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DON'T know what to do with a poor 
little motherless, lamb, wife," said Joe 
Forrester, a shepherd,onefine June morn 
ing-, to his wife. " I can't get it to take 
any food. It has done nothing but go 
about bleating ever since it lost its dam, 
and it makes my heart ache to see the poor thing so miserable."

Betsy Carrington's eye glistened. She had a tender heart, even ibr the woes of a poor little lamb; but her faith in her husband was unbounded. " It will be all right even without a mother since you are its shepherd, Joe," she said. And her eyes rested with loving pride upon his honest countenance. "But I'm puzzled what to do, wife," he said. " Could'nt we try the lambkin with baby's old bottle, father ? " asked Jessie, an intelligent little girl of about eleven years of age, raising her eyes from the cradle she was rocking, and speaking in a singularly clear sweet voice.
" We might try, Jessie," said the shepherd, smiling. " What a child you are for thinking of things ! But I don't know whether it will be any good. However, if mother will warm us some milk, we can see if the lamb will take it."
''But I don't know whether I shall let you have my baby's old bottle," said the mother, stooping over the cradle to look at her sleeping boy. " I want to take care of every little thing my darling has had, and I could not fancy the bottle after it had been used for a lamb."
The baby was a very fair and pretty child of about fifteen months old, and his mother clung to him with passionate devotion, for he was her only living child, and he was very delicate. Jessie was but an adopted daughter.
A pitiful bleating at the door just then, however, caused Mrs. Carrington to turn towards it, and there, before them all, stood the forlorn and hungry lumb, crying out for its lost dam.
" Poor little thing—it shall have the bottle then," said Mrs. Carrington, relenting at once, and looking from the lamb to Jessie, and then to her husband, as she remembered a time when Jessie had stood crying at their door in want of food and the mother she had lost.
Her husband remembered it too, and he laid his rough hand gently on the child's shoulder. " Come, Jessie, our little lamb," he said, " and help me to feed the little creature."
But the timid lamb scampered away before them into the field, and it was some time before Joe could catch it and hold it firmly while Jessie on her knees administered the food.
Mis. Carrington stood by, with a further supply of milk, and as she looked from the lamb to Jessie and then to her husband, she said gently in a low voice, " The Lord is our Shepherd, it matters little if we lose all else if only we are under His tender, wise protection."
Joe Carrington was seemingly absorbed with the lamb, but when, having had enough, he allowed it to scamper off with Jessie by its side, he turned to his wife, saying, " I often think we are like the sheep. It seems to me so natural, that David, the shepherd boy, should have written the Twenty-third Psalm, about the Lord being our Shepherd."
"Some think he did not write it, though, till he was ever so old, our minister said, he might have been thinking about the employment of his youth ; but there was a grown man's experience in it and especially the middle verse." 
" What middle verse ? "
" Though I walk through the valley of the sJiadow of death I will fear no evil, for Thou art with me" said his wife, softly.
" But doesn't that mean death itself ?" said Joe, thoughtfully.
"No, Mr. Merrington said not; because it comes in the middle of the Psaim, before it speaks of the goodness and mercy which would follow one, who leaned on the Good Shepherd's rod and staff all the days of his life," was Mrs. Carrington's reply.____ 
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" Yes, and it says shadow, not death itself. Our minister is a knowing man, and AVe learn much from his sermons. But I must go to my work."
" And so must I," said Mrs. Carrington ; " I must go back to baby."
The husband and wife separated, and they had no more time to continue the conversation until late that night, when Jessie had gone to bed, and the baby too was asleep in its little cot.
Then Joe began again, as they were sitting by their fire, listening to the patter of the rain, which had followed the bright day, upon the window-panes and down the chimney.
" What a quick, bright child little Jessie is ! " he said; "and how' smart it was of her to think of baby's bottle for the lamb. It was the saving of the little thing."
"Jessie is a good girl," said his wife. "God is giving us our reward even now for having taken her into our home."
"Ah ! do you remember that night, wife, and how the little one stood trembling on our doorstone, crying out that she was lost ? "
"1 remember it well," said Mrs. Carrington ; " and what a struggle we had before we could make up our minds that it was our duty to take in a little waif like that. For we were so afraid of robbing our other children."
" But when God took them we found the comfort of Jessie, did we not ? " said Joe ; " and I'm thinking we shall do that .more and more as we grow older."" And she takes such tender care of baby," said his wife; " if anything was to happen to me, I should be more easy to leave him with Jessie, child as she is, than any one I know."
" God forbid that anything should happen you, wife," said Joe, looking at her fondly. " No, I think if anything were to happen of that sort, it would be our baby that was wanted, not ourselves."
" Oh, how can you say such things ! It would kill me if baby went too," said his wife. "Sometimes I think I can almost see angels waiting round the cradle ready to carry him away; and often I think I-'hear the nutter of their wings."
" Why, dear wife, that is not like you to be so sentimental. And what did you say to-day about God's sheep being able to bear anything if they had still the Good Shepherd near at hand ? "
"I remember. I was thinking about it all after wards," said Mrs. Carrington. " And I knew what would be the shadow of death to me." " What ? " 
" If I lost baby."
Then Joe gently chided her for idolizing the little one too much, while he reminded her that leaning on His rod and His staff she could safely pass through the dark valley.
And many and many a time afterwards, when he was no longer by her side, Mrs. Carrington thought of his brave and tender words.
She had great need to do so, for it was not the fragile baby but the stalwart man who was called away from her the following winter by the messenger of death.
A neglected cold, followed by rheumatic fever, broke down the strength of the strong man and left him to be the victim of a rapid decline. But his faith and trust in his Good Shepherd cheered his last days on earth ; and he obeyed the summons to leave his wife and little one peacefully when it came, saying simply, "His sheep hear His voice, and they know Him and they follow Him. And you, too, wife, will be still in His tender care. For the Good Shepherd cares most for the weakest and most helpless of His flock." Mrs. Carrington had a sore fight with poverty after the bread-winner of the family had gone.

Three j'ears passed by, and then the brave-hearted widow-woman could toil no longer, but was obliged to yield to an internal malady which had slowly under mined her health.
" I shall be obliged to apply for relief from the parish, Jessie," she said at length, " but oh! my child, my little boy must not go with me to the work house. I could never bear for him to be a pauper.""And he shall not, mother," said Jessie, "my wages will keep him and me, I am sure. We will lodge with good Mrs. Wood, and every week we will come and visit you, and tell you how we are getting on."
"And that will be well, my Jessie, so long as you
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do right, for I am leaving you under the Shepherd's care," said the widow, whose faith, though sorely tried, had not forsaken her. "He who carries the lambs in His bosom will reward you if you are good to my little boy."
And the last night before she submitted to be taken into the workhouse infirmary that she might receive the nursing and treatment which her case re quired, she told Jessie all she knew about her past." You came to our door, Jessie," she said, " with nothing but the little clothes you wore, and we took you in for the sake of Him who has said if we give a cup of cold water to one of His little ones in His name, we shall not lose our reward. It was He who brought you to us. You were motherless then, as far as we could see : but my Joe said often you were not Shepherdless, and so you were taken care c-f. And when I die my little boy will be just in the like case ; but remember, Jessie, if you are good to him, you, too, will be rewarded."

" Please God, I will be good to him," said Jessie, earnestly; " and I can never thank you enough for all your care. But tell me, please, dear mother—for so I have always called you—did you ever hear whose child I was ? "
" No, no," said the sick woman ; " we made all the enquiries that could be made; but no one owned you. Many advised us to send you to the house; but we did not, and soon we grew to love you as our own."
" Your love to me has been wonderful," said Jessie; " and, mother, do not trouble about Dickie ; he shall never know, if I can help it, that I am not Ms sister, for I will be that, indeed, to him."
Mrs. Carrington was comforted, and she went into the workhouse, leaving her little boy under Jessie's loving care, and feeling rewarded, even then, for all she had done for her good young foster-daughter.
But she did not live to see the full extent of even her earthly reward ; for it was not till after she had gone, and little Dickie was left motherless but not Shepherdless, that his future was most happily pro- , vided for. It happened in this way.
Jessie had a brave heart, but it was difficult for her to earn enough at her work of spinning for herself and her foster-brother. Taking as little nourishment as she could that he might have the more, did not conduce to her own health and strength; and she grew pale and thin. Then, one night, when she was hurrying from the mill to get to little Dickie, who missed her sadly while she was away, her foot slipped on some orange-peel upon the pavement, and she fell awkwardly and broke her arm. She was taken to the infirmary, and there, as the case was a difficult one, and she was altogether out of health, she re mained for a few weeks. All her trouble then was about Dickie, but Mrs. Wood brought him to see her one day, and she was surprised and pleased to hear that the good woman would take care of him until she was well again. God had evidently taught her the joy of ministering to one of His own little ones.

