No. 259.

A CHANGED LIFE.—"SHE WROTE TO THK GOOD MINISTER ONE MORNING."—Seepage 53.

THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

50

S&ttg's Jfrimtr,
BY MAUDE ST. JOHN.
CHAPTER I.
|$,ND your name is Kate, my dear?
hope you will be a very good little
girl, and try to win all the prizes.'
The lady principal of Elton College
peers over the top of her spectacles
the tearful little figure before her.
" She is a little nervous, Miss Martin
but she will soon be at home with you all," say
lady smiling at the schoolmistress.
" There are such a number of little girls here, too,
Kitty; such a number of little friends "for you, and
the holidays will soon come, you know."
Little Kitty Lester clings tightly to her aunt's
hand, and shrinks further away from Miss Martin's
advancing form.
"There is the tea-bell. Come, my dear, and take
your hat off," she says.
But Kitty still clings to her aunt.
" Take me home, auntie ! 1 do not want to stay
here! Oh, let me come back with you ! "
" This is nonsense, Kitty," says her aunt, sternly.
" You cannot come back. Look at that little girl over
there ; she is not crying to go home ! "
Miss Martin frowns suddenly.
" That little girl is in punishment. She is the
naughtiest girl in the school."
" I am very sorry to hear it."
Miss Lester crosses over to the window and looks
down at the child's dark, flushed face. It is a very
stubborn little face, with big, defiant black eyes,
which look critically back at Miss Lester.
" Why are you naughty, my dear ? "
There is no answer. The little mouth is set as
firm as a rock, and Miss Lester sighs softly to her
self.
" Don't you think it would grieve your mother to
know you were always naughty ? "
The child's face flushes suddenly.
" I have no mother!"
The big eyes fill suddenly with tears as she turns
away and presses her face close to the window.
Kitty has crept after her aunt, and stands eyeing
the little stranger curiously ; but at the sound of that
wailing voice she springs forward, and takes the un
willing hand.
" And I too have no mother! Let us be friends."
" Leave her alone, my dear; she is no fit companion
for you, or for any good girl."
Kitty draws back at Miss Martin's hard voice, and
drops the child's hand. But her interest is awakened,
and she stands gazing at the dark set face almost
pitifully. Her little hands are clasped together as she
stands there watching.
The door shuts suddenly, and Kitty turns to find
herself alone with her little schoolfellow.
" Auntie ! auntie!" she cries, running to the door,
but that other child springs forward.
" Don't cry," she says in a whisper; '' she will
beat you if you do, and it isn't any good, they won't
let you go home."
" Beat me ? "
" Yes, they will. They are always beating me,
nearly every day! She beat me to-day. Oh, I hate
her so ! You don't know how I hate her ! "
Kitty stands open-mouthed during this recital, and
when it ceases, she creeps closer to the frightened
child.
" What is your name ? **
" Gipsy."
" Gipsy what ? "
" Manton."
" I like you," gays Kitty with a nod; ci at least,
that is if you will be good."
" I'll never be good here—never—never !"
" Go back to your seat! What are you saying,
you bad, wicked child! "
Miss Martin's hand comes with no gentle force on
Gipsy's ears, and sends her staggering across the
room.
And the same hard bitter look comes across the
dark swarthy face, and the big eyes flash as they

watch Miss Martin's tall, gaunt figure bearing little
Kitty away.
*
*
*
#
*
It is night. The great dormitory at Elton College
is in darkness. The beds are filled with their sleepy
inmates. The street lamp sends just a glimmer of
light across one bed in the corner, and flickers on
the sleepless little face turned towards it.
There is no one in the room but the girls, and they
are all asleep, and Kitty lifts her golden head from
the pillow, and looks round the dark room.
There is a sob, a smothered sob, from the next bed,
and Kitty lifts her head again to listen. It comes
again, and, sitting up suddenly, she leans forward.
" Are you awake, Gipsy p "
There is no answer, and Kitty steals out of her
bed, and creeps to the next one.
" What's the matter, Gipsy p "
" Nothing."
" Gipsy, don't cry."
Gipsy starts up suddenly, and puts both arms rounc
the white-robed figure at her side.
" Go back to bed, Kitty darling ! Never mind me
You will catch cold."
" Tell me what you were crying for, then?" she
answers.
" I always cry when I think of mother," she says
unsteadily. " Nobody has ever loved me since she
died; nobody has ever kissed me but you. Oh,
wish I were dead! I wish I could die and go to
her!"
" Then why don't you be good ? " whispers Kitty.
" If you are not good, God won't let you go to her,
even if you do die."
" Who says so ? " asks Gipsy quickly.
" Jesus."
There is a long pause after that last whispered
word, and Gipsy holds her arms tightly round her
neck.
" How can anybody be good here ? " she says at
last. " How can you be good when they all hate you
so? "
" Jesus will help you if you ask Him," whispers
Kitty.
" I can't ask Him! " cries Gipsy. " He would not
listen to me if I did. He would not help me; I am
too wicked."
"He loves you, Gipsy," sobs Kitty; " He does,
indeed,and every time you are naughty He is so sorry
for you."
" Oh, He doesn't love me—nobody does ! "
" Jesus does, Gipsy—He really does ! Won't you
try to love Him too, and try to be good to please
Him ? for he can see you every moment. He is
always watching you."
" Come into my bed," says Gipsy quickly; " come
and sleep with me."
Kitty gets in and lies down beside her, with her
little cheek pressed against Gipsy's tearful one, her
arms round her neck.
And after a while she drops asleep, and Gipsy lies
awake alone.
Tears fill her eyes again, and she kisses Kitty's
warm, soft cheek. Her lips tremble, and she turns
restlessly on her pillow.
The night wears on, the church clock strikes two,
and still Gipsy lies thinking, wide awake.
She thinks of Kitty's words :—
" God won't let you go to her if you are not
good."
And the child's heart throbs in its grief, and great
sobs burst from the tender lips.
" Oh God, make me good—send somebody to love
me!"
Kitty still sleeps on, and after awhile the aching
tyes droop, and the sobs grow less frequent. The
.ittle hands relax their hold, and Gipsy falls

CHAPTER II.

THE days pass quickly. Kitty has been at Elton
"'ollege nearly two months. She is getting used to
ts numberless rules and regulations. She does not
ind it hard to get on with the other girls, like poor
ittle Gipsy, and has already become a great favourite
with them all. Even hard Miss Martin is lenient to
his gentle little Kitty, and lets her do pretty much
is she likes.
But, though Kitty is the favourite one with
strength
health,
and
Health;
in
The sinews of Wealth are found
eachers and scholars, she still keeps true to poor,
nutritive, flesh-forming qualities and staying power are retained
lespised little Gipsy.
and concentrated in CADBTTRY'S COCOA.
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Kitty's look of grief that stays many an angry word
from escaping Gipsy's quivering lips.
For Kitty, Gipsy would have laid down her life.
It is one morning, soon after Kitty's appearance at
the school, when the girls first begin to jeer at Gipsy's
sudden transformation.
" How long will it last ?" they laughed.
"There's the worst girl in the school saying her
prayers ! "
Gipsy's dark face is livid, as she rises from her
knees, but she says nothing.
Hoars of laughter follow her, and she turns round
like a young tigress, and faces them all.
But it is Kitty's hand that slides suddenly into
hers, and draws her away.
It is for fear of hurting Kitty that she allows
herself to be led away, not from any fear of them.
Gipsy is no coward.
" Miss Martin is awfully cross to-day," say? Kitty,
solemnly. " She was so angry with everybody this
morning."
Gipsy shrugs her shoulders, and looks down the
garden without answering.
" Are you afraid of her, Gipsy ? "

"No."

" I am. Supposing she should beat rne too ? "
" She won't," answers Gipsy suddenly; " she likes
_
you."
" Not she," says Kitty quickly; " at least I do
not think she does much."
" Every
Gipsy.
answers
" Yes, she does, Kitty,"
body likes you."
Kitty laughs, as she runs away, singing to herself;
garden,
cold
and Gipsy stands, gazing down the bare,
alone, with a moody face.

