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Ob ! never sit we down and say
There's nothing left but sorrow, 

The clouds that hide the sun to-day
Will break in light to-morrow. 

The storm that thunders through the sky
Is Battle waged by Heaven, 

Before triumphant lightnings fly
Disease and poison leaven.

It is not given to all to mount
The pedestal of glory,_ 

Yet ev'ry effort made will count,
When told in your life's story. 

Ambition leads and victors deeds,
Awaken mankind to wonder, 

More precious is the fate that pleads,
For some heroic blunder.

For some the ways of life are strewn—
With flowers and sunshine lighted, 

For others granite rocks rough hewn
And skies with clouds benighted. 

Yet think you that the flow'ry way
All bright with sun and gladness, 

Has not its crumpled rose-leaf day,
With hours of fear and sadness.

Or whether his the braver part,
Who toils through trial and trouble, 

Keeping a stern and steady heart,
Though fortune proves a bubble. 

Who launching hopes all trim and taut
Upon life's smiling ocean— 

Serenely—when they come to nought
Works on in calm devotion.

Experience bought by adverse fate,
Its own reward provides us ; 

We learn that man by trial grows great,
That Love in loving cliides us. 

It is not to the man whose life
From falls have been exempted ; 

But lie the victor in the strife
Triumphant still though tempted.

To him, the Hero who dare raise
His head in proud defiance, 

Scorning the world's contempt or praise
In noble self-reliance, 

Who stands alone, in his strong right
Braving alone, the scoffer, 

To him then—victor in life's flight
True Valour's Cross we offer.

HAEEY WIMBOENE.

mt of

USAN EVANS sat in the neat little room 
that served her and Mark as parlour and 
kitchen. Her work for the day was 
over, and there was no sign of the 
kitchen; all the working utensils were 
cleaned and put out of sight in the cup- 
hoard ; a bright cloth and some books, 

together with Mark's concertina, adorned the table in 
the window, and everything was as neat and tidy as 
she knew Mark liked to have it.

" Susie," as her husband called her, sat at the table 
near the window where she always sat on the look-out 
for Mark as he returned home from his day's work, 
and was occupied in retrimming her bonnet. It was 
the bonnet she had worn on her wedding-day, just a 
year ago, which had served her during the last and 
present summer without alteration, for Sue was a 
plain, simple, not a gay, young woman, who loved 
finery. But she had promised "friends" to go with 
them by the excursion train to Brighton the next 
day, and thought she would just " smarten up " her 
bonnet a little.

Neither the smartening up of the bonnet, nor the 
purposed trip on the morrow seemed pleasant subject 
for contemplation to Sue; for her usually pale, calm 
face was flushed, and her soft eyes troubled.

She was having a struggle within herself; a
For Infants, Invalids, and the Aged, NEAVE'S FOOD is by far 

the best and cheapest. It was established in 1825, and is sold 
everywhere in one-pound, one-shilling canisters, and wholesale by 
J.B, NEAVE & Co., fording bridge, Salisbury. (ADVT.)

struggle between her sense of duty to her husband, 
and obedience to his wishes, and a desire to let her 
neighbours see she could do what she liked, and was 
not such a slave to Mark as they thought.

When the trip was proposed, she had said she 
would like to go, but could not promise before con 
sulting Mark. Mark said he could not leave his 
work just then to go pleasuring, as they were busy 
at his " shop," and Sue felt very disappointed, but 
never thought for an instant of going without him, 
till Mrs. Smart, the mover in the affair, said there 
was no reason why she should not.

"I don't think Mark would let me go without 
him," said Sue.

" Let you ! My dear, who ever asks her husband's 
permission to do anything now-a-day ? " replied Mrs. 
Smart, with a short- laugh. "I don't know any one, 
and I'm glad I don't count any such fool amongst 
my friends. The men are all set up enough without 
having us not daring to go out of the house without 
asking their leave. My husband is one of the best 
of husbands, and why ? Because he knows whom he 
has to do with. A man is what his wife makes him. 
Submit to every whim and fancy, and you make your 
husband a tyrant, who will squeeze every drop of 
spirit out of you, then leave you to find amusement 
elsewhere. Assert yourself and be firm once for all, 
and you will secure your husband's respect.

"My dear ma'am," continued Mrs. Smart with an 
assumption of affectionate interest, laying her hand 
on Susie's arm, " take the advice of one who is ex 
perienced in the ways of men ; don't let yourself be 
sat upon any longer. It's the talk of the neighbours 
what a little goose you are to let your husband rule- 
you as he does."

Sue shrank as from a blow, but made no reply. 
"Now take my advice," pursued Mrs. Smart earn 

estly; closing her eyes, and opening her mouth wide 
to be impressive,'' cast off your chains. You couldn't 
have a better opportunity than the present to free 
yourself. Set your feet down firm, and don't be 
moved from your purpose. Go with us to-morrow. 
No doubt your husband will make a fuss about it, but 
my dear," she said, with an airy toss of her head, 
" he'll soon get over it, and will always recollect he 
has a woman not an infant to do with.

We women are greatly responsible for our state of 
slavery as I must call it," she continued, stopping a 
moment to take breath. "As Mrs. Jones was saying 
to me only this morning. ' It's the women like Mrs. 
Evans that spoil the men, and bring reproach upon 
us.' Now do, my dear, come with us to-morrow, 
show you can act for yourself, and stop the neigh 
bours' mouths."

She had seen Sue shrink at the mention of the 
neighbours, so she once more used the neighbours as 
the probe that would effect her purpose which was 
two-fold, for increasing her profits as the provider of 
the feast, and for liberating Sue from the shackles of 
the oppressor—her husband.

Sue's face burned with shame. She had always 
shrunk from remarks or observation, and now to find 
she was the talk of the house! A feeling of anger 
rose up towards him to whose strong will she had 
always submitted with pride and pleasure towards 
Mark.

"I don't see why I should not have my way just 
this once," thought Sue. "I'm not a child and can 
take care of myself. The idea of being the talk of 
the neighbourhood ! I'll let them see I can do as I 
like." Then she said, " I shall go with your party 
to-morrow Mrs. Smart, and hope we shall have a 
fine day." So the money was paid for the dinner on 
the morrow which Mrs. Smart was to "see to," and 
Sue went back to her rooms.

But still she was not happy. A feeling of having 
done wrong followed her throughout the day; and 
she dreaded having to tell Mark what she meant to 
do. She knew he would not .like it; would be dread- 
ully angry, and she hated the thought of doing- any 

thing to make him so. But she had said she would 
go, and go she must now, or the people would laugh 
it and ridicule her worse than ever.

" Well, if he is angry, his auger can't last for ever," 
«he said to herself as she got out her bonnet and 
)egan the smartening process; but she could not be 
ler own calm self, she was angry with Mark, angry 
vith the neighbours, and uncomfortable in her self, 
u the consciousness that she had done wrong in 
)romising to do what she knew her husband would 
lisapprove. The supper table was set, and the 
settle singing on the hearth, the room looked the 
ibode of quiet, peace and happiness, and Sue had 
rranged her last bow, and was sitting with her cheek 
esting on her hand thinking, and trying to nerve 
erself for the encounter with Mark, when quick

footsteps were heard coming up the stairs, and Mark 
swung himself into the room.

"I didn't see you at the window, Sue; what's 
up P Is supper ready ? " he asked in a quick but 
not impatient voice.

" Yes, all's ready Mark. Fortunately I'm always 
ready. I don't know how it would be if you had 
some of the women I know for j'our wife," she an 
swered feeling still aggrieved against Mark.

"Neither do I," he answered good-humouredly. 
" But we needn't bother about what is not. I knew 
what I was about when I chose my wife, if I never 
knew what I was about before; ha, Sue! how the 
fellows did envy me when they knew I'd got the 
nicest girl in the town, who had turned up her hand 
some nose at them."

The poison Mrs. Smart had administered to Sue 
must have been very virulent to harden her to resist 
Mark's good-humour, and loving words.

