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82 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

By Mrs. GKEGG.

SMALL thatched cottage on the face 
of a low hill/ at the foot of which the 
sea rolled in over a white sandy beach. 
Between the cottage and the beach 
small irregular fields; through which a 
pathway led, and down this pathway an 
old man going along, with a fork over 

his shoulder, wherewith to catch the rolls of brown 
sea-weed that the receding tide was leaving 
behind it; and at the cottage-door a girl stand 
ing looking ;;fter the old roan. Not much to 
begin a story with, and yet there is a story to tell 
about these two: the old man, whose feeble step and 
white hair showed he had nearly reached the goal of 
this troublesome life; and the girl, whose rustic 
beauty had ripened during eighteen summers of a 
contented existence under his fostering care, and 
before whom a glowing perspective of happiness 
reached out, centring in a fine stalwart young fellow 
a farmer's son near, and her accepted lover.

She expected to see him that evening. It was 
Saturday, and he was generally off work rather soonei 
on that day, and Kitty turned from the door where 
the level rays of the sun, as he sank in his ocean-bed 
were throwing a sort of glory round her figure framec 
in the open doorway, and burnishing the heavy coils 
of bright, brown hair that lay on her shapely head— 
turned in and hastened with her evening work, thai 
all might be done, and she at leisure when Stephen 
came.

She had bread to bake, and the goat to milk, anc 
various little fineries of her own to starch and iron : 
frill and cuffs and fine white handkerchief to fold her 
Prayer-book in on the morrow, when she would don 
her Sunday gown and small black hat with the white 
gull's wing" in it that Stephen had given her, and hie 
away over the fields to the little church whose tink 
ling bell was echoed back among the low hills near, 
until the air seemed full of bells.

Kitty had lived in the little cottage near from baby 
hood. She was an orphan, and when her mother, 
old Job's daughter, died, he took the little child and 
reared her.

Old Job had in his younger days gone soldiering, 
and being in the Afghan war was well bruised and 
wounded; so much so, that for his own right leg he 
had from thenceforth to depend on one of cork and 
wood, and thus he had a pension from the Govern 
ment, and with that, and some small industries, such 
as the making of fine basket-work, Job managed to 
maintain himself and little Kitty, and, when the 
time came, gave her a fair share of schooling.

She grew a winsome lass, with bright blue eye and 
rosy cheek, and kindly look and manner.

As she ironed her Sunday frill, she sang one of the 
school hymns—

" There is a happy land, 
Far, far away; "

a shadow fell across the light, and, looking up, there 
was Stephen standing in the doorway.

He looked at her so gravely that her greeting died 
upon her lips, and laying down her iron, the two 
gazed at each other a minute in silence, then he spoke 
first—

"Kitty, your grandfather's nojistweel, an' I come 
on before to tell you. He's a carryin' up."

" Oh, Steevie ! Steevie! " cried the girl; " what's 
that ye're tellin' me ? What's that ye're sayin' ? 
"What ails him P Ye're no for hiding the truth off 
me that he's dead! "

" 'Deed no, then, Kitty; he's no dead, or wasn't 
when I seen him. The doctor'll know when he 
comes what ails him; there's one awa' running for 
him. I say, Kitty, lassie," continued he, "you'd 
best be making ready his bed; they'll be here wi' 
him this minute;" and while he spoke the heavy 
tread of men carrying in poor old Job was heard 
approaching.

At the sight of her grandfather—all friends in one 
to her—brought in thus, to all appearance dead, 
Kitty, flinging up her arms in a gesture of despair, 
uttered a cry that went to the hearts of all who 
heard her, and sprang forward, as if to throw herself 
on the seemingly lifeless form.

Stephen held her back, and the bearers laid poor 
Job upon his bed, which, that he might have the 
comfort of the fire, stood in one corner of the 
kitchen.

Stephen placed his hand on the old man's heart, 
" G-ie over greeting, Kitty," he said, " he's not 
dead; his heart's beating."

The doctor came, and said the same, adding that 
though he was not dead, he was dying. He was not 
likely to waken up to consciousness again, and before 
morning it was probable he would be gone. The 
doctor then left a reviving mixture in case Job might 
be able to swallow it, and bade Kitty send for some of 
the neighbour women to sit up with her; it was not 
right she should be left alone.

When the doctor was asked what it was ailed old 
Job, what had come to him, he said, just the end of 
life; it might be called one kind of fit, or another 
kind of fit; but the truth was, the powers of life were 
worn out, and had thus suddenly given way.

There were others, who, like him, had gone that 
evening to the shore to gather wrack, and they had 
seen Job, after he had gathered but a basketful, lean 
forward on his fork and then sit down in a helpless 
way, and not rising again, they went over to him, and 
he was senseless.

The poor befriend each other. 
There was no difficulty in finding volunteers to 

stay with Kitty through that painful night. Several 
women, the wives of poor men living near, offered 
their services, and Stephen went to tell his friends he 
would not be home that night, and then returned 
and took his place among the watchers.

Towards midnight the old man grew restless and 
began to mutter. His mind had gone far back, and 
he thought he ought to be on parade, and stammered 
something about the colonel and the orderly.

He took the draught they offered him and slept. 
Then towards the morning he roused up again more 
than before and called for Kitty, and when she went 
beside him did not know her, but gradually he 
seemed to do so, and motioned to her to lean down, 
he had something to say to her, but this, whatever 
it was, was never expressed in any way that could be 
understood.

It seemed to be something he wanted her to find, 
and from his articulating the word " prize," several 
times, they thought it was something connected with 
his soldiering days, the more likely because Kitty re 
membered his once telling her that when he came 
home from India, there was a good share of prize 
money waiting to be paid to him.

As the sun rose old Joe passed away. His set 
ting rays had lighted up what Kitty thought now 
was the last happy hour she could ever know.

Could she have understood the message of the 
beams that, in the strength and vigour of the morn 
ing, the great king of day was pouring over the 
awakening earth, they would have told her that if 
the night cometh, there is also a morning, and that 
which seems the close of an existence, is truly its 
entrance into endless life.

It was evening again, the evening of the day when 
old Job's remains were laid to rest among the grassy 
hillocks that surrounded the little church with the 
tinkling bell that echoed through the hills.

Asmall clearfirewas burning on the cottage hearth, 
and beside it sat Kitty silent and alone.

The neighbours, who had watched with her since 
three days ago her grandfather was brought home 
dying, were gone to their own homes unable longer 
to be absent.

One, Mrs. Wilson, who had but lately left the 
iottage promised to come back again at dusk, and 
tay that night with the lonely girl.

How lonely she was Kitty had j ust begun to rea 
lize. Grief and excitement had shut out the future 
from her, until now, when for the first time alone, 
;he necessity for considering that future made itself 
felt.

Her loverwas linked with it only so far as love went. 
He had no independent standing of his own, and 

?eeling and affection alone had yet been named be- 
;ween them.

The little furniture of the cottage,the goat,and a bit 
of potatoes planted at the end of the house, these things 
constituted her inheritance from her grandfather.

He had received his pension a day or two before he 
vas taken ill. The last expenses had thus been met, 
ind she had a trine left.

One thing she liked to remember : they had no
.ebts. When what she had was sold, she could pay
he half-year's rent due on the first of May, and she
vould be homeless then, and must go to service.

She knew nothing of such work as gentry needed,
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and must seek service in some lower sphere where 
strength and willingness were all that would be 
looked for.

The thought was startling and very bitter, but she 
had hardly time to dwell on it when she was roused 
bj the lifting of the door latch, and looking up she 
saw standing on the threshold the burly figure of 
Jakes Lynch, the owner of the little cottage, and 
bit of potato ground that her grandfather had long 
rented from him.

"Good evening to you, Miss Carroll," said he, 
coming in and holding out his hand. " I'm sorry 
for yer trouble. I was away at Kilcar fair the day 
or I'd ha' been at the funeral. Dacent ould man yer 
grandfather was ; every body respected him."

Kitty, striving hard to keep from crying, mur 
mured some acknowledgment.

''You'll be giving up the house?" continued 
Jakes.

Kitty said she would by the first of May, or 
sooner, and she would have the rent for him.

