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THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

Che promise 0f tk
O Op O

THE signs of coming changes
The realms of Nature show, 

Along the hilly ranges,
And in the vale below. 

The verdant slopes are duller,
The day less brightness yields, 

And soberer shades of colour
Are over all the fields.

A deeper russet tinges
The slowly thinning leaves, 

All empty are the fringes
Of nests beneath.the eaves. 

The azure lake no longer
Throws back the sunny beam, 

The winds grow chill and stronger,
And darker flows the stream.

What then ? Though Spring and Summer
Have gone from earth and sky. 

Though Autumn—later comer—
Has laid his glory by. 

Through every changing season
Still works the Eternal Will, 

And Faith and Hope and Reason,
Look up and onward still.

For through the countless ages,
In bright or darkest hour, 

Upon the written pages,
Still stand the words of power. 

" Nor Spring npr Summer's gladness,
Nor Autumn's harvest gains. 

Nor Winter's cold or sadness
Shall cease while earth remains."

R. STANSBY WILLIAMS.

makes

) LL who are acquainted with the old- 
fashioned town of Axminster, which is 
situated just over the borders of Devon 
shire, will remember the long hill that 
mounts upwards for nearly a mile on 
the high road to Bridport and Char- 
mouth.

On the right hand are pretty white villas, sur 
rounded on three sides by gardens that slope away 
to the south, and in the summer are gay with many 
coloured flowers.

To the left a few cottages are to be seen, in groups 
of two or three, standing just off the road, and shut 
in with a neat quickset hedge, nicely shorn.

In one of these cottages lived, not many years ago, 
a respectable young woman, whom I shall call Lucy 
Blake, for I do not choose to give her right name. 
She and her husband had lately moved from Chard, 
in the next county, on account of Joseph Blake's 
work, which now lay at Axminster.

The adjoining house was occupied by the Careys. 
Mrs. Carey was a neat thrifty woman, whose hus 
band and sons were all earning their livelihood in 
good places. She was a native of Upton, a small 
hamlet off the Lyme road. She had lived in her 
present abode more than twenty summers, her hus 
band having brought her there the day they were 
married.

One afternoon at the beginning of October Lucy 
Blake tapped at her neighbour's door, and asked 
if she would lend her a kettle, for, added she, " mine 
has gone to be mended, and it was not ready when 
my husband called for it at dinner-time."

" You are quite welcome to it," answered Mrs. 
Carey ; "but please let me have it again before long 
to boil the water for tea. George and the boys 
come home soon after six, and they are always eager 
for their supper."

''" I will be sure and bring it back," replied Lucy, 
as she carried off the kettle.

At the appointed time Lucy returned. She
knocked softiy,jtben loudei%_bui^niceiving no answer,
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she lifted the latch and peeped in. The room was 
empty, not a sound was to be heard, save the chirp 
ing of the cricket and the soft purring of pussy, who 
was lying at her ease before the fire.

How cheerful the little kitchen looked. On the 
chimney-piece stood bright pewter pots and cups, 
and on the opposite side of the room the plates and 
dishes were ranged in order above the dresser. But, 
best of all, was the smell of cooking which came from 
the fire. Evidently the oven contained something 
very good.

Lucy hesitated, and wondered. There was such 
an air of comfort about the room, that she felt in no 
hurry to leave it.

In two or three minutes Mrs. Carey appeared. 
" I was in the garden, gathering a handful of apples, 
so I did not hear your step, neighbour," said she.

Susan Carey was a stout, comely woman, with 
auburn hair and brown eyes that are so common in 
Devonshire.

Her cheeks were too rosy for beauty. She was 
much in the open air, and the fresh sea breezes cam 
over the low hills from the coast with every soutl 
wind.

" I hope I haven't kept your kettle too long, Mrs 
Carey ? " said Lucy.

" No, indeed; it is full early yet. My husbanc 
does not leave his work till six o'clock, and thei 
there's the walk up-hill. Won't you sit down a few 
minutes now that you're in the house ? "

Lucy took a seat, and looking round her, remarked 
" How snug and comfortable your room always 
looks."

