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o. 265. NOT SUCH A BAD PENJNY, AFTER ALL.—" SHE LOOKED UP TO SEE A STRANGER IN SOLDIER'S UNIFORM LOOKING DOWN UPON HER."—See Pafte



THE BEITISH WOBKWOMAN.

CHAPTER I.

IN THE OLD BOAT.

IIFFEEENT people have different
™ • • >3 • • -J.1 1-1opinions, is a saying with which we 

are all familiar, and with the truth of 
which we all agree. To suit my pre 
sent purpose I wish to just change the 
final word, and say, " Different people 
have different tastes." For instance :— 

Lover:-, so the story-books tell us, like rose-covered 
arbours and shady woods in which to indulge in con 
fidential chats; young men like a snug corner of 
their club-room ; washerwomen find a position before 
a washtub tends to encourage the disposition for a 
good gossip; old ladies like a well-warmed room, 
furnished with a full teapot, hot buttered muffins, 
and the proper accessories.

But none of these places would suit the human 
sea-birds who abound on the coasts of our island 
home. The old boat lying there on the shore, a 
time-honoured Telic of good work done, is the chosen 
meeting-place of the children and young folk of the 
fishing village when their heads are throbbing with 
an extra burden of thought.
N When fifteen-year-old Lizzy Seacome missed that 
restless, headstrong brother Ned of hers, after his 
unsatisfactory half-hour with father, she naturally 
sought him on that solitary bit of shore where the 
old boat lay. And there, as a matter of course, she 
found him, lying full-length at the bottom of the 
cranky smack, and with a pair of light blue eyes 
staring moodily up at the light blue sky.

One paint-brush would have done for those eyes 
and the sky and the sea that afternoon. They were 
all a match with each other, if you leave out of 
account the silver sheen of sea and sky that seemed 
to suggest a smile, and the moodiness of the blue 
eyes that seemed, on the contrary, to suggest a cloud. 

Ned gave no sign that he was aware of his sister's 
approach—even maintained his upward stare with 
out so much as the ghost of a wink when she was 
actually bending her rosy face over the side of the 
boat to look at him.

There were four of the younger members of the 
Seacome family now living; Ned, the eldest, aged 
eighteen; his brother, Thomas, aged seventeen; 
fifteen-year-old Lizzy, and eight-year-old Ethel, as 
bonny a little sailor's lass as any mother could wish 
to see. But, alas for the pretty child, since she was 
three years old there had been no fond mother in her 
home to take delight in her sweet face and winning 
ways. Only a feeble, sorrow-stricken grandmother, 
and a young, anxious sister to fill that mother's 
place.

At ten years of age Lizzy had suddenly been called 
upon to put on womanly ways and works, and to 
forget that some folk had a time to play. However, 
her father's love and many grave-voiced praises 
helped her through her tasks, and although granny 
was heavily burdened with ill-health and grief!, still 
there was the real old head in the cottage to direct 
the young shoulders and doubtful hands.

Good health, great simplicity of life, family peace, 
and plenty of fresh air had tided over five years, 
between a great and sad catastrophe and the pre 
sent time, without any very especial hardship to 
mark their course.

But during the last few weeks a thin cloud had 
been gradually spreading over the serene family 
atmosphere, and for the first time in her life Lizzy 
was beginning to feel the weariness that none of her 
ceaseless household work had caused.

Ned had begun to set up to have opinions and 
wishes and resolves of his own. His father also had 
opinions of his own—very strong ones—and also 
resolves, likewise very strong; and the two sets 
clashed. Family tradition declared very positively 
that where the Seacomes now lived the Seacomes 
had lived for the past two hundred years, and that 
during the whole of that time every boy amongst
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them who had survived the days of childhood had 
become either a sailor or a fisherman. As things had 
been, in this respect, so the present head of the family 
was resolved they ought to continue.

Thomas had taken very kindly to the fishing-line 
with his father, so Ned might be a sailor if he wished; 
but one of the two seafaring callings he must choose, 
so his father declared when Ned first began to hint 
that he had been out with the fishing fleet as often 
as he cared for—indeed, a good deal oftener—and 
now he should like to have a try at some occupation 
inland.

" And that, lad, thou'lt never do with my con 
sent," said his father, with a set face and very decided 
tones.

Ned's brow contracted with vexation rather than 
anger as he asked hastily, " And why p"

" Lots of' whys/ " was the short answer. " We Sea- 
comes have never once, during the whole two hundred 
years we've been here, wanted at least for enough of 
bread to eat, and then look around at the folk at your 
inland trades ! What with bad times and strikes 
and wars, and changes of fashion, which of them can 
tell what mayn't come to throw them out at the end 
of the week ? "

Ned waited to hear no more; he jumped up from 
his seat at the dinner-table and left the cottage, 
hurrying away to the lonely old boat, and muttering 
as he went—

" Thrown out, indeed ! Better that, to my think 
ing, than having them you love better than yourself 
thrown into the sea and drowned, so to say, before 
your very eyes."

He paused a moment, and there was a quiver in 
the murmur that followed, " Before my eyes it was, 
at any rate, if not before his."

Still, with all his longing to get away from the 
sea, his feet mechanically took him on, along the 
beach now, and to the well-known old boat! He 
was tolerably sure to have it all to himself at this 
hour, for it was too early for lovers to be sitting 
on its edge chatting in the sunset, and too near 
afternoon school-time to risk finding a group of 
children tumbling about their favourite, but rather 
distant, playroom. A first glimpse showed Ned 
that he and the sunshine had it all to themselves, 
and he thought that the brilliant sunshine blazing 
down made both himself and the battered, forsaken 
old fishing-boat look only the more desolate. A few 
clouds and shadows would have had a companionable 
air for his present mood.

But he had to wait for companionship, until Lizzy's 
light feet brought her flying over the pebbles, eager 
to make the most of a hardly won spare half-hour. 
Between clearing away the dinner things, washing 
up and tidying up, the minutes were generally very 
few that Lizzie could devote to her own wishes 
before it was time to set the table again for granny's 
and little Ethel's early tea. But to-day Liz felt that 
she must " make time," as the saying is, to have a 
talk with this troublesome, but favourite, brother 
Ned.

" Ned, dear, don't be grumpy," she said at last, 
wistfully, when she had been beside the boat for 
nearly half a minute, and the blue eyes had still 
taken notice of nothing but the blue sky. " It's 
een such a hard pull of a hurry, Ned, dear, to 
et a little time to spend with you this afternoon. 

Df course, I see that it's rather hard for you to give 
in to father——"

Lizzy's speech had by no means come to the end 
she intended when she uttered the word "father/' 
jut all her other words were startled back into her 
mouth for the present by her companion lying there 
n the bottom of the boat. Or rather, not lying 
ihere, for Ned had suddenly sprung up on to his 
'eet, and with a stamp of one of them that nearly 
sent it through the rotten timber, he exclaimed, pas 
sionately—

" Eather hard ! Yes, it might be hard enough, 
ndeed, if I meant to do it. But hark you here, 
Dizzy, I won't give in."

There was a catch in his sister's breath, and 
ihen a deep sigh, before she found voice to ask, 
' Then what do you mean to do ? "

The moody look once more replaced the fiery gleam 
n his eyes.

" How do I know ? " he muttered. " If father 
lad been pleasant about the matter, and helped a 
ellow, I'd have got to be a tidy, well-to-do trades 

man, as sure as the best of them, some day, I don't 
doubt, bixt as it is——"

" Yes ? " said Lizzie, questioningly. 
Ned shook himself impatiently. " Why, as it is, 

what chance would a fellow have, with the fine sort of 
a character father would see fit to rig me out with

for my start in a line he didn't like. No, no. It's 
all up with any hopes that lay that way."

" Then—then," ventured Liz timidly, " then you 
must keep to the sea, must you not ? "

He clenched his fists and stamped again. "I tell 
you, Lizzie, I hate the sea; and as there is nothing 
else for it, I mean to enlist the next time a serjeant 
comes this way; so there! Now you know."

