
THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

No. 260 NELLY'S BLUNDER.—"THE WEDDING DRESS THAT SHE AND FRED'S MOTHER HAD BOUGHT."—See page 58.



58 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

Wigs $
|?'M here to have my cup of tea with you, 

mother; Fred won't be back till late 
to-night, he's got to work over-time." 

" Come away, come away, my dear, 
I'm right glad to have you, Lizzie's 
not coining yet awhile neither, there's 
examination at the school, so we'll have 

our cup of tea and quiet bit of chat to ourselves."
" I met Mrs. Lane to-day as I was coming from 

town; she's dreadful busy just now, and wants to 
know if I'll go and help her for awhile," remarked 
Nelly presently.

" Mrs. Lane, that's her what keeps the laundry 
where you was working, isn't it ? "

Nelly's mother-in-law looked up from her knitting, 
and took off her spectacles, as she always did when 
she became interested in any conversation.

" Yes, she's a good misfeess, and it's good pay; the 
family at the HaH is back now, and she has more than 
she can manage. I was one of her best hands, she 
always said, so I'm going on Wednesday to help with 
the shirts and starched things."

Mrs. Elms did not speak immediately, but she did 
not continue her knitting; both had remained silent 
some minutes before Nelly, noticing the thoughtful 
face of the other, asked—

" What is it, mother ? "
" I wouldn't do it, if I was you, my dear." She 

spoke very slowly, as if turning it over in her mind 
meanwhile whether she should speak at all.

" Not do it, why not P It's such a capital chance 
of keeping my hand in, and if you're thinking of 
Fred, why you know he's not home much daytimes, 
and I sha'n't stay late, I promise you, I don't mean 
to make a slave of myself now I've got him to work 
for me," with a half-shy, half-triumphant toss of her 
head, as a tribute to her newly-acquired wifely 
privileges, " but 'tis a sight livelier down there with 
the other giMs than 'tis to stay alone all day."

" You'll talk it over with Fred, and see what he 
says first, won't you, Nelly ? "

" Oh yes, l\shall tell him of course, but he won't 
mind, why should he ? I'll get him that grand 
flower he wants **;/' much for the parlour window 
with my first pay.".

Being a wise woman, Mrs. Elms said no more. 
* * - * * *

" But, Nell, I don't see why you should go out 
working now you're married, you don't need the 
money, you greedy little woman, do you P Haven't 
you got all you want of everything, and more too ? " 
This was Fred's comment on his wife's communication 
of her intention.

" All I want, and more, that's easy said; I suppose 
you mean I've got you, and that's enough ! " was her 
saucy reply; then seriously, " but you don't mind, 
do you P it's not very lively staying here by one's-self, 
with not a body to speak to all day long."

It was her first word of discontent, however he was 
not a touchy man, and took no notice of that; he did 
not want his wife to work, as if he could not support 
her, now she belonged to him, and he said so.

"But, Fred," she answered coaxingly, "you don't 
know what I'm going to surprise you with; oh, there's 
lots of things to do with money, it never comes amiss, 
so don't you say another word, and if I ain't back to 
get the dinner once and again, there's mother'll be 
glad enough to have you. She's coming to stay the 
afternoon to-morrow, and I shall ask her first thing."

And so she did, as soon as Mrs. Elms had taken 
her bonnet off, telling her of Fred's consent — 
though in reality it was only the tacit one of not 
saying no—and would Mrs. Elms be so very kind as 
to give him his dinner, if she should be kept late ! 
" I wouldn't have him uncomfortable for anything, 
you know, but 'twill be so nice for him there; it will 
be like old times for both of you," she added art 
fully, " you'll forget all about poor me."

If the mother's heart did leap to think of her son 
once more coming to her for care and comfort, she 
remembered that she was not now the one who ought 
to give it, and top loyal to accept the task of love that 
was now another's, she answered only—

" When there's need of my help you'll never ask in. 
vain, Nelly; but it's the wife, and not the mother, that
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a husband must look to, and it won't pay, child, mark 
my words, it won't pay."

But in spite of her husband's reluctance, and his 
mother's warning, Nelly was not to be deterred. She 
was tired of seclusion after her weeks of comparative 
isolation, happy as those weeks had been; for had 
not Fred been all that heart could wish ? And she 
loved him dearly, she said to herself, but it wasn't to 
be expected that a young thing like her should live 
like a nun, shut up at home. She was used to the 
merriment, the bustle, the gossip of the laundry, 
where she had been constantly occupied for some 
years before her marriage. Her ready tongue and 
high spirits caused her to be a favourite with her 
companions, whilst her dexterity and quickness made 
her a desirable assistant to her employer.

It was, therefore, in the highest spirits and best of 
humours that she ran into Mrs. Elm's kitchen about 
half-past eight the next morning.

" I'm off now, mother," she said brightly. " Fred's 
gone, and the house is as neat as a pin. I was up early, 
and shall come back to dinner to-day at any rate. 
You're not vexed, are you ? Don't you see how much 
better it is than my staying there by myself, getting 
crabby and lazy ? "

" Well, well, child, we'll hope 'twill turn put as fine 
as you think; leastways, you can but give it up again 
when you've tried, if it doesn't answer." Satisfied with 
this, Nelly departed. " If it's not too late then," 
the old woman murmured, as, with a heavy heart, 
she watched the girl's brisk walk till she was out of 
sight.

And Nelly did come home to dinner that day, and 
the next too; but then came the end of the week, 
when the ironing must be finished, and Mrs. Lane 
begged her to stay just this once, next week would be 
different, but just at first it was always difficult to 
get things in proper train, and so Nelly remained the 
afternoon, returning only in time to find Fred waiting 
for his tea, weary and somewhat out of temper, but 
saying little.

The next day she did not even resist Mrs. Lane's 
invitation to take her cup there, and stay until all was 
cleared off.

" I should only get back late again, and then I'm 
tired, and Fred's cross, and there's no fire, nor water 
boiling, there isn't much use in going now, he can go 
to his mother's and have it all nice, and we'll have a 
hot supper at nine; I'll take home some of those 
sausages what he's so fond of, it's only for once.'' So 
she quieted whatever pricks her conscience gave 
her.

And as she went back with the ten shillings earned 
safely in her purse, she was chiefly occupied in think 
ing what use she could make of this sum, such a large 
sum it seemed, now that she had neither house-room 
nor food to buy for herself.

That flower she had thought of! But it seemed a 
pity to break into half-a-sovereign for that, she would 
purchase that with some odd shillings. Perhaps next 
week she might not earn so much, and it would do 
just as well then. Passing through the brilliantly- 
lighted streets, it was only natural that she should 
stop once and again to glance into the gay shop 
windows. What a lovely violet silk dress ! If she 
were only rich enough to afford that, well she might 
manage it perhaps by saving up, and how beautifully 
it would set off her blooming cheeks, and bright, 
almost golden hair. Nelly knew she was pretty, of 
course she did, and she knew, too—her woman's 
instinct and observation told her—how very much 
dress can add to natural attractiveness.

Only she was not wise enough to understand how 
entirely it is the suitability of the attire to the 
wearer, and to the occasion, which is the secret of 
being well-dressed. A working-woman in silks and 
velvets is as badly-dressed as a lady would be wearing 
a ball-dress in the street; but, unfortunately, the 
former thinks too often only of being finely 
apparelled.

On second thoughts, though, she had already a 
brand new black silk dress, and her dove-coloured 
wedding-dress, that she and Fred's mother had bought 
together and examined so critically before buying. She 
quickened her steps for a little, and her mind went 
back to that eventful day, the only time she had 
worn his gift, and to the happiness of those first 
days of married love.

But a beautiful grey feather caught her eye, that 
was the very thing, and ticketed only nine-aud-six- 
pence, it was quakerish enough for any one, and 
would go so well with her dress. No sooner thought 
than done, the feather was bought, and, bag in hand, 
carefully guarding her treasure, Nellie hurried home 
at last, expending the remaining sixpence on the 
sausages.

She had gained—what ? A beautiful feather ! But 
what had she lost ? She neither knew nor cared.