" I love to make it bright and cheerful," answerec 
Mrs. Carey, "that George and the children may 
think that there's no place like home."

" This might almost be a gentleman's kitchen ! " 
" And is it not well to make the most of one'; 

home ? '* asked the elder woman.
" I suppose so; but though my room is the same 

size and shape as this, it never looks half so nice."
Mrs. Carey moved towards the grate; she opened 

the oven to examine the pie.
" Why, Mrs. Carey, how can you afford pies for 

supper, when meat and butter are so dear ?" 
exclaimed Lncy.

•''I always use dripping for the crust; we had a
bit of roast beef for our Sunday's dinner, and I
thought the dripping would come in handy for a pie.
All the boys like one for supper, and so does George."

" I should think so indeed, if they can get it."
" You remember the old proverb, neighbour, ' The

way to a man's heart is through his stomach ;' it's
a homely one, but it's true," observed Mrs, Carey.

'' I never thought of that," said Lucy, who had 
somehow felt of late that her husband's heart was 
not so much in his home as it had been during the 
first part of their married life.

Meanwhile Mrs. Carey was busy with her apples. 
She peeled them, took out the cores, and, having cut 
each apple in • half, put them into a wide-necked 
earthenware jar ; then, adding some moist sugar, she 
proceeded to cook them slowly.

Lucy Blake watched her neighbour's work with 
interest. " Surely you do not give the boys fruit as 
well as pies for supper P " she asked.

" When it is plentiful I do. These apples are of 
a sort that will not keep, so they may as well enjoy 
them; children always love fruit, I find."

Just then the clock struck six, which reminded 
Lucy that it was time to go home; so getting up 
quickly, she wished Mrs. Carey good night, and let 
herself out.

How different her own room looked ; it was so 
dark that she could not easily see across it. As her 
husband was to have a cold supper it had not been 
worth while to keep the fire alight. The weather 
was still mild, so that it was not required for warmth, 
but compared with the next house this one presented 
a cold and cheerless aspect.

Lucy went out to the woodhouse to bring in some 
fuel; as she entered the room she found her husband, 
who had that instant reached home.

" What! all in the dark ? " he called out. " The 
Carey's kitchen is lit up. I looked in to leave a bag 
of nails, and his wife has made a smoking hot pie for 
supper."

" I'll light a candle directly," said Lucy. 
" What have you in the cupboard ?" asked the 

man.
" There's some cold mutton, and a piece of cheese," 

she replied. ___________
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" The mutton was burnt outside, and not near 
cooked in the middle," observed Blake. " I'll have 
some bread and cheese."

Lucy set the simple repast on the table. Her 
husband soon finished his meal, then washing his 
hands and face, he took up his hat to leave the house. 

His wife was sorry to see him go. She was by 
herself nearly all day ; but then, when the door was 
open, she could watch the passers-by, and the 
omnibus that carried passengers between Axminster 
and Lyme.

In the dark evenings the house was quiet, nay 
lonely; she felt it especially so this evening; perhaps 
the contrast between the two cottages forced itself 
painfully upon her mind.

Lucy took out her work, but plain sewing leaves 
one's mind free. Her thoughts turned again to her 
neighbour's words and deeds. " Why should not my 
home be as bright and comfortable as hers P " she 
said to herself. " It's true that she's older than 
I arn, and so has had more experience. I wonder if 
she found it difficult—at first—years ago ?"

Many such thoughts occupied Lucy throughout 
the evening, which seemed to pass more slowly than 
usual.

Towards ten o'clock Blake entered. 
" I must be off by five to-morrow morning," he 

exclaimed. " I've a job at Branscombe, beyond 
Seaton, so I must catch the first train."

The following day, Lucy Blake's duties were 
finished in good time. It was neither washing nor 
ironing da}7, and she had begun them an hour earlier 
than usual. She did not like to leave the house, 
because a person for whom she was doing some sewing 
had promised to call and pay her for it.

