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had lived next door to each other
ten years, and exactly half that
space of time had passed since they
spoke the last word to each other. Of
course that last word had been no plea
sant one, and concluded a series of words
by no means pleasant or profitable ; and
after it was uttered each woman had registered the
silent vow, as common, alas! as it is preposter
ous.
" Well, next time we meet, you'll have to speak
first."
They had met times without number, but of course
that vow was religiously kept, as bad ones often are,
whatever may be said of good ones. It was excessively
inconvenient, the more so that their cottages were
situated in the most isolated corner of a scattered
country place, and there was no other house within a
quarter of a mile.
Of course each woman felt herself aggrieved by
the other's perpetual silence, and was rather given
to complain of it to sympathising ears. Young Mrs.
Peters declared that it was far worse for her than for
her neighbour, who went out three days in every week
charing at " The Court," while she, " the gudewif'e,"
was pinned at home in her lonely cottage, with most
of her children at school, and her husband occupied so
much away from home. At first it seemed hard, too,
to have her neighbour so unsociable, because her
motherly cares made her rather nervous, and in by
gone days she had found it comforting to have an older
' and more experienced person to appeal to when Johnny
• cut his finger, or the baby was seized with convul
sions. On such occasions now, when she needed help,
she had to send to her mother, who lived more than a
mile away.
Mrs. Garnish, on the other hand, considered
herself—it may be thought with reason—the most
to be pitied, being a " lone, 'lorn widow," with
only a grandson beside herself in that dull cottage
—not a soul to speak to when the boy was away,
.as he was " from morn to dewy eve"—and her days
at home were rather long and wearisome, while her
"change " consisted only in three days of hard work
and but little companionship. She, too, had a special
cause of regret for the estrangement, and sometimes
thought wistfully of a few kind offices Mrs. Peters had
been wont to render her. Mrs. Garnish, though a
strong, healthy woman in the main, had occasional
' attacks of sick headache, and now and then a seizure
. of rheumatism; at which times, during the first five
'• years of their neighbourship, Mrs. Peters had minis
tered materially to her comfort.
But now, when Mrs. Garnish heard, as she did
sometimes, that Mrs. Peters was in a position to need
help or advice, she would only waver a moment in
indecision, and then quiet conscience by urging—
" Well, I'm willing to go if I'm sent for ; but I'm
not going to push myself anywhere, 'specially where
I'm not wanted. If she wants me, let her send for
me. I said I wouldn't be the one to speak first, nor
I don't mean to."
And this was exactly how Mrs. Peters reasoned
when she found out that Mrs. Garnish was" laid up,"
and had to leave everything to her grandson, who
was not able to do much for her.
So they cherished their resentment, and the passing
years seemed to find it not less, but greater. And
to the world—such of it as was represented around
them—they both boldly asserted that " they didn't
care ; if Mrs. Peters could do without her neighbour,
she was sure she could do without her;" and vice
versa.
And they even lost sight—or affected to do so—of
the former services each had rendered to the other,
and changed their good opinions of each other for
exceedingly bad ones. Mrs. Garnish had been used
to speak of Mrs. Peters as " an industrious, energetic
little woman; rather fussy and nervous, but goodnatured and willing to be of use to anybody." Now
she was wont to style her " a childish, shiftless
creature, not fit to have charge of a family, and a most
unpleasant neighbour."
Mrs. Peters had always declared Mrs. Garnish to
be "a kind, motherly woman, 'rather stiff in her
manner, but thoroughly good meaning;" and even
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now she would assert that " she could never have
believed she could harbour such malice; " but she
generally added, " she's turned out a very different
sort of person to what I thought her."
Five years is a long time to maintain a rigid silence
with such close neighbours, and perhaps they grew so
used to it that the awkwardness and discomfort of the
thing wore gradually off, thus rendering reconcilia
tion the more improbable.
Yet these women were not heathen. Mrs. Garnish
was a regular attendant at the parish church—aye,
and a communicant there ; and Mrs. Peters was a
member of the little band of professing Christians at
the chapel not far away. So, of course, the pastors
of these respective Bethels, as in duty bound, had a
little to say on the matter; and perhaps it weighed
rather more on their minds than on those of the
culprits themselves; the wonder was that they
retained the two as members of their churches, know
ing full well that the name even of Christianity, and
especially of their bands, was being dishonoured by
this unseemly conduct; but perhaps they shrank
from becoming judges of their flocks, or thought by
persuasion and leniency to draw them together.
The clergyman had, indeed, preached more than
one special sermon dealing with the subject of forgive
ness, and not a few had applied it instantaneously to
Mrs. Garnish ; while that good lady herself could not
.fail to take it personally, and at first half made up
her mind to quit the church; but, reflecting that this
would look cowardly, and lose her the benefits of the
clubs, she decided to put a bold face on it." To the
prickings of conscience—which had been more aroused
than she cared to own—she replied that''she had
forgiven, but she couldn't forget; if Mrs. Peters
spoke to her, she was sure she wouldn't refuse an
answer, but she had said she wouldn't speak first."
The Nonconformist minister ventured on more
than one remonstrance with the member of his flock,
and was gravely assured " she didn't bear malice, not
in the least; she would only be too glad to be recon
ciled, but she knew Mrs. Garnish didn't desire, it."
So the reverend gentleman-sighed, regretted ex
ceedingly that such a thing should be, and gave up
the attempt to set it right. And now pastors and
people had grown so accustomed to the state of affairs,
that it elicited no inquiry or curiosity, beyond an
occasional remark, such as " So you don't speak to
Mrs. Garnish yet?" "You don't know anything
of the Peters's now, I 'spose ? "
There was a ridiculousness in the whole matter
—for the quarrel had been about a very trivial thing
—and especially in the way in which each defended
her own conduct and complained of her neighbour's;
Mrs. Garnish arguing that it was shameful for a young
woman like Mrs. Peters to treat one so much older
than herself in such a way—so glad as she had been to
go to her when she was frightened; and Mrs. Peters
maintaining that it was all the worse for Mrs. Garnish
to behave so, being so much older a woman than
herself—after all she had done for her when she was
ill; " each thinking it was the other's place to take
the first step towards reconciliation because of the
difference in their ages.
Altogether, it was a most unreasonable thing, and
yet not at all unparalleled in the history of many of
our women—ay, and men too—of every class.
*****
Mrs. Garnish, one evening in the time of late
autumn, did not feel very comfortable. Perhaps since
the commencement of her silent feud with those of
whom she now spoke contemptuously as " not ' neighhours ' but near livers," she had never felt so dis
satisfied with her own part in the affair. Two
things had combined to bring her to this state of
mind.
The first was apiece of intelligence she had received
that day, which bore reference to an episode in the
last stage of the quarrel, which cost, her more twinges
of conscience than any other. It was two years ago
now, when one day a rare occurrence took place. Mrs.
Peters and all her children went out to spend the
day. This was a thing which so seldom happened
that Mrs. Garnish actually condescended to stand a
monient near her window, to watch the promenade
as it went off—the bustling, much-tried mother, and
her little brood of six. She wondered whither they
could be bound, and as if to answer her unspoken
question, a remark from one of the .children was
wafted in through the open window—
" Won't Aunt Fanny think I'm growed ? "
'
She knew that " Aunt Fanny " was a sister of Mr.
Peters, who lived some three miles distant, and
whom they seldom visited. Mrs. Garnish almost
sighed as she turned away, though she tried to turn
, it into a grunt of disapprobation, and drew up from

her cherished hoard of injustice some remark about
" married women gadding about," which she certainly
might have spared Mrs. Peters, who did not go out
more than once or twice in a year.
Hardly could Mrs. Peters have passed from sight,
when an imperious rap-tap on the locked door at
tracted Mrs. Garnish's curiosity, and she ventured to
peep from her window. Ah ! luckless moment, for it
wrought her mischief. The visitor was just taking a
review of both cottages, evidently debating whether
both were empty, and catching sight of Mrs. Garnish,
hastened down the path with the intention of entering
the next garden. Mrs. Garnish had recognised him
as Mrs. Peters' brother, who did not often visit her,
and seized by an evil impulse, perhaps partly due to
her unamiable mood, at which she wondered after,
she determined not to be made the recipient of any
message for them, nor to be at home to the man,
though she knew full well that he could with ease
overtake his sister, if he knew the direction she had
taken. Perhaps it was the most wilful and direct
act of unkindness that Mrs. Garnish ever undertook,
for her animosity did not proceed so far as to hinder
her speaking to the children, or even—when she
could not help it—with Mr. Peters, but as she said
to-night, how could she know that his errand was of
importance ? He had sometimes been when there
was no particular cause for a visit.