Only herfirstsweet wifely influence thrown away, only
the happy thought of a bright home, a loving welcome,
a tender helpmate, gone from the heart of the man,
who all day worked hard and well indeed, for that
was part of his nature, but without the secret impulse
now within him which had made every toil a pleasure
since he had cherished the certainty that it was for

! Nelly he laboured; first to make a home for her, and
j then to keep her comfortably in it. "Bless her, she

shall have all that heart can wish," had been his
I thought more than once, as nail was driven in or
j plank was cut.
! But what could Nelly know of this loss ? Pounds, 
j shillings, pence, everyone can tell when these are 

gained or gone, but with regard to these subtle in 
spirations, these life-giving, ennobling influences 
which are without money and without price, only in 
so far as we ourselves are moved and ruled by these 
spiritual powers, can we understand them, and value 
them as the highest and only substantial riches.

Not at once did Nelly lose all sense of her first 
duty as a wife; step by step, little by little, her dis 
regard for home and its claims grew upon her. She 
was not so strong as she had been, and to clean up 
the house before starting in the morning, to wash and 
mend when she returned from her almost daily work 
in the evening, required more effort than she had 
energy to make, and soon the pretty dwelling showed 
sad traces of the frequent absence of its mistress. 
She paid little, heed that her husband's brow grew 
darker, nor cared to notice how he stayed later and 
later away from home at night.

"It's all very fine to talk, mother," he said on 
one occasion, when she gently urged him to remain 
with her as in the old days, instead of going out to 
join his companions at the public-house or some con 
vivial meeting. "You know as well as I do that it 
can't be as it used to. I'm just as fond of you 
as ever I was, old lady," undemonstrative as he 
was in general, Fred stooped to kiss the aged face as 
he saw the tears in the eyes raised so sorrowfully to 
him, " but when a man's married he wants his own 
home, and that's what I haven't got."

" Why don't you tell Nelly that?" she asked; it 
was seldom he said so much, or that he spoke of his 
wife at all lately.

" Tell her!" his clenched hand struck the table an 
involuntary blow, which made the dishes clatter, and 
startled the old woman so much that she dropped her 
knitting on the floor ; " tell her," he went on more 
quietly, but with untold bitterness in his tone, " she 
don't care a jot, and it'll come to this, that I'll not 
care neither." With the nearest approach to an oath 
which his mother had ever heard from his lips, he 
went off, not to reach home until the clock had long 
struck twelve, and Nelly, tired out with a hard day in 
the hot laundry, was fast asleep, perhaps it was as 
well for her peace of mind that she was unconscious 
of the state in which her husband returned.

One broiling day of August all were busily at work 
at the laundry, the windows were wide open to let in 
as much air as possible, for the atmosphere of the 
room was almost intolerable.

" Take care, that dress is burning." 
Mrs. Lane's voice suddenly broke the silence, for 

even the usual chatter had been checked by the intense 
heat.

Nelly, who was nearest the stove, raised a startled 
face, and then sprang forward to snatch away from 
the front, where it had been hung to air, a valuable 
muslin dress which she had just finished getting up. 
But unfortunately she did not notice that the handle 
of a large saucepan filled with boiling water was pro 
truding directly in her way, and in her haste to save 
the delicate fabric, already scorched, she struck against 
it, and the saucepan, placed dangerously near the edge, 
overturned, the whole of its contents being poured on 
her foot. Maddened with the pain, Nelly shrieked 
wildly, then fainting, she fell, still holding the muslin 
dress, full on the red-hot stove; in another moment 
the inflammable material was alight. Before the 
alarmed women had time to do more than turn 
around at the sound of the scream and fall, Mrs. 
Lane tore an ironing-blanket from the table, and 
dragging poor Nelly into the middle of the room, 
she wrapped the blanket round her, and succeeded 
in extinguishing the flames.

For many weeks Nelly lay moaning on her bed of 
pain, carefully tended by Mrs. Elms, and tenderly 
watched over by her husband whenever he could
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possibly be by her side. From her meanings during the delirium which sometimes set in, Fred learnt that his wife had not been so utterly thoughtless as she appeared. Many times she would plead for pardon of her neglect and wilfulness in such piteous tones that his heart ached to give her the comfort she could not now understand.

When she was getting better, she was very quiet,. and so weak that little conversation was possible, but one evening as Mrs. Elms, replying to the watching look she read in her face, said—
" He'll be here soon, dearie, you know he said as how he couldn't come afore seven; he won't be no later than he can help of, you may depend on that," Nelly answered sadly—
" He's a deal better nor I deserve, I'm thinking sometimes as how 'twould have been small loss to him, an' I had died." Then turning away, she softly cried. " Don't take on like that, my girl, thank God there's no harm done but what can be undone; but, oh child, you went nigh to throwing away as good a husband as ever woman had."
" I know it, I know it now, mother, and I'll never vex him so again. I've seen how wrong I've been, goin' against him and you, and wanting only to have the money—much good it's done me—and the fun. There's one thing puzzles me a bit too, mother, of course we didn't want? it, and Fred's earning good wages; but suppose it hadn't been so, and we'd really needed it, I can't see quite clear how 'twould have been then."

" Seems to me, Nellie, that's like the story I've heard our vicar tell about. A lady he knowed was always that afraid of dying, and complained to him as how God hadn't never answered her prayer to give her grace for that; 'He didn't know she was a dyin',' he said, quite startled like, and was awful sorry to hear it; but she was so surprised, and said she was quite well, but the time would come certain; 'and just as certain the grace will come too,' he inter rupted of her, ' but perhaps you'd rather wait, if both are to come together; ' so I guess it's like that with everything, Nelly, we don't get the wisdom to-day that's to be used next month; no, nor next week neither. The promise is, 'As thy day, thy strength shall be.' We can't always see what might be our duty, if things were other than they are ; but we can always know our duty as things be. If 'twere your duty to earn the bread for hus band and bairns—as some women must, God help 'em all, poor critters—why then it couldn't noways be your duty not to work ; but that time isn't come yet; and, please God, never will, while my boy has two strong arms to help hisself with."
Nelly's face lighted up as Mrs. Elms spoke." I see, mother," was all the comment she made; but when her husband bent over her, to ask how she had been the long day over, she clasped her arms around his neck, and whispered—
" Have a little patience with me, dear old man ; I'll be a better wife to you than I have been, and you won't go to that ' Red Lion' any more when I'm well again, will you P "
" All right, little woman, only make haste about that part of the business, and we'll get on all stunnin'." The kiss that sealed the bargain was full of love and renewed trust. EMMIE LAETEE.

WRITER on the spiritual life has very truly said, "Jesus is our model, who pleased not Himself—how far is this a description of our lives ? So far as it is not, so far we have reason to fear. Strive to grow in this day after day ; do not despise little opportunities; go out ot your way daily in search of them."
Might it not be well for all the King's loyal ser vants to ask themselves again and again, if they really are following Jesus Christ in this special particular, unselfishness? At first sight many will disclaim 

I Ifi i ea' and denJ that ^ey are in any way fcemsii. bomehow or other, the very word is one jrom which we instinctively recoil. There is some- wnng so very unpleasant about it, and while we often accuse others of it, still we always hope that it could never be applied to ourselves. There is, in truth, a veiy unpleasant sting in the word. You dislike it,

and yet perhaps a little self-examination will disclose to us the truth that you can apply it to yourselves.It is quite possible to be selfish in one's religion. To enjoy religious privileges yourself very much, and take advantage of them to the full, all the while for getting that other members of the household are often thereby prevented from enjoying them too. As you go off to church can you not sometimes stop and think if, by staying at home, not always, but now and then, you could let the governess or the housemaid or some relation go, who does not have the same freedom as yourself. Of course it would not be so pleasant to stay indoors and take her place; but still, have yon ever tried it P Do, and you will find that there is a charm in unselfishness that tempers the pain of the self-denial. Are you selfish in your every-day life ? Do you consider others first, and yourself last P or do you go on quietly, just taking the best, and only helping others when it is not troublesome to yon to do so ? Do you really put yourself to inconvenience for others P
If God has blessed you with this world's goods, and you have a pretty home, and many advantages and pleasures, do you keep them to yourselves, or arej^ou unselfish ? Think for a moment the pleasure some of your flowers would give to those in a hospital, or to some of the poor people near you. Remember all your good things are to be used for His, the Giver's glory. Your carriage. Have you ever thought of taking out, not your rich friends, but your poor friends and neighbours P The little curate's wife, whose pale face you often see at the window bending over a pile of mending for her husband and seven small children. Why not take her out for a drive, and try and bring some colour into her pale cheeks, and some little change into her wearing, monotonous life. And that poor little governess, or that invalid old woman in the parish, what delight it would give them now and then to have a drive—a pleasure that you, accustomed to it every day, cannot really measure the depth of. And your home. Do you use it for God's glory ? Does Jesus Christ, in the persons of His poor, come there P Talents. Selfishness often comes in here. You are musical, and play and sing well. Use that talent. Teach poor boys and girls to sing, and win their friendship in that way, till you can gain their atten tion about religious matters. Sing to the poor and old and lonely—sing for Jesus. In short, be unselfish, and in the daily effort you will grow more and more like Him, " who pleased not Himself/'

L. E. D.

mrtr
IF there come some joy to me,

Would you have me stay, 
With that joy to sweeten life?

