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A STORY OF THE WORK-A-DAY WOELD.

ND you persist in denying that this loss 
was brought about by your own care 
lessness ? "

"I cannot accuse myself, sir, of any 
carelessness in the matter," was the firm, 
bat quiet answer. " I am confident that 
I put the papers away properly——" 

"So you have said before when the same thing has 
happened. This is not the first time, Erskine, nor 
the second."

" I am aware of it, Mr. Graymarsh," returned John 
Erskine, "and I can only suppose that the papers 
have been removed——"

" Pudge—nonsense," broke in the employer, in an 
impatient, angry tone, "who could or would take 
them?"

"Any one could, Mr. Graymarsh; that is, if they 
took the trouble to go to iny desk or letter-rack 
while I was away, as I am often during the day 
whether any one would, is another matter. I think 
it probable."

" And whom, pray, do you accuse ? " said the 
employer, with a sneer.

"I cannot accuse anyone without proof, and as 
yet I have none," was the reply.

" I should think not," was the answer, bit 
terly spoken. Then Mr. Graymarsh went on, in 
apparently increased annoyance. " I tell you what 
it is, John Erskine. You have been favoured, and 
put forward, and you have learnt to think too much 
of yourself. And now, forsooth, to hide the conse 
quences of your own neglect, you insinuate that some 
one else has purloined these papers, for the precious 
purpose of bringing you into discredit. A likely 
thing! " And Mr. Graymarsh pushed back his chair, 
rose, and walked to the fireplace, then wheeling 
round suddenly, spoke again. " I said it was not 
the first or second time that this has happened, nor 
is it. But the loss of these papers on this third occa 
sion will entail a more serious loss, and will involve 
me in an expense of about fifty pounds. Are you 
prepared to meet that demand, Erskine P "

'• Sir! " said the young man in a surprised tone, not 
realizing for a moment his employer's meaning.

"Are you prepared to meet that demand?" repeated 
Mr. Graymarsh. "I mean this, Erskine," and his 
voice grew hard, almost cruel, as he spoke. " If these 
missing papers are not found or forthcoming by the 
end of the week, I shall look to you to meet the ex 
penses I have just referred to, or "—he paused a mo 
ment—" I fear we must part company."

"I understand you, Mr. Graymarsh," and John 
Erskine drew himself up haughtily and looked his 
employer full in the face. " I shall know what to 
expect, for you must be aware that such a demand 
addressed to a man in my position is very unlikely to 
be met."

" That may or may not be," returned the other, 
"at present there is no more to be said." He looked 
towards the door as he spoke, and Erskine taking 
the hint, bowed, and quitted the room.

Fortunately for him, the time for leaving busi 
ness was close at hand, and, while it had been 
naturally put down that " Erskine had been ' called 
over the coals' " no one appeared to have the 
slightest idea that any extreme measure was pending, 
and he thus remained unquestioned. Glad enough 
he was to hear the hour of departure chime; to put 
away books and papers; to lock his desk, and with 
a brief "Good night" to those near him, to leave 
the great warehouse, and take his way homewards, 
with a troubled mind and aching heart. For there 
are few things more painful to a man than to be the 
bearer of ill news to those at home. Sure he may be 
of a loving and kindly greeting, sure of a true and 
faithful heart ready to share the trouble, and sympa 
thise with him in it, but the pain is no less sharp, 
the sadness no less depressing, as he journeys home 
wards. And it is because his sorrows are not for 
himself alone, but for others.

And thus it was with John Erskine. Of careless 
ness his conscience acquitted him. All his work, he 
knew, haxl been done to the best of his ability. That 
he had put away the missing papers he felt sure, and
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felt sure also that they had been removed by an un 
known hand. But who could have taken them ? There 
were a few of his colleagues who were not on the best 
of terms with him; for he was given to speaking 
plainly, and holding to his own view of right, without 
fear or favour. But in act and in conversation there 
were matters of daily occurrence—as there must be in 
great offices and warehouses—matters which affected 
the very foundations of faith and morals, and against 
which John Erskine never missed an opportunity of 
protesting. Perhaps he was not always so judicious 
or careful as he might have been. Perhaps he would 
have done better service to his own cause by a less 
emphatic—though not necessarily a less firm—man 
ner of speech. But he had not until now felt the 
quieting, chastening influence of sorrow. His life 
had been a continued success hitherto. Not in a very 
grand way, perhaps, but still steadily had he pressed 
onward. From office boy and junior clerk, he had 
moved from desk to desk, passing one or two older 
than himself, and gradually drawing nearer and 
nearer to the goal he had marked out for himself—the 
post of confidential clerk and manager at some future 
day. He had been married a few years now, and his 
wife and child made home bright and happ}r, and gave 
him an additional incentive to work. And at one 
blow all his hopes were to be destroyed; all his pros 
pects spoiled. And this blow was dealt by a hand 
unseen—unknown. For the immediate future he did 
not fear. They had lived economically and thriftily. 
His Mary had been brought up in the old-fashioned 
wise way of taking care of the pence, and the pounds, 
as usual, had taken care of themselves. But the 
modest savings would not last long, and with his 
reputation for careful work and trustworthiness gone, 
what chance had he of future employment ? And how 
could he meet Mr. Graymarsh's threat of requiring 
from him the fifty pounds to which reference had been 
made ? He had the money, it was true, but to pay it 
away thus would sorely cripple him. "No," he said 
to himself, " never. To pay him that sum would be 
to admit I was to blame. That I will never do."

By this time he had reached home. For a moment 
he hesitated on the threshold, then remembering a 
promise made to his wife when they wedded—a pro 
mise that, if trouble came, he would come straight to 
her and tell her the worst, he opened the door and 
went in. Mary was playing with her child, guiding 
little Harold's footsteps over the carpet. She 
looked up as her husband entered, and saw 
in a moment there was something wrong. The 
child scrambled up to meet his father. John took 
him in his arms for a moment, then set him down 
again, and the little one, unused to this off-hand 
treatment, looked as if about to cry. But his 
mother's voice checked and soothed him.

" Harold, dear, run and play in the garden a little; 
father is tired and. wants to be quiet."

And Master Harold obediently trotted off. Mary 
closed the door behind him.

What is it, John P " she said, turning to her 
husband.

He smiled faintly. 
" You are a witch, I think, Mary." 
" Enough of one to see that you are troubled. Tell 

me, John."
He drew her towards him, as he might have done 

in their old courting days, and told her what had 
happened.

" Of course some one has taken them," she said, 
as he ceased speaking.

" So I believe," he answered, " but Mr. Graymarsh 
thinks differently, and I have no proof, nor do I 

" now whom to suspect."
For a little while they were both silent, then Mary, 

rousing herself, spoke with cheerfulness, well assumed, 
'f not real.

" We will look at the bright side, John. All will 
je ordered for the best. It always is."

He sighed and made no answer. Man though he 
was, he had not that quiet faith and patience which 
seem to be woman's heritage and gift; and he was 
yet smarting under a sense of injustice. But for 
icr sake he tried to put away the feeling of depres 

sion and annoyance, and to give back an answering 
mile.
"At all events," he said, "we will put it aside for 
'~ evening. The worst is past when I have sharedihis

he trouble with you. So cull in Harold, and let us 
lave tea, and forget the trouble for a while, if we an."

A few days passed and nothing was heard of the 
missing papers, nor did Mr. Graymarsh allude to 
hem, but John felt that he was under a cloud. There 
eemed a subtle change in the way in which every one

treated him, a change that perhaps was not so real as 
he fancied, and had its existence .as much in his own 
feelings as in the feelings of those around him. Only 
once was any reference made to the matter, and that 
was from the quarter in which he least expected it.

There was a clerk named Dolton, with whom he had 
but little to do, though in the same department. Nor 
were others more fortunate. Dolton was looked upon 
as " rather a bear," as some one phrased it. He was a 
quiet, steady worker, but unsually reserved and self- 
contained. Apparently without a grain of curiosity, he 
asked no questions, beseemed to manifest no interest 
in any one of his companions, and any questions put 
to him above and beyond business matters received an 
answer that generally checked the questioner most 
effectually. John Erskine's nature being of a more 
open and frank description, he had felt rather chilled 
and annoyed by the icy manner in which Dolton had 
treated some friendly advances he had made.