Towards four o'clock Mrs. Carey stepped in ,to ask 
if she would like the use of her kettle again. She 
immediately saw that there was no sign of a fire. 
However, it occurred to her that Lucy might be glad 
of some tea, without the trouble of making it, so she 
said pleasantly—

" My husband and the lads will not be back before 
night, but I am having some tea now; will you come 
in and drink a cup with me? "

" Thank you kindly," responded Mrs. Blake ; " it's 
lonesome all day by myself. I'll gladly accept your 
offer."

" It will be ready in five minutes; bring your 
needlework with you, if vou are in a hurry to finish it."

Lucy gathered together her working materials, 
then locking the door, she was quickly on her neigh 
bour's threshold.

Mrs. Carey's tea was quite ready. 
" Take this arm-chair; you can-move it nearer the 

window if you please," said she.
The two women were soon settled. Near the fire 

stood a small round table, covered with a white 
cloth, and beside the tea-tray a nice light-looking 
cake.

"Neighbour," remarked Mrs. Blake, as she sat 
sipping her tea, " I don't know when I have enjoyed 
a meal so much."

"I'm glad to hear it, though I don'fc understand 
why it should be better than your usual fare."

" Well, to begin with, I should not think of treat 
ing myself to a cake like this."

" 1 make my own cakes, and the trouble is very 
little," observed Mrs. Carey. " This only cost me 
sevenpence; for I had the dripping, and it is made 
without eggs."

" Now, did you?" exclaimed Mrs. Blake, " really?" 
" I will give you the receipt, I am sure you could 

make one ; may be your husband would fancy it for tea 
on Sunday." _ - 

" How came you to know so much about cooking, 
neighbour? Asa girl I thought you were a lady's 
maid."

" So I was, I could scarcely cook anything well 
when I settled here, but I learnt a lesson that I shall 
never forget."

"Do tell me about it," exclaimed. Lucy earnestly.
"Certainly, if you care to hear my story. My

•randfather," proceeded Mrs. Carey ""had a _ small
[arm at Up Lyme, not many miles distant, which on
nis death came to my mother. We were all born there
—for my father, being a sailor, was often away,
indeed he was absent as much as two years at a time,
when his ship was bound for China—so mother still
"ived at the iarm, and she continued to see after the
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dairy and cooking, in which work ray two eldest 
sisters helped her ; but I went to service as soon as 
I was turned fourteen, and, being first in the nursery 
and afterwards employed in waiting on my mistress 
and the young Ladies, I neither saw nor had any 
thing to do with kitchen work for several years. As 
a child I was quick at needlework ; so it was my 
duty to darn and sew, whilst the others were engaged 
with the cows, or in preparing the meals.

" I left my situation to be married, and George 
brought me to this cottage, which has been my home 
till now. At first we were very happy, but I found 
out before long that my husband was much vexed 
because I knew so little of cooking. Some days the 
dinner was not ready when he came in, and often, 
when it was set on the table, it was burnt, or at other 
times the meat, was badly done, so when he had eaten 
what he could—which many times was little enough 
—he would go off to the Crown to refresh himself 
with beer instead.

" This made me dreadfully uneasy, for when once a 
man gets into the habit of drinking at the public- 
house, he almost always gets to like it more and 
more.

" During that spring my sister Ellen, who had just 
lost her husband, came to visit us. Sl/3 was brought 
up to be a cook ; at five and twenty she married and 
settled in Cornwall.

" Unfortunately in three years' time she was left a 
widow, she was therefore obliged to do something in 
order to maintain herself, so I begged her to come 
and stay with us until she could find a situation in 
the neighbourhood.

"I told her of my anxiety about George. She looked 
grave, and immediately proposed to undertake the 
cooking whilst she was with us. For said she, 
' depend upon it, Susan, A MAN WHO FINDS HIS
MEALS ALWAYS HOT AND COMFORTABLE WHEN HE 
GETS HOME WILL NOT WANT TO GO TO THE PUBLIC- 
HOUSE.'

" ' But what shall we do when you are gone, Ellen ?' 
I asked.

"' You must learn to cook j-ourself, and as long as 
I am here I will help you every day.'

