keep 
Lottie at a safe distance.

" Won't you come in and see grannie ?" she 
asked.

" No, thanks, not just at present. I would rather 
stay out here whilst you finish what you have to 
do."

" I have quite finished now." 
" Oh, then, let us sit down here for a little while and 

have a chat. I have a piece of news for you. Who 
do you think is coming home ?"

Elsie fidgeted with her gloves, whilst the tell-tale 
crimson rushed into her cheeks.

" What a colour you've got, and just now you 
were as pale as you could be!" remarked this 
observant friend. She had a kind heart at the 
bottom of all her chatter, and it made her change her 
tactics now and try to soften the tidings she was 
burning to impart.

" Did you see who was with me at the gate ? 
Lena Hoare, and she was telling me all about that 
brother of hers. They had a long letter from him 
this morning—a business trip they call it, but he 
seems to get a fair amount of enjoyment out of it. 
Tennis and dances, and everything you can think of. 
He had had so many letters of introduction, and.one 
in particular is bringing him good luck. They expect 
to hear soon the engagement is all settled, but at 
present it is rather indefinite."

"What engagement?" Elsie asked, trying to find 
a foot-hold in the torrent of words that seemed to 
sweep over her brain.

" Why Ms, of course, to a girl who is the daughter 
of one of those immensely rich American people. 
He has mentioned her name several times in his 
letters already, and Lena says she shouldn't wonder 
if he got something to do out there, for, between our 
selves, the iron-trade is rather shaky just now."

How noisy the birds are, singing their first spring- 
songs in the sunny garden ! Elsie presses her hand 
to her head; stooping so long over her work must 
have brought that strange throbbing there.

" And Miss Hoare said all this to-day ? " she 
asked. " What a long talk yon must have had to 
gether!" >( 

" Oh, it never takes long to tell good news, 
Lottie replied; "she was so pleased about it, for no 
doubt they will invite her over to, New York for, the 
wedding. But now perhaps I had better go in and 
see Mrs. Wynton."
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She had gone at last, and Elsie was left to face the 

question.
What right had Lena Hoare, had any one, to 

chatter over other people's concerns ? How ridicu 
lous she had been to take it so seriously, and perhaps 
betray by her face what she would have given worlds 
to conceal!

The alternative lay before her of doubting or be 
lieving the report, and she chose or thought she 
chose to doubt.

But it is difficult to believe when one's heart 
sinks with uncertainty, and so Elsie found it in 
the weary weeks that followed. She heard once from 
Eupert again, a more affectionate letter than the 
last, that for the time chased away every shadow of a 
doubt. Stifling her pride, she sat down and wrote a 
letter, telling him all she had heard, without any 
comment except one. " People may talk as they 
like, but until you tell me yourself I shall never 
believe you have learned to regret our motto." 

* * . * * *
Two months went by before Elsie received any 

answer to that question.
Two months, in which all the listless indifference 

that had so tried Mrs. Wynton to watch, disappeared 
entirely. She never suffered herself to have an idle 
moment now, but found unceasing employment for 
every hour of the day, bringing down many a charge 
of over-working herself from anxious friends who 
noted the pale cheeks and heavy eyes.

They were but small things, it is true; but it is 
wonderful how much one can find to do when work 
is sought after carefully and persistently. And as 
advancing summer brought with it the mild round of 
gaieties Bedstone was celebrated for, Elsie threw her 
self into boating excursions and garden-parties with 
an enthusiasm that fairly puzzled her little world.

" I think I shall try for a prize at the flower-show, 
granny," she said one morning, as she was dusting the 
ornaments in the breakfast-room. "I am sure our 
roses are worth looking at, and the double carnations 
are coming on wonderfully. Even if we couldn't 
compete with anything else, there is a special prize 
for garden bouquets this j ear."

Mrs. Wynton agreed, 1;as she would always agree 
with any project likely to interest Elsie. Nothing 
had been said about the report Lottie Smith had 
brought in, but Mrs. Wynton noticed the sudden 
cessation of foreign letters and Elsie's restless ex 
citement, and drew her own conclusions.

To Elsie this prospective flower-show—an annual 
festival at Redstone—proved the greatest boonimagin- 
able. It was always something to talk about, and 
every day found her hard at work amongst her 
borders.

Philip Whyte, passing the cottage garden to and 
fro on his daily rounds, often looked over the hedge 
and caught sight of a pale-blue dress flitting about 
the garden.

