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50 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

April wanders by field and lea, 
Bringing wherever her step is stayed, 
Verdure and freshness to shrub and tree, 
Bud and blossom to mead and glade. 
Hard by the woodland the primrose pale, 
Turns its bloom to the brightening day, 
Deep in the covert the violets veil 
Downcast eyes from the sunny raj'.

Just a moment—and fleecy clouds 
Close and break into sparkling rain, 
Light has vanished, and mist enshrouds 
Field and forest and hill and plain. 
Swiftly gathering, swiftly o'er, 
High above is the radiant bow, 
Brightly flashes the sun once more 
Over a myriad gems below.

Gone at last is the wintry gloom, 
Icy touches, and frozen breath. 
Barren branches are thick with bloom, 
Life has broken the power of death. 
Verdure softens the rolling plain, 
Mead and woodland with music ring. 
April gladdens the land again, 
Wayward child of the beauteous Spring!

R. STANSBY WILLIAMS.

i / + itmm.
TJLLO ! little chap, what's up ? "

These words were spoken by a very 
big man to a very small boy, whom he 
had found sitting upon a doorstep.

The rain was falling fast in the great 
city of London, drip—drip—dripping 
into the puddles ; and mud, dirt, 

and fog everywhere prevailed. But the small boy 
evidently did not think that it was wet enough, for 
big tears came drip, drip, dripping down his pale little 
face.

He looked up quickly when the man spoke to him, 
taking his knuckles from his eyes, which were red and 
swollen from long weeping.

" Hullo! what's up ? " repeated the man, who in 
future we shall know as Tom West, bending his 
kindly, good-humoured face over the child—a face 
which was every bit as good as a sunbeam in itself, 
and made one forget that the day was dull and 
wretched to look at. The Bible says, " Ye are the 
light of the world," and true indeed it is, that many 
a Christian can, even by a look, make a ray of Love's 
own sunshine go straight into some poor clouded soul, 
clearing away the mists of doubt and sorrow, and 
where all was once dark and barren, make sweet 
flowers of Hope and Joy bud and blossom in their stead. 
Every soul now dwelling on this earth possesses the 
lamp of life. Oh! that each lamp, lit by heavenly 
love, might shine steadily and brightly to His glory, 
and in His service, who is the "Bright and Morning 
Star " and " Light of Light! "

The clouds of doubt remove, Faith's sky is clear, 
Hail, Light of Light, that gleameth from afar ;

Shine through our lives, and in each humble heart, 
Keign thou for ever, Bright and Morning Star!

" What's your name, my little man ? " continued 
Tom, receiving no answer to his questions. "Are 
yer lost, or what's the matter, eh ? "

At length he made out the answers to his questions, 
but not without some difficulty. The child was called 
" Eagged Robin ;" lie was not lost, but his broom 
was, for Zike had stolen it.

" And who's Zike ? " asked Tom.
"Why Zike, in course," answered Robin, won- 

deringly.
Tom laughed at this, and said, " Well, never you 

mind about Zike, whoever he may be, but just you 
come along of me, and we'll see what my missus 
can do, she's a wonderful woman is my missus ! "

Eobin put his grimy little fingers into the big hand
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of his kind protector, and except for an occasional 
sob, soon lost all trace of his recent grief.

Tom and his small companion had not proceeded 
far when they met a woman, who, catching sight of 
Eobin, stopped abruptly, saying, " Why, Robbie lad ! 
where are you off to ? "

" Do you know aught of the little 'un, missus ? " 
inquired Tom.

" Well, not much when all's told, to bo sure. His 
mother lodged in the same house as me, but I don't 
know nothing about who she was, and the like of that; 
as for Robbie, I ain't hardly set eyes on him since 
he was a very little chap and his mother nursed him 
when he was ill, and wore herself out over him." 

" Where's his father ? " said Tom. 
"He went off to 'Strailia, or some such foreign part, 

to make his fortin, a matter of two year ago, and 
ain't been heard on since, nor likely to be, if I may 
make so bold as to say so; but the mother believed 
in him to the last, and she ses, ses she, a'most with 
her last breath, 'Mrs. While ' (that's me, you know), 
' tell my husband when he comes home that I prayed 
for him day and night, and though I shan't live to 
see his dear face no more in this world, I shall be 
a-watching and a-waiting for him in the heavenly one 
above.'

" Them was her very words I do assure you, and 
never shall I forget the look on her as she kissed 
little Robbie there for the last time. She died, poor 
soul! Sweet and peaceful did she look when dead; 
if ever a soul found rest she did, for she was as sweet 
as an angel always. We missed her sorely, that we 
did, down our court, for she used to read us such 
beautiful things out of the Good Book, and we 
women was all the better for knowing her; as for the 
men—well! they looked upon her as a heaven-sent 
angel, and many a time would the very thought of 
her check them, when she herself wasn't nigh, and 
never a wrong word did the worst of them utter 
afore her."

" Where does Robbie live now ? " asked Tom West, 
wiping away the tears that had gathered in his 
honest eyes, as he listened to Mrs. White's simple 
narrative of the poor child's young mother.

" He shifts for hisself," she answered ; " we none 
of us can afford to keep him, much as we should 
like to ; we're so poor, and have such a lot of little 
'uns of our own, you see. The poor little chap was 
so eager to be a-earning something, that ISTed Barnes 
gave him his old broom, and he's been a-sweeping 
the crossing by yon church for some time past, but I 
suppose as he's such a mite some one's been and took 
it from him."

" Zike did," chimed in Robin, as lie held still more 
tightly to Tom's hand.

" Ah! I might ha' knowed it," responded Mrs. 
White ; " Zike is a regular bad 'un, he is. He don't 
belong to our court, 1 am thankful to say; but he's 
always a-prowling round, either a-stealing something 
or a-worriting the children. But there! I mustn't 
stand here a-ehattering 110 longer, or my old man 
will get home afore me. Are you a-coming my way, 
Robbie lad ? "

Robin made no answer, but looked up piteously into 
Tom's face, as Tom answered for him.

" Well, ma'am, I thought as how I'd just take 
the little 'un home to my missus, and see if she could 
fix him up a bit easy for the night; if you'd like to 
see how he's a-getting on, you're glad and hearty to 
step round to 27, Challin Street, for that's where I 
lives."

"Thank you kindly, maybe I will. Good-bye 
Robbie, be a good boy," And off went Mrs. White 
with a nod and smile.

As the echo of her retreating fo&tsteps died away, 
Tom West felt as if poor little lonely Ragged Robin 
had been sent to fill the empty place in his heart that 
had been made by the loss of his own son, whom 
death had taken from him. He knew the child was 
happy, singing among the white-robed angel choir in 
heaven ; but, oh ! how sadly he missed him ! missed 
the sound of the tiny pattering feet that used to run 
so eager to meet " Daddy " when the day's work 
was done.

Robin's tears were dried long before home was 
reached, and Tom stood smiling re-assuringly down 
on the small figure at his side, as he gave a loud 
" Rat-tat " at the knocker.

" Cheer up, little "un," said he, " we'll soon see 
what my missus can do. She mayn't take kindly to 
you just at first maybe, but never you mind that. 
She's a wonderful woman, is my missus, and she's 
got a deal of sense, and a great big loving heart, and 
so whatever she does will be for the best, and that's 
for sartin."

Tom had scarcely ceased speaking, when his wife .

opened the door, and stood staring in amazement as 
she caught sight of her husband's small companion.

" Goodness me, Tom ! " exclaimed she, " whatever 
have you got there? "

" Why a boy, of course! " said Tom, with one of 
his hearty laughs. " But let us in, mate, for we're 
cold and hungry in the bargain, and sartin' sure I am 
that I smell summat good, and I'll warrant me that 
you've got a tasty tea for your old man."

" Yes, yes, come in. I'm afeared the bacon's nigh on 
done too much as it is ; you're quite half an hour late. 
But surely, man, you're not a-going to bring in that 
dirty scrap of a child with -you I I've just been and 
gone and cleaned up beautiful this afternoon, and 
he'll mess the place awful."

" You know you won't mind him a-coming in to 
have a good warm, Eliza. Poor little chap! he's as 
cold as cold can be."

"Very well, mate, bring him in. But dear, oh 
dear! what will you be after a-doing of next, I 
wonder."

By this time they had reached the neat, cosy room, 
where tea was ready laid. A cheerful fire burned in 
the brightly-polished grate, and the shining tea 
kettle sang a merry song of welcome to the new 
comers, and a fat tortoise-shell cat purred lazily on 
the rug.

Torn sat down in his chair by the fire with a sigh 
of satisfaction, and tenderly drew Robin to him, 
warming both his cold little hands in one of his big 
ones, and smiling on his thin, eager, upturned face.

