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42 THE BEITISH WOKKWOMAN.

RESTING lowly, quietly,
In his narrow bed ; 

Pillowed all so lovingly,
The weary little head, 

On earth's gentle bosom ;
Calm the Parian brow : 

No more pain or anguish
To mar its beauty now.

Folded lie the tiny hands '
Upon the tranquil breast, 

Never more again to throb
In sorrow or unrest; 

Hushed the voice that never more
In loving tones may speak ; 

Droop the fringed eyelids
Upon the cold, pale cheek.

Resting lowly, quietly,
Safe from sin and strife. 

Tender memories cluster
Eound the little life, 

Watched so long in sorrow ;
Tears from loving eyes 

Fall upon the grassy mound
Where our darling lies.

And the free young spirit,
Faith can trace its flight, 

Borne in love on angel winga
To the realms of light; 

Bloom the sweet spring violets
O'er the hallowed sod; 

Write upon the simple cross,
" Our Darling ! Gone to God."

BETA.

ormes

^IFFERENT people have different 
opinions," that is a very old saying of 
course, and applied in all manner of 
different ways. My present thought 
in connection with it is, what very 
different opinions different peoplehave, 
as to the size a money ship ought to 

be, and how much money it ought to have in it to 
make it worth a welcome.

Ask a small child, and he tells you, with arms 
stretched to their widest width—"Oh ! as big as big, 
and with a hundred five ten thousand pennies in it."

Most probably the child's father would be inclined 
to think that it ought to be as little as little, to avoid 
attracting too much notice, and that it would be of 
slight account if the pennies did not stand for 
pounds.

Ben Turner's opinion on the matter was, that he did 
not care the value of a sprat what its size might be, 
whether like a man-o-war, or a shilling-an-hour 
pleasure boat; but he had a very decided opinion in 
deed that it ought to bring enough of its valuable 
freightto his port, to makehirnself andhis pretty young 
wife exceedingly comfortable, with something over to 
satisfy that same pretty young wife's tiresome fancies, 
that they were bound to make an effort to do some 
thing towards rendering the lives of some other folk 
comfortable also.

They were as pleasant a couple to look at as one 
might wish to see, Ben and Jennie Turner; well- 
grown and healthy, and with frank, bright, honest 
faces of their own. Jenny had been used to active 
work all her^life, and it agreed with her constitution 
and complexion. From her childhood she had been 
accustomed to help her fisherman father, and now, 
since her marriage, she naturally transferred her ready 
aid to her fisherman husband. And Ben took the aid 
in no lord and master spirit, but genially, thanking 
her for it, and smiling on her affectionately.

Neighbours considered her highly blessed, and
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thought that she ought to be exceedingly well content. 
Her husband in the hidden depths of his mind thought 
the same. But you see, peoples' thoughts about a 
subject may be one thing and the facts another. Once 
upon a time folk thought that the wonderful and 
majestic sun might be content to travel round this 
little world of ours, but the fact was it didn't.

The fishers, and their wives and daughters, of that 
village of Wester Cove, decided that Ben Turner's 
wife ought to be as happy as a lark feeding undis 
turbed in a field of ripening wheat, or a blackbird 
feasting on a white-heart cherry tree, but as an aggra 
vating fact she was not—quite.

One pleasant afternoon in early summer she sat 
perched upon a wooden post on the sea-shore, netting 
needle in hand and making her husband anew fishing- 
net. She had laughingly declared the previous day 
that the old one was good for nothing now, but to be 
mended up to cover her strawberry beds.

Ben, seated on the beach a few feet from her, dili 
gently stitched away at a very neat patch in one of 
his sails ; his employment varied by many a smiling 
glance upwards at his wife.

" Little woman," he said at last, breaking a rather 
long silence between them ; " little woman, you can't 
anyways think how different work is to me now, to 
what it used to be before this day five months ago. 
It was drudgery then, but since our marriage it has 
seemed well nigh as good as all play."

Jenny's face brightened with an answering smile of 
grate till love.

"Yes? " she asked in a half-questioning tone, and 
adding : " for me too, the lines have surely fallen in 
pleasant places."

But even as she said the words a sigh escaped her. 
It was very low, but her husband's quick ear detected 
it, and there was a touch of impatience in his voice as 
he returned hastily—

" Ah! Jenny lass, I wish I were quite so sure that 
you really found it so."

The blue eyes above him rounded with surprise. 
" Why Ben, dear Ben," murmured a pair of quiver 

ing lips in remonstrance, " of course I do. Don't think 
to doubt it, dear."

" Humph," ejaculated Ben, as though he did not 
see his way at the moment to any other truthful reply, 
that might be also satisfactory. He added, however, 
after a pause of a few seconds: " At any rate, lassie, 
you need not go on slaving away so desperately at 
that old net, any longer this afternoon. To see you, 
one would imagine you had tyrannical taskmasters 
standing over you, urging you to extra speed."

The slight shadow on the young wife's fair face 
vanished before a hearty laugh.

" Why, you dear old man, and so I have. You 
don't need to go to imagining it, at all. Pretty nigh 
all the birds of the woods up on the hills yonder have 
turned themselves into rny task masters. They have 
found out my strawberry bed, and talk of tyrants 
indeed !''

Jenny had to stop a second to give another laugh. 
" You should just have seen the angry little 

creatures when I drove them off this morning. And 
they declared then, quite plainly enough for me to 
understand, at any rate, that if I did not make very 
particularly good haste to earn a right to your old net 
they would not leave me the trouble of gathering 
another ripe strawberry at all." 

Ben laughed.
" Little cormorants! And it would be too bad, for 

I believe they are about the only things I have been 
able to give you that you do enjoy."

Those words seem simple enough to read, and they 
sounded equally so, but yet the cheeks of the one to 
whom they were addressed grew first rosy and then a 
deep crimson ; at which stage, in the dyeing process, 
she slid off her perch, and seeing there was no one in 
sight, slipped an arm round her husband's neck, and 
whispered—

"Ben, do you think that I have been eating up 
those strawberries as fast as ever they got fit, my- 
self?" _ ...

Turner twisted his face to look into his wife's, with 
surprise.

" Aye, to be sure I do, and ye may put a pretty 
strong ' hope so ' besides, a' top of that if you please." 

But what Jenny did please was to lay her hot cheek 
against his, and almost sob forth—•

" Oh! Ben, how could you. Eat them myself, and 
never so much as give you one! You really and truly 
thought that I had done such a thing as that P "

" Why not ? " came the reply, but in a very sooth 
ing tone. " You see it never came to me to think of 
your selling them. Fish now of course one takes to 
market, but those few strawberries! Well there then, 
little wife, and I don't believe as they were worth the

trouble. Ye'd better by half a' eat them, than tried 
to make money by them, say I."

" But I didn't do that neither," answered Jennie in 
a lower tone. "You know you—you told me that I—• 
I might do what I pleased with them—and I had 
nothing else quite of rny own like."

As his first acknowledgement of this- speech, Ben 
pulled himself sharply away from his wife's arm. His 
pleasant face was clouded with a frown.

"I do declare,"he exclaimed, "if I don't believe as 
you've been acting upon those high-flown notions o' 
yours, and giving them away. You're a good lass most 
ways, and I wouldn't change, ye for nought, but none 
the less for that ye're a little fool too i' some things. 
Wait till our money-ship comes over, before you make 
so free wi' giving away the few little comforts we ha' 
managed to lay hold on."

" Few!" murmured a pair of red lips that had begun 
quivering again. " Oh ! Ben, we have so many. And 
I do feel so sure that the teaching of that text is meant 
for every one, to whom means has been given to obey 
it—' Freely j ou have received, freely give.' And then 
there is the one with the blessing you know—' The 
liberal deviseth liberal things ; and by liberal things 
shall he be established.' Father and mother nigh 
upon always found that they could spare a little some 
thing for other folk who wanted, and for sure they'd 
the Lord's blessing."

Ben muttered something beneath his breath which 
gradually came into the winding-up intelligible 
words—

" Grinding away, anyhow, for their bit of daily 
bread up to the very end of their lives."

" But it never failed them," returned Jenny gently. 
" They had all they wished for always, and so had 
we."

"Ah! well," said Ben, still in a grumbling tone, 
" then all I can say is as their wishes and yourn fell 
a goodish mile short o' mine, and I wish to goodness 
that, once for ail, ye'd make up your mind to leave 
giving charity to the rich people and gentle-folk, as 
can afford the luxury."

Jenny shook her head with a long drawn sigh. 
" Ah ! Ben, I never have, and I hope I never shall, 

take to envying them as God has seen fit for His own 
purposes to put in different positions to mine; but I 
do say, as I very soon should, if any one once persuaded 
me to believe as they were meant to have all the 
happiness and the blessedness to themselves, of being 
able to do little kindnesses for such as stand in need 
of them. If you had only but seen that poor Mrs. 
Green, when I put one o' them big, sweet, cool straw 
berries into her parched mouth, the sight would ha' 
done ye more good than to think as I had kept them." 

