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CHAPTER I.
A FRIEND IN NEED.

HE hot glare of an August sunshine
filled with stifling heat the dingy brownwalled garret where little Myra Arm
strong lay so weak and ill; patient Myra.,
she was only eight years old, and now,
with her white pinched face and wasted
frame, she looked even less. A black
ribbon kept the soft fair hair from her forehead,
while a frock of the same sombre hue hung across a
chair back, telling, with mute pathos, a tale of
bereavement and sorrow.
Myra could remember the pretty country home
with its rose bushes and blooming beds of oldfashioned flower*, where the trill of the lark greeted
her when her mother opened the window, to let in
the sweet fresh air, in the early morning. So
different to this narrow back street, with its noisy
children at play in the gutters, and its close dis
agreeable smell, that seemed to make her feel so bad
and sick, as she lay on her scanty bed. She could
see nothing but a bare brick wall opposite, where
sometimes a miserable starving cat would sit, watch
ing the merry-looking little sparrows hopping about
amongst the smoky chimneys.
Oh, how long that day had seemed, she had
finished her milk and water, and eaten her last
piece of roll; she had counted the cracked windows,
first one way and then another, and still her mother
hadn't come home, though her ears ached with lis
tening for the light footstep, and her eyes seemed to
burn with the heat of the sun. The poor child's
weariness seemed almost unbearable now, and no one
came in to see her in those long hours of her mother's
absence; the people downstairs seemed always too
busy to spare any time for the little sufferer in the
garret, either telling long stories to their neighbours
opposite, or standing at the door scolding their
children, and lamenting to the people next door
aboiit their husband's faults and bad conduct, no
time even to mend their torn skirts and darn their
little one's stockings, or to keep the home clean and
tidy, much less to waste with timid Myra.
But, hark, the stairs were surely creaking now, it
couldn't be her mother, the step was far too heavy,
no, it was cheery-voiced Mrs. Scott, the laundress in
the next street, for whom her mother had made some
aprons, and minded the house while she went for a
day's holiday. Myra's blue eyes shone with pleasure
as she saw the portly form and honest homely face,
and then rested with a cry of delight on a pot of
superb lilies, carried carefully in both the brown hard
hands.
" Oh, Mrs. Scott!" she exclaimed, " what lovely
flowers. Do let me look at them, please."
" Do you like them, dearie ? " said the pleasant
voice. " Well, they are pretty, certainly. I saw
them in a shop window up the West, and I thought
of a little maid who was very fond of flowers, and
couldn't well go out to see them, and I thought they
would be the very thing to brighten her window a
bit, so here they are, Myra's own."
Mrs. Scott was amply rewarded for her rather
expensive present, by the flush of happiness that
overspread the wan face and sparkled in the soft
eyes, as the sick girl murmured in tones of almost
passionate delight:
'' Oh, I shall love them so much, they are so
beautiful, this little room will never seem so miser
able again; how very kind of you to bring them,
dear Mrs. Scott."
Her friend placed them on the low window sill,
right close to Myra's bed, where she could fully
admire their beauty; and beautiful they certainly
were, for they were a rare kind, with glossy emerald
leaves, and fragrant queenly blossoms of virgin
whiteness.
Mrs. Scott had often noticed the eager look of
delight that Myra always bestowed on the barrows
of flowers that occasionally passed by the door, and
therefore when she saw the radiant lilies in the
florist's window, the thought instantly darted through
her mind of the pleasure such a gift would bring to
the suffering little girl who always seemed too trail
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and timid to bear a part in the battle of life, too
weak to brave the tempests of adversity or sorrow,
and for whose delicate gentle mother the kindhearted laundress entertained such a warm feeling
of friendship. Her own daughter had long since
left her to brighten another home, and across the
! wide Atlantic now fulfilled the duties of a happy
wife and mother, and the blue eyes of Miriam Arm-.
strong always .reminded her of her own far away
Lizzie while the widow's cap that encircled the pale
face, seemed to the motherly heart a mute appeal for
sympathy.
Widow Scott, as the young folk called her, in
order to distinguish her from another laundress of
the same cognomen, was no scholar, but she had
early been sent to the Sabbath school and afterwards
to the little chapel adjoining, and many a faithful
word uttered there found a resting-place in the honest
heart, and bore fruit in acts of gentle kindness and
words of loving charity, which " hopeth all things,
endureth all things."
"I've no time for gossiping or minding other
people's business," she was wont to say if any " won
dered how she could spare time for this or that."
"No time to be gadding about hearing scandal,
but any one can always spare time to try and help
another; it's but little I can do for the good Lord
who has done so much for me—given me health and
strength to earn my living, and a good partner—God
rest him—and kind good children. He has never
let me want a meal since I've been born. Blessed be
His holy Name."
"Will you stay till mother comes home," inquired
Myra, " she can't be long now, and she will be so
glad to see you; do stay."
" Yes, Ladybird, I mean to stay," answered her
friend, " for mother has often asked me to come and
take a cup of tea with her; and I know she'll be
tired enough when she comes home, and glad to find
one all ready for her."
" Oh, that is nice ! " exclaimed the child. " I wish
you could come oftener, or that there were more
people as kind as you are."
" So there is, child, plenty of kind feeling hearts
in the world, that does all the good they can, giving
time and money too. God bless 'em, I say."
By this time the kettle had been placed over a
heap of sticks, and was soon humming merrily, while
Mrs. Scott produced from a basket a nice sound
cake, some tea and lump sugar, and such a pretty
pat of fresh butter looking so cool and inviting on
its bed of green leaves.
Myra's eyes sparkled as the busy hands spread a
clean cloth over the rough deal table, and set the
cups and dainties thereon.
" Oh, mother will enjoy herself," she said. " I'm
so glad you came to-day, dear Mrs. Scott, for she
looked so ill when she went out this morning, and
she cried so too. But that's mother, I believe, coming
upstairs now."
Yes, it was mother at last, looking almost as pale
and wan as her daughter had looked before the
entrance of the " Good Samaritan." A careworn,
sorrowful woman. Yet time was when Miriam
Armstrong had been reckoned amongst the village
belles, but nothing of that remained now, save the
coils of pale brown hair, and the azure eyes to which
troubles had given such a wistful expression.
" Oh, this is kind," she murmured, as her eyes
fell on the tea-table. " How can I sufficiently thank
you ? "
" By getting off your bonnet as quick as you like,
and making the tea, while I make Ladybird a little
more comfortable," was the cheerful rejoinder. " You
see, I've been coming, and coming, and I thought as
I'd had to go West to day, it would be a nice finish,
for one kettle would do for both, and save trouble."
"And, see," said Myra, holding her mother's thin
hand, "what beautiful flowers dear Mrs. Scott has
brought—all for me, mother."
Mrs. Armstrong's thanks died away on her lips ;
but with tears of gratitude in her eyes, she pressed
her lips to the strong brown fingers, that were
arranging her little daughter's pillows so tenderly.
" Well, you see, I thought they would cheer Lady
bird up a bit," said the good matron, " and when I saw
them, I thought about a lecture I heard years back,
the gentleman called it ' the lessons of the lilies.' I
can't now remember all of it; but he said ' that
lilies ought always to find a place in our admiration,
not only because the blessed Jesus had dignified them
by His notice, but because of the many lessons to be
learnt of them. 'Consider the lilies' ought always to
forbid distrustful fears on the part of a Christian,
because, if God has given them such a lovely dress, ;
sending the warm sun to nourish them, and the soft >