" Oh, I'm not pressing for the rent," said he ; 
" but where will ye be going yersel ? "

Kitty looked at him without speaking, she had no 
answer to that question,

" I've been thinking now," said Jakes after a 
pause, and having said this he paused again, as if not 
quite sure whether to go on. " I've been thinking. 
1 know you're a good girl, careful, and I want a 
housekeeper,—I've been thinking, an' let a wee while 
gae by an' we could coort a bit backward an' forward, 
an' then say we were to get married, eh ? Ye'll no 
say but I've a good down sitting to bring ye to, an' 
it's no a goat ye'll be milking, but ye're ain brave 
six cows; eh, my girl, there's an offer for ye."

Colouring crimson up to the roots of her hair, and 
nearly choking with hurt and angry feeling, Kitty 
replied—

" An' it's one offer, Misthur Lynch, that I'm not 
going to take ; an' I think ye're in a hurry to come 
to me wi ony talk o' the kind, an' my ain dear grand 
father only carried out this morning."

]ST ow Jakes Lynch was rather a great man therea 
bouts. He had a grocery and spirit store, land, cattle, 
and horses. He had never been married, was reputed 
to be rich, and added continually to his wealth by 
lending small sums of money at exorbitant interest.

In appearance he was a big burly man, about forty 
years of age, with a loud voice, and a rough swag 
gering manner.

" I'm in a hurry—is that what ye say ? Well, ye 
can't do a good thing too soon, that's my notion ; an' 
ye'll be flitting anyway, ye'd best flit to good quar- 
thurs. I'm guessing ye'll think twice afore ye say 
no to me; come now, Miss Kitty, don't ye be too 
bashful," and he moved his chair over beside her and 
put out his hand as if to take one of hers.

" You'd best be going home, Mr. Lynch," said she. 
" Oh, now, ye'll surely not be turning me out ? " 

and he edged his chair nearer.
Thereupon Kitty sprang up, made one bound past 

him to the door, and was out of it and away before 
Jakes had recovered his astonishment.

There was no use in sitting there alone ; he went 
out and closed the door after him, muttering angry 
threats as he did so.

Taking a look round before turning towards his 
own place, he saw Kitty fleeing over a grass field in 
the direction of the Wilson's house, and he went home 
in a very fury that he, whom many a girl with a for 
tune would jump at, had been refused by the old pen 
sioner's grand-daughter.

Mrs. Wilson came back with Kitty and was told 
of the visit Jakes Lynch had paid her, and the two 
women sat far on into the night arranging for the im 
mediate giving up of the cottage, and Kitty's seeking 
a home elsewhere.

And where was her own lover Stephen ? 
Why, he was standing with his father in their farm 

stable, engaged in a rather angry encounter, for 
Stephen's father, who sometimes, not very often, when ' 
he was passing Jake's place, went in and had a little 
more than was exactly good for him, had done so 
this evening, and thus had encountered Jakes soon 
after he met with such a discomfiture from Kitty.

Now Jakes had been thinking about Kitty for some 
time, and he had an idea that young Stephen Stinson 
was courting her. He knew of his visits to the cot 
tage in her grandfather's time, and adding a good 
deal to this, he imparted it all, both true and false, to 
Stephen's father, and so sent him home ready to 
demolish Stephen's love affair pretty quickly.

He found that young man busy giving the horses 
their supper and bedding them for the night.

Stephen did not at first see that his father was 
unduly excited, or he would scarcely just then have
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taken what seemed to him the manly course of avow 
ing and then stoutly defending his love for Kitty 
Carroll. It was time to do so, he thought, now when 
she was desolate and alone. He felt as if the very 
avowal threw some kind of protection over her.

" And do you tell me," cried his father, " that you 
are going to marry that beggar."

"She's no beggar, father,nor never was; the old man 
kept her just as independent as you keep my sisters, 
and there isn't a modester girl in the country side. 
I've worked for you, father, for my meat an' clothes 
until I'm four-and-twenty, an' I think I've done my 
duty by you. You gave my sister Jane fifty pounds 
when she was married, an' I'm not craving too much 
when I ask you for the same, an' that'll take Kitty 
an' me to America."

Never had Stephen seen his father so angry; he 
stamped about, saying furious and unjust words, until 
Stephen, thinking it better not to answer him, left 
the stable and him in it, and went to bed to lie awake 
for hours, laying all sorts of plans, both possible and 
impossible, for sheltering and protecting Kitty, whom 
he had not yet asked to be his wife, but of whose love 
he was well assured. In the course of the next day, 
he managed to see her, and was surprised to find she 
was already preparing to give up the cottage. Kitty 
did not tell him of Jakes Lynch's visit, but Mrs. 
Wilson found a chance of doing so ; and Stephen saw 
that, notwithstanding the uncertainty of his own 
position and his want of means, it was juster to Kitty 
that there should be an engagement of marriage be 
tween them, and that it should be known to exist.

On the following Sunday he induced her to walk 
along the beach with him, and he told her exactly 
how he was situated, with nothing to offer but his 
strong arm to work for her, and the heart's love that 
had long been her own; and in the simple feelings of 
an affection that no other had ever shared, Kitty gave 
him her troth.

Bit by bit she sold her small belongings. The 
goat was gone, and the potatoes her grandfather had 
saved so carefully for seed. Then there was the 
plenishing, old, but good once of its kind. Everything 
was sold, but some needful articles were not to be 
taken away until the next morning, for the last 
night in the old house had come.

Mrs. Wilson, who was a widow with a grown-up 
family, had been very kind to the desolate girl, help 
ing and advising her, and she was with her now at 
the last.

Though it was now April, the night was chilly 
with rain falling, and Kitty's stock of firing was ex 
hausted. She had been using up old sticks, and 
odds and ends about the house.

"I wish we may have what will boil the kettle,'' 
said she, and then a happy thought struck her.

Looking up she said, " there's a good stick grand 
father put in between them two rafters; he said the 
screws were loose; if I could reach up I'd pxill it 
down, it was grandfather's ain, and it would make 
a brave fire," and with some little planning Kitty got 
up to where she could lay hold of the stick. A table 
was placed under it, a chair on the table and a stool 
on the chair. A rickety erection, but held by the 
elder woman while Kitty climbed up.

Pushing the stick from under one of the rafters, 
she gave it a vigorous pull and out it came, nearly 
upsetting her by the rebound, but with the stick 
came the screws reported to be loose. A shower of 
dnst fell down upon Kitty's upturned face, and some 
thing like a stone just grazed her head, and struck 
her heavily on the arm.

" Save us and bless us ! " cried Mrs. Wilson, " the 
house is coming down," and not without danger did 
Kitty descend from the unstable footing that Mrs. 
Wilson had let go of in her fright,

" Who'd have thought there'd be a stone up there ?" 
said she wiping the dust out of her eyes.

Is it a stone any way ? " said the other, groping 
on the ground for whatever it was that had given Jvitty such a blow.

"Here it is," said she, holding up something hard, 
rolled in a bit of canvas, and tied tightlv round with cord. "

"Why what's this p " said Kitty, looking in won 
der at the little parcel the other was holding at arm's

Open it an'see; it's yer ain any way, be it \vhat it may,"
t ^!a°Tr-g the can(ile on tne table and standing close 
TO it, Kitty cut the strings and unrolled the canvas, inside was a small leather '

™'
b

bag full of somethin
<^ttmg the string that bound the mouth of 

e bag Kitty shook out the contents on the table. 
aii robs of silver coin, from five-shilling-pieces to 

sixpences, also several rolls of penny-pieces, and one

of farthings, these were what met their astonished 
sight. On a bit of paper folded by itself was written, 
" For my dear girl Kitty, all for her."

The two women looked at each other, and poor 
Kitty burst out crying. " Oh, my dear good old 
grandfather, saving all this off himself to have it for me."

" Aye, an' near ye were to losing it too. If ye 
hadn't wanted that stick to burn, it's out of the house 
ye'd ha' been to-morrow, an' left it a' ahint ye ! "

They counted the silver, three pounds seventeen 
and sixpence, and three shillings in copper, besides 
the farthings.

"I'll be fit to give Lynch the rent now without 
any hardship/'said Kitty, " an' get a black dress too, 
Oh ! but I'm thankful, for I thought there'd be little 
leavings once the rent was paid."

Jakes Lynch had not the best name in the country 
for his business transactions, and Mrs. Wilson bade 
Kitty be careful to get a receipt when she paid the 
half-year's rent.

" I wish you'd come with me and see that all's 
right," said Kitty; " besides deed I don't like facing 
him," so the two women went together, and from the 
leather bag Kitty counted out the monej^.