So when Mr. Losey reached Mrs. Garnish's door,
and performed upon it a vigorous pounding, it failed
to gain an answer, for that lady had obeyed her first
impulse, hastily drawn her bolt, and made her escape
into the back garden. Mr. Losey wondered much at
his summons remaining unanswered, but it being an
important err and upon which became, he ventured to
lift the latch; to his astonishment the door would
not yield. He knew there was a difference between
the neighbours, but he never thought it could extend
so far as this, and he recollected that the woman was
in a lonely position, and may not have recognized
him, so he tried one more expedient: there was an old
keyhole in the door, from which', being now useless,
the key was withdrawn ; and through this he called—
" Isn't there anybody at home here ? I am Mrs.
Peters's brother, and I want to find out where she
is—it is very particular."
No answer was returned, how could there be P and
he turned away disappointed and indignant, feeling
quite certain Mrs. Garnish had seen him, aud pur
posely excluded him from her house.
Mrs. Garnish had tried to forget all about it, and
persuade herself she had only done as Mrs. Peters
would have done, had she been in her place, but she
guessed that the truth of the matter had reached the
Peters's ears, by a coldness on the part of Mr.
Peters, who was an easy-going man, and had tried
to keep himself out x)f the quarrel, and had partly
succeeded, but after this crowning act of annoyance,
he ceased to keep up the little civilities with his
neighbour, and the children, too, shunned her, with
the openness and candour that children often show
when they, unfortunately, imbibe from their elders a
sense of aggrievance against others.
The second thing that weighed upon Mrs, Garnish's
mind wap the projected departure of her grandson. He
had been, with her from infancy, and had never left
her roof for a single night; he had now grown old
enough to be something ofa stay and protection, and his
going would in reality leave her in loneliness; but
there was no help for it,—he had failed to find work
near home, and was compelled to do what poor people
often complain of as their lot,—" go where his bread
was." So perhaps this was one reason why the thought
of her neighbours' estrangement weighed so heavily
on Mrs. Garnish's mind, for as she had said that day
in detailing her grievances—" they might as well be
at the North Pole for all the good they were to her."
But she turned away half pettishly from the unex
pected response she had received—
" But why need you live so ?. Can't you clear all
this disturbance and make it up with them P "
" We might have done it years ago, I daresay," she
said curtly," but that's more'n I can say now. Last
time she spoke, 'twas to call me a liar—or as good as
that, and that's more'n I can stand, so I ain't the one
to do the humble."
- " But somebody must speak first, why not let it be
you ? If Mrs. Peters were the greater offender, there
is all the more opportunity for you to exercise a
Christian charity, and show that you, at least, respect
the teachings of our Saviour and his Holy Word."
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Had any one except the housekeeper at The Court
but she tried to find an excuse for it by stitching Mrs. Russell, for she did answer when the other
spoken these words, Mrs. Garnish would hardly have
away at an old gown she was patching.
spoke, by a counter-question, spoken rather stiffly,
stayed to listen to them; but she had a great respect
Suddenly both women were startled out of their perhaps, but spolcen—
chairs—and almost out of their wits—by a loud gun
for this lady, and, moreover, her worldly prospects
" Do you feel better now ? "
forbade her incurring her displeasure. Mrs. Eussell
report in the wood behind their houses. It was
And Mrs. Peters, too, kept her word, smothering
seldom spoke to her in this strain, for she was a followed by shouts and cries, mingled with more her vexation at the " slip of her tongue," and answered
woman more given to living than talking religion ; but shots, which seemed, in the stillness of the night, that she still felt rather queer, and she couldn't under
to-day she had been, touched and pained by the distress
almost to crash into their very walls. It was not a stand how she came to be so silly, but she thought it
of poor Mrs. Peters, who had confided to her the really pleasant thing, certainly, to burst upon two "de was because her husband was out, and she couldn't
sorrowful story of her brother's fruitless visit, and its
fenceless women " in such a solitary place, and at an think what was happening. She wasn't fit for much
object, which had been to bid farewell to his only hour approaching midnight; no wonder Mrs. Gar that night, and it was Mrs. Garnish who
sent the
sister before starting for a foreign land ; the journey nish's lips and cheeks blanched, and though she children off to bed again, and mended the fire
a bit;
had been undertaken in haste, and it was his last promptly found an explanation it was not completely perhaps glad of something to do to escape
finding con
opportunity, and now the loss of it weighed sadly on reassuring. " Oh, it's only poachers ! I hope there's
versation.
Then Mr. Peters came in, and as he
Mrs. Peters' heart, for news had just cached her that
no serious row on." For the voices were even more
said after, he " was that struck, you could have
he had died in that distant country.
alarming than the firing.
knocked him down with a feather! " He was glad,
Mrs. Russell hardly wondered that this mournful
The next minute her attention was arrested by
too, for he had not been any more comfortable since
episode had seemed likely to widen the breach between
cries in the next house, and a furious tapping on the he joined the feud, and he, for one, was quite willing
the families, and more than ever grieved for the
wall which at one time she would have promptly to bury it on this night; and buried it was, silently
animosity, which in two women of the world would interpreted and obeyed. Her first thought was— but effectually. Mrs. Garnish helped Mrs.
Peters to
have been most deplorable, but in these two-—who
" What a hand she'll have with all them little 'un:
bed, and then went off home, feeling, somehow, as if
professed to have cast off the " old man " and its at —nearly frightened to death—and she as nervous her nerves had been strengthened rather
than upset
tendant sins, was inexpressibly painful.
as a witch "—(where, by-the-by, did this expression
by the events.
" Who'll speak first? " She had asked Mrs. Peters
originate P) " if things was all right now, I'd run in."
Mr. Peters was greatly surprised to hear of the dis
that question, and her only answer had been a bitter
But " things " were not -" all right," and Mrs. Gar turbance in the wood, and, man-like, longed at once
laugh, and the scornful response—
nish felt a curious indecision what course to pursue. to investigate the affair; he set off with his lantern to
" Oh she'll speak to me when I do to her !"
Could she go ? Wouldn't people sneer, and say she see if his pigs were all right, and ventured to explore
And Mrs. Russell wondered if this farce would be
could soon run to them when she was frightened her a little into the precincts of the wood, but all was
carried on to the end, and those last words of anger self ? Yes, she would stay where she was, and let quiet, and he was inclined to be rather incredulous,
be the last words indeed. She ventured now, very them send if they wanted her. But the next thing and think the women had made the worst
of the
gravely, to acquaint Mrs Garnish with the facts of she heard was a child's high frightened voice,
matter; so they were glad when the next day rumour
the case concerning Mr. Losey, which touched her wailing—
spread all over the village that an affray had taken
more than she cared to show, but she only sought to
"She's dead!
Oh, Jem, I do think mother's
place between the policeman of the neighbourhood, the
excuse herself with the plea—" It was none of her dead! What shall we do ? "
keepers of The Court estate, and a gang of poachers,
business to be looking after Mrs. Peters' visitors, and
What need to try to picture the effect of these near to the boundary of the wood which reached to
she didn't think his errand was important." She felt words on Mrs. Garnish's mind! Is there anything the cottage gardens ; it had threatened
to be a serious
the lameness of such an excuse, even while she
like death—or the -fear of it—to bring people to struggle, but fortunately no one was much hurt.
uttered it.
reason ? Her shawl was slipped on, the fire covered
"It is an ill wind that blows nobody any good,"
up with an old, battered tea-tray, which stood ready and the vow of silence once broken it was never
*
*
*
* .