" I worried about getting of the plants for you, and 
digging of 'em in for you," muttered growling Mr. 
Ben.

But it is hard for one face to maintain a cross ex 
pression when the one opposite to it persists in brim 
ming over with loving sweet petition for a return of 
friendliness. The clouds grew thinner and thinner 
till they disappeared altogether, and Ben, stooping 
forward as they did so, kissed his wife.

" Foolish little Jenny, take your own-way wi' tha 
strawberries and me into the bargain, and ought else 
as ye can lay hands on, for all as I'll go to gainsay ye 
in the matter. But none the less for that ye're a silly 
lass to go setting of yourself up to give away, when we 
ain't got none too much o' this world's gear to our 
selves."

" The strawberries would only be a bit of a useless 
extra luxury to me, now that I am so hearty, dear, 
said Jenny with a happy smile; " and you see it is so 
nice to have ever such a little something to give-away 
to them as want it."

Ben did not see this at all. To his thinking, u a 
money-ship should come over to him with a big some 
thing in it more than he could easily dispose of tor 
himself, or his immediate belongings, it would be quite 
time enough to make the discovery if giving it away 
would be nice. While his worldly possessions only 
amounted to a little something altogether, he privately 
remarked with a very strong emphasis— .

" Charity begins at home, and outsiders must just 
look to others better able to afford them help than L 
am, if they want it."

His young wife's private meditations, as to chanty 
beginning at home, were in reality, although sonae 
readers may think it strange to say so, very mue 
like his own. But here lay the difference—she was 
infinitely more ambitious than Ben. She wanted to 
bestow upon herself, and her husband too it
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earnest prayers might avail, the unspeakably precious 
and valuable blessing of the One who has said—

" Whosoever shall give to drink unto one of these 
little ones a cup of cold water only in the name of a 
disciple, verily I say unto you, he shall in no wise lose 
his reward."

Ben had always such a hearty, pleasant manner 
with him, and had always been so ready with his gifts 
to her, that Jenny was quite taken by surprise, after 
marriage, to discover that there was a pretty well- 
marked trait of selfishness in the character of the man 
she loved so much, and in many respects almost equal 
ly admired.

She knew as well as he did that it would be the 
height of foolishness, indeed actually wrong in their 
circumstances, to bestow upon others such things as 
should in anyway tend to deprive themselves of what 
was needful to their health, well-being, and the due 
comfort of a respectable position. But she was sorely 
troubled when she found herself hindered from 
numberless little acts of kindness which would have 
cost them often literally nothing, and at the mosl 
only a little self-denial, by her husband's resolute 
anxiousness to keep all goods, material and immaterial 
(such as time, trouble, thought, &c.), solely and 
wholly for the use and benefit of himself and his wife 
and his home.

Not many days after marriage her eyes were first 
opened to this blemish in the hitherto supposed almost 
perfect Ben.

"Hullo, little wife," said her husband, coming into 
the cottage about eleven o'clock one morning— 
" Hullo ! a pie and a joint both together. Are we to 
have company to-day p "

Jenny put back the pie she had been turning into 
the oven, and looked round with a smile on her rosy 
face.

" Nay, Ben dear, no more company again before 
Christmas comes, say I. This pie is not ours. As I 
was going to have a good bit of fire to-day for my own 
cooking, I stepped over to poor Mrs. Smith, and asked 
if may be we could save her a bit of coal by letting her 
dinner cook with our own."

Jenny was utterly dismayed and bewildered to see 
the smiles on Ben's good-looking face give way to 
something very near akin to a scowl.

" Oh ! " he said shortly; " and of course Sal Smith 
accepted the offer. I hate that woman. Well, don't 
do those sort of things again, there's a good girl. A 
nice thing this bit of new carpet would soon look like 
if everybody's dinners were to go carrying over it."

And then he went off to his boat again, and Jenny 
had a good cry. At least no—I mean a very bad one. 
It was hearty enough, if that stands for goodness in a 
crying fit, but it was very full of pain.

She cried almost more when she carried the pie over 
to the pale-cheeked mother of half-a-dozen weakly 
children, and told her she must not do the same kind 
office for her again on the coming Saturday, as she had offered to do.

> She softened the blow to the poor woman by the 
gift of two shillings out of her little hoarded savings 
before marriage, but she could not soften the blow for 
herself, of the sad discovery she had made.

But the .answer to her silent and earnest prayers 
was not very long delayed.

A little lesson was about to be taught to Ben Turner 
by the greatest of all teachers, and grace was granted him to be a ready scholar.

_ Hurrying up from the beach one dark and stormy 
night, Ben fell over a bundle of spars and broke his 
leg. _ A dismal misfortune he thought it, at the time, 
and it certainly was a trial, especially coming as it did 
just when the fishing season was at the best. Jenny 
had another fit of weeping when she saw him carried 
ln>. "1S) strong man as he was, white, moaning with 
pain and helpless as a child. But it is as little children that the Father teaches us. C-

Happily for the young couple's temporal affairs the 
accident proved as light as such an accident could be. 
A simple, clean break, as the doctor said, and with an 
ordinarily sensible degree of care and patience, and his 
wife s good nursing, Turner was told that a very few i 
weeks would probably see him about again. i 

. -But it is an old saying that troubles never come 
singly. Not many days later Jenny was lifting a 
saucepan full of boiling water. At this inopportune 
moment, Ben, utterly absorbed in his own thoughts, i 
indulged m a most portentous groan. As a fact, it 
aad reference solely and wholly to thoughts, but the 
pitying young wife supposed it to be wrung forth by

feelings of acute agony, and in her desperate haste to 
fly to his relief she put the heavy saucepan back un 
safely, it fell, and much of its contents covered her 
two feet.

The first unfortunate groan was echoed now, for, 
do what she would, the suffering girl could not 
wholly keep down a cry of pain. That sound in ten 
startled Ben. Forgetting his own condition, he tried 
to spring out of bed to her assistance; but happily 
for him, his surgeon had provided against the possi 
bility of the patient yielding to any such inclination, 
and Turner could only sink back upon his pillows 
with another groan as deep as the preceding one.

Upon this state of affairs the door opened, and Mrs. 
Smith appeared upon the scene. She had knocked 
for admittance twice, but hearing no sounds within 
but groans, she wisely took what, for some strange 
reason, is known as French leave, and opened the 
cottage door and walked in. Then she stood aghast. 

" Deary me to-day," she exclaimed. "And oh, Mr. 
Turner, and oh, Jenny, what's to do now ? "

She asked the question ; but the saucepan lying on 
thehearth, and the water running all over the floor, had 
already answered it ; and even while she spoke she 
turned to, skilfully and quickly, to do all that could 
be done to alleviate the pain in the scalded feet.

" But you won't be able to bear to stand upon 
them, my dear, for the next two or three days, let 
alone thatyou didn't ought," she said,as she regarded 
the neatly-bandaged limbs with some satisfaction. 
Tears dropped upon them from Jenny's eyes, as she 
turned from looking at her husband to answer "No." 

Ben moved his head restlessly on the pillow. 
" Oh! dear,'' he sighed, " we shall have to have a 

nurse to wait upon us both—no money coming in, 
and all going out. There won't be much of our nest- 
egg left in the Bank, I'm thinking, by when I get 
about again."

Jenny's head bent lower, but Mrs. Smith lifted 
herself up briskly.

" There, Turner, don't you let yourself be down 
hearted. That ain't good for broken legs, you know. 
And now I'll be off, or my children will be thinking 
mother's lost."

Jenny looked at her pleadingly. 
" You have been so good already, Mrs. Smith, it 

is a shame to trouble you ; but if you could see to 
getting some one for us to come for a day or two, till 
1 can manage for ourselves again, I should be so 
grateful."

Mrs. Smith nodded her head sagaciously. 
"All right, my dear," was the answer, as she 

closed the door behind her.
An hour later she returned, leading a two-year old 

boy by the hand."
" Mr. Turner, and Jenny, my dear," she began, in 

a tone as though she were going to ask a favour, " if 
you won't think it too much worry for you to have 
little Charlie here now and again, me and Mrs. Green 
las settled as we can easy do all as you'll be likely to 
want the next two or three days between us, and 
without your needing to get in a woman to eat ye out 
of house and home, so to say, not to speak of likely 
messing up all the pretty things as you've got so nice 
about you."

She was looking at Jenny as she spoke. Had she 
et her eyes rest upon Ben, she could scarcely have 
lelped seeing the burning flush in his face. He won 

dered whether Jenny had told his reason, given for 
•efusing to have a little neighbourly help extended to 
he hard-worked woman. But Jenny had not. Mrs. 

