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CHAPTER I.

A FIRST SIP POB FRIENDLINESS SAKE.

ELL there! I declare, if that isn't 
enough bother to make over no 
thing I'd like to know what is. 
Stuff and nonsense! I hate, and 
that I do, such rubbish. Such 
folks as she would just downright 
fidget bodies out of every bit of 

comfort in life with their ' Lead to this, and lead to 
that' croaking."

And as she came to the end of this quickly spoken, 
irritable speech Mrs. Grey lifted one of the corners of 
her large blue check apron, and with the inner side 
gave a hard, thorough rub round her hot, flushed 
face and forehead.

Mrs. Grej's face had been rather hot and flushed 
during the chief part of the past three hours, but it 
was far more so now, seeing that to the signs of hard 
work over the washing-tub were added those of 
mingled feelings of irritation and shame. For, to 
do her justice, Mrs. Grey did feel ashamed at having 
been " found out," as she involuntarily expressed it in 
the secrecy of her own mind. But it was only the 
being found out, unhappily for her, for which she 
was ashamed, and that is a sentiment that very 
seldom works reformation.

And now let us go back a few months in Mrs. 
Grey's life, that we may arrive at a clear understand 
ing of the reasons'" for her present annoyance, and 
what led to it.

Mrs. Grey was a young, active woman of the type 
commonly called "notable." She had been married 
four or five years, and her husband was a steady, 
good workman; but as the calls of his trade some 
times took him away from home for several days, 
and occasionally even weeks at a time, and they had 
no children, his young wife found both time and 
strength hang heavy on her unemployed hands.

Under these circumstances she felt it to be quite a 
blessing when a neighbour stepped in one Tuesday 
morning, with the inquiry whether she felt any 
ways inclined to earn herself a bit of extra pocket- 
money .that week.

Mrs Grey welcomed the suggestion eagerly. 
" Bob's been away at those new buildings going on a 
fortnight now, and I feel that lonesome as never was. 
I've done all there is to do for myself pretty nigh 
before breakfast always, and no one can't say as 
the two rooms aren't neat as a band-box, and then 
there's nought to do but twiddle my thumbs.' 1

" Exactly so," agreed Mrs. Ashmead the neigh 
bour, and all the more readily because she wished to 
persuade the said twiddled thumbs to bestir them 
selves in her service.

The fact was, that the perplexed hum dress had 
half-an-hour since received a message to say that her 
best washer was ill, and would be unable to come 
to work that week. And to make matters more 
difficult, an unusually heavy wash had come in.

" Things always did go by contrairies," sighed 
Mrs. Ashmead; and then she bethought her of her 
young and energetic neighbour, and the beautifully 
washed, snowy garments she saw hung out to dry, 
week by week, in the neighbouring trim little 
garden.

" I thought I could but ask you," she wound up, 
" if you'd help a poor worried creature out of the 
ditch, and if so be as you didn't choose, well, then 
there 'ud be no harm done, and I must try else 
where."

" Which you'll not need to do," put in the other 
quickly. ''You only wait till I change this new 
cotton for my old grey linsey, and I'll have my arms 
in your washing tubs before you know where you 
are.''

This was scarcely an empty boast. Sarah Grey 
thoroughly enjoyed being full occupied, and the 
anxious laundress breathed a deep sigh of relief when 
she saw the energetic, capable way in which her 
newly enlisted helper handled the masses of sheets, 
counterpanes, and blankets, which a short while since
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she had gazed at with half panic-stricken consterna 
tion.

"I'm sure I'm most truly obliged to you, Mrs. 
Grey," she said with a heartiness that gave full 
enough proof of sincerity. And so far so good, on 
both sides; but unfortunately Mrs. Ashmead's im 
pulse led her to prove her gratitude in a sadly mis 
chievous way.

The morning was wearing on, and the work was 
being got through with splendidly.

" There, Mrs. Grey, my dear," said the laundress, 
"just you take those clever hands of yours out of the 
suds now a minute, and dry them, and sit ye down 
on the basket yonder. We're all going to have a 
spell of rest, and a drop o' something to hearten us 
up to go on again."

Sarah Grey laughed merrily. " Hearten us up ! " 
she repeated in the midst of her laugh. " I can't 
say for my part that I feel in much need of anything 
to do that."

" Well, well," was the reply in a tone of superio 
assurance. " Never you mind what you feel, m_i 
dear, you just take a good sup of that, and you'l 
soon know if you don't feel the better for following 
my advice."

And as she spoke Mrs. Ashmead passed over t 
her younger neighbour a mug she had just been 
drinking from. The smell of the contents instantly 
proclaimed their nature, and an ingenuous blush 
dyed Sarah's cheeks as she offered the mug back 
to the hand from which she had just taken it.

'' Oh ! Mrs. Ashmead, thank you all the same, 
but I never do take spirits, and I'm sure that my 
Bob couldn't abear that I should do so either."

Mrs. Ashmead's face clouded over angrily, " 0, 
there, girl, I don't want no Bobs thrown tit my 
head, and if I'd known that you were one o 
them as set themselves up to be better than their 
neighbours I'd never have troubled you to set 
foot in my laundry, not if I'd had to slave in it 
alone without a minute's rest to the week's end. 
And as for your husband minding, he's a deal 
more likely to mind if you lose your good looks; 
and you. are one o' them as'll soon turn peaky and 
dwiny and thin, I'll be bound, if you get a bit 
run down."

In her youthful health and strength Sarah 
Grey did not believe this latter assertion one 
atom, but she had such a cowardly dislike to 
being on bad terms with those about her that in 
the afternoon, when the mug of gin was again 
offered, she gulped down the refusal, rising for the 
second time to her lips, and gulped the gin down 
with it. It gave her a false brightness and liveliness 
just when her spirits were beginning to flag a little 
with the unaccustomed hard day's work, and she 
allowed herself to think that really, after all, Mrs. 
Ashmead had adopted a very useful cure for tired 
ness.

Besides, all her companions smiled upon her 
good humouredly now, and that was so much 
pleasanter than having to meet their sulky looks.

Many a one as well as young Mrs. Grey likes to be 
on good terms with those around. Unhappily they 
forget that this sometimes signifies loss of the grace 
of our Lord Jesus Christ, loss of the love of God, 
loss of the fellowship of the High and Holy One, the 
Holy Ghost.

CHAPTER II.

THE MUDDY PATH.

WHAT a comfort it would be if good habits and 
actions were copied as easily as bad ones are, and if 
we followed good examples as readily as we learn to 
imitate those that are bad.

By the end of a washerwoman's week, which, as I 
daresay all of you know more practically than I, only 
consists of four days, Sarah Grey had already learnt 
to toss down her share of the mug of gin without 
the slightest blush, or the least show of hesitation.

The first sip of the hot, unneeded spirit had been 
difficult to swallow, but it was not so with any of 
those sips that followed. She had allowed herself to be 
lowered in her own esteem, which hitherto had been 
a useful safeguard against this custom of drinking 
as a mere base self-indulgence, a custom as low and 
vulgar as it is mischievous ; and further downward 
steps were only too sure to follow.

Before that unfortunate Tuesday afternoon, bright, 
trim young Mrs. Grey had held herself very much 
above this sort of thing. But—"Ah! well," as 
her mind muttered to itself, " she had done it now,

and so she might as well go on doing it, whenever 
she saw fitting occasion, or felt she should be glad 
of the comfort of it."

As for comfort, if Sarah had fairly confessed 
the truth, she found exciting herself mentally and 
bodily a very poor sort of comfort, after all, for the 
loss of an approving conscience and self-respect. 
Still, as we have said, the wrong step had been taken, 
and to follow it up with others of the same kind was 
only too easy.

Although she did not become one of Mrs. Ash 
mead's regular helpers, she never refused a call to 
the laundry, when special stress of work rendered 
special services, such as she could give, acceptable. 
Then came the offer, at various odd times of the day, 
of sips of gin. Not only the laundress offered it 
now, but the very lowest and roughest and rudest 
amongst the washers, those who at the outset had 
treated their quiet, orderly new companion with 
involuntary respect, and even, with some remnants 
of shame, kept their private bottles out of her sight, 
now ventured to hand them up to Sarah, when they 
heard her loud tones and boisterous laugh coming as 
the fitting echo to their own.