" Ye've a heap o' small change, Miss Carroll," said 
Jakes, meaning to be facetious, partly because he was 
pleased to see the money, and partly that Kitty 
should not think he minded her refusing him.

Some feeling that it was creditable of her grand 
father to have left her this money prompted Kitty to say—•

" My grandfather left a wee bag of silver laid by 
for me ; all sorts—from them crowns to farthings, 
that they say wasn't in use this long time."

" I don't know when I seen a farthing," said Jakes, 
as he counted the silver.

Kitty took one out of the bag. 
" There's one," said she.
Jakes took it up, examined it, said it was a great 

curiosity, tossed it up and down in his hand, and then 
said—

" If ye don't mind parting wi this one, I'll gie ye 
half-a-crown for it, jist for a curiosity, it's long 
since I seen one.

" Take the offer, Kitty," said Mrs. Wilson, quickly,
" what's the use o' it to ye, ye've plenty more o' them."

Jakes began whistling, pushed a half-crown across
the counter to Kitty, and tossed the farthing into his
drawer.

" Queer man that," said Mrs. Wilson, as they went 
away ; " I didn't think he was that free wi his money; 
but it's jist a boast to show you how rich he is,"

That evening Kitty left the only home she had ever 
known, and went with Mrs. Wilson for a few days 
until she could settle what to do next.

Stephen came down to see her there, and was told 
of the bag of money that fell out of the roof, and how 
Jakes Lynch had given half'-a-crown for one of the 
curious old farthings, and then Kitty brought the 
others out and showed them to Stephen.

"Will you lend me one of these farthings, Kitty," 
said he, " I'll bring it back again ; " and Kitty told 
him to take them all if he liked, what use were they 
to her ?

Stephen had a suspicion about these farthings, and 
next day he was going to a fair in the county town 
and he would just take one of them and show it to a 
eweller.

His suspicion was correct; the farthing was an old
overeign, darkened and tarnished with age and damp.

"Kitty," he said, when late that evening he
managed to see her for a few minutes ; " Kitty, take
care what you do with those farthings. They are
gold sovereigns black with lying by and being damp
at same time."

Then Kitty remembered how, in his last hours, her 
grandfather had wanted her to find something, and 
low three times over he had murmured the word 
'prize" amorj others that no one could understand. 

This, then, was the old man's prize money, laid by 
md hidden that his grand-daughter might have a 
brtune.

There had been fifty guineas, but Jakes Lynch had 
ne of them.
Whether he visited the jeweller's is not known, but 

e must have satisfied himself of what he certainly 
uessed when he handled that first farthing; for 
•oing to Mrs. Wilson's about some work he. wanted 
o get done, her sons being carpenters, he made an
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excuse to go into the kitchen where, as he passed the 
window, he had seen Kitty ; and, after being as civil 
as he knew how to be, when going away he said to 
Kitty, with apparent carelessness—

" Them ould farthings you have is very curious, 
an' if you like I'll gie ye two shillings apiece for the 
lot, jist for the curiosity o' them, that's all they're for." 

" Thank ye, Mr. Lynch," said Kitty, " but I think 
ye maun be doing wi the one; ye got it cheap enough, 
and I'm jist going to keep the rest o' them ould sove 
reigns to mysel'. You see there's more nor you has 
found out what they are, an' ye may be proud o' yersel', 
Misthur Lynch, comin' here to try an' cheat me out 
o' the rest o'them."

Mr. Lynch went off very much faster than he had 
come, and regretting greatly that he had not secured 
the whole roll of sovereigns when he had the chance 
of doing it unknown to any one.

Mr. Stinson, Stephen's father, was what is called a 
"foremost farmer;" he had more land than most 
people round him, farmed it better, and made more 
money off it, partly owing to the fact of his having 
several sons at home which made his labour bill 
small, and secured better work than could be had from 
hired strangers. His wife had long been dead, and 
his household and large dairy were managed by his 
eldest daughter, a sharp-faced, strong-willed woman, 
who led her father as none of his sons could ; and she 
it was who first irritated him on the subject of the old 
pensioner's grand-daughter, and prepared him for ab 
sorbing readily Jakes Lynch's spiteful and half false 
information. Miss Stinson, along with other unbend 
ing qualities, was proud, and the idea of her brother 
marrying one so lowly as Kitty Carroll, was gall and 
bitterness to her soul.

Stephen, however, was not going to ask her permis 
sion in the matter, but once more he would try his 
father.

He took an opportunity of doing so coming home 
from a fair, where they had been selling cattle. He 
and his father were in one of the farm carts, the bar 
gains made had been good, and the moment seemed 
auspicious, and again he asked for the fifty pounds he 
had before requested.

" Put it this way, father," said he. " It's eight years 
and a half since you took me from school, and I've 
worked on the farm late and early in all weathers ; no 
hired man did more than me, or as much. I've had my 
food and clothes, now am I not entitled to some small 
wages?—say six pounds a year, and that will come to 
just what 1 am asking from you. I'm not asking for 
a son's portion, only wages for work—wages far less 
than hired servants get."

His father was silent a little, and then said; 
I'm not begrudging you the money, Stephen, 

but I know what you want it for—to marry that 
beggar."

" Now, father, stop! I'll not listen to that; its 
little you know the goodness of the girl you're talk 
ing about, and as for being a beggar, its me that's 
ihe beggar, not her. I'm begging fifty pounds off 
you, and her grandfather left her more than that, 
nd if you think it's decent of me to pay my passage 
o America out of the old pensioner's money I need 

say no more ; or if you don'b think you owe me what 
I'm asking that'll do. Once out in Canada Kitty 
and me will not be long till we have a farm; and if 
we have to hire out for a while at first, we can't 
help it. Kitty's money will take us across any way." 

Mr. Stinson gave his son no answer. They were 
near the house, and when they went in supper was 
ready, and no more passed.

Next morning Mr. Stinson found lie had some 
directions to give about a cart the Wilsons were 
making for him, and after breakfast he went off 
about it. As he opened their yard gate Kitty was 
feeding the fowls. Her back being to him, he was 
able to watch her unseen. Her neat black dress 
sat close to her full yet graceful figure, and her 
abundant brown hair was neatly braided.

Turning round she found him close to her, and 
getting suddenly confused she nearly dropped the 
feeding basket, while the colour flew all over her 
fair neck and brow.

Mr. Stinson might be unreasonable and too proud, 
-but he had daughters .of his own; and suddenly the 
sight of the orphan girl in her black dress, so sad 
and lonely looking, and yet so pretty and modest, 
and the consciousness of his son's love for her woke 
up the sympathy of fatherhood in his heart. He 
forgot the cart, that is if he really went for it at all, 
took another look at the blushing girl, then yielded 
to his better impulse. " Come here, daughter," he 
said, "I want to speak to you; come and take a bit 
of a walk here with me.';

Kitty laid down her basket and did as he aaid.
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He led her up a lane where white hawthorn trees 
in full flower nearly met above their heads, and 
primroses starred all the banks below.

The spring day, the hawthorn, the pretty blush 
ing girl—what was it they all brought back to him ? 
Another far back spring, the soft air sweet with 
hawthorn; and one he loved, another pretty blushing 
girl beside him.

Oh when arid how did he become the harsh cold 
man he felt himself to be ? Was it when she left 
him, with all her little children round him ; and 
Steenie, her own pet boy, the most like her in 
gentle temper as well as in face, was it Steenie from 
whom he sought to take that first pure glowing love, 
the very shadow of which seemed to lift him now into 
a purer life.

Well, thank God, he never was harsh to her, 
never said one cross word to her.

Meantime he had been 
walking in silence, and 
Kitty wondering half 
frightened at what he 
might be going to say.

At last he stopped and 
said, " Tell me, do you 
love my son Steenie as
well as he loves you ? "

With some sudden in 
tuition Kitty took in all
he meant.

" I do love Stephen,"
she said, " ^vith all the
heart I have ! " and with
a steady guileless look in
her blue eyes she met his
searching gaze.

He leaned forward and
kissed her brow. " That
will do," he said, "I'll
make the way plain for
you/'

Kitty and Siephen were
married in the old church.
Mrs. Wilson did not go
to the wedding. The
poor old widow " wouldn't
intrude," she said; but
from the bridge across the
stream she watched the
wedding party come from
the church, and wished
them with all her heart
" God speed" as she
thought of her own early
days, and of the time
when she was as young
and pretty as Kitty,
and there was just such
another wedding, with her
for the bride. Oh, this
looking back!

