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84 THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.

By 0. T. PKINGLE.

'HE first time that I saw ''Little Forget- 
me-not " was on a sunny afternoon, as I 
was walking with my cousin through 
the fields and lanes for a holiday ramble; 
and truly it was a treat to see the leafy 
trees arching overhead in still cool 
places, and then catch the golden 

glory of the sunshine again on the broad green of the 
meadows, and to hear the birds singing so sweetly in 
the copses and glades. I do love a summer afternoon 
ramble dearly !

We had turned into a lane beyond th'e churchyard 
gate, when we came upon a group of little children 
at play on the bank under a hedge full of wild roses; 
and there, half-way up the bank, and half-hidden in 
ferns and long grass, sat a tiny maiden in a sky-blue 
print frock, with her lap full of buttercups, and a 
wreath of daisies on her head.

They had made her a queen, and were decking her 
throne with flowers and moss, and her baby-face was 
radiant with fun and frolic. Never queen looked so 
happy and proud!

" Why, the child just looks like a forget-me-not," 
we said as we took in the picture of the blue frock 
and the golden posy peeping from the greenery where 
she sat.

We chatted to the little ones awhile ; and my 
cousin, who had some cakes in her basket, divided 
them among the tiny group, for she knew them all 
quite well, and then we left them to their merry 
game; but I could not help looking back more than 
once at that lovely little Queen Forget-me-not on her 
mossy throne.

" Where does the pretty little creature live ? " I 
asked my cousin.

" Oh, in a cottage at the end of the village," 
she replied, " and her mother is such a nice woman. 
I am sorry to say she has not a good father; he 
spends so much time at the public-house, and will not 
go to church, or try to lead a steady life at all."

" What a pity ! That darling little child ought to 
have such a happy home."

" So she has, I think, for she is too yonng to know 
her father's faults, and he is dotingly fond of her. It 
is his one good point, his tenderness for his 'little 
maid,' as he calls her. She is the only one they 
have. I will take you to see her mother; you will 
like her, and her nice tidy house."

So we went one evening soon after, and that was 
the second time I saw little Forget-me-not.

The cottage was indeed a pretty one, with bright 
lattice windows, and a clematis trained all over the 
porch, and a neatly-kept little garden full of pinks, 
stocks and mignonette. It was a warm, bright 
evening, and the door stood open.

We stopped before the gate to admire the sun 
setting beyond the distant hills, and were just turning 
to enter, when we heard a merry shriek of baby 
laughter, and down the garden path came toddling 
a tiny form in a long, white bedgown as fast as its 
pink, naked feet could carry it, with bright hair 
tumbled about the rosy face, and blue eyes brimming 
over with mischief. She made straight for the gate, 
the red sun glinting in her path, and hid herself in 
the folds of my dress, as her mother, half-laughing, 
half-scolding, darted forth after her, and I caught the 
bonnie wee thing up in my arms, and scolded and 
kissed her too, which she seemed mightily to enjoy.

" She do love a bit of mischief, surely," cried the 
mother, as she dusted a chair for each of us and 
begged us to sit down. " To think that just while I 
turned my back a minute she'd be off like a bird! 
But she's the life of the place, ladies; anyhow, I 
don't know what father and me would do without 
her, that I don't."

We stayed to see little Forget-me-not safely laid in 
her little cot in the inner room, after she had said her 
prayers with folded hands, kneeling in her mother's 
lap. " Our Father," lisped the baby voice, " and pray 
God bless dada and mama, and all my dear friends;" 
then, glancing at us from under her long lashes, she 
added in a whisper, "and ladies too, 'cos I loves 
'em."

Ah! darling little Forget-me-not!
Very soon the innocent blue eyes were fast shut
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and the rosy feet still for awhile; and the mother 
softly moved about, folding up tiny garments, and 
tidying the already tidy room.

" How does your husband get on ? " asked my 
cousin.

" Much as usual, miss, thank you; I don't see 
no change in him, and I don't like to complain. He's 
a kind husband and a kind father; leastways, you 
know, ma'am," turning to me, " Tjut only for the 
temptation of the drink. This lady knows my 
trouble about that. It's my one trouble, God 
knows!"

" Robert's very fond of little Erne," said my cousin 
cheeringly.

"Aye, so he is, ma'am; wonderful fond of her. 
Never so much as a misword, or a hasty tap even, has 
he ever given her—the dear lamb—even when he's 
most forgot hisself. If he would but come to see 
things different, and keep from temptation; but I 
hope and pray, and keep the home as nice as I can 
for him, and may be as God will work a change in 
him someways, in His own good time," said the poor 
wife with a sigh, as we bade her good-night.

The next day my cousin and I went to town for 
some weeks, after which I again returned with her 
to her pretty village home.

The day we came back was a lovely one in autumn; 
the harvest fields were golden with ripening corn, 
and the skies one bright, cloudless blue.

It was only a short walk from the station to my 
cousin's home, and led past the cottage where Robert 
King, my little pet's father, lived.

The clematis was out in bloom now over the porch, 
and red carnations filling with sweetness the garden 
plots. The door stood open, but what means that 
silent little group coming so solemnly down the 
sunny path ? There is little Forget-me-not's father, 
I suppose : a tall, decent working-man, but his head 
is bent down as if in grief; and that is her mother 
beside him, but she hides her face with her handker 
chief, while deep sobs shake her whole frame. Can 
that be a tiny coffin that is being carried out ? Ah, 
but it was so, it was so, indeed! and little Forget- 
me-not, too, was there; but I saw her not that 
time, for beneath that small coffin-lid the " little one" 
lay hidden from the sight of all who loved her ! 

We heard about it later.
She had caught cold, and inflammation had come 

on; it was very rapid, only a few short hour*. One 
week held all the poor people's bitter trouble. At 
the beginning of it their darling had been gay and 
full of life as the bird or the bee; at the end of it 
they laid her low in the green churchyard, and the 
light of that cottage home was gone out for ever!

The will of God ! Aye, the over-ruling, wonderful, 
mercifad will of God! Had not God been kind to 
Robert King ? Given him health and strength and 
regular work, a comfortable home and a pattern wife, 
and the loveliest of winsome little ones, to bless and 
cheer and make him a thankful Christian man ?

But the man's inner life was wasting, his soul 
sick—sick unto death; " no life in him," amid all 
God's blessings, and so the Love that " willeth not 
the death of a sinner" took another course: the 
Great Physician came down with bitter draught and 
with searching probe, and " saved that soul alive !"

From the day that he laid his " little maid " in the 
churchyard, Robert King became a changed man.,

He has never touched a drop of drink since, nor 
joined the evil companions who led him to neglect his 
home and despise religion. He is steady at his work 
and goes to church with his wife, and listens eagerly 
to the minister's preaching about the " Life of the 
world to come," for he knows his darling is there 
among the angels in happy Paradise; and as the 
Bible says, " Where his treasure is, there is his heart 
also." And he knows, too, that if he does not forsake 
evil ways, and lire a sober, godly life here that he 
cannot expect to have an entrance into that Home; 
for " without holiness no man shall see the Lord."

Last Sunday my cousin met him in the church 
yard, going to lay a lovely bunch of forget-me-nots 
on the little mound before going into service.

" Robert," she said to him, " I'm glad to see you 
here so often."

He brushed away a tear with the sleeve of his coat 
before he spoke.

"Yes. I am often here, ma'am." 
" And you are alive to the Truth are you not P " 

she inquired.
" Yes, ma'am," he said; " I'll stick to the good 

ways now. I'll try all I know to keep to 'em; least 
ways I needn't say ' try;' for they're all the comfort 
I've got, if so be, please God, I may see the little 'un 
again!"

" Thanks unto the Father for His Unspeakable Gift. :

SAVIOUE, unto Thee, we raise, 
Thankfully our hymn of praise: 
For the grace Thy love bestows, 
For the boundless peace that flows, 
From the Blessed Mercy Throne, 
From the Living Fount alone ; 
For the bliss, when life is done, 
And the gift of Thy dear Son. 
Soul and voice, in sweet accord, 
Bless the universal Lord; 
Magnify His glorious name, 
Yesterday; to day the same, 
He, who from His Throne on high, 
Gave His only Son to die; 
For a world of sin and woe, 
For Jerusalem below. 
Love hath bound us by a chord, 
Nearer to our Risen Lord; 
Nearer unto Calvary, 
Nearer to Eternity. 
Thanks unto the Father be, 
For His gift of Charity ; 
Thanks to His Almighty Son, 
To the Hallow'd Three in One.

WM. PARKEE ROBINSON.
Burnley.