Lizzy's cheeks grew pale. " Oh! Ned, and there's 
the war that father reads about not rightly over, and 
there may be another soon; and then you might get 
killed with a cannon ball or a bayonet, or——"

" Oh, hold that stuff," broke in her brother im 
patiently. "One would think to hear you that you 
didn't know as folk can get killed with the sea."

As he said that a gleam of fresh intelligence came 
into the girl's face. It seemed as though she had 
suddenly turned over an unexpected page, and read a 
new reason, hitherto unthought of, for her brother's 
conduct and recently declared self-will.

His eyelids had fallen as he spoke, and his expres 
sion softened, and now hers softened too, as she 
stretched her hand over the boat's side and laid it on 
his arm.

"Ned," she half-whispered, "is it mother you are 
thinking of when you say that you hate the sea P "

He bent his head in assent, turning away from her 
as he did so.

"More than me might hate it for that same, I 
should think/' he added after a moment, with a voice 
whose gruffness only half hid its quivering. Then he 
took the hand his sister had laid upon his arm in one 
of his own, and helped her over the side of the 
boat. For some minutes they sat side by side on the 
cracked and splintered bench in sympathetic silence.

All the moodiness had faded from Ned's blue eyes, 
all the hardness died out of his heart. There was no 
room in his heart just now for anything harsher than 
sadness, and the mist of tears had washed all else 
out of his eyes.

He was a great, strong, tall, broad-shouldered 
fellow, this eighteen-year-old fisherman's son. But 
weather-beaten, weather-hardened, sun-bronzed as he 
was, he still nourished a deep and tender love for 
his lost mother; his heart literally ached with long 
ing for her sometimes, and he thought no shame 
to let the tears well up in his eyes, now and again, 
in tribute to her memory. When he broke the 
silence it was only to give conclusive proof of the 
direction in which his thoughts had been mean 
time.

" Lizzy, it many times puzzles me fibove a bit 
how father, can go on rowing and sailing and fish 
ing right over mother's grave, as 'twere. Now, 
there's granny—she don't come out often, to be 
sure, but when she do put a foot past the door- 
sill it's aye to go inland, you'll see."

" Because she never comes out but to do a bit of 
extra shopping, or to visit a friend, Ned dear," said 
the practical young housekeeper. But her brother 
shook his head.

"Times and oft, before that day five years ago, 
granny would bring her knitting and sit on the beach, 
and tell us young 'uns as God's free air was good for 
old and young. She's never come since that dread 
ful day, nor never said that neither."

Poor Ned! The memories of that day were bitter 
enough to him, but it was little wonder that they 
were bitterer still to his grandmother.

A lovely summer afternoon rather more than five 
years ago, a bright sky and a soft, fresh breeze.

Seacome and his father-in-law, who was also his 
partner, had been enjoying a good meal and some 
hours' rest after an exceptionally good day's fish 
ing. Indeed, every day of the season up to the 
present time had been particularly profitable, and the 
whole family party at the cottage—grandfather and . 
grandmother, father and five children—looked espe 
cially happy and well. The young mother looked 
equally happy with the rest of the party, but not 
equally strong—at any rate not to her own mother's 
affectionate solicitude.

With a family of five children, the eldest a boy of - 
thirteen, and the youngest an infant of five months 
old, a mother has plenty to do to keep her occupied, 
as any mother will admit, and this mother had also 
the washing and working for two extra occupants of 
the home, besides her husband to see to. She did 
not grudge the labour—of course not; it was for her 
own parents, but perhaps it was a little overmuch, 
for her when she was not quite strong; and this 
warm afternoon, when she sat down for a few 
minutes' rest, after washing up plates and dishes and 
saucepans, her cheeks no doubt did look paler than 
they used to do. But all the same there was a smile 
on her pleasant face as she turned towards her father,



THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.
now entering from an inner room where he had been 
having a second nap,

" Come here, grandfather—come and look at this 
bonny boy of mine ! He is so like you—much more 
than either of the others—so I shall expect you to 
make much of him."

" I wish," put in the grandmother, "that he would 
make much of you both this afternoon by taking you 
out for an hour's row or so. You don't give yourself 
time now-a-days, Nancy, to get a breath of fresh air, 
and you're getting to look as white-faced as a Lon 
doner."

Nancy laughed, and exclaimed—
" An hour's row, indeed! What would become of 

the ironing, I'd like to know, if I went in for holiday- 
making that fashion ? "

But that week's ironing was never done, neither 
by her hands nor any others. The things were used 
rough-dry.

CHAPTER II.
NED SEES HIS MOTHER'S FACE.

WITHIN ten minutes of the suggestion thrown out 
by Nancy's mother, all Nancy's objections to the 
proposed brief holiday were overruled, and with baby 
Bill in her arms, she was stepping blithely across the 
beach beside her father down to his small rowing- 
boat. Five minutes later again the smiling party of 
three was fairly launched on the summer sea.

Granny saw her husband, daughter, and little 
grandchild off, and then with the help of her crutch 
hobbled back to the cottage to tax her powers to the 
utmost to help Nancy in her absence.

Her efforts were greatly cheered by the picture 
memory kept before her of her daughter's grateful 
smiles for the loving thought bestowed upon her; 
and once a veritable laugh rippled over the grand 
mother's lips at the recollection of the baby's crowing 
delight when he felt the motion of the boat. That 
Wiis the last time she laughed from gladness of heart 
for many a long year.

Four o'clock, afternoon school was over. Ned 
Seacome had been a very good bojr. His master had 
praised his diligence and sgood conduct before all his 
companions, and given him leave to proclaim the fact 
at home.

Ned availed himself of the permission with all due 
modesty.

" Mr. Hawke says I may tell you I haven't been 
half bad this quarter, father; so please may me and 
Fred Cazenove go for an hour's row in the boat ? 
We'll promise to keep quite in shore, and you know 
that you can trust my word, father."

" Yes," was the ready answer; " yes, my boy, I 
know I can. But you can't have the boat yet awhile, 
for your grandfather has taken your mother and little 
Bill out for a little change."

The momentary expression of disappointment on 
the boy's face gave way to one of perfect satisfac 
tion.

"Oh, that's jolly!" he exclaimed. "It will do 
mother no end of good, I'm sure; and I wonder 
what little Bill thinks of his first time of being on 
the sea."

" Thinks it first rate, granny says, to judge by the 
noise he made," said his father, smiling. " But if 
you run off at once, Fender's Point way, I dare say 
you will be able to see and judge for yourself. Per 
haps grandfather will put in for you, and let you row 
them all back."

Ned flung up his cap with a shout. 
" That would be jolly ! I expect he will." 
And with the hope to help his speed, he flew off in 

the direction indicated, searching the waters eagerly 
with his eyes as he ran. As he turned the first bend 
he saw the boat at some distance—at least he 
thought he had caught sight of it. Surely he had 
seen it! his eyes were so clear and far-sighted, and 
they told him he had seen it not very far from 
PenderV Point.

But if he had seen it, why could he not see it 
now p He had only stooped a few moments to empty 
a number of intrusive little pebbles out of his shoes, 
and yet when he lifted his head again there was no boat 
to be discovered anywhere; and there was no place 
within a ten minutes' row for it to hide in either!

At least there was one place, but Ned did not 
think of that just yet, only a quarter of a minute
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later, when his flying feet were brought to a sudden 
standstill, and the breath seemed to be petrified in 
his throat.

He could see a boat again now—a boat floating 
aimlessly on the water, bottom upwards; and, as his 
eyes seemed drawing from his head in staring at it, 
he caught another sight. His mother's face rose 
out of the sea, and his mother's hand a few yards 
from the boat.

They were visible long enough for him to have 
a distinct view of them, a distinct knowledge that 
he saw the dear, loving, beloved mother's face there, 
helpless in the deep, wide waters, for the last time 
—for the last time saw the gentle hand. And then 
they were gone.

Ned never knew, never could satisfy any one—not 
even his own aching, troubled heart—whether there had 
been an interval of an hour or a minute or a second 
before he flung off boots and blouse, and, rushing 
through the water, swam out to the spot where he 
had seen his mother appear and disappear.