" May God bless her! " he would say as he passed 
on.

The weeks slipped by until the day set apart in 
Bedstone for the flower-show dawned at last. It was 
not to open till two o'clock, and Elsie had been up 
since five arranging the bouquets, which robbed her 
garden of halt' its splendour. Like all artists, she 
was disappointed in the execution of her own design, 
and though Mrs. Wynton approved and applauded, 
she felt unsatisfied with her work.

The bouquets were three in number: not stiff 
arrangements of floral specimens, but each carrying 
out a special fancy of her own. One was a spray of 
rich,^creamy roses, yellow daisies, dark purple-black 
pansies and maidenhair fern; the other a snowy 
mass-;of perfectly pure blossoms; the third, stolen 
from the highways and hedges, composed of wild roses 
intermixed with honeysuckle, clematis and long trails 
of ivy.

She had to part with them early in the morning, 
so that they might be arranged in due order. And, 
nervous and excited, she wandered about till it was 
reasonable time to make herself ready for the after 
noon's entertainment.

There seemed two selves within her during the 
hours that followed. One, bright and animated, 
taking the most acute interest in every passing event, 
the object of much admiration and envy, not only on 
account of her work which carried off the palm for 
beauty, but also because she looked so fresh and
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sweet in her white gown and simple hat. The other 
self, known only to Elsie Wynton, heavy-hearted, 
sick with hope deferred, and this continual effort to 
keep up appearances,

The afternoon went by at last ; the band played on, 
and people drank tea and ate ices, and moved in one 
unbroken stream through the tents and up and down 
the long aisles of the fruit and flowers.

"You look tired, won't you come and sit down 
somewhere ? "

It was Philip Whyte who, braving criticism, 
threaded his way towards her to make these friendly 
inquiries.

"Tired? No, thank you! I am never tired !" 
He withdrew in an instant ; but though she had 

resented his sympathy, it was a relief to know 
some one understood her out of all that restless 
throng, and it made the rest of the time pass less 
heavily away.

Mrs. Wynton had come for an hour or two only, 
and was resting quietly in her room when the door 
suddenly burst open and Elsie came in.

" I've got a prize, granny, after all ! Two prizes ! 
One for the garden bouquets, and one for the wild 
flowers. A dear little set of garden tools and two 
guineas ! \Vasn't it absurd to get money ? I asked 
them to pass it on to the next competitor, as I did 
not know before the wild flowers were chiefly 
patronized by the cottagers, and some of them looked 
so dreadfully disappointed ! I felt quite mean ! "

" You must be tired, dear. I have kept some tea 
for you, and look what is waiting besides !"

Elsie followed her glance at the mantelpiece, where 
a letter stood conspicuous.

The weary watching then was at an end. 
Mrs. Wynton left the room to see if the tea- 

arrangements were complete, guessing with the 
instinct of love that Elsie would rather be alone.

When she returned she found Elsie standing still 
just where she had left her, a bright spot of colour 
burning in each cheek.

" Good news, dear child ?"
" I don't know, granny. You can read it if you 

like. He has decided to settle out there, and is to be 
married in the autumn to a Miss Davis. Why do 
you look at me like that ? There is nothing to be 
sorry for ! "

People said that the excitement of the Flower 
Show helped to bring on the attack of fever that 
laid Elsie Wynton low for some weeks.

She never complained or uttered a murmur against 
the man who had behaved so heartlessly. Her spirit 
seemed crushed. But the first day of her coming 
downstairs into the drawing-room she gave way 
entirely, and cried until she was perfectly ex 
hausted.

Time had tried their troth indeed, and it had no 
stood the test.

Those tears, however, were the prelude of brighter 
days. Gradually she was able to get about anc 
become the light of the house once more. For we 
are taught much in illness we can never learn by any 
other means.

Months afterwards she began to read the olc 
motto with a new meaning ; and Philip Whyte's 
patient love won its reward at last.

H. 0. GABLAND.

SITTING- in the nursery, any afternoon, 
There I see my bairnies runnin' up and doon; 
Laughing at the fun they make, dancing "JimCrow." 
Here and there and everywhere, playing " Peet

Bow."
Popsy, with the doll's frock, as busy as a bee, 
Johnny, with his big drum, a brave wee soldier

he;
Hetty by the fender, with pussy by her side, 
My bonnie, wee bit bairnies, may never woe

betide.