" Yes, Heart, stay to-day." 
Well, then, if I have a dream

Of some coming sorrow, 
Shall I wait to feel its fear ?

" That will do to-morrow."

If unto some loving heart
I've a debt to pay ? 

"Ah ! that is a mighty debt.
Pay it, Heart, to-day." 

If I'm forced from bitter wrongs
Cruel words to borrow P 

" Then, dear Heart, there is no haste ;
Keep them till to-morroiv.

" Duty, Kindness, and Success
Lose by slow delay: 

Duty hath a double right
When it claims to-day ; 

Kindness dies if it must wait;
Success will not stay— 

Unto them comes no to-morrow,
If they lose to-day.

" But for Debt and Doubt, and Anger,
But for useless Sorrow, 

Better yon should wait a day:
Keep them for to-morrow. 

And as every day's to-day,
You may patience borrow, 

Thus for ever to put off
Such a bad to-morrow"

Ir»*

ES, the London Mission was over; but like other great and stirring events it had left the prints of its steps behind it. Prints which, with God's blessing, would never be effaced by any of those manifold snares that beset our paths from all sides.
Such were Mrs. Annabel's thoughts as she sat one evening at her solitary tea-table. The curtains were drawn, and the comfortably-furnished room was lighted only by the blaze from the fire.It was so pleasant and cosy to sit thus, while the nipping east wind rattled the windows from without. The coals blazed so brightly that it seemed a positive waste to light the candles.

What a very good burning stove that was! and what a delightful heat it threw p-ut! The gi'ate did justice to all that was put into it; while the coals, on their part, crackled and blazed, and diffused a pleasant heat throughout the room.
Mrs. Annabel turned from the contemplation of the fire, took the sugar-tongs in her well-formed, capable- looking hand, helped herself to one lump of sugar, a moderate quantity of milk, and poured herself out another cup of tea, which she stirred slowly and reflec tively. Her widow's cap somewhat enhanced the delicacy of her features, and the ruddy glow from the fire tinged her pale cheeks, as she lifted her drooping lids and looked towards the stove again; and this time with a less satisfactory expression on her placid face.

Ah! that was the worst of having tea by fire light. It was all very well at first; but the coals so soon burnt themselves out; and then, in the place of the cheerful glow and pleasant heat, came darkness, or at the best a dull, red light, and the contrast was not pleasant. She could hardly see to finish her tea, the light was dying out so fast.
She rose from her seat and gave the fire a mighty stir; no little gentle tap just from the top that made a flicker and died out again as quickly, but a strong, vigorous poke which sent all obstru*$C>ns to the fore. And what did Mrs. Annabel find ? 'ilh ! a couple of refractory slates which glowed and looked very red, and threw out a heat; but for all that, the poker made no impression on them, and there was no bang ing them into even the tiniest of sparks.

Gentle as Mrs. Annabel looked she could stand no nonsense; and out of the grate she raked them both, right down into the ashes underneath; and with such an air of resolution and determination on her face as though she would exterminate them alto-
f ether, as she would all shams, for Mrs. Annabel ated pretence of any sort.

And now the fire will burn, not perhaps with so fierce a heat as before, but certainly more steadily; and with restored satisfaction, the lady took her seat again. But this little interlude between her first and second cup of tea, set her reflecting, and her thoughts travelled round to the point from which she started—the great London Mission.
Very slowly she sipped her tea, and looked into the glowing embers before her. Yes, it was very like the parable of the Sower, and according to the nature of the ground, it " brought forth fruit, some an hundred-fold, some sixty-fold, some thirty-fold."The good missioners had done their part; they had spoken the word "in due season," and it had fallen, for the most part, on attentive and eager earn. Holy desires were kindled. The Holy Spirit seemed brooding over the land, and " as the hart desireth the water brooks," so longed the soul after God.There was no doubt that the fire was kindled ; and a goodly fire it was, diffusing heat and warmth to all within its reach; and in the bright glow of the precious words poured forth from day to day, many could have said with confidence, that henceforth they would serve " the living God." There was no duty, no task too great for them to perform in His service. To spend and be spent for Him and His through time and eternity was their one desire.

The Mission was ended. No longer the missioner's voice was heard telling forth, in inspired strain, his Master's message; each parish returned to its usual services; each parishioner to the " trivial round, the common task," and the days and weeks sped on.But with some, like the coals, the fierce heat burnt itself out, the light which had shone so bright became dim, and a general inaction followed.
At this stage of her meditations, Mrs. Annabel's thoughts travelled to Kit's Row, with its motley collection of small teriements which formed her
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district. In her mind's eye she beheld several 
families therein. Number six was inhabited by a 
family named Mead. A young married couple with 
three children—little darling cherubs their parents 
thought them—Mrs. Annabel was inclined to think 
them spoiled, disagreeable children. However this 
may be, Joe Mead and his wife had anything but a 
happy time of it. Domestic cares pressed heavily 
upon them, and they both gave promise of being old 
before their time. Never the glimmer of a smile 
lighted their anxious faces or if by chance, some 
irresistible impulse cast a ray of brightness across 
them, black care jogged their memory, and with a 
foreboding sigh their features settled again to then- 
habitual gloom.

Yes, it was a true picture of the Meads, and a very 
sad one to Mrs. Annabel's way of thinking ; and only 
she herself knew how great had been her efforts to 
get them to cast their care 
on One who cared for them. 

Now, during the Mis 
sion, to her great joy, her 
efforts had met with partial 
success. The whole of the 
time one of them had at 
tended the mission-service 
in the parish church at 
eight o'clock. They had 
taken it in turn; for of 
course one of them had to 
remain at home with the 
children ; and the one who 
came did not fail to bring 
a load of cares, both real 
and imaginary, with him 
or her. But when they 
found that nothing went 
wrong in the household 
management, neither the 
chimney caught fire, nor 
any of their family sus 
tained injury by their so 
doing, their minds grew 
more at v&se, and to the 
delight of -all who knew 
them, their '"^oes became 
less anxious a.^d careworn. 

Yes, during the Mission 
they learnt wher« to cast 
their care. The knowledge 
that they might cast their 
burden on the Lord came 
like a revelation to them. 
It was as though they had 
lived in a dark cellar be 
fore, and had carefully ex- 
i luded the rays of the 
blessed sunlight from en 
tering therein. But the 
door was now open, and 
the sunshine chased away 
all gloom and bareness 
with its genial warmth.

And it was no fault of 
their own clergy that they 
had not found the secret of 
all happiness before. Year 
in and year out they had 
neglected, or at best seldom 
availed themselves of, the 
privilege of assembling to 
gether in God's house. But 
the London Mission was 
something special, some 
thing new, and like many 
others they had made an 
effort to attend the services. 
Like others again they felt 
all the happier for so doing; it had been a time 
of refreshment, a time for closer communion witn 
God—a glimpse, as it were, of the blessed by-and-by. 

" But now ? Ah, well, it was all over!" And Mrs. 
Annabel sighed as she watched the glowing coals 
slip and crumble away in the grate, just as she knew 
the Meads' good resolutions were doing. To her 
sorrow, as the weeks sped on, she saw the old lines 
of care coming back to their faces; again they were 
stepping across the road to meet trouble ; stretching 
forth their hands to shake hands with it by imagin 
ing the evils that might happen.

Six times they had small-pox in their home—by 
anticipation; twice the house had been burnt down 
before the insurance was paid; besides other innu 
merable contingencies which, in their over-anxious 
minds, might happen, but fortunately never did. 
" Oh, these over-anxious temperaments! " groaned

Mrs. Annabel, " what cure can be found for them ? 
How they clog and keep the spirit chained to earth. 
No, the spiritual life cannot burn brightly when so 
hampered. But what was the remedy ? Ah, it was 
so easy to suggest, but so difficult to do !" Still, as 
the thought had come to her, she would endeavour 
for some to profit by it, some in Kit's Row, and 
the Meads among the number.

