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j canal-boat for a public company—had sheltered the last sentence, she did not say so';
her from too much contact with the outside world; had scarcely offended her, though for Kitty's words
the moment her
Annie Matthews, her most intimate friend from pride had risen in arms" against the
suspicion of her
the time they had toddled hand in hand to the implied partiality for Ted, but they perplexed
and
infant school, was the daughter of the foreman of a pained her, for they suggested to her a responsibility
H, Ted, you are not going in there ! "
large manufactory; she had
Kitty's voice was distressed and up by her mother—herself an been carefully brought which she might be compelled to take up, even though
her
educated
whole
nature
and
superior
cried
out
against
the
burden.
If
imploring; but, with a touch on the woman—and possessed a sense
of refinement which she had any power in the matter, how was she to use
arm—
caused her to feel most keenly
" Come along, and don't be a soft," low and disreputable being the idea of anything it without going beyond the bounds of womanly
reticence
connected
?
This
with
trial
her
had
taken
away the old un
said the girl who was walking on the friends. To this she attributed
the sharp pain consciousness, and it would be difficult now to meet
other side of the young man; and she which she
threw back a small laugh of triumph as Ted followed story, nor experienced from Kitty's *sorrowfully told him with the cordial affection and sisterly freedom
her, though he did so irresolutely, and as if somewhat and grief: did she think of hiding her sympathy which the constant and intimate intercourse of familiar
it
was
so
natural
to
friendship
suffer with Kitty, that
had rendered natural; the bitterness of a
ashamed of himself, or perhaps of his company.
she scarcely knew how much of the suffering was for pain that was rather grief than jealousy had
taught
Kitty was returning home from her Bible-class, herself.
her to know the strength of her interest in him, and
when, hastening along the street, she overtook her
Meanwhile Ted entered the public-house, not now, less than ever, could she court his attention,
brother, accompanied by a girl whom she had often. because
seen and knew by name, though she had never spoken not standhe wanted to go, but simply because he could and endeavour to attract him to her side.
the thought of the chaff and ridicule which
And yet had she the right to throw away
to her.
he well knew Polly Haymon would heap upon him, influence, however little it might be, which any
would
She slackened her pace to walk beside them, until should
a few yards further on they came to a public-house, down he show reluctance to act up to—or rather help to make him strong P Sensitive and shrinking
to—the standard of her expectations.
as she was, Annie's conscience was her master; once
which threw its alluring light across the darkness,
Polly -was a bright, gay, young girl, accustomed to she recognized the call of duty, she was unrelenting
and into this place it was evidently Polly Haymon's gain
intention that her companion should escort her. So tongueattention and win popularity by her saucy towards herself; she possessed in no common degree
and bold, giddy ways. How she had managed the single eye which points out unerringly the true
unexpected was this movement, that Kitty was left to
or entrap steady, manly Ted Stratton, with object to be striven after; if self stood in the way, it
alone before she could summon presence of mind his attract
strict
enough to interfere more effectively than by her brief what they notions as to the behaviour of women and must be set aside, and with a brief struggle she put
ought to be, is one of those unexplainable her own consciousness out of the question, and
protest.
things which it is only possible to believe because the herself that what power she had was a talent told
to be
Her tears fell fast as she hurried on; she was facts are
not to be gainsaid, however much we may used in God's service, and no wounded feeling must
deeply wounded by the thought that Ted— her up be inclined
to dispute them.
hinder the exercise of the stewardship.
right, hardworking Ted, who had been her protector
That
"I will take the pledge willingly, Kitty," but she
ever since the death of their parents had left her life the night Ted went home for the first time in his
worse
for
liquor,
made
but
no mention of that other promise made to her
it was not the last.
some years before dependent on the elder brother's Shame
care — that he should have been enticed by this giddy took at his fall made him more reckless, and Polly self—the resolve that, trusting to the dignity of true
girl into habits so foreign to his nature and prin over a malignant delight in playing with her power motives and earnest desire to do her share of the
him; she meant no harm, beyond not caring work of salvation, she would spare no efforts which
ciples.
what harm came as long as she had her pleasure; so could aid the rescue.
Poor Kitty was quite overwhelmed, and in her by
She stayed to tea, which she had lately avoided
first unreasoning grief she jumped at once to the she dint of cajoling, teasing, flattering, and insisting,
fairly won the victory over the strong man's will, doing, and when Ted came, in time for the second
most dreadful conclusion she could imagine.
cup, she greeted him cheerfully, cut his bread-and" He will marry her— I know he will marry her— tastes, and principles.
" Annie, " Kitty suddenly broke the silence one butter, handed the tea which Kitty had poured out
and then he will be ruined. Ted, Ted — what shall I day,
when the two were sitting together, " I want for him, and responded to his request for sugar in so
do, what shall I do ! "
to ask you if you will do something to save Ted ? "
liberal a manner that unawares the same small
She sat down in the desolate kitchen, and cried as
"I .'"said the girl, a quick flush on her cheek; of " like cures like," which his fondness for joke
if her heart would break.
this
article was wont in happier times to call forth, passed
A gentle knock at the door was unheard, and, " what can I do ? "
" You are the only one that can do it, but I don't his lips, and the formality of the last few weeks had
after fumbling at the latch, the intruder stepped into
know
if
you
will."
disappeared.
the room, but could at first discern nothing. Hear
" I would do anything to help you, Kitty; you
" What are you going to do to-night, Ted ? " asked
ing the sound of weeping —
Kitty presently, as carelessly as she could; " Annie
" Kitty, is that you ? What is the matter ? " she know that, without my telling you." The answer
was very quiet, almost indifferent; after that first and I are going to a meeting at Lee; won't you come
asked.
night
Annie's
vehemence
too
?"
on
the subject had died
" Oh, Annie, I shall die ; my dear, dear Ted," she
away, or was no more shown.
" I expect you don't want me," was his half-sullen
moaned.
" Will you ? I don't know if it's too much to ask answer; "saints and sinners don't agree."
" Is he hurt p Is he ill P Has anything happened
you,
Annie,
but I do believe if you would talk to Ted,
He glanced towards Annie, and his face, which
on the canal ? " The questioner's voice faltered.
"It is worse than that; what am I saying? How and show him you cared about his goings on, it had brightened into its old kindly aspect, clouded
wicked I am; but if he marries that girl it will kill might be his saving. I've been thinking and think over, as she did not speak. It was not easy, but she
him body and soul, I do believe;" and she wept ing about it all, and I've made up my mind to take conquered her hesitation, and said heartily—
the pledge, if you'll do it too."
" Do come, Ted, it's such a nice walk to Lee, and
afresh.
"But"—the girl's voice wavered—"it isn't only we can come home by the fields, if you are with us."
" I can't think what you mean ; what are you
the drink, it's—it's the people he goes with."
It was an effort to bring out the words, and per
talking about ? "
" He'd never keep on with her if it wasn't for the haps the shy earnestness with which they were
The speaker's face had grown very white, and her
eyes large with alarm and bewilderment at this drink, that I'm right-down sure of," was Kitty's spoken gave them additional weight. Ted's eyes
strange, disjointed announcement ; but the darkness decided reply. "I've seen it all lately so plain; once lighted up :
"I'll go," he answered, shortly enough, but the
hid all sign of the change in the fair young counte she got him to go to the public she'd a hold on him
nance. She groped her way to the fireplace, and, he can't shake off. It isn't that he cares for her, nor first victory was won, and he left the room to get
