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50 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

' AN, come in, wiil'ee ? and shut to the 
door; you leave me here to bide 
alone, while you chatter all the time 
to that young scamp, Hob Pearson. 
It's always him, you wouldn't care if 
your old grandmother were dead and 
gone, that e' wouldn't." The speaker 

is an old woman between seventy and eighty 
years of age, a pleasant looking old dame she 
Avould have been, in her neat brown gown, coloured 
apron, and spotless white cap, had it not been for 
the fretful, peevish expression on her face; though 
that, no doubt, is in a measure due to the suffer 
ing she has gone through, for Deborah Pace has 
been a confirmed invalid for the last five j^ears, 
dependent on her granddaughter for neaiiy every 
thing. She does not want, for she has in her 
younger days been nurse at Squire Thornton's, 
who allows her so much a week, and Nan earns 
a little by her needlework. She loves her grand 
mother dearly, and does her best to be patient with 
her, though at times she tries her sorely, especially 
when she speaks unkindly of Rob Pearson, Nan's 
sweetheart, to whom she has been engaged for 
the past two years, but whom she will not consent 
to marry, while her aged grandmother needs so 
much of her love and care.

Granny Deborah has taken a most unaccount 
able dislike to Eob, and so he seldom comes 
further than the house door, where Nan talks to 
him, while her grandmother dozes in her chair.

"Nan, dear," he is saying to night, "wouldn't 
Granny spare you to come to church with me to 
morrow evening ? It's a month ago since we went 
together. Will you, Nan ? " and the young man 
looks pleadingly into the bright face beside him.

" I don't know, Eob, I can't tell to-night, 
Granny changes so, but I'll see. Maybe Letty 
Dauncey would stay wi' her. You know, Eob, 
dear, I'll come if I can," and Nan lays her hand 
affectionately on Eob's shoulder. Nan Workman 
is not exactly pretty, but she has a loveable face, 
open brown, eyes, and a clear pink colour in her 
young cheeks, her brown hair is smooth and bright, 
her lilac cotton gown and white collar and cuffs 
look fresh and clean, as she stands leaning against 
the door-post on this golden August evening, with 
the sunlight on her face.

" Nan, Nan, will you come ?" calls again the 
querulous voice from within.

"Eob, dear, I must go," says Nan. "I'll see 
about church. Come at dinner-time to-morrow, 
and I'll let you know," and with a nod and a smile 
she is gone.

Eob walks slowly down the neat gravelled path 
to the wicket gate. The roses are all a-bloom, 
red, yellow, and pink. The faint smell of 
mignonette in the border on either side of the path 
scents the air.

Eobert stops as he goes along, to tie up a tall 
hollyhock that is drooping with its weight of 
blossoms. He is head gardener at the Squire's, 
and had been there since he was sixteen, and that 
is ten years ago.

Squire Thornton knows all about Rob's engage 
ment to Nan, and the reason they cannot marry 
yet. He consoles him by telling him that it is not 
every girl who would give up her present happiness 
as Nan is doing, in order to be a comfort and stay 
to her grandmother in her sick and helpless state. 
" It will all come right in the end, Eob, mark my 
words," said the old Squire one day, when he was 
paying Eob his wages. " No one was the worse 
yet for doing their duty. Never say die. It's 
your place to help Nan, and cheer her up, instead 
of which I suspect," said the old gentleman 
smiling, as he looked at Eob's downcast face, 
"that it's Nan who cheers you up."

"Yes, sir,''answers Eob, "I believe you are 
right. It is hard, sir. I have waited two years for 
her now. I'd a most rather cut the place for a 
time if I could, till I can claim her. It 'ud be 
better than waitin' like this. It's wearyful, sir, it 
is, and I'm most afeared to go nearst the place, 
for Granny Deborah gets in sich a taking if she 
do but hear the sound of my voice; she thinks I 
be come to take Nan right off, and leave her alone, 
and no reasoning will make her believe as I 
don't. If she'd but agree to give up that cottage, 
and come and make her home with Nan and me, 
I'd have let her and welcome; but bless you, sir,

but mention such a thing, and she's all o£ a fluster 
in a minute. . No, it must bide as it is; we must 
be patient, thank ye for your kindness, sir," and 
Rob makes his bow and departs.
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Sunday evening, and Sunday peace seems every 
where.

The sweet toned bell from the village church 
rings out clearly on the still summer air.

" Come, come," it seems to say, and many of 
the villagers are wending their way towards God's 
House, obeying the tuneful summons.

Among these are Eob and Nan; they are talk 
ing earnestly as they walk along.

" Shall I go, dear ?" Eob is saying, " its for 
you to decide. I'll not move out o' the place if you 
would like me to bide, only it makes me feel as I 
shouldn't. We might be strangers for all we see o' 
each other, and then its waitin' and waitin'—

They had nearly reached the church door now 
yet Nan had not answei-ed Eob's question.

Only that morning the Squire had sent for him 
and told him he had a nephew in Canada who 
had lately come home, and he was anxious to take 
out with him an honest, trustworthy man to look 
after a large nursery'garden which he had recently 
bought. " You know, Eob," the squire had said 
" when Nan is ready for you, you can come home 
and take her out." '

All this Eob had told Nan on the way to 
church. »

" I'll tell you my answer when church is out,' 
says Nan, in a low voice, and then they reach 
the door and went in.

The text for the evening sermon is "Trust in 
the Lord." Nan is listening attentively. Hex 
brown eyes are fixed upon the preacher. He is a 
stranger to her—a friend of the Vicar's—an old, 
white-haired man, with gentle blue eyes. A 
winning smile lights up /his face. There is a 
tender pathos in his voice as he talks to his 
congregation, and urges them to put their trust in 
God, who alone is able to help them.

" Trust in Him, dear friends," he is saying, 
" implicitly, blindly even-pas a little child trusts 
in his earthly father. JBe-assured all he sends is 
for your good. Alas! how often we are tempted to 
think otherwise. How often we think that if things 
could happen as we wish/instead of as they do— 
it would be better—a*bd would it ? No, a 
thousands times no, and-'"how thankful we should 
be to that Father of Bove who stoops to order 
and direct the lives of each one of us, His crea 
tures, here below. We should try to show our 
gratitude and love to Him, then, by trusting in 
Him, and not questioning, as we are too prone to 
do, whether what happens is for the best. It must 
be for the best, if it comes from God, who loves 
us with a love far, far above that of any earthly 
friend."

" Eob," says Nan, when they are walking home 
again, " I have decided."

" Well, dear, what am I to do P" 
" Go," answers Nan, softly, yet decidedly, 

" and," she adds, "may God be with you, and 
bring you safe home to me again." 

"Amen," says Eob, reverently. 
They walk on silently for a little way, Nan 

is trying to be brave—but this news has come 
BO suddenly—such an event as Eob's going away 
has never entered her head—what a blank would 
be in her life when he went! months, perhaps 
years would pass, before they met again—and 
then, supposing Eob saw some one—but no, Nan 
could not let disloyal thoughts of Eob stay in 
her heart. She must trust in him and be true to 
him, and then leave the rest in God's hands.

" Nan, dear Nan," says Eob, huskily, when they 
reach the door of Deborah Pace's cottage, "you 
will not forget me while I am away ?—you will not 
let any of those other chaps take my place in your 
heart ? I shall always be thinking of you,' and 
working for you; promise me you will be ready 
•when I come."

"Eob," answers Nan, in a blear voice, looking 
straight at him with those trmthful brown eyes, 
" I will be true to you, whatever happens ; and, God 
sparing me till then, you will find me ready for 
you when you return for me."

" Bless you for those words, my own dear Nan! 
Good night."
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Eob has sailed, and Nan finds the time pass 
heavily at first without his visits to look forward 
to, but she tries to be content—to forget herself 
and her own feelings in making others happy. 
She, too, will have Eob's letters, for he has pro 
mised to write regularly, and to tell her all about 
himself. Granny Deborah has been more cheerful 
since Eob's departure. When Nan told her that 
Eob was going away, she seemed quite pleased, 
and thought that Nan had given him up. She 
stroked her granddaughter's hair with her withered 
hand, saying in her shrill, cracked voice:

"Ah, Nan, my girl, that's well; didn't your old 
granny tell you he was a scamp—a young scamp 
—you wouldn't leave your poor old grandmother 
for the likes o' he? would 'ee now?" Nan would 
listen quietly when her grandmother rambled on 
thus, she knew it would only anger her if she told 
her that she had no idea of giving Eob up, that 
he had not gone away for good.

Nan hears regularly from her lover all through 
the winter—long, bright, cheery letters, telling Nan 
of the home he is preparing for her, of the 
beautiful country—everything that will interest 
or amuse her. " Mr. Ord," he writes, " at the begin 
ning of March intends going into the back country 
for a month or so; he has taken up a large piece of 
land, and wants me to see it, so I shall accompany 
him. I shall have no opportunity of writing to 
you when there, as it is quite in the wilcls. Mr. 
Ord must be here again in May, so you may count 
on having a letter from me about the first week 
in June, that is if all is well."