CHAPTER III.
THEEE is trouble at Elton College. The fever raging
in the village has crept into the dingy house and
alarmed the household considerably.
The pupils have fled all except two, who are lying
side by side in the now empty bedroom. Carpetless
and bare is that long dormitory, and the childrens'
weary aching eyes wander round and round in search
of something to amuse them, but there is nothing.
Evening is coming on and the shadows fall. The
room gets darker and darker, and one child sits up
and leans a little towards the other bed.
" I wish matron would bring the candle," she says,
" Don't you, Gipsy ? "
" I don't mind," answers the child wearily.
" I wish I could get up. I hate stopping in bed
every day. Don't you wish you could get up, Gipsy ? "
"No."
" I wish I could go home. I wish somebody else
had caught it instead of me."
"Oh, Gertie!"
" So I do—Ah ! here's the light,"
The matron enters with the candle, and setting it
down on the table comes across to the beds.
" Well," she says, with a laugh, " have you been
telling one another tales ? "
" No ! Gipsy won't talk. She says her head
aches."
" Does it ? "
The matron looked down into that other flushed
face, and puts her cool hand on the burning forehead.
She looks anxiously into the heavy eyes, and takes
one feverish little hand in hers.
"Cheer up, Gipsy. You will soon be well now,"
she says kindly.
But Gipsy's eyes fill with tears as she turns her
head away.
" What is the matter with you, Gip ? What are you
crying for P ''
But Gipsy never turns her head, and the matron
sighs.
During these two weeks she has learnt to like the
child better. She has been so patient during her
illness, and now, as she sees the tears and the quiver
ing lips, she is touched almost in spite of herself.
" I saw Kitty to-day ! "
Ah, now the big, dark eyes look eagerly into the
matron's face.
" She waved her hand to me, and called up to ask
how you were, and she sent her love to you."
"Dear Kitty."
The matron hears that low murmur as she moves
and
For Infants and Invalids, NEATE'S FOOD is by far the best lu
cheapest. It was.established in 1825, and is sold everywuere
one-pound, one-sliilling canisters, and wholesale by J.B. NJSAYB
Co., Wording-bridge, Salisbury. (ADVT.)
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away. She knows how the child loved her little friend
The doctor's voice is unsteady as he speaks, and he
" I am going now," says the matron quickly ; " see
with a passion bejrond her years.
clasps the child's hand tightly in his.
the child wants nothing1. She looks very ill to
Over tea that evening she talks to Miss Martin
" I think I arn going to die, doctor," she says with night,"
about the child.
a smile. " I asked Jesus to let me die, over and over
Miss Martin grunts to herself as she turns the leaf,
" She is not getting on as she ought,5' she says again. And Kitty says, He always gives us what we and the matron goes to her own room.
anxiously. " Dr. Masters said he was anxious about ask."
The night wears on; the church clock strikes
her. It is astonishing what a fancy he has taken to
The doctor kneels down by the bedside, and puts three. Little Gertie is still asleep, but Gipsy is lying
her."
one arm over the counterpane, and presses his lips to with wide open eyes. She has just awakened, and
" If he knew as much about her as I do, he would the child's face.
now she sits up in her bed frightened and trembling.
like her for what she is worth," Miss Martin replies.
" Child! why do you wish, to die ? " he asks un
"Matron," she calls feebly, "matron."
" She has brought us nothing but trouble, ever since steadily.
But matron is not there, and Miss Martin has
she came to the school/'
" Nobody loves me here, but Kitty, and I should fallen asleep.
"I think we have been rather hard on her," be with Jesus then."
She can see the candle from the bed, and Miss
answered the matron slowly.
"I love you, Gipsy."
Martin's hard face lying against the pillow in the
"Not we.- The child was as wild as a hawk. It
The child smiles, and kisses the cheek so near her chair. She can hear the heavy breathing, and knows
was time somebody tried to tame her."
own.
she is asleep.
" Yes ! but did we try the right way ? "
" I am sorry," she whispers, " I am sorry dear
" Miss Martin !—Miss Martin !"
" She is quieting down a bit now.''
doctor.''
But Miss Martin sleeps on, and the child sick and
" You had better lie down an hour," said Miss
" Sorry ? " he echoes, " why P "
faint, falls back upon her pillow. The little heart beats
Martin. " It is your turn to sit up to-night."
" Because you will cry when I am dead, and —I hard, and irregularly, and the little hands clasp them
" Yes. Are you going up to the children now ? "
know I am going to die."
selves tightly together.
" I am."
The words are uttered almost joyfully, but the
"Kitty! Kitty!"
Miss Martin goes up slowly and enters the room doctor does not speak. He knows only too well how
There is no answer, no sound in the room. The
noisily.
true the child's words are; he does not tell her again, child lies still and quiet. Her lips are moving slowly.
Gipsy's eyes open suddenly, and, seeing her gover "she will soon be well."
A whisper comes faintly—
ness, she turns her face to the wall and shuts her eyes
Little Gertie from the next bed is listening half
" Our Father—which art—in—heaven."
frightened at those two talking, and now she bursts
Her eyes open suddenly, and wander towards the
"Lie down, Gertie," she says as Gertie laughs at into tears.
ceiling, where the light from the candle has thrown
her. " You know you must not take cold ? " She
The doctor turns towards her, but Miss Martin itself, and a smile plays about the parted lips.
passes on, and draws the clothes roughly up over comes forward and tries to quiet her.
There is a sob, a cry of joy. Two little arms are
Gipsy.
" Dr. Masters, I think you are wrong to run such suddenly lifted and held upwards.
" What are you hanging your arms out for, you a risk ! " she says in annoyance.
" Jesus! " pants the child. " Mother ! "
tiresome child. Do you think we want to worry over
" I am not afraid ! " he answers. " I have had it
Little Gertie moves, and turns in her bed.
you longer than we can help P Put your arms in too recently to catch it again."
" Good-night, Gipsy! " she says in her sleep, and
directl}7."
" Good-night, little Gipsy! Matron is going to sit closes her eyes again.
"Doctor!"
up with you to-night, and I shall come early to
The church clock chimes the half-hour ; the dor
Miss Martin goes across to meet him.
morrow, and bring you some grapes."
mitory door opens, and the matron comes in softly.
" I did not expect you to-night."
Gipsy smiles as she says good-bye, and heaves a
She sees Miss Martin in her chair asleep still. She
"No! but I was passing, and I thought I would sigh of relief as Miss Martin goes away with him.
does not wake her, but goes straight to the bed, and
give you a look in."
She lies waiting for her to come back. Waiting in after one glance, she flings herself on her knees, and
" It is good of you," she murmurs, " I am naturally dread to see her come, and when the door opens again gives one loud bitter cry—
anxious."
the big frightened eyes turn towards it. But it is
" I knew it! I knew it! " she sobs aloud. " Oh,
The doctor's lip curls in scorn as he turns to the the matron who comes in so hurriedly, and Gipsy God! forgive me for leaving her to-night."
little beds.
looks at her, and asks if she is coming back.
" What is the matter ? "
" Well! and how are the children ? "
" Not to-night."
Miss Martin sits up, rubbing her eyes in alarm.
" Oh, they are getting on all right, I think. It is
There is a moment's pause, and then peal after
" What is it P"
a great worry to me, doctor. That child will not keep peal of wild hysterical laughter echoes round the
"The child is dead," she sobs bitterly; "and you
the bedclothes on her! She is as obstinate as a mule !
empty room, and frightens the matron almost out of have slept there, and let her die alone."
It is no good telling her to, for she will not! "
her wits.
" You need not shout! You have forgotten the
" Are you so hot, little woman," says the doctor
She soothes and quiets her for the time, but Gipsy other child. There—you have woke her up. She
kindly, as he bends over her, and smooths back the
gets much worse that night, and tosses restlessly all must have heard you."
hair from her face.
the night, talks wildly and rapidly in her delirium ;
But the matron does not answer. She wraps the
Gipsy looks back into the doctor's eyes with a and the matron waits very impatiently for the day little still form in her arms, and carries it into her own
strange almost wild look that startles him.
light.
room, while Miss Martin comforts the crying child
_
" Send her away," she whispers, starting up in the
with a very uneasy conscience.
bed and flinging her arms tightly round the doctor's
CHAPTER IV.
neck.
" Oh send her away, I—I hate her so."
"
SHALL
I
sit
up
to-night
?"
CHAPTER V.
" That's all the gratitude one gets for nursing
" Nonsense! You sat up last night," answered
children," says Miss Martin angrily.
" Hush! please ! " says the doctor quickly, " I will Miss Martin. " There is no need for two to sit up, WEDNESDAY evening, and the bell rings for service.
and it is my turn."
Very few people turn in at the great iron gates, for
ik to you presently."
" The child seems so queer. I don't like the look the Wednesday evening services are very badly
" What is it you want, Gipsy ? "
attended.
" I want Kitty, oh I do want Kitty," moans the of her at all."
" Eubbish! She puts it on. She is no worse than
It is a beautiful evening, and the matron from
child, hiding her face on the doctor's coat and clinging
Gertie is."
Elton College comes slowly along the road. She
to him with all her strength.
" Yes she is, a great deal. The doctor——"
turns and passes through the gates, but at the door
'•' Gipsy, lie down quietly, there's a dear child, and
" Doctors make mistakes sometimes," she inter she turns aside, and goes round the church, and down
listen to me a moment."
He unclasps the hot hands from his neck, and rupts. " My sister died of sgarlet-fever, and I nursed the narrow path.
her through it all, but she was much worse than that
She has a bunch of white flowers in her hand, and
covers her up in bed again.
she walks on thoughtfully with bent head.
"You know if Kitty came to you now, she would child."
The two women go up the stairs together, and enter
At another turn in the path she stops, and looks
in all probability catch the fever, and perhaps she
the room where the two sick children are supposed to through the trees.
would die. You would not like Kitty to die P "
" No."
be asleep.
She sees one little grave, newly made, and beside it
Gipsy is lying with closed eyes as the matron nears is a little girl. She is sitting on the ground with her
" Then you must make haste and get well, and then
the bed. The red flush has gone, and the little face little tearful face pressed against the cold head-stone.
you can have Kitty near you again."
is
almost
as
white
as
the
There
pillow.
is nothing much to frighten her, but the
The
matron places
The doctor smiles down at the troubled face.
her hand on the forehead very anxiously. It is very
matron goes no farther. She gives one long look at
" Do people ever die with this fever ? "
hot; and at that touch, gentle though it is, she opens
the sweet face and golden hair, and with a sob she
" Yes, sometimes, if they have it badly! "
turns away and goes back along the path.
A light springs suddenly into Gipsy's eyes, as she her eyes.
"Good-night, Gipsy."
The church bell has stopped now, and she goes into
raises herself on her elbow, and gazes eagerly into
Gipsy does not answer directly; she is looking the church with her flowers still in her hand.
the kind, honest face beside her.
wistfully into the woman's face, and she bends lower
It is the first time she has ever been on a Wednes
* Shall I die?"
day night. She never cared to go before, but now
still, and smiles down at her.
" Oh no, you are going to get quite well again ! "
those prayers sink deep into her heart and she begins
" I am going to bed now, darling."
The little face clouds over, as she falls back on the
to understand them.
pillow.
" Good-bye," says the child, closing her eyes again.
" The sacrifices of God are a broken spirit: a
The matron's heart leaps suddenly.
"I should like to die."
broken and a contrite heart, 0 God, thou wilt not
" Good-bye ? Gipsy! "
/'Oh Gipsy, you must not talk like that. It is
despise."
wicked."
" I—I mean good-night, matron. Did I say good
bye? I meant 'good-night.'"
She had heard the words often, but they never had
"" Yes."
Is it P Are you sitre P "
any meaning for her before.
The child's eyes close again, but the matron does
not move. She gazes down at that little still face,
And the people round her speculate as to the cause
with tears in her eyes.
of her tears. ,
Little Gertie is asleep, and Miss Martin has drawn
When the service is over, the matron goes again
her chair by the table, and begins to read by the light
over that path. Once more she looks through the
Starch. (A.DVT.)
of the solitary candle.
trees, but this time there is no one near. She goes
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on now and at last stands beside that little grave,
and in the moonlight reads the head stone again,
and stooping she lays her flowers beside it. And as
she places them there her fingers touch and move a
tiny dark bunch.
Wondering she picks it up, and looks at it in the
moonlight.
It is only a little bunch of violets. Only a penny
bunch of violets, laid there by loving little fingers.
And the matron with a sudden burst of tears puts
them back again, and moves her own further down.
She knew who had laid them there. She knew
how one childish heart ached for the little one
beneath the sod.
It was " Kitty " who had been such a friend to
poor little Gipsy; "Kitty," who had first turned her
from the darkness into
light and led her " a way
ward lamb safely to the
Master's fold."

