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CHAPTER I.

THE STORM.

5|0 come, Mary. It is hard after I've 
come all this way to fetch you. Why 
have you altered your mind ? "

Mary Martin stands with downcast 
eyes, irresolutely and hesitatingly, 
swinging her white hat round and 
round by the elastic. 

" Come along ; see what a splendid day it is," 
urges her friend. " I said I would call for Maggie 
on the road. She said she hadn't seen you for such 
a long time,"

" My father doesn't like me to make excursions on 
Sunday," answers the girl slowly.

" Don't be a silly ! You know he won't know 
anything about it; and you are not such a flat as 
to tell."

Mary's face colours vividly, and she looks wistfully 
back towards the house. The two girls are standing 
at the garden gate, one inside, one out. It is Sun 
day morning, and the people are hurrying past to 
wards the little church on the hill, whose bell is 
heard still ringing out shriliy on the warm morning 
air.

" Aren't you coming, then ?"
Nellie Warner is fast losing her temper. She has 

come far out of her way to call for her friend, and is 
somewhat annoyed to find her in this mood.

"I should liKe to know your reason?" she says 
sharply. " You said you would come, and I must 
say you won't catch me making an appointment with 
you again. What is your reason for refusing ?" 

" It's Sunday."
Nellie laughs scornfull} and loudly. 
" Turning saint at the eleventh hour?" she says 

tauntingly. " What's the difference between to-day 
and last Sunday ?"

" I was sorry last time, and — and —— " 
"Yet you promised to come again. Don't come, 

then; we can get along very well without you, I 
daresay. I'll tell Maggie you think she is too wicked 
for a companion. Good-bye."

Mary's face works strangely as she watches the 
retreating form. The colour comes and goes rapidl}'. 
She glances again towards the house ; she hears the 
hall clock strike eleven ; the tinkling of the church 
bell has stopped ; she knows it is too late now for 
going to service.

" I'll go," she mutters to herself. " Maggie will 
think I don't want to go with her. She will be 
angry with me. Yes, I'll go." 

Quickly she opens the gate, and hurries after 
ellie, who is sauntering now, not very far distant, 

and knowing full well her last remark would tell 
home, she knows how dear Maggie Warner is to the 
girl, and how much she cares lor her good opinion. 
She knows it is a real pleasure to Mary to meet her 
friend, and. is pretty sure she will come after all. 
She glances back now, and sees the white figure 
coming quickly towards her, and she smiles to her 
self.

"I think — I'll come," pants Mary, as she joins 
her.

" Yes," says the other indifferently. 
" As I promised I would," she continues. " It is 

rather hot though, isn't it ?" 
"Pretty well!"
They walk on in silence for some time, and Mary 

glances uneasily at her friend's face. Their eyes 
meet, and Nellie laughs outright.

" I knew you would come," she says. " I knew 
when I told you Maggie was coming it would be too 
much for you. I say, walk a little quicker ; we are 
late.""It's so hot." 

"Never mind."
They quicken their pace, and walk briskly along 

until they reach Maggie's gate. 
"Wait here; I wont be long." 
Nellie darts in, and Mary leans over the little green 

gate, with shining eyes fixed eagerly on the door. 
Only two minutes to wait. The smile fades from 
Mary's face as she sees Nellie come out alone. She 
sees by the frown on her face that Maggie is not 
coining, and her disappointment is great.

Nellie comes out, and shuts the gate with no 
gentle hand, and begins protesting loudly.

"It's always the way. There's no depending on

you girls. It is a shame. You are always treating 
me like this."

" Can't she come ?"
" So she says. Mother's ill, or some bosh. It is 

only an excuse."
" I'm sure Maggie wouldn't say her mother was, 

if she wasn't," says Mary quickly.
"Oh, no. Everybody knows Maggie is perfection, 

according to you."
" Well, you know her mother is delicate."
" Her mother likes to think she is. Don't talk of 

it any more. I think that old woman is the biggest 
old hypocrite that ever lived."

She begins singing impatiently, and swings her 
parasol viciouslv from side to side.

" It looks like thunder over there."
" I don't care."
" I thought you were afraid of it."
"So I am."
Mary laughs, and takes a slow survey of the 

gathering clouds. Far away over the little church 
the sky is as black as ink, the smoke curls in white 
thin columns from the chimneys of the village 
houses.

Before the two girls get very far on their way, 
there is a distant rumble of thunder, and Nellie seizes 
her friend's arm.

"Come, let us turn back. We are going to have 
a fearful storm. I know a near cut home. Let us 
run."

" The storm won't be here for a good hour yet," 
says Mary, glancing round again. " You needn't be 
frightened, Nell."

But Nell is too much alarmed to heed or listen, 
and is already three yards ahead.

Mary laughs as she follows, and together they rush 
along through the yellow corn field. The black clouds 
quickly cover the blue sky, and already the thunder 
rumbles in the distance.

" I'm sure that's thunder," says Nell for the fifth 
time.

"Nonsense ! I'm sure it isn't," answers Mary, as 
she fans herself with her handkerchief. " What's 
the good of standing still to listen; you only lose 
time. It's another false alarm, I tell you."

"It isn't—I'm sure it isn't," cries her friend, livid 
with fright. "How unkind you are, you might 
hurry."

" Hurry ! Aren't we going at the pace of an 
express train already ? 1 don't know how much 
faster you would like to go. I'm going to rest 
presently. There's no danger, if it doesn't rain."

" Yes, there is. It's worse when it doesn't rain. 
Oh, Mary ! did you see that flash ? Let's go some 
where for shelter. We shall be struck—I'm sure we 
shall."

" Yes," answers the girl, her own courage oozing 
as the lightning darts across the sky, and the big, 
heavy drops of rain commence falling. " Make for 
the church on the hill."

"But the steeple?" pants Nell. 
Mary deigns no reply, but runs on up the rugged, 

chalky path that leads to the little stone church and 
into the shady churchyard, where she stops, panting 
for breath.

" Come away from the trees. Let's go inside. 
Oh, do come, Mary ! I shall die of fright."

Nell pushes open the red baize door and creeps 
quietly in, and stands for a moment in the aisle. The 
few people near turn and look at them, and the verger 
emerges from an unseen corner, and marches them 
up the aisle into a pew close to the pulpit.

Mary is ashamed of going in so late, especially of 
being an object of notice like this. She knows all 
eyes are on her, and she vows revenge on the pew- 
opener for taking her up there; but Nell, unlike her 
friend, hurries on, looking neither to the right nor 
left, not caring for the people, only thankful to be in 
out of the storm. It doesn't matter to her that the 
minister is about to begin his-sermon. The people 
are strangers to her, the clergymen also. She has 
never been in the church before. She feels no shame 
at going in so late. She can't help disturbing the 
congregation. She doesn't even think of them ; but, 
frightened and trembling, she hurries into the pew, 
and hides her eyes as she kneels down in the 
corner. »

% ^ w ^ 5k

" No man having put his hand to the plough, and 
looking back, is fit for the kingdom of God."

Mary Martin starts and looks up as those words 
sound suddenly in her ears. She has not been attending
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to the sermon; in fact she has not heard a word 
until now. She has been looking nervously at each 
flash of lightning as it darts past the stained glass 
window; bub now the words attract her more, and 
the storm for the moment is forgotten. The stern 
voice of the speaker as he utters the Saviour's 
rebuke, sinks into her heart. She looks up with 
parted lips, and meets the eyes of the clergyman fixed 
upon her.

" Is it coincidence, or does he mean the words for 
her?" she thinks wildl}'. "Why does he look so 
persistently at her ?''

Her thoughts fly back to that day when she knelt 
in that very church, and vowed to give herself to 
God; promised, aye, and meant it too, to renounce 
the world and the devil, and to be Christ's faithful 
soldier and servant unto her life's end.

