
THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

No. 233.
FRIENDS THROUGH ALL.—«DRIVEN TO 'THE HOUSE.'"—See page 34



34 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

NELLIE HELLIS, 
Author of "Bennio the Bread-winner," &c. &c.

CHAPTEE I.
MAKE IIOSIE'S ACQUAINTANCE.

was after an absence of two or three 
months in the country that I returned 
to London late in the autumn of 1878. 
Among other neglected duties I re­ 
sumed that of visiting my district, and 
one of my first cares was to call upon 
old Martha Scott and her husband. 

They were not to be found, however, in the little 
garret on the third floor where I had so often seen 
them. The neighbour of whom I anxiously made 
inquiries informed me that Martha had had an 
attack of paralysis, and that she and her husband 
had both been taken off to the workhouse only a 
few days previously. "And oh, ma'am," said the 
good woman as she ended her story, "'twas a ter­ 
rible grief to 'em to have to go. As for Mrs. 
Scott, she took on awful."

I could quite understand that she did " take on 
awful," for Mrs. Scott, as I well knew, had an in­ 
tense horror of " the house," though, for my part, 
I could not feel sorry that circumstances had 
compelled her t® accept of a charity that, at 
any rate, provides sufRcient food and warmth for 
its dependents, and both food and warmth had, 
alas! too often been wanting in the small close 
room that the Scotts inhabited. I resolved to 
take the first opportunity of paying them a, visit 
in their new abode.

I found Mrs. Scott in the infirmary attached to 
the workhouse. She was still suffering from the 
effects of the paralysis, one arm being quite use­ 
less. I asked her if she were comfortable, a ques­ 
tion which opened the way for many complaints. 
But that was only natural; for poor old Martha 
found it irksome to conform to the rules of the 
place, and even if there had been no rules at all, 
it was ."the house," and that fact rendered life 
within its walls anything but a pleasure. It was 
her greatest grievance of all that she was only 
allowed to see her husband on Sunday afternoons 
for a couple of hours or so.

"Ah, ma'am," she said, as she sat up in bed, 
" I wouldn't so much mind if I could have my old 
man, but it do seem that hard to be parted after 
fifty years of wedded life. A man and wife, in­ 
deed, to see each other only once in the whole 
week through."

I comforted her as well as I could, and then 
to draw away her thoughts from herself, I told 
-her of my late visit to the country, and asked 
questions about the other occupants'of the ward. 

" How quiet it is here," I said presently. " It 
must be quite a pleasant change for you, Martha, 
to have no children screaming and shouting out­ 
side your door."

_" 'Tisn't always so quiet, ma'am," she answered, 
with a smile that expressed pity for my ignorance. 
" Look right away to the corner there/ Do you 
see that girl sitting on her bed? She seems well 
enough just now, but she has the most awful fits." 

Glancing in the direction, to which Martha 
pointed, I perceived a girl dressed in a dark 
brown linsey dress and neat white cap, the well 
goffered border of which made a pretty frame­ 
work for one of the pleasantest faces I had ever 
seen, an oval face shaded with soft brown hair, 
and lighted up with a pair of merry bright eyes 
of the same shade.

I soon became a regular visitor at the work­ 
house, for not only was Martha Scott always 
glad to see me, but there were other of my old 
friends whom an exceptionally severe winter had 
driven to " the house." So my face grew familiar 
to the inmates, but though I was generally 
greeted with a smile from all, there was none 
brighter or more cheerful than that with which 
the brown-eyed girl in the corner invariably re­ 
turned my salutation. From smiling, we got to 
speaking, and. then from speaking Eosie llorrison 
and I became fast friends.

Poor child! her history was a sad one. When 
quite young she had been left an orphan de­ 
pendent upon the bounty of an aunt. The aunt

did her best for her poor little niece, but she had 
a large family of her own to" provide for, and an 
extra mouth to feed was almost more than she 
could manage. Eosie knew this, and as soon as 
she was old enough obtained for herself a situa­ 
tion as nursemaid. In this position her habitual 
sweetness of temper and willingness to oblige 
won for her the good opinion and respect of her 
employers. : But, alas ! she had been barely two 
years in service when she first became troubled 
with the epileptic fits which, at the time when 
she told me all this, had increased to a most 
painful extent. She was of course obliged to 
leave her situation, and, feeling that her presence 
in her aunt's family was undesirable, she, of her 
own accord, begged to be sent to the workhouse. 
There she had remained ever since; that is, with 
the exception of a few months, when, the fits 
having become rarer and of less severity, she was 
taken into the household of the master of the 
workhouse as a domestic servant. Bnt the ter­ 
rible fits returned with even greater force than 
before, and although her mistress was sorry to 
part with her, there was no help for it, and pool 
Eosie had to go back again to her little bed in 
the corner of Ward No. 3. She assured me she 
was very happy; she had everything she wanted 
and everybody was most kind.

"And yon have no relations, my child," I said 
one day, " who would give you a home ?"

"No," she answered, with just a shade of sad­ 
ness in her voice, " there's only Aunt, and she 
can't if she would. You gee," and the sorrowful 
look faded and the brown eyes sparkled once 
more ; " 'tisn't only me, there's my fits as well."

" Let us hope you'll get the better of your fits, 
some day, Eosie," I said cheerfully, " Yon are not 
very old and may grow out of them. By the 
way, what is your age ?"

" I'm just turned twenty-three," she replied, 
"and indeed I really don't think I've'been so bad 
lately. Look here, ma'am," she went on, reach­ 
ing up to the little narrow shelf at the head of 
her bed, "look at this wooden spoon., They put 
it between my teeth when the fit comes on to 
keep me from biting my tongue. All these deep 
dents I made ever so long ago, but you see the 
marks that I have made lately are not so deep. 
And Emmie says she is sure I shall get well 
after a while."

" And who is Emmie ?" I asked. 
" Why, she's my friend," said Eosie, her face 

flushing and her eyes glistening. "Ah, ma'am, 
she's so good and patient, you can't think, for 
though she's quite blind, yet she's always .cheerful. 
She makes me feel downright ashamed of my­ 
self sometimes, for though I've got lots of comforts 
that she hasn't, I'm very often fretful and im­ 
patient."

" I am quite anxious to see your friend," I said. 
" Will you introduce me to her, Eosie F"

"That I will," she replied, "and she'll be so 
pleased, for I've often talked to her about you. I 
suppose you couldn't manage to come on Sun­ 
day afternoon, eould you ? because Emmie's al­ 
ways here then for an hour or two. You can't 
think what a lot we've got to say to" each other 
about all that's happened in the week." 

" Do you only see her on Sunda3r, Eosie ?" 
"Yes, ma'am, I see her every day when I go to 

chapel; but we can't often speak, because my seat's 
close to the door, so that I can come out if I don't 
feel well without disturbing anybody."

" Well, I will come next Sunday, if possible," I 
replied. " Is your friend older than you P" 

'' Yes, ma'am, ten years older." 
" And she has been blind all her life ?" 
" No, not all her life," Eosie answered. " She 

lived once at a beautiful place by the sea. Her 
father was a sailor, and he lost his life in a fearful 
storm. Then Emmie had a bad disease in her 
eyes—cataract, I think 'tis 'called—and the doctor 
in the country made it worse, instead of better. 
Then Emmie's mother brought her to London to 
see the clever doctors in the eye-hospital; but 
they all said they could do nothing for her, be­ 
cause her eyes had been tampered with till the sight 
was quite gone. Well, they never went back to 
the country again. Emmie learnt to do knitting, 
and made things to sell in the shops, and her 
mother went out charing; but, you know,
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ma'am," she continued, earnestly, "her mother 
wasn't used to hard London work, and after a 
while she gave in, and couldn't do any more. 
Then they were brought here, and here Emmie's 
mother died. It happened a good many years 
ago, but Emmie can't bear to speak of it even 
now," and Eosie's own eyes filled with tears of 
sympathy.

CHAPTEE II.
BLIND EMMIE.

ON the following Sunday afternoon—it was the 
Sunday after Christmas Day—I presented myself 
at Ward No. 3. Eosie did not perceive my en­ 
trance, and I slackened my steps as I approached 
her corner, for she and her friend Emmie made a 
picture that was pleasant to see. Eosie, bright- 
eyed and bright-faced as usual, was sitting on the 
bed in order that her visitor might have the place 
of honour—her solitary chair. She had one arm 
around her friend, who appeared to be relating 
something of vast interest to herself and her 
listener. The animation which Eosie showed so 
vividly in her face was displayed by the blind 
girl in the quick sharp movements of her hands 
and arms.