one ? " " Was it dark or bright ? " Balaam prayed,
" Let me die the death of the righteous, and let my
last end be like his" (Num. xxiii. 10). Why "like
his ? " Because " the end of that man is peace "
(Ps. xxxvii. 37). To our readers, who for some
months past have been following the records of St.
Peter's life, the question cannot but be deeply interest
ing—How did such a man die ? His death was such as
might have been expected. This earnest, eager man,
it is true, was a coward once ; but since the outpoured
Spirit of God dwelt in him—he had been brave
indeed. Probably St. Peter expected to die for
Christ's sake. He would remember his Master's
words—" When thou shalt be old, another shall gird
thee and carry thee whither thou wouldest not"
(St. John xxi. 18); and these words, spoken by Our

GREAT EXHIBITIONS.—
The great exhibition of
London of 1851 had 13,917
exhibitors and 6,039,195
visitors, and it was open
for 141 days; the Paris one
of 1855 had 23,954 exhi
bitors and 5,162,330 visi
tors, and was open 200
days ; the London one of
1862 had 28,653 exhibitors
and 6,211,103 visitors, and
was open 171 days; that
of Paris of 1867 had 50,226
exhibitors and 10,200,000
visitors, and was open 210
days; of Vienna, in 1873,
42,584 exhibitors and
7,254,687 visitors, and was
open 186 days; and that
of Philadelphia, in 1876,
9,857,625 visitors, remain
ing open 159 days.
THE BLOOD CURBENTS.
—The rate of the blood
current generally increases
with the activity of the
animal, being most rapid
in birds. In insects, how
ever, it is comparatively
slow, but this is because
the air is taken to the
blood—the whole body
being bathed in air, so
that the blood has no need
to hasten to a special
organ. However, activity
nearly doubles the rate of
pulsation in a bee. The
motion in the arteries is
several times faster than in
the veins, but diminishes
as the distance from the
heart increases. In the
carotid of the horse, the
blood moves twelve and
one-half inches per second,
in that of man sixteen ;
in the capillaries of man
one to two inches per
minute ; in those of a frog
one inch.