After tea was finished, Robin feeling more at home 
made friends with the cat, while Eliza cleared away; 
but by the time she had done and sat down to her 
sewing, and Tom had lit his pipe, the warmth of 
the fire proved too much for the little fellow, and he 
and pussy were.both fast asleep.

Robin, like all children, looked very pretty when 
asleep. He lay on the rug with one arm thrown 
lovingly round the cat's neck, and the other tucked 
under his head; the firelight playing on his golden 
curls and tiny face made a pretty colour come and go 
in his pale little cheeks!.

Tom and Eliza both thought of their own lost dar 
ling as they sat looking at him; he was just about 
Robin's age when he died, and warm tears came in'io 
their eyes as they gazed at the little sleeper before 
them.

" Tom,'' whispered Elizn, after a long silence, 
" what are you a-going to do with this child ? "

"Well, mate,'' he answered, "I think I'll leave 
that for you to decide ; I for -my part should like to 
keep him with us."

" Oh ! that wouldn't do nohow," said Eliza em 
phatically.

" Why not? " asked Tom, taking his pipe out of 
his mouth.

" He's so dirt}'," said Eliza.
" But he'll wash, mate, won't he ? " asked Tom, 

with a quiet chuckle; " a little soap and water will 
soon settle that business, eh P "

" Yes, of course it will; but dirt isn't the only 
thing, he's so dreadfully ragged, and we can't afford 
to buy him new clothes, now can we ? No ! and well 
you know it."

"I know we ain't got money enough to buy him 
new 'uns ; but what's become of our Johnny's things, 
you've got 'em safe enough, lass, I warrant," said 
Tom in a gentle whisper, looking thoughtfully at the 
child.

" Tom ! Tom ! " cried Eliza, "you can't mean that 
you'd have our darling's things put on a dirty little 
beggar, surely? No! no! mate, I could never do 
that—never, never."

At the sound of Eliza's excited voice, Robin stirred 
in his sleep, and opening his e^yes, looked straight up 
into hers, saying as he did so that sacred of all words 
to a woman's heart, the one word, " Mother." This 
was more than Eliza could bear; so tenderly lifting 
him in her arms, with his curly head nestling on her 
loving, motherly breast, she softly whispered, "Poor 
little lamb! With heaven's help I will be a mother 
to you!"

Presently she arose, and carried Robin up to her 
room, and after having bathed him, put him on_ a 
clean little white shirt, her tears falling fast over its 
snowy folds, for she had taken it from a pile of little 
garments which had once belonged to her own 
child.

At length, when Robin was tucked up cosily in 
bed for the night, with his new-found mother's hand 
in his, Tom came creeping upstairs. When Eliza saw 
him she smiled and held up her finger as a warning
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THE BE1T1SH WQBKWOMAN.. 51
not to wake him, and then softly rising, put out the candle, and husband and wife went down to the sitting room together; and Tom having shut the door took Eliza in his arms, and giving her a hearty kiss said, " Wife, IVe always loved you, but never as I do now. Sure I am that the child up yonder will prove a blessing to you and me, but were it not so, remember what our Master said, ' Inasmuch as ye did it unto one of the least of these my brethren, ye did it unto me.' "

# * * *
The years passed swiftly away, and " Raggec Robin " (ragged no longer) had grown into a line healthy lad of about seventeen. A blessing indeec had Tom and Eliza West found him to be, for beside his gentle loving ways, which made their home life happy, he earned a great deal towards the housekeep ing; in fact, when the "rainy day" for which Eliza had provided really came at last, in the shape of a broken leg for her husband, and ill-health and littl work for herself, and the little store of money thu saved went—alas ! too soon—Robin paid the reni entirely for several weeks out of his own hard earn ings. When his adopted mother tried to thank him with tears in her eyes for " keeping the old roof ovei their head," Robin cried, " Don't mother ! I can't abear to hear you talk like that to me. How can, I ever repay the great debt of love I owe you and father ? Didn't you give me shelter when I was a poor homeless little chap ? And haven't you cared for and shown me nothing but love ever since ? " So the matter ended, and Robin continued to work all through the bleak winter months for those two kindly honest souls who had opened their hearts to him in his hour of adversity with love and right good will.

Robin came home from work one cold evenin_ whistling merrily as he trudged along the busy streets, for his heart was light as he thought of the cosy tea and glad welcome that awaited him at his journey's end.
Notwithstanding his eagerness to reach home, however, he went into a draper's shop to make some purchases, for it was the tenth anniversary of the day Tom West had found and befriended him, and he always called that day his birthday, and this year he had money enough to buy a nice warm shawl for Eliza, and a new tie for Tom (the latter being quite well again) to wear at church the following Sunday. So engrossed was he in his purchases that he was unmindful of what was passing around him, and did not notice a gentleman who was looking very intently at him, or hear the question he had thrice repeated.At length the stranger laid his hand on Robin's shoulder and said, " My dear fellow, I have been trying to attract your attention for some time."

'"Deed, sir, I beg pardon," said Robin, turning very red, " but I didn't hear."
" No, no, lad, I know you did not, but now you do hear will you answer me a question ? " 
" If 'tis in my power, sir."
" Do you know the way to Challin Street ? " said the gentleman, smiling at Robin's bright young face. " 'Deed and I do, sir," answered he, his face light ing up with an answering smile, "my home's there, and a real good home 'tis, too."
'* Well, if that's the case we'll go together if you don't mind, and then I shall be sure not to lose my way, for if it is such a good home you'd never forget the way, nor how to find it, would you, my lad ? "/' Nay, sir ! I'd ne'er forget! Why I'd find it blindfold from the other end of the world, that I do believe," said Robin, as he held his two parcels firmly, and thought lovingly of those for whom they were intended.

After ̂ this they lapsed into silence, for he was not a talkative lad, as a rule, by any means, and rather shy, too, with strangers.
Challin Street was very soon reached, and just as they entered it Robin's companion asked if he knew a Mrs. West, and if so which house it was she hved in.
" To be^sure I do," cried Robin, as he knocked at -No. 27, " 'tis right here, sir, and here she comes her self to let us in."
" You're late to-night, dearie," said Eliza, opening the door, " but ' better late than never ' 'tis said, and rightly, too, so come in, lad, come in and warm your- self a bit, for I am sure you must be nigh on perished such a nighfc as this."
"lou're right, mother," said Robin, putting his

strong young arms round about her, and giving her a good kiss. (Why is it that boys and girls, young men and young women, as a rule, are ashamed and think it silly to kiss their parents ?) " We are cold, clear; ive I say, for I've brought a gentleman with me."
"A gentleman! I'm sure I humbly beg your pardon, sir," cried Eliza, as she caught sight of Robin's companion for the first time, " for keeping you so long standing in the cold, but the light is so dim, and my eyes ain't quite so good as they were some time back,"
"Certainly, ma'am, of course," said the stranger, "don't trouble yourself, I beg."
"Thank you kindly, sir, for taking no offence, when no offence was meant. Will you step in ? We ain't got much to offer you, but such as it is you're kindly welcome. People can say what they please about sperrits and the like, but I make so bold as to say there's nothing comes up to a cup of tea. It's wonderful how it do build one up, as the saying is, after a good day's washing or charing. Robin here, dear lad, don't know what the taste of strong drink is, I'm thankful to say, and me and my mate have been teetotalers for many a long day; and if it had pleased heaven to spare our own dear boy, I trust he would have been one too."

"Your own boy? Then the young man, Robin, is not your son ? "
"No, sir," said Eliza, with a sigh. "Our boy would have been nigh Robin's age had he lived, but he died, clear angel, when he was nearly seven."
" Then who is Robin, if I may ask, and how came he here to live with you p "
" Who he is I can't rightly say. My mate brought him home to me ten year ago this very day. His mother was dead, and his father away in foreign parts ('Stralia, I think), and people did say as how he'd left his wife, poor soul, a-purpose, and never meant to come back no more; howsomever that may be I can't say. She believed in him up to the last, and for my part I can't help believing in him too."
" Heaven bless you for those words," cried the stranger, grasping Eliza's hand, " he always meant to return to her."
" What! did you know him ? " said Eliza, in eager tones,
" A.ye, well! He was as dear to me as a brother. I met him in Australia, and many a hardship and privation have we shared together. Often and often has he spoken to me of his wife and child, and always longingly of his return to them. You can never know the anguish it was to him when he came back to the little home he had left and found it empty ! He searched in vain for some clue to the whereabouts of his dear ones. At length his inquiries met with success, and he traced his wife to a poor attic, but only to find she was dead-. The shock proved too much for him (he had but just recovered from a severe sickness), and he gradually faded away, and died in my arms at last. Almost the last words he uttered were about his child, begging me to seek for him. After I laid my friend in his long resting-place, I set out to fulfil my promise to the dead. They told me when I traced the child in a roundabout way that he went to sweep a crossing, more than that they could tell me nothing, as a Mrs. White, who had been kind to the child and his mother, had left the place for some time. I was almost in despair, but resolved to seek out Mrs. White. I found her after consider able difficulty, and she directed me here to you. But before I say any more I ought to tell you who I am. My name is David Blake."