He would have rowed out, but there was no boat 
near—not one in sight, indeed, but that one out 
yonder, upside down in the water. He swam round 
and round, and dived, until his strength was almost 
too spent to enable him to get back into shallow 
water; and then, alone as he had left it, he returned 
to the shore.

How he made his way back home, and how he 
made his tale known when he got there, neither he 
nor any of his family had a much more distinct 
knowledge, in the future, than he had of the time 
following that sight of his mother's white face and 
white hand just above the smoothness of the blue 
sea.

As to now the accident had happened no one ever 
ventured to give a distinct opinion. The body of 
the old grandfather was found three days later in a 
tide-washed cove, and the day after that again, there 
was a doctor's examination, and something said about 
probable sudden death in the boat from apoplexy or 
heart disease. His daughter's terrified spring for 
ward to his aid, and the consequent capsize of the 
boat, could be easily imagined after that, to fill up 
the sorrowful tale. But what cared the inmates of 
the fisherman's cottage for all this p

All the three bodies were washed ashore, and 
buried in the little breeze-swept churchyard on the 
top of the cliff, and Seacome went out again upon 
the sea earning the daily bread for his four re 
maining children, and for his ailing, grief-bowed 
mother-in-law. As time went on Ned and Thomas 
had to join him. Thomas did so almost mechanically, 
as a matter of course, but with Ned it was far other 
wise.

Ned could not forgive the sea for drowning his 
mother. His delight in it was turned to hate and 
horror. But he never spoke of his feelings. Not 
even Kate had ever known before why he paid such 
grudging obedience to his father's orders to join him 
in the various duties of the fisher calling, nor why, 
with the increasing determination of increasing years, 
he showed a firm resolve to choose a new path in life 
for himself.

His father sternly refused to sanction any change, 
and called his elder son openly a " bad penny," a 
rolling-stone, and a fellow who would turn out a 
ne'er-do-well if a tight grip were not kept upon him 
for some years to come.

Poor Ned! Something of boyish shame for his 
long-cherished grief for the beloved mother—some 
thing of manly generosity that forbore to give so 
dreary a reason against a calling that his father was 
still bound to pursue, kept his tongue still upon just 
the one point that might have induced his father to 
yield his will to his boy's.

CHAPTER III.

"WHEEE'S NED?"

" THIS fish must be got over to the town early to-day 
somehow, or with the blazing sun we're bound to 
lave by the time the carrier starts it won't be fresh 
ish any more I doubt," said Seacome, looking rather 
anxiously at the splendid pile of scaly creatures in the 
casket at his feet.

'All right, father," said Ned. "I'll make a 
manage to get it there somehow. Don't worry."

" By yourself? Why, you can't."
" Must," said Ned.
And it was a case of must unless the fish was to 

,tay there till its value was reduced by at least one- 
half.

Seacome was taken very bad with his rheumatism, 
and Thomas was out with a neighbour's boat.

The basket was tremendously heavy. Lizzy helped 
with it nearly a mile, and then her brother sent her 
back with a pleasant smile, and trudged on alone the 
other four miles to the inland town, the moody sor 
row soon returning to his face that Lizzy had seen 
upon it as he lay in the old boat yesterday.

The fish was still in prime condition when it 
reached its destined market. It sold for a first-rate 
price, and a sum a good deal higher than he had 
expected was put into Seacome's hand that night. 
But for all that he did not look glad.

" Why did my boy Ned give this to you to bring ? " 
he asked.

The carrier shook his head.
" How should I know ? If his own father don't 

know the reason of the youngster's doings, how 
should I, I'd like to know P "

Ned did not return that night, nor for many a long 
night after that. Fishing over what he called in his 
heart his mother's grave was what he felt he could do 
no longer. The painfulness of it was spoiling his 
life for him at its opening. His father absolutely 
refused to help him to any other trade; he had no 
personal influence, and no money to live upon while 
he sought work. There was no help for it but to 
enlist.

" And I don't see why I should want any help 
against it either," muttered Ned. "Our country 
would likely be in a queer way without any 
soldiers to defend it; and our army would be in a 
queer way if it were made up altogether of scape 
graces, as some folk seem to have an odd notion 
that it ought to be. If I am a soldier, I'll be an 
honest one, and do my duty as far as God gives me 
eyesight to see it, and the power."

Perhaps if Ned had seen his grandmother's sudden 
tight clasp of her withered hands upon the crutch- 
head, and heard her low-breathed sob, "Another 
gone ! " he might have felt obliged to try to get back 
again. But it was as well he did not hear or see 
anything to add to the weight upon a young heart. 
He, like the rest of us, would need all his strength 
and courage to fight the battle of life with due faith 
and firmness.

He had scarcely been a soldier long enough to 
know thoroughly well that his blue fisherman's blouse 
had given place to a scarlet uniform before he was 
drafted on board a troop-ship bound for India. He 
had certainly not been in India long enough to 
grow accustomed to his strange surroundings before 
the Indian Mutiny broke out, and there, in the midst 
of the dreadful sights and sounds and tales of that 
terrible time, he gradually lost the horror associated 
in his mind with his mother's death, and learnt to 
give his Heavenly Father thanks for its peaceful- 
ness.

She was tired, and she was taken home, and the 
passage between earth and heaven was so brief, 
there could have been scarcely space for conscious 
ness that it was being made before the smile of ever 
lasting love and welcome shut it out.

CHAPTER IV.

AT THE OLD COTTAGE HOME ONCE MOEE.

"WHEEE'S father?"
Lizzy, an earnest-faced, good girl of nineteen or 

so, sat mending her father's fishing-nets one fine 
afternoon just outside the cottage door, her friend 
Polly Lee, on another rush-bottomed chair beside 
her, engaged in the same occupation.

Listening to the merry chatter of pretty Polly, 
Liz had not heard the sound of approaching foot- 
teps, and was doubly startled when she was suddenly 

accosted with the question—
' Where's father ? " and looked up to see a stranger 

in soldier's uniform looking down upon her with a 
smile.

She dropped the end of the net into her lap.
" Where's who ? " she asked gravely.
" Father, to be sure," was the soldier's answer, his 

smile turning to a laugh as he watched Lizzie's be 
wildered countenance. " Well, you are a fine sister, 
Liz, to go and forget your brother like this."

" Aye, aye," murmured the old grandmother, who
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had now hobbled out to the cottage door. "Aye, aye, 
it's nobbut the lad Ned himself."

But before she had fairly uttered the first word of 
this assertion the two girls had sprung to their feet; 
pretty Polly not much less ashamed of her previous 
want of recognition of her old playfellow, nor much 
less warm in her welcome of him, than his sister 
was.

When Ned went away Polly was a child of thirteen; 
now she was a very bright maiden of seventeen; and 
Ned rather eagerly seconded his sister's invitation to 
her to remain with the family party when they all 
assembled in the cottage a couple of hours later for the 
evening meal.

Ned's father was quite 
reconciled to his soldier 
son. England had felt 
that | it owed some com 
passion as well as grati 
tude to its soldiers who 
had come through that 
awful time of the Indian 
Mutiny. Many a quarrel 
between a soldier and his 
family was made up then. 
Besides, Ned's name had 
been actually mentioned 
with praise in despatches, 
and Ned had a medal and 
prize-money. And eight 
years later Ned had a dear 
little wife Polly, and once 
more became a fisherman.

But he never would let 
his wife go on the sea with 
out him.

"And then," he would 
murmur quietly, "if one 
goes, we'll go together, 
please God."

GKACE STEBBLNG.