Only two years ago. Only two short years, and 
she had gone willingly and deliberately backwards 
without stopping to think of her promise. True, 
for one month she fought hard, and then new friends 
and new temptations crept in, and she had given up 
the struggle. Month after month her heart had 
hardened, and conscience had ceased to accuse her. 
There was no one to help her, no one to whom she 
could turn.

Yes ! forgotten until now how far she had gone. 
Other things had come between herself and her 
Saviour. Earthly cares and pleasures had hidden all 
glimpses of heavenly peace and joy.

And now the warning words are brought back 
with threefold vigour, and strike into her heart with 
new meaning.

The storm does not frighten her now, she has for 
gotten • every thing but the speaker. Her whole 
thoughts are centred in the sermon; her whole soul 
thrilled with, the words.

Nell Warner, not easily impressed, glances in 
much astonishment at her friend's quivering face, and 
gently touches her arm. 

" What's the matter ?"
Brought back to earth again by the touch and 

whisper, she turns her brimming eyes to Nell's face.
"Nothing," she answers, "nothing that you will 

understand."
" Whatever is the matter with the girl," Nell 

thinks. " Has she made herself ill with hurrying1 I
1 O» J t3wonder r

And Mary in that brief moment is making fresh 
resolutions, asking earnestly for pardon for past sins, 
and strength for the future battle.

CHAPTER II.
FORGETTING ALL ELSE.

IT is a hot day late in August. The sun glares down 
in fierce heat upon field and lane, scorching up the 
grass and flowers with relentless force. No breeze 
welcomes the tired people dragging their weary feet 
up the dusty road. There is no welcome shadow 
where they can rest awhile. It is Sunday again ; but 
very few people have ventured out; they are waiting 
for the cool of the evening, and the church-goers plod 
slowly on up the hill.

Sitting deep in thought by the open window is 
Mary, her head resting on one hand, a fan wafting 
backwards and forwards slowly in the other; sitting 
on the. opposite side is her father, trying feebly to 
read a chapter out of the Bible. He is rather a tall 
man, though he stoops, and his hair, thick still, 
despite his seventy years, is white as snow.

Mary watches him as he sits there; she sees him 
move the book nearer to his face, and then hold it 
farther away. She sees him place it on his knee, and 
polish his spectacles before he tries again, but she 
never offers to read it to him. She does think of it, 
but she cannot summon up courage.

" Oh! if he would only ask me," she thinks. 
" How gladly I would do it."

But he does not ask, and with a sigh he closes the 
book and places it on the table.

" Shall we go into the garden, Mary? I think it 
would be cooler."

" Yes, father."
Mary picks up her father's stick, and hands it to 

him, and gives him her strong, young arm to lead 
him out. Surreptitiously she picks up the Bible, and 
hides it within the folds of her dress.

"He may like it out there," she thinks. "Per 
haps I shall be able to ask him then."

She finds a place for him near the gate, and as far 
in the shadow as possible, and sits by him on the op 
posite side gazing down the road.

Her thoughts fly back to the Sunday when her
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friend stood at that gale and persuaded her to come 
out. She had called many Sundays since, but Mary 
has been firm in her refusal. Ever since that sermon 
she has struggled on, and has not struggled in vain. 
The battle has been fierce, so fierce and strong, that 
she more than once almost gives in again, but by 
prayer she has gained the victory, and the struggle 
has grown less. She is thinking of all this now, 
going over the old ground half sorrowfully.

The old man sitting there is watching her; he has 
seen the Bible, but half hidden in her hand. He 
sees now the troubled face, the quiver of the lips so 
near him. He knows more than the girl thinks. He 
has noticed more,keenly than she knows; and now he 
bends forward and touches her.

With a start she turns towards him with her eyes 
full of tears. The Bible falls from her hand and lies 
there on the path between, them. 

" Mary! »
The startled look fades from her face at che tender 

voice, and her hand creeps into her father's. A long 
ing for sympathy steals over her that is hard to drive 
away. She has no mother to whom she can turn, 
but her father loves her. She has never known how 
much until she sees in his face that look of sympathy 
and feels the trembling clasp of his hand to-day. 
Restraint has gone in that one look. In a moment 
they read each other's heart, and understand each 
other better.

Five minutes later Mary reads aloud that chapter 
that has had the power to change her life. She never 
knew if she had asked or been asked to do it, she only 
remetnbered it was read after all.

And now Sunda}r after Sunday throughout the 
summer she sits at the garden gate and reads to him 
—always giving up her Sunday morning to him. 
And the people passing on to church glance in at them. 
And Nellie Warner always makes it convenient to 
pass by and give one scornful look, one sneering 
remark, "just loud enough for her to hear." But the 
bitterest of all to hear is Maggie's taunting laugh, 
for Maggie is very dear to her still. She cannot 
conquer her love for her, unworthy though she is.

" He that loveth father or mother more than Me, is 
not worthy of Me."

Those words always come into her mind, as she 
looks regretfully after the one she loves—come to 
strengthen her, to remind her that there is One to 
come before all others. One that will make up to her 
the loss of earthly friends.

And thinking of Him she forgets all else, and her 
trials look brighter in the sunshine of His smile.

MAUDE ST. JOHN.

i WEET songs and sayings about home are 
things which are very common in many 
books and on many tongues; people 
love to speak of the joys of home. Over 
and over again homes, among different 
classes of society in England, have been 
described in various works of fiction of 

our day; the very street organs delight in telling us 
the same tale in oft-repeated strains. Yet there are 
such things as unlovely, unlovable homes; homes 
whither husbands and sons do not care or wish to re 
turn, homes where discomfort and disorder are the 
normal state, homes which, however, are rendered 
unlovely and unlovable simply by a want of thorough 
earnest thought and diligence being given to the 
work of housekeeping by the women of the family.

In the first place women must remember that 
housekeeping cannot, any more than others and 
more difficult arts, be done well without practice, 
without study, without the whole heart and mind 
being put into the task. It is, it is true, a common 
place business of every-day life, but it is a common 
place business which cannot be taken in hand in a 
commonplace way if it is to be done well. It is no 
Jight matter to rule a whole household, so as to make 
the_home helpful towards each member of it doing 
their best work, whether of body or mind, in God's 
world, tor _ God or man. Such is the object which 
every ^Christian housekeeper should and must always 
keep m view; such a way of looking f,t her most 
ordinary domestic duties will raise and ennoble them 
till they are full of light and beauty, while, at the 
same time, they are most practically and punctually lultilled.

A hundred years ago, housekeeping was a matter 
which filled the minds and the time of women far 
more exclusively than it does now. The great in 
crease of educational advantages for women, the 
number of fresh fields of work and interest which 
have lately opened for them, the larger scope given 
now socially to their abilities, all these things have 
tended to make the lives of women far less full of 
household concerns than they used to be. We may 
be thankful that this is the case, that women have 
wider opportunities than they used to have of en 
lightening their minds and strengthening their 
characters; still they must not turn good into evil 
by making this a cause for neglecting their domestic 
duties ; on the contrary, women should strive to bring 
the larger powers of mind, which they gain in the 
present day in their improved education, to bear use 
fully on the subject of housekeeping. There are 
many books written which they might study profit 
ably towards this end; there are frequent lectures 
given on cookery which they may attend with keen, 
discerning eyes and ears; there are interesting, 
practical experiments to be tried in kitchen and store 
room of which our grandmothers knew nothing, and 
all these things will be better understood, and more 
fully entered into by an enlightened, educated woman, 
than by a narrow-minded, ignorant one.

