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OUR VERY POOR,—"THESE ARE SURELY OUR VERY POOR."—Seepage 10.
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THE TINKERS IN WICK.

a volume by .Dr. Arthur Mitohell, 
published some time since, the author 
gives a rather striking picture of the 
group of families of tinkers living in a 
cave on the south side of Wick bay, to 
which he made a visit with two friends 
one night in August. 

"We found twenty-four inmates—men, women, 
and children—belonging to four families, the heads 
of which were all there. They had retired to rest for 
the night a short time befo1 e our arrival, but their 
fires were still smouldering. They received us civilly. 
To our great relief the dogs, which were numerous 
and vicious, seemed to understand that we were made 
welcome. The beds on which we found these people 
lying, consisted of straw, grass, and bracken, spread 
upon the rock or shingle, and each was supplied with 
one or two dirty, ragged blankets or pieces of mat 
ting. Two of the beds were near the peat fires, 
which were still burning, but the others were further 
back into the cave, where they were better sheltered. 
On the bed nearest the entrance lay a man and his 
wife, both absolutely naked, and two little children 
in the same state. On the next bed lay another 
couple, an infant, and one or-two older children. 
Then came a bed with a bundle of children, whom I 
did not count. Far back in the cave—up stairs in 
the garret, as they facetiously called it—were three or 
four biggish boys, who were undressed, but had not 
lain down. One of them, moving about with a 
nickering light in his hand, contributed greatly to 
the weirdness of the scene. We were told of a recent 
death here, that of a little child from typhus. The 
Procurator Fiscal saw this dead child lying naked on 
a large flat stone. Its father lay beside it in the 
delirium of typhus when death paid his visit to an 
abode with no door to knock at."

This cave is occupied both summer and winter by 
a varying number of families, one or two of them 
being almost constant tenants. These dwellers in 
the cave are, of course, mere dregs of the population; 
they are persons who have dropped out of the line of 
march. If they were transported to Edinburgh or 
Glasgow, they would naturally and necessarily find 
their homes in the slums of the city. These are 
surely " our very poor."

Author of "Dayspring," " Little and Good," "Life's 
Aftermath," etc., etc.

CHAPTER III.

WASHED ASHORE.

IVERSAND was a little fishing hamlet 
consisting of a few huts and cottages 
huddled together under some low sand- 
cliffs. ^Vflien we reached it we could 
scarcely hear ourselves speak- for the 
thunder of the long line of huge billows 
which were running beyond the surf 

mountains high.
Some men were on the beach with ropes, and two 

women were watching them from the shelter of an 
old boat, to which they clung to steady themselves 
against the wind.

The surf was blown far inland, and we were 
wetted by the spray as completely as by showers of 
rain.

This storm was memorable even on a coast where 
storms are common ; and the women who screamed in 
our ears, said that if the tide had not turned when it 
did, Oversand and the country for half a mile would 
have been a swamp.

That great surging angry sea gave me a feeling of 
awe. A lurid light from the west gave the huo-e 
billows a copper coloured hue, which contrasted with 
the boiling white surf. In the presence of such a 
storm a sense of helplessness and isolation came over 
me. My companions stood close together, and I saw 
that Hans had thrown his arm round his cousin, as if

to steady her. She was laughing and merry, and 
every time a great wave seemed to advance towards 
us—as if it would engulf us, and then break with a 
roar like artillery—Adelaide hid her face against 
Hans' broad shoulder, and laughed with excitement 
and pleasure.

"You little grave Lota," she called out. "Don't 
you like it ? Isn't it fun ? Oh ! your hair is like a 
mop ; you look so funny."

1 did not feel "funny," or particularly jocund. 
" Let us go home," I said ; "it is rather too much 

of a storm to be out in."
As I spoke I felt my voice had not reached 

Adelaide's ear, and I was beginning to gather up my 
hair, and trying to stuff it under my bonnet, when 
the woman near me exclaimed :— 

"They have got something now." 
" What are they looking for P " I asked. 
"A bark went to pieces about noon. There's not 

a splinter left to tell where she went down. There, 
out j'onder."

" And the crew ? " I asked. 
" They must have perished, every one of them." 
"And what are the men looking for in the surf? " 
The woman gave me a sudden sharp glance, and 

said :—
" What they can find ! "
I had heard stories from Abigail that some of the 

Oversand people were not too particular in gathering 
up, what was washed ashore after wrecks, and that 
even the dead were not respected.

" But what have they found! " I exclaimed, as 
three men advanced, drenched to the skin, the first 
of the three with something in his arms.

"Hoy! Sue!" he shouted; "here's something 
after your liking."

The woman staggered down from the boat, and I 
followed, prompted by curiosity.

"It's a babby," said the man ; "will 'ee have him, 
Missie ? He's been lashed to a raft, and he ain't 
dead, that I know of."

"He's got nothing on him worth sixpence," said 
one of the other men ; " so he won't suit your book, 
Sue."

Sue, however, took the child, and hurried to one 
of the nearest huts with her burden, and I followed 
her.

Hans and Adelaide were too much engrossed with 
each other's society to heed what I did.

The woman, the men called Sue, sat down on a 
three-legged stool before the smouldering fire, rnd 
began to untie the bands, which had so securely 
fastened the child to a plank of some four feet long, 
and three wide. The child was breathing and living 
—that was very evident, and even to my unpractised 
eye he was beautiful. Long dark lashes lay on his 
round cheek, and masses of golden hair hung damp 
and heavy about his head. He had a coarse blue 
flannel shirt, evidently a man's, lashed round his 
body, in thick folds; and when we had taken it off 
we saw a ribbon round his neck, to which hung a 
medal of a patron saint, which Roman Catholics 
always tie round the necks of the little ones. 

Sue clutched this eagerly, and then said— 
" That ain't worth a 'apenny." 
The child meantime was reviving, and the quick 

friction of Sue's horny hands, and the moving up and 
down of his legs and arms soon brought him round. 
He sat upright on Sue's knee, and looked about him 
with a wistful wonder in his liquid dark eyes. 

" How old is he, do you think ? " I asked. 
" Not two year old," she said, putting her rough 

finger between 'the child's lips to feel his teeth. 
" No, he ain't two. Well; what's to be done with 
him, workus or what ? He's no good to poor folks 
like us, who can scarce fill our own mouths with 
bread."

Suddenly she started up. " They've got some 
thing now," she said. "Here Missie, as you are so 
taken with the brat, p'raps you'll like to hold hir»."

She tossed the poor little thing into my arms, and 
bustled off.

The child looked up into my face with those lovely 
eyes, and the corners of his rosy lips were pulled 
down, and his little breast heaved.

"You poor little thing," I said, pressing him close. 
"I will carry you home to Abigail, and ask her what 
we had better do with you. I will never leave you 
to that cruel woman."

" Lota, Lota," it was Adelaide's voice. " Do 
come out of this wretched place. Hans says they
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are no doubt wild wicked people here, who get all 
they can from the wreck. Why, Lota, what is 
that?"

" It is a child that was washed ashore on a raft, 
and I am going to carry it home, and ask my father 
what I ought to do with it."

" Oh! I never heard such a thing. You can't 
carr}" it, Lota."

"I can," I said, " if I can only find something to 
wrap it in." I looked round, but there was positively 
nothing in the house, and all I could do was to un 
fasten a small shawl I wore under my cloak, and 
tie the baby up in it. He cried a little—a low ex 
hausted wailing cry—and I said : " I must muke haste, 
or he will die of hunger. Oh! I wish there was 
some milk."

But milk was an article most unlikely to find a 
place in the hut, and I was obliged to give up the 
search which I instituted in a cupboard where two 
bottles of rum, and one of gin, seemed the only things 
to be had. A bit of stale ship biscuit and a hard 
crust lay on a broken plate, and I was obliged to 
content myself with breaking off a bit of the crust, 
hoping that the child might suck it.

I showed some discretion, for the little fat hand 
seized it eagerly, and sucked away vigorously, the 
wailing cry ceasing.

Hans Meyer's tall figure now appeared at the door, 
and Adelaide exclaimed—

" Imagine what Lota has picked up—a baby ! She 
insisted on carrying it home."

" Better leave it to the people," Hans said, peer 
ing down at the child's face which was nestling in 
my arms. "Better leave it, Mi^s Lota: it will only 
be a bother to you, and you cannot carry it."