" Ah Sue, I wouldn't live with another sort of 
woman," he said, laughing and drawing Sue to him, 
but she was not mollified by the implied compliment, 
and taking her hand away she turned to pour out 
the tea without even giving her husband the kiss of 
welcome to which he was accustomed.

Mark looked at her in surprise with a shade of 
anger on his face. What could it mean. It was the 
first time in his married life she had turned from 
him—she had always been quick to respond to his 
approach, gentle and loving, so good and patient too 
under all she had had to pufc up with from his quick 
temper, and, as he sometimes told himself, over- 
exacting habits. It was her gentleness and meekness 
that had won Mark, and that would keep his home 
loving and domesticated. Another sort of woman 
would, perhaps, have found her home deserted, and 
her husband seeking his pleasure in taverns and 
cheap concert-halls ere this.

Mark was the only son of an indulgent mother, 
whose delight had been to serve, and be ruled by 
" her boy." Fortunatehy for her the boy was not of 
the order of biped brutes who do women to death 
with kicks and blows. His worst fault was a quick, 
irrepressible temper, which, as his mother said, " was 
soon over, and then the dear boy couldn't do enough 
to make up for it."

He was undoubtedly masterful, had always got 
his way with his mother, and had ruled his com 
panions. He was one of the strong natures born to 
influence all with whom they were brought in contact 
either for good or evil.

And hitherto Susie had been so proud of her hand 
some, strong-minded husband. He was so good and 
clever, knew so much better than herself what was 
right and what was wrong. And she and Mark had 
been very happy in that first year of their married life 
which she had heard people say was the most difficult 
of all.

She had understood Mark's ways intuitively, and 
he had been so good and loving; no cloud had yet 
passed over their happiness. And now ? Could she 
but see the misery in store for her, and stop before it 
is too late!

But as Mark looked at his wife his brow cleared. 
" She can't be feeling well," he thought, and a gleam 
of tenderness came to his face. Then, his eyes hap 
pening to rest on her bonnet, he said, thinking to 
create a diversion—

" Furbishing up the old bonnet I see. Time you 
had another, Sue. But that you shall have for the 
christening—ha ! " And a happy smile lighted his 
face.

Sue did not look up from her plate. 
"I'm doing it up Jor the trip to Brighton," she 

said calmly, but with inward trepidation.
" ' Trip to Brighton !' Why, I told you I couldn't 

leave the shop just now, that we are too busy."
" Yes ; but that is no reason why I shouldn't go; 

and I am going," she said with decision.
" You are going ? " repeated Mark, laying down 

his knife and fork in utter amazement, and staring 
at her; " you're going! "

" Yes; why shouldn't I ? Other women go about 
without their husbands, and why shouldn't I ?"

" Because your husband won't have you," he said 
in rising anger, but speaking very slowly.

" That's all nonsense, Mark. You have kept me 
down and treated me as if I were a child, ever since 
we've been married, and made me the laughing-stock 
of all the neighbours. I don't mean to put up with 
it any longer," she said, repeating Mrs. Smart's 
words as a child would repeat a lesson taught her. 

Mark disdained defending himself. "I believe
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THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.
you're off your head," lie said with a sneer, "or just trying to see how far I'll put up with the nonsense of the ' other women ' you talk about, who seem to have got your ears. But you're my wife, and shall do what I want you to do, not what other people do."

" You forget I'm not a child," urged poor Sue, repeating some more of her lesson.
" Child or no child, I forbid your going about with these women; the more so now that I know the good you get from them," said Mark angrily.
" I'll do as I like," answered Sue, feeling sure there was at least one listener outside, and wishing to show she was not without " pluck."
Mark looked at her in wonderment; then, seeing her flushed, defiant, he broke out in a rage.
" You may go to Brighton or anywhere else, and may stay away for always, for what I'll care," he 

cried, and jumping up from the table with so much violence as almost to upset it, he dashed his hat on his head, and went out, leaving his supper un 
finished.

Sue's " spirit " had oozed away before Mark had reached the street, and she would have rushed to call him back, but the thought of the " neighbours " withheld her, and she sank back in her chair, fairly frightened at her work, while Mark strode away, in different to where he went.
He was so utterly amazed at Sue's conduct, so angry and disappointed with her, he would not have been able to express his feelings in words. She was a most abominable hypocrite, he thought, to be able to hide her true character, to deceive him for three long years, two of courtship, and one their married life ! He had told her she need never come back to him if she went away; and in his anger and disappoint ment he felt he should not care if he never saw her again. She was not the Sue he had loved; she was a woman just like many others he had met, who cared only to please themselves and go pleasuring. The woman he had loved was too gentle to say a hard word, and was homeloving and dutiful. 

" Hollo, Mark, where to, old man P " 
" Anywhere," was the reckless reply. 
"Come on then to the ' Raglan.' " And Mark went; while Sue sat alone all the evening shedding bitter tears of regret over what she had said and done that day. She upbraided herself for having listened to and allowed herself to be goaded on by the poisonous tongue of a horrid woman, to defy and anger her husband.
If she could but have turned back Time to six o'clock, what wouldn't she have given! And Mark had been in such good spirits when he came in from work, and had alluded to the " christening " that was looked forward to some months hence with so much tenderness ! What a wretch she had been to brave him as she had' done after that! How she wished she had never heard of Brighton, or known horrid Mrs. Smart.
" Go to Brighton ? I would as soon think of going I don't know where ! How ever could I have been mad enough to think of it P I could never enjoy myself without Mark, if he had told me to go; what Avould it be to go against his will ? I should be miserable, more wretched than I am now! However shall I make Mark forget how bad I have been ? I have spoken to him as no good woman would speak to her husband, and he is angry with, and will not care for me any more. Oh, Mark, do come home; come home to your poor Sue, and let her try to make you forget how wrong she has been ! "

But hours went by, and Mark did not return homo; and Susie watched and cried till she was exhausted; Then she threw herself on her bed to await Mark's coming, and, unfortunately, fell asleep; and was only awakened by the sudden darkening of the room, as Mark put the lamp out on getting into bed.
She did not know what had aroused her, she only knew her husband had come back, was there at her side, and seemed to be sleeping soundly. She would not disturb him, but in the morning she would bey him to forgive her, and would promise, on bended knees if necessary, never again to oppose him as she had done.
She lay awake for hours, longing for morning and reconciliation with Mavk; and at length fell asleep through sheer exhaustion.
"Foolish creature !" some will say; what a " to do" about nothing !
But it was a great deal to poor Susie, who was not a strong-minded woman—one of the shrieking sister-

ethers.— (ADVT.)

hood—but a gentle, loving soul, who was keenly alive to her faults and shortcomings, and who would live only in the love and smiles of her husband.
Susie slept till the summer sun was high in the heavens, when she started up to find the place beside her empty.
" Mark ! Mark i " she called softly; and no answer coming to her call, she got up and looked in the next room.
The fire was burning brightly in the grate, and the kettle spouted steam from the hob, but Mark was not there. Sue turned with a sigh of disappointment to arrange her hair, and dress. "He'll surely be in to his breakfast," she thought. But the hope was chilled by fear. For were there not evidences oi Mark's great anger with her in the fact that he had spent the evening from home, and had let her sleep all night in her clothes ? It is true she had found a blanket thrown over her, that was not there when she had gone to sleep the night before. But Mark would have taken off his coat to cover up any shiver ing dog or cat that came in his way.