"You look very much happier to-day; do you feel better ? " said the doctor, coming to her after the visitors had gone.
Jessie told him what had made her so happy, and then encouraged by his sympathy, she related the story of her life and of all she owed to her little foster-brother's parents.
The medical man seemed strangly interested in what she said. He asked her many questions. And the following day he brought a well-dressed, fine- looking man to see her, who declared, to her intense astonishment, that she must be his long-lost daughter. " You are the very image of your mother, my wife who died early in our married life," he said, " and I need no further proof, but I will see the few things you say have been kept carefully for you all these years. I shall know them again I ieel certain." And so he did. When he had seen them he returned to Jessie's side to embrace her as his daughter. And then be told her how it was she had been lost. An idle, unprincipled nurse-maid had lost her one day when she was gossiping with some acquaintances and it was supposed some one must have found her and taken her, perhaps for begging purposes, far from her home, then she must have been deserted, for some reason, in the country, and there she had been found and adopted by little Dickie's parents.

Jessie's father was a large bookseller; and he gladly received the child of the good people who had
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done so much for his only daughter, with herself, 
into his home.

Dickie eventually became his partner in the 
business; and Jessie often thought how pleased and thankful his parents would have been if they could 
but have known how bountifully their kindness and 
generosity towards her would be even in this world 
reivarded.

But she felt sure they had entered into that life in 
which they would some day hear their Master say, "Inasmuch els ye have done it unto one of the 
least of these, tny brethren, ye have done it unto Me."

EDITH KENYON.

antr
LONE I sat, and very weary,

Grieving o'er my recent loss ; 
Thinking life must hence be dreary,

Hard and heavy press'd my cross. 
Life had lost its summer glory,

For its sun had set at noon; 
Rudely death had closed its story,

And my spirit cried " Too soon."
Whilst I sat thus idly pining,

Spoke a voice from out the gloom, 
And I saw a vision shining

'Mid the darkness of my room. 
'Twas a form of wondrous beauty,

E'en my own beloved and lost, 
Come to wake me up to duty,

And to melt my spirit's frost.
All her raiment brightly glistened,

Glory shone in eyes and hair; 
Motionless I sat and listened,

Spellbound by the vision fair. 
Fondly near she seemed to linger,

Placed one hand upon my head; 
Then she raised her shining finger,

As in gentle tones she said—
" Wherefore all this useless mourning ?

Up and fill thy place once more ; 
Henceforth let thy light be burning

Brighter than it was before. 
What avails thy tearful sadness ?

Thou hast still a part to bear; 
Rouse thee from thy sinful madness.

Only cowards court despair.
"Know that God doth never chasten

But with wise and loving end ; 
Trials should our footsteps hasten

To our best and truest Friend. 
Take the cross He hath appointed,

Bear it bravely through the strife; 
By His grace that cross anointed

Shall ennoble all thy life.
" Leave thy past with all its sorrow,

All its darkness and its woe; 
Live thou so that each to-morrow

Life shall grander, truer grow." 
Thus rny darling firmly eluded

All my weakness and despair; 
Then with sweetest smile she glided—

Disappeared behind my chair.
And I rose Avith solemn feeling,

Lifted up my heart to God; 
Then in meek submission kneeling,

Bowed I Irumbly 'neath His rod ; 
Rose again, resolved I'd never

Waste my time in helpless grief, 
But with honest, high endeavour

Labour on, for life is brief.
D.L.

HE common crab is too well known to 
need any description. It may be seen 
in any fishmonger's window, either dead 
or alive. Its dark-brown colour, when 
boiled, changes to red, a fact which 
proves that Dr. Johnson was only 

_ familiar with boiled specimens, for he oescnbes the crustacean as being red, and further 
"jisrepresents it by saying that it walks backwards. 
However, the worthy doctor is to be excused, for greater naturalists than he, since his time, have fallen ; 
jnto error, going so far as to agree unanimously that ; the crab, at certain stages of its existence, was not a i

crab at all! Perhaps, too, there is some excuse for 
them, as the crab family are peculiar in their youth. 
A baby does not bear the slightest resemblance to an 
adult; it is a big-headed thing with a long pointed 
tail, and no legs worthy of the name. Two enormous 
compound eyes, two pairs of feelers, and three pairs of 
jaws, furnish the owner with the means of supplying 
its wants until it has developed new powers. By- 
and-by a long spike springs from behind the head, 
and a pair of ungainly swimming legs of great length, 
tipped with hairs, come into prominence. With 
these propellers the young crab can flit through the 
water in a manner that might excite the envy of his 
parents, who have to be content with creeping on the 
sea bottom. When first noticed by naturalists, the 
youthful crustacean was thought to be a new species, 
so they gave him a name all to himself—Zosea., 
which he still retains. He has had a laugh at those 
learned gentlemen oftener than once, for he excels a 
French detective in the completeness with which he 
conceals his identity. On the termination of his 
Zotea career, he appears as an entirely original cha 
racter. This time he assumes a crab-like appear 
ance, except that he is provided with a perplexing 
hairy tail. Again, naturalists hailed him as repre 
senting a new and unknown animal form. Under 
the circumstances he was bound to have a fresh 
name, so they dubbed him Megalopa, or " big-eyed." 
But he bore these hard names bravely, and confounded 
his interested friends at last by proving conclusively 
that he was undeserving of any title unbecoming a 
respectable crab. His tail, which had hitherto de 
barred him from taking rank in the society of his 
kind, he ingeniously doubled up under his body, 
where, flattened, it fits into a groove made for the purpose.

From the fact that crabs begin life with a tail, we 
may presume they are derived from the lobster race, 
which, though dating much further back in point of time, as proved by fossil history, yet occupy a lower 
place in the scale of creation. A comparison of the 
nervous systems of both animals decides this matter. 
The lobster has onlya simplcchainof nerve-knots lying 
along the floor of its body, each joint possessing two 
such knots, either joined or separate, while the crab 
has similar knots, but of a character much more highly 
concentrated, a certain sign of its superiority.

The transformations of crustaceans bear some 
analogy to insect life. Just as a caterpillar cannot 
grow without changing its skin, so the crab is obliged 
to cast its shell before it can increase its dimensions. 
When young these "moultings" are frequent, but 
when the full size is attained, at very long intervals 
afterwards, judging by patriarchal specimens, which 
are often found covered with a growth of small shells. 
To a crab the loss of a leg is no very great misfor 
tune, as a new one soon grows in its place. It has 
been discovered that the leg must be amputated at 
the second joint from the body in order to be re 
placed ; but if it should happen to be broken at any 
point below that, the crab can cast off the superfluous 
stump. The big toes are powerful weapons of offence 
and defence. Even the nip of quite a small specimen 
is enough to make a person scream, and a mark will j 
remain in the flesh for some time afterwards, showing I 
the little fellow to have enormous strength in his 
pincers. Anybody who has once tested the weapons ' of a large one on his finger is warranted not to try I 
the same experiment again. They are most tenacious 
creatures, and will suffer the leg to be pulled off 
rather than let go. This accounts for the large number that are found with one pair of pincers much 
less than the other. The small pair will in time _row to the size of the pair that preceded them, which 
were probably lost in some severe encounter. The 
_rowth of a leg, as of the entire crustacean, neces 
sitates a constant change of shell. But Mr. Crab is 
equal to the emergency; he literally walks out of 
limself, shakes himself completely clear of his cover- 
ng, and then creeps into some hole, where he remains until he has outgrown his soft condition.