T'S all very well to talk, Mary Green, 
but like her I never did and never 
shall. From the first day I set eyes 
on her I knew by her straight gown 
and plain bonnet (with never so much 
as a flower in it, and only a skimpy bit 
of ribbon round the crown) that she 

belonged to a priggish lot, and I ses to Tom, ses I, when 
I saw her a-prancing off to church with her husband 
and their little girl, ' Number twenty won't do for me, 
mate, she's too religious by half!' Why! what do 
you think she did when I met her at the Tilby's last 
week ? They pressed her to take a drop of somethiug 
hot (which I can assure you would not have hurt so 
much as a sparrow, for I took some myself), but she 
said, ' No thank you, Mrs. Tilby, me and my husband 
have been teetotalers for years;' that was too much 
for me, so I ses to the party as sat beside me, ' Afraid 
to trust herself! Been used to take a drop over and 
above what's good for her, I should think.' Now, 
would you believe it ? That poor-spirited thing never 
said a word (though I'm sure she heard all I said, 
for, I spoke quite loud enough for her to hear on 
purpose). Now, if she'd had any right feeling in her, 
she'd have up and had it out with me then and there, 
but it only shows what a poor thing she is. Bah! 
I've no patience with such canting ways, and so I 
tell you!"

" Well, for my part I like her, Nancy Carr. I'm 
sure it's a pleasure, that it is, to talk to a person that 
isn't always ready to snap your head off, so to speak, 
the moment you open your mouth. Kate Black is as 
pleasant and chatty as it's possible to be, and though 
I've never heard her say a wry word against a living 
soul, she always has a kind one for all."1

" Oh, well! you'd best be off and talk to her then as 
you seem to like her company better than mine; for 
my part her ' room's better than her company,' for 
as I said before, I can't abear her! "

"I can't think why you're so set against her, 
Nancy, for she's the kindest hearted creature I ever 
came across. When my Johnny was down with the 
measles, and baby was took with croup, she helped 
me to nurse them as if she'd been my own flesh and 
blood, and sat up with me when they were at the 
worst, the whole live-long night, a-reading such 
beautiful words out of the Bible, words that I've 
heard dozens of times before, but they'd never laid 
such hold tipon me as when she read them to me in 
that sweet voice of hers; it seemed then for all the 
world as if they'd been written on purpose for wf • 
Ah! Kate's a good Christian woman, that she is, ii
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ever there was one, and truly thankful am I that 
she's a neighbour of ours."

" Speak for yourself, Mary Green; she's no neigh 
bour of mine, I tell you ; she's too religious for me!" 
and Nancy Carr walked off to her own house with a 
toss of her head, banging the door behind her.

The cheerful face and loving gentle ways of this 
new neighbour were a continual reproach to Nancy 
Carr, and hence her bitter dislike; but they were 
making a great difference for good to Mary Green, 
who, when she saw Kate's unselfish and happy home- 
life, felt a great longing spring up in her own heart 
for higher and better things. She longed to be like 
her, and felt ashamed of the eareless way in which 
slie performed her household duties and attended to 
the comfort and happiness of the dear ones in her 
own home. " Example is better than precept," and 
it is wonderful what a ray of Love's sunshine can do 
in this busy work-a-day world of ours! How little 
do we realize the true value of kind words to those 
around us, how a loving word may be the means of 
leading some weary soul nearer to Him, who said, 
"Come unto me all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden, and I will give you rest."

If we have true love to God in our hearts, we can 
not hide it; it is a great light within us, and will 
make itself seen and felt in all we do or say. Like 
the glorious sun which, shedding his golden rays 
upon the earth, has power to transform even a dirty 
piece of broken glass into the similitude of a gleaming 
diamond, so Christian love will make us see some 
good in every one we meet.

As Mary was slowly walking towards her home, 
she met Kate, who, smiling pleasantly, asked her why 
she looked so very serious.

" Well, to tell you the truth," replied Mary, " I'm 
puzzling my head as to how I might be a bit better 
to what I am now and have been in the past. You 
see we folks down here are not over and above good, 
though we're none of us right down bad; we're about 
half-and-half, I reckon."

"Half-and-half! whatever do you mean?" said 
Kate in a tone of surprise.

"Oh! I mean half-and-half Christians, of course."
" I must say I don't see any ' of course' in it,"

said Kate gravely; "to my mind we must be
Christians altogether or not at all; it is impossible
to be only 'half-and-half.' "

" Don't you think that is a rather hard thing to 
say ? We can't any of us be perfect, you know," 
said Mary.

" No, Mrs. Green, we can't any of us be perfect of 
ourselves," replied Kate, " but God is able to make 
us wholly His, and can wash away our sins, making 
us ' whiter than snow.' I can't talk to you as I 
should like, but I'm on my way to a service in the 
school-room yonder; don't you think you might 
come too ? The good lady who speaks there will 
explain things so much better than I can."

" Thank you kindly, I don't mind if I do," said 
Mary. " Baby is fast asleep, and when once off 
nothing hardly ever wakes her; as for Johnny, Miss 
Tilby promised to give an eye to him now and again 
(bless him! he 'ain't no trouble either, but always 
amuses himself as good as gold), and it wants a full 
hour yet before Ted knocks off work, so I've plenty 
of time."

> " Come along then," said Kate, " we shall be in 
nice time, for the bell has not left off ringing yet." . 

The two women hurried down the street and 
entered the room just as the first hymn was being 
given out. After a short prayer the lady missioner 
gave an address, concluding it with these words : 
"Take Christ with you, my friends, in your daily 
life; in all you do or say, look to Him for help and 
guidance. He has said, ' Lo ! I am with you always, 
even unto the end of the world.' Does this mean 
that He is with us only on Sunday ? No! a thousand 
times no ! He knows we need Him every hour, yea, 
every moment of our lives, and is ever ready and 
willing to help us. It is His word which says, ' My 
grace is sufficient for thee, for my strength is made 
perfect in weakness.' Trust Him wholly, trust Him 
fully, for His word can never fail. Christ's religion 
is no empty name, it is a great reality; take it with 
you, therefore, in all your joys and all your sorrows. 
Never put religion away with your Sunday clothes. 
-Lhere is no need to wait until the Day of Kest comes 
round, or even until we can manage to get by our 
selves before we s$li the Lord to help us, for He is 
just as ready to hear our prayers when we silently 
lift up our hearts to Him, while our hands are busy 
with their appointed work, as if we were kneeling in 
the most beautiful church that ever was built, for 
are not we ourselves the temples of God? Let us 
Pray earnestly to Him, and ask Him to wash and .

prepare our hearts, that they may be pure and undented 
before Him.

"Our first duty is to God, our second is to our 
neighbour.

" Dear sisters, how little we know what harm an 
unkind word can do. Often and often has one harsh 
word spoilt the harmony of a home for ever: learn 
to ' bear and forbear,' remember ' A soft answer 
turneth away wrath,' and that God bears with and 
forgives us over and over again. 'Be ye kindly 
affectionate one to another, tender-hearted and for 
giving one another, even as God for Christ's sake 
hath forgiven you; see, dear friends, it is not will 
forgive you, but hath forgiven you. He is willing 
to forgive us all our sins the very instant we 
come to Him through Jesus Christ our Lord. Of 
ourselves we can do nothing, but through Christ we 
can do all things, and it is His blood alone which can 
set us faultless before the Great White Throne of 
God in Heaven ! "

Mary reached her home after the service was. over 
with peace and gladness in her heart, and it' was 
indeed a bright happy little woman and a cheerful 
home that her husband found when he returned tired 
and hungry from his day's work.

When the children were tucked up cosily for the 
night, and Ted had lit his pipe, Mary told him what 
she had heard in the afternoon, to which he listened 
with great interest, and when she had finished, he 
said, " Lass, I've not been as good a husband to you 
as I ought to ha' been, I'm afeard."

" Don't say that, Ted," cried Mary • " I'm sure I've 
been far more to blame than you; I've been that 
cross and disagreeable when you've come home tired 
of an evening, but I want to turn over a new leaf 
from to-night, and I mean to ask God to help me 
do it." -

" Aye! lass, aye ! " replied Ted; " suppose we 
kneel down together and ask Him ? " and they did 
so, praying that God would help them both to begin 
life afresh, and to enable them to walk in the narrow 
way that leads unto life everlasting, and their prayer 
was answered.

The beautiful summer passed away, and the glowing 
autumn days faded into winter, who, with his keen 
winds and biting frost, brought distress and want to 
many homes.

The Carrs were amongst those who suffered most, 
as Tom Carr had been out of work for many weeks, 
and the money Nancy usually earned by washing had 
been greatly lessened by reason of a large laundry 
which had been established in the neighbourhood.

One afternoon as the snow was fast falling, wrapping 
its glistening mantle of white round the frozen earth, 
Nancy was sitting by her empty grate vainly trying 
to soothe the wailing baby in her arms, while her 
little son Tom sat with his cold cheek pressed against 
her knee.

Poor Nancy! how wretched she felt, for she had 
none of the bright hopes and simple trust in a 
Heavenly Father's loving care which had sprung up 
and blossomed in Mary Green's heart since the after 
noon she went to the mission service with Kate 
Black.