"I'll say nothing more to the fellow," he muttered, 
and he kept his word for a time at least. But now 
and again, little matters came to his knowledge that 
showed that his stern, perhaps morose, fellow-clerk, 
was kinder than he seemed. No one was ever caught 
in a difficulty if Henry Dolton could assist him or 
prevent it, and many a time some thoughtless junior 
had reason to thank the kindness that by a quiet hint 
or by ready help had saved him the reprimand due to 
his own neglect.

So it came about that John was leaning against his 
desk one evening, after Mr. Graymarsh had spoken 
to him, and feeling rather troubled and weary, when 
Dolton, who was near by, closed the book he was 
using, and, with it in his hand, came up to Erskine's 
desk.

" I beg pardon if I am intruding, or if I 
offend," he said, " but I have only to say that it has 
come to my knowledge that Mr. G——," he indicated 
the principal by glancing towards the room which 
that gentleman occupied, " thinks of speaking 
further to you about the missing papers to-morrow 
morning, or during the day. You know by this 
time I never interfere with the affairs of others, but 
this seems an exceptional case, as I believe he will 
proceed to extreme measures."

All this had been said in a low, hurried tone, and, 
as he finished, Dolton took up the book which he had 
for the moment laid on John's de*k, and moved 
quietly away before the latter could speak. As 
Doltou had said, so it happened. The next morning 
as John, who had passed an anxious, sleepless night, 
took his place with the others, the office-boy came up 
to him.

" Mr. Graymarsh wants to see you, Mr. Erskine." 
Everybody looked up. It was very unusual for 

the principal to be there so soon. John Erskine's 
face grew a shade paler, and his lips were more firmly 
set as he crossed the warehouse to the private room 
in which were Mr. Graymarsh and his manager.

" I have sent for you," said the principal, " to ask 
you for the last time whether you have any further 
statement to make with regard to those missing 
papers."

" None whatever, sir," was the firm and steady 
answer.

Now that the crisis bad really come, his courage 
and spirit rose to meet it.

" I shall forfeit," went on Mr. Graymarsh, " some 
fifty pounds by what I must consider your neglect. 
Are 37 ou prepared to meet that demand ? "

"To do that," said John, whose mind was already 
made up, " would be to admit the neglect of which 
you accuse me. I cannot therefore meet your wishes 
in that respect."

Mr. Graymarsh frowned slightly; probably at the 
independent tone in which the words were uttered, 
and looked at his manager. 

"The cheque, Mr. Luscombe." 
The manager filled up a blank one in the book 

before him, tore it out, and handed it to the principal, 
who signed it.

" I am afraid, then, that we must dispense with 
your services." And he held the slip of paper to 
John as he spoke.

Had the young man followed his own impetuous 
feelings, he would have refused the cheque, but the 
thought of the dear ones at home restrained him—• 
those dear ones who must now suffer so much—and, 
bowing slightly, he took it from his employer's hand. 

" Your time will cease with to-day, Mr. Erskine," 
said the manager frigidly.

John bowed again—he could not trust himself to
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speak—then turned and quitted the room. " Youi 
time will cease with to-day "—the words sounded in 
his ears as he walked towards his own desk. As he 
went, Dolton's gaze followed him with a pitying 
kindly expression.

" Poor fellow ! they've sent him off," he mutterec 
to himself.

But as Erskine stepped to his place, his native 
pride and strength of character rallied from the 
sudden shock. His head was erect, his step firm, anc 
if his cheeks were a trifle paler than usual, it was so 
slight a change as to pass unnoticed. With a great 
effort he forced himself to go through the usual 
routine of the day, but how he did so lie knew not. 
Slowly the time went by. Apparently no one knew 
of his dismissal, at all events no one referred to it. 
He determined, however, that he would not go as if 
afraid to bid farewell to those with whom he had 
worked for years, and he was rewarded for his bravery 
by finding that the matter was tolerably well known. 
He had shaken hands with such as were friendly, 
bade adieu to the rest, and was just turning from the 
door, when he saw Dolton by his side.

" I have a favour to ask," said the latter. " Will 
you kindly give me an address to which I can send a 
letter to you if necessary. A post-office will do, if yon 
prefer it. Believe me, I have a strong reason for 
asking."

Even at that moment Erskine felt a little surprise, 
but it passed away under the strong pressure of his 
feelings, and he said simply—

"This is my address;" pencilling it upon a card. 
" And this is mine," said Dolton, writing it down 

as he spoke. " I hope you will Jet me hear how you 
are going on. I wish—but what is the use of wish 
ing;" and shaking hands with a friendly, kindly 
grip, he turned and was gone.

A little later and John Erskine was again in his 
own home. No fear of change or unkindness there. 
Brave, loving, true, Mary was all a wife should be 
when trial and sorrow came, and the blow could be 
more lightly borne when borne together.

" Cheer up, John, we have each other and our 
child. For a while at least we have nothing to fear, 
and we can trust in God."

Mary's tone was lower as she said the last few 
words. She knew her husband well enough to know 
also that his trust was more in his own strength 
than in Him from whom all strength comes ; and she 
feared for him in the dark days that she saw were close 
at hand. John sighed, but did not answer; and she 
saw that no good would be done by speaking further 
just then. So, like a wise woman and a good one, 
she held her peace.

The days went by, and care grew darker and 
heavier. Every plan that could be tried, every 
method that could be adopted, did John try and 
adopt to obtain employment. His business abilities 
were undoubted, but he had been dismissed. That 
was enough for principals arid managers. (His pre 
vious good character and his years of service were 
as nothing before that one fact.) Some did not 
care even to ask the cause of dismissal; others, more 
lenient or more curious, listened to his explanations, 
and sometimes with a curt rejoinder, sometimes with 
the polite but empty formula, " We will keep your 
address before us, Mr. Erskine," bowed him out. 
The little stock of money dwindled slowly yet surely, 
and as it became more and more evident that the 
former mode of employment was closed to him, his 
heart and step grew heavier, and hope began to die 
away. Indeed, had it not been for wife and child 
he would probably have given up almost all effort 
and drifted down the stream. But his love for them, 
his own manhood, and their dependence, while it 
made the burden heavier, yet spurred him on. And 
Mary, true wife and true mother, was to him a help 
and stay. Time after time, weary and dispirited, he 
came home, with bitterness at his heart; but a kind 
voice and a loving smile greeted him still, and spoke 
of hope and better days yet to be. Darker grew the 
cloud, harder the effort. They had been compelled 
to leave their comfortable, convenient little house, 
and go into apartments in a lower and humbler 
locality. One by one the smaller and more portable 
articles, or ornaments of person or of home, disap 
peared. He guessed how and why they went, and 
his heart ached the more. His pride was humbled, 
his spirit almost broken, and he felt that he must
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soon give up the struggle, when a turn came in the 
tide of ill-fortune. Employment was offered to him, 
though in a very different capacity from his former 
work, and at a rate of payment scarcely half that 
which he had formerly received. But he accepted it, 
and gratefully. It meant food and clothing and 
lodging for him and his, and freedom from the sicken 
ing pain of hope deferred. Later on, no doubt, he 
would keenly feel the inequality of his present and 
his former station in life; at present he could only 
feel that he had been saved from utter poverty, per 
haps—who knows ?—from crime. The situation that 
he had now taken had been offered to him through 
the recommendation of Philip Dolton, though he did 
not know it till his new employer mentioned it to 
him casually. He had seen Dolton once or twice 
since his dismissal, and had been greeted in a kind and 
friendly manner, very different from the cold, re 
served way adopted by that gentleman in the office. 
There had been no effusive sympathy, no patronizing 
tone, but when Dolton said, "If I can help you, 
Erskine, be sure I will," he knew intuitively that the 
other was sincere. And Philip Dolton well redeemed 
his promise. It was about six weeks after John had 
entered upon his new duties and some months from 
the date of his leaving Mr. Graymarsh, that he re 
ceived a note from his friend—

"Let me see you fora minute or two this evening 
when you leave. I will wait at the end of the street 
by Lee's, the ironfounders."