Some of the crab's relations are only partially 
quatic. He himself can live out of sea-water foi 

l-cm twelve to fifteen hours at a stretch, and likes, as 
i matter of course, to have his home in a hole, where 
he tide will leave him "ashore " twice daily. There 
n partial darkness, moist and cool, he feels quite 
omfortable. As the nearest approach to his favourite 
etreat, the fishmonger keeps him in his cellar among 
he coals, and when he is ready to die for a ramble in 
he briny, settles all his longings by immersing him
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in a cauldron of boiling water. His country cousins, the land-crabs of the West Indies, have renounced 
their original maritime existence, and now never go 
to sea, except when they take their eggs to be hatched. 
Consequently they have developed a special breathing apparatus adapted for atmospheric air. They have gills resembling those of the common crab, but modi 
fied so as to suit their new mode of life. The presence 
of gills, however much transformed, is an undoubted proof that they formerly inhabited the ocean, and the fact of their going back to deposit their eggs may be regarded as further evidence. They live in holes and 
frequent moist places, being evidently in a state of 
transition still. The hermit-crabs, so common on 
some of our coasts, form a link between the true crabs and their long-tailed progenitors of the lobster 
variety. These little fellows may be seen carrying j their homes about wherever they go, generally a peri 
winkle shell. They are very brave, but quite helpless when deprived of their appropriated shell, into which 
they retire completely in times of danger. To get one 
extracted without breaking his castle is an utter impos 
sibility, and when got out in this way he is an object to excite pity. The hinder part of his body is a long, 
soft, pulpy material, which he drags about with diffi 
culty, and so tender that it leaves him at the mercy of 
the most contemptible foe. He was a heio as long as his defenceless part was secure, curled up in the shell, 
but when set at liberty without it, watch how he backs 
himself into the nearest crevice, shaking with terror 
the while, lest an enemy should discover his help 
lessness.

In the West Indies the hermit-crab has certain 
relations that have taken to an inland life. They utilise empty snail shells in the same way that our 
hermits take up their abode in the shells of the whelk. Among them is classed the famous cocoa-nut crab, credited with the sailor-like feat of being able to climb cocoa-nut trees to obtain the fruit from which it derives its name, and on what it subsists. Whether or not this species can bring the nuts clown, they are 
at any rate able to break them with their pincers when met with on the ground, and when we remember the 
strength of the shell, this of itself is sufficiently 
marvellous.

The " king-crabs " of the West Indian Islands, 
although frequently classed among crabs, really belong 
to a different stock. They have no more living rela tions, and are indeed quite an isolated family. How 
ever, they may be proud of their pedigree, which ex tends back to certain " Trilobites," with whom they 
claim kindred. This ancient family occupied an im 
portant place in the world at one time, many ages ago. Their history, written in stone, is all that remains of 
them to-day, and this gives no clear account of when 
the king-crab branch set up as an independent line. But we may rest assured that the king-crab dynasty is.one of the oldest extant. It would be interesting to 
know how they have survived their fossil brethren, if the doctrine of the fittest does not afford a satisfactory 
explanation. Probably they were preserved by a 
capacity for adaptation. They suited themselves to circumstances, and so rose above untoward events. 
At any rate they are still "doing well," which leaves 
them something of a curiosity. On this account they 
are in demand as " specimens " for zoological collec 
tions, where they may be easily known by their horsa-shoe. shaped heads, long spinous tails, and un 
usual number of legs. Of these they have thirteen 
pairs in all, six of the front pairs being placed round the mouth, in which position they serve to masticate 
and divide the food, previous to its transmission be 
yond.

Some crabs live a parasitic life, such as the little pea-crabs that are to be found within mussel-shells, 
and in the breathing sacs of sea-squirts. Whether they procure their own supplies of food, or exist at 
the expense of their hosts, is still a matter of doubt. 
If the hermit-crab had these lesser brethren brought 
before him for trial, we can imagine with what severity 
he would treat them, for no one has a greater hatred 
of parasites than he, and no wonder. He is the 
victim of a sac-like organism, furnished with roots, 
which finds its way into his shell, and plants itself in the soft part of his body, where it flourishes by drain 
ing his life. But crab grievances are far too numerous 
to be ventilated here, and if we listened to the hermit, 
all the others would, no doubt, claim the same 
privilege. JOHN SUTHERLAND.

SUFFEK not your thoughts to dwell on the injury you have received or the provoking words that have 
been spoken to you. Not only learn the art of 
neglecting them at the time you receive them, but let 
them grow less and less every moment, until they die 
out of your mind.
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Moses at Mount Sinai."—Exodus xix.

HEN Jethro's visit was over, a very 
important time had arrived for the 
children of Israel. They reached 
Mount Sinai. This was in the third 
month after leaving Egypt, and we 
find that they remained in the neigh 
bourhood of Sinai for one year, with 

the exception of ten d»ys (Num. x. 11). There is said 
to he good pasture in that land. Water abounds, 
fruit trees grow and flourish, such as dates, tamarinds, 
and mulberries. If culti 
vated, apricots and oranges 
will grow there also. 
Mighty rocks rise up into 
mountains in this region. 
The two highest points are 
Mount Sinai, 7097 feet, and 
Mount Catherine, 8168 feet 
above the sea. On these 
mounts Moses fed Jethro's 
sheep (Ex. iii. 1). Horeb 
is supposed to be the name 
of the region, Sinai that of 
the mountain. There it 
was that the burning bush 
had been seen by Moses. 
What was it that God had 
promised to him there forty 
years ago ? " Ye shall serve 
God upon this mountain " 
(Ex. iii. 12). Did God fulfil 
His Word ? The chapter 
before us answers the ques 
tion. Here were the people 
at Mount Sinai. God al 
ways does what He says 
He will do, whether it be 
mercy or judgment. " God 
is not a man that He should 
lie, or the Son of Man that 
He should repent, hath He 
said, and shall He not do 
it ? Hath He spoken, and 
shall He not make it good ? " 
Men and women do not 
really believe this. If they 
did, they would never live 
as they do. If they believed 
that God really means that 
'' the wages of sin is death," 
would they still cling to 
sin ? But whether they 
believed it or not, God will 
keep His word. At Mount 
Sinai the children of Israel 
see and hear great things. 
First, Moses receives a 
message. God calls to him 
from the mount. Moses 
did not seem afraid. He 
was afraid at one time, but 
we have not come to that 
time yet. Here he went 
quietly up to God to hear 
what God might have to 
say to him. A sinful man 
is afraid, or ought to be, of 
having to do with God. 
God's servant loved to hear His voice. Directly Adam 
fell he became afraid of God. " I heard Thy voice in 
the garden and I was afraid " (Gen. iii. 10). How 
differently David felt. He cried to the Lord: 
"Be not silent to me, lest if Thou be silent unto 
me, I become like unto them that go down unto the 
pit" (Ps. xxviii. 1). Moses felt as David did. He 
was one who could speak with the Lord, and was 
permitted to do so in a marvellous manner 
(Ex. xxxiii. 9, 11). The message that Moses re 
ceived at this time from God referred to all that 
God had done for the people ; of what He had done 
in Egypt; of the terrible things that had been seen 
there, and of how He had brought them forth. " I bore 
you on eagles' wings and brought you unto myself." 
Eagles carry their young on their wings. " As an 
eagle stirreth up her nest, fluttereth over her young, 
and spreadeth abroad her wings, taketh them, beareth

them upon her wings, so ihe Lord alone did lead 
him " (Deut. xxxii. 10). This is a beautiful picture 
—the strong wings of the eagle a resting-place to 
the helpless little ones. It is thus that God's strength 
upholds the weak Christian. He is ready to carry 
us. " I brought you unto Myself," said the Lord, 
and He might have said, " You would never have 
come otherwise !" We know how it was when the 
Shepherd went after the lost sheep until He found 
it (St. Luke xv.). He needed to lift it up on to His 
shoulder and carry it to the fold. And the sheep 
that has been found will need carrying after the first 
time. There will come times of difficulty, times of 
weariness, times of struggling on under the weight 
of a heavy burden. Then what a comfort for the 
Christian to remember the eagles' wings and the 
promise, " I have made and I will bear, I will carry 
and will deliver you" (Isaiah xlvi. 4). God's 
message to Moses contains three promises for the

among Israel who were all priests—set apart specially 
for God and service—But though this was so, yet all 
the people were to offer to_ God and all the people 
were a separated people with God, and in this sense 
they were all " priests." And it is just in this sense 
too that every Christian now is a priest unto God. 
What are the sacrifices that a Christian has to offer? 
First of all he must needs offer himself. " I beseech 
you therefore, brethren, by the mercy of God that ye 
present your bodies, a living sacrifice, lowly, accept 
able unto God which is your reasonable service," 
Bom, xii. 1. If we have presented, ourselves to the 
Lord we shall offer prayer and praise and loving 
service, and these will be sacrifices well-pleasing to 
Him. The third promise was that they should be 
"a holy nation a promise that may be said to con 
tain a command. If they were "priests," it would 
follow naturally that they should be holy. It
God's desire for Israel that they should be holy. 