This is the last letter Nan receives. The 
weeks and months pass slowly by, and August 
comes round again. Beautiful, golden August. 
Nan is standing at the cottage door thinking of 
this time last year when Eob bade her be true to 
him. She has kept her promise, at any rate.

Nan is alone now. Granny Deborah has gone 
to her rest, and Nan is free and only waiting for 
Eob—and he does not come.

She wrote to tell him of her grandmother's 
death, which had taken place in March. Why had 
he not written to her, or answered her letter in 
person? Nan's face looks troubled. She fears 
•something must be wrong. She does not for a 
moment think Eob has forgotten her. Her faith 
in him is unmoved. The old women shake their 
heads, and whisper among themselves, that Nan 
Workman must be a silly maid to think Eob 
Pearson Avill come back over the sea for her,— 
" many's the girl will set her cap at him,"- they 
say.

#-*###
The leaves are falling from the ti-ees. The 

apples are all gathered in, and winter is coming on 
apace, but ,Eob is still away. Nan has been up to 
the Hall with seme needlework for Mrs. Thornkm. 
She is walking'briskly home now for it is getting 
dark, and the wind is chilly. As she iiears 
the cottage, she sees the firelight flickering on 
the window blind. Some kind neighbour has 
been in to light her fire for her, against she 
returns, she thinks. Although the villagers call 
her foolish, they respect her for her constancy, and 
she has gained the name from them of " Trust 
ful Nan." She lifts the latch of the outer door, 
and, taking off her cloak and hat, hangs them in 
the little entry, and as she turns to enter the kit- 
ihen (a neat, cheerful room, which runs from back 

to front of the cottage), she sees some one standing 
by the fire. She starts and pauses—it is but for 
aia instant, and Nan is folded in Eob's strong arms. 
"Nan, my faithful little Nan," he says, "did 
you think I had forgotten you ? look up at me, 
dear, and tell me you trusted me always ?"

" Eob, dear, always, always," cries Nan, " they 
;dld me I was foolish, but I kneiu you would 
:onie," she ends simply.

Then they sit side by side on the wooden settle 
jy the fire which Eob himself has lit, and he tells 
why he has not written to her. Mr. Ord, his 
master, took a fever when they were up country, 
ind Eob nursed him through it all—with not a 
soul near for fifteen miles. " I couldn't leave him," 
says Eob, " and if he coiild only have had proper 
medicines he would have got better much quicker 
;hau he did. We were only in a shanty, built of 
.ogs. I could not: write, Nan, as I promised. 
We did not got hclme, till the end of August, 
nstead of the end of May. I found your letters 

waiting for me, so I told my master I was wanted 
at home, and when I told him why, he said that I 
was to come right away and fetch you out as quick 
as I could. He says that I saved his life, and
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he must not lose sight o' me. Well, little Nan 
will you come now ?"

" I'll go anywhere with you, you know that, 
says Nan softly. " Oh ! Eob, dear, how glad I am 
you have come at last!" And then they talk on 
about the future, never heeding the time, till the 
old clock on the wall, Granny Deborah's old clock, 
strikes eight.

" Why, Nan, how the time has flown ! I've been 
here three hours, more or less. Good night, little 
Nan," says Eob, " just the same Nan I left when 
I went away, not a bit changed, eh ?" 

"Not a bit," says Nan, truthfully. 
" Well, little woman, make your wedding dress 

at once. The banns most be put tip on Sun 
day," and then he wishes her good night, and 
leaves her, oh! so happy and contented. She 
had not trusted in vain.

That day month there is a wedding in Birch- 
dale. It is a chill, November morning, dark and 
gloomy, but there is sunlight in the hearts of 
the bride and bridegroom. They have the good 
wishes of all; for now Eob has come home heart- 
whole to marry Nan, the village gossips change 
their tone, and are as ready to praise Eob for his 
constancy, as they had been to blame him for his 
fickleness.

Happy Eob! and happy Nan! Yes, they are 
surely that now, and may they be so throughout 
that as yet untried life that lies before them. 
Troubles and sorrows they may, they must have, 
for none can tread this earth without them, birt, 
with God's blessing, they will be • the means of 
making them cling more closely to Him—of lead 
ing them hand in hand to that Home above where 
they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow 
and sighing shall flee away."

MABEL SHEWEN.

into <S0ot»;
OK,

law,

EMMA MAESHALL, 
Author of "Dayspring," "Life's Aftermath," &c. &c.

CHAPTER X. (concluded).
ES, ma'am," I said; "and I know how 

good you have been to me, and I hope 
you don't think me ungrateful. I 
would do anything to serve you, 
ma'am—anything. But I can't some 
how pretend to believe,——"

" We will not argue this, Philip," 
she said, "as I have prayed for your stepfather 
from the moment when he threatened my life, so 
I shall pray for you, that light may spring up in 
yonr darkness, and show the love and forgiveness 
of One at whose cross you must lie humbly, if you 
would be happy. Now tell me of the little brother 
and of your work ? Margaret tells me you are a 
great scholar now, and read a great deal, as well 
as stitch at your trade. Shall I lend you some 
books ? Mr. Campbell and I have a large library, 
and now we are, please God, come to live at Grey- 
stone, we hope to make them useful to our people. 
There are some books on that table. Go and 
choose one or two volumes."

I did so willingly enough, and then made my 
bow, and was retreating when Mrs. Campbell 
said—

" Come and shake hands with me, Philip. You 
are much grown, and look stronger than on the day 
we met first. Let it be still little and 900^, Philip, 
and try to pray for light—the light of the Holy 
Spirit of God. Good-bye."

I took the beautiful little hand as she offered it 
to me, and bending over it kissed it, and so I left her.

I never saw her again !

CHAPTEE XL
FREEMEN OK SLAVES.

THE next two or three years was all down hill. I 
cannot write of them" in any sort of detail. I 
seldom went near the Lees, I was afraid to do

so. I saw my little brother now and then, but 
the love which I had felt for him when a baby, 
as something still left to me, seemed dead—rather, 
like many other good things, it lay hidden by the 
rubbish I -was building up over it.

Edward was a very handsome child, and al 
though spoiled and indulged, was so sweet tem 
pered and bright, that he suffered less from indul 
gence than many would have done. My aunt 
began to be very proud of him, and I think would 
have been glad to make him her son, not only by 
adoption if that were possible.

She completely hid from him all the story of 
his father's disgrace, and the miserable circum 
stances under which he had been born. To my 
surprise I heard Edward sa.y one day to a person 
who Avas sitting at the Sunday tea-table—

" I am an orphan, father and mother are both 
dead."

" Yes ! the dear child, he has only got me for 
father and mother, bless him!" said my aunt. She 
must haA^e read the expression on my face, for she 
hastily changed the conversation.

" He Avitl knoAv he has got a father, sooner or 
later," I thought, " but I suppose it is no concern 
of mine, though lies never answer."

That was part of my new creed. Whatever did 
not answer, that is, tend to one's advancement in 
the world, must be avoided; and I knew honesty 
was the best policy. A great safeguard this 
against falling.

In one of the back streets of Eockton there 
was a room Avhich was used for the lectures of 
certain men, Avho went about the country with 
free thinking and infidel opinions. Ernest 
Brewer had spoken there several times, and he 
corresponded with one or two of the great (?) 
people. There Avas a deal of ranting about 
Reform of all kinds—Eeforms in Parliament, 
Eeforms in Trade and Commerce. There were 
lectures about the fetters wherewith Englishmen 
were bound, and frantic appeals to as young men to 
cast off" the yoke and be strong. It was all froth 
and talk, though it took mightily Avith some of us. 
One Monday, Ernest Brewer was to have lectured 
on " Immoderate Taxation and Priestcraft!" but 
he was seized Avith a bad sore throat, and told 
me I must go instead of him—make his apology 
and read his lecture.

I had never stood up 011 a platform before, 
and I felt very nervous. A rush of the old 
shame came over me, when a man. placed a stool 
by the table covered with green baize cloth, and 
whispered to me I had better stand on it, or the 
people below Avould not be able to see me.

I sipped some Avater out of the thick, dirty 
glass at my side, and cleared my throat to begin, 
when a voice called—

"Brewer! Brewer! we want Brewer! we didn't 
pay to hear you."

Then I said my friend Avas ill, and had sent me 
in his place.

Manners don't make the men of assemblies, like 
this, and I heard mutterings of " Hop o' My 
Thumb," "Little Tim," "Dwarf," and the like. 
But the chairman, a pale-faced tallow-chandler, 
called "Order," and rapped on the table till the 
glass and the water in it danced up and down. 