Her presence in that wash-house, and the ironing- 
room, might have been, nay, would have been, such 
an inestimable blessing had she but kept the fear of 
God rather than the fear of man before her eyes, but 
as it was, the very fact of her fall hardened those 
about her still farther in their bad ways.

She had had it in her power to lift them up, and 
might have rejoiced in a just and righteous triumph 
in doing so. Sut she had let them drag her down 
instead.

Young Mrs. Grey had stood, that first Tuesday of 
her presence in Mrs. Ashmead's laundry, as we all 
do at some crisis or other of our lives, at the stile 
looking over at two paths. There thev lie before us 
for our choice. We must take one or another, our 
only power lies in choosing which it shall be.

Just there, at the outset, there is such a very 
slight outward difference between the two that many 
a one amongst us adds the sin of self-deception to 
the other wrong, and pretends to believe that they 
are both alike, each " straight enough and firm 
enough for any one." And so the spring over the 
stile is taken, and the feet are placed on the quag 
mire path that leads down hill.

But to return to Sarah Grey, and to see how it 
fared with her on the downhill path, to which she 
had been lured by no pleasantness of its aspect for 
her, but by a mere weak cowardice, an actual 
shame, astounding as it sounds, of being better than 
those about her.

CHAPTER III.

"SOMETHING- WRONG SOMEWHERE."

EACH one of us either helps to lift another up, or to 
drag some one else down. Mrs. Ashmead had 
lowered Sarah Grey's standard of right and wrong, 
and a few months after she had begun to do so, 
Sarah in her turn began to act the same cruel part 
by some one else, still younger, and with less defence 
against temptation.

Robert Grey had been working for some few weeks 
past in the immediate neighbourhood of his home, 
when an important contract was accepted by his 
master for the building of a large hotel in the north 
of England. Grey, being one of the best hands, was 
forthwith told off to go with the party to be sent to 
Lancashire, and almost at the last minute he 
received promotion as foreman over his fellow-work 
men. The day before the men started their 
inployer's wife came to the workshops to speak a 
ew kind words to them, and give round some books 
md hymn slips. She did not omit friendly con 
gratulations to Grey on his well-earned promotion.

" And I daresay you do not object to the oppor- 
,unity of seeing a little more of your own country, 
ihe added pleasantly.

Robert Grey touched his cap. "Thank you, 
ua'am," he said, but hardly with the-blitheness 
ixpected, nor with his customary frank, hearty tones. 
Mrs. Thomson looked at him inquiringly. There 

was evidently some little cloud somewhere, marring 
he sunshine.

" What is it, Grey P "

EEMAEKABLE DISAPPEAEANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by 
.sing HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. REWARD !!—Purity, Health, and 
"eri'ect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure Dot 
OAP in fine powder, and lathera freely in Hot or Cola 
Vater. " EEITJSH IMITATIONS—INSIST UPOK HUDSON'S." (Aovi.)



THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.
Grey looked towards his fellows, and moved a 

yard or two farther from their neighbourhood as he 
muttered.

" Well, ma'am, you see—there's the missus." 
"Oh—h—" Mrs. Thomson smiled. "Yes, to be 

sure, there is your wife. But see, you must not 
fret about her. You will not be parted longer than I, 
and many of my friends, are parted from our hus 
bands when they go for an autumn holiday. 
Besides, you have often left her for a few weeks 
before."

Tl;e cloud deepened instead of disappearing. He 
moved on still nearer to the door as he replied, in 
his former low tone—

" Aye, ma'am, and perhaps better if I never had. 
A man don't like to speak a word as may seem 
against his own wife, more especial when she's been 
as good and bright and loving a lass as mine, 
but—but——" And the poor fellow's lip quivered so 
that he came to a stop.

Mrs. Thomson laid her hand kindly on his arm. 
"What is the matter, though, with Sarah, Grey? 
Do you know I have always thought her quite a 
model to our parish. So clean and neat and bright, 
and so steady and respectable. What can you fancy 
you see amiss with her P "

The anxious husband shook his head slightly, and 
sighed. " Well, ma'am, and to tell truth I don't 
rightly know. All the same I feel sure that I'm 
not worrying over nought but a fancy. There's 
something amiss—little or much I can't say, but 
there's a something. She never used to lose her 
temper, and now she gets pretty soon upset. And 
she used to be tidy of the tidy, and now whiles 
she's nigh slatternly, and almost at times a dawdle ! 
And I do dread leaving her lest she get worse with 
no one to see to her, and help keep her right."

Mra. Thomson gave a sigh, too, now, for company 
with the one that wound up Grey's speech. She 
began to feel convinced that there really was some 
thing amiss with the pleasant spoken, civil young 
wife whom she had often spoken of as a pattern for 
all cottagers.

" But cheer up, Grey," she said after a few more 
words had been exchanged. " You know in whose 
Almighty care to leave her; and you may be sure 
that I will do all I can, with God's help, to keep her 
in the right path while you are absent. I have 
hitherto seen little of her, thinking others needed 
my time and counsel so much more, but pray feel 
quite satisfied that I shall make a point of calling on 
her often, in future."

Robert Grey breathed a third sigh now, but this 
time it was one of profound relief, for he had great 
faith in Mrs. Thomson's patient kindness and judi 
ciousness. Moreover, he had a high opinion of the 
lady's ability. His young wife had managed to hide 
from him the dismal sin to which she was beginning 
to yield, but although he doubted where the canker 
lay he felt the greatest confidence that his em 
ployer's wife would find out, and he carried a more 
unburdened heart northwards than he had at first 
hoped to do.

As matters befell Mrs. Thomson had no task of 
" finding out'' to perform. Sarah Grey's wrong-doing 
was presented to her plainly the very first visit she 
paid to the cottage in fulfilment of her promise. And 
this was how it happened.

Sarah was a good tempered, friendly young woman, 
and, knowing that a very poor neighbour happened 
to have a daughter of seventeen or so at home, she 
offered her a day's pay and meals to come and help 
her with her blankets.

The offer was thankfully accepted, and Sarah 
Grey considered herself " better than her word" 
when, between breakfast and dinner, she fetched out 
her hidden bottle of gin, and, having helped herself, 
poured a liberal measure into a cup for the poor 
young girl, who was only too ready to drink down 
what she was told was " as good a physic as she 
could have, for putting a bit of health and strength 
into her."

Sarah herself was not contented now-a-days with 
one small draught, and just as a visitor came up to 
the cottage door she called out to her companion—

_" Nelly, I say, just pour me out another drop of 
gin, will you, and take another sup yourself. It will 
set you up, a piping hot day like this."

" Far more likely to strike her down," said an un 
expected voice, in such sad tones that Sarah was 
touched in spite of herself. When Mrs. Thomson 
added pleadingly:—"May I come in, and speak
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with you a minute ?" the gin bottle was hastily 
thrust into a cupboard with one hand while a 
chair was pulled forward for the visitor with the 
other.

But, notwithstanding this, and notwithstanding 
the loving, patient pleading against wrong-doing 
of Mrs. Thomson, Sarah Grey indulged in the 
torrent of angry and unreasonable words when her 
caller left with which our tale begins.

She felt still more cross, but happily still more 
ashamed too, when she perceived that her companion, 
young Nelly, was quietly crying as she stood wring 
ing the water out of a blanket.

" What's the matter with you, I'd like to know P" 
she demanded snappishly.

Nelly lifted her tearful eyes. " Oh ! Mrs. Grey, 
yon lady must be a real kind one to think of other 
folk as don't belong to her like she does. I 
see the tears a-running down her cheeks when she 
begged ns to give up drink, and to love the Lord 
Jesus. I declare she sha'n't cry for me again, for 
I'll never touch another drop, and I'll go to her Bible 
class too, as she said. See if I don't. I'd not mind 
growing to be like her."