Breakfast time came and passed, and no Mark put in an appearance. The only interruption to Sue's dismay was Mrs. Smart's appearance at her door, gay with artificial flowers and bright ribbons, with a crowd of chattering women and noisy children behind her.
" Why aren't you ready ? It's time we started," said Mrs. Smart.
"I'm not going," answered Sue, who felt just then as if she hated the woman.
"Nonsense! And such a lovely day? Just put on your bonnet, and come."
" I'll not go," answered Sue, firmly. 
" My dear, don't be foolish. I understand all about it. My opinion is, that you're fastening your chains about you. Now, take my advice ; break and throw them off at once and for ever! and be a woman, not a child ! " Mrs. Smart said theatrically,
" You're wasting time, and might lose yonr train," said Sue, very quietly. " I have said I'm not going, and that is your answer. Thanks," she added, with an inflexion of anger and sarcasm in her slightly raised voice, " thanks to you and all the neighbours for your interest in me and my affairs; but I should like you to know, yonr opinion is not of the least con sequence to me, and I do not want advice from any body but my husband!"
" Well, I never 1'' said Mrs. Smart, as she found herself facing the closed door; " that comes of trying to raise her up ! the ' ungrateful.' " And " ungrate ful ! " several voices echoed.
I shall not attempt to describe how Sue spent that day, for Mark did not coine in to dinner, and the meal was put away untasted as the breakfast had been. Sue would have gone round to the "shop'' to Mark, but she recollected she had always heard him say he disliked seeing women coming about the place, where there were often coarse jests and rude remarks being bandied about. So she waited and worried all the day long rather than do what would be likely to vex Mark farther, and spent such a day of sorrow and contrition as only one of her nature could experience or understand.

Six o'clock struck, and the room was just as it was the evening before when Sue sat trimming her bonnet, the tea-table spread, the kettle singing on the fire, and 1 Sue in her place by the window. But now her hands were idle. Her whole soul lay in her eyes and ears, looking and listening for the footsteps she had not raised her eyes to greet the nigiit before. Seven, eight, struck, and no Mark.
" J can-'t stand it any longer ! I shall die or go mad if I sit here waiting another hour. I must go and look for him ! " she cried, jumping up in agony of grief and dread; and tying on her bonnet and throw ing a shawl on, she started out on what she feared would be a fruitless journey.
" Where shall I go ? not to his mother, I couldn't face her," thought Sue. So she hastened to the workshop to find the doors closed and locked as she knew they must be at that hour. She stood looking about her when she noticed men coming out of and going in at the tavern at the corner. " Perhaps he's there," thought the poor girl, and she went timidly towards the door and peeped in.
" Want anybody, missis ? " asked a decent looking workman, who was just passing out.
" Can you tell me if Mark Evans is in there, sir P " she inquired.
" No, missis, he's not! He's not one of them as is often found at the public; but he has been in once or twice to-day, and will, may be, come again, for I heard him say 'twas no good his going home as his missis had gone by the excursion to Brighton."

" Can you tell me where I should be likely to find him ? " she allied plaintively.
" Well, he and a mate went for a row on the river a couple of hours ago, and its about time for them to be back."
" Thank you, sir." And she turned away; a great sob that almost choked her rising in her throat preventing further utterance. She wrung her hand in distress at the thought of Mark driven by her to find comfort in a tavern, and enjoyment in the com pany of topers ! Would he ever care for her again and be content to spend his evenings at home, or in strolling out for air and exercise, satisfied with her companionship only, and proud of his wife on his arm ?

She turned her steps homeward, feeling weak and tottering from anxiety and long fasting.
On entering the street door she heard a voice in the front room say : " Speak softly ; his poor wife is upstairs, and the house is still, she might hear you."
" I was standin' on the embankment watching the boat they was in," said a man in a hoarse whisper that made the words more distinct. " when all of a sudden, I see them right under the bow of a steam boat, and before I could move my hand they was struck under; the boat knocked to pieces an' nothin' was to be seen of them ! So, as I knew where Evans lived, I——" •

His speech was stopped by a low cry and the fall of a body in the passage, where Sue was found lying insensible. They took her upstairs and laid her on*her bed, and as every effort of Mrs. Todd failed to restore her to consciousness, she sent the man who had brought the ill news of Mark's loss to a doctor.
The doctor came, and with him entered Mark. The boat he was in had been run down, but both he and his mate had caught hold of chains that had •hung from the steamer, and had so saved their lives by clambering aboard her.
When Sue came back to consciousness, Mark was the first object that met her gaze.
" I'm glad we weren't separated Mark; you won't be angry with me here," she murmured, smiling _faintly.
" I believe she thinks jrou're both dead," said Mrs. Todd, wiping away tears that filled her eyes. Mark had to be taken from the room; and death hovered that whole night and the next day and night over Sue, and when morning dawned the second day, and the clanger was over, Mark knelt by the chair in which Sue always sat, and sobbed like any woman in relief and joy._
"I'll just go out a little £o stretch my limbs," said Mark's mother, who had. been Sue's faithful nurse for fourteen days.
The tea was over, and everything cleared up, ami Sue sat propped up with pillows, looking pale and wasted as the dead, but grateful to be up again.
"Now, don't you let her talk much, Mark; she's still too weak to exert herself," said his mother on going out.
" All right, mum ; I'll take care of her." And as the door closed behind "mum," he took Sue on his knees, encircled her with his arms, aud pressed 

his face tenderly to hers, till he felt his wet with her falling tears.
" Susie dear, don't be a naughty child. If mum finds you crying, she'll say I'm not a good nurse to you, aud will never leave us alone again," he said, drying her tears, talking as he would to an infant.
"I don't deserve you should be so kind to me, Mark. When I think of all the trouble and worry and loss I have caused you, I wonder how you can be so good to me."
" And when I think of all the suffering my bad temper brought upon you, Sue, I hate myself, and only wonder you don't hate me too. But I have sworn that I'll try to overcome' my beastly temper, and never as long as I live will I give way to it where you are concerned. I promise you that, lass," and he kissed her.
" And I shall never go against yonr wishes, since I know you'll never want me to do what is wrong, /have had a lesson, Mark, that will serve me for my life. Oh, the misery of that day when you never came home! "
" I was a beast; I ought to have come." 
" But you didn't know but what I was gone." 
" I ought to have known you never would have gone without me—I ought to have known you couldn't have done such a thing. You never would
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have thought of it but for these women. I must 
get you out of this as soon as you are well."

"You needn't trouble yourself about them, Mark 
dear. I've settled them already, and I shouldn't like 
to leave here. It was our first home, Mark, and the 
rooms are nice, and so near your work. Don't be 
doubtful of me, Mark! Let me live on here, and 
I'll show you I'll never be so foolish again as to mind 
what any one says or thinks but you."

He had never' had the chance of a word in private 
with her till now, when he would not grieve her by 
telling her all he had felt and thought on that event 
ful day; how full his heart had been of resentment 
and vindictiveness against her, when he had felt he 
would not care if he never saw her again. It was 
only when turning in the boat he twas rowing so 
recklessly, and seeing death so near in the shape of 
a steamboat bearing down upon him, that loving 
thoughts of Sue, and the 
\itterly desolate state in 
which his death would 
leave her, gave him 
strength almost super 
human to spring and catch 
hold of the dangling chain 
of the steamboat before the 
shock came that would 
have thrown him into the 
river and into the jaws of 
certain death.

When on deck of the 
boat he sat down to recover 
his breath he saw at once, 
as in a glass, how it had 
all happened.

" It's all the work of 
those women," he thought, 
with clenched fists. "What 
a fool I was not to see 
it before! They baited 
and badgered her till she 
was beside herself, and 
didn't know what she was 
saying. As I'm a living 
man, not another day will 
I leave her in that house!" 
And he had hurried home 
on landing to find poor Sue 
lying pale and insensible 
on her bed.

" And you'll never blame 
me, Mark ?—you'll never 
tell me I killed it?" Sue 
asked piteously.

" My dear, how could I 
blame you when it was 
all my fault," he answered, 
holding her close to his 
breast. " I have thought 
of it often and often in 
these last days," he added 
in a subdued voice, " and 
it seems to me now that 
we were too inexperienced 
to have such a great 
charge sent us. Perhaps 
we shouldn't have acted 
rightly by it. In another 
3'ear or so, Sue dear, we 
may be wiser and better, 
and more worthy of one, 
when it will be sent to us." 
And Mark's eyes glistened 
with tears as he spoke.

" Please God!" answered 
Sue reverently, with folded 
hands.

And so we leave them, humbled in spirit, but very 
happy, and strong in their renewed faith in one 
another. _________ AUNT RENA.