At last a voice said— •
" Hear! hear!'' and then I began. Ernest 

Brewer's notes wore not very full, but I warmed 
,vith my subject, and spoke after the fashion of 
some of my elders and superiors. A .silly tirade it 
was, I daresay, and yet they applauded me; and 
ihen I wiped my face Avith my pocket-handker- 
hief, and sat doAvn. I felt a very much bigger 

person than before.
The chairman nudged me rather roughly and 

said I must go forward and bow. As I did so I 
aecame conscious that eyes were fixed on me which 
aore in them a world of pity and affection. Adam 
L/ee stood so high above the others in the room, 
;hat I wondered I had not noticed him before. I 
was glad I had not done so, for I could never 
lave got on with those eyes fixed on me. There 
le stood, the very picture of a splendid athletic 
vorking man, his head Avell held up, his large 

sineAvy hands holding his felt hat before him, his 
syes—those Avonderful eyes—fixed on me. I sud 
denly sank down in my OAVH esteem again, and 
was glad to hurry away by the back door, not 
taring for any debate on what I had said, Avhich 
vas sometimes the last act in the farce of these 
meetings. A debate, where every one was of the 
ame mind, and as there was no argument things 

>ften fell flat. j

I was hastening off up the steep hill leading 
from, the lecture room, when a hand was laid on 
my arm—

_ "Phil, how are you, my boy? It's a long time 
since you have looked in on us."

" I—I am working all day," I said, " and——" 
" Speaking all night, eh ? Phil. Well, those 

doctrines you have been preaching are poor balm 
for any wounds. They don't make the poor man 
happier, depend upon it. Why, Phil, they are like 
the husks which the poor prodigal filled his 
stomach with. When will you turn to the good 
wheaten bread again ?"

" I hope never," I said, proudly. " If you 
prefer a fat slavery to lean freedom, I don't. I 
am well contented as I am."

" Humph, you don't look like it, Phil, nor do 
many of those fellows I saw down yonder 
listening to you. A parcel .of hungry, eagei'- 
looking men, wise in their own conceits, and yet 
but fools."

" I don't want to argue with you, Mr. Lee," I 
said, " it isn't any use ; but I only wish you'd be 
the champion of the working man's liberties, 
and help him to break his bonds."

" Take care you and your friends don't fasten 
them tighter," was the reply. " ' To fear God and 
honour the Queen,' is an old maxim from an old 
book, Phil; but it strikes me it is a better one 
than yours, which seems to be ' Eear no man, 
and honour yourself.' We part here—good 
night."

" How is Mrs. Lee ?" I asked, in parting. 
" But poorly. She had a little one three months 

ago, and God took it away from her, .when it was 
scarcely a month old. Then Cherry has been ailing, 
and—but why don't you come and see for yourself, 
Phil ? You'll find us at the old place till Christ 
mas, and then I am thinking of moving to the 
other side of Eockton, where my master has a 
large contract in hand for villas and a new church, 
out Stoke way, and is putting me head man at 
the works, with good wages, better than I ever 
expected."

" I'll come up to Gallows' Acre soon," I said. 
" Oh! they have altered the name. You'll see 

a board put up on the corner house—' Sussex 
Eoad;' and they are going to drain the water off 
the old quarry, and work it again for stone. Good 
night, once more, and God bless you, Phil/''

I stood where Adam left me, listening to the 
sounds of his even firm foot-falls, as he walked 
away. He, at least, was a working man who 
seemed to have no grievance. Trials had come to 
him, but he was not grumbling and dissatisfied. 
He bore bravely, as a man should ; and I confess 
I felt the difference between him and Ernest 
BreAver when I reached home.

When he was well Ernest never was a good 
temper, but when he was ill, he was irascible 
beyond telling.

" Well," he said, in a husky voice, "have you 
made a frightful hash of my lecture ? What did 
the chairman say ?"

" Oh! it did very well," I said, " I got plenty of 
' hear, hears.' "

"You did, did you. I daresay you are as stuck 
up as a peacock. I am frightfully ill; I feel as 
if I should be choked. I hope I am not going to 
die : run for a doctor."

He seemed so really ill and alarmed, that I was 
rushing out of the house for a doctor, when old 
Mrs. Brewer stopped me.

" Ernest is a pretty one to deal with, I don't go 
near him again. I put a linseed poultice i-ound his 
throat, and he just clawed it off and threw it in 
my face. I don't know what to do with him." 

" I am going to get a doctor," I shouted. 
"Some porter! lor, no; don't get porter. That's 

very inflaming."
" A Doctor." I shouted, banging the door in Mrs. 

Brewer's face.
We had a week of it. Ernest was very ill with a 

quinsy. The terrible fear which seemed to seize 
him with the thought of death was striking. He, 
who used to talk so grandly of his utter contempt, 
or all fears or hopes as to the next world when he 
was well, was now a very craven in the prospect of 
death.

The quinsy had to run its course, and the 
choking sensation was a dreadful one. I was up 
with him most nights. His friends used to look in 
for a few minutes, and then, after jerking out a few 
words, seemed onlv too slad to set awav. The night 
of 
walk

>rds, seemed only too glad to get away. The nig 
the crisis I was really frightened. I had to 

and down the little bed-room, Ernestup
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leaning on me. It was the only way ho could get 
his breath. His old grandmother sat by the fire 
crying, and I did not know what to do. Ernest 
could not speak, but he signed to me to give him a 
slate which we used for our problems. He took 
the pencil with a trembling hand, and feebly 
scrawled these words, " Pray to God for me." 
Alas ! I had said no prayer for so long. I felt 
dumb, and awe struck ten. I showed poor old 
Mrs. Brewer the slate, and wiping her eyes, she 
put on her spectacles and read what was written. 
T-hen her old quavering voice was heard raised in 
entreaty.

" 0 God, the Father of heaven, have mercy on us, 
miserable sinners," and instinctively I caught up 
the old familiar words and repeated :

" O God, the Son, Redeemer of the world, have 
mercy on us, miserable 
sinners." Relief came 
before morning, and Er 
nest Brewer's life was 
spared.

(To be continued.)

of day—that Christ went forth walking upon the 
sea. " The sea is His, and He made it" (Psalm 
xcv. 5.) He is the Creator of it, and the angry 
waves must be still under His feet (Job ix, 8; and 
Psalm, xciii, 3, 4.) It is the greatest comfort for 
any one who loves Christ to feel in the time of 
trouble that He is near—near in the dark night 
—present upon the stormy sea. The first feeling 
of the disciples, however, when they saw the Lord 
walking upon the sea was fear, for " they sup 
posed it had been a spirit." It is touching to 
notice that Christ would quiet their fear at once 
by the sound of His voice. St. Mark tells us that 
"immediately He talked with them" (St. Mark vi. 
50), and St. Matthew says "straightway Jesus 
spake unto them" (chap xiv. 27.) Christ does not 
love to have His followers afraid of Him. It

Peter Walking on the Sea.— 
St. Matthew xiv. 22-32.

'HE subject of 
our last paper 
was Christ in 
Peter's boat, 
and the les 
son learnt by 
Peter there. 

That event seems to have 
taken place in A.D. 31, 
the first year of our 
Lord's ministry. The 
date of the story that 
appears to follow next 
in the narrative of St. 
Peter's life is A.D. 32. 
Peter, therefore, must 
have been at least some 
months with our Lord, 
and this time had told 
much on Peter's Chris 
tian life. He was groiu- 
ing. This is a very im 
portant matter, as St. 
Paul shows us in He 
brews v. 11-14. It does 
not do at all for a Chris 
tian to remain a " babe" 
always. In our earthly 
life it is a sad thing to 
see a child not growing. 
"We feel at once there 
must be something 
wrong if there is no 
growth, and we do not 
wonder to see the child 
become weak, deformed, 
fading. In the Christian 
life, it is a great matter to begin, it is a great 
matter to have life at all, to be as a ''babe;" bxit 
this life must go on and grow. Peter's life had 
grown. When with Christ in the boat, he had cried, 
" depart from me for I am a sinful man, O Lord." 
Now it seemed as if he could not bear that anything 
should keep him from his Lord. The story is a 
very interesting one. A great multitude had 
been fed by Christ, and when the wonderful feast 
was over, the Lord retired to a mountain to pray. 
The disciples pulling their boat over the lake had 
a hard time " toiling in rowing" over a stormy sea. 
We find from St. Mark's account that Christ saw 
all this (St. Mark vi. 48.) But though He saw 
His disciples' trouble He did not go to them at 
once. He tried their faith by waiting. It was in 
the fourth watch, some time between three and 
six o'clock—that darkest hour before the dawn

would hurt a loving parent if he thought his child 
was afraid of him. "Perfect love castcth out 
fear" (John iv. 18.) The only thing that need 
make us afraid is unforgiven, unrepented sin.

