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CHAPTER I.

GRANNY.

SAID I would do it, and I did it, 
dearie. Yes, I did it; and if I had 
to go through it again I should do 
just the same—just the same, for there 
is no happiness like that which comes 
from right doing."

A look' of peace settled over the 
furrowed face, a light gleamed in the pale blue eyes, 
while she who had been addressed as " dearie " bent 
forward, took the wrinkled hand in hers, and pressed 
it fondly to her lips.

They were an old woman and a young girl. The 
place one of the wards of an infirmary. The girl's 
countenance bore a Avistful tenderness, and once 
or twice an unbidden tear stole down her cheeks.

" He was my own boy," continued the old woman, 
sadly, " and what else could I do ? If Jdid not pay 
his debts, who would ? And surely it would not 
have been honest to have kept my little home, and 
all my comforts, while others were smarting for his 
folly? Nay, nay. ' Once more,' I told him ' I will 
pay all off. Clear your name, and give you a fresh 
start.' I did it, and it beggared me; but, as I said, I 
would do it again, for the peace that it brought."

" But, granny, your home was so pretty, how 
could you leave it! Do you remember it ? " asked 
the girl tenderly.

"Do I remember it, Pattie ? Ah ! does the heart 
ever forget its happiest days ? Could I not go over 
the old place blindfolded? Yes, it was pretty. Let 
me recall it once more."

Shading her eyes with her wrinkled hand, she 
mused in low, clear tones—

"It was a double-fronted, one-storeyed cottage, Avith 
green shutters and latticed porch, over which sweet 
smelling clematis and honeysuckle grew ; the walls 
of the house Avere hidden by the red and white roses, 
which used to make every room so fragrant. And 
then there Avas the small white gate, arid the neat 
fence, and the bright coloured flower-beds—lilac trees 
and may bushes, with the sweet scented pink and 
white may. Ah ! I remember it all; and the lane in 
which it stood, one of the prettiest lanes in W——, 
and farmer Brown's sleek COAVS used to pass doAvn it 
night and morning to be milked; and the thrushes 
and blackbirds used to sing in the elms opposite; 
and I—I—was one of the happiest old Avomen in 
spite of my losses, for God is so good," she added 
dreamily. " Yes, so good ; and when I had to give 
it all up, and see the old furniture, that had come 
down to me from my great-grandmother, taken away 
and sold, and the cottage stripped of all its pretty 
things, and last of all myself turned away from it, 
'homeless and poor, He was Avith me. Ah! He 
seemed to come with me all the way. I appeared to 
have nothing, but I had all things. There was an 
unseen power holding me up that day, and all the 
days folloAving, and ever since, even up to the pre 
sent moment; it is not half so bad to lie here, dearie, 
as you think."

" Oh ! granny, it breaks my heart to see you here ! 
You, who have always done your best through life, 
and studied every one's comfort, never thinking of 
yourself. It was wicked of uncle James to rob you 
of that which Avould have solaced your declining 
years."

" Hush, child ! Never speak against the dead; 
let their faults be buried with them. God was good 
to me there. He led my boy to repentance, and he 
died a changed man. Thy own father''—she stroked 
the girl's pale golden hair lovingly as she spoke— 
" was always a comfort to me, and if he had lived 
things might have been different. But thy mother 
had enough to do, dearie, to clothe and feed you all, 
AA-ithout the added burden of the old grandmother to 
support."

" But mother would never have felt it a burden." 
" No, no. I know that; for she was a good crea 

ture, and made Eoger an excellent wife. But I 
knew she had enough to do, poor young thing, Avith 
her slender means, and I just preferred to go away 
quietly, and hide myself and my troubles from you
all.

" But, granny, we have sought you so long."
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" And at last you have found me, dearie, tired and 
worn, waiting patiently to be taken home."

A Aveary sigh accompanied the words, tears stole 
doAvn the furrowed cheeks, and for some moments 
there was silence, Avhile a pair of strong, loving arms 
twined fondly round granny, and two heads, pale 
golden and iron-grey, nestled side by side.

" Granny, we don't Avant you. to leave us yet; we 
love you very dearly."

'•' Ah, child ! but I could not be a burden to you ; 
you had better leave the old grandmother alone."

But granny's eyes rested wistfully on the girl as 
she murmured—

" How like your father! It is Roger's face over 
again."

And then the thin hands held the warm, pliable 
fingers close, with a fond, clinging clasp, as an in- 
audible prayer Avas breathed for grace to submit to 
the trial of separation once more.

Poor granny ! her life had been full of shadows, 
she alone kneAV how bitter had been her trials. Sh 
Avould have broken down completely, as she used ti 
say, if her constant prayer had not been answered— 
that through weal or woe God Himself would abid 
with her. Yes, through many a dark hour He ha< 
been with her; and none was darker in her life thar 
that in which she sold all off to pay the debts of < 
ne'er-do-well son. Not even when Roger, her first 
born, died, had her heart ached so sadly as when 
homeless and well-nigh penniless, she turned her bad 
on all that was dear to her, and made her home with 
strangers.

Among London's teeming multitudes she 'sough 
and found employment, and in the humble capacity o 
a " caretaker, " granny gained a living. Away from 
kith and kin, in lonely solitude, a stranger in the 
midst of strangers, granny passed her days, till fail 
ing health brought her to the H—— infirmary.

In the meantime Roger's Avife and children hac 
been unceasing in their endeavours to trace then 
missing relative. From time to time a communica 
tion reached them from granny herserf, felling of her 
health and welfare, and begging for a feAv lines in 
return, which were to be sent, under cover, to Mrs. 
Brown, who lived in the neighbourhood of her old 
home. But granny's letter bore no address, and the 
London postmark was the only clue that they had to 
her Avhereabouts.

Granny did it all for the best; she sought, in her 
unselfish love, to hide her own troubles and weary 
heartaches from the young daughter-in-laAV, whose 
sorrows and trials were already heavy enough. But 
in this granny made a mistake, as many another has 
done before.

Without doubt this course of action gave great 
uneasiness to Roger's widoAV. Pattie, with her young 
sister and brother, who loved granny so well, shared 
her mother's anxiety, Avhile Mrs. BroAvn, Avho, with 
this link between the two homes saw much of the 
mother and her family, sometimes thought it Avould 
be better for them even to see her poor, broken-doAvn 
old friend as she really was, than to suffer endless 
conjecture on .her account. But granny had bound 
her to secrecy.

At last there came a day Avhen Roger's children 
Avere motherless ; and then granny wavered as to 
whether she should follow the promptings of her own 
heart, and hasten to them, striving, as far as in her 
power lay, to supply their mother's place. But cer 
tain considerations deterred her from doing so; her 
OAvn heavy trials and change of residence had im 
paired her health, and instead of the hale, strong, re 
liable woman that she was on leaving W——, she 
was [now weak and ailing. "She would only be a 
burden to them," she told herself; "and, poor young 
things, they had enough to do to cope with their own 
cai'es, Avith neither father nor mother to help them." 
So she wrote them a long, loving letter, full of Avise, 
helpful counsel, and remained in London.

A few years passed. Roger's children were learn 
ing to rely on themselves; practising in their daily 
lives the precepts and good examples handed down to 
them by honourable God-fearing parents. Of worldly 
wealth they had little; but they were rich with the 
riches of which no one could rob them—the priceless 
inheritance of an unsullied name. Father! mother ! 
With what holy memories the cherished words Avere 
linked.

Labour has been consecrated throughout all ages 
by Him Avho "no arthly toil" refused. Labour is 
sweet; to labour lor those Ave love is sweeter than all. 
Pattie and her 3'oung brother and sister found this 
the case. All put their shoulder to the Avheel to 
keep the home together—remembering unity is 
strength. They prospered, with God's blessing rest 
ing on their efforts.

But granny in her- far-off London home was not 
forgotten, and through the agency of farmer Brown's 
Avife many a loving letter reached her. It was all 
good neAVS that she heard. Young Roger was with 
the Browns, learning farming, and doing fairly well. 
Annie was the mistress of the village school, Avhile 
Pattie earned money by her pilloAV lace making, and 
kept house at home.

One evening Mrs. Brown drove over in the spring- 
cart to see them. She was accompanied, as was 
usual on this occasion, by her son, young farmer 
Harry, who somehow always happened to be dis 
engaged when his mother was going to visit the two 
girls. As Avas also quite usual, as soon as the wel 
comes were over, he and Pattie prepared to stroll 
forth into the sweet smelling flower-garden, when 
Mrs. BroAvn announced that she had some neAvs to 
tell.