0f
St. Peter's Death as a Martyr.
HE many steps in St. Peter's life already
considered are now drawing to a close.
One alone remains—his last step on
earth, and from the earth. What an
interest ever attaches to a man's end!
The question will be asked again and
again of one and of another, " Ho\v
did he die ? " " Was it a quick passage or a long

Lord after His resurrection, are all that God's Word
tells us of Peter's death. We look in vain for any
record of his painful passage back to his Master's
side. But early Christian records tell that, after
nine months' imprisonment, St. Peter was crucified.
Once Peter could not bear to hear of the Cross
(St. Matt. xvi. 22), but a great change had come
to him since then—a blessed change. To suffer
for Christ's sake became an honour in his eyes.
Don't you know that many an old soldier is proud of
having lost an arm in fighting for his Queen and
country ? He considers himself honourably wounded.
Thus was itwith St. Peter. " If ye suffer for righteous
ness' sake, happy are ye," he wrote; and again, " If
ye be reproached for the name of Christ, happy are
ye" (1 Peter iii. 14, and iv. 14). It is said and
always believed that Peter was crucified, not as our
Lord, but with his head downwards. It was his own
wish, and why ? Surely he must have deemed it too

great an honour to die just as his Master died! The
record of Peter's end is very short—there is so much
that we would like to know; but though so many
stories are told concerning it, we know hardly any
thing as a real fact/ But we do know this—he died
a martyr. The literal meaning of the word martyr
is a witness, and it came to be applied to a witness
by death. A witness is one who is called to confirm
the truth of a statement by declaring what he knows
about it. Every follower of Christ is intended to be
a witness to confirm the truth of G-od. Christ Him
self came into the world "to bear witness to the
truth" (St. John xviii. 37), and one of His many
beautiful names is the " Faithful Witness" (Rev..
i. 5). The Lord Jesus sealed His witness with His
blood, and thus was in the highest sense a Martyr.
This being so, we cannot
wonder that many of His
followers have trodden in
the same steps. Stephen
was the first martyr; then
James. In Revelations we
read of Antipas as one of
the early martyrs (chap,
ii. 13). Oh, what a long
line of martyrs has there
been since then! St. Peter
was one of these. We find
Peter looking onward to
his death in his Second
Epistle : " Knowing that
shortly I must put off
this my tabernacle, even
as our Lord Jesus Christ
hath shewed me " (2 Peter
i. 13, 14). Peter called
his body " a tabernacle,"
or tent; and how quietly
he spoke of its being taken
down, even though he
knew that he must die a
suffering death. More than
three hundred years ago,
in England, in Queen
Mary's reign, there was a
long list of martyrs. A
shining light among these
was Hooper, Bishop of
Gloucester, who first was
imprisoned in Newgate,
and then condemned to
be burnt at Gloucester.
Hooper was to ride to
Gloucester, and it is said
that at starting he leaped
joyfully on his horse as if
going out for pleasure.
The night before his death
he went very early to bed,
and after some hours of
sleep, spent the time in
prayer. On his way to the
stake a pardon was brought
to him in a box, if he would
give up his faith. "As you
love my soul," said the
Bishop, " take it away."
One said to him that life
was sweet and death bitter,
but Hooper replied, " Life
eternal is more sweet, and
death eternal is more bit
ter." The wood with which
they would burn him was
green, but Hooper stood
quietly, not needing to be
flames away from him, so
the
blew
bound. The wind
that he was three-quarters of an hour in the fire; yet
as quietly as a child in
died
it was said of him that he
its bed. Another brave martyr was Saunders, who
took the stake in his arms and kissed it, saying,
" Welcome Cross of Christ! Welcome everlasting
life ! " What was the power that wrought all this ?
The power of love to CHRIST. Nothing is so_strong
in all the world as love, except death (Cant. viii. 6, 7).
In this love St. Peter went up to his cross. Face to
face with his Lord, he had said, " Lord, Thou knowest
all things, Thou knowest that I love Thee;" and
the love was " faithful unto death."
There must be reality in such a love ! In these days
it is little likely that Christ will call upon us to die
for Him; but He does call upon us to live for Him,
and only the power of love can enable us to do so
—the power of a love that grows out of faith—" the
love of CHEIST constraineth us in that we which
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live should not henceforth live unto ourselves, bat
unto HIM " (2 Cor. v. 14, 15), If we are not called
to witness for Christ by our death, we are called to
witness for Him by our life. Do we do so ? M. E.

A STORY FOR FACTORY GIRLS.

Ann had been, when a little girl, in the Sundayschool belonging to the village chapel. She had,
however, paid very little attention to what was said,
but kept the class in an uproar by her strange, wild
ways. Now she thought herself too old to go to
school, and had wandered in the fields, or otherwise
wasted God's holy day with some of her companions.
Her teacher had, however, not forgotten her, and
many a prayer had been offered in secret to the loving
Father in Heaven that He would draw this wandering
child of His from the ways of evil to the Saviour; and
whenever this same teacher met Ann she gave her a
kindly word of loving warning. The girl, however,
hardened herself against all this, and determined to go
her own way.
One Sunday, straying near the house where lived
the minister of the quaint, circular, thatched little
chapel of the village, she was met by him. He
stopped to ask after her mother, and giving him a