" I promised to do my best to learn, though it was 
not the kind of work that I cared for. My sister 
was a care'ul teacher; she explained clearly all that, 
she expected me to undertake, so I made fair progress, 
iind, as time went on, I got more interested in cook 
ing ; for was it not of the greatest importance to me 
that I should keep my husband at home ? Since 
Ellen had come to us there was already a change in 
him, for he was not so far addicted to the public- 
house that he must go there every day ; he would 
stay and chop up wood, and help me in many other 
waj's, until he was obliged to set off again to his 
work.

" My sister remained as much as three months 
with me. The lady to whom she had engaged her 
self was unexpectedly called from home, and as she 
was detained in town for several weeks, she was in 
no need of a cook.

" The day after Ellen left us, my husband remarked 
'How we shall miss our nice dinners ! When I came 
home there was alwaj^s something hot on the table; 
I was never kept waiting two minutes.'

"' George/ said I, ' Ellen has been teaching me to 
cook, and 1 hope you will find the dinners better than 
they used to be before she came to us.'

'"Well done, Ellen!' he exclaimed. 'Nothing 
sets up a man who has a hard day's work before him 
like a good hot meal.'

"The cooking took up much of my time; but it 
was a reward to see how pleased my husband was, 
and he promised that as I had learnt to cook vege 
tables, that he would provide me with plenty of 
cabbages and potatoes.

" Ellen had told him one day that it was a great help 
in cooking to have a few common herbs and vegetables 
always ready at hand, but I did not know that he 
had taken notice of what she said. When the light 
evenings came he began to dig in the garden, and 
then to sow seeds, and afterwards he brought home 
a few fruit trees to plant, and you see that now the 
garden is thoroughly stocked, and a great convenience it is."

"I only wish mine was like it," replied Lucy.
" One spring," continued Mrs. Carey, " nearly all 

our gooseberries were destroyed by a late frost. So 
the following winter George got a quantity of old 
netting from the sailors at. Lyrne, and by spreading 
it double over the bushes they were protected, and 
g ncej__then_we_ have had a good supply of fruit each 
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year. A year or two after he got our landlord to let 
us take in a small piece of the field that lies behind 
for potatoes."

" I have noticed that your garden was larger than 
ours," said Lucy; " but we do not use the bit we 
have. I should not know how to set about making 
a garden, being brought up in a town. I never was 
much, in the country till I came here. It seemed at 
first so lonely, being away from the streets and 
houses."

"No doubt," answered Mrs. Carey; "but you'll 
get used to it in time. As for gardening, one can 
do a little in any place. I have an aunt who lives in 
Exeter, and in a narrow street too, but she manages 
to grow mustard and cress and radishes, besides 
thyme and other little herbs in boxes and large pots. 
She sets them on the leads behind the house, and in 
the windows; and you would be surprised to see 
how well the plants grow. She attends to them and 
waters them carefully, and when the rain falls she 
puts the pots outside the window that the leaves may 
get a good washing."

"To think of taking all that trouble," said Lucy, 
half in surprise.

" Where there's a will there's a way," remarked 
Mrs. Carey. " You would not find this place near 
so lonely if you had more change of occupation. It's 
not having much work, but always doing the same 
kind of work that makes life seem dull. It's such a 
pleasure to see the flowers corning upland opening 
every spring, and how pretty the apple and plum 
trees are when they are covered with blossom."

" Oh, I like flowers as much as any one," said 
Lucy quickly.

" Then you can get no end of primroses and sweet- 
scented violets from the woods by just taking a 
basket and a strong knife to dig up the roots."

" I think I'll try," said Liicy. "Joe often talks 
of his father's garden, and whenever we went there 
he always sent us away loaded with vegetables. I 
shall get four shillings for my work next week— 
what shall I buy first ? "

" A spade, to be sure," replied Mrs. Care}7, " and 
a rake. You might dig a piece of the ground every 
day. Maybe at first you will find it a bit tiring, 
but you'll soon get used to the work."

" £ don't mind being tired if there's ought to be 
gained b}' it," answered Lucy.

" Then you must make up your mind what you 
would like to grow. Pens you may sow in February, 
and a second supply early in March."

" Peas will do nicely," said Lucy; " and when 
should potatoes be planted ?"