finding the matches, she struck a light, then having any like her," she went on in a lower tone, not seem ready. He had intended to spend the evening very
ing
to
observe
the
troubled
differently,
face
and
but the home atmosphere was too plea
trembling
fingers
placed the candle on the table, she turned again to
of her companion, who was dropping her stitches and sant for him to care to seek other pastimes.
the other for some explanation of her wild words.
He asked no particulars about the meeting, and
"Do tell me what has happened, Kitty; you don't taking them up again, with woeful effect to her
knitting.
''But
for
one
thing he knows you won't set off with the girls about seven o'clock, without
know how you have frightened me."
The tale she heard contained after all no tragedy ; look at him now, and that drives him further on. further inquiries. There were not many people in
nothing unusual had occurred, only what passes many I've watched him when he's come in, and you've been the hall when they reached it, but gradually it filled,
so cold and silent these nights, he's always later until every place was occupied.
a night— every night — in the streets of our towns
" What's up ? " he whispered, as a hymn was
and villages : a barrier passed, a scruple cast aside, a getting home, and has been drinking more."
" Kitty, don't, please don't say such things," Annie announced and the music began.
first step taken on the downward path by some soul
" You'll soon find out," Annie smiled back to him.
to whom the decisive hour has come to choose the entreated piteously; " it makes it like as if it's my
We need not try to describe how that night the
light, or deliberately plunge into the darkness of fault he's going wrong, and I have no right to say a
word, or do anything to prevent it: what makes you stream of eloquence flowed from the lips of him
conscience outraged and self-respect sacrificed.
who
But to these two girls, sorrowing over the downfall talk to me like that P " Her eyes were full of tears came before that gathering to utter his earnest words
of warning and persuasion ; power, pathos, passion
of brother and friend, it was of more importance than of dismay and distress.
"You can show him that you care," said Kitty lent their aid to the deep, searching questions which
any national calamity could have been that Ted had
fallen from the pedestal on which their innocent love softly, looking this time full into the girl's face ; see probed the hearts and consciences of those who
and admiration had placed him. It was a terrible ing the indignant colour and startled expression her listened; heart spoke to heart as he pressed upon
them his own strong conviction of the privilege
thing to both of them, for they realized clearly enough words called forth, she continued hastily—
" I mean that you can show you are still our friend, given to each Christian man and woman—ay, to
that the road he was taking was a downward one,
and the very vagueness of their ideas of the evils of and be more kind and gentle to him ; you don't know every little child—to help the weak and tempted.
how
hard
your
voice
is
Men who had come cold and uninterested were
when
you
speak to him; please
which they had no experience added to their dismay.
Kitty, notwithstanding the loss of father and don't be offended dear, dear Annie, I can't say it roused to enthusiasm and burning zeal, as they_s_aw
mother, had known no lack of guardianship; the rightly; but if bad girls take such trouble to make a put before them the path of high self-denial, illu
man
go
wrong, don't you think others might see if mined with the light of consecrated love to their
house which she kept bright for her brother—who
was not always at home, being in command of a there isn't something they can do to try and keep fellow-men ; surely this was Christ's work, and ail
them straight—I would do anything to save Ted ; " might share it. What more could any one desire to
For Infants, Invalids, and the Aged, NEAVE'S FOOD is by far
her voice broke with a deep sob as the passion of in
the best and cheapest. It was established in 1825, andThe Queen's Private Baker writes of BORWICK'S BAKIW& P°^^'
is
sold
everywhere in one-pound, one-shilling canisters, and wholesale by
tense desire overcame her.
"I find it a most excellent and useful invention."
Awarded
J.R.NEAVB & Co,, Fording bridge, Salisbury. (Apv-r.)
Gold Medals, whlist no other Baking Powder has ever gamed JMVB
Annie kissed her silently; if her heart too repeated The
best in the world. The largest sale in the world. (invT.Jone
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enkindle ardour, and make easy the way of selfsacrifice ?
When the meeting closed, Kitty and Annie quietly
left their seats, and followed the many others who
approached the platform to take the pledge.
Ted gazed after them, but did not stir till they re
OH ! come again, sweet Spring,
turned ; then he made no remark on what they had
Lead on the sunny hours,
Come as on swallows wing,
done.
The walk home was through lonely, moonlit fields,
Bring buds and opening flowers.
where the hush of Nature seemed unconsciously to
lay its hold upon the little party j the conversation
Drive hoary Winter forth
was subdued and broken, and Ted put in few words
To his caves in the Arctic main,
when they reached their own door.
To his home in the gelid North,
" I'll see Annie home, if you'll get the supper,
With his Frost and Snow and Kain.
Kit," he said then; " unless you'll stay and have
some," he added, turning to the former. But she
Smile on old Ocean's face,
thought it was too late, and they went on down the
And let the blue, serene,
street.
And dancing wave replace
" Why did you take the pledge, Annie ? " Ted
Stern Winter's stormy mien.
demanded, suddenly. The question was so abrupt
that she scarcely collected herself enough to answer.
Arouse the cawing rooks,
" I thought it might help others." Then very
Smile on the bleating lambs,
shyly, not knowing whether wisely or not, " I hoped
Skipping by purling brooks,
we might help you, too."
Or frisking round their dams.
Was he angry ? She could not tell, for he took no
notice of her answer, and Dot until he bade her good
Bring birds in woodland bovvers,
night did he mention the subject again ; then as he
Chaunting their tuneful strains ;
took her hand:
Bestrew the earth with flowers,
" Thank you," he said, so gravely that she was
And deck both woods and plains.
doubtful still, but lifting her eyes to his face, even
in that dim light she saw enough to tell her that no
The blackbird and the thrush,
harm was done.
Singing their roundelay
Kitty was puzzled for the next few days, her
In every covert bush,
brother was so absorbed and silent; although he was
To greet the coming day.
out late every night, he always returned sober, and
was kind, though not talkative. Then he was sent
Let golden celandine,
on some special service at some distance eff. and it
And violet darkly blue,
was uncertain how long he might be detained on the
With daffodils between,
canal.
Display each varied hue.
It was more than a month after the night of the
meeting, when one evening he returned home, with
Crocus and daisy bright,
out sending any announcement of his arrival. Annie,
And windflower fair to see ;
who had been staying with his sister during his
Cranesbill and snowdrop white,
absence, was sitting by the window, aewing.
Cowslip and fleur-de-lis.
" Where's Kitty P " was his inquiry, after the first
greeting.
Breathe on the sleeping grass,
" She had to go out for a little, she will be so
Spread verdure on the scene,
sorry, but she won't be long. Have you had some
As fleet thy footsteps pass
tea ? "
O'er fields of quickening green.
" JSTo, not a bit nor sup since dinner." But as she
would have risen, to prepare the meal for him, as she
Build up the radiant cloud,
had often done before, he stopped her.
The rainbow's arch so bright,
"Look here," was all he said, as he put a card
With pristine hues endowed,
into her hand.
In fields of roseate light.
" Oh, I am so glad, so very glad," was all she could
utter, but the beaming eyes and radiant face told
No gloomy shadows cast,
much more of her heartfelt joy.
To mar thy joyous reign j
He contented himself with the sight of her plea
Tell us not of the Past,
sure for some minutes, during which she surveyed
Which may not come again.
the card as though it were some precious treasure.
There was no self-consciousness in her joy just then,
Hasten thy coming time,
but pure thankfulness that he was saved from
clanger.
Soft odours round thee fling.
Come ! blithesome goddess prime,
"I am not quite sure that I am glad that it is
Oh ! come again, sweet Spring.
signed," he remarked presently.