Smith was a tidy, order-loving woman herself, and 
ivorked almost beyond her utmost to keep her own 
lome neat.

" But how about your children while you are 
lere, Mrs. Smith? " he asked at last.

She smiled pleasantly, " Ah, Mr. Turner, that's all 
ight, for that question must mean as you'll let us 
lave our way. As for the children, they'll do well 
nough. My Lotty can easy see to the baby if I 
lave Chai'lie with me, and I can do my bits of mend- 
ng as easy here as at home. It's a comfort and a 
leasure to be able in any way to pay back to this 
ittle wife o' yourn the many and many a bit of kind- 
less she has shown to us. May the Lord bless her 
or them, as He will."

A text came into Turner's mind, which he repeated 
many a time during the silence and wakefulness of 
he coming night— j 

" Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou shalt j 
md it." !

He stopped there each time, and with a grave smile 
upon his lips, always ended.it in a way of his own 
noosing—" And thou hast found it in a very few j 
'ays." . - ; ' j 

"Jenny, lass," he said, a week later, she was able j

to attend to her duties again, and was sitting by his 
bedside giving him his dinner.

" What is it, dear ? " she asks gently, for his tones 
were very low, almost a whisper, as he replied—

" Why, only this. You'll be able to do all you 
wish in future, for the money-ship has come over. 
The best of all money ships—Trust in God, and a 
good will to try and keep the new commandment."

GBACE.

£f -^^
""""-"^ 00 Good for a Public House.—May 9. 

—There are fresh people at the M. since 
I was there last. I asked them why 
the others went away p They told me 
that " they had got too good to keep a 
public-house." The Lord only knows 
the truth of this. 

July 7.—I found out to-day that the landlord 
of the G., who told me he had had a praying 
mother, has left it altogether, and the house is quite 
closed.

July 14.—I must not forget to mention the P. I 
asked the landlady if they knew where the late land 
lord had gone to ? She said she had heard that he 
had joined the Salvation Army, and was going to 
America to help them there.

August 29.—The E. has changed hands since I 
was here last. I do not know why the other man 
left, but he once thought I had come to make him a 
bankrupt, and I told him I wanted to get him in 
sured in the company going to heaven. I hope he 
has accepted the plan I then set before him.

Uncommon Things.—May 15.—A respectable 
looking man I met at the D. said it was what he 
had never heard before in any public-house in Eng 
land, except London—the Gospel " talked about." I 
asked him if he had often heard it there ? He said 
"he had, lots of times, but had not been able to believe 
it." I hoped he might not put it off till it was too 
late j for " God says to-day, but the Devil says to 
morrow."

October 14—Called first at the E. The landlord 
was very ill at one time, and I used to read to him at 
his bed-side, and since he got better, I was afraid he 
had been taking more to drink than was good for 
him. He told me that he had not touched a drop of 
anything except tea and cocoa for nearly two months ; 
that he found he was getting to drink a lot, so he had 
left it off altogether, and must now say " No " to all his 
customers. I asked his wife about it, and she said 
it was all true, and that he was not like the same 
man. I hoped they would soon give up beer-selling 
altogether also.

November 14—Found the landlady at the C. ill 
and unable to do anything. I read to her about the 
love of God. In the course of conversation she said 
that although she was living in a public-house, she 
had never tasted beer nor anything of the kind all 
her life. She also told me that she had nearly driven 
away all her customers, because she will only allow 
them to take that which she thinks they ought to 
have, nor will she permit any swearing nor bad 
language of any kind. So now she has only a few 
out-door customers ; but that she does not mind, for 
she hopes her husband will get out of the house.— 
Visits paid to Public-houses in Bath, from Half 
Yearly Report ly Miss SKINNER.

WHEN Evening with her twilight grey,
Her solemn mantle casts around, 

When dewdi-ops kiss the waving corn,
And fall in silence to the ground; 

When flowers close and gently sleep,
And blossoms slumber on the trees— 

'' Good-night to all" fair Nature cries,
" Good-night " replies the dying breeze.

We gather round the bright fireside,
And in the cheerful, ruddy glow 

We picture well-remembered scenes,
And whisper tales of long ago. 

And hearts are full and eyes are bright,
As once again we seem to stray 

Through fields of sweetest memories—
Through one long-lingering summer day.

E. T. ENTHOVEN.
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St. Peter's Third Imprisonment. — Acts xii.

HOUGH twice already in the history of 
St. Peter we have seen him cast into 
prison, there is no previous account so 
interesting as that related in Acts xii.; 
for Peter here had almost joined the 
" noble army of martyrs." The Herod 
mentioned in the twelfth of Acts was the 

grandson of the Herod who slew the Infants, and 
nephew of that Herod who 
beheaded John the Baptist. 
They were an evil race of 
men. In the history of the 
twelfth of Acts,Herod begins 
to persecute the Church, and 
by his command James is 
slain by the sword—James 
was one of those two apostles 
to whom our Lord said, "Ye 
shall indeed drink of the cup 
that I drink of" (St. Mark 
x. 39)—the cup of suffering. 
James was the first of the 
apostles to drink that cup 
even unto death. The mar 
tyrdom of James appears to 
have given great pleasure to 
the Jews. Herod anxious to 
win the favour of the people 
proceeded to take Peter also. 
It was the time of the Pass 
over, and multitudes would 
then be gathered at Jerusa 
lem. Would not Peter re 
member how just at the 
same Feast his Lord had 
been a prisoner and had 
died P There were two con 
tending parties—on the one 
side, proud king Herod in 
all his power, and, on the 
other, a little knot of people, 
despised Christians. Which 
party would be the most 
likely to win in the con 
test ? The king relied on 
the power of his strong 
prison, and the sixteen 
soldiers who were to guard 
Peter (v. 4-6.) What did 
the Christians rely upon ? 
The power of prayer (v. 5). 
When Christian, in "Pil 
grim's Progress," went out 
to fight Apollyon, his 
weapon was '' All Prayer " 
—Peter's friends were filled 
with anxiety lest they should 
lose him, and so they went 
to God about it, and that 
" without ceasing." It was 
the only thing they could 
do for Peter, but it was a 
great thing. " Whatsoever 
ye shall ask in prayer, 
believing ye shall receive." 
That was Christ's promise, 
and the promise was to be 
fulfilled to these praying 
Christians. How God would deliver Peter, they could 
not tell, but they spread the matter before Him. And 
God sent His angel to set the prisoner free. We read 
of angels in the Bible as being sent on messages of 
mercy, and messages of judgment—messages of 
mercy to Abraham and Lot, Elijah and Elisha; 
messages of judgment to Sodom and Gomorrha, and 
the great camp of the Assyrian armies. An angel was 
now to be God's messenger of mercy to Sfc. Peter. How 
striking is the picture of Peter in prison—the man 
who was to die next day lying quietly asleep, chained 
to two soldiers! Peter had no fear of death. What 
would death do for him ? It would but take him to 
his dear Master. That Master had forgiven him and 
saved him; could Peter fear to go to Him ? He is 
roused from sleep by the bright angel, and told to

clothe himself and follow. The big prison doors 
swing back, and Peter is free ! In tender care, the 
angel leads Peter on a little way, and then vanishes. 
Peter then, having " come to himself," knows that 
he is " delivered" (ver. 11) ; knows that it is all 
true and real, and that he is a free man. When God 
sets any man's soul free from the prison of sin and 
Satan, he will know it also. Chains have been round 
about him; sin has held him fast. Then, by 
God's power, those chains are broken, for Christ 
came to open the prison doors for such prisoners; 
and when they are set free, they know it. " Our 
soul is escaped as a bird out of the snare of the 
fowler; the snare is broken, and we are delivered " 
(Ps. cxxiv. 7). Sin is a terrible bondage, and no 
greater blessing in the world can ever come to a man 
than being brought out of that bondage. When the 
children of Israel came out of the Egypt, " the house 
of bondage," what a beautiful song they sung!

(Ex. xv.). When God sets a man's soul free, he, 
too, has a right to sing.

When Peter realized his deliverance, he went to 
the house of Mary, where many were gathered toge 
ther, praying for him. He had to stand waiting 
without for some time, for those inside, even when 
Ehoda recognized his voice, could not believe that it 
was really himself, but said, " It is his angel." At 
length he is admitted, and stands in their midst. 
These people were astonished at God's quick and 
wonderful answer to their prayer. Yet when we 
pray, we ought to be on the watch for God's answer. 
Has He not said, " Before they call, I will answer, and 
while they are yet speaking I will hear ? " (Isa. Ixv. 
24). Can He not "do for us exceeding abundantly 
above all that we ask or think P " (Eph. iii. 20.).