It was only that a certain cottage, in a certain lane 
in W——— was to be let: but the announcement caused 
great excitement. Kind-hearted Mrs. Brown's brown 
eyes glistened as she spoke, Avhile Pattie and Annie, 
after the first glad look of surprise, drew near to their 
old friend, and took counsel with her, in Avhich many 
knotty points were discussed, and to which your g 
farmer Harry was admitted.

The result of all this ended in a long letter being 
sent to granny by Mrs. BroAvn, containing a petition 
from her grand-children that she would come and live 
amcny them.

How anxiously Avas the answer looked for! It 
Avas believed and hoped that granny would at last 
allow herself to be prevailed upon, and that she would 
return a favourable reply to their prayer.

But the days passed, and no letter came, a most 
unusual state of affairs, for granny was a prompt 
correspondent, and never neglected this nor any other 
duty. But when a whole week had gone by, the 
postman approached farmer Brown's one morning, 
and handed in a letter.

"At last it had come; it was, it must be, granny's 
answer." But Avhen Mrs. BL-OAVLI examined it care 
fully, she found her own missive returned, with the 
word " Removed " written on it.

"Removed! and not to let me, her old friend 
knoAv!" repeated Mrs. BroAvn, with a scared look in her 
face; and then she ordered the village cart, and drove 
over to tell Roger's children.

CHAPTER II
KOGEE'S CHILDREN.

ALAS ! poor granny! fresh trials had befallen her. 
Notwithstanding her brave heart, she pined for old 
scenes and country sights. The chirping sparrows on 
trie housetops thrilled her Avith a sense of delight, 
followed only by a feeling of pain, as she remembered 
her former dwelling with its rural surroundings.

" But God Avas good. He was Avith her still, and 
would not send her more than she could bear," sho 
told herself. " Perhaps she would be able to work 
to the end of her days, wait on herself to the last, and 
be a burden to no one." Granny was a very indepen 
dent old woman.

But it was willed otherwise.
One morning Avhenslu; was coming downstairs her 

foot slipped, and she fell.
This fall gave granny a terrible shaking, and laid 

the foundation of a long, serious illness, which taxed 
and exhausted her humble resources till there was 
nothing left of her lit tie savings. Then, through the 
kindness of strangers, she was admitted into the 
H——— infirmary, where, notwithstanding good nurs 
ing and every attention, granny's strength, seemed 
ebbing fast.

It was then that her heart yearned within her, in 
intense longing for her OAvn kindred, for Roger's 
children; if one of them could be near her, the aching, 
dreary feeling Avould be soothed. But it was not 
until she accidentally overheard that there Avas no 
hope of her recovery that she resolved to communicate 
with them.

Then she sent a few feebly penned lines to Mrs. 
Brown.

It was a long journey from W—— to London, but 
;he sacred tie of friendship speedily took the latter to 
ler old friend's bedside, where her cheerful face, and 
;rue sympathy acted as a reviving cordial. But it 
was only for a time ; granny again began to droop. 
[fc was then, without a Avord as to whether she would 

or she would not, that Mrs. Brown took the matte
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into her own hands, and summoned one of granny's 
relatives.

Pattie came, and without waiting to see the result 
of the meeting, Mrs. Brown ushered her into the 
ward, and withdrew.

There was one glance; the tired, weary eyes 
searched the eager, flushed face of the girl, who 
murmured—
. " Granny ! dear granny ! We have found you at 
last."

And then the feeble arms encircled one of Roger's 
children.

Pattie's close, clinging clasp, acted, too, as balm on 
granny's heart. This was what she had yearned for 
—the loving companionship of her own kindred; and 
while Pattie nestled closely to her, granny briefly 
reviewed the past.

" But, granny, you will try and get well, for our 
sakes, and let me take you home with me ? " pleaded 
Pattie fondly. " We have no mother now, you know ; 
no father ; nobody to tend and care for."

And while granny wavered, buxom-looking Mrs. 
Brown came in, her very clothing redolent Avith 
country freshness; and when she took a basket of 
sweet smelling flowers, which Pattie had brought, 
and placed them on granny's bed, the victory was 
won ; granny's scruples vanished.

"If I get well—if I get well, dearie, you may take 
me home with you ; but I'm afraid—I'm sadly afraid, 
I shall only be a burden."

Granny did get Avell, and in an incredibly short 
space of time from that very date. She, Mrs. 
Brown, and Pattie travelled back to W——. As she 
approached the dear old scenes and familiar places, 
granny's eyes rested lovingly on them; and when at 
last the long railway journey was accomplished, and 
they were all three seated in farmer Brown's com 
fortable waggon, with an easy chair put in it on 
purpose for granny's comfort, she smiled a happy, 
peaceful smile, and breathed a sigh of relief.

"I never thought to see the clear old place again; 
it feels quite home-like. I could almost fancy I was 
going to my own cottage once more," she murmured, 
as farmer Harry turned the horses in the direction of 
her former dwelling.

And no one broke the silence as granny gazed with 
wistful eyes at every well-remembered turn of the 
road; and when at length they came in sight of the 
pretty double-fronted house, with its bright green 
shutters and flower-crowned porch, young farmer 
Harry considerately slackened speed, and brought 
the vehicle to a standstill in front of the gate.

Granny trembled with emotion, and it Avas hard 
work to repress her tears, as she gazed at the trim 
gravel path and bright flower-beds, and from them to 
the white-curtained windov/s. And when the door 
opened, and a neat sunny-faced girl came tripping 
down the Avalk, folloAved by a youth, who, by his 
likeness to that loved one, might have been her own 
son Roger over again, granny uttered a cry of joy as, 
she recognized in them Roger's children. f"""" " 

They lifted her out, and assisted her in—in to the 
Avell-remembered room, looking just as it used to look 
with the identical furniture that she knew so well in 
the long ago. But granny, whose mind was as hale 
and vigorous as ever, quickly comprehended it all, 
though at first she could not quite understand that 
she was really restored to her oAvn old home, with its 
dear old furniture, recovered by the loving kindness 
of her old friends, the Browns, and the exertions of 
Roger's children.

Granny lived many years after this, and though 
her sight failed her at lasti she Avas perfectly resigned 
and cheerful ; and when she understood what a 
blessing and comfort she Avas to her young relatives 
by her Avise counsel and sympathy, her mind Avas 
successfully disabused of the thought that she Avas 
a burden to them.

So they all lived together in granny's old cottage, 
Avhence Pattie Avas duly married to young farmer 
Harry. But long ere that event the loving care and 
attention of Roger's children had quite overcome all 
granny's independent ways. SUSIE.
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HOMELY cottage, quaint and old, 
Its thatch grown thick Avith green and 

gold,
And wind-sown grasses ; 

Unchanged it stands in sun and rain, 
And seldom through the quiet lane

A footstep passes.

Yet here my little woman dwelt, 
And saw the shroud of winter melt

From meads and falloAVS ; 
And heard the yellow-hammer sing 
A tiny Avelcome to the spring

From budding salloAvs,

She saw the early morning sky 
Blush Avith a tender wild-rose dye

Above the larches ;
And watched the crimson sunset burn 
Behind the summer plumes of fern

In Avoodland arches.

My little woman, gone aAvay
To that far land which knoAvs, they say,

No more sunsetting! 
I Avonder if her gentle soul, 
Securely resting at the goal,

Has learned forgetting?

My heart wakes up, and cries in vain; 
She gave me love, I gave her pain

While she was living ; 
I knew not when her spirit lied, 
But those Avho stood beside her said

She died forgiving.

My dove has found a better rest, 
And yet I love the empty nest

She left neglected; 
I tread the very path she trod, 
And ask, In her HBAV home with God

Am I expected ?

If it were but the Father's Avill 
To let me knoAV she loves me still,

This aching sorrow 
Would turn to hope, and I could say, 
Perchance she Avhispers day by day,

" He comes to-niorroAv."

I linger in the silent lane, 
And high above the clover plain

The clouds are riven : 
Across the fields she used to knoAV 
The light breaks, and the wind sighs low,

" Loved and forgiven."
Harper s Bazar.

0it % fife 0f

Moses and his Two Sons." 
Exodus xviii.