showers to supply them with moisture, was it possible
that He could leave His immortal creatures to perish ?
Then again, their spotless whiteness was an emblem of
the perfect purity to be obtained through the sacrifice
on the Cross, and they were beautiful types of the
resurrection glory, because, when we put the root in
the ground, it was only a bare ugly hard shell, as it
were, and yet at the approach of spring, it came forth
in tender buds and majestic blossoms, just as our
bodies will be clothed with perfect beauty and bright
ness, and made fit for the mansions of heaven."
Myra listened eagerly, and the exquisite flowers
received even a greater charm than they already
possessed.
" Yours is a pretty name, lass," observed Mrs.
Scott, as she sipped her last cup of tea. " I think
Miriam a very sweet name, and Myra too, for the
matter of that."
" We have both the same name," answered Mrs.
Armstrong, " it was my mother's, and her grand
mother's ; I believe the eldest girl has borne it in
our family more than a hundred years."
"You come from Cornwall, I think you said;
ho iv you must miss the pretty scenery,1 ' observed
her friend.
" Yes, I do," said Miriam, sadly, " but I'm glad I
came away now, that I've come down so low. You
see, dear Mrs. Scott, our home wasn't a grand one,
but we always had plenty and comfort with it, for
father was a miller in a small way, and when he died
mother carried on the business, and after her death,
my Eobert tried to make it answer, but he didn't
succeed, indeed, nothing he seemed to take in hand
appeared to do well, the old folks always said; he
hadn't patience and perseverance enough, he wanted
to get rich too soon ; but it was all for my sake he
tried so many things, and when he found everything
was going so badly, he thought he would work his
way out to Australia as a carpenter's mate, for he
was that trade, and bring home money enough to
stock a small farm with ; but he never reached there,
for the ship went down with all hands, a few weeks
after starting." The hot tears interrupted her story;
but in a little while she added: " When I read the
account, I thought I should go mad, for we loved
each other so much, and with all his faults he was a
good husband and father; but after a while, I sold
all I could to pay the debts, and came up to London,
hoping to get work as a milliner ; but no one seemed
willing to employ a country hand, and then, Myra,
being so ill, soon ran through what little money I
had, and I took this garret, as the rent was cheap,
and tried to get work at plain needlework, or clean
ing and washing; that's how I came to know vou.
So I oughtn't to grumble. I feel it more, because I
never had to do it at home, and I'm not very strong
now," she ended with a wan smile.
Something like a sigh escaped Mrs. Scott's lips.
She knew from experience how hard it was for the
strong and active to find remunerative employment
in the keen stern competition of London life, where
often one situation had a hundred applicants, and
where the simple weak ones seemed to be crushed
back still further into obscurity and misery. She
herself had felt the cold weight of disappointment
press on her spirit, when the words " We're suited,"
saluted her ears, very often after a long wearisome
journey, yet she inspired her less robust companion
with hope, as she pointed to the lilies, saying with a
sunny smile:
" Consider the lilies, dearie; you've never right
wanted yet, and never will, if you. put your trust in
the Almighty. Work and pray, and as to what you
do, what does it matter ; there's no disgrace in honest
labour. I say as well clean a room as make a bon
net, if we only keep our name and fame clear from
evil."
''No, I've never really wanted bread," admitted
Miriam; " indeed, I don't care how hard I fare, only
Myra must have something to keep her strength to
gether ; but I've forgotten to thank you, dear Mrs.
Scott, for the kind way in which you have spoken of
me to Mrs. Vivian. She told me to-day if it hadn't
been for the character you gave me, she wouldn't
tiave liked to have had me in the house; and she
;aid her brother had some offices in the City, and she
hought he would soon want a housekeeper to take
;harge of them. Then Mrs. Lee told me this even
ing of a place where I could get some coarse linen
jackets to make. So I think 1 shall get on better
now."
"Ah! yes, please God," answered Mrs. Scott
J But wouldn't it be as well to write to .some of
your people down home, to let them know where you
live, in case of anything, happening ? "
" Oh, no!" exclaimed Miriam;"" I wouldn't have
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any one see this hole for the world; it would dis
grace my poor father and mother, and only get
Kobert blamed the more; you don't know how un
charitable people are."
Mrs. Scott thought she did, but she merely ob
served—
" Well, I call that foolish pride, dearie ; you didn't
bring it on yourself. Are you sure all hands perished
in that ship ? "
" I don't think there was any doubt," said Miriam ;
" it's two years ago now since it happened."
Mrs. Scott's name was woven largely into Miriam's
prayers that night, so great is the power of kindly
sympathy, not always confined to mere words, how
ever, but evinced by the thoughtful care and helpful
action, by the sunshine of a smile, and tender clasp
of the guiding hand. Mrs. Scott was but a simplehearted woman in a lowly position, yet the recording
angel wrote against her name, " She hath done what
she could."
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might do more mischief than the close air and scanty Forrest, Mrs. Scott's cousin, who lived very many
attendance her mother was able to give her.
miles away at Penzance, stating that she was laid
The child had lain looking at her lilies for some time, up with acute rheumatism, and imploring her either
and now with a placid smile observed—
to come herself or else send some decent body who
" There is only another bud now, mother dear, so could nurse her a bit, and keep her work together,
there will be only one more bloom this year."
for a comfortable home and as much as she could
"True, dear," said her mother; "but we can afford to give her.
divide the roots, you know, and have two or three
" God is good! " exclaimed Mrs. Scott on receipt
pots next year."
of this communication; " do you pack up and go,
" Oh, but next year I shan't see them," answered Miriam; Martha is just such a homely body as myself,
Myra, " for God will take care of me then in heaven ; and the change will do you a world of good." So it
and you won't cry, mother dear, because I shall be so was settled, and in less than a week the young widow
happy, j'ou know."
arrived at the railway station at Penzance with her
The only answer was a passionate kiss, while a modest box and her pot of precious lily roots.
poor stricken heart cried out, " How can I part with
Mrs. Forrest's nephew, John, a tall young fellow
thee?"_
in a fisherman's dress, came to meet her, and took
A quick rap at the door startled both mother and charge of her small luggage. His aunt's house was
child, and hastily drying her eyes, Mrs. Armstrong somewhat away from the town, a large roomy
opened it to admit a tall, white haired gentleman, cottage, with its front windows facing the sea, and a
who, from Mrs. Scott's description, she knew was long line of meadow-land behind, and although look
Doctor Arnold, and whose keen grey eyes took a ing very sombre in its October robes, yet it was a
rapid survey of the apartment, and rested at last with welcome change from the dull rows of the dingy
CHAPTEE II.
a kind expression on the little bed.
London houses.
" So this is the young lady my old friend wished
Mrs. Forrest was a widow, and like her cousin, a
THE LILIES' LESSONS.
me to see," he said. " I hope you are better to laundress, but her husband's nephew, whom she had
night, my dear."
DAEK days followed for Miriam Armstrong. Mrs
brought up, lived with her, and afforded considerable
" Oh, thank you," returned Myra with her pretty help, then she took a few lodgers in the summer, so
Vivian's brother had gone on an autumn tour, anc
smile; "I'm a great deal better than when dear Mrs. that altogether she was very comfortably situated.
consequently nothing further could be decided on wit!
Scott came last night; and she has sent you to try She was just such another large-hearted body as her
regard to the housekeeper's place till his return ; anc
and make me well, hasn't she ? "
as that lady herself kept two servants, Miriam's as
kinswoman, and though suffering intense pain, ac
" Yes, I hope so," he answered, taking the tiny corded a warm welcome to the fair-haired stranger,
sistar>ee was rarely required, and the same foolish
pride which prevented her from communicating with hand and stroking the flaxen curls ; but his eyes took who looked so white and delicate in her deep black
a graver expression as he examined the wasted frame, dress. " Make thyself at home, child," she exclaimed
her friends in Cornwall, closed her lips with regarc
and the last rays of hope faded out of the mother's heartily, " and get some roses into thy cheeks; folk
to her great poverty, otherwise Mrs. Vivian mighl
have found her some employment ; then the ware heart.
do reckon our sea-breezes wonderful healthy, I tell
" I will send you something to do you good, dear," ye, and come a long way to get them, and they be
house where the linen jackets were given out, had
commenced stock-taking, and would not take on any said the kind old man, rising to take leave. "Are fine, though just now they make my old bones ache
these
yours
?
"
pointing
to
the
lilies,
"
they
fresh hands for at least a month ; to crown all, little
are very main cruel."
Myra grew weaker and weaker, and the mother knew beautiful."
And Miriam did make herself at home, so that,
Myra eagerly recounted the story of her flowers ; ere many months had rolled away, her form regained
with terrible certainty that the one solitary light
which had hitherto cheered her lonely widowhood, and laying a half crown on the quilt, he said—
its roundness and her eyes their pleasant light, and if
"
Well,
I won't rob you of your treasure, but her face had lost the sparkling joyousness that had
would soon be extinguished in the darkness of death.
Many a delicacy found its way to the sick child's mother must save me an offshoot, by-and-by."
flushed it when a maiden, the gentleness and patience
And thus was their present necessity relieved.
bedside from kind Mrs. Scott, but Miriam knew that
born of affliction gave it a sweeter, higher charm.
It was the last day of September, and Miriam She soon gained the love of her near friends, for she
her friend's business was very quiet at present, arid