I watched her as she put forward the former in 
a curved position, as if she were clasping an ima­ 
ginary rounded object, and wondered what the 
topic of their conversation could be.

" Will you let me join you in your pleasant 
talk, Eosie?". I asked.

Jumping "up with alacrity she seated me be­ 
tween herself and her friend, and soon we were all 
three chatting away together.

" I hope you had a good dinner on Christmas 
Day, Emmie," I said.

" Yes, ma'am, just as much beef and pudding 
as ever I could eat, J> she answered.

" And meat's such a treat for you, poor Emmie," 
said Eosie, with a sigh. " It seems such a shame
that I should have nicer things to eat than vou -i !, ° J do.

" Nonsense," said Emmie, " I'm well and strong, 
and you aren't. But you know, ma'am," she 
continued, turning to me, " we don't mean to stay 
here all our lives. We are going to be as happy 
some day as the princes and princesses in the 
fairy tales that I used to read when I was a child."

"And what fairy is to bring you this happi­ 
ness ?" I asked, adopting Emmie's tone, half of 
fun, half of earnestness.

" The fairy called Health, I'm thinking, ma'am," 
she answered with a smile. "Eosie here will be 
quite well and strong some day, and then she'll 
be able to earn lots of money, and she and I'll go 
back to Ilfracombe, where I used to live before I 
came to London. We'll have a little cottage 
close down by the sea, and there I shall sit all 
day in the sunshine and listen to the waves as 
they come tumbling and splashing against the 
rock. Then at night, when it's all rough, and 
stormy, and dark, I shall lie awake and listen to 
the noise of the wind like big guns in the distance, 
and the noise of the waters like peal upon peal of 
thunder." As she went on talking, the gaiety all 
faded from the blind girl's face, and there came 
into it a far-off expression as if the intervening 
years of her life had been a dream and she had 
gone back again to the home of her girlhood.

I did not speak for a minute, then I said gently 
" You must have found London very different 
from such a lovely place as Ilfracombe ?"

"Ah, yes!" she answered, somewhat wearily; 
" I never cared for London. I dream of the sea 
every night of my life. Some people say its 
wicked of me to love it so much after poor father 
was drowned in it, but I can't help it, if it is. 
I think, too," she continued, as if owning to some 
dreadful crime, " that Hove it best of all in stormy 
weather. I shall never forget how the waves used 
to clash, against the rocks and the angry foam fly 
off, all in a white rage, while far away and close 
at hand there was one thundering roar."

Eosie glanced at her friend, and then at me, with 
pride and admiration depicted 011 her face.

" Oh, its beautiful to hear her talk," she cried, 
"it's just like a book, isn't it? Ah, if she could 
only go back some day!"

"Who knows but what she may?" I replied. 
" More 'improbable things than that have hap­ 
pened before now." Then I went on talking to 
Eosie herself, for I wanted her to know that I 
considered it very possible that she might gradu-
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ally cease to be troubled with her fits. I had 
good ground for my opinion, as I had consulted a 
clever" physician, who said that he thought her 
case a very hopeful one.

" If ever I do get well," she said, taking my 
hand in hers, while a tear glistened in her eye, 
" I'll work the flesh off my fingers rather than not 
take Emmie back to Ilfracombe."

" You know the good old promise, Eosie : ' Com­ 
mit thy way unto the Lord: trust also in Him 
and He shall bring it to pass.' Pray, and have 
faith, and all will be well, though, perhaps, dear 
child, your future may not be exactly what at the 
present time you would have it."

"Oh ! ma'am, I pray every day of my life, in­ 
deed, I do, that God will let me get well enough 
to earn my own living again some day," she said, 
in a trembling voice.

" And I will make it my prayer, too," I rejoined, 
" and then, you know, we can claim another pro­ 
mise to make us glad and to sustain our faith— 
' if two of you shall agree on earth as touching 
anything that they shall ask it shall be done for 
them of my Father which is in Heaven.' Emmie, 
will you not join us P"

There was no need for words ; by the manner 
in which the blind girl bowed her head, and by 
the expression that lighted up her pale thin face, 
I knew that she would gladly comply with my 
request.

It was rarely that I could leave home on Sun­ 
day afternoons, for there were always clamorous 
tongues beseeching "mother" to "tell stories;" 
little heads to caress, and little troubles to hear. 
I found, therefore, that if I would make further 
acquaintance with the blind girl, I must visit her in 
her own part of the workhouse. I soon learnt 
she was a great favourite among her companions, 
especially with the children, and Mrs. Gale, the 
working superintendent, was loud in her praises 
and admiration of the sweet patience and con­ 
tentment of the blind girl.

So time passed on : winter gave place to spring, 
and spring gave place to summer. Meanwhile 
many changes had occurred in the workhouse. 
Martha Scott was no longer there ; she had died 
almost immediately after another stroke of para­ 
lysis. She had become more contented and happy 
before her death, and from what she said to me 
when I last visited her, I was sure that whenever 
the call came, Martha would make a joyful ex­ 
change, for, in a world where there was no sorrow, 
nor hunger nor pain, she would find a home in 
the mansion that her Lord had prepared for her.

But though Martha and some other of my old 
friends were absent, the bright-eyed Eosie still 
occupied the same little corner in ward No. 3. 
Her health, however, had greatly improved, the 
fits being less frequent than formerly and of de­ 
creased severity. Indeed, she was so very much 
better, that she was beginning to hope that she 
might soon be taken back as servant in the 
master's family. She, Emmie, and I had become 
fast friends, and it was with a feeling of extreme 
reluctance that I said good-bye to them at the end 
of July, before starting for my annual visit to the 
country.

" You'll come and see us directly you get back, 
won't you, ma'am P" were Eosie's parting words, 
while Emmie strained her ears to catch the last 
sound of my footsteps.

I gave a ready assent to the farewell request, 
little imagining the changed circumstances under 
which I should next behold them.

OHAPTEE III.
FAITH'S FKTJITION.

IT was not until November that I once more 
found my_self in my London home. One of my 
boys, while climbing the rocks at the sea-side 
village in which we were staying, had met with a 
serious accident, and it was many weeks before he 
was. sufficiently recovered to bear the fatigue of a 
journey. Even after our return I was kept in 
constant attendance upon him, and Christmas 
was close at hand when at length I found myself 
at liberty to spend an hour with my old friends, 
Emmie and Eosie, who had never been long absent 
from my memory since I had last seen them

I knew my way well enough to the little bed in 
the corner which Eosie had occupied. Imagine 
my consternation when, instead of the rosy face 
and sparkling eyes of my young friend, I saw the 
rough, wrinkled face of an old,woman.

"Eose Morrisou ? I knows naught o' her," she 
replied gruffly, in answer to my eager inquiry for 
my protegee.

Emmie, I thought, would of course be able to 
give the information that I desired, and, accord­ 
ingly, I started off to find her. As I was crossing 
the yard that separated the infirmary from the 
other buildings, I met Mrs. Gale, who, on perceiv­ 
ing me, exclaimed =—

" I'm that glad to see you, ma'am, you can't 
think; you haven't been here for so long that I was 
afraid you were ill. But, there, please to come in 
here," she continued, as she opened the door of a 
small waiting-room; " for I've got such a story 
to tell you that I don't know where to begin."

"I suppose it is about Emmie and Eosie," I 
said, "and I think, from your manner that it is 
good news."

" Ah ! that it is," she answered heartily ; " but 
if ever two girls deserved to be happy they did. 
Well, ma'am, one day there came a big, tall man 
to the door, dressed like a sailor, and with a face 
as brown as a berry. And he said—and he cried, 
and sobbed like a baby all the time he was talking 
—that he'd found out that his daughter Emmie 
was in the workhouse, and that he was her father 
who everybody thought was drowned. He'd been 
wrecked, true enough, he said, but he and another 
sailor floated about on some bits of timber till a 
vessel that happened to pass by took them on 
board. They were landed at a foreign port whence, 
after a long illness, Emmie's father made his way 
back to England, and a peck of trouble he was in, 
poor man, when he heard that his wife was dead. 
He said, too, that'twas a long time before he could 
trace Emmie here. Then, as soon as he'd finished his 
tale, he begged us to let him see her at once. He 
didn't seem to know that she was blind, and 
nobody liked to ask him downright whether .he 
did or no, so they showed him into a waiting- 
room, and Emmie was sent to him. Nobody ever 
knew what passed between them, but they stayed 
a long time together, and we took care they 
shouldn't be disturbed. The news spread like 
wild-fire through the house, and there wasn't one 
in the whole place that didn't—excuse me, ma'am, 
I can't talk of it without getting husky even now," 
and she turned her head and brushed away a 
tear—"Well, well," she continued in a minute or 
two, "of course we all knew we should lose her. 
She went away a few days afterwards, right glad 
to go back to her home by the sea that she was 
always so fond of talking about, but sorry enough 
to leave us for all that, bless her ! She' and her 
father took Eosie away with them, for Eosie had 
got nearly the better of her fits, and the doctors 
said the sea air would do the rest and make a 
woman of her. So there they all are at Ilfracombe 
as happy as can be. Perhaps, ma'am, you'd like 
to write to them. If you would, they'd be so 
proud and happy to hear from you. They were 
always talking about yon, and left their love and 
duty for you. Here's"their address if you'd like 
it, ma'am."