In her inmost heart Sarah echoed those words, 
and then she grew softened again as she thought 
of the kind, friendly words of praise which had 
been so freely mingled with the harder ones, and 
in time, although with pain and weary labour, 
she struggled out of the muddy path back to the 
clean bright road again.

GBACE.

1JR Mag came to live with us about nine 
months ago, and it was not long before 
we discovered that we had a most inter 
esting and amusing addition to our 
family. He (I am not sure about sex, 
but will use the masculine for conveni 
ence sake, though the conversational 

powers of the new-comer, to say nothing of the love 
of fun and mischief which was soon developed, sug 
gest the feminine gender) at once made himself at 
home, and became, as it were, a part of our very 
selves. That this was so was shown by the great 
regret felt by the household, and especially by the 
juvenile portion thereof, when Mag took himself off 
(or was taken) for a whole week. The absence of our 
favourite certainly created an immense void. But I 
am anticipating, and shall have to refer to that event 
later on.

Mag came to us with a good character from his 
last place. He was young, was clean and tidy, had 
a plumage which shone in the sunlight with a 
metallic lustre, and he possessed a fine sweeping tail. 
Add to this a pair of bright, piercing eyes, and you 
have a picture of as good a representative of the 
Corvidas, or crow, family in black and white, as you 
would wish to see. It seems to me almost a shame 
to class our Mag with those common birds, the rooks 
and crows, but what naturalists tell us of course 
must be right. As long as men are content to be 
Darwinized as simply higher forms of monkeys, one 
must not be squeamish perhaps about associating the 
magpie with the baser form of birds I have men 
tioned. I am not a professed naturalist, but simply 
a lover of domestic pets; were I the former I would 
endeavour to classify our Mag differently, even 
though I should have a heap of reproaches flung 
upon me by the learned brethren.

We had heard of the linguistic acquirements of 
Mag, but felt rather dubious on the point, remem 
bering as we did the story of the old lady who bought 
a " serious " parrot and discovered to her horror that 
it was a terrific swearer. Our Mag, however, as we 
soon discovered, had not had the bad example set 
before him of profane sailors or any other persons. 
He had been well brought up, and he showed it, I 
can hardly say in his life and conversation, but at 
any rate as regards the latter, for the sentences with 
which he soon made us familiar were, " Come along, 
Maggie—come along," the words I have italicised 
being given in an ascending scale; and then, as if 
rebuking himself for his impetuosity, he would say 
in a much softer tone (as befitted the occasion) " Come 
along, Maggie; the ladies are coming." After deliver 
ing himself of which he would wait a minute, and 
then give a vigorous " dig" at his cage with his 
strong beak, as if to show his annoyance at the

ladies not making their appearance. Only one other 
word has Mag uttered up to now, and that is " Gone," 
which refers to the temporary absence of the youngest 
member of the household—a twelve-year-old boy, 
with whom Mag is wonderfully familiar.

More amusing in action, however, than in speech 
is our Mag. What's bred in the bone can't be 
eradicated, and if the little fellow in black and white 
were not mischievous, why he would belie his kind. 
Frequently he has the run of the house as well as 
of the garden (one of his wings being clipped), and 
torn wall papers and ravelled carpets testify to his 
destructive propensity. Of course an eye has to be 
kept upon him for this, and valuables have to be put 
out of his way, otherwise we might have a repeti 
tion of the story of the Maid and the Magpie. 
Thinking it was something good, possibly, and 
convinced that it was something to be pecked at, 
Mag once got hold of a box of ointment; but it was 
evidently not to his taste, for although kept in the 
same place the box was not ventured upon a second 
time. Hiding things is of course quite in his line, 
and bits of paper, small reels of cotton, and such un- 
considered trifles have not only been found under the 
corners of mats and carpets, but he has often been 
seen to place them there, and with the utmost 
effrontery, for after doing it he will look up into the 
beholder's face and give a low whistle as if to say 
"see how clever I am." Of course these little pec 
cadilloes are winked at for the amusement they 
cause, but when pieces of meat are stuffed away in 
like manner the bounds of decency are over-stepped 
—at any rate when this happens indoors. Out in 
the garden ifc is all right, and he stows away dainty 
morsels under the leaves of plants and in crevices of 
walls. His hoarding proclivities were thwarted on 
one occasion when his cage was cleared out and fresh 
hay put in. After being absent for some little time 
he returned and began diving about under the hay 
for the treasures he knew ought to be there, and his 
puzzled look when he found they were missing was 
very comic. Several times a marble was placed under 
a flower-pot; and he was seen to give a sidelong 
glance at the hidden bauble through the hole in the 
inverted pot, and then dig away the mould at the 
side so as to cause the pot to topple over, when he 
would take up the marble and make off with ifc.

One of our Mag's tricks—common to his kind—is 
pecking the foot of any one with slippers on, and this 
brought him sore trouble on one occasion. Stepping 
hastily aside to avoid the "dig," one of the members 
of the family trod upon poor Mag, causing a bad 
wound down nearly the whole of one of his legs, 
which he was not able to put to the ground again for 
two or three weeks. There was trouble in the family 
then, and certainly Mag would have got better speedily 
if constant attention to his wants could have healed 
the hurt so unintentionally caused. Mag was par 
ticularly fond of a shady spot in the garden under a 
tree, where he would remain for hours, and all sorts 
of delicacies were taken to him. The worst of his 
taking a fancy to that spot while he was an invalid 
was that the cats were likely to get at him, and this 
was a constant source of anxiety. He did not fear 
cats when he was well; he would simply bark at them 
and send them about their business; they did not 
care for his bark, probably, so much as his bite—that 
beak of his is really a formidable weapon. But with 
only one leg he was half helpless, and many a time 
did we deliver him from peril, our attention being 
called to the circumstance by the customary signal. 
And then there came a time when the void in the 
household, already hinted at, occurred, and we thought 
our trouble had all been in vain. Mag, having re 
covered, was one day upstairs, when a hastily-opened 
door startled him, and a window being open he flew 
out, and was not seen by us again for a week. He 
found his way to a neighbouring churchyard, where 
he was caught and was borne off for a mile or two. He 
was ultimately recovered through a medium where so 
many "Wanteds " are posted—the police-station, and 
his joy on finding himself in his old home again was 
really demonstrative. He came back considerably be 
draggled, and with evidence of rather rough usage, but 
soon began to pick up again, and it is to be hoped that 
what he has seen of the world will have convinced 
him that " there's no place like home."

Mag is a meditative bird, and will sifc for hours in 
an upper room, even without food, if it be not taken 
to him. We attribute this partly to his habit of 
ruminating and partly to his knowledge that the
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room belongs to the twelve-year-old before named 
who is one of his greatest friends. Indeed, to see 
these two lying on the carpet or the grass-plot to 
gether, and to hear Mag muttering his satisfaction 
at being fondled by his young companion (whom he 
follows about as a dog would), is what some persons 
would term a " caution."

I had almost forgotten to mention one of Mag's 
greatest peculiarities. During the hot weather, 
before he received his injury, he was seen one day 
with feathers spread out, his head hanging on one 
side, his eyes rolling about, and having altogether 
the most forlorn appearance. " Oh, we are going to 
lose poor Mag! " was the exclamation of one of the 
family, when down he flopped like a jelly fish. No 
sooner, however, was our concern in 
him fully manifested than he gave 
a whistle and hopped away with the 
greatest nonchalance. Now if this 
had happened only once we might 
have taken it as a speedy recovery 
from a temporary illness, but as it 
was repeated several times afterwards 
when we pitied and petted him in 
like manner, there can be no doubt, 
I think, that it was all pretence. 
How he learnt to simulate a fainting 
fit I cannot imagine, but from ob 
servations made of our Mag and 
from the experience of others with 
similar birds, I have very little 
reason for doubting Mag's artful 
ness in this particular line.

