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LAEA, what sort of night is it ?"
"I've told you over and over 

again, dear father."
^ " Tell me again, my memory fails 

me."
" There was a moon, but it is now 

hidden by clouds. The air is close, 
and heavy drops of rain are falling."

'' I die in darkness, as I have lately lived." 
" But you are not going to leave me." 
" I'm not afraid of death, were it not for you, 

poor child, left without friend or protector. God 
is good; and I dare hope that my sins will be 
forgiven. A dying man should forgive his greatest 
enemy. I'm trying to forgive Stephen Sexton, 
but it's hard. He has ruined me, killed me, I 
might say; and if I leave you a beggar it will be 
his fault, not mine. Listen !"

With his dying breath George Eenshaw told his 
wrongs to his only child. He had had a little money, 
enough to last him for life (for poor George was 
consumptive) and to keep his child from starving 
when he was gone ; and he had trusted his old 
schoolfellow, Stephen Sexton, with the investment 
of this money.

The latter, a stock-broker, had absconded, 
cheating George Eenshaw and many more.

" We should forgive our enemies," whispered 
Clara.

" I forgive him the wrong he has done me; but 
to think that my darling child should be a pauper 
when I had toiled so hard to leave her a com 
petence."

George Eenshaw died, and Clara was left a 
penniless orphan. She was seventeen, and had been 
brought up and educated as a}Toung lad}'. Some 
friends got her an engagement as a nursery gover 
ness, and here her trials began. The Marlows 
were most unpleasant people, and treated their 
governess as if she were a servant. The chil 
dren were cross and disagreeable, and had no 
respect for the young lady who tried to be their 
friend, and the servants were unpleasantly familiar. 

IsTow, Clara Eenshaw was very sweet-tempered, 
and the last person to give way under trouble; 
still she couldn't help now and then saying to her 
self :—" I owe all my present misery to Stephen 
Sexton. Had it not been for him I should now 
be independent of these cruel, unkind people."

She was not one to bear malice ; but if Clara 
had an enemy in the world it was this Stephen 
Sexton, whom she had never seen. But she often 
heard of him, for Stephen was " wanted" by the 
police, and there were bills posted about the neigh 
bourhood offering a large reward for his capture. 

Late in the autumn Mrs. Marlow said— 
" We intend going abroad, Miss Eenshaw, and 

you will have to look out for another situation."
Thus a few weeks afterwards poor Clara found 

herself alone in Eivermouth-—alone in the world. 
She had a few pounds in her possession ; not much 
clothing, and she had not a friend in the world. 

It was a sad, uncertain life, just then. Bat she 
had patience. In her enforced leisure she would 
wander in the direction of her once happy home, 
and sometimes sitting on the green bank and 
gazing towards the old place, would wonder what 
her life would have been if Stephen Sexton had 
not ruined her father.

A Mrs. Wallace kept a small general shop at 
Eivermouth, and here Clara took a room, hoping 
to earnalittle money by teaching musictothe chil 
dren of the neighbours. But it was a very little 
she made—hardly enough to pay for the room and 
keep body and soul together. Mrs. Wallace, was 
very kind to Clara, and when Arthur Wallace, 
who was a telegraph clerk, came home to see his 
mother, Clara and he were the best of friends.

Months went by, and Mrs. Wallace became too 
ill to entirely manage her business.

" She must have some young woman to assist 
her," said Arthur.

" Why not me ?" asked Clara. 
" You—a young lady P"
" What nonsense you talk ! I shall only be 

too glad to make myself useful."
More months went by, and poor Mrs. Wallace 

died.
The business was really worth nothing, and 

Arthur Wallace said to Clara Eenshaw—

•< What will you do now ?"
" Get a situation or a place somewhere, I sup 

pose."
" You are not fit to rough it, Clara. I am only 

a clerk, earning thirty shillings a week; still you 
might do worse than marry me."

Arthur Wallace was then working at Liverpool, 
and there he took his wife. A few months' happi 
ness ensued—and then came more trouble. Arthur, 
weak in the chest, was only able to work " short 
time;" so there was not much money coming in.

To add to their income the Wallaces advertised 
for a lodger.

Presently a middle-aged man, with a great yellow 
beard, took their apartments. He was very quiet 
and well-behaved, paid' his way, and said little 
about himself or his affairs, until one day, when 
Mrs. Wallace asked him if he would remain with 
them long, the gentleman, who called himself Mr. 
Watson, said—

" I am going to America soon. I have done 
wrong in England, and sincerely repented. In a 
new world I hope to lead a new and an honest life."

Clara Wallace was dusting her lodger's par 
lour one day when she by chance opened an old 
Bible ; and on the fly-leaf was written " Stephen 
Sexton." She looked into other books, and there 
was the same name oh the title-page.

"My enemy!" she murmured. "The man who 
wronged my father and has deprived me of my 
inheritance. Under the assumed name of Watson, 
he is hiding here until he can escape to America. 
He ruined us, and now I can have my revenge. 
One word to the police, and this man is arrested, 
and I obtain the reward."

They wanted money very badly. Arthur came 
home ill and tired that evening.

" This ci.ty life is killing me," he said. " If we 
only had a little money to open a shop of some 
sort at Eivermouth, I think I should be a new 
man."

"And the money you can have," thought Clara, 
" the money the Government will give me for the 
apprehension of Stephen Sexton."

" Vengeance is mine, saith the Lord." And 
Clara didn't feel very comfortable as she said her 
prayers that night. What right had she, a sinner, 
to punish a fellow-sinner, though that man had 
wronged her and hers ? She passed a sleepless 
night, and in the morning was determined upon
a sweet revenge.

* * * * *
Three months later a man with a great yellow 

beard stood on the deck of a ship in Liverpool 
Docks. By his side was a woman who had helped 
carry his luggage; for the man was weak, having 
just recovered from a serious illness.

" Mrs. Wallace," said the man, " I can never 
repay you for your kindness. Your attentive 
nursing saved my life; and knowing how poor 
I really was, you have refused to take any money 
for my rent I go to commence a new and better 
life. But why were you so kind to a stranger ?"

She gave him a letter, saying—
" This will tell you; only don't read it until you 

are out at sea."
With the Atlantic breezes blowing about him, 

Stephen Sexton read that the woman who had 
saved his life was the daughter of the man he had 
ruined. Yes, this was a sweet revenge. Instead of 
destroying her enemy (the reward was a great 
temptation), Clara had helped him in every way, 
and made him her debtor for life.

A year afterwards Clara received a letter from 
America, with a cheque for a hundred pounds 
enclosed.

" I am doing well," wrote Stephen Sexton, 
" and will make what atonement I can to you 
and the others."

• With this money Clara and her husband were 
able to return to Eivermoiith, and take a shop 
near the sea. They prospered; Arthur's health 
improved, and at intervals further monies came 
from America.

" Yengeance is mine, saith the Lord;" and no 
mortal has a right to be revenged upon another. 
Christianity teaches us to be merciful, forgiving, 
and to pity where we cannot respect. We should 
forgive others ; for what pardon for many things 
do we not all require in ourselves ? J. C. B.
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WARNING.—RECKITT'S PARIS BLUE —The manufacturer 
begs to caution the public against imitation square Blue, of very 
inferior quality. The Paris Blue in squares (used in the Prince of 
Wales' Laundry) is sold in wrappers bearing their name and 
Trade Mark.—(.ADYX.)

EMMA MAESHALL, 
Author of " Dayspriug," "Life's Aftermath," &c. &c.

CHAPTEE X.
INDEPENDENCE.

HE time drew near when I should have 
finished the three years of apprentice 
ship to Mr. Calley. I was quick at 
my work, and gave what is called 
" satisfaction."

Mr. Galley's business increased 
apace, and one day he called me 

into his little room behind the shop and told me 
he was willing to keep me on, at a rate of wages 
which were higher than he generally could offer.

Mr. Knighton and his daughter had been 
abroad all these years; Miss Mary was no longer 
" Miss Mary," she had married a young gentleman 
who was to take the place of a son at Greystone; 
and. the family were to return there in the coming 
spring.