" Gather up the fragments that remain, that 
nothing be lost." This is the text which suits 
peculiarly the housekeeper, and she must begin by 
gathering up the fragments of her time, which is 
the first gift of God concerning which she must be 
thrifty. A woman manages her domestic affairs 
none the better for spending the whole day dawdling 
over them, now unable to decide what she will order 
for dinner, now mislaying her keys and wasting an 
hour in finding them; now debating some trivial 
point with her servant. A brisk memory, a ready, 
concise habit of making up her mind, a rapid mental 
glance, which can pass quickly in review many circum 
stances at once and gather them clearly into a whole 
—all these things are most needful to a really good, 
efficient housekeeper, and all these things she should 
strive to make her own. She should have regular 
plans and rules to which she must cling resolutely, 
and require all her family to comply with also. She 
must form for herself, in her household, thorough 
going business habits; she must avoid steadily the 
sort of aimless, listless way in which many women 
fritter away their time. Her employments in her 
home must be as completely marked out as a map on 
a school-room wall. She will be all the better house 
keeper for only spending a part of the day over her 
household duties, for finishing them promptly and 
punctually, and then occuping herself with some 
other useful work which may come to her hand.

" Gather up the fragments that remain, that 
nothing be lost." Again the housewife's text 
teaches the housewife a needful lesson. In these 
days, when the increase of price in many articles of 
food makes houskeeping such a far more costly matter 
than it used to be, when, the cry on every side that 
meets our ears is that expenses must be curtailed and 
limited, we may well, in our household affairs, keep 
this text in mind. There are more fragments to be 
gathered up and made good use of in a middle-class 
English family than we should perhaps deem at first 
sight when only glancing at the subject.

Why is it that in France the middle-class live so 
much more inexpensively than they do in England? 
One reason most decidedly is that a French nouse- 
keeper knows so much better than an English one how 
to make good use of the fragments in her kitchen, 
and her larder, and her garden. It is wonderful what 
an excellent, wholesome soup a French housewife will 
make out of the bones which an Englishwoman throws 
away. The French also understand far better than we 
do the truth that there is a deal of nourishment-to be 
gained from vegetables and fruit, and that these things 
will often, without any injury being done to health, 
take the place of animal food. Another simple instance 
of the more thrifty habits of a French housekeeper 
than an English one is, the use made in a French 
family of all fragments of broad and crust, which in 
an English household, are often tossed contemptu 
ously hither and thither. The mistress of a middle- 
class French household collects carefully these frag 
ments and places them in her oven, and, at the end 
of a given time, they come out in the shape of crisp 
rusks, which furnish the whole family with a most 
pleasant companion to their morning cup of coffee.
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A hundred other points could be brought forward in 
which an English housekeeper may learn lessons from 
her French sister in the matter of gathering up and 
using wisely and well the fragments.

_ It is often sad to see how frequently a good 
digestion, that most essential part of thorough 

j physical health, that real helper of the mental powers 
i and support of bright, cheerful spirits, is undermined 

by the mere want in those, who prepare the food of a 
family, of the most ordinary knowledge with regard 
to the laws of health. Cookery, which makes all the 
meat it takes in hand harder instead of softer; 
cookery, which produces a heavy mass instead of a 
cake or a pudding, cookery of this sort is the most 
sure parent of indigestion, and therefore of all sorts of 
grave diseases that the mind of man can imagine. 
Our housekeepers would, in truth, be doing good 
work for society if they would endeavour to master 
practically and thoroughly certain simple details in 
the science of cookery, and would instil it clearly and 
intelligently into their servants. In this way they 
would be doing a geat social work for the country by 
helping towards the improvement of the natipnat 
health, and so causing bodies and minds alike to 
fulfil more completely their various duties among us.

It is often sad, as we watch the daily lives of the 
inhabitants of the cottage homes in our country 
villages, and see how frequently real want is near the 
door, to consider how much of the neediness which 
we find here is the simple result of a failure in careful 
thrift, and of a failure in knowledge about many of 
the things around them. Our poorer classes in 
England have many deeply rooted prejudices about 
their food, and the way of preparing it, which makes 
it extremely difficult to teach them what real, good 
housekeeping means. Here again we might learn 
much from the French peasantry; What a deal a 
French labourer finds in his garden, and even in the 
fields and woods around him, which makes pleasant 
and wholesome food for him and his family. The 
cabbage gives flavour to his thin soup, and makes it 
as palatable as many a dish served up in the noble 
man's chateau hard by; the crisp lettuce or buuch of 
common hardy fruit makes him a breakfast that he 
would not exchange with a king, as he eats it with 
his piece of coarse bread ; the herb, which an English 
man or woman would pass in the hedge without a 
glance, is discerned iu a moment by the quick, 
inquiring ejcs of the French peasant matron, and 
gathered by her clever, ready hands, and dried and 
prepared in such a manner, that it gives an insipid 
compound a taste that might please in a grand 
dining-room. It will be well for our English country 
people when they take example from the French 
peasantry in this respect. A first step in this 
direction will be for our cottage matrons to learn 
what a help in cookery a well-stocked kitchen-garden 
may be, and to study, in this point imitating their 
grandmothers, the herbs of the field and the hedge 
row. It is wonderful what a savoury meal the 
French cottage housewife will produce out of her 
pot-au-feu, with the smallest imaginable piece of 
meat, and a vast quantity of vegetables, all mixed 
in one comprehensive stew. Why should not our 
English working-men and lads enjoy such a supper as 
this when they return worn and weary with labour at 
night ? If they did, perhaps the public-houses would 
be more empty than they are.

There exists among our middle-classes, especially 
in country districts, a mistrust and dislike of meat 
brought preserved from America or Australia. Such 
a mistrust and dislike is exceedingly foolish and un 
founded ; there cannot be more wholesome and 
nutritious food than the meat which in this way 
reaches our shores; of course there may be excep 
tions, but we speak of the general state of things. 
Our housekeepers should overcome this prejudice as 
soon as they can, setting vigorous common sense to 
work on the subject. Doubtless this is a new way in 
which the Almighty Father will supply His creatures 
with food.

Finally, let all those who speak of, and look upon, 
housekeeping as a low matter that is beneath serious, 
earnest thought and care, remember, when household 
duties are among the work that it comes to their 
hand to do, that this is just as much a God-given task 
as any other. Let housekeeping be entered upon as 
something which has to be done earnestly, beauti 
fully, and faithfully in the sight of a Master in 
Heaven, and it will bring forth just as much high 
and noble fruit for both God and man, and will be as 
strong a power in society as many a more honoured 
and prized employment.
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0n % fife of St. f era.

St. Peter's First Trouble for Christ's Sake.—Acts iv. 1-22.

'HE subject of our last 
paper was St. Peters 
first miracle. The 
day when the lame 
man was healed must 
have been a great 
day for Peter. It is 

a great joy to bless others. It is a 
fiir happier thing to give than to 
get. Our blessed Lord Himself 
taught us, " it is more blessed 
to give than to receive " (Acts 
xx. 35). But the chiefest part 
of Peter's joy, in what he had 
been allowed to give the poor 
cripple, must have been the 
manifestation of the presence and 
power of Christ. The Master 
Peter loved was indeed out of 
sight, yet hovrnear must Chiist 

___________ have been to Peter in this miracle 
—and that must have been joy to him. A great joy 
sometimes comes to us before trouble. God is so 
pitiful and gracious to us that He would often cheer 
us by some special mercy before we are called to bear 
a cross. Trouble came quickly to Peter after the joy 
and thanksgiving of his first miracle. That very 
night Peter and John were in prison (Acts iv. 3). 
We are not told that they did what Paul and Silas 
did afterwards, who, suffering and bound, lifted up 
their voices in the prison to " sing praises to God " 
(Acts xvi. 25). Perhaps Peter and John did not get 
quite so far as singing in their hours in the prison ; 
yet those who have suffered for Christ have generally 
been very happy. When a man suffers because of 
sin it is a very different matter—that is misery ! But 
when the suffering is for Christ's sake there often has 
been a wonderful joy given at the same time. Christ 
prepared His disciples to suffer for His name's sake— 
even unto death (St. John xv. 18-20., and chap. xvi. 2). 
The life of the Lord Jesus down here was not smooth 
and bright and easy. Why should His followers 
expect theirs to be so ? In these days it is not often 
that men and women get into prison because they are 
following Christ. But doubtless every Christian will 
have something to bear for his Lord's sake, and the 
more faithful he is to his Master the more likely he 
will be to have a cross to bear. " Marvel not, my 
brethren, if the Avorld hate you " (1 John iii. 13). 
After a night in prison, Peter and John were brought 
up for trial before the high priest. The question was 
put to them: " By what power or by what name have 
ye done this ?" Peter, as usual, is the spokesman, 
but he does not speak his own words, he is " filled 
with the Holy Ghost " (v. 8). He repeats much of 
what had been said in chap. iii. Then he had pointed 
to Christ's Name as the power that had healed the 
cripple—so here; and Peter goes on to proclaim 
Christ as the one foundation—the " stone set at 
naught of you builders," without whom there is no

salvation (v. 10-12). This was a blessed testimony 
from the lips of St. Peter, reminding us of his own 
words, " Lord to whom shall we go ? THOTJ hast the 
words of eternal life."