" David Blake ! " cried Eliza, starting to her feet; "oh! Davey, dear old Davey, don't you know me? I'm your sister." .•
" My little sister Eliza! " said David, taking both tier hands in his. " Many and many's the time I've ;hought of you and the old home. Oh ! it is wonderful low these earthly meetings are brought about! I only wish Joseph and his wife Jessie—— "
"Jessie? That's the name at the end of the etter," said Eliza. 
" What letter ? " asked David. 
"I'll go and fetch it," said she. 
" Well you see," said Tom, who up to this time lad been perfectly speechless with amazement, " when ve first had Robin he was called ' Ragged Robin,' and well I took to the little 'un. Even that there lame brought a whiff of good, old-fashioned country air along with it—ragged robins is the name of •arely pretty bits of flowers all a-growing wild in he place I come from. He had such a sweet, inner- ent face, too, though rather grimed with dirt, 'tis true; but when rny mate cleaned him up, and put him on a bit of decent clothing, he was a picture to | look at, so to speak, that he was! Now 'Liza (being I

a careful soul) just overlooked his ragged clothes, if clothes they might be called, and in the lining of what must once have been a nice little weskit enough came across a letter. When we asked the little chap who 'twas put it there, and who 'twas meant for, he up and says, 'Mother put it there for father;' so my wife ses, ' Tom,' ses she, ' we'll set store by this 'ere letter, for that's what the poor lass did what's dead and gone, who writ it, and we'll put it by for him as it's meant for,' and that's what we did, and kep' it safe and sound, and here comes 'Liza with it."
" Here it is," said Eliza, coming into the room, and handing a folded paper to David. " You see there's no name nor address nor nothing on it.""No," said David, when he had carefully examined and read it, "but the hand-writing corresponds ex actly with other letters from Joseph's wife. It seems like a voice from the dead to read all the loving, for giving words the poor girl wrote to her husband for his seeming neglect, seeming only, for he wrote to her over and over again, and sent remittances of money, which evidently never reached her. Heaven bless and reward you and your husband for all you have done for Robin, Eliza,"

When tea was over Robin gave the presents he had bought to his adopted parents, which were greatly admired and appreciated by them.
Many were the. adventures recounted by David Blake that evening to his attentive listeners. He told Eliza how he had missed her when she left home to go to her first place; and how, a few weeks after his mother's death, he ran away to sea, from the cruelty of his step-father. He had never written home, as he had quite lost sight of his sister, and he felt no longing to visit the Old Country until his friend, Robin's father, started on his homeward journey, and then all at once he made up his mind to accompany him. Thus it was he had returned to England, well to do, in the prime of life.

Robin's father had made a nice little fortune in the New Country, and by the time business matters were settled, he became the possessor of a comfortable income. In the days of his prosperity he did not forget those who had been so good to him, but helped and clung to them with, if possible, still greater affec tion. When, in a short time, Robin brought home a sweet young wife, Tom and Eliza were delighted ; and as the years rolled onwards, and children's voices made glad music in the house, their cup of happiness was lull, for dear "Grandma" and "Grandpa" were beloved by all the little ones as well as their parents. David Blake returned to Australia after a few months' sojourn in England, for he had led a roving life too long to be able to settle down but for a short time in any one place; but he often wrote home to his sister, and sent her boxes of curious plants and feathers, to the great delight of Robin's little ones."Ah! Tom, my dear," said Eliza one afternoon, as she sat with Robin's youngest child on her knee, " 'twas a happy day when you brought home Ragged Robin."
"Aye! wife, but 'twas a happier thing when you opened your loving heart to the little 'un," returned Tom; "but," continued he, "I always did and always will say that my missus is a wonderful woman ! "
And thus we leave them, happy and contented in their old age, loving and beloved by all around, Christians in deed and in truth ; waiting, hand in hand, in faith and hope, the Master's summons to a brighter world. LOUISA BKOCKMAN.

filie ff&risf,
REMEMBER that Christ, the great Teacher, is your pattern, and that in order to be a faithful ;eacher, pleasing God, you must be like him.Like him in prayer. The stillness of night and arly morn witnessed his supplications for his 

disciples.
Like him in knowledge,—possessing the know- edge of the life that now is, and of that which is 

o come.
Like him in teaching. The hearts of his hearers iurned within them, and their souls were quickened iy his words.
Like him in spirit,—peaceful, meek, humble, and pure in heart.
Like him by the way,—ever uttering words of dndness to all who came to him troubled.
Like him at all times,—doing the will of your Mlier in heaven.—Morning Watch,
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V.
THE RED SEA. 

Ex. xiv.; Heb. ii. 29. 
the wonderful Passover night, which we 

considered last time, the children of 
Israel at last set forth from the land of 
Egypt. What a start it must have been, 
600,000 men, women and children, 
gathering together in great haste and 
setting out from their homes in Egypt! 

(Ex. xii. 37, 39). Their first halt 
was at Etham, and then we are told 
of God's appointment for the guid 
ance of His people. They were not 
to be left to wander on through the 
wilderness according to their own 
will and way. Neither were they 
to follow just as Moses guided them 
—God Himself led them by a Pillar 
of Cloud by day, and with a Pillar 
of Fire by night (chap xiii. 21, 22). 
Never could the question arise 
among that great multitude, 
" which way are we to go ? " The 
Pillar of Cloud always went before 
them and they followed as they 
were led. God does not lead His 
children by a visible token now, 
yet as truly and really He guides 
them. What a difference there 
would be in the lives of many 
people, if the prayer went up from 
their hearts, " Lord lead me." A 
wilful little child on unsteady feet, 
that will not take its mother's 
hand, will be sure to have a fall ere 
long. And we too stumble and fall 
because we seek to guide our owii 
footsteps, because we do not cry, 
" Hold THOTJ me up." The history 
of the children of Israel was written 
for our sakes. God would have us 
ask ourselves as we read it, what 
lesson is there here for me ?" The 
lesson of the cloudy Pillar is one 
for daily life. Have we given up 
our hearts and lives to God's guid 
ance ? Are we following as He 
leads on ? We are now brought to 
Israel's first great difficulty on 
leaving Egypt—the Red Sea. 
These people had no ships; how 
could they cross the sea ? And 
then with the sea lie/ore them, dan 
ger came from behind. Pharaoh, 
forgetting the terrible plagues, re 
pents of letting Israel go and 
pursues them. The proud king was 
about to march onto his own death, 
though he knew it not. Pharaoh 
thought to destroy Israel, but in 
the attempt was himself destroyed. 
Thus Satan thought to overcome 
Christ, but was himself overcome 
by that One " stronger than he." 
It must have been a fearful moment 
for Israel when they saw the host 
coming on behind them. Their fear 
and unbelief led them to murmur 
against Moses (ver. 11). The reply 
of Moses shows to whom they were 
to look. No earthly help could avail 
for them then, " GOD shall fight for 

It is a great matter when any

east wind drove back the sea, the waters divided and 
became as a wall on either side, and there was a 
pathway for the people to pass over (ver. 21). " The 
sea is His, and HE made it,' 5 and He can rule it at 
His will. The sea obeyed Christ also and was 
" still" at His word, and its tossing waves held Him 
up, as He walked calmly upon it. The miracle of 
the dividing the waters of the Red Sea is alluded to 
in various parts of God's Word as a special instance 
of His power (Ps. Ixxviii. 13; Is. Ixiii. 11,12, 13).

We must notice that when the children of Israel 
entered upon their passage through the sea, the 
Pillar of Cloud that had gone before them to guide 
them, removed and went behind them (ver. 19, 20). 
Why was this? God's Pillar was to be blackness to 
Egypt and light to Israel. The children of Israel

be fully realized by His servants, for they " s hall see 
His face " (Rev. xxii. 4). Will it be ours to fear or 
to rejoice before His face, in that day ?