HAPPINESS.—Wealth, station, applause, luxury, 
so often sought, are not necessary to happiness; 
they often minister to it, but it can flourish without 
them. Health is more essential, though there are 
some happy invalids. A moderate supply of the 
physical comforts of life seems needful, though happi 
ness and poverty have dwelt together. The exercise 
of our faculties in some useful and, if possible, con 
genial direction is a large contributor. Idleness and 
overwork are both disastrous to happiness ; so is vice 
in all its forms, whatever be the glittering pleasures 
it holds out. Successful endeavour of every rightful 
kind, obedience to the voice of conscience and reason, 
the love and help we give, even more than that we 
receive, are all ministering influence to happiness.

fe 0f

''• Moses and the Manna."—Exodus xvi.

;N our last paper we considered the story of 
Israel brought through the Red Sea. A 
beautiful hymn of praise was sung after 
wards (chap. xv). Israel were saved 
from all the power of the enemy, and 
they sang to God. Christ came to re 
deem our souls from a greater enemy. 

Have we praised Him for it yet? Until we realize 
and believe in our own part in that great de

liverance we shall not do so. Can we say, " Thou 
hast delivered my soul from death P " (Ps. cxvi. 8). 
After a trial of faith at Marah, where the water was 
bitter, a blessed stay was given to the people at 
Elim, where there were " three score palm trees and 
twelve wells of water." Those wore smooth and 
easy days. God loves to make those who follow Him 
happy; He loves to give them days of sunshine, if 
He sees that they can bear it. Then came the wilder 
ness of Sin (chap. xvi. 1). A terrible trial here befel 
the multitude, for there was no bread. The people 
murmured. Secret unbelief was doubtless the cause 
of this murmuring. They had forgotten the Red 
Sea deliverance. They " soon forgot," as the 
Psalmist tells us (Ps. cvi. 11-14.) This must have 
grieved the Lord. An earthly friend who had many 
times helped us, would be grieved if we did not trust 
him. Yet this was just how Israel treated the Lord. 
And is it not just how we often act also ? We seek help

from any earthly hand rather than from God. We 
do not take God at His word, and rest upon it. Un 
belief dishonours God, but we cannot trust God too 
much, if we would please Him. The children of 
Israel thought they were to die of hunger in the 
wilderness of Sin. Was it likely that God would let 
them die there, when He had brought them out of 
the land of Egypt with such a display of wonderful 
power P Why did He bring them out ? Was it not 
that He might bring them in, to their own land of 
promise, and had He not told them that He would 
do so P (Ex. vi. 7, 8). And yet they feared to perish 
by the way. God very graciously bore with the 
people. He marked their murmuring, He heard all 
their unbelieving words, and yet He promised that 
He would "rain bread from heaven" for them. 
The supply of food was to be nothing of human make; 
it was to come down from above. The manna fell 

in the early morning. It 
was round, and white, and 
sweet. Each was to gather 
enough for his household, 
" according to the number 
of the persons." Some 
gathered more, and some 
less; but all had enough. 
On the sixth day the 
Israelites were to gather 
a double portion, that there 
might be no gathering on 
the Sabbath. God would 
ever have the Sabbath 
honoured. He sent a 
double portion of manna 
on the sixth day to save 
labour on His holy day. 
We see God's will here 
that the Sabbath should 
be kept for Himself. Do 
we seek to keep the Sab 
bath for God ? There is a 
special blessing in so doing 
(Is. Iviii. 13, 14). On no 
other day would the manna 
keep over the night. Moses 
gave the command " let no 
man leave of it until the 
morning" (v. 19). But 
the people were too rebel 
lious to obey. They tried 
to keep the manna till the 
morning, only to find that 
it "bred worms and stank." 
Why was this ? Probably 
to show the people that 
they depended upon God 
for each day's supply. 
There was a lesson of 
faith in this. There was 
no store laid up. It is just 
our Lord's own lesson, 
" give us this day our 
daily bread." Many a poor 
Christian man and woman 
living from day to day, 
knows by experience what 
a lesson of faith this is— 
knows also how wonderfully 
God rewards faith, and 
provides the " daily bread." 
He loves to be trusted 
for it. The manna never 
failed for forty years. Dur 
ing that long period there 
never came a morning when 
the people rose up and 

found no manna. Not till they eat the corn of the 
land of Canaan did the manna cease (Josh. v. 12). 
Now what has the manna to say to us ? Surely it 
has very much to say to us, and we are not left in 
doubt as to what the meaning of the living picture, or 
type, may be here. The Lord Himself tells us all about 
it. In the sixth chapter of St. John He tells that 
He is Himself the true manna (St. John vi. 31, 33). 
Fourteen hundred years before, that wonderful food 
that fed a hungry multitude day by day was then a pic 
ture of CHRIST. Manna was the gift of God. Thus 
Jesus is God's great best gift. " He gave His Son' 
(St. John iii. 16), an " unspeakable gift" indeed! 
Every day the Israelites rose early, and busily 
gathered the manna, for they were hungry, and must 
needs be/kZ. Ah! it is just this spirit that we all 
want with regard to the heavenly manna. Christ is 
the " Bread of life," but unless our souls are hungry, 
it will be nothing to us that He is so. A plentiful
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feast would be spread in vain before a man who had 
no appetite for food. It is blessed to hunger for the 
"Bread of Life." The manna was "round," perfect 
m form, a symbol of eternity. Thus it expresses His 
character who is " Jesus Christ, the same yesterday, 
to-day, and for ewer"(Heb. xiii. 8). The manna 
was " white," pure and fair to look upon, as the hoar 
frost on a winter's morning at sunrise. So our 
blessed Lord was without spot or earth-stain—as 
"white as the light" in the eyes of men and of 
angels, and of the holy Father. The manna was 
" sweet." How sweet is the true " Bread of life " to 
each believing sinner!

the soul that lives upon Him. But it was broken 
bread, remember, that Christ used to express the 
food of the soul. Only a suffering, crucified Lord 
could satisfy the need of sinful souls. Have we re 
ceived Him as such p and are we feeding day by day 
upon the " Bread of Life " ? The heavenly manna 
will not fail the Christian pilgrim, ifc will be sufficient 
for his daily need, until he reaches the Heavenly 
Canaan. Happy are those souls who live their 
e trthly lives in the strength of this heavenly food ! 

MARGARET ESDAILB.

T wanted but a few days to Whitsuntide, 
and young people generally were engaged 
in discussing the various festivities in 
which they hoped to take part, and were 
very ready with expressions of con 
dolence to those less favoured, who

expected to stay at home, detained by unpleasant
duties, or ill health.

« Thou, 0 Christ, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find."

Christ received into the heart, satisfies the heart, 
and rejoices it also. " He that eateth ME, even he 
shall live by ME " (St. John vi. 35). Bread is the 
" staff of life," and Christ is the strength and stay of

A ItEVERIE.

THE LABGEST THEE.—The largest and oldest tree 
in Europe is said to be a chestnut which stands at the 
foot of Mount Etna. There is a hole in the trunk 
large enough for two carriages abreast to drive 
through, and the whole trunk has a circumference of 
212 feet, and is 92 feet in height.

A young couple had strolled out of the town into 
the pleasanter country lanes. They were absorbed 
in conversation but both faces were rather grave.

The young man looked the embodiment of health 
and strength, and there was a frank expression on 
his countenance that was very pleasing; and nothing 
but perfect honesty seemed to look from his large
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grey eyes. His companion was a piquant little lad}', 
with laughing, saucy dark eyes—at least this was 
the description generally given of those black orbs— 
but at this particular moment they were not laughing 
and the firmly compressed red lips told quite plainly 
that Miss Alice Miles was displeased.

" I wish you would be persuaded not to go, 
Allie;" the young man said in a troubled voice.

"Then I sha'n't be!" and Alice gave an emphatic 
stamp with her foot. "I am not a child to be 
dictated to, Basil, and so you will find. If you don't 
choose to go you needn't, I dare say I shall have 
company."

" You have never been before, Allie." 
"All the more reason I should wish to go now. 