" Not glad! " she exclaimed, startled and bewil
W. C. BLAKISTO^.
dered.
"No."
"Why not?"
" I am not sure, I think it might have helped me
to get something I want very much, if I hadn't put
my name to it at'orehand ; Annie ; " he took both her
II.
hands in his, as she stood before him, " I want you,
and maybe—but there, I wasn't going to make a
bargain of it, and so I went to the meetings till I was
HE phenomenon of somnambulism, or
clear in my own mind, and then I just settled it.
sleep-walking, is noteworthjv One
Darling, will you give yourself to me ? " His arms
remarkable case is that of a Dr.
were round her now, and the answer satisfied him
Blacklock, whose accomplishments as
well. Annie took another pledge that night.
a
poet and clergyman were well known
" You've a deal to forgive, Annie; seems to me now
in his day, and who was also afflicted
I was clean out of my senses, and to think I'd lost
with blindness. He had received a
you just made me mad ; but please God, you shan't
presentation
to
the living of Kirkcudbright, and
repent that you didn't give me up, dear."
his settlement was violently opposed. The dis
And she never did.
He is a staunch teetotaller still—and they are like exhibited towards him deeply distressed him,
a happy couple. It is a fair picture when Ted and, after dinner, feeling unwell, he retired to
returns from one of his canal journeys, and Annie rest for awhile. A few hours after, one of his
and his child are at the lock-gates to welcome him friends went into his bedroom, and finding him
apparently awake, prevailed on him to come
home.
downstairs again. On entering the room where
EMMIE LARTEB.
his friends were assembled they found that two
BRILLIANT VICTORIES over RHEUMATISM, INDIGESTION-,
of them were singing. Dr. Blacklock at once
t-ONSTipiTioB, FUNCTIONAL IEKEGUT/ARITY, NEKVOUS DEBILIIY,
joined in the song, and when it concluded added
ana all disorders of the nervous system by simply wearing the
-lileetropathio Belt; lasts for years. " Harness' Guide to Health,"
an extempore verse of great beauty and quite in
containing Thousands of Testimonials, post-free. The Electrothe spirit of the original; singing it, moreover, in
P,au"e Battery Belt, post-free for 21s., payable to C. B. Harness,
correct time and tune. He remained with them
tue Medical liattery Co., 62, Oxford Street, London, W.—(ADVT.)
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some time and took some supper and a glass or
two of wine. By-and-by he beg_an 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 he 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.
Another peculiarity of dreams is the utter dis
regard of time and space that accompanies them;
and a dream, the occurrences of which would
occupy hours, will last only a few seconds. Dr.
Abercrombie tells us of a person who dreamed he
had enlisted as a soldier, that he had afterwards
deserted, and having been pursued and taken, was
tried and sentenced to death. Being led out to
execution, a gun was fired, and he awoke, to find
that a noise in the next room had probably, while
arousing him from sleep, produced, at least, the
most exciting part of the dream. Dr. Carpenter
mentions a case of a minister falling asleep in hi?
pulpit, during the singing of the psalm, He awoke
with a start, feeling convinced that he must have
slept above an hour, and that the congregation
had been kept waiting. On referring to the book,
he was relieved by finding that his nap had really
been only long enough to allow of the singing of a
single line.
Curious too, is the clearness with which in
dreams persons are seen and their voices heard.
The ears of the sleeper may be completely covered
by clothes or pillow, the eyes fast shut, the room
perfectly dark, the senses locked in slumber, and
yet he shall hear and see those whom he has known
and loved, both the living and the dead. The
living he may see day by day. There is nothing
very wonderful in dreaming of them ; but the dead,
long lost, unforgotten, to dream of them is one of
the saddest phases of sleep. Again, as it were,
we meet with those who are gone for ever, again
we hear the long-silent tones, we see the longvanished features, and then waking in the darkness
with their names upon our lips, we find that after
all it is only a dream, and we are still alone.
We in this nineteenth century pay but scant
attention to dreams, and it is difficult to realise
how largely they entered into the calculations of
those who lived in an earlier age. There was an
old proverb, "Dreams came from Zeus," and
Egyptian, Babylonian, Greek and Roman, all had
their science of divination, and the interpretation
of dreams was handed over to their wisest men.
In later days the causes of dreams have been the
subject of ingenious speculation, but almost of
necessity, without any satisfactory conclusion be
ing arrived at. Philosophers have written upon
them; among others, Francis Bacon and Sir
Thomas Brown, who indulges in quaint musings.
" Surely," he says, "it is not a melancholy conceit
to think we are all asleep in this world, and that
the conceits of this life are as mere dreams to
those of the next; as the phantasms of the night
to the conceit of the day. There is an equal delu
sion in both, and the one doth but seem to be the
emblem or picture of the other."
The phenomena of dreams will always be attri
buted to different causes by persons of different
temperaments. One individual, with a leaning to
materialism, will maintain that they are entirely
dependent on the physical condition of the dreamer.
Another, with a livelier imagination, will consider
them purely fanciful; while a third, who may have
the religious nature more strongly developed, will
see in them a means by which the Source of all
spiritual life communicates with His_creatures.
The educated man will smile slightly as he
speaks of " an idle dream''; the ignorant man
will have recourse to a "dream book" for an ex
planation of his nocturnal visions. In a matter
such as this, which cannot be made absolutely
clear, each will naturally prefer his own view. It
is possible that dreams may serve some purpose
in the intellectual economy, though such purpose
be not absolutely clear.
It is pointed out by a modem writer that even
now we are not certain of the uses of a few of the
physical organs; yet no one supposes that they
have not some special function to fulfil. " Dreams,"
The siuevvs of Wealth are found in Health; and health, strength,
nutritive, flesh-forming' qualities and staying power are retained
and concentrated in CADBUBY'S COCOA.—(ADVT,)
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observes this writer, " are, at any rate, an exercise
of the imagination. "We may well conceive that
one effect of them may be to increase the activity
of that faculty during our waking hours, and it
would be presumptuous to deny that they may
not answer some purpose beyond this in the econ
omy of percipient and thinking beings."
Some few dreams stand out clearly in our minds
and are remembered for years, even for a lifetime.
These are generally such as apparently have no
connection with anything that has happened in
our waking hours. A writer on the subject men
tions that when quite a youth he dreamed that
he was walking along a road well-known to him.
The day was bright and sunny, but became over
clouded, and eventually intensely dark. And this
darkness was not that of a fog or mist, but a deep
blackness, shutting out all around, and bringing
with it a terrible feeling of utter
isolation, of being completely set
apart from all living things.
Suddenly in the darkness, and
far away and high aloft, gleamed
a point of light, intense and blind
ing in its brilliancy. And the
light became along quivering ray,
that brightened where the dreamer
stood, but brightened nought be
side. And with the ray as it
widened, came a clear thrilling
voice: " The last day, the last
day." And with the voice, in an
agony of terror, the sleeper awoke,
but the dream was never for
gotten. Such visions come but
seldom, and are doubtless capable
of easy and natural explanation,
and in this busy work-day world
we have no time to think of them.
If we heed our dreams at all, it
is those we indulge in during our
waking hours—our " day-dreams."
We all have them whatever our
age or station. The poet dreams
of Fame, the statesman of Power,
the miser of Gold. The soldier
dreams of that reward, " For
Valour," that shall make his
name awhile a "household word";
and the city merchant, cold and
practical, dreams of some scheme
or sudden stroke that shall bring
him wealth and a high place
among his fellows. Castles, in
the air. Perhaps they are, and
Time often proves them as un
substantial and delusive as any
visions of the night. But what
says our greatest bard—