CHAS. HUNT.

my counsel and would none of my reproof; I also 
will laugh at your calamity, I will mock when your 
fear cometh " (Prov. i. 25, 26). The only result of 
the first message to Pharaoh was that the children of 
Israel were worse oppressed than before. Brick- 
making is hard work. Straw was used in the brick- 
making to make the clay bind. Pharaoh commanded 
that the children of Israel should no longer have 
straw given them for their work, but must continue 
to make as many bricks as formerly, when straw was 
provided. If their case was hard before, it was harder 
indeed now. So miserable were they that when, 
soon after, God sent them a beautiful message by 
Moses, they could not listen to it, or take any comfort 
from it. God's message contained seven " I wills."

in.
Heb. xi. 27.

SN following St. Paul's
account of the history of
Moses, we may gather
into v. 27 of Heb. xi.
the story of Moses from
his return into Egypt
till the time of the 

plagues, dividing our brief study of 
this part of Moses' life into two 
points : I. What Moses endured from 
Pharaoh. II. What enabled him 
to endure as he did.

I. Moses was forty years in 
Midian. Then God appeared to him 
and gave him his commission (Ex. 
iii. 1-12). Moses was no longer 
a proud man. "Who am I," he 
says, " that I should go unto 
Pharaoh ? '' He distrusted himself, 
and in such a spirit he was ready 
for God's work. For a time, how 
ever, he was filled with fear, and 
how can we wonder that he was 
so ? What was one man against 
all the power of Egypt P God mer 
cifully encouraged Moses by giving 
him Aaron, his brother, to go with 
him (Ex. iv. 27, 29). Aaron was to 
be the spokesman, and Moses, en 
abled to work two miraculous 
signs, and strengthened by God's 
promise, " Certainly I will be with thee," was ready at length to go ————————— 
forth to his contest with the king. The message he 
was charged to deliver was, " Thus saith the Lord 
God of Israel, Let my people go " (Ex. v. 1). How 
was the message received ? " And Pharaoh said, 
Who is the Lord that I should obey His voice P " 
How proud this man was! How determinately he 
sets his " I" against God's " I" ! God had said, 
"I am come down to deliver them" (Ex. iii. 8). 
Pharaoh said, " I know not the Lord, neither will I 
let Israel go." This man, who was but dust and 
ashes, dared to say " no " to God! But who was the 
stronger P Ah! the sad end answered that question. 
It is a_ terrible thing to oppose God. Every sinner 
who will take his own way is doing so. And how 
shall it be in the end ? " fe have set at nought all

the water into blood, so terrible that it would have 
been enough to make Pharaoh yield. But it was not 
so. Then followed two, the frogs; three, the lice; 
four, the flies; five, the murrain among the beasts ; 
six, the boils; seven, the hail; eight, the locusts • 
nine, the darkness ; and lastly, the death of the first 
born. Only once through all this terrible time the 
heart of Pharaoh seemed touched a little (Ch. ix. 27); 
but directly the hail ceased his heart was as hard as 
ever. Oh! what a warning we have here. Are 
there not some who begin to seek G-od when trouble 
presses hard upon them P " Lord, in trouble have 
they visited Thee; they poured out a prayer when 
Thy chastening was upon them " (Isa. xxvi. 16; Hos. 
v. 15). But when the chastening is removed how 

often the impression is gone too— 
the serious thoughts and prayers 
vanish away. How sad this is! 
The heart in such a case becomes 
harder than before. Moses had 
much to endure all this time. He 
had a long struggle with that 
proud king. He had to deliver 
God's messages and see them re 
jected over and over again.

II. What enabled Moses to en 
dure. " He endured as seeing 
Him who is invisible" (Heb. xi. 
26). What a contradiction the 
words seem ! How can that which 
is invisible be seen ? There is but 
one way in which this is possible
—by faith. It was by faith that 
Moses saw ONE by his side all 
through his many days of trial. 
He could not see his Lord with his 
bodily eyes then. Afterwards he 
did so in a wonderful manner, we 
know, and though he could not, 
as he desired, see the face of God, 
yet God passed by before him and 
revealed to him much concerning 
Himself. But when he withstood 
Pharaoh, Moses saw that God was 
with him by faith only. Had he 
any sure ground of confidence for 
believing that God was near him ? 
He had a promise. Eeal faith 
must always have a promise to 
rest upon. Moses had the promise
—" Certainly I will be with thee " 
(Ex. iii. 12). Moses believed that 
word. He believed that God was 
with him, and in that strength he 
could endure. It has been so for 
every tried, fighting, suffering 
Christian ever since. Not one such 
fights the battle alone, or lies on a 
sick bed alone. " Christ is along 
with me all the day," was the 
testimony of a peaceful old Christian 
who lay year after year upon his 
bed of helpless sickness. And in 
that strength he cheerfully endured. 
It is a blessed secret. Moses took 
hold of it by faith, and trod the 
rough path bravely leaning on the 
arm of God. Can we so bear our 
crosses ? Have we seen the Lord 
by faith, and can we endure as 
looking up to Him continually ? 

MABGAEET ESDAILE.

SINCERITY does not consist in 
speaking your mind on all occasions, 
but in doing it when silence would 
ae censurable, and falsehood in- 
xcusable.

The first concerned the deliverance from Egypt, and 
the last the possession of the land of promise; yet 
they "hearkened not" for "anguish of spirit" (Ex. 
vii. 6-9). When God says "I will," however, He 
never fails to keep His word. Each " I will" in 
God's message to Israel was fulfilled, but not without 
" great judgments." What these were we must now 
very briefly consider. Because Pharaoh would not 
listen to God's message, he must be smitten by God's 
hand. Ten strokes came from that hand. What a 
hard heart was Pharaoh's not to yield sooner! There 
is no other such instance in the Bible. Fifteen 
times in the few chapters that give the history of the 
plagues we read that Pharaoh's heart was hardened. 
One would have thought the first plague, turning

CHAPTER I.
PEEPABATIONS.

;T was a pleasant event in the lives of 
the family at the Lindens, when Mr. 
Tyler fulfilled his long standing pro 
mise of paying them a visit.

"Everything comes to him who 
waits," cheerily said Mr. Eowe, who 
had looked forward to this occasion with 

much pleasure.
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Not only Mr. Tyler was coming, but Mrs. Tjler also, and a young son and daughter, the prospect of whose company was a source of gratification to Winifred and her brother Raymond. Altogether they expected to have a very good time, and no little preparation was made for the coming festivity. As Mrs. Rowe was an invalid, most of the house hold management devolved on Winnie, the eldest born. It was she who directed almost everything; and no one knew how they should get on but for the wisdom of her thoughtful head.

Raymond, next in age, was a fine, well-built, nut- brown youth in his teens; and Nellie was the youngest pet of the family, a wee, fairy-like crea-

were widely different. While the latter, with good abilities, and gentlemanly address, had met with moderate success, his friend had turned the golden wheel of fortune, converting all before him into money.
Some of the young persons in the Eowe family were somewhat fluttered by the prospect of this visit; Raymond, perhaps, more so than the others. He was just at that age when his collars and wrist bands, and the cut of his clothes were weighty items in his sum of happiness. If anything was the matter with these he knew no peace ; he was under the all-ensnaring delusion that in the eyes of others he was of the same importance as he was in his own.

the traveller; but as the Tylers came in a well appointed carriage of their own, it did not put them to any inconvenience. The sound of wheels, as the vehicle drew up, fell pleasantly on Raymond's ears; he noted with gratification the impression he and his sisters made on their parents' old friends. Mrs. Tyler and Mrs. Rowe had not met for years, and there was a look of pleasure on the latter's delicate face as they conversed together on topics of interest to themselves.
Once Raymond heard his own name mentioned, as his mother's eyes rested with pride upon him; his heart swelled with^-self-exultation, and a glow of satisfaction overspread his well favoured features.

ture ̂  of six years old; a little woman in her waj', and in dignity and importance quite " queen of her self."
But next to their parents Winifred and Raymond looked forward to the coming visit with the greatest pleasure. They had never seen these old friends, but they were not a little impressed by all report said of them.
They were rich, and had all that heart could desire; and to those who thought much of these things, Mr. and Mrs. Tyler were very great persons.The former and Mr. Rowe had been boys to gether; the friendship then formed had lasted through life, though their paths in that great school

A SHY VISITOR.