"Yours, P. D."
Accordingly, when he came out, John turned in the 

opposite direction'from that which led homewards, 
and soon espied his friend, walking up and down in a 
quick, hasty manner, very unusual with him. As they 
met Dolton said hurriedly—

"I think you will hear good news in a day or 
two. Be prepared; I ought not perhaps to say 
so much as yet, but I believe your anxiety will 
be soon over. Depend upon me. But as yet I must 
not say more," and pressing John's hand, with a 
brief " Good-bye," he turned, and was gone ere the 
latter had recovered from his amazement.

Erskine made the best of his way home, greatly 
mystified, and Mary, when he told her, was as much 
in the dark as himself. There was nothing for it but 
to wait.

The next day passed and the next, but when John 
reached home that evening Mary met him as he 
entered the room—•

"John, here's a letter for yon. It's the City post 
mark, but I don't know the writing."

He knew it at once. It was the handwriting of his 
[ate employer, Mr. Graymarsh. His brow contracted 
a moment, then he opened the note, Mary reading it 
over his shoulder, for he had. seated himself. It was 
brief, but pointed—

" DEAE SIE,—I have pleasure in informing you 
that the unfortunate matter, which led to your with 
drawal from our office, has been cleared up. If con 
venient, kindly favour me with a call to-morrow, 
Saturday, at three o'clock.

"Yours sincerely,
"HY. GEAYHABSH. " Jno. Erskine, Esq."

For a moment the room seemed to sway and swim 
round, and Mary's voice, as she cried "John, John," 
sounded as if alar off. It was but for a moment, 
and the sudden tide of feeling was checked by the 
strong will within.

" It is all right at last," he said, meeting his wife's 
gaze. " All right at last, thank God! " he added 
reverently, and they were both silent for a little.

Punctual to the time appointed John once more 
crossed the threshold of Mr. Graymarsh's warehouse. 
To his surprise, he found that the clerks were still at 
,heir desks. As he entered Dolton came forward to 
meet him, holding open the swing-door through which 
hey all were accustomed to pass behind the counter.

" You didn't expect to see us all, I suppose. But 
he governor let it be known that every one was re 

quested to stop after two to-day. You can close the 
loor now, Jenkins."

This to the office-boy, who departed on his errand 
brthwith.

As Erskine and his friend passed across the ofEce 
almost every one looked up ; some with a curious, 
ome with a rather shamefaced air. A few nodded and 
railed; one or two came forward and shook hands, 

wid as Erskine was speaking to one of these latter, 
he door of the principal's room opened, and the 

manager appeared.
" Ah, Mr. Erskine! " he said, and then checking 

limself, turned back a moment to announce John's

arrival to Mr. Graymarsh, and that gentleman 
immediately afterwards appeared in the doorway,

By this time the majority of those present had moved 
forward, each leaving his own desk, the bolder coming 
as near to the doorway as they dared, the others, less 
forward, standing about hard by. As the eyes of John 
Erskine and his former employer met, the latter 
stepped forward with a word of greeting, conven 
tional, but in this case sincere. John saw in a 
moment that some reference was to be made to the 
past, but he knew Mr. Graymarsh too well to suppose 
that he intended to make any set speech or oration 
before the assembled clerks. And his judgment was 
correct. His former employer spoke in an ordinary 
business-like tone, as if they two were alone together, 
utterly ignoring the numerous ears that took in every 
word. Mr. Graymarsh prided himself on being a 
just man, and justice required that some reparation 
should be made. So he made it in his own fashion. 

"Mr. Erskine,"he said, " under a misconception— 
which you will doubtless admit was warranted by 
facts as they appeared at the time—I was compelled 
to require your withdrawal from my office. I am 
happy to say that the matter has been made clear. 
You were right when you said that some one must 
have taken those papers. Some one had "—he empha 
sized the word—" some one had taken them. You 
remember Mr. Vincent, he had the desk next to 
yours," John bowed. " Mr. Vincent was the cul 
prit. How and why, the method and motive, Mr. 
Luscombe will explain to you, or perhaps he will 
prefer Mr. Dolton should do so; for to tell }7ou the 
truth, it is mainly due to Mr. Dolton's persistent 
watchfulness and effort that the matter was made 
known,"

"And," said John, speaking on the impulse 
of the moment, "it is, sir, to Mr. Dolton's friend 
ship that I owe the employment I now hold. But 
I beg your pardon, I interrupt——"

Mr. Graymarsh waved his hand; as if in bland 
acceptance of the apology, and proceeded,

" The matter has but recently come to light, I 
learnt your address from Mr. Dolton, and at once com 
municated with you. I have only now to say that 
the post that you held is still open to you, and that 
I personally much regret the discomfort and pain 
caused to you then and since."

And Mr, Graymarsh, after a few words on general 
topics, shook hands with John, and then turned back 
into his own room, leaving the young man to receive 
the congratulations of Mr. Luscombe and the rest.

From Dolton John heard, later on, how the dis 
covery had been made. "I always," he said, "had 
a doubt of Vincent. I felt sure that he wanted your 
berth, and when those papers were missing, I felt 
still more sure that he had a hand in the matter. 
Why did 1 not tell you? Because I had no proof. 
If I had gone to Luscombe or the governor, what 
good would have been done? None whatever. So 
I watched and waited. I noticed that when Vincent 
took your work, he was always careful that no one 
should go into the store-room for any old letters 
but himself, if possible. Nothing in that, you say. 
Perhaps not, under ordinary circumstances. But he 
was a young man who hated trouble, and would 
always get some one else to do anything for him if 
he could. I bided my time, and it came. Something 
was wanted, he went to find it, and I took the liberty, 
on some pretext, to go also. He was very anxious 
that I should search for the letters we wanted at the 
end near the door. Then came a series of events 
almost—perhaps quite—providential. The governor 
sent for Vincent, and he had to go. I could see he 
did not like to leave me there. When he had gone, 
I went to the end of the room where he had been. 
Just then Luscombe looked in. ' What are you 
looking for, Mr. Dolton ?' I told him, and as he 
wanted the letters he came in for a moment and 
glanced along the shelves. 'I must really ask Mr. 
Graymarsh to have these rearranged and some re 
moved,' he said, ' we're so cramped that the things 
can't be found easily.' But I didn't pay much heed 
to him. High up among the very oldest and dustiest 
letters I caught a glimpse of a packet, fresher looking 
than the rest. I knew it.at once. 'What's the 
matter, Dolton ?' said Luscombe. For the moment 
I couldn't speak, but I pointed to the upper shelf. 
He looked puzzled, then stepping on a chair, his eye 
followed mine. In a second the packet was in his
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hand. The result you know," and Dolton relapsed 
into his usual calm quiet manner.

" You have been a true friend," s&id John, "and I 
thank you. I can say no more. Perhaps the day 
may come when I shall repay your kinduess. But 
why should Vincent do this ? "

"Simply because he was anxious for his own ad 
vancement, and cared nothing for the means. He 
had heard that you had been threatened with dis 
missal, and he took a ready mode of securing it. But 
do not let us speak of him. You will come back to us?"

"Yes," said John, " it would be best I think. But 
I shall ask that Vin 
cent may be allowed 
to stay also."

" You will p " saic 
Dolton in surprise 
John glanced at hk 
wife who was seated at 
the table near him. She 
looked up.

" We both think that 
it is our duty to for 
give a wrong, Mr. Dol 
ton."

" There would be few. 
I fear, who would so 
act," he answered.