Christian shall he easy. The well-known and beauti
ful story of the " Pilgrim's Progress " is a true
picture of what the followers of Christ may expect to
meet with in their passage through this world to the
heavenly city. No one ever yet reached the " City
of the great King" without having some cross to
bear. " We must, through much tribulation, enter
into the kingdom of heaven " (Acts xiv. 22). Is it
then worth while to be a pilgrim at all P Was it
worth while to the children of Israel to leave Egypt
for Canaan ? Moses, as we have seen, chose " rather
to suffer affliction with the people of God." He
thought it worth while! Trials by the way need not
alarm us. The history of Israel may well teach us
this. If a great trial comes upon us, a great mercy
will be sent sooner or later to comfort as under the
trial. In the passage now before us thirst was the
trial—" there was no water for the people to drink "

tbat brinfcetb of tbe
1 water tbat 3 aball gitfe bim
sball never tbirat; but tbe
water tbat 3 sball

up into

E. STANSBY WILLIAMS.

A SIMPLE WOELD.—The world
could not exist if it were not
simple. This ground has been
tilled a thousand years, yet its
powers remain ever the same. A
little sun. and each Spring it grows
green again.— Goethe.

VII.

Moses and the smitten rock."—
Exodus xvii.

them.

HE path from Egypt to Canaan was not
to be an easy one. It was to be marked
by many trials, and also—let us not
forget—by great mercies. There was
a constant uncertainty as to how the
multitude of people were to live, and as
to what dangers might not be near
God does not promise that the life of any

bim

bim a well of

"We are such stuff
As dreams are made of;
And our little life
Is rounded with a sleep.

fife 0f

it was one man and GOD. There was Moses"
strength. Just this also was the strength of David,
There was a time in his life when the people were
ready to stone him, but he " encouraged himself in
the Lord his God " (1 Sam. xxx. 6). Directly Moses
cried to the Lord, the command was given for the
miracle. The Lord tells Moses to take his rod, the
rod with which he had smitten the river. Mark how
God reminds him of what had been done with the
rod. That rod had filled a most important place all
through the plagues of Egypt. As Moses took it in
his hand to do God's bidding, he would think of all
this and remember what God had done, and he might
well say, "if God could work those wonders in
Egypt, He can work a miracle now." There is no
such thing as impossibility with God. If the world
is made by Him, He can cause any part of it to do
His will. He who made the Rock could command
it to give forth a stream of water.
Moses was to smite the Eock,
and the water would flow forth.
What a blessed sight must that
have been ! The thirsty multitude
satisfied. Thirst is said to be
even more terrible to bear than
hunger—it drives to madness.
How would Israel rejoice in this
stream from the Bock; it would
be new life to them. It was God's
free gift to them, even as the manna.
And as the manna was a living
picture, or type, so was the Eock
giving forth its water; " they
drank of that spiritual Eock that
followed them, and that Eock was
CHKIST " (1 Cor. x. 4). A rock is
a constant Bible image of the Lord.
It was a name that David loved to
give to God : " Thou art my Eock
and my fortress" (Ps. Ixxi. 3);
"My God is the Eock of my
refuge " (Ps. xciv. 22). A hidingplace in a rock would he indeed
Such is the position,
secure.
spiritually, of every real Christian;
he stands upon a Hock—no storms',
no tossing waves can overpower
him there. And not only is Christ,
the Eock, a shelter and a refuge,
but also it is from Himself that
" living water" flows forth for
thirsty souls- How beautifully did
our Lord speak of this to the
woman of Samaria at the well:
" He that drinketh of the water
that I shall give him shall never
thirst, but the water that I shall
give him shall be in him a well of
water that springeth up unto ever
lasting life" (St. John iv. 14).
Water is a beautiful image of
heavenly things. Think of the
effect of the dry heat of summer
days upon the land—the grass turns
brown, the plants and flowers droop
and gradually lose all beauty of
form and colour; then, after long
waiting, the rain comes, and what
life it brings to grass and leaf
and flower ! The world seems new
again. And every soul is dry and
lifeless that has not Christ for its
spring—every heart is & wilderness
that does not know the "living
water." Do we know it ? Have
we satisfied our thirst at that re
freshing stream that flows from
Christ, the Eock ? But Moses must
stand and smite the rock before the water would
flow forth. Broken bread and a smitten rock, meet
types of a suffering Saviour. The word smite is
applied to our Lord: "I gave my back to the
smiters," He said in prophecy (Is. 1. 6); and again,
" They shall smite the judge of Israel with a rod
upon the cheek" (Micah v. 2). Words that were
most literally fulfilled: " The men that held Jesus
mocked Him and smote Him " (St. Luke xxii. 63, 64).
Unless the rock had been smitten there had been no
water. The " Eock of ages " must needs be " clejt,
if we are to drink and live. Moses, with his uplifted
rod, smiting the rock in the wilderness, was a
preacher of Christ and Him crucified—Christ
.smitten—Christ bruised—and thus becoming a
fountain of living waters for every thirsty soul that
MAKGAKET ESDAILE.
will stoop and drink.

(v. 1). The people acted under this trial just as
they had done in the time of hunger that the previous
chapter brought before us. They murmured against
Moses—God counted that murmuring as done against
Himself. Moses was God's servant, and God made
His servant's cause His own. Thus also did our
Lord say to His disciples, " He that heareth you,
heareth Me, and he that despiseth you, despiseth
Me " (Luke x. 16). No one can say any evil of, or
do any harm to, one of God's servants without the
Lord noting it and counting it as an act done against
Himself. Does it not often happen that an earnest,
humble Christian is despised by others ? How little
do those who despise such consider that in reality
they are despising God! Moses at this time is in
fear of his life (v. 4). What was one man against
the thousands of Israel ? Ah ! but we must remember
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ON THE BLEATING LAMBS."— Seepage 67.
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TOO, Marie Denvault, may claim a
hearing from workwomen, for most
certainly I claim to take rank amongst
their number. Perhaps no woman's
work is more toilsome than that of a
daily governess.
But there are bright spots in this life, as in all, if
v/c will only look for them, and one of these bright

spots came to me in connection with a relative of the
late famous philanthropist, Sir Moses Montefiore.
Some years ago I was seeking an engagement as
governess, times were bad with me, but nothing
to be compared with those of to-day.
On receiving an answer from a lady to my adver
tisement, I immediately dressed, and put on my
best attire, and started at once to see Mrs. Monte
fiore, at that time residing in the most fashionable
part of Bayswater.
On my arrival there, and hearing the bell ring,
several juvenile and rosy faces jumped up at the

window and looked over the perforated blinds. A
quiet man servant opened the door, and on my
making my errand known to him, ushered me into a
kind of boudoir, where I sat waiting with breathless
and nervous anxiety as is always the case with most
people, when going on approval. In a few minutes
a delicate but very pleasant looking lady, entered
and seated herself near me.
I was put of course througn an ordeal as to my
capabilities. Being on one side French and the
other English, of course these two languages were
alike to me. " Can you teach German ?" said Mrs.
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Montefiore. "Yes." "Also drawing?" "Yes," "History,
geography, &c. ? " " Certainly.'' " Can you teach
good arithmetic, as my eldest daughter is rather
advanced in this ?" This question was dreaded,
but I answered with much fear but candidly—" No,
I cannot do that." Whereupon Mrs. Montefiore
smiled most kindly and said, " I am very glad you
have said ' No' to something. I have seen a great
number of ladies, who have never owned their
failing in one thing, and for that very ' No' you
are the one I shall select as governess to my three
children."

MARIE D.

By EDITH C. KENTTON.
CHAPTER XIV.
LEARN MY PATHKE S INNOCENCE.