* * * *
They have thriven well 

in Canada. Stephen is a 
rising man in his town 
ship, and fills several 
public offices.

Kitty's photograph 
shows her to be thinner 
than before, but she looks 
bright and happy.

She never forgets those 
who stood by her in the 
time of trouble. Every 
year Mrs. Wilson receives 
a great cheese, and a 
barrel of apples, the pro 
duce of their own home 
stead.

Mr. Stinson talks of going to see them. They 
cannot come to him, for they have no one to leave 
in charge of their various concerns; andlittlechildreu 
make bad ocean travellers. It is those very little 
children who are partly luring Mr. Stinson across 
the Atlantic. There is one, the eldest, whose like 
ness wakens in her grandfather the memory of his 
own early love; for whose sake he made the way 
plain for the old pensioner's granddaughter and his 
sou Stephen, to " Jive and love together."

OUK OWN THOUGHTS.—We should esteem those 
moments best improved which are employed in 
developing our own thoughts rather than in acquir 
ing those of others, since in this kind of intellectual 
exercise alone our own powers are brought into 
action and disciplined for use.—Boole of Golden 
Gifts.

0n % fife 0f 
i. lete.

St. Peter and Ananias and Sapphira. — 
Acts v. 1-12.

HERE can be little doubt that the striking 
story recorded in the first few verses of 
the fifth chapter of the Acts, was a 
miracle—a miracle of judgment—just 
as there have been often miracles of 
mercy. So we sometimes read of miracles 
of judgment. Only one such • was 
our Lord—His judgment upon the

barren fig tree (St. Matt. xxi. 18). God does not 
very often judge people in this life. Sometimes, how 
ever, He does so, and in doing so He shows His 
character. He gives us warning that if judgment 
waits now, it will come upon the sinner by-and-by, 
in that time of which Enoch prophesied so long ago 
(Jude xiv. 15). The story of Ananias and Sapphira 
is one of present judgment. We need to ask what 
was the special sin of these people ? It was a time 
when many Christians had given up all their posses 
sions. The Apostles were poor men ; so, doubtless, 
were many of their followers. The richer among 
these early Christians came forward therefore to help 
their brethren; a noted instance was that of Barnabas, 
the son of consolation, who sold his land in Cyprus 
and laid the price at the Apostles' feet (Acts iv. 
36, 37). Ananias and his wife, who also had posses 
sions, wished to appear to give them up entirely, as

Barnabas, and yet to retain part for themselves. 
There would have been no harm, in retaining part if 
they had said so—the harm was in acting and speak 
ing a lie, and especially about a holy matter. There 
fore it was that Peter spoke so strongly, saying to 
Ananias, "why hath Satan filled thine heart?" (v. 3). 
The lie had begun in his heart, and it had been the 
work of the great enemy. It had been with Ananias 
as it was with Judas : " Satan entered into him (St. 
John xiii. 27). The sin of Judas was a sin that was 
connected with money. He betrayed his Master 
for mone}7 . The sin of Ananias was about 
money. He thought he ought to part with it for 
the sake of the Apostles^ He wished to appear veiy 
liberal. He wanted to have people say : " See how 
much Ananias has given! " and yet he held fast his 
gold ! Truly, the " love of money is the root of all 
evil." " They that will be rich fall into a snare " 

(1 Tim. vi. 9, 10). Peter 
declares that the lie of 
Ananias was to the Holy 
Ghost; he also declares 
that the lie was not to' 
man but " to God." We 
have here a distinct proof 
of the Godheadof the Holy 
Spirit. This is a very 
important subject, and can 
only here, however, be 
thus slightly alluded to. 
Ananias' lie was not about 
an earthly matter, but a 
religious matter—it was 
about something given to 
God. A lie about any 
thing, great or small, is 
hateful to God ; but when 
a man's religion is a lie, 
as in the case of Ananias, 
it is a terrible thing ! The 
judgment that immedi 
ately followed in his case 
was no doubt sent to 
prove how specially hate 
ful his sin was in God's 
sight. The sin of lying 
is shown by this history 
to come from Satan. How 
little many think that 
when they are not speak 
ing the truth they are 
doing Satan's work. " Ye 
are of your father the 
devil .... he is a liar 
and the father of it" (St. 
John viii. 44). A Chris 
tian man ought to be 
marked by strict truth. 
We hear sometimes the 
expression used of " a 
white lie;" but we never 
read such a word in the 
Bible. Every lie appears 
black there, and depend 
upon it it is so, in God's 
sight. It seems to be a 
very hard matter for 
some people to speak the 
truth. If this should be 
the temptation of any who 
read this page, let them 
pray hard against it. One 
of Christ's name is " THE 
TKUTH " (St. John xiv. 
6). Christ's followers 
must be like Him. It 
is better to suffer than to 
tell a lie. It is better to 
lose than to tell a lie. 

What a different world this would be if only truth 
were spoken in it! It would indeed be nearer 
Heaven—for there, into that fair and holy City, 
" there shall in no wise enter any one that loveth or 
maketh a lie " (Rev. xxi. 27, and xxii. 14, 15).

This miracle of judgment must have been very 
solemn—Ananias was smitten with sudden death. 
Sapphira did not know of her husband's death, and 
coming in perhaps to look for him, repeats his lie 
and dies his death; and those who had just buried 
her husband were ready to carry her away also. 
There was nothing remarkable in the immediate 
burial, as it is usual in that country to bury before 
sundown. God in His mercy does not often punish 
sin at once, as here; but He cannot bear sin, 
though He lears ivith the sinner. The great lesson 
of the miracle seems to be that we cannot deceive 
God. We may deceive one another; we may even_
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deceive ourselves, but God sees and knows the heart 
altogether. He knew all that Ananias and his wife 
meant to do. He knows us too. " Neither is there 
any creature that is not manifest in His sight, but 
all things are naked and open in the eyes of Him 
with whom we have to do" (Heb. iv, 13).

Let us seek and pray to be very true—true in our 
hearts—true in our words—true in our ways—true 
in our prayers—true in every little thing. Let the 
prayer of the Psalmist be our own. " Set a watch, 
0 Lord, before my mouth, keep the door of my lips." 

^ M. E.

WOMAN'S INFLUENCE AND VIKTUE.—Woman's 
influence is the sheet-anchor of society; and this 
influence is due not exclusively to the fascination of 
her charms, but chiefly to the strength, uniformity, 
and consistency of her virtues, maintained under so 
many sacrifices, and with so 
much fortitude and heroism. 
Without these endowments 
and qualifications, external 
attractions are nothing; but 
with them, their power is 
irresistible.

Beauty and virtue are 
the crowning attributes be 
stowed by Nature upon 
woman, and the bounty of 
heaven more than compen 
sates for the injustice of 
man. The possession of 
these advantages secures to 
her universally that degree 
of homage and considera 
tion which renders her inde 
pendent of the effects of 
unequal and arbitrary laws 
But it is not the incense of 
idol worship which is most 
acceptable to the heart of 
woman; it is, on the con 
trary, the just appreciation 
of her proper position, merits, 
and character, and this de 
mands the oblation of no 
"mewling minstrelsy," the 
adulations of
"No whining rhymester with 

his schoolboy song."
Ever true to her destiny, and 
estimating at their real 
value the higher perfections 
of human nature, when 
brought into contrast with 
what is puerile or ridiculous, 
woman surpasses man in 
the quickness of her percep 
tions and in the right direc 
tion of her sympathies. 
And this is justly due to 
her praise, that the credit of 
her acknowledged ascend 
ency is preserved amidst 
the increased and increasing 
degeneracy of man.

DOMESTIC SOCIETY is the 
prime charm of life. If 
our fireside is comfortable, 
we may despise the male 
volence or the ingratitude 
of the world, and bear 
with fortitude the injuries 
of fortune.

The day was fixed, and the wedding took place in 
the quaint old-fashioned church with its ivy-crowned 
tower.

Jessie's dimpled face and merry eyes were a shade 
more serious on that all important day.of her life, 
and the colour on her cheeks was not quite so rosy; 
but she bore herself bravely till the moment of parting 
with father and mother, and then, as she was pressed 
lovingly in their arms, her eyes glistened with tears.