" None but Jesus 
Can do helpless sinners good."

This was St. Peter's gospel. Such bold speaking 
astonished the high priest and assembled rulers. 
Peter and John were prisoners; they were not great 
men, but ignorant and unlearned. They did not talk 
like princes, but they spoke out their plain words with 
wonderful power. A great fact concerning these 
men was now clearly seen—"they had been with 
Jesus " (v. 13). There was a stamp upon these men 
that could not be mistaken—it was the mark of 
Christ. It is a beautiful thing to have the mark of 
Christ. Sometimes, when two friends are much 
together, they grow like one another. Peter and 
John had lived in friendship and close fellowship with 
Cnrist, and from the time the Hoty Spirit was poured 
out upon them, a likeness to Christ was to be seen in 
them. Was a likeness to Christ to be seen only in 
the Apostles ? Surely it was meant to be true of all 
Christians that others should take " knowledge of 
them " that they have " been with Jesus." St. Paul 
wrote to the Corinthians: " Ye are manifestly declared 
to be the epistle of Christ" (2 Cor. iii. 3). Every 
Christian is to be an " epistle of CHEIST "—a letter 
about Christ to others. Of one whose life shone 
brightly for her Master, her husband wrote, " I 
never think of her but my heart rises to Christ." 
What a testimony ! That " epistle of Christ " was 
clearly read. There is much more of Christ to be 
seen in some Christians than in others. Some are 
by God's grace as a full " epistle "—a long letter; 
but the lives of other Christians seem to be as an 
" epistle " that has very few words in it, and those 
words, perhaps, alas! not clearly to be read. The 
mark of Christ is not easily noted then. There are 
blots here and there in the " epistle"—there are in 
consistencies in the life. Does such an " epistle " do 
honour to Christ? Does such a life glorify Him? 
Oh ! if we are Christ's, let there be no mistake about 
it. Let men " take knowledge " of us that we " have 
been with Jesus." We can only now just note the 
charge given by the council to Peter and John, "not 
to speak at all nor teach in the name of Jesus " (v. 18). 
How was this charge received P Peter and John, 
with noble courage, refused to obey. They declared 
that they must speak, for it was Christ's command, 
and if they died for it they would keep His word. 
This was the martyr spirit in which hundreds have 
died for their Lord. We have no such test to stand, 
and yet how often are we ashamed of Christ! Peter 
and John in this first trouble for their Master's sake, 
which they shared together, were unharmed. Their 
Lord shielded them and delivered them from the hand 
of the enemy. They were " let go " (v. 23); the " snare 
was broken," and they " were delivered."—M. E.

fife C0-trag.

LIVE well to-day; to-day is thine alone;
To-morrow is not, and may never be 

And yesterday no longer is thy own,
But now belongs to thee.

Then take the task that's nearest to thy hand 
And do it faithfully with all thy might;

Though men may cavil and misunderstand, 
Heed not their blame or slight.

What though the common lot of toil be thine;
Thy task, the meanest drudgery under heaven, 

Thou may'st transform and make it all divine
If faith thy labour leaven.

Work is the daily worship of thy hands ;
The service thou dost render to mankind, 

Must be the measure of thy worth, it stands
The index of thy mind.

Then do the work which thou dost find to do, 
Ask for no honours, look for no reward;

The world needs workers all unselfish, true, 
Men who live like their Lord.

Live well to-day, to-morrow then I say
No shade upon thy upward path will throw,

And as each day becomes a yesterday 
Thou wilt more Christ-like grow.

DAVID LAWTON.

CHAPTER I.

EUTIt DECIDES.

HIRTY or forty years ago people in some 
of the remoter villages of England still 
thought as much of making a journey 
of eight miles in any direction, excepting 
that of the market town, as their children 
or grandchildren do now of "running 
across " to America. 

Old Luther Moore lived in the sea-girt village 
of Heddington, and his youngest daughter lived 
in the village of Sheppington, eight miles inland.

Ruth Moore had married Will Sanders two years ago 
sorely against her parents' wishes. They had nothing 
to say against Will, nothing to say against the engage 
ment of the two young people. But they were aged 
now, and were growing helpless. All their other 
children were scattered far from the parent nest, and 
they did long to keep their youngest and best-beloved 
with them till they died.

" We shall be sore put to it, if we have not ye 
to do a hand's turn to help us," murmured the 
mother with sad entreaty. But Ruth answered half- 
sharply—

" Nay; now mother, you know as Will offers to 
give something a week out of his wages for help for 
you, and you'd be able to get more out of a paid girl 
than I'm afeard you've ever got of help from me."

The mother shook her head. That was quite 
possible; but she well knew, and her daughter might 
have known too, that so long as she could any way 
manage to crawl about no hired help would ever be 
allowed to " make a muddle on pretence of cleaning " 
in her trim, tidy little house. However, she tried 
another plea.

"Ye might bide a wee with us, Ruthie. We'll 
not trouble ye to wait long. We're not much longer, 
I'm main sure, for this weary world. Ye might bide 
with us till we die."

But that plea was no more successful than the other 
had been.

" Oh, come now, mother," said Ruth, half-tearful, 
half-angry, " come now, mother, you're not so old as 
all that. Ye and father are none so old but I hope 
we'll have ye to visit the next ten Christmas's to 
come—ay, and ten again to that. An,' meantime, 
would ye like to have Will and me wearyin' our lives 
out to have ye dead ? I don't say as we should, but 
it's ill looking for happiness that fashion, through the 
gates o' sorrow."

There was enough truth in Ruth's words to induce
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her parents to withdraw all further outspoken oppo 
sition to the early wedding; but what years and hard 
work and many other trials had failed to do the loss 
out of the home of her last child did for the poor 
old fisherman and his wife.

The evening on which Euth—that morning 
become ̂ Kuth Sanders—went away from Hedding- 
ton with her husband, bound for her new home 
\o. Sheppington, the heart-worn mother sank down 
in the old armchair in the lonely kitchen, and 
jelt that her spirit was broken, that her hold on 
«te had been snapped.

: PAST WORK."—Page

When the young wife paid her Christmas visit, 
a few months after, even she saw that it was vain to 
hope to receive her mother's loving, tender welcome 
in the old home another year.

Before the first anniversary of Ruth Sander's 
wedding-day the aged mother had also taken flight 
from the little cottage. She had gone to that sunny 
home, where there are no more partings, and where 
sorrow and tears cannot come.

Poor young Euth wept many, many bitter tears 
over her mother's loss; for, as a fact, she had loved her 
very dearly, although she loved Will Sanders better.

" I do wish—oh ! I do wish," she sobbed, " that I 
had waited a bit longer."