"Of course I will write, and I thank you very 
much for telling me all this," I said. Then I rose 
and took my leave, for I had been deeply moved, 
and I longed for the solitude of my own room, in 
which to thank God for His infinite goodness and 
loving-kindness. Verily, " His ways " are " past 
finding out." How marvellously had our prayers 
been answered, and what joy and happiness had 
requited the simple trust and faith of the two 
girls !

I received a long letter from Eosie in reply bo the 
one that I sent her—a letter that was brimming 
over with gratitude to God and joyful expressions 
of happiness. She could not tell me how happy 
they all were, she said, I must see for myself before 
I could understand.

And I have seen, for we spent our last summer 
outing at beautiful Ilfracombe, where Emmie's 
father is doing well as a fisherman. As for the 
blind girl herself, she sits all day long in the sun­ 
shine, listening with a glad smile upon her lips to 
the never-ceasing music which is so dear to her, 
while her skilful fingers are busy with the knitting 
that sells so well among the visitors. Eosie, 
strong and healthy now, and wonderfully improved 
in looks, keeps the tiny cottage in capital order. 
Emmie told me one clay, as a great secret, that 
Eosie had won the heart of a certain steady, God­ 
fearing young fisherman of their acquaintance, 
and that, if all went well, before another Christ­ 
mas came round she would no longer be Eosie

Morrison. " But, you know," Emmie added, smil­ 
ing, " that will make no difference to her and me, 
for come what may we shall be ' friends throuo-li all! '"

d>c0r0£ ^tftetfir's CIjetL
ESSIE LEIGH, a strong, healthy, in­ 

dustrious young woman, 'who had 
scarcely known a day's illness since 
childhood, was standing over her 
washing at the back of the house in 
which she had filled the post of general 

servant for several years. It was 
between six and seven in the evening, and she 
was about finishing a rather heavy day's work, 
when a well-known signal told her that some one 
was waiting to speak with her at the side door. 
Colouring slightly, and putting away the last 
batch of wet linen, she hastened to answer the 
summons.

" Well, Bessie," said a deep manly voice, " how 
are you this evening ? Washing day again is it ?" 
the speaker added with a merry twinkle in his 
large brown eyes.

"T am quite well, George, thank }rou," responded 
the workwoman, "and it is washing day, as you 
can see. But what has brought you here so soon 
to night ?"

" The fact is, Bessie, I come to ask you a very 
particular question, and I can't make a speech, 
you know."

" I never asked you to make a speech, George." 
" Of course not, but—but—" 
"Well, go on, man."
" Will you be ready to get married next week ?" 
"Next week?" repeated Bessie, in a tone of 

surprise, " no, certainly not, George." 
" When then ? " 
" I can't tell."
" Can't tell! come, come, Bessie dear, we have 

known each other a great many years, and I 
want to settle matters between us. I've got a 
long regular job now—no end of building going 
on, Bessie—and I've saved a few pounds to start 
with, and mother promises to help us in useful 
house things, so that—that surely you can't have 
any objection."

Bessie Leigh turned her eyes from her visitor, 
and after a pause, during which she was thinking 
what to say. "But I have a very big objection, 
George," she answered firmly. 

" Indeed ! what is it ?"
"You're a good carpenter, George, because I 

heard your master say so, but I'm not so snre 
about your making a good husband." 

"Why, Bessie?"
"Because you're half married already." 
"Half married! half married!" echoed the 

workman, opening his eyes very wide, " what can 
you mean, woman ? I never thought of any other 
lass than yon, Bessie."

"I never said you did, George, yet you're half 
married for all that."

"How? I can't understand you," and the 
workman gave his companion a very c^ross look 
as he spoke.

" Well, George, yon needn't stare at me so black 
like, I only mean what I say," was the quiet re­ 
sponse. " You've given more than half your 
affections to the public house, and I'm not going 
to have a rival like that to battle with, George," 
added Bessie boldly.

There was a long silence after these last words 
had been spoken, and the carpenter's face went 
very red. At length he spoke, " Brave, good 
lass," he said, in a voice that sounded as if some­ 
thing had got into his throat, "you're right. 
You've told the truth, so I won't deny it. A 
working man like me can't afford to support or 
keep two houses on honestly, private and public. 
I own my weakness; it's only that, Bessie, and 
with God's and your help, I will cure it."

'• I hope so, George, with all my heart," said 
Bessie Leigh, feelingly.

" I believe you ; say no more just now. Good- 
by for the present;" then lowering his voice to a 
whisper, the workman added, "You'll wait for me 
till I'm better, won't you, dear Bessie P"

" Yes, if you only set about it like a man," was 
the prompt reply.

"That I will, Bessie ; don't fear. You've given 
me one check to-night, and I hope to give you
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another some clay. Let me know if you leave 
here before I see you again, because I won't call 
till I've kept my promise and proved my words," 
and with a sudden wave of his hand, and another 
earnest " Goocl-by, Bessie," the workman turned 
his steps homeward.

Nearly six months had elapsed since George 
Dobson had seen Bessie Leigh, nor had she written 
to him, or sent any message of any sort, so that 
he naturally began to wonder if she was still in 
the same place, and to fear that she might be 
ailing or in some trouble. "I think I'm safe now 
from public-house temptation and beery shop- 
mates," he said to himself with a contented smile, 
" so I'll just get my cheque ready and go round 
there to-morrow night and hear what she has to 
say."

Accordingly the fol­ 
lowing evening found 
the young workman at 
the same side door again 
signalling his sweet­ 
heart to come and have 
a chat with him.

" "Well, Bessie," he 
began, "how have you 
got along since I saw 
you ?"

"Oh, all right,George. 
About the same you 
know. Are you better ?" 

" Don't I look so ? " 
" Ye—s," she an­ 

swered, with a slight 
blush, " But why didn't 
you come round sooner?" 

" Because I wanted 
to feel sure that I had 
mastered the public- 
house, and here's the 
proof, Bessie."

" Oh, ah !" exclaimed 
the maiden, disap­ 
pointedly, " a piece of 
paper with some figures 
on it. Signing the 
pledge isn't any proof 
for me, George."

Bessie's savings were 
in the Post-office, so 
she knew nothing about 
cheques.

" I haven't signed the 
pledge, lass. That's 
your cheque"—holding 
it up—" the one I pro­ 
mised to give you if you 
would accept of it. 
There, will you take it?" 

" It's no use to me, 
man. What can I do 
with it?"

" Turn it into coals, 
rent, butter, boots, tea, 
beef — anything that's 
wanted to keep house 
on, Bessie."

" Nonsense, George, 
how can you say so ?" 
and Bessie Leigh laugh­ 
ed heartily in spite of 
herself.

" No laiighing matter, 
my pretty sweetheart; 
but let nie tell you all 
about it. When I left 
you that night I made 
my mind up to put 
every penny I used to 
take to the public-house into the bank instead, 
and having done so this bit of paper is the upshot. 
This cheque, Bessie, is worth just five pounds 

' seventeen shillings and eight pence, so that I used 
to spend out of my poor earnings nearly five 
shillings a week on useless slop. Now will you 
have me ? Are you ready p" 

No answer.
" Well, I can do no more, lass," continued the 

workman dolefully, " to show that I love you and 
mean to keep yon comfortable like. Will you 
have me ? You've made a new man of me ; and 
next week we'll have the knot tied that shall 
bind us together for ever, Bessie."

"And you won't fall in love with the public 
house again, George ?"

" No, my dear lass, but I will pray that other

workmen and workmen's wives may follow your 
and my example."

"And so will I, George, for mother said just 
before she died, ' Bessie dear, never marry a man 
who drinks.'"

Thus soberly and with a clear course the young 
couple began the battle of life, owing nobody any­ 
thing, save the Giver of all mercies and goodness.

J. C.

VARIETY OF CHARACTER.—All is not attractive 
that is good. Iron does not sparkle like the dia­ 
mond, yet it is useful. Gold has not the fragrance 
of a flower, yet it is valuable. So different persons 
have different grades of excellence, and to be just, 
we must have an eye to all.—WILBEKFORCE.