N the midst of a pretty village in the
country stood a cottage with thatched
roof, a garden lay between it and the
road, stocked with potatoes and cabbages,
with wallflowers and heartsease on either
side of the path which led up to the little
wooden gate. It was a peaceful-looking spot, with
other cottages standing
near in various positions,
for it was a straggling,
winding village. During
many hours of the day not
much noise could be heard
there beyond the lowing
of cows, the quacking of
ducks, or the voices of
little children. At certain
times, however, the village
was full of life; for on the
common that lay near it
had been built a large fac
tory, and after work hours
many of the people em
ployed there might be seen
going to their homes in
this or the neighbouring
villages, or, alas! very
often lingering at the pub
lic-houses by the way.
Many young girls worked
in this factory, and the
loud laugh, the coarse jest,
and rude behaviour of
some of them were painful
to witness. One of the
wildest of these girls, one
ready to take the lead in
any fun or mischief, was
Ann Fountain, whose
home was the cottage we
have described, although,
poor girl, to her it was no
place of joy and rest, as
home should ever be. Her
mother was a kindly
woman, but too weary
and worn with suffering
and ill-usage to have spirit
for more than to drag
through her daily round
of work in getting the
meals for the family. The
father was a drunkard,
who not only selfishly
spent all his own earnings
at the public-house, leav
ing his wife and children
to subsist as they could on
the small amount earned
by the young people at the
factory, but when he came
home at night the worse
for liquor, he savagely illused the woman whom he
had vowed to love and
"THAT WAS WASHED ASHORE."—See Page 55.
cherish, and beat Ann and
her younger brother and
sister if they came within his reach, or offended him rough, short answer, Ann was about to pass on, when
in any way. So terrified were the children of their the kind man laid his hand on her shoulder, and spoke
father, that on hearing his voice approaching the very lovingly and gently to her, and asked her to
house they often crept out of the back window of their come into the chapel. Melted by the unusual kind
httle attic, and remained shivering on the, roof of the ness, she promised to do so, and kept her word.
cottage till he had sunk into a drunken sleep.
The minister was preaching solemnly about sin and
s ^e only feeling poor Ann had connected with its consequences, and the girl's conscience was aroused
the name of father was one of terror and abhorrence ; and she felt great alarm. She went away, however,
and so, with no comfort at home, she sought the and tried to forget her fears; was wilder and rougher
company of girls of her own age, and, in wild, reck than ever, and determined never to go near the place
less ways she tried to be happy. She had inherited any more.
toe love of strong drink, and was often in the publicThe good minister had begun to feel great interest
nouse; but an affection for her ill-treated mother kept in Ann ; he never met her without speaking gentle,
ner from spending all her money there. She tried kindly words, such as seldom fell to her lot any
tnis poor mother sadly at times by wild bursts of where else, and soon she began to feel he was her
^governable temper, but at heart she loved her, and friend. She went again to the chapel for the sake
tried to help her in her trouble.
of seeing him, and once more she became alarmed
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about her own state, and what would become of her
if she were to die. This terror so increased, that at
length Ann could neither eat nor sleep; and when
the minister next met her he noticed the trouble in
her face.
He asked her what was the matter, but not a word
could she speak ; so, leading her to his house, he took
her to his study, and there told her of the love of
Christ to lost sinners, of how He had borne on the
cross the punishment of our sins, and of how God had
promised to forgive those who trust in Him. Then,
making her kneel with him in prayer, he besought
the Lord to have mercy on this troubled soul.
He, who is far more ready to bless than we are to
ask His blessing, graciously heard the prayer. By
degrees Ann was able to believe the wonderful story
of Another having suffered in her stead, and to see that
even her sins were not too great to be forgiven, but
that she too was included in the promise, " Whosoever
believeth on Him shall not
perish, but have everlast
ing life."
Oh, how full of joy and
wonder was her heart now
that she knew Jesus had
died for her! She was
never a girl to do any
thing by halves, and now
that she had learnt that
God loved her, she felt she
could never love Him
enough, and wanted in
some way to show her
love. Her first resolve
was to give up at once the
drink, which had often
been such a snare to her,
and never again to let it
cross her lips. She wrote
to the good minister one
morning, telling him of
her new resolution.
Various rumours of some
change in Ann had been
floating about the village
—her wild companions in
the mill had missed her in
their frolics—report said
she had been seen coming
out of the chapel, and she
had been known to refuse
to enter the public-house.
These wild girls at once
resolved they would not
so easily lose the ring
leader of their sports, but
would soon laugh her out
of her religion. Sneering,
mocking words were cast
at poor Ann as she came
to her work. "Look at
the saint!" " 'Tis a won
der she likes to come among
the like of us!" and other
jeering speeches, made the
blood mount to poor Ann's
cheeks, and cost the natur
ally hot-tempered girl a
hard struggle to keep from
returning angry, passion
ate words to such unkind
taunts. The thought of
how the Lord Jesus had
borne the scoffs of wicked
men for her sake, was a
great help to her, and
many an earnest cry she
sent up to Him to give
her patience. Sometimes
the teazing was too much for her, and forgetting
to look to the Lord for help, she allowed her temper
to burst out; but her grief afterwards at thus dis
honouring the name of Christ was great, and earnestly
she besought pardon through His atoning blood. &
Finding that all their taunts and persuasions were
of no use to induce Ann to cease attending the chapel,
or to join their company, these wicked girls determined
to make her fall by drink. They knew her weakness,
and thought that if once more they could make her
taste the tempting draught, she would be very likely
to long for more. So one day at the dinner-hour,
when many of them stayed in one of the large rooms
of the factory to take their mid-day meal, many
seemingly kind offers were made to Ann to take a
little drop. "You look so tired and white, it
will do you good," " People want something to keep
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Have I not lived the allotted space,
trial came to Ann, in the failure of her eyesight.
That God hath given to men ?
she spent some time
them up when they have to work hard; " and other
re Operations were resorted to, and
Have I not watched, and waited, and prayed
speeches of the sort were made, but Ann steadilyuse in the hospital, but the sight of one eye was entirely
* Through some three-score years and ten ?
fused to taste the liquor. Seeing persuasion was the lost, and that of the other much impaired. Ann's
was
less, they next tried te'azing and jibes, but still
sorrow at not being able to study the Bible to
Look over the green woods far away
one was given
girl stood firm. They then grew angry and declared
Soft lingers the sunset light;
so. great, and when a very large print
aid
that she should drink, they would make her do
her, it was touching to see her striving, with the ol
'Twas there that I spent my wedding day,
Sunday-scho
her
with
Poor Ann quaked and trembled, but in her heart
it
from
read
to
One look, and I say " Good night."
to of glasses,
her
helped
and
worth,
her
fervently cried to the Lord to give her strength
valued
class. The family
but feeling that,
Oh bliss of that sweet remembered day,
keep to that which was right. Some strong Irish
and to get through her daily duties;
Fair dawn of a hopeful life ;
women who worked in the mill rushed at her her with her bad eyesight, and with the prospect of being
Why did you die ere the sun goes down,
threw her on the floor, and while one or two held
one day quite blind, she would be unfit for another
throat,
her
down
drink
the
pour
to
fourteen
tried
after
others
And leave me alone, dear wife ?
place
down,
place of service, she left her
resisted
girl
poor
the
teeth,
a
her
of
those
clenching
to
savings
but firmly
was years' service, and, joining her
I have been so sad and so lonely,
even this terrible ordeal, and while the liquor her friend of hers, they, with her master's kind help,
into
go
to
There was none that loved or cared,
none
suffered
shop.
chandler's
poured over her
tor took a cottage, and opened a little
The young went by with their careless laugh,
mouth. The work-bell sounding compelled her yet The struggle of the two young women for a liveli
Nor asked how the old man fared.
mentors to leave off, and trembling and bruised,Ann hood was at first great, but Ann was nothing
endure,
to
her
grateful to Him who had helped
daunted. Besides the shop, they took in washing,g