Peter, now knowing his Lord, cries, "bid me 
come to Thee." This impulse on the part of Peter 
was so like his character. He loved his master, 
and love made him brave. He felt he could go 
through any difficulties—he could even walk on 
the waves of the sea to reach his Lord. It was a 
great thing that Peter asked—it was a miracle. 
But his faith was strong at that moment, and he 
was not afraid to ask it. Faith can ask great 
things from a great God. Christ bid Peter 
" come," and Peter was able actually to walk on 
the sea. But only for a little while. What 
stopped him ? Ah! it was his own fears. He 
saw the wind and the waves; he looked down

instead of up. When a Christian gets his eye off 
Christ he begins to sink at once. " Lean on the 
rock and look up," cried a guide to an Alpine 
climber, who was growing dizzy with the long 
ascent up the mountain side. If we are to follow 
Christ, it will not be over smooth seas or easy 
pathways always. " In the world ye shall have 
tribulation," said our Lord (St. John xvi. 33), 
but added, "be of good cheer, I have overcome 
the world."

Peter, sinking, cried, " Lord save me." Three 
little words only; but they went to the heart of 
Christ. We have the word " immediately" again. 
Christ did reproach Peter for his want of faith, 
but not while he was sinking, not till He had 
" caught him." " Immediately Jesus stretched 
forth His hand and caught him." Peter was safe 

then, and thus held up, 
he must be told how soon 
his faith had failed. " O 
thou of little faith, 
wherefore didst thou 
doubt?" Christ bears 
very tenderly with weak 
faith, but it grieves Him. 
An earthly friend would 
be grieved if we did not 
believe in him. We do 
little honour to our 
friend if we don't trust 
him. ]STow tmst will 
grow out of trial. We 
need to try our friend 
first, and then we shall 
trust him. It is so with 
the soul and God. If 
we know HIM—if we 
have tried HIM, we shall 
be able to trust HIM 
(Ps. xxxiv. 8-10). Mr. 
Moody tells a story of 
seeing some boys placed 
by a man on a high 
rail and jumping down 
into his arms. One 
boy, however, refused to 
jump. Upon inquiring 
the reason, the man 
said, "that boy is not 
my son." The boy was 
afraid to jump into the 
arms of one who was 
not his father. Have 
we not here the secret 
of real trust? Before 
we can trust God en 
tirely, we must have a 
child's spirit; we must 
know Him as our 
Father.

When Christ entered 
into the boat, "the ivind 
ceased." What a beauti 
ful picture is this! 
AVhen Christ comes 
into the heart there is 
peace, and there is no 
real peace until He docs 
come there. AVith Christ 
far away there was a 
storm on the lake, and 
toil and fear for the poor 
disciples. But with 
Christ in the boat there 
was a great calm on the 
sea, and for their 
hearts there was rest 
and joy.

May these hearts of ours be opened to let CHRIST 
in, and with Him will come a " peace that passeth 
understanding." M. E.

THE POWER OF A S JIILE.—It cheers the weary 
spirit. It kindles kind thoughts in the heart. It 
acts on the human mind as a ray of bright sun 
shine. If you meet an acquaintance and only 
salute her with a bow, let it be accompanied with a 
smile. It does you and her good alike. It stirs 
in her heart pleasant thoughts about you and 
takes off all appearance of stiffness and distance. 
The power to smile is one of God's good gifts to 
his creatures. Shower your smiles broadcast on 
the aged, it cheers their path ; on youth, it adds 
to its gladness ; and on the little ones—Christ's 
little ones—it acts as magic, and wins their hearts 
and makes them glad S.
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IT was a glorious day, that May-day, in 
the little Swiss village some forty or 
fifty miles from the Lake of Geneva, 
and from its important city of the 
same name.

On that May-day, in the first half 
of the sixteenth century, Geneva was 

of infinitely more importance in men's minds than 
it is now, for it was the chosen abiding place of 
a wonderful man, equally remarkable for his own 
character, and for the cause with which he was 
identified—the cause of light and life. The 
world had been dozing in darkness, but it could 
sleep no longer, for _________________
brilliant rays of
brightness had been
flashed into its eyes
by Huss and Jerome 
of Prague, by the 
German monk, Mar 
tin Luther, and by
this austere Calvin, of
Geneva. Men were a-
wake now, and it was
by their own choice if
they continued to a-
bide in darkness. 

At least, such was
the case in the towns
and cities of Europe
where news circula 
ted freely, and men's
minds were roused to
sufficient intelligence
to take it in. But,
for this out of the way
little village, things
were different. Here
the simple peasants
tended their flocks
and cattle on the
mountains in the
summer time, and in
the winter, they spun
flax and knitted stock 
ings. They heard no
news but of the cha 
mois hunter, and
whether the herds of
goats had thriven, and
what had been or were
the cheese making
prospects of the year.
And for light and
teaching they were
wholly dependent on
the old priest, who
knew scarcely more
than themselves, and
whose aspirations
were very little higher.
He "ared much more
for the quantity of

golden honey in his 
ives, than about the 

rumours of new fan 
gled _heresies which 
occasionally floated to 
his ears.And so that May- '———————————————— 
day came, meaning in this instance the 24th, a 
day venerated in Eoman Catholic countries as 
"the Virgin Mary's Day." The whole month is 
called her month, but one day in particular is set 
apart as a special holiday in her honour, and these 
happy Swiss maidens had donned their snowy new 
full sleeved bodices, and their hats new trimmed 
W1S Virgin's colour—ribbons of deep blue.

Men and women, youths and maidens, and 
white frocked little children from that village, and 
many another, were joyously wending their way to 
the little white chapel high up on the mountain 
side where the services of the day were to be 
celebrated. Most pretty and picturesque was the 
whole scene The deep blue sky, the glittering 
snow-topped mountains, the little wooden chalets 
and cottages, with their broad, low-hanging eaves 
and fragile-looking balconies, dotted here, there, 
and everywhere, on spots that looked, to stranger's

eyes, as though they must have been chosen 
on purpose because it was utterly impossible that 
the owners, or any one else, should get at them. 
And then, issuing from open doors, and sprinkled 
about the valley and along mountain paths, knots 
of people, conspicuous in their costumes of mingled 
scarlet, white, black, and blue, and with their 
light burdens of dinner baskets, baskets of leaves 
and flowers, and various little votive offerings, 
some of them grotesque enough, according to the 
unformed taste of the poor givers, who thought 
that nothing could be more fitting than to hang 
up a wax knee, or a wooden thumb, in the little 
chapel, in sign of gratitude for being able again 
to use their own thumb, or their own knee, after 
an accident or an attack of rheumatism.

But while the villages were thus emptied of all 
their inhabitants who could by any possibility 
leave their homes, there was one owner of a tiny cot 
tage, in the little village with which we are chiefly

" FOII SOME TIME THE STAG STOOD THERE DRINKING."—See page 54.

concerned, whose steps were not bent towards the 
mountain chapel—one who went not " with the 
multitude to the house of God, with the voice of 
joy and praise, with a multitude that kept holy- 
day.^

This seemingly unsociable and undevout for- 
saker of his neighbours, and his chapel, was 
making his way with long, swift strides down 
into the valley towards the shelter of the great, 
solitary, tranquil wood. And he walked with his 
eyes bent on the ground, and his face very 
thoughtful, and as he walked he murmured in low 
tones that sounded as though they had a question 
in them for some unseen ears—

"There is but one God, and one Mediator 
between God and man, the man Christ Jesus"— 
" But one Mediator, the man Christ Jesus."

And the people went on up to the little chapel, 
and they strewed it with their leaves and flowers,

and they hung up their votive offerings, and they 
prayed and chanted their " Ave Maria," and they 
clasped their hands in fervent earnestness as they 
entreated,—

" Mother of Mercy, pray for us." 
And in the shadow of the forest trees, near a 
silver clear stream of pure running water, sat 
their truant comrade with a rare book beside him 
on the moss and springtide blossoms, and his 
hands around his knees, as lie murmured yet 
again,—•

"There is but one Mediator between God and 
man, the man Christ Jesus."

Wilhelm Conrad had spent the past winter 
in Geneva. He was a skilful wood-carver, and a 
wealthy citizen had given him some month's em 
ployment in his house, paying him well, and, with, 
generous good humour, insisting on his taking a 
certain portion of leisure and exercise every day.

" That you may not," as the rich merchant said, 
__________________ smiling, " be too soon

afflicted withyour mal 
de pays, for want of 
wonted freedom and 
fresh air."

But Wilhelm Con 
rad had not used the 
time given up to his 
own pleasure quite in 
the expected way. The 
circumstances of a 
certain evening had 
led him to join one of 
the assemblies where 
the blessings of a free 
Bible, and the doc 
trines of a pure Gos 
pel, were being taught, 
and although Conrad 
was a young man, 
and full of activity 
and vigour, from that 
evening forth he 
spent many an hour 
in listening to the 
new teachings, and 
in studying them for 
himself. When he 
returned to the se 
questered little village 
nestled beneath the 
Alps, he had one of the 
treasured new Bibles, 
printed in his own 
language, hidden a- 
way in the bundle on 
his back, and some of 
its priceless truths 
already hidden safely 
away in good ground 
in his heart, ready to 
bring forth thirty- 
fold, sixty-fold, per 
haps ci hundred-fold 
in good season.