Perhaps if she had been a little more patient 
her mother might have got more accustomed to 
the thought of losing her, more reconciled, who 
knows, and even in time have brought the marriage 
forward herself? But these speculations were no 
good now. Her mother was dead, her aged father 
left lonely in his desolate home, his only pleasure to 
wander over the sea-cliff with ' some shipmate, 
as feeble and as past work as himself, and 
talk of the old times; and poor Euth Sanders
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cried sorely over those two facts, and found even 
her husband's love, and having a home of her 
own, not sufficient to comfort her in the first days of 
her grief.

Christmas came round once more, and once more 
the young Sanders's—Ruth with a bonny three- 
months' old bahy in her arms—set out on the frost- 
bound, crisp, high road for the long trudge between 
the two villages. But the strong and health}' young 
couple made light enough of the distance when once 
the time and preparations for its accomplishment 
were secured and satisfactory. Taking turns in 
carrying the baby and the carpet-bag—a veritable 
carpet-bag in those bygone days, really made of 
carpeting—they tramped along together, enjoying 
the rare holiday. Holidays and holiday excursions 
were much more scarce then than they are now, and 
looked upon in consequence as greatly more import 
ant affairs. To Ruth this especial holiday was 
peculiarly important, for she was to see her father for 
the first time since her mother's death, nearly eight 
months ago.

Although time and her baby had somewhat soothed 
her grief for the loss of her mother, she dropped 
many a quiet tear, now and again, on the baby's face, as 
she thought of her loving, aged father, now wearing 
out the remnant of his Hie in helpless loneliness. 
When she cooked a somewhat better meal than usual, 
or her husband praised her bread, the food would 
half-choke her as she forced down the sob of longing 
that her father was there to share it, or that she were 
at least near enough to Heddington to run into the 
old home cottage, and cook him a dinner now and 
again. It greatly added to her other troubles to 
think of her father having now to do everything for 
his own comfort which had hitherto been done by 
hands that were as ready as they were clever. Hard 
enough Luther Moore had worked as a fisherman for 
the support of his family, but never a thing had he 
ever needed to do in doors since he married, until 
Ruth left home, and his wife thereupon fell ill and 
died.

That holiday was to last from that Christmas Eve 
morning until the morning of the second day after 
Christmas Day, and Ruth's plans of what she was 
going to do in the time for her father's benefit seemed 
to her husband to suppose a very hard-worked holi 
day of more weeks than they were to have days. But 
he held his peace, for if the plans did nothing else, 
the mere chatting over them beforehand made his 
young wife happier in mind than she had been for 
some time past.

" If only father would have some one in from the 
village to help him a bit," she sighed once, " it would 
be different."

" But that's just what he won't," said Will. 
" That's where it is. I tried hard enough to per 
suade him when I was over last harvest, knowin5 
what ye'd wish ; but he only said, quiet-like, over an' 
over again, ' Nay, nay, lad, I'm not goin' to have 
feetless hands meMlin' among the bits o' things she 
left so trim.'"

The tears sprang into Ruth's eyes, and the rest of 
the walk was passed in silence. ]

CHAPTER II.

WILL'S PLANS SUCCEED.

ALTHOUGH Ruth did not accomplish quite all that 
her husband imagined she had proposed, she got 
through an amount of work during the short visit, 
for her father's benefit, that surprised him as much 
as Will. For the first time old Luther began to 
perceive that his child did love him very dearly, 
although she had left her childhood's home for Will's. 
On the 27th he delayed the parting so long, first on 
one pretext, then on another, that at last the over 
wrought daughter flung her arms around his neck 
sobbing out:

" Oh, father dear, don't let us have to say good- 
by at all. You haven't the heart to, and I can't. 
Just let_me pack up a few things for you and come 
along with us. We'll make room for you somehow, 
won't we, Will ?"

"Ay, ay," said Will readily, although it did 
occur to him privately that bedrooms might be said to 
be somewhat scarce in a cottage of two rooms.
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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. (ADYJ.)

However, his dawning perplexities were soon 
banished, for poor old Luther could not accept his 
daughter's way of escape from the pain of parting. 
His home for forty years was a dreary enough little 
place now, with no inhabitants but himself, and the 
ghosts of past joyousness and beloved companionship, 

| and he found the task of keeping it even outwardly 
neat,and providing for his own simple wants, labours 
almost beyond his failing strength, and very trying. 

| Still, the humble cottage had been thus long his 
j home. He had built great part of it himself, he had 
i brought his bright young bride to it, he had added 
! the two pretty little rooms to it with the bay windows, 
I he had watched his wife's pleasant pride in keeping 
| it bright and cheerful-looking as her own face, he 
j had played with his children in it, he had watched 
| them grow up in it healthy, good humoured and 

intelligent. From its doors one by one he had seen 
them pass from him out into the world. And it was 
out from that little home that his wife had passed 
away from him into the glorious mansion prepared 
by her Lord for those that love Him. No, he could 
not leave it, he felt, and so he said the farewell at 
last to his daughter, his son-in-law, and his grand 
child, whom he fondly fancied had already learnt to 
smile at him, and then he turned back into .his 
lonely home, while Ruth tearfully accompanied her 
husband back to Sheppington.

Ruth Sanders had privately shed many a tear 
before Christinas, as has been already said, over her 
father's desolate condition, but after that visit to him, 
she realized so much more vividly than she had 
hitherto done, how sorely he needed a woman's love 
and care, that she took to crying about him some 
times openly. Will, honest young fellow, was very 
sorry for her, and sorry for the old man too. He 
would look at his child, as it lay sleeping in its 
mother's arms, and think what a wrench it would be 
to him when his son turned his back on him and 
went away afar, all independent of him, to seek his 
fortune, and how he would himself feel when it 
came to his turn to pass his last days of life, 
perhaps alone, old and helpless, worn and heart- 
stricken.

At last Will Sanders also thought out his plans, 
not plans, like his wife's, to last during a brief 
Christmas holiday, but plans to stand the wear and 
tear of months, and years too, he hoped. To take 
the first step in carrying out his plans he managed, 
with some little trouble, to get some extra overtime 
work, then with the money thus obtained he began, 
as fast as it came in week by week, to buy building 
materials, and he also, in the course of a few months' 
to Ruth's delight, built on to his cottage two little 
rooms with bay windows almost exactly resembling 
those of his wife's former home. They were finished 
at last. Then they stood empty a couple of hot 
summer months to dry, and then one August evening 
Will Saunders came and seated himself by his wife, 
and said in a voice tremulous with the hope of giving 
happiness ;—

" Ruthie, wife, would ye like to have your father 
live with us for always ? "

She looked up eagerly. '' Oh, Will! if it could be!"
Will smiled. " Well, I begin to think it may be 

managed. I've made those rooms |ook as like as two 
peas to his own that he mostly sits in, and if you can 
manage once to get him here on a visit, I think as 
we and the new rooms and baby between us, we'll 
manage somehow to keep him. But I leave you 
the task of first getting him here. Do you think you 
could go over next Thursday ? If so, I could meet 
ye both half-way with Farmer Bent's cart; he says so."

"But how about father's things, the furniture an' 
all ? " asked Ruth doubtfully.

But those were matters, as Will rightly enough 
said, for consideration at a future time. The point 
now was to get the old man over lor the first time 
to Sheppington. Other matters must wait, as Ruth 
also soon agreed.