" Yes, I can," I said, and the little opposition only 
strengthened rny resolution.

As we set off in the direction of Crowhurst, we 
saw the black figures of the men in the surf with 
long poles and ropes. The sea had retreated with 
the turn of the tide, and there was less noise from 
the breaking of the billows.

The wind, too, had a little gone down, and being 
at our backs now, it helped our progress instead of 
hindering it.

I was not, as I think I said, either tall or strongly 
built, and my arms and back ached with their load. 
I lagged a little behind my companions, and Hans 
Meyer said—

"Put down the child by the roadside, Miss Lota : 
what good will a poor little creature like that do to 
any one ? "

" Do you suppose I would leave the child to 
perish ? " I said indignantly. With all his soft 
speeches, and gentle voice and manner, this man's 
real nature showed out even then.

"You are very good," he said; "quite an angel of 
mercy. Give me the load."

As he drew aside the capes of my cloak and put 
his hand on the poor baby as if to take it from me, 
it gave a terrified scream and hid its i'ace.

" I can get on very well," I said; " and if you and 
Adelaide are tired of my slow pace, go on quickly—I 
do not mind."

" Nonsense, Lota. As if we could leave you ! But 
what are you going to do with the child ? "

" Get it some clothes, and feed it," I said promptly. 
" I shall try to get some milk at Crowhurst, before I 
go home, if you will let me."

" Let you ! Yes, indeed, and you must have a good 
rest. I daresay you can have Phil's pony chair to 
drive to Caister. But you are a peculiar girl to take 
up a baby like this. As I said before, what will you 
do with it ? "

'There are some people towards whom I have felt 
an instant aversion, very strong and decided. I will 
not pretend to say that this feeling is right. Nay, 
now I know it to be wrong to indulge in such feel 
ings. We may have an instinctive mistrust or dis 
like : but there must be no fostering these feelings 
—till they grow so as to prevent us from seeing what 
may be really good and worthy in the person who 
excites them.

Nevertheless, setting all this aside, there can be 
no doubt that this first instinctive faith or unfaith 
in those we meet is seldom wrong, and I lived to 
know that my first impressions of Hans Meyer were 
the true ones.

The dark library, with its shelves of heavy books, 
seldom taken out of their places, looked very dark 
this afternoon. The old Delft ware and Dutch blue 
arranged in a large glass closet at the end of _ the 
room, made the only bright place, as the firelight 
flickered on the panes, and caught the polished sur 
face of two huge blue vases, which stood on a ped 
estal on either side of the china closet.
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In those days, the mania for blue china had not 

taken such hold on the English people. There were 
collections of china no doubt, and costly ones, but 
we did not hang up our plates on the walls, and 
o-ive our rooms the appearance of a well furnished 
pantry. China was heaped up in pyramids, pagoda- 
like, of cups and saucers. Bowls were set upon 
bowls, and plates were arranged shieldwise at the 
back of the china cupboard, the key of which was 
kept as sacredly as the key of the cellar, and the 
china was only looked upon as safe when locked up.

Many a china closet has been a " white elephant " 
to its owners ! Perhaps the same may be said of the 
blue dragon, and old Nankin "hawthorn vases " of 
to-day.

Philip was not alone when we went into the 
library. On the opposite side of the fire sat his 
mother. She was not talking to him, nor looking at 
him, nor indeed was she apparently present in spirit 
at all. Her head was turned towards the fire, on the 
open hearth, where logs were piled and ruddy flames 
leaped up continually. Madam Meyer was roused 
from her day-dream by Adelaide's voice.

"Mother ! do look what Lota has picked up. Phil, 
here is something better than the half-drowned puppy 
which you have rescued ! See, Phil! see mother ! 
what Lota has under her cloak."

"Something better than a puppj7 ," she repeated. 
And in a low voice Hans Meyer said, " or something 
worse!"

CHAPTEE IV.

AT CBOWUKST.

STAGGEEING under the weight of the baby, I sat 
down on the large bearskin rug before the blazing 
fire, and uncovered the little head which was appar 
ently quite content to lie against my breast.

Madam Meyer knelt down by my side. Phil drew 
near and peeped over my shoulder, while Adelaide 
ran to call the old nurse and faithful attendant of the 
house, Priscilla.

Hans Meyer stood aloof, playing with his silky 
moustache with one hand, and with the other lifting 
the cover of the closed folio where Philip kept his 
drawings.

The slight noise of the cover falling against a book 
on the table made Philip turn away from his contem 
plations of the baby, and look towards Hans.

" Leave that alone," he said almost fiercely; "it is 
mine."

Hans, perfectly unconcerned, said—
"Is it, dear boy; are you then an artist? "
" That is no business of yours," Philip said, 

hastily, carrying off the portfolio to the further end 
of the long room ; " and, as you don't seem sure of 
the fact, my name is Philip—Philip Randolph 
Meyer."

" A large name for so small a person," Hans said 
with a slight sneer.

c' Hush, Phil! don't be so discourteous," Madam 
Meyer said. "Ah ! here is Priscilla with some milk."

The old nurse came towards the hearthrug with a 
kindly curious gaze.

" Poor lamb ! " she said ! " poor lamb ! but he is a 
bonny boy. I'll take hiai to my room, madam, if 
you'll let me, and dress him in some of our old gar 
ments, and feed him."

" He is my child," I said, a right of possession in 
the boy rising within me, and that first sweet sense 
of protecting love for the weak and helpless awaking 
in me which is the beautiful inheritance most women 
delight in. " He is mine, Priscilla. I am going to 
take him home."

"Well, so do," said the old woman, "though what 
a little lassie like you will do with him, I can't say. 
Anyhow, you had best let me clothe him and feed 
him first, Miss Lota."

All this time Madam Meyer had knelt in the same 
position looking at the baby.

_"Miss Lota must have him, nurse. He is not 
mine—not yours. Alas ! alas! "

Then over Madame Meyer's stern but finely-cut 
features there came a pathetic yearning tenderness, 
as raising the child Irom the hearthrug, where he was 
stretching out his limbs before the blaze, she kissed 
him and gave him into Priscilla's arms.

" Alas ! no, Priscilla, he is not ours, but——" 
f Priscilla caught the child close to her breast, cover 
ing him with her large apron thrown over my plaid 
shawl, murmuring, " I know what you are thinking 
of, madam, but God's will be done."

Then it struck me that over the long waste of years 
Madam Meyers' thoughts had travelled to her rirst-

born son, lying in infant beauty in the arms of 
her young motherhood. I put my hand in hers, and 
I felt a tear drop on it. But in a moment she was 
the quiet, cold, self-possessed lady again, who loved 
an isolated lonely life, and to whom poor Phillip was 
more an object of pity than real affection, and 
Adelaide as a bright-winged butterfly, which danced 
about the old corridors of Crowhurst, and was fair 
and pleasant to look at, but of whom she made no 
friend.

Then Hans Meyer began to tell how heavy the 
storm was at sea, and Adelaide to describe the 
squalid condition of the Oversand people, while Philip 
sat in his chair quiet and silent. He was vexed, I 
could see, that he had lost his temper with that huge 
giant, who, lying back in one of the old-fashioned oak 
chairs, looked perfectly contented and self-satisfied; 
but I do not know that I ever heard him say " Dear 
boy" again. From that time it was always 
''Pbelip," with a very foreign pronunciation of the 
third letter.

The days of afternoon tea were yet far distant in 
households like that at Crowhurst. Tea was com 
monly served at six o'clock, with abundance of tea- 
cakes and preserve; or, if the order was reversed and 
dinner at six was considered late, tea took the place 
of supper afterwards.

I began to be anxious to get home with my 
treasure, being somewhat in dread of Abigail, and 
wondering what my father would say. He was a 
kind and indulgent father; but a child to be thrown 
entirely on him for maintenance might not exactly 
please him. Still I trusted to his kindness of heart, 
and thought that if he consented I could win over 
Abigail.

Priscilla returned with the child before half an 
hour had passed, dressed in old things she had taken 
out of a wardrobe which was dedicated to the past.