When the children of Israel were safe on the other 
side of the Red Sea, the judgment of God came upon 
the Egyptians. The waters returned to their place 
and overwhelmed the advancing host (ver. 27, 28). 
Never again could they rise up against Israel—their 
dead bodies lay, in the morning, upon the shore of 
the sea. So must all God's enemies perish one da}'. 
He is waiting now, bearing with this wicked world, 
but judgment will come, as surely as to Egypt 
(2 Thess. i. 7, 9). Israel, saved, on the shores of 
the sea, is a striking picture of delivered souls- 
souls who have experienced God's " so great salva 
tion." As Moses led Israel through the sea, so may 

Christ, the " Captain of our salva 
tion " lead us, and deliver us from 
sin and death.

MARGARET ESDAILE.

you.
soul is brought to realize this, there is no lielp for 
me anywhere, but in GOD alone. God brings ninny 
low just that He may teach them this; that they 
may cry with Asa, " Help us Lord, for we rest on 
THEE, and in THY Name we go against this multi- 

'tude,"(2 Chron. xiv. 11). "Man's extremity is 
God's opportunity." Have any of us been in 
" extremity ? " Did we seek God then ? And if we 
sought Him, did we not find Him P " Thou Lord 
hast never failed them that seek Thee " (Ps. 9, 10, 
Prayer-book Version). God gives Moses the word 
of command to " go forward." Was not this an im 
possibility ? Could they "go forward" into the 
sea? God never gives a command without the 
poiuer to obey it. Moses stretched out his rod, an

were to be lighted on their way, God's Pillar was to 
be their blessing, but ah ! how different was it on the 
oilier side ! It is a picture to us of the unspeakable 
difference between God's smile and God's frown, the 
joy of one, the terror of the other. Each one of us 
is either under the frown, or the smile of God. Do 
you ask, who are those who are under the frown of 
God ? Every unrepenting sinner. " The face of the 
Lord is against them that do evil " (1 Pet. iii. 12). 
The " face of the Lord" was " against" the 
Egyptians; He " looked " upon them not to bless 
them, but to trouble them. Ah ! the time will come 
when God's face will be so terrible that heaven and 
earth will flee from before it (Rev. xx.). That indeed 
will be the frown ! Then too will the smile of God

ER name was really Kate 
Crispin, but she was 
always called " Kitty 
Farthings." She lived 
in a poorly inhabited 
street — so poor, that 
its residents had much 

difficulty in making both ends of 
their very narrow incomes meet.

Kitty was not among the affluent 
of the land; though she thought 
herself rich as compared with her 
neighbours, which, indeed, she was, 
for as Kitty herself said, " If a 
body can pay her way, an' get 
along from day to day without 
owing a critter a farthin', an' 'ave 
somethin' saved agin a time o' 
trouble, why——'' Kitty always 
lacked words at this part of her 
sentence, but her comely, expressive 
countenance fully showed the satis 
faction that such a body, in such 
circumstances, might and really 
ought to feel.

There was no doubt that Kitty 
was rather proud of herself, not 
with a wicked, uplifted pride, that 
made her overbearing, and look 
down with contempt on all around 
her. Such feelings were unknown 
to the mistress of number 10 Carlton 
Street, but she had an honest pride 
founded on self-respect. " I couldn't 
get on at all," she had been heard to 
say, "if I couldn't respect myself; 
and if you don't respect yourself, 
how can you expect others to respect 
you ? "

So Kitty showed her respect for 
herself in her neat and orderly 
habits, and by husbanding her 
humble resources so that she 
should become a burden to no one. 
" Taxes is high enough, without 
me a addin' to 'em by comin' on 
the parish for relief; an' as long as 
I'm blessed with health an' strength 
I'll work and save."

But something like a sigh escaped 
Kitty at this point of her rnus- 
inga. She had just entered the

long, narrow street in which her home was situated, 
and her hard-earned day's wages was tightly grasped 
in her hand.

Yes, as long as she could work she would do very 
well; there was no doubt about that. But by-and- 
by, when health and strength began to fail her, when 
she could no longer set other persons' houses in order, 
or make herself of use in any way, what would be 
come of old Kitty then ? How far would her savings 
go in keeping her out of "the house?" "But a 
very scanty way indeed,'' she muttered, as a careworn 
look fell over her rugged face. " The House is all 
very well, an' a blessing to some, but I hopes I shall 
never come to it." Kitty set the key in the lock ot 
her own door, and entered her little dwelling. She
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soon had the fire lighted, and the kettle boiling for her cup of tea, and under the cheering influence of 
the latter she was able to cope with her cares. A look of peace, which surely was heaven-born, lighted her face as she murmured, "I'll not fear the future; 
He never deserts those who trust in Him, ' and He 
knoweth them that trust in Him/ "

With this comforting assurance Kitty finished her tea, put on her bonnet and shawl again, and with her 
basket on her arm, sallied out to do her little mar keting. Mr. Pringle's, at the corner of the street, 
the lights of whose well-stocked shop were a beacon to the whole neighbourhood, was her destination. Mr. Pringle himself was serving on this occasion, 
and it was Mr. Pringle who greeted our friend with 
a hearty " Good evening, Mrs. Kitty, and how do you find yourself ? "

"Pretty well, I thank you," answered Mrs. Kitty, 
panting a little after the exertion of ascending the three awkward corner steps that led into the shop.

" And what can I serve you with to-night P"

what she always wants farthings for? I never • remember—and she's dealt here pretty regular now 
for some years—her ever making a purchase without 
asking for as many farthings as I could spare. Odd, 
very odd." Mr. Pringle brought his soliloquy to a close, and began to dust his counter with vigour.

In the meantime Mrs. Kitty approached her own 
door, and a few minutes later she was at home again. 
When the contents of her basket were safely placed in her neatly-arranged cupboard, and her 
bonnet and shawl hanging once more on the peg behind the door, she took from a shelf an old, curiously-fashioned box, into which, with much gra 
tification, she dropped the seven farthings. After 
doing so a smile flitted across her face, and for a mo 
ment she seemed about to raise the lid and have a peep in, but evidently with an effort she restrained her curiosity, and with a shake of the head mur 
mured, "No, not till the right day comes round, and then we'll see, we'll see."

" Dad's got no work, an' mother's laid up bad, an' I wants to know if yer'll give me anything to 
buy a loaf o' bread, or to get a little tea with. 
Couldn't yer now spare me some o' those fardings ? " added the child wistfully.

" Oh, no ! not those," exclaimed Mrs. Kitty, with a touch of pain in her voice.
" Why not ? yer've got lots I dare say. Mr. Pringle calls yer Mi's. Kitty Fardings."
" Oh, no, child; I couldn't spare one of those ! " 

said Mrs. Kitty decidedly. " Not one of those pre cious treasures," she added softly. But touched by 
the look of disappointment in the girl's face, she continued: " But you shall have what you want. 
Though I'm but a poor woman myself, and not able to give much away, I can do what I can, an' that's all the dear Lord asks of any of us," she mused, as 
she turned to her cupboard, and took out a loaf and some tea and sugar, which she made up into a good- 
sized packet and despatched with the little girl to her own home.

"HIS MOTHER NURSED HIM WHEN HE WAS ILL."—See page 50.
asked Mr. Pringle pleasantly, as he looked at the 
good-humoured face before him. Mrs. Kitty was a special favourite of his, as she never wanted credit, 
nor anything that he was unable to oblige her with.

In the present instance she required her usual 
amount of little grocery, and when her purchases 
were completed, she tendered the shopkeeper a two- 
shilling piece, which, after bouncing on the counter, 
he threw into the till, and proceeded to give her the change.

" As many farthings as you can spare," paid Mrs. Kitty, smilingly.
" All right, m'm, you shall have them—one, two, 

three, /bur, five, six; I'm rather short to-night, but here's another—seven, that is all."
Mrs. Kitty gathered them up with an air of satisfaction, and carefully placing her small pack 

ages in her roomy basket, turned to leave the shop.
" She's a queer one, she is," was Mr. Pringle's 

comment, as he watched his customer's portly form slowly making its way down the stops. "I wonder

The fire bhized and shed a cheery lighb round the 
room. Every object in it was illuminated with a ruddy glow, even Mrs. Kitty herself, who under the 
happy impression that she had shut out the gaze of all inquisitive eyes, abandoned herself to a few 
minutes' meditation before carefully placing the box 
again in its right place. But as she turned to do so 
her movements were narrowly watched by a pair of 
sharp, dark eyes, the owner of which had scarcely 
time to draw on one side before Mrs. Kitty, with a 
vexed exclamation, discovered that her shutter was 
still unclosed.

"I can't think how I came to forget it." Then 
she paused and listened; and an uneasy look stole 
over her face as she heard a step outside, which was immediately followed by a knock at the 
door.

It was only a neighbour's child on whom Mrs. Kitty's gaze rested a moment later. A child, with 
an anxious, under-fed look, and whose large, eager 
eyes hastily scanned her face.