And Poverty, dear, you cannot think
went back to her work. It soon began to be known
servants, cleaned a neighbourin
for
dresses
made
How hard it is shared alone,
old
her
to
back
the neighbourhood
that it was useless to try to win her
I never felt it in other years
she schoolroom, hawked magazines in
ways, so she was left to herself. Gradually her —in fact, they worked early and late, seeking the
When cheered by your gentle tone.
efforts. They lived very
found some companions at the chapel, who like
their
all
on
blessing
Lord's
I never was tired when you were here,
self loved the Saviour, and the sense of loneliness frugally, and every penny they could save (without
Ne'er knew what it was to fret;
wore off.
taking away what they had given to the Lord's
stock in their little
I find it was love that made me then
Ann's home troubles meantime increased. The
or work) went to increase the
The evils of life forget.
wicked father forsook her mother altogether,from shop.
this
since
away
passed
only came home at times to try to wring money and
now
have
years
A few
The old home is dull in the evening
her
his ill-used wife; her mother's illness increased,
young woman set up in business, and what is
I miss your dear smiling face,
Ann's earnings could not supply her with all needed home like now ? A clean, well-stocked shop, fre
When I read the Bible I often look,
they are always well
comforts. Many a time did the noble girl go without
and quented by people who know leads into a bright,
Forgetting the empty place.
food herself to try to get more for her mother
and honestly served there,
little sister, and earnest were her prayers that these carpeted parlour, where an inviting-looking sofa,
I come to the gate in the gloaming,
through
peace
and
forgiveness
find
blooming
and
might
dear ones
bright pictures, and texts on the wall,
When sunshine is stealing away,
comfort.
done.
had
Christ as she
plants in the window, give an air of great
For a last long look at those green woods,
A fire occurring in the factory shortly after this Two clean, well-furnished bedrooms upstairs are used
Where we spent our wedding day.
and
caused the work to be removed to another place, and by the two mistresses of the house, who tell us that
home
village
her
leave
Ann, in consequence, had to
The world is so wide and empty,
the shop now supports them without need of other
take lodgings in a town not far distant. This made
The men and women are cold,
this bright little home many a servant
In
work.
yet
herself
stint
to
shelter, and here
her means still less, and she had
'Tis a beautiful place for the young,
The out of place has received kindly
more to have any money to send to her mother.in her many a word of consolation has been spoken to
But a weary one for the old.
overseer in the factory had observed the change
of One who had once said,
them
telling
ones,
weary
be
Not that now T would wish to murmur
conduct, and felt that she was one who could her " Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy
The will of our Lord is sweet;
trusted. They therefore made her forewoman of the laden, and I will give you rest."
in
He will lend me his staff down the valley,
department, a position which exposed her to even
Ann has a little eyesight left, and still teaches
Then the morning dawns, and we meet.
jealousy of her fellow-workers, while she earned She her dear Sunday-school. She is a thoroughly
HOLLIS FBEEMAN.
less money than she could make by piece-work. told respected woman in the town where she lives her
in
companions
early
her
remonstrated against the injustice, but she was
of
many
while
life,
useful
lives of so-called
she must either take that position or leave the factory.
He the factory have pursued their
Ann was compelled to suffer and be silent, but of pleasure, sinking deeper into sin and misery, either
they live, or else filling
who feeds the sparrows, and numbers the hairs
then a disgrace to the place where
His children, knew of her trials and was even time an early drunkard's grave. " As a man sows so shall
true story is another
preparing a way of escape for her. From the
By EMMA MAESHALL,
to he reap," is still true, and our
been
had
desire
great
Ann's
conversion,
her
of
to illustration of it.
bring others to the Saviour. She tried to speak
Oh, young girls, think where you are going!? Author of "Dayspring," " Little and Good," " Life's
danger
the
of
companions
her
of
one and another
What is to be the end of the life you are leading
to
offering
in
love
Aftermath," etc. etc.
God's
of
time,
and
a
of living in sin,
Laughter and folly may fill your hearts for
save sinners; and on the Sunday it was a delight but they do not last. Higher happiness than that
to her to gather little ones around her to tell them
There is one who loves you, who
had.
be
to
is
the
in
taught
who
of the love of Jesus. A lady
CHAPTER XII.
wants to save you from misery, who will be your
has done more for
same Sunday-school had often observed Ann's devo
and friend if you will let Him. He
CHRISTMASTIDE.
tion to her work, and watched her pale face sick you than any other friend. He has left a throne in
•^
poor man's life in this
sallow cheeks, and knowing that she had a
suffering,
a
lived
and
Heaven,
to bear the punish
HRISTMAS came, and, for the first time
mother she guessed the young woman was half-starv
to a world, and died a death of agony
for many years, the sweet story of the
ing herself to help her. She spoke abont her the ment of your sins, instead of you. " He was wounded
our
birthday of the Holy Child was brought
lady who was inquiring for a servant, and though
for our transgressions, He was bruised for upon
was
peace
our
home with power to us Caistor people.
latter at first shrank from- the thought of engaging
of
t
chastisemen
the
she iniquities,
And
healed."
are
That far-away, dreamy idea of something
a rough factory girl, unused to domestic work,
we
stripes
his
with
and
Him,
be
may
you
you,
for
which happened eighteen hundred years
consented to give her a trial. With her usual deter
this
all
done
has
He
her because
mination of character, Ann set to work to learn all freely forgiven if you turn to Him. " God so loved
ago, and its relation to the world in the
that
Son,
begotten
only
Redeemer, was dispelled by the simple
new duties, and at the end of a fortnight could do
His
the
of
gave
He
birth
the world, that
that was required of her. The family she had entered whosoever believeth on Him should not perish, but persuasive earnestness which brought the great reality
day.
was a Christian one, and kneeling with them night
home to each one in the individual life of every is
the have everlasting life."
reading
and
altar,
family
who
the
One
at
is
Here
morning
and
I have reason to remember this Christmastide—it
Dear girls, you like to be loved.
sharp and clear
can
word of God with other Christians was a great delight
loves you already, who wants to bless you, who you a marked era in my long life—and
have
to
early
very
the
rose
and
she
it
place
between
new
make
lie
her
will
In
who
to her.
above many memories that
her change your life, as He did Ann's,
time for her Bible and prayer before beginning bed peaceful and happy here, and who promises to take
present day it rises up before me.
work, and on the Sunday mornings she left her
The old church wore a festal air, with holly and
to live with Him in happiness for ever. Will
you
required
duties
of
few
out
the
be
do
ye this day whom
even earlier, that she might
the evergreen decorations which can never
to you not listen to Him ? " Choose
of her on the Lord's day, and get leave still to goNor ye will serve."
place. For weeks before, the choir which Mr. Durant
M. A. A.
the Sunday-school and teach her dear children. she
formed and taught had practised the Christmas
had
though
of
were her old companions forgotten, and
Hymn; and when it broke forth at the beginning
many
could not now mix with them she wrote them night,
our morning service many voices joined the soulan earnest letter after her work was done at
stirring announcement—•
begging them to repent and turn to the Saviour.
but
" Hark, the herald angels sing
These letters were illspelt and crookedly written, of 1
Glory to the new-born King:
they came from the heart, and God blessed many
',
Peace on earth and mercy mild,
them to those to whom they were sent. Ann's '
GREAT piled up masses of grey and gold,
God and sinners reconciled."
clothes were carefully mended, that as much as possible
sea,
reddened
a
Flecked clouds like
year i
of her wages might go to her mother, but after a not
they
wood,
and
hill
With gleaming shadows o'er
Sweet words of comfort and hope! How neav
or two this poor suffering woman was taken away,how
,
The night cometh on for me.
bring those who were far off!
without hope in the Saviour. Her daughter, that
The last verse had just been sung when wheels
ever, continued to dress as plainly as possible in
Mroutside the church were heard; and just as
The summer day has seemed long and drear,
she might have the joy of helping by her money in
For sad eyes that droop and weep;
Durant had begun the sentence,
the spread of the good news of salvation here and
Here am I watching the sun go down,
_J—>
foreign lands.
" I will arise, and go to ray Father,"
Then I shall go home and sleep.
years in this family, a terrible

