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uanm
OH, mourn not for those, the young and the fair, 

Who have passed to their early-won rest;
They are freed from all sorrow, temptation or care, 

In mansions that ever are blest.

Oh, mourn not for those who have suffered and 
toiled,

Whom Affliction had claimed as her own; 
But rejoice that the spirit at last is set free,

And unfettered to glory has flown.

Oh, mourn not for those, the infant who died 
Whilst innocence bloomed in its heart;

They rest in the city of radiance and light, 
Where the tear and the sigh has no part.

And mourn not for those, the aged and pure, 
Who the paths of the righteous have trod. 

Safe, safe shall they dwell where the weary find
rest, 

And the seraphs sing, " Glory to God."
ELISE.

A STORY IN TWO PARTS.

I.

CHAPTER I.

I! Patch! Steady, Patch! Drunk as usual, 
you grit owld baste ! "

The man turned round and eyed his 
persecutors with a gravity that was 
somewhat tipsy.

" Will ye give a jintleman his name, 
ye little warmints," he said, addressing 

the crowd of small boys at his heels, "ye know par- 
feet ly well that mine b'aint Patch, but Muster 
Nathaniel .Handrews."

" Patch, Patch, Patch! " shouted the chorus, their 
voices rising to a shriek.

" I'll patch ye," he said, shaking his fist at them, 
" I'll tache ye to call a jintleman names. And as for 
bein' drunk, I haven't tasted liquor this mornin', 
more's the pity, for I've ne'er a penny in my pocket. 
Now be off," he continued, " or I'll tell yer tacher 
about your behaviour to me."

" Tell away," shouted one, " we'll pay you out for 
it. We'll smash that owld baste of a dog of yourn."

The mongrel who called him master, understanding 
the words, or at least seeing the accompanying action, 
shrank closer to him, for the speaker had taken up a 
stone. Patch turned furiously on his foe.

"I'll wring yer neck," he said, "as I would a 
weasel's if ye touch a hair o' my dog. Lave him 
alone ! We b'aint nayther of us a-meddlin' you." 
Then he burst into a shower of curses.

" Will ye wring my neck ?" the shrill voice 
echoed. " Just ye try! So take that, Patch, you 
and your dirty dog."

But the stone dropped unthrown. The boy's wrist 
was seized in the clasp of a hand that was soft, yet 
firm, and a calm voice said, " Tommy Gray, what is 
all this about ? How dare you throw stones after all 
you have promised? "

The lad succumbed without a struggle. " He ag 
gravated us," he said, " he said he would tell on us if 
we called him names."

" And what right had you to call him names ? 
Oh, Tommy, I thought you were beginning to do to 
others as you would be done by, and now I find you

go for to do it, but you see, he's allus gettin' drunk, 
and then we can't help it, like, and that riles un, and 
so he turns on us, and we flys at him."

" I see ! Well, be off now, the other boys have 
gone. You and I must have another talk about this, 
and I hope I shall be able to make things clearer to 
you. Now I want to speak to—to—what is his 
name ? "

" He says his name is Muster Nathaniel Handrews,
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but we calls him Patch. He b'aint no account nohow. 
Don't be angry, tacher."

" I'm not angry, only vexed. Now go." Then 
she crossed the muddy road to where Patch stood, 
his dog between his legs, himself eyeing the young 
lady with a sort of muddled look, his comprehension 
not being quick to apprehend and understand novelties.

She laid her hand gently on his arm, and she looked 
inquiringly at the jug he held. It was long since 
Patch had felt the touch of kindly fingers, and his 
bleared watery eyes turned on them with amazement 
and almost fear, mingled with a sort of puzzled seek 
ing after remembrance.

The two humans and the brute made a strange

group in the muddy road. The girl was tall and 
the, with a dark clear face and grey eyes that were 

as honest as the day. Her straight brows were drawn 
together in a sort of wise perplexity, and the lines of 
her mouth were firm as well as gentle, just as well 
as tender. The man was old, shabby, drunk, and 
disreputable. He was dirty, unshaven, uncared for. 
He wore ragged corduroy trousers, the legs of which 
were finished by a pair of gaiters more ragged still. 
Boots which had long passed the meridian even of 
shabbiness covered his unstockinged feet, and a soiled, 
torn, dingy red comforter partly but not entirely hid 
the fact that there was no shirt beneath the miserable 
coat which he boasted. A tattered hat was pressed 
down over his eyes; long locks of unkempt hair fell 
from beneath it, and a ragged beard grew round his 
cheeks and chin, looking, in its general dilapidation, 
as if it, like the rest of his attire, had been supplied 
by charity. The dog was like his master, old, 
wretched and ill-clothed. Miserable mongrel it must 
have been at the best of times, but now, covered with 
mud, its wretched tail between its legs, its-crop ears 
drooping despondently, it looked the picture of a rag 
amuffin, for whom drowning would be too good. 
No wonder that all respectable folk, from the rector 
down to the post-boy, said the pair were a disgrace to 
a decent neighbourhood.

Yet Freda Holland laid one soft little white hand 
on the arm of the human outcast, and held out the 
other to the canine one, and her eyes brimmed over 
with pity as she looked at both.

The dog drew nearer, and licked her fingers gently. 
The man's evil words died away on his tongue. His 
eyes were fixed on this -extraordinary new appearance, 
and he could make no effort to comprehend the gentle 
yet firm touch on his arm.

At last he strove to free himself; he felt with an 
uneasy consciousness of something like shame that 
the girl was looking at the jug in his hand.

Her grasp did not relax. '' Where are you going ? " 
she asked in tones such as Patch had never heard.

He felt a strange sort of melting of the heart, but 
he thought of his wrongs and hardened himself 
accordingly.

'' What business be it of yoxirn ?" he asked, 
sulkily. " What right ha' you to bother wi' my 
concarns ? "

" Only the right that any one has of trying to 
prevent his friend from running into danger," she 
answered; "and I think you're going to the public- 
house."

"Whatiflbe?"
" If you go there so early in the morning, you 

will be able to go nowhere else at night, and——"
" And if I h'aint got no other place to go to, what 

then ? Where would you go if you hadn't had 
nayther bite nor sup, nor didn't know where to go to 
get none ? The landlord at the Bed Lion, he'll gie 
me a drop of beer, for he knows I'll work it out or 
pay him when I gets a bit of money. Besides, he'll 
maybe give a bone to Toby. So you just let us a 
be, miss—I'll go my way, and you can go yourn."

" I think my way is yours," she said very gently; 
"or perhaps I can show you that yours is mine. I 
can do better for you, I fancy, Mr. Andrews, than 
to let you go to the Bed Lion. I am on my way 
home to my breakfast now ; will you come back with 
me? "

He stared at her stupidly, and his lower jaw 
dropped.

He had been used to be hunted, abused and tor 
mented. He had been thrown crusts with a curse, 
and had been denied them altogether; had known 
what it was to live for days on what he might pick 
out of the streets ; and his imagination was not equal 
to picturing what this invitation might mean.

But it suddenly occurred to his muddled brain that 
this gracious vision beside him had called him by the 
name of his youth, which he had disgraced and made 
a shame to all people, and thereupon, with the usual 
perversity of mankind (whose characteristics remain 
essentially the same in beggar and lord), he was

seized with an intense desire that she, by calling him 
by it, should glorify for ever the hitherto obnoxious 
soubriquet of " Patch."

"I be Muster Handrews to the boys," he said 
suddenly, " for they be impartinent little warmints, 
and oughter be taught how they should trate a gin- 
tleman ; but you're different somehow, and you kin 
call me 'Patch.'"

" Patch," she repeated ; " poor Patch! Thank 
you for letting me call you so; it shows we are going 
to be friends. Tour dog's name is Toby, you say ? 
Well, mine is Freda; and now that we all know each 
other, come into my house with me and have some 
breakfast."

She opened the gate by which they were standing 
as she spoke and motioned to him to enter.

The little cottage was close by the road. It was 
very small, and stood only in a tiny plot of ground, 
but already the spring flowers were coming up in the 
beds, and in the large oriel window, which was the 
sole ornament of the humble house, stood a great 
basket of yellow aconites and snowdrops, mixed with 
the drooping pennons of what the countryfolk call 
" lambs' tails," the blossom of the nut trees. A 
canary sat on a cross-bar hung above the flowers, 
who welcomed its mistress with a song of vivid 
delight.