However, that may be, externals were never over looked by him; when the day of the festival arrived he viewed, with no little satisfaction, the prepara tions that had been made for it.
Winnie, with her usual adroitness, had superin tended and arranged everything. The tables were laid tastefully, and the wax candles shed a soft light over all. Blazing fires added to the cheerfulness of the scene, and showed to advantage the rich curtains and other comforts, while the pretty dresses of the mother and sisters completed the attractions of the picture.
It was a bitter night outside; hail, snow, and sleet alternately interfered with the well-being of

Mr. Tyler, too, was not unappreciative of the young folks around him, while his son and daughter were simply charmed and charming:Altogether there seemed no alloy to this social gathering; though if Ray had had the entire ordering of it, he would have altered one or two matters; such as prohibiting all allusions to the domestic machinery, the hidden wheels of which worked so well under Winifred's able management. It would have received neither praise nor condemna tion but for Nellie, with whose presence her brother could well have dispensed. There was no knowing what her garrulous little tongue might reveal; but as no one but him was sensitive on this point,
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her remarks occasioned annoyance in no other quar 
ter.

" Winnie made that cake," she whispered with 
startling distinctness, looking sweetly into Mr. 
Tyler's brown bearded face.

" And did you help her ? " asked Mr. Tyler.
" No, but I am going to do so some day ; when 1 

am old enough, I shall do lots of things just as 
Winnie does."

And every one smiled, and looked benignly at the 
little maid, and at Winifred, of whom no one 
thought a whit the worse for her trying to lighten 
her invalid mother's cares, and ease the labours of 
the domestics.

But Eaymond felt terribly uncomfortable; he 
grew pink and warm, and wondered what the guests, 
who A\^re so wealthy, and had many servants at 
their command, would think of these miserable 
details.

He had yet to learn that true greatness does not 
consist in that wnich a man lias, but in that which 
he is.

But other matters claimed his attention. Mr. 
Tyler engaged him in conversation, and notwith 
standing this unfortunate episode the evening might 
have passed pleasantly but for an event that destroyed 
his equanimity.

CHAPTER II.
A MEAN ACT.

AMONG Mr. Eowe's friends wero a certain Mr., Clivo 
and his daughter Olive. A distance of a couple of 
miles separated the two homes, and the families fre 
quently saw one another.

Mr. Olive had seen better days, but ill-health and 
many losses found him in his declining years only a 
step removed from actual poverty. Perhaps he and 
Olive alone knew how very poor they really were.

By the Eowes they were much respected, and both 
Mr. and Mrs. Eowe greatly enjoyed the conversation 
of Mr. Olive's well-stored intellect. Olive and Winnie 
were on friendly terms, and Eaymond was always 
polite and obliging. But with Eay there was one 
one great obstacle to real friendliness; and this was 
the Olive's needy circumstances. To his weakly 
balanced mind, it seemed such a dreadful thing to 
be poor.

" We are not rich," said Winnie, to whom he was 
imparting his views one day.

"No, we are not rich, but we are very comfort 
able, and no one need be ashamed of us. We never 
look as though we were poor," he added, with com 
placency.

Now this was just what the Olives did look, and it 
was on this account that Eaymond was averse to 
their visits. He failed to see that, notwithstanding 
their shabby habiliments, both father and daughter 
bore the unmistakable stamp of gentle birth.

" I hope the Olives won't come on Thursday," he 
said to Winnie previous to the Tylers' visit.

" If the}^ do it won't matter," she answered, with a 
look of surprise in her kind eyes. " Papa did think 
of inviting them, but somehow he has not done so." 
Eay shrugged his shoulders in a very objectionable 
manner, and no more was said on the subject.

But about seven o'clock on that memorable even 
ing, Eaymond saw, as he was crossing the hall, two 
figures enter the gate.

He quickly recognized the tall spare form, some 
what bent under the weight of years. Yes, it was 
Mr. Olive and his daughter. The threadbare coat of 
the one, and the poor mean dress of the other, with 
its little accessories of frilling and lace, flashed across 
Eay's mind. They must not meet the Tylers! It 
would never do ! And without a moment's hesitancy 
he proceeded to act.

Softly he opened the hall-door and stepped out. 
The darkness prevented his seeing the smile that 
lighted the old gentleman's face, as Eay's shapely 
figure stood in the full light of the doorway.

" Ah, he had come to meet him, to help him up 
that long flight of steps!" He stretched out his 
hand, and warmly grasped the youth's. But the 
next moment he stopped, reared himself into an erect 
posture, and looked with serious mien at Eaymond's 
blushing face, as he stammered out an excuse for not 
inviting them in that night.

" His father was engaged; he had a very old 
friend with him. Would Mr. Olive mind coming 
another time ? "

But Mr. Olive, without vouching a reply, turned 
on his heel, took the arm of his daughter, and walked 
with firm, step and erect bearing from the gate. \

' Not even Olive knew the depth of the wound im 
planted in her father's heart that night, as through 
the sleet and rain they struggled home again.

Eaymond returned to the guests, but though he 
entered into the amusements that followed, his 
enjoyment was not the same. The expression of Mr. 
Olive's face as he turned away was ever before his 
mind; and, now that regret was useless, he would 
have given much to have undone his mean act. 
Later on, when Mr. Eowe and his friend were stand 
ing chatting on the hearthrug, the latter raised his 
gold double eyeglass and looked towards Winnie and 
Eaymond.

" You are blessed in your family, as I am in mine," 
he said, with fatherly pride. " Is Eaymond doing 
well in the world ? "

"Fairly so," answered Mr. Eowe; "he is but 
young yet, and steady perseverance, you know, some 
times attains great ends."

"Just so. By-the-by"—Mr. Tyler removed his
glasses arid turned eagerly towards his friend—" did
you ever meet my cousin Eichard in days gone by ? "

" Not that I remember," replied Mr. Eowe. " What
of him ?"

" Ah ! that is what I should like to know. We 
have lost sight of him for years. But he was a nice 
fellow; we were very fond of him, poor Dick ! "

" Of whom are you talking? " asked Mrs. Tyler, 
as she and her friend looked towards the hearthrug. 

" Of Eichard Olive."
" Of whom ? " The pitch of Mr. Eovve's voice as 

he put the query attracted the notice of the younger 
members of the party, who turned towards the group 
at the fire.

" Of whom p " again repeated Mr. Eowe. 
" Of Eichard Olive. Do you know him ? " 
"Know him? Annie, my dear, just tell these 

friends how highly we esteem that good old friend 
and his daughter," said warm-hearted Mr. Eowe, 
turning to his wife, who, in kindly accents and with 
kindling face, added her meed of praise to her hus 
band's.

" There is no one whose company we more 
thoroughly enjoy than old Mr. Olive's," she con 
tinued ; " he so perfectly represents what a true- 
hearted, Christian gentleman should be ; and we are 
always pleased when he gives us the pleasure of a 
visit."

Eaymond's suppressed agitation was unnoticed in 
the hearty exclamations and inquiries that followed.

" Well, I am glad to think that we have tracked 
him out at last^" said Mr. Tyler. " He was always 
very sensitive—poor persons generally are," he 
added, with a smile, " and I suppose they always 
will be, so long as so much deference is paid to those 
who have money, as if that was everything. 'Tis a 
mighty fine thing to have though—so you young 
persons think." He turned merrily, and placed his 
hand on Eay's shoulder. "Ah! but it is not all. 
Better be a poor man, with a kindly spirit that 
would flinch from inflicting pain by word or deed on 
a fellow mortal, than be the richest man in London 
with a mind blinded to the feelings of others. Eh! 
my young friend ? "

The uncomfortable gulp in Eay's throat served 
for an answer, and Mr. Tyler added—" Yes, kindly 
thought for the welfare of those who cross our path 
in life are the best riches for young or old."

" But what about Eichard ? " He turned again to 
Mr. Eowe.

" I am so sorry that we did not invite him here for 
to-night." There was genuine regret in the latter's 
voice as he turned towards his wife. 