" The first week in April is the time for pota 
toes. Myatt's kidney, to my kind, is the best sort, 
and they will have made good green shoots by that 
time if you have kept them in a cool room or out 
house till the time for planting. As for flowers, I 
can give you some cuttings of pinks and carnations. 
They don't need much attention, and increase year 
by year, as you may see in our garden."

" I must see what I can make of a garden," said 
Lucy ; "and Mrs. Carey," added she, in a hesitating 
murmur, "could you let me have that receipt for the 
cake that you told me about yesterday ? "

Mrs. Carey went to the shelf and took down a 
small book, which she put into Lucy's hand.

" Perhaps you may find others that you will care 
to try. I have marked those that we like best, for 
receipts are not always good, and sometimes I alter 
them a little."

Lucy opened the book directly; she soon found the 
one she wanted, but she continued turning over the 
leaves till she saw some directions for cooking cold 
meat. She remembered the underdone mutton. 
"Perhaps," thought she to herself, "after all, I 
might do something better with it; let me see what 
the book says."

"Take some scraps of cold meat, and mince four 
tablespoonfuls; then add two tablespoonfuls of suet, 
and of apples finely chopped; also the same weight of 
moist sugar, of currants and of raisins. Add quarter 
pound of flour, quarter of a teaspoonful of baking 
powder, and one ounce of dripping."

" And this receipt I see is marked. Mrs. Carey," 
said she aloud, '' is Gloucester pie, as it is called, a 
good dish ? "

"Excellent," replied her neighbour, "you put all 
the ingredients into a basin, and mix them thoroughly 
with a spoon, and lastly turn them into a pie dish, 
and cover them with bread crumbs." 

" To heat it, I suppose ? " said Lucy.
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" Yes; the pie must be put into a hot oven for half 
an hour, and then it will be done."

" Thank you heartily, for all you have told me. I 
shall not find this evening long, as you have given me 
plenty to think of; and now I'll get home, and set 
about lighting a fire."

" I could bake the Gloucester pie in my oven," 
said kind Mrs. Carey, " but you had best have a fire, 
it makes the room look so much more comfortable; 
and, besides, you can cook some potatoes, and have 
boiling water handy for tea."

Lucy was always well supplied with wood by her 
husband; she soon had a bright fire, and then she 
began her preparations for the cold meat pie. The 
mutton she minced nicely, and then, having added 
the currants and other things, she set the pie in the 
oven at eight o'clock, that it might be ready just at 
the time that Joseph was expected home. Lucy laid 
the table with unusual care, and tried to make the 
room look as comfortable as possible.

Just as she was drawing her husband's arm-chair 
near the fire, a knock was heard at the door, and 
Henry Carey, the youngest of the boys, put <t covered 
dish inside, filled with some of the apples, whose 
cooking Mrs. Blake had watched with such interest. 

" Mother sent them to you," said the lad, and 
before there was time for thanks, he had shut the 
door again, and disappeared.

Having a little time to spare, Lucy sat down and 
copied the receipt for the dripping cake, which I will 
give here for the benefit of my readers.

" Take four ounces of clarified dripping, one pound 
of flour, quarter pound of currants (or raisins), one 
teaspoonful of baking powder, quarter pound of 
brown sugar, half teaspoonful of ground allspice, and 
half teaspoonful of salt. Mix these ingredients 
together with a fork for half an hour, and then add 
half pint of milk; mix well again, and afterwards 
turn it all into a quartern tin which has been greased 
inside. Bake the cake for an hour in a hot oven, and 
when the cake is taken out of the tin, it should be 
turned on one side, which will prevent its getting 
heavy."

" If the pie comes out all right I'll try a cake 
next," thought Lucy, and she put by the book, and set 
about making the tea.

Joe Blake was surprised and pleased, on his re 
turn, to see the warm fire; and still more to find 
a nice hot dish on the supper table.

Whilst they were enjoying their evening meal 
together, his wife gave him an account of her after 
noon visit, and all that had passed between her and 
Mrs. Carey.

"She's a right good woman," answered Joe, "and 
if you go along with her you won't find this place so 
dull. My poor mother was just such a woman; she 
could turn her hand to anything, and had always a 
pleasant word for every one." 