" There! " she said, " he is as good as gold. You'd 
better let me keep him, Miss Lota. There'll be 
some inquiries made about him. He's of gentle 
birth, and there's blue blood in his veins. Look at 
his ears and the shape of his nails, and such a high 
instep. You don't see the like in children of the poor 
working folks. There will be some one inquiring for 
him some day. I shouldn't wonder, for my part, if 
he isn't a duke's son."

Poor little boy! washed ashore on the breast of 
these angry billows ! What was it to him if he were 
a duke's son ? His coronet could not save him. He 
wanted no costly garments, and jewels were value 
less. Warmth and food and comforting of love were 
worth all the appliances and surroundings of rank to 
him ; and as, to my joy, he stretched out his arms to 
me, I exclaimed, " I hope no one will ever inquire for 
him or want him."

" What if he has a mother hungering for a sight 
of him p " Madam Meyer said.

" Ah ! then I would not be selfish. The mother 
ought to have him."

Adelaide's laugh rang out as she appealed to her 
cousin—

" Is not Lota—my name for Charlotte—a quaint 
little thing? Who.would think she was a girl to 
hear her talk ? Any one might say she was as old 
as Priscilla."

The pony chaise came round, and I departed with 
rny charge, Priscilla bearing him before me with 
bowed back and the slow footsteps of age.

"Good-bye, Philip," I said, going back to his chair 
for a moment.

" Come again soon," he said in a low tone, " and 
tell me about the child."

" Yes. Good-bye."
" We shall all be very anxious to know how you 

get through with your new dut}'," Hans Meyer said.
How was it that he always seemed to hear and see 

everything? Nothing escaped him : and yet in repose 
110 countenance could be less intelligent, with its 
sleepy, light-blue eyes, and heavy under-lip, which 
the fair moustache hardly concealed.

"Mr. Hans Meyer has eyes behind and ears too," 
Priscilla said with a smile, when I joined her in the 
corridor. "Come again soon, and come often, my 
dearie/' she said at parting; "for my dear Mr. 
Philip is not like himself since this cousin came. I 
wish the big waves that washed this 'child ashore at 
Oversand had washed him back to Holland—that Ido."

And I cordially assented in my heart to Priscilla's 
openly-expressed, opinion.

For Infants and Invalids, NEAVB'S FOOD is by far the best and 
cheapest. It was established in 1825, and is sold everywhere in 
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The pony chaise was a welcome relief to me, and we 
reached East Street before six had struck from the old 
church tower.

The twilight of the March evening was deepening, 
and when the carriage drew up before our door Abi 
gail was on the watch.

" Have you had any accident, Miss Lottie ? There ! 
I began to be in a fidget about you. Will you have 
something ? " Abigail asked of my charioteer—an 
odd boy about Crowhurst, who wore the Meyer 
livery when he accompanied Philip in his drives, and 
wore fustian about the premises, where he performed 
a variety of offices in the stable-yard, poultry-yard 
and garden, almost equal to our Tom in the ver 
satility of his gifts.

" No, thank you," said the boy; " I must get back 
as fast as I can. I wish you joy of your visitor, Mrs. 
Abigail."

These words reached me as I stumbled into the 
little square hall with my burden; and Abigail, 
closing the door on the boy and the carriage, followed 
me to the sitting-room on the left hand of the pas 
sage.

A bright fire was burning there, and everything 
looked inviting, from the shiqing brass of the high 
fender to the snowy cloth on the little round table, 
where an abundant tea was laid ready, and the kettle 
on the fire, to be ready the moment the wheels of 
my father's gig were heard.

li The wind has gone down a bit," Abigail said. 
'•" Here, let me take your cloak. What a tangle your 
hair is in ! It will take——why what's that ? "

The child had cried faintly as Abigail removed my 
cloak, and I stood revealed with the poor little 
stranger in my arms.

(To le continued.)

Do what you can to make others grow happy- 
While you are journeying on day by day.

Kindness, if genuine, ever works wonders— 
Chases ill-feeling and hatred away.

Each, if we like, can most surely do something, 
However little, which pleasure will give;

And the sweet thought of our humblest endeavour 
Afterward will in our memory live.

Do what yea can to make sad hearts grow brighter,
Help them to carry the loads that they bear; 

And you will find your own burdens grow lighter,
While for the welfare of others you care. 

Many a one has been saved from destruction
Just with the help of some unse fish friend; 

And he is happy who ever in pity,
Will to the needy a helping hand lend.

Do what you can to make home bright and happy,
Though it be ever so humble or poor. 

Love can bring happiness better than riches—
Love keeps the home in rich blessings secure, 

Makes it a place of true rest and enjoyment,
Banish's all gloom and depression away; • 

Cultivates cheerfulness, which, like the sunshine,
Gladdens and cheers with each bright little ray.

Do what you can. Help to make the world better,
Surely there's plenty for each one to do; 

Each has a corner in which he may labour:
Brother, there's some little corner for you. 

Do what you can, and the Father of Mercies,
His choicest blessings will strew in your way. 

Do what you can, then, and never grow weary;
Do something useful and helpful each day.

T. WlLI-IAMS.

THE FAITH OF ABRAHAM.—Abraham believed 
and committing himself to his faith, he went out, not 
knowing whither he went. It was one feature of his 
faitii, that he should not know. If he had known, 
he would not have believed. If the spiritual world 
were mapped out to us like our native village, it 
could hardly be said that we believe. Faith strikes 
its roots into dai kness. Take up its roots to examine 
them, and it would be like unearthing the roots of a 
tree. It would die.—James Drunimond.
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St. Peter's Defence before the Council. 
Acts v. 27-42.

N our last paper we saw 
companions again made

Peter and his 
prisoners, but 
They were not 
their enemies.

set free by God's angel, 
yet, however, free from 
They were brought up before the Conncil 
to answer for their conduct. They had 
before this been forbidden to speak and 

preach of the Lord Jesus (ch. iv. 18). But they had 
given no promise to obey 
that command. On the 
contrary, they declared that 
they must speak of their 
Lord. They were open and 
straightforward about it. It 
would never do for Christ's 
followers to say one thing- 
and do another. A Chris 
tian's word ought to be as 
good as his deed. " Let us 
not love in word and in 
tongue, but in deed and in 
truth " (1 John iii. 18). The 
apostles' actions went with 
their words; yet their judges 
seemed to expect obedience 
from them. " Did we not 
command you that ye should 
not speak and teach in tins 
name; ye intend to bring 
this man's blood upon us " 
(ver. 28). How strikingly 
do these words take us back 
to the cry of the people when 
they gave up the Lord to 
the death of the Cross. " His 
blood be upon us and our 
children " (St. Matt, xxvii. 
24, 25). They cared little 
then, and knew little what 
they meant by the reckless 
cry. Now they began to 
fear whether after all they 
might not be held answer 
able for the blood of the Son 
of Man. Either Christ's 
blood saves, or condemns. 
If we are not washed by 
that " precious blood," we 
must be judged by it. 
Which shall it be?, Peter 
boldly declares, " We ought 
to obey GOD rather than 
men." It is well here to 
note that God .^distinctly 
commands obedience to 
earthly rulers. Let every 
feoui be subject to the higher 
powers, and (Rom. xiii. 1-7) 
also (1 Pet. ii. 13,14). There 
are some in this lawless age 
who seem to think that no 
one has a right to rule. 
Such a spirit is entirely con 
trary to the Bible. God's 
appointment is that some 
should rule and some should 
serve. Any plan of man which would upset this 
plan of God must bring ruin sooner or later. On 
gne account only may a ruler be disobeyed. When 
man's law opposes God's laws, then man must be 
disobeyed and God obeyed. On this account Peter 
could not obey the law of the Council. We have 
other similar instances in the Bible, specially that of 
the three young men in Babylon who refused to obey 
Nebuchadnezzar in worshipping his golden image. 
If Christ is our Master, His law must come first. 
By nature men and women would rather please their 
fellows than please God; but grace in the heart puts 
pleasing God first (Gal. i. 10).