though valuing the gifts more on that account, she Armstrong sat holding in her own the thin hands was a tender nurse, and so quick and tidy in her ways,
hesitated accepting what she well knew involved self- which she knew would be cold in death ere the to poor pain-racked Martha Forrest, her voice had
morning light. Doctor Arnold had seen from the quite a soothing influence, and her soft step and light
denial on the part of the kindly donor.
One thing, however, in that brown garret did first that human skill was powerless to save the touch never grated on the poor invalid's sensitive
flourish; the lilies developed into more striking interesting lovable child, he came daily to visit, yet nerves as other people's did; then she had such a
beauty every day, and to Myra was a constant source many a bunch of luxurious grapes, and many
tasty way of arranging the humble furniture, polish
of delight. She never wearied of admiring their dainty custard to tempt the weak appetite, was sent ing and re-covering some of it with bright cretonne
fragrant loveliness, and watching the long buds un by him. to the widow's garret; the end had come that it looked as good as new; and she was a good
curl and expand ; and during her mother's absences sooner even than he expected, and now Miriam scholar, she made out proper bills, and could read to
she would lay and ponder over what dear Mrs. Scott watched with stifled agony the cherished life slowly Mrs. Forrest out of the Good Book, often explaining
ebbing away.
had heard so many years ago.
what to her had been " hard sayings; " in short, her
(< Is my darling happy P " she inquired, bending presence was a perfect boon, and Mrs. Forrest often
To be fair and beautiful like those lilies, and go to
a land where no sickness or sorrow could possibly low to catch the faint whisper that parted the pallid wondered " whatever she should have done without
enter, seemed a delightful change to the tired little lips.
her.'; _
" Fair as the lilies, dear mamma; don't cry," and
pilgrim, whose brief sojourn on earth had witnessed
Miriam became resignedly happy. She could gaze
so many sorrows and changes. Death had small terror the broad lids closed over the soft eyes, for the on the broad expanse of ocean, now tossing its majes
for the patient child, whose mother had always taught Good Shepherd had taken the feeble lamb to its tic waves to battle with the sportive winds, and, anon,
heavenly
fold,
and
Myra
was
at rest.
her to look to a heavenly Father beyond the skies
wearing the aspect of an untroubled lake, and remem
The weeping mother cut the solitary blossom from ber that in its depths, her dearly loved husband had
for help ; and now in her extreme weariness and pain
she turned her eyes thither with the simple prayer, the majestic plant and laid it tenderly on the still passed from trial to triumph; or her eyes could
" Blessed Jesus, make me as white as my lilies, that bosom, after Mrs. Scott had performed the last sweep the fair canopy of heaven and know that beyond
offices for the dear one, where its snowy whiteness the pearly gates waited a little ransomed soul, ready
I may come to Thee when I die."
To Miriam also, the elegant flowers were a living seemed a fit emblem of the pure loyal spirit that had to welcome her when her own pilgrimage was ended.
sermon, sanctified as it were by hallowed memories. gone forth to meet its Lord, and, when a week after,
They had very few visitors, one or two; old sailors
Often while her eyes rested on the stately blossoms all that was mortal of little Miriam Armstrong, would occasionally come in to chat with John, but
would her mind and thoughts revert to the Great found a resting place in the quiet cemetery the lily Miriam took Mrs. Scott's advice for her daily course :
Teacher, who had selected them as an illustration of went with her also.
" No time for gossiping, but always time to try help
The humble funeral had been arranged between another," hence the tranquillity of the little home was
His Father's tender care, and many apetition went
up from her heart, and was heard and answered by Mrs. Scott and Doctor Arnold. Miriam was to pay never disturbed by the tittle-tattle of village gossip
Him whose name is love, so that Miriam in after a trifle every week as much as she could, but she or the petty annoyances arising therefrom.
little guessed what sacrifices her friend had made, or
years could truthfully say that in all that trying time
It was a lovely clear day in the early summer.
she never really wanted.
bow generously the good old doctor had behaved in Mrs. Forrest sat dozing in the large arm-chair by
The last coin had been parted with, and Miriam order to save her beloved one from a pauper's grave.
the fire, while Miriam sat busily sewing on the low
The dingy room was very desolate now that the wooden seat by the window, where three pots of
had no prospect of work for the morrow ; yet she had
tidied up the place, and now sat trying to make her narrow bed had gone from its accustomed place by nearly flowering lillies were enjoying the warm sun
:he window, and only a bare stalk stood in the large beams that seemed to dance like fairies of light on
widow's bonnet look a little less rusty if possible.
Mrs. Scott had promised to mention her case to her red pot on its sill, therefore she very thankfully the waves beyond. John was down on the pier,
own old family doctor, who had attended her children accepted the invitation Mrs. Scott proffered her, of helping to paint the sail with its port letters and
oming to stay with her till something definite had number. Fragments of their conversation now and
in all their ailments, and of whose skill she had a
}een arranged about the housekeeper's place, so the then drifted to her ears, and becoming interested, she
high opinion; but although truly grateful, Miriam
jrown dingy garret was soon to let, and in a short listened more attentively.
had little hopes, for the severe attack of measles and
space
had another tenant, who, it is to be hoped, was
whooping-cough that had prostrated Myra on their
" Yes," she heard Job say, " it be strange how
vn amval in London> had left the always delicate a stranger to the heart-sorrow endured there by its some names do keep in a family for a generation
brmer occupant.
child an easy prey to the after ravages of rapid con
sometimes, from father to son, and mother to daugh
sumption. The doctor who then attended her would
ter. I mind a chap we shipped at Liverpool, as said
nave sent his little patient to an hospital, but Myra
his wife's name had been handed down in that way
CHAPTEE III.
clung to her mother, and he feared lest the separation
for over a hundred years in her family."
Mrs. Scott's question rushed suddenly through her
MIEIAM'S NAME.
rtFf£S? P?IZB
Y
The Laundress who won
mind,
"Are you sure all hands perished?." arid with
TWn PTn2ie ln e competition WOBK.—
for the best got up linen, at the
th
had been at her new abode about; a month, a wild hope in her mind, Miriam asked? " What was
1 Exllibition> uscd Keokitt's 1-aris Blue an
Starch (1
I
ivhen one mornim? a letter arrived from Martha the name, did the man say ? "
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"Miriam," answered the sailor. "I heard the
parson talking about Moses's sister, Miriam, the
same day I came out of the hospital, and I remem
bered the name directly."
Mrs. Armstrong dropped her work and leant against
the door as she asked again,
" And the ship's name ? and the man's name ? "
- " Oh, it was the Mary, and we called him Bob
Wheeler," said Job; " are you ill, missis, did you
know him?"
She hardly heard the last words ; with painful
eagerness she grasped the sailor's arm and exclaimed:
" They said all hands perished in the Mary, how
were you saved, Job ? "
" By God's mercy, missis," was the reverent reply;
" there were three of us put ashore at Lisbon, Bob
Wheeler with brain fever, Jim Stanton with a broken
collar-bone, and me very bad with English cholera;
you see the wonderful ways of God
in saving us from going further in
that vessel."
Miriam stood like one in a
dream, her husband's name had
been " Robert Wheeler Arm
strong," one of the three was here
talking to her, and what if the
others were also alive.
" My God," she murmured, "I
thank Thee, for Thou hast indeed
led me by a way unknown to joyfulness."
Further questioning elicited
from Job that Bob Wheeler and
Jim Stanton were still in the
hospital when he left, but he had
seen Stanton since, and Wheeler
had told him he intended trying
his fortunes in America or Aus
tralia; he heard Miriam's story
with sympathizing amazement,
and promised to do all that lay in
his power to assist her in endea
vouring to trace her husband.
" You see, it's near four years
now, and lots o* things might have
happened in that time," he said,
" but I'd advertise in some of the
London papers if I was you, some
one might see it as knows him,
missis."
She warmly thanked him, and
smiling through her tears, said,
" I've often heard ' what's in a
name,' but I shall prize mine very
dearly from henceforth, if it re
stores Robert to me again."
Six advertisements were inserted
in as many papers " for any infor
mation of Robert Wheeler Arm
strong, who was left ill of brain
fever at Lisbon by the ship Mary
in the year 18—." But the days
and weeks went by and the loving
heart sickened with hope deferred.
*****
It was about two months since
Job's communication, and she
stood idly gazing at the sunlit
waters, the soft golden glow of the
declining orb tinted each object in
the large old-fashioned parlour
and rested like a diadem of beauty
on the superb blossoms of the full
"Consider the
blown lilies.
lilies" rose vividly in her mind,
while their exquisite fragrance
a peaceful calm into her soul, and
infuse
seemed to
their imperial loveliness proclaimed " He doeth all
things well." She remembered that evening long
ago when Mrs. Scott had first brought them, of the
conversation about them, and the lessons they
taught, till the words of the psalmist rose involun
<"
tarily to her lips:
" Why art thou cast down, O my soul, and why
art thou disquieted within me, hope thou in God."
So absorbed was Miriam in her meditations that
she failed to notice a tall sunburnt man with a heavy
brown beard who stood gazing earnestly at the win
dow, perhaps he was admiring the fair flowers or
perhaps the slender graceful woman with her shining
coil of sunny hair, reminded him of some one he had
known; slowly he came up the path, and hearing
the steps, she looked up; one wild earnest gaze, one
long thrilling cry of joy, and Robert Armstrong
clasped bis loving devoted wife to his breast.
Oh, the happiness of that meeting, all sorrow, all