" Dolton" said John 
Erskine earnestly. " ] 
was proud hasty, arro 
gant. Pride has had 
a fall. I have been at 
school with sorrow and 
experience, and I trust 
I have learnt their les 
sons. Through God's 
mercy, and also }rour 
friendship, the days are 
brighter now. But all 
my life long I shall be 
thankful that for a 
while I walked "in 
stony places." 
E.STANSBY WILLIAMS.

plague. God had separated Israel from Egypt in all 
the later plagues. While Egypt suffered, the Israelites 
were untouched by harm. (Ex. viii. 23, and x. 23). But 
now this division was to be more marked than ever. 
It was to be seen what a great difference exists be 
tween one who serves God and one who serves Him 
not. This is a very important matter. God's Word 
is full of this contrast. Yet how many people live as 
if it were of no consequence whether they are among 
the servants of God or not. It will be seen to be of 
the greatest consequence one day, as clearly as in 
Egypt in the time of the tenth plague. This last 
plague was the death of the firstborn. " All the

FLOWERS AND 
H E A L T H.—Professor 
Mantogazza of Pavia 
has lately discovered 
that ozone is generated 
in immense quantities 
by all plants and flowers 
possessing green leaves 
and aromatic odours. 
Hyacinths, mignonette, 
heliotrope, lemon,mint, 
lavender, narcissus, 
cherry-laurel, and the 
like, all throw off ozone 
largely on exposure to 
the sun's rays. So 
powerful is this great 
atmospheric purifier 
that it is the belief of 
chemists that whole 
districts can be re 
deemed from the deadly 
malaria which infests 
them bysimply covering 
them with aromatic 
vegetation.

faith

IV.
THE PASSOVER.

Heb. ii. 28 ; Ex. xii.
N our last paper we considered the plagues 
of Egypt and the hardness of Pharaoh's 
heart. .Nine times God's hand had smote 
him, and Moses endured the king's anger 
as " seeing Him who is invisible." By 
faith Moses passed through that terrible 
time, and he needed yet more abundant 

uphold him through the trial of the last

first-born in the land of Egypt snail die, from the 
first-born of Pharaoh that sitteth upon his throne, 

. even unto the firstborn of the maidservant that is 
behind the mill, and all the firstborn of beasts ; and 
there shall be a great cry throughout all the land of 
Egypt" (Ex. xi. 5-7). Other plagues had been ter 
rible, but none had ever called forth " a great cry " 
such as this. When death comes into a house, it is 
like nothing else—that silence—that still form ! 
Think what it must have been when this was the case 
in every house in the country. From the palace 
down to the lowliest dwelling, there was death in 
each house. The blow fell upon Pharaoh now in the 
person of his son. His country had suffered: Pharaoh 
did not seem to care; but now his eldest son—his 
pride, the heir to his throne—was smitten. This 
was the blow that Pharaoh could not stand. " He 
called for Moses and Aaron by night" and said,

" Rise up and get you forth from among my people " 
(ch. xii. 31). At last the proud man had to yield. 
Oh ! how vain it is to fight against God!

But how were the children of Israel to be spared in 
the night of the " great cry ?" Moses received from 
God special commands concerning this, which as God's 
servant he faithfully carried out. The Passover was 
not Moses' plan, it was God's law. The story of the 
feast was this. Every household was to take a lamb, 
one as perfect of its kind as possible, and to keep it 
for four days. Then, on the same night, when 
the destroying angel went forth, the lamb was to be 
lolled, and its blood was to be sprinkled on the top 

of the door, and on each 
doorpost—those stains 
almost thus forming 
the outline of a cross. 
Then the door was to 
be closed, and the lamb 
was to be roasted for 
the feast, and eaten 
wiih bitter herbs. The 
remainder was to be 
buint. The people as 
they eat it were to have 
their "loins girded" 
—resolution, " shoes 
on their feet"—prepa 
ration, and "a staff in 
their hand," as pil- 
grims " in haste." It 
was not a merry feast, 
but very solemn, with 
death all around them, 
and their longed-for 
journey before them. 
All these commands 
were given by God to 
Moses,and it must have 
been an anxious time 
for him to see all 
carried out. He needed 
strong faith to help 
him through that night. 
Moses did not ask why 
all this should be done. 
He trusted God and 
went forward. The 
people trusted God also 
at this time. They 
might have asked, 
" What has our killing 
a lamb to do with leav 
ing Egypt?" It is just 
this question which we 
may do well to ask now. 
God taught much in 
the days of the Old 
Testament by living 
pictures or types. We 
do not need this now, 
as we have God's writ 
ten Word. Abel's lamb 
and the Passover lamb 
are the same living pic 
ture or type of Christ, 
the "Lamb of God." 
In Him there was no 
spot, or blemish, and 
the meekness and gen 
tleness of our Lord's 
beautiful character 
might fitly be typified 
by a lamb. Then there 
was the sprinkled blood. 
This is the great point 
of all. Every true 

Israelite must have the blood-mark upon his door, and 
it meant this for him, " I believe in salvation in God's 
•way; I deserve to die as much as any Egyptian, but 
the lamb has died instead." Here is a picture of the 
Gospel: We are in danger; we deserve to die—how 
are we to be delivered ? It can only be in God's way. 
We can never get out of the " house of bondage " by 
our own efforts. Unless the mark of Christ's blood 
is upon us, there is no safety for us. The blood-stain 
on the door took the form of a cross ; so by the 
Cross of Jesus is our salvation. The Bible teaches 
us this from end to end—there is no salvation but 
by the blood, the "precious Uood of Christ." Never 
was this truth more clearly set forth than in the 
Passover. Our blessed Lord said of Moses, "he 
wrote of ME " (John v. 46) ; and truly, in the history 
of the Passover night, wrote of HIM, and preached 
salvation through the atoning blood of God's Lamb.
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Never would Moses, never could Israel forget the 
Passover night. The Feast was to be kept every 
year, and it was kept on until Christ came. What is 
the teaching of the Passover for ourselves ? " Let us 
keep the feast." There were two parts in the Pass 
over: (1) the sprinkled blood; (2) the feast upon 
the lamb ;—the one to save, the other to strengthen. 
This is just what the bread and wine signify in the 
Lord's Supper. That is our Passover feast. Christ 
gave us a command to keep it " till He come," and 
all who love Him ^v^ll do so. It will remind us that 
we need Christ's blood. Do we know that yet ? If 
Israel had gone out of their houses that night, death 
would have overtaken them. So are we in danger of 
death eternal unless we 
are sprinkled with 
Christ's blood. It is 
that, and that alone, 
that can save us from 
the stroke of the destroy 
ing angel, and deliver 
us from the " house of 
bondage." 

MAEGAEKT ESDAILE.
A WONDEEFTJL 

GEOTTO.—A correspon 
dent in Cagliari writes 
the following description 
of the stalactite grotto 
discovered not long ago 
at Dorgali, in Sardinia, 
which is approached by 
a difficult and tortuous 
path leading down into 
a gloomy ravine on the 
mountainous coast. "The 
grotto commences by an 
ample space, the vault of 
which is supported on 
columns. On the rocky 
ground may be^seen the 
print of a human toot. 
From this place you 
enter a vast hall of such 
magnificence that it ex 
torts an exclamation of 
wonder. Sixteen columns 
with vari-coloured capi 
tals rise from the marble 
floor and sustain a pure 
white roof, from which 
depend the figures of 
birds, guns, serpents, 
baskets of fruit, and a 
thousand other tricks oi1 
Nature. But the most 
striking object is an altar 
ornamented with enor 
mous baskets of coloured 
flowers, and on which are 
large candelabra and a 
shrine so exactly imi 
tated that you are 
tempted to try to open 
it in order to see the 
chalice within. From 
the roof above hang fes 
toons of flowers, which 
reach down almost to the 
altar as if attempting to 
conceal it. The most 
wonderful thing in the 
hall was, however, the 
petrified skeleton of a 
majestic stag, which 
was partly destroyed by 
visitors, and the spine of 
which has been sent en 
tire to a professor of 
natural history in Cag- \ 
liari."

the Providence that rules all things, and testimony to 
great eternal truths.

A good many years ago, on moving into a new 
neighbourhood (we were living in Ireland), I began 
to look about among the peasantry near for some 
respectable poor woman whom I could bring into 
the house to assist the servants, when, from 
any of the changes that arise in every day life, 
an extra pair of hands is wanted, and a little 
elderly woman called Nelly Barrow was recommended 
to me.

She had the dark-blue eye so expressive of the 
emotional temperament with a touch of drollery in 
it that marks the Celtic nature, her hair was grey,

"GUIDING LITTLE HABOLD'S FOOTSTEPS."—See Page 42

annals

'M as happy as a Queen." The words were 
said to me lately under circumstances 
which, by their contrast, made them cur 
ious to listen to, and impel me to tell the 
little tale connected with the cheery asser 
tion. Even as the veriest trifles some 
times show the course that great events 
will take, so amid the " short and simple 

of the poor," are often found illustrations of

and she still retained something of the clear rosy 
complexion of early days.