Maggie Hill says they have no end of fun there."
"Maggie Hill isn't a very good companion for you, 

I think, Allie dear,—for——"
But here she angrily interrupted him. " There 

you are, again, preaching at me ! I tell you I won't 
stand it; if you treat me so now, what will you do 
when—— " here she stopped.

" When you are my wife you mean, I suppose ? 
I am sure I had no intention of preaching to you, 
Allie, only you can have no idea of the place, or you 
would not wish to go I am sure; the drinking 
that is carried on is dreadful."

"Ah," said she, "I thought I should get at 
your true reason at last. You aren't a bit like 
the same since you signed that ridiculous teetotal 
pledge ; you are as grave and poky as can be, and 
think a bit of fun absolutely wrong."

"No I do not think fun wrong," answered he, 
" unless you call the goings on at this cricket 
match ' fun,'—I confess I call them wrong. I 
believe in innocent recreation and amusement, 
which I would undertake to say you would find at 
the Temperance fete."

" Temperance /Ste !" echoed she with a scornful 
laugh, " You won't catch me going to that, I can 
tell you. No, I'd rather not stir a foot outside the 
house all day long! I wonder you will be seen 
walking out with a person who is so wicked as to 
occasionally drink a glass of wine. You certainly 
ought to have a teetotal wife."

Basil sighed. He felt that he would give much 
if the pretty, fiery-tempered little maiden by his 
side were a member of the Total Abstinence Band. 
He doubted whether he Avoukl be doing right to 
take as a wife a person so opposed to temperance as 
Alice was; but he was far too fond of the imperious 
young lady to risk losing her.

How many a good resolution lias been broken 
through the bewitching glance of a pair of bright 
eyes.

Basil Montague, so strong in most respects—he 
who never in his life had been laughed out of anything 
by his companions, who listened to ridicule unmoved, 
and was proof against argument—was in great danger 
of yielding to the witchery of Alice.

These young people had now been engaged to be 
married for some months; and Basil was looking out 
for a commodious dwelling place to which to take his 
bride, for as such he hoped to claim her within a very j 
short time. It was almost immediately after Alice 
had given the wished for answer to his important 
question that he had put his name to the Abstinence 
pledge. He had trusted to his persuasions to win 
Alice over to his way of thinking, but he did not 
know which will was the stronger. They had had 
many discussions on the subject, but still she re 
mained obdurate; she was content that Basil should 
please himself in this matter, but she wanted the 
same privilege.

He had never seen her so thoroughly out of temper 
as on this evening, and the scene ended in his con 
senting to escort her to the place of amusement, on 
which she had set her mind, on the following Whit 
Monday.

Basil had acted weakly in yielding to her wishes in 
this matter; he knew it, and the consideration made 
him very uncomfortable.

Por several years past a cricket match had been 
played in a village some few miles distant, between 
the country club and the town one. Of course there 
was nothing objectionable in this, it was an innocent, 
healthful recreation, and one of which Basil was very 
fond; indeed, this would be the first occasion since 
the institution of the club, that he had not been 
among the players. But the match was made the 
excuse for a deal 'of drinking, and a fete had been 
organized, which had grown into favour with some
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of the people, and a large number from the town 
would resort thither. But the amusements provided 
and the general character of the entertainment did 
not suit Basil at all. He was a somewhat fastidious 
young man, so much so indeed, that his companions 
had given him the name of " Gentleman Montague." 
He did not wish for his future wife to attend such a 
fete. True he had been in the habit of going him 
self, as she had speedily reminded him, when he ven 
tured to object—but it was solely for the love of 
cricket; he had generally held himself aloof from the 
company who assembled.

But Alice had heard such glowing accounts of the 
amusements from an acquaintance, that she had quite 
made up her mind to go whether her lover objected 
or not.

He knew she would keep her word, so what could 
he do but consent to accompany her ? Independent 
as she was now, she would be glad of his presence 
when she saw for herself the nature of the entertain 
ment to which so many of the lads and lasses o 
Wickfield flocked.

This was the strain in which he talked to himself 
trying to satisfy his conscience, but in vain! Tin 
conviction followed that if he had let her see he wai 
quite resolute, and not to be turned either by hei 
entreaties or angei'j she might have relented. It 
any case it could not but be wrong to go into scene: 
of which his reason and conscience disapproved, even 
for Alice's sake.

And she would have respected him more! A gir. 
may use all her powers to try to induce her lover to do 
something of which he disapproves; but it must be 
merely for the sake of testing her influence over him, 
and if he yield, and for her sake consents to do thai 
which is against his own convictions of duty, though 
she may exult at the time, her faith in, and respect 
for him, must be somewhat shaken.

Whit Monday dawned rather cloudy, and more than 
one person predicted rain. Basil would not have felt 
sorry had the prediction proved true, so distasteful to 
him was the manner in which he purposed spendin_ 
the Bank Holiday. He hoped that Alice would not 
think it advisable to start on so long a journey when 
the weather seemed so uncertain. But having made 
up her mind, she was not to be deterred by such a 
trifling consideration as this, and she was at the 
rendezvous exactly to her time.

How ptetty she looked in her light summer dress, 
new for the occasion, but which did not seem par- 
Licularly suitable for the morning. Her eyes sparkled 
more brightly than ever beneath the coquettish hat, 
and her rosy lips were wreathed with smiles.

"Isn't it a dreadfully dull morning?" she ex 
claimed. " Mother didn't much want me to come, 
ind grandma croaked awfully, she was sure it. was 
going to rain. I told her I knew it wouldn't; but 
;hey made me bring my waterproof."

" You may be glad of it betore you get home," re 
marked Basil, as he took the cloak from her.

"Oh, I don't believe it'll rain; dull mornings 
always turn out the brightest days. But, Basil, isn't 
t nearly time the van was here P " 

Basil took out his watch, 
" Yes,, quite time." 
Even as he spoke there came the sound of wheels, 

and of merry voices, and a van already well filled with 
people, chiefly young, drew up beside them.

" Then you are going, Alice ? I am so glad ! " was 
the greeting of one young girl, rather showily attired, 
as Basil assisted Alice into the van, and jumped in 
beside her.

" Did you think I should be afraid of the rain ? " 
laughed Alice. 

" Oh, no ! "
She said nothing more, but glanced at Basil rather 

expressively; and with a rising colour and a short 
laugh, Alice turned away.

A groat deal of laughing, talking, and joking went 
on in the van, and Alice did her share; but Basil 
spoke but seldom, and then only.to make some obser 
vation to her, or when directly addressed. Alice 
knew by the expression of his face that he was dis 
pleased with the tone of conversation, but with the 
perverseness of her sex this only made her tongue run 
yet more freely.

Presently they drew up at the door of a public- 
house. " Why, I &ee no meadow ! " she exclaimed, 
throwing a glance around, " and I thought it was 
some miles to Heathton; wo can't have come more 
than two or three."

" Oh dear no ! we're not at Heathton yet," said
her friend, " they are only stopping for refreshments.''

The " refreshments " consisted of beer and wine
and even spirits, which were distributed in the van. J
When asked to partake of the sparkling beverages, I

Alice declined. She was not accustomed to this sort 
of thing, and she wished Heathton were reached.

" I suppose you don't dare drink to-day ? " whisp 
ered her friend Maggie, who was seated next her. 
" Poor dear, how I do pity you! what an iceburg he is."

Alice coloured, but she thought Basil would com 
pare favourably with any young man there ; though 
there was a glance in those clear eyes that almost 
made her quail. She had never before seen him look 
so stern. And then she began to think that he might 
as well have stayed away altogether, if he intended to 
make himself so disagreeable. And a bold thought 
came into her mind—a most unwise resolution—she 
would see if she could not make him break his pledge ! 

Alas, how many a young girl has liad cause to rue 
the day on which she set her mind on so foolish and 
wicked a purpose!

They reached Heathton at length. When they 
came in sight of the common on which the fete was 
held, Alice almost held her breath with admiration. 
Whitsuntide was early this year ; the grass was still 
fresh and green, the foliage of the trees retained its 
spring delicacy; and the myriad buttercups and "daisies 
enhanced the beauty of the spot.