St. Peter proceeds to a beautiful testimony con 
cerning Christ. " This Jesus hath God exalted with 
His right hand to be a Prince and a Saviour" 
(ver. 31). Christ was lifted up on high. Man

looked down upon Him, God exalted Him. Man 
despised Him, God glorified Him. And for what 
special purpose was Christ here declared to be exalted. 
To bestow two great gifts— the greatest that any 
man can receive—Eepentance and Remission. It is 
a great matter to view both as God's gifts. One man 
cannot make another man repent; neither can any 
man forgive the sins of another. Both are Christ's 
free gifts. But He is a Prince and a Saviour on 
purpose that He may bestow them (Ps. Ixviii. 18). 
There is great encouragement here. Some may say, 
I cannot repent. Ask Christ to give you repentance. 
There are others who may say, I do not see how my 
sins are to be forgiven. This, too, is Christ's gift. 
Ask Him for it. He has both gifts ready for you. 
Oh ! Christ is ready to give, but men are so sloiv to 
come and ask and wait for His gifts ! Those who 
heard Peter speak were " cut to the heart" by his 
words (ver. 33). His words were as nails driven 
home by an unerring hammer. This is just what

treatment of uncondemned men. But they suffered 
as their Lord suffered. And how did they take it ? 
They "rejoiced that they were counted worthy to 
suffer shame for His Name." Already the martyr 
spirit was in these men. It was for " His NAME," 
and it was worth while to suffer for that. We can 
suffer and bear when we love. Later on St. Peter 
wrote upon this subject, " Rejoice, inasmuch as ye 
are partakers of Christ's sufferings" (1 Peter iv. 
12-16). Ah! Peter did not write of what he did not 
Jcnoiv. He knew what it was to suffer for his Master 
and he knew what it was to suffer rejoicing. To 
Christ's name, a name so precious to us, that we 
should be willing to suffer for His sake ?

M. E.

AT PEACE.—A pious soldier mortally wounded in 
a great battle was carried by his comrades to the 
rear, and laid down under a tree, whilst they returned 
to their posts of duty. A little while after, an officer 

rode past, and seeing a 
fellow-countryman alone, 
and bleeding to death, he 
pulled up and asked him 
Idndly if there was any 
thing he could do for him ? 
The dying man gasped— 
" Yes— knapsack — book— 
read John xiv. 27." 'The 
officer dismounted and 
opened the knapsack, which 
lay beside him, but he was 
little accustomed to read 
the sacred volume, and 
found the words with 
difficulty, " Peace I leave 
with you, My peace I give 
unto you : not as the world 
giveth, give I unto you. 
Let not your heart be 
troubled, neither let it be 
afraid." A radiant and 
Heavenly smile lighted up 
the poor man's features as 
he listened. " There ! 
there ! " he exclaimed in 
thrilling and triumphant 
tones, " that is all I want. 
I have peace. I am going 
home. My Saviour is wait 
ing to receive me." The 
officer gazed at him in 
speechless astonishment, 
threw the Bible back into 
the knapsack, sprang into 
bis saddle, and was off. 
Within an hour he was 
himself carried by his men 
out of the field mortally 
wounded. As he approached 
the tree beneath which the 
lifeless soldier was laid, 
passing his hand over his 
forehead, he said, in tones 
of heartfelt anguish, I have 
no Bible. I have no peace. 
There is no Saviour waiting 
to receive me!" Nay, 
there was a Saviour ready 
with open arms to receive 
him even then—had he but 
sought Him. But despair 
took possession of him,and he 
passed into eternity without 
a Saviour—without peace— 
withouta hope.—Miss Skin 
ner's "Letter to Soldiers.''

men do not like. As long as general words are 
spoken, they bear it; but when it comes to a personal. 
word, spoken to themselves, then many a heart rebels 
—and why ? Because the unchanged heart dislikes 
the truth—for it is still, as in the days of St. Paul, 
" enmity against God " (Rom. viii. 7).

In the case before us the enmity took a strong 
form, for the men of the Council sought to slay the 
apostles. But their desire to die for their Master 
had not yet come. It has been said, " Every man is 
immortal till his work is done." The work of these 
men of God was not yet done. We find, therefore, 
that one of the Council, Gamaliel, a man of wisdom 
and learning, was raised up to speak with such power 
that his arguments prevailed and the apostles' lives 
were spared. They were, however, beaten before they 
were set at liberty. Most cruel and unjust was such

HANK goodness, this slavery will soon 
be over, and then no more trudging 
about in the wet for me! "

Anice Lindsay felt it a relief to say 
these words aloud, even though the 
drip of the rain on the pavement was 
the only answer received, and that 

not a very cheery one.
Standing there on the door-step, under the lighted 

lamp, we can see she is a fair, glight girl, with a 
prettiness that only lacks depth of expression to make 
it very charming.

s&*
Ut\ f j>?
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She is shabbily dressed in a light-brown ulster and 
a small brown bonnet, and both have done good 
service in their time. " Her umbrella shows unmis 
takable S37 mptoms of "starring," and under one 
arm is tucked a thick roll of exercise-books and 
music.

The door was opened by a tall, anxious-looking 
woman, whose face became a shade less anxious as 
she welcomed her eldest daughter.

" I have been watching for your knock some time, 
dear. Tea is all ready."

" Very well, mother; I'll be down in one 
minute."

Anice ran upstairs to the little cupboard-like room 
she called her own. Although tea might be waiting, she 
could not sit down to it happily before first changing 
herschool-dress, brushing 
nut her thick fair hair, 
and adding various little 
adornments that were not 
permissible during work 
ing hours. She looked so 
daintily neat as she came 
into the dining-room ten 
minutes later, that even 
her father, a rheumatic 
invalid, forgave her un- 
punctuality.

"Are you expecting a 
visitor to-night, Anice ? " 
he asked from his arm 
chair beside the fire.

"No, father. Mr. Eey 
nolds won't be here till 
to-morrow night," Anice 
replied, taking her seat 
at the table, where three 
boys with dusty drab 
jackets and not over-clean 
appearance had already 
established themselves.

" Mr. Eeynolds ! Hav 
en't you learned to call 
him by his name yet ? " 
inquired Jem, the eldest 
of the trio.

" Don't ask foolish 
questions. Boys know 
nothing of.such matters," 
Anice rejoined loftily. 
" Mother, will you pass 
the sugar? You never 
make my tea sweet 
enough."

" Don't I, dear ? I am 
very sorry," Mrs. Lind- 
say meekly replied, send 
ing the sugar-bowl via 
•Jem and Charlie, who 
improved the opportunity 
by helping themselves 
liberally first.

" How can j*ou be so 
greedy ?" burst forth 
Anice.

"Don't bother me," 
growled Jem.

" If you speak in that 
way, sir, you leave the 
room ! " Mr. Lindsay said 
fiercely, overhearing the 
last remark; which threat 
so_ worked upon Jem's 
niind, engrossed at pre 
sent in a thick slice of 
bread and jam, that he re 
lapsed into silence for the ________________ 
rest of the meal.

It was rather a small, room for six people to be in, 
and plainly furnished, the only comfortable chair 
being the one already occupied by the fire.

Tea over, Anice helped her mother to clear it away, 
find take it downstairs to the solitary little maid who 
reigned in the kitchen. A busy evening followed.

, "°ys na<^ their lessons to prepare lor school on 
the following day, and Anice the pile of books to 
wade through she had brought home. Her father 
generally helped her in this work, but to-night he 
lelt too poorly, and soon went off upstairs, his wife 
following in close attendance. Then the boys' bed 
time came, and this was the quietest time of the day 
lor -A-nice. Putting away her books, and bringing 
out her work-basket, she began to sew industriously 
at a long strip of embroidery.

In times gone by the Lindsays had been fairly well 
_ott. Now failure of health had completely set the

bread-winner aside; a small pension was doled out to 
him quarterly by the company in whose cervice he 
had spent half a lifetime; and the household de 
pended for the rest of its maintenance upon Anice's 
earnings as a teacher in a middle-class school close by.

Poor child ! She hated the drudgery of teaching 
as most girls of nineteen would have hated it; and 
when a good offer of marriage presented itself, the 
prospect of a comfortable home and future un 
trammelled by money worries, settled the question for 
her beyond a doubt.

If love, however, on her side were lacking, George 
Eeynolds fully made up for the deficiency on his. 
He was a man of five-and-thirty—stout, florid, and 
eminently practical—who had won for himself a good 
position as accountant in a large London firm.

WAS TRAINING THE TALL CREEPER.''—Page 15.