" Come in," she said, throwing open the door. " I 
am sure you are hungrier than I, though that is say 
ing a good deal."

The man hesitated, thinking, for once in his life, 
of something beyond the gratification of his desires. 
He looked down at his dirty boots, and at the snowy 
steps and shining passage which led into the house, 
and he shook his head despondently.

" I b'aint fit for it, miss," he said. " I would 
make all yer pratty things that dutty that ye couldn't 
abear 'em arterwards. The likes of I be only for the 
kennel or the gutter."

" Your dog is less shy than you," the girl said, as 
Toby lifted his muddy paws and trotted into her 
little sitting-room. " Come," she went on, " what 
ever I may say, I don't do it without counting the 
cost, and I won't grudge the dirt on the doorstep. 
Far better that than that you should go to the pub 
lic-house."

" Youraley think so?" the man said, still shaking 
his head doubtfully, but advancing, though slowly 
and on tiptoe. " Arter all, even if ye do have me 
here to-day, it's only for to-day. I'm boun' to go 
and get drunk to-morrow."

" We'll have a talk about that after breakfast, 
Patch. In the meantime, this is better than the Bed 
Lion, isn't it ? "

Better! There could be no two opinions about 
that. A bright fire glowed on the tile hearth, bright 
pictures hung on the bright walls, and books were 
scattered about, whose well-worn, yet well cared for 
air told of their owner's love for them.

Somewhere in the depths of his consciousness, the 
outcast Patch felt, that if such a home as this could 
have been his, all other allurements would have 
proved vain, life would have been worth living, and 
he had not been the besotted brute he was. He neither 
put, nor attempted to put, such floating ideas into the 
consistency even of thoughts, but they brought a 
something which was entirely new to his experience 
into his bleared eyes, and made his throat husky and 
dry.

The girl saw, and turned away. Her quick tact 
taught her that unwonted emotion is seldom void of 
shame. She knelt down by the fire, and busied her 
self in making toast. The bird fluttered from its 
perch and alighted on her head, where it drew each 
soft hair gently through its beak, bursting, at in 
tervals, into short songs of gladness.

The dog evidently approved of everything. After 
the manner of his kind he sniffed round the chairs 
and under the table, giving tokens of his satisfaction 
in all by resumption of his long-neglected, if natural, 
business of tail-wagging.

Freda turned round when the first slice of toast 
was made.

Her cheeks were scorched by the fire, and her eyes 
were shining. Perhaps she, too, had been thinking 
of the contrast between the rich and the poor, as it 
concerned, at least, those who had a home and those 
who had not. ,

She saw Patch still standing there, just inside the 
parlour door, shuffling one foot uneasily over trie
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other, his ragged hat held tightly in one hand, and the other employed, it seemed, in trying to smooth a little his tangled hair.

" Come," she said, smiling brightly as she drew a chair to the table, "let us have something to eat. Will you sit down here, Patch, close by the fire ? Toby must wait till we've done for his breakfast."The man stared stupidly at her as if her words did not instantly penetrate his dulled brain. He was so unused to kindness that most likely they did not. At last he ventured to seat himself where she had beckoned, making use only of the very edge of the chair. He laid his hat on his knees, and, that done, carefully averted the possibility of touching anything with his grimy fingers by hanging one hand help lessly down on each side of him.
Toby, his investigations completed, had thrown himself down with delicious self-abandoment, and having, no doubt, heard the young lady's promise, was, with one eye on the cheerful blaze, and the other on the breakfast, perfectly happy.
It would have been a hard task for a woman less kindhearted than Freda Holland to abstain from laughing at the absurdities perpetrated by her guest, but her heart was so lull of pity for this poor pariah that she had no room in it for anything else. She saw nothing ludicrous in the fact that he balanced his saucer on three fingers, and, with his broad hand wiped the bottom of his cup before he laid it down on the white cloth, nor did she find cause for amuse ment in his many perplexities about the purpose of the various table requisites.

As for Patch himself, he was lost in a dream of bewilderment and delight.
He could not understand how this " Nathaniel Andrews," treated like a gentleman, fed and warmed as no one had ever warmed and fed him before, could be the same Patch whose only place of happiness had been the public-house—whose only method of enjoyment had been drowning himself and his troubles in the Lethe of drink.
It was not for some little time that he became sufficiently accustomed to his surroundings to be able to do justice to the fare set before him, but at last its goodness reminded him that, for two days he had tasted very little, and that little of the worst.
Freda Holland watched him with delight. No meal had ever given her such pleasure as did this breakfast which another ate.
She did not leave it to him alone, and the man's self-respect rose as he watched this lady sit down to the same table with him, a vagrant and a ragamuffin, eat off the same loaf, share the same coffee.Then with a feeling of gratitude as new as it was delightful—a feeling utterly unlike the sentiment with which he had been in the habit of receiving the stinted alms that were thrown to him, he saw her prepare a savoury mess for his dog, who stood by licking his chops with anticipatory joy, his lips slobbering at the thought of what was to come."Now, if you have finished," the girl said, when all was demolished, and even dirty, hungry, Patch bore token of repletion, " if you have quite finished I want you to come and sit here by the fire. I must first clear away the things, and then I want to have a talk with you."

He obeyed her at once, and sat silent till she was ready.
Then she took a piece of knitting in her hand, and, drawing a chair close to the fire, sat down opposite him. Her bright needles clicked as she talked, and her white fingers flashed through the wool, while, all the time, her eyes were bent on her vis-a-vis." Now Patch," she said, " we're going to have our talk, are we not ? "
" Goin' to have our talk P " he repeated stupidly. " Yes! And first I want you to give me your hand and tell me we're friends, and promise that you won't be offended, whatever I may say."
" Gi'e you my hand! " the man looked from his blackened fingers to her white ones. " Why, I b'aint fit to touch you with a ten-fut pole, let alone my hand! I would dutty it, and crush it, and spile it like a cow's fut does a daisy."
She laughed brightly. "I'll take my chance of that," she said, holding it out to him.
Very gently, very reverently, very timidly, he stretched out his and touched it. A flush rose to his weather-beaten, sun-burned features at the contact. He drew back his fingers and examined them curi-
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ously, as if he thought they must bear some mark of the pure touch.
" Say we're friends," the girl persisted. 
" Friends ! Friends!" he repeated, and the dog opened one blinking eye, and cocked one ragged ear at his master's excitement. " You don't know what you're sayin', miss! How should you, a hangel in all but havin' wings be friends wi' a piece of drunken trash like me ? Why, look ye here—I lives in the streets and I sleeps in a stable, and some whiles I falls in the gutter as drunk as a fiddler. You friends wi' me—me what has been kicked about from pillar to post, since I was a little 'un riot fit to stan' up agin' the cuffs my father and mother gave me—me what passon over there says is worse than a brute, and what he doesn't belave has a soul, at least not one worth savin'. Talk of bein' friends wi' me! Why, I should ha tellt you, if I had been half a man, afore ye laid yer innercent white hand in mine that my dutty fingers had been soiled wi' pickin' oakum! You wouldn't ha' offered to shake hands wi' me, if ye had known I'd been in gaol three times."

"I did know it, Patch," the girl said simply. " What difference does it make to me ? "
"What differ? Doesn't it make ye shudder, and shrink, and cringe away like I war a warmint? That's the differ it makes to everybody else what knows it; that's the differ it makes to the good folks what go to church and lave us poor ones to go to prison. They don't have to stale a loaf or a turnup, to keep bare life in 'em !"
" You musn't let trouble make you unjust, Patch," she answered very gently; " There are plenty of church folk and chapel folk too who would be just as willing as I am to take your hand. But, like me, they want to believe that you care for their good opinion, and how can they think that, when they see you slink into the public-house continually P "" You didn't wait to ax," he answered sullenly. " They niver cares to give a man a chance. I used to go and ask for a job, sometimes, but they had only to see me. " Oh ! it's Patch,' they would say, 'doant'ee trust him with anything.' So, wi' niver bein' trusted, I'm not fit to trust now."