Does He desire it for us 
also? His Word is full 
of this subject. Over and 
over again promises and 
commands dwell on the 
holiness that God would 
see—that He must see in 
His children. The giving 
of the law which was to 
follow this message from 
God to Moses, had to do 
with holiness, the " holiness 
without which no man 
shall see the Lord." Only 
those in whom God's Spirit 
works, desire holiness. It 
is the new nature that hates 
sin, it is the new nature 
that thirsts for holiness, 
for likeness to CHEIST. 
May the three promises 
given to Moses from Mount 
Sinai be realized in our 
hearts and lives.

MAEGAEET ESDAILE.

SOME are being led 
gently by soft, flowing 
stream?, and under the 
pleasant shadow of the 
trees, or through gardens 
where rich fruits hang 
ripely and the roses bloom; 
while others are driven up 
the misty mountains among 
rugged rocks or across the 
stormy billows of the sea 
toward unknown shores. 
But what matters it, if GOD 
be our leader and CUEIST 
our guide ?

THE practical life of 
the Christian comprehends 
three distinct elements. We 
have to do the will of 
GOD in our business; this 
is working. We have _to 
oppose onr sin, and resist 
temptation; this is fight 
ing. We have to endure 
with cheerfulness and sub 
mission whatever cross the 
LOED JESUS lays upon us; 
this is suffering.

people—promises that were to be connected with 
their obedience (verse 5). The first promise was, 
" Ye shall be a peculiar treasure unto Me." The 
word literally is precious treasure, and expresses 
that which has been acquired with labour and has 
been carefully laid up. The same word is used by 
St. Peter when writing to those who had been 
brought to God. He tells them that they_ are 
" peculiar, or purchased, people" (1 Peter ii. 9). 
Each real Christian is part of the treasure thus 
purchased—bought with the price of the " precious 
blood of Christ" (1 Cor. i. 19, 20; 1 Peter i. 18, 
19). Each real Christian is precious to God. He 
has given to His children the name of "jewels " 
(Mal. iii. 17). Oh! what love this is! Are our 
names among the jewels of the Lord P The second 
promise was that they should be " a kingdom 
of priests." We know that there was one tribe

the church of St. Giles', Cripplegate, is 
the grave of a man who for a time was 
the subject of a " nine days' wonder, 
readily commented upon, and as reacmy 
forgotten. It is just 250 years ago since 
he died, and his name and fate are weu- 
nigh lost in obscurity. But the story ot 

his life still remains as a curious instance ot the com 
plete and sudden change that an act of treachery anu 
ingratitude may work in a trustful and geneio
nature. urpu rVnb

Edward Welby, known in his day as < ine i*r 
Street Hermit," was a Lincolnshire squire with an
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income of upwards of a thousand a year. He was 
above the ordinary level of the country gentleman, 
had been to college, and travelled throughout Europe, 
and was well fitted to adorn his social position. His 
personal temper was that of a benevolent, kindly, 
and charitable man, one who would readily do any 
good action in his power, and one to whom his in 
feriors might confidently look for just and considerate 
treatment.

Hospitable and courteous to all, both gentle and 
simple, his house was ever open to any that could 
claim a welcome, either by virtue of their rights or 
of their needs. His time was spent in the various 
avocations and pursuits that made up the life of a 
country gentleman, of that period, but in his case, 
more than in most, 
doubtless refined 
by character and 
tastes. So the ear 
lier years of man 
hood passed away. 
Then came a sud 
den change. He 
had a relative—one 
account says it was 
a brother — who 
was of reckless and 
profligate habits, 
and consequently 
poor. This man 
Welby had again 
and again assisted, 
till at last, wearied 
by continued ap 
plications, and by 
protestations of 
amendment that 
were never put 
into force, he re 
fused longer to do 
so. The selfish 
nature of the other 
was angered by the 
refusal, and in his 
rage and disap 
pointment he at 
tempted his bene- 
factor'slife.Luckily 
the pistol missed 
fire, and the stout 
Lincolnshire squire 
closing with his 
assailant, wrested 
the weapon from 
his hand. Whether 
or not he took any 
proceedings to pun 
ish the aggressor 
is not known—the 
absence of any hint 
renders it probable 
that he did not— 
but the whole cur 
rent and tenor of 
his life underwent 
a sudden revolu 
tion. He formed 
the resolve of pass 
ing the rest of his 
days in utter seclu 
sion. This reso 
lution he at once 
acted upon, and to 
it he adhered. He 
left his ancestral 
home, all pleasant 
memories and 
sweet associations, 
and snapped for 
ever each tie that bound him to the past. As if 
knowing that there is often the greatest seclusion 
to he found in the most crowded cities, he came 
to London, and in Grub Street—then the resort 
of poor authors and literary hacks—selected and 
rented the house that was to shelter him for the 
rest of his days. Of this dwelling he occupied only 
three rooms ; for meals, sleep, and study respectively. 
An elderly woman was his only attendant, and she 
saw him but rarely and only when necessity required. 
Like all other habits his diet was also changed, and 
was now as severely plain as it had been formerly 
liberal. It now consisted of vegetables, bread, milk, 
water-gruel, and a little oatmeal, with occasionally 
the yolk of an egg as a luxury. But he treated his 
mind less rigorously. He bought such new books as 
appeared, but apparently only to skim and cast them 
aside. There is nothing to show that any intellectual

employment or design was planned or entered upon 
during his lifelong seclusion. Save for his desultory 
reading, his time appears to have passed in prayer 
and meditation. Thus the years went slowly on. The 
various members of his family, including a daughter 
—who had married a Yorkshire gentleman of pro 
perty and position—made various attempts to see the 
recluse, but in vain. He rarely quitted his residence, 
and never made a journey of any length. The claims 
of friendship as well as relationship were forgotten 
or unheeded. But he nevertheless, though reserved 
and secluded, was neither morose nor misanthropic. 
Much of his income and his time were given to 
charitable purposes. Though changed he was not 
soured. So this curious life passed on, its earlier
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"SHE WAS PBETTY AXD wixxixc." (Seepage 6.)

n
BY FAITH CH:>EEN. 

Author of "Messengers K' Truth," &c.

CHAPTER I.
IN BITTEENESS OP SPIBIT.

they had parted in anger ! 
This was what lent poignancy to the 

grief of Madge Maynell, as she stood 
gazing on the open sheet of paper in her 
hand, as if scarcely able to believe her 
senses.

It was a letter; the postman had just 
_ delivered it, saying 

jokingly—
" A love-letter 

for you, Miss May 
nell. Oh, fie ! " 
and turned laugh 
ingly away.

He little thought 
how much sorrow 
he had brought in 
that small enve 
lope, how many 
tears would be shed 
over its contents. 
It was not a very 
lengthy epistle 
either ; yet what 
a sting its words 
gave Madge as she 
read — 

" Madam,
" It is my 

painful duty to 
inform you that 
your brother, Wil 
liam Maynell, has, 
we believe, perished 
at sea, the vessel 
in which he was 
engaged having 
gone down during 
the recent storms." 

There was more, 
to the effect that, 
having ascer 
tained she was his 
nearest relative, 
the amount of 
wages due to him 
would be paid to 
her on application ; 
but to this part 
poor Madge gave 
little heed ; the 
first paragraph so 
completely en 
grossed her, for 
what cared she for 
what was left, 
now he, her only 
near relative, her 
brother, the dar 
ling of her heart 
in other days — yes, 
and her darling 
still, she felt, as 
again and again 
she read the sad, 
brief words, as if 
to make sure it 
was not a dream — 
was really dead ; 
now that she would 

himnever see

years spent in the enjoyments and pleasures of a 
country home, its later in a lonely and cheerless 
dwelling situated amid the poverty and gloom of a 
dreary London street. But his strange mode of life 
preserved him to some extent from being utterly for 
gotten. As the Lincolnshire squire he would have 
lived and died, unnoticed and unknown. As the 
London recluse he has saved himself from total 
oblivion. He died October 29, 1636, in his eighty- 
fourth year, far away from home and kindred, and 
the story of his life remains a testimony to the 
curious workings of the human heart, a proof of the 
change that an evil act may produce in a nature 
originally genial, turning it from the happiness of 
home to the monotony of solitude, and from confi 
dence in others to distrust of all mankind.