" I never saw her,'' said Lucy. 
" No, she died when I was only eighteen. At 

first my sisters looked after the house, but they soon 
married, and then I left home."

From that day forward, Lucy set to work to make 
new occupations for herself, both in and out of the 
house, and when I knew her five years afterwards, 
her garden was as gay and as neat as her neighbours, 
and her cooking was so much improved that, having 
no children to keep her at home, she would olten go 
out by the day, when any one in the neighbourhood 
was in want of extra help in the kitchen.

As to Joseph Blake, her husband, he was heard to 
say, that now he quite understood the old proverb. 
" A good wife and health are a man's best wealth."

MES. HENSLEY.

A BOON TO BRITISH WORKWOMEN.—We have 
great pleasure in calling attention to a new household 
requisite, which has been submitted to us for notice 
and analysis, and in heartily recommending the use 
of " Brooke's Soap " to all housekeepers in the United 
Kingdom who take a becoming pride in the brilliancy 
of their " tins," and " copper and brass surfaces." It 
is an universal soap in its way; cleans knives and 
forks, adds an extra polish to all crockery, brightens 
oilcloths, removes stains from paint, cleans windows, 
stairs, and steps, and its effect upon marble is like 
the touch of an enchanter's wand. A British Work 
woman can hardly be without it in this age of pro 
gress—it is the soap in time that saves nine—and as 
an earnest of its good work we are permitted to state 
'that any of our readers who would wish to test its 
efficacy can, by mentioning our little paper, and 
enclosing a stamp for postage, receive back a, sample 
specimen free, from the inventors, Messrs. EKOOKE 
»ad Co., 36, York Road, King s Cross, N.
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Moses and the Fourth Commandment.

E have seen in a previous paper that all 
God's law was perfect. When our 
blessed Lord was asked which was the 
chief commandment, He would not 
place any one command above the 
others, but summed up the whole law 
in the one great doctrine of love. The

fourth commandment
seems, however, to invite
us to some special 

After the 
the law God

Himself refers to the
Sabbath law, and enforces
it, " Verily My Sabbaths
ye shall keep," &c. (Exod.
xxxi. 13-18). And this
was in reality a law that
existed before the givin
of the law on Mount
Sinai. If it is not the
chiefest law, it is the
oldest. Tt began at the
Creation. It began when
God, having finished His
MX days' work creating
the world, " rested on the
seventh day" (Gen. ii.
1-3). Some have said
that the Sabbath is only
a Jewish law. But that
is a mistake. Before a
single Jew had lived God
gave the Sabbath to the
world,and it is now nearly
6,000 years old. There- 
lore it was that God said
concerning it when He
gave the law, "Remember
the Sabbath day," &c. It
was not a new law, it was
an old law, spoken with
new power. The passage,
quoted above, in Exod.
xxxi., concerning the Sab 
bath, is very forcible. 
Three times we read in 
that passage, ye " shall
keep " it. This is Moses'
message concerning the 
Sabbath. It was to be a 
memory of God's rest at 
Creation. It was also to 
be a memory of the de 
liverance of Israel from 
Egypt, as we find from 
the repetition of the law 
in Deut. v. 15. The exodus 
from Egypt had been a 
rest. The people had had 
hard toil there in that 
" house of bondage," and 
it was restior them to be 
free ; " therefore the Lord 
thy God commandeth thee 
to keep the Sabbath- 
day." God would never 
have them forget their deliverance from bondage. And 
what is our Christian Sabbath a memory of? Is it 
not a memory of rest and deliverance also. Christ's 
work was finished. He rested from it on the first 
day of the week—His resurrection morning. He 
thus brought rest and deliverance to every soul who 
believes in Him. Each returning Sabbath would 
say to us, do not forget Christ's rest and what it 
brings for us. Do not only " remember the Sab 
bath," but remember what it means. The message 
Moses had to deliver about the Sabbath was a very 
strict one. Death was the penalty of a broken 
Sabbath. As an example of this we have the history 
of the man found gathering sticks on the Sabbath 
day, and who had to die for so doing (Num. xv. 
32-36). It may be asked why the penalty was so 
heavy P It must have been so because in the mind 
of God the Sabbath was very holy, very precious, 
and He desired that the people should feel it to be 
so. But the people were very slow to learn this.