" I can give Mr. Knighton, who paid for your 
apprenticeship, a very high character of you, 
Hyett, and I can tell him his kindness to you 
has not been thrown away and wasted. You 
have an aptness for tailoring, which one does 
not often meet with. Your fellow apprentice, 
Brewer, will never make much of the trade;. but 
you, after another three years' experience, will 
cut me out!" Mr. Calley smiled as he said this, 
and _added, "Little and good, you know, Hyett, 
little and good."

I went home that evening puffed up with self- 
conceit and self- satisfaction. I was independent, 
anyhow. I need not go on living with the Lees, 
if they did not want me. " Little and good— 
manners make the man." I wonder how I could 
forget as I did the kindness and unexampled 
benevolence of my friends, Adam Lee and his 
wife. But, believe me, you who read this story 
of my life, that nothing blunts the best part of 
our nature like the cold, frozen atmosphere of 
doubt and unbelief where I had drifted.

It is an evil soil from which springs evil fruit. 
I know many people will tell you that thousands 
are generous and kind and amiable who have cast 
off the old faith, and have joined in the scoff of 
those who look on religion as a garment worn out 
and cast aside. Take the word of one who has 
suffered bitterly, that this is false.

The deep currents of unselfishness and charity 
do not come from the fountain of mere outward 
respectability, kindness, and natural good temper. 
'No. These are but superficial, outside things, 
and having no root in themselves, how often in 
the time of temptation they wither away !

A few days after Mr. Calley had spoken to me, 
Margaret had a letter from Mrs. Campbell—this 
was Miss Mary's name—asking her to go over to 
Greystone, and take Cherry with her. She said 
she was better and stronger, and hoped to spend 
that winter at home. There was a postscript to 
the letter, saying:—" We are glad to receive from 
Mr. Calley such a good account of Philip Hyett. 
He will now, I hope, be able to repay you for all 
your kindness."

Margaret sighed as she read these words aloud 
to me.

" Phil," she said, "Adam was very much vexed 
that you should again go off last Sunday, and not 
to go near church. Adam always holds to what he 
says, and he does not think you must go on living 
with us if you set all things he holds most pre 
cious at defiance. Oh ! Phil, I wish you could 
see that the ways in which these free-thinking 
people go, are not the ways of peace. You don't 
look,happy, Phil."

How could I resist her as I did, and turn away 
sullenly, saying, " I am a man now, and I must 
please myself. I've read a deal of history, and 
learned about astronomy and geology, and I am 
not going to think your husband knows everything. 
I should be a hypocrite to go to church, or kneel 
down here at prayers, and that's the truth."
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All unperceived by me, or her mother, Cherry 
hearing our voices, had come down from her bed 
room in her night-dress, her little feet peeping out 
like two little white mice from under it, and her 
gold hair flowing over her shoulders. 

" Philip, are you vexing mother ?" 
She climbed on a chair, and put her dear little 

arms round my neck. " Phil, be good," she said, 
" do be good," and she kissed my cheek which I 
turned away from her.

Margaret came and lifted her in her arms. 
" Come back to bed, my Cherry, and we will 

pray for poor Phil."
" Is Phil naughty, mother?" she asked. 
The voice which replied to the question was 

choked with tears.
" Phil does not love God, Cherry, and that 

malces me unhappy."
" Ah, but God loves Phil," the child said quickly. 
The words struck me like a swift arrow strikes 

a target—-" God loves Phil."
The arrow might glance off again, but the mark 

was left. The words haunted me—" God loves 
Phil."

I went out into the garden, now bright and 
thick with autumn flowers, and by the pailiiags I 
heard the old mocking laugh—

"He, he, he—he—e ! How's father, eh? Soon 
be out of gaol now—how's little brother, eh ?"

"You shut up," I said; " I don't want any of 
your cheek."

"Oh! he, he, he! you be such a. grand genel- 
man now, you cut such a figure ; all but the hump, 
that's much as it always was ; he, he, he !"

I felt a rtish of blind hatred against the old 
fellow, and I poured out on him—alas ! alas !— 
a torrent of oaths and curses, which I am ashamed 
when I remember.

" Stop," said a steady, deep voice; " no more 
of that, Phil," and Adam's hand was laid on my 
shoulder from behind. 

I shook it off angrily.
'•' Let me alone," I said ; " I only wish I was 

as big and strong as you, and I'd thrash that old 
wretch within an inch of his life. You may like 
his insults but I don't."

Adam relaxed his hold on my shoulder, and we 
heard the "he, he, he!" getting fainter as Jona 
than disappeared within the house.

" Philip," Adam said, " things are not going 
well Avith you—stop in time."

" I wanted to speak to you," I said. " I can 
earn my living now, and I am going to pay board 
to a friend who will give me a room for a trifle. 
It's time I left you, I know that; and so after 
next week I shan't trouble you."

"I am sorry to lose you, Phil," Adam said, 
calmly; " still more sorry to say I could not 
keep you. I have thought a deal about it, and I 
have not liked to hurt Meg, my dear wife, who 
loves you, Phil, as her own. But I can't see it 
right to keep any one under my roof who openly 
sets God at naught; and my little girl, my one 
child, mustn't see a bad example before her eyes." 

"I wouldn't harm her," I said, vehemently; 
" I wouldn't hurt a hair of her head.."

" I know that, Phil; I know you will come to 
a better mind. Take another month, till your 
time is quite out, and think over it all. I am not 
a scholar, Phil, and I have worked too hard to be 
fit to sit down and read many books at night. 
But I was taught by my Margaret to study 
the best Book. Now you take it and study 
it humbly like a child, and pray to God's Spirit 
to teach you, and then, Phil"—he threw back 
his noble head, lifted his cap from the black curls 
on which it sat so well, and looking up at the 
stars which were beginning to peep out in the 
clear sky—" then, Phil, you'll learn that God, who 
made all those, loved and redeemed you, and coiild 
raise you to a new and higher life."

I felt subdued and softened, and murmured— 
" You've been a good friend to me," and then 

I went into the house, up to my room to read— 
not, alas ! the Bible—but one of Ernest Brewer's 
cheap common novels, which filled my head with 
foolish notions and my heart with a sort of 
poison which acted on it like laudanum will act 
on the energies of the body.

When I was young there was not half nor a 
quarter so many books in the world as there are 
now. But I think the bad ones, forty vears ago, 
had it more their own way. Pleasant wholesome 
reading was not so plentiful to act as an antidote. 
So I say, with all my heart, to the young of these 
days, take care wliat you read.

CHAPTEE XI.
CHANGE.

IN another month it was all over, and I had left 
Gallows' Acre Lane, and taken up my abode in 
the same house with Ernest Brewer. I was to 
pay a sum for my board and lodging, and the 
deaf grandmother was to do for me as for her 
grandson.

I don't know how I got through the parting, I 
think my insufferable conceit kept me up.

" It is better for a young man of near nineteen 
to be independent," a voice within said, " you are 
not bound to these people, you have shown your 
self clever, and have gained knowledge above them; 
you must strike out a new line and be your own 
master. That won't hinder you from going to see 
them, and you can always do them a good turn. 
Yfhy, it's only natural you should like to live with 
a young man of your own age and tastes, and 
who cares for knowledge as you do."

There was another voice that would be heard at 
times—

" But they have been so good to me. I might 
now repay them for their years of care. They 
have treated me like a child, they took me up 
when I was a forlorn outcast. I owe them every 
thing. I ought to stay with them!"

"You would be a hypocrite if you did," said 
the other voice, " you don't believe in all they 
believe in; you see more clearly; you are acting a 
grand part to leave house and home rather than 
be a sham."

False reasoning though it was, it went on in 
me the whole day before I left Adam's house, 
and often afterwards. But the first voice grew 
louder and stronger, and the second weaker and 
fainter.

I was drifting off in a trackless sea, and I had 
neither compass nor pilot. I said I was sufficient 
for myself, and I wanted nothing more than the 
reasoning power and the instinct of self-culture 
which was mine by inheritance.

I was to learn that I did want something else, 
but not at once.

My quarters at old Mrs. Brewer's were some 
what stuffy. I missed the fresh air, and the clean 
liness of my old home.