E. STANSBY WILLIAMS.

again ; never clasp his hand ; never kiss his brow ; 
never hear his voice more.

She had been to him as a mother in his earlier 
years, for he was very much the younger, and had 
been left for her to bring up, guide, and care for, by 
parents who had both died when he was in infancy, 
having lost all but these two, the eldest and youngest 
of the family ; and now he was gone ; and — and they 
had parted in anger. Poor, poor Madge !

How is it that the pressure of loss often quickens 
memory ? Tones, looks, movements, smiles, little 
incidents, brief conversations, small things almost 
unheeded at the time, or which had been unthought 
of for years, spring to new life, come back with 
vivid freshness, and re-awaken feelings, hopes, and 
yearnings which have long lain dormant.

Death's touch is a sacred touch. Its voice has 
power to call up visions which charm or appal ; its
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cold hand can take our hands, and lead us into a 
picture-gallery, wlio=e pictures are all scenes of life, 
past life ; shadowy, and yet how real! dim, and yet 
how vivid !

Madge did not think this in so many words : her 
life had not tended to sentiment; she had always had 
so much to do, and since one youthful dream of 
romance, which had alas! proved only a dream, 
leaving her to awake with an aching heart, she had 
yielded little to the vagaries of fancy, but had steeled 
herself against love or flattery, and tried to convince 
herself that the world was a cold, hard place, in 
which people must look out for themselves, and not 
let imagination carry them away.

But to-day. Madge found that, after all, she was 
not made of sterner stuff than others, and as she put 

• down the letter at length, and sank into the arm 
chair, such a tide of recollections swept over her, that 
she covered her face, and sobbed.

Her eyes had chanced to glance around the little 
home, and oh ! how everything seemed to speak of 
the lost William, or Willie, as he had been to her; 
for here these two had formerly lived together, and 
when he went, he had left behind many relics of 
bygone days, not wanting them now, nor caring to 
take them.

There were his skates—the skates he had teased 
her into buying for him when a boy; there, on the 
shelf, lay his books—prizes, most of them, which he 
had been so proud to exhibit; there, discoloured by 
time, hung1 a strinsr of birds' e.a-a-a /.ni)™*^ j«..-•--

_ __ £..„_ w^iuuiu, uncic, uiscoiourea by 
time, hung a string of birds' eggs, collected during 
his and his companions' explorations in the fields 
and woods, with boyhoods' thoughtlessness, thinking 
more of how large and varied a store they could get, 
than of the sufferings of the parent birds.

There were the pictures he had framed; his own 
particular cup and plate; the flute he had played and 
broken ; and oh ! what was there not to remind her of 
him, and give her a stab!

How well she remembered his face, how he had 
looked, how he had talked, how he had laughed ! 
She saw him again a child ; merry, mischievous, often 
disobedient, yet withal, very loving, and ready to 
atone with kisses and fond endearments for the trouble 
he had caused.

She saw him, in fancy, kneeling by her side at 
morning and evening prayer. She heard the rosy 
lips sa^y, " Please, God, bless sister Madge," and then 
with what distinctness came the memory of that other 
prayer taught by her, with its clause of charity, 
" Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive them that 
trespass'against us! " and now, nows//.ehad been un 
forgiving—they had parted in anger.

How pleased he had been to take her home his 
first wages : she recalled his lace lit up with boyish 
pride and enthusiasm, as he had cried, " There ! now, 
dear old Madge, you won't have to work so hard 
apain ! "

when he should be asked for help, to think what he 
would do; while as to her not knowing anything 
about housekeeping, well, Madge could teach her; 
she was not too old to learn, arid was not proud.

But to this Madge would not listen, arid when, 
shortly afterward, the father was imprisoned for 
poaching, her antipathy to the proposed union grew 
more decided still.

He, her brother, whose parents and antecedents, 
though poor, had always been respected in the village, 
to lower himself and her in the estimation of the 
people around, by marrying a convict's daughter! 
It was too much—pride, respectability, her every 
instinct revolted against the idea; the result being 
that she and Willie had had a quarrel—a bitter j 
quarrel, the end of which was that she had told him i 
he must make his choice between herself and Minnie; ! 
and he had gone away; she had not seen him since, j

He had not married. He was not yet ready, and 
as now he would not be able to take his bride to his 
old home—in which he had hoped Madge would be 
friend and sister to them both—he would need to 
save, and as Minnie, whatever her faults might be, 
was sensitive and loving, she did not like to be a 
cause of dissension between the two who had hitherto 
been so much to each other, and had suggested 
that they should wait for awhile, when Madge might 
be won over.

But after he left home he grew restless and lonely 
and at length resolved to go to sea—that resource of 
so many unhappy or disappointed spirits.: and now 
he was drowned; the waves had taken him from her ; 
she would never be able to retract her words, never 
be able to say " Forgive ! " and it was all her own 
fault; she had caused his death, her pride, her 
unlovingness had done it! She wrote some very 
bitter things against herself.

But now the old dog came running in, the dog 
which had for long been the companion of them both, 
and which Willie had taught so many tricks.

Prince evidently understood at once that something 
was amiss, for he came with a sympathetic whine, 
and looked up in the troubled face as if he would say 
—" What is it, mistress ? don't distress yourself so, 
pray!" and, meeting with no response, seemed 
troubled too.

"Poor dog ! poor Prince ! " said Madge at length, 
stooping to pat the shaggy black head ; "poor, faith 
ful creature, you have more feeline1 than T • vm

—she opened the door of her larder, and dexterously 
taking up the little round table, deposited it, with all 
on it undamaged, inside, then, closing the door, went 
to receive her caller.

But Madge had shed too many tears, and received 
too great a shock to be quite herself, and the 

| neighbour soon noticed it.
j " You don't look well this morning, Miss May- 
' nell," she said. "Not at all well. Have you been 
i having rheumatics again ? I hope not, but we've 

had some cold winds this spring."
Madge replied that she was quite well, she thanked 

her, but vouchsafed no other information. People 
would know it, must know it, and talk and remark 
on it, but how could she nerve herself to speak of it 
yet!

" Well, I'm glad you say so," returned Mrs. Lane, 
" but you don't look well. Nothing amiss, I trust; 
no one ill?"

"No; no one ill, thank you!" again answered 
Madge, thinking meanwhile, " oh, if he were only 
ill; that would be joy compared with this ! "

again
Then how pleasant he had made the home as he 

grew up to manhood! How often she had sat at 
work in the shady porch, while he had been busy in 
the garden, or mending fences and white-washing 
the stones which edged the borders, and people had 
often remarked to her how he had improved the place, 
and what a comfort he had become to her.

But a cloud had arisen and spread over the sunny 
sky of their affection. Willie had, as young men 
will, " fallen in love," as it is so often phrased, and, as 
is also often the case, with one of whom his nearest 
friend disapproved, and having had so much to do with 
him hitherto, Madge thought, as it was perhaps natural 
that she should think, that he ought not to go against 
her wishes.

The girl herself might be well enough in her way, 
she said, but she was disappointed and rather cha 
grined that her brother should wish for other com 
panionship than hers, and if he must marry, Minnie 
Eivers was not the wife she would have liked to see 
him with.

She knew nothing against her personally, and she 
was pretty and winning; too pretty and winning, 
perhaps, for Madge, whom the trials and labours of 
life had made rather frigid and undemonstrative to all 
except Willie ; but her chief cause of disapproval was 
that she belonged fn * rUc,™~..<..i.i- '•

sers o wom, pro
bably, when times were bad, Willie would be expected 
to lend a helping hand.

But these considerations had weighed nothing 
with Willie. It was Minnie he should marry, he 
said, not her friends, and it would be time enough 
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ful creature, you have more feeling than ; you 
wouldn't so soon forsake a charge. Oh, Prince, your 
master! you will never see him again."

Madge had got into the habit of talking a good 
deal to her dog when she had no other company, 
and if he did not understand the purport of her 
words, he at least knew she was in trouble, and 
showed his sympathy as he best could.

Soon there was a knock at the door. Madge 
started. Why? It was only a neighbour come for 
butter; for Madge kept a small dairy, and her two 
well-cared for cows—Daisy and Brindle—were just 
now enjoying themselves iu the rich, grassy meadow 
behind the house, looking the picture of content, 
as they lay and lazily chewed the cud or raised 
their heads and looked at the passers-by.