With a weary sigh, Nancy raised her head as she 
heard her husband enter the room^

"It's no use, mate," he said, " I've been tramping 
it all day and not a single job have I had, and no 
promise of work either! We shall all have to go to 
the ' House,' for I met Mr. Mason, and he says he 
won't wait no longer for the rent, and if it isn't 
paid in full by this time to-morrow, out we must 
go!" and sitting down he buried his face in his 
hands.

" Can't nothing be done, Tom ? " cried Nancy in 
tones of despair.

" Nothing at all, Nan, nothing at all," answered 
he. " I've tried everything I know of, and kept a- 
hoping and a-hoping that something would turn up, 
but now it's too late, and nothing could save us; you 
and the little 'uns must turn out into the street with 
ne'er a roof to cover you, for in all this 'ere big world 
we ain't got one friend to help us. Who'd lend us 
thirteen pound ten if they had the money, seeing as 
how we couldn't pay it back again for many a long 
day, if ever ? "

" You're right, Tom. But, oh dear! oh dear! 
who'd ever think of decent folks like us a-coming to 
the ' Parish'!" and poor Nancy burst into a flood 
of tears, sobbing as if her heart would break.

Just then there came a knock ab the door, and ; 
little Tom, who ran to open it, came back with a 
letter in his hand.

" Goodness me, Tom ! " cried Nancy. " You read 
what it says; for I can't, I'm that trembling like." 

Tom took it to the window and read by the aid of

the street-lamp the address "Mrs. Carr." Tearing 
the envelope open he saw to his amazement the receipt 
for the rent which had been paid in full!

Yes! there was no mistake about it, though at 
first they could scarcely believe their eyes; the rent 
was paid! and they were free to stay in the dear old 
house which had sheltered them ever since they were 
married.

" Thank God i " cried Tom reverently; " I'll never 
doubt His love again!" and Nancy fervently answered, 
" Amen."

" But who ever could have done it ? " said Nancy, 
their astonishment having somewhat subsided. "Tom 
can't tell who gave it him, for whoever it was went 
off so sharp, and it was too dark for the little dear to 
see. None of the neighbours know we are in trouble, 
for I wasn't a-going to have them a-prying and a- 
tattling around, for that wouldn't have paid the rent, 
you know!"

Just at that moment there came another rap, and 
when Tom opened the door he saw Kate Black 
standing outside.

" Good evening, Mr. Carr," she said; " would you 
just step round and help my husband? Master's 
sent us a lot of good burning logs, and we thought 
maybe you'd accept a few; so Dick he set off to bring 
them over, but they're heavier than he thought for, 
and he'll be glad if you'll lend him a helping hand."

" Accept 'em ? Yes! and thank you kindly, 
ma'am," said Tom, as he started off with alacrity.

" Nancy," said Kate, as soon as they were alone, 
" I do hope as you won't take it amiss, but I've had 
such a big hamper from mother to-day; she lives in 
the country, dear good soul! and well she knows how 
handy it is to have new laid eggs and a pat or two of 
nice ii-esh butter, let alone a good bit of bacon now 
and again; and what a price one has to pay for 
these things up London way ! She always sends me 
a hamper every year, but this winter I've got a good 
stock by, so I thought you'd help me get through 
them ; it would be a pity to let them spoil, so don't 
you say a word about robbing me."

Nancy's reply was cut short by Tom and Dick who 
entered with the wood, with which Kate soon kindled 
a fire, and while the golden sparks danced up the 
chimney and the kettle sang merrily on the hob, 
Nancy sat like one in a dream, all her bitter and 
unkind feelings melting like snow before the sun 
shine of Christian love.

Taking from the basket which she had brought 
with her a snowy cloth and spreading it upon the 
table, also bread, butter, tea, &c., Kate soon prepared 
a very tempting meal.

Nancy could stand it no longer, so just as the tea 
was ready, she cried, " I've behaved shameful to 
you, Kate 1 Can you ever forgive me ? "

" Forgive you P Yes ! " said Kate, taking Nancy 
in her kindly arms and giving her a hearty kiss; 
" we'll let ' bygones be bygones/ and I hope we shall 
be fast friends in the future, my dear."

It was indeed a happy party in Nancy's little room 
that evening, but how different it would all have been 
if Kate had cherished feelings of ill-will and resent 
ment !

" I wish I know who paid our rent," said Tom, 
while Kate and Nancy were clearing away the tea- 
things.

" I did," said Dick, turning very red; " leastways 
me and my wife did," corrected he.

" You did ? " cried Tom and Nancy in a breath.
" There, say no more about it," said Kate, as they 

tried vainly to express their gratitude; " Dick and I 
are only too glad to have had it in our power to help 
you."

"But," asked Nancy, "how did you know we 
were to be turned out of doors to-morrow ? "

" Dick happened to be passing by when Mr. Mason 
was speaking to your husband, and couldn't help 
hearing what he said, so when he came home, he 
said, ' Mate, our neighbours yonder are in trouble,' 
and when he told me what he heard, off he went to 
the Savings' Bank, where we keep our little stock 
laid by for a rainy day, and that's all about it, and 
as I said before we are both very glad to have been 
able to help you."

" How nice to be able to put by in the bank," 
sighed Tom; " I only wish me and my mate could 
do the same! "

" And what's to hinder you ? " cried Dick. " This 
is how me and Kate done it. When we was first 
married we took the ' Pledge,' and made up our
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minds to put by at the end of every week what we 
should have spent in drink; we reckoned it would 
cost each of us threepence a day at the least. Well, 
we've been married nigh eleven years, and have over 
a hundred pounds in the bank! "

" That's what me and Nancy will do, please 
Heaven," said Tom.

" Well said," cried Dick. " If you mean what 
you say, come along both of you right away. ' There's 
no time like the present,' I've often heard tell, so 
come along. My missus will stay and look after the 
little 'uns.

And Tom and his wife went then and there; and 
though many years have passed since then, they have 
never regretted signing the pledge.

Tom paid back every farthing of the rent, declaring 
it was a loan from Dick, 
and ahappierhome or more 
kindly neighbours it would 
be hard to find, who in 
their turn are ever ready 
to help those in need, for 
they have experienced in 
their own hearts that— 
Religion is a chain of

purest gold, 
Whose holy links upraise

our souls on high, 
In simple trust and living

faith to God; 
And bids us see in ev'ry

child of man 
Our neighbour, dear to us

throughChristour Lord, 
For whom with us He

came on earth to die!
Tom is an old man now 

an da happy old man. Inhis 
brighter home, when his 
little grand-children are 
tired of their dolls and 
playthings, they sit at his 
leet and he tells them 
pleasant stories, and adds 
at times the moral to 
them of self-restraint and 
self-respect. He is ever 
grateful in his heart of 
hearts for all the mercies 
•which have brought him 
safe to shore.

LOUISA. BKOCKMAN.

BUSINESS.—It is the 
great disadvantage of a 
trading nation, that there 
are very few in it so dull 
and heavy, who may not 
be placed in stations in 
life, which may give 
them an opportunity of 
making their fortunes. 
A well-regulated com 
merce is not, like law, 
physic, or divinity, to be 
over-stocked with hands; 
but, on the contrary, 
nourishes by multitudes, 
and give employment to 
all its professors. Fleets 
of merchantmen are so 
many squadrons of float 
ing shops, that vend our 
wares and manufactures in 
all the markets of the world, 
and find out chapmen under 
both the tropics.

CHRIST." Peter hears from Cornelius the reason for 
which he had sent for him, and Peter tells Cornelius 
how God had taught him to be willing and ready to 
go to a Gentile. We find that Cornelius had gathered 
many of his friends together to hear what Peter would 
have to teach them (v. 24-27). Cornelius did not 
want to keep all the blessing to himself. He had 
prayed for light and teaching. Now God was sending 
it to him : but he was not content to receive this for 
himself alone. If a man is in earnest about his own 
soul, he will soon be in earnest about the souls of 
others. When Andrew had found the Lord Jesus, he 
goes to seek his own brother Simon, that he may 
bring him also to the Lord (St. John i. 40-42). It is 
a marked sign of God's work going on in the heart 
when any one becomes anxious about the salvation of

St. Peter's Sermons to Cornelius and the Result. 
Acts x. 24-48.

i T. PETER, prepared by God for his work, 
goes to Caasarea as God's messenger. 
Cornelius seems, by falling down before 
him, to have looked upon him as more 
than man. But Peter does not allow 
this for a moment. He never would 
have honour that belonged only to his 

Master. The rule of his life was ever " not I, but

others. Let no one say I can do nothing to help any 
one to be saved. If we have come to Christ ourselves 
we shall find a way to help another soul to come to 
Him. What was the subject of St. Peter's sermon to 
the little company gathered together in the house of 
the Roman soldier? Peter begins by declaring that 
God is no respecter of persons, that God's gospel is for 
both Jews and Gentiles. Thus Peter began with a 
word of comfort. But for such a word Cornelius 
might have wondered and questioned,/' will all this— 
this blessed message of God's gospel be true for me ?" 
The Jews would have all the privileges, he might 
have thought, " but will there be any crumb of bless 
ing for me ? " Peter began by making it clear to 
Cornelius that though a Gentile, he would not be shut 
out from God's blessing; " in every nation he that 
feareth Him and worketh righteousness, is accepted 
with Him" (v. 35). So now, from Cornelius' time 
to this day, no one need say, " salvation is not for me."