NE day in the following January, when
I came home to dinner, I found every
thing in the utmost confusion. The
girls were crying bitterly, and it was
some time before I could get them to
explain what had happened. Then they
told me their father had been thrown from his horse
and brought home unconscious. The doctor was
with him now. Soon we heard him coming down
stairs with Aunt Patty.
" Only a few hours," he was saying, " only a few
hours at the most."
Poor Aunt was crying, " Surely, surely a little
longer," she sobbed.
"My dear Mrs. Harris ——" and he lowered his
voice.
Later in. the day my uncle became conscious, and
then, to our surprise, he asked for me. So after I
had been strictly enjoined not to cry or make a noise,
I was sent upstairs and went wondering if he were
going to forgive me before he died.
Aunt Patty met me at the bedroom door whisper
ing that he wanted to speak to me alone, but she
would be within sight by the window though she
should not hear what we said.
I felt dreadfully alarmed to find myself standing
by the bed on which lay my uncle with his head
bandaged up and his face ghastly pale.
"Harold," he said, in a loud whisper, "can you
forgive me ? "
" Forgive me, uncle, "I said, thinking his thoughts
were wandering.
" Nay, me—listen, boy,—your father ought never
to have been convicted for that forgery; it was I
who did it—it's too long to explain—I forged the
cheque. He was known to be in want of just that
sum of money, there was much circumstantial evi
dence against him. I would not confess that I did
it—no one suspected me but himself, and he never
told. He might have thrown much light on the
subject if he had, but he contented himself with pro
testing his innocence, and he said in a letter he sent
me that for your Aunt Patty's sake he never hinted
what would most likely have led to my conviction.
He knew that would have broken her heart, for she
was but delicate and she almost idolized me. But
he implored me to take care of his boy—and I've
been unkind to you—but the sight of you was so
painful, Harold—can God forgive me ?—Ah ? but
that's not all; I feared if you told my neighbours at
Gwyn-Lyne Court all about it, it would be awkward.
Besides, I feared, as I had heard your father was
staying with them, that you might meet him there,
and I had taken such pains to prevent people know
ing, so I wrote to Miss Pitz Esmond a very insulting
letter saying I found she had wormed family secrets
from you against your will, and that I could not
allow you to go there again—can you forgive me ? "
I was crying bitterly. How hard-hearted, how
cruel he had been! " If you had only told me my
father was innocent! " I sobbed.
" I ought ; though I imagined your mother must
have told you that, and I did not want to set you
in the following
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trying to find out who did it, but say, Harold, can
you forgive me ? "
I wept in silence.
" Think of my children," he went on, " my proud,
high-spirited boys, how could I risk letting them
know I was guilty of such a crime, and your aunt
too ? If yoi\ can't forgive me how can God
Almighty forgive the far greater wrong I have done
all my life against him ? " He groaned heavily, as
he added, " I'm dying, remember."
His wife ran to him saying, " What is it, dar
ling?"
" He—he won't forgive," he gasped.
With Aunt's imploring eyes on my face I relented,
sobbing, " I do, I do, Uncle, and oh! don't think the
great God's like poor me. He's full of love and He's
waiting to forgive you, only ask Him."
" Oh! God forgive me," murmured my uncle, and
then sank into unconsciousness, and never spoke
again.
In spite of the dark cloud resting on the house
during the first two or three days that followed, I felt
a strange, sweet peace within me. It was the first
time I think I had ever forgiven a great injury, and
I felt all the blessedness of doing so. Then what
good news about my father! He had not been guilty
after all! Oh ! what joy, he had not done the dread
ful wrong, but had only most nobly forborne to accuse
his sister's husband, though he might thereby have
saved himself. What a hero he was!
In my delight I almost forgot how bad my own con
duct as his son had been. It seemed so easy now to
find him, and make up to him for all.
As soon as the funeral was aver, I would set out
in search of him ; till then I could not leave Aunt
Patty; she knew all now, and she clung to me as if
she loved me more than ever.
" You are very young, Harry, to try to seek him
yourself; had we not better advertise, or tell the
police to look out for him P '' she said earnestly.
But I had a will of my own, and determined that
no one but myself should have the honour of finding
him.
I was afraid, though, that I might be prevented at
the last. So, early on the day after the funeral, I
stole away quietly from the cottage, carrying a small
bag containing a few necessaries, and set off on my
solitary quest, without taking leave of any one.
I went to the shepherds' hut the fiist of all, but it
was occupied by a rough-looking stranger, who de
clared he was the shepherd. However, upon being
cross-questioned, he owned he had let two men take
his place for a shorb time during the harvest, while
he had more remunerative work down in the valley.
He did not know where they were now, and could not
give the slightest clue. Then the thought occurred
to me that they might know where he was to be
found at Gwyn-lyne Court. For I knew, now, that
he must have been the strange gentleman I had seen
there.
As I went to the Court my young heart bounded
with hope, and I felt very sanguine that my search
would soon be over. But alas ! to my disappoint
ment, I found the house was shut up, and only one or
two old servants were living in the kitchen part of it.
While I was talking to them, however, the postman
came in, bringing a letter from Miss Fitz Esmond.
" She says she will be here in an hour or two from
the time of my receiving this, for she has some busi
ness to arrange with the steward," said the old house
keeper, after she had read it.
So I waited about in the garden and grounds near
the house, until a close carriage arrived, and Miss
Fitz Esmond alighted from it.
I went to her and, stopping her as she was going
into the house, begged for a few moments of her
time.
" Certainly," she said, wonderingly, " but can you
not wait a little ? "
I think she did not recognize me, I had grown so
tali and brown lately.
" Time is very important to me just now," I re
plied, " and I will not detain you long."
So she led me into her little boudoir where once
before we had had an important conversation.
" You are—yes, you are Harold Mortimer," she
exclaimed.
" I am, Miss Fitz Esmond, my uncle is dead, and
just before he died he told me what a shameful letter
he had sent you—he was very sorry, will you forgive
it?"
"Oh! dear yes—but I was so hurt that you
should have said that, Harold."
" But I never did—— Uncle had his own reasons
for wishing to stop my coining here—and I did not
Oh! Miss
know anything about his letter.