Meeting Anice at a mutual friend's house, he fell 
in love for the first time in his life and as is often 
the case, took the fever badly. There was nothing 
he would not do for her, promising to add to the 
Lindsays' income when Anice should have left them. 
It was now the beginning of February, and the wed 
ding was arranged to take place at Easter, which fell 
this year late in April.
*****

Anice awoke the following morning with the re 
collection of it being her birthday, and that she 
might safely indulge in the hope of receiving one 
present at least.

" I wonder what he will send me," she thought as 
she completed her rapid toilette. " He has given me 
a silver necklet and bangles already, and two rings 
besides. How delightful it is to be engaged to a 
man with a little money ! "

She knelt for a minute or two by her bedside, as 
she had been accustomed to do since childhood ; but 
the consciousness of listening for the postman's knock 
robbed the few hasty words of what virtue they might 
otherwise have possessed.

Before she had finished, the welcome sound was 
heard, and getting up from her knees, she went out 
side her door, leaning over the balusters to speak to 
the boys, who were making unearthly noises in the 
passage below.

" Anything for me, Jem ? Bring it_up—there's a 
dear boy! " she asked in her most coaxing tones.

" Oh, I'm a dear boy, am I, this morning? 'spects 
I've changed in the night! " Jem answered, throwing 
a small brown paper packet up in the air and catching 
it dexterously.

" Do give it to me! 
I'll make you some hot 
scones to-night if you 
will," Anice entreated, 
quivering with impa 
tience.

These generous terms 
brought the matter to a 
speedy termination. Jem 
threw the packet at his 
sister's feet, Charlie fol 
lowing it with a bound 
himself, and three or four 
other letters of lesser im 
port.

" I say, let's have a 
look at it too!" he 
begged.

Anice made no objec 
tion. Only sincere love 
needs reservations. Sit 
ting down on the topmost 
step, she began tearing 
off the thick paper wrap 
ping that concealed the 
treasure within.

"My word! that's 
worth sending ! " ejacu 
lated the boy, as both 
pairs of eyes rested upon 
an oval - shaped gold 
locket and chain, lying 
in rich relief against a 
back-ground of dusky 
blue.

" How perfectly love 
ly ! " gasped Anice, 
whilst the two other boys 
climbed up the balusters 
to see what was going 
on.

" And his photograph 
inside, of course," sug 
gested Charlie; "open 
and see, Anice."

" His photograph ! 
Oh, I hope not," Anice 
said,.feeling involuntarily 
that the beauty of the gilt 
would be sadly marred by 
such an addition.

She touched the spring 
in eager haste. There 
ivas a photograph, it is 
true—but whose ?

A murmur of conster 
nation ran through the • 
little group, and the four 
fair heads got very close 
to one another as they 
bent anxiously over the 
centre of attraction.

The pictured face must have seen at least seven or 
eight fewer years of life than had George Eeynolds. 
Strength and kindliness were combined in the well- 
shaped head and mouth, and the dark eyes had a 
look of entire trustworthiness and frank friendliness 
about them, very refreshing in this age of covert 
suspicion.

" My eye ! what a good-looking fellow ! " ex 
claimed Jem, generally the first to give an opinion. 
" Do you know him, Anice ? "

"Know him! of course not!" Anice replied, 
almost too bewildered to speak. " Whatever does 
it mean ? "

" Won't Mr. Eeynolds be in a jolly rage with him 
for daring to send it! " chuckled Jem, with brotherly 
consideration. " 1 should keep it dark, if I were 
you."

"Nonsense! there must be a mistake somewhere,"
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Anice answered, flushing; "here is some writing at 
the back."

Just inside the gold facing were engraved the 
words, " To a patient heart," followed by the date 
of the month and year. This inscription, however 
satisfactory to the originator, did not clear up 
matters in the least; and after vainly looking for a 
further clue, Anice gave up the search as hopeless. 
The parcel had been sent direct from London, and 
only bore the jeweller's name and address.

"Mr. Reynolds will be here this evening," Anice 
said. " No doubt he will be able to throw some 
light on the mystery, and, if not, he can easily write 
to the shop it came from and make inquiries."

She shook herself free from the boys as she spoke, 
and went downstairs to help forward breakfast pre 
parations. The glad feeling of possession had en 
tirely gone, and mystified and disappointed she sup 
pressed as much as possible all home-discussion on 
the subject.

But as she went about her work that day she could 
not forget the puzzle, and again and again the pictured 
face, with its look of calm decision, arose in her 
imagination, contrasted with the face belonging to 
the man whom at Easter she must pledge herself to 
" love, honour, and obey " for life.

When she came home at noon, free from school- 
bondage till Monday morning, the first thing she did 
was to takeout the mysterious packet from her jewel- 
case and examine it all over again, inside and out.

" To a patient heart." What a strange in 
scription ! That alone would show it could not be 
intended for her. For who owned a heart less pa 
tient ? Irritable with the boys at home and the 
girls at school, discontented with her lot in life, 
willing to take any rash step and so ensure the 
comfort and comparative luxury after which she 
pined.

Girl-like, she began at once to weave a romance 
about the fate of the straying valentine. How 
fortunate that girl must be for whom it was originally 
intended!

" I expect it has been a long engagement, and no 
doubt he is dreadfully poor," mused Anice. "Love 
and poverty, always the old story! Why does it 
seem as if one must choose between love and 
riches ? "

Anice generally looked forward to Saturday after 
noon as being a quiet time when she could go on with 
those embroidery-edgings and white garments that 
would some day form p;irt of her trousseau. This 
afternoon, however, she felt restless and unsettled, 
and she decided upon taking a long walk towards the 
country instead. When she returned home the boys 
greeted her with a rush of news.

"Mr. Eeynolds came, and says the lockets must 
have got mixed at the shop ! Aren't they a lot of 
swindlers ? "

Standing in the background was the individual, 
whom, of all others, Anice would rather not have 
seen that moment. She put out her ham], but not 
content with that he stooped down and kissed her 
forehead.

" How dare you ; before the boys, too ?'' she cried, 
stamping her foot with passion.

"What a fuss about nothing!" George Eeynolds 
replied, good-naturedly, failing to see any error in his 
manner of greeting. " If I am not to give, and take 
too, for the matter of that, on your birthday, I should 
like to know when I may p "

" Never, till you ask permission first! " answered 
Anice grandly, sweeping upstairs and shutting the 
door of her room in her most determined style. Then, 
safe as she knew in seclusion, she sat down and burst 
into tears.

Her mother came by-and-by, bringing a message 
of reconciliation—

" Besides dear, he wants to see the locket. He 
says he ordered you one just like it, and that in 
the hurry of yesterday the people must have made a 
mistake. But he will take it up to London the first 
thing on Monday morning, and have it set right."

This proved to be the case. Their unknown 
fellow-sufferer in the blunder, equally puzzled, re 
turned the locket containing George Eeynolds'photo 
graph, requesting an explanation, which the jewellers, 
overcome by a sense of their own failures, were not 
slow in giving.

Meanwhile, Anice spent one of the most miserable 
Sundays she had ever known. It seemed to her that 
never before had she been thrown so entirely upon
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the companionship of her future husband, or that 
never before had this society so completely bored 
her.

It was a positive relief when Monday came arid 
she could dull her thoughts by a hard day's work. 
George Eeynolds left by an early train and would 
not be able to return till the end of another fort 
night. He was in the habit of running down fre 
quently for a Sunday's recreation, taking a room close 
to the Lindsay's house; and Anice's girl-acquaint 
ances were apt to envy her such devoted attentions, 
though, as is not unfrequently the case, they failed to 
win the return they surelv deserved.

"To a patient heart." These words haunted her 
like a foolish rhyme which refuses to be driven 
from the memory. All day long, in school and out, 
written between copy-book lines, traced on drawing- 
boards, she saw the same inscription.

The locket to which she had a perfect right, re 
mained locked up in her jewel-case; seldom looked 
at, never worn. For some occult reason she could 
not bear the sight of it now, although it contained 
no haunting inscription, and only a rather flattering 
photograph of the generous giver. A great transfor 
mation-scene was going on in the girl's nature, and 
she was suddenly awakening to the womanhood 
which all these years had been slowly developing 
within her.