Yes, the one drawback to all her happiness was the 
going away from the pretty country home in which 
she had been born, the bright green fields where she 
had helped with tbe haymaking.

Benjamin Webster brought his wife to London ; 
and in one of a row of tall houses, in a quiet road in 
Islington, they had very comfortable apartments.

As Jessie was a thorough little housewife her rooms 
always looked neat and tidy. The furniture was

: SHE HAD HELPED WITH THE IIAYJIAKJXG."—See Page 85.

rrtrs.

FEW wise folks nodded their heads and 
smiled sagaciously when young Benja 
min Webster was seen paying frequent 

, visits to Maple Cottage. And it soon 
became known for a certainty that he 
was courting Jessie Eamsey, for there 

... was no greater favourite in the little village of Aveley than she.
The announcement that she was likply to marry 

well and happily was received with un'vtrj .1 pleasure 
by friends and neighbours.

brightly polished, not a speck or thread to be seen 
on carpet or boards, and every crevice and corner free 
from dust.

But the windows were the crowning glory of 
Jessie's new home. They fairly glittered with the 
rubbing and washing that they went through, and 
the pretty lace curtains that hung on either side did 
credit to Jessie's powers of starching and ironing.

So you see, dear reader, if Jessie had won a prize 
in husbands, Ben Webster had certainly secured to 
himself a very notable little helpmate.

And so he often thought as he returned day after 
day to his home and found everything in good order, 
and his wife as prettily and carefully dressed as she 
used to be in their courting days. For that was one 
thing Jessie had always made up her mind to be 
careful about—her own personal appearance.

" I don't mean to spend too much time on dressing,

or to think too much of my clothes," she said to her 
mother one day; " but when I am married I shall be 
just as particular to make myself look as well as I do 
now."

She did look a very trim little matron in her well- 
fitting dress and neatly arranged shining hair, 
and we must say she was somewhat of a contrast to 
the other inmates of the house, some of whom ap 
peared to think that now they were married it really 
did not matter how they looked.

Jessie was as proud of her husband as Ben was^bf 
his wife, and in all the world she thought there was 
not his equal.

It goes without saying that his will swayed hers. 
And whatever Ben thought on any subject, Jessie's 
opinion was sure to be the same as his; for her's was 
a very flexible nature— too flexible in some things.

In the courting d*iys Ben used to go down to 
___________ _.__! Aveley on the Saturday and 

stay till Monday morning; 
and a portion of Sunday was 
always spent in the ivy- 
crowned church with Jessie 
and her parents.

This good practice was 
observed by Ben and Jessie 
in the early days of their 
married life, and every Sun 
day morning they used to 
go to God's house together. 

But little slippings make 
great slidings; and by de 
grees this needful and neces 
sary aid to the spiritual life 
WHS discontinued from one 
pretext and another.

A little daughter came to 
gladden the home life of 
the Websters—a little blue- 
eyed darling, with soft flaxen 
hair and round dimpled 
limbs ; and then for a time 
Jessie found she could not 
get to church, and when 
she did think of going again 
and taking baby with her, 
Ben told her that church was 
not the place for infants, 
and that she was better at 
home.

" But you will go, dear," 
she said, wistfully, "you 
have not been to church 
for so many Sundays now." 

" No; I get on well 
enough without that. You 
are not obliged to go to 
church to worship God ? " 
he questioned.

" No," answered Jessie, 
hesitatingly. " Of course 
we can worship God any 
where," she added, gathering 
courage as she spoke, "and 
it is a great comfort to 
know that He can hear us 
as well in our own rooms as 
when we go to His own 
appointed house of prayer ; 
but it seems to me to be the 
right and proper thing to go 
to church on Sundays, if 
not on other days."

"That's just it, Jess. 
Persons go because it is the 
right and proper thing to 
do; but my argument is, 
that so long as they worship 

God and say their prayers, it doesn't matter where, 
they do it—in the green fields or in their own 
rooms."

"Yes; but do they worship Him there?" asked 
Jessie; " or do they let other thoughts obtrude them 
selves into their minds, and prevent them communing 
with God ? I knew amanwho used to sayjust the same 
as you do, Ben," she added, earnestly, " but I never 
believed that he did get the same spiritual good out 
of going for a walk on a Sunday morning as he 
would have done had he worshipped in church, though 
Shakespeare says there are ' sermons in stones and 
good in everything.' We are told to assemble our 
selves together, you know."

Yes, Ben knew all that; but he was always a 
very fluent speaker, and had much to say on his side 
of the question ; and, as Jessie could not hold her own 
in an argument of this dangerous kind, Ben talked her
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over to his way of thinking. Notwithstanding, she 
had many uncomfortable feelings on the subject. 

. But to Ben, who had no scruples of conscience, 
Sunday morning was now welcomed as a day on which 
he could take a little extra rest; and the sweet quiet 
of the holy Sabbath morn brought no thoughts of 
holy gladness as a day set apart for the worship of 
God.

And yeb Ben Webster would have been very 
shocked if any one had called him an irreligious 
man. He was not that, he was thankful to say ; but 
he just had his own ideas of things, and he preferred 
his way before any other.

The fine Sunday mornings were spent in walks, 
and the wet ones were passed in a very satisfactory 

" manner, even to Jessie's thinking.
The Websters were both very fond of music, and 

an harmonium had been one of the wedding purchases; 
and on a rainy Sunday morning, when Ben Webster 
could not take his pleasure abroad, he amused 
himself by playing hymns and other sacred com 
positions on this musical instrument.

Jessie took this all as evidence of her husband's 
religious feelings; and she used to say with pride to her 
friends and acquaintances that Mr. Webster was very 
particular, and always played sacred music on a 
Sunday. So. this fond little wife comforted herself, 
and smothered many pricks of conscience thereby.

But, happily, the still small voice could not quite 
be hushed; and Jessie could not crush the yearning 
within for some better thing than this world's goods 
provided. In a small way she had everything that 
heart could wish for; and yet there was an unsatisfied 
longing that no power on earth could remove.

Jessie prayed, but, somehow, she had long lost 
the comforting feeling of assurance that her prayers 
were reaching the ears for which they were intended. 

Prayer seemed to bring no peace, no comfort; 
and somewhat of this began to show itself in Jessie's 
face. It had lost the sunlight which was reflected 
from a heart that is at peace with God through the 
merits of a crucified Saviour.

Jessie sat at her work; baby, now a chubby girl 
of a twelvemonth old, was asleep in her cradle; and 
the bright hue of the sunlit clouds shone on the 
window panes, and lighted the room in which the 
young mother sat with a golden glory.

Jessie's work slipped from her hands, and for a 
few moments she was lost in thought; then her 
eyes travelled to her infant, and her glance was 
anxious as well as tender, as she looked lovingly on 
the child's placid features.

As many a mother has done before, she breathed a 
silent prayer for the little one's welfare, and asked that 
she and Ben would have wisdom given them to train 
her right, and that their child might hearken 
unto their words. Then fresh thoughts sped through 
her mind ; and it was not alone the crimson hue 
of the gorgeous sunset that dyed Jessie's cheeks and 
brow with a rosy light, but it was a flood of feeling 
that caused the rich colour to flush her idee.

'• How could they expect this blessing from God 
when, they themselves were not obedient to His com 
mands ?

"How could they expect their little one to obey 
them when they were not obedient to the commands 
of One who was higher than any earthly parent— 
even God himself P "

Then some long forgotten words came to Jessie's 
mind, and she bowed her head in her hands as she 
murmured " Yes, to obey is better than sacrifice, and 
to hearken than the fat of rams."

And as she sat there thinking in the golden glow 
of the setting sun, memory was busily at work ; and 
she recalled to remembrance one summer evening, 
in the long ago, when she went to the little church 
at Aveley and heard the old grey-haired clergyman 
preach on this very text; and much that he had said 
and the many things that impressed her then, came 
to her recollection.

A tender chord in Jessie's heart was touched; one 
glistening tear after another coursed down her cheeks, 
and at that moment a step was heard on the stairs. 
Before she could regain her composure, the handle of 
the door was turned, and her husband stood before her. 

It was a most unusual state of affairs for Ben 
Webster to find his wife in tears; and when his 
anxious inquiries had elicited from her that the baby 
was safe and sound, and that no bodily harm had be 
fallen herself, he asked very gravely— 

5 " Jessie, my wife, you have no secrets from me ? "

He placed his hands on her shoulders, and looked 
searchingly into her face as he put the question.