St. Peter's deliverance is a beautiful picture of a 
soul set free from spiritual bondage. It is also a 
blessed evidence of God's willingness to answer 
prayer. "Prayer moves the Hand that moves the 
world; and " ivith GOD all tilings are possible."

,*. M. E.
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H! Blanche, I do so wish you would 
come with me this evening, instead of 
going with that other set, it would be 
so much better for you ; I know you 
would like it better too, if you would 
only try it once."

" Now, Annie, there you are at it 
again, always lecturing me, 
always wanting me to spend 
my Saturday afternoon's 
holiday in going about with 
you visiting dull, stupid, 
poor people in dingy back 
streets, instead of going and 
walking in the park with 
Hettie and Lucy, and their 
cousins, and showing my 
new bonnet."

"But it's not a back street 
that I'm going to visit in, 
Blanche, it's a pretty hamlet 
in the country. Mrs. Lang- 
ridge, the lady who arranges 
all the district visiting work 
in this part of the town, will 
never let us girls, who have 
to sit so much at our needle, 
or at the sewing machine, 
do any visiting in the 
streets; she always gives 
us the districts in the 
country, because she says 
on Saturday afternoons a 
walk into the country does 
us so much good."

" Are there sweetbriar 
and wild roses in the hedges 
where you go, Annie P" 
asked Blanche, her bright, 
still child-like face grow 
ing interested and eager. 
" Well, it certainly does 
sound all very beautiful," 
said Blanche, her laughing 
young eyes overshadowed 
with a sweet seriousness as 
she spoke. " Do you know, 
Annie, I really do think I 
will some day go with you, 
but it mustn't be this after 
noon, for I've promised 
Hettie and Lucy Green 
faithfully to go with them 
to-day. And then there's 
my new bonnet; I am so 
longing to make Hettie 
envious with it, and so long 
ing to see the people cast 
admiring looks at it in the 
park; I really must go this 
afternoon ; good-bye, Annie, 
I'm afraid I sha'n't catch 
Hettie and Lucy up if I 
don't make haste."

This conversation took 
place on the stairs of a large 
dressmaker's establish 

ment, in the town of E——, in Devonshire. 
Annie Bryant and Blanche Brooks were two of 
the cleverest and most forward of the apprentices 
engaged in the business, and as they had begun 
their career as needlewomen at much the same 
period, and generally sat near each other, and took 
council together over their work, they had grown 
close friends, though their characters and dispositions 
were very different. Blanche, though her temper 
was easy and kindly, and her spirits cheery and lively, 
and there was very much that was loveable and 
winning about her, was giddy, and wilful, and fond 
of dress and display. Annie was not nearly as pretty 
as Blanche, and her manner on first acquaintance was 
not so attractive; yet there was an earnest sweetness 
in her face, a clear light in her eyes, which always
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gained upon those who were much with her. She was 
thoughtful and rather silent, and in general more full 
of deeds than words.

But there was a greater difference still than any 
of those we have hitherto spoken of between the two 
friends. Blanche loved the things of this world; 
Annie had learnt to anchor her heart firmly, amid 
every storm and trial, on to the Rock of Ages.

It was the one great wish of Annie's life to have 
her friend seek this same refuge. Many a prayer 
did she offer up for her, and sorely did she grieve to 
see that Blanche was growing more and more inti 
mate with Hettie and Lucy Green, and a set of 
young women whose minds were entirely given up 
to dress and all kinds of light, worldly vanities. 
Blanche was some two or three years younger than 
the two Greens, and this fact had given them an extra 
influence over her.
Annie Bryant's thoughts 

dwelt much and sadly on 
her friend that April after 
noon, as she took her way 
to the little hamlet, where, 
every Saturday, she em 
ployed her only bit of 
spare time on a week-day 
in doing a small share of 
house to house visiting 
among the poor. The 
deep lane that she passed 
along was all draped with 
delicate ferns and soft, 
velvety, green mosses, 
and all studded with 
many-tinted spring 
flowers. The branches, 
just flushing with their 
first bright verdure, met 
over her head and formed 
a trellis, beneath which 
she walked. Hard by, 
a blackbird and a brook, 
which ran through the 
meadows, were keeping up 
a ceaseless duet of won 
drous melody. It was a 
sparkling afternoon, and 
the sky seemed laughing 
with the fields, which 
laughed back again, while 
a dancing breeze came 
laden with a thousand shy 
perfumes from the neigh 
bouring woodlands.

Annie Bryant's sweet, 
quiet nature made her 
enjoy a solitary country 
walk of this kind more 
than most girls of her age 
would have done, but 
still the remembrance of 
Blanche cast a shadow 
upon her tranquil happi 
ness. " She is so fit to be 
a precious jewel in the 
King's crown," she 
thought; " and yet she 
has not the one thing 
needful." Then she 
paused, and, with her 
clasped hands resting on 
a gateway, prayed for 
Blanche more earnestly 
than she had ever prayed 
before.

She was going on, her 
mind full of all sorts of 
thoughts and plans for the poor people she was about 
to visit, when suddenly she heard a quick, light step 
behind her. She glanced round, expecting to see some 
school-child hurrying homeward, and, to her surprise, 
beheld Blanche Brooks speeding after her down the 
lane.

"Is anything the matter, Blanche dear p " asked 
Annie, pausing.

"Nothing is the matter exactly," cried the girl, 
her cheeks glowing and her breath coming and going 
quickly, " but I will never take a walk with Hettie 
and Lucy Green again—never, never."

" Why, what have they done then to offend your 
little ladyship ? " asked Annie, smiling, as she gazed 
at the flushed cheeks and flashing eyes.

" I'll tell you all about it, Annie," said Blanche, 
slipping her arm into that of her friend, and beginning 
to walk on at her whileds ie she spoke more com

posedly. "We were coming down High Street, 
when we met a poor, feeble-looking old woman, in a 
very shabby shawl and bonnet, carrying a basket. 
She slipped upon a piece of orange peel and fell, and 
all the little parcels which were in her basket were 
scattered hither and thither, rolling on every side. 
I was so sorry for her, she looked so old and weak 
and helpless, so I ran and lifted her up, and put 
everything back into her basket nicely for her, and 
wiped the dirt off her poor faded stuff dress with my 
pocket-hankerchief, and gave her my arm, and walked 
a little way with her till she was quite sure she could 
go alone; for though she was not much hurt, she 
was a good deal shaken and frightened."

"That_was beautifully and nobly done, Blanche, 
dear," said Anne, stroking her hand.

" Well, while I was doing this, I never thought 
anything about Hettie and Lucy, but now it struck
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me as strange that they had not come to assist the 
old woman; and I turned back to look for them. I 
had not far to go. There they stood shaking with 
laughter, and saying that it was the best fun in the 
world to see the old woman fall, and that they should 
like to be able to draw a picture of her and me walking 
arm in arm down the street; and when I told them 
that they were very unfeeling and very unkind, then 
Hettie lost her temper, and went from laughing to 
scolding, and called me a poor, mean-spirited thing to 
let myself be seen walking in the streets with such a 
wretched, shabby old woman as that, and declared 
that I had disgraced myself before the whole town; 
she should not like to be seen with me again. I 
grew very angry on my side too, and told her I would 
never have for companions girls who had no hearts. 
And I never will, I'll keep to that, Annie.

" I'm glad of that, Blanche; glad you have found

out what sort of people you were taking for intimate 
friends. But tell me, dear, how did you come to 
follow me ? "

"The thought of your face rose up before me, 
somehow, when I was crying; for I did cry, to think 
how hard and heartless those two could be, whom I 
had so looked up to and followed. Then I recollected 
that you once told me Wickford was the place where 
you went on Saturday afternoons; so I started off, 
and did not stop till I overtook you."

Annie Bryant breathed a word of silent thanks 
giving ; was not this surely the beginning of an 
answer to her prayer ? Then she said gently—

" And you will come with me now, Blanche, to see 
some of my poor people? " .1.1

"Yes, I think I will,' 1 replied the girl, rather 
hesitatingly. A 

"And won't you try now," went on Annie 
earnestly, '' to learn more 
about God in His Holy 
Book, and give your heart 
to Him ? "

" I don't understand 
3*et enough about these 
sort of things."

" It is not difficult, 
Blanche, dear, for those 
who come with a willing 
mind."

The two girls walked on 
in silence for a little while 
after that. Annie's eyes 
shone softly as she now 
and then turnedthemupon 
her friend, for she could 
see that Blanche's young 
face was grave and 
thoughtful beyond its 
wont. At length Blanche 
said suddenly—

"Annie, I wish I could 
fully see and understand 
what this religion you 
talk so muoh of can do 
for us."

A smile lit up Annie 
Bryant's face, as if a 
sudden bright, happy 
thought had come to her. 