The following letter, written towards the end of 
the fortnight, was the result of her meditations:—

"DEAR ME. EEYNOLDS,
" I find I have made a great mistake, and am 

afraid I shall give you a great deal of pain by set 
ting it right. Will you release me from my promise 
of marrying you? I know I am treating you very 
badly, but I never truly loved you, and never can ; 
so it is better for us to part, isn't it, before it is too 
late? Do forgive me and try and find some one who 
will be more worthy of you than

"ANICE LINDSAY."

II,

" IT doesn't seem as if trying to do right made one 
much happier after all! " Anice thought to herself, 
one bright afternoon three months later. School was 
just over, the large room fast emptying itself of all 
but the teachers and one or two refractory scholars. 
Anice stood by the window, fastening her gloves 
before leaving. The strong light showed a weary face 
with deep marks under the blue eyes ; there was no 
lack of expression about it now, but the expression 
was far too painful to be natural in one so young.

" Would you mind doing something for me this 
afternoon ? " Miss Grey, the head of the school asked, 
looking up from the desk over which she was toiling. 
" I want this note left at The Laurels, Ludlow Eoad 
—that is close to your house, isn't it ? And if you 
could find titre to wait for an answer, and would bring 
it back to-morrow when you come, I should be very 
much obliged."

Anice promised readily. " Doing something " for 
somebody else was certainly the main occupation of 
her life just now. Things had gone very badly since her 
broken engagement. Every one at home had been 
against the steps she had taken, excepting perhaps her 
mother .who had secretly dreaded the time when the 
household would be bereft of its only daughter. 
George Eeynolds, the chief sufferer, had taken it 
more philosophically than might have been supposed, 
and after - one or two efforts to retain his in 
fluence, he was wise enough to give up the attempt 
altogether.

Anice could not bear to have his name mentioned 
now, nor any allusion made to the past. It was a 
relief to have done with it all, but she did not regain 
ler light-heartedness, and often went about with such' 
a sorrowful step that Mrs. Lindsay spent many an 
anxious hour, wondering if her darling had known 
ier own mind after all.

Besides this mental worry, troubles of a more 
practical nature darkened the little household. Mr. 
Lindsay was no longer able to leave his room, and his 
wife's health threatened to give way altogether under 
;he long-continued strain. The innumerable expenses 
;hat follow in the wake of a long illness pressed 
leavily, and though Anice did her best to obtain 
music-pupils out of school-hours, her earnings were 
lot sufficient to meet all their needs.

Under these circumstances, she may be excused for 
eeling very tired and disheartened this sunny after- 
loon, as she went about Miss Grey's errand.

It was a very moderate-sized house to which she had 
been directed, with a narrow strip of garden outside, 
filled with annuals that were just beginning to come 
into bloom. She was shown into a pretty, cool- 
looking drawing-room, whilst the servant bore off 
the note to her mistress.

What a luxury, after the noisy home and noisier 
schoolj to sit in that restful room with all its little 
touches of refinement scattered about everywhere! 
Anice leant back in a low chair, her sensitive nature 
lulled and soothed, whilst the bright boughs of a tall 
laburnum outside the window swayed gently in the 
westering sunlight.

"Is this Miss Grey's messenger ? " 
The words were commonplace enough, but the voice 

was far from commonplace; and Anice, rising, found 
herself confronting a little, old lady, whose face, 
radiant with quiet cheerfulness, looked many degrees 
too youthful for the white hair gathered back from 
her forehead under a whiter cap.

" Yes, I brought the note," Anice answered. 
A strange giddiness came'over her, the result pro 

bably of a long day's work in the heated schoolroom ; 
the laburnum-blossoms seemed to sway right inside the 
window, then were blotted out by a thick mist, and 
she would have fallen had not Mrs. Vaughan foreseen 
the danger, and led her to a sofa where she might 
faint away as comfortably as she liked.

It did not come to fainting however ; by the time 
sal-volatile was fetched, lips and cheeks regained their 
colour.

" You must stay here a little while, or you will only 
faint away in real earnest when you try to walk, and 
frighten your home-people dreadfully. I live here all 
alone by myself, so you need not be afraid of seeing 
anyone else," the mistress of the house said with 
pleasing kindness in her voice Anice could not resist. 

It was quite a novelty to lie still and be taken care 
of; and after tea had been brought in and its warmth 
revived the tired nerves, Anice found herself talking 
to her new friend as if they had known one another 
for yours. Mrs. Vaughan had a way of her own of 
getting at people's confidences without asking ques 
tions, and though Anice thought she had told her 
very little, the keen eyes behind the gold-rimmed 
spectacles read a great deal " between the lines," and 
drew their own conclusions.

" Will you come and see me again, my dear ?' 
Mrs. Vaughan asked, as Anice at last protested she 
must really go. " Some day when you are not in 
such a hurry ? Saturday perhaps, or next Sunday 
afternoon ?"

The offer was too good to be refused, and Anice 
closed with it at once. Nor was this the last invita 
tion given and accepted. Many a Sunday, and week 
day as well, found Anice waiting in the little porch. 
She could not explain the fascination which attracted 
her thither. The truth was, Mrs. Vaughan's ripened, 
experienced mind could give all that Anice's nature 
craved for just now; and the weary heart, "sick of 
itself from very selfishness," was learning to look 
outwards and cling upwards at last.

Mrs. Vaughan did not talk much about herself or 
her past history. Anice gleaned from various little 
stray hints how death had broken into a happy 
married life, and left the young widow and one 
little son to struggle on as best they might. The 
boy had chosen his lather's profession, and had started 
on his last voyage just before Mrs. Vnughan moved 
to her present home from the other side of London.

One August afternoon when Anice paid her almost 
daily call at the Laurels she found the mistress in a 
most unusual state of agitation, half-crying, half- 
laughing over a foreign letter.

" From Raymond, and the dear boy may be home 
any day next week, or perhaps even sooner! "

"I am so glad ! " Anice replied sympathetically.
" By-the-by, don't you remember you promised me

long ago you would show me a photograph of him P'
" To be sure I did ! The truth is, Anice, I should

not care to show it to .everyone, as they might not
understand, but you of course are different. The dear,
extravagant, foolish hoy sent it to me as a surprise
the day before he sailed, and for his sake I always
wear it, though I am too old now to let such vanities
be visible."

She unfastened a gold locket from a chain worn 
out of sight beneath the rich, soft laces in her dress, 
and opening the clasp handed it to Anice without 
further preface.
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The girl started violently. Surely she had held 
that locket once before, and had seen the pictured 
face within ! , Involuntarily her thoughts went back 
to a bright February morning when she had made 
one of a little group upon the stairs at home; boyish 
curly heads were pressed close to hers ; a high-pitched 
voice sounded again in her ear, " What a good-look- 
in «• fellow ! Do 3'ou know him, Anice p "

"There is quite a history attached to that locket!" 
Mrs. Vaughan continued ; "I must tell you all about 
it some day. It is a wonder I ever got it at all, for 
properly speaking I lost it before I ever had it."

"'To a patient heart,''' Anice repeated mechani 
cally; "what does that mean? Oh, I beg your 
pardon, I ought not to have asked."

" That was his dear father's name for me once; 
there had been many obstacles put in the way of 
our marriage, and when these were surmounted our 
married life was, owing to his profession, and my 
health, which was very delicate then, rather a trying 
one. It was just the discipline I needed, I am quite 
sure of that, for naturally I was most irritable and 
impatient—but lam tiring you with my talk about 
old days."

" Oh, no, I like to hear, but I think I must be 
going now," Anice said confusedly.

Her mind felt in a whirl, she longed to get away 
and think it all out quietly. Some undefined shame- 
facedness kept her back from confessing her side of 
the coincidence.

She left Mrs. Vaughan sitting beside the window 
with the locket still open before her, and Raymond's 
letter within her reach.

We go through the same scenes again and again, 
and seldom, if ever, think it may be for the last 
time.

III.

ANICE went home that afternoon to find the surface 
of life there considerably disturbed.

Charlie, who had been ailing the last day or two, 
was now in bed with a flushed face and swollen eyes, 
which rendered the doctor's verdict of " measles " 
almost superfluous.

Of course the two other boys rapidly followed suit, 
and those sympathetic readers who have gone through 
a similar experience will not require details'to remind 
them of such a harrowing time. At the end of a 
week Anice felt, to use a common expression, ft run 
off her feet." School was out of the question; but 
even school would have been a relief from the in 
cessant running up and down stairs, the demands 
upon her powers of cookery, and the constant strain 
of amusing three fractious boys wholly unused to 
sickness, sparingiher mother all additional work, and 
trying to reconcile her father to the fact that he was 
no longer the only invalid in the house.