THE MOLE.
THE Mole is a great 

drinker, although of 
nothing stronger than 
water. He sinks wells to 
obtain a supply, and prob 
ably did so long before man 
resorted to the same arti 
ficial means. In fact he 
coiaes of a family of noted 
engineers. The profession 
runs in his blood, his fore 
fathers from time im 
memorial having gained a 
livelihood by their skill in 
earthworks. He constructs 
subterranean roads that lead 
in every direction around 
his headquarters. This is 
a complicated stronghold, 
which seems more adapted 
for defence than defiance. 
Fearless fighter though 
he is, like a good general, 
he takes care to provide 
against the possibility of 
having to retread.—Home 
Chimes.

or because it is rocky and shallow. The hindrance 
is caused by the ground being previously occupied. 
There is something lying hidden there before the seed 
falls upon it—something strong in its growth and 
dangerous in its character. The seed fell among 
thorns and the thorns sprang up with it and choked 
it. The tender blade did bud up into life, but it was 
very tender, very fragile. The thorns pressed upon 
it and tore it and choked it. It could not breathe 
the pure air of heaven; it could not spread out its 
young leaves for the light and life of sunshine and 
showers, and it perished—the thorns had it all their 
own way, a crop of ruinous, wasteful weeds, meet 
by-and-by only for the burning!

smirk 0fin.
Sown Among Thorns. — St. Matt. xiii. 7, 22.

HEN the seed of the sower fell by 
the wayside, the state of the ground 
itself made any harvest impossible. 
It was the same also in the case of 
the seed sown- upon stony ground. 
Nothing could grow long, or make 
any root where there was " no 

deepness of earth."
In the third example of seed sown matters are 

slightly different. It is not that the ground is unfit 
for the seed, either because it has nover been ploughed,

"Thorns," what is their meaning? Our Lord 
gives us a three-fold meaning, "cares, riches and 
pleasures of this life."

1. "Cares."—It would need a plentiful crop of 
thorns to express the various cares that fill the 
minds of many men and women—sharp and wear 
ing they are, pressing down the spirit—eating up 
the life. With a vast number of persons, the 
question of how they are to live at all, is one 
constant care. Day by day the bread-winner goes 
out to seek the work for which his hands are so 
ready, yet often only to come home at night with 
the weary cloud of disappointment on his brow. 
Day by day the tired-out, anxious mother strains 
every nerve to keep her little ones at school and to 
provide some scanty portion of daily bread for their 
need. But the burden of care is a sore one—so sore 
that when sometimes the sweet Gospel message is 
carried by faithful lips to the cottage door, the weary 
woman seems too depressed to listen, too anxious in

the hard struggle for this life to hearken to the glad 
tidings of life in Jesus for evermore. The seed falls 
among thorns. And when it is not a struggle for 
mere life, cares may press just as heavily upon many 
a man in business whose life is one anxiety to make 
money and prosper. Such a man may hear a power 
ful ̂ appeal to seek the kingdom of God—to repent, 
believe and live. For the time he is impressed, but 
soon, very soon, the cares with which he has sur 
rounded himself press around him, absorb his mind 
and fill his heart. The seed has fallen among thorns, 
and is choked.

2. " Biches."—Ah! perhaps you say cares may 
indeed be " thorns," but riches, which are so 

sought after and desired 
by men, how can they be 
compared to " thorns ? " It 
is tiue that the gold and 
silver glitters, but if it 
becomes chains to bind 
down a man to this world 
only for life and death, is 
it not dangerous P Is it 
not as dangerous and likely 
to be as fatal to the souls 
of men as the sharp thorns 
are to the tender blade? 
The young ruler, who came 
to our Lord asking, " What 
shall I do that I might 
inherit eternal life ?" 
seemed to bid fair for the 
kingdom; but the eyes of 
the Lord—those searching 
eyes that never make a mis 
take—discerned the sharp 
thorn that grew deep down 
in his heart. The thorn 
must be plucked up by the 
roots if the seed of the 
kingdom was to grow. 
"Sell that thou hast and 
give to the poor;" "and 
he went away sorrowful 
1'or he had great posses 
sions." There the story 
ends. We are left to draw 
our own conclusions, and 
it seems as if we could 
scarcely come to any other 
conclusion than this, that 
the thorns had it their own 
way—riches dragged down 
the man's soul—the tender 
blade was choked. Eiches, 
used for the glory of 
God, become opportuni 
ties of mercy and blessing; 
but riches heaped up for 
man's own selfish pleasure, 
are as a crop of thorns— 
dangerous to the soul.

3. " Pleasures of this 
life."—Some few years 
since I noted a field of 
early peas. Their growth, 
their luxuriance, their very 
early blossoming caused 
much admiration. The 
owner as he gazed on 
the white blossoms, 
reckoned already on the 
goodly sum that the field 
would bring him in. 
But a little later on an 

other growth appeared, the field was covered with 
brilliant scarlet poppies. The mass of gorgeous 
colouring was fascinating indeed; but it was the 
fascination of poison—the poppies were death to the 
early peas. Close and thick the bright heads of the 
poppies—these " rubies aglow "—crowded up into the 
light. It was a wonderful sight of brilliant, fiery 
beauty; but the early peas never came into pod, were 
never gathered for the market, they were " choJced." 
The " pleasures of this life "—its bright, beguiling 
fashions, its thoughtless, God-forgetting amusements 
—are fascinating no doubt. But if there is death in 
the cup, will you lift it so lightly, so eagerly to your 
lips? "Death ! " you say, "is it possible, that_if I 
only live a happy life of pleasure, I must die for it P " 
Ah! do you not remember those solemn words, " She 
that liveth in pleasure is dead while she liveth" 
(1 Tim. v. 6). And again, " Demas hath forsaken 
me having loved this present world " (2 Tim. iv. 10). 
The love of this world is one of the great snares in
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which the enemy holds men fast. Let us look well to it that we are not thus entangled, for " If any man love the world, the love of the Father is not in 
friw," (I 3no.ii. ]5).

If the cares, the riches or the pleasures of this life take possession of the heart, they will be as a crop of thorns, and " what will the harvest be p "
M. E.

HERE have been wonderful stories in 
vented and told in different lands at 
different times. There are the eastern 
stories which we read in " The Arabian 
Nights," and the fairy tales which delight 
the children, and the marvellous histories 
of magic which, two hundred years or so ago, were as fully believed even by the highly born and highly educated, as if they were the very words of wisdom itself. Yet all these stories are small and colourless, if we coin pare them to certain real facts

character of the cuckoo; but such as it is we will give it, as it is " a truth that is stranger than fiction " —that is, than the popular fictions about this popular bird.
The cuckoo lays but one egg, and it is an egg of some size and importance. She has a grand objec tion to troubling herself with domestic matters in general, and a decided dislike to looking after the education and growing up of her child, so she hits upon a very singular plan for rolling her responsi bilities on to other shoulders. She has a remarkably large throat, and as soon as she has laid her egg she opens her beak as wide as she can and swallows it; her gullet is so formed that this causes her no great inconvenience, she can breathe in spite of the solid lump thus sticking in it, and fly along. She speeds through the air, carrying her unhatched offspring quite comfortably in this novel fashion, until her watchful eye, which, all the while she flies, is cast downward, perceives what she considers a large, commodious nest on a branch below. She glances about anxiously to see if the mother bird, who is the lawful mistress of this nest, is near, and if she finds the coast clear, she darts swiftly down. Arrived at the brink of the nest, she places her head on its edge, and neatly and dexterously spits out her own egg

with but one of its foster-brothers at its side. The mother returns, and is, no doubt, at first disturbed and distressed by finding the number of her children diminished; but, in the end, the young cuckoo gets exactly what it wants, the extra portions of food that used to belong to those it has so basely destroyed.
There is an eastern bird, if we travel from the green woods of England to the rich, many-tinted vegetation of the tropics, heavy with strong perfumes, whose habits are more like a pretty fairy tale than anything else. When we hear of their ways and doings we can hardly help believing that, after all, stories of magic are true, and that these winged inhabitants of the air must really once have been earthly lovers, who were turned into birds by some cruel enchanter's power. This bird of which we are speaking is the bower-bird.