HE subject last month under considera 
tion was the first battle, and the great 
victory given by God to the children of 
Israel. We are now brought to a page 
in the history that touches Moses 
personally. Of Jethro, Moses' father-in- 
law, Ave have heard nothing since chap, 

ii., now Ave read of him again, as taking the impor 
tant step of journeying to where Moses was. Jethro's 
reason for so doing seems to have been that he 
might take Avith him Moses' wife and his two sons. 
Why had riot Moses' wife been with him ? The 
reason seems to have been that there had been a 
difficulty about the rite of circumcision ; the account 
is given us in the rather difficult passage in Ex. iv. 
24, 26. Circumcision of every Jewish child was God's 
law given to Abraham (Gen. xvii.). Zipporah, the wife 
of Moses, was not a Hebrew Avoman and she had not 
been accustomed to circumcision. She may, there

fore, not understanding its meaning, have thought it 
a hard laAV and refused to obey it. But Moses was 
to be the lawgiver of the children of Israel. Could 
God set him in such a position and yet allow him to 
be a law breaker ? No, this Avould have been an 
impossibility. Those Avho teach others must needs 
be very careful to practise what they teach. It 
would have been a stumbling-block in the Avay of 
many if Moses had had an uncircumcised child ! Zip 
porah had not been Avilling to take up this cross, 
though she Avas obliged to yield to it and have her 
child circumcised. It Avould appear, hoAvever, that 
Moses had thought it better that his Avife should 
not accompany him there. Zipporah returned to her 
father and was for a time separated from her husband. 
We are not told if, weary of absence, the wife's heart 
grew to long more and more to take her rightful 
place by her husband's side. It may have been so, 
and Jethro, fearing to allow his daughter and her 
young children to travel alone, sets out with them for 
the camp of Israel. Can Ave not picture what a 
blessed, joyful meeting that would be ? Oh ! how 
good is it when husbands and Avives can travel the 
heavenly road together, " heirs together of the grace 
of life" (1 Pet. iii. 7). Sometimes a man has to 
stand alone in serving Christ, and his Avife cares not 
for his soul, or her own. A poor fisherman, knoAvn 
to the writer, has been opposed by his Avife every 
step of the heavenly road, since he was led to yield 
himself to God. Night by night as he knelt in prayer 
she has refused to kneel at his side. Her bitter words 
have made indeed the struggle a severe one for her 
husband. Poor though he is, he has more than 
once said, that if only his Avife loved Christ he would 
be the happiest man in the Avorld ! We hardly ever 
hear of Moses' wife again, but Ave may hope that from 
this time she \vas willing to share his burdens, to 
serve his God, and to go Avith him, hand in hand, 
through the wilderness to the border of the land of 
promise. Zipporah brought Avith her her two sons, 
Gershom and Eliezer. The meaning of Gershom is " a 
stranger there." This name was given by Muses to 
his son to keep in memory the fact of his having been 
himself a stranger—far from home for many years. 
There is a sense in which this name belongs to each 
one of us. " We are strangers before thee and so- 
journers " (1 Chron. xxix. 15), said David ; and again 
" I am a stranger in the earth " (Ps. cxix. 19). The 
greater number, however, of people in the world live 
as if this Avorld were all in all to them—as if they 
Avere to be here for ever. A real Christian feels that 
he is only "passing through, not come to stay." He 
realizes and confesses that he is a "stranger and a 
pilgrim," for he "looks for a city that hath founda 
tions, whose maker and builder is God" (Heb. xi. 
13, 14). Let us pray for a pilgrim spirit.

The name of Moses' second son was Eliezer—i.e., 
my God is a help. This name was to be a memory 
of God's deliverance. Is there not much that we 
can learn from this name? Can we say that God is 
our help ? Help supposes danger or difficulty. 
Peter, walking on the sea, at first needed no help, 
but in a little Avhile how much he needed help from 
Christ's hand, "Lord, save me, I perish." If we 
think the power of our own hand is sufficient for us, 
we shall not be ready for Christ's help. We must 
first feel that Ave are helpless. David doubtless felt 
so when he cried, " Let Thine hand help me" 
(Ps. cxix. 33). The position of a man who has God 
for his help is very blessed. He can sing, " God is 
our refuge and strength; a very present help in 
trouble; therefore will Ave not fear though the earth 
be removed, and though the mountains be carried into 
the midst of the sea " (Ps. xlvi. 1, 2). Let the name 
Eliezer remind us of this.

Such were the names of Moses' sons. Let us not 
forget the meaning of his own name. Moses— drawn 
out. It expressed his whole life—First, drawn out of 
the water, then out of the palace, and then out of 
Egypt. This name is and ought to be true of every 
Christian. He is a drawn-out man. Egypt is a 
picture of the bondage of siri and satan. Every saved 
soul is drawn out of th?.t bondage. It ought ever to 
be seen that a Christian is separate in heart and life "> 
from this Avoiid's life and Avays. The Lord Jesus 
Christ, while He Avalked through the Avorld, was 
indeed drawn out from its spirit "separate from 
sinners."

Is it so Avith us ? If Ave are not drawn out now, 
we must, alas! be drawn in, one day carried down a 
swift stream to destruction !

__ MARGARET ESPAILE. _
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I
T that epoah in the history of our Indian 

territories which immediately preceded 
their acquisition by the Crown of Eng 
land, or rather, by the famous " John 
Company," there ruled over an extensive 
province a certain powerful chief.

Like most other semi-monarchs who
then swayed the destinies of those vast districts, he
considered himself—nor,
indeed, to do him jus 
tice, did his practice belie
the complacent assump 
tion—to be entitled to
an immunity from re»
straint of any kind,
either moral or religious. 

It goes without sayin_
that he was cruel—
humanity, indeed, has
seldom been an Eastern
characteristic—but, the
redeeming qualities
which did him yeoman's
service in covering a
multitude of sins, were :
a grim sense of humour,
an occasional impulse of
generosity, and the
power of keeping his
word.

Now, a few years
before the date of my
story, a corps of House 
hold Irregulars had been
enrolled and specially
commissioned by him,
for carrying out the
following duties :— 

To invite Loans ; 
To collect Tribute;

and, cutting off any
Europeans who were
venturesome enough to
make use of our friend's 
territories in their tra 
vels, to conduct any such 
ill-starred wayfarers to 
the " Eajah" to treat 
at his discretion; in 
other words, to keep 
them in pawn until their 
anxious friends should 
redeem the precious de 
posit.

It happened one day 
to these gentlemen, in 
the performance of their 
delicate functions, to 
make a somewhat re 
markable find. The 
discovery was a party of 
travellers, obliged by 
various reasons, per 
sonal to themselves, to 
adopt this particular 
route, although quite 
alive to the perils of the 
road, and who had 
agreed to travel together 
for mutual encouragement.

It consisted of a Frenchman, a Hollander and his 
wife, a Neapolitan, a Jew from Germany, and, 
lastly, of an English lady and her daughter, an ex 
ceedingly pretty little girl, as lively as a kitten, and 
endowed with a degree of verve, and resource of 
character, than which no other member of the troupe 
could at least claim a larger share.

It is requisite to add that the intention of Mrs. 
Cameron (the Englishwoman) had been to rejoin her 
husband, lately made resident Consul to a Eatavian 
settlement in the South (whither, too, the second and 
third on our list were also bound), and who had 
naturally sent for his wife and (only) child to come to 
him on the_ first opportunity which seemed favour 
able for the journey.

Let us now suppose the Rajah's capital reached, 
under the spears and matchlocks of their convoy, by 
the captives, deploring for the most part their 
unhappy doom with all the energy of expression to 
which their respective tongues lent themselves, but

to the silent, yet no less real sorrow of our country 
woman.

As for Violet, the novelty of the situation and 
the elasticity of youth, combined with the bliss, pro 
verbially associated with ignorance, which the tender 
ness of her mother would not permit her to en 
lighten, increased, if possible, the natural good 
humour of that vivacious young lady, whose cheer 
fulness not only acted contagiously on the spirits of 
her companions in misfortune, but made an impres 
sion on the Captain of the Guard, not, as will be seen, 
without its significance.

Two days had now elapsed from the date of their

entrance into ——; when, on the morning of the 
third, a messenger appeared at the place of their 
captivity to command their attendance on the Prince.

In obedience to this behest, they were paraded in 
the great hall of the Palace; introduced into the 
" presence " and informed by the Captain, who seems 
to have been a sort of confidential factotum to the 
Court, that his Royal master had taken an unex 
pected fancy.