" And may a blessing go with it," she added fer vently to herself. And though Mrs. Kitty did iiot 
know it, her timely gift was productive of good. It was more eloquent than words, "forcible" as "right words " are, in forwarding a cause which she had 
much at heart. In Caiiton Street alone Mrs. Kitty often heard language which made her shudder. Oaths 
were of frequent occurrence. God's holy name was used lightly by irreverent lips, and many a time when 
she passed the Eyland's house her ears had been shocked by the expressions that she overheard. Once 
she did stop and expostulate, and the few earnest 
sentences that she spoke in the Master's name stopped the blasphemous words, but only for a time. The 
next day she heard the same unholy exclamations. 
As speech in this case seemed useless, she seldom gave utterance to it, but prayed with increased ear 
nestness, "hallowed be Thy namej Thy kingdom 
come." In the meantime, herself trying to lead a 
life consistent with her professions.

From the date of her welcome aid the Eylands
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regarded her with increased respect, and the words 
of "Mrs. Kitty Farthings" began to have with them 
greater weight.

But why was Kitty saving her farthings P To 
learn this we must go back a few years in her history. 
The Rylands were not the first that she wished to 
bring to the knowledge of the source of all true 
happiness. It had always been her fervent prayer 
that her Lord's kingdom might be spread upon earth. 
Kitty herself, when young, had known the privilege 
of attending a Bible class. She and her husband 
had been members of the same church, and on his 
death she had tried to carry on alone the good work 
that they had jointly started.

Many a time she had almost failed in this labour 
of love ; many a time, through adverse circumstances, 
she had been tempted to abandon it altogether, but 
ever there had been an inward prompting to per 
severe, and she had done so.

But if she had not been left a widow so early in 
life, that which she so much wished to do might have 
been accomplished ere this. But Kitty consoled 
herself with the reflection that she was doing what 
she could; "an' no one can do more than that," she 
added cheerfully. So she went on saving her far 
things, just as she and her husband used to do from 
the date of her marriage.

" They will come in for somethin' mark me, Kitty," 
he would say hopefully. " A thing that's set apart 
for a right purpose will be called for when wanted. 
It's been put into our hearts to do it, and we will go 
on, and see what will come of it."

And Kitty had gone on. And now she thought 
she saw an opening for the disposal of her loved 
hoard—an opening which made her heart rejoice.

Carlton Street and its surrounding neighbourhood 
was not worse off than many other places that might 
be mentioned. It had a teeming population of un 
taught, unthinking individuals, who scarcely knew 
the name of God : or, if they did know it, they only 
used it in blasphemous expressions, and were utterly 
ignorant of his loving Fatherhood.

On a Sunday morning, when Mrs. Kitty went to 
church, how she longed on her way thither to tell 
the groups of slatternly looking women and unwashed 
men some of the good tidings which were so dear to 
her own heart.

" If they only knew that they have a Saviour who 
died for them, and that God is a loving Father, what 
a change it would make in them all," she mused. 
Yes, most of them didn't know any better ; they 
hadn't been brought up in the knowledge of those 
l:oly truths which it had been her privilege from 
childhood to hear, and they just wanted some one to 
tell them. They wouldn't listen to her, but they 
would to one ot God's ministers; not in a church 
like the one that she was going to—they would think 
that too grand, and not for the likes o' them—but in 
some plain, quiet, little place, where they could just 
come in and hear about Jesus and all he had done 
for them.

And at this point of her meditations Mrs. Kitty's 
pleasant, kind-looking eyes glistened, and the light 
of hope irradiated her face as she entered the 
sacred dwelling. Ah! those Sunday mornings 
were seasons of great spiritual refreshment. The 
prayers, hymns, and plain simple sermon which Mrs. 
Kitty, and others like her, could easily understand.

But on this particular Sunday morning there was 
something in her manner that betokened she was 
almost beside herself with joy as she walked home 
from church. Not that she did anything very 
extraordinary, or attracted any attention to herself, 
but her comely face was wreathed in smiles as she 
reached her own door, and as soon as she was safely 
inside her own little parlour she took down the 
curiously fashioned box, opened the lid, and gazed 
with delight at its contents.

" Yes; I think so. Yes; I think so," she re 
peated. " Any way it will be a somethin' towards it." 
With this she carefully replaced it in its right place, 
but her mind was so occupied with other matters that 
she made all sorts of mistakes in getting her dinner 
that day. Her one wish was that there were not so 
many hours between then and seven o'clock on Mon 
day night.

But, at last, Monday evening came; and at six 
o'clock Mrs. Kitty came home from her work. After 
she had made herself look as fresh and clean as soap

" THE DOME " differs from the ordinary kinds in the following 
important points:—It is manufactured only from selected materials 
of the BEST QIULIIT, and being prepared by a special process, it 
not only POLISHES MOEE QUICKLY than other Blackleads, but also 
adheres at once to the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDING- INJUEY TO 
THE FuBiaTUBE from dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen every 
where.—E. James and Sons, sole makers, Plymouth. (ADVT.)

and water could make her, changed her working 
clothes for her Sunday attire, and refreshed herself 
with a nice cup of tea, she started away from home 
again with something securely wrapped in paper, 
and carried as tenderly in her arms as though it had 
been a baby.

Through narrow streets and crowded thorough 
fares she threaded her way till she reached a house 
standing apart from the road and enclosed by high 
walls. After a minute inspection of the exterior of 
the dwelling, Mis. Kitty pushed open the gate, and 
after spelling softly to herself the word " Vicarage," 
she rang the bell.

A few moments later she stood in a large hall, 
from whence she was ushered into a cosy room, which 
was the vicar's study, and at the table sat the vicar 
himself.

He was an elderly, benign-looking man, with care 
worn face, and well-seamed brow, but his countenance 
lightened pleasantly as he turned to Kitty and waited 
her business.

After a couple of curtsies, Mrs. Kitty found word 
to speak : " It was you yerself, sir, as said yesterday 
that you'd be pleased to receive any sums of monej 
towards the putting up of the church you wa 
speakin' of."

"Ah, that I shall, indeed," said the clergymai 
genially ; " we want to buy the piece of ground it 
———" (naming a place in the neighbourhood o 
Carlton Street) " and when that is done we propose 
erecting an iron church. A church has long been 
wanting in that locality," he added wistfully.

" Ahj that it has, sir; an' no one knows it more 
than I do, as lives amidst it." Then after one or 
two of her experiences, Kitty came to the object oJ 
her visit. Slowly, with tender reverence for the box 
that had housed her treasure for so long, she emptied 
the contents on the vicar's table, and when the last 
farthing was out she exclaimed heartily, " Take it, 
sir, and may it go some little way in buying the 
ground for the new church."

It did go some little way. It went a long way. 
It was the accumulation of years, and had mounted 
up to even more than Mrs. Kitty herself was aware 
of. Other sums flowed in to swell the amount of 
this first gift, and it was not long before the piece of 
land was bought. A church was soon put on it, and 
the blessed sounds of prayer and praise were heard 
for the first time in the vicinity of Carlton Street.

This was not all. There now stands on the site 
of the former iron building a fine stone church 
erected through the contributions, which came in in 
farthings, halfpennies, pennies, and other small coins, 
of those very persons for whom the former building 
was put up, and of which Mrs. Kitty, out of a little, 
laid the foundation. SUSIE.

EAN SWIFT has recorded that the 
people of Lilliput were divided into two 
classes, those who wore high, and those 
wh° wore low-heeled shoes. The dis- 
tiuction, fantastical though it was in- 
tended to be, is not altogether unknown 
in the present day, when the wearer of 

high-heeled shoes has become the butt of various 
" reformers." It is at least as good as that of 
the manager, who divided all history into two 
periods—that when people either went bare-foot 
or wore sandals, and that when every one wore buff 
boots. Such general divisions as these, however, 
have long appeared wide of the mark to all who 
have cared to think for a moment about what may 
be called the great boot question, which sometimes 
presents itself nuder most perplexing aspects. 
How boots are to be obtained at all is a serions 
problem to many. How they are to appear 
shapely and yet not pinch the feet, is an enigma 
to others. When the art of the disciple of St. 
Crispin has overcome the last-named difficulty, 
there often remains no little embarrassment aris 
ing out of the variety of "makes" which he is 
able to display. It is a debated point even now, 
whether broad-toed boots are physiologically more 
proper than those of narrow toes, and some are 
not yet able to determine whether broad heels or 
narrow heels, high heels or low heels, are the 
better. The truth is that this boot question has 
been more or less perplexing to all generations. 
Whether shoes or sandals are of greater antiquity 
than boots, is a matter which not a few are fond of

discussing (though shoes are more frequently 
mentioned by ancient writers than boots), and it is 
held that the term shoes may in an abstract sort 
of way include boots, just as a shoemaker may 
also be, and invariably is, a bootmaker. Plutarch, 
it will be remembered, uses the term shoes. In his 
life of Paulus 2Emilius he tells a story of a Roman 
who had been divorced from bis wife, and who, on 
being blamed by his friends, held up his " shoe," 
asking whether it was not new and well-made, and, 
being assured that it was, replied that no one could 
tell where it pinched him. To this has been 
traced the origin of the phrase, " Where the shoe 
pinches," and it is undoubtedly a point in favour 
of those who take up the cause of the antiquity of 
shoes as against the antiquity of boots. Even 
Crispin himself and his brother Crispianus when 
endeavouring to make converts to Christianity at 
Soissons, earned their livelihood at" shoemaking," 
so that the odds are pretty strongly against the 
advocates of bootmaking as the more ancient 
craft.