#
for
the
office,
and
the
door
unbarred
with
hasty,
renewed, for after " each to each confessed" her
It was a winter's evening; Mrs. Garnish sat alone
trembling fingers, just as that of the next house
" shame," they tacitly agreed to say no more about it ;
by her solitary hearth, for her grandson was gone.
underwent the same process, and half-way down the and so ended the oft-propounded inquiry as to who
Mrs. Peters, too, had only the company of her eldest
garden she met Jemmy Peters, a little boy of eight,
would speak first; and though Mrs. Peters acknow
girl, who was more absorbed in the antics of two
little puppies in a basket than in her mother's con not half dressed and . nearly frantic with terror, who ledged to her husband that " she never thought she
should," she said nothing to Mrs Garnish of her
versation that evening. All the little ones were in could hardly pant out—
" Jenny can't think what ails mother ; she won't mortification when she found she had spoken, nor the
bed,and her husband was occupied at "the Farm" with
effort it cost her to do so again; while Mrs. Garnish
some cattle, and expected to be very late home. It was move nor speak ! "
Jenny, who was only nine years old, was inex
never confessed her resolve to do all she did in total
not often that Mrs. Peters felt nervous or uneasy, nor
silence, for since they had unwillingly violated their
had she often been inclined to cast a pitying thought pressibly relieved to see Mrs. Garnish, and surprised
vow, what need to revive its consequences ?
toward her lonely neighbour, but one of the children too—for she had feared her rapping had Jailed to
arouse her. And Mrs. Garnish was glad to find the
But somehow both women felt as if a weight were
had, unbidden, confided to her the fact that Mrs.
mother not dead—as she had almost expected—but in removed from heart and life, and a ban lifted from
Garnish had stayed out in her garden as long as
ever it was light, and looked just as if she had been a deep swoon, caused, no doubt, by the shock and their souls; and when Mrs. Garnish at church re
flight of the disturbance, which was all quiet now.
sponded to the words "from envy, hatred, and malice,
crying. Mrs. Peters had checked her child's words,
She applied such restoratives as she could find, but
and all uncharitableness— Good Lord, deliver us,"
but it did cross her mind how dull Mrs. Garnish
must feel, and how she would miss her boy. She re it was some time before they were successful; at or joined in saying the Lord's prayer, there was no
called occasions similar to this in the first days of her last, seeing signs of returning consciousness, she had a twinge of conscience accusing her of mockery and in
thought
of
going
home
but
felt
strangely
unwilling
sincerity
; when Mrs. Peters read in her Bible the
married life, when she had either gone in to sit with
words which had condemned her before, they had lost
her neighbour, or invited her to spend an hour or two to leave the poor, silly creature, until she was fully
there, and their friendly chats had been generally restored. She had formed a grand project, though, of their bitter sting, and as she sat at the Lord's table
going
through
all
her
good
offices
and
leaving
again,
and thought of that other woman at another place
pleasant and sociable; the haunting consciousness
engaged in the same solemn rite, there was no haunt
which was ever present—shirk it as she would—that without breaking her frigid silence towards Mrs.
she was indulging a sin specially forbidden, troubled Peters, and speaking to the children no oftener than ing conviction that she was there unworthily as wil
was necessary. Alas, for her resolution!
The fully and persistently disobedient to a direct com
her to-night more than usual, until she recalled the
children
had
nearly
all been awakened by the occur
mandment of Him before whom she bowed.
long farewell which Mrs. Garnish had lost her, and
rence, and Jem, full of curiosity, ventured to ply Mrs.
There are quarrels all about this world of ours, and
steeled her heart.
Garnish with questions concerning the guns, while if any concerned in such should chance to meet with
And Mrs. Garnish that evening had wept; tears
the eldest girl and a younger one were so thorough!}' this history; just pause and ponder it well. Think
which had less of regret for her grandson in them
than the outpouring of the weight of uneasiness and alarmed and engrossed by their mother's state that how little dissension, if any, may be called unimpor
she found herself obliged to soothe and quiet them.
tant ; certainly none which ends in serious estrange
remorse which was, in spite of herself, growing
Amid it all, poor Mrs. Peters suddenly revived, and ment. Therefore if you—wife, mother, sister—would
heavier, and refused to be thrown off as before. She
surely her swoon must have been a very serious
live and die in usefulness and happiness, take care
felt herself getting feebler too, and less strong in
thing, for it had for the moment so impaired her
that you never breathe the senseless vow that you
nerve and health, and, like Mrs. Peters, she cast back
memory that the first half-conscious sensation of sur
won't speak first, or if you have already done this,
some wistful thoughts to the untrammeled intercourse
prise at her neighbour's presence only elicited the say whether it is best to keep a bad resolve, or to
they had once enjoyed, when she, had felt far less
faint inquiry—
break it in making and keeping a better!
alone in life. But yet she could not find it in her
" What, Mrs. Garnish, you here ! "
Especially to those who " name the name " of Him
heart to eat " humble pie," as she foolishly imagined
Then, as consciousness more fully revived, she who " when He was reviled, reviled not again," and
would be involved in seeking a reconciliation, and so
realized her dilemma, but not more fully than did Mrs.
who made forgiveness the subject of some of His most
she recounted her wrongs, and her neighbour's faults,
Garnish,
How
many
times
had
that
lady
asserted
solemn
teaching, we would say—reflect!
and tried to find in them the justification of her own.
And since, to end the silence between two one
So the two women kept a vigil by the fire, for that when Mrs. Peters spoke she was ready to
answer? Said it secure in the'Conviction that Mrs.
must be the first to speak, why should not that be
though Mr. Peters had assured his wife that it was
Peters
never
would
speak;
and
where
was
now
her
you:
BIBDIE E. SLADE.
unnecessary for her to sit up until his return, she
preferred to do so, partly because she was unwilling readiness ? She might argue that this was an un
locked for extremity, and one for which she had never
to retire and leave the door unfastened, and feared, if
provided, but, argue as she would, the fact remained—•
she locked it, that her husband might have some
PHAYER.—Prayer
Mrs.
Peters had spoken, and it behoved her, as a
is as a haven to the shipwrecked
trouble to arouse her, from which it may be inferred
woman of her word, to give an answer.
man, an anchor to them that are sinking in the waves,
that the rankling thorn of injury was not given to
Perhaps she would not haye acknowledged, even to a staff to the limbs that totter, a mine of jewels to
disturbing her slumbers. Mrs. Garnish could hardly
herself, that she was glad to be forced in this way to
;he poor, a healer of diseases, and a guardian of
have told why she sat up to so unusual an hour;
break the protracted silence, but the struggle of the
lealth. Prayer at once secures the continuance of
perhaps it was in some measure due to her restlessness,
softening and repentant influences in her heart that our blessings, and dissipates the clouds of our cala
day had much to do with the promptness with which
mities. 0, blessed prayer ! thou art the unwearied
For Infants and Invalids, NEATB'S POOD is by far the best and
she put away all temptations to resist this opportunity conqueror of human woes, the firm foundation of
cneapest. It was established in 1S25, and is sold everywhere in
of reconciliation. Unconsciously, she fulfilled the un
luman happiness, the source of ever-enduring joy
one-pound, one-shilling canisters, and wholesale by J. E. JS'BAVE &
^o., Fordingbridge, Salisbury. (ADVEET.)
Jie mother of philosophy.— Ohrysostom.
witting prophecy which Mrs. Peters had uttered to
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JEneas and Dorcas. — Acts ix. 32 to end.
our recent papers St. Peter's sermons and
St. Peter's sufferings have been considered.
We now return to his miracles. The last
miracle brought before us in the history
was a miracle of judgment—Ananias and
Sapphira suddenly cut off by God for their
sin (Acts v.). But such miracles were
rare—not because God will never judge, but because
His time for judgment had
not then come, and has not
yet come.
In the passage before us
we read of Peter journey
ing from place to place (ver.
32). Now that the Gospel
message had been preached
some little time, no doubt
there were many who had
believed. Peter probably felt
anxious about these new
converts. He felt, perhap
as St. Paul did when he
wrote " When I could no
longer forbear, I sent to
know your faith " (1 Thess.
iii. 5). Those.who seek to
save souls have many and
great anxieties. The seed
is sown, but " what, ah !
what shall the harvest be p"
This is a question often to
be asked with tears. St.
Peter in his journey ings
comes to a place called
Lydda, where he found a
sick man named ^neas.
He had been ill a long
time—eight years. We are
not told if JEneas believed
or not. It may be that he
already knew and loved
that Name which was to
become such a power for his
restoration. " Peter saith
unto him, JEneas, Jesus
Christ maketh thee whole."