regrets were forgotten now, as seated in the pleasant
room, Robert told her of his weary illness, of his writ
ing to the old home only to have his letter returned,
none knowing whither she had gone; of his toils and
successes in Australia, and his return home with the
settled determination of finding his dear ones.
" And I have learnt this lesson, darling," he said,
" that talent and cleverness is of little avail unless
joined to perseverance and stability, and crowned
above all by the blessing of the Almighty."
He had seen an advertisement while sitting in a
coffee house, and had immediately hastened to Penzance to find his hitherto fruitless search rewarded.
They were indeed a happy party that evening in
Mrs. Forrest's old-fashioned best room; she could
rejoice with them that did rejoice, as well as weep
wiith them that wept, and though she experienced a
keen pang at the thought of losing her amiable

companion, yet she was too unselfish to wish that
aught had been different to what it was.
Job received a handsome present from his some
time companion, accompanied by warm hearty thanks,
and Mrs. Scott, was she forgotten in the glad new
life? Oh, no, a very handsome family Bible with
massive gilt clasps in a short time found its way to
her humble home, and two ten pound notes resting
on its first leaf with the simple words :
" A slight grateful acknowledgment from Robert
Armstrong. ' Inasmuch as ye did it to the least of
these my brethren, ye did it unto Me.'"
God had prospered him even beyond his brightest
dreams, so that he was enabled to purchase a
large farm in the old place whence Miriam, in her
foolish pride, had fled, concealing the knowledge
which would have prevented so much trouble.
Many years afterwards she brought another Myra
with more healthful cheeks and robust frame, to lay
a wreath of virgin lilies on a well-kept grave in a

crowded London cemetery, on whose white stone,
above the name and date, a cunning hand had graven
a cluster of full blown lilies, encircled by the text,
"Consider the lilies." Then with the little hand
clasped fondly in her own she told her of that frail
young sister, who passed away years before she was
born, but whose hours of lonely pain and weariness
had been cheered, and whose passage to the shadowy
valley had been brightened by the beautiful lessons
taught by the exquisite purity and perfect loveliness
ELISB.
of the Redeemer's Lilies.

arable 0f the
o
II.