After living for some
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the party from Crowhurst walked up to their seat. It before," Tom grumbled: " it ought to be holiday for
" I, Isabella Montacute Meyer, trust this box and
was Adelaide's first appearance since her illness. She man and beast."
my child Christopher Montacute Meyer, who was
wore a thick black gauze veil, and came with a feeble
" Yes," Abigail said, " I don't hold with upsetting born on the
step, with bent head, up the aisle, her arm in her things like this; but as you and your wife and children and servant, 25th of June of 18—, to my trusty friend
Henrico Salviati.
mother's. Behind them was Hans Meyer, towering are to feed at the master's expense to-day, you needn'
"I pray his grandmother, of Crowhurst. Lincoln -•
above the head of every one, and making Philip's growl and grumble."
shire, to receive him as her eldest son's only boy,
stature look less than it was by way of contrast.
" Abigail," I said, as I held Christopher in my . He was laid in his grave ten months ago, and broken
Priscilla walked behind him, and the old man-servant arms, who was blowing a horn Abigail had unwisely
hearted I follow him. He would never seek reconcilia
at Crowhurst last of all.
given him as a Christmas-box, "it is to see a womai
tion and forgiveness for himself, but I seek it for him
Adelaide had told me that she should never summon about him that I am going to Oversand, and she i
and his boy.
courage again to come to church ; only a few days dying."
" Henrico has promised to deliver the child with
before, she had told me that Mr. Durant had urged
Now, don't you go and believe her lies. You are this box to Madam Meyer ; he will start for England
her to make this effort, but that she could not please a deal too soft-hearted. It's a plot, depend upon it.
when I am dead. May he be treated kindly for his
him in the matter; and now she was here! I could
" It can't be a plot," I said. " People don't make faithful service to the dead. I tie round my boy's
not help thinking that Hans Meyer's presence had plots when they are dying."
neck the image of his namesake, Saint Christopher.
made Adelaide anxious to seem better, and able to face
We were just starting when Mr. Durant came up May those who care for him find that, in bearing a
the curious gaze of her old neighbours and friends. to the door.
little child over the rough waters of this sad world
Not that the glances shot from Miss de Saumarez's
" I have sent that poor fellow home," he said. " He in the arms of love, they are supported themselves by
dark eyes, nor Mr. Buckstone's really pitying gaze, knows me, and though a 'wild Esau,' I think he love. I have earned
a living as a singer at various
nor the perpetual turning round of old Lady Smith's means well. He has promised to see that you have German towns;
feathers, which nodded on her large puce-coloured no rough words said to you. If it were not for the I would fain havebut Italy is my country, and in Italy
lived and died.
velvet bonnet, could discern much from the veiled school I would come with you, but I have especially
" In the box where I place this paper are a minia
head which was bowed in prayer.
invited so many children, I cannot leave them. ture of my boy's father and of myself; a copy of our
I saw Adelaide was often crying, and I saw, too, Hungry little robins, who are coming to hear a few marriage register at
that Hans Meyer contemplated the highest point of words from me while they pick up some Christmas which Madam Meyeran office in Naples ; and a ring
put upon my husband's finger.
the rood-screen, and did not seem moved to any cheer. As soon as I can get away I will come to
" Now I commend my child to God, and pray that
emotion whatever.
Oversand."
Henrico Salviati may be rewarded for his love and
The sermon was from the words, " God with us,"
It was scarcely more than half-past two o'clock devotion."
and great stress was laid upon the little word with. when we started, and my last sight of Christopher,
I read this paper aloud, as one who had a lesson,
In our care, in our sorrows, in our joys, and in our in his bright red frock and snowy pinafore, in Abigail's slowly and with difficulty.
Sue's eyes were fixed
hopes, He—the Holy Child—is with us; near us to arms, gave me courage. If what I was to hear con on me.
sympathize and bless and to save us from our cerned him, I must not be afraid.
" There, it is over now. Put it aside; take the box;
sins.
The good old horse stepped out bravely, and the hide it under your cloak, and pray—pray for me."
It was with very subdued and thankful hearts that four miles of level road were soon got over.
I was unused to pray aloud. I was frightened
we separated at the lych gate of the churchyard to
I confess I felt some fear as my father drew up, and bewildered at the
go to our several homes. Wishing each other a happy and I saw a group of the Oversand people standing little Christopher, the discovery. Christopher! my
of Crowhurst! The proof
Christmas, and waiting to shake hands with Mr. together near one of the boats. I dreaded, too, the so clear. But I closedheir
the
Durant, the Crowhurst party were just getting into sight of the dying woman, and my heart beat fast. large pocket of my cloak; box, and put it inside the
the old barouche when Adelaide suddenly turned back, My father said he would wait till he saw me inside as the poor woman desired.and, kneeling, I tried to do
The words of the Litany
and. seizing ray hand, said—
the cottage before he went on to Bicton."
rose to my lips, and seemed to express all we wanted :
" Do come soon; I want to tell you everything."
The road stopped short at some white posts, beyond " 0 Lamb of God, that takest away the sins of the
Almost at the same moment I saw a rough-looking which there was nothing but hillocks of loose sand world, have mercy upon us."
man, in ragged fisherman's clothes, touch Mr. Durant covered with that long, wiry grass which makes a
And now the poor innocent, untaught fisherman—
on the arm. Hans Meyer saw him too, and he caught sharp hissing sound as the wind passes over it.
Sue's husband—came to the door of the hut and
the words I also caught—
I made my way across it, and reached the hut, knocked. I rose to remove the stone, and he entered.
"She is terrible bad, and dying hard; she screams the first of a group of five or six which stood close
" How is the poor cretur ? Are you a bit easier,
and screeches for the young lady as took the babby, together. The sand-hills rose behind them as a Sue?"
and wants yer to bring it to her sharp."
shelter; and standing on the low ridge it was easy to
She looked at him with something like a smile, and
" Hans," Madam Meyer called from the carriage, see into the hut through the wide window which he shambled up nearer to the mattress;
and so I left
" will you drive or walk home ? "
was opposite the door.
them.
" I think I will walk," he said; and added, " keep
There was very little glass in the window of Sue's
My heart was beating wildly as I toiled through
the pudding hot for me! "
home, and a few rags and bits of paper were stuffed the heavy sand. I looked anxiously towards the posts
Then the carriage drove off, and I was turning out into the broken panes.
where the road was separated from the sandhill,
of the lych gate with my father when Mr. Durant
The door was partly open, and I tapped at it. There but my father's gig was not there. I hastened along
stopped me.
was a faint " Come in," and I stood face to face with a the road, breathless and agitated. I turned my head
"Miss Denzell, this poor man wants a word with sad scene of desolation and distress.
continuously to see if my father was now in sight, and
you;" adding, "this is the young lady who took care
" That's you—I am glad of it—shut the dooi1," as I did so for the dozenth time I saw a huge figure
of the poor baby."
Sue said, in broken gasps. " Put the stone against leap over one of the low hedges into the road.
" Well then, my wife wants to see you terrible bad. it with your foot—let no one come in."
It was Hans Meyer. He was at my side in a
It's summat about the baby—she won't tell me—she
She turned her dark eyes towards the window, and moment, and said—
is a terrible sly one is Sue, and always is too sharp raising herself with great difficulty said—•
" I have been taking the place, at a humble dis
for me. But I don't" think she'll be alive many hours ;
" Hush ! I hear some one."
tance, of your guardian angel—forgive me! "
so p'raps you'll come. She'll go out with the tide—
" It is only the rustle of the wind in the grass," I
I did not like the companionship of Mr. Hans
they allers do."
said. " What can I do for you ? "
Meyer at any time ; certainly now he was a most un
"May I go, father ? " I asked.
Sue was lying on a miserable bed, covered with one welcome intruder.
"You had better get you dinner first, my dear," blanket.
" I heard you say," he continued, " that you were
my father answered.
" The parson gave me this," she said, stroking it
;o go amongst those bad people; it was not right, it
"It's a matter of life and death, father: I don't with some pride. " Never had one afore—never. The was not seemly."
think I can eat any dinner. Tell me what I ought parson is a good lot, and I've been longing to tell
" Thank you," I said coldly; " my father is the
to Tdo... Mr. Durant,' •*•pray
tell me what is best him. I can't die till I've told you—you who took the
jest judge of that. I expect him to overtake me
«*
b do.
babby."
very moment in his gig."
"I think you must go at once," he said.
I was wondering what would come next, when Sue
" Thus it is now," Hans Meyer said, " that I make
" Can I assist, Miss Denzell p" Hans Meyer said. said—
laste to say what is in my heart. I followed you to
Shall I hear what the woman has got to say about
" You see that brick there by the stove ? It's
protect you. Yes ; that was my reason; for, from ther
the sea prince ? "
loose. Try it—you'll find a box there."
irst day I ever saw you, I saw you were my ideal
" That won't do at all, sir; Sue said it was to
I did as I was told, and raised the loose brick.
of wit, of beauty, of——"
he the young lady, and no one else."
The box was there—much sea-worn and defaced, but
" I beg you, sir," I now broke forth, " to say no" Well, well," said my lather, " I'll order the trap evidently a box that had seen better days.
ihing more of this kind. It is very unbecoming in
and drive you to Oversand if Mr. Durant thinks it is
" That was washed ashore. The men got hold of
;he betrothed husband of my friend."
right. We will make short work with our dinner, a lot of other things, but I got this. It was tied to
" All that is changed—past,"—he said indifferently.
and I will drop you at Oversand and take a Christmas- a bit of plank that must have been broke off the raft
There is no doubt I did think my pretty piquant
box to old Miles Gardener, and pick you up coming to which the bab}r was tied. I am no scholar. I
jousin and I, by uniting ourselves in marriage, would
back."
opened the box and saw some writing. You open it
[o well; but not now. She can have no thought of
Miles was an old servant of my grandfather's, who and read it. It's been sitting on my heart like lead,
t, and she sets me free of her own will."
wed in a desolate hamlet, a mile inland, on the other
ver since. I hid it, but I said to myself if ever the
" Because by your cruel indifference to her, since
side of Oversand. My father and I walked quickly
kid finds an owner, they'll give a reward for the box.
er illness, she has felt that you had ceased to care
home, and Abigail was instructed to make up the If I'd told my husband or the rest, they would have
or her."
Hamper, and Tom to get the gig out.
pitched the box into the sea and sold the things.
Hans Meyer stroked his beard, and said—
".Never knew the master go off on Christmas-day There's a ring and two pictures. Now, Missie, read
" Miss Denzell, I may say, soon as late, that I love
it—read it."
ou. Wait—stay. And know," he added in a low,
Again Sue screamed—
erribly clear voice " that I stood by the window of
B DOME " differs from the ordinary kinds in the following
"There's someone—quick—hide it—hide it."
ant points:—It is manufactured only from selected materials
But I thought it was her delirious fancy. I took
BEHABKABLE DISAPPEARANCE! of all Dirt from Everything, by
sins? HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. UEWAKD !!—Purity, Health, and
from the box—one of the small japanned dressingJerfect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure DEY
ases which were common in those days—a little
OAE in tine ponder, and lathers freely in Hot or Cold
makers, Plymouth. (ADVT.)
tray. Beneath it lay a slip of paper—
j ater. " BEBUSH IMITATIONS—INSIST UPOIT HUDSON'S." (ADVT.)
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that house anhour ago, and heard you read that paper.
You need not fear me," he said: "why do you
run on. See, I can take one stride to your dozen
steps. Ah ! it is useless."
He laid his hand on my arm—a firm grasp—not
rough, but very firm.
" Listen," he said. " The contents of that box may
be forgery, or they may not, but if you will keep _it
a secret, and throw the box whence it came, I will
be the boy's true friend. I will take him on myself,
to train and educate, and you and I and the boy
will be at Crowhurst as our own place, and——
" Stop ! " I said. " I will not hear another word.
The child is the heir of Crowhurst, and his name
is Montacute Meyer 5 Tie is the heir, and in a few
months Philip will be of age, and he will be acknow
ledged."
" You mean to take him in charge—ah ! ah ! Do
you think I am blind ? The poor little fellow, he loves
you. Ah ! I see."
I was recovering now, and very much frightened,
but the great hand on my arm did not relax its grip,
and those great strides with no apparent effort kept
pace with my short quick steps.
He was not out of breath, but I was gasping!
Presently he stopped, and held me so that I had to
stop also. To struggle was useless ; a mouse might
as well struggle with a huge mastiff, a dove with an
eagle.
" I can take the box from you—nothing easier, it is
in your pocket. I saw you hide it there." The
steel-blue eyes looked down on me with a cruel light
in them, and the words were almost hissed from
under the silky moustache.
" You are in my power," he said. " Keep the
secret and marry me, and all is well. Say the reverse
and I will take the boy, and I will, ah! I know
what I will do."
It was an awful moment! There were seldom any
passers by on this lonely road. Suddenly, as if by a
voice from heaven, like the great light which lightens
the darkness, came to my soul the words of the
Christmas sermon which had touched me a few hours
before :—•
" God with us," surely He was with me now, surely
' .
He would deliver me in this need.
Those who have summoned the like, and in a time
of peril, will know how the dear Lord proves the
truth of his promise and is mindful of his own. I
called on him with my whole heart, weak, and faint
as I was, and I was helped.
" You can do nothing to hurt me," I said, " you
dare not take unlawful possession of the box, for I
should tell the whole story at once, and you would be
prosecuted."
" The whole story ! ah—ah—where would be your
witness. That woman is dead by now. No, little
angel,you are in my hands. Now, which shall it be ? "
" I am in better hands than yours," I said calmly.
" You are very wicked, treacherous, and deceitful. I
hope you will ask God to forgive you."
" You can preach, and I like to hear you; your
voice is so full of music, your eyes so full of fire, you
look——•"
His hand was under my cloak, and the next moment
the box would have been in his possession, when the
sound of wheels was heard approaching and my
father's gig came in sight.
Hans Meyer started, and saying fiercely, throwing
off all assumption of gentleness.
" Give me the box ! "
"2V0, I will not" I said, " never"