And Jessie's lips trembled and her eyes swam afresh 
with tears, but she gathered confidence and composure 
from the kind, manly-looking countenance opposite 
hers, and steadily and firmly she told Ben all that was 
troubling her.

Ben looked perplexed as he thrust his hands into 
his trouser pockets, and began to walk the room 
moodily.

" I feel that it was all true what our old rector 
said," continued Jessie, " that persons who cut them 
selves off from the appointed means and channels of 
grace, can't expect to get the blessing the same; he 
said it was just the same as expecting to get the water 
into our houses for supplying the needs and demands 
of the body, and cutting away the water pipes—the 
means by which it is supplied—and I believe it is 
too true, Ben," she added, earnestly and reverently; 
" God can do all things, but is it not the creature's 
duty to obey ? It seems to me only right and proper, 
and our bouuden duty, to give our best and early years 
to the service of God, and staying away from His house 
on a Sunday has troubled me long."

Jessie's voice shook and sank into a whisper as she 
finished speaking, and glanced timidly at her husband.

But Ben saw the look, and it roused all the tender 
manliness of his nature.

He paused in his walk, and laid his hand fondly on 
the bowed head before him, but it was a moment before 
he could quite steady his words to speak.

" I did not promise to love and to cherish you on 
our bridal morn without intending to do so; no, lassie, 
I meant what I said; and if it will make you any 
happier to go regularly to a place of worship, why go, 
and a blessing go with you."

" And you, Ben ? " she questioned, wistfully.
" Out of love for my little wife, I'll go too. We 

can't go together till the bairn is older," he added, 
smiling fondly at wife and child, " but one part of 
Sunday I promise you shall, from this time, be spent 
by both of us as you wish."

Ben kept his word ; and, to the joy of his wife, he 
no longer goes to God's house only to please her, 
but to praise and pray for strength and guidance for 
himself and all near and dear to him, and to make all 
his requests known—realizing the blessed promise, 
that " where two or three are gathered together in 
my name, there ami in the midst of them."

It was, indeed, a blessed day for Jessie when she 
called to mind the old rector's words heard in the 
long ago. SUSIE.

DURING this changing life hast thou not seen, 
How often, in the hour of deepest woe,

The sweetest blessings from above have been 
Sent down to comfort mourners here below ?

When some well-loved one from this world is gone, 
And left each care and pain, and passed away

To regions where the day shall never dawn, 
Nor sun arise, for it is always day.

Then when our hearts are desolate and bare, 
And heavy is the sense of loss and pain—

When life is passed, in heavenly mansioas fail- 
Let us remember we shall meet again.

For if Mr e meekly strive to bear the loss,
Nor waste our time by weeping for the past.

Nor murmur at the burden of our cross—
Though night be long, the morn shall come at last.

If we believe that all is for the best,
Ee'n here on earth God sends a heave ly balm, 

Which gives the longing spirit peace and rest,
And fills us with a blissful, holy calm.

So, hopefully look forward through the gloom 
To meeting soon upon that distant shore,

Where every weary heart shall find a home,
Where death comes not, and sorrow is no more.

F. W. HOBBS.

HAPPINESS.—Happiness is like wealth ; as soon 
as we begin to nurse it and care for it, it is a sure 
sign of its being in a precarious state.

s80tt n *
ALICE KING,

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

CHAPTER XXII.

LUCY'S BROTHER

HE evening walk, late though it were, 
had nothing in it difficult or uncom 
fortable for a girl brought up as Lucy 
Burnell had been to take care of herself. 
The heavy showers had ceased for the 
present and the moon was looking out 
from among the clouds, albeit a little 

palely. As soon as the lane which led to Beech- 
combe was passed her way would lie along the broad 
high road which had become quite familiar to her 
during her stay in the neighbourhood. It was a 
quiet country district and there were few people 
about after twilight.

" I shall come to you to-morrow morning/' said 
John, as they paused where the tall holly bush made 
the shadow in the lane deeper, ''I cannot see how it 
is to end."

" Perhaps God will show us a way out of all 
difficulties yet, but let me go, John, now, I Want to 
be alone."

And in another moment she had slipped from his 
detaining grasp, and was moving quickly up the 
lane. What a storm of varied feelings there was in 
his heart as he looked after her — love, anger, grief, 
memories of his boyhood at his parents' side, thoughts 
of the first day when he saw Lucy, reverence and 
pity for his father's age, natural manly indignation 
at being thwarted in the one pure true affection of 
his life.

At length he recalled what she had said about the 
immediate necessity of getting some one to watch by 
his mother, and glad to have something to do which 
kept him for a time from, having to go back into the 
house where his father was, he set off towards the 
village. As he went it struck him that he had been 
heartless in not having inquired more particularly 
about his mother ; and this self-reproach in some 
sort did him good, for it kept him from dwelling so 
exclusively on his own painful position. One of the 
women whom Mrs. Hardwick liked to have about her 
in illness was fortunately come home from the place 
where she had been employed for some days, and 
finding her willing to come John took her at once 
back with him to Beechcombe. As he reached the 
door of the farm the thought of Winnie suddenly 
crossed him. How strange that he should not have 
asked for her the moment that he first entered the 
house ; was Lucy so much dearer to him than even 
his child that the sight of the one made him forget 
the other ?

Anxious to make up the wrong which it seemed to 
him he had done his darling, he hurried through the 
kitchen, without even looking to see if his father were 
there, up-stairs into Winnie's little room, forlie had 
no doubt that the child was in bed. But there was 
no Winnie there ; the moonlight creeping through the 
window fell on a white pillow and not on a little head 
resting upon it. The unexpected disappointment 
thrilled him with a strangely uneasy feeling.

" Where is the child ?" he cried with almost 
trembling eagerness, as he hastened into the next 
room where the new nurse had already taken her 
place at Mrs. Hard wick's side.

" Haven't they told you," answered the woman. 
" Why she have been staying up at Mrs. Townsend's 
these three days ; she be coming home though I 
believe this evening, at least Billy, the boy, told me 
he was going for her when I met him a while ago 
with the horse."

Fully reassured by this matter-of-fact explanation 
and indeed wondering at himself for his sudden alarm — 
for would not Lucy have told him had anything gone 
wrong with the child ? — he now turned to the bed 
where his mother, who had been roused by his voice, 
lay with open eyes and with a mind much clearer 
than it had been earlier in the day.

" I be glad you be come, John," she said, " I've been 
looking lor 'ee this long time/'

( "Are you better ?" he asked, bending over her and 
kissing her.

" Yes, I seem I be ; I be more easy-like." 
He sat by her for a while holding her hand. It 

seemed to him that this dangerous illness had made
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her more loveablc and gentle, and more like what he 
could remember her in his early boyhood, than he had 
seen her for years. He noticed that her eyes 
wandered restlessly round the room, and that when 
they were fixed upon the new nurse there was a dis 
satisfied expression in them.

" Wasn't there some one else here just now ?" she 
said as length, "some one with a young face that did 
ine more good like than all the medicine. Did I 
dream it, I wonder P"

" Perhaps you did, mother, we can't bring back 
dreams, however dear they may be," he answered, 
sighing.

When at last John went back into the kitchen he 
found the farmer sitting before his large old-fashioned 
desk making a great show of being very busy with 
his accounts. He appeared not to notice his son's 
entrance, and only bent his head yet lower over the 
figures. John sat down at the other side of the table, 
arid for some little time perfect silence reigned in the 
room, except that Winnie's cat wandered up and 
down mewing softly now and then as if she were 
thinking of her absent mistress.

" Is that you, John," cried the old man at length, 
seeming for the first time to see that his son was in 
the kitchen ; " I'm glad you be there for I do want 
to tell you a bit of my mind. If you marry that girl 
you shall never have a shilling of my money, I'll 
leave it all over your head to Winnie; and what's 
more she shall be brought up to turn out different 
from her father."

"Winnie will be brought up as I please," said 
John, trying hard to keep down the new anger his 
father's words had roused ; " she is my own. I shall 
take her away from here and put her near me in some 
school at Bristol."

"Take Winnie away from here,"repeated the farmer 
in high wrath, " you———"

But here he was interrupted by the sudden entrance 
of some one who did not stay to knock at the door. 
John looked tip quickly at the new comer and saw 
before him Harry Burnell.

The young man seemed out of breath as if he had 
been moving hurriedly, and there was a singular 
troubled expression in his face.