Mrs. Annabel's eyes rested on the slates lying 
dead and black in the ashes under the stove. There 
was no pretence in them now, no false life. They 
were dull, black slates, nothing more—worthless, no 
good to anyone. But for all that they had tried 
to put out her fire ; they had prevented the coals 
from blazing, they had obstructed the heat, just as 
undue " thought for the morrow," undue thought for 
the may-be and might-be of life, presses down and 
hinders the spiritual life.

an % ^ife 0f

" Yes, their overwhelming cares and anxieties are 
to the Meads what the slates are to my fire," decided 
Mrs. Annabel. " And to-morrow morning, all being 
well, I will try to make them understand that it is 
so. Besides," she added, " how can they or others " 
—and her thoughts turned to some in whom, seem 
ingly, the Mission had kindled new life—" expect 
any permanent results from the blessed mission-time 
unless they follow up their impressions by becoming 
regular attendants of the House of God. I might 
just as well expect that fire always to burn brightly 
without putting fresh coals upon it."

The grate is a good one, and the coals are good, 
and the result is a good fire—providing that you 
remove the slates or whatever hinders it from burn 
ing- SUSIE.

|eter,
XXIX.

His Epistles—" Precious Faith," " Precious Blood."

E cannot better conclude the life of 
St. Peter than by looking a little at 
his writings. Peter was not only to 
teach while he lived, but also after his 
death. The word spoken of Abel was 
true of Peter also, "he being dead 
yet speaketh" (Heb. xi. 4). Last 

month's paper brought before us Peter as a Martyr; 
yet up to to-day, he 
" speaketli." In the Epis 
tles, or letters, that Peter 
wrote, he was fulfilling a 
command given to him by 
Christ, " when thou art 
converted, strengthen thy 
brethren" (St. Luke xxii. 
32). Peter would and did 
"strengthen" his "bre 
thren " even until now, by 
his Epistles. In St. Peter's 
writings a word occurs that 
we shall do well to consider. 
Many people use special 
words, or have special ways 
of speaking that are pecu 
liar to themselves. St. 
Peter had such a word—a 
word suitable for a warm 
hearted man — the word 
"precious." This word 
Peter uses four times in 
his two short Epistles. It 
will suffice that we at pre 
sent consider the two first 
occasions upon which the 
word is used.

I. Precious Faith (I 
Peter i. 7 ).—Peter com 
pares faith to gold, which 
is the most costly and the 
most durable metal. A 
man who has much gold is 
counted rich and great in 
this world, even as King 
Solomon (1 Kings x. 21, 
23). But Peter says faith 
is better than gold, "much 
more precious"—and why? 
One answer is sufficient. 
What can gold do for a 
dying man P Nothing ! 
Can he take it away with 
him ? No ! Will it open 
heaven for him? No! 
What will faith do for a 
man when he comes to die P 
It will make a dying bed 
all sweet and peaceful—it 
will make dying " gain.' 
Faith thus makes a poor 
man rich, " poor in this 
world, rich in faith, and 
heirs of the kingdom" 
(James ii. 5). Faith is 
"more precious "than gold. 
Gold often hinders a man's 
soul from being saved, but 
faith saves. In the llth 

chapter of Hebrews we have a long list of names 
the names of those who were saved by faith. Every 
thing in that chapter is made to hang upon/aw 
ls that so wonderful? God has made faith very 
necessary even in our earthly life. When seed is 
sown in the ground, is it not sown in faith ̂  We 
can do nothing with the seed, except to hide it iu the 
earth ; then we must leave it to God. In our dealings 
also with one another, we are constantly obliged to 
exercise faith. And men are ready to believe and 
to trust one another in earthly matters, yet how slow 
are they to believe God. Men do not see that un 
belief is a great sin—that it is, in fact, the sin ot the 
world. When the Lord Jesus said that the Holy 
Spirit would " reprove the world of sin," He cli 
not speak of such sins as stealing, or lying, or n 1̂™"' 
but " because they did not lelieve on ME " (St. Joni^ 
xvi. 8, 9). Unbelief lies at the root of every otnw
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sin. It shut the Israelites out of the land of Canaan 
(Heb. jii. 17,19). If not to believe is so great a sin, 
we can understand why St. Peter should call faith 
" precious." Faith is like a golden chain let down 
from heaven, which binds a sinner to Christ. Faith 
has been compared to many things; to a hand that 
takes the offered gift—to an eye that has been opened 
to discern hidden glories. May " precious " faith be 
our portion!

II. Precious Blood.—" The precious blood of 
Christ" (1 Peter i. 19). When the children of 
Israel were in Egypt they were slaves— held fast in 
a terrible bondage. What was it that delivered 
them ? It was the blood of the Passover Lamb. God's 
command went forth that on the night when He 
would smite every first-born in Egypt, and compel 
Pharaoh to send Israel forth from the land, every 
Israelite should kill a lamb, and sprinkle the blood 
outside upon the door-posts, and wher 
ever the mark of the blood was, the 
Angel of Death did not enter (Eze- 
kiel xii. 5, 6, 7, 13). Now that was 
just a picture of God's way of salva 
tion. Sin is a terrible bondage, and 
has a terrible penalty, and only the 
blood of the Son of God could put away 
sin. The Bible is full of this great 
lesson. Salvation through the blood of 
Christ is a scarlet line woven through 
out the Word of God. " The wages of 
sin is death," and " without shedding 
of blood there could be no remission " 
of this penalty. But because Christ 
died, the vilest sinner may cry, " Lord, 
pardon me." The blood of Christ 
brings peace. " Having made peace 
by the blood of His cross " (Col. i. 20). 
The blood of Christ brings near to 
God. " You who sometimes were far 
off, are brought nigh by the blood of 
Christ" (Eph. ii. 13). The blood of 
Christ gives to each one of the great 
multitude in heaven a white robe. 
" These are they who came out of great 
tribulation, and have washed their 
robes, and made them white in the 
blood of the Lamb" (Rev. vii. 14). 
Was not St. Peter right when he wrote 
of "precious blood " ? And yet, until 
we learn the sinfulness of sinning, the 
evil and danger of sin, we shall not 
understand or realize that the blood 
of Christ is "precious." If we have 
brought our " guilty stains" to that 
" fountain filled with blood," we may 
rejoice to know that— 
"Dear, dying Lamb, Thy precious

blood,
Shall never lose its power, 

Till all the ransomed Church of God 
Be saved to sin no more."

M. E.

beings from one part of the earth to the other, or 
bj' becoming an eminent author, artist or states' 
man ? "

"Nothing of the sort," replied Bernard Hayes, a 
tall youth with light brown hair, small keen-looking 
grey eyes, a high but rather narrow forehead and a 
somewhat fretful expression.

" I don't crave mastery over other men, I don't 
intend to exert my brains to any great extent, but I 
do intend to become a man of property, to have large 
estates, to become, in fact, very wealthy."

"Ah ! you are possessed by a love of gold."
Bernard winced, but he said defiantly, " Well, if I 

am! What else is so potent in this world, to whom is the 
most respect and honour given, but to the millionaire, 
who rolls along in his carriage, sublimely indifferent to 
the trials and sufferings of struggling humanity. I 
tell you, George Myers, I meau to get rich, no

A TEMPEBANCE OASIS.—On the re 
quisition of the native race in New 
Zealand, the whole of what is known 
as the " King Country " has just been 
proclaimed by the Governor of the 
Colony as protected from the sale of in 
toxicating drink for ever. It is interest 
ing to know that, the proclamation once 
made, there is no provision in the Act 
for recalling the prohibition from the 
land, which can only be done by a 
special Act of Parliament.

" FAB, AWAY."—See Page 64

process of

fir, Cfjat Mm gll
BY E. C. KENT ON,

Author of "Jack's Cousin Kate," &c.

INTEND to do great things some day. 
Yes, I mean to be a great man."

"In_what way? Do you mean to 
to distinguish yourself by founding an 
empire, leading an insurrection, dis 
covering a new territory, creating an 
universal language, inventing a new

conveying human ideas or human

matter how. It will be hard work, I grant you, but 
other people have done it, and why not IP I mean 
to scrape and save, to toil and work, in fact, to 
leave no stone unturned—if the turning of it will 
make me a moneyed man."