It was indeed a fair scene, so suggestive of calm 
and rest—if seen apart from the busy bustling groups, 
though the bright dresses of the visitors did not 
deteriorate from its picturesque effect, as they glided 
about amongst the trees. But the sound of voices 
often harsh and discordant, smote unpleasantly on the 
ear.

The cricket match was held in an adjoining meadow, 
but the marquee in which the cricketers partook of 
dinner, was erected on the common. Kefreshment 
stalls abounded, and vendors of nuts, oranges, &c. 
beseigecl visitors on every hand. Swings had also 
been provided, and were in favour with old and 
young alike; and various other amusements.

" What are we going to do now P " asked Alice, as 
they alighted from the van.

" I move we have some refreshment," said Maggie ; 
" I'm as thirsty as can be, and the drive has given 
me an appetite."

Maggie was the only young person of the party 
without an attending cavalier, so she kept with her 
friend—to the annoyance of Basil, who thoroughly 
disapproved of her ways and conversation. After 
partaking of some biscuits and lemonade, they strolled 
round the common in search of amusement; Alice 
and Maggie chatting gaily, and Brisil walking beside 
them in grim silence. The scene was not to his taste. 
He resented the familiar glances some of the young 
men gave Alice, and was vexed that she appeared so 
indifferent; he even thought, jealously, that she en 
couraged them. His Alice whom he had thought so 
superior to others of her sex—so far removed from 
such coquetry, so pure and modest! He wished he 
had not consented to accompany her, and yet he 
shuddered as he pictured her here without his pro 
tection.

Of course a band of music was in attendance, and 
it was not long before a dance was called for; and 
Basil watched, with a smile of disgust and contempt 
the number who joined in this pastime.

Maggie was soon of the number, for a young man 
had joined the trio, an acquaintance of Basil's.

" Holloa, Montague! " said he, "you aren't among 
the cricketers to-day then ? They miss you, I 
reckon, I believe Heathton '11 beat this year. Thi-J 
kind of thing is more to my taste. Don't you 
dance? Beg pardon. I'd forgotten you think yourself 
above this society. We shall hear of you making 
your appearance among the upper ten one of these 
days. But these young ladies—don't they dance 
ither ? "

He looked with a smile at Alice, as he spoke, but 
she only blushed. Basil answered for her, " Miss 
Blake does not."

But her friend does, I think ? " said the other, 
;urning to the beaming Maggie ; " will she do me the 
lonour of dancing with me P "

When he had led off the willing damsel, Basil 
;urned to Alice, and said— 

" Well, Alice, are you not tired of it P •' 
" I should think I am ! You are so fearfully dis 

agreeable."
" But this is such a dreadful place for you to be in, 

dear. Fancy that young Ecreton speaking to you so 
'amiliarly. J wonder you approve of it." 

" You are over fastidious, Basil." _______
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fi l think not. But these things are not to my taste, nor do I think you like them. Let us go back, shall we ? the walk would be pleasant. 3 '
" What! and leave Maggie ? She's all alone, you know. Besides, aren't our seats in the van paid for, both fares ? "
" Yes, but that wouldn't signify at all. There can be no pleasure in such a drive as we had this morning. And the probability is that many of the number will be under the influence of drink."
" Oh! Basil, you are unjust! You seem to think that everybody means to get tipsy. I don't see that anything was very objectionable this morning. But you and I haven't an idea in common now; I think it is about time we parted. Perhaps you will meet with somebody some day who will be all you expect me to be. Certainly, I shall never come up to your ideal."

Basil saw that she was now really displeased, so he tried his utmost to conciliate her. This was just what she had expected would take place, and intended it should, for she was determined that her friends, who thought her lover so cold and proud, should see that he was easily swayed by her wishes. So she kept up an appearance of anger as long as she could, and then consented to be won over to something like amiability.
The next few hours did not pass unpleasantly even to Basil, Alice was her charming self onco more, and he was proud to be her escort, although he would have preferred it to be in more congenial society. Alice's prediction was verified, the unfavourable morning had turned out a brilliant day, and the common was pretty well covered with pleasure-seekers.
When Maggie and Alice met again, the former whispered—
" What marvellous change has come over Mr. Montague? He isn't like the same person."Alice was gratified; there was not a doubt but she could influence him at will. It would be nattering to have as a lover one to whom her every wish was law. Hitherto Basil had not been very jnelding, and though she never doubted his affection, yet she did have a fear that their wills would come into collision after marriage, as they had so often done during the engagement. She was sure of it if he persisted in his teetotal course, she felt more certain of it than ever to-day, so she tried to persuade herself that if he could be induced to break his pledge it would be for the future good of both.

A little while before they started for home they were standing before a stall, and when Basil inquired what she wished to drink, she replied that she should prefer wine. It was impossible for him to remon strate without incurring her severest displeasure, for nearly all the party had assembled. Besides, she was not an abstainer, why should he wish her to do as he did ? He had promised that in this matter she should be at liberty to please herself, without inter ference from him. So he paid for the wine without comment.
Alice was satisfied with the success of this scheme, but she had a bolder one in contemplation. When the wine was brought she turned to Basil, and in the presence of them all she said, "Do have some, Basil, it is so good."
But he shook his head decidedly. She said nothing more then ; but as they moved from the atall, aud were alone, she observed in an injured eone, " I think after all, Basil, it had better be over between us, we shall never agree on this point," " What point, Alice ? "
"Don't pretend that you misunderstand me! See how ridiculous you inademeappearbelbremyfriendsi " '' I do not see it. But I could not take the drink even to please you."

*' Indeed ! Then we had certainly better part. If you don't care more for me than for your teetotal scruples, your regard isn't certainly worth much."
Alice! You know I care more for you than for—— "

''Not so much as you do for your cold water doctrine," she angrily interrupted ; " and I tell you what, Mr. Montague, I won't marry a teetotaler- there !"
In vain Basil pleaded and protested, Alice refused to be won over. She, in her turn, obstinately insisted that he could not care for her, if he would not lay aside a mere prejudice for her sake.
Basil was troubled. The drive home was even more wretched than the journey to Heathton had been ; and the two parted in anger.
Basil trusted that time would show Alice how mis taken she had been, but he was disappointed; she still refused to listen to him, but remained cold and angry,

At length one evening he said to her, " Alice, I cannot bear this longer; I feel that I shall be taking a foolish step, but what will life be without your love and companionship ? If I do as you wish, shall we be on the same footing as before ? "
" Of course. I am only anxious to know whether you care more for your teetotalisrn than for me.""Then know." And lifting a glass of wine from the table, he drained it.
Did Alice enjoy her triumph ? Apparently. He had proved beyond doubt that he was entirely hers, that he valued her regard more than his own honour; and she tried to stifle the voice of conscience. She could never have borne the idea of a teetotal husband. And fancy a temperance wedding! what would all her friends have said ? Oh! she had acted wisely and for the best.

When, a month or two later, they were married, Basil had so completely overcome his scruples as to be able to drain hLs glass as frequently as his com.' panions.

Whitsuntide had come again, and pleasure seekers were still to be seen on the road to Heathton. Bui this time Alice was not amongst the number. She was seated by the window of a small room in Wick- field, looking with sad wistful eyes into the street, up and down which people were passing to the variou. scenes of merry making; and her thoughts were flying back to the Whitsuntide of three years ago, when she had gone with such a light heart to Heath- ton common.
Only three years ago ! But what a life-time ol misery these three years seemed to have held. Hope appeared to have utterly forsaken her. Three years ago she had besought Basil to accompany her to Heathton; to-day she had begged him to stay away, but she had begged in vain. Less than three years ago she had exulted that he was under her influence, that to please her he had broken his pledge ot abstinence; now she might beg and beseech of him to renounce the drink, but in vain. She glanced around the room with a weary look. How bare and desolate it was; and yet here Basil had brought her, and it had been so fair and comfortable then. She knew too well what had wrought the change, and she ex claimed bitterly, " Oh ! to have the power to live over again the Whitsuntide of three years ago ! "

But it was a vain wish, nothing could be done but lament over her misused influence.
She had not known that Basil took the pledge because he felt that he needed it, that strong drink had acquired power over him which he was powerless to resist except by entire abstinence. It was not long before she knew the sad truth, and found that all her efforts to undo the mischief were useless." No, no, Allie," he would sorrowfully reply to her pleadings," I gave up the drink once and took to it again to gain you,—we must put up with the consequences."