A narrow street, with little red brick houses on 
all sides, was not cheerful, but I told Margaret I 
wanted nothing but Ernest and the books, of 
which he and I between us had plenty. He was 
wonderfully clever, as I said. He taught himself 
Latin with a grammar and dictionary, and he 
tried to help me on with it. Then he would sit 
over the figures in Euclid, and puzzle at the 
problems and sit up half the night over them. 
Our friendship did not grow when we lived 
together. Ernest was often moody and irritable, 
sometimes even passionate. He treated the old 
lady very much as a machine. He owed her 
everything, as I had owed the Lees. But grati 
tude is not a plant which takes root in hearts 
crusted over with self-importance. I look back 
on this time with a sort of wonder. All through I 
had misgivings, and at times the thought would 
shoot through me like a sharp knife, "If there is 
a God ! how do I know there is not a God ?"

Little Cherry's words were not quite forgotten, 
and those sharp pangs were no doubt the message 
of the God who still loved me to my soul.

I paid my little brother a visit occasionally, and 
once a month I went up to the Lees.

I was always received kindly, and Cherry's love 
for me.never failed to show itself in a hundred 
pretty little ways. On my second visit I took her 
a doll I had bought for her, and she kissed it and 
hugged it, and then whispered in my ear—

"I'll put it away, because father does not like 
me to play on Sundaj^s with dollies. He says I 
have all the week to play with them."

About this time I received a letter from Mrs. 
Campbell, of Greystone, asking me to call and see 
her.

I had never been at Greystone since the day 
Margaret had taken me there years before. I 
found the lady in the same room where I had 
parted from her. She looked iiruch stronger and 
better, and when I went into the room she said to 
a tall handsome gentleman at her side—

" This is Philip Hyett, whom my father appren 
ticed to Galley, at Bockton."

" Ah, and he has proved a clever hand at his 
work. That's right. Little and good, you know,

Phil," the gentleman said, as he went out of the 
room, smiling a good-bye at his lady.

Old Mr. Knighton was dead, and Mr, Campbell 
and his lady were the master and mistress there.

" Well, Philip,'" Mrs. Campbell said, when we 
were alone, " I am sorry to find you have left the 
Lees. I thought you had found a home for 
life."

" Mr. Lee and I did not get on, ma'am/' I said, 
" and to prevent unpleasantness, I thought I had 
better be independent."

I coloured up as I said this, and meeting those 
beautiful eyes fixed sadly on me, I felt very uneasy 
and uncomfortable.

"Well, Philip," Mrs. Campbell said, "I hope 
you will see one day how Adam Lee's way is the 
right way, and return to it. Margaret—my faithful 
Margaret—has felt your desertion of her very 
much, and its cause still more. I wonder if you 
remember when we parted how I said we should 
be united—you and I—in prayer for your step 
father. Do you remember that, Philip p" 

(To be continued.)

|N one of the last days of October, 1882, 
the French Topographical Society had 
a grand meeting, at which many pretty 
things were said to and of Mons. de 
Lesseps and Mons. de Brazza, and 
Mons. de Brazza had also the further 

honour accorded to him of the Society's gold 
medal. Of course in return for all this the African 
traveller had to make a speech, in which he not 
only returned thanks for compliments, but also 
vindicated himself, in a very amusing way, from 
an accusation that had been brought against him 
—of consulting the national French vanity rather 
than due principles of economy.

It appears that the African river Congo has 
been unusually gay with the red, white, and blue, 
since Mons. de Brazza's visit to its waters. What 
could this signify ? Evidently only one thing, said 
discontented folk. In order to plant the French 
flag Mons. de Brazza must have been drawing with 
unwarrantable, and it might perhaps be added, 
considering all things, somewhat childish lavish- 
ness, upon the funds provided for the expedition. 
But Mons. de Brazza coiild afford to smile at the 
imputation of such queer extravagance. And he 
accompanied his smiles with a curious and very 
interesting little bit of information. The ex 
plorer's stores, in the way of French flags, 
amounted to the modest number of four! He 
gave away these admired and coveted treasures, 
and then a crowd of beseeching natives came 
about him—

" More of those beautiful prizes! Give us also 
of those splendid gifts."

But, alas for the eager suppliants, Mons. de 
Brazza had only spent enough of the money en 
trusted to him to buy four! He had no more, aiid 
the longing black folk were, as the Frenchman 
might him self say—" Desole !" Now comes the pith 
of the tale. Negroes, we are told by many people, 
are low in the scale of intelligence, poor traders, 
slow at work or invention. Well, if all this be 
true, then there is certainly just now amongst the 
negroes of Congo river a native genius. There was 
a demand, and he met it with supply. These 
coloured 'banners were anxiously desired, and ac 
cordingly a negro provided himself with a number 
of pieces of old rags of various kinds, dyed them 
the desired tints as far as possible, sewed the 
strips of the three colours together, and behold, 
a whole bundle of the longed-for goods! The 
natives were charmed. The black genius had 
soon sold all his flags to his black brethren, and 
thus it has come to pass that not the boats on 
the Seine itself are better adorned with the French 
tricolor than are the hundreds of African canoes 
on the river Congo. Evidently there are some 
willing workers even amongst our poor black 
brothers. GKACE.

AFFECTATION.—Affectation in any part of our 
carriage is lighting up a candle to our defects, 
and never fails to make us be taken notice of 
either as wanting sense or sincerity.—LOCKE.
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Peter with Christ ia his boat.—St. Luke v. 1-11.

III.
?N our last paper we saw Peter called by 

Christ. We saw him forsaking his 
nets that he might follow Christ. But 
from time to time, doubtless, Peter and 
the other disciples went out with their 
nets. They were poor men, and it 
would be necessary for them to go out

and catch fish that they _______________
might earn their daily

• bread. At one of these
times there was a great
gathering of people on
the shore of the lake—
a great crowd of persons
pressing around our
Lord. These people had
not come together at
this time for healing,
but to hear Christ's
Word. It was a great
object—to hear the Word
of God! When people
are anxious to hear
God's Word it is a hope 
ful sign. It is a blessed
thing when any man or
any woman begins to
care about God's Word. 

On account of the mul 
titude Christ enters into
a boat—a boat that bo- 
longed to Simon Peter—
and tells him to " launch
out into the deep."
Peter had been hearing
Christ's words, and now
he takes Christ away
with him in his boat.
How well it shall be if
it is so with us, that
when we come to hear
of Christ we do not stop
there, but carry Christ
away with us in our
hearts and into our lives.
Christ gives His com 
mand to Peter to let
down his net into the
sea. ISTow the Lord knew
that these poor men had
been catching no fish,
and He cared for their
need. He had compas 
sion on them. What a
beautiful word that is!
We have it in St. Matt.
xv. 32, when the Lord
said, "I have compassion
on the multitude, because 
they continue with Me 
now three days, and 
have nothing to eat."

We have to note here 
the entire trust of Peter. 
" Master, we have toiled 
all the night and have 
taken nothing; neverthe 
less at Thy word I will 
let down the net." Though all things seemed 
against it, CHRIST must be right, and CHRIST must 
be obeyed.' It was owning Christ as Master, as 
Mary did (St. John ii. 5). It was the same feeling 
that David's servants had when thy said, " Behold 
thy servants are ready to do whatsoever my lord 
the Icing shall appoint" (2 Sam. xv. 15). Peter's 
faith was rewarded at once, for no one is ever 
dissappointed in trusting Christ. At once fish 
were caught, and in great numbers ; so much so, 
that the " net brake," or, as it is literally, " was 
breaMng." The net was beginning to give way, 
and the men beckoned to their partners to come 
and help them. They " becJconed"—they did not 
shout out to their friends as boatmen so usually 
do. Perhaps they scarcely dared to shotit. They 
must have been filled with awe and wonder at

the great power of Christ. The lake of Galilee 
was full of fish, but this was no ordinary catch. 
It was a proof of Christ's power as GOD. The 
world was His, and He made it, and so the fishes 
obeyed Him as their Creator (Luke v. 6; Col. 
i. 16 ; Ps. viii. 5-8). It is veiy necessary to have 
the Godhead of Christ as clearly brought before 
our minds as His Manhood.