We are reminded here of
Peter's words at the time
of the healing of the cripple
(ch. iii.). We noted then
how Peter honoured his
Master. " It is not I who
do this great work "—it
would seem as if he said—
"but CHRIST." It is a
great lesson to learn that
we can do nothing with
out HIM. Peter was full
of power, but it was
CHRIST'S power, not his
own. " Jesus Christ maketh
thee whole "—what blessed
words these are! Every
miracle wrought for the
body was intended to teach
us a lesson for the soul. In
the next miracle we shall
read of one dead, who
was restored; here the man lived, but what
manner of life was it? He had no strength to
go about, he had no power to work, he was
paralyzed. JEneas is a picture of a very weak
Christian—of one who has life in his heart, but his
soul is not in health. He does not hear God's voice
readily. He seems to have no power to pray or to
praise or to serve. Now God would have us strong.
" Be strong in the Lord and in the power of His
might" (Eph. vi. 10). " Thou therefore, my son, be
strong in the grace that is in Christ Jesus " (2 Tim. ii.
1). These are two things mentioned in ver. 31 of
this chapter as edifying—i.e., building up—the Church
of God. The first of these is " walking in the fear of
God." If we fear the Lord we shall hate sin—that
will be one great secret of being strong Christians.
(Ps. xcvii. 10). If there are sins in our heart that
we allow there, we shall never be strong Christians.

Poor JDneas was bound by his palsy, and, if any weak
Christian suffers himself to be caught and held by
some sin, it will paralyze him. He will never be
able to walk, much less to run, in God's ways.
Where is the remedy ? " Jesus Christ maJceth thee
whole.'' We must come to Him to be set free, " and
if the Son therefore shall make you free, ye shall be
free indeed " (St. John viii. 36). .ZEneas arose im
mediately, and carried his bed. The second miracle
recorded in this chapter is still more remarkable. It
occurred at Joppa, a town by the sea-side, now called
Jaffa. A great sorrow had come into the town. A
good woman had died—one whose life had been spent
for others. It is such who are missed when they
are taken away. Peter was sent for in this time of
trouble. What could he do now that Dorcas was
gone ? At aU events he could speak comfortably

to them; so her friends may have thought. The
scene was very like that in the house of Jairus, and
St. Peter acts very much as his Lord did at that
time. Our Lord put forth the gathered mourners in
the room where the dead child lay, and Peter put all
the mourners forth also. But, having done so, Peter
does not at once give the command to the dead
to arise. No; only Christ, the Lord of life, could do
that. Peter kneels to pray by the side of the dead,
acting thus as both Elijah and Elisha did in the Old
Testament (1 Kings xvii. 20; 2 Kings iv. 33).
Then, having prayed, he takes the hand of Dorcas,
saying, " Tabitha, arise," and she lives. What a scene
that must have been! How were all the tears
turned to joy that day ! But how would it be with
Dorcas herself ? Would she be glad to come back
again p Was it blessed for her ? Only in one way
could it be so—only for the sake of others. Paul

desired to depart and be with Christ, yet he was willing
to live for the work he could do for his Master.
He could not save souls in keaven, so he was
willing to "abide in the flesh" (Phil. i. 23).
Dorcas, being restored to life, was the means of
many souls being brought to God—" many believed
Would not Dorcas
in the Lord" (ver. 42).
feel it worth while to live again for so blessed a
result? This life from the dead is a picture of
spiritual life given to souls dead in sins. How is it
that, men hear the Gospel of Christ and it makes no
It is because they are
impression upon them ?
" dead," and the dead neither see nor hear nor feel.
In our lastpaper there were brought be fore us two great
gifts in the hand- of Christ—repentance and remis
sion. Here is another gift, LIFE. " The gift of God is
eternal life" (Rom. vi. 23). First, life— then, healtJi.
M. E.
Have we both ?
THE TEETH.—What a
deal has been written about
them ; what elaborate trea
tises have they called forth;
what a blessing or a trouble
they are to us ; what love
sick verses have been reeled
off to their praise; what
ghastly jokes have been
made from their aches;
what elaborate and costly
machinery, what murder
ous-looking implements,
what scientific studies of
chemist and machinist have
not the teeth created in our
service!
" Teeth," wrote Lord
Bacon, in his Sylva Sylvarum, " are thought to have
a kind of marrow diffused
which causeth the Sense
and Paine, but it is rather
sinew, for Marrow hath no
Sense. .... None other
of the Hard Substances
have Sense, but the Teeth."
Would a modern dentist
agree with our old philoso
pher, that " the teeth of
men breed first," we wonder,
and " whei; the Child is
about a yeare and a halfe
Surely we are
Old" ?
more precocious in these
latter days, and start earlier
than this, and—thanks to
science—hold on to our
molars and incisors a little
later too. We don't fly
always to a demist—even
to the amiable and fashion
able jaw-wrencher, with his
terrible chair and his
odious gases—till we have
tried our " Tikheel" now,
and found " Tikheel "
worth trying. We do not
part as a rule with our
"backward teeth,"as Bacon
says, at twenty ; " yea,
some at thirty and forty."
We know better than that.
"The old Countess of
Desmond, who lived till she
was seven score year old,"
says Lord Bacon, " did dentire twice or thrice, casting
her old Teeth, and others Comming in their place."—
M.S.
A face amidst the angel throng,
God sends it to me in my dreams;
And on the lips dwell such a song,
And in the eyes such glory beams.
I dare not wish it back again,
To be with me awhile on earth;
Though on it hangs my joys, my pain,
For I see He hath given birth
To joy untold, and peace, and grace,
Which never could below be gained;
So I resign with smiles that face,
Though GOD but knows how I am pained.
CICELY POWELL.
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By EMMA MABSHALL,

Author of " Dayspring," " Little and Good," " Life's?
Aftermath," etc., ete.
CHAPTER V.
QUESTIONS.

IHATEVER have you got there,
child ? " Abigail exclaimed.
"Isn't he pretty? "I said. "Oh,
Abigail, he was washed ashore in the
storm from a wreck. Be kind to
him, Abigail, and don't be angry
with me for bringing him home.
Priscilla at Crowhurst was
so kind," I pleaded ; " she
dressed him in these things,
and fed him, and ——•"
" Keep him ! he must go
to the Union, of course.
What have we got to do
with a little washed-up
bairn like him ? If he is
worth anything to anyone
there'll be a hunt for him,
and a reward offered; and
if he is worth nothing to
no one, as is most likely,
he must earn his bread.
I'll carry him straight
off to the workhouse at
Spelsby to-morrow."
"Oh, no, dear Abigail,"
I said ; " I cannot part
with him. See how he
clings to me," for the poor
baby, again undergoing
the scrutiny of strange
eyes, leaned towards me,
and, as before, nestled for
safety in my arms.
" You are gone mad,
Miss Charlotte, if you
think you can keep a baby.
You ask Miss Goodlake
or Lady Smith, they'll
soon give you their mind ;
or Miss Baker, or Miss
What -do-you -call -her.
Just you ask their advice,
and you'll catch it pretty
plain."
" But, Abigail,! thought
you never liked me to con
sult these ladies. And I
may as well tell you that,
if my father allows me to
keep the child, nothing
shall make me give him
up."
" And who is to do
for him ? " Abigail asked.
" P'r'aps you are going to
keep a nurse."
" I shall be his nurse,"
I said, " and you will help
me. Oh! Abigail, you
would not be so cruel as
to send this poor little
baby adrift again in the
cold world ? "
" Well, it's not my
home," Abagail said, "and
you ain't my daughter, it
is true, but you are my
dear mistress s daughter,
and the home is your papa's, and I say you have no
kind of right to bring in a foundling washed up from
a wreck. I dare say now it's a cheat of those Oversand folks, who are as bad a lot as ever lived. I dare
say the child is theirs, and they foisting it on you
just for their own ends."
" He was bound to a rait," I said. " I saw the
men bring him through the surf. You can ask Miss
Adelaide or Mr. Hans Meyer. They were with me .
A ship went to pieces off the Lion's Head, and not a
soul was _ saved except this poor baby."
Abigail tossed her head, and tried to look very
sceptical.
" There's your papa ! " she exclaimed. " I must be
getting tea. I've no time to spend /addling over
babies who come from no one knows where, and be
long to no one knows who."
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" Well, now, I thought he rather favoured my little
Will," was Tom's unmoved reply. "So does Miss
Charlotte."
I could not say I did, but Tom's well-directed
shaft amused me.
" What are you going to call him, Miss ? "
" Ah! that is what I don't know. He can't
I wish he could only say one word."
' He ain't old enough," said Tom, with paternal
decision in his voice. " He ain't two years old, any
one may see with half an eye."
" Oh! you are always a Solomon," said Abigail.