The Stony Ground Hearers.— St. Matt. xiii. 5, 6,
20, 21.
V- "^SilkTOCKY or stony ground
is as unsuitable for
the seed as the way
side. Yet there is
some result, and that
a rapid one. A blade
appears and springs
up. The sower admires it, and re
joices in its hope and promise. But
will it last ? Alas! no. The scorch
ing heat comes, the testing time
comes, and then how great is the
disappointment, for all is withered
away. The sower plucks up the
useless stalk and sees that it has
" no root,'' and therefore there is
no harvest. Those who sow God's
Word, see such things,and see them
sorrowfully. " Ye did run well,"
wrote Paul to the Galatians. They
had begun brightly; they had
been full of anxiety and earnest
ness. They had appeared to be
lieve, to hope, to serve, to love.
Paul, with that great heart of
his, beating and burning with
hopes and desires for his converts,
had rejoiced over these men.
" Ye did run well; " but alas ! he
had to add, " who did hinder
you ? " The race was checked,
they halted, they even turned
back. Ah! what a keen disap
pointment this was to St. Paul !
Why was this ? Was it not be
cause there was no root ?
To change the figure here. It
is necessary for every building to
have a safe foundation. This must
first be dug out and laid with
care, and, it may be, with difficulty
and toil. But it is a necessity;
the house can never stand with
out a good foundation. The
teaching of both figures is one.
There can be no true, safe build
ing without a foundation, and
there can be no growing, last
ing plant, without a root. You
have seen your little child make a
garden in its play. With glee
the child sticks into the ground
the stalks of bright gay blossoms,
and then runs to tell you—" See,
I have a garden! " A few short
hours of summer sunshine, and
then your child is weeping vain
tears over withered flowers and a garden of
disappointment. Dear readers, is there one among
you over whom wiser and sadder tears have
. been shed, because your goodness has been as
" the morning cloud and the early dew that passeth
away ? " Once there seemed so much promise, so
much hope for you. You were earnest and anxious.
Your place was always filled in the house of God.
You were never absent from the Bible class. You
seemed never so happy as when hearing of the things
of God. But alas! a change came. Step by step
perhaps, or it may have been more suddenly, you
turned back from being a pilgrim bound for the
heavenly city. You could not bear the cross, you
could not stand being laughed at, you could not bear
to stand alone. .The plant that seemed to grow so
fast, withered on the stalk, for there was " no rootIt was " stony ground," there was " no deepness or
earth ; " it " lacked moisture," and so when the sun
was up, when the hot rays smote the young unpro-
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tected foliage, it withered away. What a pitiable
begin to be left open, the trouble begins. Heavy
state when it is thus with a man's soul—what a dis
carpets sometimes do not require taking up every
appointing state—what a dangerous state! Most of
year, unless in constant use. Take out the tacks
us will remember the passage in that wonderful
from these, fold the carpets back, wash the floor in
book, the " Pilgrim's Progress," which tells us how
|N the 23rd of July, 1885, was solemnized strong suds with a tablespoonful of borax dissolved
glad Christian was to have Pliable set out with him
the marriage of the Queen's youngest in them. Dash with insect powder, or lay tobacco
on the heavenly race. For a little while they walked
daughter, H.E.H. Beatrice Mary Vic leaves along the edge and retack. All moths can be
on together, talking pleasantly of the " endless king
toria Feodora, with H.E.H. Prince Henry kept away and the eggs destroyed by this means.
dom." But by and by there came a difficulty, "they
Maurice of Batten burg. The ceremony Ingrain or other carpets, after shaking, are bright
drew near to a very miry slough " and the " name of
was performed at Whippingham Church, ened by sprinkling a pound of salt over the surface
the slough was Despond." Both Christian and
in the Isle of Wight, where so much of and then sweeping carefully and thoroughly. It is
Pliable fell into the mire and began to sink. Then
also
it was that " Pliable began to be offended, and angrily the Princess's maiden life has been spent by her royal boraxan excellent plan to wipe over the carpet with
said to his fellow, Is this the happiness you have told mother's side. Thus the last of the Queen's children tightly,water, using a thick flannel cloth wrung
taking care not to wet it, but only to dampen.
passes
from
maidenhood
to
me all this while of? If we have such ill-speed at
Open
the windows and dry the carpet before replac
The later-rising sun of spousal love,
our first setting out, what may we expect between
ing
this and our journey's end. May I get out again and every British Workwoman we are sure will echo kets the furniture. Other woollens, including blan
and
with my life you shall possess the brave country with us God speed. "A good daughter makes a and foldedwearing apparel, must be beaten and brushed
smoothly. Be careful to clean every greasealone for me. And with
spot with ammonia and
that he gave a desperate
water, not too strong, and
struggle or two and got
a dark woollen cloth.
out of the mire on that
Tie pieces of camphor
side the slough which
into little bundles, and
was nearest his own
put one in each article.
house; so away he went,
Wrap the articles in
and Christian saw him
newspapers, as printer's
no more." "In time
ink is a great preven
of temptation," as our
tive of moths, and then
Lord says in explaining
sew them up in strong
the parable, " they fall
sheeting bags, labelled,
away
so that it will not be
There was a time in
necessary to open them
our Lord's own life
during the summer ex
upon earth when those
cept for use. This is a
who followed Him had
good way for those who
a " time of temptation."
donot possess cedar boxes,
It was not a tempta
and the articles need have
tion—or trial—that came
no other care if every spot
to them from any cir
is
treated as directed, and
cumstances in which they
the garments are not left
were placed, but it was
hanging in the closet too
a time of testing as to
long
before putting away
whether they could bear
for the season.
all the truths that the
Lord taught. He spake
deep words of power to
them—words that were
COLD BATHS.—A daily
to lay man low and lift
cold bath is an excellent
Christ high—and there
tonic for many, but too
were some who could
severe a course of treat
not and would not receive
ment for some. How are
these things. Therefore
we to know to which cate
we read the sad—exceed
gory we belong, whether
ingly sad and exceedingly
to the list of those bene
solemn — words, " From
fited, or to that of those
that time many of His
for whom some other
disciples went back, and
tonic agent is better?
walked no more with
Full-blooded personsgeneHim " (St. John vi. 66).
rally belong to the first,
These men must have
the pale and delicate to
been stony ground
the second class. But a
hearers. Once they had
careful course of trials is
heard the voice of the
the only way to settle
Master, and rejoiced in
this question for the in
it. But could they fol
dividual. If the warm
low Him wholly, could
glow come promptly to
they press on after Him
the skin, if one feels better
over the steep mountains
after the bath, with better
as well as along the
appetite and sleep, there
pleasant valley?
No,
can be little doubt that
they " went back; " they
the baths are doing good.
had "no root." There
But, on the other hand,
had been a fair blossom,
(1) the cold bath is not
but there was no ripe
adapted to anaemic per
fruit. How solemn are
sons—to those who have
our Lord's words, "No
cold hands or feet and
man, having put his
pale complexions.
hand to the plough, and
J. M. COAN.
looking back, is fit for
the kingdom of God"
(St. Luke ix. 62).
good wife," says the old adage, and her Eoyal High
^nese are warning words. Let us unite with them ness will be no exception to the rule. The Queen's
these words of encouragement, " If ye shall continue daughters have been always crowns to their husbands,
in the truth, then are ye My disciples indeed; " "Be amiable, virtuous, highly gifted, and domesticated.
of°vf ,,thful unto death> and I wil1 give thee a crown We add our little heartfelt wish to the nation's gratulations in wishing our Princess happiness, peace, and
)ADGE YENNER and her father lived
u The man who is " rooted and grounded," not upon prosperity, and wish Queen and husband
in a tiny cottage overlooking the bay
stony ground," but upon the Eock which is Christ,
The light and genial warmth of double day.
at Enbeach. There was only the road
will stand fast in the hour of temptation, and when
between them and the beach, which
tne storm beats upon him he will be safe. M. E.
was guarded by a low hill ending in a
——— i » i————
MOTHS.
rocky line of coast.
If we were less credulous there would be fewer cheats,. THESE are among the greatest vexations which care
The village was in the south of
,, ^PPy tbe People whose liberty is young
youne- when
ful housekeepers have to contend with, and their England, and some years ago was one of the quietest
wher
me tree that bears it has grown old.
depredations are not to be remedied after they have
Be unmoved by the praise of men and you will be once made inroads. Every housekeeper must be on little places you could fancy. Now it has sprung up
into a half fashionable kind of bathing place. At
so by their blame.
the watch for them, for, from the time the windows the time my story opens, Madge was a girl of seven-
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In a minute he had thrown it in, and then, turning
teen, and her days were spent very busily and
the cottage, and went to bed,
happily. Her father was a fisherman, and she had back, he re-entered
Madge well for her
plenty to do in keeping the little cottage clean _and satisfied that he had punished
Meanwhile . Madge had gone to her
impudence.
little
her
Joe,
after
looking
in
bright for him, and
to bed at once. She threw
gone
not
had
but
room,
before
brother, who had been born just three days
out on the little back
gave
which
window,
her
open
their mother died.
In the
Madge had her boat, one her father had made her garden with its flowers and vegetables.
hill behind
a present of. and whenever she could spare time or moonlight she could see the bend of the
village. She could
leave Joe with a neighbour, she indulged in going it, and the road leading to the
the
above
rising
church
the
of
tower
square
the
see
on the sea, which she loved so dearly. Her mother's
her think
death had been a great trial to her, and every day ! trees, and as she caught sight of it it made
of many things. She sat in the window leaning her
she missed her more and more.
her
with
angry
very
still
Often as she sat with her knitting by the cottage head on her hands, feeling
door, watching the sun setting over the sea, and the father.
There was a real affection existing between Madge
whole horizon illuminated with its glory, the re '
and her father, but there was something that marred
membrance of another sunset came to her mind.
She thought of the night her mother lay dying, their happiness, and that was the perpetual wrangling
•with her large blue eyes, so like Joe's, fixed on the between them.
Madge, as she sat there thought it all over, and
sea, which was lighted with the grand colours of the
quite convinced herself for a little time that it was
setting sun.
her father's fault and not hers. He worried her
" Madge," she had said, as she had drawn her
about her church going, and Madge began to feel as
daughter close down to her, " Madge, be a good girl,
if she were really a martyr. He spoke roughly to
and serve God first, and do try and———"
and
" What, mother?" Madge had asked as she had her, and annoyed her if he found her reading
doing anything but sewing or working in the house.
failed to catch what came next.
Madge thought it was indeed a hard case, until a
father
try
don't
temper;
your
control
and
""Do try
if
see
and
home,
at
look
her
bade
voice
small
sweet
so ; remember, a soft answer."
there was no fault on her side as well. Did she
" Yes, mother ; I will try."
her duty
And after that there was silence, and Madge knew never provoke him ? Did she never neglect
however
religion,
her
for
as
And
P
amusement
for
her mother could hear her no more; she was gone to
unpleasant it was to hear it, there was some truth in
the home she was quite ready for. For Mrs. Venner
the remark that her religion should teach her to keep
had been an earnest Christian woman, and Madge,
although she was so quick-tempered and hasty with her temper.
Here Madge sighed. What if, after all, her incon
her tongue when provoked, was really trying to serve
sistent life should be doing her father real harm.
God.
For some time after her mother's death Madge had Ah, how often we forget the truth that Christians are
Watched,
really tried, and tried in the right way, for she had watched by those who are far from God.
watched against herself, and had also been careful to to see if they are living at all up to their profession.
Many a soul is won to God by the holy life and good
pray constantly for help to curb that rebellious
example of another, while many a stumbling-block is
temper, and check that quick tongue of hers.
put in the way of the weaker brethren or the careless
And she had, though failing from time to time,
by seeing the lives of professing Christians. Satan
been successful in the main. So successful, that she
was not half as watchful now, and her father had knows this, and is very fond of suggesting the idea
that in that case it is better to give up all effort. But
occasion more than once to tell her, shaking his head,
it is not so. The strength to go on better to van
that she must " go gently." He was a rough man,
quish the foe is given to all who seek it, and help is
very ignorant, and with a quick temper himself. He
of
did not understand Madge very well, and he often never asked for in vain. Bather let it be a word
warning, and not of discouragement, for what after
irritated her much.
should discourage one who is a member of Christ
all
in
much
very
him
tried
hand,
other
the
on
Madge,
way
The
?
privileges
His
of
recognition
in
living
in
time
spending
her
like
not
did
various ways. He
reading so much as she did, and one night when he may be hard and thorny, but it leads to the Lord,
came in late, and found her bending over a book, he where there is everlasting joy, and where all pain and
sorrow are no more.
was very angry.
Madge did not go to bed until she had examined
" What are you reading for, Madge," said Mr.
herself to some purpose, and had confessed her sins
Venner, as Madge looked up at his entrance.
and shortcomings to God, prayed for pardon, and
" I had nothing else to do, father. Joe is in bed,
for help for the future.
asked
and I was waiting for you."
Next morning she was so busy that she had not
" There are all my socks you have not mended, my
time to do anything in the way of amusing herself.
girl. I won't have you reading now. Look here,"
It was not till the evening that she looked for her
and Mr. "Venner threw some socks that were lying on
book; her father was then sitting in the doorway,
a side table to Madge.
He had only intended throwing them towards her, smoking.
" I can't think where I put my book," said Madge
but the aim missed, and they came right in her face,
at last, having hunted all over her own room and
and Madge flushed up angrily.
" Don't you throw things at me, father. I won't the kitchen, and i'ailed, as we know she must have
done.
have it, there."
" Father, have you seen my book that I was read
Mr. Venner retorted that he would do as he chose.
ing last night ? It was my prize at the Bible class
1 need not repeat all that was said. When people
are angry they say many things that they would this Easter."
" That book, yes," said Mr. Venner quietly. "I
never say at another time, and that night high words
won't have you wasting your time over books. I've
passed between father and daughter.
At last they finished, and with Mr. Venner re settled it."
Settled it, father! How? Where is it? "said
"
yours,
of
religion
marking, '' Well, if that's all that
churchgoing and singing hymns teaches you, I won't Madge, coming up to her father.
Mr. Venner nodded in the direction of the sea.
have anything to do with it. Show me the religion
in there. I've thrown it away, and I'll
"It's
that makes you to speak proper to your father, and
throw away any more I find you wasting your time
not as you do. There, go to bed."
over when you should be doing your duty."
And Madge went.
Madge was amazed. She never thought her father
Mr. Venner was extremely angry, and as he heard
the door close after Madge, who slept in the next would have done such a thing, and she felt extremely
angry. So angry, that a torrent of hot words
room, he took up the book that lay still on the table.
He could not read, but he was so annoyed that he would have come forth had she not remembered last
snatched it up, opened the cottage door, and went night.
" I'm sorry you did it, father."
down the slip. It was a lovely moonlight night,
That was all she said, and her voice was very low.
and the soft June air fanned his heated face as he
Mr. Venner looked up. He had never felt more
stood there.
It was a striking contrast to himself, but he did astonished in his life.
And, I may add, never had he felt so small.
not feel its influence ; he was glad the tide was high,
This soft answer was so unexpected that he
so that he need not go further to accomplish his pur
smoked away, and had an extra pipe to think it over.
pose, which was to throw the book into the sea.
Madge never referred to the subject again, and he
The sinews of Wealth are found in Health; and health, strength,
nutritive, flesh-forming qualities and staying power are retained
and concentrated in CADBUET'S COCOA.
For a sustaining, comforting, and nourishing beverage, drink
CADEURY'S PUBB COCOA, and do not be persuaded to accept a
substitute. (AD vi.)