On Thursday morning, as soon as she had given 
Will his breakfast, washed and dressed her baby, and 
carried him to Will's mother as a treasured guest for 
the day, Ruth Sanders started off on her loving 
mission, her full heart divided between hopes and 
fears. Old Luther's surprised delight was unbounded 
when his daughter raised the familiar latch of her 
old home about ten o'clock, and running into the 
little kitchen, offered her April face to her father's 
trembling lips. But it took a long, long time—even 
hours—of entreaties, implorings, and weeping per 
suasions before old Luther Moore could consent to 
accompany his daughter back to her home for even a 
few days' visit, j

Ruth's affectionate prayers, however, gained the 
day at last, and with a small bundle tied up in a 
handkerchief, which the old man had declared he 
must bring, although he had accepted Ruth's offer 
that Will should lend him such changes of clothes as 
he might need, the two set out a little after one o'clock. 
It was nearly three when they reached the sheltered 
spot, a little off the high road, where Will had directed 
they should wait until they heard his signal call. 
They had walked quite far enough for the old man's 
strength; and as he sank down thankfully on the 
mossy ground, and laying his hat aside, wiped the damp 
from his fine old head, and smoothed back the silver 
hair, his daughter instinctively laid her hand on his 
knee, as though in her lunging love she would hold 
him back from Death itself. Decidedly she could not 
let him go back to his lonely home again. Neither 
did he; but he lived many a happy year yet with his 
affectionate children—even, indeed, until he turned 
over his freehold cottage to Will's eldest son in pre 
paration for another sweet and bonnie bride.

But as they, Ruth and her father, sat there that 
summer afternoon waiting for Will and the cart, 
Ruth's heart beat with the glad feeling of receiving 
full pardon for the past, when her lather said gently : 
" Ruth, lass, in this bundle are thy mother's Bible 
and her tea-caddy, and I shall leave them with thee, 
lass, when I wend home again."

GBACE.

A SOLDIEE forth to battle goes :
No trumpets shrill before him sound,

No waving pennon o'er him flows,
Nor drums with deafening roll resound.

No shield emblazoned guards his breast, 
No herald's voice his name repeats,

No nodding plumes adorn his crest, 
No history tells his martial i'eats.

Unsung his deeds, unbreathed his name,
Unknown but to a chosen few, 

Nor blazed abroad on scrolls of fame—
His motto this—" To duty true."

Unmoved he sought the battle plain,
Was ever ready for the strile ; 

He grappled with his Iocs amain
Throughout the chequered term of life.

The syrens Sloth and Pleasure joined 
To lure the warrior from, his way;

He thrust their wanton wiles behind, 
Nor listened to their fatal lay.

All human ills, all nature's woes,
He felt, that mortal man may share—

False friends and unrelenting foes, 
Sorrow and pain, disease and care.

His battles fought, his duty done,
He fell at length with victory crowned,

The struggle o'er, the conflict won; 
His foes lie scattered all around.

Where sleeps this hero nobly slain ?
Is he enshrined in minster grand ? 

Where is his tomb—in stately fane,
In solemn temples of the land ?

Sleeps he in marble pale and cold,
Where chiselled arches o'er him bend,

And floral wreaths of graceful mould 
With massive columns proudly blend ?

Is he to cold oblivion's shade 
Consigned, to be for aye forgot;

In Lethe's stream his memory laid, 
As is of man the common lot ?

Beneath a low and grassy mound,
Where fragrant wild flowers o'er him grow,

And shed a grateful perfume round, 
The lifeless form lies still and low.

But oft at summer eventide,
While gentle zephyrs whisper there,

Friends watch his honoured grave beside, 
And sadly drop the bitter tear.

His better part, as Heaven decreed, 
In peaceful laud hath found a home,

And heard the valiant warrior's meed—
" Well done, thou good and faithful—come!' 

W. C. BLAKISTON.
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Author of "Fettered yet Free, 
Herself," &c. &c.

CHAPTER XX.

"Queen of

AKE YOU LITTLE ANNIE?

L. Ifll^UCY had been at Beechcombe but a few 
hours, and yet what a change had been 
worked in the house since she came. 
This morning the kitchen had been the 
scene of the dreariest confusion. Pots 
and dishes had been scattered about as if 

in wild mockery of all laws of household order. The 
orate had been a mass of black cinders, with here and 
there a glimmering spark trying vainly to struggle 
up into a flame. Dirty knives and forks had covered 
the dresser. The table, when the farmer came in to 
dinner, had offered him an unsavory mixture of cold 
bacon and half-warm potatoes ; amid all this dis 
comfort the little half-frightened maid-of-all-work had 
o-one about, rattling the pans and kettles and stamp 
ing the stone floor with her heavy shoes, and leaving 
tokens of her progress, wherever she went, in the shape 
of a dishcloth hanging on the back of a chair, or a 
stray pail which looked as if it were meant for a trap 
for some one to tumble over, or a broom lying in a 
doorway.

But now how different it all was. Plates and 
saucepans had returned to their natural dwellings on 
shelves or on pegs. The fire blazed and crackled. 
A steaming kettle sat triumphantly upon it. The 
table displayed a bright array of tea-things. Cloths 
and brooms, and knives and forks had all vanished, 
or slipped exactly into their proper places. The 
little servant was busy in the back-kitchen with 
some work which lay within her power. Through 
the whole place glided Lucy, doing everything, and 
yet doing it as if it were nothing, her step was so 
light, her voice so low, and her hands had such a 
faculty for making all they did seem easy.

Upstairs the change in the sick-room was quite as 
striking. In the early part of the day the patient 
had lain among tumbled bed-clothes and disarranged 
pillows, scolding every one who came near her. On 
the table had stood the medicine she would not take, 
and a broken glass which she had upset in one of her 
bursts of petulance. Articles of clothing had been 
strewed about in huddled untidiness. She had sent 
away all the food which was brought her, scarcely 
touched, saying that it was only fit for a dog.

A little while before Lucy came the old woman 
had begun to wander; but her mind had run in very 
much the samedirection as it had done while she was in 
her senses. She was always grumbling with some one ; 
now it was her husband with whom she was quarrelling 
in fancy, now she believed herself downstairs rating 
the servantgir],nowshetliTughtone of the neighbours 
had come in to have a scolding match with her.

When, however, Lucy came into the room the new 
face and figure apparently drew the sick woman's 
mind^into a different channel. Her eyes followed 
the girl's quick but noiseless movements, as she went 
hither and thither making everything neat and bright, 
and her ovyn harsh, loud tones were hushed when the 
gentler voice spoke near her. It seemed as if there 
were something in Lucy's presence which soothed 
her.

"Are you my little Annie that I lost long ago 
grown up into a woman p" she asked at length, when 
she had watched her for some little time, "they 
always told me she was dead."
."lam indeed in heart your daughter," said the 

girl, bending over her and speaking very softly.
Everything will be well now you are come back, 

Annie," went on the old woman. " I don't know 
how it is, but nothing has been the same since I lost 
you. ^ All, somehow, seemed to go wrong with me, 
and it made me discontented and cross, and I could 
not get on with my work at all." 
. " I am come to take care of you," said Lucy, busy 
ing herself about the bed with skilful hands, for she 
and her mother were favourite nurses in the village 
at home. Girls among the lower classes become very 
early clever in such things, for kindly offices of this 
sort are often done, in turns, by the women of a family 
bi-atis lor a sick relation or neighbour.

We shall be all happier now you are come, 
Annie, said the invalid; " father will be kinder to 
me; He never speaks to me now as he used to do

nen ne took you out of my arms to toss you."

"I want to be the comfort of his life and yours." 
" Will John soon come ?" asked the sick woman 

uneasily. " I thought I saw him just now standing 
at the foot of the bed, but he be gone again ; I should 
like to look once on him and you together." 

The girl's cheek flushed softly. 
"He will soon be here," she answered rather 

falteringly.
She had not, however, been told by any one that 

John was really coming, she only spoke thus to 
humour the invalid. There would have been a much 
stronger flutter at her heart had she known how true 
her words were,

" Do you know, Annie," said the old woman, " I 
haven't said my prayers as often as I used to do since 
you left me. It seemed to me that God sent me 
worse things than other folks, and I did not put so 
much trust in Him. I should like to say a prayer 
now, but I can't rightly mind one; do you know the 
words of any to tell me ?"