" There, you ought to be at home and looking after
your own children this time of night."
Tom went off with a broad grin, but respectfully
touching his forehead to me by way of good-night as
he departed.
1 went early to the Rec
tory the next morning to
I
see Miss Goodlake.
felt more really at ease
with her than with any of
the other Caister ladies.
She was very kind to
me, a motherless girl, and
though I had never -gone
to take lessons in cookery,
or was quite as thrifty as
she thought I ought to be,
she was sincerely attached
to me.
I had begged my father
to let me consult Miss
Goodlake before he went
to the Rector, and he pro
mised he would say no
thing definite till I re
turned as to his intentions.
He gathered up his
papers and went to the
office, while I, having seen
my baby quietly asleep
onthesof'a, with two chairs
put against it as guards,
went off to the Rectory.
As I passed the kitchen
I said, " You will go to
him if he cries, Abigail ? "
" Who's Mm ? " was
the sharp retort. " I've
no time to waste over
squalling babies."
But I knew perfectly
well that Abigail would fly
to the rescue if the child
woke and cried.
Caister was a place
where friends and ac
quaintances generally met
in one of the four streets
in the morning. I had
not taken many steps from
my own door when I met
Miss Baker, with a basket,
returning from the green
grocer's.
" Well, my dear, and
where are you off to so
early ? Nice spring morn
ing after the storm."
Next I came upon Miss
de Saumarez, who was tall
and "lofty." A sort of
reflection of military glory
might be seen in her mien
and bearing. She spoke
"THE FIRST RED ROBIN OF WINTER."—See page 2i.
___________ in a voice as loud as her
stature was high.
" Good-morning, Miss Dingal. I heard there was
boy, Lottie, and no mistake. There ! you are worn
yesterday,
out; give him to Abigail, and go and smooth your a wreck off the Lion's Head in the agale
hair. I'll not turn the child out of doors, but I'll and all hands perished. It is quite calm to-day,"
speak to the Rector about him, and get advifie. But and she marched on.
in her ordinary pompous
I will not turn him out in the cold, you may rely : < Miss de Saumarez spoke
upon it, though I may wish," he added in a lower j tone, and waited for no rejoinder.
tone, "he had never turned in here, poor little chap." |
I was consoled by these words, and, to do her justice, j
Abigail, whose bark was always worse than her bite, !
CHAPTER VI.
made up a little bed on my mother's old couch,
covered with blue-and-white chintz, and then my
A SUMMONS.
little treasure-trove was put to sleep in my room,
after a supper of bread and milk by the kitchen fire.
" He is a likely child," Tom said, as he came to BEFORE I reached the Rectory I had received at
least half a dozen greetings, and as I stood by the
look at him.
" Ay, a deal fatter and more likely than any that Rectory door Hans Meyer walked past.
He bowed and smiled, and asked, " How is the
ever called you father," was the retort.
All this was very discouraging, and I could only
sit by the fire with the baby, cover him with kisses,
and hope for the best.
Thus my father found me, with very disordered
hair and flushed cheeks, and then I exclaimed:
" Oh, papa, do let me keep this poor baby—please,
please do."
The very earnestness of my petition broke down
my resolution, and I began to cry like a child myself,
for I was tired and exhausted.
My kind father was very much concerned.
" There now, Lottie, don't cry."
And, as I brokenly told the story, he said:
"Well, well; I'll make inquiries. I'll advertise
that the child is found and saved, and then I dare say
his own people will come to claim him. He is a pretty
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little merman to-day, or shall I say the child of Gazette and a London paper that the baby was
And till she came I sat down by my sleeping trea
Neptune, a prince of the sea ? "
washed up from a wreck."
sure, and watched his quiet, serene slumber with
" Quite well, thank you," I said coldly, and the
" Washed up from a wreck ! Who told you that unmixed delight and satisfaction.
door opened and I passed into the Eectory garden.
tale ? One of those bad people down at Oversand
(To le continued.}
For the house was surrounded by a garden shut in
to get money out of you ? "
by walls from the street, but open towards the
" Oh, no, Miss Goodlake ; I saw the baby brough
church and the old castle gateway and grass- to shore bound to a raft."
grown mounds I have described.
'' Well, well, it's an extraordinary story; but I hear
The neat maid-servant preceded me up the narrow Mr. Baker, and I must go to James, he is so nervous
path between box borders which led to the porch— You write a big, clear, pretty hand, Charlotte—I say
an antique stone porch, covered with ivy and sur it without flattery—and I can't mend a pen to-day,
A TEUE TALE.
mounted by a rugged cross.
I am so flurried. Would you write to Theodore
" Is ,Miss Goodlake disengaged ? " I asked. " I Durrant for me, and ask if he can be here by Sunday ?
am a very early visitor."
Say it is very important. Here," thrusting her hand
" Missis is rather troubled this morning, Miss,
into her capacious pocket, where keys jingled like
F Fred does not corne soon he will cer
about the Master," the maid said as she placed a a peal of bells as she rummaged amongst the variou;
tainly miss the train."
chair for me by the fire in the dining-room. " She is articles that receptacle contained, and took from it a
These or similar words had been
in the study with him now. He had another fit of crumpled paper. " There, I wrote a scrawl on that
uttered in an ever-increasing tone of
giddiness last night."
bit of paper. If you can make something of it, and
uneasiness by Fred's mother many
We are all so wont to be entirely engrossed with write it out in a very clear hand, it will do me a
times, while she went to the window
our own anxieties, or hopes and passing interests kindness, and I'll come round and see the child before
and door alternately to look for him.
that it was rather a shock to hear that Miss Good- post-time and take the letter."
Fred was down on the beach with Nina hanging
lake might probably be so uneasy about her brother
I certainly had not got much advice from Miss
on his arm, murmuring to each other as they paced
that she might not be able to think about my little Goodlake, but there was some relief in having told
along, while the twilight fell around them, and the
waif.
my story and my wishes. I took the letter, and
rising moon silvered over the waters of Dublin Bay,
"The Master has been 'breaking' ever since last went away from the Rectory in better heart than lying on this soft May evening still and smooth as if
fall, Miss, and I think he is very ill."
I had arrived at it. Nevertheless, I was sorry for they had never known a storm.
Martha was one of those gloomy and croaking the Eector. Ever since I could remember anything,
These two lovers were in something like a transport
people who take a sombre pleasure in magnifying the I remembered him in his knee-breeches and high of delight, and hope, and expectation; all, however,
woes of others, especially of their masters and mis white neck-cloth and clerical hat. He would always very likely to be upset if Fred missed the, train.
tresses.
chuck me under the chin, and sometimes give me a
At last they did come in, Mrs. Grant, Fred's
" Oh! yes, he has been putting on age and in paper of what we called " loggets," which were little mother, having meantime worked herself into a fever
firmities fast," Martha said, as she gave a finishing square bits of hard toffy, very much like what are, of apprehension, for which all the satisfaction she got
touch to the fender, where a few stray ashes had I believe, still sold in Gloucester, and are called was to be kissed and laughed at by Fred as he asked
collected. " Every one could see it but Missis. I'll " humbugs."
her how she could think him so foolish ? He had
call her, Miss Dingal."
He was a kindly old man, of the easy-going type " plenty of time yet, the train would not be up this
"Don't disturb her. I will come again,"and as I of clergyman now almost, if not entirely, extinct. half hour."
spoke Miss Goodlake came into the room.
The services at the church on Sundays were of the
"Sit clown then and have your tea," she said;
She was a cheery, active little woman, and always dullest and the most slovenly. As age and infir "you'll not have time to eat anything;" and she
looked on the bright side, as her maid Martha looked mity drew on, the Eector grew less and leas inclined piled his plate with cold chicken and ham.
on the dark aspect, of men and things.
to exert himself. Thus it was that Oversand was
" I'm really not hungry," said the young man,
" Well, Charlotte, my dear, you find me rather calmly allowed to be of bad repute, and the thought " and I'll be in Belfast early in the morning, and
troubled. James is not very well—a little vertigo, I of care of the souls of those poor, rough, untaught probably there'll be food there if one wants it,"
think. It was the apple-turnover he ate for supper. people never seemed to strike the Eector, or, indeed,
laughingly to his mother as she pressed buttered
Apple-turnovers are rather heavy—not that this was any of us Caister folk. Two chapels had been built muffins on his acceptance, and told him how she
heavy crust; it was as light as a feather, for I made it in our town, and there was a " room" also, where had packed his portmanteau, and what she had put
myself. But I am writing to a distant relation of ours another sect held meetings. What wonder was it in it.
in Cambridge, and asking him to come and help out that the poor and the lower orders of small trades
They were not far from the station, but Mrs.
with the duty for a few months. He offered to do so men, and two or three of the upper order also, fre Grant knowing the value of last minutes, had sent
last year, but James thought him too young; now quented the chapels, where there seemed to b<3 some for a car, and had she not done so her son would
he will be glad, I can see. I don't know whether you life and some warmth, and religion brought nearer probably not have gone North by that night's mail;
ever saw Theodore Durrant—probably not. Sit down, to the daily needs of poor, struggling, suffering men for there was a lingering farewell to Nina in the
my dear. Yes, I feel sure it was vertigo, but still I and women than it was in our desolate, old Norman hall, and altogether he ran so close to time that
am fidgety, and I have sent round to Mr. Baker to church.
the train was moving as he sprang in at the open
step in."