Her visits to the Laurels were naturally suspended 
for a time, and after the first day or two all communi 
cations, but Anice had not been anxious, knowing 
what pleasant thoughts were keeping the old lady 
company.

"Do go out for a little turn this evening, dear," 
'Mrs. Lindsay said at the end of the tenth day ; " go 
and see Mrs. Vaughan. I can easily manage without 
you for an hour, or so."

Anice first demurred, then consented. Her head 
ached terribly, and sounds of a pillow-fight going on 
in the convalescent ward upstairs convinced her finally 
that she could very well be spared from her post for 
a little while.

_ Worries never seem half so bad out in the open 
air. Anice felt her spirits give a great leap upwards as 
she escaped from the qarbolic-acid atmosphere of home. 

Judging from her own feelings she might have 
been^ absent for years instead of days, as she stood 
within the porch of the Laurels once more. The little 
garden looked as nea]t and quiet as ever in the sun 
set light ; the black'kitten came and rubbed itself 
against the door, waiting, too, for admittance. There 
was not a note of warning or preparation for the blow 
that was coining. \

"Is Mrs? Vaugh;iii at home?" Anice asked; and 
then it struck her 'the girl looked anxious and red- 
eyed.

Haven't you heard, miss ? She's very bad, and 
the doctor he comes twice a day regular. O, come
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in, please, miss; I shouldn't have told you so 
sudden!"

" No, I have heard nothing. We have had illness 
at home. Please tell me everything at once," Anice 
demanded, taking the chair offered, because she felt 
physically unable to stand.

" It was a week yesterday since she was took bad," 
Mary Anne continued, closing the door cautiously, and 
speaking in a lowered key. " She was getting ready 
for Mr. Raymond's coming home, and stood about in 
draughts till she got thoroughly knocked up, so the 
doctor says. Then she caught a chill, and it has gone 
to her breathing, digestion of the lungs, he calls it. 
Would you like to see her, miss ? She said particular 
before she got light-headed that if you was to come 
she would like to see you."

''Why didn't you send for me ? " 
" She told me not to, Miss Lindsay. Missus, she 

was always an hangel, and she said you had enough 
sick people already to look after without herself. 
Would you like to come upstairs, miss ?"

" Is she asleep ? Will it disturb her if I sit with 
her for half an hour ? "

" Oh, no, miss ! Like as not she won't know you." 
With this comforting assurance Mary Anne led the 

way, Anice following with a sinking heart. The little 
bedroom had sadly changed from its fresh neatness 
since she had seen it last. The curtains were half 
drawn, so as to shut out the level blaze of the sun's 
dying glory; the bed faced the window; and after 
her eyes had grown accustomed to the dim light, 
Auice could discern a thin, wasted face propped up 
against the pillows, the eyes closed, and the features 
looking tense and drawn with nervous exhaustion.

Mary Anne left the room, and Anice sat down 
beside the bed, waiting for some sign from her old 
friend.

For a few minutes all was perfectly still; then the 
head moved restlessly, and the dim eyes opened lan 
guidly, fixed themselves upe-n Anice, and brightened 
with a gleam of recognition.

" My dear ! I was just dreaming of you ! " 
Anice bent to kiss her ; home-training had taught 

her to keep self under in sick rooms.
" I am so sorry to find you ill; you ought to have 

sent for me."
" I am better now; it is such a blessing to wake 

without the strange feelings in my head. Has Ray 
mond come ? "

" No, not yet; but I daresay he will to-morrow." 
" If my time has come I trust God will let him see 

me first, or it will shock him so terribly. I rebelled 
against it all at the beginning, but now I am willing 
for His will."

Anice tried to get off* dangerous ground, talking 
soothingly to her, re-arranging the pillows, and ad 
ministering a few spoonfuls of the jelly that waited 
in readiness.

" Will you read to me his father's hymn ? " was 
the next request," here in this little book under my 
pillow."

Anice found the tiny, red-covered volume ; it was 
as much as she could do to get through the simple 
verses, for they came as a revelation to explain the 
secret of the cheerful life that had been lived to God, 
and now seemed willing to leave itself entirely in His 
hands.

" I lay me down to sleep,
With little thought or care, 

Whether my waking find 
Me here or there.

"A bowing, burdened head, 
That only asks to rest, 

Unquestioning, upon 
A loving 'breast.

" My good right hand forgets
Its cunning now— 

To march the weary march, 
I know not how.

"I am not eager, bold,
Nor strong—all that is past j 

I am ready not to do 
At last, at last.

" My half-day's work is done,
And this is all my part; 

I give a patient God, 
My patient heart.

" And grasp his banner still,
Though all its blue be dim ; 

These stripes, no less than stars, 
Lead after Him."

She fell into a brief doze whilst Anice was reading; 
then woke up with broken words, and such a struggle 
for breath as made the watchers breathless too. For • 
tunately Mary Anne knew just what to do, though 
there was little enough that could be done; aud by- 
and-by the attack subsided into the utter prostration 
which seemed even more hopeless to contend with.

The doctor came in just after, and Anice waited 
anxiously for his step downstairs, too restless in her 
misery too keep still, and pacing up and down the 
little drawing-room.

"Cannot you arrange to stay here for the night p " 
Dr. Lester asked, when he joined her. "A great 
deal depends upon the next few hours, and Mrs. 
Vaughan seems to cling to the thought df having you 
near her. I will take any message to your home for 
you."

In half-an-hour's time Anice was installed as 
mistress in the sick room, Mary Amie being worn 
out enough with previous watching to appreciate the 
chance of a thorough rest.

Fortunately the doctor's directions kept Anice well 
employed, and excitement and anxiety made the first 
few hours wear away sooner than she could have 
thought possible. At three o'clock all the most dis 
tressing symptoms returned, and Anice, terrified at 
his own helplessness, was obliged to arouse Mary 
Anne from her heavy sleep. She regretted afterwards 
she had done so when the girl burst into tears at tha 
first sight of the altered face.

" She's going, miss, sure enough! She's never 
looked so bad before as this, never! Oh, if Mr. Ray 
mond would but come ! " ;

Anice made no answer to such fruitless wishing,; 
applying herself more earnestly to the remedies that 
still lay within their power. Mary Anne, shamed 
back into self-control, helped Anice with shaking 
hands, only pausing now and then to dry her eyes 
stealthily.

So the summer morning dawned, an exquisite day 
full of sunlight and life; as great a contrast as could 
well be imagined to the silence and pathos of death.

The clock on the staircase had just struck seven 
when a sharp ring at/ the door-bell pealed through 
the house.

" Dr. Lester! He /said he would come as early as 
he could; go down/and let him in!" Anice said 
authoritatively, for Mary Anne looked uncertain what 
to do.

The sick-room door stood ajar, and Anice heard a 
brief consultation going on in the hall beneath. Then 
came a rapid step upon the stairs, and at the same 
moment as a tall figure entered the room, a wave of 
vitality swept across the death-like face and the white 
lips parted to say the beloved name " Raymond ! "

Anice could hold up no longer. With a conviction 
all might yet be well' she got outside the door, and 
leaning her head against the balusters burst into such 
a flood of tears that fairly threatened to vie with 
Mary Anne's powers,of weeping.

^ !$fa -fi* ^

Raymond's return was indeed the signal for renewed 
life. Whilst the warm autumn months lasted his 
mother lingered on, very feebly it is true, but very 
happily.

Anice was a constant visitor at the Laurels, for 
things at home improved greatly, and a kind relation 
invited all the boys down to recruit at his Lincoln 
shire farm, defraying all railway expenses which other 
wise would have been an impassible barrier.

I do not think Mrs. Vaughan desired her favourite's 
presence for her own sake alone. Unselfish as she had 
always been in life, the shadow of death only made her 
quick perceptions keener still. And Anice began to 
read a new meaning in the words she once had thought 
of so lightly, and realized for the first time that it 
might be possible to "love, honour, and obey," not 
with the lips only, but also with the heart.