It had been resolved, he continued to explain, to 
allow the future destiny of his " guests " to depend 
on their ingenuity in solving a puzzle, the knowledge 
of which was confined to the Prince alone. That, in 
accordance with this gracious resolution (the kind 
ness of which was really of the feline sort, which 
leads a cat to have a game of romps with a mouse 
before devouring it), His Highness is pleased to 
decree:

That they should be conducted through an adjacent 
series of apartments—four in number; that in the 
fourth and last of these would be seen, but above

their reach or touch, an IVORY Cox, six inches 
square. That any one or more of the septette, dis 
closing the contents of the casket, would be released 
and conducted safely to the frontier, and that the 
clue, to any of the party who might be clever enough 
to seize it, would be furnished by what they saw or 
noticed in their transit through the rooms.

They were not—and this was at first a condition of 
absolute rigour—to confer, or agree on their decision. 
Each must offer an independent and private solution, 
and the successful guesser or guessers alone, be 
entitled to liberty.

The prospect of being separated from her mother, 
should either happen to 
guess aright, and be sent 
forward against her will, 
^vh^le the other was 
detained, proved too 
much for poor Violet, 
now enlightened by her 
fears.

She accordingly made 
a piteous appeal to her 
friend, the Captain, as 
did also Mrs. Cameron, 
to induce his master to 
allow a fortunate guess 
by any one of the party 
to include the rest; a 
concession, which in full 
reliance on the tough 
ness of the nut he had 
set them to crack, was 
ultimately accorded.

All preliminaries 
being settled, the troupe 
was marshalled in Indian 
file, and a procession 
formed.

The first room into 
which they were ushered, 
claimed, or seemed to do 
so, little, if any atten 
tion.

It was perfectly plain, 
and formed a remarkable 
contrast with those into 
which they were subse 
quently introduced by 
its look of absolute 
nakedness.

It was, in fact, a 
mere hall, but somewhat 
in the shape of an 
ecclesiastical apse, or 
alcove, and lit from 
above by a dome-like 
circumference of glass.

The floor, of white 
marble, and to all appear 
ance, formed of a single 
slab, presented, by its 
utter destitution of fur 
niture—as did also the 
walls, by the absence of 
the least vestige of deco 
ration—a strange intro 
duction to the profusion 
of treasures which illus 
trated the next two 
apartments of the set 
instituting the suite.

For, assuredly, if the 
first room failed to reward 

eyes by affordingthe scrutiny of those anxious 
materials for any choice whatever, that in which they 
now found themselves, made a somewhat _too 
embarrassing compensation for the disappo:nt- 
ment. C

No. " 2 " seemed literally to glow with colour, and 
the air to be iridescent with the amalgamated bright 
ness of innumerable gems.

Individual pearls, as well as what I believe are 
called " ropes " of that jewel—rubies, emeralds, 
diamonds, the latter often uncut—were scattered 
around in barbaric profusion. _ ,

Among the more perfected examples of the jeweller s 
art was a facsimile of an Indian song bird, which, 
on being pressed under the wing, sung its natural 
notes; the hues of its prototype's feathers being 
cunningly simulated by precious stones of various 
shades, inlaid after the fashion of a Romaic chet 
d'ceuvre, and to which the eyes of more than one ot 
our Rajah's compulsory visitants turned in the specu 
lative hope that in it they had divined the secret, ana
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that a replica of the marvellous bird reposed in the 
recesses of the mysterious cabinet.

Alreadysufficientlyembarrassed by the multiplicity 
of objects which absorbed their gaze—many of which 
it was obvious might be contained within a receptacle 
of the dimensions indicated—the travellers now 
found themselves in No. 3. The appearance which 
this apartment presented failed at first sight, as the 
Frenchman expressed it, to respond to their solici 
tude, although a further knowledge tended to correct 
this impression.

It centained a heterogeneous medley of saddles, 
guns, swords, shields, spears, and hunting weapons, 
all of which were at once out of court as suggesting 
an idea as to the contents of the box.

And here it was amusing to notice—so at least was 
wont to declare Violet to her children in after days, 
when telling them the stoiy, and at which, even 
amidst the anxiety of the situation she could not help 
laughing—the unconscious display of national tastes 
by various members of this quaintly assorted troupe.

A small hand-mirror set in ebony and silver, which

The Neapolitan . 
The Frenchman 
The Jew

Mrs. Cameron 
Violet, at first (like 

her mother) 
Afterwards

By the Crystal Phial. 
By the Hand Mirror. 
By an Old-fashioned Musical

Box. 
By the Bird.

By the Bird. 
By

And now the clash of cymbals, and the roll of drums 
proclaim the approach of the Rajah, who, preceded 
by his Vizier, and followed by his guard, takes his 
stand in the centre; but, just behind the casket, his 
soldiers closing up and forming a semi-circle around 

Silence proclaimed, each of the captives is called 
on in succession to announce his or her selection; 
and as the etiquette of the Court did not, apparently, 
favour the chivalrous aphorism of " Place aux Dames," 
the Hollander is, first of all, desired to communicate 
his notion. An ominous silence, and a wave of the 
royal hand to his wife to come forward and deliver 
her mind, showed the disheartened Dutchman that 
he was not infallible, and an equally prompt and

Pie not only conducted her and her friends, thus 
fulfilling his promise, in safety to the frontier, but 
presented Violet with the box itself, thus giving her 
an opportunity of relating the adventure to her 
children and descendants, one of whom at the pre 
sent day rejoices in the possession of this well-won 
heirloom. W. M. HAIGH.

_ PUBE AIE.—The air of the sea, taken at a great 
distance from land, or even on the shore and in ports 
when the wind blows from the open sea, is in an 
almost perfect state of purity. Near continents, the 
land winds drive before them an atmosphere always 
impure; but at one hundred kilometres from the 
coast this impurity has disappeared. The sea rapidly 
purifies the pestilential atmosphere of continents. 
Hence, every expanse of water of a certain breadth 
becomes an absolute obstacle to the propagation of 
epidemics. Marine atmospheres driven upon land 
purify sensibly the air of the regions which they 
traverse. This purification can be recognized as far 
as Paris.

BOATS AT SIIORTUTAM.

also struck the Frenchman as being suspiciously 
placed in the back-ground, furnished " monsieur," 
with the materials for his " happy thought," a phial: 
a legend on which kafHrmed its contents to be the 
concentrated poison of various snakes, had equal 
attractions for the Neapolitan judgment, while to the 
Dutchman the bowl of a pipe as plain and as podgy 
as himself, commended itself with irresistible force, 
as the open-sesame to freedom.

Having conducted my troupe through three apart 
ments, it may be proper before they enter the fateful 
fourth, to recapitulate, or, in some cases, to detail the 
choice by which they had individually made up their minds to abide :—-

Stands by
The Dutchman . The Pipe Bowl. 
His Wife . . A spider in bronze, peering 

out of a silver filagree web. 
So perfectly was the artist's 
fancy realized in the work 
manship, that a long in 
spection hardly sufficed to 
undeceive her as to the 
reality of the insect and of 
the net.

significant movement on the part of the Prince, a 
moment afterwards that his unfortunate Frau was no 
wiser than himself.

The choice of the Neapolitan, of the Frenchman, 
as well as that of Mrs. Cameron herself, were nega 
tived with an impatient air on the part of the 
potentate, as though their failure had been in his 
judgment, a foregone conclusion, when Violet, who, 
like her namesake, had hitherto remained modestly 
in retirement, is now summoned to tempt her fortune, 
which she does to the wonder of her companions, no 
less than to the profound astonishment of the Rajah 
himself, by declaring her conviction; and this she 
solemnly declared was the result of a sudden inspira 
tion, as by a curious coincidence she had up to the 
last moment fixed on her mother's selection—the Bird: 
that, the contents of the first room into which 
they had been ushered, were also the contents of tlie 
Pyx, and that if the latter were opened they would 
find—Nothing!

She was right, and the admiration of the Prince 
for her almost miraculous piece of divination—for it 
was hardly less — took a form of unprecedented 
liberality, spasmodically generous although he had 
often proved himself.

A STORY OF SUBMISSION.

" To bend is better than to bear; to bear is often a little hard! To bend implies a certain external sweetness. . . . The soul that endures feels the weight of its trouble. The soul that yields scarcely perceives it."
GOLD DusT.

jOESN'T Mary look cross to-night?" 
said Harold, a tall, lively boy of six 
teen, in a low tone, across the corner of 
the tea-table to his sister Bessie.

"Yes, she's a crabby thing," was 
the hasty reply.

The girl, Mary, who was pouring 
out the tea for her mother, aunt, sisters and brothers, 
certainly was looking nnamiable at that moment. 
And her countenance by no means cleared when she 
noticed the undertone in which remarks were being 
made at the other end of the table.
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;>' Harold, be quiet, and don't whisper. It's rude," 
she said severely.