Madge took great pride in her cows, and had 
a ready sale for her butter, as well as for her poultry 
and eggs. She took in a little washing also—fine 
washing, which involved much care-taking and 
patience, but which was paid a fair price for; for 

j till her death, some years ago, an aunt had lived 
j with them and taken in laundry work, assisted by 

Madge, who had seemed to have a natural aptitude 
for getting thing's up nicely, and now ladies were 
very glad to send their delicate frilled robes and 
dainty laces to her, knowing they would have careful 
handling and be well done; so she led a rather 
busy life if alone, and was seldom seen sitting with 
idle hands as now—though were they idle, as they 
were clasped and unclasped, linked and unlinked ? 
When had they been so sadly busy before ?

Madge could not have told why a knock should 
make her start, whan she knew, or ought to

------o —— - ——, u», Ji "«
ill; that would be joy compared with this !

She had put the butter into the pretty china saucer 
brought for it; received payment, given change, 
and now wished her visitor would leave her to 
herself.

But traces of grief on the face of Madge, and her 
odd manner, were so unusual that it only made her 
neighbour wonder the more; besides which, she had 
caught sight of the envelope and letter which had 
fallen on the floor, and she remembered the postman 
had come this way; not at all a usual thing. What 
made her connect the letter and William together 
she hardly knew. To be sure he was Madge's only 
near relative, and absent; but then, as everybody was 
aware, they had parted on bad terms.

" I don't Want to be inquisitive, I'm sure/' she 
remarked, "but I'm afraid there is something 
wrong with you, Miss Maynell; no bad news, I 
hope ? "

Madge started and hesitated, and the other saw it 
and went on—

" By-the-by, I don't know that I ought to tell you 
though; yet I don't see why I shouldn't. I saw 
that young girl yesterday that your brother used to 
be after so much, and she tells me last time he wrote 
to her he expected to be back in a few weeks, and 
wanted her to get ready for the wedding. She was 
in a fix, because she didn't know what to do about it. 
Does he really mean to have her, do you .suppose ? I 
should think he ought to care more for you than that, 
after all you have done for him. "

Madge winced. How many more thorns were in 
store for her this morning? Her frame quivered, but 
she tried to steady her voice, as she said—

"He will never have her nor any one else now. 
He is dead—drowned."

Her neighbour looked and felt surprised, and a 
little uncomfortable too; feeling somehow, as she 
caught the pathos in the voice, that, in her thought 
less curiosity, she had hurt a sore place. She answered., 
after a pause—

You don't mean it ? Well, I am sorry ! I'm 
sure I never thought, or I wouldn't have asked you. 
Poor young fellow! and you didn't know it till 
now ? "

" Only this morning. The ship was lost. 0 
Willie ! my brother ! " she cried, all her self-repres 
sion giving way, and breaking into an agony of 
tears.

Mrs. Lane tried to soothe her, to speak comfort 
ing words ; but as she watched the torrent of griefshe did -- K " u " '--1 --*•-- ' ' ' ' " 
her toil
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man s visit had interrupted her breakfast, and her 
rasher and bread remained only half eaten, while her 
last cup of coffee had become cold. But she would 
Dot want any more, and being very methodical, and 
aware that her customer would regard her late meal 
^5J^er--for8lieJiadJeen some time brooding

au
are found in Health; and health, strength, ""•>i!+ ! -- —-1 -'- ' are retained
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wish she had not come just now, or had kept 
. --gue still.

" He may not be lost, after all," she remarked, as 
the last grain of consolation left to give. " We do 
hear of strange things; the sea gives many a one 
back that has been mourned as dead, and he may 
have been preserved somehow, and be on his way 
home now."

But Madge shook her head. " He'll never come 
back ; I feel it, I know it. If only I had kept him 
here. 0 Willie, Willie!"

Again her neighbour essayed to console her, even 
offering to stay and help do her work, or send some 
one to be with her, but this offer Madge declined; 
she wanted nobody, nothing ; nobody could help her, 
so, finding she was doing no good, but only making 
matters worse, the other soon lelt, and by noon the 
whole village knew that Madge Mayneli's brother 
had been lost at sea.

(To be continued.)
lhona!ueot_ UOBWICK is a household word in every well-reg 

lated family • for is it not Berwick's Baking Powder that mak 
the delicious bread, cakes, pastry, and puddings P Insist on hari 
BoBwiCi's. (ADVI.)
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DANCING round the chimney corner shadows come
and go, 

As the firelight flick'ring brightly sheds a ruddy
glow. 

Come and sit down here beside me, put your work
away; 

We've been married, only think, dear, forty years
to-day.

Once we two sat thus and whispered, whispered sweet
and low,

As we built our airy castles in that long ago. 
We were young and full of hope, dear, and though

years have flown, 
Well I mind each word you said, love—aye ! the very

tone.

And our hearts are just the same dear, as they were
that night, 

Though our hopes have been o'ershadowed, though
our hair is white; 

For our love has never faltered, and when life is
passed, 

Love will spring forth from the shadows, Death hath
o'er it cast.

LOUISA BKOCKMAN.

HOMELY WORDS FOR WORKING WOMEN.

\
jjELL, Mrs. Fletcher. I'll tell you what 

it is. I'm regular out of patience," 
As these words were spoken a 

great brewer's van rolled down the 
road, and the young speaker fol 
lowed it with her eyes, half ashamed 
of her confession and the tone in 

which she had made it. She was leaning against the 
side of a door, clasping a baby girl in her arms, and 
le'ting the little one play with her hair and stroke 
her cheeks unnoticed. The neighbour to whom she 
spoke looked at her silently till the noisy van had 
passed out of hearing. She noted the sharp lines of 
discontent that crossed those which care had already 
lightly pressed on her young friend's forehead; she 
marked a change in the face that, if not pretty, had 
an English comeliness about it, that made it pleasant, 
and there was no curiosity, no reproof in her tone as 
she answered back—

" Out of patience, Mrs. Philips. Who with ? " 
" Why, with everything," was the short, im 

patient answer; "and with everybody too, and yet 
—yet I don't know——" and there came a little 
sigh—half weary, half bitter.

Mrs. Fletcher was laying the tea things. She was 
a bright, active woman between thirty and forty, and 
there was a briskness in her movements, and a deci 
sion in her manner that gave a feeling of rest and 
content to a watcher. She did not pause in her 
occupation to listen to her young friend, and was 
noiselessly placing the cups in the saucers as she 
answered her—

" May be without knowing it, it's yourself, and no 
one else, and nothing else at all you are out of patience 
with. We are hard on ourselves we women some 
times when we want to do something as does not 
come natural; maybe it's to leave off a thing or 
begin a thing that don't look easy, we gets terrible
out of^heart if all don't come right as quick as we 
want it. Yet all the while we are more like our 
little ones than we think—they take a step and then 
they are down, up again, just one more step, and then 
another fall. Dear hearts ! how they go on to he 
sure, we'd do better if we'd one quarter the spirit 
they have. Don't give way, honey; you are down a 
bit I see, and you are thinidng it's all other people, 
when all the while, may be, you have just not given 
yourself a fair trial, and it's yourself you are out of patience with, after all."

The kettle boiled 'over at this point, and Mrs. 
j_lgtgher_went to move it, but Ruth Philips neither
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spoke nor offered to go. She was twisting and mi' 
twisting baby's scanty curls, and the lines o 1 
discontent had disappeared from her forehead. So as 
she measured out the tea Mrs. Fletcher went on :—

"It was the Master's way to be gentle with the 
poor folk—patient like. There was never no drivin: 
or hurrying them into what they wasn't, it was more 
a sort of leading, hardly that perhaps. He made 
them want what was different to their own selves 
and then just told them to follow Him. That always 
seems so wonderful pitiful. It's so easy to dired 
a body, just to show them the way, and leave them 
to get through it as best they can, hoping it will be 
all right in the end. But it is very different to know 
that the one that is sure to lead right is just in front, 
and you have got no further to look than just the 
next step or two. If we believed that, it would make 
us feel that all the thinking and planning was taken 
off our own shoulders, we would feel as though He 
must be thinking, ' there's that poor frightened 
thing coming after,' and we would feel quite sure 
He was choosing out the best road, one does feel so 
sure and certain of it, when after a real rough bit, 
there comes a time of rest and peace. Maybe I 
speak a bit familiar like, but I've trod the way my 
self, so I know, and I can't abear to see young things 
like you looking forward so hopeless and fearful."