"But it was your fault at the beginning, for you must have shown them your unworthiness. You must not be vexed at what I say. It is so terrible to me to see one of God's people, made in his own image, sink so low, and so lose the likeness of his great original, that I can't help trying to do something to rebeautify it. Tell me, will you (for you have said that we are friends), how you became what you are ? Will you so far trust me ? "
The man was silent for a time, looking into the depths of the fire.
"I'll tell you," at last he said, huskily, "though you're the only living soul I ever spoke to about it. I dunno how many years it is that I have been the drunken sot I am now. It seems to me a'most too many to reckon. I used to be one of the grooms up to squire's there, and they counted me a smart hand, and said I was safe for the head-man's place when he left. Nelly Scott"—his voice shook a little •—"she minded dairy, and war the prattiest girl ever milked a cow. She were tall and supple as a hazel rod, wi' eyes and hair as black as sloes. She had a waist that a man couldna' help puttin' his arm round, and a smilin' mouth he was boun' to kiss. She tellt me that there was nobbut me she cared for, and I bought her a rale govvld ring at the fair in the village. I had a tidy bit of money laid by, and we were to be wed come Easter. But other folk found her pratty as well as me, and one day she sent me a letter sayin' she had gone away to Lunnon wi' squire's brother, what was goin' to make a lady on her. You can't know, miss," he said breaking off, " how fond I was of that girl, and how it narely killt me to lose her like that! "

" I pity you from my heart," Freda answered. " It is a very sad story."
" Sad enough, but the worst hasn't been told. It warn't three months arter that that she came back to us what she had left. Her brave gentleman had tired of her, and sent her home to die of the disgrace. He wed her! Nobbut a poor, fulish wench would ever ha' dreamt he meant to. Then he came down himself smilin' and smirkin' wi' his cussed face, and when I made bold to speak to him, he said I had better wed her, and he would gi'e us a hundred pun' to set up house on. The devil entered in me when I heard that and saw the laugh on his lip, and I struck out at him and threw him down. It would ha' been just the same if I had had a knife or a gun in my fist; only then he would never ha' lived to play wi' another innercent gal, but I hadn't—more's the pity.

They clapped me in prison for that, and though it was only for three month, when I came out—when I came out—Nelly was dead. There warn't a soul would put out their hand to help her, and she was too broken hearted to work for herself, poor lass, and I warn't there to toil for her. What d'ye think of that, miss ? D'ye wonder now that I hate the gentry and their ways—d'ye wonder that I tuk to drink P "
"I wonder at any man taking to drink," she answered him. "It seems to me almost as cowardly a thing as taking away one's life. After all, it is the very worst kind of suicide."
" It's a' very well to talk, but you don't know what it is for a workin' man, when everything good that there is in the world for him goes out of it, and there's nothing left but revenge and hatred. You've got yer books and yer work and yer friends—I had nothin'. I never war inclined to take too much afore that spell of quod. They didn't ha' these folk then walkin' about with bits o' blue ribbon in their button- hole,but I had been pratty mad on the teetotal,prachin' for ever to the sarvants about keepin' sober and the value of temperance, till I daresay they grew sick of it at times. So when I came out of prison and went on the spree, and was drunk, drunk, drunk, fra' inornin' till night, and night till mornin' again, there was nobody to pity me or gi'e me a word of comfort, but everybody to flout me," he continued. " So when I came to my senses, and would ha' pulled up, there was nobody to help to put the drag1 on, and I warn't strong enough myself, and I came down hill wi' a run, till here I am at the bottom. And the end of me 'ull be that my neck 'ull be broke some day, and they'll say, ' It sarved the ill-conditioned brute right."; "

" It is not too late to put the drag on now, Patch. It's never too late," she said kindly.
He shook his head. " Ay, but it is, miss. I've got the cussed love of it, and I must ha'the devilish thing." "No! Be brave, and fight against it. A man with God in him is stronger than the devil any day. Make up your mind to resist temptation, and stick to your resolution."
He looked appealingly at her. " I havna' got anybody to help me up " he said, "and there be such a lot ready to gi'e me a shove down. What's a poor, weak wratch like me to do ? "
" I can help you a little, at any rate, Patch. You can always come to me. And you will find, when they know you are sincere and earnest in your en deavour to improve, how many will lend you a helping hand."
" But—I canna'. There's the landlord of the Eed Lion. I owe him suthin'; and where else can I go for a bite or a sup for me and Toby ? "
" You and Toby shall share with me whenever you like, and if you'll let me, I'll pay the score at the Eed Lion. I am not very rich, but I have plenty for all three."
The man's face flushed. " I thank ye kindly, miss, but I couldn't do that. I ha' sunk low enough, God knows, but I couldn't live on yer charity, not if it were ever so. No. Ye had better lave me to go my own ways, and drop into the kennel—the sooner the better. Ye have done enough for us to-day." It was the girl's turn to redden. 
" I didn't mean to offer you charity," she said; " and as for this morning's breakfast, you and Toby have shared it with me just as any of my other friends would have done. When I spoke of giving you con stant help I meant to give you constant employment too. I have many little things I want doing for me. My garden needs working in, and my cow has to be looked after. I can't afford to give high wages, and the boy I have is leaving, discontented; so, if you like to take it, the situation is yours to have, and you will be doing me a favour too."

" Like it! Oh, miss, it's only too good to belave that you can trust me! I'll do anythin' ye tell me. I'll go down on my knees and sware I'll never look at drink again. Bless you a thousand times! You've made a new man of me. Sure, and a' the rest on 'em they've trated me like a brute baste with never a thought or feelin' like theirselves; but you—you seem to think I'm made of human flesh and blood, and that—I ax yer pardon for saying it—that I'm like what yer own kith and kin might be."
"_So you are, Patch," she said, extending her hand again. " It's a bargain then P You come and serve me, and henceforth you give up drinking and swearing, forget all your hatred, and forgive your enemies."
"I'll do anythin' in the world you like to ask me," he exclaimed; " and if I brake my promise to you now, I hope I may die for it."

(To be concluded in next mimber.)
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The Good Ground.

[T has been seen that the wayside would 
not do for the sowing of the seed. It 
has been seen that neither the rocky 
ground nor the tliorny ground would 
answer for the seed. What then will do 
for it ? Where can it grow, and where 
will it nourish p If the ground is to be

"good," there must be pre 
paration and cultivation.
It is with no little interest,
considering the heavenly
meaning of such things,
that I have not long since
watched the preparation of
a large field for the putting
in of crops. The farmer
had means at his disposal,
and it seemed as if neither
means nor pains were
spared in all that was done
for that field. At first
two powerful steam engines
worked their way over it
for days, tearing up the sur 
face of the soil deep into
the ground. It seemed a
truly painful process; yet
what good work did those
sharp iron teeth do as they
forced their way into the
rough earth, rending and
tearing asunder the hard
and heavy clods, and making
thus an entrance by-and-
by for the seed. Then there
was the time of harrowing.
Then a time when many
busy hands gathered every
weed and stalk and growth
of every kind into little
heaps for burning, until
scattered over the field
small fires slowly consumed
the refuse into ashes. The
field seemed purified then.
Later on there came a
time of ploughing and re- 
ploughing, until the care 
fully upturned earth, with
its long, straight furrows,
was at length ready for the
sowing — "good" ground 
indeed! The preparation 
of that field cost a large 
sum of money; but the 
farmer reckoned it doubt 
less fully worth while, for 
he looked for a rich and 
valuable harvest.

If the Word of God is 
to become a power in any 
heart, it is a necessity— 
a great necessity—that the 
Holy Spirit of God should 
work upon that heart. He 
must be the husbandman 
who will "break up the 
fallow ground." It is in 
the power of the Holy Ghost alone that the Word 
of God becomes a "hammer that breaketh the 
rock in pieces." The unchanged heart of man is 
for hardness as "rock." No human power can 
move it, no earthly voice, however winning and 
forcible, can touch and melt it, unless the Spirit 
of God takes the word spoken, and uses the earthly 
voice to break, in His power, the " rock in pieces." 
Then it is that tears come into eyes unused to weep 
ing, then it is that the hardened sinner melts, and his 
pride gives way. Once he turned away his head in 
careless indifference, or contempt, from God's mes 
sage, now he is humbled to ask, " What must I do to 
be saved ? " " Lord, what wilt Thou have me to do ?" 
This is the beginning of the " good ground." The 
heart has begun to yield, and the rebel will to give 
way. God's harrow is passing over the hard clods of 
the soil, and the proud man becomes a little child.