At the time of the Anglo-Saxons the people 
of these islands wore neither boots nor shoes, 
although they were not without the protection of 
leather for their feet. Their ideal of what boots 
or shoes should be took the form of leather stock 
ings, or buskins, which opened down the front, and 
were strapped together by a sort of thong. That, 
indeed, was the most common form ol: boot or shoe 
then worn. Even the poorest labourers found 
means of providing themselves with leather where 
with to wrap their feet. The wealthier classes 
preferred tassels for fastenings, and not a few in 
dulged in the luxury of ornaments, chiefly gold. 
Such was the fashion for many generations. It 
had undergone but little change when Henry I. 
ascended the throne, the most important alteration 
that had yet taken place being in the direction of 
shorter boots and longer stockings. But before 
Henry's death a most fantastic form had been 
given to the boots of those who studied to be 
fashionable. In other words, peaked-toe boots 
came into vogue, despite the denunciations of 
monks and the clergy generally. These peaks were 
gradually lengthened until, in subsequent years, 
shoes with peaks two feet long were not uncommon. 
One would have thought that the height of ab 
surdity had been reached, and that the dandy of 
those clays would have been content with shoes, 
the points of which may have been thirty inches 
from his ankles. The desire for change is, how 
ever, strong in the human mind. When you have 
a peak stretching away two feet from the toes, it 
does not require a very powerful imagination to 
suggest that it may readily be curled, and some 
such idea as this soon presented itself to the rulers 
of fashion, for the next change was in the direction 
of curled toes, those resembling scorpion's tails or 
ram's horns being most in favour. With whom 
the notion of long-peaked shoes originated is a 
much vexed point, though a very plausible explana 
tion runs to this effect: A courtier had a mal 
formed foot, in the shape of a portly excrescence at 
the toe. To remedy this defect, and to render 
wLi iking easy, he caused some shoes to be made 
with the points turned up, so that plenty of room 
might be afforded for his feet. The innovation 
was, of course, noticed at once, and so deeply 
smitten were many persons then about him that 
they likewise procured shoes similar to his. The 
pattern was soon generally copied, and thus shoes 
of this inconvenient shape came to be worn. The 
first requisite in a good boot, we are told on 
authority, is that it should be long enough. The 
long-peaked shoes no doubt complied with this 
requirement, though whether they had not some 
other disadvantages is a matter which each must 
now settle for himself, since history is silent on the 
point. Among the particular classes of the long- 
peaked shoes were the celebrated " Crackowes," so- 
called because they were made, or at any rate 
ihe fashion originated, at Cracow. They were 
most in demand in the time of Richard I]. The 
peculiarity of these shoes was a long pike stretch- 
ng away from the toes and drawn up to the knees, 

where they were fastened, sometimes with gold and 
silver. It will have been noticed that these long- 
Deaked extravagances have been called shoes, and 
he term shoes no doubt conveys the idea of sonie- 
hing reaching only as high as the ankles. But 
he dandies of those days had their choice between
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shoes and boots. That nothing might be wantin 
in height as well as in length, boots were made to 
reach as high as the thigh, so that the Welling 
tons or knee-boots of our own day can only be 
regarded as a sort of compromise between the 
shoes and the boots of our ancestors, at least as 
boots were worn in the time of Henry Y., Edward 
V., and Eichard III. Thus then, high boots and 
long boots had their day. There only remained, 
in the matter of extremes, the alternative of wide 
boots. These came in during the reign of Henry 
VII. It is said that the width of the shoes or 
slippers of those days occasionally exceeded the 
length of the foot. But they were never very 
popular, probably on account of the discomfort 
which they caused. The long-peaked shoes had 
a greater lease of life, and that they were at one 
time common is shown by the fact that they ap 
pear frequently in pictures of the times that have 
been described.

From all this it will appear that the question of 
what is or should be worn in the matter of boots 
and shoes has occupied as much attention in the 
past as it does in the present day ; and it cannot 
be doubted that the boot and shoemaker has been 
and is a very important member of society. Of 
course there have been men fond of overrating the 
craft. The celebrated Hoby, a bootmaker of St. 
James's Street, flattered himself, it will be remem 
bered, that he it was who won the battle of Water 
loo, or at any rate was the cause of the Duke's 
success on the Peninsula, because he happened to 
make the Duke's boots. One trembles to think 
what might have happened had the Duke to pause 
at a critical moment in action because of the 
torture arising from ill-fitting boots. That may 
have been the vi(, \Y which Hoby took of the matter. 
But then Hoby was altogether a remarkable per 
sonage. When Sir John Shelley once complained 
to him that his top-boots had split in several 
places merely in walking from the house to the 
stables, he replica, " Why, Sir John, I made the 
boots for riding, not walking." Mr. Hoby, 
it is to be feared, is not the only follower of the 
craft who has been ready with excuses when re 
quired. Complain to your bootmaker that his 
boots pinch at one particular place, and he will at 
once prove to you that they will grow easy—that 
it is a good thing to have them tight at first. 
Complain that they are loose, and he will assure 
you that tight boots are positively injurious. But 
perhaps the most provoking artifice of the fashion 
able bootmaker is one which must have presented 
itself to most persons at one time or another, and 
it is this : You buy a pair of boots which in the 
shop fit comfortably—are all that you can desire. 
Wear them, however, for a day or two, and they 
will seem so small that to draw them- on means 
excruciation. That may be one of the penalties 
for desiring to possess a'small foot. The desire, 
indeed, to conceal the size of a large foot is re 
sponsible for much suffering that is, it may be 
feared, silently and patiently borne. Men with feet 
the sue of George Washington's—it is said that 
he took what bootmakers call "number elevens" 
—are seldom fond of displaying them, though 
they may be no more than proportioned to the 
size of the body. But men will always, and in all 
circumstances, find reason for complaint. The 
question of boots or shoes is not, and probably 
never will be, an exception, though possibly few 
will go so far as Garth, who is said to have looked 
forward to death as a relief because he was tired 
of perpetually putting on and off his shoes.

. W. ROBERTS.

By EDITH C. KENYON.

CHAPTER XI.
MATTERS REACH A CRISIS.

PR ING and summer passed away and, 
except brief intervals of kinder feeling 
towards me, Alick and Sydney still kept 
up their cold, unkind behavour. It 
had all a most unfortunate effect upon 
my disposition; I became surly, bad 
tempered and disobliging to all my 

schoolfellows, but especially to them.

At last things came to a crisis one day when 
Hacker, my best friend, had given Alick and Sydney 
what he called a bit of his mind about the way in 
which they treated me. Then, in defiance and to 
justify themselves, they had told the boys all about 
the matter.

Unconscious of all this, I had come in, moodily as 
usual now, to afternoon school, and had thrown my 
self on my bench with a not very amiable glance 
across to my cousin's desk. That was the signal for 
hostilities to begin. None of the masters were 
present.

The boys began to hiss. I looked up to see who 
was the obnoxious one and found all eyes fastened 
upon me.

"Hiss-hiss," said the boys, while I coloured with 
anger.

" Ba-ba, " began my schoolfellows again, "Ba- 
lamb, black sheep——"

" What do you mean ?" I demanded. 
" Simply this," said a tall youth, stepping forward 

and handing me a paper with an elaborate bow.
I stared at the insulting document, but the letters 

danced before my eyes and I could not read ifc.
" Can't you make it out ? Shall I read it for 

you ? " asked an officious boy. Before I could prevent 
him, he was singing out over my shoulder :

"Forasmuch as Harold Mortimer has been dis 
covered to be an inveterate liar and altogether a 
character of bad repute, closely allied though he is to 
one of unimpeachable integrity ; we, the undersigned, 
unite in suggesting that he should vacate his present 
position among associates so unsuitable to his dis 
position and habits, and, in short, that he should 
leave the Hopetown Grammar School at his earliest 
opportunity, or live to incur the constant hostility 
of——" here followed a long list of names, the last
of which was Hacker.