Meantime, the sight 
of the little chapel 
where he had wor 
shipped devoutly 
though blindly since 
his infancy, where 
his relations and 
friends still worship 
ped, and above all, 
where sweet young

_________________ Marie Vacher still so
often and so fervent 

ly prayed, not only for herself, but for him also, 
as he so well guessed, produced a heavy conflict 
in his heart. He was as yet only a recent learner 
of the truth, and the old teaching was at war 
with the new. Moreover, the old teaching was 
backed with the weight of years and custom. 
Besides, in those days any one who would profess 
himself a follower of the new-found truth must 
accept persecution for peace, enemies for friends, 
and the possibility of an agonizing death.

And so the two or three busy weeks following 
Conrad's return home went by, and his neighbours 
rather indignantly resented the young man's extra 
gravity as a proof that his city visit had spoilt him, 
made him think himself too fine for his simple home- 
keeping old friends. As for lovely young Marie, 
she secretly half wept out her eyes over the changed 
manner of her lover, considering it surely due to a 
transfer of affection to some city damsel, and in
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her meek humility thinking the supposed fact sad 
enough for her, but very natural. And with mat 
ters in this state the days went by until the dawn 
ing of that bright, beautiful morning of the great 
May festival, when Marie donned her gala attire, 
and as she surveyed her dainty little person, and 
her own sweet blushing face for one brief minute, 
the self-conscious conviction refused to be stifled 
that she was fair enough to satisfy the eyes of any 
lover, and that at least on this holy day she might 
tolerably surely count on Wilhelm's climbing the 
mountain paths beside her, and kneeling by her side 
in the chapel as he did last year, to join his peti 
tions with hers—

"Mary, Mother of Mercy, pray for us." 
But her hopes were doomed to disappointment. 
" Child, see yonder !" exclaimed the girl's mother, 

in a tone of angry surprise, just before starting 
on the day's expedition. " See, yonder, is not that 
Wilhelm Conrad down there, going towards Bru 
menthal, as fast as if the glacier were thunderinj 
after him ?"

Marie cast one hasty, wide-eyed glance out of th< 
door in the direction indicated, and then wen 
away hurriedly to pay a parting visit to the cows 
She and the cows were very good friends, and sh 
told them many a pathetic secret she would no 
have breathed to creatures gifted with the faculty 
of speech. But she had little time for confidences 
now. Her brother called her, and soon they were 
on their way with their neighbours to thank the 
"Virgin Mary for the blessings bestowed upon them 
in the past, and to pray her to grant more in the 
future.

Wilhelm was on his way to the peaceful soli 
tude of the forest, to thank the great God Himsel 
for having lifted a corner of the veil of darkness 
from his soul, and to beseech Him to grant fullei 
light even unto the perfect day. And an old woman 
passing him, muttering the general prayer, 
"Mother of Mercy, pray for us," recalled to hi 
mind words that had sunk deeply into it.

" There is but one Mediator between God and 
man, the man Christ Jesus."

Although the priests closed the Bible from the 
people, they still declared it to be God's book, the 
revelation from God. to man. And in that God's 
book it said simply, clearly, distinctly, /' There is 
but one Mediator."

Therefore Wilhelm Conrad was thankful that 
he had kept firm to his resolve not to join in 
that day's festival, founded upon so terrible an 
error. But, although he had strength to be thus 
thankful, he had not as yet strength to resist many 
anxious doubts in the present, many troubled fears 
for the future. He had been turning over those 
Psalms with which he now for the first time had 
become acquainted, and his eyes had rested gravely 
upon the lines that appeared but too likely to re 
present his own case if he should dare to stand forth 
as a faithful soldier for the truth.

" Mine enemies are lively, and they are strong : 
and they that hate me wrongfully are multiplied. 
They also that render evil for good are mine ad 
versaries ; because I follow the thing that good is." 

Wilhelm loved his friends, he loved his home, 
he loved his own life, and very deeply he loved that 
gentle Marie Vacher, who thought that he had 
ceased to care for her; but above all he loved his 
Lord. Now-a-days all those affections might have 
joined into one sweet whole, but then a choice 
had to be made, and so the young Switzer sat, 
grave and sad, gazing into the running waters, 
with an irresistible wish that he could read the 
future in their depths.

As he sat there, still and quiet, a splendid stag, 
heated with its own sports beneath the sultry sky, 
and parched with thirst, made its way with a sud 
den rush to the opposite bank of the shady stream 
let, and panting from its feverish quest, it stood 
there cooling its feet, quite regardless of its human 
observer. For some time the stag stoud there drink 
ing and resting, and when it slowly turned away to 
retrace its course deeper into the forest, Conrad 
lifted his book once more, and his eyes rested on 
that sublime outburst of love—

" As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, 
so panteth my soul after thee, 0 God."

He read on until he came to the fifth verse, and 
over that he lingered long, pondering over it with 
an ever growing wonder and joy, until at length he 
tittered the words aloud in ringing tones that 
claimed for his very own the opening sigh—"Why 
art thou cast down, 0 my soul P" But that still 
more proclaimed his new-born glowing faith in the 
triumphant exhortation—"Hope thou in God; for (

I shall yet praise Him for the help of His counten 
ance."

"As the hart panteth after the water-brooks, so 
panteth my soul after thee, 0 God," he murmured 
once more, after a long silence. " For Thee, Thy. 
self, Father, Son and Spirit, the one God, and the 
one Mediator, Thou hast chosen. Thou art alone 
my health, my hope, my strength."

The afternoon was wearing on, and the young 
man rose, put by his precious book carefully, and 
turned his face homeward with firm steps and a 
brave heart: his choice was made. He had chosen 
the Kingdom of God and His righteousness to 
stand with him in the front rank—if Marie Yacher 
would now learn the lesson he had learnt, would 
now take the Bible for her rule of life instead of 
the priest, and would also make the choice he 
had made, then they would, with God's blessing, 
go forward hand in hand to the heavenly home.

Conrad could venture to seek sweet Marie now 
but before, while his own faith and hope were 
wavering, he dared not bring in the influence o: 
earthly love on the side of the enemy.
*****

"Marie!"
"Ah !" came a low and startled cry in reply. 
That festival May-day was drawing to a close. 

Most of the holiday folks were returning to theii 
homes. Marie Vacher had left the chapel, anc 
the gay throngs assembled on the little plateau 
around it, some hours ago, on the excuse of looking 
to a sick cow. Fortunately, however, the sick 
cow's ailments were not of such a serious nature 
as to detain her long, a.nd then the poor girl had 
been at leisure to give heed to her own sick head, 
burning eyess and sore heart.

Leaving the village above her she sought a 
sequestered spot that had long been a favourite 
refuge with her, and there she at length ventured 
to ease her aching eyes with a flood of sorrowful 
tears. And there she, in her turn, was at length 
sought by her lover.

To say truth Conrad was not surprised to find 
Marie Vacher sad; perhaps, with all his virtues, he 
had a spice of man's usual vanity, but when he 
saw the white face, the dimmed eyes, and the 
swollen eyelids, he was shocked. He had somehow 
imagined that she was of too gentle a nature to bo 
capable of very deep feeling.

" Marie !" he repeated again now, with so deep a 
tenderness that her checked tears burst forth 
afresh, and she hid her streaming cheeks against 
his shoulder.

" Do you then love me so much, my Marie ?" 
asked Wilhelm, with trembling lips.

"Ah! you know," came the quick answer. 
But then she added, "But it is not all for myself 
that 1 am weeping. It is for you, that you no 
longer care for your soul, that you have forsaken 
our chapel, that you have ceased to pray to our 
Mother of Mercy. That breaks my heart far more 
than that you have forsaken me."

" But I have not forsaken you, my Marie," was 
the low, fervent reply. "My love for you is greater 
than ever, only—my beloved—I now love our dear 
Lord better. My first love I give to our God, our 
Father, Saviour, Comforter—my next love is 
yours."

He ceased speaking, and met the startled gaze 
of those beautiful blue eyes with one as solemn but 
more calm. At last, puzzled and doubtful, the 
girl murmured—

" Bless the Virgin that at least then you have 
not forsaken the faith."

"Nay, rather," came the gentle correction, " bless 
the dear Lord Himself. Bless Him who alone is 
the way, the truth and the life, that my eyes have 
been opened to the true faith as it is in Christ."

Wider eyed than ever became the listener, as she 
exclaimed, with a tiny shadow of impatience in her 
voice,

" I understand thee not to-night. Thou talkest 
in riddles. If thou hast indeed not learnt to be 
unmindful of the future state, like Pierre and Bap- 
tiste, why earnest thoii not this morning to the 
'•hapel to praise the Holy Mother for her goodness, 

and beseech her intercession for the coming year ?" 
Because, my Marie"—and then Wilhelm took 
girl's two hands in his, and continued slowly 

—" Because I could not be so false as to give

THEBE is nothing more nourishing and warming in cold weather 
han a cup of really good Cocoa, but the difficulty has been to ob- 
ain it pure. This may be secured at a cost of one halfpenny for a 
arge breakfast cup by using Cadbury's Cocoa, which goes three 
iities as far as the adulterated and starchy compounds ordinarily 
!old, the smallest packet making fourteen, breakfast cups of strong 
Cocoa.—(AnvT.)