Popsy is so bright-eyed, and Johnny is so bold; 
Hetty is a merry tot, though only three years

old; 
So round and plump, so good and fair, a cheery

little pet,
And just a little chatterbox is our wee Hett. 
What a noisy nursery, what a stir they make! 
Don't sit in the nursery, if you've got headajhe;

And yet I dearly love the sound, it makes my
heart feel light: 

A laughing, noisy nursery is aye a thankful
sight.

So happy are my bairnies, playing wi' their
toys, 

So full of glee, so easy pleased wi' their simple
joys, 

They little dream o' warld's care, they little
know the strife, 

May meet them ilka turn, as they journey on
through life. 

Oh, may their path be smooth and bright, their
hearts keep young and pure; 

May they have strength to do the right, and
courage to endure. 

Whate'er may be their lot in life—the future
who can tell ?— 

We can but leave it all to Him " who doeth all
things well."

MUN.

HE afternoon, or rather evening, is warm 
—very warm, tropically warm. I have 
made my room as cool as I can. The 
window is wide open; the blind is 
down; on a table before the window 
are ever so many pots of sweet-smelling 
flowers; the door is open, though I 

don't know whether I am wise in sitting in a draught; 
and some cut flowers, sent to me by a dear friend, are 
in a vase on the table before which I now sit. My 
desk is open; paper is before me; I have a pen in 
my hand, and I am thinking what I shall write for 
the BRITISH WOKSWOMAN. Many ideas float 
through my brain; come and go—come because ideas 
will come at times; go because I don't think them 
good enough. And while I am pondering over a 
subject for a story or article I hear a small voice 
say—

" Please mother, may I go to chapel p" 
And what do you think the answer is ? Pray don't 

be shocked. I simply write down the answer I hear 
in a woman's far from gentle voice ; and the answer 
is—

" Hold your row."
My blind being down, I see neither mother nor 

child; neither do I recognize the voices; for there 
are many mothers and children where I live. All I 
know is that there is a Wednesday evening service 
at the chapel in our street, and that young children 
are especially welcomed, whether alone or with their 
relations.

This child—whether boy or girl I am unable to 
say—no doubt wanted to go to the chapel with some 
of its companions, and its mother simply said— 

" Hold your row."
Again I must apologize for quoting such an inele 

gant expression. The mother in question (she may 
have been aunt, elder sister, or grandmother for what 
I know; but I'll say mother) was no doubt a good 
sort of woman in her way; working hard, living for 
her home, husband, and family, and taking her 
children to church or chapel once or twice every Sun 
day. If I had asked her why she refused to let her 
child go to chapel on this particular occasion, she 
would have most likely answered that it was near 
the child's bedtime, that it had its old clothes on, that 
children couldn't do everything they lined, or that 
she didn't want to be bothered.

It was not exactly the refusal that pained me 
(though a mother should think twice before she refuses 
to let her children indulge in good impulses), but 
the manner of the refusal. If it was inconvenient to 
send the child to chapel the mother should have said 
so in a gentle and reasonable manner; but such a 
harsh answer would most probably prevent the 
child from ever asking to go to church or chapel 
again.

And this little episode gave me a text for the article 
am now about to write—How very careless many 

of us are about our religion. Mind, l"am not address
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ing heathens, or people whose only god is the gratifi 
cation of their evil passions. You who read this 
paper are good women, who call yourselves Christians, 
and are so to a great extent. You have been baptized 
and confirmed; you attend some place of worship; 
you keep the Sabbath ; you " search the Scriptures;" 
and jrou hate sin, and do all you can to bring up your 
children in the right path. Or rather I should say 
some of you do these things ; for our great fault is 
that we feel so safe in our religion that we neglect 
many of its commands. You know what I mean. 
Mrs. Brown finds it impossible to go to church on 
Sunday morning, but she sends the children, and goes 
herself in the evening; Mrs. Jones seldom goes to 
church at all, but she reads the Bible and other good 
books, and thinks herself " quite as good as those who 
do;" while Mrs. Smith is quite content that she is a 
good wife and mother, and has never wronged any 
body. But God wants more than that. Good works 
and a mere observance of the outward forms of religion 
won't take us to heaven. There must be faith, and 
belief, and a real love of Christ, and an every-day 
desire to do nothing but what will please Him.