It is for you, each one, if you will have it, in God's 
way—the way of acceptance of the two great gifts, 
lately considered—repentance and forgiveness (chap, 
v. 3l). St. Peter after this introduction began his 
sermon. It was not a long one. It was the " old, old 
story"—the one subject being CHKIST, who HE was, 
what HE did, and what HE suffered. Who He was 
v. 36 tells us—a man, and yet " Lord of all.'' Peter 
lifted up his Master in so saying. Peter had seen 
Him, lived with Him, walked up and down with Him 
through the cities and villages of the land, a Man— 
yet he knew Him to be "Lord of all." What He 
did Peter told in very simple words. He " went 
about doing good." Christ the Lord was always doing 
good—doing good to the bodies of men, and doing 
good to their souls. What a blessed life! John 

Wesley says, " Do all the 
good you can, to all the 
people you can, in all the 
ways you can, and at all 
times that you can." This 
is a good rule—a rule that 
no one ever fully carried 
out but Christ, " who went 
about doing good." What 
ever "good" any oneneeds, 
Christ has it ready for him, 
even as a skilful doctor 
has many remedies, to 
meet many diseases* The 
" good" that one man 
needs may not be what 
another needs, but what 
ever it ma}T be, Christ is 
able to give it (Phil. iv. 19). 
And then Peter spoke of 
what He suffered, and put 
this in few words also, 
" whom they slew and 
hanged on a tree " (v. 39). 
But though the words were 
few, how must St. Peter's 
heart have ached as he 
spoke ! Such a wonderful 
life, and then such a cruel 
death, and Peter spoke as 
one who loved his Lord. 
Loving Him as he did, 
Peter's heart could not but 
be stirred when he spoke 
of His Lord's death. Will 
not our feelings as to the 
dying of the Lord Jesus 
depend upon the answer 
we are able to give to the 
question, " lovest thou 
ME ?" If we are loving 
Him but little, shall we 
not think lightly of His 
Cross? The living Lord 
Jesus, the dying Lord 
Jesus, and forgiveness 
through His death—these 
were the blessed tidings 
Peter came to bring to Cor 
nelius. The most blessed 
tidings that can come to 
any man is the message 
that tells him how his soul 
can be saved. It seems too 
good to be true sometimes. 
" I have heard of a

Saviour's love, 
And a wonderful love it

must be, 
But did He come down

from above 
Out of love and compassion for me ? " 

What will help us to believe it! Just what helped 
Cornelius to believe it—without which he never could 
have believed it—" the Holy Ghost fell on all them 
that heard the word " (v. 44). There is no i'aith in 
those who hear; there is no power in the word preached 
unless the Spirit comes. How great, then, is the 
need to pray for the Holy Spirit, for " if any man have 
not the spirit of Christ, he is none of His " (Rom. 
8-9). M. E.——•**«-———

A LUMINOUS TKEE.—There is a small tree grow 
ing in a gulch near Tuscarora, Nevada, the foliage of 
which at certain seasons is said to be so luminous 
that it can be distinguished a mile away in the darkest 
night. In its immediate vicinity it emits sufficient 
light to enable a person to read the finest print. Its 
luminosity is said to be due to parasites.
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By E. I. T.

;F the people who are constantly sighing for 
" those good old times," could be suddenly 
transported back into them, they would 
find that life two or three hundred years 
ago was very different indeed from what 
it is at present, and it is extremely doubt 
ful if they would then be as anxious for a return to it.

Things which we think now necessary to our every 
day comfort were unheard-of luxuries. Queen Eliza 
beth and her Court ladies breakfasted off weak beer, or 
an infusion of herbs— 
tea, coffee, and chocolate 
were unknown, so that 
the poorest old woman of 
to-day is better off than 
they were!

Coals were not only 
scarce but thought in 
jurious to the health, and 
so peat and wood fires 
warmed the houses of our 
ancestors. Very small, 
dark, and inconvenient we 
should now find those 
same houses, for, though 
the rich had castles and 
fine country mansions, the 
citizens and merchants 
were content with living 
at their place of business 
in the then narrow streets 
of London.

Very unpleasant too 
were these streets, for 
pavements there were 
none to speak of, and the 
mire was often deep, 
while an unprotected 
kennel, or ditch, flowed 
by the roadside. Bad by 
day but worse by night, 
forfootpads infested every 
lonely spot, and the feeble 
light of oil-lamps scarcely 
sufficed to show the man 
who was unlucky enough 
to be abroad after night 
fall the way he had to go. 
Those who could afford 
it had servants to carry 
torches before them.

There were no police 
in those days, the only 
guardians of the peace 
were old watchmen—like 
Shakespeare's Dogberry 
and Verges, who wandered 
about at night and told 
the hours and state of the 
weather.

The children in those 
days had no fruit and 
sweet shops—oranges cost 
2s. 6d. a piece when they 
could be had; and the 
cocoanuts and similar tro 
pical fruits, now to be 
bought everywhere, were 
only known to the few 
travellers who had been to 
those distant lands. Sugar, even at the beginning of 
this century, was an expensive item in housekeeping, 
and in the "good old times" not to be had—honey 
taking its place.

Toyg were few, and children's books fewer, and those 
so dull and dry to our notions, that the girls and boys 
of to-day, accustomed to magazines with beautiful 
pictures and stories, would not look at what satisfied 
their great-great-grandfathers.

The shopping in which our modern women so delight 
their ancestresses could not indulge in. Materials 
cost so much in those days that a gown was expected 
to last for years, perhaps even a life time; so a visit 
to the draper was of rare occurrence, and good 
as were the dresses of our great-great-aunts or grand 
mothers, all the pretty tints of silks and ribbons which 
ml shop windows to-day were unknown. 

All the spinning and weaving was done by hand—

the machines which now take the place of hand labour 
were undreamt of. t-

So also was steam. Travelling in those days was a 
service of danger, and people in the North of England 
were almost as far apart in point of time from those in 
the South as we are now from America! Eoads were 
so bad that ittook hours to drag the lumbering coaches 
and waggons, in which folks then journeyed, over even 
a few miles of country, and " days' outings" at the sea 
side, now so easy, could not possibly have been had by 
the king himself.

There were no pleasure trips for holiday makers such 
as we have now all the summer through. Some 
amusements our forefathers had both in town and 
country (notably Maying and shooting at the poppin- 
jay), but they were more stay at home than we are ; 
and with no surveyors to see to the roads, no police to 
keep order, and no gas to light the wayfarer, going

out especially at night must have had more drawbacks 
than pleasures.

Newspapers can now be had in every country village, 
and the post is flying by steam all over the kingdom 
daily with thousands of letters; but in "those good 
old times," when a letter from one part of England to 
another cost more than it now does to send one to 
Australia, and took several days on the road, very few

Seople wrote at all; while as for news it came verbally 
•om place to place, or occasionally by the arrival of the 

" News-letter "—a small collection of printed matter 
published once a week in London.

Books of course were scarce; a gentleman's library 
then (with the few exceptions of clergymen and learned 
people), contained fewer than we should now find in an 
ordinary middle-class house. Magazines,nowsopopular 
with all classes, were not published till about a hun 
dred years ago, and then were without illustrations.

Picture galleries and museums, now open to all, 
were hardly in existence—except perhaps in a palace 
or college. Music was very different then from now ; 
the people sang old ballads, but the airs and melodies 
of our modern concert-rooms, the operas and oratorios, 
were not written or the composers of them born ; and 
the spinnet was very inferior indeed to our smallest 
cottage piano.

No, taking all our advantages into account, we 
need not be discontented because we fancy things 
were, in some respects, better in those times than in 
these—perhaps life was more sociable then, because 
people could not run hither and thither as they do 
now, and servants and masters lived together for years 
instead of months or weeks as they do at present, but 
probably, if we could be transported forwards, instead 
of backwards, a century or two hence, we should 
find it just the same, for there are and ever will be 

people who are never 
satisfied with what they 
have, but are ever long 
ing for what they have 
not, and to these belong 
those Avho sigh for 
" those good old times."