Her whole appearance was scrupulously clean, from 
the white linen cap with its double row of stiff border 
ing, to the patched brown stuff dress, well mended 
apron, and stockings of home spun wool.

Very much what was wanted she proved to be as 
to work, and before long, from the circumstance of 
tedious illness occurring in the family, she be 
came for several months one of our domestic staff, 
being a valuable help in a time of worry and over 
work to the servants, for Nelly, poor peasant 
woman as she was, had a fund of homely know 
ledge, which, with her ceaseless industry and care

ful way of doing things, made up a good deal of 
value.

A very great deal indeed in her own little sphere, 
for she had an invalid husband, a sickly sister, and 
an old doating mother to care for, and in a degree to 
provide for also. Her husband had been in the army, 
and was discharged incapacitated on a pension of 
ninepence a day; and this, with Nelly's earnings, 
and a trifling and uncertain addition from plain 
needlework that her sister sometimes was able to 
procure, made up the subsistence of the family, all 
helpless creatures except Nelly herself The aged 
mother was indeed worse than helpless, ner mind 
was quite gone, but she had so much bodily health 

....._.._ __ and strength that she 
was always moving 
about, going here and 
there without any one, 
and requiring much 
watching to keep her out 
of danger.

More than once she 
had set herself on fire, 
and she would give any 
thing she could lay hold 
of to the travelling beg 
gars, who in Ireland in 
fest country districts; 
besides which, living as 
they did near the sea, 
there was a constant fear 
that the poor creature 
might wander to the 
cliffs, which were a short 
way off, and be killed by 
falling over.

Earnings were scarce 
in that part of the coun 
try, employment of any 
kind hard to get, and 
though Nelly was cer 
tainly needed by her half 
helpless relatives, she 
was nevertheless very 
glad of the winter's work 
she had in our house 
and most grateful for 
the payment, which she 
refused to take until the 
end of the time, " that 
the money might all 
come in a lump," when 
off she went and bought 
a suit of clothes for her 
husband, and a pig. It 
was " the biggest lift," 
she said, she ever got.

After long trial with 
the poor old woman, she 
passed away, leaving 
JS'elly the satisfaction, as 
she told me/ of knowing 
that she "had never 
wanted a meal's meat, 
nor a warm wrap to put 
about her."

Then her husband be 
came bedridden and 
much more suffering 
than before. Patiently 
and tenderly Nelly and 
her sickly sister did 
everything they could 
for his relief, and ate 
their own porridge dry, 
and drank their weak tea 
without milk, that old 
Jim might have all the 
little that their scraggy 
old goat gave them.

But the time drew 
near when Jim, poor disabled crippled Jim, who though he had never been 

in an actual battle, had suffered equally as much, from 
fever in India and ophthalmia in Egypt, two ship 
wrecks, and one explosion, Jim was dying.

For the last time the minister signed his pension 
paper, and a neighbouring farmer gave Sally, the 
sickly sister, a seat in his market-cart to the town, 
some miles away, where a Government officer attended 
to pay the pensions.

It had always been a glad day when Jim's pension 
came in. Ninepence a day, accumulating for three 
months, comes to what seemed to them a great sum. 
It paid their little bill at the small country shop, 
where from quarter to quarter their meal and flour,
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and the tea, sugar, and tobacco, that Jim could not 
do without, were supplied to them, and it paid for the 
cutting and carting home of the peat that formed 
their fuel, and when a portion had been laid aside 
towards the rent, if there was anything left, it bought 
flannel or shoes for Jim, " for he's that bad with 
rhumatiz," said his wife, "he can't want a bit o' 
comfort. A healthy body may, but he can't."

Poor Nelly ! She was the one who wanted; for as 
sure as a warm garment of any kind was given to her, 
she transferred it to Sally, who, she declared, "could 
neither work nor want;" and once she really did annoy 
me, for having given her some strong warm linsey for 
a gown, I saw it on " soldier Jim,'' as his neighbours 
called him, turned into a waistcoat and trousers.

But warfare and want were alike over for him; 
and when Sally was helped out of the farmer's cart, 
and tottered over to his bedside with the little 
crumpled parcel in her hand, Jim took no notice.

" Woudna ye like to see ye're money ? " she said. 
" ye're ain hard aimed money ? " and she spread it 
before him.

Jim opened his eyes, gave one unsteady look, and 
with his trembling hand pushed the money back to 
her.

Had it been all the Bank of England held, it 
would have been of no value to him then.

Next day he died.
I never saw any one more utterly broken down by 

bereavement than poor Nelly was; and though in her 
own homely practical way she had a strong hold on 
religious truth, she could take no comfort in it.

The loss, the loneliness, the sadness of poor Jim's 
sufferings, these ideas filled her mind to the exclusion 
of all others, and several weeks passed without any 
apparent lessening or calming of her distress. So I 
heard, for illness had prevented my going to see her, 
and I sent now to ask her to come and see me. She 
knew I had been ill, and formerly would have been 
sure to come often to ask for me, and though I was 
told she had not been out of her own house since her 
husband died, I felt sure my message would bring 
her.

Poor Nelly ; she was an old woman, but truly she 
looked twent}r years older than when last I had seen 
her. She could do nothing but cry and cover my 
hand with kisses, sobbing outbroken words of thanks 
for the little comforts that we used to send to Jim. 
After a time she grew calmer, and seemed to be 
relieved by going over all Jim's good qualities.

They had no children, and she said she never 
mourned for this till now, for no one was desolate 
who had a son or daughter to turn to ; " but for me 
an' Sally there's jist the poorhouse."

Now, no words can overstate the aversion the Irish 
peasantry have to going into the poorhouses, and as 
outdoor relief is very rarely given, numbers drag on 
an incredibly miserable existence sooner than live in 
them.

Somehow I had not realized the loss that Jim's 
pension must be to Nelly, knowing as I did how the 
chief expenditure in the little household was always 
for him, and her words quite startled me.

"Why," I said, "you were not depending alto 
gether on your husband's money; you and Sally can 
always earn something."

" We're getting old an' stupid," she said in a 
dreary voice, "an" it's little sewing Sally gets since 
them machines has come intil the counthry, an' my 
strength's leaving me that way I can hardly carry 
the wrack."

For the gathering of sea-weed, called by the country 
people " wrack/' had been one of Nelly's industries, 
for the potatoes were manured by it, and if they were 
so fortunate as to collect more than was sufficient for 
this purpose, it was readily sold.

Certainly Nelly did not look like one who could 
carry a '' back-burden of wrack," which means a 
large creel, or open hamper, strapped round the 
shoulders and tightly stuffed with the cold, wet sea 
weed.

"This November'11 see us wanting a roof," she 
continued, " ochone ! but I'm foolish to think o' 
sich things, but I've my mother's chist, an' her wheel 
an' her creepy,* an' I've Jim's bit claes, an' his belt 
that he thought so much o', and still got a bit o' pipe 
clay for when he'd go for the pensian—what'll I do 
wi' them ? Say ye go in yersel', ye can't take nothia' 
in there wi' ye."

* Low stool.

REMAKKABLE DISAPPEARANCE! of all Dirt from Everything, by 
using HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. BEWAKD !!—Purity, Health, and 
Perfect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It is a pure DKY 
SOAP in fine powder, and lathers freely in Hot or Cold 
Water. " KKSTTSP. IMITATION'S—INSIST UPON HUTSOH'S." (ADVI.)

"I don't believe you'll go at all, Nelly," I said, 
"you'll never be in the poorhouse," turning over at 
the same time in my mind some expedient for pre 
venting such a catastrophe.

" We canna wrong Joe Smith,'' she said, " he 
must hae his rent, or his house; he's but poor 
himsel.''

This man, their landlord, was a small farmer near. 
Nelly went on to explain that the pig they had 

would pay the rent at the coming November, but 
after that they had no prospect but the poorhouse, 
" tbough Sally won't let me say this," she continued. 
"' Where's ye're faith Nelly,' she aye says, but I 
think I've lost it; I can't see nothing but jist dis 
tress."