Our religion is easy enough. We have the Bible 
to teach us what to do. Well, I trust you all be 
lieve in it; but do you follow its teachings ? An 
angry word, an ill-spent hour, a white lie, a vulgar 
jest, a love of finery, an envy of one's neighbour;— 
such things, trivial as they rnay seeni, are sins in the 
sight of God, and should be avoided,

I knew a very respectable matron who nearlye very 
Saturday evening went with her husband to some 
theatre or music-hall.

" And what harm are we doing ?" she said. " I 
am well aware that we see characters too horrible to 
talk about, that there is a great deal of drink going 
on, and that we hear words on the stage we should 
be sorry to hear spoken before our children. But 

'they can't hurt old people like us. It goes in at 
one ear and comes out at the other; and the old 
man does enjoy himself!"

A difficult question to answer. People who work 
certainly want amusement; but is any woman jus 
tified in frequenting places where there are bad 
characters, bad language, and drunkenness, even 
though she herself may be beyond temptation ? 
Does God sanction such amusements ? Sunday is 
God's day. Well, how do you keep it? It is no 
use going to church in the morning if j^ou go on 
an excursion afterwards, and end the Sabbath in 
some tea-gardens in an atmosphere of drink, tobacco- 
smoke, bad language, and noisy songs. If I have a 
horror, it's the Continental Sunday, where the day 
of rest is simply a day of pleasure. Crowded cales, 
bands playing""-light music, theatres open, and people 
of all ranks merry-making in the parks and along 
the boulevards. I sincerely hope we shall never have 
such a Sunday in England. Our Sunday, especially 
in the country, is just what the seventh day should 
be—a day of rest and prayer. Church in the morn 
ing, a walk in the fields afterwards, one or two old 
friends or relations coming to dinner; a peaceful 
afternoon spent in reading good books, or in sober 
conversation ; church again in the evening, aud going 
to bed early, so as to wake up fresh to begin the work 
of the week. Surely such a Sunday is far better than 
a day of noise, excitement, and dubious pleasure.

One of the questions of the day is the opening of 
picture-galleries, museums, &c., on Sunday. I am 
ao-ainst it. Of course it is not sinful to look at a 
picture or stare at a mummy on Sunday; still it 
would be turning a holy day into a day of pleasure. 
Besides, there is no occasion for it. In these days 
of early closing and Saturday half-holidays working 
men and women have plenty of time to enjoy them 
selves without breaking the Sabbath. I think that 
a great fault among the English men and women of 
the present time is that they don't act up to the reli 
gion they profess. They lead good, honest lives; 
they say they believe in God and the Bible; they go 
to church sometimes ; and that's all.

A true Christian should always go to church, unless 
prevented by illness or very wet weather; should 
pray night and morning; should never tell the 
slightest falsehood, or deceive a neighbour in any 
way; should never utter a profane word, or listen to 
questionable conversation; and should never do a 
thing which God would not bless.

Our religion is the simplest in the world. We have 
simply to believe in God, and obey His word; yet 
how many do wrong just because they are too careless 
to remember what is right. __ J. C. B.

TBUTH illuminates and gives joy, and it is by the 
bond of joy, not of pleasure, that men's spirits are 
indissolubly held.—Matthe-iv Arnold.

TEWING is one of the most economical as 
well as one of the most digestible methods 
of prepai-ing meat for food. It is not 
so commonly practised as it ought to be, 
because the stew is often allowed to boil, 
when instead of being tender and palat 
able, the meat becomes tough and leathery. 

Add to this the prejudice against " slops and messes" 
which the average English man and woman are 
supposed to entertain, and we see at once the prin 
cipal objections to this very useful and economical 
manner of cookery.

Writers on the culinary art have frequently called 
attention to this subject, and Mr. Buckmaster thus 
puts the principle of stewing—and remember, in 
cookery, as in other things, it is of the greatest im 
portance to thoroughly understand the principles of 
the art, and then apply them properly—Mr. Buck- 
master says "Stewing is a gradual simmering. . . .. 
the quantity of water should be about a quart to a 
pound of meat. .... Add about a teaspoonful of 
salt to the quart of water—I think salt is best added 
towards the end of the cooking as the tendency is to 
harden the meat. .... All and every kind of meat 
will do for a stew. .... by careful stewing the 
coarsest and roughest parts will become soft, tender, 
and easily digested, which would not be possible by 
any other method of cooking. All the gristly parts 
—the feet, shanks, knuckles, should be stewed, 
they require time. .... but the fire which warms 
the children will also cook their dinner. .... The 
great mistake of most women, not only among the 
poor, but among the middle classes, is that they never 
think of cooking till they feel hungry."