It is well to have high thoughts of Christ. Per 
haps Peter had only thought of Christ as MAN, 
now he was to see Him as GOD. And what was 
the effect upon Peter ? It was an era in his life. 
Peter had much to learn, and Christ teaches 
people in different ways. A wise master knows 
that children at school do not all require the same 
kind of discipline and training. What suits one 
character does not suit another. One child re 
quires gentleness, another needs firmness. So

with Christ. He knows the kind of teaching 
each one needs. Peter was to be taught by a 
great miracle. His eyes were to be opened then 
even as Saul's were at his conversion (Acts ix. 
17, 18). Peter fell at Christ's feet and cried, 
" Depart from _ me, for I am a sinful man, 0 
Lord." Peter, in that moment, saw himself, and 
knew himself to be a sinner. It has been well 
said, " God can never do anything with a man till 
He has undone him." Peter needed to be undone 
—he needed to be brought low—and what was it 
that did this for him ? It was the sight of Christ's 
glorious power, So ib was with Job, "I have 
heard of Thee by the hearing of the ear, but now 
mine eye seeth THEE, wherefore I abhor myself" 
(Job xlii. 5, 6). Thus it was also with Isaiah in 
that wonderful chapter in which he tells us of his

sight of the glory of the Lord (Isaiah vi.) " Woe 
unto me, for I am undone .... mine eyes have 
seen the King, the Lord of Hosts " (v. 5). All the 
holiness overwhelmed him—he felt how poor and 
weak and sinful he was. And so with Pete* 
When he cried, " Depart from me, 0 Lord," he 
could not have quite meant just what he said—he 
could not have wished the Lord to leave him ; but 
he felt what a great gulf there was between him 
and his Lord, and this impulsive man felt as if he 
knew not how to bear it. Light poured in upon 
him like a flood, and oh ! how dark his own heart 
looked then ! You know how it is in a neglected 
room. Keep the shutters closed and you do not 
know the state that room is in. But throw back 
the shutters and let the sunlight in, and then you 
see how thick the dust lies everywhere Some of 
us have heard of the little Highland kitchenmaid, 
____________ . and the two prayers she 

learnt. First, "Show me 
myself,"and. then"Show 
me THYSELF." It seems 
as if Peter learnt the 
two lessons at once. The 
sight of himself—the 
sight of his sin—made 
him fear. When sin is 
felt it does cause fear. 
When Adam and Eve 
fell they feared (Gen. 
iii. 10). It is a sad sign 
when sin does not cause 
fear. Ignorance of sin 
is fatal, and if sin does 
not cause us to fear 
now, it will do so one 
day, when it may be too 
late. When Peter felt 
his sin he was in a bles 
sed place, for he was 
close to CHRIST. And 
the Lord said to him, 
" Fear not." Many, 
many times in the Bible 
do these sweet words, 
" Fear not," come, as 
Isaiah xli. 10, 13, 14, 
and Luke i. 30. When 
the Saviour says to the 
sinner," Fear not," what 
a blessed thing it is! 
The great Scotch doc 
tor, Sir James Simpson, 
whose name will ever 
be remembered as hav 
ing introduced the use 
of chloroform, though 
noted for his kindness 
and benevolence, only 
became a real Christian 
in his later life, about 
two years before his 
death. Lying on his 
dying bed with a smile 
in his eyes, he said, " it 
has happily come to 
this. I am a sinner 
needing a Saviour, and 
Jesus is the Saviour I 
need." Ah! how " hap 
pily" will it come to us 
when we realize this! 
Christ repeats what He 
had before declared 
should be Peter's work 
—" thou shalt catch 
men." How wonder 
fully was this realized 
when, after Peter's first

sermon, 3,000 souls were brought in (Acts ii. 
41). But Peter had to be laid low before he could 
be so privileged. And we must begin where Peter 
did, low at the feet of Christ before we can be 
lifted up. M. E.

THE DRINK MONEY.—The annual amount ex 
pended last year on drink was one hundred and 
forty-four millions. Twelve millions a month, or 
five pounds every second. The grain consumed 
in the manufacture would have given four loaves 
a week to every family in the United Kingdom. 
An ingenious writer puts it thus : " There are 
3,508,480 letters in the Bible, forty-one sovereigns 
placed on every letter would represent the annual 
expenditure !"
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BEATRICE MAESHALL.

CHAPTEE I.

is seaside life more enjoyable 
than at little Port Abraham. It does 
not boast an Italian band, a skating- 
rink, a promenade, or even a pier. 
But the blue ocean in all its unspeak 
able grandeur, washes its wild rocky 
shore, and the heather and gorse 

clothe its heights in 
purple and gold, and 
you have only to look 
at the inhabitants, 
glowing complexions, 
bright eyes, and stal 
wart frames, to find 
out what an inesti 
mable advantage it 
must be ahvays to in 
hale its pure breezes.

Every one \vho knoAvs 
Port Abraham knows 
Joan Hammond, Avho, 
Avhen her father and 
brothers are busy fish 
ing, often rows a 
party Avith her own 
strong brown arms to 
the Caves, or Hels- 
wick Bay, or other 
favourite places on the 
coast. All the families 
staying in the sum 
mer at the one board 
ing-house on the cliff 
prefer Hammond's 
boat to any other, and 
admire his tall, well- 
built daughter, \vith 
her grave, sweet face, 
and sad, brown eyes.

Once, those eyes 
were not sad, and 
Joan's face had been 
Avithout that peculiar 
charm, Avhich tells of 
a soul that suffers 
bravely, and Avill one 
day triumph.

To knoAv Joan's 
story, we must go 
back three years, to the 
time when she was just 
seventeen. She Avas 
then the merriest, 
brightest lass, not only 
in Port Abraham, but 
in the wide Avorld. 
But, although she 
could vie with Will 
and Dick, her bro 
thers of fourteen and 
fifteen, in roAving, and 
climb the rocks AAdth 
little Hatty, guiding 
the child to the very 
highest summits, 
teaching her to be 
hardy and sure of foot 
like herself, Joan Avas 
her delicate mother's 
right hand, and a tho 
roughly practical little 
housewife.

it's a bit hard. But, Joan, you're a sailor's girl, 
and—well it be just this, I'm going to sea 
again!"

''" Oh, father," exclaimed Joan, " you said you'd 
never go again. Oh, father, I am so surprised, I 
can scarcely take it in. What will mother do 
without you?"

" I have no fears for her with you, Joan, or for 
any of 'em. P'raps it'll only be for a twelve 
month, and it'll make a deal of difference in the 
funds; there won't be any more pinching and 
grinding. I made up my mind last winter, Joan, 
when things were so bad. I wouldn't tell mother 
or you what I was a'thinking and a'thinking, and 
likely you've taken me for a surly fellow lately, 
but I said to myself, ' I won't make 'em sad afore

'•'JOAN STEERING INTO THE POUT."—See page 45

" She is_my joy," her great broad-chested father 
said to himself one calm June evening, as he 
watched Joan steering into the port,- singing as she 
came, low dreamy snatches of song. He went 
down to^help her drag up the boat. "

'^You're wanting your supper, father, I can 
see," said Joan. "The ladies kept me chatting 
at the long beach, but I was thinking of your 
fried mackerel all the while."

John Hammond coughed uneasily.
" Joan, my daughter," he said, after they had 

moored the boat and were climbing together up 
the slope covered with bracken, heather, and fox 
gloves, which separated their cottage from the 
cove. "I have got something to say to yer, and

the time.' Now the time is just about come, Joan, 
and so I speaks." The manly voice faltered, and 
Joan's soft eyes became softer, for there-.'were 
tears in them.

They sat down together on the low white 
washed garden wall, and watched in silence the 
dark fishing smacks floating lazily on the calm 
gre_y sea. Many an evening had these two sat 
thus, but never before had everything around 
seemed dearer and lovelier than now. John Ham 
mond was too low spirited to light his pipe, and it 
was some minutes before he could trust himself to 
speak again. At last he broke the silence.

" Joan, dear girl, I leaves 'em all in your cai*e. 
Mother the boys, and little Hatty, and this."