But a turn of the tide was near, and the rough door of a carriage—an exploit that one minute later
" I came," I said, trying' to open out my mission— copy of a letter I held in my hand was to be as the he would have been unable to perform.
" I came, Miss Goodlake, to ask your advice."
first note of warning that a change—a blessed change
He was a tall, well-made young man, good-looking,
The dear old lady's eye sparkled, for there was —was not far distant.
with a frank, ready manner and a merry eye. His
nothing she liked better than to be consulted. She
When I reached home my baby was still asleep ; mother was a widow; she had lour sons, of whom he
dearly loved to discuss a matter in all its bearings, his cheeks were flushed, and his dear little arms was the eldest, and she had left a. pleasant little
and dissect men and women and their motives accord raised above his head.
country residence and come to live near Dublin to
ing to her light.
He was worn out and exhausted after his perils give her boys a home while going through school and
" I am always ready, Charlotte, to help you. Some and narrow escape from drowning, and sleep was the college.
times I wish you would consult me oftener, and treat best restorative.
Mrs. Grant was not a rich woman—far from it—•
the Eectory as a second home. But of course Miss
I got out my desk, and, sitting down, spread out and the effort to put each of her sons into a pro
de Saumarez and Miss Johnstone have their Miss Goodlake's crumpled note, and selecting a new
fession was straining her resources to the utmost.
claims."
steel pen from a box, I fitted it on an ivory holder, The youngest was still at school; the boy next above
"I don't ever think of consulting them, Miss Good- and began my copy.
him was in the first year of his college course; her
lake," I said quickly ; "but"—and I made a bold
second son was nearly ready for ordination; and
plunge lest Miss Goodlake should begin a fresh stream "DEAR THEODORE DURRANT,
Fred, the eldest, was fully qualified for medical pracof talk—" but I found a baby yesterday, and I do
"Your cousin James is rather out of health
:ice if he could only get into it, and it was with the
want to keep it. Don't you think I may keep it ? It —indigestion and giddiness; nothing severe.
I
lope of doing so that he went on his journey that
will be a new interest in my life. I can make its clothes write to ask if you can come for a few months, and
:iight.
and,,4eapli,llj,; and oh! Miss Goodlake, it is such a take his duty. You offered to do it last year. If at
He had a college friend whose father was a wealthy
beautiful child! "
liberty, you will be very welcome, and the Eectory mill-owner in Belfast, and an influential man in his
Miss Goodlake was struck dumb with astonish will of course be your home, where we will make own district. In this district the Medical Dispensary
ment or she would surely never have permitted me you comfortable.
jecame vacant. The appointment1, was vested in the
to say so much.
" James unites with me in kind regards.
Poor Law Guardians, but Mr. Littler's influence was
" My dear Charlotte," she exclaimed, " where did
" Believe me,
ikely to sway them, the more so as if he was
you find the child ? You must send it to the work
" Your affectionate Cousin,
satisfied with their selection he would make the same
house at Spillsby. Mr. Baker will tell you how to
"DOROTHEA GOODLAKE.
jerson Medical Inspector to his mills; and these two
set about it. Is it a boy or a girl ? "
"PS.—James hopes you can make it convenient offices together would give an income that a young
" A most lovely boy," I said. " Oh! if the Eector to come before Sunday, or the
church must be couple of moderate views might safely marry on ; and
were not ill, I would ask you to come and see for closed."
to a man who could avail himself of it, they would
yourself lioiv beautiful he is."
dso be an introduction to private practice.
I folded the letter. We had not generally come to
" My dear, it's not a question of beauty, but of
" Come now, Nina," said Mrs. Grant, when the
duty and consequences," Miss Goodlake said solemnly. the use of envelopes, and Caister stationers knew
)ustle of Fred's departure was over, '"come now and
" You will never be able to take care of it—a young them not. So my letter was folded in an oblong sit down and let us make ourselves happy. What
form, and addressed—
thing like you—no, no. It is ridiculous ! "
shall we do ? Will you set this crotchet right for
" My father is going to advertise in the Spillsly
me ? I have gone all astray."
" The Eev. Theodore Durrant,
Mrs. Grant had no daughter of her own, and this
" Belton, near Cambridge."
;irl, whom her son loved, was very dear to her.
These were the last days of heavy postage, but the
Nina Blake's mother was the companion of her
penny post was only now in the future.
wn girlish days, and there had been an unbroken
10s. 9d. per dozen. Samples post free.—Robinson and Cleaver,
" When Miss Goodlake arrives," I thought, " she
Manufacturers to the Queen and the Crown Princess of Germany,
riendship between them until Mrs. Blake's death a
Belfast. (Auvi.)
will take the letter to the post-office, and pay for it." , ew years before the time we are telling of.
——
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Mr. Blake married again, and Nina's life was
best, and that something1 more suitable would soon
made bitter by a harsh and exacting stepmother, so
(f
Nina could not even pretend to do anything. She
offer.
much so that she was glad to stay with any friend
" It's to be hoped so," said he; so I shook hands was sitting in a large chair with her face buried in
who invited her, most of all with Mrs. Grant, under
again, and wished him good-bye, saying I was going the cushions; the others thought she was asleep, but
whose eyes had grown up the attachment between
she
was quietly crying.
to cross to England that night.
her and Mrs. Grant's sou.
I had not seen much of Fred Grant during the the" Listen to my mother pacing about," said George,
Young as they were, an engagement had for some
elder brother (her room was over that
time existed between them; but Nina was without few days I had been at his mother's, but from what in), "that's the way she always does they were
in trouble;
fortune, and as they looked forward, the prospect of I had, I should not have expected him to meet this walks, walks about! " and he went upstairs
Fred's being in circumstances to marry seemed very disappointment in the dry, half-cynical way he seemed to'soothe her, and get her to lie down; but to try
no, she
to take it-, and yet with the same gleam of fun in his
misty and far away.
could not rest, she said.
Nina had been so miserable during her last stay eye that I had remarked on first seeing him. My
The last train from Dublin had been
at home, that she had determined not to return there acquaintance with these Irish cousins was quite gone by, there was no hope of any news sometime
now
oefore
recent,
as
I
had
never
been
in
Ireland
until two
again, and, unwilling to be dependent on friends, she
weeks before, when I was summoned to give evidence to-morrow. It was getting late, and Mrs. Grant began
resolved to maintain herself until the time came when
to feel uneasy about Nina, and to think she should
Fred should think it right to claim the fulfilment of in a disputed will case that was being tried in Dublin.
be asleep, or if, like her, she could not sleep at any
Mrs.
Grant
lived
at
Monkstown,
and I asked Fred rate she should be in bed, and she
their engagement.
left her room to go
They little knew there was close at hand an open- what train he was going by, as he might see that and see about her.
the parcels I had sent to the station for her were all
in01 such as he had now gone to see after.