When a pair of bower-birds resolve to set up house-keeping together, they are by no means con tented with a nest like others of the feathered race, their home must be of a very different character. They seem creatures of real taste and fancy, and they will not endure an abode which has not about it much ornamentation and more than a touch of poetic charm. They gather together all the little bits of white pebbles, all the snail-shells they can find, and

in the kingdom of Nature, and it is of these that we want to speak for a few minutes.
When on a spring afternoon, all flushing with the tender green of young leaves, all glistening with the drops of a lately fallen shower, we walk through the woodland, one of the first things that greets our ear is the note of the cuckoo, repeating itself in mono tonous, yet joyous melody, now in soft distance, now ringing close to us like a merry bell. There are many more beautiful songs in the vocal orchestra of 

our English birds, it is true, but there is none that we love better than this, it is so full of tidings of the return of sunshine, and young birds, and of the 
waking up of the earth for her summer pageant of glorious gladness.

though the cuckoo is such a universal favourite, there are all sorts of strange stories about its ways 
and habits that give it, in a certain sense, a bad name among us. These tales differ in different counties, and are all more or less wonderful; but marvellous
f Ti, they are> they do not exceed the sober reality ot the case. It was a long while before even learned naturalists could clear up satisfactorily all the mystery which surrounded the cuckoo's customs, but patient observation has at length contrived to throw a full, 

wight light upon them. It cannot be said that the truth fills us with any increase of respect for the

'AN EXCEPTIONALLY GOOD DAY'S 1M.SHLNG."—Seepage
from her throat into it, being very careful to deposit it in the softest and warmest corner. This done she speeds away well content, and thinks that she has done her duty towards her child in the most ex emplary manner.

But how does it fair with the young cuckoo when, after a time, hatched by an unsuspicious foster-mother it sees the light P Its own parent has certainly abandoned it very remorselessly; but, after all, she knew what she was about; her baby will know very well how to take care of itself, it does not need her to come back and interfere in the business with fussy, maternal anxiety. There may, perhaps, be some three other little birds in the nest besides the intruder; the young cuckoo is much bigger than they are, and it knows very well that it needs more than twice as much as they do to eat. The days go on, and it grows more hungry, so something really must be done in order to keep off comparative starvation. One day, therefore, when the mother bird is out, the little traitor finds its desired opportunity. Gently, and with an almost imperceptible movement, it pushes its already firm, strong wing under the body of one of its smaller and weaker companions, then it lifts itself up with all its force and shoves the luckless fledgling out over the side, of the nest. This ma- noauvre it repeats with a second, so that it remains

2.
make with them a glistening mosaic pavement fitting it piece in piece with the nicest skill and workmanship. They also carry off any bright, glittering object the}r can discover, even making their way through open windows into houses and stealing jewellery, and flying off with their spoil to their nest, to stick the shining treasures about in the most approved artistic fashion, till all their new home is gleaming and glinting on every side.

This indoors ornamental arrangement, however, is not enough to satisfy the fastidious pair: they must have, besides, pleasure grounds in which they can disport themselves at their ease. To make these they pluck off from the trees slender green twigs and leafy branches and stick them up and down in a row opposite to each other, so that there is a sort of little shady verdant avenue leading up to the nest; here the young husband and wife, during the days of their honeymoon, may be seen walking slowly up and down side by side, apparently engaged in earnest discourse of some kind. It may be that they are doing a little serious after-marriage flirting, it may be that they are talking over future domestic arrangements.
The penguin is another bird about whom sailors are fond ot telling strange stories; but the real, 

actual truth regarding it is as singular as anything 
that ever was spun out in the longest and most
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highly embroidered nautical yarn. This bird is a 
creature that does not seem exactly to helong to 
either earth, air, or water; it gets the most of its 
food from the sea, hut it is very particular ahout 
laying its eggs on firm, dry land. It has wings, but 
they are so short that they appear more like mockery 
of a bird's usual power of flight than anything else. 
It has very long legs, but these are terribly given to 
slipping on the rocks, its favourite resorts, when it 
endeavours to run fast.

The lady penguin is provided in front with a deep 
sort of pocket, into which, if she thinks there is any 
danger near, or if she is pursued, she hastily thrusts 
her egg, having previously picked it up very gingerly 
in her beak. Sometimes when she is thus hurrying 
along over the stony shore, bearing, as she fondly 
hopes, her unhatched offspring to a place of safety, 
her long legs will give way treacherously, she will 
stumble, and the precious egg will roll out of its 
warm receptacle and fall on the rock and be broken. 
Sad then is the fate of the poor awkward dame; her 
lord, indignant at seeing all his hopes of a son and 
heir thus summarily frustrated, falls upon her furi 
ously, and gives her a sound chastising, in order to 
make her more careful another time under similar 
circumstances.

There is a gigantic moth in the West Indies and 
South America, which makes the wonderful story of 
"Aladdin's Lamp," that used to rejoice our childhood, 
fall very much into the shade, rare fancy though the 
man must have had who first invented it and put it 
upon paper. This moth is an ordinary member 
enough of the moth family in the daytime, except for 
his immense size, but directly the dusky curtain of 
night has replaced the gorgeous tropical sunshine, he 
becomes a very remarkable creature indeed.

The traveller who, in these lands happens to be out 
after nightfall, suddenly becomes aware of the fact that 
the whole air, both far and near, is full of moving 
brilliant lights, which stud the distant landscape with 
points of fire, which flash in and out among the trees 
without seeming to scorch or injure them, which 
surround his own path, and make all the objects he 
passes distinctly visible. Amazed, bewildered, scarcely 
giving credit to the testimony of his own senses, he 
turns to some companion who is a native of the 
country, and who is apparently taking the mysterious 
illumination very coolly; then he Hears that these 
lights are merely the huge moths of the region, who, 
in the darkness, have the faculty of shining in this 
singular manner.

When a girl of those lands wishes to look very 
beautiful in the eyes of her lover she catches one of 
these moths and hangs it by some subtle contrivance 
in her dark hair, and arrays herself in a dress made 
of the bark of a tree that grows in her garden, a 
texture which is more delicate than the finest lace, 
and which is as dream-like a product as were ever the 
robes of Cinderella, given by her fairy godmother. 
When a needlewoman there has to toil late she does 
not need to spend her hard-earned savings in oil or 
candles, but she runs out and secures three or four 
of these radiant little lamps that are glittering every 
where, as well round her humble cottage as round the 
palace of the great lady for whom she is working, 
and imprisons them in a sort of cage she has for the 
purpose. It is a mild soft light that does not injure 
the eyes, and she stitches on cheerfully till morning.

Such are a few of the things in God's world of 
wonder and of beauty, which well may be said to be 
"stranger than fiction."

ALICE KING-.

BY LOUISA EMILY DOBREE,
Author of " Turned to Gold," " Dreams and

Deeds," &c.

CHAPTER I.

|NE November day Mrs. Loyd and her 
husband were sitting on the balcony of 
their apartment, which was in a tall old 
house overlooking the Bay of Naples. 
It was hard, when you looked at the 
dome of blue sky that arched over the 
glorious view, to realize that it really 

was winter. The sea was blue as the sky; here and

For Infants and Invalids, NEAVE'S FOOD is by far the best and 
cheapest. It was established in 1825, and is sold everywhere in 
one-pound, one-shilling canisters, and wholesale by J. R. NEAVE & 
Co., .fordingbridge, Salisbury. (ADVT.)

there were little grey-sailed boats, and away before 
them was the grand height of Vesuvius, from which 
the smoke rose in a column, unstirred by a breath of 
wind. The sun was shining brightly, and the 
roses Mrs. Loyd held in her hand had just been 
gathered from the garden beneath. There were loads 
of roses and violets growing there, and under a great 
stone pine was a rustic bench where Mrs. Loyd had 
been working that morning.

Mr. Loyd was spending the winter in Naples for 
the purpose of studying at the Museum, as, in a 
dilettante fashion, he was a sculptor.

Mrs. Loyd was a delicate little woman, with soft 
brown hair framing in a very sweet face—a face 
which at that moment was clouded over by rather an 
anxious expression.

" Well, my dear, I don't see very well what you 
can do," said Mr. Loyd, who had been looking at 
Vesuvius through his field-glass, and was now 
levelling it at the white houses of Naples and the 
projecting castles that run into the sea.

Mrs. Loyd had just remarked that Dorcas, their 
faithful old nurse, who had been with her ever since 
her childhood, had that morning given warning to 
leave.

" I asked her to give me her reason, and she would 
not," said Mrs. Loyd.

" She was always a queer temper," said Mr. 
Loyd ; " but it is very provoking, her leaving us."