His Call.—St. Matt. iv. 19; St. Mark i. 16-18.

II.
N a former paper we considered 

Andrew's call to Peter to come to 
Christ, and we saw that Peter came 
to_our Lord and saw Him. and heard 
Him speak to him by name. It does 
not, however, seem that Peter followed 

It is in St. John's gospel only thatChrist then.

we read of the first interview that Peter had with 
our Lord. St. Matthew and St. Mark tell us of 
the direct call given by Christ to Simon and 
Andrew, when, as they were busy with their fish­ 
ing-nets in their boats, the Lord passed by and 
said, " Follow Me," and they "forsook their nets 
and followed Him.'' Now, these men must have 
thougJit very much of Christ since that first day 
when they saw Him, but they hesitated to follow 
Him. They had seen Him, and heard Him, and 
they went back to their daily life and daily work 
of fishing on the lake. There had been some steps 
taken towards Christ, but then there was a holt. 
It is just so with some persons now. Some sermon 
has touched them; some friend has spoken to 
them. They are interested ; they think they 
must begin to seek Christ; but they don't get on. 

They are as a child, 
who, going to school, 
should learn his ABO 
and stop short there! 
There is just a begin­ 
ning, there is a first step, 
but there is no second 
step. Now, why is this ? 
You will remember the 
excuses given by the 
guests invited to the 
wedding feast in our 
Lord's parable (Luke 
xiv. 18-20), one said he 
had " bought a piece of 
ground," another said 
he had " bought five 
yoke of oxen," and an­ 
other said he had " mar­ 
ried a wife." These 
were the reasons given 
for refusing the king's 
invitation. There was 
nothing wrong in any 
one of these things in 
themselves, but they 
were hindrances to the 
men invited to the feast. 
There is nothing wrong 
in a man's being occu­ 
pied in his daily work 
and business; on the 
contrary, men must 
work, and do it with 
their might, too ! But 
when the business of 
this life so fills the heart 
and mind that there is 
no room left for God 
and Heaven, then it be­ 
comes a hindrance, then 
there is danger. It may 
be that Simon and An­ 
drew's fishing-nets had 
hindered them from fol­ 
lowing Christ. The 
nets were all right, in 
their right place, but 
they were all wrong if 
they kept back these 
men from Christ. But 
there are other things 
that hinder a decided 
step being taken. Fear 
of man is one of these. 
Simon and Andrew 
might have said to one 
another, " What will 
every one say of us, if 
we follow Christ?" 
They feared, perhaps, 
persecution, or ridicule. 

A laugh has turned back many a soul that had 
begun to think seriously. Many do not dare to 
be unlike other people. "The fear of man briugeth 
a snare (Prov. xxix. 25); but he that will go to the 
kingdom must expect a cross." Has not our Lord 
said, " If any man will come after Me, let him 
deny himself, and take up his cross daily, and 
follow Me" (Luke ix. 23).

Let us note the necessity of a personal call 
from Christ. Andrew led his brother near to 
Christ, but he could not make him Christ's fol­ 
lower. Friends may plead with us and urge us to 
come to Christ, but they cannot do more; each 
one must hear for himself the voice of Christ 
The woman of Samaria gathered many out of thy 
city to the well-side to listen to Christ, and mane, 
believed on Him, but when the Lord had tarried
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with them two days, " many more believed because 
of His own word, and said unto the woman, now 
we believe, not because of thy saying, for we have 
heard Him ourselves" (John iv. 28-30, 39-41). We 
must hear Christ for ourselves. John the Baptist 
had great influence over Herod, and Herod " did 
many things" for John, but he only did them/or 
John, and so it all came to nothing. To have a 
friend who loves God is a great matter for any one 
of us. It may lead us to Christ, but it may not! 
It has been truly said, " a man-made Christian is 
no Christian."

What was Peter called to ? To be a " fisher of 
men." He had been busy with his nets catching 
fish, now he was to use another " net," and so 
catch other " fish." He was to use the G-ospel 
net, and he was to catch souls. A net is a very

food figure. In the using of it there is faith and 
ope, patience and perseverance; and there is re­ 

joicing, reward, and disappointment. The fisher­ 
man, each time he goes out to his work, hopes to 
catch fish ; he is pa­ 
tient and persever­ 
ing. He is often dis­ 
appointed, but he lets 
down his net again 
and again. The 
" fisher" of men's 
souls needs to have 
much faith and much 
patience. What a 
picture of this we 
have in St. Paul 
(Acts xx. 18-35). 
He tells the elders of 
Ephesus hew he had 
" taught them pub­ 
licly and from house 
to house," and how 
he had " ceased not 
to warn every one 
night and day with 
tears.'5 The fisher­ 
man goes out at all 
times and seasons. 
Any one who seeks 
to win souls must 
seize opportunities. 
" In the morning sow 
thy seed, and in the 
evening withhold not 
thy hand" (Eccles. 
ix. 6). " Preach the 
Word, be instant in 
season, out of sea­ 
son" (2 Tim. iv. 2). 
It is said of Mr. 
Moody, the great 
mission preacher, 
that he made a re­ 
solve to let no day 
pass without his 
having spoken to 
some one about his 
soul. The fisherman 
rejoices when fish are 
caught in his net. It 
is thus with the 
seeker of souls. It 
is the deepest and 
most wonderful joy 
in the world to win 
a soul to Christ. It 
was the joy of Christ 
to save souls : '' Who 
for the joy that was 
set before Him endured the cross, despising 
the shame" (Heb. xii. 2). The parables of the 
lost sheep and the lost piece of money tell us 
of the joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth 
(Luke xv.). And if angels rejoice, shall not we ? 
Do we ask how this subject can apply to each one 
of us?_ All are not called to the special work of 
a missionary or "fisher" of souls; yet each fol­ 
lower of Christ can seek to lead at least one other with him in the way to Heaven.

Peter and his brother forsook all to follow Christ. 
A great choice was placed before them. The choice 
lay between this world and Christ; and by the 
power of God's grace they were enabled to rise up 
and follow Christ. Could not He make up to them 
for all that thev had forsaken p Oh ! yes, a hun­ 
dredfold more in this present life; and in the 
world to come eternal life (Mark x. 30).

M. E.

(MY * If £Jjuu 0f
|0 you think you would like to go to 

Roxby, Laura?"
" Yes, I think I should; it would 

be an entire change, and secure un­ 
interrupted quiet to you." The 
lady's eyes rested fondly on her 
husband; then turned aside to a 

somewhat delicate-looking boy of four or five years 
of age, who was standing at the window of a 
tastefully furnished apartment overlooking the 
Thames.

" Mamma, will there be any steamers at Rox- 
by ?" asked the boy, without turning his head.

''I do not know, deai\" Mrs. Godwin looked 
inquiringly at her husband who answered, " If 
there are not steamers there will be fishing smacks

VESSEL OP UNPRETENDING APPE\KANCE WAS NEAUING THE LANDIXG-STAGE."—See page

and boats, and green hills for Hugbie to climb, 
and every thing to make a little boy happy," he 
added fondly, as he caressed his son's curly head.

"And an entire cessation from work and worry 
for you, Arthur," murmured his wife as she noted 
the careworn look on her husband's face. " De­ 
cide on Roxby, and let us all be off at once."

In less than a week following, the Godwins 
started on their journey, and their pleasant rooms 
in the Temple were vacated for a time.

The delight of having the society of her hus­ 
band entirely to herself, was a pleasure Mrs. 
Godwin had not experienced since their last brief 
holiday a year ago. The busy life of a barrister, 
and the conventionalities of the world, prevented 
their enjoying much of each other's company. 
They had decided on Roxby as being one of the 
most out-of-the way places that had come to their 
notice. In the first instance it was five miles

from any railway station. The post only came in 
once a day; it was a locality little frequented by 
visitors, and Mrs. Godwin saw a prospect of un­ 
disturbed rest to her beloved husband. Not 
even the inconvenience of travelling without her 
maid, who acted in the twofold capacity of wait­ 
ing woman to herself and nurse to her boy, was 
able to damp her spirits. " We shall find a strong, 
faithful, kind-hearted girl down there whom we 
can trust to fill nurse's place for a while." But 
on reaching Roxby none answering this descrip­ 
tion were forthcoming. Indeed, if the truth must 
be stated, a thrill of disappointment, not unmixed 
with feelings of apprehension, was experienced by 
gentle Mrs. Godwin as she surveyed the inhabi­ 
tants whose dialect was unintelligible to her.