He produced a large leather purse, much worn, 
and tied round with string, for the clasp was 
broken. " I thinks I won't be gone more than a 
year, Joan, but it may be longer, and so I want 
you to promise me something." He pronounced 
the last words slowly and emphatically, laying his 
great hand on Joan's.

"Promise you something, father? What need 
is there for that ? I'll do it all without promis 
ing."

" Maybe, dear daughter ; but I'd like the pro 
mise for all that. There's many a man in our 
town, I'll be bound, who thinks he'll set about 
winning Joan Hammond one of these fine days, 
and when her old father isn't there to tell 'em the 
prize is not for such as them, who knows that 

they won't buzz round 
her, till she listens to 
one or t'other of them 
and then——"

" Father !" inter 
rupted Joan, indig 
nantly; "I'm never 
going to have a sweet 
heart, and you know it."

"Ah, Joan, you'll 
have one, one day, it 
is but natural ! But 
you are so young yet. 
Just a child in years. 
Promise me you'll wait 
till I gees one worthy 
of you ? Promise that 
while I'm gone you'll- 
have naught to say to 
any of them ?"

The father's voice 
was almost passionate 
in its earnestness. 
Joan sprang to her 
feet and stood erect. 
The moon had risen/ 
and flooded the little 
wild garden. It made 
the girl's cotton gown 
shimmer like a royal 
robe of silver. Her 
eyes flashed, and her 
voice rang out clear 
and full—

" Father, I promise 
—I vow, I won't listen 
to any one."

And then John 
Hammond was satis 
fied. He knew now 
that the daughter he 
so jealously loved 
would le his and his 
alone when he returned 
from his voyage, whe 
ther it lasted twelve 
months or twelve 
years.

" God bless you," he 
exclaimed, clasping her 
in his arms. "Now 
we will go in and talk 
about it to mother."

"But I must fry the 
mackerel first," said 
practical Joan.

CHAPTEE II.

IT was August; John 
Hammond had sailed

from Liverpool in the Seraph, and he was now 
far away from his home and his Joan. Comments 
on his departure in Port Abraham were to the 
effect that Hammoud was never satisfied. Strange 
that he should leave a comfortable home, and his 
wife who was not strong, and his children all 
comparatively young! Why couldn't Hammond 
be content with the fishing, like other men ?

Joan worked away cheerfully, and tried to think 
that it was all for the best. She missed her 
father sorely, but was proud that she could 
manage things for him in his absence, and quite 
reconcile her mother to the state of affairs. Will 
and Dick were industrious lads, and when not out 
with the herring-boats, worked in the strip of

I
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vegetable garden, which, stretched up the slope 
behind the cottage as far as the road above. They 
were popular among the people, but had no bad 
companions, and they attended service regularly 
every Sunday morning at the little weather-beaten 
church high upon the cliff. Little golden-haired 
Hatty went to school, morning and afternoon; 
'fehe was full of wild spirits and mischief, and per- 
haps the only real anxiety in the quiet family. 
The Hammonds cottage was very pretty and 
secluded, nestling in its nook above the little cove. 
They had no near neighbour, except old Mary 
Gray, who had lived for many years in a small 
habitation higher up on the heathery slope. She 
was a very old woman, but strong and hearty, 
with roses in her wrinkled cheeks, and much keen 
brightness in her eyes. On Sunday she looked a 
picture in her old fashioned cloak and bonnet, 
walking to church between Mrs. Hammond and 
Joan. Joan was a great favourite of old Mary's 
and often swept out her kitchen and weeded hei 
garden for her. In the winter when she wasn'i 
so busy, she sometimes spent long evenings with 
the old woman, reading to her or listening to 
rambling stories of her youth. But her favourite 
topic of conversation was a clever young grandson, 
whose praises she was never weary of singing, 
and whose photograph hung over her parlour 
chimney-piece framed in straw, with blue bows at 
the corners. He had been apprenticed to a car 
penter in London, and was coming to Port 
Abraham one day to start a business of his own. 

He came sooner than he was expected. 
On the first Monday in August excursion trains 

brought crowds of holidaj^-makers even to small 
Port Abraham, and one of them brought old Mary 
her grandson.

Joan was digging potatoes in the garden when 
she heard her neighbour's voice, tremulous now 
with joy as well as old age, calling—

" Joan, Joan, come and see my Charlie, for 
here he is as large as life !"

It was a slight, pale young man, with serious 
blue eyes, who held out his hand to Joan, and told 
her she had grown out of all knowledge. He wore 
a town-cut suit and a scarf with a pin in it, and 
the girl in her sun-bonnet and rough serge-dress 
felt shy.

" My boy wants some of your colour, don't he, 
Joan ?" said Mary. " Ah, that great foggy London 
is no place for health ; and what is all the money 
and cleverness worth without it, I should like to 
know ?"

Charlie laughed, and said his grandmother 
would pull London down, if she could have her 
way. Would Joan help her ?

" It must be a-fine place, and the world wouldn't 
be the world without London, I suppose. But 
what does one want with London when one can 
have the sea."

And Joan looked affectionately at the great 
restless blue expanse beneath them as she spoke, 
and then she-thought of her father, and wondered 
if he were very sad without any little daughter to 
confide in, and to make him good suppers.

" I must go now, Mrs. Gray, for I fancy I hear 
mother calling me."

The pale-faced young Londoner held out his 
hand once more, which surprised Joan, for in Port 
Abraham people only shake hands after, or before 
along absence. She entered the kitchen blushing, 
conscious that the serious blue eyes had followed 
her all the way down the path.

"Mother," she said, "Mrs. Gray's grandson is 
up there."

" Ah, so Will was saying. He said he was but 
a poor specimen to look at, but he is steady as old 
Time; so what does it signify ? You boil the 
potatoes, Joan, for my health is that bad I can't 
bear the fire."

" Yes," said Joan to herself, " he isn't tall and 
broad-shouldered and sun-burnt, and he hasn't 
curly hair, but there 'is something nice about 
Mrs. Gray's grandson."

CHAPTEE III.
JOAST found it easy to keep her promise to her 
father. When a handsome young fisherman 
walked home from church on Sunday evenings 
with her she always had Dick or Will on the other 
side, so there was no fear of anything being said 
then. When she rowed to what was called the 
long beach, and had to wait there for a party from 
the boarding-house, she did not encourage any of

the men hanging about to converse with her 
although she gave all she knew a friendly greeting 
and they were sensible enough not to force thei 
company on beautiful Joan Hammond. But then 
was someone Joan saw constantly, and had long 
talks with quite alone in the cool fine evenings 
and that was the young carpenter Charlie Gray 
who now had a workshop of his own down'in Por 
Abraham town. He and little Hatty were greai 
friends; he made her miniature sailing-boats anc 
wooden tops in a very masterly fashion, and the 
child thought him the cleverest man in the world 
On Saturday afternoons Charlie came home early 
from his work, and Hatty used to sit watching f01 
him in the vegetable garden, with a kitten or an 
old rag doll on her lap. The moment she caught 
sight of him on the road, she flew over the bracken 
and scrambled upon the wooden fence, where she 
sat like a little bird on its perch, till he came up 
to her. Then they had a race together down the 
hill to Mary Gray's cottage, and Charlie would 
have his tea, and then say—

" Will Granny spare her great boy for an hour 
or so, for he wants to have a game with Hatty on 
the cove ?"

And Granny would pretend to be jealous of 
Hatty, and reply, chuckling all the time—

" Oh, go by all means. She's livelier company 
by a long way than an old body Hire me. But, lad, 
you'll have to wait a long time yet before she's 
anything but a wee chit."

One Saturday afternoon the wind was blowin 
hign, and quite big waves crashed on the shore.

" How wonderful!" exclaimed the young man, 
as he sat, with his little friend by his side, on the 
top of a great brown rock, watching the fantastic 
cascades of spray rising at his feet.

" They aren't such very big waves, Mr. Gray," 
called Hatty's shrill voice above the roar of the 
ocean. " You should have seen them last winter ! 
Why, they were taller than you, Mr. Gray, almost 
as tall as father. But look, there's sissy coming 
in the boat!"