" I am extremely sorry," said Mrs. Loyd. " Lucia, 
as you know, I cannot trust after what happened 
about the spoon."

" No, certainly not. Her honesty is very question 
able," said Mr. Loyd. " Well, I wonder where we 
shall find some one else."

" I shall ask Mrs. Dane," said Mrs. Loyd, and then 
their conversation was interrupted by Nellie, their 
only little girl, who was just fourteen.

She was very like her mother, excepting that the 
delicate expression was not there, only a rosy flush of 
health. Nellie was a charming child, by no means 
faultless, as my readers will see, and she had twin 
brothers, Fred and Guy. They were just two years 
older than she was, and the three were capital friends, 
having many tastes and hobbies in common. 

" Mamma, may I go out with Fred and Guy P " 
Mrs. Loyd looked up at the eager face. 
" My dear, your lessons—have you forgotten 

them ? " said Mrs. Loyd.
" Oh, no, mamma; but—but———" 
" But what ? "
"I don't think Miss Dane is coming this after 

noon. I heard her tell you something about it," said 
Nellie._

" Miss Dane was speaking of to-day week to me; 
she need not come then, Nellie, for reasons I cannot 
yet explain to you." 

" Yes, mamma."
" Dear child," said Mrs. Loyd, lovingly drawing 

down her little daughter's face to hers, and waiting 
until Mr. Loyd had left the balcony before she spoke, 
" I do not like that habit of yours of listening."

" Mamma, you have said that before," said Nellie in 
an injured tone of voice. " Now what harm is there 
in listening?"

" No harm whatever if you think the conversation 
is intended for you to hear, and that you feel instinc 
tively it is of no consequence; but I think, if I re 
member rightly, Nelly, you were not in the room 
when Miss Dane was speaking to me to-day."

" No, I was in the drawing-room, but this door 
was half-open," said Nellie, pointing to the balcony 
door. " Don't scold me, mamma, really I did not 
think there was any harm in listening/'

" Did not think, Nellie; you often say that. You 
must think, and especially now you can have no 
doubt on the subject after my distinctly telling you 
it is wrong."

" Mamma—can I go ? Please say yes," said Nellie 
impatiently.

" Where are you going ? "
" Oh, I don't know, somewhere or other; we are 

going to take a little carriage with us if we may."
" Very well, then, go," said Mrs. Loyd, and Nellie 

was off like a shot and soon ran down to the garden 
armed with some sandwiches and bread, and there 
she found the boys.

" Got the grub, that's right, now where shall we 
go ?" said Fred.

" Pompeii," said Guy.
" Too far," said Fred; " but we might do Her- 

culaneum; it won't take much more than an hour 
driving there. Let's tell the porter to get]us a carriage." 

Soon a little carriage came to the door, and the 
three were driving oft' at a good pace through the 
busiest parts of Naples.

All along the San Lucia and the Marina was life of 
all kinds going on, and there was colour every where, and 
something picturesque. To the right was the glitter 
ing sea, ships coming along into the harbour, which 
was thick with masts, and closer on the pavement 
were vendors of shell-fish and fruit; yellow oranges, 
with bright green leaves, limes, lemons, and huge 
bunches of pomegranates, blazing scarlet against 
a background of green salad and cabbages, beggars 
in plenty, and slipshod women with light-coloured 
gowns and gaudy handkerchiefs tied over their heads. 
Children playing about, babies bundled up in Naples 
fashion, whereby all movements of their legs is ren 
dered impossible. Houses to the left were generally 
yellowish, with shutters green, red, blue, yellow, 
every colour, and blinds gaily painted with views. 
From most windows hung clothes drying, and the 
cotton quilts so much used, and the street below was 
full of vehicles of all kinds—little carriages in 
which were Badeker armed tourists, looking unmis 
takably English and German; donkeys laden with 
painted straw panniers, filled with green lettuces, 
bunches of fruit forming a blaze of colour, and horses 
gaily harnessed in red and gilt, with pampas grass 
fastened in their foreheads, drawing carts laden with 
bright blue barrels. Meek oxen, with pathetic eyes, 
were going slowly along, little donkey carriages 
and sometimes a cart to which a row of donkeys or 
mules or both were harnessed of different heights, 
and each going their own way, Noise and bustle 
mingled with the street cries, and the everlasting 
" aa—rr," which the Neapolitan uses continually in 
addressing horses or mules.

Nelly enjoyed the drive very much, and after seeing 
Herculaneum and having their lunch in the old town, 
under the blue Italian sky, they went back and re 
counted it all to Mrs. Loyd that evening.

Then came dinner, and afterwards Mr. Loyd came 
in with a letter in his hand, and saying he wished to 
speak to his wife alone, he sent the children away.

CHAPTER II.

THE drawing-room of the Loyd's apartment was 
long and lofty, and at one end was a small room, the 
entrance to which was hung with heavy curtains. 
Through this room Nellie passed on the way to her 
bedroom. It was a lovely night, and the moonlight 
shed over the bay was very beautiful. Nellie paused 
for a moment to look at it, leaning her head against 
the window as she did so. Her thoughts wandered 
away to the subject of the letter she had seen in her 
father's hand, and she felt intensely curious to know 
why she and her brothers had been sent away. 
Curiosity was a great fault of Nellie's, and to gratify 
it she often resorted to means which she knew per 
fectly well were not honourable. Nellie's conscience 
spoke very plainly to her sometimes, and sometimes 
she listened. She was a really religious chifd, and 
tried to serve God in her daily life, but she was apt 
to grow lax in striving against her besetting sin— 
curiosity.

Voices fell on her ear as she listened, and presently 
she heard her mother's soft footstep approach the 
large writing-table which she knew was close to the 
now drawn curtains.

" Well, my dear, as you think it best, I am sure 
there can be no doubt it is the wisest course." 

This was Mr. Loyd's voice.
" I do; you see the advantages will be much greater 

than here, and——"
The rest of this Nelly did not catch. 
" What school have you thought of? " 
" Well, Fred, I thought of Miss Jenkinson's near 

Clapham."
" That would do very well; and now when shall 

she go ? "
" As soon as possible I think. The boys will not 

fret so much if it is done at once."
" Poor child—poor little thing," said Mr. Loyd. 
" When I saw her so bright to-day I hardly^ dared 

tell of it; but that letter decides the question."
" Poor child," said Mrs. Loyd, and then they moved 

away.
Nellie had heard enough. Her face was white as 

she hastened to her room, locked the door, and sat 
down on a big old sofa which was across the window. 
Sitting there, the moonlight falling on her, she looked 
the very picture of misery, leaning her head on her 
hands, her soft, curly, brown hair pushed back from 
her face. ^

So they were going to send her to school. 
school, which of all things she dreaded, and above 
all to England. Oh, how horrible! To be taken
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away from her home, from her brothers—yes, they mentioned them, it was too bad, and never to have said a word of it to her.

For the first time in her life Nellie's heart was full of bitter feeling against her parents. Had she exercised any common sense she might have been sure that nothing but kindness could be shown her by them, and that she was very silly in paying attention to anything she had heard. Morever, was she sure it was herself?
That latter question suggested itself but was rapidly dismissed as she felt quite positive about it. That then was the reason her mother could not ex plain to her about Miss Dane not coming next week. Oh, it was too cruel.
The evening wore awaj^, and Nellie thought over a great many things, and finally decided that she should run away.
Where, she was not quite certain, but she knew a lady in Eome and she thought she wouJd go to hex and ask her to take her in. Beyond that Nellie's ideas were vague, and she did not enter into the question of the utility of going. Go she would, anc packing up her Gladstone bag she lay down to resl dressed.

Her mother came to her door to say good-night, but finding it locked concluded she had forgotten to unlock it before going to bed.
Nellie, lying flushed and excited, heard the gentle step and the door being tried and then her mother going away.
She longed to run after her and ask her what it meant and beg her nofc to send her to school, but pride stood in her way and she felt too injured to care to ask anything.
Morning came, and before it was light Nellie opened her door, taking her Gladstone bag in her hand, and ran down stairs.
All was quiet, for the porter was only just up, and was unlocking the great gates when Nellie ran past so fast that he could not see who it was..Finding a carriage, she drove off to the station, and was soon on her way to Eome. It had been her birthday the week before, and her father had given her fifty lire, with which she was to buy herself several things, so she had money to pay her carriage and journey.