" So am I," she answered.
" What do j'ou say to driving over for him now ? 

It is not too late." The proposal came from Mr. 
Eowe, and without a moment's hesitancy it was 
carried. Eaymond was commissioned to hasten to 
the cabstand but a few yards off, and to fetch a four- 
wheeler, which he did in a state of mind hardly to be 
described ; and a few moment's later Mr. Tyler, his 
father and self—for in his good-natured heartiness 
the former had pressed him into the service—were all 
three driven in the direction of Mr. Olive's cottage.

CHAPTEE III.
MISGIVINGS.

IN the meantime, numbed and chill, father and 
daughter had reached home.

It looked dark and cheerless, the fire was out, 
there was no one to receive them, and a sense of 
loneliness smote both their hearts. Poverty was bad 
enough with which to contend, but that was as 
nothing in comparison to the wound inflicted that 
night. True, it was only a boy's slight, but it stung 
the old man and his daughter keenly. They even 
began to doubt the friendship of Mr. Eowe; was it 
possible that he had commissioned Eay to act as he 
had done ? Who could say P Mr. Olive knew some 
thing of the world's weaknesses.

But Olive soon kindled a fire, and lighted the 
candles ; and by the time she had removed her father's 
great coat, and brought him his slippers, he was 
comfortably sitting in his easy chair by the side of 
the cheery blaze.

Her own bonnet and mantle were scarcely re 
moved, when the cab containing the visitors drove 
up to the door. It stopped, some one stepped out, 
and then a loud " rat, tat, tat," resounded through 
the house.

It was an unusual sound, preceded by unusual cir 
cumstances, and with her mind in some little flutter 
of curiosity, Olive went to the door. She had a 
sweet, patient face, which looked with some amaze 
ment on the party before her.

" Olive, my dear, how do you do P " said Mr. Eowe 
kindly, adding, "Eay and I have brought an old 
friend to see your father," and without further intro 
duction he closed the door, and followed Olive into 
the little sitting-room.

Mr. Olive rose at the sound of voices, and looked 
hesitatingly before him, but the hearty grasp of his 
friend's hand, and his cheery tones brought a smile 
to his face, the expression of which changed to a look 
of astonishment as his eyes rested on the tall, portly 
figure by Mr. Eowe's side.

"Ah! Eichard! found at last. How are you, old 
fellow ? "

There was no mistake in the warmth of the greet 
ing, nor in the genuine pleasure evinced by the 
speaker, as he gazed with affection on the varying 
countenance before him. For a few seconds a 
language more powerful than words was spoken in 
the hand-to-hand clasp that followed. At last Mr. 
Olive murmured—

" How did you find me ? "
" Through our mutual friend here ; we are spending 

the evening at his house, and, as great good fortune 
would have it, I was led to mention cousin Dick; in 
so doing I discovered that he was their veritable old 
friend Mr. Olive."

'' And now we want you and Olive to drive back 
with us, and finish the evening at the Lindens. We 
had indulged a hope that you might drop in by 
chance."

In the pause that followed Mr. Eowe's invitation, 
Eay's cheeks grew uncomfortably warm; his dark 
eyes glowed with suppressed feeling as they rested 
with a sort of fascination on Mr. Olive's face, but 
without even looking his way, the latter drew Olive 
towards him and introduced her to her uncle, whom 
she had not seen since the death of her mother, some 
years since.

Eaymond's confusion was unnoticed, and his mind 
was in so great a state of disquietude that he was 
scarcely conscious of what was really taking place.

Of one thing he felt sure. Mr. Olive and Olive 
would not betray him, but he shrunk within himself, 
as he saw how despicable his conduct must appear in 
their sight. If he had only thought of this before ! 
but he was blinded, dazzled by the honour that he 
thought his parents' rich friends were conferring by 
their visit to them, the glory of which had thrown 
Eay off his balance, and set his besetting sin beyond 
control.

He had ample time for reflection as he sat oil the 
coach-box during the drive home; if he had followed 
his inclination he would have kept out of view of 
friends and relatives for the remainder of the night; 
but this could not be done.

Arrived at the Lindens, and as soon as there was a 
lull in the welcomes that followed, he was put pro 
minently forward by Mr. Tyler linking his arm in 
his, and turning him face to face with Mr. Olive.

" A mutual young friend, eh, Eichard ? and a very 
promising one too."

" Eaymond and I are well acquainted," said Mr. 
Olive gently.

" That is right; you could not know a better man 
than our friend here, my lad," exclaimed Mr. Tyler 
heartily, " nor one more generous." 

" 1 believe it, sir, and I———" 
Eay's face flushed, and there was an uncertain 

sound in his voice. Yes, with a great effort, he had 
brought himself to disclose the shameful part he had
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acted that night, but before he could do so, Mr Clive said quietly, and with a look that Raymond alone understood—

" We will say no more about perfections or imper fections ; time tries all. It' we fail once or twice in climbing life's rugged hill, let us set ibrth again with the determination to conquer in spite of past back- 
slidings."

With this the speaker took Bay's hand, and in the kindly pressure that followed he felt he was forgivenBut though neither Mr. Clive nor Olive disclosed Raymond's meanness, the latter took an early oppor tunity of making it known to his parents, whose wise advice on that occasion made a lasting impression on his mind.
The years have passed, and he is now a man, moreover a rich man; but in going through life he is careful to give honour where honour is due, irrespec tive of the length or breadth of a man's purse. In so doing he swells the number of those whose warm encouragement lightens the battle for the less favoured with this world's goods; but who, in daily gratitude, thank God that there are noble hearts _anc high-born natures, willing and able to cheer the lives of others by their counsel and sympathy.But that one mean act of Raymond's youth was never effaced from his memory.

SUSIE.

By EDITH C. KENTON.

CHAPTER VII.

MY DEAE FBIENDS.

SMARTLY liveried page came up to me, holding out a small parcel and saying, " If you are Master Harold Mortimer, 
this is for you, sir."

"I am—but there must be some mis take, I think," I replied wonderiugly, as I took the parcel from his hand."For Master Harold Mortimer from Captain Mordant" was written on the cover.
The page turned away, as I cut the string and discovered a splendid pair of skates.
With a thrill of joy, I was about to cry, " Alick, Sydney, see what I have got," when the thought that the gift was given me under false assumptions made me hesitate.
The Captain evidently sent them believing that now I would skate with my cousins, having under stood the want of skates alone prevented my doing so, and then, too, he had most likely given me the present partly from compassion for my supposed orphanhood.
For one moment I hesitated. Then, resolving to do right whatever it might cost, I rushed after the page, who was now on the other side of the ice." Wherever in the world is Harold off to ? " I heard Sydney say as I ran past him, and instantly the thought that I was glad he did not know was followed by the conviction he would indeed think me an "out-and-out muff" if he did.

The page stared in astonishment as, panting and breathless, I stood before him asking to be conducted to Captain Mordant's presence.
In about twenty minutes I was being ushered into a handsomely-furnished apartment of the fine mansion which went by the name of Gwn-lyne Court.
I think I may truthfully say that, though I was terribly alarmed at the unprecedented daring of my conduct in the present case, my prevailing sensation was one of wonder at the luxurious appointments of the castle-like old hall. Upon Avhat rich carpet I was treading and how noiselessly we were proceeding over it!
I thought, at first, the room was empty, but my guide led me round a large, handsome screen, and then I saw the captain's tall figure reclining on a couch between it and a large wood fire. A splendid bearskin lay half over him, while he held a yellow-

. "THE DOME" differs from the ordinary kinds in the following1 important points:—It is manufactured only from selected materials 01 the BEST QUALITY, and being prepared by a special process, it afa y POLISHBS M°»E QUICKLY than other Blackleads, but also aanei-Bs at once to the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDING inWEY TO THE i UENITUEB from dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen every where.—£. James and Sons, sole makers, Plymouth. (ADVT.)