SINGULARITY.—If you 
follow Christ fully, you 
will be sure to be called 
by some ill name orother. 
For first, they will say, 
" How singular} ou are!" 
" Mine heritage,'' says 
God, " is unto me as a 
speckled bird; the birds 
round about are against 
her." If you become 
a true Christian, you 
will soon be a marked 
man. They will say, 
"Howodd he is!" "How 
singular she is ! " They 
will think that we try to 
make ourselves remark 
able, when, in fact, we arc 
only conscientious, and 
are endeavouring to obey 
what we think to be the 
word of God. Oftentimes 
that is the form of con 
tempt ; practical Chris 
tians are set down as in 
tentionally eccentric and 
wilfully odd.

Mothers have brought 
that charge against 
daughters who have been 
faithful to Christ, be 
cause they wouldnotgoin- 
to gaiety orindulgein vain 
apparel, and many a man 
has said it to his fellow- 
man by way of accusation, 
" You must be different 
from anybody else." This 
difference, which God has 
made a necessity, men 
treat as a mere whim of 
their own. If we do not 
come out from among 
them, and be separate, we 
cannot expect to be housed 
beneath the wings of the 
Eternal; if we do, we may 
reckon upon being regar 
ded as strange, unlriendly 
creatures.—Spurgeon.

imte fmm Jtork,
BY A COFFEE PLAN TEE.

COFFEE.

HE volatile properties of coffee when once 
developed by roasting, are liable to be 
quickly dissipated, thereby causing great 
loss both in flavour and aroma; hence 
grind and roast daily only such quantity 
of coffee beans as may be required for 
the day. See that you have only 

genuine coffee beans and nothing else. The simplest 
way to roast coffee beans is in a frying-pan (which 
must be thoroughly clean). Have a bright, smoke 
less fire. Keep turning the coffee beans in the frying- 
pan with a spoon until they are of a dark brown

1
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or chocolate colour, but not black or they will be 
burnt. Then powder the beans, either in a small 
coffee-mill or with a pestle. For each person allow 
one tablespoonful of coffee powder. Put the powder 
in a jug, have the water in the kettle at the boiling 
point, and pour the boiling water quickly over the 
powder in the jug in the proportion of quarter of a 
breakfastcup-full of water to every tablespoonful of 
the powder/ Cover the jug, and allow it to stand 
for twenty minutes or half-an-hour, then strain 
through a small flannel bag. This bag should be 
daily washed in hot water after use. Pour off to 
each cup in the above-mentioned proportion, and—if 
you can afford it—fill up each cup with boiling milk. 
If you cannot afford so much milk, add as much boil 
ing milk with as little water, to fill up the cup, as 
your purse will admit of, always remembering that 

the more milk and less water, the better. Be sure 

you use boiled milk.
TEA.

The two principal constituents of tea are two 
namely, theine and tannin. The former is tht 
valuable property of tea which refreshes and in 
vigorates the system. The latter, being powerfully 
astringent, exercises a deleterious influence on the 
stomach and the nervous system. Happily the one 
can be obtained without the other so that tea drinkers; 
need not be either dyspeptic or nervous. The tea 
leaves part much more quickly, on infusion, with the 
valuable theine than with the objectionable tannin.

Procure pure, unadulterated tea. The only teas, 
the purity of which I am certain of, is Indian and 
Ceylon tea.

Have your kettle at the boiling point with its lid 
rattling as a sign. As soon as the water is thoroughly 
boiling, use it, because hard boiled water makes 
mawkish-flat tea. Don't take your kettle off the fire 
and put it on again, because twice boiled water is even 
worse than hard boiled water. Einse your tea-pot 
out with boiling water, then put in- your tea-leaves 
and quickly pour the boiling water into the teapot. 
If the \vater is not thoroughly boiling the tea will be 
weak. Let the tea stand for ten minutes at the most. 
Ten minutes is ample to extract all the theine. More 
than ten minutes will bring out the tannin and con 

sequently your cup of tea will do you more harm than 
good. If you cannot consume all the tea in the 
teapot at once, then either pour out the tea into 
another teapot or else remove all the tea-leaves out of 

it. The tea-leaves got rid of, the tea may be kept 
as long as you like.

J. MACKENZIE.

% Sktneir.
By EMMA MAKSHALL,

Author of "Dayspring," " Little and Good," " Life's 

Aftermath," etc. etc.

CHAPTER YIII.

E found Philip alone in the library at 
Crowhurst; but he said Adelaide 
would be home in a few minutes ; she 
had started for a ride with Hans 
Meyer soon after an early dinner, and 
said she should be back in time to see 
me.

I introduced Mr. Durant, and then went to call 
Madame Meyer as Philip requested.

" Do make her come down," Philip said. " She 
has been shut up in her room all day."

I knew my way very well about Crowhurst, and 
went up the wide stairs to the corridor above. 
Madame Meyer's room was just within a sort of 
square anteroom which was full of china, and which 
Priscilla called " curiosities from all parts of the 

globe." There was always something particularly 
still and silent in this part of the house. The portraits 

of two grim old Dutchmen, with square chins > and 
prominent blue eyes, stared down at me as I entered 
Madame Meyer's room, after giving a gentle tap 
at the door.

The two pictures hung just in front of me, and I 
could almost fancy I saw a smile flickering round 
their wide, thin-lipped mouths as Madame Meyer 

turned her head from the table, where she was busy 
writing. She was always writing; no one knew

exactly what the book was, but it was certain 
she had been up to London with a great pile of 
manuscript, and that she never brought it back again. 
But Madame Meyer still wrote on, and shut herself 
up in the secluded room with the portraits of the old 
Dutchmen looking down at her with, as I said, one 
might easily fancy, a contemptuous smile on their 

faces.
To-day, however, Madame Meyer seemed to be 

simply writing a letter. She put her long white hand 

out to me and said :
" Well, Charlotte, how is the boy ? " 
"Quite well; and so lovely. I am going to call 

him Christopher."
Madame Meyer started, and said sharply : 
" What made you choose Christopher ? What 

right have you to call him Christopher p "
" I only thought of it because he had a little medal 

tied round his neck, with an image of St. Christopher 

on it. You saw it the other day."
" I did not notice it, Charlotte," Madame Meyer 

said in her usual slow monotonous voice. " Has 

Adelaide told you she is engaged to her cousin, Hans 
Meyer ? ''

" No," I said, " but I expected to hear it." 
" It is settled as far as we are concerned, for hi: 

parents, who live at the Hague, wish it. Hans has 
been well educated at Leyden, and he has travelled a 
good deal. It will be a comfort to have him estab 
lished here. He will look after the waste land on 
the estate, which ought to be drained and reclaimed 
he will be a master here, and that is what we want, 
for poor Philip is never likely to be able to exert him 

self."
" Philip is very clever," I ventured to say. 
" Ah ! yes, in a dreamy, unpractical way, but he 

could never ride about the place and keep the tenants, 
up to the mark. I confess this proposal of Haus 
Meyer has been a relief to me, and Adelaide is very 

happy."
" If she cares for him," I said, " it is, I suppose, 

quite right ; but I cannot help being sorry for Philip. 
I don't think Mr. Meyer is very kind to him."

" Adelaide tells me quite the reverse," Madame 
Meyer said, and fearing to be thought impertinent or 
intrusive, I made no further remark, but said—

" I came to ask you to come downstairs to see Mr. 
Durant; he is to take the duty at the church, and 
live at the Rectory till Mr. Goodlake gets better."

" He will never get any better ; he is dying of old 
age," Madame Meyer said. " Oh! Charlotte, Char 
lotte ! life is very long to me. I should be glad to 
change places with the Rector. You think me a hard, 
cold woman, Charlotte; you little know what lies hid 
under the crust. But now," she said, rising and re 

suming her calm manner, " let us go to the library 

and see the new clergyman."
We went accordingly, Madame Meyer preceding me 

with her stateliest step, and her head held high.
We found Mr. Durant and Philip talking as if 

they had known each other for months or years.
Philip's bright colour and flashing eyes told then 

how much he had been interested by Mr. Durant's 

conversation.
Mr. Durant rose and met Madame Meyer with his 

pleasant, courteous manner, which put every one at 
ease with him at once. Madame Meyer was accus 
tomed to a stiff and somewhat deferential manner to 
the few who visited Crowhurst, and every one was 
more or less afraid of her. There is nothing stronger 
in a small country neighbourhood than hereditary pre 
eminence from old family tradition. Perhaps it is 
something of the old feudal element which hangs about 
the lesser people, who are contented to allow the 
tiighest place to the representative of an old family, 
and to treat with respect the reigning power at court 
or castle.

Madame Meyer was not one to break down this 
carrier, and she accepted the homage of the little 
oeople at Caistor as her due. It was said by the Miss 
Smiths and Miss de Saumaurez that I was becoming 
;oo free and easy at Crowhurst, and that if I had had 
a mother I should not have been allowed to be so for 
ward. I always felt, in spite of her cold manner, 
Madame Meyer liked me, and Philip's welcome was 
Iways too warm to be mistaken. Adelaide's depended 

on her moods; she was not likely to prove a staff on 
.vhich any one could securely lean, and I had sense 
mough to mistrust the " darlings" and " sweet-loves " 
)f our meetings, which would probably be " Well, 
Charlotte, how are you p " at the next.