As Nellie lay back in the carriage watching the sunrise over the mountains, she thought over what she had done, but soon being very tired she fell asleep and had a long dose.
It seemed a very long journey, and Nellie was beginning to feel very hungry. She was quite unused to travelling alone, and though not likely to be frightened, was rather dismayed at the way she was stared at when at one station she got out and asked for a cup of coffee.
Feeling very flushed, she drank it and was choking down some bread, when "Nellie!" in a voice of in tense astonishment fell on her ear.
She turned quickly round.
It was her father.

CHAPTER III.
NELLIE'S astonishment knew no bounds. It was only equalled by her father's.
_ At that moment the guard shouted to them to get into the train, and Mr. Loyd entered the carriage with Nellie. Fortunately they were alone.Tired, annoyed, and yet somehow or other inex pressibly glad to see her father, Nellie burst into tears and little by little Mr. Lovd got the whole story irom her. " 

His face was very grave when she had done. • Helen."
T "JeS>" Sa^ Nellie looking up anxiously. Mr.-Lioyd only called her Helen when he was displeased with her.

' I am very much displeased with you. You were very wrong in listening to a conversation that you were an unseen hearer of. It did not concern you at au, but was about a little English girl whose father worked on the railroad at Naples, and who before he Jied begged me to see after his child. Her brothers* ™ established at Naples. May I am going tonaff r, apham> J. did not wish to discuss the atter ^before you children because various reasonsrender it desirable not to speak of May's going to ngland at present. An uncle of hers is anxious to e her and it would not be a nice home for her, it_ is thought best to send her off at once. Miss .njf % ac.com Pany her to England." Uu." said Nellie, a new light breaking on her.

"That was why Miss Dane could not come next week. What a silly child she had been.""Yes," said Mr. Loyd, "and this morning I started off to see her other guardian in Eome, and shall return to-morrow."
Poor Nellie, she never forgot that afternoon in Eome sitting alone in the hotel sitting-room, thinking over her folly.
Mr. Loyd telegraphed at once to Naples, but the telegram was delayed, and Mrs. Loyd, on reading the note Nellie had left, saying she had run away, was rendered very ill.
When they returned next day Nellie found the doctor there, and for many days Mrs. Loyd was dangerously ill.
At last she came round, and those miserable days ended. Mr. Loyd had been meditating how to punish Nellie, but when he saw her grief he saw it was punishment enough.
One day, three weeks after she had run away, she was allowed to see her mother and cry out, in kind arms, the whole story of her listening, her naughti ness, her distrust, and her grief.
No earthly love so unbounding as a mother's, no arms so ever ready to enfold in loving shelter, no voice so ever willing to say words of forgiveness.Nellie looked up at last through her tears to the sweet face, so very pale now. A shudder ran through her when she thought how awful it would have been had her mother died,
Then, too, she whispered something she had only learnt in her mother's illness — namely, that old Dorcas was leaving because of something she had incautiously repeated about dishonesty, and which she found after all referred to Lucia.
Listening again! Mrs. Loyd sighed, and was glad Dorcas was not yet gone, hoping she might be per suaded to stay when matters were explained, and she gladly did so.
No reference was made to Nellie's running away, and she tried more earnestly to fight against her faults.
" Little pitchers have long ears," said Mr. Loyd, one day to her, " and they should try and mak/9 good and not a lad use of them." 
That was all he said.
Years have passed away, and Nellie is now a happy wife and mother. Two little children sit near her generally on Sunday afternoons, and she has often to tell them the story of her childish wrong and its consequences.
And when they ask for the story it always is by the name of " Little Pitchers."

I'LL gladly walk with Jesus day by day ; With such a guide I cannot miss my way, As every step of life's rough road He knows; I'm safe in following Him where'er He goes.
I'll gladly walk with Jesus day by day;He is the Sun that shines upon my wayTo scatter gloomy doubts and clouds of sin,And light my path till Heaven's gate shuts me in.
I'll gladly walk with Jesus day by day; He gives me strength to help me on my way; And whispers these glad words my heart to cheer: " Heaven's in the distance, though the way is drear."

JAMES T. EAST. Eaddiffe.

BY EDITH C. KENYON.

CHAPTER I.
MY MOTHEE'S LAST WOBDS.

WAS a very little boy when my mother died, only nine years old, and small for my age, and life, as it stretched out far into the distance before me, seemed such a terribly long and difficult business.
In that sad time when my mother was so ill, every day growing worse and worse, t}ie doctors gave no hope of her recovery, I

used to lie awake at night and wonder what would become of me, and if it would not have been better if I, as well* as my brother Alick, had died six months ago. For I, too, had been ill of that terrible fever, during which our mother nursed us so devotedly as to quite knock herself up, and lay the foundation of the disease which was now proving fatal.Ah! how beautiful little Alick was! What a noble, happy little fellow ! I fancy I see him now, with his large blue eyes, golden curls, pretty features, and clear complexion. How he used to look up to me and copy all I did and said, and how careful I had to be lest I should set him a bad example! And now he had died and gone to that glorious Paradise of which our mother used to sing so sweetly; and I, well I should soon be alone down here, quite alone, with no one to help me to do right and be a good boy. They would be together in happiness, and I— should I ever be able to join them ?
So my thoughts ran on and on, and over and over again did I try to find some comfort; always failing until I turned my mind entirely away from my troubles and remembered the Good Shepherd, who takes such special care of His helpless little lambs— and pillowing my head, as it were, on that precious idea, I used to fall asleep, sometimes to dream I saw His dear face bending over me, and sometimes to wake again to my loneliness and fears. The evening before my mother died, she called me to her bedside, and, sending away her nurse that we might be alone, said faintly, "Come here, close to me, Harold dearj I want to tell you something very important. Do not grieve so, my precious child, but listen to me; I have never told you about your father, he is not dead, as you think, but is a convict—in penal servitude." What more she would have said I do not know, for at that moment some dreadful pain seized her, and I was obliged to summon her attendant.She only spoke to me twice again, and this was all she said, " He is innocent, Harry. You must give him my love when you see him ; " and " Be good, my boy, and always do what is right."" I will, I will 1 " I cried, as I clung to her. Very soon after that all was over.

Ah! how long and sad were the three or four days that followed. I will not dwell upon them, but they are written deep in my heart, with a power which time has never effaced. The dreary emptiness of the house, the awful presence of death in that chamber into which I hardly dare venture, the oppressive, indiscriminating kindness of my mother's only ser vant, even the grave sympathy of the rather elderly clergyman, were all grievous troubles to me. Then there were the undertaker's men with their solemn faces, though 1 saw one—he was old and probably used to his work—smile once, and it seemed to chill me to the heart. The mutes too, the dreadful mutes at the funeral, and the gloomy black pall. All, all seemed to be the fearful reflection of my own sad and melancholy feelings.
But to return to the day before the funeral, there was my Uncle Harris, who came over to attend it and to take me back with him. He was the husband of my father's only sister, and they and their family were the only relatives I had. Uncle Harris was a large, stout man, with a broad face expressive of a certain degree of good nature, but also of no small amount of placid selfishness. He wore a suit of black cloth in which he did not seem to be perfectly at ease, and which he discarded soon afterwards.I never cared much for my uncle. There was always the same want of sympathy about him which repelled me on our first acquaintance. Perhaps he meant to act kindly then, and certainly he was con sidered to do so by our friends and neighbours, for he paid some rather large debts of my poor mother's, and announced his and his wife's intention to adopt me and bring me up with their own family of six young children. But there was a certain amount of coldness in all he did and said which I felt most keenly then, when I was just thirsting for a touch of human love.