" Take care, Bernard. The turning of some stones 
can only be done by displacing those who stand upon 
them, you would not surely wish to rise by treading 
upon your fellow-creatures."

" What a queer fellow you are ! Do you think I 
should do anything selfish or wrong. But in the 
battle of life each must fight for himself. If I don't 
look after my own business, who will look after it 
for me, I should like to know p " And a very hard 
expression stole over Bernard's face as he went on, 
"I have known what it is to want, to be poverty- 
stricken, never to have a penny of my own, to have 
to eat humble pie, to be despised, to be looked down

upon and scorned. But I don't mean to submit to 
it always. The world is all before me. Other men 
have risen. I shall rise."

1 don't think it will be rising far, only to become 
rich in money."

Bernard arched his eyebrows, answering lightly, 
" Far enough for me. I shall be quite content when 
I have a few thousands a year, a great mansion of 
mv own and two or three well-wooded estates."

Now, you are too absurd !'' said George Myers, 
who was a thoughtful-looking young man of twenty. 

How can you talk like that ? You with your 
present salary! ''

" My present salary is a mere nothing, certainly. 
But it is only the first step. Have you never heard 
of people who were down in the gutter at first, rising 
to be among wealthy, moneyed men? But it is_ no 
use talking to you, George, you have no ambition. 

You will always be a poor, plodding 
clerk. But I, mark my words, I shall

All right. I hope you will be 
satisfied when you have risen, that is 
all."

The two friends separated then as 
they had reached the door of Bernard's 
home.

It was a lovely evening in June. 
The sun had just set behind magnifi 
cent golden clouds; and a glory of 
bright light still lingered over every 
object out of doors, lighting up the 
full-leaved trees at the back of the little 
court where Bernard lived, and light 
ing up George Myers's pale face, upon 
which an expression of deep tenderness 
rested, as he murmured, "Poor fellow," 
thinking of his friend, but showing, 
too, with marvellous distinctness the 
hard, determined expression of Bernard 
Courtenay's face.

" Bernard," said a plaintive voice, 
as he entered a low room, " come and 
read to me, please."

" Not to-night, Bertha, I want to 
study this book-keeping." 

" Oh, please, ~
Don't bother me ! Don't you see 

I am engaged.''
" You are ;vlwajrs busy, brother," 

and Bernard's little delicate sister 
sighed wearily, while a few tears fell 
silently over the beads she was thread 
ing. It had been such a long day for 
her, and she had longed so for her 
brother's return, and now that he had 
come he had no thoughts to spare for 
her.

Bernard seated himself at the table 
by the window with his back to his 
sister. He did not like to see her 
fretting, but saying to himself, "I will 
not let her hinder me," he began to 
work busily with his books, while, just 
because his conscience troubled him, 
an ugly frown rested on his young 
brow.

" Bernard," said his mother, enter 
ing the little room, " my boy, you are 
working too hard, put your books 
aside and talk with us a little in the 
twilight,"

" Oh, I can't, I've had a walk with 
my friend, and now I must work, I'm 
very busy to-night! "

"But, Bernard, I want to discuss 
our plans with you. Come, my boy, 
let us have a little talk together." 

——————— Bernard pushed his books away 
impatiently. " Be quick then," he said, as he rose 
and stood leaning against the mantel-piece," we need 
not be many minutes over that."

The mother sighed at his ungracious manner. 
" Your grandmother has written to ask if Bertha and 
I would like to live with her," she said gently. 
" But of course as she does not propose that you 
should come, too, we do not like the ioVa." 

" Oh, no, no," paid little Bertha. 
"Oh, you need not mind me," said Bernand 

roughly, " I can get on better alone. I have my 
own way to make in the world, and a man can always 
get on better without encumbrances."

"Oh, Bernard." The mother spoke as if she were 
deeply pained.

" \Vell, mother, we are too poor to indulge in sen 
timent, you and Bertha want i>j£>viding for, and I, I 
am ambitious to get on, and" I can only do so by
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being left to myself. It is a hard enough struggle 
for a young man who has to depend upon his own 
resources in these days, without his having a family 
to look after."

" Together, with my music-lessons and your salary 
we have been able to live quite comfortably."

" But I have been able to save nothing. I want 
to get rich, and I must begin to economise now, and 
save every farthing."

" But we are rich in love, and that is better than 
money," said the mother, smiling faintly.

Bernard started, and went towards the little win 
dow. " Look, mother, see," he said hurriedly, " that 
is Sir Thomas Eichman's carriage, he and Lady 
Eichman will be going out to dine. Ah ! they have 
gone by ! " Then he added in low, dreamy tones, as 
if his thoughts were far away. "They say, Sir 
Thomas began life as an errand-boy, that he rose 
and rose till he became distinguished for his riches, 
and was knighted for some public service he was able 
to render with his gold."

" Men say, too, that he has no domestic happiness, 
that some secret estrangement early in their married 
life alienated the affection of his rich bride."

" Oh, that will be all talk, the talk of those who 
are jealous of his wealth."

The mother said nothing; she looked sadly at her 
boy, wondering whence arose this strong desire for 
money.

" But I don't want to have to go to grandmother's, 
she is often cross, and I have not long to live," said 
little Bertha. The child was afflicted with an in 
curable disease of the spine and, though only fourteen, 
her days were numbered.

Bernard felt his resolution waver as he glanced at 
her sweet wistful face.

" Well, at any rate, don't let us decide to-night," 
he said more mildly.

" But we must decide, my mother wants an answer 
at once," said Mrs. Courtenay, " you know she has 
made this offer two or three times since your father 
died, and her patience is now exhausted." 

" Do you want to go, mother ? " 
" No, I do net want to leave you. I would far 

rather we wer^ on as we are doing. We shall be 
much happier i^^all live together."

" Oh, yes, yes, let us live together," cried Bertha. 
Bernard fidgeted, looked down at the poor thread 

bare carpet, looked across at his account books, 
looked mentally at his' high stool in the gloomy office 
in which he worked all day. And then he thought 
of the money he hoped to win, of the riches he had 
set his heart upon gaining. ''If I can save just a 
little, and speculate cautiously with it," he thought, 
" I might rise rapidly, and I can easily save if I am 
alone, with no one to notice if I live on a crust a 
day, and with no one to notice either how the money 
accumulates."

" Oh, you must go to grandmother's," he said 
aloud, " at any rate for a time, and perhaps I will 
send for you.''

The mother wept silently; Bertha cried aloud. 
Bernard rushed away out of the house and down 
street after street without caring where he went.

It grew dark now, and the stars came out one by 
one in the pale blue sky.

There was a sound of singing, very sweet singing, 
which somehow attracted the young man. He found 
himself looking at a low uncurtained cottage-window. 
A young man sat by a small fire with a sick child in 
his arms.

He was singing to the little boy, and his face was 
lighted up with joy and peace. Bernard thought it 
was like the face of an angel.

The young man was George Myers. 
And the child was not even related to him by the 

most distant tie.
He was only an atom of the great struggling 

humanity all around.
" That is what knocks George up so, and what 

makes him look so thin and worn when he comes to 
the office in the morning. How foolish he is to work 
so hard for nothing. He will never get on in the 
world ! " Yet Bernard felt awed as he went away. 
And he little knew how low he would have fallen 
before twenty-four hours had passed away! 

*****
An old man sat in a richly-furnished dining-room 

in a large house one hot afternoon in midsummer.
He looked very thin and worn, and he stooped very 

much, while the fretful, anxious expression of his

EEMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by 
using HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. EKWABD !!—Purity, Health, and 
Perfect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure DRY 
SOAP in fine powder, and lathers freely in. Hot or Cold 
Water. " BEBUSBJMITATIOMS—Iiraisi UPON HUDSON'S." (ADVI.)

face plainly indicated a mind which was ill at ease. 
He had been having a short sleep, eut of which he 
had awakened with a start, as the tolling of a funeral 
bell fell upon his ears. Now, he went slowly with 
tottering steps to the window to look out. His 
sight was still good, and he could see a great crowd 
down below in the street.