" Come in here and 
see," she said, pausing 
before a little cottage 
gate, for they had now 
reached the hamlet.

Blanche followed her 
friend, wonderingly, up 
the trim strip of garden, 
where not a weed grew, 
and where, on either side, 
a few hardy spring flowers 
were beginning to peep at 
the sun. The cottage 
door was only on the latch, 
and Annie opened it and 
entered without knocking, 
like one familiar with the 
house and its inmates. 
Blanche glanced around' 
curiously, not knowing, 
after her companion's 
words, what to expect.

There, on a low couch 
near the window, so that 
the April sunbeams 
touched her caressingly, 
lay a girl of some sixteen 
or seventeen years of age. 

Her figure was very thin and fragile, her complexion 
pale and sickly; but these were the only signs of illness 
about her. Had ever rosy health so serenely radiant 
a smile as the smile which glided from her lipa to 
her eyes, and shed a radiance round her brow ? Were 
ever strong hands so busy as those little hands were 
with their magic of turning an old frock into what 
was very like a new one P Was ever voice clearer 
and more cheery than the voice which, just as they 
entered, was crying out to the younger girl standing 
bending over the fire ?—

" Now, Lizzie dear, put on the kettle, and make 
the fire burn well, that father may have a hot cup 
of tea, and a bright blaze all ready for him when he 
comes in from work."

" Well, May, how are you to-day ? " said Annie 
Bryant, standing by the couch, and taking the little 
hand which laid down its active needle for a moment
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" Oh! I have been without pain the whole day, 
isn't that wonderful ? I have been so busy," and she 
gave a merry little laugh which was like a bird's 
song. " I have been hearing the' children say their 
Saturday's lessons, and turning little Lily's frock, 
and watching Lizzie clean the house, and telling her 
how to do it, until, between us, we flatter ourselves 
it's all as clean and tidy and bright as a bos of new 
toys; and now I am telling her all about father's 
tea."

" But she can't be really ill," said Blanche, glanc 
ing wonderingly, now at her companion, now at May.

" She has been lying here for the last three years, 
often in severe pain," was Annie's reply.

" But how is it possible, I can't understand it," 
cried Blanche ; " why, I am dull and complaining and 
sometimes cross, too, I'm afraid, if I only have a 
headache for a day."

"May, tell Miss Brooks how it is that you can be 
so brave, and bright, and strong with all your suffer 
ing and weakness," said Annie, turning to the cot 
tage girl with sunshine in her eyes.

" It is because I have found my way to the Lord 
who bought me, and learned the whole preciousnes;*. 
of His salvation, and now, through Him, and in Him, 
and by Him, who has washed my sins away, I have 
strength and courage," answered she, with earnest 
sweetness in her look and tone.

"Now, Blanche, has not the question you asked 
just now received a sufficient answer p " said Annie 
softly.

Yes. Blanche had received an answer and a lesson 
which, with God's help, wrought its full work in her, 
and Annie was, ere long, on her knees giving thanks, 
for her friend was treading the same upward road as 
herself.

ALICE KING.

Cxtrwtr,
By EMMA MARSHALL,

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

CHAPTER X.

THE BOY.

LL doubts as to Adelaide Meyer's illness 
vanished the next day.

Mr. Baker called to tell me that I had 
better cease my visits to Crowhurst, for 
Adelaide had sickened with the dreaded 
disease—small-pox.

The news caused quite a panic in Caistor, 
and the road to Oversand was shunned.

My father said he should set the example of vaccin 
ation to the parish, and ordered the whole household 
to submit to it. My father carried his point with me 
and with Christopher, and Tom was quite ready to 
bare his arm to the lancet, but Abigail, after stoutly 
resisting and saying a few rather strong things, which 
made Mr. Baker laugh, ended by throwing her apron 
over her head and bursting into tears.

We heard daily from Mr. Baker of Adelaide. She 
was very dangerously ill, and on the 18th of October— 
her wedding-day1—but little hope was entertained of 
her recovery.

A doctor was summoned from London to consult 
with Mr. Baker, and their report was that everything 
depended upon the patient's strength holding out while 
this fearful disease ran its course.

" Will she be much scarred if she lives ? " I asked 
Mr. Baker.

He shook his head and said—
" I fear the worst."
Miss Goodlake sent for me one afternoon, as she 

sometimes did, to have a little gossip, and, talking over 
the whole affair, said—

" Did you ever hear the like of the bridegroom 
keeping well out of the way P Well, one would have 
thought he would have come over from Holland 
before a day had passed. I can't understand it."

"I can," I said; "I expect Mr. Meyer is terribly 
afraid of infection."

" He is a very fine man, my dear. Miss Adelaide 
introduced me to him very prettily in the church 
yard one day. I confess I do wish Theodore would 
not go every day to Crowhurst. It is not necessary,

and it is foolhardy. My dear brother always says it is 
little or no use visiting' the sick too often. Of course 
at the last it is quite proper to read the Commend 
atory Prayer, but not to preach to poor folk when they 
are delirious and half unconscious.

" If I were ill like Adelaide," I ventured to say, " I 
should wish Mr. Durant to pray by my side and tell 
me of the Saviour."

" Ah, well, my dear child, let us hope you won't 
be ill—but when you are I daresay you will feel as I 
do. Theodore is very excellent and very good, but 
he holds peculiar notions. I don't think," said Miss 
Goodlake, " if my brother had known what kind of 
views he held, he would have been so anxious to have 
him here."

" Oh! Miss Goodlake," I exclaimed, " it is such a 
blessing to the parish that Mr. Durant came."

" Oh, well, well, my dear ! I know Theodore is 
a favourite of yours, and vice versa; but I am of 
the old school, and I do not see that the new is 
any better. As a clergyman's sister, and daughter 
of an archdeacon—for, as I have often told you, our 
father was Archdeacon of Boston—I am bound to 
uphold the Church, and I like all things properly 
done, .and I cannot abide any disrespect in the 
Church, as we see here in this place, where two of 
the leading tradesmen support the chapels; but I 
think Theodore is wearing himself out, and not 
living as well as he ought. I got up a bottle of the 
old port for him on Sunday night, as I thought he 
must be dead tired after two services, and going off 
to Oversand in the evening, and he said he preferred 
tea; he only took wine as a medicine, and he was 
quite well. But he has a kind heart. Look at him 
now!"

And from the window we saw Mr. Durant, with 
the Rector on his arm, pacing up and down with 
him in the autumn sunshine, as kindly and care 
fully as if they had been father and son.

Miss Goodlake watched the two figures, as they 
passed and repassed the window, with dim eyes.

" Poor James! he has been weak the last few days. 
I believe it is indigestion ; but I can't persuade him 
to take a mixture that I used to make for our poor 
mother. People who study much and use their brain 
often suffer from indigestion, and James has been a 
great scholar, you know."

Poor Miss Goodlake! she bowed and kissed her 
hand to the bent figure as it passed; but, as the 
Rector raised his head to look at his sister, the 
expression on it was entirely vacant, and he made no 
answering sign.

" He is tired," she said. " Theodore forgets James 
is not so young as he is."

This blindness of Miss Goodlake is not uncommon. 
We persuade ourselves that those we love cannot 
show signs of decay and passing away from us, and 
we try to persuade others also to agree with us.

" Tell me how Adelaide is," I said, when, as I was 
leaving the Rectory, Mr. Durant met me. " Do you 
see her ? "

" Every day. She is very ill, and the complaint 
is very fearful. Till it is seen, it can hardly be 
imagined."

" Are you not afraid of catching it P " I asked. 
" Not in the least; and if I am sure to catch it, it 

would be in two of the huts at Oversand, where there 
have been very bad cases."

" Is Mr. Hans Meyer coming P " 
" I hear nothing about it. He could do no good, 

and it is not surprising that he keeps away. Madame 
Meyer seems an excellent nurse, she is so calm and 
unflurried. I pity poor Philip now. He sits 
solitary in that old, dark library, and the days must 
pass slowly. But he has resources in himself. What 
a fine fellow he is!" Mr. Durant exclaimed.

" Oh, I am so glad you have found out how 
good he is ! " I said. " And lately he has been so 
very patient and uncomplaining."

"He misses your visits very much," Mr. Durant 
replied. " But it will be some time before it will be 
safe for you to go to Crowhurst."

" Why is it safe for you, then ? '' I asked quickly. 
" I have been vaccinated."

" So have I. Why should I be afraid. The path of 
duty is always safe. But come," he said brightly, 
" I am going to call on Lady Smith, and try to per 
suade her to let us have some of \\erPenny Magazines 
for the Library. I am trjing to get amusing as well 
as instructive literature." 