It is a blessed thing—more blessed than words can 
say—to be a child of the kingdom of heaven. But 
the gate of " the narrow way " is " strait," and, with 
some souls especially, it is a painful process that goes 
on in the heart when the Holy Spirit begins His 
work there. There is a rooting up of the stubborn 
will, and there is a painful gathering out and burning 
of the ill weeds that defile the heart. But how other 
wise could there be " good " ground, how otherwise 
a harvest for the Master P

It is a beautiful thing to see the upspiinging of the 
young wheat in "good ground." "first the blade, 
then the ear, after that the full corn in the ear." 
First green and delicate, and at last golden and 
glorious, ready for the harvest home. And it is 
a beautiful thing to see God's work growing and

Master; He counts the " thirty-fold" of a child, a 
poor widow, an unknown servant, as fruit in the " good 
ground," if it springs from love to Him. Even the 
cup of cold water given in His name is not without 
its reward. If these hearts of ours have been won 
from the wilderness by the power of the Holy Spirit 
to be a garden for the Lord, let us long and pray and 
strive that we may bear " much fruit" to the glory 
of God. M. E.

deepening in the heart where the Spirit has come to 
dwell—pleasant fruits of love and joy, and peace, and 
long suffering, and gentleness, and faith, and meek 
ness, and temperance. God asks for these things in 
us. He waits for them and expects them. Great 
things He has done for us; what could have been done 
more than He has done p And shall we not bring 
forth fruit for our Lord ? Shall there not be a spring 
ing up of love to Him, love to His Word, love to His 
house, His day, His people, a real love, a living work 
ing love, a love that serves and obeys, and is faithful 
to the Master even in " that which is least." But 
some are " babes," some are " young men," some are 
"fathers," in Christ. There is the " thirty," " sixty," a 
" hundred-fold " of fruit bearing. Some with their 
larger opportunities, and, it may be, more devoted love 
and trust, bring forth a " hundred-fold," and the 
Lord they serve is honoured. But Christ is a tender

WHITE WAX INSECTS.—The object of a recent ex 
pedition was to collect information on the subject of 
the white wax made by certain insects in China, and 
to procure for Kew Gardens specimens of the trees on 
which the insects live, and of the wax they produce. 

This object seems to have 
been pretty completely ac 
complished. The chief wax- 
producing district in China 
is that western end of the 
province of Sechuen which 
Mr. Hosie traversed, and 
especially the districts of 
O'mei, Chien-wi, and Lo- 
shan. It is a double pro 
duct. The wax insects are 
produced in Chianchan and 
carried over the mountains 
to the wax trees in Chiating, 
of which O'mei and the 
other districts named form 
a part. The insect tree is 
an evergreen, with dark 
glossy,pointed leaves, which 
spring from the branches in 
pairs. On the bark of its 
boughs and twigs small ex 
crescences or galls are found 
in the early summer, and 
these galls on being detach 
ed are seen to contain 
swarms of minute insects, 
and in some cases a small 
beetle. This beetle eats a 
hole in the shell and lets 
the insects escape. The 
Chinese collect these galls 
in the early part of May and 
convey them to the district 
where another evergreen 
called the wax tree grows. 
The galls are attached to 
this tree and the insects 
creep out and adhere to its 
branches. They appear to 
suck the sap and to deposit 
it in the shape of white wax. 
In the course of from ninety 
to a hundred days the 
branches thus become thick 
ly coated, and in good years 
the wax thus formed attains 
the thickness of a quarter of 
an inch. At the proper time 
the branches thus coated 
are lopped and the wax 
rubbed off by the hand, and 
heated in water. It rises 
melted to the surface, is 
skimmed off and run intx 
moulds, and thus forms tht 
white wax of commerce 
The Chinese mix some 01 
this wax in tallow candlet 
to give them firmer con 
sistency. The candles art 

dipped in white wax, and thus acquire a sheath which 
prevents " guttering." An inferior kind of wax is 
squeezed from the boiled insects themselves, and they 
are then given to the pigs. Mr. Hosie has succeeded in 
sending home to Kew Gardens some specimens of the 
tree on which the insects originally grow, as well as 
bunches of seeds from the wax tree to which the 
insects are transferred. He had not with him any 
microscope powerful enough to enable him to discover 
how the wax insects feed or in what way they deposit 
the wax. He found, however, that they construct 
galleries or passages in the wax deposit itself, which 
reach from the bark to the outer surface of the wax. 
He has seen them thickly studded on the bark and 
apparently motionless. Sir Harry Parkes, in forward 
ing his Report to the Government, praises Mr. Hosie s 
careful research and the resolution he showed in over 
coming the difficulties of travel.

J
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HE death of Anthony Ashley Cooper, 
seventh Earl of Shaftesbury, leaves a 
great gap in the religious and philanthro 
pic world. Innumerable societies—we 
might, say every society which had for its 
object the amelioration of the condition oi 
the human race, the moral and social ad vancement of the people

—will miss the grave, 
earnest face of one 
deeply interested in 
their work, always ready 
to take aprominentparl 
in their debates, and to 
offer to them much wise 
counsel and generous 
support.

No good cause ever 
lacked Shaftesbury's 
good word and open 
hand. In a world that 
is bright and garish 
and full of temptation 
to men of high estate, 
he pursued the even 
tenor of his way, and 
shone forth a white 
light amongst the 
titled crowd—his name 
and face were more 
familiar in the east of 
London than the west
—he was peer, preacher, 
and philanthropist in 
one throughout his long 
and worthy career; he 
was consistent and per 
sistent in well doing 
from youth to an 
honourable old age ; he 
was the true aristocrat 
in the highest and best 
sense of that much mis 
understood word; he 
was of " the best"— 
thegood Earl—the hero 
of a thousand fights 
against sin and shame, 
and penury, and ignor 
ance — a man much 
loved and trusted by 
the people. In the 
literature of the work 
ing-classes, too, he was 
always a watchful sen 
tinel and keen critic; 
and his interest in the 
rise and progress of
THE BRITISH WOBK-
WOMAN dates from very
early times, and will
remain with us as a
fair and grateful re 
collection. Lord
Shaftesbury was born
on the 28th of April,
1801, and at Folke 
stone on October 1st,
1885, terminated his
earnest, unselfish,
blameless life.

CHAPTER I.
BESSY'S CHOICE.

T was Autumn time, the sickle had been 
busy and the wheat had been stacked. A 
party of girls were blackberrying in the 
woods. The youngest was seventeen, the 
elder ones two or three-and-twenty ; and 
three of the number were shortly to be 
marrried, an important fact which gave a special turn to the conversation.

halflook of remembrance coming upon her fac« 
sighed again as she said,—

" Oh, yes, I remember. I am tired in one way— tired of thinking how sorry I am to have to leave mother and father, and all of you, and our dear old

ll-US JLATE RIGHT HON. EARL OF SHAFTESBUilY, E.G.

EDUCATION ABBOAD. 
—Germany fully de 
serves her reputation
as the best-educated country in the world. Statistics 
T?n nnn n JUst been PuWished show that out ofbl' ° r M anS Who in the course of last ^ar Decame liable to military service, considerably less than one and a half per cent, were illiterate. Of the
co,?lrl T?urg rfruits' every one> without exception, could both read and write; and it was only in the eastern provinces and districts of Prussia that any- 
tmng approaching to an unsatisfactory educational average was observed. Elsewhere the proportion of 
Srfn ^ P£ *,en thousand recruits ranged from two among the Badeners to seven among the Saxons and eignt among the Bavarians.