No one who has read my story thus far can fail, I
hink, to notice that, as far as the faith which
vorketh by love was concerned, our religion generally
was but an empty farce.

I never can quite understand how it was that my

mother's example had so little effect on me. But I 
fancy there was great reserve on these subjects be 
tween us, and it was only during the last few months of 
her life that my mother had spoken at all of her new 
experience. Quiet and retiring by nature, though 
cultivated by her o'-vn exertions in reading and study 
in a very remarkable way, my mother's religion was 
perhaps of too isolated and personal a character. I 
hope that word personal will not be misunderstood. I 
use it to express that in those far-off days people were 
perhaps somewhat content to put their own safety and 
rest in One higher and yet nearer than any earthly 
Friend, and did not see the beauty and necessity of 
letting their light shine before others, that they seeing 
their good works, might also glorify their Heavenly 
Father.

Now from this afternoon of which I am writing 
there was a turn in the tide for us Caistor folk. One 
earnest, cheerful, and never weary servant of the King 
was amongst us, and for the first time for many long 
years we were to be won to love and serve the same 
Master.

No one cometh to his place by accident, and clearly 
Mr. Durant had come to his amongst us to ̂ -fulfil a 
high mission ; and there were many in Caistor who 
had reason to say with old Mrs". Buckstone'" he is 
well named Theodore, the gift of God."

Madame Meyer met Mr. Durant's cordial, frank 
manner with more deference than I expected. She 
offered to show him the house, "our quaint old house,'' 
as she expressed it, and two ;fine Reinbrandts and 
Cuyps in the large withdrawing-room, if he would 
care to see them.

Mr. Durant did care very much, and Philip and I 
were left alone.

" Charlotte, have you heard that it is all arranged," 
Philip began, " and that Hans' Meyer has effected 
his purpose ? "

"He is engaged to Adelaide, you mean?" I said. 
" Yes, your mother told me."

" He will come and live here, and rule us with a 
rod of iron—see if he does not—Adelaide into the 
bargain. How can my mother be so blind ? It is a 
plot hatched at the Hague ; they know I am a cripple, 
and that Hans is the next-of-kiri; but I may live to 
a good old age for all they know, so they mean to 
make assurance doubly sure, and a bird in the hand 
is worth two in the bush."

" Don't talk like that, Philip/' I said, for it grieved 
me to see how bitterly he felt. "After all, you are 
master here; you will be twenty-one next October— 
of age—and you can do as you like then."

"Oh! no, Charlotte, I can't," he said, sadly; "I 
shall always walk about on a crutch, and my back 

will never be straight."
" It is straight," I said. " When you are sitting 

down no one thinks of your lameness."
" Nor of my poor haggard face, nor pinched nose, 

I suppose."
"Now, Philip, you are fishing for compliments," I 

said. " You know your face is quite handsome."
He blushed rosy red, as a girl might; and turning 

back the lock of dark hair which shadowed his pale 
forehead, he said—

" I like this new clergyman, Lota. He and I have 
had a nice talk; he says he will come and read with 
me in the Greek Testament. That is what I have 
longed for; and he is going to lend me a lot of books 
when he gets his library from Cambridge. He is 
a fine fellow. What would I not give for that tall 
erect figure and noble bearing ! "

" His face is plain," I said, "but his smile lights it 
up."

" Doesn't it!" Philip said warmly. " It is so differ 
ent from forced sickly smiles. I know he is a good 
man—no one could have such a face and be mean, and 
base, and dishonourable."

Madame Meyer then returned with Mr. Durant, 
and they began an inspection of the old china closet 
and the books.

"These are very tempting; that's a fine old 
Dante," he said, taking a volume from the shelf. 

If I have your permission, I hope to come and read 
for an hour sometimes with your son."

' You are very welcome to do so," Madame Meyer 

said.
Mr. Durant, while speaking, had taken down

another book—an old Froissart. As he did so, a
ard, with the Montacute and Meyer arms etch&d on
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it, fell out. As he picked it up, he turned to Philip 
and said—

" This book is your treasure, then ? "
But I caught sight of the name, written in a fine 

round hand—
" Christopher Montacute Meyer."
Madame took the card from Mr. Durant, and tore 

it into ; several fragments; then, advancing to the 
fire, threw them in.

" The book belonged to another son, my eldest son, 
who is dead,'' she said.

The words'fell.within icy chill upon us all, and I 
knew then why Madame Meyer asked me why I had 
thought of Christopher for the baby's name.

We did not wait for Adelaide's return. Mr. Dur 
ant said he must get .back to Caistor in good time, 
as he had letters to write, and I was wondering how 
Abigail would bear my lengthened absence. I said I 
must take leave also.

" They surely will be here directly," Madame Meyer 
said. " Hans Meyer must have ridden as far as 
Spilsby. Adelaide will be sorry not to see you, Char 
lotte," and at parting Madame Meyer touched my 
cheek with her lips.

Mr. Duraiit and I walked quickly towards Caistor. 
When within a quarter of a mile of the town we met 
the riders returning. Adelaide waved and kissed her 
hand at me, her face radiant with happiness. Hans 
Meyer's huge frame looked ungainly on horseback, 
and he made an awkward attempt to raise his hat, 
and so they passed out of sight, Adelaide calling out : 

" You must come again to-morrow, Charlotte, re 
member."

CHAPTEE IX.

UPWARD GROWTH.

As we grow old we learn many lessons which in youth 
we are slow to understand, and one of these, and a 
very important one, is that God's work is progres 
sive.

A great revolution of a kingdom is not begun and 
ended, mushroom-like, in a day. Small is the seed 
from which the upheaval of nations may spring. 
The hidden fire which is to break forth and shake a 
city to its foundations, has been lying a tiny spark, 
gradually gathering heat and intensity which shall at 
length break the thin crust of the earth asunder, and 
spread wide desolation and ruin.

And as with these great things of the material 
world, so with the still greater of the spiritual.

Little by little, with few and rare exceptions, does 
our loving Father work out the change which shall 
transform us, and make us new. For the Spirit of the 
Lord moveth, and who shall say how! The still, 
small voice whispers, and onward comes the Lord, 
who shall say when I

Many months had not passed before we easy-going 
Caistor folk began to feel that some new force was 
stirring amongst us. The old Rector hung on, but 
grew daily more feeble, and lived in the shadows of a 
fast approaching second childhood.

Mr. Durant was authorized by the patron of the 
living and the Bishop to take his place. There was 
no Resignation Bill passed in those days, and very 
little heed was paid to the way the services of the 
Church were conducted, provided "they were got 
through once a week.

Now we were to learn what it was to have an 
active, ardent spirit in Caistor. Mr. Durant had not 
been there six months before he knew every man, 
woman and child in the place. Early and late he 
worked. A Sunday-school was started, and the chil 
dren assembled in an em pty room at the Rectory. All 
the little minutiae of parish work, so familiar to us in 
these days, were then very rare, and unknown in 
isolated places like Caistor-on-the-Wold.

The three little Dissenting chapels (and all honour 
to the Dissenters.for the work they often did, whereas 
in Caistor the Church had been useless) began to have 
less crowded congregations. People came to church 
now to hear the new parson. I, for one, shall never 
forget the first sermon I heard from him. It was as 
if he had. known all about me for years, known of my 
coldness and insensibility concerning spiritual things 
-s a contrast to my enthusiastic interest in earthly 
ones. These six months had seen the end of Betty 
bait s feeble efforts at cleaning. With the permission 
and consent of the churchwardens—and my father was 
one—old baize and spiders and dust had vanished. 
Windows were cleaned, the chancel pavement was 
mended, a new cloth covered the holy table, the rood 
screen was cleaned, and the .roof repaired; old straw 
cassocks, which had been the dwelling-place of many

a mouse and fat spider, were burned, and the crazy 
benches replaced by strong ones, with a proper board 
in front to kneel on.

I am setting down these beginnings of better things 
for us in Caistor chiefly that I may awake thank 
fulness in the hearts of those who read my 
story for their many and great advantages. 
I do not think now that through the length 
and breadth of England a church could be found in 
the deplorable condition which I have described. We 
are all too ready to complain of these times, and I 
know well there are grave dangers in the Church, but 
surely the country districts have room to be thank 
ful that the days of neglect and utter disregard of the 
House of God are over. Besides lending libraries, 
coffee-rooms, parish magazines, and a community of 
interest bred together now in many a country parish, 
the clergyman and his people, the further from this 
crowded city and busy highways of the kingdom, 
the closer does the tie become.