Fitz Esmond, it did hurt me so much that you should
not care for me any more ! "
" My poor boy, how very unkind I must have
seemed. But you have gone on trying to do right, I
hope ? "
"I've been very bad," I answered sorrowfully;
" but still I'm trying, Miss Fitz Esmond— and now
I'm on my way to find my father. Do you know
where he is?"
" No, I do not. He left us some months ago. He
would not take much help from us either, all he
wanted seemed to be to keep seeing you, and he
could no longer do that here. Harold, do you know
all ?"
" I do — I do," I cried, " he is innocent."
" Yes — didn't I try to make you understand,
though he was bound by a promise to tell nothing.
We were all trying then to get his innocence proved.
and we should have succeeded, if it had not been that
our doing so would have led to the conviction of the
real offender, and your father would never consent to
that. It was very noble of him, especially as he
wished it to be proved so much on your account.
But he always comforted himself with thinking God
Almighty would make it all clear in His own good
time. Did he never tell you who he was, Harold ? "
"Yes, the last time I saw him."
"Ah! I used to wish he would tell you, but he
shrank from doing it lest you should be ashamed
of him. He was so sensitive, and he said if his son
believed he was guilty it would be too much for him,
and, knowing what you had said to me, I could not
say you did not."
" And I, wretched boy that I am, would not hear
him speak. I was proud and angry with him," I
groaned.
" Oh, dear," sighed Miss Fitz Esmond, " my boy,
I do think a great share of your troubles have arisen
from your hasty resentment against him."
" They have, I know," I said humbly, " I pee it
now. That bitter feeling has hindered me more than
anything."
" Ah ! we are so apt to judge and blame each other
for our trials," murmured Miss Fitz Esmond
thoughtfully, " but when and where did you see him
last ? "
I told her hastily, as I was impatient to be off,
and then she gave me the name of a town some
twenty miles away, where he had friends, and wrote
a few of their addresses down for me.
Miss Fitz Esmond sent me fifteen miles of the
way in her carriage and then the driver turned back,
and I went on alone. I could not easily have gone
there by train without much delay.
When I was about a mile from the town, I met
Captain Mordant riding out with another gentleman.
I summoned up courage enough to stop him and be- .
sought him. to tell me where my father was, where
upon he smiled and asked who he might be.
" Miss Fitz Esmond gave me these addresses to
friends of his," I replied, " but I stupidly forgot to
ask if he went by the same name as myself—
Mortimer."
"What! you are my last winter's friend who
turned out such a ——• storyteller, are you ? " he
exclaimed.
So I had to tell him. of my uncle's confession
about the letter he had sent. He seemed much
shocked, and then he told me my father's name was
not Mortimer, but Mordant, for he was a distant
relation of his own. " I have not seen him for a long
time," he said; "he would not let me assist him much,
for he said his wants were few. I love him dearly,
Harold."
But now Captain Mordant's companion came up
saying — "Business must be attended to," and he left
me reluctantly, but not without giving me his address
and extorting a private promise that he should hear
soon how I was getting on.
Then he made me take money, a considerable sum
to help me to try every means of finding my father—
and before I left he said he and Miss Fitz Esmond
were to be married very soon.
" For there is no longer any difference of opinion
between us now about religion," he said with a bright
smile, " and that was all that ever separated us.
But, Harold, your example and the tale you told so
well, induced me to go to Church that day you went
with her, and I heard then what I never forgot.
God bless you."
How wonderful it seems that I, a mere boy, could
have had any influence on that fine
see that you get
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It was indeed, a thing to be thankful for, and
lull of gratitude, that I had, in spite of my I felt festival. In the year of jubilee, proclaimed on the
Two French sovereigns we may mention before
faults, been instrumental in accomplishing somemany Day of Atonement by the joyful sounds of the horns, bringing our
inquiry
real not only was there a period of universal
good in the world.
rest, but own island. On the to bear on the history of our
opportunity was given to any Israelite, who might
14th of May, 1643, the usual
Ah ! remember-, every act of ours tells for good
French
Proclamation went forth, "Le roi est mort!
or
have
parted
with
his land, to recover what had been
bad, one way or the other, for God or against Him.
Vive
le
roi!"
(The
king is dead ! Long live the king !)
originally
allotted to his ancestors, and any Jew who
But, to return to my story. After that, I went
—and
a
fair
on
child
had
of
been
five years old was enthroned
sold into servitude might regain his free
to first one place and then another, hearing
as Louis
vaguest scraps of information about my father's the dom. It was the political recognition of the inalien that throne,XIV. Seventy-two years did he occupy
a period during which the power of the
life. But no one seemed to have seen anythingpast able right of every Israelite to his part in the Jewish French monarchy
was raised to the highest pitch of
him since his accident. It was clear he had not of covenant; it had its basis in the theocracy under its elevation,
gone which the chosen people lived. It was possessed,
but to sink again in reverses and
that way.
disasters. On
I sought him for about three months, and then, moreover, of a symbolical significance with which grandson, Louis his death the crown went to his
XV., who also succeeding as a minor,
every student of the typical aspects of the
having spent much money and exhausted the patience
Old
exceeded by nine years the length of reign requisite
Testament ordinances is well acquainted.
of not a few friends, I went by train to the
town
Such was the original jubilee, ordained to come for a jubilee. It may be doubted, however, whether
near which we had lived in Yorkshire. For I thought
any such feeling of joy
round twice in every century with its blessings
if he felt he were going to die, he might try
of of his reign, for those did attend the prolongation
disturbances were ripening
near the place where my mother breathed herto be freedom and restoration. And from the recollection which culminated
in the destruction of his successor,
And I was right. In Yorkshire, at last, near last. of its celebrations the name of the festival year and by his
incapacity,
old (derived, it is believed, from the blowing of horns
home, I came upon the right track. At a our
with vices he had long since his capriciousnesa, and his
village
which
forfeited
its
commencem
the title of "Bienent
was
hailed)
has come to be aime" (well-belove
tavern, about ten miles from the town, I was
d), by which he had once been
applied to any joyful commemoration of an event
that a poor man, with a black bag and long told
of hailed.
hair, had slept there a night or two before, andwhite fifty years back. We read of jubilees of accession to
We turn now to the history of our own country.
had
office,
of
jubilees
of
national
events, such as the Scotland
spoken sweet words of counsel to the children
affords us before the Union no instance of a
house, who had followed him, when he left, of the establishment of peace after long years of war, or of king who entered
upon his fiftieth year of reign,
distance to listen to his talk. Nearer and nearersome domestic eras, such as the celebration known as a though one, William
all
"golden wedding," we may find jubilees even of
the Lion, came within a few
that day, did I approach to him I sought,
such days of so doing. When
until,
funereal
we look at the history of
rites as the translation of the remains of
towards evening, I was fold, at a farmhouse that
England
and
the
he
United
Thomas a Becket to his tomb in Canterbury Cathe
Kingdom, we find the
had passed within the last hour, and they pointed
remarkable
coincidence
out
dral, which was celebrated on seven consecutive
that the three kings of Eng
the road down which he had gone.
occasions. It is with the first-named class of jubilees, land who have reigned the longest, have all been the
On and on I went, and, at last, saw his tall bent
third
bearers
of their various names—Henry III.,
with those of the reigns of the occupants of kingly
form in the distance, going gradually more slowly
Edward
III., and G-eorge III. The first of these
and imperial thrones, that we have now to do.
until he stopped and sat down to rest by the side
of
It is noteworthy how few sovereigns have reigned was but nine years of age when he succeeded, and
the road.
he reigned fifty-six years. The second was also
long enough to celebrate such a commemora
a
of minor when he
(To be continued.)
their accession. We believe we are right in tion
assert father's deposition,was raised to the throne, on his
and he occupied that throne fifty
ing that no Queen regnant—and European history
alone affords more than forty instances of such female years and a few months. But the most remarkable
instance of a long reign, is one which only ended
sovereignty—has ever before attained a jubilee.
in
can indeed recall but seven European kings who We this century, the reign of George III., who, unlike
lived the other monarchs we
to do so, and all of these but one succeeded as minors,
have enumerated, was of full
"Let me go, for the day breaketh."
age when he took up the sceptre, and who reached
most of them as mere children. We may regard
this the long age of eighty-two
" When will the night be gone ?" the sick girl
as a somewhat singular coincidence when we consider