Joan had been out to her father's lobster-pots. 
The wind was blowing her wavy brown hair about 
her neck, and her fresh young face was wet with 
spray. As her long and steady strokes brought 
her nearer and nearer, Charlie Gray could see that 
her eyes sparkled, and that her cheeks and lips were 
as red as the carnations in his grandmother's 
garden. He and Hatty clambered down from 
their exalted position and helped her to anchor 
the boat, which was no easy task. When it was 
accomplished, Joan said, looking at the great 
writhing angry sea with admiration—

" This is a fin,er sight than any in London, 
isn't it ?"

" I don't know. But, I am pretty sure of one 
thing, that there's not a picture in all London 
to hold a candle to one I've seen to-day."

" A picture !" A panorama of British Work 
man and Sritish 'Workiuoman prints and 
illustrated almanacks, decorating the walls at 
home, floated over Joan's brain, could it be .any 
of them she wondered ?

" I mean yoii, Joan Hammond, all colour and 
brightness, rowing in a dull rough grey sea, that is a 
picture prettier than any an artist ever painted." 
There was something strange in the young man's 
voice as he spoke.

" I don't, like flattery. It's not the way with 
people here to say those sort of things," Joan 
answered, her colour deepening.

" Don't people here ever love ? If I say I love 
•you, Joan Hammond, is that flattery ?" he asked, 
vehemently.

But Joan was looking at Hatty—the child had 
clambered off again and now stood at some distance 
on a slippery piece of rock projecting into the 
sea; her position looked perilous. "Hatty! 
Hatty!" cried Joan ; " come back at once."

Hatty turned quickly, slipped, tried in vain to 
regain her footing, and with a scream fell into 
the surging wave,?.

How Charlie Gray reached her he never knew. 
He supposed God gave him strength to breast 
those mighty billows, and skill to dodge their cun 
ning. When weak and exhausted, he laid his 
motionless little burden at Joan's feet, he sent up 
a prayer of thanksgiving from the depths of his

THEHE is nothing1 more nourishing' and warming in cold weather 
than a cup of really good Cocoa, but the difficulty has been to ob 
tain it pure. This may be secured at a cost of one halfpenny for a 
large breakfast cup by using Cadbury's Cocoa, which goes three 
times as far as the adulterated and starchy compounds ordinarily 
sold, the smallest packet making fourteen breakfast cups of strong 
'"ocoa.—(AD vi.)

manly heart. The girl knelt down by_ little Hatty, 
chafed her arms and kissed life back into her with 
her warm young lips. " She is opening her eyes, 
I :had better take her home at once," she said, 
lifting her .gently. " Hatty, dear, can't you speak 
to sissy?"

" I was .very naughty, Mr. Gray!" whispered 
a faint little voiee, and Hatty's dark eyes closed 
again.

" You have saved hor life," said Joan, after 
they had climbed the path from the cove in silence,- 
and now stood at the gate. " How can I thank 
you enough ?"

The young man piished his damp hair from his 
brow, and spoke passionately—

" I want you to love me, Joan, to promise me 
you'll be my wife ?"

Joan remembered her father's eyes looking 
straight into her's that June evening, when she 
vowed never to encourage a lover till he returned; 
what would he say to her now ? Surely she was 
dangerously near breaking her promise to him. 
With a great effort she met the young man's 

'pleading gaze unflinchingly. "I cannot promise 
you any thing, Charlie Gray;" Her voice sounded 
cold and hard. "You have saved our Hatty's 
life, and E will always love you for that. But 
never, never speak to me again as you have to 
day, for it is quite useless!"

She turned and walked Avith her head bent over 
dripping Hatty, up the garden path to the cot 
tage. He watched her till-she disappeared through 
the doorway, and then he dragged himself home.

Weary, wet,, and haggard, he sank into his 
grandmother's armchair. " What's come to you 
Charlie, boy P" said the old woman, tenderly; 
" you've been in the water, sure enough. I'll 
look sharp and get you something hot."

" Granny," he said, and there was no cheerful 
ring in his voice, but a hopeless, almost sobbing 
sound. " She don't love me, and she never will, 
for I believe she cares for another."

Granny guessed at once that " she" was Joan 
Hammond.

If Charlie Gray could only have heard Joan tell 
ing the story of his heroism to her mother and the 
boys after supper that evening; or if he could 
have seen her. later kneeling in an attitude of des 
pair by her bedside moaning—" Father, father, 
I little thought then^ how hard it would be," he 
would have known that Joan loved him, and 
only him.

(To ~bo concluded in our next.)

I WOULD wish to be in Heaven,
That glorious place above ; 

Where all is peace, and happiness,
And never-ending love.

This earth is very beautiful, 
Its flowers are bright and gay ;

But Oh, a withering blast will come 
And sweep them all away.

I'm sick of earth and earthly things,
I long to flee away 

To that bright glorious realm of light
Which makes eternal day.

Yet give me grace, 0 blessed Lord,
To calmly wait Thy will, 

And fill my heart with-love and faith,
To seek and serve Thee still.

M. E. HADDOCK.

ILL it surprise any reader of the 
BRITISH WORKWOMAN to hear that 
whalebone is not the bone of whales 
at all? Perhaps not, because na 
tural history knowledge is not now 
the possession of the few, but is 
brought within the reach of the 

many by means of books, museums, societies, and
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so on. There is a risk of any statement now-a- 
days being met with' the remark, " Oh, I knew that 
before." °Well, never mind, the risk must be run. 
So we proceed, for the benefit of those to whom 
possibly the above assertion may be as new as it 
is certainly true. Whalebone has really nothing 
in it of the nature of bone; it is the same kind of 
matter as horn and hair. Whales (the species 
termed Balsena we are speaking of) have no teeth, 
and the whalebone, or baleen, as it is frequently 
called, is a substitute for them. It lies in the 
upper jaw, in a series of plates, there being on 
each side about three hundred of them. These 
plates have a hair-like fringe, which serves as a 
sieve or strainer, by means of which the myriads 
of small animals the whales feed on are caught as 
the whales drive through the water with open 
mouth. And what a mouth it is.! In a large 
whale it is sixteen or eighteen or even more feet 
in length, and ten or twelve feet high. The plates 
of baleen are attached to the jaw-bone by an 
elastic gristly substance, forming a sort of hinge 
on which they move. When the mouth is shul 
these plates lie over each other somewhat like.the 
folds of a fan. The throat of the whale is ex 
tremely small; the animal is, therefore, not capable 
of swallowing larger fish than a herring, so rl 
may be seen at once how useful and necessary the 
" strainer," which is formed of the baleen anc 
hairy bristles, is. Of course in " shovelling" up 
its prey the whale takes in some water; thii 
is retained for a time in two pouches or reser 
voirs near the passage of the nose, and then 
thrown out like a great fountain of spray by the 
blowholes, the height to which the water and 
spray ascend corresponding, of course, with the 
force of the pressure which the whale uses in the 
operation. In this blowing business, strange as 
the statement may seem at the first blush, the 
tail of the animal is an important though indirect 
help. Descending into the depths of the ocean 
the whale needs an oar of inconceivable power to 
force it to the- surface, and this it finds in its tail, 
which is its principal means of locomotion. It is of 
great breadth, sometimes considerably more than 
•twenty feet, and is used as a propeller in two or 
three waj^s. The greatest swiftness of motion is pro 
duced by alternate strokes against the water, up 
wards and downwards, but more frequently the 
animal moves by the tail being swung first on one 
side and then on the other, as a boat is impelled for 
ward by a single oar in the act of sculling. When 
the whale is on the surface the lashing of the water 
with its tail, whether in play or in anger, is almost 
as the sound of thunder ; a similarly loud report is 
caused by the "blowing" before referred to, espe 
cially after the whale has been long down in the 
water. The time which the animal will remain 
below the surface has been observed to vary from 
five to ten or -even twenty minutes, and the depth 
to which he will descend will frequently be as 
much as a mile. The eyes are extremely small, 
when the great- bulk of'the whale is considered; 
they are not larger than those of an ox, but they 
are,placed far back in the head, and the whale 
can see for a long distance. The length of the 
plates of baleen (or whalebone) is from ten to 
fourteen feet, or even more, and a large whale 
will sometimes yield as much as a ton. In young 
whales, or suckers, the baleen is only a few inches 
long, but when the length reaches six feet and 
upwards they are said to be " of size." We have 
spoken of the whale as an " animal," which is quite 
correct, but it was not always thought so, for the 
earlier naturalists classed whales as fishes, which 
they resemble a good deal in their mode of life 
.and in outward appearance; but all modern 
naturalists have associated them with the mam 
malia, because they have warm blood and suckle 
their young, which they bring forth alive and 
not by means of eggs like fishes We frequently 
hear, however, now of the " whale fishery," and 
that so many "fish", have been caught by the 
whalers, but these ' are only trade terms. As 
every one knows, whales yield a large quantity of 
oil, the importance of which was much greater 
when paraffin, &c., had not come into use.