(To "be continued.)

lints,
VENTILATION.
|OS.T people have a vague, general idea
that pure fresh air is a good thing, and
that foul impure air is something to
be avoided, but few persons are really
aware how much they undervalue its
importance by such a careless admission,
or could give any satisfactory explana
tion of its worth.
We are told, perhaps, that our bodies are kept in
health by an abundance of pure, healthy blood, and
that this blood is obtained from the digestion of suffi

cient and wholesome food. This statement is quite
true, as far as it goes, but it is only half the truth.
Some one has very aptly compared the human body
to a living stove. It is supplied with fuel with spoon
and fork at the dinner-table, just as with the shovel
we put coal into the stove. In both cases the fuel is
used, only in proportion as it mixes with the air—
in other words, the amount of heat obtained from a
fire corresponds exactly with the quantity of coal and
air unitedly consumed. The hou?ewife knows very
well that a keen draught makes a quick fire, and this
is just what takes place when, after a brisk walk in
fresh, bracing air, we " feel hungry." The reason of
this is, that what we eat is only used in connection
with what we breathe; for it is perfectly true that
the richest food cannot nourish unless it unites with
pure air in the lungs.
But the use of good air does not end even here.
Animal life is so constituted that decomposition is
going on in the youngest and healthiest of living
bodies. The waste, worn out tissues, as they decay,
are taken up by what are called the "absorbent
vessels," and are mixed with the blood, thus making
it impure. This blood then returns to the lungs, and
the poisonous used up substances are there burnt by
the air, and the purified, vivified blood circulates again
through the body, restoring and building tip what
has been lost in living. We see, therefore, that pure
air serves two purposes in the economy of our bodies.
It mixes with our food and produces heat, and it also
burns up injurious refuse matter of our bodies, and
thus keeps the blood healthy.
This method of purifying the body by exhaling or
giving off streams of putrid animal matter is done,
however, at the expense of the purity of the air. It
has been stated in an article on " Fever Poison," that
the air at the top of a ventilator of a crowded room
is so bad that it is dangerous to be exposed to it, even
for a short time. If a bedroom with closed windows
and door, and without a fireplace, be inhabited
through, the night by two persens, there will be
present by morning about a pound of watery vapour
loaded with animal impurities, and in some of the
wretchedly ill-ventilated apartments, where three or
four poor people are congregated, the poison is so
strong that a living bird hung up in a cage over the
bed will almost certainly be found dead in the
morning. Even in a bedroom of ordinary size,
where partial ventilation is secured by a fire-place,
we have only to return to the room, after spending
ten minutes in the open air, to find out in how foul
and disagreeable an atmosphere we have been living
during the night. Should the bedroom we chance to
occupy be small, low-ceilinged, and without a fireplace,
we must, by all means, provide for the admission of
fresh air in some other way. In doing this, we must
attend to two things in order to avoid a draught :
we must force the outer air to enter in small, broken
quantities, and we must see that the current is thrown
upward into the room.
A sash window may be lowered one and a-half inch
from the top, and a strip of wood, like those in a
Venetian blind nailed across inside, in such a way as
to make the upper edge of the strip project a little
into the room. A casement window cannot be thus
managed, but two rows of small holes drilled through
the top of the widow-frame, and sloping dowmcards
towards the outside, will be a still better plan. Should
any draught be felt, the air may be further broken by
nailing across the holes a piece of perforated zinc, or
a strip of wood, as directed above.
The bed will, of course, be placed away from the
window; but the ventilation is not perfectly effected
if there is the slightest inconvenience experienced.
The inmate of the room should be conscious only of
a pleasant freshness of the air.
We might learn a lesson on the importance of
ventilation from bees. Entomologists tell us that a
hive is kept supplied with a stream of fresh air by a
row of industrious bees, which, holding by their feet
to the floor, keep their wings steadily working, and
in this way a current is secured in what would other
wise be a close suffocating hive. As the bees grow
weary they are immediately replaced by others, so
thoroughly is the system of ventilation carried on by
them.
We have no room in a short paper like this to speak
of the ill-built, and badly ventilated dwellings of many
of the poor; but as long as workmen do not refuse
to pay rent for cottages, and yet inhabit hovels, we
fear there will always be found men sufficiently un
principled to be willing to make money at the cost of
the health and life of their tenants.
I should like to conclude with the woras Gr'a clever
surgeon, who, writing on this subject, says:—" A
necessary result of bad ventilation in the home is bad

morality. In other words fresh air not only conduces
to health and vigour, but to virtue and religion. For
without pure air the carbon of the blood cannot burn,
and this produces thinness and coldness of the blood.
Coldness of blood creates shivering and discomfort,
and these again a craving for something that will
light up through the body'a feeling of warmth. The
intoxicating cup presents itself, and for the sake of
the short lived glow, many alas ! yield themselves to
its fatal spell. All effort to improve the working
classes must include improvement in their dwellings.
As sanitary reform elevates alike the tone of public
health and public morality, it is not a more philan
thropic act than a Christian duty."
P. A. EOBEETS.
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