CHAPTEE XXIII.

"MY LITTLE W I N M I E."

" Is that you, Harry ?'' cried John in great surprise. 
" How do you come here ? Have you lost your way ? 
Has anything gone wrong with you p You look as if something had,"

"Nothing has gone wrong exactly with me," 
answered the young man, laying a stress on the last 
pronoun, and pulling nervously at the buttons of his coat.

" Who's your friend, John," here interposed the 
farmer roughly. " I count he ban't much of it; it 
be no very mannerly thing to come running into a house in this fashion."

In the state of mind he was in this evening, the 
old man was made angry by trifles which at another time he would not have noticed.

"It's Lucy's brother," answered John.
" I might have guessed as much; birds of a like 

feather always come out of the same nest," and the 
farmer laughed scornfully.' "But I won't disturb 
you with your pleasant friend, John. I can find 
sorae^ other employment besides listening to your tcil.k.

So saying he carried his desk to a little table at the further end of the kitchen, and sitting down at it, once more took out his papers.
The farmer, in reality, did nothing towards his ac 

counts this _ evening, except stare at the lines of 
pounds shillings and pence, but it gave him a feeling 
oi strength and power to look at these witnesses of 
£is worldly prosperity, and so in the disturbance of 
Jieart and thought he was now in, he took refuge near

" But what are you come for, Harry ? " said John, 
turning again to the young man, and trying to hide ais annoyance at his father's rudeness.

Harry, however, seemed hardly to notice that the 
om man was in the room; his whole attention was 

xea upon John, on whom his eyes were fastened 
J"th a strange half-sad, half-timid expression in 
^m. He opened his lips once or twice to speak,

and then closed them again quickly, as if the words 
would not come out. John on his side looked at 
him wonderingly; he did not know what to make of 
him.

" I come from Aunt Judith's cottage," said the 
young man at length. " Lucy is there you know, too, 
now."

" Is anything the matter with her—with Lucy," 
exclaimed John, a great dread suddenly leaping into 
his heart, and almost stopping its beating. 

" Lucy is quite well."
The heavy weight rolled away with those words 

from John Hardwick, and he could breathe freely 
again.

" Something is wrong in Aunt Judith's house 
then, I suppose," he said. " Is the old woman ill; 
can I do anything to help Lucy and you ? "

"Aunt Judith is all right," answered the young 
man, the common-place phrase evidently slipping un 
consciously out of his mouth in the emotion from 
which he was suffering.

" Then what in the name of all that's strange 
brings you here this evening, Harry, looking as you 
do ? " exclaimed John, whose usually even temper 
had been made somewhat irritable by what he had 
lately gone through.

-"Lucy sent me to tell you something. She said 
she wished, oh, so much, she could have been here 
to tell it, instead of me; it might have made it 
lighter."

And just then, as the young man spoke, something 
of his sister's voice rang out softly here and there in 
his tones.

" I don't see that you can possibly have any bad 
news to tell me, if Lucy is well," said John, becoming 
uneasy in spite of himself.

" Be a man, John ; brother, be a man; it is a sight 
heavier burden to bear than you yet dream of.' J

" .For God's sake speak out, Harry ; there's nothing 
so bad as hanging in doubt," exclaimed John, who 
was beginning now to grow greatly troubled, though 
he still could not imagine from what side the blow 
was to come.

" Your little daughter has been staying, you know,
at a farm in the direction of Aunt Judith's turnpike."

" Winnie, my little Winnie; is it something about
her, then ? " cried the father, his fears now for the
first time taking a substantial shape.

" Do you remember that short cut you showed me 
through the wood ? "

"Yes, yes; but what can that have to do with 
Winnie ? "

" Following the path, I had to cross the little river 
by a bridge; it is swollen, you know, now, and dif 
ferent from what it is in summer. When I was on 
the bridge I saw something floating on the water in 
the moonlight. I hooked it out with my stick, and 
found it was a child's hat. Then I searched in the 
stream higher up, feeling its bed with my stick, for 
I thought there might have been some accident, and 
in a deep pool I found a child lying. I took her out, 
and carried her, not knowing whether there was any 
nearer house, to Aunt Judith's cottage." 

"And it was my——"
The father's lips could not frame the last word. 
"Lucy said so when I put her into her arms." 
" And gone—quite gone P "
" There was still life in her, Lucy said, though I 

must not let you take hold of hope ; it would be 
kinder not; but she said, too, I was to tell you to bear 
up, and be of good courage, for if you lost hope for 
your darling in this world, you gained a better one 
for her in the next."

They were both silent for a minute or two after 
that. John was trying to realize his grief; it was so 
hard even to imagine his life without the thought of 
Winnie ; trying to be calm as a Christian man should 
be even in the roughest storm of- sorrow, trying to 
get firm hold of the cable of prayer. Harry was very 
sorry for his friend, but shy about speaking words of 
consolation, as he had been about breaking the bad 
news, as young men usually are in such cases. Girls 
learn to be comforters much quicker than boys. 

All at once the farmer spoke.
John started, and remembered his father's pre 

sence, which in the first bewildering shock he had 
forgotten.

" What's that he's saying about our Winnie? " the 
old man cried. " Don't believe him, John ; it's only 
some story he and his sister have trumped up to 
make you come to them. How could Winnie have 
been there where he says he found her ? "

Harry Burnell knew something of the farmer, 
both from what John had said of him when 
they were in Bristol, and from the hurried account ; 
Lucy had this very evening given him of her leaving j

Beechcombe. He was naturally very angry with him. 
both for his treatment of his sister and his behaviour 
to himself, but pity for the anguish which he saw 
plainly enough was hidden under the poor old man's 
words made him keep back the indignation which was 
rushing to his lips, and speak gently.

"lean tell you all about it, Mr. Hardwick," he 
said. " I went into the farm where she was staying 
as I came here. Lucy wished me to go that way and 
tell them what had happened. She went out this 
evening to take some milk for the mistress of the 
farm to a sick child of one of the labourers. Mrs. 
Townsend's own little girl had a cold, and could not 
go with her. It was bright moonlight, and it was 
no great distance to the cottage, and she had often 
been there before, and knew the way quite well, so 
they never dreamt of any danger for her, or even 
difficulty. But soon after she left the house the first 
of those heavy storms there have been this evening 
came on, and in the dim light which it caused she 
must have missed her footing on the narrow path by 
the stream, and fallen in. The boy you -sent for her 
with the horse was just come, and they were begin 
ning to think of sending to the labourer's cottage 
after her."

" Why didn't you bring her home, instead of taking 
her to that woman's house," exclaimed the farmer, 
" we might have cared for her better, and we be 
nearer to send for the doctor. I'll have her removed 
here directly."

The old man's words crowded quickly one.upon 
another. As yet he would not look the certainty of 
his loss full in the face.

" I'm a stranger in these parts, you see," said 
Harry. "I couldn't have found my way even to 
Aunt Judith's cottage, if John hadn't directed me."

" Oh, it was well that she was taken there," said 
John in a low tone, as if speaking to himself. 
" There's rest in the thought of her in Lucj^'s arms.''' 

"'Lucy said you were to come at once," said 
Harry, " and Aunt Judith sent you a good word to 
bring you on the way. She said I was to tell you 
that however black the clouds may be, the sun is 
always shining the same behind them."

" Yes, yes, you are right," cried John, moving 
hurriedly towards the door."

"And you will leave me, John," exclaimed the old 
man with a quiver in his voice.

"Come with me, father," said John turning to 
wards him."

" I go to the house where those two '.vornen are ? " 
" We two should hold to each other at a time like 

this, father. Her last look, if we are in time to 
catch it, will be precious to us both ; think how good 
it will be for us to be able to talk about it together 
in days to come."

For some moments the old man hesitated. A 
struggle was evidently going on within him, for his 
face was as if touched by the wing of a good and an 
evil spirit in turns. Then he put his arm slowly 
and silently into that of his son's, and those two and 
Lucy's brother' went out together.

The dogs hearing their master's step whined and 
scratched at the door of the shed which was their 
bed-room. One of the cows in the linny gave a 
short low as if she were having an uneasy dream. 
The horses in the stable rattled restlessly their chain 
halters as though they suspjected they might be led 
out and ridden off on some strange night errand.