Now believing as I did that both these poor women 
knew Christ as a Saviour, and in and through Him 
believed in the mercy and love of God the Father; 
that they were well read in the Scriptures, took delight 
in public worship, and lived their humble lives blame 
lessly in the sight of men, I felt that they had ground 
for trust and confidence in God far beyond what 
Nelly's words implied, and looking up to Him for 
help, I endeavoured to comfort her by speaking to her 
of God's power, and then of His close and minute pro 
vidential direction of all things; He who calleth the 
stars by their names, counting the hairs of our heads, 
and marking the sparrow's fall; and of His plain and 
special promises to the helpless, the destitute, and, 
above all, to the widow; and I tried to press it home 
on her that our part is to believe these promises, and 
take them to God in prayer for fulfilment to ourselves 
personally, in His own good time and way.

Nelly knew all this. Not a text I mentioned that 
sbe could not have repeated; but her naturally cheerful 
temperament had given way under the long strain of 
attending her husband, and physical exhaustion had 
something to do with her depressed and hopeless 
feelings. I could see that the assent she gave to all 
that was put before her was that of the understanding 
more than of the heart; but still it was good to 
arouse even the attention to these blessed truths ; and 
He whose mercies are over all His works, could give 
His own gift of faith to rest on them.

I had a strong impression that the home of this 
poor humble industrious creature would be preserved 
to her; and I determined to exert myself that it 
might be so, at the same time encouraging her to 
pray that if it were God's will, this comfort might be 
granted to her; but above all things to cast herself 
fully and without doubt upon Him who has said 
" Let thy widows trust in Me."

And now I take up this little sketch at the present 
time, eight years after the period last told of.

Nelly and her invalid sister never went to the poor 
house, and never since the dark days when destitution 
seemed before them, have they wanted for any of the 
necessaries of life, while many additional comforts 
have been theirs.

Friends have been raised up for them among people 
who then had not heard their names before, and 
various simple employments such as knitting, card 
ing wool, &c., have been supplied to them.

The goat grew unmanageable and had to be sent 
away, and the pig also soon became more than they 
could work with; and with it went the last means for 
paying the rent, which the yearly sale of a pig had 
until then chiefly accomplished.

This rent was not a large sum, being a little over 
£3; but food and fire took all their small earnings, 
though little gifts often came to help them.

Now from this time tlie rent ^uas always provided.
The day on which it was due never came round

but some one sent it to Nelly; more than once two
people joined in doing so—that is, in making up the
requisite sum.

Several times it was paid by people renowned for 
stinginess, and who were never known to part with 
any sum, however small, that they could possibly 
withhold. Twice the money was given spontaneously 
by those who could have done it only by much self- 
denial.

Surely the same hand that sen't the prophet of old 
his miraculous supplies could be traced in the un 
locked for and wholly unexpected provision thus 
made for preserving the home of this poor widow, and 
her still more helpless sister.

Jim had been dead about five years when some of 
those from whom this bounty came went to live in 
distant lands and death removed others.

Just then a person who had house property in the 
place, but did not reside there, coming only when 
business required it, and then but for a brief period— 
this person suddenly gave Nelly the free use of a 
cottage for her life, and for the life of her sister if i

she should survive her. It was a very small place, 
but dry and warm and in a good neighbourhood, 
tenanted by respectable working people. There were 
no conditions attached; it was perfectly free, and the 
person who did this was one noted for what is known 
as " hardness " in all dealings with money. About 
the same time a small allowance was obtained for 
the sisters, from a fund administered by trustees 
living in a distant place.

To one knowing all these circumstances nothing 
seemed so remarkable as the channels through which 
God's bounty came to these poor people. Often the 
most xinlikely that could be, and those along which 
no rills of charity were ever before known to flow.

"I want for nothing," said Nelly lately, as the 
writer laid some little gilts beside her, asking if there 
was anything else that she required, '"'I want for 
nothing."

Knitting being their chief employment she was 
asked if they had lately got any stockings to knit.

" Oh, aye, we still get some, an' many a wee present 
too; " looking at the parcels I had laid down.

" I am glad to see you keeping so well Nelly," I 
said, " it is such a blessing to be well," and here I 
spoke feelingly, for long and painful illness had been 
my lot.

"I've the very best o' health, thank you, ma'am, 
only feeble in the limbs."

She was standing with both hands on a heavy 
headed stick that had been Jim's, and being much 
stooped now, she looked up at me as she spoke, with 
something of the same bright lively glance that I 
remembered being struck with many years ago when 
first I knew her.

'' I want for nothing," she repeated, " everybody's 
good to me; I've a good home here, an' there's a 
grand home waiting for me up above. I'm as happy 
as a queen !"

Just then poor old Sally, much crippled and stone 
deaf came hobbling in, and seeing the expression of 
pleasure on Nelly's face she smiled at her in an in 
quiring way, Nelly still joyous looking, pointed up 
ward ; the other understood the sign and repeated 
it.

" I can't make her hear," said Nelly, " but she 
knows what that means."

"Nelly," I said, "do you remember the time of 
Jim's death how hard you found it to trust in God. 
You remember the day you came to see me ? "

" Aye, sure, I could take no comfort until afther a 
bit, when I saw intil the promises; oh, but I've found 
them all true ! "

" You little thought that day that you and Sally 
would have been brought through these years as you 
have been."

" I could think o' nothing but the disgrace o' the 
poorhouse," she said with a quiver in her voice, " an 
instead o' that mercy an' goodness have followed me; 
we've had aye a good home an' all we needed, we're 
very frail both o' us now, but we trust our good 
Shepherd."

"It's a groat pleasure," I said, "to see you so 
contented and happy."

"I'm jist that," she said; "many a time I tell 
mj'sel' I'm as happy as a queen ! "

How many there'are who in the possession of all 
the honours, comforts, and advantages of life, yet 
know little of either contentment or happiness !

As of old so is it now, " the blessing of the Lord 
it maketh rich and He addeth no sorrow with it."

S. GBEGG.

ANCIENTLY at the port of Ephesus merchants used to 
purchase timber. It was brought there in large quanti 
ties, and from far distances. It was the custom for each 
one to seal his purchase with his own peculiar seal. 
Then it was often left exposed to wind and weather for a 
long period. It could at any lime be claimed by any one 
bearing the signet-ring which answered to the signet.

A merchant to the city came,
Who in his far-off land, 

Had planned a fair and lovely home,
Which evermore should stand. 

A firm foundation he had laid,
The corner-stone was placed ; 

And with the choicest carving work,
The building must be graced.

For Infants, Invalids, and the Aged, NEAVE'S FOOD is by far 
the best and cheapest. It was established in 1825, and is sola 
everywhere in one-pound, one-shilling canisters, and wholesale by 
J. E. NEAVE & Co., fording bridge, Salisbury. (Anvi.)
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Now, pile by pile, ho chose and bought,

Then sealed with signet-ring : 
The mark was faint, but yet it bore

The impress of a king. 
A precious store he bought and sealed,

Then left, and years pass'd by ; 
It stood unclaimed, and none knew why,

The owner let it lie.
The winter's rain upon it fell,

And summer's scorching ray; 
While the seal-mark, so faint at first,

Grew deeper every day. 
At last one came and brought the wood,

O'er sea and surging stream ; 
And soon the merchant's house was decked

With many a polished beam.
0, child of grace, it's you who are,

By God the Spirit sealed; 
In you, ere long, shall glory flash,

And beauty be revealed. 
Pear not, though storms upon you beat,

Though angry devils frown ; 
He who has sealed will claim you His,

And you He will take home.
He bought you His, at costly price,

Be3rond the price of gold ; 
His own loved Son came down to claim

The souls He now does hold. 
And can ye not in Him put trust,

Though now in grief and woe ? 
You bear His seal, which daily grows

More clear upon your brow.
Long time may pass, yet faint ye not,

In Jesu's might be strong; 
The longest time will soon pass by,

His coming is not long. 
The longest, hardest toil on earth,

Will soon be past and gone; 
The messenger will surely come,

The sealed be taken home.
GEO. N. WlLLOMATT.

By EDITH C. KENYON. 

CHAPTEE IX.
" GOD WILL HELP YOU."

FTER a while, seeing that her words had 
no effect in the way she desired, Miss 
Fifz Esmond changed the subject, saying—•

"But now, dear, about your future life; 
you want to be brave and true in future." 