"Yes."
" No easy task. Fifty years ago the Penny Maga 

zine was considered a perfect wonder of cheapness^ 
and yet, if compared with any one of the penny peri« 
odicals of these days, it would have to hide its dimi 
nished head. And the old woodcuts in the Children's

Friend and the Child's Magazine may well provok 
a smile."

" I think I have some books which you might like 
to have for the Library," I said, " if you will come 
and look through the book-case."

Mr. Durant was not at all unwilling to do so^ajfil 
I had the satisfaction of showing off Christopher to 
the greatest advantage. He was quite at his best, and 
sat on Mr. Durant's knee, and played with his 
watch chain in the most bewitching manner.

" Shall I ever know who he is ? " I said. " Some 
times I feel as if I should like to give him his right 
name. If no one ever does turn up to claim him, I shall 
give him another Christian name, and let Christopher 
stand as a surname."

" You are young to have such a charge," Mr. Dur 
ant said. " Do you never get tired of him ? "

" Yes," I said, " sometimes ; but he has done me 
heaps of good, little darling. I had no one to work 
for or to give up my own pleasure for before I had 
him, and now there is always some one to think of 
before myself."

" Your father p—you have had him ? " 
" Yes ; but my father is out so much ; his business 

often takes him miles away, and I scarcely see him all 
day. He takes as much delight in the boy as I do." 

"The boy" now asserted himself, and began a 
series of not very intelligible remarks. He called 
me Lotta, and made amusing efforts to call Abigail— 
a hard name for baby lips to utter—and " Gay " was 
his nearest approach to it.

He began to shout " Gay ! Gay !" now as he toddled 
to the door, and Abigail now appeared, snatching 
him up, and covering him with kisses. What a 
fountain of pure joy is a little child in a household. 
Poor Abigail seemed to be a different woman since 
that infant voice had learned to call her by name. 
From the attitude of hostility which Abigail had 
first taken up towards the boy, she had come down 
to that of a devoted admirer and slave.

When little Christopher was gone, Mr. Durant 
began to look over the books on the shelf. My story 
books were few-—" The Ornaments Discovered," by 
Mrs. Hofland ; " The Fail-child Family," and others, 
which would be thought dull reading now-a-days.

" You can take as many as you like." I said, " and 
keep them."

'' Thank you very much," Mr. Durant said ; " will 
you cover them in some strong calico, and write the 
rules inside, and with these and the Penny Maga 
zines I shall be quite rich."

This was my first work for the parish, and the 
" tide had turned " for me, as it does for all those 
who, after years of self-seeking and carelessness as 
to the welfare of others, wake up to find that in 
service there is happiness, and that this species of 
service is Love.

CHAPTER XI.

CHANGED.

IT was a cold, bright day, early in December, when I 
once more turned in at the white gates, and passed 
under the fir trees of Crowhurst.

Mr. Baker had declared it safe for me to go to the 
house, and I was only too glad to see Philip again. 
He was in his old corner, but he rose to greet me 

with a light of joy in his face.
" Ah ! Lotta. This has been such a dreary time. I 

am glad you are come at last."
"And I am so glad to come. How is poor Ade 

laide ? how does she look ? "
" I have not seen her, but Hans Meyer tame last 

week and risked his precious life by speakingto her 
through the keyhole. She would not let him see her, 
and as he said she was an ' inveesible girl,' he did not 
see much use in remaining here. He went to 
London yesterday."

" I suppose she is very much altered ? " I said.
"Priscilla thinks no one would know who she was," 

Philip said with a sigh. " It is very sad for she 
liked so much to be pretty and admired, and now 
she will have to be content to be loved for herself 
and not for her face."

"Hans Meyer will never do that! "I exclaimed, 
and then I checked myself, adding, " It is wrong to 
judge him."

" He will hold to his engagement, I think," Philip 
said," for weightier reasons. You know what we
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owe to Mr. Durant. He slept here one night when 
Adelaide was at her worst; his voice in prayer soothed 
her, as nothing else did. He seems never to think 
about himself, and with all his goodness is so bright 
and cheerful, and he is an amusing companion; he 
has read so much and seems to know everything. 
You like him very much, don't you, Lotta ? "

This question was asked with great earnestness— 
almost painful earnestness—of voice and gesture.

" Yes," I said simply, but I could not help the 
colour rushing to my face.

Philip was silent, and we began to talk of Adelaide 
again.

At last Madame Meyer came into the room. She 
looked pale and worn and thin. I advanced to meet 
her. Instead of a cold kiss on my cheek, she put her 
arms round me and held me close.

" She wishes to see you, Lottie; but you must be 
prepared for a change in her—a sad change. Come at 
once, she is expecting you, and she is very nervous 
and excitable."

Again I passed through the room where the wed 
ding trousseau had been lying when I last saw 
Adelaide. It was all gone now, folded away in 
drawers and hidden out of sight! Priscilla heard 
our footsteps, and, opening the bedroom door, she 
motioned to Madame Meyer to let me enter the room 
alone.

When I first caught sight of Adelaide I gave an 
nvoluntary start, and she cried out—•

"Ah! you did not think it was so bad. Oh, 
Charlotte, Charlotte! why am I left to be a miserable 
object like this ? "

I tried to rally myself, and said, " I am thankful 
your life is spared, Adelaide—so thankful; and time 
will do so much for—for—your face. Miss de Sau- 
maurez had the small-pox when she was young, and 

sno one would notice the marks now. It all wears out 
in time," I continued cheerfully.

"I shall be worn out first," Adelaide said mourn 
fully, almost hopelessly. " And I shall never, never 
see Hanp again. I could not bear to see him start and 
shudder as you did just now. He said a few words 
to me outside the door. Oh, Charlotte! isn't it 
cruel that I should be just on the eve of real happi 
ness, and then to have it all dashed from me ? Hans 
used to say how proud he should be to show me at 
the Hague and at Leyden, and that the Dutch girls 
would then know what an English rosebud of a girl 
meant. And now he would be ashamed of me, not 
proud of me."

" He cannot be so unmanly," I said. "After all, 
it is only the outside, and you are the same, with 
your love unchanged. I am certain in time it will 
all come right."

" Ah! that is poor comfort. Mr. Durant does not 
talk to me like that. He tells me to look at it all as 
God's will, and that, if I accept it as such, the bitter 
will turn to sweet. I hear him say it, and I listen 
to his prayers, but I don't feel it yet, though I try. 
Oh! it is Hans, Hans that I care about most. And 
I heard Priscilla say in a whisper to Mrs. Coates, the 
housekeeper, that Hans would marry me for the sake 
of being master here, even if he did not care for me. 
Charlotte, do you think this is true? "

" He could not be master here while Philip lives," 
I said. " Philip is the heir."

" Yes, but poor Phil would never be fit for any 
thing—what could he do here alone ? "

" I think Philip so very clever," I said. " And 
so does Mr. Durant, and he has been much stronger 
lately."

" Poor Phil!" Adelaide sighed, " I must see him 
next, or let him see me, I ought to say."

" It is so strange, Charlotte, that all our family 
are doomed to trouble—Philip a cripple, my father 
killed by an accident early in life—and my eldest 
brother disappearing as he did. There are all sorts 
of reports, as I daresay you have heard. But many 
are false. Mother has never mentioned his name— 
she was so proud of him. Priscilla says that when 
he was a merry school-boy, whistling and singing all 
over the house, mother was like a girl too. They 
rode together and talked together like a brother and 
sister, and since this trouble about him, my mother 
has been turned into stone, and all the spirit gone out 
of her. _ Priscilla has talked to me of all these past 
times since I have been ill to divert me from think 
ing of my own misery. She says that no one could 
believe my mother was the same person now as in 
those old days. ^ She is making a translation ol an 
old German edition of Luther's " Sermons," I never 
knew what she w^s.doing till the other day, when she 
told me the first volume had been rejected by several 
publishers, and she was now doing another which 
would be more popular. Mother has talked so

much more freely to me since I have been ill—just 
as if she too wished to amuse me. She says occu 
pation and work are the best cures for sore hearts. 
Oh ! Lota, I cannot work, or write ; I can't see, my 
eyes are so painful. Oh ! don't you pity me ? "

A burst of weeping followed; and, as I could not 
soothe her, I left her to Priscilla, who was in am 
bush in the outer room.

(To be continued.')

INTER spreads its level sheets of snow 
on the hillsides, where the pastures are 
frozen. Driving gales of hail anc 
sleet come from the North Sea, while 
in the distance the roar of its waves 
beating from Norway's shore upon th( 
cliffs, is plainly heard. Now lost, now 

seen, is the revolving flame of the lighthouse amids 
the angry waters, for it is built on a low, rocky pro 
montory, which juts out from the mainland.