" It's not half so rude as the black look you're be 
stowing on me," retorted Harold.

" No, it's not! " declared Ned and Bertie, his 
younger brothers and great allies.

Aunt Agatha turned and looked at Mary. She 
was a little, old maiden lady, with a very sweet coun 
tenance, and hair as white as snow. Any one seeing 
her for the first time felt compelled to look again and 
yet again. There was something so touching, yet 
attractive in the patient-looking i'ace, with its still 
beautiful features, which bore the traces of a life- 
story of no common interest. She had arrived that 
afternoon on a visit to her widowed sister-in-law; and 
it was partly from the exertion of preparing for her 
stay with them that her eldest niece, Mary, was now 
ieeling and looking so tired.

To do her justice, the latter had worked very hard 
that day, and her next sister, Bessie, had not assisted 
her so much as she might have done, for she de 
clared it was no use to make such a fuss about the 
coming of their visitor. But Mary wished aunt 
Agatha to see how very cleverly she managed the 
house for her delicate mother, without the assistance 
of any servant, and she hoped also that her aged 
visitor would enjoy her stay among them, and so 
she had endeavoured to make everything as com 
fortable as possible for her.

She was not wholly bad, you see, this Mary Chess 
man, with her great dark eyes, black hair, and tali, 
well-proportioned figure. Not wholly bad did I say ? 
Bather, she had much, very much that was fine and 
noble in her character. When her father, the road- 
surveyor of an extensive district, had died, leaving 
her at the age of fourteen the eldest of seven children 
whose mother was afflicted with chronic rheumatism, 
she had acquitted herself as few girls could or would 
have done. During the four years which had elapsed 
since then, she had behaved nobly, denying herself 
every possible help and comfort, that the younger 
ones might attend the good schools in the town, on 
the outskirts of which they had taken a small house. 
Lately, as Harold and Bessie had attained the re- 
pective ages of sixteen and fifteen, they had begun to 
be almost too much for their sister's rule, and, in 
fact, had grown to resent her authority over them. 
Unfortunately, instead of considering how near her 
own age they were, and consulting them sometimes 
about things which concerned themselves, Mary had 
tenaciously clung to what she thought were her 
rights as housekeeper. So little tiffs had often 
swollen into downright quarrels, and Mrs. Chessman 
had at last written to ask aunt Agatha to visit them, 
hoping that the gentle Christian woman would be 
able to influence the young people, who were growing 
quite too masterful for her.

Mary had rather suspected that her aunt had been 
sent for, because her mother had written on the very 
afternoon on which she, Bessie and Harold had had 
an unusually long altercation. Generally, such an 
occurrence was hushed up in the mother's presence, 
but that time her low voice had been drowned in 
their angry words, and recollecting how her husband 
had always said, "Sister Agatha could put things 
right when they were almost hopelessly bad," she had 
invited her at once.

" Mother has sent for aunt to lecture us all," 
thought Mary ; " but if she is just, she will see how 
hard I work, and that Bessie ought to help me more, 
and Harold not be so ungrateful."

She had accordingly got everything in the little 
house into first-class order, and then, when she was 
expecting to gain her aunt's approbation, those 
brothers of hers were threatening to spoil it all by 
arousing her temper. She felt the hot colour mount 
ing to her brow, and was about to reply angrily, when 
her mother interposed.

" Dears, dears," she said nervously, " not before 
aunt Agatha! We must_have no'quarrelling to-night." 

" Of course such dear, happy-looking young people 
never do quarrel! " said the old lady briskly; then, 
to change the conversation, she began admiring some 
lovely harebells arranged among delicate ferns, in a 
large glass flower-stand on the centre of the table.

" They remind me of my youth," she said ; " I 
used to be so fond of them, at first because of their 
graceful beauty, and afterwards for what they taught 
me."

Sample free to any Address for Stamp. 
Tin like Silver, Copper like Gold. 
Zinc Baths like Nickel, Basins like Marble.
Windows like Crystal. For Knives and For 
for all painted surfaces use Brooke'sSoap. Won't wash Clotithcs.1UL UH pUllllCU DUllUUUd UOU iM A WAV .3 lh» wc*>£* . I T Ull U W U.OJ1 O1U LI1 U3.

B. BKOOKE & Co., 36 to 40 York Road, King's Cross, London, N. 
Over 100 favourable comments from leading newspapers. (A.DVT.)

" Taught you ? What do you mean, aunty P " 
asked a chorus of young voices.

" Can you first tell me the meaning of their 
name P "

No one knew ; so aunt Agatha told them it was 
"submission," and then drew their attention to the 
graceful manner in which the flowers bowed their 
heads.

" That's because their stems are so slender," said 
Ned. " Are they called hair-bells because of that 1" 

"How can they be? " exclaimed Bessie, " for the 
name is spelt /iare-bells—is it not, aunty ? "

" Sometimes, nay generally I think ; but I like the 
other way best, because it reminds me what they 
mean, and seems to point out how they bend. You 
know, dears, that often the way to conquer is by 
stooping gracefully to what is hard—submitting in 
fact as the bonnie hairbells do."

" Of course, we must all submit to God in great 
things," said Susy thoughtfully.

" Yes, and in little things, too, to Him, and to one 
another," returned her aunt. " We are all bounc 
together in the bundle of social life, and it is the 
wisest not to struggle against our surroundings anc 
contend for our own will, but to submit, whenever we 
can conscientiously do so, to the will and wishes 01 
others, considering them and what we should like i 
we were they."

"But I like my own way," said Bessie, " and I'm 
sure Mary does."

"But if every one wanted his or her own way, 
what a world this would be! Dears, we should be 
all coming into collision with each other! It 
wouldn't be safe for poor old people like me," 
laughed their aunt. Then she began to tell them 
about her lonely life at home. " I, my cat, and old 
servant lead such a quiet life," she said in conclusion, 
" that I fear we are growing selfish; and I fancy, 
sister, I shall want to begone of your girls to accom 
pany me for a visit when I return."

" Oh ! aunt Agatha !'' exclaimed Bessie, Susie, 
and her little namesake Agatha, while beaming smiles 
showed the great pleasure the proposal caused.

" Mary, you said nothing. Would you not like to 
come P " said the aunt kindly.

" Me ! Oh ! I know there's no chance of it for 
me," the girl replied bitterly. " I must slave and 
slave like any servant girl in the land, and "——

She stopped abruptly as she saw how pained her 
mother looked, and bit her lip in vexation that she 
had said so much.

" Mary! " cried Bessie indignantly, for she, too, 
had witnessed the look of pain, " I wish you'd go, 
and then every one would know how beautifully I 
can keep house, and without half so much grumb- 
ling."

"Hear, hear!" cried Harold mischievously, "I 
beg to second that proposition; and I'm sure of this, 
if Bessie has not breakfast ready for us in the morn 
ing she will meet us with a smile, which is more than 
some people do when they are late! "

"Bessie! " said Mary contemptuously, "I should 
like to see the state she'd keep things in ! "

"As well as you any da}'," said the twelve-year-old 
Ned, saucily. "Just look at my pockets! They 
haven't been mended since they were made. See, 
aunt Agatha ! " turning one of his jacket pockets in 
side out to show two great holes.

" This is too bad! " cried Mary angrily, " and I am 
so tired. I've never sat down all day until now."

Then, bursting into tears, and quite disregarding 
her aunt's gentle words of expostulation, she hurried 
out of the room.

" Let her go ! " exclaimed Harold scornfully, as the 
door closed after her.

'' She's cross to-night," muttered Bessie. 
" My dears," said aunt Agatha, " how well it 

would be if brothers and sisters would always treat 
each other with the same courtesy they show to 
strangers! "

" Yes, and I know Mary was very tired; it is true 
she has to slave, as she said," said the mother sadly. 

" But hers is such an honourable post, dear sister, 
all the more so for that," said aunt Agatha sooth 
ingly ; " we must try to help her to rise to the honour 
of the situation. Boys and girls, you must all help, 
by showing her what great respect and affection you 
have for the hard-working, young housekeeper. 
Love is a great lightener of burdens."

The mother smiled gratefully. And then the door 
opened, and Mary returned, saying thoughtfully—

" You must be tired, mother; let me wheel you 
into the other room."

" Not you, Mary," cried Harold, pushing her on 
one side, as she laid her hand on the back .of her

mother's movable chair; " not you to-night; you are 
not worthy of the honour."