ere it passed into the
hands of his successor. JFor part of this time, indeed,
And closed her restless languid eyes again. moaned, how many persons in the less
prominent ranks
"Oh that the morning light would hasten on,
life exceed by several years the threescore years of he was incapacitated through mental disease from
and performing the duties of
And ease my pain.'"'
ten which is laid down as the length of life enjoyed
his position, an infirmity
The firelight leaped and flicker'd on the blind,
by man. German history gives us the first instance which rendered a regency necessary during the
closing years of his life. This sad failure of
And quaint fantastic shadows idly wove,
in point of date of a ruler who entered upon
his
While death and life in that young wasted form
fiftieth year of his reign. The example is far the powers was, however, quite in abeyance when in 1809
Still bravely strove.
being a happy one. Henry IV. was but five from was celebrated throughout the kingdom the jubilee
years
of
his reign.
old when, in 1054, he succeeded, by the death, of
The wither'd branches ot the trailing vine,
his
Brilliant
accounts of the festivities in honour
father, to the German Empire. Left under the charge
Like spectre fingers, smote the window pane;
this commemoration remain to us in the records of
of his mother, he was decoyed away from her by
The winds a mournful requiem softly sighed,
of
turbulent subjects and placed under the care of his the year. By their perusal we may learn the national
Scattering the rain.
the character of the rejoicings,
Archbishop of Bremen, who neglected his education
and the loyal sentiments
And so the stilly hours wore slowly on,
of every grade of the people towards their
and allowed him to be surrounded by evil companions
With laggard leaden footsteps idly crept,
king.
.
Moreover, in imitation of the Jewish festival, " though
The result was disastrous; he grew up violent
Surely the pitying angels round that couch
headstrong, and addicted to every kind of vice. and in this favoured sanctuary of freedom personal and
Their vigils kept.
reign is chiefly remarkable for the struggle it This political slavery are unknown," the king, we are
" Oh that the night were gone and,morning here,"
menced between the rival powers of Emperor com told, " extended his paternal clemency arid bounty, so
and far as the welfare of the
The plaintive tones were waxing low and faint;
Pope, in the course of which Henry pronounced
State would permit, to the
" Then Grod would send me rest, and hear the cry
sentence of deposition against the Pope, the famous most unfortunate, and even to the most undeserving
Of my complaint."
of his children." By a Royal Proclamation
Hildebrand, who retaliated by excommunicating
all
"The daylight soon will come, rny darling, rest,"
Emperor. At first the Pope came off victorious, the deserters from His Majesty's forces received a free
and pardon, and all persons
The watching, patient love spoke soft and still,
there occurred the picturesque scene of the barefooted
imprisoned for debts due
And gently smoothed the tresses from that brow
the Crown, whether by fine or otherwise, with to
Emperor, divested of his royal apparel, making
the
So damp and chill.
way through the snow to the castle of Canossa, his exception of cases of peculiar fraud or enormity, were
there discharged. All foreign
to make his submission and obtain absolution.
"When will the night be gone ?" the quivering
prisoners of war, with the
Like snowfiakes drooped across the tired breast;hands a later date the Emperor gained some advantages At exception of the French prisoners (as England was
the conflict; but his subjects did not honour in still at war with that country), were released from
Surely the welcome answer none had come
him, their parole and allowed
his nobles fought against him, and finally his undutito return to their respective
That breathed of rest.
f'ul son took advantage of the censures under which countries. On the 25th of Ojtober, the anniversary
Back from the east the curtains grey unfold,
of the king's accession, the celebrations began, ushered
Proclaiming that a winter day was born;
the Church had laid him to raise a rebellion. In
fiftieth year of his unhappy reign the Emperor the in by joyous peals of bells and by military salutes.
For her a radiant morning light had dawned,
imprisoned and forced by the Diet of Mainz to was The religious aspect, due to such an occasion, was not
The " night " was gone.
cate. In vain did he plead with the Council;abdi forgotten. At the Royal Chapel of Windsor the
ELISE.
he Royal Family attended a special
was stripped by force of his crown and purple
thanksgiving service,
and driven from the Council Chamber, to die arobes, the Lord Mayor and Corporation of London went in
few state for a like purpose to
days afterwards a broken-hearted man.
the metropolitan cathedral
A more pleasing picture is presented to us in the of St. Paul's, and throughout the length and breadth
of the land, church, chapel, and synagogue were
next sovereign, whose long reign of seventy
filled
entitles him to a place in our category. No 3rears with enthusiastic crowds of worshippers. Space for
king bids us to enumerate even
ever had
the
the 20th of June, 1886, we look forward James I. so long a period of personal government as the banquets which took place most magnificent of
in all the towns of
to seeing our Sovereign Queen Victoria thirteenthof the Spanish kingdom of Arragon, in the the kingdom, or the various means
enter upon the fiftieth, or as we may years, he century. Succeeding at the age of six adopted to show the popular devotionof expression
actually held the reins of government from
and loyalty.
call it the jubilee year of her beneficent the time
Addresses of congratulation were presented to
His
reign. We all know the significance of the age he was twelve years old until his death, at Majesty from every public
body throughout tho
of seventy-six. He was called by his con
that word " Jubilee." It takes us back temporaries
" The Conqueror," from his victories kingdom, displaying the unanimity of the people in
m thought through the long vista of centuries to
gratitude
for the past and prayerful wishes for the
observances enjoined on the children of Israel the over the Moorish occupants of Spanish soil, whose future.
after expulsion his descendant, Ferdinand, was
they should have entered into the laud of Canaan.
destined to
And now we are approaching the date of another
it reminds us how it was commanded that in addition complete. Though not altogether free from the faults Royal Jubilee,
of the age in which he lived, there was much
identical in many ways with that cele
to the years during which the rest provided for
that brated three-quarte
man was noble in the character of this sovereign,
rs of a century ago. It is in
by the institution of the Sabbath was to be accorded
and his
UEMAKKABLJ; DISAPPEARANCE ! .of all i>irc from
kingly appearance, personal prowess, vigorous policy,
Everything, by
to the land, the year succeeding the seventh of
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not go away altogether. Again she tried to drive
it off, but the disreputable-looking dog still
accordance with the very nature of such a festival to
haunted the house. When, that morning, the
suggest a retrospect. If we look back over the past
Frenchman left his home to give his lessons as
forty-nine years in the history of the various nations
usual, he noticed that an ill-looking dog crept
•with which England has intimate relations, what
after him, at some little distance, and seemed as
changes are brought before us! None of the
dogs
_
about
HE first of these stories
though it wished to come nearer. Not caring to
sovereigns who occupied the thrones of Europe
an
in
ago
appeared some little time
be followed through the streets by_ a dog of _ so
when our young Queen succeeded to that of Great
Australian paper of good position, wretched an appearance, he drove it away with
Britain, survive to see her jubilee. Belgium and
and was told as a fact. A shepherd, his umbrella. It retired obediently, but at the
Austria are now ruled by the immediate successors of
employed on an outlying station, next corner there it was at a little distance off,
the reigning sovereigns of 1837, but in the kingdom
possessed a remarkably sensible and humbly following his steps. This conduct made
of the Netherlands, in Sweden, in Portugal, in Russia,
One _ day the the Frenchman observe it more closely, till at
affectionate collie.
and now too in Spain, two generations of kings have
discovered to be missing. His last, under the disguise of ill-usage and neglect,
was
re
shepherd
have
Popes
Two
date.
that
passed away since
neighbours sought everywhere for he thought he recognized the shape of his lost
and
master
Peter.
St.
of
Chair
the
of
placed former occupants
they searched that favourite, Jeanette. Filled with surprise, he ex
indeed,
;
success
without
since
him
mcnarchs
of
Denmark has had three changes
felt sure he must be dead. At last, in claimed, " Jeanette! Can this be you ?—Poor
our Queen, succeeded, and two Prussian kings have everybody
gully, they came upon his body, not only Jeanette!" The little animal darted forward,
joined the majority, while a third has become the a lonely
but decomposing—and standing guard over gave one cry of joy as it bounded into the air, and
restorer of the German Empire. There has been dead
charge was the faithful collie. For fell on the pavement at its master's feet—dead.
dreadful
its
time for two revolutions in France, by each of which
days the poor creature had kept vigil,
joy of being recognized the poor
a dynasty was expelled, and for the establishment of many off the birds and beasts of prey from its With the heart had broken.
JOHN LETS.
creature's
a republic. On the other hand, in Italy a monarchy driving