The homesteads lie in clustered black masses, sur 
rounded by the white fields, and through the chink 
of their doors and windows is seen red reflections from 
well piled hearths. The cows are gathered in the 
byre ; the sheep, well sheltered by haystacks and high 
fences of bushy furze, lie huddled together, close and 
warm. Overhead there is a slate coloured sky, with 
huge black clouds drifting in fantastic shapes, a dis 
tant star is only occasionally seen, and no moon, to 
light the road to the small scattered village, which 
rejoices in a jubilee to-night. "An Entertainment," 
as it is announced on a paper, written in large round- 
hand, affixed to the schoolhouse door. In a remote 
district, far from a town, which can only be approached 
by an ice-bound hilly road, this recreation has been 
devised to commemorate the first week of the New 
Year. At first a reading had been suggested, but 
only the vicar, the schoolmaster, and a young farmer 
were available ; then what to read suited to the under 
standings of an uneducated, simple, rural people, was 
a difficulty. A concert was next proposed, but per 
formers were likewise few in number, and voices 
scarce; let it be an entertainment, then, where each 
person volunteering a recitation, a song, or an in 
strumental performance, if suitable, should be accepted 
for the general amusement.

The schoolhouse is a venerable building, standing 
beside the churchyard, its low roof covered with 
lichen and mosses in the summer-time, its casements 
surrounded with ivy.

Within, rough-hewn beams support the ceiling, 
the whitewashed walls are hung with maps and 
coloured plates of Scriptural subjects, and every here 
and there tin sconces are fixed with oil lamps or 
tallow candles. The floor is of ancient red brick, with 
huge flag stones about the spacious fireplace, upon 
which lie glowing billets. An inverted packing-case, 
upon which is placed an arm-chair, and the school 
master's worm-eaten desk, with too long waxen tapers 
in silver candlesticks, does duty for the platform. 
On one side is the piano, carried over from the 
vicarage, as likewise is the front row of chairs—the 
reserved seats; all the rest are forms and benches. 
In spite of the wintry wind and bad weather, there 
is a general gathering of all the inhabitants from 
far and near; they arrive in groups walking up the 
middle of the icy road, the women with list wound 
round their boots, a farm labourer or lad precedes 
them, carrying a lantern fixed to the end of a pole, 
to light the way and show the ruts, irregular and 
deep; the very old, the infirm, and younger children 
are left at home. By six o'clock the room is filled 
almost to suffocation, and the entertainment com 
mences in the following order. The vicar takes the 
chair, and the overture to "Zampa" is played with 
velocity on the piano by his daughter, aged thirteen, 
and her elderly governess, who has hard work to 
keep up with the rapid little fingers of her pupil. 
Then he delivers an appropriate address, taking the 
opportunity of giving some sound practical advice on 
the opening year, remarking on trivialities which 
would have been out of place from the pulpit. After 
this, old Mrs. Crosby, a well-known, much respected 
" farmeress," a fine tall, hale old woman, who has 
managed her farm for over forty years with the 
judgment and firmness of a man, mounts the dais, 
and in a cheery, clear, strong voice, practised by

commanding her labourers, recites the following 
verses, which she had learnt in her youth :—

To shine with dignity and ease,
In Life's domestic sphere, 

Each humble duty to attend,
With happiness and care.

To smooth the pensive, thoughtful brow
With every lenient art, 

To cheer with fond condoling voice,
The best of parents' heart.

For no designing private end
Your interest to employ, 

But through the family to spread
Content and smiling joy.

To keep (of mutual faith secure
To friendship's strictest ties), 

A friendship generous as your thoughts,
Where no deception lies.

And sure that secret self-applause,
Which conscious duty gains, 

Is greater triumph than to hold
Admiring crowds in chains.

Now the blacksmith follows with his song: "The 
Song of the Irish Emigrant." This he sings at the 
top of a most powerful voice from beginning to end, 
without the slightest feeling, as if it were the best fun 
in the world to be " sitting on a stile, Mary-ee," to 
say good-bye to his sweet-heart. It is much applauded, 
nevertheless.

Alice Flowerdew, a farmer's daughter, sings " Home, 
Sweet Home," very modestly, and a trifle nervously, 
but in the sweetest young voice possible. Great 
applause (encored).

A young farm-bailiff succeeds her with a solo on 
the clarionet, "God bless the Prince of Wales." Very 
neatly performed. (Applause and encore.)

Now there is a movement at the outer door, and 
a coasfguardsman, who comes from the station on 
the rocks above, enters the room, hanging up his 
dripping tarpaulin and north-wester behind the 
entrance. He is tall and fresh coloured, and as he 
makes his way to the platform diffuses a strong 
atmosphere of salt water, or sea-weed around him. 
He stands straight and upright, gazing at the old 
beams across the ceiling, his dark eyes glowing with 
feeling as he sings, in a fine baritone, with pathos 
worthy of a true artist, the pathetic and well-known 
ditty of " Tom Bowling." This song makes a pro 
found impression on the simple audience, tears are 
overflowing the women's eyes—the coastguardsman, 
serious as if poor Tom Bowling had been his personal 
friend, makes his way back to the door, dons his 
tarpaulin and disappears in the darkness, to return to 
his station and patrol along the cliffs, from whence 
he had descended to oblige the company, who are 
cheered up by the performance of a selection of lively 
Scotch airs on the violin, " Bonnie Dundee," and 
" The Highlander Kissed his Mother," with an 
excellent imitation of the bagpipe by a gentleman 
visiting at the vicarage.

But now comes the most original part of the 
entertainment and attraction of the evening. Old 
Abner Jarvis, the lighthouse keeper for half a cen 
tury, is to address the audience with an " experience." 
He is seldom on land, and as everything scarce is 
choice, he is the star of the entertainment. As he 
hobbles along to the platform, the people crowd to 
shake hands with him and pat him on the shoulder— 
he is a great favourite, but not being accustomed to 
public demonstrations he is a bit overcome, and has 
to polish up his face with his pocket-handkerchief 
and clear his throat before commencing. Old Abner 
is short, square, bluff in figure, his fine old face 
crossed and re-crossed by innumerable lines, his 
complexion ruddy, eyes light blue, his hair white as 
snow. He is dressed in a guernsey and looks like a 
sailor, and holds a fur cap and red cotton pocket- 
handkerchief in his wrinkled hands as he addresses 
the audience— $'

" Not being a schollard, I haven't come to-night 
to say werses, and I'm too old for singing—but to 
tell what isn't pleasant for a boclv to do; that is 
what a sinner I've been, and the judgment that fell 
on me, that you friends, and 'specially the young 
olive branches, may take warning. My life's a life
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up solitary when my mate's ashore, you'd^ say 
i safe from temptation; but I wasn't—one isn't

of meditating, d'ye see, for a lighthouse has a teaching 
and moral of its own, I take it. The light burning 
away is a man's life; the reflector, is his conscience— 
that's pretty hard work to keep clean and bright; 
everlasting rubbing up! You have to watch with 
wigilance, the wind a-roaring round and the raging 
waters crashing agin your rock, in such thunder 
surges that you can't hear your heart beat; that's 
this confused world, and the Evil One going about 
seeking whom he may devour; then at night, when 
you look out, and its blackness stands up before you 
like a wall—that's your future; unless your pole- 
star, that stands for faith, is bright a-shiningr ahead. 
Shut _ " 
I was safe from temptation 
safe anywheres. . *

" I allays gives to the Mission, but one day when 
the collector came, I handn't even a penny to hand 
over. I was ashamed! That September was stormy, 
and no towerists came to see the lighthouse, and my 
visitors' box for contributions was empty; so 
promised him faithful the very next money as was 
dropped into it. Now the weather cleared up the 
next day, and two grand ladies, with a futman ahind 
them a carryin' their shawls, came over the causeway 
from the mainland. I showed them the lantern, the 
fog-bell, the service-room and kitchen. They talked 
quite kind and pleasant, asking a mort of questions 
and if I felt lonesome. On going awaj', one lady 
dropped something into my box. 

"' That's for 'baccy,' says she. 
" ' No, no,' thinks I, 'its for the missionary." 
" When I opened the box what did I see ?—a 

bright new sovereign ! I was taken aback—I wanted 
money so bad, and I'd promised this away. I couldn't 
sleep for thinking of my cash now. Early the next 
mornin' I had another visitor, a young gentleman, 
who went up to the lantern to study atmosphery 
'fects, as he said. He painted a 'feet on a bit paper no 
bigger than my hand, all clouds, with the sun a'shinin' 
far out at sea, beautiful. He gave me half-a-crown 
when he went away. Now the Evil One, who's allays a 
peepin' over our shoulder, whispered, ' Put the silver 
in the box for the missionary, and take out the gold. 
Make yourself comfortable, signal to land for a good 
dinner, a newspaper, and a lot of 'baccy.' I almost 
capered with joy—when crack went something under 
my boot. Good gracious me! I'd trodden on my 
spectacles, and smashed them to shivers! There 
now—I can't tell you how I felt—I shouldn't be able 
to read, or darn my stockings. I went down to the 
kitchen quite disconsolate. I suppose I was stupefied, 
for I thought I'd got to the landing, and 1 hadn't. I 
made a false step, and down I went.