Crossing the landing she suddenly heard the
His college friend, young Littler, had been working right, and his answer that " he was not sure " cer sound of feet, of doors opening, and confused
voices,
tainly
seemed
rather heartless, considering the suspense and overpowered
for him from the time the vacancy occurred, .and was
as she was with nervous appr-ehenhis friends were in regarding him.
sanguine as to success.
sion, some great terror seized her, and sinking on
During the afternoon, having a few minutes to the
'That success, if achieved, would imply a great
top
step,
she
narrowly
escaped
falling
down
spare, I wrote to his mother, expressing the sympathy
deal to all parties concerned. To Nina it would
stairs. When a minute or two afterwards
mean a home of her own, and to Fred, along with with both her and Nina that I most truly felt. We Fred rushing up the stairs found her there, her son
she was
all other sources of satisfaction, there would be all know that a young man may try for many things in a dead faint, having had just enough conscious
before he gets a footing in life ; but there was much
one supreme—the providing of that home for Nina,
ness
when
she
felt
she
was
going
over, to pass her
and saving both herself and him the painfulness that connected with the way this had turned up that arm round a rail of the balusters and so keep
was calculated to create undue hopefulness and confi
her
must ever accompany the search for a home, or rather dence.
position.
for a paid situation among strangers.
It was some time before Fred could understand the
The rest of the history I heard afterwards, and I excitement
Just before young Littler's communication came, have
created
by his return, or why there
often heartily wished that the unpleasantness should
Nina had been offered, under rather favourable ar connected
have been such distress occasioned by his
with it could be fixed on the right person, remaining
rangements, a situation as governess in a family of
away two days longer than had been
food standing, and she had requested a week's delay and that I might thus be cleared from the imputa expected.
tion of being rash and fanciful; not that my friends
efore deciding on taking it. Before that week was have
" I wrote to you," he said, " by Thursday night's
openly
said this, but that they think it, I am mail, and told
out Fred would know his fate, and on that her course very
you I was coming round in James
sure.
depended.
Littler's
Friday passed without Fred's appearing at home. should yacht, and could not say exactly when we
It will be understood with what interest and anxiety
be in."
the result of his application to the Belfast guardians He was expected by each of the numerous daily trains,
" And how did you get to Dublin on Friday morn
and
when
ing
P
late
'•'
at
night,
the
last came iu without him,
was awaited.
those who were anxiously watching and waiting,
As my own share in this story commences here,
" Where have you been since ? "
may as well say that just at this time I had beenI felt aggrieved that when he did stay a day longer
" No letter came here! "
for a few days staying with Mrs. Grant, who was my than had been expected, he did not write just a few
Such were some
words,
to
tell
them the result on which to many so that were poured of the queries and exclamations
cousin.
in on Fred, as he sat between his
much interest hung.
mother and Nina with an arm round each.
Fred left on Monday night. The election of the
Next morning by the early delivery my letter
Medical Officer was to take place on the following
Looking from them to his brothers with a be
reached his mother, carrying something like conster wildered
Thursday, and whichever way it went he was to nation
air,
"
I
think
you're all gone crazy since
into the household.
saw you last," he said. "I, in Dublin on FridayI
return by that night's mail, and thus would reach
Fred in town since yesterday morning, and never morning!
home sooner than a letter from him could be re came
Why we were lying becalmed off the
home, and had missed his appointment I
ceived.
Isle of Man ! .That was the way we were detained.
I was to cross to Holyhead on Friday evening ill Had I known that I was thus to be the herald of We only got to Kingstown to-night. I ran for the
news I should have been very sorry indeed' to last up
on my way to join my husband in London, and
train and just caught it. What do you
having some business to do in Dublin, I left my write. It is bad enough to have to condole with a mean by saying I was in town on Friday? "
friend, but to be the first to break evil intelligence is
friends, the Grants, after an early breakfast, and was worse.
Here my letter was produced and read, and
for the fact that it had chiefly caused the alarmbut
in Dublin by nine o'clock. They promised to write
in
However, I did not know it then; I was speeding the family,
to me by that night's mail, that I might know whe
the effect, now that the real Fred was
away to London.
ther Fred had been successful.
present, would have been very ludicrous.
At first, the prevalent feeling was indignation, at
Some English friends had commissioned me to ticThat Saturday was long remembered in the domes
calendar
of
the
Grants.
the successful
bring them bog-oak ornaments, and I was in
No sign of Fred—not a word from him. The earnest desire impudence of Fred's double, and an
an establishment in Dame Street choosing them,
to know "who the fellow was ! " This,
when some one passed down the shop so like Fred hours passed on in weariness and anxiety, to none however, never was ascertained.
It is possible that to a person knowing Fred Grant
Grant that I was quite startled, for the train by greater than to Nina, whose answer regarding the
situation
offered
her
must
be sent on Monday.
more intimately than I did some difference in voice
which he was expected home would have left Dublin
Early
in
the
day
Fred's two brothers, the young and manner
two hours before, the night train from the North
clergyman that was to be, and the lad next to him, and the readywould have been apparent. I saw none,
being due at 9 A.M.
way in which the culprit replied to my
went
He went to a counter where umbrellas were sold, likelyto town, and visited everyplace where Fred was salutation, and carried on the conversation after
to be, or to have been. In every way that wards, made the
and began to examine one.
deception too complete for any
was possible, without betraying the cause of their blame to
I had just completed my purchases, and while they anxiety,
attach to me.
they made inquiries.
That "
were being packed up I followed Fred. He was
There was no trace of him, and they returned in another," * all things are double, one against
turned from me as he stood, and approaching him, I
is
an
assertion
of high antiquity, and
the evening only to intensify the family uneasiness, whether the
touched his arm.
circumstance I have related bears wit
now fast becoming real fear. My letter was read, ness to this
He started round, took my offered hand, and shook and
re-read, and what Fred had said to me, looked decide, but itassertion some Sou of Wisdom might
it warmly.
is
startling
to
think
of the possibilities
at in all sorts of ways.
that could arise from such a close resemblance.
"How have things gone ? " I said.
The idea that his mother took up was that he had
He shook his head in silence.
What
heard of something else, and gone off after it without innocent " claimants " might spring up ! What
. Did you get it—the appointment I mean P " for telling
persons be betrayed by a likeness!
them. His brothers thought that acting
The letter that Fred wrote never came to light
«f AT • °ke<i at me in silence> and tnen replied—
from
first smart of disappointment, he might have He gave it to a waiter
-No indeed, I did not; there were too many for taken the
at the hotel to be posted, as
a surgeon's berth in an emigrant ship. They hurriedly,
on the spur of the moment, he ac
had lately read in a Liverpool paper an advertise cepted his and
I felt quite struck with disappointment, and with ment
friend's
requiring surgeons for two ships belonging to fast to Kingstown invitation to go round from Bel
we consciousness of what this would be to his friends,
in the yacht.
a well-known line.
He and Nina have been some time married now,
said
WiU be dreadfully grieved at home," I
But neither of these suppositions met the case, for Fred got
the appointment.
(I ~T
.
S. GKEGG.
especially as regarded Nina. Would he leave her
-* Ecclesiasticus.
fa, u» ca
kelp ^'" ne replied; "it's not my without information,
*ct U it.
when the decision as to her own
course so entirely depended on his ?
GKAPPLINGwith small difficulties is the only
He spoke in a dry, cynical way which I thought
Mrs.
Grant
training
at
last became totally unnerved, and
which fits one for dealing with great
and aSSi"med to conceal the vexation he must feel, unable
to compose herself under the apprehension of blems ; faithful performance of small duties, the pro
aV>m *S ii6
only
no^ seem inch'ned to say anything more evil
had seized upon her, she asked Nina to preparation for grand services; patience, fidelity,
furfh \] matter> ifc was «ot my place to do so, makethat
tea for her sons and left the room.
and steadfastness to-day, the only seed that will
__^_tliginjxpressing a hope that it was all for
the
Poor Nina, pale and frightened, bore herself as well make to-morrow with golden harvests
of
fame
or
as she could. There was no want of confidence in usefulness.— Christian Union.
Ess-'ne(>I?n <tiCal Pr9fession are now ordering Cadbury's
Cocoa
ant! flesh fn • ?sands of cases> because it contains more
her mind towards Fred, but a terrible dread that
nu tritious
"Tins DOME" differs from the oruinary kuius m
forable +" t, m,1"S' elements than any other
beverag-e, and is preuii.- luuuuiiiy
some evil had befallen him.
important points:—It is manufactured only from
for Cadhnvv- n
starchy cocoa ordinarily gold. When
selected
materials
ou ask
of the BEST QUALITY, and being prepared by a special
ofteu misvP ® •V°c-oa Essellc
The evening meal passed almost in silence.
sure that you get it, she pk
process, it
keepers
n... i"*8.11 imitations for the'3 be
not only POLISHES MORE QUICKLY than other Llackleads,
sake of extra profits. as
Make to the
Daylight died away and the lamp was lighted.
but also
adheres at once to the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDING
ms Depot, Faubourg St. Honore. (ADVI.)