Again there came a little pause. Mrs. Fletcher 
was cutting thick slices of bread and butter ; as she 
quietly finished her task she dusted away the crumbs, 
and then began to pour milk and water into the 
mugs she arranged beside the plates.

" We can't take flying leaps into everything all at 
once, but we'd get on quicker maybe if we're a bit 
more patient. He speaks about adding one thing to 
another, seeking one thing after another, little upon 
little, tender and gentle like. We must just go on 
steady, first with the temper maybe, and then with 
the tongue, then with the cheerfulness, and cleaning, 
mending and such like—out of hearfc with them all 
honey, are you ? Well maybe, but don't be im 
patient with yourself; teach yourself how to do it 
all, as you would a child."

Still Ruth stood there looking and listening, but 
without speaking.

Those quiet tones and words were calming and 
strengthening her, she could not break the spell they 
had thrown around her by going away.

Again Mrs. Fletcher's voice broke the silence 
sharp and cheery this time.

" There now, we won't let the tea spoil with boil 
ing. Come and sit down and have a cup, and give 
me baby for awhile."

"No, thank you," Ruth answered, straightening 
herself suddenly, and speaking in a hard harsh voice ; 
"No, thank you, Mrs. Fletcher ; I must go home."

"Eh! must you?" Mrs. Fletcher said, coming 
across to the doorway now, and looking pitifully at 
the young troubled face. " Well, well, we've been 
neighbours some time now, and I'd ask you to try 
the patience plan with yourself first and him after; 
give him the same greeting and care when he comes 
home to-night as you did the first day you was 
married."

"Have I been too bold?" she said, giving baby 
her fingers to clasp, and looking at the flushed face 
suddenly bent down, and noticing the little impetuous 
movement to go. " I did not mean to hurt you; we 
often wound with our rough hands the very sore we 
want to heal. Good-bye, then, if you won't stay."

She stooped to kiss the baby, and then with the 
same motherly tenderness kissed the young mother 
too.

Then she stood watching her young friend cross 
the road to her cottage, and closing her own door, 
turned to put the finishing touch to the tea-table, 
thinking all the while of the one who had left her.

Ruth, meanwhile, went into her own little cottage, 
laid her little one down on the rug, and leaning 
against the mantelshelf, gave way to an uncontrollable 
[it of weeping.

How dark, how dreary, the past looked, what a 
long, hard time she seemed to have gone through. 
Yet though she had flinched beneath Mrs. Fletcher's 
plain words, there was no resentment, no bitterness 
n the scalding tears that were pouring down her 

cheeks. It seemed as though suddenly some icy 
jand that had wound itself round her heart was 
woken, and hope and love, yes, even joy, were pos 
sible again.

And what was Ruth Philip's history ? What 
was it that drew from her neighbour kindly words of | 
advice, and from herself those tears of sorrow ?
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It was nothing out of the way, nothing but just 
what happens in a thousand homes. She could look 
back upon a bright childhood, upon happy home-life 
and pleasant school-days. She could recall her first 
feelings upon going into service; she still often 
thought of the mistress she had served, and the 
children she had tended for three years. And mingled 
with the last few months of service came tender 
memories. Yes, it was hardly two years since Fred 
Philips the young painter, had first crossed her 
path, hardly two years since they had both felt sure 
they could neither be happy again without each 
other. It had been a short, almost cloudless court 
ship. Everyone had been pleased and satisfied, and 
the young people looked to their wedding-day as a 
gateway into life-long happiness.

Mrs. Fletcher's words had brought back vividly the 
first night she had welcomed him home; she could 
remember the long busy day, the care and pride with 
which she had cleaned and dusted everything; the 
very dish she had prepared for his supper ; the snowy 
whiteness of the cloth ; the comfort and cosiness all 
around. She could remember standing out on the 
doorstep to welcome Fred, his glad smile and bright 
greeting as he came up the path, his swift glance of 
approval as he entered the cottage, and the air of rest 
with which he sat down in the arm-chair and said 
gently— _

" This is something like a home, Ruthie." 
There it all stood out before her as in a golden flood 

of sunshine—so long ago—it seemed impossible it 
should ever be again; yet, hardly two years. And of 
course it could not; then everything was fresh and 
new, now it had sunk into routine and weariness; no, 
it might not be quite the same, but was it at all? was 
it not all quite changed and different P And what 
had done it ?

That was not so easy to answer. It seemed as 
though so very soon a little shadow had come across 
the sunshine, a little breach had come between them. 
Perhaps it was only at first a little neglect on Ruth's 
part, a little want of patience from Fred, a want of 
forbearance in the wife, a stubborn masterfulness in 
the husband, a few sharp words, an angry retort, a 
quarrel. They had forgotten they were neither per 
fect, forgotten there would be something to bear, 
something to forgive each day. If Ruth was tired 
out on washing-day, and inclined to be a little cross 
and fretful, Fred might have known angry words and 
discontent would not bring back her smiles and her 
brightness. If Fred came home out of temper, and 
inclined to find fault, Ruth might have divined that 
a little humouring, a little patience would have been 
the shortest way to win him round. And so the 
shadow had deepened and the breach widened, the 
young wife was weary and out of patience, and the 
husband was growing selfish and inconsiderate. The 
home was no longer a centre of interest to them both, 
and though Ruth kept it clean and tidy, the old 
brightness and cheerfulness was gone. Both felt 
unable to struggle against what now seemed inevitable. 
AVell was it for Ruth that she had turned to Mrs. 
Fletcher that afternoon. She had questioned with 
herself as she left the cottage whether she should go 
to her, or to a Mrs. Marks, who was also an acquaint 
ance. Had she taken the latter course, I think her 
fate would have been sealed. Kindhearted Mrs. 
Marks might be, but sadly unwise she most assuredly 
was. She would have welcomed Ruth and all her 
troubles; she would have talked everything over, and 
added, till in self-defence Ruth would have had to tell 
out the truth. She would have come away with much 
sjTnpathy, and the feeling that she was sorely ill-used 
by Fred, pitying- herself, she would have been less 
inclined to bear with him, and the next time she met 
Mrs. Marks it would have been—

" Well Mrs. Philips, and how are you getting on ? 
I can't tell you the times I have thought about you. 
~'ome in for a cup of tea, you are not in a hurry, 
[ see."

And there would have been more mischief, and 
perhaps a friend of Mrs. Marks would have dropped 
n, and then the harm would have gone further, and 
jy-and-by unpleasant reports would have reached 
b'red, and the natural course would have followed. 
When the wife takes to gossiping, the husband turns 
:o the public-house and the drink.

There is a need of more Mrs. Fletchers—kind, : 
wise, motherly women—to whom the younger ones 
can safely turn. Women, who will pause in the 
)usy everyday life to lift a burden from some tired
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shoulder, who have the tenderness and the tact to aic 
with a kiss some disappointed heart, and yet at the 
same time will brace the failing energies to fresh 
resolve and action. It would stop the gossiping anc 
mischief-making, it would still the busy strife o; 
tongues, and lead the younger women to fulfil the 
Bible rule and

" Love their husbands, love their children
Be discreet, chaste, keepers at home." 

A little cry from baby made Euth wipe away 
her tears, and bring back the smiles to the little 
frightened face that was perplexed at seeing mother 
cry. Then she did up the fire, swept the hearth, 
filled the kettle, and sat down in a chair. Lately 
she had wasted a great deal of time sitting in that 
easy chair doing nothing but amuse baby, but now 
she was thinking—should she ? Could she make 
the effort that was needed and really try and begin 
again ? Mrs. Fletcher was right, it was herself she 
was out of patience with. Things had got so behind 
hand, she had not the energy to try and get them in 
hand again. She tried over and over again to begin 
the day brightly, tried to make her tone a little less 
fractious, and to bear with Fred, and had failed, the 
half resolves had been broken, and she had grown dis 
heartened and out of patience. But Mrs. Fletcher's 
words !had brought back more than these fleeting 
resolutions; some words, she said, had brought back 
those her late mistress had spoken when she left, and 
she glanced up at a text that hung above the mantel 
piece and read the words ; 

" Learn of Me—
For I am meek and lowly in heart, 

And ye shall find rest unto your souls." 
Then she was quite quiet thinking for a little while, 
thoughts which can never be told without marring, 
but from which in the quietness of our own hearts, 
our most earnest life purpose may spring.