The holiday ramble had been got up, indeed, by way of farewell to one of the engaged maidens whose future home was distant nearly three hundred miles from her native place.
A deep sigh from her attracted the attention of one of her companions.
" What is the matter, Louie P Are you growing tired ? "
The sigh gave way to a laugh. " Tired ! What of—loitering along here and eating blackberries ? "
" Then, if you are not tired, what were you sigh ing for P "
" Was I sighing ? " asked the girl. Then with a

Another of the party looked round quickly from a mass of bushes she was clinging to, half-way up a little hillock. She also was engaged, and for her her lover came before everything and everyone, so en tirely as almost to shut all else completely out of view. Her face and voice both had a touch of 
reproach in them as she 
exclaimed,-—

" But, Lou, you must 
not sigh for that now. 
You will have your 
husband always with 
you."

Louie's pretty brown 
eyes brightened at the 
reminder. " Yes," she 
said, with a glad accent, 
"there is a great deal 
in that. I really shall 
have Robert always 
with me. There is no 
thing like having a 
shop for that. We 
shall be working to 
gether, and helping 
each other all day 
long. It will be very 
happy and pleasant for 
us both."

"Of course it will," 
put in the saucy Bessy 
Wing; "of course it 
will, especially if you 
nag at each other, and 
squabble with each 
other all day loug."

Louie shook her 
head. " Robert could 
not nag and squabble if 
he tried," she said, con 
tentedly. "And, as for 
me, I have not been in 
the way of doing so 
hitherto; and "—in a 
lower tone and softly— 
"please God to help 
me, I shall not be so in 
the future."

The prayerful tone 
and earnest manner 
hushed all the other 
voices for a few mo 
ments, but Bessy 
Wing's tongue was one 
of those that seem liter 
ally unable to be long 
at rest.

"Well," she ejacu 
lated after a short pause, 
and with the energy of 
very decided conviction; 
"let those who like it 
go in for stay-at-home 
husbands. I daresay it 
may be a sort of thing 
to suit some folks' taste, 
but it wouldn't be my 
choice, I can tell you; 
I should just think not, 
indeed ! A man potter 
ing around one, morn 
ing, noon and night. 
No, thank you, not for me."

The others laughed 
at the ill-fitting scorn 
on the round rosy face. "Pray, what would your choice be, then ? " asked Farmer Grant's tall daughter Bell. "Out with it, we are all curious to hear."

Bessy's colour deepened, but at the same time she hesitated some moments before replying, as though for the first time she had to consider what she really would choose if she had full power. At last she said with an appearance of slow, thoughtful deliberation,— " Well—if I could have what I wished—I—I think—I would choose—yes, I would choose a sailor."
Until the very last word was spoken the eagerly attentive silence had been perfect, but now peals of
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me'rry, mocking laughter greeted, and almost over 
whelmed, the speaker.

" Ah—ha—ha," laughed Bell Grant. " So that is 
the way the wind blows, is it, Bess! You would 
choose a sailor, would you indeed, if you could have 
what you wished. Yes, yes, I guessed as much 
some months ago. And if the sailor were a certain 
second mate of the name of Charles Lambeth so 
much the better, aye ? "

But that question received no answer. Bessy had 
carried her crimson cheeks into the depths of the 
wood, where she was found, ten minutes later, by 
her kind-hearted teaser with tears in her eyes.

Bell smiled down at her. " Cheer up, Bessy. If 
you have a fancy for a sailor husband, who is roving 
half the year, I know there is a certain sailor who 
has a great fancy for a foolish little creature called 
Bessy Wing, for he told my mother so when he was 
here last year."

Bessy lifted her face for an instant, with a glad, 
shy smile, and then hid it against her friend's arm as 
she whispered,—

"He—he—never told me so—never—never—did 
anything but look—never said a word."

'Bell laughed, but soon grew quiet again as she 
replied: "No, Bessy dear, he told mother that he 
hadn't the heart to speak. That he couldn't get 
himself to feel it was right for a man to marry a girl 
he had to leave perpetually to fight through life alone, 
three or four months, sometimes half a year or more, 
at a time."

Bessy raised her head. " He need't mind that. I 
shouldn't—not - a 'bit. When he was on shore I 
should have him, and when he was at sea I should 
have mother."

Bell was older and wiser than Bessy. She shook 
her head. " That is very easy to say, pussy, and 
sounds very simple; but I expect most women would 
find the matter rather different in fact. However, I've 
little doubt myself but what you'll soon have the 
chance to try."

CHAPTER II.

ON THE WEDDING- DAY.

OUR last chapter ended with Bell Grant's simple 
prophec}', and the prophecy came true—to the sur 
prise of nobody except, perhaps, to that of its subject, 
Bessy Wing. But before this actually came to pass, 
the bright, saucy little maiden was fast becoming a 
very quiet one, with a piteousness of face that made 
her mother's heart ache for her darling.

Mrs. Wing had known as perfectly as did the 
Grants that the good-looking young sailor had fallen 
as deeply in love with Bessy as Bessy had done with 
him, ere he went to sea last time; but then—this 
was a long voyage he had gone on now, and who 
should say what might not befall before he returned. 
Mrs. Wing heartily wished that her child had taken 
a fancy to James Smith, the farrier, instead.

The only thing little Bessy wished was, either that 
Charles Lambeth had spoken out before he rejoined 
his ship, or that she could thoroughly believe he 
would meet with no other girl while he was away, 
whom he would learn to love more than herself.

That he might do so was one of the dangers present 
to her mother's mind also, and she and Bessy both 
wore faces somewhat too grave for the occasion as 
they walked over to the village church one bright, 
brisk December morning to be present at the triple 
wedding of gentle Louie and her two friends.

An individual coming across the green at a quick, 
swinging pace caught sight of the pair, and very 
greatly disapproved of their want of tune with the 
generally festive air of everything around.

The bells were ringing merrily. In spite of the 
winter season flowers and garlands abounded, for 
the three brides were general favourites, and two of 
the bridegrooms were equally well-known and liked. 
Men and women, boys and girls and little children 
were all over the place, dressed in their best clothes, 
with their best smiles to match—at least, with these 
two exceptions.

Mrs. Wing was dressed in her best, and Bessy was 
wearing her pretty bridesmaid attire, but their coun 
tenances were no match at all for their garments. 
The new comer spoke the truth when he muttered, 
with a mingling of sorrow and irritation—

REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by 
using HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. REWARD !!—Purity, Health, and 
Perfect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure DKT 
SOAP in fine powder, and lathers freely in Hot or Cold 
Water. ".BBZUSBIMITAMONS—INSIST UPON HUDSON'S."

" They couldn't look much more glum if they were 
dressed in black, and going to a funeral! Which of 
the bridegrooms is it, I'd like to know, that poor 
little fickle Bessy has fallen in love with during my 
absence ? "

And then, with a deep breath that was almost a 
groan, the very mistaken individual turned round, 
and was about to take himself and his wrong guesses 
back whence he came. But love was too strong for him. 
He must speak to her just once more, just once more 
hear her voice.

With that decision Charles Lambeth twisted him 
self back again, and resumed his long strides across 
tK&igreen towards the mother and daughter.

As he walked he kept his eyes fixed eagerly, 
anxiously, hungrily, on the approaching little sad, 
downcast face. Suddenly it was raised, as suddenly 
a light broke out over it that literally dazzled Lam 
beth, dazzled him as much as he was moved by the 
quivering cry he heard.

There was little time before the marriages foi 
private conversation, and little enough for severa' 
hours after the triple service was over; but some 
time, during the afternoon, Charles Lambeth found 
a quiet opportunity to say to Bessy Wing—

" Do you know, Miss Bessy, what I thought when 
I first caught sight of you this morning p Can you 
guess ? "

A droop of the head, and an accompanying shake, 
gave the answer. He took possession of the two 
small hands, and there was a tremor in his voice 
as he said—

"No, my darling, I don't suppose you can. When 
I saw your sad little face I made up my mind that 
you were fretting your heart out for one of these 
fellows who have been married to-day.';

Bessy lifted her face with a bright blush, and shy 
smiling indignation in her eyes. " How could 
you ? "

" How could I, indeed, suspect you of being such 
a little turncoat. But then, again, you see, my dar 
ling, I had said no plain word to you of my love, 
and I don't see how I could expect you to be willing 
to take a fellow who must leave you so much alone." 