The woman who owned the new dwelling-place 
was described as being obliging and civil; but 
from the moment Mrs. Godwin saw her, her sensi­ 
tive nerves somehow took fright. It might have 
been owing to the rough manner in which Peg 

_ ]STeil, as she was 
called, lifted the 
child from the ve­ 
hicle, placing him on 
the ground witli force 
enough to dislocate 
his hips, or snap the 
bones of his ancles. 
She then held out 
her huge red arms 
strong with bone and 
muscle, and made a 
grasp at Laura God­ 
win, but the little 
woman instinctively 
drew back from her 
advances. An ugly 
scowl came to Peg's 
brow ; she noted the 
shrinking gesture, 
and the manner in 
which the lady al­ 
most clung to her 
husband as he as­ 
sisted her to descend. 
She muttered some­ 

thing under her 
breath; the colour 
in her face increas­ 
ing to a dusky red, 
as she lifted the large 
leather travelling 
trunk into her arms 
and strode tosvards 
the house.

The expectations 
of reward of one 
Allan Macgrab, who 
had driven them to 
their lodgings were 
not disappointed ; 
with a smile of grati- 
fication on his 
bronzed, good - hu­ 
moured face, he 
wished the new ar­ 
rivals every happi­ 
ness, and departed; 
not however without 
a suddenly whispered 
warning, as he nod­ 
ded meaningly in 
the direction of the 
cottage, " Whatever 
yer do, don't offend her—she's all very well when she taker, a fancy; 

but since that affair of——"
The stalwart form of Peg in the doorway of the 

cottage cut short the remainder of the speech; 
but as Alan mounted his seat, he added myste­ 
riously, " On'y his clothes were found." With 
this comforting addition, he gathered up the reins 
and drove off.

With rather a heavy heart, and a strange feel­ 
ing of coming ill, Mrs. Godwin entered the little 
dwelling. All pleasure of her holiday seemed 
gone; and the novelty of her surroundings, which 
at _another time would have been a source of in­ 
finite delight, failed in giving her satisfaction. 
Everything was scrupulously clean, and there was 
nothing with which to find fault. And yet Laura 
Godwin Avaa not at ease ; her husband discovered 
her disquietude by the restless glance of her dark 
eyes, and her disinclination to let Hughie be a
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moment out of her sight. He did his best to laugh 
her out of her impressions, prophesying that after 
a good night's rest affairs would wear a different 
aspect.

"Heaviness may endure for a night, but joy 
cometh in the morning;" and Laura Godwin 
almost smiled at her own fears as she took her 
place at the breakfast table. The people were 
rough and uncouth; but still they might be honest 
and kind, she told herself; and with the sunbeams 
dancing into her very teacup, and in the presence 
of her watchful and attentive- husband, she felt 
quite brave.

Even when her landlady, looking stronger, and, 
if the fact must be mentioned, fiercer than ever, 
entered the room, she bestowed . on her a most 
conciliatory smile ; but it quickly died off her 
face as she noted the scowl with which it was re­ 
ceived. The driver's warning came back to Mrs. 
Godwin's mind, and apprehensions began to return. 
But a night's rest had given her strength to do 
battle with her fears ; and besides, with her hus­ 
band, what need was there for alarm ?

A week thus passed. The Godwins were just 
finishing breakfast, Hughie in an ecstasy of 
delight at the prospect of hunting for crabs 
among the rocks, which were just visible from 
their sitting-room window. The rumble of wheels 
was heard outside, and a tumult and Babel of 
voices. " What noisy persons they are!" the rough 
sounds jarred on Mrs. Godwin's nerves; the look 
of uneasiness returned to her face as the door of 
the apartment opened, and Peg ISTeil presented 
herself at the entrance.

" It was Allan Macgrab that brought it over. 
He wanted to come in and giv' it yer hissel', but 
I wotildn't let him—a talkative old——" she mut­ 
tered something not very complimentary under 
her breath, as she placed a buff-coloured envelope 
in front of Mr. Godwin.

He hastily tore it open, his face becoming an 
ashen gray as he read the contents ; it was a few 
moments ere he was able to speak.

" Laura!" his wife started at the changed tones 
of his voice. " My dear, don't let me frighten 
yoxi," as he noted the alarmed look of her face, 
"but there's bad news from Castle Court. Mother 
has been taken suddenly ill, and I must go to her ; 
the telegram says ' Come directly.' "

Arthur Godwin was on his feet, and moving in 
the direction of the door. As he spoke he turned 
and paused.

"What am I to do?" he asked; "there is no 
time to lose. I ought to go off directly, and 
yet——"

His eyes anxiously and lovingly sought his 
wife's countenance.

" Of course you must go," she answered quietly. 
"But you?"
" I ? I can come too—we must all go." 
" That is just the difficulty—we can't all go at 

onco, and to delay till the evening will perhaps be 
putting it off too late."

The old care-worn look returned to Arthur God­ 
win's face as he scanned the situation. If he went 
by himself immediately he might catch the early 
train from Harweath, and reach London that 
night; with wife and child a delay must ensii3— 
packing had to be done, the rate of travelling 
would be slower, and he might not get to Castle 
Court in time to see his mother alive. Yet Laura 
could-not be left; she felt timid even with him 
there. Anxious care quickly effaced the effects of 
his short holiday, and Mr. Godwin's face was full 
of perplexity as he turned towards his wife.

'' Do you mind being left here?" he asked, 
hutriedly, feeling assured as he did so that no 
harm would befall either wife or boy—least he 
trusted all would be well with them. Her strength 
was equal to her necessity, and Laura Godwin un­ 
hesitatingly answered,—

" Why should I ? The people only seemed 
strange at first; I am used to them now," she 
raised her eyes fearlessly to her husband's face, 
and felt bravely capable of carrying through her 
self-imposed ordeal.

The sitting-room door was partly open while this 
conversation took place ; but neither Arthur God­ 
win nor his wife was aware that every word of it 
had reached the ears of Peg Neil, over whose 
rugged countenance a self-satisfied smile passed 
as she heard the decision. Thrice she muttered 
three mysterious-sounding sentences as she care­ 
fully swept the dust from the step; then a wistful 
look crept into her eyes ; she rested on the broom, 
handle, and looked across the sea.

"It is na luck—na luck—never agin," she nrut- 
tered, as the hard-set look came back to her mouth, 
and the fierce light to her eyes.

At that moment Mr. Godwin threw wide the 
sitting-room door; his heart misgave him as he 
caught sight of the woman. The next moment, 
Avith an impulse which he was unable to define, 
he turned towards her, told her he was suddenly 
summoned to London, and would leave the lady 
and little boy in her care for a day or two.

The strange look that came into Peg's eyes as 
she veiled them for a moment with her thick dark 
lids was a riddle to Arthur and his wife. The 
woman was silent for a moment, then, while 
cheeks and brow became of a duskier red, she an­ 
swered ; " Yer can't do better, yer'ne decided well." 

After her husband had started on his journey, 
(Alan Macgrab's van, which had other business 
at Eoxby, conveyed him to Harweath station) 
Laura felt the full force of her loneliness. Little 
Hugh, who—as often happens with only children 
—had, heard the conversation of his parents, 
was no stranger to his mother's feelings; with 
an assumption of bravery which, poor little 
fellow, he was very far from feeling himself, he 
promised to take care of mamma now papa was 
away. But notwithstanding these valiant inten­ 
tions, a scared look came into his eyes as he and 
his mother returned to their little dwelling. Mrs. 
Godwin saw the necessity of repressing her own 
nervousness for the sake of her boy.

When they got back Peg Neil was out—a most 
unusual thing for her—and when at last she made 
her appearance, hurried and breathless, as though 
her journey had been performed in haste, she did 
not seem best pleased to see them—muttering, with 
a frown, that she didn't expect they would come 
back so soon.

All that day Peg Neil seemed in a state of rest­ 
less anxiety, which was not unnoticed by Mrs. 
Godwin, whose 'fears it did not tend to calm.

That night passed without any misadventure ; 
in the course of the following day a letter came 
from Mr. Godwin telling of his safe arrival at 
Castle Court. His mother was still alive, but he 
would not be able to return to Eoxby while she 
remained in so precarious a condition.

It was the second night of Mr. Godwin's absence, 
his wife, worn out with over-exertion through 
taking a long walk in the heat of the day, had 
retired to rest quite early. Her head was throb­ 
bing with pain as she laid it on the pillow, and it 
was some time before she obtained relief in sleep. 
At last her eyes closed, and she felt her weariness 
no more.