As soon as my eyes fell upon that signature, the 
fight within me was ended. The powers of darkness 
had conquered the good in me that day.

With an angry cry, I shook off the boys who were 
surrounding me, and, springing at Sydney, flung him 
to the ground as if he were a baby, and threw my 
self upon Alick with all my strength.

" Harold Mortimer!"
It was the head-master's voice, and, awed into 

obedience by the tone none under his authority dare 
disobey, I stood before him.

'I should not have thought this of you," he said 
coldly, "you must stay in after school to be treated 
as you richly deserve."

I turned giddy and leaned heavily against a desk.
What was that horrid noise ? There was a sub 

dued clapping of hands, and other signs of the boys' 
approval. Had I not one friend left ? Alas, alas, 
I had been so absorbed in my cousin's unkindness 
that I had long been churlish to them all.

After school I was caned for the first time in my 
life, .and, after that, I slunk away wretched and 
reckless, sore both within and without.

When I was nearly home, my way led me by a 
thick hedge, behind which my uncle and cousins were 
talking loudly, as they sat watching the busy harvest 
workers.

"Oh, my," Sydney was just exclaiming, "'he did 
get a jolty good licking, father."

" Serve him right," said my uncle, "servo him right
—the young cur won't set up himself again to know 
better than his elders in a hurry."

" Indeed," said Alick, " I think he's a long way 
from setting up himself now. Mr. Merten, our class- 
master, says he never knew a worse boy."

" That's just it—he's a real bad one! " rejoined my 
uncle.

Oh ! but I was in a wicked, wicked passion then. 
My one desire was to make them suffer.

Uncle had a very large stack of hay to sell, and he 
had promised Alick and Sydney, if he obtained a good 
price for it, they should have a tricycle each.

Ah! what suggested the haystack to me just then 
with my mind thirsting for revenge ?

The evening was a very hot one. Not a breath of 
air seemed to be stirring. I felt mechanically in my 
pocket, and my hand rested on a small match-box 
which happened to be there, among other articles 
apparently as little useful to a schoolboy.

I was passing the stack now. How my hand 
trembled.

I hated them. I hated them—I would be revenged
—my heart seemed turned to stone. But the next 
minute I shook with horror at the terribly base temp 
tation. The box fell back into my pocket. Then I 
heard voices approaching, and feeling as if every one 
must know, if they saw me, of what evil thoughts I

had been guilty, I threw myself down on the ground 
behind the stack. It was a very hot place, on which 
the afternoon sun had been shining for hours. The 
voices went by, and I was just going to rise, when a 
blaze of yellow light and strong smell of sulphur 
made me spring to my feet. The light proceeded 
from over my shoulders ; it still came from behind me 
when I stood up and turned round. My jacket was 
on fire ? I tore it off, and my waistcoat too. The 
matches had ignited! What a narrow escape I had 
had. But now—the stack was on fire.

What should I do ? Every one would think I had 
done it on purpose. I dare not rush to the house 
and give the alarm ; I thought they would never 
believe that I had not deliberately set fire to the stack 
in my anger.

I would try to put it out myself instead, so I ran 
through the stack-yard to the pump in the yard for 
some water. I found a bucket close by, and in 
almost less time than it takes to write it, was back 
again at the stack; but, alas! the flames were 
shooting out already above my head. Then, hearing 
a voice shout " Eire ! Fire ! " I turned and fled. 

*****
It was midnight. The pale moon shone serenely 

down on the large, smooth table-land at the top of a 
rather high hill and on the figure of a boy stretched 
out upon the soft heather. The boy's hands were 
clasped convulsively. His tear-stained face was white 
and cold as marble : he lay as though he were dead. 
It was myself. I was in despair.

The circumstances through which I had just passed 
were all blended together in inextricable confusion in 
my mind; I could not review them calmly. My 
prevailing idea was that I was ,in such wretched 
disgrace that I should never dare to go home again. 

Surely things had been hard upon me. Oh, why 
did my mother die and leave me ? Why, oh ! why 
had I had such a father? Was there, none to help 
or care for me in heaven or on earth ?

Stay, was that a passing angel, in the gust of 
night wind blowing over me, that presented to my 
mind a picture—only a coloured nursery print of the 
Good Shepherd; might He not come for this stray 
lamb—so weak and feeble, and wrong and wretched 
—and carry it in His tender, loving arms home to 
rest and peace at last ? The thought brought com 
fort, and I fell asleep.

CHAPTER XII.
THE SHEPHERD'S ADVICE.

How long I slept I do not know, but when I 
awoke it was just beginning to get light, and a fine, 
tall man dressed as a shepherd was bending over 
me.

Strange that he for whom I had been longing 
should have come so promptly to my aid. I thought, 
in my little faith, not knowing that he had been 
with me all the time; and holding out my hands I 
cried " Take me now, oh i save me."

" My poor boy," said a low, musical voice I had 
heard before, " My poor boy, try to rise and come 
with me, a heavy dew has fallen, you will get cold 
lying here.' 3

" It doesn't matter," I said moodily, " leave me 
alone. No one cares."

My disappointment now that I recognized a 
human being in my companion and not the Good 
Shepherd was very great,

" My boy, believe me they do."
" No, they don't look here, there isn't a soul in 

the world that cares for me—and I am just sick of.it 
all." In my haste, I did aunt Patty injustice, who 
was probably then fretting over my absence.

" My dear child, I care for you, how much you 
little know, and it isn't right to neglect your health, 
that precious gift from your Maker."

" Don't talk to me of right—" I muttered, "don't 
talk to me of right. Trying to do right has just 
spoilt my life for me. I was happy enough till you 
came and told that tale—and since then I've been 
more miserable than I can tell."

" Poor boy, yet that was better than being happy 
in wrong-doing."

" Go—go, I want none of you," I exclaimed
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petulantly, trying to walk away from him, but 
instead falling heavily to the ground.

The stranger lifted me in his strong arms, and 
when I came to myself I found I was lying in a low 
hut, on a couch of heather and ferns, with my head 
resting against his knee, as he sat by me, looking 
eagerly towards the open door, evidently in expecta 
tion of something or some one.

The early morning sunbeams floated into the dark 
and dingy little habitation, resting on an old three- 
legged stool, a very ancient-looking table, a black 
old chimney corner with a few dead ashes lying on 
the hearth-stone which alone constituted the fire 
place, and finally on my companion's white beard and 
fine profile.

Feeling too weak to speak, I lay quite still until a 
ragged-looking man entered, carrying a black bottle, 
and saying gruffly, " Cudn't cum faster, measter, I 
had some work to get it at this time o' day."

I was sure I had heard that voice before, but I 
had no time to wonder where just then, for the shep 
herd was pouring out some brandy in a teaspoon and 
administering it to his patient.

" There, poor boy, you will be better soon," he said. 
" Jacques, just go and look after the sheep, we must 
do our duty in our present state of life, you know."

The ragged man turned, and went out without a 
word.

And then I went to sleep again, and awoke after 
an hour or two considerably refreshed. My kind 
friend was still sitting by my side, leaning his head 
on his hands, and watching me with such a sweet 
laok on his noble face, that I involuntarily held out 
my hand.

He took it in his larger one, and for some time we 
did not speak.

Somehow, either the long sleep T had, or perhaps 
something in the countenance on which I was gazing, 
produced a revolution in my mind, I was intensely 
ashamed of my past conduct. True, I had had trials 
of unusual severity, but how wrong my whole beha 
viour had been. I

" Dear boy," said my friend gently, at length, 
" never think again that no one cares for you, it is 
not true.

' Thou art as much His care as if beside 
Nor man nor angel lived in heaven or earth.'

Oh ! if you did but know the boundless love of Him 
who gave His life for you."

"But I've been wrong," I murmured, "I see it 
now, I've been very wrong."

" Confess, forsake the sin, and ask for help to do 
better. See, I am going out a short distance to look 
after my sheep; ask Him now, while I'm away. Dear 
boy, I entreat you to do so. There is not help for 
3rou without in heaven or in earth, but with it there 
is plenty for your every time of need."

The man had turned and gone; I threw myself on 
my knees.

When he returned, in about twenty minutes, I felt 
better, and was standing up, prepared to leave.

" Sit down," he said, " and have some dinner 
with me."

Having produced some cold meat and bread 
from a cupboard, we satisfied our hunger; then I 
rose to go.