The crowd seemed to be waiting for something. 
Was it for that procession of black figures steadily 
advancing in the distance ? " It must be a large 
funeral," he muttered, wiping his brow with a rich 
silk handkerchief; " I wonder whose it is." And he 
thought over all the wealthy men of his acquaint 
ance, but did not think it could be tho funeral of any 
of them.

He rang the bell for his servant. 
" Whose funeral is it? " he asked, when the man 

appeared.
" Mr. Myers's, sir."
" Myers, I don't know the name/' said the old 

man, again mentally turning over the names of all 
the rich men of his acquaintance.

" Not know Mr. Myers, sir! " said the man won- 
deringly; '• why, every man, woman and child about 
the place knows him !''

" Who was he ? " asked his master testily. " He 
must be a nobody."

" Well, sir, he was not very rich, it is true, he 
was only a home-missionary, lay reader or something 
of that sort; but he was a benefactor to the whole 
town."

" Oh, it was poor George Myers, was it ? I always 
said that man was a failure! He was always low 
down in the world."

" Beg pardon, sir, but would you kindly allow me 
to draw the blinds, the procession is just going to 
pass this way ? "

" No, no, I don't see why my blinds should be 
lowered for a poor mail like that! "

" All the neighbours have done so, sir, and we 
shall look singular." 

" I don't care.''
" He was so respected, sir," persisted the man ; 

" the people will be fit to mob us if we keep our 
blinds up."

" Why, he was a mere nobody ! I dare say now 
he has riot left a fraction of a farthing to any one. 
He was always a poor, struggling, penurious fel 
low!"

" But he made life brighter and happier for num 
bers. Please to see what it says about him in the 
papers, sir, while I lower the blinds."

The old man raised no further objection, but he 
did not condescend to read the paper until his servant 
had left the room. Then he rose, peeped from behind 
the blind at the great funeral which was passing, 
and settling himself comfortably again in his arm 
chair, read:—

" The whole town mourns for the gentle heart, the 
noble mind which has passed away from its midst. 
Not with mone}', not with preferment, not with any 
of this world's guerdons, did this man, who was so 
poor and lowly, enrich his fellows, but with love— 
love that evinced itself in the rarest sympathy; love 
that was constantly seeking peace and happiness for 
others ; love that gladdened the dying beds of thou 
sands ; love, in fact, that was inexhaustible and that 
spent its whole strength even unto death for others. 
Fellow townsmen, we do not ask you to build a 
monument in honour of the man whom we all mourn, 
because his most fitting memorial is the memory of 
him which will be slow to die in the hearts that love 
him so well."

Was that failure ? Bernard Courtenay, for he was 
the old man, began to have misgivings.

He did not take up the paper again, but sitting 
there, his thoughts went back to the now distant 
days of his early manhood. He remembered how 
George Myers was his friend then, and how it was 
to him first he confided his ardent longing to be 
rich, and he remembered how, the very d<Ty after that 
evening which had stood out clearly in his memory- 
all these years, he had injured that friend.

He recollected only too plainly how George had 
been late at the office that morning, and how dis 
trustful their master had looked, and how he had said, 
later in the day, to him, " Do you know young 
Myers ? Do you think he keeps respectable hours, 
and lives as he should P " And then how a sudden 
temptation had overcome his friendship and honesty, 
so that he had replied hastily, " I saw him out very 
late last night—in a low neighbourhood. I believe 
he is often late at nights !"

The cruel insinuation had done its work. George 
was suspected—a little more craft on Bernard's part, 
and he was dismissed, and Bernard promoted to his

place. After that -Bernard had risen steadily, while 
George had been taken on by another house, where 
there were not such opportunities for promotion. 
George had remained poor and honest; Bernard had 
grown richer and more unscrupulous every year.

He did not like the recollection. Turning from it, 
he took up the newspaper again, but only to see once 
more the words about " our lamented- townsman." 
Setting it aside, he rose, and with trembling footsteps 
left the room for a favourite resort of his when he 
felt low and in need of comfort. Would he find it 
there to-day ?

Passing through a long corridor hung with fine old 
oil-paintings and richly carpeted and furnished, he 
went on, through double-doors, which he opened with 
a key, into a little dark back-room. The afternoon 
sun shone through the single window, showing the 
thick dust which lay upon various safes and strong 
boxes, and the little room was hot and close.

The old man sunk into a well-worn arm-chair to 
rest for a few moments after the exertion of coming 
there. He was soon up again though, and with 
eager, trembling fingers was opening one of his safes, 
and taking out some bags of gold, some crisp, crack 
ling bank-notes, which he placed before him on the 
table. Then, sitting down once more in the arm 
chair, he began to count his riches, or rather some of 
them, in his thin, quavering voice.

" I ought to be very happy," he muttered, "I have 
grown very rich. I am the richest man in all the 
country round. In those boxes are title-deeds for 
some of the grandest and best-wooded estates in the 
kingdom. I ought to be happy."

But he was not; somehow, he felt oppressed with 
a strange burden, his eyes were heavy, he was very, 
very weary; and, presently, his head sunk upon his 
hands, and leaning over the table, surrounded by his 
gold, the old man slept.

In the churchyard belonging to the parish church 
of the town, a vast throng of people were weeping for 
the beloved friend they had lost. In this little back 
room in Bernard Gourtenay's lordly mansion, an old 
man sat alone, sleeping for sorrow and heaviness of 
heart. And no one of all his acquaintances and 
servants really cared for him, no one would be sorry 
if he died—but he had much money, and many envied 
him his wealth.

As he slept and dreamed, he thought his little 
sister, his little delicate sister, who had been dead so 
many years, came to him saying, " Do you remember 
how, when I was weak and ill, I used to look to you 
for sympathy and love ? Do you remember how I 
used to beg you to sing to me with that sweet voice 
of yours which always soothed me even when my 
pain was worst P Do you remember how I wanted 
to live with you instead of going to spend those last 
sad days of suffering with my stern old grand 
mother P" And he thought he tried to speak, but 
he had not a word to say to the child who spoke so 
gently yet so sorrowfully. "Ah, you remember," 
she went on, "you had no sympathy and love to 
spare for me, no time in which to sing sweet songs to 
cheer the little sufferer, and you spurned the thought 
of living with me, and insisted upon my going to live 
with the grandmother whom I so dreaded ? " That 
was all she said, there was no word of reproach added 
to the simple statement of facts, yet his heart was 
very heavy, he strove in vain to plead some excuse 
for himself, but he had not a word to say.

And then, he thought the child left him, and his 
mother (who had been dead many years) came, say 
ing, " Do you remember, Bernard, how you were the 
only son of your mother, and she was a widow ? Do 
you remember how she used to want to consult with 
you, and how she yearned for your sympathy with her 
in her loneliness ? Do you remember how she wished 
to live always with her two children, how she wished • 
to keep the little home together ? " And then, when 
he had not a word to say, she went on, " Ah! you 
remember how you neglected that lonely mother ? 
You remember how you were too much absorbed with 
your dreams of gaining this world's wealth to be able 
to spare time to talk to her ? And you remember 
how you would have her leave you, that you might 
get on better without any ' encumbrances,' as you 
called her and your sister p "

That was all she said, but Bernard could not 
answer her, and with a very sad look on her calm, 
sweet face she went away. And then he thought the 
friend of his youth stood by his side, and George 
Myers's face looked as full of peace as it was when he 
had sung to thafe little child so many years ago, but 
it did not look as full of joy, too, as it was then, for 
there was sorrow and yearning pity in his gaze, as he 
said—

" Did you rise ? Did you do so without making
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stepping-stones of other people? Have you risen farp Are you satisfied now you have risen? "Bernard tried to speak, but a great sense of shame and disappointment weighed him down ; however, he struggled hard to justify himself, and with a great effort gasped, " I have become exceedingly rich," and hen ,he awoke.

All around him was his money, all about him were the safes and strong boxes which contained the pledges of his wealth, but within his heart there was a leaden weight such as he had never known before.
Outside, the sun had just set behind golden clouds, outside, the radiant yellow light still lingered, outside, in the street, little groups of mourners were going slowly homewards, still speaking of the man they had loved and lost. Inside that little back-room it was very still. The door was locked, the window barred, not a breath of air stirred the papers on the table or moved the thick dust on the iron safes and boxes.But suddenly the silence was broken by a cry 01 exceeding bitterness as Bernard Courtenay fell heavily to the ground—never to rise again in this world, never again. He had gained his ambition, he had become a moneyed man, he lived in the very house in which Sir Thomas Kichman used to dwell, he drove carriages even grander than were his, he had thousands and thousands of pounds, well-wooded estates, everything that money could buy, but—that was all.