Aunt Agatha was dismayed at her words having 
been taken up and used in that way. Harold, how 
ever, wheeled his motlier off in triumph, and Mary, 
trying to conquer her vexation, turned to the table 
to clear away the tea-things.

" Girls," said aunt Agatha aside to the younger 
ones, " when I was your age I could do that, and 
wash and put them by too."

" We can ! we can! aunt Agatha," they replied 
laughingly, hastening to do as she suggested.

"Let them do it, Mary ; I want you to grant me 
a favour."

"Well, aunt?" Mary stood irresolute. 
"You have placed me such a comfortable couch in 

my room upstairs, and now I want you to go and 
rest there until I come to you."

" Me ! Oh, no, aunt; I never indulge in that way. 
I haven't time.''

" But, dear Mary, I ask you as a personal favour." 
There was no mistaking the Jirmness of aunt 

Agatha's tone, and Mary turned slowly, and went 
upstairs.

In her aunt's room, however, she did not lie down 
until she had asked forgiveness for the passionate 
temper she had felt and displayed. For Mary was a 
true Christian, and hated the evil in what had oc 
curred as much as any one.

Plalf-an-hour later, when, worn out with fatigue 
and sorrow, she had fallen asleep, a little figure stole 
into the room and covered her with a soft,warmshawl. 

It was long before the weary girl, who had been at 
work that morning before five o'clock, awokrf. When 
at last she did so, she started up in no small conster 
nation.

" Oh ! aunt Agatha !" she exclaimed, as her aunt 
came towards her, " who has seen after mother and 
everything? "

" Bessie and the others, dear Mary. The house is 
fastened up for the night all right, and the boys have 
laid the kitchen fire ready for lighting in the morn 
ing."

"Oh ! aunt, they have never done it before." 
" Then they should have done so. You ought to 

have let them feel what a privilege it is to help to 
do honest work. My dear, you have done too much 
yourself."

"And then I have spoilt it all by being cross! 
But, auntie, you don't know all."

" Dearie, 1 think I understand. I seem to see my 
self again in you. Oh ! Mary, if some one had but 
taken me in hand when I was your age, and had 
taught me the necessity and beauty of submission, I 
should have had a happier life,'3 said her aunt, dash 
ing away a sudden tear.

" Aunt Agatha," said Mary, " I always think you 
are so happy."

'' So I am, dear, very happy; but it is the peace 
which has come to me after much suffering. Perhaps 
someday I will tell you about it; at present these 
words will show you what I have learnt from it all," 
so saying, aunt Agatha took a tiny volume from her 
box, and opening it almost reverently, she read 
slowly—

" Accustom yourself, wrote a pious author, to stoop 
with sweet condescension, not only to exigencies (that 
is your duty), but to the simple wislius of those who 
surround you—the accidents which may intervene. 
You will find yourself seldom, if ever, crushed. To 
bend is better than to bear; to bear is often a little 
hard; to bend implies a certain external sweetness, 
that yields all constraint; sacrificing the wishes— 
when they tend to cause disagreements in the family 
circle. Submission often implies an entire resignation 
to all that God permits. The soul that endures feels 
the weight of its trouble. The soul that yields 
scarcely perceives it. Blest are those docile ones; 
they are those whom God selects to work for 
Him."

Mary's brow cleared as she listened, and when her 
aunt ceased reading, she exclaimed—

"Aunt, I should like to remember those words 
always—always."

" May they be woven into your life, darling. You 
jan keep the little book; the part I have read is 
marked. I can easily procure another copy. And 
now good-night."

The next morning, when Mary came down about 
seven o'clock, she found to her astonishment_jthat

nd" rapidly Volisliing properties. As inferior black lead is now 
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to see that each block bears the name of the mveiitois 
E. JAMES $• SONS, Fit/mouth. (ADTT).
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many hands had been making light work of her usual 
duties.

The kettle was singing over a good fire in the 
little kitchen, while within the parlour the breakfast- 
cloth was already laid, and in the centre of the table 
the beautiful harebells had been replaced.

' ( Bonnie flowers! "said Mary, stooping to admire 
them, as she recollected her aunt's words. " May 
you always remind me that to yield is better than to 
endure."

"Mary !" cried Bessie, entering the room behind 
her, and kissing her affectionately, "lam very sorry, 
I never half appreciated your hard work and self- 
denial in sparing me so much that I might attend 
school. But, now aunt Agatha has been talking to 
us about it, 1 see how very good you are."

" I'm very sorry I have so oi'ten lately been cross 
with you and the boys," said Mary humbly, remem 
bering just in time not to look like a martyr, but" to 
bend" instead.

Surprised and touched by her sister's humility 
Bessie, who was really a warm-hearted girl, threw hei 
arm round her neck, and begged her to grant her one 
request.

" I must know what it is, dear, first; but if I can ] 
will," said Mary.

" Well, it is that you will accept aunt's invitation 
yourself, and go home with her for a visit. It will 
do you a world of good."

"Oh ! but I cannot leave my work."
" You must. I know I can't do it like you, but I 

will try my best, and Susie and the boys will help."
" Yes, we settled it all last night," said aunt 

Agatha, coming in. "Dear Mary, sometimes a little 
rest and a change of scene enables one to return to 
one's work feeling so much better that it becomes a 
pleasure instead of a trouble."

" But it is not always a trouble; I was tired and 
cross last night/' said Mary, again remembering to 
yield.

" But you have been very much harassed durin 
mother's last attack; and now she is better you must 
have a rest."

And so the matter was settled. At the end of a 
week aunt Agatha took Mary to her own home for a 
month or two.

The girl had a very pleasant visit, and soon felt all 
the better for it. But when she was away from her 
home duties she often felt as if she would like to 
return to them. Who was wheeling her mother to the 
table, or preparing some dainty to- tempt her appetite; 
and to whom did her little pet, Agatha, run with her 
little joys and sorrows she kept wondering. And 
she even missed the boys calling for her when they 
came in from school. " Mary! Mary ! " How they 
used to shout, as if she were the very element of 
home which they must call upon the moment they 
returned! So, though she enjoyed her visit im 
mensely, sbe was glad when at last she found herself 
in the train for the town in which they lived.

" Darling," said her aunt, as she parted from her, 
"I have read somewhere that it is well for us to 
cultivate the exactly opposite virtue to the fault or 
/ailing which gives us the most trouble."

" Then I must cultivate submission, since I have 
been too overbearing," said Mary sweetly, showing 
thereby that she had already made some advance in 
that direction.

And oh ! what a welcome she received at home. 
Bessie had done her best, they all declared, but they 
had wanted Mary almost all along.

"I longed for you sadly," said the mother; and 
Mary felt she was more than repaid for the hard work of years.

. Her own room had been re-papered, and made 
altogether very pretty and comfortable by her sisters' 
loving hands—and on her table was a great bowl of 
beautiful harebells.

EDITH C. KENYON.

SPIRITUAL SACEIFICE includes more than merely 
attending the church services; it is to be ready with 
the knife of Abraham to slay our will in obedience to 
the Divine will, and, with St. Paul, to be able to say, 
without exaggeration: "I die daily! " A spiritual 
sacrifice is bridling the tongue, keeping chaste the 
eye and ear, the willingness of the feet to tread the 
paths of tribulation of the LOED ; this is the laying 
on of hands on the sick that they may recover.— J-iudolph Kogel.

(ADVT.)

BY WILLIAM ANDEEWS, P.R.H.S.

GOTLAND is a land of song. It has 
been the birthplace of many poets who 
have added glory to our literary annals. 
Its list of authors includes the names of 
a large number of men and women in 
the humbler walks of life, who pursued 
literature under difficulties,- and won 

honourable places in the world of letters. Burns at 
the plough, Hogg tending his sheep on the hillside, 
Hugh Miller in the quarry, Allan Cunningham with 
chisel in hand, William Thorn and Eoberfc Tanna- 
hill at the shuttle, and Janet Hamilton in her 
humble home are familiar figures to every reader of 
Scottish biography.