master's corpse, until it was almost mad from
has been established, and the first Italian king has
had
had
dog
the
refreshment
hunger. The only
already given place to his son. Such is the brief
drink
distant,
mile
a
about
to run to a pool
review which may be taken of the rulers of the was of the water, and then hasten back to its
No. LXIVL, price One Penny, Post-free l|rf., now
different European Powers, a retrospect which bears some By the time the body was discovered, the
original story
the word " change " inscribed by the hand of time on post. animal was quite distracted; it could not ready, contains (complete) a new and
poor
written expressly for this series, entitled—
every page.
recognize its master's friends, nor would it allow
And then we may look back over the past forty-nine any one to approach it. The only thing left was
THE WRONG MADE EIGHT.
of
one
is
It
Sovereign.
own
our
of
life
the
years in
By " SUSIE."
^
to to shoot it; and though this seemed but a mean
the many blessings of a constitutional as opposedthe
reward for the poor dog's unselfish devotion, it
The following numbers have already appeared.
an absolute monarchy, that on an occasion like
*'.\Y. ROBINSON.
was the kindest thing to do, for it would not eat,
1. The Woman who Saved Him.
present all differences of political opinion can be laid
it but to die.
for
" GRACE."
nothing
was
there
and
Rusaell.
apart
Castle
stands
of
Heiress
Sovereign
2.
aside, from the fact that our
LESTER LOHTON.
A curious instance of a dog's harmless cunning
3. Rescued from Rome.
from the strife of parties. We may conjure up the once came under the notice of the writer of this
MATRON.
PRISON
A.
Flower.
Prison
March,the
Daisy
4.
Council,
first
scene so frequently described of her
our house—
C. H. M. BRIDGE.
at
up
turned
there
Harvest.
day
One
Aaron's
5.
paper.
the
E. OSWALD.
when the young Queen o£ eighteen received
6. His Highness.
we lived in the country—a little terrier—a yellowhomage of the first subjects of the realm and awak
apparently
had
which
Friend.
creature
One
His
mongrel
7.
We
haired
ened in their hearts an enthusiasm of loyalty.
Author of "A TRAP TO CATCH A SUNBEAM."
escaped from some travelling show. It established
E. J. LYSAGHT.
may recall the congratulations and good wishes with itself on the premises, and was soon on good terms
8. Mike o' the Shannon.
LAURA M. LANE.
which he who was after wards to be her Consort with the whole family. One day we were out
9. Ruth Bartlett's Victory.
Mrs. E. R. PITMAN.
hailed her accession, words of hope which have been walking, "Princie" being of the party, when a 10. The House hiBullion Court.
MAUDE JEANNE FRANC.
so remarkably fulfilled. "Now," he wrote, "you flock of sheep came along the road. In a moment 11. Jem's Hopes.
JEAN MIDDLEJIASS.
are Queen of the mightiest land in Europe, in your the little rascal had plunged among the sheep, 12. Barbe's Secret.
Mrs. MACKARNESS.
hand lies the happiness of millions. May Heaven barking furiously, and scattering them in all 13. MaJge's Seasons.of Coppers.
LOUISA E. DoBRtfE.
assist and strengthen you with its strength in that directions. " Come in, Princie! come in this 14. Six Penn'north
"ALisoN."
15. AHeathe of the Day.
high but difficult task ! I hope that your reign may moment! " we shouted, much annoyed at the 16.
EMMA MARSHALL.
Sir Valentine's Victory.
be long, happy and glorious, and that your efforts dog's misbehaviour-. Slowly and sadly Princie 17. A Brave Young Heart.
LAURIE LANSFELDT.
J- CALLWELL.
inay be rewarded by the thankfulness and love of drew near, limping painfully on three legs. He 18. Dermot O'Hara.
S. GREGG.
your subjects." Not three years later her people had evidently run a thorn into his foot. " Poor 19. Her Crooked Ways.
MARGARET GRANT.
rejoiced with the Queen in her union with this very dog, poor fellow ! " we exclaimed; " have you hurt 20. Muriel's Trials.
E. J. LYSAGHT.
Prince. They watched with joy the almost unclouded yourself? "—stooping down at the same time to 21. A Jilted Woman.
learn
INDERMAIR.
life,
I.
married
of
years
Wait Awhile.
happiness of her twenty
examine the wounded paw. But hardly had our 22.
C. I. PRINGLE.
ing from her example much of the value and holi hands touched the little scamp, when—lo ! he was 23. Two Masters.
T- FROST.
ness of domestic ties. Later, when in 1861 the half-way across the next field, all four legs as 24. The Legacy of a Lady.
Crown was left " a lonely splendour," her loyal people sound as could be. Probably he had been taught 25. An English Rose.
'S JOURNAL.
JERNINGHAM
MRS.
''
of
alleviate,
Author
claimed to share, though they could not
actually
he
but
hurt;
was
HOLMES.
foot
M.
his
F.
that
pretend
Petrel."
to
"The
The Cruise of
the grief which darkened the life of their widowed seemed to have calculated that if he performed 26.
"GRACE."
27. Two Young Wives.
" SUSIE."
Queen.
his trick he would excite our compassion; and 23. Stolen Away.
Nearly twenty-five years have passed since that that, once having his master's hand laid on him 29. Having Her Own Way.
KENYON.
C.
EDITH
BETSEY HAMMOS,
period of national mourning, and the bands of joy by way of kindness, it would not be raised to 30. The Vicar of Avaltou.
WILLIAM SIMJJ.
and sorrow have but served to draw more closely punish him. And in facb his offence was for 31. How Ailsa Saved her Village.
ALICE KING.
together the Sovereign and her subjects. National gotten in the admiration caused by his cleverness. 82. Grace Escott's Good FMit.
JEANNE FRANC.
MAUDE
Well.
dog
the
a
At
of
joy has hailed the marriages of the Princes and
33.
fidelity
the
of
A very touching story
REV. J. B. OWEN.
Princesses of our land, and the birth and progress appears in a book lately published. A family 34. The Measure of His Sin
E. J. LYSAGHT. >
of their children; national grief has mourned the residing in France employed a French master, 35. She Would be a Lady.
E, A, GROOM.
early deaths of two of Her Majesty's children. And and one day he came to the house suffering evi 36. Miss Burton's Prejudice.
HENRIETTA .F. MARSHALL.
37. The Old Major.
that it should be so can awaken no surprise when
R-S. WILLIAMS.
dently from, some acute sorrow. His eyes were
Change.
we recollect how the Queen has made herself one with red with weeping, and, under the impression that 38. Unchanged throughSorrowing.
H. MAJOR.
scheme
Rejoicing,
every
into
Toiling,
39.
entered
has
she
how
her people,
L. E. DocRfiE.
he had lost a friend by death, the lady of the 40. Through Thick and Thin.
for their welfare, how she has furthered every pro
EJIMIK LAIITER.
house said to him that it: it suited his convenience 41. Lisa; or, the Dusky Wife.
ject of improvement in their condition ; above all, the lessons might be postponed.
E. HOLMES.
Season.
Dne
In
42.
their
in
sympathizes
and
joy
how she rejoices in their
EMMA "RAYMOND PITMAN.
"No, madarne," replied the Frenchman, "I 43. Austin's Fall.
A. C. BELL.
grief. Truly they can boast of no " unbought
44. A Staffordshire Girl.
grieve only for the loss of my dog."
ISAAC PLEYDELL.
loyalty," for forty-nine years of care, forty-nine years
And being encouraged to tell the circumstances 45. Miser's Money. Lovers.
y
CAROLINE BIRLEY.
Two
of labour, aye, forty nine years of life ungrudgingl
:—
story
Gundrede's
46.
following
the
narrated
he
case,
the
of
most
E. J. LYSAGHT.
spent in their service can be but ill repaid by the
compelled to 47. Out of the Storm.
was
he
year
preceding
the
During
T. F. SOUTHEE.
Sown in'Sorrow.
earnest devotion of every subject of our Queen.
go to Russia on business, and having a favourite 48.
J. MACLEOD.
Of the past forty-nine years much might be and little dog, called Jeanette, which he could not take 49. A False Friend.
BEA.TPJCE MARSHALL.
has been written which is well worthy of considera with him, he confided her to the care of a friend. 50. His Heart was True.
ALICE KING.
Star.
tion, in order that we may strengthen our thankfulness He had not long arrived at St. Petersburg when 51. The Lighthouse
AUSTYN GRAHAM.
The Vicar's Daughter,
for the past, and gather encouragement to nerve us he received a letter from this friend which in 52. Fern
FRANC.
JEANNE
MAUDE
Hollow. '
to face the dangers and difficulties with which the formed him that his dog was lost. Either she 53.
JEAN MIDDLEMASS.
54. Daisy's Rescue.
E. C. KENYON.
present is beset. To the future we dare not look.
must have wandered away in the hope of finding 55. Olive Clendon.
H. C. DAVIDSON.
We can but echo the well-known cry of " God save her master, or she must have been stolen. All 56. A Drifting Cloud.
L- LORTON.
the Queen," expanding that trite expression of loyalty that could be thought of was done to recover the 57. Lawyer Curtis's Gr?.nd-daughter.
W. J. LACEY.
into the double prayer that " we and all her subjects dog—advertisements were inserted and rewards 58. Agatha's Quest.
C. H. M. BRIDGE.
Promise.
may faithfully serve, honour and humbly obey her,"
: it was in vain; Jeanette was lost beyond 59. Dick Waller's
offered
con
DOBREE.
may
E.
L.
Family
Eoyal
the
all
Silver.
and
she
with
"
and that
60. Lined
LOUISA BIGG.
hope of recovery. Some months elapsed before 61.
Emmeline Grey.
tinue in health, peace, joy and honour."
J ACOB ScoT
the Frenchman who owned the dog returned from
62. Joan Smith's Probation.
ALICE CAMPBELL SWINTON.
EMMA MARSHALL.
St. Petersburg; and he had been some time ata 63. Vera's Crown.
home when one morning his servant noticed
Eacli complete Story, One Penny". Post free, li<&
miserable, mangy creature, with long untrimmed
Sold by all booksellers and newsagents.
ANYBODY who gives way for the sake of an easy hair, hanging about the premises. She drove it ElCHAKD WILLVJUGHBY, 2? Ivy Lan s, Paternoster ixow.
life will end by having a life without a moment's away, and it retired to a little distance, but did
ease.—Lord Palmerston.

bm Stories atari

THE CRYSTAL STORIES.