My little Christopher, for Christopher I called him 
flourished wonderfully. I was not a model o 
patience at all, nor was I particularly anxious to give 
up my own comfort for the sake of others. I hac 
never been taught to do it; an only child seldom is 
so I will not say that I was never impatient with my 
self-imposed burden. Sometimes I had to give up a 
visit to Mrs. Buckstone or Miss Baker, because 
Abigail was too busy to undertake the charge of the 
baby. Sometimes I found working for him mono 
tonous, for I never had liked " plain work.

Then, like most children, he had wakeful nights, 
and I had to act night-nurse, unless by chance 
Abigail heard the child cry, and heard me patrollin^ 
the room, when she would rush in, enveloped in an 
old shawl, surmounted by an astonishing nightcap, 
and snatching the boy from my arms would wrath- 
fully tell me—

" I should be an old woman before my time with 
broken rest."

But all this necessary giving up of self did me 
good, and day by day my little Christopher grew 
dearer to me.

" No one will ever claim you now," I said, one day 
•—a golden October day, when St. Luke's summer 
was in full prime. " You will be mine to the end." 

I remember the day and hour well. I was sitting 
in my mother's parlour with little Christopher on my 
knee ; he was amusing himself with two hideous 
china dogs, with goggle eyes, and tails curling up over 
their backs, a present from Abigail, and bought at 
the Michaelmas Fair just over. I had no gay picture 
books for little Christopher, and the toy shops at Cais 
tor did not produce any toy which a baby of two 
years old in those days would condescend to look at, 
but the china dogs had a certain brightness of colour, 
and smoothness of surface which made them attractive 
to baby eyes and mouth.

Adelaide Meyer's wedding was fixed for the eight 
eenth of October, and I was to be one of the brides 
maids. Madame Meyer had made another journey to 
London, and Adelaide had gone with her, bringing 
back with them what was thought in those days to 
be a very grand trousseau. Guests were expected at 
Crowhurst for the occasion—the old Meyers from the 
Hague, and a sister of Hans, whom he called Greta.

My dress was to be like hers, and we were the 
only two bridesmaids. The dress was simple enough, 
but I was looking forward to wearing it with some 
pleasure. It was of a white material called then 
mousseline de laine, and it was covered with little 
white satin flowers. Our bonnets were of white 
drawn silk, with a sprig of blue forget-me-nots in 
them. I thought that bonnet perfect; what should 
I think of it now, I wonder ?

My mind was running upon the wedding, and I 
was questioning myself as to how any one could 
choose to marry a man like Hans Meyer, when 
Abigail came in.

" They have sent the pony chaise in from Crowhurst, 
Miss Charlotte, and here's a note." She handed me 
a little three-cornered note, and I read—•

"DEAR LOTTIE,—I want to see you very par 
ticularly ; please come."

"I will take the boy with me," I said. "Will 
you put on his pelisse while I get ready, Abigail ? "

"I shan't do no such thing. You go and get 
ready, and I'll take the child a turn. I want to go 
down to the shop, and Jones' Sarah Anne is here, 
idling about; she may as well be set to mind the 
kettle don't boil over, as twist her thumbs. What a 
good-for-nothing lot they are to be sure. They are 
all babies together—poor things !"

In reality Abigail was doing her best to initiate 
Jones' eldest girl into the ways of service, and she was 
continually in our kitchen, being put to a good hard j

scrubbing or washing to " break her in." Abigail 
knew that this was the best way of helping Jones' 
family, and the girl was steadily improving in appear 
ance and cleanliness.

" I ain't so sure about your going to Crowhurst. 
There's a deal of illness down Oversand way. A boy 
died of small-pox last Monday. He'd been ' 'nocu- 
lated,' which is just a trifle better than that new 
plan I hear of; but I'll never let anybody give me a 
disease ; it's quite shocking to think of."

" Mr. Baker is going to vaccinate baby," I said, 
"so you will have to see it done, Abigail."

" Not I. I'll not lend myself to any such wicked 
ness, nor you neither, Miss Lottie."

Prejudice against vaccination was almost universal 
in Caistor-in-theWold, and this prejudice still lingers 
strongly amongst the poor in country districts, who 
look upon compulsory vaccination as a terrible hard 
ship. Those who can look back fifty years to the 
seamed and scarred faces of those who had suffered 
from this dreadful disease, knew how to be thankful 
for the great discovery of Jenner.

When I reached Crowhurst I was met by Madame 
Meyer in the hall.

"Adelaide is very unwell," she said. "I cannot 
understand her symptoms. Mr. Baker was here this 
morning, and thinks her hysterical and nervous. 
She feels that the arrangements for the marriage are 
all made, and the day is near, and I think this makes 
her ill. It is very unfortunate—the Meyers arrive on 
Monday, and several guests on Tuesday; but go and 
see Adelaide."

Adelaide's room opened from a large spare room, 
and as I passed I saw the capacious four-post bed was 
covered with the wedding dresses, the wedding-veil 
was attached to an immensely high tortoise-shell 
comb, in the front of which was fastened a wreath of 
orange-flowers.

The head-dress, which was the most unbecoming
imaginable, had only arrived that morning, and
Adelaide had tried it on, and then flung it on the bed.

When I entered the room Adelaide sprang towards
me, and threw her arms round me.

" Lottie, I have got the small-pox; I know I have," 
and then she burst into hysterical sobs and cries.

I soothed her as best I could, and drew her to a 
couch by the fire, where I put my arm round her, and 
took one of her hands. It was burning with fever, of 
that there could be no doubt.

"I shall die instead of being married," she moaned, 
"andI would rather die than live to be a fright like 
the youngest Miss Smith. Oh, Lottie! what shall I doP"

" What makes you think you have got the small 
pox, Adelaide ?" I asked her. " You have a feverish 
cold : it may be nothing more."

" I will tell you why I think I have got it. I 
walked to Oversand the other day because I felt so 
dull without Hans, and mother was in one of her pro 
voking dreamy moods, and Phil poking over his Greek. 
It began to rain, and I took shelter in one of those 
huts, and in the corner lay a boy, oh! with such a 
fearful face," and Adelaide shuddered. "I have seen 
it before me day and night ever since, and I know I 
have caught it. What will Hans say ? Oh ! Char 
lotte, Charlotte, what shall I do ? "

I was really frightened now, and when Priscilla 
came in with a cup of broth on a tray, with some 
delicate little bits of toast, I saw that she also thought 
Adelaide's fears were well-founded.

" Bed is the best place for you, my dearie," the 
old woman said. " Come, let us get you there."

" Then I shall never, never get up again," Adelaide 
cried, and another burst of weeping followed.

I longed to say something that would comfort the 
joor girl. I wished I could speak, as I knew Mr. 
Durant would speak, of the Love of God, which does 
not fail even in the darkest time—of the suffering by 
which the sinless Saviour has sanctified suffering. I 
lad been hearing of this so much lately. I had 
bund the Bible open out to me as a mine of gold by 
he guiding hand of Mr. Durant, but I stood now 
ace to face with this poor stricken girl, and was 
[umb. I could only kiss her and try to comfort her 
is I had comforted little Christopher when he fell and 
mocked his head against a chair the evening before. 
Priscilla now interposedi

" You'll be having a dark walk back to Caistor," 
he said; "had you not better be starting, Miss 
)enzil ? "
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Then I saw as I kissed Adelaide and prepared to 
leave the room that Priscilla made a sign to me that 
she would follow. She did so, and putting her old 
hand on my arm, she said:

" She will never wear all that finery, poor lamb, 
Tuesday week. She is in for small-pox, I believe, 
and if she lives she will be like my poor sister-in-law 
when our mother didn't know her. You keep well 
out of it, my dear Miss Lottie, and just look in pi 
Master Phil before you go."

" Well, Charlotte," Madame Meyer said, when I 
went into the library, "what do you think of 
Adelaide P "

" I am afraid she is very ill," I said. 
" She fancies she is ill, poor child," Madame 

Meyer said. " She fancies she has the small-pox ; 
but, ol course, it is a fancy."

" It is very much about in the neighbourhood, 
Priscilla says," Philip remarked, scarcely raising his 
eyes from his book.

"Do not give way to nervous fears, Philip," 
Madame Meyer said. " After a good night your 
sister will be pretty well, I imagine. Do you expect 
Mr. Durant to call to-day ? "

" No; he was here yesterday," Philip replied; 
and then, evidently more restless and anxious than 
she chose to confess, Madame Meyer left the library.

" Come here, Lotta," Philip said when his mother 
was gone ; " tell me what you think of Adelaide."

" I am almost afraid to say; people do frighten 
themselves into complaints of all sorts."

"I believe she has got the smalUpox, and the 
Meyers ought to be written to. The letter will only 
be in time if it is posted to-morrow ; to-day is Wed 
nesday, and they are to leave the Hague on Monday. 
Lotta, I am sure they ought to be told."

" Hans Meyer will come, in any case," I said ; " of 
course he would not keep away if Adelaide was ill." 