" We will send for the clergyman by-and-by, to 
come and pray by you," said Lucy, who had all her 
life been used, in any time of suffering or trouble, to 
turn to the kind old Vicar of Woodford as an unfail 
ing friend.

Mrs. Hardwick made no answer to this, her mind 
was in too weak a state to follow long any connected 
thread of ideas. She lay chiefly silent after that, 
evidently enjoying the new comfort which Lucy had 
spread around her. In the course of the afternoon 
she took both food and medicine from her young 
nurse's hands. The girl had gained a strong in 
fluence over her, partly by that mixture of gentleness 
and firmness of manner which is always so powerful 
with invalids, and partly from the fancy having 
taken possession of her brain that Lncy was the 
daughter grown up whom she had lost as a little 
child long ago, and since whose death many of those 
who knew Mrs. Hardwick said that she had never 
been the same woman since. After a while she sunk 
into a quiet sleep, and Lucy, whose experience in 
illness was, as has before been said, tolerably large, 
felt certain, as she watched her, that she was a little 
better.

How strange had been her first meeting with 
John's mother, thought the girl, as she sat by the 
bed. How striking had been the reality and yet the 
unreality of the little scene between them, she her 
self speaking every word which she uttered out of 
the very deepest truth of her heart, and the old 
woman unconsciously calling "daughter" her whom 
she and her husband had shut out from their home 
and family.

As the solitary minutes went on, Lucy regretted, 
as she had done many times that day, the absence of 
little Winnie, who was from home. The child had 
been staying for a few days at the house of the 
parents of a girl who was a friend of hers, and who 
lived, some three or four miles from Beechcombe. 
She was too young to be of any great use in the 
house during her grandmother's illness, so as yet she 
had not been sent for; as, however, her father was 
very likely to arrive that evening, old Hardwick had 
told the farm boy to put, as soon as his work was 
over, a side-saddle on the brown cob, who was very 
gentle when mounted by a woman, and to go and 
fetch her. But Lucy did not know this, and she 
grieved to miss the only inmate of Beechcombe, with 
whom her intercourse would have been without any 
touch of fear or pain.

When old Hardwick came in from the farm he 
crossed the yard, as was often the case with him, 
with loud, rough words of reproof to one of his 
labourers on his lips; but Lucy met him at the 
door with her hand raised in sign of silence.

" She is asleep," she said in a low tone. " I think 
she is not quite as ill as she was. Let us thank God, 
and keep as quiet as we can."

At, first old Hardwick was half inclined to resent 
any one telling him to keep quiet in his own house, 
even though it were for the sake of his sick wife, and 
to call Lucy's last words preaching ; but when he saw 
the change which had come over everything indoors 
since the morning, and when he watched her moving 
about in those household duties which shg had so 
quickly and easily taken upon herself, his feelings 
towards her once more became those of unmixed 
liking.

It was long since he had seen a woman thus in his 
house. Winnie, with all her loving efforts to be use-
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M, was but a child. His wife had been for several 
years an invalid, and even in the earlier days of their 
married life she had never been a very good house 
keeper. As he looked at Lucy his mind involuntarily 
went back to his mother (then very little older than 
this girl was now) in the cottage where his boyhood 
had been spent. He saw her once more leaning over 
the burning logs on the hearth beneath the broad, 
old-fashioned chimney-piece. He heard once more 
her clear voice ringing sweetly as she sang over her 
work, while he, a tiny fellow, played in the sunshine 
at the cottage door. Then with the softening which 
came from the memory of her who had so long left 
earth and its troubles, there started up within him 
the thought, if only this woman whom John wishes 
to bring home were one who could be to the evening 
of my life something of what she, my mother, was 
to its morning, I might, perhaps, take her to me as 
my own, even though she be but a labourer's 
daughter. Quickly, however, his pride rose again in 
full force, and swept away indignantly this milder 
feeling.

While the old man was at his tea, Lucy spent her 
time between him and the sick woman upstairs, who 
still slept. It was a pretty, touching sight to see her 
thus hovering to and fro around the father and 
mother of her lover. Now she was pouring out the 
tea, and now she was bending over the invalid to see 
if her breath was as quiet and even as before, now 
she was cutting bread-and-butter, and now she was 
drawing the bed-curtains a thought further back, 
now she spoke some brisk cheery word in the kitchen, 
and now in the sick room she moved with stealthy 
care some piece of furniture.

The evening set in rough and stormy. Long gales 
of wind went sobbing round the house. Sleet and 
rain came hurrying down together in heavy showers 
and beat against the window panes. The moon had, 
at first, shone out brightly, but now, at intervals, black 
clouds veiled her face. Yet, notwithstanding the 
weather, visitors came that evening to the house 
where trouble was.

The first was the doctor. He was coming home 
from his rounds, and, though it was late, he looked in 
to see his patient as he happened to be passing 
Beechcombe. He declared Mrs. Hardwick's 
symptoms to be less dangerous than they had been 
when he last saw her, praised the skilful nursing she 
had had from Lucy, spoke a few hopeful words to the 
farmer, and then jumped into his gig and rattled off 
with hLi horse cantering up the stony lane.

About a quarter of an hour after the doctor was 
gone there was another knock at the door. 

" Who can that be ?" said old Hardwick. 
" I expect it is the clergyman," answered Lucy 

simply. " I sent the servant girl this afternoon to 
ask him to step down. She was saying something 
about prayers in her wandering talk, and besides it be 
but right that God's minister should be with her 
every day while she be like this. He must be a kind 
man to come through such weather; it be almost a 
pity he should have had the trouble, for she have 
dozed off again since the doctor was here ; still his 
prayers will go up and bring down blessing and com 
fort for her, there's no doubt."

'" The clergyman," repeated the old man, and then 
stopped quite struck silent by angry surprise.

To think of this girl having had the boldness to 
send for a parson to come to his house without asking 
his leave, and then to be as quiet about it as if she had 
done the most common-place thing in the world.

But before he could put those feelings into words, 
the clergyman was in the house, and as the farmer 
was not exactly on bad terms with him, though he 
was an idle church-goer and never sought the . 
strengthening helps of religion, there was nothing for 
it but to put a good face on the matter and say as 
little as he could.

The rector of Kilton was an earnest, zealous man. 
He had been a good deal surprised at the message 
from Beechcombe, which he found left for him 
at his own house when he came in that afternoon, for 
he knew too well the spiritual deadness of the Hard- 
wick's, and had often tried to rouse them, but in vain. 
He hoped, however, that the old woman's dangerous 
illness was going to bring a dawn of better things, 
and as he was a strong, middle-aged man who cared 
nothing for weather, and as Beechcombe was not very 
far from the rectory, he obeyed the summons at 
once.

Lucy saw plainly enough from the old man's face 
that he was angry, though it had seemed to her such 
a natural thing to send for a clergyman in a time of 
illness, that she had not had the slightest notion of 
displeasing him when she first told him of the fact. 
She remembered, however, with sadness, what John
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had told her about the religious state of his parents, 
and the condition even of her lover himself in such 
matters when she first knew him. She did not in 
the least regret having offended the old man on this 
point; she had acted rightly as she believed, and 
she was ready bravely to take the consequences. If 
she had thus destroyed his liking for her she could 
not help it. She therefore did not even look at the 
farmer again, but having spoken a few quiet words 
with the clergyman, led him upstairs.

" She be getting too masterful already," thought 
old Hardwick as he looked after them; " it be always so 
with women-folk ; I must keep her in hand. I know 
what I will do; Iwill ask her what wages shebe to have 
for her services, and that will remind her that she be 
no mistress here."

This latter idea made the thought suddenly strike 
him that Lucy had not said a single word about pay 
ment. It was certainly a new thing for people to 
serve him and his without first asking how much 
money they were to receive.