How long she had slept she knew not, but she 
was roused by a noise. She was wide awake in a 
moment, with every sense and faculty on the alert, 
her heart beating so loudly that it seemed as 
though it must disturb little Hugh. But he slept 
peacefully on while his mother lay and listened.

She was not mistaken, there were steps beneath 
the window; then she heard the latch of the street 
door stealthily lifted and some one enter the house. 
It was a heavy tread—-not Peg Neil's, thoiigh that 
was heavy enough, she had gone to bed long ago, 
but this was the step of a man.

Mrs. Godwin seemed bathed in a cold dew, as 
cautiously the steps advanced, making the stairs 
creak as though some heavy weight was on them. 
There was a pause ; then she heard a low tap at 
the door next her own, while a strange voice spoke 
words which she could not understand.

What could it mean ? Every pulse in Mrs. 
Godwin's body beat violently. She heard a half- 
smothered sound, whether of joy, fear or anger, 
she could not decide, proceed from the adjoining 
room. Then there was a brief interval of silence, 
and the feet began slowly to descend the stairs 
again ; a short time afterwards Peg Neil followed 
them.

No one but an extremely nervous little woman, 
like Mrs. Godwin was, would have attached a 
moment's uneasy consideration to these move­ 
ments, somewhat strange though they were.

She placed her hands to her hot, throbbing 
brow; the dull ache of the night before had 
returned with increased vehemence, while the 
very thoughts of that broiling walk in the noon­ 
day sun caused a feeling of sickness.

The reason why so many are unable to take Cocoa is, that the 
varieties commonly sold are mixed with Starch, under the plea of 
rendering them soluble; while really making them thick, heavy 
and indigestible. This may be easily detected, for if Cocoa thickens 
in the cap it proves the addition of Starch. Cadbury's Cocoa Es­ 
sence is genuine; it is therefore three times the strength of these 
Cocoas,and a refreshing beverage like Tea or Coffee.—[ADTI.]

Her disquietude of mind, no doubt, accelerated 
matters; a few hours later she was in a raging 
fever; it was little Hugh who gave the alarm, 
tearful and nearly scared out of his wits with 
fright by his mother's incoherent moans.

Wherever she had been the night before, Peg 
ITeil was attending to her household duties in the 
morning, and she heard Hugh's plaintive sobbing 
as his mother lay unmindful of his wants.

Such sounds were unusual,-and had not been 
heard during the sojourn of the Godwins beneath 
her roof. >

" Mother, darling, why don't you get up and 
dress me ?" Then there was a fresh burst of grief 
from little Hugh, who was not used to having his 
wishes disregarded. This continued for some time, 
and at last, as the breakfast hour passed without 
either mother or boy appearing, Peg Neil, her 
dark face looking darker than ever, strode up the 
stairs and knocked at the door.

Hughie's cries ceased; he pressed his cheeks to 
his mother's, slid his arm under her neck, and 
listened. A moan escaped Mrs. Godwin's lips— 
the next instant Peg was in the room, at her bed­ 
side—rough, uncultivated Peg Nell! And there 
was no one else to render any assistance, and the 
delicately-nurtured woman and her boy were com­ 
pletely at her mercy.

* * * -* * *
Meanwhile apprehensions as to the welfare of 

his wife and child were pressing heavily upon 
Arthur Godwin. It was well that the improved 
health of his mother now allowed of his leaving 
Castle Court, for his anxiety would admit of no 
further delay.

For two whole days no letters had reached him. 
He had written and telegraphed, but no reply had 
come, and his mind could receive no other conclu­ 
sion than that something was wrong. On the 
morning of the third day he left London for Eoxby.

At Harweath station he fell in with Alan 
Macgrab, who was generally about the spot when 
a train came in. He could tell him little of Eoxby; 
he had been over there a few days ago, but had 
seen nothing of Peg ITeil.

She was often so queer and fierce, and snapped 
him up at every word he spoke, that though they 
were old friends of the long ago he didn't care for 
going nigh her place—"but she's never been the 
same, yer Honour, since that affair, folks said." 
Alan paused: Mr. Godwin was stepping into the 
vehicle; he felt assured that he should get to 
Eoxby as qiiickly that way as any other. " Folks 
said," continued Macgrab, as he gathered the reins 
in his hands, and turned the horse's head, '' that 
he was drowned, but I believes different."

" Who was drowned ? I don't understand ? "
" Harry Neil, Peg's son."
" I did not know she had one."
" Och, yes, she's a widow, and young Harry 

was her on'y comfort; but Peg was always a 
queer temper, and tart enough to liim sometimes, 
and the young fellow wouldn't stand it longer. 
It is my opinion that he just made off to sea and 
left some of his clothes on shore, to put folks on 
a wrong track—any how," continued Alan, " Peg's 
not been safe to be left with ever since. At times 
she dun know what she's doing."

Poor Arthur Godwin! The few miles that 
separated him from Eoxby-seemed interminable 
—but his was not the only anxious ruind in that 
vicinity.

* * * * * *
A couple of miles distant, at a small fishing- 

place, known as Fife's Quay, a vessel of unpre­ 
tending appearance was nearing the landing stage; 
there was nothing unusual in the size or aspect 
of the barque itself, nor, at the first glance, of the 
men on board. But to a close observer it was 
evident that one among their number was moved 
by feelings stronger than his fellows. Perhaps 
he was a native of that locality, and the green, 
hills and cottages dotted hitlnr and thither, may 
have awakened some fond memories, But it was 
not on these that his gaze was fixed, btit on a 
fleet of fishing smacks, the white sails of which 
made a picturesque addition to the surrounding 
scene. But boats, hills, and cottages were alike 
hidden from his view -by the' mist that gathered 
in his eyes. That same fleet brought to mind the 
one in which his own father had been lost—he 
had left land well and strong-—his happy wife and 
boy awaiting his return—but, alas! storm and 
wind ordained otherwise ; his comrades returned 
safe to land, but he perished; this it was that had 
made—the man brushed his rough hand across
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his eyes as ho murmured, " yes, that first changed 
her, and I ought to have kept by her and have 
done my best; but instead"— his broad chest 
heaved; a moment after his face lighted with 
hope as he added reverently, "and please God I 
will, if I am not too late."

It was his mother of whom he was thiukin 
not perhaps the most gentle and loving of mothers, 
but still his mother, and therefore claiming his 
most tender love and sympathy

His two years' absence had aged, and, as her 
neighbours said, " hardened her;" but the last 
few days softening influences had been around 
her; a sick woman and a little child had been 
cast on her care; with the work came the needful 
materials for it. The rough hands grew gentle ; 
the loud voice and heavy tread became soft, and 
even the rugged, weather-beaten countenance, 
s j.i\red by kind thoughts for another's good, wore 
a more genial aspect.

Illness changes all things; it was from her 
couch of pain that Mrs. Godwin began to recog­ 
nise qualities of sterling worth in the woman 
from whom, owing to an unfavourable appear­ 
ance and uncultivated manner, she had shrunk 
and distrusted.

In her office of nurse, Peg Neil appeared in a 
new character; she not only removed all un­ 
pleasant impressions, but convinced Mrs. Godwin 
that she was a kinder person than she had given 
her credit for.

"You have had experience in nursing," she 
said, as she watched Peg about the room.

" Yes, a little, folks call me out as they want 
me; Old Eiley fetched me to his granddaughter 
the other night, may be yer heard him ?"

•Mrs. Godwin had done so as we know, but 
other matters claimed her attention. At that 
moment there was a rumbling sound of wheels, 
followed by hasty steps on the stairs ; and the 
next moment her husband was in the room.

A mist gathered in Peg Neil's eyes as she saw 
the joyful meeting of husband, wife and child, 
Her heart felt aching and dull, as she slowly 
moved down the stairs. Nor coiild she help 
asking the question why some were so happy, 
while others_—-, a suppressed cry escaped her 
lips; she/raised her eyes to the opening door; 
only for an instant she gazed in astonishment at 
the figure before her; the next, she also was 
closely folded in loving arms, strong to work for 
and shield her from further ill; Harry Neil, her 
truant son, had returned to his home again, and 
his mother took him to her heart and forgave 
him.

From that little dwelling fervent prayers of 
thankfulness went up to Heaven that night. The 
angel of mercy had been scattering loving gifts 
abroad; and grateful hearts were strengthened in 
love and praise to the Great Giver of all good.

Mrs. Godwin recovered from her illness; and 
when she left Roxby she took away with her a 
more favourable opinion of the people than she 
otherwise might have clone.

Ever since that memorable visit she has ceased 
to judge by^theu.out^a,rd appearance, convinced 
that many a kind nature and gentle heart exist 
beneath a rough exterior. Neither Arthur God­ 
win nor his wife will ever forget their visit to 
Roxby.