They all hoped without expressing the hope that 
the end might come before Raymond would be obliged 
to join his ship again, and a week before he sailed this 
unspoken wish was fulfilled. One cool October 
afternoon, Anice was training the tall creeper at the 
back of the house, and was very busy and very 
thoughtful over her task, when Mary Anne came 
running to her—

" Oh, Miss Anice, there's a change," she cried.
Anice went at once to the sick-room, where she
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heard her own name and Raymond's being spoken 
very gently, and then the words:

"I give a patient God 
My patient heart."

The silence afterwards told her what had happened.
^ *3P W 3fe

In the brief, pathetic words of the old book which 
links all centuries together, this fragment from a life 
story can be concluded:—

"She became his wife; and he loved her; so he 
was comforted after his mother's death."

HELEN 0. GARLAND.

GOODINGE was a poor 
little widow who had seen better days. 
Her husband, a furniture broker, 
had been very well off at one time, 
but——

Poor England ! yon are a Christian 
country, and your inhabitants are 

victims to vices a savage would be ashamed of!
Price Goodinge was a good man of business, but 

not strong-minded enough to be above the failings 
of his companions in trade; and whatever Price 
Goodinge did, whether it was attending sales, buying 
or selling, it always ended in the public-house. And 
as a fatherly Government provides about a dozen 
public-houses to every street of any importance, 
Price Goodinge and his fellows hadn't very far 
to go._

So it happened that Price Goodinge got mixed up 
and muddled; his business went wrong, his health 
gave way, and he died, leaving his widow nothing 
but a well-furnished, good-sized house, a business 
which was mortgaged, a few hundreds in the bank, 
and a consumptive boy of sixteen.

Martha Goodinge was not very young, but she was 
strong and active, and not without energy.

The holder of the mortgage claimed the business. 
What was Widow Goodinge to do ? Her house, in a 
respectable looking terrace in Stepney, was her own: 
her rooms were well-furnished, and one day all who 
went by could see a card in the window of the front 
parlour, with this legend :—

APARTMENTS 
FOE SINGLE GENTLEMEN.

So easy to get one's rooms ready for single gentle 
men ; not quite so easy to get single gentlemen into 
one's rooms.

Mrs. Goodinge waited and waited, and her 
patience was rewarded at last. Mr. Atkinson, an 
elderly bank clerk, took the front parlour and bed 
room adjoining. He was a man of few words, could 
be bad-tempered at times, but he was thoroughly 
respectable ; paid regularly, gave very little trouble, 
and the few friends who came to see Mr. Atkinsoii 
were as steady and respectable as himself.

The first-floor, which Martha Goodinge called the 
drawing-room floor, was still to let; and it was some 
six months after Mr. Atkinson's arrival when a second 
single gentleman appeared.

Frank Rush brook came from the country. He was 
an orphan, who had been brought up by a gentleman 
lately deceased. While Frank was travelling abroad 
he heard that Mr. Squires, his adopted father, had 
died and left him his large fortune. So far so good. 
But relations disputed the will, and the estate was in 
Chancery.

Frank had a most friendly way with him, and he 
was on good terms with his landlady before he had 
been in the house twenty-four hours. He told Mrs. 
Goodinge all about himself, and said—

" I shall get the money in time, so my lawyer 
says; and as I've enough to keep me for a year or 
so, I've nothing to do but quietly wait until the judge 
decides in my favour,"

Mrs. Goodinge took to Frank, the more so because 
the latter was so kind to her delicate boy, Arthur. 
Frank • read to Arthur, told him about the foreign 
countries he had visited, and it was on Frank's arm 
poor Arthur lent when he was strong enough to go 
out. What a contrast between the two ! Frank full

of life and spirits, and expecting soon to possess a 
large fortune. Arthur knowing that all the care or 
money in the world couldn't keep him from an early 
death.

Things went well with hard-working Martha 
Goodinge for a time. Her lodgers paid well, and 
gave little trouble, and poor Arthur seemed to forget 
his weakness when he was with cheerful Frank Rush- 
brook.

But what must be must. The winter was 
severe, and Arthur had to keep his bed altogether. 
Frank had a great deal of business with lawyers, &c.; 
but all bis spare time was spent in the sick room. 
And when Arthur died it was Frank who did all he 
could to comfort the lonely mother.

Time went on, and Frank made many friends. He 
also began to keep late hours; and when Frank did 
pass an evening at home he was sure to be visited by 
some half dozen young gentlemen who were rather 
noisy, and never seemed in a hurry to go away. It 
was but natural that all sorts of people should seek 
the society of a good-tempered young fellow, who was 
supposed to be about receiving a large fortune.

"Mrs. Goodinge," said Mr. Atkinson, "I can't 
stand this much longer. Night after night am I 
kept awake by the noise upstairs. Unless things 
change I shall have to go."

"It's not Mr. Rushbrook's fault, I'm sure," said 
Martha Goodinge. " He's such a favourite and so 
much sought after. But I'll ask him to make less 
noise; he'll do anything I tell him."

Mrs. Goodinge spoke to Frank the following even 
ing, and the latter said—

" I hear nothing but bad news to-day. The lawyers 
now say that the case may be in Chancery for years, 
and that when it is decided it will be against the 
will. I've spent nearly all my money."

" You said it would last."
"Thinking I was going to be rich, I have lived 

accordingly. I must get a situation of some sort. 
I wonder whether Atkinson could get me into his 
bank."

" Frank Rushbrook in our bank! " exclaimed Mr. 
Atkinson when appealed to by Martha Goodinge. 
"Not through my recommendation. He wouldn't 
keep a situation a week."

Frank was now supposed to be in search of a situa 
tion, but his changed fortunes made no difference in 
his life. The noisy friends came as usual, and Mr. 
Atkinson had again to complain. Mind, there was 
no more harm about Frank's numerous friends than 
there was about Frank himself. These were respect 
ably-connected young fellows, who worked hard 
enough all day, went to church on Sunday, and were 
above doing anything mean, vicious, or dishonest. 
But when young men meet it means music and singing, 
and everything discussed, from politics to the hist 
new book, in anything but gentle voices ; and all this 
noise was certainly trying to an elderly gentleman 
who was not a sound sleeper, and had to get up early 
in the morning.

Though he tried hard, Frank couldn't get a situa 
tion. He was behindhand with his rent, and owed 
his landlady for many things.

" It will DC all right, Mrs. Goodinge, in time," said 
Frank, hopefully.

"I'm not afraid of trusting you," said Martha; 
" you who have been so kind to my poor boy ; 
only——"

" You mean my friends. Their cheerful society is 
such a change after the troubles and disappointments 
of the day. Til keep them as quiet as I can ; only 
don't ask me not to have them here."

Frank may have tried to keep bis friends quieter; 
still Mr. Atkinson now said—

" Mr. Rushbrook goes, or I do. Which shall it 
be?"

" Mr. Rushbrook was kind to me in my trouble," 
said Martha, " I can't send him adrift when he 
hasn't a place to go to."

" Then as I can find a place to go to, I'll go.*'
And Mr. Atkinson left.
I'm not defending Frank's noisy friends; neither 

do I wish you -to consider Mr. Atkinson hard to 
please. I merely want to dwell upon the unselfish 
ness of Martha Goodinge. She let a good lodger go 
rather than get rid of a young man who owed her 
money, because the latter had been kind to her son, 
who was dead and gone.

And now, to make things worse, Frank Rushbrook 
became very ill; a slight fever at first, and then 
entire prostration.

The doctor said Frank must live well. Good living 
requires money, and to procure that money Martha 
Goodinge sold many a relic of better days. It was

indeed a hard time. Fresh lodgers were out of the 
question. Who would take lodgings in a house where 
there was a young man ill with the fever?

When Frank was able to leave his bed, and could 
just creep across the room, a gentleman called to see 
him. It was a lawyer, and he brought good news. 
Mr. Squire's will had been found valid, and Frank 
Rushbrook was a gentleman of fortune.

" Mrs. Goodinge, my second mother," said Frank, 
" my home will be yours."

The two went to Hastings, where Frank soon 
recovered his strength, and then they went to live 
in the large country house of which Frank was 
master.

Steadied by his illness, Frank Rushbrook is all that 
a good Christian gentleman should be. He has now a 
wife, and friends in abundance ; but no friend is dearer 
to him than his second mother, Martha Goodinge.

J. C. BEEN NAN.
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