W&fan tint Cifee Cimieir,o o
By EMMA MAESHALL,

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

CHAPTER XIII.
THE DOVE WITH THE OLIVE BRANCH.

| ELL, Lotta, my dear, I am sorry I kept you so long, but my horse cast a shoe, and I had to go to the vil lage blacksmith at Bicton."
The reaction was so great that at the sound of my father's voice I burst into tears. " Oh, father J save me."

My father jumped down in a moment, and throwing the reins over the old horse's back, who was well accustomed to wait his pleasure, caught me as I threw myself into his arms.
" What does it mean, Lotta, my poor girl—what is it ? And you, sir, what have you to do with it ? " " Indeed, sir, I have done my little best to protect your daughter in her visit to the ill-disposed people at Oversand. But the scene was too much for her nerves."
" It is false," I cried. " Oh, father, take me homo." Hans Meyer lifted his hat, and bowing low, said— " I wish Miss Denzell a merry Christmas," crossed the road, and leaping a hedge disappeared.My father lifted me to my seat by his side, and finding questioning was no use, kindly forbore to question me, and drove me rapidly home.-the sight of little Christopher, who came toddling towards me in the hall with shouts of baby-welcome, was more than I could bear. My nerves were shaken, and my whole soul filled with indignation against the man who seemed to be utterly devoid of all sense of honour.

Abigail hastened to remove my cloak and bonnet,and held me in her arms as if I were a little girl againsoothing me and patting my head, and stroking my
The box had fallen out of the pocket of my cloak, and lay on the floor. My father coming in, picked it upand exclaimed—

,.,, -J this, Lotta.? What is wrong? vyunu,- cnud, if you cannot stop crying, and speak, how can I P you ?
'^Let her have her cry out, sir," was Abigail's wiseanrmtfnu tad ifc °ut) and by-and'by I grew calmer,"his 1 f V irist°pher nestled in mJ arms, and raisedwear fat hands to wipe away my tears, which came
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more gently and easily; and after a cup of tea and one of Abigail's hot cakes I was able to ask my father to open the box and examine the contents.Of Hans Meyer's shameful proposal and effort to bribe me to commit a dishonourable act, I did not say one word. Abigail had taken Christopher out of the parlour to exhibit him to Tom's wife and children, who were keeping Christmas in the large back kitchen. And then the letter was read by my father with his large thick-rimmed spectacles on his nose, and the copy of the register of marriage laid out on the table. At this moment there was a knock at the door, and Mr. Durant was announced by Abigail.
" I have come to hear the result of your visit to poor Sue," he said. " I am on my way to her now, but I wished to see you first. What is it ?"I pointed to the letter and the contents of the box, which Mr. Durant examined with a thoughtful, serious | face. The miniature of Christopher's father was so unmistakably a Meyer that, even had there been no other proof of the child's identity, this was enough, and there could be no reasonable doubt in any one's mind that the little boy washed up at the turn of the tide was the son of Christopher Montacute Meyer, and heir of Crowhurst.

My father drove me and the boy to Crowhurst early the next day. I dreaded the visit very much, and shrank from the sight of Hans Meyer.Priscilla was on the watch for me, and came toddling across the hall to say Miss Adelaide wished to see me before I went to the library." Take care of the boy then till I come downstairs, Priscilla," I said; " and then I shall have to tell you some good news about him."
Christopher shrank a little from Priscilla, and turned to me with a gesture of impatience." You must be good," I said, " and do as Lotta tells you. You can't always stay with Lotta," I added.
My father had put me down at the door of the Hall, and driven away. The precious box was in my hand, and I was turning up the stairs to go to Adelaide, when I saw Hans Meyer.
" Good morning," he said with provoking coolness. " I hope you are better, Miss Denzell. I am off to London, and go to meet the coach at Spilsby. Have you commands for me there P "
I only bowed my head in reply to this, and had to struggle hard not to burst out in tears again." He is off," Priscilla said, as she followed me up stairs with Christopher; " and a good riddance of bad rubbish. He has worked enough trouble here. I never liked him. I never put faith in him. Folks with eyes close together, and narrow foreheads, are always like foxes—sly, and fierce too when they are caught! "

How true this description of Priscilla's was, I only knew.
I found Adelaide anxiously expecting me. She threw her arms round me, and said—" Don't give me up, Charlotte. Don't turn against me because I am like this."
I kissed her poor seamed face, and soothed her as best I could, mingling my tears with hers." I told him yesterday," Adelaide said, " before I went to clrarch, that I set him free, and I did forgive him in my heart, or I dare not have gone to the Communion. But it is very, very hard. He was so pleased, and said it was perhaps best; and that, in my state of health, I could not marry. Oh! Charlotte, do you think if he had been marked with small-pox or lamed by an accident, I would have given him up ? I would only hare loved him better, to make up for all he had lost. Now I shall never be happy again. Mr. Denzell says I shall perhaps be happier; but how can he know what it is to suffer like this ? " I could only tell Adelaide that I felt certain she would live to be thankful she had not married Hans Meyer, but that I was sure he was unprincipled and untrue; but I would not add to her grief by telling her of what had passed between Hans Meyer and me.Only one person knew of his treachery for many years.

" I want you to come into the library with me," I said, "and look at something I have brought. Madame Meyer, Philip, and you are all concerned in it. Do come."
•' I am afraid to come downstairs," she said. " I am afraid of meeting him——"

" He is gone," I said. " He was prepared to start •when I met him in the hall; you need not fear. Do come."
Thus urged, Adelaide put her arm through mine, and we went downstairs together.
Philip was standing by his mother, and her hand was in his.

It was so seldom any demonstration of affection passed between the mother and son, that it struck me as remarkable.
" Well, Charlotte," Madame Meyer said, " you have come to comfort this poor child. She is cruelly deserted."
"No, mother, no; do not say that. I set Hans free. I told him I would not bind him. Please, please, Philip, do not be so angry with him; it only grieves me; " as Philip murmured, " It is hard to let him go off without telling hirn he is a scoundrel.""I have something to tell you/' I hastened to say, "which I think you will all like to hear. Little Christopher belongs to you, and not to me any longer. Look here."

I put the boy on the table, and took out the paper, opening it and laying it before Philip and his mother. Then I lifted the tray and unfastened the cases of the two miniatures; lastly I unwrapped the locket and the ring.
" My son, my son i " Madame Meyer exclaimed, taking up the miniature and covering it with kisses. " Oh, my son, my son! " She did not faint or scream, but all the stern lines in her face softened, and large tears rolled down her cheeks.I told my story briefly, and then went quietly away to find Priscilla and the boy—my boy—mine no longer.
I found him in Priscilla's room, routing amongst a heap of old toys. He came running to me with a hideous old doll that had belonged to Adelaide in his hand—a doll of which the like is not to be found now-a-days—a round wooden face with painted cheeks, coarse black hair put on like a wig, and staring black eyes and jointed limbs.
" My darling," I cried, " come down and seegrannie—for, Priscilla, he is Mr. Christopher's child."Priscilla dropped a box of wooden bricks with acrash which she was carrying to the cupboard, andclasped her hands.
"I always felt he belonged to us," she said. "Not that he is like his father, for his eyes are blue as the sky, and this child's are dark; but there was always something which brought him to mind. I used to fancy at first it was the clothes I put him in when he was brought in by you thp^-made me think so; but no, no, it was the child, not the clothes. Oh ! may God bless him. He is a hero, Montacute Meyer!"