backed book in his hand. But I did not think he was reading, forjie seemed to be looking beyond the volume in our direction.
"Jem," he exclaimed impatiently, as soon as he saw my guide, "Jem, how long you have been! What did he say ? Was he pleased? "
" He is here, sir," replied the page, looking at me.Stepping forward, I laid the parcel down before Captain Mordant, who seemed to be not a little astonished, while I, now that the deed was done, felt too frightened and shy to speak. And I wished I could sink through the floor—anywhere, anywhere out of the reach of those keen grey ejres.
" Leave us, Jem," said the captain, taking pity I suppose upon my evident distress and inability to utter a syllable.
As the page left the room, however, closing the door behind him, I felt almost as if I had lost a friend and with him my last chance of escape. How dreadful it was to be shut in with that grand-looking captain!
Remember I was only a little boy, not quite thir teen and exceedingly shy and diffident.
But the captain was very kind, though I fancied his eyes twinkled as though he were rather amused, and that made me feel worse.
"I—I only want to say," I began—then I stopped again; my voice was so strangely husky that it frightened me.
" Well—speak out."
A long pause.
The captain looked a little impatient at last and walked towards some half-closed folding doors, as if he thought of leaving me alone a minute or two. But just then a piano was lightly touched within the room beyond the doors and a sweet voice sang,—

" Ashamed of Jesus! can it be 
A mortal man ashamed of Thee P"

With his hands clasped and his back to me, the captain stood listening until the hymn was ended. Then he turned round—and I was ready for him." Captain," I said firmly, " I am better now; I was ashamed, but I am so no longer. I have brought back your skates ; I'm very much obliged to you, but you have given them to me under a wrong im pression."
" Go on," said the captain encouragingly as I paused.
" You thought I would not skate, because I had no skates," I went on, "but that wasn't true. My best new ones were stolen, but I'd an old pair at home which would have been better than nothing. I don't skate now because I don't think it's right on Sundays."
"Bravely said," exclaimed my companion, adding, "But why, may I ask, do you come to stand and watch the others skate ? and, since you're so good, why do you not go to church, instead of wasting so much time looking at a pleasure you've forbidden yourself? "
"Because—because, captain, I'm such a dreadful coward," I cried, " I daren't speak up and tell them at home all about it, and so I go on deceiving them, and I tell whole heaps of silent lies. And oh ! dear, I haven't told you all: my father isn't dead—that's a lie too ! " and then I broke down and, throwing my self on the floor, sobbed and wept without restraint.It was a long time before my pent-up feelings had had their way and I was able to notice what was happening in the room beside me.

More than one person had entered, and, when I opened my eyes at last and looked round, I found I was lying on the couch, snugly tucked up in the soft rug, while a sweet-looking girl was bathing my brow with something cool, and, a little way off, the captain was conversing in low tones with some one I had seen before.
It was—yes it was, the stranger who had told us ihat tale about three weeks before. He was dressed as a gentleman now, and his hair looked very white ibove the dark velvet house-coat he was wearing.When I first looked up he was watching me, but when I glanced again he had turned round and had lovered his face with his hand. I fancied I could lear him sigh deeply.
' Who," I whispered to my companion, " who is that?"

But she seemed to misunderstand me and called :o the captain to bring some water.
He handed her a glass which she raised to my ips; and I certainly felt better after I had drunk.Arising to my feet I thanked them and said that " must go.
" Nay, my boy," replied the captain very kindly, 'not just yet; and you shall not walk back, I will

have you driven, with your skates, for your friends must be almost home by now."
" With my skates ! " I stammered. " Oh! no, thank you ; indeed I don't deserve them."
" I never take my presents back again, so you'll have to keep them."
The captain spoke with such decision that I had no choice but to comply, which I must say I was very glad to do.
Hardly waiting for my thanks, my new friend went on, " Would you mind telling me how it was you found it out to be wrong to skate on Sunday? "" He," I said, looking towards where the stranger had been sitting, " would explain better." But now I saw that he of whom I spoke had left the room." How sharp the little chap is, and how did he know Philip was such a good, man! " exclaimed the captain.
"Who is he, please?" 
" A great friend of ours, my boy." 
By that time I was inclined to disbelieve the evi dence of my own eyes, for how could that grand gentleman by any possibility be the poor wayfarer we had seen. So, with a sigh, I abandoned that idea, and told how a poor man had related the story of the King's son, about three weeks ago, when we were on our way to skate on the Jake, and how true I had felt the moral to be.
I was accustomed to tell stories, for, in the old days, when I was very little, my dear mother would require me to relate to her again any tale she had told me; and, later, I had often done so to amuse my little cousins. And, I don't know how it was, but I used to feel my stories so intensely and throw my self into them, as it were, so entirely, that they seemed to me to be ever new and more and more interesting at each time of repetition.
Thus, now, I do not think, though I say it my self, the wayfarer's story lost anything by passing through my lips, and I know I felt the force of it more than even I had done before. But the captain looked very grave when I ended, and I began to feel afraid of him again; however, he thanked me for speaking so freely and then left the room to order a horse and carriage.

Then the girl spoke, saying gently, " Dear boy, we are fellow-soldiers and ought to strengthen each other's hands. I will drive over some day next week and will ask your aunt if you may spend next Sunday with me, then we can go to church together, and talk over vour difficulties. Would you like that ? "
" Oh I should! I should," I said quickly, and then the captain returned and led me downstairs and out to where a groom was waiting with a light two- wheeled conveyance.
" Good-bye, my brave boy," said the captain, shaking hands heartily and giving me the skates once more.
But as I was being driven home, I feared very much he might have spoken ironically. For how very childish had been my behaviour, and how I had cried to be sure.

- CHAPTER VIII.
A TALK WITH MISS FITZ ESMOND.

I SAW no more of my new friends until the next Sunday ; but on Saturday night my aunt told me that Miss Fitz Esmond wished me to spend the next day with her.
" Who is she, auntie ?" I asked, wondering if that were my new friend's name.
" Why, my dear, she said you and she made each other's acquaintance last Sundajr. She lives at Grwyn-lyne Court with her parents, Lord and Lady Fitz Esmond."
" She must be the lady, then, who was so kind last Sunday," I exclaimed. "May I go, auntie ?"" Yes. I only wish she had asked my boys, too, but you seem to be her favourite, and I'm very glad for you, Harry, though I don't know how it is."I thought my aunt looked a little wistful, as if she would have liked me to have told her all about it. But she never pressed any of us to tell her anything we did not care to tell freely of our own accord, so I said nothing, as I could not explain all. The new "fates had passed with her and my cousins (except Jie two eldest whom I had told about the captain's
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gift) for those which I had bought myself, and which 
had not been missed since they were stolen.

" Now, darling, say good night," exclaimed atintie, 
after a very short pause, " and don't love Miss Fitz 
Esmond better than your aunt Patty."

'' I never, never should, auntie," I cried, throwing 
my arms round her dear neck, and hugging her with 
such vehemence that she declared her beautiful lace 
collar was hopelessly ruined.

The next day I walked with my cousins to the 
lake as usual, and, on arriving there, we found the 
page awaiting us, with orders to conduct me to his 
young mistress.

Miss Fitz Esmond was dressed ready to start for 
church, but she insisted upon waiting while I par 
took of a large piece of cake and a cup of fragrant 
coifee to warm me, as she said, after my walk; and 
then she and I drove for about four miles in the 
prettiest little pony carriage I had ever seen.

We arrived at the old-fashioned village church in 
good time for the service, and, as we walked slowly 
in and took our places with the small congregation, 
we were joined by Captain Mordant, to the evident 
surprise of my companion. He tapped me lightly 
on the back, with a smile, and then sat down at Miss 
Fitz Esmond's side.

I think I had never enjoyed Divine Service so 
much as I did that day. The clergyman, a noble- 
looking old man, preached very earnestly about the 
love of God.

As we were passing out of church, I thought I 
saw the strange wayfarer standing in the little 
belfry gazing earnestly at me, and he looked so very 
different to the grand gentleman I had taken for 
him at Gwyn-lyne Court that I felt sure it could not 
be the same. At luncheon I was introduced to Lord 
and Lady Fitz Esmond, a very stately, aristocratic- 
looking couple, bu?t I saw no one else with them but 
the captain who had accompanied us home.