I remember that first evening on which I saw him. It had been raining gently all the day, and at last, wearied alike of watching it and of the importunities of Betsy Jane, our old servant, who, with more zeal than discretion, kept constantly attempting to cheer me up, I stole out of the house, and began running in a reckless, unreasoning way across some wet fields of long mowing-grass. There was a path, but the thick grass on each side waving over it conveyed the
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rain-water into my little boots and stockings, so that 
they were soon thoroughly drenched. But I do not 
remember caring much for that, only I felt rather 
more than before as if everything were against me.

Presently I came to a pretty undulating wood, the 
tall beech-trees of which were just then in their 
height of summer beauty. As I climbed over the 
stile and entered, the rain ceased pattering above, and 
one or two rooks rose from the tree-tops and cawed a 
dreary sort of welcome before they settled down 
again in fresh places.

How dripping wet everything was! and how for 
lorn I felt! The wood had been a favourite resort 
of my mother's. I had often heard her say how, 
when she came during my infancy into that neigh 
bourhood, far away from her early home, the tall 
and stately trees, in their creaking, groaning, rustling 
way, had seemed to be companions to her in her lone 
liness. But it all looked very gloomy now to her 
bereaved child. Still I went on, pushing my way 
through wet briars, nettles, and young trees, until I 
reached a small stone arbour—her favourite resting- 
place. Here I sat down, with my eyes fixed upon 
the ground, and thought over all that had occurred; 
but my mind was chiefly occupied with my mother's 
last startling words and the revelation they had 
made. She had said my father was a convict. 
Young as I was, I knew already something of what 
that meant.

During the last year, I had attended a boys' school 
in the neighbouring town, and it happened that, 
among the boys assembled there, one was related 
distantly to a convict. Many a time had I ignorantly 
joined in the ill-treatment poor little Green received 
from some of the boys on this account, until my 
mother, getting to hear about it, talked to me with 
tears in her eyes about the injustice and cruelty of 
such behaviour. Moreover, she bade me invite the 
poor boy to come and have tea with us. Jerry Green 
was a very commonplace little fellow, with fiery red 
hair and freckled skin, but my mother was so sweet 
and kind to him that I was not very much surprised 
when he asked me afterwards if I was quite sure she 
was not an angel.

And now I knew a reason for her conduct. My 
father was a convict. I might any day be exposed 
to the same danger as little Green. Why had she 
not told me all ? Ah! how good it was of her to 
bear the trouble alone, and not disclose the miserable 
secret until she was dying—how I wished she had 
not uttered it then, for it had made me so very 
unhappy!

So that last evening, before leaving my old home 
for ever, I thought all that over and over again, in a 
childish, discontented fashion, while a great many 
tears rolled down my cold cheeks, and fell with great 
splashes on my little coat, and on the wet, red hand 
I kept putting up in a vain endeavour to stop them. 
And above all the sorrow of my great loss and my 
desolate condition, the reflection that I was a convict's 
child 'stung my young heart almost past endurance.

At length, I had the strange yet well-known feeling 
that some one was gazing at me, and glancing up, 
saw, to my surprise, a very wretched-looking beggar- 
man leaning on a staff close by. I started, and then 
from sheer nervousness began to cry.

" Do'ant do that," said the man abruptly, in the 
uncouth dialect of that northern neighbourhood, 
" do'ant do that. I weant 'urt you."

" Oh, please do go away!" I sobbed, feeling 
powerlels to move myself.

" A.mif I will, 'oney," replied the vagrant, " only 
you tell me yer name, now coom do, like a good lad."

" Harold," I replied. " Harold Mortimer."
" Aye," he said, " the same;" and began to hobble 

away. When he was about ten yards off, however, 
he seemed to change his mind, and, to my great 
alarm came slowly back and asked, " How's yer ma?"

" Dead," J said, crying bitterly again, " dead."
The beggar started. " When p " he asked.
" Last Monday."
" Dear, dear, and wear may you be gwin ter live, 

young genelman ? " he then said; adding soothingly, 
" Now tell me, an' I'll go clean away."

I hastily told him where my uncle lived, and that 
I was going there "after the funeral to-morrow;" and 
muttering, " Aye, aye! be a good lad, and do'ant get 
yersel' into trouble," the man turned and went away.

The moment he was out of sight, I jumped up and 
ran off home as fast as my trembling limbs could 
carry me.

I am sure I must have looked a strange and forlorn 
object as I rnshed almost into the arms of my uncle, 
standing in the rain, which had now recommenced, at 
the door of our little dwelling. Breathless, with ,

flushed cheeks, tear-stained face, and dripping gar 
ments, I stopped abruptly, looking up at him timidly.

"Whose child is this?" he asked, turning from 
me to the maid-servant who now opened the door.

" Why, Master Harry ! Please, sir, it's our poor 
missus's little boy," replied Betsy Jane, holding up 
her hands with an expressive gesture at the sight of 
poor little me, and then curtseying humbly to the 
gentleman.

Surely another man would have taken his cold and 
miserable little relative by the hand and spoken 
kindly to him. But my uncle only said blandly, 
" Put him to bed and give him something hot, and 
take my coat and umbrella, and let me have a sub 
stantial tea at once—mutton-chops or something of 
that kind. Good-night, little boy, I shall see you 
to-rnorrow."

He had patted me once on the head, but what of 
that ? I could see he did not care for me, and went 
upstairs with a heavy heart.
*****

It was the next day.
The funeral was over, and I had taken a tearful 

leave of everything belonging to my old life, and was 
now seated with a white face and an aching heart, 
beside my uncle, in the train which was rapidly bear 
ing us towards my new home.

What was it like? I had no idea, and knew 
nothing except that it was a farm, in a small county 
on the borders of South Wales.

We were most of the day travelling across country 
and waiting at railway-stations, where my uncle 
generally seized the opportunity of having a good 
meal. " In case," he said, " we shall not be able to 
get anything eatable at the next station." At such 
entertainments, I usually sat on one of the uncom 
fortable, high refreshment-room chairs, and spent the 
time in alternately watching the rapidity with which 
the great platefuls placed before my relative disap 
peared, together with the large size of the portions 
transferred at once to his capacious mouth, and the 
coquettish manner of the very showily dressed young 
ladies behind the counter.

The smallness of my own appetite seemed, on the 
other hand, not a little to surprise my Uncle Harris, 
and once or twice he expressed a fear that I was not 
well, but I assured him that I was, and that I could 
not possibly eat more. At which he invariably said, 
" Well, well!" and then apparently forgot all about 
me for a time.

In the railway-carriage he mostly slept, while I 
gazed wonderingly through the windows at the objects 
we were passing, and looked upon the constantly 
changing aspect of the scenery with keen interest. 
Towards the close of the day, I was gratified with 
the sight of higher hills than I had ever seen before, 
and was on the point of venturing to ask my com 
panion—the only one just then besides myself in the 
carriage—how the mountain-sheep could possibly 
climb up so high and stand in such dangerous places, 
when my uncle signed to me to come close to him, 
and said gravely, " Harold, do you know about your 
father ? "

The words changing the whole current of my 
thoughts, and not agreeably, I looked up through the 
great tears which would come into my eyes, and 
answered with a nod, for I could not speak.

" Oh ! you do—do you P Well, mind you never 
tell any one a word about him. Your cousins know 
nothing, and it will be very much better for you if 
neither they nor any one else hear anything of the 
matter."

At that moment, the train, that had been slacken 
ing its speed during the last few minutes, stopped at 
the station for which we were bound, and without 
waiting for any response to what he had said, Uncle 
Harris led the way out of the carriage and across the 
platform. Outside the station, an old man, evidently 
a farm servant, was waiting I'or us with a dog-cart, 
into which I was lifted, and told to stand between 
him and my uncle, who now took the reigns.

The whole situation was a novelty to me, as I had 
never before, that I knew of, ridden in any other 
vehicle than a cab or 'bus. How strange it all seemed, 
the high cart, the cool evening air, the marvellous 
hills all around, and the rough and narrow road, lead 
ing now down into some pretty green valley, and now 
up such a hill as I could not have imagined the horse 
would be able to pull us.

My uncle, who was most of the time discussing 
farm matters with the old servant, only addressed me 
twice, once to bid me sit down on the man's knee, and 
again to say, "Eemember what I said, and mind 
you do as I told you."

(To be continued.)
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