It need hardly be said that whalebone, as we 
are accustomed to see it, has undergone consider 
able preparation since it was obtained from the ani 
mal. It has to be boiled in water for several hours, 
which makes it soft when hot, and harder when 
it is cold; it is also darkened by boiling, but the 
jet _ black is the result of a process of dyeino-. 
It is not so much used as it was for the 
stretchers (or ribs) of umbrellas, because steel |

which is harder and lighter, is employed; but it 
is used not only for stays, but also for canes, 
whips, rosettes for horses, and other purposes ; 
and the stiffening of silk is one of its most im 
portant applications. It can likewise be moulded 
into various shapes, like horn, when softened by 
heat, but ifc cannot, like tortoiseshell, be soldered 
or joined together.

In the Bethnal Green Museum there are many 
interesting specimens of the products of the 
whale. For instance, there is a turned walking- 
stick of the actual bone of the whale (not baleen), 
and some fine teeth of the sperm whale, from 
which animal we get spermaceti, which, with a 
small mixture of beeswax, is employed in making 
candles. This manufacture has decreased of late 
years very much, in consequence of the use of 
other substances in making hard candles. Some 
of the teeth of the sperm whale in the museum 
are very prettily carved. There are also severa' 
plates of the baleen, and a sample of tanned 
whale skin.

Dundee has long been known as the head- 
qiiarters of the British whaling-vessels when they 
are " at home." It can be easily imagined that 
the life of the whaling men is arduous and some 
what perilous, and that wives and children, and 
sisters and brothers, are delighted to see them 
back again, all the more pleased, doubtless, when, 
great success has crowned their efforts, because 
the men, besides their monthly pay, have a profit 
in. the-expedition, and "oil and bone money" pur 
chases a good many little pleastires, besides fur 
nishing the housekeeping expenses. But the 
business is decreasing, and Dundee feels the 
result, not only of the smaller demand for whale 
bone, but also the effect of the increasing use of 
paraffin and petroleum for lighting purposes. 
Whale oil is, however, in demand at Dundee by 
the manufacturers of jute, which is one of the 
staple industries of the place. Jute, it will be 
remembered, is very useful in the manufacture of 
sacking, sailcloth, etc. It is somewhat singular 
to notice that the two things which help to give 
much importance to Dundee come from such 
opposite quarters of the globe. At one wharf a 
vessel will be discharging jute from hot countries, 
whilst at another a whaler will be discharging from 
the coldest climes the oil required for dressing the 
fibre. It is thus that we lay under contribution 
all parts of the world for articles of daily use.

The whale is an excellent mother. The mater 
nal instinct. is strong in her; she is greatly 
attached to her young, and will often run into the 
most imminent danger to defend it, and even into 
certain death. The whalers, it is said, take advan 
tage of this affectionate attachment, and strike 
Avith the harpoon the young whale, quite sure that 
'the mother will before long approach for the pur 
pose of saving her offspring, but too frequently, 
in fact, to perish with it. The young whale is 
brought forth in the spring, and at its birth is 
from ten to twelve feet long.

Some time ago the present writer passed through 
the jaws of a whale." It was not, of course, while 
the animal was in its native element, but on'land, 
the jaws having been set up to form an archway, 
which was something like eighteen feet high, and 
sufficiently wide for a carriage and horses to pass through. •<->-

The flesh of the young whale, when broiled, and 
easoned with pepper and salt, eats like coarse 

aeef, which it somewhat resembles in colour. The 
milk of the whale resembles that of quadrupeds 
in appearance, and is stated to be rich and well 
lavoured.

To the Esquimaux and Greenlanders the whale 
is most important, as they use its oil for food as 
well as for burning; its flesh is their chief article 
of food, its bones and baleen are used for making 
;ents, sledges, boats, harpoons, and spears; the 
sinews are useful for twine or thread, and the 
membranes are employed instead of glass for 
windows. These various uses are paralleled in 

e vegetable world by the cocoa-nut palm, about 
hich, perhaps, we shall have something to say 

n a future number.
C. H.

MARRIAGE.—It is the strictest tie of perpetual 
riendship, and there can be no friendship without 
onfidence, and no confidence without integrity; 
,nd he must expect to be wretched who pays _ to 
leauty. riches, or politeness, that regard which 
nly virtue and piety can claim.—JOHNSON.

VOICELESS yearnings fill my soul,
Feelings which I cannot speak, 

Like the restless waves which roll
On the rocky shoreland break. 

Ever tossing to and fro,
Struggling to be unconfined ; 

Sighing rest and peace to know,
Groping onwards like the blind.

Souls, unsatisfied and sick,
Wearied with thy search ings long, 

Stumbling in the darkness thick,
Weak, yet wishing to be strong ; 

Like an exile doomed to dwell
In a land before unseen, 

Dumb, because 110 words can tell
What thy sobs and sighings mean.

Why art thou unrestful so ?
What doth keep thee from repose? 

Hath this world of fuss and show
.Filled thee with its nameless woes ? 

From its vanities, oh, turn ;
Thou in them no rest canst find; 

Pure desires within thee burn,
Cling not to a world unkind.

God hath heard thy moans and sighs, 
Understands thy voiceless grief;

He will listen to thy cries,
. Ask, He'll send thee quick relief;
All thy load of sorrow take,

Give thee peace before unknown;
Now He waits, yea longs, to make— 

Keep thee ever for His own.
DAVID

AVE you, as Christian women, ever 
thought that a great Christian duty 
has to be done or left undone with 
regard to your dress—a great Chris 
tian duty which lies in your handa 
alone ? Do you recollect that in two 
different passages of holy Scripture, 

Christian women have words especially addressed 
to .them on this subject? Both the two great 
apostles, Paul and Peter, found it necessary to 
warn, gravely and earnestly, their female converts 
to Christianity on this point, showing us that the 
women of those distant lands and distant times, 
had exactly the same temptations to contend with 
in this respect as the women of to-day. If women, 
calling themselves followers of Christ, have never 
considered the matter of dress in this light, let 
them do so now for a few minutes, and perhaps 
the colour of their notions about it may be, at 
least somewhat, changed.

When, on a Sabbath day, we watch, in one of 
our towns or villages, our young women going to 
wards different places of worship, who, with even 
the most charitable turn of mind, can fail to be 
struck with the idea, as we observe the gaudy, 
flaunting, over-dressed appearance of man^y among 
them, that this outward show is their chief way of 
keeping the holy day, and distinguishing it from 
the other days of the week ? Is not too often the 
public worship of God neglected altogether, that 
the smart array, which is filling the wearer's 
whole head and mind, may be displayed more fully 
in street, or promenade, or park ? Even when 
bhe house of God is entered by our girls and 
matrons, is not the new bonnet far more in their 
thoughts than hymn, or preaching, or blessed 
Scripture words read in their ears? Let all women - 
who prize the title of Christian, women free them 
selves bravely from this Sabbath temptation _by 
making care to keep their whole dress in tune with 
;hat quiet, becoming modesty of look, and_speech, 
and carriage which is one of the marked features 
of true Christian womanhood; she who is really
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Christ's will always in her very outward appear 
ance show that she belongs to Him.