. praises where I now know they are not due. I 
am told by the Holy Spirit there is but one 
Mediator between God and man."

As Conrad spoke he drew otit that treasured 
book, and turned the leaves till he came to the 
verse in which he had found his strength that day, 
and Marie read with him in tones that gradually 
grew in wonder—" There is but one Mediator be 
tween God and man, the man Christ Jesus."

" Then," came the low-breathed whisper, " if that 
be true the Church must be wrong ?"

"This surely is true," murmured the young man 
gravely, " for it is the Word of God given to His 
Church."

So the young man spoke out of the eager love and 
fulness of his heart, and the young girl listened 
and wondered, and thought, and like that other 
Mary, " Pondered all these things in her heart," 
until, not on that day nor the next, nor for many 
days, but at last the low cry first escaped her—

" Lord, I believe ! Help thou mine unbelief;" 
and that in turn gave way to the sigh of perfect 
trust. ' Lord, to whom should we go; Thou hast 
the words of Eternal life."

And then, forsaking all for Christ's sake, those 
two, hand in hand, gave up friends, home, their 
peace and comfort, as did many another in those 
days, and, with tenderness and love and stedfast 
faith, aided each other to bear all things even unto 
death for Him who loved us, and gave Himself 
for us that we might be saved.

GRACE.

To Thee, 0 Lord, I raise my cry,
As lowly at Thy feet I lie ;
With heart and hands by sin defiled,
I own myself an erring child.
Oh ! wash me in the cleansing flood,
Of Immanuel's precious blood.
For mercy, Lord, I Thee entreat,
Now waiting at Thy mercy seat.
I look to Thee, my God, for grace,
And in Thine heart I seek a place.

I want to share my Saviour's smile 
As here I wait life's little while; 
I want to hear His loving voice, 
Cheering me on, I'll then rejoice. 
Encircled by my Saviour's arms, 
I shall not dread all death's alarms.

And, day by day, I want to rest 
My weary soul on Jesu's breast, 
And underneath His shade abide, 
For with His grace I'm satisfied; 
And thus I want my life to spend 
Till I my pilgrimage shall end.

HTJGTI EANKIN.

BEATEICE MAESHALL.

CHAPTEE IV.'

YEAR had passed since that windy 
August afternoon when a child's dear 
life had been nearly lost, and a 
maiden's promise all but broken.

It had been a sad year for Joan 
Hammond. She loved, but tried to 
forget it, by throwing herself more 

energetically than ever into the small duties of 
her laborious, uneventful life. " The trivial round, 
the common task," allowed her little time to brood 
on herself. It was only at night when she lay 
down to sleep by Hatty's side, that those low, 
tenderly spoken words echoed in her heart, " Joan, 
I want you to love me. Will you be my wife ?" 
Then a great longing came over her, and she felt 
bhat the next time she chanced to meet him, which 
was not very often now, she must tell him it was 
not because she didn't care for him she had 
answered him so curtly and coldly, and that pcr- 
laps one day she might be his wife. But when the 
next time came, Joan looked as stately as a fox- 
love, and only replied to his courteous "good-
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morning" or " good evening, Miss Joan," with a 
nod. One day he said to her,

" It's rather hard not to give me so much as a 
word. You needn't fear that I shall speak again 
as I did that day, Miss Joan."

And then the girl thought, " it was only a 
passing fancy after all. He had not really cared 
for her, and she m-ust forget him."

Yet she could not help noticing that the serious 
blue eyes were more than serious now, they were 
inexpressibly melancholy. He did not sing or 
whistle as he paced the garden in the evening, 
after he returned from hb day's work, and Hatty 
often said with a sigh—

" I wish Mr. Gray was like he used to be. He 
doesn't let me have any fun with him now."

And so the time went on, till a letter came 
from John Hammond, with the news that he hac 
arrived in England, and would be at Port Abraham 
in a-few days. Joan felt a little more like her olc 
joyous self as she walked to church with thai 
letter in her pocket, for it had come by the evening 
post on Saturday.

The sight of a pale sad face, which looked 
almost as white as marble among the congregation 
of bronzed seamen, dispelled her light-heartedness. 

This little white-washed edifice, with no archi 
tectural beauties, was a haven of rest for many a 
storm-beaten soul. Men and boys accustomed 
from babyhood to the perils of the ocean, would 
have been often wrecked in the sea of life, without 
the spiritual tonic they drank in here. Women 
and maidens, too, came away with hearts com 
forted and souls braced, ready to bear with cheer 
fulness the petty cares and trials of the next 
week's routine.

The vicar of Port Abraham toiled with his 
toiling flock, and he strove to practise in their 
sight what he preached. The few earnest probing 
words he spoke to his people, from the pulpit on 
Sundays, were eagerly listened to, and in many 
cases taken home and digested. Joan had found 
them especially helpful to her lately, and she 
often thought she could not have borne her sorrow 
without their aid. To-day the parson's text was 
" And he that ta,keth not his cross and followeth 
after me, is not worthy of me."

"Dear children," he said, "we all have a cross 
to bear. Those of us who try to leave it behind 
us as we go through life, or shunt it on to others 
shoulders, are not worthy of Him who bore the 
emblem of our salvation up that terrible hill of 
Calvary. We, who know the agony He suffered 
for us, and yet cannot bear our burthens when 
they begin to weigh heavily on our shoulders, are 
unworthy of His boundless love. Rejoice in 
suffering for your Lord who endured all things 
for your sake, and when this short life of struggling 
and striving is over, blessed is he who has borne 
much and borne patiently.

In the few moments of solemn stillness after 
the blessing had been given, when you conld hear 
each wave as it broke angrily at the foot of the 
cliff, and the flap of the gulls' white wings as 
they shot past the church windows, the fairest in 
that congregation was praying that she might 
learn to rejoice in suffering. And he who loved 
her watched her, but prayed not.
*****

John Hammond was at home again. He found 
everything as comfortable and well-ordered as 
when he went away; and said to his wife one 
evening, " What a blessing it is to have a thrifty 
managing daughter like our Joan, instead of a 
giddy miss, with her head stuffed fall of non 
sense."

He was sitting in the old-fashioned chimney- 
corner smoking his long clay pipe, with Hatty on 
his knee, her golden head pillowed on his shoulder. 
His wife sat in the rocking-chair with her knitting, 
and Joan was preparing a savoury supper. All 
was bright and cheerful within, but outside the 
wind was howling, and the sea rising higher and higher.

" I hope the lads will be in soon," Mrs. Ham 
mond said, rather, anxiously, " this is a terrible night."

As she spoke footsteps were heard without, and 
the next moment, Will and Dick entered, accom 
panied by a violent gust of wind, which nearly blew 
out the lights.

" Father, look sharp !" exclaimed Will in great 
excitement, " There is a ship in distress some 
where near Helswick, and they are going out to her 
m the life-boat!"

John Hammond lifted Hatty off his knee, and

knocked the ashes out of his pipe. Then he strug 
gled into his pea-jacket, and tied an oil-skin cap 
under his curly chesnut beard.

" Now, lads, I'm ready, quick march!" he called. 
" We shall want supper when we come back, 
Joan."

As he spoke he opened the door. " Hullo" he ex 
claimed, "there's some one here. Why, its Mrs. 
Gray ! Come in, neighbour, but it is a risky busi 
ness, your venturing out a night like this, I 
should think !" Mary Gray looked very unlike 
her placid, sweet old self. Her cloak was thrown 
over her head, and her silver locks very much out 
of curl. The wind had taken her breath away, and 
she sank into a chair, panting and speechless. 
Joan gave her some hot coffee, and when she re 
vived a little she began.

" I couldn't bear it there any longer. I was 
so lonesome. Not that I haven't sat there 
many a night when a worse storm's been raging, 
and the roof's nearly come in on top of me, and 
found my Bible comfort and companion enough. 
But I'm older now, and there's my Charlie out in 
it all. He hasn't been himself this long time, he 
coughs most night's and hasn't much spirit. He 
never was one of the strong ones, but he used to be 
as gay and blithe as a lark. He was reading me 
the nineteenth psalm just now, when he stopped 
and listened a minute, and said ' Granny, I hear 
cries. There are some poor creatures near us, you 
may depend, in deadly peril!' ' Maybe it's only 
the moaning of the wind,' said I. ' It sounds 
mighty human at times.' 'But,' said he, ' I hear 
it again! No, Granny, there's no mistaking it. 
There's despair in that sound, it's man calling to 
be saved from a watery grave. I'll just go down 
to the shore and see if others have heard it.' He 
went and put on his cap and comforter. ' Charlie,' I 
said, ' don't go to the shore a night like this, stay 
at home, and we'll pray both together for the poor 
things.' 'No,' answered he, 'women may stay at 
home and weep and pray, but a man if he's a man 
goes out and lends a helping hand.' Then he 
came and gave me a kiss, and was gone before I 
could say more, and I don't know how it is, but 
I feel as if my Charlie would do something desper 
ate to-night."