REMAKKABLE DISAPPEAEANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by
using HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. KEWAKD !!—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. "EBIUSH IMITATIONS—INSIST UPON Hurscm's." (AnvT.)

could see that she was frying as the days went on to
act very differently.
" Madge, where are my socks ? " asked Mr. Venner
one day.
" They're all mended, father."
"And my Sunday coat," said Mr. Venner, "is
that mended ? "
Mr. Venner never went to church, but he always
put on special clothes on Sunday.
" Yes, father."
" Have you weeded that bed I told you wanted
weeding ? "
"I did that last week, father," said Madge.
" I say, my girl, what's come to you ? " asked Mr.
Venner presently.
" How do you mean, father ? " asked Madge sur
prised.
"You're different, Madge, from what you used to
be. More thoughtful, and not so worrying," said
Mr. Venner.
" I try to be better, father," said Madge softly.
None but God knew how hard the battle had been,
how difficult it was.
" I say, Madge, I'll come along to church with you
to-morrow," said Mr. Venner presently.
" Oh, will you, father ? " said Madge, her face ex
pressing the pleasure she felt.
" Yes; I've thought of it, Madge, lately. Ever
since you answered so gentle when I threw your book
away."
"Have you? 3'
"Yes, my girl. I have been hard on you I know,
but I come to think there must be something that
helps you to keep your temper, for it's a mortal quick
one; and it may be the church '11 learn me how to
keep mine, for it's not too good, I own."
Mr. Venner went to church, and heard there a
sermon that made him look into himself, and see
how dangerous a life his was, led in forgetfulness and
carelessness of God. And in a few months he was a
changed man.
Now don't suppose neither he nor Madge never lost
their tempers. Indeed they did, but they tried not,
and when they were on the edge of a quarrel or of
having high words, they remembered Him whom
they were seeking to serve, and how He, when He
was tried, opened not His mouth.
And they recollected that beautiful text—one we
should all do well to remember—
" A soft answer turneth away wrath, but grievous
words stir up auger."

L. E. D.

HAPPY are we, God's own little flock,
Sheltered so close in the cleft of the Rock,
Far above storm, or danger, or shock,
Happy are we in Jesus.
What shall we do for the Master so dear ?
Oh, there are many in need of our cheer,
Souls that know nothing but darkness and fear,
Souls in the dark without Jesus.
Many He has who are not of this fold,
Out in the storm and the pitiless cold;
These we will win by our prayers and our gold,
Win them to love our Jesus,
Over the mountains and over the seas,
Lovingly, joyfully, speed we to these,
Seeking to save them by tenderest pleas,
Save by the blood of Jesus.
Even a child, He has told us, may lead
Any to Him, from their sorrow and need,
Any who come, He will shelter and feed,
Any who come to our Jesus.
Joyfully, then, let us spread the glad news,
Never this service for Jesus refuse,
Never a moment to work for Him lose:
Joyfully work for Jesus.

MES. HEEKICK JOHNSON.
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tunate girl. From the various facts he
collected, he
There is another, too, who is her fellow-lab
found that when Eosie left here, she went
ourer in
where she fell in with these people, who to Plantane, this vineyard—a tall, handsome, cripple girl, whose
By BIKDIE E. S.
were kind to beauty is marred,
her, gave her food, and urged her
however, by a scar on her cheek,
them and learn their profession, whichto remain with which will ever be there, to remind her of those days
she willingly when, in childish
did, with the result we have seen.
anger and naughty resentment, she
CHAPTEE IV,
left her kind friends and pleasant home.
" She is still in danger, and raves
She cheered her father's declining days,
Luke, Aunt Dorcas, and myself, which about Uncle
and when
FOUND.
evidence enough that it is our Gipsy. is conclusive his aged spirit soared away to join her mother, she
Mr. Goodryn went, at her own
is going to remain to-night, and to-morrow
request, back to the home which she
iANUAEY had come and gone,
we shall had left, living side
when
by side with her much-loved
Eebekah McLawton left the home which go with him to see Eosie, and oh ! I pray God that brother, happy
we
in
may
a
life
find
of
usefulness, looking forward
her better, and that He will spare her
had given her again such kindly shelter,
to to a still more peaceful death,
us. I have no time to write more now.3'
which she has ceased
to find other work.
to dread.
Yes, at last, after great painstaking '
This time, she went out as travelling
and earnest
Hark!
companion to an invalid lady, who, while prayer, the wanderer was found. - When she first people are the church bells are ringing, and the
pouring
opened her eyes in consciousness,
from the houses in response. And
sojourning at Plainfield, took a fancy
they
rested
on
here
we
to
see the girls coming from "The Grove."
j Olive. She recognized her at once,
her quiet face and subdued manner.
I surprised, only smiled a little, andbut did not seem They walk in groups.
Last of all come Aunt
For Eebbie was changed, greatly
asked faintly, Olive and Eebbie,
arm-in-arm, as in
independent, almost haughty self-possechanged. The j "Am I at home P "
ssion, and dig
and a little before them, supported years gone by,
After that she mended as rapidly as was
nified bearing, had given place to a gentler
possible,
Grace; a little girl, about the age sheby cratches, is
gravity hut she was a cripple for
and a less proud reserve.
was when she
lii'e. When she was first came
to Plainfield, running along by her side,
sufficiently well to remember'all that
When she was gone, Olive was very
the recollection of her ingratitude to her had passed, gaily talking. This is another child of the wandering
One of the other elder girls made dull again.
kind friends,
the world, nearly at the same time,her first start in and her base desertion of her happy home, over tribe, a true "gipsy," from the family of the woman
were two vacant places in the Establishso that there whelmed her with shame, and she needed to be told who died in the hospital—whose death was the in
direct means of Grace's recovery.
again and again that all had forgiven
Both were soon filled up, however,ment.
her long ago.
Thus we leave them all—a bright, pleasant
children were not wanting, and for destitute She needed forgiveness, poor girl! for she was almost
scene.
were gathered under kindly protection two others entirely helpless. Olive had a lodging near the As we watch the girls trooping up the village—so
happy and merry, well fed, well clothed,
else have grown up in the streets. And, who might hospital, at which, as soon as Eosie could be moved, —must
well
we not feel'constrained to breathe a educated
went on as usual at Plainfield Grove. everything she joined her.
blessing
on the memory of Uncle Luke,
Olive still
It was there, when she was strong enough
was the loving teacher and friend of the
to bear and prosperity to " Uncle Luke'sand wish all success
girls, cheerful it, that Olive gently broke
Establishment I "
and content.
to her the
was not the orphan child of the dead truth, that she
One day, or rather one evening, at
THE END.
gipsy that she
the
end
of
had
thought
herself, but the child of well-to-do
February, she made the following
entry
in
her
parents,
and
the sister of the Mr. Goodryn whom
journal:—
'
Eosie, or rather Grace, had already begun
" Wednesday, Feb. 27th.—To-day's
to love.
events have
It seemed too good to be true, but gradually
been few—but oh, so joyous ! This
Rosie
surprised'by Aunt Dorcas telling memorning, I was became accustomed to hear the name of " father"
that
a"
gentle
and " brother," and to love them both,
man wished to speak to me. Oh! how
for
the elder
my
heart
Mr. Goodryn went to see her as soon
throbbed when I saw him, for it was
as
possible,
Mr.
Goodryn.
and when she could bear the journey
As I hoped and expected, he brought
they took her
of Gipsy. to her home in Eiversvill
How gently he broke it to me ! What news
a noble, gentle , She shed bitter tears e.
character his is ! He told me every particular
when
To Thee whose smile is might and fame
. He mother who had mourned herthey told her of that
had been to London. • While there, ha
so
deeply,
and died
went with a from excess of grief, but Everard
A nation lifts united praise,
• friend into a hospital, and saw a woman,
poured balm into
And asks but that Thy purpose frame
been run over in the street. - She evidently who had the wound by his words of holy comfort, and she
A useful glory for its days.
to a travelling company. There was very belonged learned to be happy in her new, novel life.
little doubt
How she had been taken from her
• the poor woman was dying.
home
in her
We pray no sunset lull of rest,
early years still remained
"Everard's friend, the chaplain, went
No pomp and bannered pride of war;
to her side, thought that she must havea mystery, but it was
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• -&. James ind Sons, sole
a guidance
her soul's con which they
makers, Plymouth. (Anvi.)
stancy.
could persuade themselve
personal, more positively bearing on s was more
their affairs of