INJUBY TO
The young men were reading, or seeming to do so.
FuiiNiTUiiE from dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen
every
i THE
where.—E. James and Sons, sole makers,
Plymouth.
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The bleak winds blow, and the winter snow,
Is mantled o'er valley and woodland wide,
And the pools are crowned with an ice coat sound,
On whose bright surface the children slide;
All the skies are grey, and the branches sway,
Like skeletons stripped of their summer pride.
And the snow-king comes, to numberless homes,
With an iron will and a stern command,
And rules the world, while he waves unfurled
His banner of snow in his palsied hand,
And strikes a chill, that is wont to kill,
To the hearts of many a hitman band.
And the robin sings, as he swiftly wings,
His flight o'er many a barren wold,
And seeks the door of the shivering poor,
Who dread the coming of winter cold;
And his song imparts to their withering hearts,
A little of comfort and cheer untold.
From the quivering spray, his roundelay,
The first red robin of winter trills,
As he heralds in 'mid the strife and din,
The hoary monarch from over the hills,
The winter king, with his icy sting,
With his scanty treasures, and countless ills.
And to rich and poor, for the crumbs in store,
The robin cometh on trembling wings,
And heedless of snow, and the winds that blow,
His song of winter he blithely sings;
Oh may his song, as he soars along,
Eelieve the heart of a thousand stings.

HEKBEKT H. ADAMS.

f to bfl foitlj %
Jfrnmg-pan.
f|EEP it clean, that is unquestionably the
first thing you should do with this useful
culinary article, and then use it carefully
with intelligence and knowledge, for I
believe there is no method of cookery
which is so little understood, and so much
spoiled as frying.
Among a certain class of people, frying, or what
they call " frying," is very popular. It is so easy
when, through lack of forethought, the dinner-hour
approaches, and nothing is ready—it is easy to pop
the frying-pan full of grease over the fire, throw the
food in, and then push it about and make it " frizzle."
But this is not frying, and the food, when it is what
is called" done," is greasy, hard, and indigestible. I
pity the poor man who has such a meal. Why ! I
should think it would almost upset an ostrich, and
they say that marvellous bird can-digest even iron
nails !
Let us see if we cannot do better than this. In
the first place then, see that your frying-pan is clean.
If the remains of former fryings still cling to its sur
face, the flavour of the food must be greatly impaired.
Another important consideration is—What articles of
food are suitable for frying, for this process of cookery
(even if properly carried out) would spoil some things.
Thus in our own opinion, chops and steaks are never
nice or digestible when fried; they are sure to be
greasy, and most probably tough ; they are therefore
much better broiled over a clear fire.
Veal cutlets, however, are very suitable for frying,
as also are tripe, lamb chops, sweetbreads, sausages,
potatoes, bacon,eggs and bacon, "bubble-and-squeak"
(a capital plan of using up cold cabbage and cold
boiled beef, &e.), cabbage and bacon, various kinds of
fish, especially soles, smelts, herrings, and whitebait,
also various " fritters," and pancakes, &c., &c.
Now the great secret of success in frying is to put
the food—especially animal food—into the fat when
it boils, or nearly boils; and just as in boiling meat,
it should be put into boiling water, so that the good
ness of the meat is to be retained, so in the same way
the boiling fat " case-hardens " the food so to speak,
and causes it to retain its "goodness" and juices,
and hence much of its nutritive power. Still more,
if the fat is boiling it will not get inside the meat and
make it greasy.

Then plenty of fat must be used—if you boil meat
in water you do not use a few spoonfuls only—the
meat is well covered with water, and so it should be
in frying; there should be plenty of boiling hot
liquid fat, some cooks say enough to cover the article
to be fried, though others say there need not be quite
so much as this. To this rule, however, fat bacon
forms an exception, as also do pancakes and omelettes.
These do not require so much fat.
But how are you to tell when the fat is hot enough
for the article to be put into the pan ? Well, you
must wait until it ceases to make a crackling noise !
Then directly it ceases to " crackle,''' put in the veal
cutlet or whatever you have to fry. Another plan is
to throw in a crumb of bread, and if it become at
once of a golden colour, then the fat is ready.
And now as to the fat. The reader will observe
I have used the word fat throughout, not lard or
butter. I have done this advisedly, for lard—which
is so often used—is about the worst thing possible.
It makes the food greasy, and often spoils the flavour.
Good butter is too expensive, and bad or inferior
butter should never be used, morever it requires very
careful management, lest it burn. Oil is sometimes
used, but many people do not like it; moreover it is
expensive, and as it frequently boils over, it is diffi
cult to manage. The best and most economical thing
for ordinary frying is clarified fat, i.e., dripping, or
the fat skimmed off saucepans, which, instead of
being thrown away or sold for a mere trifle, should
always be retained. Wanting this, however, the fat
or suet of joints of meat, boiled and clarified, should
be used. The best way of preparing this fat and of
clarifying dripping, skimmingsof saucepans—kitchen
fat, as it is often called—is to divide into small
pieces, put into a clean saucepan, and then pour
clean boiling water upon it and keep boiling for a
short time. The fat dissolves, and the impurities
sink to the bottom of the saucepan. The liquid is
then poured into a basin, when as it cools the water
sinks to the bottom with the impurities, and the fat
collects and cakes at the top; whence it should be re
moved as soon as cold.
It is not necessary to throw away the fat after fry
ing, as it can be poured into a gallipot and used
again ; the fat indeed can be used repeatedly, if care
be taken to clarify it, should any impurities appear.
Fat, however, that has been used for frying fish has
generally a fishy taste, and therefore should be kept
for frying fish only.
The rire for frying should be bright and brisk, but
with no fierce blaze ; a smoky fire will often, if not
always, spoil the dish ; unremitting attention is also
necessary, and the food must be occasionally moved,
or it will burn.
A great point to be noted is, that the food should
be perfectly dry when put into the pan. For this
purpose fish may be wrapped in a cloth for an hour or
two before use to absorb all the moisture ; fish is also
floured for the same purpose.
And now how are we to know when the food is
sufficiently cooked ? Generally it is of a nice light
brown colour, also it seems " set," and in fish the
meat will lift easily from the bono. When one side
is done, turn the food over, and fry the other side.
In frying tripe, it should be cut into pieces about
two inches wide, and then, having been dipped into a
good batter of flour, milk, and eggs, should then be
put into the pan of boiling fat until they become a
nice light brown colour. When served up with
good " melted butter," sauce, and mustard, these
fried slices of tripe form a very appetising dish.
Fried potatoes and bacon forms an agreeable dish.
The potatoes having been previously boiled, should
be chopped small; the bacon—fat rather than streaky
—is then fried and kept hot by the fire while the
potatoes are carefully fried in the bacon fat. If
stirred frequently, they may be browned very nicely,
and when arranged neatly, around the slices of bacon,
they form a very tempting dish for tea or supper.
Cabbage and bacon " bubble-squeak," are prepared in
the same way—the cabbage being of course boiled
first. In frying eggs—care should be taken not to
fry the yolks too hard—two minutes is generally
long enough.
Omelettes are made by beating well together four
or more eggs with a little salt, other condiments or
herbs chopped fine if preferred (some cooks add a
little light batter) and then frying in good butter.
Omelettes are one of the very few dishes (another
will be given below) for which we think butter neces
sary for frying. This is because an omelette is a
very delicate food, and also because it is cooked with
a more moderate heat than is generally used in frying
other things. The direction given is for a simple
omelette, though many other ingredients may be

added, such as chopped-up kidneys, fish, Forcemeats,
ham, tongue, or truffles, jam, &c. And now before
we close our hints, we will give directions for a
" fruit pancake," or " fruit fritter." Make a nice
batter by mixing together till smooth, a tablespoonful of flour and a quarter-pint of milk, and then add
ing an egg well beaten up, a dessert spoonful of white
powdered sugar, mix all together for two minutes,
and then pour into the frying-pan, and fry lightly
in melted butter. But directly you have poured the
batter into the pan drop the fruit into it, and fry in
the pancake. Any fresh fruit will do, only of course
apples, &c., should be peeled and sliced. Fry until
brown on one side, then turn, and fry the other side.
When served, sprinkle with white sugar. If these
few plain rules are followed, frying will be found a
simple, easy, useful, and economical method of cook
ing.

F. M. H.
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