Happy little Bessy could afford to be saucy again 
now. She raised her eyes to his with a laughing 
smile, and the retort—

" Why, sir, that is one of the best parts of the 
whole matter. I shall never have the chance to get 
tired of you. I made up my mind, ages ago, that I 
would rather have a sailor for my husband than any 
one else."

" Humph ! And as I am the only sailor who has 
happened to come in your way you condescend to have 
me? "

" Just so," assented the rosy lips.

CHAPTER III.

A MEETING ON THE VILLAGE GREEN.

A VILLAGE cottage. The outside looked all bright 
ness and joy and pleasure; masses of roses, sunshine, 
and a blooming little garden for its fragrant girdle. 
The contrast within seemed but the more sad.

On a chair in the simple kitchen sits an elderly 
woman, her face set and stern with grief; beside her 
lies an unconscious infant sleeping peacefully in its 
cradle. Crouehing at her feet, in the bitterness of a 
sudden and overwhelming sorrow, is the young 
mother of the little one. Poor creature ! She has 
bowed her head down iipon her own mother's knees 
with as piteous a yearning for aid in her helpless woe 
as any her infant child could feel.

Three years have passed since the day when Bessy 
Wing was bridesmaid at the triple wedding of her 
friends. Many changes have come to pass mean 
while. Little Bessy Wing of old is now Bessy 
Lambeth, a wife and mother. Or rather she was the 
wife of Charles Lambeth, but within the hour official 
news has been sent her that she is now a widow, and 
her child fatherless.

The vessel on which Lambeth had recently attained 
to the rank of first mate was reported, " Gone down, 
with all hands on board."

Poor little Bessy had wished to marry a sailor, had 
laughed at the suggestion that she might sigh after 
him during his long absences. Lately she had learnt 
to sigh many times, to think with irrepressible envy 
of Louie who had her husband beside her always; 
and now!

Now the loving, tender husband was altogether 
lost out of her life on earth. She could never have 
him back again. She must fi«d out how to bear to

be without him always. She would never be even 
able to tell him she was sorry for the little stings and 
stabs she had so thoughtlessly given him, in her oft- 
repeated laughing assertions that she was quite glad 
to be rid of him sometimes, and could get on as com 
fortably without him as with him.

She was indeed rid of him now, and her heart was 
near the breaking point. And her mother could give 
her no comfort, for her mother could not tell her the 
only thing she would have cared to hear, that the 
official news was false, and her husband was yet 
alive.

Nothing short of such an assertion as that would 
have been of any use in lightening the weight of woe. 

" Mother," she said at last, and lifting her head 
with difficulty, as though it were bowed with a burden 
of lead; " mother, you will watch beside baby for 
me a little while, I know. I feel as I must walk 
over the moor to where one can get a glimpse of the 
sea. None would begrudge me going to the grave 
yard if my love lay buried there, and the sea is his 
wide tomb now."

And so saying, slowly and heavily she lifted her 
self up on to her feet, and half started as she caught 
sight of her own white face, and dry, wide-open 
eyes in the little mirror on the wall.

Mechanically she fetched her hat from an inner 
room and put it on, and tied a little handkerchief 
about her neck. Mechanically she looked as usual 
to see whether the child were still sleeping quietly, 
but she did not as usual bend low to kiss him. Kisses 
seemed suddenly to have died away from her lips.

" Good-bye, mother," she said as she lifted the 
latch of the outer door.

" Good-bye! " echoed Mrs. Wing with fresh alarm. 
" You will not leave me—leave your poor fatherless 
baby, Bessy."

A wan smile passed over Bessy's face. She shook 
her head. " Nay, mother, grief makes you start at 
shadows. I only said good-bye as I always do when 
I go shopping. I will but spend ten minutes in 
view of the sea—the cruel graveyard sea—I will be 
back, belike, by the time baby wakes. I must take 
care of baby for his father's sake.''

And then, still without tears and with those wide- 
opeu eyes, Bessy drew the door open, stepped out 
into the sunshine, and began walking rapidly across 
the village green, passing friends and neighbours 
without glance or sign of recognition.

First one, then another, then whole groups stared 
after her. None knew of the sad tidings she had 
received.

A friend, with as much sympathy in her composi 
tion as curiosity, hastened after her, and asked 
pityingly—

" Mrs. Lambeth, is your baby ill p " 
"Is baby ill? Oh, no," was the abstracted answer, 

and then Bessy hurried on again too fast for the 
other woman to keep up with her. Wide open as 
her eyes were, she did not see the wondering folk 
about, who were gazing after her, did not see the 
kind vicar beginning to move towards her to interrupt 
her course as she drew near the church porch.

But it was little wonder that they were all unseen, 
for she did not even see a great tall, handsome, sun- 
burntfellow who was striding along towards her with a 
speed that might have made one imagine he had 
borrowed fairy boots.

Not until he was close upon her, and had actually 
spoken her name—" My Bessy—my darling "— did 
the sight come back into her eyes to see who stood 
there on the path before her. But even then, although 
her eyes saw, her mind could not understand.

" My poor little one, my darling," said that deep 
voice, with tremulous tenderness; " I see I am not 
in time to forestall that cruel false news. Where 
were you going now, my Bessy dear ? "

She kept her eyes upon him with that wide, won 
dering gaze as she answered,—

" I am going to catch a glimpse of the sea, of your 
grave."

And then, with a low sob, Bessy fell into the arms 
of her husband in a long, death-like swoon.

But, as we know, " all's well that ends well." 
Charles Lambeth learnt at last how truly _ Bessy 
loved him, and her very rare declarations in the 
future that she could get along quite happily without 
him had lost their power to sting. He never forgot 
that poor little face, distraught with misery.

GEACB.
THE DOME " differs from the ordinary kinds in the following

adheres at once to the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDIN & IN JUB* 
THE FTJENITITBE from dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen every 
where.—E. James and Sons, sole makers, Plymouth. (ADVT.;
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BY EDITH 0. KENYON.

CHAPTER II.

THE RECEPTION.

T last, aftefa five miles' drive, we entered a 
private road, more like a green lane than 
a carriage-drive, and in a few minutes 
had come in sight of an old, large, grey- 
looking house. The horse stopped, and 
there was a general bustle of alighting 
and handing over our luggage to the 

servants who crowded round.
Then I was conscious, as I stood on one side, feel 

ing not a little frightened, of a soft hand on my 
shoulder and a sweet motherly voice saying, " Dear 
little one, welcome to Dyfnant."

The soft hand led me into a blaze of light, which 
so much dazzled my eyes after the gloom without— 
for the last rays of daylight had now disappeared— 
that I was a moment or two before I could see any 
thing clearly.

I shall never forget how charming Aunt Patty 
looked and was to me that night. She was a little 
stout woman, with bright brown eyes and hair, and 
pretty features, and the very dearest voice, we children 
used to think, that any one could have.

''Come with me, my dear," she said, after I had 
kissed her timidly and stared at her a good deal, and 
then she took me into the large, low dining-room, 
where my uncle was already seated at the tea-table.

" Come, Patty, I am rather hungry," he said, less 
complacently than usual, motioning her to the tea- 
things afc the other end of the table.

" Yes, yes, dear," said his wife sweetly, as she 
placed me by her side, and began to make some tea.

" Where are the children ? " asked Uncle Harris 
once.

" Oh! in bed, dear. I could not think of them 
staying up so late. But my boys"—Aunt Patty 
always said " my boys " with just a thrill of pride 
perceptible in her dear voice—" made me promise they 
should see their cousin after he had had his supper. 
You need not be alarmed, Harold (Is that your name? 
Such a pretty one!), for they are quite little fellows, 
and you will be with me, dear."

Soon after that, I slipped down from my chair 
and stood by her side, leaning against her fondly. I 
did not want any more to eat or drink, I said, only 
might I always stay beside her in this strange new 
home.

And she kissed me lovingly, saying, " Yes," and I 
was to sleep in a little room opening into hers, so 
that she could hear me if I called.

After that we went upstairs, leaving Uncle Harris 
still at the table, very much engrossed in some 
pigeon-pie.

"Now, Harry, you shall see my little boys," Aunt 
Patty said, as we entered a pretty, cheerful-looking 
bedroom. Three small white beds, side by side, and 
on each a white boyish figure, sitting up and staring 
hard at me, that was what I saw as I clung to my aunt's hand.