Amongst the lesser known names is that of Mary 
Pyper, who, under severe trials, cultivated literature 
and produced poems of considerable merit for a self- 
taught writer. She was born at Greenock, on the 
27th of May 1795. Her father was a clockmaker, 
named Alexander Pyper, who had married a worthy 
woman, Isabella Andrews, both of whom were natives 
of Edinburgh. Failing to obtain, regular employ 
ment in their native city, the parents of our heroine 
moved westwards in search of work. Mary Pyper, 
in an autobiographical letter, addressed to the Rev. 
Charles Rogers, LL.D., states that " her father en 
listed in the 42nd Highlanders on account of failing 
to find employment." Says Mr. D. H. Edwards, in 
his Modern Scottish Poets, " it was a time of war, 
and recruits were often made in an unscrupulous 
manner, and one day Alexander Pyper found a 
shilling in his pocket, and was told to his astonish 
ment that he had enlisted in His Majesty's service." 
His regiment, shortly after he joined it, received 
orders to march from Perth across the Sheriffmuir, 
a distance of sixteen miles. Poor Mrs. Pyper walked, 
carrying her infant in her arms, the rain coming 
down in torrents. After a weary tramp the poor 
mother sat down nearly broken-hearted, fearing that 
her baby had perished. On the arrival of the 
baggage carts, warm clothing and other necessaries 
were procured, and happily the child began to revive. 

The regiment subsequently proceeded to Ireland. 
Her father, on leaving Dublin for England, stumbled 
and fractured his leg. The accident rendered him 
unfit for active service, and he was discharged. He 
did not long survive, and at the age of six months 
Mary Pyper was left fatherless.

Her mother then returned to her native city. Here 
she had to struggle for bread, gaining a scanty 
living as a boot-binder. She devoted much time to 
the education of her child, who proved an apt 
scholar. Mother and daughter delighted in the 
study of history, but Mary's chief pleasure was de 
rived from the works of the poets. She was familiar 
with the poetry of Shakspeare, Milton, Scott, 
Cowper, and other celebrated authors. As a child 
she was puny; she was always little, and might be 
called a dwarf, and her appearance is described as 
peculiar. In her early jears she suffered much 
from ill-health. She was troubled with jaundice, 
and on three occasions had severe attacks of fever, 
each lasting from six to eight weeks. Her mother, 
too, was often sick, and when other children of her 
age were enjoying childish games Mary Pyper was 
busy Avith her needle helping to add to the slender 
income of her mother.

After being confined to her bed for six years, Mrs. 
Pyper died on the 27th of March 1827. It was 
during the attendance on her mother that Mary first 
thought of composing verses. The poor woman had 
been obliged to run into debt to the extent of £9. 
This amount was paid by her daughter out of her 
wages of six shillings per week, obtained from a. 
shop-keeper who employed her to make buttons and 
fringes. Hoping to earn more, she left her situation, 
and obtained a small basket containing fancy goods, 
which she hawked for sale, but this did not prove a 
satisfactory means of making a living. It was un- 
:ertain, and the walking fatiguing. In later years 

she had a continual struggle, and met with numerous 
misfortunes. Writing to Dr. Rogers in 1860, she 
said : "As I was working in our church-school, I 
'ell and broke my arm, some ten years since. Eight 
months after this, I was painting my house and, 
over-reaching myself, ricked my back, and the year 
jefore I fell on the frost and severely hurt my head."

Kind friends helped to lighten her troubles, which 
she bore with Christian fortitude-

A small volume of her poems was published in 
1860, mainly through the assistance of Mr. T. Con 
stable. The work met with a favourable reception, 
and a couple of the hymns were reproduced in the 
pages of Lyra Britannica. Mr. Henry Wright, 
the compiler of the work entitled Lays of Pious 
Minstrels, included in it examples of Mary Pyper's 
poetiy. In the preface to his volume he wrote : " The 
attention of my readers is especially directed to the 
pieces "'Let me go,' 'Servant of God,' and ' We shall 
see Him as He is,' the composition of Miss Mary 
Pyper, a resident in one of the closes or alleys in the 
Old Town of Edinburgh, who is in extreme old age, 
quite alone in the world, totally blind, and in deep 
poverty. Since the notice of Miss Pyper appeared 
in the last edition of this work, many benevolent 
persons have sent me donations for her in postage 
stamps, and otherwise. I shall be glad to be the 
medium of alleviating in any degree the very painful 
circumstances in which she is placed." It will be 
seen from the foregoing that in addition to other 
afflictions she lost her eyesight in her old age.

We give a few specimens of her verses, which are 
chiefly of a religious and devotional character. The 
following are the opening lines of " Let me go " :—

" Let me go! the Day is breaking 
Morning bursts upon mine eye, 

Death this mortal frame is shaking, 
But the soul can never die !

"Let me go ! the Day-Star, beaming,
Gilds the radiant realms above ; 

Its full glory on me streaming, 
Lights me to the Land of Love."

The last stanzas of her "Servant of God" are as 
follow:—

" There Flowers immortal bloom 
To charm the ravished sight; 

And palms and harps await for those 
Who walk with Him in white.

, .." For they shall sing the song
Of Moses, long foretold, 

When they have passed those pearly gates 
And streets of burnished gold.

" The glories of the Lamb
Their rapturous strains shall raise—• 

Eternal ages shall record
His love, His power, His praise."

The following are the concluding lines of " We 
shall see Him as He is " :—

" When we pass o'er death's dark river
We shall see Him as He is— 

Resting in His love and favour
Owning all the glory His; 

There to cast our crowns before Him—
Oh! what bliss the thought affords ! 

There for ever to adore Him—
King of Kings and Lord of Lords."

The little gem we next reproduce is perhaps her 
best known production. It has been widely quoted 
and much admired :—

EPITAPH : A LIFE. 
" I came at morn—'twas spring, I smiled,

The fields with green were clad; 
I walked abroad at noon, and lo!

'Twas summer—I was glad. 
I sate me down—'twas autumn eve,

And I with sadness wept; 
I laid me down at night—and then 

'Twas winter—and I slept."
The following poem is a fair specimen of her 

poetic power:—
ON SEEING- TWO LITTLE GIELS PEESENT A FLOVVEE 

TO A DYING PEESON.
" Come, sit beside my couch of death,

With that fair summer flower, 
That I may taste its balmy breath

Before my final hour. 
The lily's virgin purity,

The rose's rich perfume, 
Speak with a thrilling voice to me,

Preparing for the tomb. __
-REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything, by 

ising HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. REWARD !!—Purity, Health, and 
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5OAP in fine ponder, and lathers freely in Hot or CoU 
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" Each calls to mind sweet Sharon's rose.
The lily of the vale— 

The white and stainless robes of those
Who conquer and prevail. 

For as it droops its modest head,
Methinks it seems to say : 

' All flesh, like me, must quickly fade,
Must wither and decay !'

" And 3Tet it tells of fairer skies,
And happier lands than this, 

Where beauteous (lowers immortal vie,
And plants of Paradise : 

A land where blooms eternal spring—
Where every storm is past; 

Fain would my weary spirit wing
Its \va.y—and be at rest.

" But hark, I hear a choral strain—
It comes from worlds above, 

It speaks of my release from pain,
Of rest—in Jesus' love ! 

Jesus, my hope, my help, my stay,
My all in earth or heaven, 

Let thy blest mandate only say,
' Thy sins are all forgiven ! '

" Then will I plume my joyful wing
To those blest realms of peace, 

Where saints and angels ever sing,
And sorrows ever cease. 

Dear mother, dry thy tearful eye,
And weep no more for me, 

The orphan's God that reigns on high
The widow's God shall be.

" Pull me a sprig of that white flower,
And place it in my breast, 

The last effect of friendship's power
Shall charm my heart to rest. 

Then Lord, let me depart from pain
To realms where glories dwell, 

Where I may meet those friends again,
And say no more ' farewell !' "

Her first book did not yield much pecuniary profit. 
In 1865 a larger volume of lier poetry was published 
by Mr. Andrew Elliot, of Edinburgh. Her valued 
friend, Miss Moncrieff, prefaced it with a biographical 
sketch, and Dean Ramsay wrote an introduction. 
He described her poems as being of " no common 
excellence, both in diction and sentiment." The 
book also contained a portrait of the author. Through 
the kindly interest of the publisher the work proved 
extremely successful, and the proceeds of the sale 
became her chief support in her old age, when unable 
to work through feeble health and blindness. She 
enjoyed many comfort?, thanks to the help of Miss 
M'. A. Scott Moncrieff, Mr. Andrew Elliot, and other 
warm-hearted friends.

She died in 1870, having reached more than the 
allotted three score years and ten, and was interred in 
the historic burial ground of Greyfiiars Church, 
Edinburgh. Her last resting-place was for some 
years without any monumental stone, but mainly 
through the exertions of Dr. Rogers, in May 1885,'a 
handsome cross was erected over her remains, simply 
bearing her name, " Mary Pyper."

t!j 0f
eighteenth of October! King John 

granted a fair on the Fail-field, Charl- 
1on,/or ever. The Wilson family were 
the squires of Ihe village of Charlton j 
and it was their duty to keep up the 
fair.