And now they were in the narrow lane. Thick 
shadows curtained them round and carpeted the 
ground beneath their feet. Large rain-drops fell 
now and then from the trees overhead with a soft 
splash into the pools of water below. The leafless 
branches rattled together drearily.

And now they were on the broad high road. The 
moonlight fell around them as if telling of heaven. 
The wind went sobbing past as if talking of the sins 
and sorrows of earth. A lamb, the forlorn solitary 
little elder brother of the great fleecy family soon to 
come, bleated mournfully, in some farm-yard near at 
hand, as though he thought this world but a cold dull 
place to have arrived in at the best.

Very few words were spoken by the father and 
son. Once, when the strokes of a distant church 
clock were borne to them on the breeze, John shiv 
ered and muttered :

"It's getting late, it's getting late." 
And once the old man who had passed up and down 

that road for so many years cried out:
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" How long the hill is ; I did not know it^was so 

long."
And once John grasped his father's arm and turn 

ing to him said tinder his breath—
"Does this remind you of any other night, 

father?"
"Aye, John, aye, it's like the night when we 

came home from Emma's funeral; I've been think 

ing of it somehow all along."
Emma was John Hardwick's first wife. These 

were the only words spoken by the two men as they 

went.
Nor did Harry Burnell break the silence. It 

seemed to him that anything he could say to his 

companions would only disturb them, and as for him 

self his mind found full employment in going over 

again in thought all which had happened to him in 

the last few hours. The walk through the steep 

shadowy wood with the unknown unconscious child 

in his arms, the pause outside Aunt Judith's door, 

the catching in his breath at the first sight of the 

old woman's familiar figure bending over some 

household work, her cry of : " My boy, my boy, come 

at last; thank God, I knew he would ! " as she fell 
upon his neck; Lucy's face as she came down-stairs, 

and saw him standing in the lamplight; the tumult 

of surprise and grief on the lips and in the eyes of 

the two women when they beheld Winnie, the words 

of hurried explanation, the first sight in the moon 

light of Beechcombe, the house from wKich his sister 

was shut out, the housfe tft which he brought such 

heavy tidings. All these things passed before him 

in slow procession. It was a night much to be re 

membered in the young man's life.
Yes it was a night which was to make a lasting

mark on Harry BurneU's character. The lifeless
child had not lain in his arms without leaving
behind her a warning, a warning which told how the
fashion of this world passeth away. The old woman's
eyes had not shone upon him through her joyful
tears without making him feel that there was love
upon this earth, love which it was worth living

bravely and well to win. He had not borne that sad
message without the truth sounding clearly in his
heart that in this life, where so many suffer and so

many sin, man has something else to do besides
treading the paths of selfish pleasure. From that
evening there came something better and higher into
his daily walk. As the thiee men reached the high

ground over which the road ran, and on which the
turnpike was situated, a great black cloud which had

been for some time stealing up irom the west, covered
the moon. The trees and fields and hedges, which
hitherto had been distinctly seen, were blotted out as

though by the touch of a giant's hand. A watery
curtain was let down from heaven to earth. The

wind rose furiously, and flung the rain drops in their
faces, and fought against them as though it wished
to keep them from reaching the house of sorrow.

At length there was a twinkling gleam a little way
in front of them, and they knew it was the light in

Aunt Judith's cottage. The old woman met them at

the door.
" Come in;" she said, " the angels are not come for 

the child yet." 1 
Then John held out his hand warmly to Lucy's I 

aunt, but the farmer looked the other way and strode 

silently across the threshold.

CHAPTER XXIV.

WITH THE MORNING LIGHT.

THEY were around the bed where the child lay. 

The doctor had been there, for he had been luckily 

called that night to see some one in a neighbouring 

house, but had said there was no hope. The general 

weakness of health, from which, as has before been 

said, she had lately suffered, no doubt prevented her 

rallying as she otherwise possibly might have done. 

She had been unconscious ever since the accident, 
and only the fluttering breath showed that the spirit 
was not yet fled.

John and Lucy sat on either side of the pillow. 

They had not spoken to each other since he came 

into the house, but their eyes often met. What 

chastened sweetness was there in those lover's looks 

exchanged across that bed of death. Could hearts 

rivetted together by the memory of such a watch as 

this ever be altered or untrue.
The old man was at his son's side. His face was 

in shadow, so that it was impossible to tell what 

was going on within him. Every now and then he 

stretched out his hand to that of his darling which

lay outside the bed-clothes, and there was something 

inexpressibly touching in the soft tremulous way in 

which the hard, rough palm stroked the little fingers. 
Further off from the bed- were Aunt Judith and 

Harry. They had lately come up, as they had done 
throughout the night at intervals from the room 

below, where they had sat in whispered talk. The 

old woman stood with tearful eyes leaning on her 

boy's shoulder. The watch was a long one. The 

moon and the stars faded one by one, as though each 

were tired out in turn of gazing at the earth. The 

wind had dropped, and now only sighed gently at 

the casement. The grey dawn crept up slowly in 

the east ; the shadows of the night fled away. Still 

the child lay motionless, still they waited round her. 
At length the winter sun rose in a deep red glory, 

foretelling a day of frequent storms, but for a while 

clothing the world in surpassing beauty. He 

touched the hills with fiery magic, he painted the 

clouds, he kindled the river, he shone in through 

the uncurtained window of the little room, and 

flooded it with radiance, making the white-washec 
cottage walls look as if they were built up of rosy- 

light. There was a gleaming crown woven round 
Lucy's bent head ; there was a brightness playing 

about the sorrowing father The old man's face was 

revealed, and there was a softness in it which had 
not been there for years. A friendly ray fell upon 

the old woman and the young man.
It seemed that the sudden brilliancy roused the 

child, or else an angel came with the morning light 

and did it. First the still face quivered slightly, 

and then she opened her eyes. She evidently knew 

them all as she looked around, but still she was cer 

tainly quite unconscious of time and place, and of 
everything that had happened,

" Father, grandfather," she murmured, " isn't it 
beautiful, it's all so bright, the summer has come 

already ; but I'm too tired to go out and work in 
my garden;" then looking up in Lucy's face she 

whispered with a smile, " but you will take care of 
the flowers ? "

Then God did two works of mercy and of power be 

neath that cottage roof; he took the child to a home 

where there are no tears, and he broke the last bond 

of pride and selfishness which bound the old man's 
heart.

" God be merciful to me a sinner," he cried falling 

on his knees and covering his face with his hands.
Those who were around did not come near him, 

did not speak to him, they rather turned away their 

eyes in pity from the grey head thus bowed in re 

pentance for a life which had borne no fruits. 

After some moments the old man rose, and going to 

Lucy flung his arms around her and said, " my 
daughter."

And she, clinging to him and sobbing, whispered— 
" Father, oh ! the dear name." 
Then John, while she was still in the old man's 

arms, took her hand, and said softly, "My own." 
* * # * #_

" What are you thinking of, auntie ? " said Harry 

Burnell on the afternoon of that same day, as he drew 

near the window at which Judith stood gazing up at 

the sky.
" I was thinking what a power of joy there must 

be in heaven to-day."
" Why ? " he asked, looking at her with something 

of that questioning earnestness in his eyes that there 

used to be in his boyhood when she told him a story.
" Why there'll be joy among the angels that the 

child is come to them, and joy over the sinner that 

has repented, and there'll be joy among them, too, over 

the pure love of a man and woman who, from this 

day forward, will walk onward side by side, working 

for Him who saved them, until in His own good'time 

He brings them to the kingdom."
" Do you think the angels are interested in us 

while we are here below? -said the young man 

thoughtfully.
" I count they be often a deal nearer to us than we 

dream of. Sometimes when I be sitting here by my 

self it do give me such a solemn and yet such a happy 

feeling to think, that I, the lonely old woman, have 

perhaps more companions with me than she that be 

in the middle of her family."
" Auntie, you shall not be a lonely old woman any 

more; you must come to live with mother and me, 

if only I can once get back into mother's love. Will 

you help me to do it ? " and his voice trembled a 

little.
" You'll need about as much help to get back into 

her love as you did into mine, my child, because 

you've never been out of either," she answered smi 

ling ; " still I'll go with you to Woodford, and see 

your mother and you get used to each other like, !

which be sometimes a little difficult when relations, 

however dear, have been parted for a long time. 

Then I'll come back to my own house, for any one 

that have lived a single life as long as I have don't 

in general fit exactW into a family."

(To fee concluded in our next number.)
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