96

THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.
INDEX

,
down on the nest. In the same way the rhinoceros
rats in his
never dreaming of harm, lies down on
is their
house, and compresses them quite flat. Such
ruthless
the
of
goes,
it
as
far
as
example,
doom—an
The
laws of nature, and the survival of the fittest.house ;
instinct of rats teaches them to shun a falling. Thus
but not, alas! to avoid a sleepy rhinocerosthe mere
to
man
of
reason
the
is
we see how superior
instincts of the lower animals.— Daily News,

words of
.
the moment, than the general laws andhelp of all
TO THE TWENTY-SECOND VOLUME
comfort given for the universal rule and
mankind, for all time, in the Word of Grod.
FAGE
PAGE
differed
6
The opinions of the best and wisest have of acting
Story
Patchwork
63
A
A Changed Life - 11
- 77 Do What You Cau
upon the question as to whether such mode
A Humble Hero content
A Luminous Trea
- 43
•
was right or wrong. For my own part I am as men
Evening
And He Knowcd ...
34,95
7
Hymn
to remember that our Father does not judge
A Patient Heart
from this
- 42
- 29 In Memoriam
A Restorative
judge ; and I believe that those who abstain and that
- 32
- 90
At Rocskelde
close questioning from grateful reverence, will be
- 93 My Shadow ...
A Soft Answer - 94
•
- 61 Our Jesus those who resort to it from an adoring trust,
A Temperance Oasis
secrets
the
- 12 Sonnet whom
to
Him
by
Peace
with
At
dealt
better
alike lovingly
- 82
Never give as if you wished to refuse:
- 79
True Heart
A
Heart
Take
open.
- 71
of all hearts are
- 24
A Very Bad Temper
First Robin the use refuse as if you wished to give.
- 32
that of A Village Entertainment -- 477 The
But meantime, even for such as are not in
The New Year
The wise man by his conduct correctshis own.
pre
- 64
A Wallflower
The Spirit's Flight
of testing, so to say, our dear Lord's personal,
- 66
by that again learns to correct
and
- 61 Thy Word as
others,
affairs
Ambition
our
in
Bernard's
and
,
individuals
- 59
sent interest in us as
-36 To-day and To-morrow
Business
touching
answers
absolute
- 3
- 85 Trust present day matters, these
Christina's Fiddle
vouch
- 80
- 93 What Time I am Afraid
OUR NEW VOLUME.
Cold Baths upon the thing of the moment are constantly
85
that
OCTOBER,,
seeing
IN
Geordie
EAKLY
otherwise,
Crippled
safed. How, indeed, can it be
LARGE ENGRAVINGS.
with the
The TWENTY-SECOND ANNUAL Volume of With For Women's Bights -- -- 66
the Bible is literally crammed to the brim
22 A GLEANEB—A POOR FISHER
OMAN.
Grant
Fred
WORKW
H
- ]
rFHE BRITIS picture cover by EDMUND EVANS. Price
MAN'S WIDOW minutest knowledge of us and our affairs.
26
Go and do thou Likewise - 76
- 9
it tries
• Handsome coloured
OUR VEEY POOR Watching by a sick bed is anxious work;
Good Nature
is A
tly 1«. 6d. Cloth gilt. 2s. 6d.
- 40 Two LITTLE PUPPIES
Good Kesults
- 17
BASKET the strength of body and brain, and consequen
of de
Granny's Parting Words - 48 GO AND DO THOU LIKEWISE 25
STORIES NEW VOLUME.
CRYSTAL
Small Diffi
tempts to the indulgence of a certain amount
with
Grappling
- 33
-'
last night,
- 23 NEIGHBOURS
EARLY IN OCTOBER.
culties
UPON A
pression. I had yielded to the temptation " Oh, well
- 52 SHE SAT PERCHED ON
Great Exhibitions
THE
THE FIFIH ANNUAL VOLUME OF
WOODEN POST
yielded yet further to the inward mutter, reading
Great Wonders and Small- 83
- 41
STORIES.
SEASHOBE NETTING CRYSTAL
HE
Things
yes, of course, one will wind up the day with circum
- 49
LIFE
Illustrated.
CHANGED
- 28 A
Twelve Complete Tales. Beautifully
Grief and Joy
- 57
BLUNDER
2s.
the Bible as usual; but really, under present
- 56 NELLY'S
duty than
Handsome coloured picture cover, Is. Gd. ; cloth
Health Hints
A HAPPY YOUNG GIKL GATH
stances, it will be rather as a mechanical I have
37
- 65
Hints from India ERING MAY BLOSSOM
- 73
with any hope of getting good from it.
HUMBLE HE BO How Blanche Brooke's Ques
A
- 44 THE WELL SPRING WHEBE
tion was Answered neither head nor heart to take it in to-night."
drawn
THE VILLAGE GIBLS LINHow to make Girls Straight 76
With this mental assertion the Bible was "Any
- 81
- 54,
GEBED
essentially well Kitty's Friend A
" Thoroughly sound and wholesome, andNews.
forward, listlessly opened "anywhere." verse, that
-34 FISHEBMAN - PAINTING
Little Forget-me-not -89
SAIL adapted for family reading."—Daily
where " I began to read. I only read one That was
- 29
Madge's Faith Post-free l^d., ready
Penny,
upon.
One
price
lighted
had
LV.,
eyes
No.
16
my
GS.
which
first one
SMALL ENGRAVIN
Martha Goodinge
The lesson
- 80
on Sept. 15, 1885, will contain complete—
Masculine Vanity Fishing Net 5
enough to startle anyone into wakefulness.
- 90 Tommy with his
Lilies over
to
- 13
Marian's
eyes
dullest
Creeper
the
the
for
Training
clear
too
was too direct,
Missionary Work in Liver
OLIVE CLENDON.
First Red Robin of Win- 21
and the
pool ..... 4 The
look. The gracious promise and—yes—
ter - 93
By E. 0. KENYON.
Moths -29
New Year solemn warning—
have already appeared.
Reflections - 59 The
numbers
Annabel's
- 37
Mrs.
in
following
ot
The
stronghold
Forget-me-N
a
Little
good,
is
- 88
Nahum i. 7 : " The Lord
- 45
My Dream of the Past Helping the Helpless No. 1. The Woman who Saved Him. F. \V. ROBINSON.
" GKACE." Nellie's Blunder - 58 That was Washed Ashore - 53
the day of trouble ; and——•"
of Castle Russell.
Heiress
2.
,,
34
.
- 61
promise—
the
Away
LESTER LORTON. Neighbours
Mark this addition after
from Rome.
- 26 Far
Rescued
3.
69
„
Man
Island
Newspaper
Old
Volcanic
Poor
New
Him."
A
in
trust
" And He knoweth them that
- 10 On the Floor of the Crypt a
,, 4. Daisy March, the Prison Flower.
Poor
Very
Our
PRISON."
IN
LIFE
- 77
Author of "FEMALE
Young Lad
No faith, no stronghold.
- 19
85
'Prayer Her
BRIDGE.
for
M.
Letter
GRACK
H.
C.
- 93 A Difficult Beatrice „ 5, Aaron's Harvest.
- 93
Princess Beatrice The Princess
OSWALD.
E.
. 96
„ 6. His Highness.
Eats
- 29
TEXTS IN ORNAMENTAL
Beading Aloud ,, 7. His One Friend.
SUNBEAM."
A
CATCH
TO
BORDERS.
TRAP
37
•
•
Author of " A
Singularity E. J. LYSAGHT. Suspense
.... 4 What must I do to be saved ? 4
,, 8. Mikeo' the Shannon.
-7 Let us not love in word and
LAURA M. LANE.
Thankfulness
„ 9. Ruth Bartlett's Victory.
in tongue but in deed and
E.R. PITMAN. The Bath Public House- Mis- 43
- 12
,, 10. The House in Bullion Court. Mrs.
in truth sion FRANC.
JEANNE
MAUDE
Hopes.
- 52 The gift of God is eternal- 20