SUSIE.

I THINK I have reached the " land of Beulah,"
Where the happy pilgrims rest; 

Waiting the " message'from the King,"
Io come with a summons blest.* 

I he air is calm, and sweet, and pure,
And the roses all a-blow; 

And the scent of the pinks and lilac bloom,
liermnds me of long ago.

•I sit in peace at my journey's end,
And think of the bygone days ; 

lucre s but little cause for grief thro' all.
And much for my thanks and praise. ' 

I scarcely feel my fourscore years
Only I'm slow to hear, ' 

And a little tired now and then,
As we feel when the rest-time's near.

All voices give me a gentle word,
All eyes wear a kindly light; 

The world is full of charity,
When, we've learnt to read it aright, 

Sometimes I look back on thwarte'd plans,
And things that have vexed me sore ; 

But Time has smooth'dthem all wonderfully,
They trouble me now no more. .,

The loving little ones bring their flowers,
To lay on their graudame's knee, 

Like children out of the Golden City,
In the dear old allegory. 

Ay, I fancy I hear "the bells a ringing,"
When the twilight breeze is low; 

And trace " the bands of the shining ones,"
In the golden sunset glow.

The homely household things about me,
I have known them many a year, 

I shall soon be leaving them all behind,
The time must be very near. 

Yes, doubtless this is the " Border-land,"
Where the weary pilgrim's rest; 

And 1 must watch for the Great King's call,
'Twill come when He thinks it best.

C. I. PBINGLE.
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OHAPTEE IX.
DOWN HILL.

to Mr. Galley's the tailor, in Alexandra 
Street, Kockton, the next day. Margaret took 
me, and Mr. Galley pulled out a letter from Mr. 
Knighton, which evidently made him treat us 
with great civility.

It was arranged for me to go every clay at eight, 
and work till six o'clock. I was to have an hour 
'or dinner, and for this my generous friend had 

made provision.
There was only one other apprentice like myself, 

and two journeymen, who worked for good wages, 
and helped in the shop — took down the measures 
Tom customers, and served at the coiinter if Mr. 
Jalley did not happen to be there.

Time passed quickly enough, and for the first 
TWO years of my tailoring I was happy. Margaret 
;aught me to read and write in the winter evenings, 
and I suppose I was quick at this, for very soon 
reading became my great joy and pleasure. I 
devoured every book within my reach, and they 
were all good books in Adam's house.

The " Pilgrim's Progress " I read over and over 
again. I would take it up to bed and put it under 
ny pillow, and tell Cherry stories out of it, and 
}y the time she was four 3rears old she knew all 
ibout the burden on Christian's back.

Ah ! sweet little maid ; she would point to my 
>ack and say : —

" Bigger than poor Phil's."
I craved for books, and when Adam saw it, he 

was so good as to let me go to the coffee-house 
where there were lots of papers and wholesome 
•eading provided.

Every other Sunday afternoon I went to see my 
ittle Willie, but I never felt welcome there or at 
lome. The child was pampered and spoiled, and 
after my little Cherry, there was nothing taking in 
lim. My aunt always said so ninch about her deed 
of charity to her dead sister's child, that, as I 
rew older, I disliked more and. more to go near 
ier, and only stayed a few minutes.

And I may say, by the way, that I don't think 
hat my aunt, Mrs. Cross, is the only person 
fho spoils a kindness by vaunting and boasting 
.bout it !

Thus years passed. I had got used to my new 
nickname in the Lane, " Snip," I had learned to 
smile and say good morning, and to take folks 
more as I found them.

The bit of land which Adam had reclaimed was 
?erj productive. He worked there early and late, 
ill it repaid him. I don't think people are ever

more prosperous than their neighbours without 
exciting some jealousy in mean souls. And Adam 
had to experience this. But he held his head above 
it, and often sent me clown to a neighbour's with 
some lettuces, or a few peas, or young potatoes, 
which he thought would be acceptable to some 
aged person or sick child.

"Trouble never came near them Lees," I heard 
an old woman grumble out. "Different to poor 
folks with a large family; only one child to feed 
and clothe, and the poor deformed fellow is in the 
way of earning his bread.'3

Our next door neighbour, Old Jonathan Hinds, 
toddled about his garden, sneered at us over the 
wall, and made himself as unpleasant as he could. 
Sometimes he would call out to me in his old way, 
" He, he ! how's father getting on ?"

Nothing seemed to soften that hard old heart, 
and 110 wonder our little Cherry was afraid of 
him ; she would run and hide when he was leaning 
on the palings.

At the end of three years' apprenticeship to 
Mr. Calley, I was to earn wages, and, I was 
looking forward to that time, when a change came 
over me, brought about in a way that I will now 
tell you. It would not be a faithful story of my 
life if I passed over the next three years iu 
silence. Thank God the dark cloud was not 
suffered .to rest on me always ; I was to come out 
of it, but I never can look back on those times 
without sorrow of heart.

I had been working at Mr. Galley's for two 
years and a half when the apprentice whom I 
found there, having served his time, left the shop, 
and was succeeded by another. His name was 
Ernest Brewer. He was apale, dark-eyed, thought­ 
ful looking young man, and I noticed he had 
always a book under his seat, and was poring 
over it at every spare moment, indeed, a good 
deal more than every spare moment.

I was, as I have said, eager for and hungry 
for books, and this was the beginning of the 
friendship between my new companion and my­ 
self. He had quite a library, for he spent every 
shilling he could scrape up to buy books. There 
was an old book stall on the way between Gallows' 
Acre Lane and Rpckton, and here I used to stop 
and read little bits here and there. My com­ 
panion did the same, often carrying a book away 
for a trifle, in his pocket.

Now by degrees, just in that subtle way that 
slow poison works, this man's friendship began 
to tell on me. He scoffed at the Bible, not in an 
open way, but he called it " old fashioned," and 
said it was all very well for weak-minded women 
and children to read it. As to going to Church 
or Chapel, he never thought of such a thing. 
People went, he said, to show off their best clothes, 
or to meet some one they wanted to see, or because 
it looked respectable.

One Sunday he wanted me to go to a room to 
hear a lecture on " Man," ' Man and his responsi­ 
bilities.' I remember the day well. Ever since 
I had lived with the Lees, I had minded the house 
in turn with Margaret or Adam, and gone to 
Church with one or other of them, morning and 
evening.' •

On this Sunday I said I was going out with a 
friend, and I should not be home till ten o'clock.

"Are you going to Mrs. Cross, then, to spend 
the day P" asked Margaret.

" No," I said, " I am going to a friend's." 
Margaret was silent for a moment, and then 

she said:—
' ; I hope it is a good friend, Phil. I found a 

book in your room, yesterday, with the name of 
Ernest Brewer in it. If he is your friend, he 
cannot be a good one, or he would not lend you 
a book like that."

"You should not pry about in my room," I 
said, rudely enough. I forgot it was her room, 
not mine, for I owed her everything I possessed.

'' Dear Phil," she said gently, " that is a bad 
book, and ought to be burned. I opened it, and 
one of the pictures is quite enough to show me 
what it is like. Here it is," she said, handing 
me the gaudy volume of a very bad novel Ernest 
had lent me. " If you are going to see that friend 
take it back with you."

"I shall do as I choose," I said, "you forget 
I'm nearly eighteen, and know what I'm abo.ut."

How could I speak to her like that, how could 
I slam the door, and go out of the house as I did? 

Well, it was the first decided step down hill, 
and havirg taken it, I gave nryseif up to " running 
down," if I may so express it. I spent that
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Sunday with Ernest Brewer. He was living 
with his old grandmother, Avho was quite deaf, 
and whom he treated as if she were a post.

I found him smoking a pipe in his bedroom, 
which was full of books and papers, and showed 
his tastes were in that direction. We had a good 
dinner in the kitchen, which the old lady 
cooked. She had a little independent means, and 
she allowed her daughter's son to live with her, 
to help her out with her big family, and had paid 
Mr. Caliey for Ernest's apprenticeship. He was 
not grateful, and as I say, showed his grand­ 
mother no sort of kindness or respect. No, these 
are qualities which do not generally show them­ 
selves in young men, who take up notions like 
Ernest Brewer.

He had a great influence over me, he was very 
handsome, his eyes were remarkable, they seemed 
to be always looking out for knowledge.

He had an extraordinary memory, and he 
could recite Shakespeare's plays, and many other 
plays, in a wonderful way.