What were the words of the Apostle of old to his 
d inghters in Christ Jesus ? He bade them not 
adorn themselves with broidered hair, or gold, or 
pearls, but with the ornament of a meek and quiet 
spirit. The Eastern women had then, and have 
now, peculiarly beautiful, long, thick hair. They 
went with their heads uncovered in the open air 
much more frequently than women do in colder, 
damper, northern climates ; therefore they were 
very much inclined to please their vanity with 
dressing their hair in elaborate braids and plaits. 
It was also needful for him to warn even the 
wives and daughters of artizans against gold and 
pearls, for the very peasant girls in the East lay 
up their earnings till they can buy some solid 
article of rich jewellery. Besides, it is usual for an 
Eastern bride to receive her dowry from her father 
in the shape of costly ornaments ; thus the earliest 
Christian women might well be bidden not to adorn 
themselves with broidered hair, and gold, and 
pearls. Had the Apostle who wrote those words 
lived at the present day he would have cautioned 
the •working women, many of whom were amongst 
his congregation, against adornments of a very 
different kind, against flimsy finery which has not 
even the lasting reality of gold and gems to re 
commend it; therefore let Christian women, in all 
lands, in all time, take this warning to heart.

Very beautiful and sweet is the ornament which 
the Christian woman is bidden to adorn herself 
with, instead of with mere external additions to 
her personal appearance. How good, how fair, 
would it bes if our women and girls would strive to 
dress their womanhood in these spiritual jewels of 
rarest pi-ice. Instead of planning a gay dress, let 
our young women practice themselves in meekness 
and gentleness, which, as they go through life, 
will make a stream of love, and kindness, and 
mildness flow round their steps, winning hearts 
and minds to Christ. Instead of rejoicing in a 
display of many-coloured ribbons and flowers, let 
her rejoice in having made habitually her own, a 
calm, quiet temper, which takes all the changes, 
and troubles, and reverses of daily events and cir 
cumstances evenly aud equably, knowing that 
everything works together for the blessing and 
well-being of those who love Christ. Would that 
our girls, as they bend over their needles, as they 
wait in our shops, as they hurry hither and thither 
in domestic service,would keep in mind these Scrip 
ture words, and strive to make the precious 
womanly graces spoken of in them practically an 
ornament to their daily lives. What! shall women, 
who belong to the household of the Heavenly King, 
wrap np their mind in such vain, light trifles as 
the garments they wear ? Shall they not rather 
proudly claim a Christian woman's privilege to 
think more of adorning her soul than her body ?

When we warn our young working women 
against too much care and thought about dress, 
we most certainly do not mean that the subject is 
to be neglected by them altogether. Each girl or 
matron should try to be dressed becomingly and 
suitably to her situation in life, whatever it may 
be, through neatness, through cleanliness, through 
moderate attention to harmony of colour in what 
she wears, she will adorn the doctrine of her 
Heavenly Master far more than she would in a 
slovenly, untidy costume, which would cause the 
world in general to speak slightingly of a religion 
which produces such effects on the outward°ap- 
pearance of its professors. Every girl should try to 
have-apleasing appearance, still more should every 
married woman, when the pressing, thickening 
business of house, and children, and small home 
worries and anxieties inclines her to be careless 
about her dress, strive always to preserve a certain 
trimness and neatness in her outward self: on this 
latter point our Christian matrons should always 
have a decent, becoming pride.

When a party of women meet together, what a 
sad mistake it is, if, on such occasions, they make 
their own dress and the dress of others, the one 
sole subject of their discourse. Are there not 
better and more interesting themes which might 
employ their lips and their minds? Let them 
speak of the way to lead husbands and sons and 
brothers to God; let them speak of the Avork, 
which, even in the midst of their daily employ 
ments, they may do for Jesus in the world around 
them; let them recall the Scripture lessons learnt 
on God's day of sacred rest.

Do our young working women ever pause to 
think, when they are emptying their small purses |

in buying dress, and dress alone, what else might 
•be done with the money which they are thus 
freely spending ? Is it a girl who is thus paying 
away at once, in a moment, the fruits of a whole 
month of hard, continuous labour? If half the 
money only had been devoted to dress, the other 
half might have been laid by to give many a sub 
stantial comfort to the house which, one day, she 
may enter as a bride; if half the money had been 
kept in her hand, what joy might be hers if she 
used a little of it in bringing food and warmth to 
the home of a poor or sick neighbour. Is it a 
wife and mother who is trying on the bonnet 
which she has just brought home new, while her 
children are running about in tattered frocks, and 
their pale, pinched little faces tell a sad, silent 
story of want ? Let her rouse tip all her sweeter, 
higher womanhood, which will join in the same 
language as gospel truth, and bid her care 
first for her little ones and then for her own 
adornment.

Women are never more mistaken than when 
they think that gaudy finery in dress, will win for 
them favour from men. The servant or shop- 
woman who goes flaunting down the street in the 
gayest of attire may, it is true, gain a few empty 
attentions, but the stea.dy, hard-working young 
Christian man, who is a real prize as a husband, 
will turn away from her with doubt, and will 
never trust his life's happiness in her hands.

Finally, let our working women, our girls, and 
matrons strive earnestly, strive seriously, strive 
ceaselessly to clothe, not their bodies in gay, 
expensive dress, but their souls in the wedding 
garment which shall be worn at the Supper of the 
Lamb.

ALICE KING.

BE it yours to wear the crown 
To the faithful soldier given ;

When, his armour all laid down, 
He attains his native heaven.

Be it yonrs to tune the song 
Of the ransomed hosts above ;

And, as you the note prolong, 
Taste then of redeeming love.

Still more lovely shall appear 
He, who once on Calvary bled ;

Once far off, but now brought near, 
By His hand to glory led.

Oh ! how sweet your portion then, 
On His beauteous form to gaze ;

" The true witness," " the Amen," 
" Ancient of eternal days."

Loved, and washed from ev'ry sin 
In His precious love Divine ;

You shall stand complete in Him, 
And with heavenly lustre shine.

GEORGE FREEMAN.

Jfntit antr

E are so used in these clays to seeing 
the greengrocer's shops filled all the 
year round with fruits and vege 
tables from all parts of the world, 
that we cannot picture to ourselves 
a time when even a king's table was 
not supplied as well as a mechanic's 

table would be now, and yet that was the case as 
history tells us.

For,we read that when Queen Catherine, first 
wife of Henry VIII., wanted a salad, she had to 
send all the way to Holland for it ; and every one 
knows that the potato, now the commonest 
article of food, was not brought into England till 
1586, and not generally grown in gardens for 
many years after.

The pine apple, now so abundant that it is sold 
in the streets, was in the days of King Charles 
II. thought such a rarity, that there is a pic 
ture in one of the palaces representing the gar 
dener to his Majesty presenting, on his knees, a 
pine apple to his royal master.

Oranges, which any little schoolboy can now 
afford to buy, were then so expensive that 2s. 6d. 
each was the price paid for them (and it meant 
more money than the same sum would now) by 
the fine gentlemen of King Charles's court, who 
sucked them as they walked in their lace coats and 
satin waistcoats, up and down the Mall in St. 
James's Park; while the bananas, yams, Brazil 
nuts, and other tropical fruits, which we to-day 
can procure for a very small sum, were quite un 
known in England, except by repute.

To return to vegetables. Even so late as the 
beginning of this century a field of turnips was 
considered a sight worth going some miles to see. 
Scarlet runners were grown simply as a garden 
flower, not as now a useful vegetable. Marrows 
were only just coming into table use. Rhubarb 
was looked upon with some suspicion as being re 
lated to the medicinal plant, and many varieties 
of paas, beans, and cabbages were unknown.

Every year adds to the goodness of our vege 
tables ; and though many of them are natives of 
this country, cultivation has so improved them, 
that few would believe when gathering a wild cab 
bage on the sea-shore that that was the original 
from which all other varieties of the cabbage had 
sprung, or that the many and beautiful kinds of 
apple could be traced to the very unpleasant Crab 
apple of onr woods and hedgerows.

Of the dangers to which travellers have been 
subject in their laudable efforts to help their fel 
low men we cannot now stop to speak, further 
than to mention that to bring the apricot into 
England one of these brave men, named Trades- 
cant, entered himself on board a privateer armed 
against Morocco, thereby running the risk of being 
taken prisoner, and ending his days as a slave.

E. I. T.
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