A little forethought, a little ' arranging,' would 
often make all the difference between a good and cheap 
dinner, and a poor yet dearer one. Opportunities 
should be watched, and ' trimmings' of all kinds may 
be frequently picked up cheap ; these and also sheeps' 
trotters, shank-bones, pieces of gristle, &c. &c., placed 
in a stew and well simmered help to make it .rich 
and nutritious. Bones contain from 30 to 40 per 
cent of nourishing gelatine, and every bone should 
be broken into small pieces and simmered until it is 
quite white and dry and all its nourishment extracted. 
Some people even buy bones from the butcher for this 
purpose.

Now the principle of stewing is, as has been said 
" gradual simmering." It must also be continuous. 
How is this to be accomplished.

Most kitchens now can boast a stewpan, but if 
not, an enamelled saucepan with a close-fitting lid 
will do. Well-tinned copper or iron saucepans are 
excellent for the purpose, but great care must be 
taken to see that the " tinning" is sound and in good 
condition, or the food may be made .poisonous and 
bad consequences may ensue. Eemembering that 
the object should be to keep the stew in a continuous 
but gentle simmer, the fire must not be very fierce, 
and the saucepan requires frequent watching so that 
it does not boil. The scum should be removed as it 
rises, and also the fat which can be used for frying 
or for any purposes to which dripping is applied.

As stated before, all kinds of meat may be stewed 
but it is hardly necessary to say that it is foolish and 
extravagant to treat substantial dishes, such as joints, 
&c., in this way ; the best rule may-perhaps be stated 
thus: those pieces of meat should be stewed which 
roasting or boiling does not or would not make 
tender, especially also irregularly or inconveniently 
shaped pieces which it would not be so easy to treat 
in any other way. Cleanliness is of the utmost 
importance, and all vessels used for the purpose 
should be kept scrupulously scoured.

Sometimes the stew is cooked in a jar with a close- 
fitting lid, and the jar is placed in a saucepan of 
rapidly boiling water. The gravy which is extracted 
in this way is the very juice of the meat.

With the exception of potatoes, all kinds of vege 
tables may be sliced into small portions and cooked 
with the stew, or they may be cooked separately and 
added afterwards. Potatoes, however, should always 
be cooked separately.

Although cold meat may be made into a stew, yet 
it is always best when fresh meat is used.

Braising is very much like stewing, only the cover 
of the braising pan is so arranged that hot coals can 
be kept in it, and thus heat is communicated from 
above the meat as well as from the fire below. There 
being no evaporation, the meat acquires the taste of 
the vegetables; care should therefore be taken that 
the vegetables are suited to the meat.

From what has been said it will have been seen 
that stewing often gives a cheap and nourishing dish 
for a one day's dinner, and also that it is frequently 
more digestible than a joint or a broiled steak. We 
therefore venture to recommend the despised stews to 
the attention of housewives (who may hitherto have 
discarded this mode of cookery) as a cheap and 
nutritious dish, affording also a very pleasant variety 
for dinner. But they must remember that the 
stewing process must go on slowly, and that the stew 
should not cease to simmer all the time, that the 
saucepan lid must be closely shut, so that the flavour 
and juice of the meat are retained, and also that all 
the ingredients be well mixed together. The gluten 
or gelatine obtained by stewing bones is very nutri 
tious, but it requires fibrine, such as is supplied in 
bread and meat, to be eaten with it. Thus in the 
same way, although beef-tea is so good for invalids, 
yet it always requires bread to be eaten with it to 
afford a more perfect diet.

A mixture of meats improves a stew, and bones 
and gristle should be stewed some time before the 
meat and vegetables are put in, as the former require 
a longer time to extract their goodness. The meat 
should not be stewed to rags, but until it is quite tender. 
If the gravy is too rich, warm water may be added. 
The vegetables should be added when the stew is 
thoroughly simmering, or they will not get so 
soft as they otherwise would; the same remark 
applies to rice or barley with which the stew may be 
thickened. These are the principles for making good 
stew, and if they be thoroughly understood and put 
into practice, stews will be found both delicious and 
digestible._______ - F. M. H.
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