An uneasy feeling stole gradually over the old man 
as he sat alone in the kitchen. The clock ticked 
solemnly; dark shadows crept up and down the 
wall in the flickering fire-light; the fragments of 
prayer, which came now and then through the open 
staircase door from the room above, sounded strange 
and yet home-like; there were voices in the wind, the 
voices of his dead mother and daughter, and of that 
brother who went down at sea, and in and out through 
his mind there floated a picture of himself lying in the 
room above instead of his wife. He got the better soon, 
with an effort, of all these fancies ; but still, somehow, 
he was not the man that he usually was this evening. 

When the clergyman was gone Lucy sat alone by 
the bed. While the holy words were being spoken 
beside her the old woman awoke and murmured 
some of them softly with a restful look in her eyes ; 
but since then she had fallen asleep again. And now 
the thought rose up before Lucy that the time was 
come for her to make known her name to the old man. 
She shrank back at first from the prospect, but she 
knew it was right, and so she set herself at once to 
doit.

Having summoned the servant girl and bidden her 
watch by the invalid and call her if she wanted any 
thing, she went, with a throbbing heart and a 
trembling prayer for strength on her lips, towards the 
dreaded moment. But when she got to the bottom 
of the staircase which opened at once into the kitchen 
she started back. Who should stand there in the 
doorway just opposite but her promised husband, John 
Hardwick.

CHAPTER XXI.

JOHN HARDWICK'S COMING HOME.

THE first impulse of the lovers on this unexpected 
meeting was to stand gazing at each other in motion 
less surprise, the next was on Lucy's side to run up 
stairs again, and on John's to clasp her in his arms. 
Seeing her thus he at once jumped to the conclusion 
that his parents knew all, and that every restraint 
and difficulty was at last removed, and the great 
sudden joy which rose up within him insisted on 
making its way oat in some strong expression of 
feeling.

" Not now, dear John, not now," she whispered.
But the faint words were unheeded by him in the 

tumult of his happiness, and he only pressed her 
closer to him.

John had walked from the station with Harry 
Burnell, whom he had sent by a short cut through 
the wood, which he had pointed out to him, to Aunt 
Judith's cottage. He had just that moment, when 
Lucy was coming downstairs, arrived at Beech- 
combe, and had not yet spoken to the farmer, who 
had been a little slow in rising to greet him. On 
passing through the door the first thing he had be 
held was the woman he loved apparently at home in 
his father's house. It was perhaps, then, hardly to 
be wondered at that he made the mistake he did.

But his bright dream was not to last long. The 
farmer had looked on at the little scene before him 
at first with the most extreme astonishment. Then a 
light had, all at once, dawned upon him, making, as 
he believed, the whole matter quite clear to him, and 
kindling his wrath against his son's marriage into a 
yet hotter flame than it had ever burned with before.

" I understand it all," he cried, in a voice which 
broke on his son's gladness like a clap of thunder on 
a summer day. " It's a pretty plot that you have 
hatched between you, John Hardwick and Lucy 
Burnell."

John let go of Lucy, and recoiled a few steps in 
bewilderment at this new turn of things which seemed 
suddenly to shatter all his fancied happiness.

Lucy went and stood by her lover's side. She saw 
a storm was coming, and, like the brave woman that 
she was, she was ready to face it with him. Her 
cheeks were paler than before, but her eyes met those 
of the old man fearlessly.

" There has been no plot, Mr. Hardwick," she said 
in a firm voice. " Your son no more knew that he 
should find me here this evening than he knows the 
hour and the place of his own death."

" I really don't know what all this means," ex 
claimed John, looking from Lucy to his father, and 
then back again from his father to Lucy. "Of 
course I had no notion of finding her here."

" Yes, you be no doubt both of you as innocent 
as the daylight," said the farmer, sneeringly ; " but, 
for all that, you ban't going to twist me in this 
fashion to do just what you two like."

'' I wish I could rightly understand how it all 
came about," cried John, pressing his hand to his 
forehead confusedly.

He could not at all reconcile in his mind the two 
facts of Lucy's being at Beechcombe, and of his father 
at the same time objecting to the marriage.

" It is all quite simple, John," said Lucy quietly. 
" Your father came to-day, and asked me to come 
here to nurse your mother, who is dangerously ill. I 
went with him for your sake to try to win your 
parents' love. I have watched by your mother as if 
she was my own, and indeed she is mine being yours. 
I was going now to tell your father my name, be 
cause I felt it was mean to stay any longer in his 
house without his knowing it."

"And you have been with my mother," said John, 
realizing the true state of things slowly, as was his 
wont. "It is always right and well what you do, 
Lucy."

" Aye, she can always make what she do do seem 
right, I'll wager," exclaimed the farmer. " She be 
a deep one, she be; I can tell that from the way in 
which she brought in the parson just now; but for 
all that she ban't going to come round me."

" Father, I can't stand by to hear her roughly 
spoken of," said John, speaking low from the effort 
which he made to restrain himself.

" Listen to me," said Lucy, going closer to old 
Hardwick. " Your son and I love each other with 
a love the bond of which can never be broken. We 
shall not marry without your consent, but in mind 
and spirit we shall as much belong to each other as 
if the holy words had been spoken between us. Be 
kind to us, then, and kind to yourself, too, for in 
your heart there is, I know, a whisper which pleads 
on our side. Your wife, in her wanderings to-day, 
called me by the name of your daughter who is in 
heaven ; let me come into that daughter's place, and, 
father, no man shall have a child of his own flesh 
and blood that shall be more to him than, by God's 
help, I will be to you."

What words can tell the tremulous, earnest sweet 
ness of her voice, what painter could give the look in 
her eyes! Yet he, that stern old man, stood un 
moved, though that whisper of which she had spoken 
was in truth stirring within him : his stubborn pride 
would not let him yield.

" I will not give my consent to my son's marriage 
with a beggarly labourer's daughter," he said, in a 
hard, cold voice.

" Beggarly !" repeated John bitterly; " it's you 
that will be the beggared one—beggared of your son's 
love."

" And do you mean, then, that this girl you have 
picked up by chance be more to you than your own 
father ?" exclaimed the old man with the simplicity 
of deep feeling thrilling, for a moment, in his 
tones.

" Oh, father ! if you will let me bring her to you 
as a daughter, she will make me a better son—yes, 
a million times better than ever I was before," 
answered John, with a softening in his manner which 
re-echoed naturally and touchingly that in the old 
man's.

" I will not own this woman as a daughter," said 
the farmer, returning once more to his former dogged 
resolution of voice and face.

John was just going to return a more angry re 
joinder than he had yet made to his father, when 
Lucy stepped between the two men. Womanly 
pride, of which, in common with all the best of her 
ex, she had her share, which could be roused when 

there was good occasion for it, was now ruling her 
actions and words, and there was both dignity and 
spirit in her manner.

" I would not lower my father's name by marrying

into a family which thinks me beneath it," she said. 
" What's more, after what Mr. Hardwick has said f 
cannot stay another hour under his roof; I leave 
this house at once."

The farmer put on an air of stolid indifference, as 
if he had not heard a word she said.

John made a hasty movement as if to stop her, but 
without even glancing towards either of them again, 
she left the room. To put on her things, tie up once 
more her little bundle, and hasten down the backstairs 
and out at the back-door, so that she had not again 
to pass through the front kitchen, was the work but 
of a few minutes, and soon she was in the open air. 
Before, however, she had crossed the yard, her lover, 
who had listened to all her movements, plainly 
audible in the old house, and had heard her go out, 
was at her side.

" Can you ever forgive my father ?" he whispered, 
imploringly grasping both her hands.

" God's grace and the love I have for you will help 
me to do it," she answered, in a voice which she forced 
to be steady.

" Lucy, I shall come with you ; I cannot let you 
go alone."

"No," she answered gently but firmly; "you 
must stay and see that some one is sent for at once 
to take care of your mother; it's the first thing you 
should think of."

(To lie continued.)
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