" Good-bye," I said, holding out my hand.
" You are going home p ''
" Yes."
" That's right."
" It will be hard," I faltered.
" He will help you, only trust Him,'' he replied.
Then I tried to thank him, but my voice failed me; 

he had been extremely kind, and I was in such need 
of kindness.

" You shall not go without more clothing, though," 
he said, interrupting my feeble words of thanks, and 
producing a short overcoat of rough cloth, which was 
so wide for me that he had to wrap it round me and 
pin it on.

" I will accompany you down the hill."
" Thank you."
He left me at the turn of the lane leading to 

Dyfnant Farm, saying, " Be brave, Harold, and do 
the right, don't be afraid of confessing humbly ; lean 
upon Him who is mighty to help."

I wonder, as his footsteps died away in the distance, 
how he could know my Christian name, and what 
he would have thought of me if he had known all 
about my wicked intention and the burnt haystack. 
Then, as I hobbled on, for my limbs were strangely 
stiff, I determined to confess everything to my uncle, 
however hard it might be, for that I was sure was 
the only right thing to do, and I could not help it if 
he would not believe me.

Another turn in the road, and I stood—or rather, 
ought to have stood—in sight of the house.

Alas ! no home was there ! If I had been one of 
the veritable seven sleepers I could not have been more 
astonished ! How could the house have vanished in 
the night ?

I went on tremblingly a little farther, and then 
stood in view of the truth.

A mass of charred, blackened stones and ashes was 
all that remained of Dyfnant farm-house. It had 
been burnt to the ground. The stables and out 
buildings had likewise disappeared. True, there had 
been a continuous line of them to the stack-yard, but 
the large stack I had left on fire stood a little way 
from the others, and I had not thought of danger to 
them and, through them, to the house. This was 
terrible! Where, where were all the family; surely 
none of them had lost their lives ? My dear aunt, 
what if she had fallen a victim ! I turned sick and 
faint.

Seeing a farm boy lounging about, I called to
him, but when he saw me, he threw his arms up in
the air, and ran screaming away. Then a woman,
the lad's mother, appeared, saying severely, " And
what might you be wantin' here. I should say you'd
done mischief enough, young sir."

" Where is my aunt? " I asked.
" Likely enough you care, you as thought nothing

of murderin' her in her bed,"
" Is she alive p "
Oh ! the agony of that moment. The woman, who

was greatly attached to her mistress, did not speak,
but held her apron to her eyes, and then went in and
shut the door.

I tottered away from the place. Oh ! my punish 
ment was harder than I could bear, I thought bit 
terly, pressing my cold, tearless face upon the first 
gate-post I came up to, as I leaned heavily against 
it. I thought I had killed my dear, sweet aunt, 
who had always been so exceedingly kind to me. Ee- 
collections of her many loving acts and words came 
crowding to my mind, and then I thought I saw 
her lying dead, and remembered with a shudder 
hers would probably be a burnt, disfigured corpse.

A man with a cart passed me just then, staring 
hard. " AVo! " he shouted to the horse, and then 
to me, " Perhaps you'll kindly say what place you 
are going to burn down next—will yer ? "

As I did not reply, he continued, " I'd better warn 
ye, there's perlice on yer track. And I shouldna 
think but it'll be a bad job for yer if ye're 
caught."

The man passed on, but his taunting words had 
awakened a new dread in my mind. What if the 
police should find me, and 1 should be sent to prison 
for maliciously setting fire to a stack. Oh ! but 
"the law had made terrible mistakes sometimes 
owing to circumstantial evidence." Who had said 
that to the convict's son ? Truly I was a worthy 
son of such a father. So my thoughts ran on. At 
one time I fancied I was guilty; at another that 
everything was against me ; and was altogether so 
absorbed in thought that I did not hear a light foot 
step approaching, nor the rustle of a lady's dress, 
until I felt a gentle hand on my shoulder, and heard 
a sweet voice saying, ;< Why, Harry darling, we've 
been seeking for you all over."

" Auntie," I cried, clinging to her, and giving way 
at last to tears. " Oh ! auntie."

" My precious boy, I know you did not mean to 
do it,"

" I thought you were dead, Aunt Patty ! " 
" Oh, no ! but I had a narrow escape, in trying to 

save Mary, who had been left behind. Why, darling! 
what you must have suffered ! "

We sat down on a bank, and cried together for a 
time; then my aunt said, " Did you set fire to the 
stack on purpose? "

" No—yes—no. I didn't mean to—at least, that 
is, it was accidental," I replied in broken accents.

" Tell me all about it," said my aunt, more gravely 
than she had yet spoken.

So I told Aunt Patty everything. 
(To be continued.)

AN AEEOLITE.—Two credible persons say that 
they were witnesses of the fall of an aerolite recently 
in the province of Quebec. They allege that it had a 
fiery train ten acres wide, and that it emitted such 
heat and brilliancy that their eyes were nearly 
burned out in looking at it. Hundreds of others saw 
the illumination that it afforded. There was a 
heavy snow-fall next day, and the strange body, 
if any of it is left, is not likely to be discovered 
uniil spring.

was m the harbour, and the 
fishermen were laying their nets when 
we came down. On the sea-shore beyond, 
preparations for smaller excursions were 
progressing. Here and there an old 
fisherman was preparing his tackle for 
business. We looked on for a short 

time, and then grew anxious as to when we 
should sail. The skipper cast a glance across the 
harbour, replied he didn't know exactly, but 
thought very soon. Seeing that his indecision 
perplexed us, he volunteered an explanation. There 
was a certain boat which had landed a very heavy 
shot that day, about a hundred crans, so he was 
waiting until the successful crew led the way to 
where the shoal was. By-and-by they set sail and 
we did the same, with fully fifty othev boats in our 
wake. The fishing having been confined to one or 
two boats on the previous night, the other crews 
flocked after the successful ones. To see them 
under sail, bearing down upon their leaders was a 
charming sight. As darkness set in the successful 
crews did all in their power to lose their identity by 
getting mixed up among their pursuers. But this 
was no easy matter for them. However, our crew, 
as we discovered next morning, took up a place in 
proximity to the wrong boat! Fortunately we 
remained ignorant of the fact all night, and shot our 
nets as close to our neighbour as circumstances 
would allow. Our skipper fondly imagined that he 
was on the ground when the hundred crans had been 
caught the previous night. After the mite or so of 
nets had been thrown out, tea was got ready. A 
line of buoys, the nearest of whiia only were visible, 
showed where about the nets lay. Other lines of 
buoys could be seen on our right and on our left, and 
the crew felt uneasy lest they should come in contact, 
for time, patience and labour, generally go to the 
unravelling of a foul.

The tea, made by one of the men, proved very 
good. While drinking it we discussed our prospects. 
As the rope to which the nets were attacked moved 
up and down in the water, it appeared like a blaze of 
fire with phosphorescence. The sea also sparkled, and 
when we disturbed the water with an oar an intense 
luminosity was produced. This the crew regarded 
as a hopeful sign. They said they were certain of 
fish being about, whether we should get them or not 
a little patience would describe our luck. In the 
meantime hand-lines were got ready, " to try the 
cod." A large hook, baited with a piece of herring, 
was thrown out by one and another. Almost im 
mediately a huge saith was brought up on a line, and 
a cod soon followed. This was only the start; we 
caught both kinds in quick succession for a time, and 
might have continued doing so much longer if the 
skipper had not gone to examine the nets. He gave 
a roar saying the buoys had disappeared, and at this 
the lines were thrown aside and every man went to 
his assistance. When the first net came to be 
hauled, we novices understood what had become of 
the buoys. The net was one mass of herrings, some 
of them living, some dead. The weight of the dead 
herrings having sunk the nets, haste was made to 
;et them out of the water before all the fish were 

dead, in which case everything would probably be 
lost, as with a heavy fill the meshes are apt to give 
way by the supporting rope, thus turning the 
fisherman's hope into despair.

All hands hauled with a will, and hard work it was. 
The skipper decided that the shot would at least 
amount to a hundred crans, and although the boat 
could carry nearly half a hundred more, he was 
" dcotful if she could tack them a'." But the old 
proverb says that it is never wise to count one's 
shickens before they are hatched. In the present 
instance certainly it would have been well if the 
skipper had waited a little longer before venturing to 
give an opinion. Thirty of the nearest nets like the 
irst hauled were teeming with fish, while the 
remainder could scarcely average half-a-dozen 
lerrings a piece. Nevertheless we made a good fish 
ing, close on sixty crans. Our next neighbour, that 
we had mistaken for the boat of the hundred crans, 
jot ten crans. On coming into port the boat of the 
lundred crans was there before us, having not only 
voided us but also the herrings, for they had none.
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