Then baby was put down again to play with the 
kitten, and Euth began to move briskly about, and 
once at work there was more to do than she thought 
possible. All sorts of things had accumulated in the 
corners that had no business there. They needed 
patiently sorting over and putting away ; there was 
quite a collection of little things she and Fred had 
lost at different times; all sorts of strange mysteries 
were explained, and soon Euth was something of her 
own bright self, finding the occupation interesting. 
The little room looked quite different when she had 
finished. The chairs were all standing straight and 
no longer looked as though their only use was to 
hold piles of things for which there was no other 
place. The brightened polish reflected back the fire 
light, and some of the old cosiness seemed creeping 
into the room again. There was a little journey to 
the grocer's next door; a little parley with the fish- 
man as he passed down the street, and then all was 
done and Euth had only to lay the table and wait 
for Fred's step to boil the egg, which she knew 
would please him, as he was later than usual that 
evening. She had not to wait long, the garden gate 
soon swung, the firm, manly step came up the path, 
and the door opened. Euth was busy putting the 
egg into the saucepan and did not look round, and 
Fred went straight across as usual to put his bag in 
the back kitchen and wash himself.

" Will you have some hot water P" she called 
after him; but an ungracious "No" came back. 
The first night the hot water had been carried in 
without a question, she remembered, as she watched 
the egg. Soon she became aware that there was 
evidently something wrong in the back kitchen; all 
sorts of unusual noises were going on, and ib flashed 
across her that in her hurry she had thrust all the 
things that needed washing into the little tub Fred 
always used. She was just going to say how sorry 
she was, when an angry voice came out of the room 
asking for a towel. Everything seemed going 
wrong. She remembered now she had taken it to 
wipe up a can of water she had turned over, and she 
had to leave her egg and rush upstairs, while Fred 
was standing in the doorway with the cold water 
dripping from his hands.

How easy it would have made it if he had smiled 
forgiveness at her as she gave it into his hands and 
said she was sorry.

But he did not speak, and she turned to lift the 
egg from the fire and take the teapot from the hob.

" There Nellie, kiss dadda," she said, lifting the 
little one; it was an effort even those few words, but 
she hoped to bring a kindly answer.

He gave the kiss, but as he put her down, he said, 
" You might have found a clean pinafore by this 
time, I should think. That was last week's washing 
in my tub, I suppose."

They had a few words about Nellie's clothes that 
morning, and Euth's forgetfulness was another mis 
take. Then the egg was hard, and everything 
seemed just as wrong as it could be, and the lines 
came back into Euth's forehead, and the weary dis 
inclination to exert herself into her heart.

" Mrs. Fletcher did not know how hard it would 
be," she said to herself, as she washed up the tea- 
things ; but then her text came suddenly into her 
mind, and she remembered that the One who spoke 
that did. And she proved herself a brave little 
woman through that evening; perhaps she was a little 
too silent and did not do much to cheer Fred, but she 
certainly did nothing to irritate him, and made her 
first effort after a " patient spirit."

" And it will just be all this over again to-morrow," 
she thought, as she laid down to rest; and yet in her 
heart there was a different feeling to what she had 
had for many a night, something perhaps of the 
promised rest unto her soul.

So the days went on, and Euth proved herself in 
earnest. There were endless mistakes., little fretting, 
worrying mistakes like those on the first evening and 
often and often she found herself sinking into the old 
sharp way of speaking. Then too, she was disap 
pointed another way, she had thought to see Fred 
making the same effort as herself, and he did not 
seem to be doing it. But she went on bravely, till 
one day there was a dreadful downfall. It was all 
about some trifle at breakfast time, some little insig 
nificant thing that should have been passed by with 
a smile, and a pleasant word. But it upset them 
both, and there were high tones and loud voices, and 
bitter angry words, and Fred went off to his work 
without any attempt at reconciliation, and Euth sat 
down in the arm-chair listless and out of spirits. 
The habit of work had grown upon her, however, 
and soon she was moving about as usual, but with a 
heavy cloud on her brow, and a weight en her heart. 
There was a knock at her door soon, however, to 
interrupt the sad thoughts she was thinking, and 
Mrs. Fletcher's kind face looked on. They had met 
several times since the conversation we related, and 
the elder woman had helped and encouraged the 
younger.

" Eh, but honey, what's the matter ? " she said, 
standing still with her hand on the latch, " I was 
coming to ask if my little one might come and play 
for an hour along of you'rn, but you don't look fit to 
take the charge of two. AVhat is it ? "

" What, nothing at all P " she went on in answer 
to Euth's cold indifferent answer. " Why I always 
think that is just the worst complaint of all. It's 
like the rheumatics; it goes flying about you all 
over, and you know you've got them because you feel 
so bad, but you can't never lay hold of them, and 
make out what they are, and they say there is no 
cure for them. • I must go, for it is my washing day; 
but just ask yourself sharp and plain, is it something 
that can be helped ? If so, set to work with a good 
heart, and get the victorj', but if it is something that 
can't, then what you must do is just to pray for a 
gentle, patient spirit to bear, and to bear it with a 
bright face too, if you can. Now, will you ? and I 
may send in the little one ? Thank you," Euth 
smiled, as she answered " yes," and the cloud that 
had gathered so quickly seemed breaking.

By-and-by when there came a quiet time, she 
took Mrs. Fletcher's advice, and quietly thought over 
what had happened, and all this great trouble and 
wretchedness seemed to resolve itself into the simple 
fact that she had lost her temper. And she was 
sorry, sorry, not now as once, only for herself, but 
for the wrong she had done; sorry to think she had 
grieved the one to whom she had been going day by 
day to learn of Him.

So out of her failure Euth really came out stronger, 
for she learnt to trust herself less, and to desire more, 
the lowly, patient spirit. Yes, she must try Mrs. 
Fletcher's plan, and patiently begin again. So 
when Fred came home, though she was a little 
subdued, she was bright, and presently when an 
opportunity came she made a little attempt at an 
apology.

"Fred," she said, "fetch down that coat and I'll 
put it all to rights now. I was wrong this morning 
ind I'm sorry. I wish we could have done with these 
hard words."

Fred got up and went away to fetch the coat. 
There was something evidently on his mind, and he 
did not like to say it, sitting there just in front of 
ler. He brought it in, and put it down on the 
;able, and then said huskily—

" I was a bit sharp too, Euthie, and I think may 
be it was all my fault; but I was a bit surprised at 
you; it's weeks since I heard you speak out like that.

You have been quite different, and I thought it was 
going to last. You have been so wonderful patient- 
like."

t( Have I ?" Euth answered, lifting up a face 
radiant with smiles and blushes, " I never knew you 
noticed."

And then all the reserve and misunderstanding 
broke down between them, and they told one another 
all sorts of things. The old love that had been hidden 
away all the time sprang up ; the old confidence and 
respect for one another returned, and the house 
became again what God meant an English working 
man's home to be.

It was not perpetual sunshine, even now there 
were many failures and mistakes. Life lessons are 
long and hard to learn, and Euth had often to look 
up through tears, to the text that hung on her wall. 
But she was learning her lesson the right way, her 
daily prayer was for a patient spirit, and the patient 
conduct followed after, and Fred learned to seek for 
it too, and knew that it made him none the less 
manly, for He who once worked among working men, 
who was perfect man as well as God, said of Himself 
—" For I am meek and lowly in heart."

E. VAN SOMMEE.

AN OBSEBVATOKY 10,000 FEET HIGH.—The 
Austrian Government has taken to heart the pro 
tests of scientific men against low-lying sites for 
astronomical and meteorological buildings, and has 
just erected the very highest observatory in the 
whole world. This is on the summit of the Sinni- 
belleck Mountain, which soars upwards of 10,000 feet 
high. It is in the province of Salzburg, in the 
Austrian Alps, and is not far distant from Bad 
Gastein, the famous meeting-place of the Emperors; 
nor from the Gross Glochner, where the recent moun 
taineering accident occurred. This observatory is 
intended primarily for meteorological purposes, and 
will be in connection with the chief central office in 
Vienna. The telegraph wires will be brought up the 
mountain side, across a glacier, and will join the 
general telegraphic circuit of the country at Taxen- 
bach. Everything has been done to render life at 
this enormous altitude as safe and comfortable as 
possible. The mountain has been chosen owing to 
its being a famous centre of electrical disturbance, 
and the workmen who have been engaged in building 
the observatory are said to have had numerous oppor 
tunities of watching the way in which lightning 
behaves as seen from above the clouds.
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