"I do! I do!" I cried; "I will yet keep my promise to mother."
"Don't you think, Harry, the first step will be to 

try and undo as much as possible of what has been 
done wrong—the deception that you regret so much 
having practised on your cousins, for instance P "

"Couldn't I begin afresh, and just leave the old as^it stands, Miss Fitz Esmond ? "
"Whoso confesseth and forsaketh his sin. shall have mercy," she said gently.
"I see—I'll tell them straight out when I get home that my father isn't dead."
" But stay; did not your uncle forbid that ? " 
" Yes ! Miss Fitz Esmond, what am I to do ? " "Let us ask God."
So we prayed about it, and then it seemed clearer.
"Miss Fitz Esmond," I said, with what an effort

may be imagined, " I'll talk it over with uncle, and
ask him to allow me to explain as much as isnecessary."

" When will you speak ? " 
" To-night, after tea—about seven o'clock." 
"I shall be praying for you then. He who is mighty to save will help you."
"Miss Fitz Esmond," I sai<j againj after a short 

pause, "I'll do the other thing too." 
"H What is that ?" 
" I'll ask aunty to allow me to go to church with

(ADTT.)

her on Sundays, and I will tell her I do not skate, so 
it's no use coming with my cousins." 

" That is right, God will help you." 
It was twilight now, and Captain Mordant entered, 

saying he was ready to drive me home in the dog 
cart.

" I shall send for you again," whispered Miss Fitz 
Esmond as she said good-bye.

The captain did not talk much as we drove along 
the frosty road. Sometimes I have thought Miss 
Fitz Esmond had given him a hint to allow me time 
to think, and certainly I needed it, for my mind was 
much preoccupied. I trembled very much when I 
looked forward to the step I was about to take. 

Once the captain broke the silence by asking— 
" Do you like her ? "
"I do just!" was my enthusiastic rejoinder. " Don't you ? " 
"Bather!"
The captain's tone was indescribable. We had 

mentioned no name, but that was unnecessary. There 
was only one Miss Fitz Esmond in the world for us. 

To my surprise Captain Mordant came in for a 
few minutes and joined us at the tea-table. He was 
very kind and pleasant to all, but especially to my 
uncle, whom he left in high good humour.

" Good-bye, little hero," he said in a low tone, as I 
followed him to the door and slipped my hand 
timidly into his.

"Oh, I'm not that; I'm such a coward," I 
faltered.

" Nay, you're a sight braver than I. Gfo on; go 
through with it all; don't be a half-and-half soldier," 
said the captain, and in another minute he was 
driving rapidly away, while I stood at the door 
looking after him, and then with a lonely, lonely 
feeling up to the twinkling stars.

Then the hall clock struck seven, and I went in.

CHAPTEE X.
MOKE TEOUBLES.

THE dreaded interview was over at last, and I had 
slipped off to bed to hide my tear-stained face from 
my cousin's observation. Oh ! it had been hard to 
bear. I should never have got through it if it had 
not been for the remembrance of Miss Fitz Esmond, 
and the feeling she was asking for help for me—• 
and I was helped exceedingly.

Uncle had been very angry, and had sneered a 
good deal at my scruples, and I had not aunt's kind 
helpful presence, for I had followed him into his 
study after Captain Mordant left.

"It will be extremely foolish, boy, to revive the 
subject, and make a talk among the children about 
your father," he had said more mildly towards the 
close of the interview, when, I think, my impassioned 
pleading had had some effect.

'' Let me tell them P " I had still persisted. 
" Nay, boy, I'll do it for you, and say it was your 

wish ; but, mark ye, it's not necessary to tell them 
what he is, or rather was ; I shall merely say he went 
wrong, so we never mention him."

And that was all uncle would concede, and indeed, 
it was all that was necessary, though, in the depths 
of my humiliation and remorse, I should have dis 
closed everything.

" Thank you,5 ' I sobbed, " and will you say I'm
awfully sorry I deceived them about his being dead ? "

"Yes, yes; how veiy absurd these new-fangled
notions of yours are," said my uncle impatiently,
beginning to grow angry again.

I was soon asleep that night, worn out with tears 
and grief, but I awoke two or three hours after I had 
gone to bed to find Aunt Patty leaning over me, 
carefully shading the light of the lamp she was 
carrying from my eyes.

"Auntie,'' I whispered, only half awake, "I'm so 
very sorry."

"Darling,'' she rejoined, and her dear voice was 
choked with sobs, " I feel for you so much—don't 
mind the boys if they are a little rough—you are a 
good brave child."

" May I," I whispered then, " may I, dear aunty, 
go to church with you on Sundays instead of to skate; 
for I never do that now, I only watch the others."

" Certainly; you should have told me before if you 
wished it, Harry."

So that matter was soon settled, and my aunt left 
me considerably comforted. What a dear creature 
she was ! I went to sleep again wondering how she 
could cry over me.

The next day I found my cousins would not sp3ak

tome, except in their father and mother's presence. 
Even Katie turned aside when I drew near her, 
thinking I would venture to try and explain.

At school it was just the same, Alick and Sydney 
cut me at every opportunity.

" I say, Mort, all your kind seem to be out with you, 
what's up ? " asked my especial friend, young Hacker. 

But I shook my bead mournfully, saying, "I can't explain."
" But, I say, is it your fault, Morti ?" 
" Partly," I muttered, turning sadly away. 
School was just over, and I set off home by myself, 

thinking I would not join my cousins in the use of 
the pony, and feeling too miserable to care muui how 
far I walked.

Alick and Sydney passed me, by-and-by, without 
taking the slightest notice of my presence, while I 
felt so much hurt and so thoroughly downcast that 
I had not spirit enough left to make them hear me explain.

For many days after that things were pretty much 
the same. I found from one or another of them that 
what my cousins professed to resent the most was 
my own deception in making them believe my father 
was dead, and then, too, no doubt it was disagre- 
able to learn they had a relation of whom they had 
cause to be ashamed, though to what extent they did 
not know. The girls came round the first and tried 
to be the same as ever, though I fancy they felt a 
little contempt for the cousin who had been so weak. 
But Alick, Sydney, and even little Tottie, lost no 
opportunity of showing their dislike to me and my 
conduct. I thought in this they were encouraged by 
their father—at any rate, he did not seem displeased 
with them for it, and he was exceedingly disdainful 
to me himself, which hardly seemed fair when it was 
he who had led me into the deception, but I know it 
was my confessing it and trying to be good now which 
vexed him most.

I think if it had not been for Aunt Patty, I could 
hardly have borne it all as I did. She was so kind, 
and took me so especially under her own wing, that 
that alone occasioned no small amount of jealousy 
and vexation among her boys.

Then I had another great trouble to bear just then. 
No invitation came for me to go again to Gwyn-lyne 
Court, and I felt as if my new friends, and especially 
Miss Fitz Esmond, had forsaken me. Sunday after 
Sunday came and went, but not once was I asked to 
spend the day with Miss Fitz Esmond, or did I hear 
why she had not fulfilled her promise.

I went to church once every Sunday with my aunt 
and uncle and the girls, but that did not seem to help 
me much, for the clergyman of our parish church 
preached very learned discourses, which never seemed 
to bear much relation to my own peculiar trials and 
difficulties.

At last, one Sunday, it happened that Aunt Patty, 
not being very well, had decided to stay at home, 
and uncle saying he did not care to go without her, 
we children were sent to church alone, the boys too; 
for there was no especial amusement to lure them 
into Sabbath-breaking on that occasion.

Katie, I and Evie set off a little before them, and 
were proceeding along quietly and happily, when we 
heard the three boys approaching behind. They 
seemed particularly excited about something, and, as 
they came up, Sjdney tipped my hat over my eyes 
from behind, exclaiming, " I wonder you girls can be 
so thick with a story-telling1, low-lived fellow like 
that. I've just found out about his father; he——"
here his voice was lowered so that I could not hear 
the rest, but I turned just in time to see Kate's look 
of horror at his disclosure.

Nothing doubting that he had told her the truth, 
and sick at heart at the effect it had had on the 
amiable girl, I just looked at him in my distress, and, 
without a word, turned and walked slowly away.