From King John's time until Octo 
ber, 1871, this fair was held. It was no doubt 
an innocent affair in its earlier and mature days 
—a few shows, races for the lads of the village, 
climbing greasy poles, running in sacks, and all the 
village amusements of Old England.

But times change ; and fairs became the haunts of 
the idle and the wicked, and were put down in an 
age of civilization. Greenwich, Camberwell, Bow, and 
the famous Bartholomew were put down; and 
Charlton Fair was the last left. I was at Charlton 
Fair on the eighteenth of October, 1863, and I saw a

fair as fairs were. I went in swings and round 
abouts, I bought gingerbread at stalls, and shot at 
galleries for nuts, and saw no harm. But I was 
only a child and knew no harm.

I went to Charlton Fair in 1871 (the last year of 
the fair), and saw a great deal of harm. It was 
simply a haunt of vice and sin ; and the sons of Sir 
Thomas Maryon Wilson put down this wicked fair 
for ever by building a church on the Fail-field. And 
the old times change; and I think we get better in 
our ways and purer in our amusements. At all 
events we have chapels and mission-halls where 
once stood penny gaffs and low singing-rooms ; the 
coffee-tavern is vieing for the place with the 
public'house ; we have school-board buildings every 
where; cur rising generation are thoughtful and 
intellectual; though some horrible and disgraceful 
things are published in London, our literature is 
pure and wholesome compared with that of France, 
Germany, and Italy ; and the people think more of 
religion than they did. The ways of the Salvation 
Armies even may shock many refined people, who 
object to sacred things being made vulgar and familiar, 
but these Armies, by giving the lowest of the low 
their first ideas of religion, may end (if they are not 
too wild and fanatical) by bringing many sinners 
into salvation.

On the eighteenth of October, 1883, I once more 
wandered into Charlton village. There was a 
splendid moon, a shivering wind, and everywhere 
were marks of the storm which had raged the even 
ing before (on that morning, by the way, Dr. 
Harvey's body—the Harvey who discovered the 
circulation of the blood—was removed from a church 
yard to a mausoleum), and again Charlton was all 
gaiety. Not as I saw it twelve years ago, with 
crowded public-houses, noisy revellers, horrible 
language, lights and rows ; but the church bells were 
ringing, carriages were arriving, and well-dressed men, 
women and children were joyous with the expecta 
tion of passing a pleasant evening. It was the 
"Dedication Festival" at St. Luke's, Charlton ; and 
on the date of the old noisy fair the good villagers, 
as well as the county gentry, were thronging to their 
parish church. St. Luke's is one of tho oldest and 
prettiest churches in England. I knew it twenty 
years ago; and .I-don't think it is improved with 

e chairs in plaCe- of high-backed pews, elaborate 
anthems for simple old hymns, and whitewash and 
varnish everywhere. But then I love everything 
old. We must go with the times; and even our 
churches and chapels have to be modernized. The 
decorations used for the " Harvest Thanksgiving " 
'iad not been removed.

The old church was overcrowded with well-dressed 
people of all classes. The pews were soon filled; 
hen chairs were placed in every available space, 

ind then many came in who had to stand all 
he time. It was a sight worth seeing; a service to 
>e remembered for life. Grand ladies made room for 
mall tradesmen's wives and daughters; mechanics 
md working-men held hymn-books with squires and: 

county gentlemen. We were all equal in old 
Charlton church, as we hope to be some day" in.- 

heaven. The service was beautiful. Again my old 
fashioned ideas protest against a church service 
being made attractive, as if it were competing with the 
theatre or music-hall; still the music, by orchestra as 
well as organ, ivas beautiful, though it seemed strange 
to bear the March from Meyerbeer's "Le Propheto " 
played in a church. The Rev. W. Richard Villiers, 
L.L.B., from Northamptonshire, preached an appro 
priate sermon, and then there was more music and 
singing.

It was past ten when I found myself again in 
Charlton village ; and a shivering cold night it was. 
The church lights were out, the last carriage had 
driven away, the shops were closed, and all was 
quiet and darkness, except where the lights from the 
two inns glimmered over the pavement. The good 
people of the neighbourhood had had their " Festival," 
and were most likely the better for it—certainly none 
the worse.

I wandered round a few old familiar lanes, where 
I had wandered in very different days, and under 
very different circumstances; and when I came back 
it was not yet eleven, and Charlton village was 
asleep.

And on the Eighteenth of October! 
Peace, quiet, slumbering, dreams, innocence, and 

holy happiness, where a few years before had been 
riot, revelry, street rows, everything horrible and 
brutal, and all this until about 2 A.M.

I won't say we are nearer Heaven than we were— 
I hope we are; but I do say we are much more

refined and civilized than we were twenty, or even 
ten, years ago. In place of the casino we have the 
mission-hall, or the town-hall, with free entertain 
ments for the people, the coffee-palace and the penny- 
reading room. Sunday excursionists now go to 
church and chapel, and don't get tipsy and make 
Sunday hideous, as they did a few years ago.

And:—
The people who once follied at Charlton fair, where 

are they ? Perhaps praying at Charlton church or 
chapel.

J. C. B.

NEW MONTHLY MAGAZINE.—Now ready, Price 4c£

HOME CHIMES. Illustrated. Each number 
complete in itself. Consisting of Stories, Essays, and Poems. 
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Now ready, entirely New Edition, in One Vol., crown Svo, cloth. 
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LITTLE AND GOOD. By EMMA MARSHALL, 
Author of "Day-spring," " Life's Aftermath/'&e. &c. 

"' Little and Good' is a book worth much more thau many alarger 
and more pretentious volume. The story conveys a touching 
lesson of resignation."—Echo.
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No. LXVI., price One Penny, Post-free 14''-, now 

ready, contains (complete) a new story entitled :—
THE BELLS OF FAIR HAVEN.

By ELIZABETH J. LYSAGHT.
The following numbers have appeared ?—

1. The Woman who Saved Him. F. W. ROBINSON.
2. Heiress of Castle Russell. " GKACE."
3. Kescued from Rome. LESTER LORTON.
4. Daisy March, the Prison Flower PRISON MATRON.
5. Aaron's Harvest. C. H. M. BRIDGE.
6. His Highness. E. OSWALD.
7. His One Friend.

Author of " A TRAP TO CATCH A SUNBEAM."
8. Mike o' tho Shannon. E. J. LYSAGHT.
9. Ruth Bartlett's Victory. LAURA M. LANE.
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12. Barbe's Secret.
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18. Dermot O'Hara.
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20. Muriel's Trials.
21. A Jilted. Woman.
22. Wait Awhile.
23. Two Masters.
24. The Legacy of a Lady.
25. An English Hose.

Author of "Mp,s. JERNINGHAM'S JOURNAL."
26. The Cruise of "The Petrel." F. M. HOLMES.
27. Two Young Wives. . "GRACE."'
28. Stolen Away. " SUSIE."
29. Having Her Own Way. EDITH G. KENYON.
30. The Vicar of Avaltou. BETSEY HAMMON-.
31. How Ailsa Saved her Village. WILLIAM SIME.
32. Grace Escott's Good Fight. ALICE KING.
33. At the Well. MAUDE JEANNE FRANC.
34. The Measure of His Sin REV. J. B. OWEN-.
35. She Would be a-Lady. E. J. LYSAGHT.
36. Miss Burton's Prejudice. E A, GROOM,
37. The Old Major. HENRIETTA F. MARSHALL.
38. Unchanged through Change. Pi,. S.WILLIAMS.
39. Toiling, Rejoicing,Sorrowing. H. MAJOR,.
40. Through Thick and Thin. L. E. DOBR^E.
41. Lisa; or, the Dusky Wife. EMMIE LARTER.
42. In Due Season
43. Austin's Fall.
44. A Statfordsire Girl.
45. Miser's Money.
46. Gundrede's Two Lovers.
47. Out of the Storm.
48. Sown in Sorrow.
49. A False Friend.
50. His Heart was True.
51. The Lighthouse Star.
52. The Vicar's Daughter.
53. Fern Hollow.
54. Daisy's Rescue.
55. Olive Clendon.
56. A Drifting Cloud.
57. Lawyer Curtis's Grand-daughter.
58. Agatha's Quest.
59. Dick Waller's Promise.
60. Lined with Silver.
61. Emmeline Grey.
62. Joan Smith's Probation.
63. Vera's Crown.
64. The Wrong made Right
65. Led into Peace. 

Each complete Story, One Penny.
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