I carried my treasure downstairs to deliver him to his own kith and kin; he still hugged the hideous doll in his arms, and would not let it go.I put him down at the library door, and he rail straight to Madame Meyer, who was weeping quietly, the picture of her dead son and his wile in her hand. The appealing, wistful eyes of the boy's Italian mother seeming to plead for love for her son. Those dark southern eyes which the child had inherited from her, though his skin was fair as a lily, and his hair of the true Saxon gold.
" He has come like a dove over the stormy water," Madame Meyer said at last, " and brought peace."" Yes," Philip said, " and it is you, Charlotte, who have saved him for us; now it is hard to take him from you."
" He has come to his new place," I said, " and it is all right and best;" but I confess I felt a sore aching at my heart as I thought of my home without him.We were all gathered together as I have described when Mr. Durant came in. He took the boy up in iis arms and blessed him, and prayed that he might 36 a comfort to his kindred and an example of Christian behaviour to all around him, and using the amiliar words of the old Catechism, which, if old, are ever new and suited to all days and generations, added, " And do his duty in that station of life into which it has pleased God to call hirn! "And he did it bravely arid well. Time, that passes so slowly when we are young, went swiftly onward, and carried with it the Caistor people from youth to middle age, from middle age to the deeper shadows of old age, and to the dawning of a bitter day!Imperceptibly, but surely we all slip into the places ;he generations behind us leave vacant, and stand ivhere they stood, as it seems, so short a time ago.There were many changes in Crowhurst and Caistor sefore the bright June day when Christopher Monta- jute Meyer came of age, and was duly installed as master of Crowhurst.

(To ~be concluded in next number.}
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THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

IN the silence of the night,
Lo! the spirit takes her flight 

To the radiant worlds of light—
Far away.

Flitting on from clime to clime,
Fettered not by space nor time, 

Till she mounts the Heavens sublime—
Far away.

Where the music of the spheres,
Never heard by mortal ears, 

Speaks in tones of other years—
Far away.

Or with fresh'ning midnight breeze,
Speeds along through waving trees 

To its bourne o'er rolling seas—
Far away.

To the Islands of the Blest,
Floating on Atlanta's breast, 

Where long-wearied spirits rest—
Far away.

Where fair flowers for ever blow,
Where there come not frost and snow, 

And the tropic fervours glow—
Far away.

To old kingdoms of the wise, 
Where vast pyramids arise 

Till they pierce the burning skies—
Far away.

Where the ruined city stands
Circled by the desert sands,

In forsaken, lonely lands—
Far away.

Far away.

And the life-like Parian stone,
Mid great temples overthrown, 

Stands in silence, and alone—

To the lofty-mountain chain,
Where volcanic furies reign, 

Pouring ruin 0:1 the plain—
Far away.

And eruptions men affright,
Flashing terror on the sight, 

Turning brightest day to night—
Far away.

To the field where warrior lying,
Wounded, mid the dead and dying, 

Sees the vulture o'er him flying—
Far away.

Or where barque in peril glides,
Over darkly-swelling tides, 

As they lash her brawny sides—
Far away.

Where the mighty waters roll,
Till they reach their ice-bound goal, 

In the silence of the Pole—
Far awa}\

Where the monsters of the deep 
Their mysterious revels keep, 

And their shipwrecked harvest reap—
Far away. 

Or where dead in earth are lying,
Heeding not the widow's sighing, 

Nor the orphan children crying—
Far away.

Can the soul, gross matter spurning,
With a fire ethereal burning, 

Be like flesh to earth returning—
Far away ?

As through scenes of woe and mirth,
She thus traverses the earth, 

To the region of her birth—
Far away ? 

No! as told by ancient sages
In their heaven-illumined pages, 

She shall live through endless ages—
Far away. 

When earth's orb has ceased to move,
In beatititude above, 

la the land of light and love—
Far away. 

W. C. BLAKISTON.
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HEN, a little over three hundred years 
ago, Queen Katherine, wife to Henry 
VIII., wanted a salad she was obliged 
to send over to Holland a special mes 
senger to procure one for her.

Times are changed since then, and 
now we no longer need send special 

messengers for anything we want, for our gardens 

are well supplied, and vegetables unknown in King 

Henry's reign are in common use.
The cabbage is one of our indigenous plants, grow 

ing on the sea-shore, and its yellow blossoms are well 

known to all ramblers. From this small plant 

have sprung the various cabbages—kales, cauliflower, 

broccoli, and sprouts of all kinds—which are so largely 

used both for man and beast. Where would the 

German be without his sauerkraut ? And how would 

the cattle on many farms fare without the great cow- 

cabbage, which in the Channel Islands grows ten and 

twelve feet high ?
Perhaps some people will be surprised to find how 

many vegetables are purely English. Thus, horse 

radish, without which our roast beef is rarely served, 

grows by the sides of ditches and other waste places, 

and mustard, also an invariable accompaniment to our 

national dish, grows wild in the fields. There are two 

species, called black and white mustard from the 

colour of their seeds ; both are used, but the white is 

considered the best, and it is the white mustard in a 

very young stage of growth which \ve eat in salad, 

but the cress mixed with it is a foreigner introduced 

into our gardens from no one knows where.
Ditches also produce celery, though so green and 

tough that it is in its wild state uneatable, and fennel; 

this latter is now only eaten with fish, but it was 

considered good for medicinal purposes, and dill-water, 

a favourite remedy in the days of our grandmothers, 

was prepared from the seeds of one species of fennel.

And last, but not least, ditches produce that uni 

versal favourite the watercress.
Going back to the seashore we find asparagus and 

sea-kale, but the former is now so rare as to be found 

only in a few places, one of which is a little island off 

the Cornish coast. Nor must we quite forget samphire, 

which, though not now cultivated in gardens, as seems 

to have been the case when John Evelyn published 

his" Kalendarium," is still prized as a pickle by some 

people, as it was in the days when Shakespeare's 

samphire-gatherer hung "half-way down" the cliff 

plying his dreadful trade.
Turning again to the fields, we come across the 

carrot, turnip, and parsnip .(this latter must not be 

confounded with the water parsnip, which is a deadly 

poison), and many of the herbs in ordinary use— 

marjoram, pennyroyal, basil thyme, wild thyme, and 

spearmint, or peamint, and sorrel. But the herb-bed 

also encourages foreigners, and so, although there is a 

plant called wild parsley indigenous in every hedge 

row, and known to school-boys as favourite food for 

their rabbits, the parsley we grow for kitchen use is 

a native of Sardinia. Sage comes from the South of 

Europe, and tarragon, so much liked in French 

salads, comes all the way from Siberia.
Peas and beans, now close neighbours in the gurden 

ground, come from widely distant lands ; the first is 

supposed to be a native of Southern Europe, the 

latter of the far-off East, but brought by the 

Bo mans into England centuries ago. The variety 

called French or dwarf kidney bean comes from 

India; its rival, the scarlet runner, is a native of 

South America, and it is only within the last fifty 

years that it has come into general use as a vegetable, 

having been first cultivated solely for its handsome 

scarlet flowers, and not its succulent seed-pod. It is 

now found in every garden, and, lasting till late in the 

autumn, supplies the place at our tables that peas and 

beans do in the earlier summer months.
The large gourd family come from the East, where 

from earliest times they have been used as food. The 

children of Israel lamented for the melons and the 

cucumbers when leaving the land of Egypt, and other 

allusions are made in the Old Testament to gourds 

and cucumbers. But the vegetable-marrow, now the 

most popular of this family, has not been long an 

inhabitant of our gardens.
From the East also comes the onion with its allies, 

leeks, garlic, shallot, and chives.
Indeed, we have ransacked the whole world, as it 

seems, to fill our garden beds with varied produce.

Take a salad, for instance, and see from what differene 

parts of the globe the things composing it come. 

Mustard and watercresses we have already claimed as 

indigenous ; cress and lettuce have been so long in 

cultivation that their original home is unknown; 

radishes come from China, and the same distant 

land produces the endive; beetroot grows wild on 

the sea-shores of the South of Europe, and Italy sends 

the olive-oil without which our dish would be in 

complete.
The tomato, an ally of the potato, is also a foreigner, 

coming from South America, as does also the Jeru 

salem artichoke (which, as stated in a previous paper 

on the names of plants, derives its specific name from 

its habit of turning to the sun), but it has been about a 

hundred andfifty years in cultivation. Curiously enough, 

the flower of this plant is so very rare that only a few 

years ago a specimen was thought worth an engraving 

and description in the Illustrated London News.
What may be called the artichoke proper, or real 

artichoke, is of the thistle tribe, and was originally a 

native of Italy, being brought over to England in the 

later years of Henry VIII., when more attention 

began to be given to gardening.
To speak of all the varieties which cultivation has 

produced would be endless, but it is hoped enough 

has been said to make a walk through a kitchen 

garden more interesting than might at first sight 

appear possible from a spot devoted, not to pleasing 

the eye by beautiful colours, but to the humbler 

duties of supplying the vegetable wants of mankind. 
ELLEN ISABELLE TUPPER.
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