"Never fear, Mrs. Gray," said John Hammond. 
" Your grandson is one of the right sort," I'll 
warrant, I liked him as a youngster, and shall be 
proud to make his acquaintance as a man. Come 
boys, we sha'n't be of much use if we wait any 
longer!"

When they reached the shore the life-boat had 
just returned and was unstowing a burden of terror- 
stricken, half-fainting women, and benumbed and 
stupified men. Children, too, were there, more 
dead than alive with the horrors they had faced 
that night. They Avere passengers from an emigrant 
ship,which had been unable to brave the storm, and 
had been literally ground to fragments on the fatal 
Helswick rocks. Their gallant rescuers were now 
preparing to fight the billows once more, in 
answer to the signalling of another vessel farther 
out to sea. Three of the life-boat crew, how- 
ver, had spent even their vast strength in the first 

heroic battle with the elements. There were 
many eager to take their places, but there was no 
;ime to lose, and the first who volunteered were 
accepted. When the little undaunted bark started 
on its second errand of mercy, John Hammond 
and Charlie Gray both plied an oar. No one re- 
ognized the young carpenter in a borrowed oil 

skin costume, and he pulled through the blinding 
surf and sleet with all the spirit if not the strength 
of an able seaman. The doomed ship was a 
small trading brig with a cargo of coal. She 
jreaked horribly each time the fierce sea struck her, 

threatened to go to pieces every instant. The 
ittle crew had taken refuge on the mast, where 
,hey clung, drenched and numb, gazing into the 
ery face of death. One by one they were drop- 
ed into the life-boat, and feeble shouts of thank- 

'ulness sounded from the blue lips of the exhausted 
men. The word had just been given to get the 
anchor up and dash back through the waves to the 
ihore, when a long piteous wail, as if a human 
ireature's last hope were going out, proceeded from 
he quivering rigging.

" Is there still some one there ? I thought we 
iad you all safely," exclaimed the coxswain.
"It's my Tibby," answered a hoarse choking

~oice. "She was sweet-heart and wife and every -
hing to me. But she's only a cat, so she must
erish, poor Tib!"
A lurid flash of li^htnin^ illuminated for a

moment the speaker's face. Tears were rolling 
down his furrowed cheeks, and he looked like one 
who had made up his mind to lose the only thing 
he loved.

"I'll fetch her," and before any objection could 
be made, Charlie Gray had swung himself out of 
the boat, and was climbing the swaying mast 
with marvellous dexterity.

He felt that strange almost divine power in his 
limbs, like he had felt the day he plunged into the 
waves (mere ripples in comparison with those 
which boiled round him now) after little Hatty. 
Poor pussy was cowering in her terrible fear at 
the very summit of the rigging. Charlie succeeded 
in seizing her by the tail, and almost at the same 
instant flung her into the boat below. Not 
practised in climbing, he found the descent more 
difficult than the ascent, but he had nearly ac 
complished it, when a fierce blast swept the 
shattered timber from his grasp, the mast, as it 
snapped in two, caught him a blow on the head, 
and he fell senseless into the surf.

Thus he gave his life for an old man's pet. » * -» * *
Day dawned. The sun began to smile through 

a rosy haze on the pacified but still sulky sea 
as if nothing had happened, and the heroes of 
that awful night were beginning to think of taking 
a little rest. One of them was at rest for ever. 
They had carried him to the " Sailor's Home," and 
he lay there looking more beautiful than he ever 
did in life. The scarlet cushion which supported 
his noble head, set off his fair hair and marble 
white features, and there was an expression on 
his face of heavenly repose, which the soul had 
imprinted there before it took flight. Kneeling, 
with her face buried in her dead love's cold hand, 
was Joan Hammond.

" Oh! my darling, I loved you, and you never 
knew it! Oh, why can't I die too?" she cried, 
giving way for a moment to her passionate 
grief. Her father stood at a little distance quite 
unmanned. He felt now that he had been after 
all a selfish, cruel father to this sweet daughter. 
How he repented he had not trusted her with 
out exacting that fatal vow. One young life 
full of promise had been cut off, and another 
blighted, and no one was to blame but himself. 
If she turned against him, and was no longer a 
true, good daughter, it was only what he deserved. 
So he reproached himself. At last he said in a 
low husky voice, " Joan, dear, your old father has 
been terribly wrong. Will you ever be able to 
forgive him ?"

She made no answer, and a long, silent hour 
passed. Then Joa.n rose from her knees. She 
took one more loving look at the dead face, kissed 
it, and said, turning to her father :

" Yes, I forgive you—and perhaps, with God's 
help, I shall be able to bear it. Now let us go."

And Joan did bear her heart's great agony, and 
bears it still, serving her father on earth, and her 
Father in Heaven. She treads the narrow path, 
which rou.<?h and toilsome as it is at times, she 
knows will lead her at last to the portals of 
another world, and her great hope is that he who 
loved her here in vain, will still love her thare.

0MB time ago there was published a 
book by a popular authoress, the ob 
ject of which was to show how it was 
possible to live on a hundred a year, 
make a good appearance, and save 
money. How this was done was illus 

trated by the case of a lady who, with her maid 
servant, lived in a village, the rent of the house 
being about £14 a year, and the sum of £1 contri 
buted yearly to charities, and a little soup and tea 
were also given to the poor. Now, there are very 
many worthy housewives who have to make much 
less than a hundred a year—or say, in round 
figures, £'2 per week, serve for their domestic ex 
penses, notwithstanding that they have husbands 
with good appetites, and several hearty children to 
feed and clothe, rent to pay, and fuel to find; so 
the fact of living on a hundred a year will appear 
to them not by any means extraordinary. On the 
other hand, there are very many who have two 
or three hundreds coming in, have but small
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families, and who yet find it a very difficult matter 
to "make both ends meet"—'' sitting in dread and 
anxiety," to use the words of the authoress referred 
to " lest a ring at the door should be followed by 
the announcement that Mr. So-and-so, the grocer, 
or the tax-gatherer, or some such person, who has 
the impudence to inquire (of course bowing most 
politely) if it would be convenient to settle the 
" small account."

The fa,ct is that management is the keynote of 
the whole thing; and many a comfortably married 
couple are fully aware of the fact, and must have 
smiled derisively when they have seen letters in 
newspapers (in the slack season) about people not 
being able to marry on less than three hundred a 
year, and laughed outright at the solemn look of 
the dependent in Punch's picture—if they have 
ever met with him—who said with a sigh to a by 
stander, when a newly-married couple were about to 
take their departure, "Ah, sir. I am afraid it is not 
a very happy marriage, for the poor things have 
only three hundred a year to live upon."

We have said that management is at thebattom 
of the whole of it. Of course, a good many young 
housewives are deficient in the requisite know 
ledge that would enable them to eke out a small 
weekly income ; in almost as bad a plight, in short, 
as that poor innocent who went to a butcher's 
shop in a small place for a leg of mutton, and 
on being told that the man had killed but 
one sheep, and that both the legs had been pre 
viously ordered, said " Oh, but a sheep has four, you 
know." They not only do not know how to go to 
market, but are also to a great extent in ignorance 
as to what should be done with the things when 
they are bought.

In many instances this is a misfortune rather 
than a fault. Among the working classes girls are 
often sent out to work in factories and elsewhere at 
a very early age, seeing their homes only in the 
morning and evening, and having no opportunities 
of learning what they will have to do on their own 
account or on some one else's at some period or 
other of their lives ; while, among the middle class, 
girls are given a showy education which is almost 
wholly independent of domestic duties. It is quite 
true that of late years things ha\re altered some 
what for the better in this respect, but there is still 
great room for improvement. It may be hoped, 
however, that succeeding generations will be much 
more " domesticated," for in the newly-established 
schools the teaching of domestic matters is looked 
upon as a part of the necessary training, and as 
the poorest of children are now required to go 
through a prescribed cotirse, thanks to the Ele 
mentary Education Act, before they go out in the 
world, those who follow will possess advantages 
which perhaps their mothers were denied.

The need there is of training girls in such a way 
as to fit them to take the management of house 
holds, whether their own or others', cannot be too 
strongly insisted upon ; and it should be remem 
bered that this training can be most effectively 
given them at home. In the ordinary schools they 
may learn something of home duties, but they 
have to learn in the gross and not in detail, like 
they can at their own firesides; Avhile in public in 
stitutions, such as the great district schools, for 
instance, they are accustomed to use large cooking 
utensils and appliances such as they may perhaps 
never see again. What is needed is for them to be 
taught—as was remarked the other day to the 
present writer by a gentleman who is connected 
with one of the great institutions referred to—how 
to cook, a couple of potatoes in the event of their 
not requiring more, or a single pound of mutton if 
that should happen to be all that they need to 
deal with. To say nothing of the money loss, the 
domestic misery caused by ignorance of household 
management is incalculable, as many a young 
couple who have started in the world with fair 
prospects can testify.