Allie's meditations this Whit Monday ended in a burst of tears, and she was surprised in the midst of her grief by a knock at the door, and before she could dry her eyes, it was opened, and another young woman entered ;—her friend Maggie.
She was dressed more comfortably than Alice, but she did not appear happy.
" Then you're not gone to the fete ?" said she, "of course 3'our husband is ? There, Alice, what is the use of giving way like that ? We have both got into the mess, and we must make the best of it; if there is any best for drunkards' wives."
"O, Maggie, just think; it is only three years ago that I went to Heathton for the first time! I wish I'd never gone !"
"It's of no use fretting. Let us go out and enjoy ourselves a bit as our lords and masters are doing. Come, Alice, put on your things."
But Alice only shook her head. "I can't enjoy myself now, it is no use to try."
" Well, you are a spiritless creature,5 ' said Maggie. "But I am going somewhere. I'm not sure where yet. Good-bye." So saying, she went out again, and Alice watched her as she walked quickly up the street.
The day wore wearily away, as other days had done. Alice did not feel particularly alarmed at the prolonged absence of her husband, she was so accus tomed to it. She heard his step at length, and she marvelled that it was so steady. When Basil entered the room she saw that he was sober, but so white that she grew frightened.
"Oh, Alice ! " he exclaimed, pitifully, " help me to break away from the drink P 
Who can describe Alice's feelings at this moment ? i

There was joy that such a wish had risen in his breast, but how sharp a pang that such words had been wrung from his lips! Her manly, noble Basil to have sunk thus low ! She tried to tell him how willingly she would help him if she could, how deeply she regretted her mistake of three years before.Then he told her how that very night he had seen Tom Hunter, Maggie's husband, killed on their way home from thefete—he had fallen from the van while in a state of intoxication.
Alice proved a loving and sympathizing companion, and tried to atone for folly in the past. And although the struggle was a severe one, Basil came off victorious —the appetite for strong drink was subdued ; and ho and Alice had a comfortable, happy home, such as they had once pictured.

LOULE S.

By EDITH 0. KENYOST.

CHAPTER XII L
I FIND OUT WHO THE 3IYSTEKIOUS STBANG-EK IS.

PATTY told uncle, and he, well he 
neve)> mentioned the matter to me, but just treated me with silent contempt, 
vv'hica I thought harder to bear than any 
words. If I accosted him when we met, or sP°ke *° h™> ne never answered or 
took the slightest notice of it. There was something dreadful to me in this carefully maintained silence.

And as for the boys, they treated me with even more disdain than before, and that is not saying little.
The fire had caused uncle such heavy losses, that he declared he could not afford to send us to school any more at present, but that we must help on the farm instead. So he turned off one or two farm boys, aud we three tried to fill their places. Alick and Sydney disliked this very much, declaring it to be most unjust. I ought to work they said, but what had they done ? I strove hard to do the lion's share, feeling that that was only fair. But I think I regretted my interrupted studies more than they did for I was always fonder of my books.

My one sole ambition was, in those days, to win a forgiving smile or word of commendation from my uncle. For I was deeply penitent for the past, and felt I could not be happy again until he overlooked it, though sometimes I almost despaired of his ever doing so.
Dear Aunt Patty endeavoured to make up for his coldness, by her notice and words of praise. I re member she used to take my rough hands in hers and call them honest, industrious ones, and say that she was proud of them. And she often came herself in search of me about ten or eleven in the morning with a glass of new milk and some daintily prepared morsel of food, which she would coax me to take. For I was both working hard and growing fast, she said, and needed plenty of good nourishment.

Uncle was having a new house built on the site of the old one, and we were all occupying a large cottage in the village till it was ready for us. Aunt would have no servant—only Elizabeth—who had once lived with her as cook, aud used to come to the cottage to help at busy times. So the girls had to help her, too, in many wajs, and they were all very good about it, and very kind to me. Only they pitied me rather too much. For boys don't like to be pitied and 
patronized.

Every day when my work was done, I used to steal away from them all and sit brooding over rny troubles more than was good for md. It was often very, very lonely.
One morning in December I was busy at a little distance from the cottage, chopping sticks for my aunt aud whistling lustily all the time. For I was happier that morning than I had been for months, uncle having addressed me for the first time since the Eire. He had merely asked me to bring him his boots : but, when he found I had cleaned them, he :iad given me a nod of approval as I placed them
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before him. So I was in good spirits as I chopped 
my stick?.

Suddenly I heard singing in the distance—
" There is a happy land, far, far away," <fcc. 

How sweet the words sounded! They reminded 
me, unaccountably I thought, of the ice last winter, 
and of all that had followed my endeavours to do 
right.

The singer, as he approached, proved to be a tall 
man, with a long white beard, who had a black bag 
strapped across his shoulders. It was—yes, it really 
was—the mysterious stranger. I was GO glad that 
I laid down my axe and ran to meet him.

The man smiled very tenderly, and, laying his 
hands on my shoulders, looked searchingly into my 
face.

" Ah, it's all right, I think, now," he said. 
" Yes, it's getting right," I replied; " it was hard 

at first—dreadfully hard after I left you; but——"
" Harold," said the man, in a choked voice, 

" Harold, don't you ever wonder what has become 
of your father ? "

His hands were on my shoulders still, or I think 
I should have rushed away. How his words had 
hurt me! I could not speak, but turned pale with 
anger.

" My precious son—I must tell you—I am your 
father."

I sprang from his side, tossing off his hands as if 
they burnt me, and I signed—yes, I positively signed 
—to him to go away. 

"Harold!"
His tone was so grieved and yet so tender, it 

haunted me for weeks afterwards.
" Father!" I cried, panting for breath; "I wish 

I'd never had one ! Mine's never been anything but 
a trouble and disgrace to me. Oh, don't say you're 
my father—anything but that! " 

" Why, Harold P "
"No—I won't hear you," I went on passionately. 

" What did you do it for P I know the past can't be 
undone, but I wish you'd leave me; I never want to 
see my father again."

With a bitter groan, the stranger turned away, 
just as a waggon with two horses, galloping at full 
speed, was coming by.

I don't know how it happened, but, perhaps 
blinded by his tears, he who called himself my father 
did not move out of the way quickly enough. In any 
case, he was knocked down, and his right arm severely 
crushed.

I moved slowly forward to assist him to rise, 
while the waggoner with difficulty stopped his 
horses, and shouted out to ask what was the 
matter.

Without looking again at me, my father asked if 
he would drive him to the town to have his arm 
attended to, and the man quickly assenting, he 
managed to climb into the waggon, though the effort 
and the pain together nearly made him taint.

Thus he left me, and I stood staring after him, 
feeling almost as if it had all been a dream, and 
already rather remorseful that I had spoken so un- 
dutil'ully to him.

I went back to my stick-chopping, but I was very 
uncomfortable now. Visions of my wounded parent, 
and of his troubled expression when I would not hear 
him speak, kept rising before me, and I ended in 
hurting my hand, and having to go in for Aunt Patty 
to bind it up.

" Dear Harold, how white you are ? " she exclaimed 
in dismay, when she saw me. But being, as will 
have been seen, a very reserved boy, I did not tell 
her what had happened.

I was unsettled and unhappy the rest of the day, 
and was not sorry to hear that I was to go an errand 
to the town on the morrow. I determined, by way of 
appeasing my conscience, which would be heard, that 
I would call on the surgeons of the place to inquire 
if my father had been severely hurt.

Accordingly I did so, but it was some time before 
I could find out who had attended to him. At last, 
however, I discovered he had been to the surgery of 
a medical man named Mow bray.