I thought Miss Fitz Esmond seemed rather cold 
to him, which just a little marred her absolute per 
fection in my eyes ; for he was very, very kind, and 
particularly so to her; I could not understand it at 
all. But she was extremely good to me; and 
after dinner we had a long talk in her own pretty 
boudoir.

" I think," she said, as we sat side by.side on a 
low couch, " I think, Harold dear, it is such a help 
to one to talk over matters with a friend—I know I 
have often fpund it so myself."

" Yes," I ̂ assented rather helplessly, feeling shy 
again.

" You shall tell me as much or as little as you 
like, dear boy," continued Miss Fitz Esmond; " what 
you gay will be quite safe with me. And I will try 
to help you. Can you trust me p"

Then the high-born, beautiful girl kissed my brow 
and sat waiting for me to speak, with one hand toy- 
ng carelessly with my brown curls.

I did not keep her long in suspense, but told with 
out any loss of time the whole of my life's story, 
even including the terrible secret about my father; 
but I felt it was safe with her, safe as with an angel 
from Heaven. But the telling cost me much, and 
when I had ended I just laid my head down on her 
lap and cried bitterly.

" Dear boy, dear little fellow. Harold, I'm so glad 
you've told me, and so dreadfully sorry for you. 
Don't cry so—the darkest part of your story is not so 
darli as you tliink. I am not at liberty to tell you 
more, I wish I were—oh ! I wish I were."

My sobs had ceased now and I was looking up in 
amazement. " What do you mean ? What do you 
know!" I gasped.

" Something, dear boy, something which I wish I 
could let you know; but I have promised not to 
divulge it to any living being."

And Miss Fitz Esmond was firm in refusing to do 
so; still she said she had good reasons for advising 
me not to look on the darkest side of my present 
trouble. Then she led me to talk of my mother, 
asking many questions and showing an astonishing 
amount of interest in all I told her. I had to repeat 
mother's dying words over more than once.

" You see, Harold dear, you have every reason to 
think your father was innocent, for she believed that," 
she said thoughtfully. ^

But I shook my head, replying, " It is so easy 
to believe what one wishes, and mother always did 
believe the best of people—she always did."

"Still, Harold, if I were you I would believe he 
was innocent—it would make your trouble so much 
easier to bear."

"It's no use," I said, obstinately, my young 
brow darkening, " he can't have been. Mother 
used to cry so much about him—I did not understand

then, but I do now—it must have been because he 
had been so wicked, and, Miss Fitz Esmond, I can't 
bear to think about him—I can't indeed—to go and 
disgrace us all as he did ! "

I had grown so excited that I scarcely heeded my 
companion's earnest assurances that the law had 
made terrible mistakes sometimes, owing to circum 
stantial evidence. I think it was with me as I had 
said, and I did not believe because I did not wish to 
do so, for, alas! I did not love the memory of my 
father; ever since my mother's dying disclosure I 
had felt very bitter against him. In my boyish 
haste and vexation I would not believe he possessed 
one good quality.

(To be continued.)

HE largest suspension-bridge is the on 
between New York city and Brooklyn 
the length of the main span is 1,595ft 
Gin.: the entire length of the bridge is 
5,980ft. The loftiest active volcano is 
Popocatopeth—" Smoking Mountain "— 
35 miles south-west of Puebla, Mexico, 

it is 17,784ft. above the sea level, and has a cratei 
three miles in circumference and a thousand feel 
deep. The longest span of wire in the world is 
used for a telegraph in India over the river Kistnah, 
between Bezorah and Sectynagrum. It is more than 
6,000ft. in length, and is 1,200ft. high. The largest 
ship in the world is the Great Eastern. She is 
680ft. long, 83ft. broad, and 60ft. deep, being 28,627 
tons burden, 18,915 gross, and 13,344 nett register. 
She was built at Millwall-ou-the-Thames, and was 
launched January 31, 1857. The largest body of 
fresh water on the globe is Lake Superior, 400 miles 
long, 160 wide at its greatest breadth, and having 
an area of 32,000 square miles. Its mean depth is 
900ft., and its greatest depth is said to be about 200 
fathoms. Its surface is about 635ft. above the level 
of the sea. The biggest cavern is the Mammoth 
Cave, in Edmonson. County, Kentucky. It is near 
Green' Kiver, about six miles from Cave City, and 
twenty-eight from Bowling Green. The cave con 
sists of a succession of irregular chambers, some of 
which are large, situated on different levels. Some 
of these are traversed by navigable branches of the 
subterranean Echo River. Blind fish are found in 
its waters. The longest tunnel in the world is that 
of the St. Gothard, on the line of railroad between 
Lucerne and Milan. The summit of the tunnel is 
900ft. below the surface at Andermatt, and 6,600 
feet beneath the peak of Kastelhorn, of the St. 
Gothard group. The tunnel is 26pt. wide, and is 
18ft. lOin. from the floor to the crown of the arched 
roof. It is 9| miles long, If mile longer than the 
Mont Cenis Tunnel. The biggest trees in the 
world are the mammoth trees of California. One of 
a grove in Tulare county, according to measure 
ments made by members of the State Geological 
Survey, was shown to be 276ft. in height, 108ft. in 
circumference at base, and 76ft. at a point 12ft. 
above ground. Some of the trees are 376ft. high 
and 34ft. in diameter. Some of the largest that 
have been felled indicate an age of from 2,000 to 
2,500 years. The largest library is the Bibliotheque 
National in Paris, founded by Louis XI7. It con 
tains 1,100,000 volumes, 300,000 pamphlets, 
175,000 manuscripts, 300,000 maps and charts, and 
150,000 coins and medals. The collection of en 
gravings exceeds 1,300,000, contained in some 10,000 
volumes. The largest desert is that of Sahara, a 
vast region of Northern Africa, extending from the 
Atlantic Ocean on the west to the valley of the Nile 
on the east. The length from east to west is about 
3,000 miles, its average breadth about 900 miles, its 
area 2,000,000 square miles. Rain falls in torrents 
in the Sahara at intervals of five, ten, and twenty 
years. The greatest pyramid is that of Cheops, 
one of the three pyramids forming the Memphis 
group, situated on a plateau about 137ft. above the 
level of the highest rise in the Nile. Its vast 
dimensions have been reduced by the removal of the 
outer portions to furnish stone for the city of Cairo. 
Its masonry consisted originally of 89,028,000 cubic 
feet, and still amounts to 82,111,000 feet. The 
present vertical height is 450 feet, against 479 feet 
originally. The total weight of the stone is esti 
mated at 6,316,000 tons. The greatest fortress, 
from a strategical point of view, is the famous 
stronghold of Gibraltar. It occupies a rocky

peninsula jutting out into the sea, about three miles 
long and three-quarters of a mile wide. One central 
rock rises to a height of 1,435 feet above the sea 
level. Its northern face is almost perpendicular, 
while its east side is full of tremendous precipices. 
On the south it terminates in what is called Europa 
Point. The west side is less steep than the east, 
and between its base and the sea is the narrow, 
almost level span on which the town of Gibraltar 
is built. The fortress is considered impregnable to 
military assault. The regular garrison in time of 
peace numbers about 7,000. The largest inland 
sea is the Caspian, lying between Europe and 
Asia. Its greatest length is 760 miles, and its 
area 180,000 square miles. The highest monolith 
is the obelisk at Karnak, in Egypt. Karnak is on 
the east bank of the Nile, near Luxor, and occupies 
part of the site of ancient Thebes. The obelisk is 
ascribed to Hatasu, sister of Pharaoh Thothmes III., 
who reigned about 1,600 B.C. The whole length is 
122ft., and its weight 400 tons. Its height, with 
out pedestal, is 108ft. lOin. The largest bell in the 
world is the great bell at Moscow, at the foot of the 
Kremlin. Its circumference at the bottom is nearly 
68ft., and its height more than 21ft. In its 
stoutest part it is 23in. thick, and its weight has 
been computed to be 443,7221bs.
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