But even to Jtnow how to do a thing is not all. 
There must be the practical application of that 
knowledge, the constant adaptation of the means to 
the end; if not, the result will be an illustration 
of the old adage about the cow which gave good 
milk, and then kicked over the pail containing it. 
For instance, cooking only will not suffice to 
make a little household happy, though it may go a 
good way towards it. Man does not live by bread 
alone ; there is dress to be considered, furnishing, 
and a score of other things which ,a young girl re 
quires to know sooner or later, in order that 
she may fight the battle of life successfully. 
Spending money, for instance, is an art which few

persons possess; and, as a result, there are house 
holds where there is alarge expenditure withlittle to 
show for it, whilst in others a small income is made 
to go an astonishingly long way. Here manage 
ment again comes in, and the careful housewife will 
not lay out a shilling where sixpence would suffice, 
or a penny where a halfpenny would do. Such a 
person need not be mean, only thoughtful. There 
are plenty of uses for money, and " a penny saved 
is twopence gained." Things must not be bought 
simply because they are cheap; if they are luxuries 
they can be dispensed with; if they are useful and 
yet cannot be brottght into use, the cost of them 
is lying dead, and the money might well be in the 
pocket of the purchaser instead of the seller, or 
better still.out at interest in the Post Office Saving's 
Bank, or the penny bank. Then, again, in the mat 
ter of the economical use of things. There are some 
articles which are so cheap iiow-a-days that people 
are almost tempted to use them lavishly. Salt, 
sugar, and matches, may be mentioned as illustra 
tions. People use each of them extravagantly, often 
for no other reason than that they are cheap; and 
so it is with many other things. Gas is left fully 
on whilst a room is entirely unoccupied, or the 
lamp is turned up as high as it will go, when half 
the amount of light would suffice. So it is with 
firing in many households. The fire is heaped up 
whilst the room is unbearably hot, and the windows 
have to be opened for a little fresh air to enter, and 
all the while, not only is fuel being burnt in waste, 
but furniture and books and pictures are being 
destroyed.

These may appear to be trifles to write about, 
but trifles make up the sum and substance of 
human life, and upon the right management of 
them the happiness or discomfort of people 
hinges. Management, foresight, thrift—all of 
which may be comprehended in the former—are 
the things upon which a happy home is based. 
Again, let it be said, there need not be meanness 
—there should not be, for that is an extreme 
which is likely to produce almost as much dis 
comfort as unthrift. There are always plenty of 
uses for money, and if any can be spared—and it is 
a poor household, indeed, which cannot afford a 
trifle—let it be applied towards lessening the 
burden of some less fortunate fellow-creature. 
Besides, there should always be a thought for the 
future. Misfortunes may come—will come at 
some time or other—loss of employment, sickness, 
a death, or a birth—each of which will make an 
extra call upon one's resources, and provision 
should be made against these while things are 
running on smoothly, otherwise the household 
will have a strain from which it will take a long 
time to recover. Here there is an opportunity for 
saying a word about the desirability of making 
some provision for the future in the way of life 
assurance, a benefit society, subscribing to a 
provident dispensary, and so on—methods of 
thrift, which are too often lost sight of until the 
necessity arises, when it is too late to begin. 
Temperance, again. What a curse to this country 
is drink! The millions spent upon it would be 
better if they were thrown into the sea, because not 
only is the money wasted, but the most valuable 
of all possessions—health; whilst the domestic 
misery caused by drink is incalculable. For 
tunately temperance is spreading, and the pro 
moters of it were able to give a good account, at the 
recent jubilee of the teetotal movement, of the 
work effected during the last fifty years. At the 
same time the "drink bill" of the nation is still 
appalling. This is a subject which would require 
an article all to itself; but no hints on reform in 
household management could well be given with 
out a reference to it.

Another thing that needs to be enforced is the 
necessity of living within one's means, and keeping 
out of debt. " Out of debt, out of danger" is a 
homely saw that is often forgotten. Sometimes 
it is not possible to avoid "getting behindhand" 
a little. An unforeseen circumstance will occa 
sionally arise in every family which it is impossible 
to provide for either by ordinary resources or by 
the little money which has been put by for a rainy 
day. In that case, as soon as the crisis is over, it 
should be considered whether there are not some 
means of retrenchment, some lopping off of super 
fluities, whereby freedom may once more be 
attained; and then whether it is not possible to 
make in the future a little more provision against 
misfortune than has been the case in the past.

Possibly some readers of the BRITISH WORK 
WOMAN may think these hints and advice unneces

sary. There may be others, however, who have 
hitherto been content to go on in a jog-trot way, 
without troubling themselves about the clouds of 
to-morrow until they come. If in the minds of 
such there should be awakened thoughts and re 
flection, then will the writer not have taken up 
his pen in vain on the subject of "Household 
Management." C. H.

A PAIR of little naked feet,
Lying so white and still; 

Buds that bloomed by meadow and brook,
Her little apron fill. 

One dimpled arm beneath her head,
The tangled curls of hair 

Tossed, with a careless look of grace,
Over her shoulders fair.

When overcome by summer's heat,
She'd sought the leafy shade, 

And listened to the music wild
Each joyous song-bird made, 

Till the trees, like mystic shadows,
Crept silently away, 

And wrapped in peaceful slumber
The little maiden lay.

Oh, weary hearts, out in the world,
By care and sin oppressed ; 

How much would ye not give to taste
Such calm and sinless rest ? 

Like her I fain would lay me down,
To listen in my dreams, 

To pulsing notes of forest birds,
And dash of valley streams. 

To lose the burning sense of pain,
To lie on Nature's breast, 

Fearless of ill, and pure of heart,
Like her to be at rest.

L. BUCICNELL.

Now ready, the NINETEENTH VOLUME of

THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN,
Beautifully Illustrated. 

Handsome coloured Picture Cover, Is. Qd. • Cloth, gilt edges, 2s. 6<7.

Also, now ready, the SECOND VOLUME of

THE CRYSTAL STORIES,
Containing Twelve complete Stones by Emma Mar
shall, Mrs. Mackarness, Mrs. Gregg, Thomas Frost, &c.

Handsome coloured Picture Cover, Is. 6d. ; Cloth. 2s.

" Thoroughly sound and wholesome, and essentially well 
adapted for family reading." — Daily News, Dec. 2, 
1882.

No. XXVI., price One Penny, Post-free 14^., ready 
on April 16, 1883, will contain complete —

THE CRUISE OF "THE PETREL."
A Tale of the Training Ships. 

By F. M. HOLMES.

No. 1. The Woman who Saved Him. . F. W. ROBINSON. 
, , 2. Heiress of Castle Russell. " GRACE. " 
., 3. Eescued from Rome. LESTER LORTON. 
,, 4. Daisy March, the Prison Flower.

Author of "FEMALE LIFE IN PRISON." 
,, 5. Aaron's Harvest. C. H. M. BRIDGE. 
„ 6. His Highness. E. OSWALD. 
, , 7. His One Friend.

Author of " A TnAP TO CATCH A SUNBEAM." 
,,8. Mike o' the Shannon. Mrs. LYSAGHT. 
„ 9. Ruth Bartlett's Victory. LAURA M. LANE. 
,, 10. The House iu Bullion Court. Mrs. E. R. PITMAN. 
,,11. Jem's Hopes. MAUDE JEANNE FRANC. 
„ 12. Barbe's Secret. JEAN MIDDLEMASS. 
,,13. Ma Jge's Seasons. Mrs. MAOKARNESS. 
,, 14. Six Penn'orth of Coppers, LOUISA E. DOBRKE. 
„ 15. A Heathen of the Day. "ALISON." 
.. 16. Sir Valentine's Victory. EMMA MARSHALL.

17. A Brave Young Heart. LAURIE LANSFELDT.
18. Dermot O'Hara. J. CALDWELL.
19. Her Crooked Ways. S. GREGG.
20. Muriel's Trials. MARGARET GRANT.
21. A Jilted Woman. Mrs. LYSAGHT.
22. Wait Awhile. I. INDERMAIR.
23. Two Masters. C.I. PRINGLE.
24. Legacy of a Lady. T. FROST. 

„ 25. An English Rose.
Author of "MRS. JERNINGHAM'S JOURNAL." 

Each complete Story, One Penny. Post free, l^d. 
Part IV. with 12 Illustrations. Price 6d. Now ready. 
Volume II. Picture Cover, Is. 6d.; Cioth, 2s., also ready.

RICHARD WILLOUGHBY, 27, Ivy Lane, Pa' ernoster Row,