Sydney's ringing laugh followed me, " Fly, coward, 
you may fly!" he shouted derisively, "but you 
can't escape the truth."

I did not turn, however, but walked on and on 
until I found myself passing by the little church 
where I had gone that Sunday with Miss Fitz 
Esmond. What a way I must have walked ! The 
last bell was tolling, and I Mt a sudden impulse to 
go in.

I did so, and looked round for Miss Fitz Esmond. 
There she was, surrounded by a number of ladies and 
gentlemen, but I did not see Captain Mordant. 
Once, during the singing of a hymn, our eyes met, 
and she coloured and looked exceedingly grieved and 
sad. I don't think I heard much of the sermon after 
that; the preacher was a stranger, and I sat with my 
eyes fixed upon Miss Fitz Esmond, longing for her 
to look at me again. But she did not raise her eyes
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until I rose to go out, then she turned on me a quick, 
loving, pitying look, which made me determined to 
try to speak to her. So I stood aside in the little 
porch till all the great people from the Court passed 
out. Miss Fitz Esmond was the last. As she went 
by I looked up at her imploringly, but she shook her 
head, and drawing herself up a little stiffly, turned 
abruptly from me. Her coldness nearly broke my 
heart. What did it mean ? She must have heard 
particulars either of my father or myself which had 
changed even her pitying love for me into dislike. 
Or perhaps, on second thoughts, she had determined 
to have nothing more to do with a convict's son.

I was in despair; and from that day a cold, hard, 
don't care feeling seemed to freeze me up, and make 
me change into quite a different character.

Friends, pity my mistake, I gave up prayer, I hadn't 
half prayed enough before, and now, just when I 
needed it the most, I gave it up entirely. Ah ! how 
could I hope to be good without that which has 
indeed been truly called " the Christian's vital 
breath." I soon found it was impossible, and then I 
gave up trying.

Yes, I don't think I had ever been a worse boy 
than I was in those months that followed. I was 
hopeless, miserable, and embittered with rage and 
hatred. Hatred of my boy cousins; but, oh ! saddest 
of all, of the father I was bound to love and honour.

(To l)e continued.)

ENTICED by warblings of a brook, I strayed 
Where haze-hung woodbine bowed before the

morn,
And fragrant woodland roses, half-betrayed 
To blushing, kissed the hedge like hope new 

born ;
But, ere the noon, dark shadows gathered fast, 
And thunder-clouds burst o'er the mountain's

brow, 
And beat the ^woodbine, down. Joy could not

last: 
I saw it then—I know it better nosv.

I stepped into a garden thick with flowers, 
Where sunbeams flung their golden shafts

athwart, 
And streamlets, willow-fringed, purled to the

bowers,
And lispt their love-song to the lilies' heart; 
And yet, I knew, ere many days wore seen, 
The darling beauty of each infant rose, 
Fresh in its world of tender, circling green, 
Would fade as daybreak wore to sunset's close.

I wandered on, where storm and mountain blast 
Were silenced by the birds and flowers of May ; 
I vainly searched for beauty that would last, 
For freshness that would never pass away. 
The woodland breathed an elegy of sound, 
The heavens were flecked with footprints of the

stars; • 
But there was parting in all things I found, 
A farewell writ o'er night's translucent bars.

Into the haunts of human kind I passed,
'Mid great heart-throbs that mean the life of

men;
I saw the greenness go from youth so fast, 
The fresh, pare floweret slowly wither then. 
The little distances 'tween man and man 
Were bridged by graves; the sunlight came and

went
Like youth's <*;lad hopes, but many a visage wan 
Hung down iu tears like wilted flower rain-bent.

What is the song of birds, or blush of flowers ? 
What is this life that oft has weary feet? 
Why, in all earth's glad days and golden hours 
Is there so little room for hearts to beat? 
It matters not that sorrow dies unknown 
Since things of joyous loveliness must die', 
Since in that hour when life seems most our own, 
Our hand3 must stay their task and fold it by.

Yet, wherefore question on that border-land, 
Where all is vague and unexplained we say ? 
Enough! that some till eve go hand in hand, 
And others sever at the opening day. 
Life drops apart like roses zephyr-blown; 
Life hath for some a canker at the core. 
One end for all—both chaff and grain are grown 
For death's full harvest: God will sift the store. 

HABRIET. KENDALL.

iktow

EMIRAM1S had a pet vulture. Virgil 
was fond of feeding a butterfly. Nero 
loved a starling as well as a fiddle. 
Commodius found congenial fellowship 
with an ape. Heliogabalus conversed 
familiarly with a sparrow. Mohammed's 
dove is one of the most famous of pets. 

The Emperor Domitian occupied his leisure in catch 
ing flies. Cardinal Richelieu amused himself with 
his collection of cats. Covvper was at no time so 
happy as when feeding his tame hares. Mazarin 
employed his leisure in playing with an ape. Alfieri 
was proud of his horses and took great delight in 
fondling and caressing them. Augustus was exceed 
ingly fond of a parrot, but still more so of a quail, 
the loss of which made him sad. Charles I. of 
England was very fond of spaniels, and the breed of 
his dogs is still famous in this country. Tiberius, 
Roman Emperor, made an intimate companion of a 
serpent, which he trained to take food out of his hand. 
Goethe rarely passed a day without bringing out from 
the chimney corner a live snake, which he kept there 
and caressed. Henry III. of France was so fond of 
spaniels that he . used to carry a litter of them in a 
basket suspended round his neck when giving his 
audiences. Louis XL, when ill in Plessis-le-Tours, 
only found pleasure in an exhibition of dancing pigs, 
oddly dressed up, which were trained for his special 
entertainment. Honorius, Roman Emperor, was so 
grieved at the loss of a favourite hen named Roma 
that he would willingly have given Rome itself to 
bring it back 5 but Alaric had taken Rome. The 
Marquis de Montespan amused himself with mice 
when occupying the gilded apartments of Versailles. 
The mice were white, and had been brought to him 
all the way from Siberia. Latude, in the Bastille, 
made companions of 26 rats who inhabited his cell. 
He gave each of them a name, and they learned to 
come to him at his call. He fed them, played with 
them, and they thus greatly relieved the ennui of his 
captivity. Pelisson, confined in the Bastille, made a 
friend of a spider, which he tamed. The jailor one 
day seeing Pelisson take pleasure in contemplating 
the insect, crushed it under his foot, and left the pri 
soner distressed and melancholy at the loss of his 
friend. Frederick the Great was a great dog-fancier. 
The painter of Razzi formed friendships with all sorts 
of animals, and he filled his house with squirrels, 
monkeys, Angora cats, dwarfs, asses, he-goats, and 
Elba ponies. Besides these, he had an enormous 
raven, who gravely strode about among the other 
animals, as if he were the exhibitor of this Noah's 
ark. When any one knocked at the door, the raven 
called, " Come in!" in a loud voice. Richter was 
very fond of tame animals, which he constantly had 
about him. Sometimes a mouse, then a great white 
cross spider, which he kept in a paper box with a 
glass top. There was a little door beneath, by which 
he could feed his prisoner with dead flies. In the 
autumn he collected his winter food for his little tree- 
frog and his tame spider. " How I wish," he wrote 
once to his friend Otto, "that you could have met me 
in the street or in the Harmony. Then you would 
have seen my little squirrel upon my shoulders, who 
bites no longer."—N. Y. Mail and Express.

• " SEE THAT YOUE HEARTS BE RIGHT."—I will 
not quarrel with you about any opinion ; only see that 
your hearts be right towards God, that you know 
and love the Lord Jesus Christ, that you love your 
neighbour, and walk as your Master walked, and I 
desire no more. I am sick of opinions; I am weary 
to hear them; my soul loathes this frothy food. 
Give me solid and substantial religion : give me an 
humble, gentle lover of God and man : a man full of

mercy and good fruits, without partiality and with 
out hypocrisy; a man laying himself out in the work 
of faith, the patience of hope, the labour of love. Let 
my soul be with these Christians wheresoever they 
are, and whatsoever opinion they are of. " Whoso 
ever thus doeth the will of my Father which is in 
Heaven, the same is my brother, and sister, and 
mother."—Wesley.
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