"This is my eldest boy, Alick," were the words 
which startled me the next moment.

I looked up, almost expecting to see a child just 
like my deceased brother. But no, a stout boy about 
ten years of age, with dark hair and a heavy expression 
of countenance, put out a round, hard hand, and said 
awkwardly, " How do you do ? "

My aunt felt my hand trembling, but not knowing 
any other cause for it but timidity, she went on, "And 
this is little Tottie, my youngest boy," introducing 
me to a chubby urchin of about five years old. " And this is Sydney."

But now, as we came to the last bed, it seemed to 
me I saw the very personation of my only brother. 
Sydney had golden curls and large blue eyes, and to 
me he seemed so strikingly like poor Alick, that, 
leaving hold of my aunt's hand, I went up to him, 
calling him timidly by my brother's name.

" No, I'm not Alick," he said quickly," why, what 
a queer boy you are ! I'm Sydney."

I was too young and too timid to explain the resem 
blance I saw in him to my poor Alick, and his words, 
uttered in a sharp tone of voice, so completely broke 
the illusion, that, overcome with disappointment, I 
began to cry again, and was hurried into my own 
room by my good, kind aunt. j

CHAPTER III.
MY COUSINS.

THE first thing I saw distinctly, when I awoke on 
the following morning, was a great girl (at least, she 
seemed great to me, who was so little myself), with 
fair hair and a rosy, good-looking face, sitting on the 
foot of my bed gazing hard at me.

" Well, little muff, are you awake ? " she asked 
as soon as I opened my eyes, but with such a pleas 
ant smile that I could not be offended.

" Who are you ? '' was my first and very natural 
inquiry.

" Oh ! I'm Kate," she replied quickly, "your eldest 
cousin, who has been charged with the care of you 
by her serene majesty, Queen Patty, mother of this 
realm, during the space of, and for the whole of, this 
day."

I started up in alarm, and leaning on my elbow, 
asked, " Do you mean auntie ? Has she really gone 
away F "

" She has, indeed," replied my cousin gravely. 
" Oh ! she said I might stay beside her all along 

—oh ! oh !—what shall I do P " asked I, on the very 
verge of tears.

" Cry, little muff,'' said Kate, smiling sweetly, as 
if she were recommending some most pleasant occu 
pation.

It was impossible to be angry with her, but I did 
feel mortified and concerned to hear my aunt had left 
me alone among her children, and burying my face 
in the bed-clothes, I hid it from viSw.

Then my cousin tried all ways to get a sight of 
me, but in vain, until a noise at the door made me 
look up from curiosity. J/

A servant was bringing in my breakfast on a tray, 
and behind her was the prettiest little girl I had ever 
seen.

" Oh ! Evie, come in love! " cried her sister affec 
tionately, beckoning the child to come to her side; 
while the servant inquired how I was, and if I 
would please to take my breakfast, for it was very 
late.

" Oh, dear," I said, " what time is it? " 
"Half-past nine," answered the girl, fixing the 

tray comfortably before me, " and missus said her 
were very sorry her had to leave you this first day, 
but it was same bad news by post that obliged her 
to do so. Now, Miss Katie, you'll see to the poor 
little fellow please, as your mother bade you."

" Oh yes, Hannah, never fear," said Katie, with 
an arch look. " We've begun capitally, haven't we, 
Harry ? "

" No—yes—no. I wish you'd go away,'' I said 
pettishly.

"Now, Miss Kate, go and leave Miss Evie with 
him while he has his breakfast."

" Very well, Hannah, as he does not appreciate 
me." And with a merry laugh Katie, who was 
always noted for her good temper, albeit she was 
a great tease, tripped away, followed by Hannah, 
leaving me alone with little Evie.

The child did not seem alarmed to be left with a 
strange boy, but sat down on a little chair by the 
bedside, and said, by way of commencing a conver 
sation, " Don't you like muffin ? I do—and you've 
got a whole one," this a little wistfully.

I handed her the plate at once, whereupon she 
smiled, and took a piece, saying, " I think you're 
rather nice after all."

" Did you think I should not be P " 
" Oh, yes ! Muffs are always such horrid things." 
" I'm not a muff," I said indignantly. " I don't 

know how she dare! " 
" Who dare P " 
" She—your sister Kate."
" Oh! it wasn't she," replied the child, " it was 

the boys; she only came to tell you about it, so that 
you might be prepared."

" How dare they, then ? And what do they call 
me that for ? "

" 'Cause, you see, you were so frightened at them 
last night, and 'cause you cried, you know. Muffs 
are always frightened, they say, and daren't do any 
thing. I say, dare you ride bareback ? I hope you 
dare."

" What does ride bareback mean P 5> 
" Oh! don't you know P " in a tone of disappoint 

ment. "Then I'm afraid you could not ride on a 
horse without any saddle on or nothing."

I sighed deeply, feeling very much dismayed, and 
owned that I had never ridden anything but a 
rocking-horse.

" Oh, dear !—'cause you see Sydney does that so 
well, and he's sure to expect you to do it, too. But

perhaps you can climb better, Harold—do say that 
you can climb trees; that is what Alick does."

"But I can't climb trees," I faltered, "at least, I 
never tried, so I don't suppose I can."

" Then can you fight ? " asked Evie, in a manner 
^almost expressive of desperation.

" Yes I can," I replied, doubling up my little fist 
and shaking it at an imaginary foe.

" Oh! I'm so glad ! Then you won't be a muff 
after all," cried Eve, clapping her hands.

But I had remembered something by then which 
made me say soberly enough, " I don't think I shall 
fight, Evie, not in that way you mean, because it's 
wrong. But I do say this, I don't care a pin for 
what those boys do for me. Let them kill me if 
they like! But it is a dreadful shame, and—and I 
don't like them one bit; I wish I hadn't left my own 
dear home ; I wish my Alick had not died. I wonder 
how your Alick dare be called by my Alick's name— 
my bonny little brother."

I was just beginning to cry, when Evie said lov 
ingly, " Tell me about your little brother. Mother 
said he died, and he was such a pretty little boy."

For half an hour I talked eagerly of Alick and our 
home, and so sympathizing was my little hearer that 
several times I was on the point of telling her about 
my father, and should certainly have done so if my 
uncle had net forbidden it. But obedience had been 
a strong point in my training hitherto, so I was.able 
to check myself in time.

Then Kate came in, bringing me a plate of straw 
berries and a pretty rose, and she kissed me, and said 
she had not meant to tease. And then we three ate 
the strawberries, while Evie told Katie as much of 
what I had related as she thought would best bare 
repetition, and we grew rapidly firm friends.

" Now," said Kate at last, " we must leave our 
lazy cousin to dress ! " with a merry laugh at the air 
of concern the appellation had caused me to assume. 

" I did not mean to be lazy," I said seriously. 
" Well, as it happens, you did quite right not to 

hurry up. Mother did hope you would sleep a long 
time after the tiring day you had yesterday. Come 
with me, Evie, we'll go and try to make the boys 
understand how it is Harry isn't a muff, though I 
'can't think why he won't fight, so long as he can do 
that!"

" I'd fight hard enough, only its wrong," I said, 
surprised that she could not see it herself. " And I 
promised mother I would always do what was right." 
My voice almost broke down as I uttered the last 
words.

"You're a queer boy, Harry; but never mind, 
we'll see what we can do for you, won't we Evie."

"I'm afraid it will be hard work," said little Evie 
with a great sigh, " but we can try."

" And you must not mind them if they are a little 
rough," said Kate, " be a man Harry and show you 
are brave."

I am afraid I felt anything but brave as I slowly 
dressed myself, wondering how the boys would treat 
me. If only mother had not said it was wrong to 
fight! And if I had not made that promise.

When I came downstairs there seemed to be no 
one about, but the door of one of the rooms being 
open, I went in, and was immediately attracted by 
gay flowers and bright sunshine to the large sash 
window, which opened down to the ground. As I 
went across the room to it, a boy passed in the 
garden outside. It was Sydney. How beautiful he 
looked, and how like my brother! I had intended 
avoiding my boy cousins, but attracted by the 
striking likeness I went up to him.