Jem's
,, 11.
Currents SS. The Blood of
MIDDLEMA
.
JEAN
life -11
Secret.
Abraham
Barbe's
Faith
The
,,12.
that he will com
Mrs. MACKARNESS. The Japanese - - - 9 I know Mm
Seasons.
his
Madge's
and
13.
mand his children
- 68
DOBB£E.
The Labourer
HE origin of the rat is wrapped up in
household after him and
14. Six Penn'orth of Coppers. LOUISA E."ALISON."
The Mission at Flaxham - 40
they shall keep the way of 28
mystery. The ancients, according to a
15. A Heathen of the Day.
Mission of a Sunbeam - 66
the Lord EMMA MARSHALL. The
- 20
The Teeth learned writer quoted by M. Eugene
16. Sir Valentine's Victory.
10 Whosoever believeth in Him
LAUBIE LANSFELDT. The Tinkers in Wick - -- 37
17. A Brave Young; Heart.
Eolland in his " Faune Sauvage," knew
shall receive remission of 36
Those Good Old Times
J. CALLWELL.
....
sins 18. Dermot O'Hara.
on the Life of St.
not the rat. Their condition was more
ye shall ask in
S. GREGG. Thoughts
Peter 4, 12, 20, 29, 36, 44, 62, Whatsoever
19. Her Crooked Ways.
shall
gracious. But it is hard to be certain
ye
believing
prayer
60, 68, 76
MARGARET GRANT.
-44
20. Muriel's Trials.
receive
- 64
about the fauna of the ancients. When
E. J. LYSAGHT. The Vegetable Garden
me die the death of the
may have
21. A Jilted Womau.
The Parable of the Sower 84, 92 Let
they use a word meaning mouse they or, per
I- INDERMAIR.
righteous, and let my last
22. Wait Awhile.
- 59
- 62
end be like His C.I. PRINGLE, Usefulness
had field mouse or common mouse, Herodotus
Masters.
Two
Establishment
23.
precious
Luke's
more
Uncle
being
Faith
minds.
their
in
T.FROST
-60
74, 86, 95
haps, even the rat
than gold 24. The Legacy of a Lady.
tale of an
- 56 Heaven and earth shall pass
tells, on Egyptian authority, the same their bow
Ventilation An English Rose.
25.
not
shall
word
My
but
knawed
away
who
JOURNAL."
75
army defeated by mice,
- °8
Author of "MRS. JERNINGHAM'S HOLMES. What a Picture - -- -- 69
pass away in their
What Paddy gave
strings, as the Creek Indians tell of rats written
26. The Cruise of "The Petrel." F. M."GRACE."
Be diligent that ye may be
What to do with the Fryingfound of Him in peace with- 24
27. Two Young Wives.
cosmogonic legend. This legend was fairly century
pan " SUSIE." When
out spot and blameless - 76
the Money Ship comes
28. Stolen Away.
in red, on a skin, and was kept during ?lastIt should
they which are
are
these
And
42
KENYON.
C.
EDITH
in
29. Having Her Own Way,
sown on good ground, such
in the Georgia Office. Where is it now
When the Tide Turned. Em
BETSEY HAMMON,
precisely
as hear the word and re
30. The Vicar of Avalton.
be in the Colonial Office. The Chinese have Indians
ma Marshall 2,10, 21, 27, 38,
W. SIME,
ceive it and bring forth
46, 54, 63, 67
31. How Ailsa Saved her Village.
the same story, only they, like the Creekof the old
fruit, some thirty-fold.some
ALICE KINO, Who Will Speak First - - 18
32. Grace Escott's Good Fight.
sixty and some an hundred 84
assign the victory to rats, not to the mice rats, he
FRANC.
JEANNE
MAUDE
Be thou faithful unto death
33. At the Well.
POETBY.
OWEN.
B.
Halicarnassian. Perhaps Herodotus meant
J.
REV.
andl will give thee a Crown-M
Sin
His
20
of
34. The Measure
Egypt, and
of Life
E. J. LYSAGHT. AAnFace
knew nothing about cats till he went to in
- 40
Old Man's Beverie 35. She Would be a Lady.
the dark.
GROOM.
A,
F..
about rats he may have been equally
Prejudice.
Burton's
Miss
36.
Buckland
HENRIETTA F. MARSHALL.
Eats are not uncommon in Shakespeare, butblack rat.
Major.
Old
The
37.
d toy the LORD'S
HTS suggeste
Penny.
Change. U.S. WILLIAMS. THOUG
One
Price
through
says that Genner (1587) first mentions the
Illustrated.
pp.
Unchanged
16
38.
E.
* PRAYER. By M.
is not
H. MAJOR.
This, though older than the brown rat, for rat
39. Toiling, Rejoicing, Sorrowing. L. E.
,
DOBR^E.
The Tenth Edition. Now Ready.
40. Through Thick and Thin.
apparently aboriginal. The Welsh namerat came
Temperance Tale.
LATTER.
HE BLACK SPECK AMoney."
41. Lisa; or, the Dusky Wife. EM.MIK
new
Entirely
means " French mouse," and perhaps the ed author
E. HOLMES,
By the Author of "Grandmother's
42. In Due Season.
over with the Conqueror. An accomplish
and unabridged. Super Royal 4to, '^i-PfB
to
EMMA RAYMOND PITMAN. edition, complete
ta.
brought
was
THREEPM
Fall.
rat
Price
the
&c.
Austin's
&c.
43.
thinks
KNOWLES,
ologie
DAVIDSON
by
on fifricromam
A. C. BELL. plates,
News.
Crusaders.
44. A Staffordshire Girl.
" Full of graphic power."—Daily Truth.
Europe (involuntarily no doubt), by the devour the
ISAAC PLEYDELL,
" It can hardly fail of success."—
. .
45. Miser's Money.
The brown or so-called "Norway rats"
BIRLEY
" Exceedingly clever—painfully life-like "—Lloyd's.
n
few works that we> u«
46. Gundrede's Two Lovers. CAROLINE
" A good blow for the temperance cause,
black ones, and are later comers. If a well-know
E. J. LYSAGHT.
the Storm.
of
the reader more plainly the horrors ol onu ._;
Out
before
47.
put
time,"
s's
have
read
Pythagora
in
rat
a
"
intemperano
T. F. SOUTHEE. and the sin and misery which result from habits ofCourt
character was really
in Sorrow.
CirenlarSown
48.
the
to
known
J
being
rats
J. MACLEOD.
the argument against
49. A False Friend,
re cer
MARSHALL.
ancients falls to the ground, and Shakespea
Price 2s.
50. His Heart was True. BEATRICEALICE
the heroic
Now ready, in One Vol., crown 8vo, cloth.
KING.
MARSH ALL.
tainly thought that rats were common in Gardens
51. The Lighthouse Star
ITTLE AND GOOD. By EMMA
AUSTYN GRAHAM.
&c. &«• , ger
age of Denmark. Eats in the Zoologicalknow the
52. The Vicar's Daughter.
Author of "Dayspring," " Life's Aftermath,"
all
more than many au ?n?
MAUDE JEANNE FRANC.
"' Little and Good' is a book worth much
53. Fern Hollow.
are a good deal to be pitied. We unwittingly
a w
conveys
story
The
SS.
volume.
MIDDLEMA
JEAN
and more pretentious
54. Daisy's Rescue.
^^____—elephant of the fable. She one day trod
—Echo.
resignation."
she
of
lesson
IJd
on a partridge, and killed it. Soon afterwardslittle
Each complete Story, One Penny. Post free,s.
N G"^
OP GOLDE
found the nestlings of the partridge. "Poorbeen a
all booksellers and newsagent
BOOK
by
Sold
HE
° *•
!«•
burn.'
" Thoughts that breathe and words that
things! " said the elephant: " I too have she sat RICHARD WILLOGGHBY, 27 Ivy Lane, Paternoster Row.
mother ;'' and, with the kindest intentions

T

THE CRYSTAL STORIES.

T

L

T