It is a good many years ago now, but I can 
recall how I drank in every word of the lecture to 
which Ernest took me that Sunday evening. I 
was ignorant and knew nothing of the world, or 
I should have detected, no doubt, that a great deal 
of the man's eloquence was that of a wild boy. 
But I liked to hear the grand talk of all we 
were born to do and achieve, and that poor men 
were just as much, and more raised by intellect 
than rich ; that we were not to trouble ourselves 
about innocent amusement being wrong, that we 
were to act up to our manhood and be free men 
and not slaves.

He pounded the desk before him for an 
hour, and talked a good deal of nonsense, which 
passed for wisdom, because its aim was to set 
up poor erring human creatures as Gods knowing 
good and evil.

" Well," Ernest Brewer said, when he came out 
of the crowded lecture room, " that's rather 
better than Mr. Parson's dry discourse, eh ?" 

" Splendid," I said, " magnificent." 
" Ah, yes. Now come along and have a pipe 

and a glass of beer with me."
" I must go home, now," I said, " thank you," 

but I made a weak sort of resistance, and I was 
overruled. I reached home tired and heavy, about 
eleven o'clock. Adam opened the door. 

" Hallo Phil, where have you been ?" 
" Spending the day with a friend," I said. 
" Have you been to Church ?" 
" No, I have not," I said, " I don't know that 

I shall trouble Church much more."
" Phil, my boy, I'm afraid you have got into 

bad company," Adam said kindly. " I've noticed 
a change in you of late. Now be a man, and 
break off from them whoever they may be."

" I am quite old enough to choose my friends," 
I muttered. " I shall be out of my time at Mr. 
Galley's in two months now, and I shall be able 
to earn my own living, and to be independent. I 
ain't a slave, I 'hope."

" I hope not, Phil, but it looks rather more like 
slavery than freedom, when you can't turn away 
from evil, and as if some one held you in bondage, 
but however that may be, I say this: No one 
lives in my house, under my roof, who does not 
give God due honour and reverence. And if any 
books or papers like those that have been seen, 
of late, lie about, I burn them, that's all. Good 
night."

(To be continued.}
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OR, THE LESSON GEORGE STEPIIENSON TAUGHT.

one need be down who chooses to be 
up. That may not be an elegant way 
of expressing my statement, but it 
is a truth in which I firmly believe, 
and one which I am never tired of try­ 
ing to press home to myself and to 
my neighbours. 

Whilst reading an article in the Times, on the 
centenary of George Stephenson, I have been 
especially reminded of this, my firm conviction.

Having spoken much of the railway hero, the 
writer goes on—"What will be the next chapter

of British enterprise and invention, and who and 
where the men to perform the chief part in it ? 
As to the work to be done, there can be no doubt 
or mystery, for not a day passes without loud com­ 
plaints, indignant remonstrances, fatal oversights, 
and miscalculations, terrible shortcomings, social 
or material evils to be remedied, if possible. 
Whole masses of people, indeed whole classes, 
to be succoured and lifted out of the slough, and 
enormous difficulties placed by Nature in our way, 
evidently tlaat we may exercise our wit and our 
virtues in the attempt to overcome them. Here, 
from all these isles, there arises an almost despair­ 
ing cry from agriculture. .... Here are countless 
problems, and at the same time countless scientific 
discoveries, which, if they lead to nothing else, 
prove the inexhaustible nature of our dominion 
over the elements. Then, for the sea, with its 
terrible average of wreck, and total loss running 
on without intermission, and with but rare abate­ 
ment, who shall say that there is here no work 
for the inventor and improver, who will give his 
mind and heart and soul to it ? Where then are 
the men to be found for all this ? We must not 
look to the high-born or to the wealthy, to those 
who start with fortunes and positions made for 
them. We fear we nrast not look to colleges and 
universities. We must look, if we are to be guided 
by the instance before us,"—and to hundreds of 
of others I could name—" to cottages, to the dark 
depths of the pit, to the smutty shed, to the noisy 
and sultry workroom, to the rough lad doing some 
very humble drudgery in machinery or road, and 
exposed himself to countless dangers and dis­ 
agreeables. We must look to some one with a 
thousand things to complain of, but not complain­ 
ing of them, for he finds in those very things the 
best work he can do, and his providential oppor­ 
tunity."

The italics under the words, " but not complain­ 
ing of them," are mine, although the very spirit 
that breathes through them carries its own strong 
emphasis for the thoughtful and understanding 
reader.

" It is true," says the writer of this Times 
leader, of last June, "that all history, as well as our 
faith, tells us to look low for them that are to do 
great things. It was a shepherd's boy playing 
with the mud (the great Vauban) who covered 
Europe with the stupendous fortifications. .... 
The man who gave us wings, who taught us to 
beat the racehorse, to surpass the flight of the 
swiftest bird, and to make huge argosies, with 
multitudinous passengers, skim over the earth far 
more easily, swiftly, and obediently than over the 
sea, was such as modern philanthropy loves to 
look down on as the object of compassionate aid. 
He was the son of an engine-tenter at a colliery." 

Furthermore, it may be added, that he was very 
often a very hungry little boy, and that he was 
thankful enough when he was promoted to a, hard 
day's work at a wage of twopence. His whole 
education until he was eighteen was learning the 
duties of his daily work.

And yet it can be said of him, and with the 
most perfect truth, that the one time colliery boy, 
the unlettered youth who spared no pains, left no 
stone unturned, to improve not only steam-engines 
but anything and everything that came under his 
hands, in reality, needs no marble or bronze 
monuments to impress his memory upon our 
minds, needs no centenary festival to do him 
honour, for England is itself, with its thousands 
upon thousands of iron rails, bearing along the 
snorting steam-engines throughout its length and 
breadth, one large monument to him, and every new 
wayside railway station that is built throughout the 
world is a fresh testimony to the shrewd, kindly, 
unassuming north-country man, the earnest hard­ 
working genius who carried his grand point for 
the vast benefit of his country, not only against 
the opposition of learning and science, and high 
place and wealth, but against the infinitely more 
powerful antagonists of ridicule, prejudice, fears, 
and self-interests.

^Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, do it 
with thy might," says the Preacher.

"Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily," says St. 
Paul. He was _ a tent maker himself, and I am 
absolutely positive that there was not one single 
stitch of scamp work in _the tents he made, that 
those who bought of him got the best possible 
article for their money.

If George Stephenson had done no world-wide ser­ 
vice to comfort and commerce by his achievements, 
he would still deserve our gratitude for his grand

life-teaching on those two texts, for his splendid 
thoroughness, his unflinching honesty of work 
and purpose. In these respects we can all learn 
of the unlearned pit-boy and brakesman. He was 
a genius—we cannot all be geniuses; but, as Sir 
Charles Wheatstone, the great and incessantly- 
working electrician once said to me with a voice 
and look I shall never forget, '' We can all work ; 
and it is work, not genius, that accomplishe; the 
great and valuable works of the world."

" Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily." I once heard 
one of the best-known and cleverest literary men 
of the present day say, that it put him out of all 
patience to hear people give as excuse for work 
being " scamped," that it was " common work." 
All work was fine work if it was finely done; and 
if he had been a crossing sweeper or a scullery 
maid, he was convinced that he would have tried 
to make his crossing the cleanest in London, or 
his dishes the brightest in the neighbourhood, 
and moreover, have found his pleasant satisfaction 
in so doing. " There is no such thing as ' common 
work,' " he said, and assuredly, in so far as work is 
" done heartily as to the Lord," it is raised into 
that bright and glorious sphere, where nothing is 
"common or unclean."

From a child's spelling lesson well learnt to a 
judge's decision well-considered, from a potato 
saucepan well scoured to the prayerful revision 
of the Holy Scriptures, all is noble work in our 
Heavenly Father's eyes, so long as it is done " with 
our might," so long as we " do it heartily, as to 
the Lord."

From cleaning the rusty bolts of a worn-out 
old machine, or improving the cut of pitmen's 
clothes, to making his great triumph, " the .Rocket" 
steam-engine, Geoi'ge Stephenson did everything 
with his might, heartily; and he won, as one part 
of his reward, high place in men's esteem, good 
position in his country, happily winding up the 
latter days of his life in the beautiful gardens he 
had so well earned, and loved so well, in humor­ 
ously teaching one more lesson, teaching his 
cucumbers that growt straight!

GRACE STEBBING.

" DAYSPHING," BY EMMA MARSHALL, Home Words 
Office, E.G. This is a tale of the time of William 
Tyndale, reformer, scholar, and martyr, and is 
told with all Mrs. Marshall's graphic power. It 
is one of the best of the long series of admirable 
and earnest stories with which this favourite 
writer has delighted so many thousands of English 
readers. We are pleased to note that the work 
is dedicated to the Lord Bishop of Gloucester and 
Bristol.
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