The doctor said his arm had been very severely 
injured, and that he doubted whether it would ever 
become quite straight and strong again, especially as 
the patient seemed unable to " lay up," and keep it 
perfectly still. Did he know where the man was 
gone ? No; but he had probably left the town, for 
he had repeatedly said he must hasten on, as he had 
far to go.

" Where could I get information as to which way 
he had taken ? " I inquired faintly.

" I don't know," replied the surgeon. " I told 
him he must travel by train, but he shook his head;

so perhaps you had better ask if he has been seen at 
either of the turnpike gates. He seemed very poor, 
but talked like a gentleman. Good day."

I accordingly went to both turnpike gates, just 
outside the town, but no one remembered having 
seen a white-haired wayfarer such as I described. 
And I wished more and more that I had behaved 
better to him.

He had been very kind to me. I remembered now 
how earnestly he had said that night on the hill— 
" I care for you."

(To be continued.)

OXFUSED and transitory as are 
dreams, it is not too much to say that 
it often happens that the vividness 
with which events and circumstances 
apparently take place in them equals, 
and, indeed, sometimes surpasses 
that of similar occurrences in our 

waking honrs. So clear, so distinct, are the 
phenomena, that on being aroused, we find 
it difficult sometimes to decide, for a brief space, 
whether we dream or not. Who has not experi 
enced a feeling of relief when awaked from a heavy 
and unrefreshing slumber, during which Imagina 
tion has overcome Reason, and some terrible or 
grotesque series of pictures has passed before his 
mind. " Thank heaven it's only a dream." So 
have most of us involuntarily exclaimed on finding 
how baseless, how unreal, was the danger that 
menaced, or the peril that affrighted us. In 
many cases, the dream is but a continuance of 
some mental effort or train of thought that has 
engaged the mind before falling asleep. More 
especially is this the case when the intellectual 
powers have been fully exercised immediately 
before retiring to rest. Thus Condillac^mentions 
that when employed upon his " Cours d' Etude," he 
found that he often continued, and even completed 
some subject when asleep that he had been follow 
ing up during the day. Condorcet also mentions 
similar instances with regard to his mathematical 
pursuits ; and Franklin tells us that his political 
plans were also elaborated, in some instances, 
under such circumstances. Perhaps the best- 
known instance of such compositions is that 
narrated of himself by Coleridge. He had been 
reading Purchas's " Pilgrims," and fell asleep over 
the following words:—" Here the Khan Kubla 
commanded a palace to be built, and a stately 
garden thereunto; and thus ten miles of fertile 
ground were enclosed within a wall." The poet 
remained asleep about three hours, and awaked 
with the impression that he had composed between 
200 and 300 lines.

" The ideas," he says, " rose up before him as 
things, with a parallel production of the corres 
pondent expressions, without any sensations or 
consciousness of effort." Immediately after he 
awoke he wrote down the fragment that yet 
remains ; but being called away on business, was 
unable for an hour or so to recommence his task, 
by which time the rest of the dream-poem had 
vanished from his memory, with the exception of 
a few scattered lines. The fragment referred to 
appears in his collected writings, and is headed 
" Kubla Khan."

In many cases, however, the effort of calcula 
tion or composition does not result thus. Instead 
of continuing during sleep, it effectually prevents 
sleep being obtained for a considerable time, to 
the detriment alike of body and mind. On the 
other hand, though details may be forgotten, a 
general impression remains when awaking that 
some composition has been produced or arranged 
during a dream, though the memory may not 
recall the particulars. Thus Tartini composed, 
it is said, the " Devil's Sonata." He dreamed 
that the Enemy actually challenged him to a 
trial of skill, and so admirable was the per 
formance of his rival that the musician was lost 
in admiration. On awaking he found himself 
unable to reproduce the notes in their actual 
order, but so strong was the general impression 
that he was able to found upon it the composition 
referred to.

Undoubtedly dreamless sleep is the most 
restful, even assuming that the dreams, when 
they occur, are pleasant, and this view is sup 
ported by a case on record. " A woman, aged 
twenty-six, who had lost a portion of the scalp,

skull, and dura mater, so that a portion of her 
brain was exposed to view, was a patient in 1821 
in the hospital at Monpellier. When she was in 
a dreamless state or in profound sleep her brain 
was comparatively motionless, and lay completely 
within its bony case, but when the sleep was im 
perfect, and the mind agitated by dreams, her 
brain moved and protruded from the skull, form 
ing cerebral hernia. This protrusion was greatest 
when the dreams, as she reported, were most 
vivid; and when she was perfectly awake, espe- 
pecially if engaged in conversation, it reached its 
highest development. Nor did this protrusion 
occur in jerks, alternating with recessions, as if 
caused by arterial action, but remained permanent 
while the conversation was continued."

Disturbed and restless sleep, with frequent and 
often unpleasant dreams, may of course be brought 
about by confirmed dyspepsia, or, in occasional 

• instances, by that enemy to rest, " a heavy 
supper." Such results, however, scarcely come 
properly under the heading of dreams in the true 
sense of the word, seeing that they arise from a 
special physical disturbance. Equally may 
dreams be induced by lack of food. Baron Trenck, 
starving in his dungeon, dreamed of luxurious 
and costly banquets, and Byron, with others 
purposely abstained from food, for a few days with 
a view to stimulate the imaginative faculty both in 
sleeping and waking hours.

In other ways do physical sensations act in the 
production and modification of dreams. Dr. 
Gregory applied a bottle of hot water to his feet 
and dreamed that he was walking on ground in 
tensely hot. While Dr. Eeid, who had a blister 
applied to his head, dreamed that he was being 
scalped by savages. Of course, in these cases, 
some account had been read at a previous time of 
such circumstances as scalping, and probably in 
Dr. Gregory's case of ascending a volcano—for it 
was of Mount Etna that he dreamed. And on the 
physical sensations being experienced, the mind 
and memory reproduced the ideas already im 
planted. According to Dr. Winslow, " lively 
dreams are a sign of the excitement of nervous 
action; soft dreams are a sign of slight irritation 
of the brain. Dreams of blood are signs of an 
inflammatory condition; those about rain and 
water are often signs of diseased mucous mem 
branes and dropsy. Dreams of distorted forms 
may come from a disordered liver; while dreams 
of death may precede apoplexy.''

If, however, the body thus influences the mind, 
so also does the mind affect the body. It is on 
record in a paper read by Archdeacon Squire 
before the Royal Society in 1748, that one Henry 
Oxford of Devizes became speechless at the age of 
twenty-eight through a violent cold, and continued 
so for four years, until July 1841, when, being 
asleep, he " dreamed that he had fallen into a 
furnace of boiling wort. This put him into so 
great an agony of fright that he actually did call 
out aloud, and recovered the use of his tongue 
from that moment as effectually as ever."

The phenomenon of somnambulism, or sleep 
walking, is well known. One remarkable case is 
that of a Dr. Blacklock, whose accomplishments 
as a poet and clergyman were well known in his 
day, and who was also afflicted with blindness. 
He had received a presentation to the living of 
Kirkcudbright, and his settlement was violently 
opposed. The dislike exhibited towards him deeply 
distressed him, and, after dinner, feeling unwell, 
he retired to rest for awhile. A few hours after 
one of his friends went into his bedroom, and find 
ing him apparently awake prevailed on him to 
come downstairs again. On entering the room 
where his friends were assembled they found that 
two of them were singing. Dr. Blacklock at once 
joined in the song, and when it concluded added 
an extempore verse of great beauty and quite in 
the spirit of the original; singing it, moreover, in 
correct time and tune. He remained with them 
some time and took some supper and a glass or 
two of wine. Bj^-and-by he began to talk in a 
low tone to himself, and at last it dawned upon 
the company that he had been asleep all the time, 
which was really the case. Being then forcibly 
awakened lie was found to be unconscious of all 
that had taken place. Many other instances 
might be recorded.

There is a popular idea in connection with som 
nambulists that no injury is likely to occur to 
them however insecure or perilous may be their 
position, but facts do not always support this 
theory.