" We shall see," Philip said. " I would not expect 
too much of him, Lotta; he is——" He stopped. 
" I have been fighting a hard battle against my 
hatred for him, Lotta. I think I have pretty well 
scotched the snake. Lotta, do you know what I owe 
Mr. Durant ? . He has brightened my life—let the 
light in, I may say. I have learned to care less about 
my hump." %

"You have not a hump, Philip," I interrupted. 
" Well, my high, shoulders and my crumpled-np 

leg. It is God's will; and He has lelt me my think 
ing part as good as any man's, and—well, Lotta, I 
mean to take every day as it comes, and be happy. 
Sitting grumbling and weeping in a corner, and 
hating Huns Meyer, is not the way to get on. Now 
I see God's will must not be questioned, because it 
is the Will of Infinite Love. Lotta, do you feel 
this?" _ • . . 

"I can't express it as you do, Philip, but I feel 
somehow that what you say is true, and that I am 
seeing a glimmer of light."

" Ah ! I thought so. I shall have other battles to 
fight before I have done, Lotta—one harder than the 
rest. Can you guess what it is ? "

He was gazing earnestly into my face as he spoke 
as I sat in an arm-chair by his side. His beautiful 
eyes were full of meaning.

" Can you guess, Lotta ? But, through all, you 
will never give me up, Lotta ? You will always be 
my dear little sister and friend ? Promise that."

I promised, and sealed it by a kiss on his thin 
white hand. He hastily drew it away, and as he 
turned his face towards the cushions behind him, 1 
left him. ' • •

(To be continued.)

By F. E. FBEEMAN-.

" Sad memory brings the light 
Of other days around me." — MooiiE.

STEETCHED in the shade an old man lies, 
With weary face and wistful eye?, 
Where the sun shines the butterflies —

Dance gaily on.
The day flies fast, and as he sees 
Their bright wings flutter down the breeze, 
He thinks of " other days " than these—

As quickly gone. 
A little child, a piteous sigh, 
A soft hot hand, a butterfly ; 
The pity in a tear-dimrn'd eye —

: • Too late to save.

Too roughly handled, faintly beat,
The crumpled wings in love's fierce heat,
Soon trodden down by careless feet—

Night hides its grave. 
Not buried thus, nor thus to die, 
Yon speck of colour glancing by, 
Now bright, now dark, against the sky—

In the sun's rays. 
So something of the fair and bright, 
We cannot keep from taking flight, 
Still lingers in the sunny " light—

Of other days."
* * * * 

Yet that light dies. Is there no " other day " P—
No wing immortal flashing back a " light" 

Which doth not die, when life knows no decay,
No tear from pity, nor a grave from Night ?

* * * *
Life cannot die. The funeral pall
On Earth's poor day with night must fall,
The sunlight turn unto the wall—

But not for age.
Beyond the Sun, beyond the Night, 
Beyond the Seer's furthest sight, 
There lives in never-dying " light"—

ANOTHER DAY.

Oil, THE MISSION AT FLAXHAM.

0 we are going to have a mission held 
here."

A- pleas!*nt smile lighted the face of 
Mrs. Cox as she answered, " And I 
am very gia(j O f ft/

" But I can't see what we want 
with a mission," said her neighbour; 

" we have the regular services, and our own clergy 
men to speak to us—and I would ever so much 
sooner go by what they»say than'listen to a stranger 
—so, for my part, I don't see that a mission is 
necessary hero."

" That is quite true, Mrs. Bay ; still, I am heartily 
glad that we are to have a mission held here at 
Flaxham. As you know, we can't hear too much 
about spiritual truths, and anything that helps us to 
everlasting happiness ought, surely, to be welcomed 
by us."

Mrs. Ray smoothed and flattened her work in 
silence for a moment; then, as resolutely as ever, she 
exclaimed, " Still, I don't see what we want with a 
mission."

" You think we are all so good P " asked Mrs. Cox, 
with a smile.

"Not that exactly," and Mrs. Bay looked and 
spoke very earnestly; " but we do know, or most of 
us do, the blessed privilege of prayer ; and I am sure 
no mission can teach us more than we already know 
of our spiritual duties, nor the comfort experienced 
by those who try to walk in God's holy ways."

" Yes, it is a precious assurance to know that He 
is always near us, the same yesterday, to-day, and 
for ever, and when we feel cold and lax, and our 
hearts lukewarm towards holy things, that the change 
is in ourselves, and not in Him. The thought that 
His love never alters has comforted me through 
many trials," said Mrs. Cox, as her face reflected the 
sympathy of her heart.

At that moment a step was heard coming up the 
lane, and a shadow darkened the open doorway. It 
was Margery Neil, a faithful and trustworthy old 
servant of the family at the Hall.

" Well-a-day ! And what's the matter with you, 
Margery ? " asked the two neighbours in a breath 
as they noted the unusual pallor and careworn 
expression of the old woman's face. " Come in and 
sit you down," added Mrs. Bay, kindly, as she drew 
Margery to a seat and relieved her of the large brown 
basket that hung upon her arm.

" Well, only for a moment, to rest," said Margery, 
gratefully, " for we are in sore, heavy trouble up at 
the Hall. Our darling Miss Lilian has been thrown 
from her horse, and just as the young Captain has 
come home with Sir Garnet from Egypt. It is 
dreadful to think how bad she is; perhaps, after all, 
there will be no wedding."

" Oh, don't think so sadly as that! " cried both 
neighbours with an attempt at cheerfulness; " but 
how did it all happen P " they asked anxiously.

Then old Margery told how Miss Lilian, the pride 
and darling of her old parents at the hall, as well as 
of her poor neighbours round Flaxham, was out 
riding with her lover, when her horse, in taking 
a leap, slipped and threw her heavily to the ground. 

" They picked her up stunned and unconscious, 
and she has never rallied nor opened her eyes since. 
The Captain is in a dreadful state about her," con 
tinued old Margery ; " and though we called in Dr. 
Thorne directly, he would not rest till we had tele 
graphed for a London physician."

" And quite right too," said Mrs. Bay, wisely. 
" Dr. Thorne is a very clever man, and that no one 
can gainsay, but there are cases when more than local 
skill is required, and this, I dare say, is one."

"Yes; special cases want special treatment," 
answered Mrs. Cox; and she glanced at Mrs. Bay 
with a look full of meaning.

But at that moment Margery, with a deep sigh, 
•ose and took up her basket, as she said :

"Well, I must be getting back, for I'm that anxious 
uhat I can hardly bear myself. It will be such a 
dreadful thing if she never recovers consciousness 
igain; she has been iu this state since eleven o'clock 
ihis morning."

"Oh, we mustn't think the worst," said her hearers, 
hopefully.

" No, but it is all very sad—so different a day as 
ae had planned too. She and the Captain were going 
out this afternoon to distribute the papers about the 
mission, they are so interested in it; " and Margery, 
with tears dimming her eyes, hastened off.

" Yes, special cases want special treatment," said 
Mrs. Cox, as she took up her work again.

" To be sure," assented Mrs. Bay, " and I think 
the Captain is perfectly right in wanting further 
advice for dear Miss Lilian; it is not that Dr. Thorne 
won't do everything in his power for her recovery, 
but it is more satisfactory to call in additional help; 
have help according to the need."

" That is just it," answered Mrs. Cox, and the 
smile that curved her lips was both bright and sweet 
while she looked earnestly at her friend. " I say with 
you, have help according to the need ; and that does 
not apply only to the body, but also to the require 
ments of the soul. There are times when it is de 
sirable to invoke fresh aid ; to ask for a further out 
pouring of God's Holy Spirit; and a deeper interest, in 
spiritual life, is created in all hearts by holding 
frequent and special services, by giving our attention 
more heartily and earnestly to the wants of our 
souls, and by seeking, in frequent prayer, the aid of 
the Great Physician."

Before Mrs. Bay could answer, Mrs. Cox added: 
" That is just the use of the mission that is to be 

held here—it is just the same as the Captain, at the 
Hall, calling in extra aid for Miss Lilian's needs. We 
people of Flaxham are going to make fervent and 
urgent supplications for a further outpouring of God's 
Holy Spirit. Who knows," she added reverently, 
" what blessed results may be ours thereby, nor 
what sin-laden, earth-bound soul may, through the 
sweet tidings of the Gospel, be awakened to holier 
and happier ways."

" God grant it may be so," responded Mrs. Bay, 
fervently.

In due time the mission that was so much thought 
of and talked about took place at Flaxham. And 
owing to the blessed influence of that most holy time, 
and the good results that followed those days of 
earnest prayer, Mrs. Bay resolved never again to lift 
up her voice against any means that would further 
the advancement of God's Kingdom on earth.

The mission was over before Miss Lilian was re 
stored to health again. But her wedding did take 
place that summer, to the great rejoicing of the 
worthy people of Flaxham.
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