" Harold! " he exclaimed, stopping short, and re 
garding me a little scornfully. 

" Sydney!"
We stood and looked at each other. How I longed 

to throw my arms around his neck and beg him to 
be to me the brother I had lost. I suppose I must 
have looked a little wistful, for he suddenly held out 
his hand, and said with quite a pleasant smile, "Let 
us be friends, Harold."

I shook hands heartily enough, and then he said, 
;( Come on, I'll show you all round."

So we wandered together through the large garde 
and farm buildings, and one or two of the nearer fields, 
till we came where, in one of these, a not very young- 
looking, but still rather large, carriage-horse was out 
at grass, and at the sight, Sydney's eyes shone, 
while, with the cry, " Watch me! " he sprang from 
my side.

In a very short space of time he had caught _the 
fine animal, and leading it to an old wall, and jumping, 
or rather climbing, on its back, was indeed galloping 
it " bareback " round the field.
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The sight almost made me dizzy, and I felt quite 

as much admiration and awe of this feat as he could 
desire. But when he dismounted and came up to me, 
I could not feel grateful enough to his sisters as he 
said, " Ah ! if it had not been for Kate and Evie, I 
should have made you do that, or else I would have 
given it to you well for being a coward. But they 
made me promise to let you alone, and be real nice to 
you to-day, and haven't I been just P "

That was, after all, a very pleasant day. The boys 
were very kind to me, evidently having all been influ 
enced by their sisters, and in the afternoon we, and 
they too, played at cricket, and, finally, had tea out in 
the field, where Baby May, a pretty little girl of 
three years old, was allowed to be with us for a short 
time.

Then in the evening, Aunt Patty came back, and 
was so sweet and tender with me, that I loved her 
more than ever. She said how very sorry she had 
been to leave me, and did hope her boys had been 
kind, and when I said they had, I thought she seemed 
surprised as well as pleased.

(To be continued.)

RELIGION.—" Eeligion is a joyous thing. I do 
not want to hear anybody talk about religion as 
though it were a funeral. I do not want any man 
to roll up his eyes, giving in that way evidence of 
his sanctity. The people of God whom I know, for 
the most part, find religion a great joy. It is ex 
hilaration to the body. It is invigoration to the 
mind. It is rapture to the soul. It is balm for all 
wounds. It is light for all darkness. It is harbour 
for all storms, and though some of them have 
troubles enough now, they rejoice because they are 
on the way to the congratulations eternal."

DE. TALMAGE.

atrtr

GREAT many people spend a large por 
tion of their time in day-dreaming. 
Very likely some of them have got into 
the habit before they well knew what 
they were about; and if some of my 
readers are amongst that number, will 
they let these few words serve as a 

warning—an earnest warning—against that habit? 
To build castles in the air, to let the thoughts be 
dwelling constantly upon what you would do and 
say under circumstances very much more exciting 
and, as they appear to you, more of importance than 
your own everyday life, is not calculated to strengthen 
your mind. I do not say for a moment that you are 
not to wish and hope for a wider sphere of action 
than you now have—far from it. A pure ambition, 
a strong desire to do more and more for God, and 
also to be able to obtain a wider range of view as 
regards your own mind and intellect, is not at all 
wrong. Eeal, true, noble aspirations and longings, 
while indulged only as hopes and not as cravings for 
what God is pleased to withhold from you, are right. 
Only you must not let them make you dissatisfied 
and discontented. On the contrary, the higher you 
aspire the more determined you must be to do all 
that lies nearest you perfectly and well, remembering 
that thus you will be fitting yourself in the best way 
possible for the future, whatever it may be.

But day-dreaming, idle castle-building, is quite 
another story. When Schiller spoke of the nobility 
of a man who was

'' True to the dreams of his youth,"
he did not mean a man, or woman either, who had 
wasted a youth, trifled away hours and moments, 
every one precious as golden jewels, in dreaming to 
the neglect of the present. But you may remark, 
" I do not neglect my duties. I have my little bits 
of day-dreaming at various odd moments. When I 
am working, or walking, travelling, waiting for a 
train, watching my baby brother when he sleeps. 
When my hands are busy in various ways, surely it 
is no harm to dream then, and let my thoughts wan 
der away to the dim misty future, and think of all 
kinds of things I shall do if—if——"

If what P And here you pause. In fact, as your 
brother would tersely express it, you are " stumped." 
You don't like to confess that your "future" means 
to you all kinds of improbable things, which certainly 
may happen to you, but which, however, are not 
Ukety to occur.

Now would it not be wiser and better not to dream 
so much, but to collect your thoughts and let them 
dwell upon the present P

The present, your actual life, your every-day 
routine, you complain, is dull, so uninteresting, so 
monotonous, that you have a humdrum home life, 
very different from that life which you live in your 
dreams. Well, so it may be, and I quite grant that 
your life appears exactly as you describe it; appears, 
I used the the word advisedly, for no life need be 
inglorious or uninteresting. In any case, you know 
in whose eyes it is interesting, who watches you in 
it to see if you struggle against your small trials, and 
conquer or are conquered by them. To Him each 
tiny victory is glorious, each little effort to be more 
and more like Him wins his smile, and is that 
nothing ? Whatever your life is, however entirely 
composed of small commonplace duties, every-day 
events and trials, it is the life that GOD has given you, 
this present life in which, through His grace, you are to 
prepare for eternity. The present is yours, the future 
is not, and may never be yours. And the best way 
to prepare for that endless eternity is, as children 
reconciled to your Heavenly Father, to try and follow 
the example of Christ, to be more like Him. 

Only do not dream ! Do.
Live your life as a Christian, and let your simple 

performance of that which you know to be right, be 
done now, and not dreamt about. Be unselfish in 
the little ways that every day brings before you. 
Love all, the kind and the unkind. Be self-denying 
and learn the joy of giving up something for another's 
sake, and in that act, if done for Him, to render a 
loving service to your dear Master. Do good to all 
around you. Be on the watch, and don't expect to 
find a hand-post with plain directions staring you in 
the face. But just ask God to show you some work 
for Him to do, and he will point out the way very 
clearly.

All this will train you so that if you are spared to 
a future where great deeds of love and sacrifice are 
yours to do, you will do them all the better for this 
present simple " doing."

And then to turn to other matters. I was going to 
say secular matters. But I will not, for, after all, 
is there any part of ourselves or our lives that we 
dare think of or plan far apart from God. None. 
If you are to eat and drink to His glory, surely you 
are to sing, and play, and improve the talents He 
has given you to that glory as well.

Dreaming, again, will not do here. If you have a 
talent for drawing, it will not suffice for you to dream 
of all the beautiful pictures you will paint one day 
when you are a great artist. You never will be an 
artist at all, not to speak of being a great one, if you 
do not work. " Genius," some one has said, is 
" eternal patience;" and patience and hard work must 
be exercised by those who have perhaps, after all, only 
a little talent, and are not sure if they are geniuses 
at all.

The same with music, languages, science, anything 
and everything. You must act, study, do, and not 
be content with dreaming. Dreaming, unless it leads 
to action, only does you harm, and enervates your 
mind as a hot-house, if you lived in it, would your 
body.

You all know Kingsley's lines, do you not? 
" Be good, sweet maid, and let who will be clever, 

Do noble things, not dream them all day long, 
And so make life, death, and that vast for ever 

One proud sweet song."
Yes, it is your privilege, whoever you are, wherever 

placed, to do noble things. In your own eyes it may 
seem as if you had opportunity, time, and talent for 
so few but small duties; little deeds that they could 
not be really called noble. Never mind about that. 
J ust do the right. Remember what Goethe says—

" We would every deed
Perform at once as grandly as it shows after long ages; It sounds so lovely what our fathers did; 
And what we do is, as it was to them, 
Toilsome and incomplete."
Yes, all those small deeds of love and unselfishness 

of actions done from a right motive, " for Christ's 
sake," may seem insignificant now, but one day they 
will shine out in glory when the

" King will stoop to crown them 
With his gracious " Inasmuch."

And all those talents of yours, used, cultivated, and 
consecrated to Him, the great Giver of all, they will 
shine, too, and over your past life, seen in the full 
clear light of eternity, will be the grand commenda 
tion—" She hath done what she could."
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