"I was a long time a trying to get up, bnt had 
such an awful pain in my right futt I couldn't move 
it, so I crawled on my hands and knees into the 
kitchen, and there I laid like a log. I couldn't make 
up my fire, or go to the cupboard, and I'd broken my 
pipe that was in my pocket; and, what was worse, I 
couldn't mind the lantern. It blew hard that night, 
and the waves washed over the causeway again, so 
nobody come. All the next day I lay a-groanin' with 
pain and remorse, for I knew this was a judgment on 
me for taking the money I'd promised for the Lord's 
work. And I thought of the brave mariners depend 
ing on the lantern's light, and the lives of men, 
women and little children that might be drowned 
through my sin. Ah! it's sin and not poverty that 
makes a. man miserable! On the third mornin' I 
heard hurried footsteps a-runnin' up the stair ; it was 
my mate and another man come off in a boat to see 
why the light had gone out.

«'' Why, Abner,' cries they, ' dead on the floor, 
and the lighthouse door wide open, with the sea 
a-washin' in.'"

" They were so sorry; they got me up and gave 
me brandy, for I was benumbed with cold and want 
of food. They lit a fire and made tea, and brought 
my bedding down for me to lie upon. Then one 
went back to fetch the doctor, who told me I'd dis 
located my ancle ; it was a weary while afore I could 
walk again. I have gone hapity ever since, and that 
is my punishment. When the young artist gentle 
man heard of my accident he was real sorry, and 
came over, not to take a 'feet, but to bring me the 
beautifullest pair of 'specs that ever you see—so 
different to the old horn ones with round glasses that 
made me look like a howl! Now, friends and neigh 
bours, if any of you is tempted to break a promise, 
or take what isn't yourn, put that temptation away 
from you like pisen. Some on us is judged for our 
bad actions in this world, and that's why there is so 
much trouble in it. So remember the sin of Old 
Abner, the lighthouse keeper."

The venerable narrator concludes amidst loud

applause, for the old fellow is a great favourite ; then 
" Onward, Christian soldiers " is sung by everybody— 
in fact, there are no listeners. The door is thrown open, 
the lanterns are lighted, there is much talking and 
handshaking, the groups disperse, and so finishes our 

Village Entertainment in the North Country." 
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HE shepherd's children were ascending 
the hill, school-books in hand, towards 
their home—a grey thatched cottage, the 
smoke from which might be seen curling 
up between the dark pine trees, that 
skirted the edge of the glen. Their 
mirthful voices resounded in the still 

ness of the mountain scenery, and as they reached 
the grassy level, where stood their little home. 
Mother was already waiting for them at the door: 
but not with her usual smile of welcome. No! her 
kindly face was clouded over, and tears stood in her 
eyes, as she beckoned her little ones forward.

" Bairns," she said, " Grannie is not so well to-day. 
She wants to see you, she has been waiting for you 
this half-honr past."

And the children, subdued to sudden silence and 
awe, entered the cottage, and were led by their 
mother to the tiny little chamber beyond the kitchen, 
where their aged grandmother lay.

The unmistakeable look of approaching death was 
on her withered face, which however wore a look of 
settled peace and calm, very pleasant to see in one so 
very near to the border-land, and there was nothing 
in her aspect to terrify the hearts of the little ones 
who now silently clustered round her bed.

"Here they are, Granny," whispered the kindly 
daughter-in-law. And the old woman opened her 
eyes.

" Lift me up a bit, Nancy," she said; " don't be 
afraid, it won't hurt me, and I would fain speak a wee 
while to the young folk. Come away my dawties,* 
and listen while Grannie tells you about the days of 
her youth, long, long ago !—

"I was but a wee lassie, six years old, when my 
mother died. My father was a shepherd, just as my 
dear son, your father, is this day, and I was his only 
child—his one wee lamb as he used to call me. He 
had no kinsfolk that could come to live with him 
and take care of the house and me, and so (some folk 
might think it strange) he made up his mind that we 
would just do the best we could, our two selves, and 
live on in the cottage together. Young as I was, I 
never felt any fear, for I was born among the 
mountains, and loved every grey rock arid heather 
hill that stretched away from our cottage door, far 
as the eye could reach. Every Sunday I went with 
my father down to the village church, and once a 
week a kindly woman came up the glen, and did a 
day's work for us, baking scones, washing and clean 
ing : just such work as neither a man nor a little girl 
could very well do for themselves. Oh, but these 
were grand days in my life! I loved the sound of 
the Sunday bells, that called us down the glen, and 
well I loved the kindly touch of that good woman's 
hand, as she patted my head and gave me a hearty 
kiss on her weekly visit to the mountain child. Ah, 
dears! these were happy days—the days of my child 
hood ! Many a time iu summer my father took me 
with him, when he herded his sheep, sometimes 
carrying me when the way was long, sometimes seat 
ing me beside him on some projecting rock, while the 
sheep were quietly feeding, and giving me a lesson 
out of the spelling book. In winter it was different. 
I had to stay within doors, and sometimes I did 
weary then, though I never felt any fear. Well, 
dears, it chanced one day in winter, that my father 
went out betimes to look after his flock; the weather 
was not very cold—it was still and quiet, but their 
was a scent of snow in the air. Town people would 
wonder to hear me speak of a scent of snow, but hill- 
folk know well what I mean. I had a doll—the first 
and last doll that ever I had—and how I did love it! 
You see it kept me from wearying of the loneliness 
when father was away. Suddenly the thought came 
into my head that I would give my dolly a walk. I 
would go, with her in my arms, and meet my father. 
I knew where the sheep were, and I knew the path 
he would take coming home. Away then I went,

* Darlings.

singing to the waxen baby, poor foolish little child. 
Mounting the upward path, descending to the low 
hollow, then up and up again, singing and talking to 
my little treasure, till I was far, far, from home! 
Suddenly I stopped, for a cold snow flake had alighted 
on my dolly's pretty face. I looked all round, but 
alas! Already the grey snow clouds had gathered, 
and were enveloping me in a dim darkness that made 
me hesitate to take a forward step. I would turn, I 
would go home; but even as the thought passed 
through my mind, the mountain storm was upon me, 
the snow fell in thick masses that speedily obliterated 
the track, while the fierce wind dashed me here and 
there like a poor helpless thistle-down. Ah, dear 
bairns, I was lost!—lost upon the hill, and the short 
winter day was speedily closing in !

"It would be difficult for me to tell all that 
happened after this; I was terrified, bewildered, and 
half suffocated with the force of the storm. I know 
now that I must have stumbled forward a little bit 
further, to where a crevice in the rock offered some 
hope of shelter. Creeping in there, and clasping my 
doll in my arms, I wept aloud, calling upon my father 
in my childish agony of fear—for well I knew that I 
was totally lost. But after that, I remember no 
more; the snow sleep soon stole over me, my terrors 
vanished, and I lay, calm, motionless, and still.

" After an interval, how long or how short I did 
not know, I was roused to consciousness by the frantic 
yelping and barking of a dog. It was our own dear 
iCelpie; licking my hands, pulling at my frock, 
endeavouring with all his honest might to induce me 
to rise and follow him home. But I did not need to 
rise; half a minute more, and my father's strong 
arms were around me, and his tears falling upon rny 
face. He had found his lost child—his one wee 
wandering lamb!"

Here Grannie paused in her story, while the little 
boys and girls clustered eagerly round.

"And was he angry with you, Grannie? Was 
your father angry P " asked a little boy softly, as he 
looked up earnestly in the aged face.

" My bairn," replied the old woman solemnly ; " he 
never said an angry word; he laid me in his bosom, 
and carried me home rejoicing."

There was another pause, but after a while Grannie 
again began to speak.

" I've told you that story, my dawties, because I 
want you always to remember that just as my father 
treated me, so Jesus, the Good Shepherd, deals with 
his little lambs. Dear bairns, you must love Him ; 
He will gather you with His arm, and carry you in 
His bosom, and bring you at last to the green pastures 
and the fold above."

A few days afterwards and Grannie lay at rest 
beneath the green turf in the Scottish village church 
yard. She was never forgotten by the children who 
had listened to her simple story; but years after 
wards, when they themselves were fathers and 
mothers, they would often, upon some quiet Sunday 
evening, gather together their golden-haired flock of 
little ones, and tell them the oft-repeated story of the 
little girl who was lost upon the hill, and who was 
found by her own dear father and carried safely 
home!

D. B. McItEAN.
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