Notwithstanding the repetition of God's law and the 
heavy penalty attached to it, the people in after 
times constantly forsook the law of the Sabbath. 
This very sin of breaking the Sabbath is spoken of 
by Jeremiah before the captivity, as one of the 
special sins for which God punished them (Jer. xvii. 
21-27). God's mind had not changed about the 
Sabbath then, though 800 years had passed since 
the days of Moses. And God's mind has not changed 
about the Sabbath now. But you say it is not God's 
law now that a man should die for breaking the 
Sabbath. No, for the Gospel of Christ brings mercy 
for the sinner. Christ taught also that works of 
mercy may be done upon the Sabbath. Several of 
our Lord's miracles were wrought upon the Sabbath, 
as the healing of the withered hands, the cure of the

will honotir" (1 Sam. ii. 30). In the reign of 
George III. one of the royal palaces was being re 
paired ; to complete the work hurriedly, the work 
men were ordered to finish their task on Sunday 
morning. One godly man amongst them refused to 
do this, and was in consequence dismissed. George 
III. had taken notice of the man previously, and 
observing his absence shortly afterwards, inquired 
the cause. Upon being informed, His Majesty ex 
claimed, " The man who refused is the man for me, 
let him be sent for !" Our own beloved Queen in a 
like spirit in the early days of her reign, replied to 
a Minister who desired her attention on Sunday to 
some State papers, " Let them wait till Monday 
morning."

Let us holdfast our Sabbaths. If we love God 
_ we shall love His day. 

Each Sabbath is intended 
to be a little earnest of 
the rest of the heavenly 
land. If our hearts are 
not in tone for the 
music of an earthly Sab 
bath, will they be at all 
ready for the " rest that 
remaineth for the people 
of God?"

MARGARET ESDAILE.
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woman bowed down for eighteen years, and that of 
the man who lay for so many long years at the Pool 
of Bethesda. Christ taught that mercy both to man 
and beast was lawful on the Sabbath-day. The 
dumb animals were to be cared for on the Sabbath- 
day, and it would be sin to neglect them. Works of 
mercy also to men and women were meet for the 
Sabbath-day. The Jews had added their own tradi 
tions to God's law concerning the Sabbath, so that it 
had become a burden. The Lord Jesus taught that 
it should be no burden, but ever full of blessing. 
The Sabbath is one of God's best gifts. In foreign 
countries, where this blessed gift is not known or 
received, labour and toil go on every day in the 
week without a pause. A Chinaman said to an 
Englishman, " Your God must be better than ours, 
for He gives you one day in seven to rest in." Tnere 
is a special blessing connected with keeping the 
Sabbath. Those who honour God's day will get a 
blessing, for He has said, " Them that honour Me I

HERE was no 
mistake about 
the place be 
ing wild—did 
not the roar 
ing Atlantic 
foam and dash 

against the mighty head- 
lands? Were not the 
grey rocks out at sea 
swept bare as eggs by the 
tearing winds ? There! 
the hazard caught simile 
of " eggs " leads up aptly 
enough to tell what the. 
one, the one apparent 
clothing of those wind 
swept islets was,—thou 
sands of sea-birds, sea- 
birds of the wild north, 
nested in the hollows and 
preened their white 
leathers there, and flew, 
circling like sheets of liv 
ing snow, about the gaunt 
desolation of the seas.

A hardy race lives 
up there,—a Scot of the 
western shore need be 
hardy. When the fishing is 
scanty the food is limited, 
but — what thews and 
sinews can the men show! 

Legend and tale cannot 
die out; think how the 
long dark nights want en 
livening, and look at the 
eagerness of the young 
ones, the coming Vikings 
as one may call them, to 
hear of the deeds of men 

who were the fathers and of the women who were the 
mothers of the race!

A southern woman made her home up amongst 
these people not so long ago. She had an object in 
going where neither railway nor steamer touched 
within ten miles' distance. The secret was no real 
secret—she was a queer-natured woman, embittered 
by evil days and without the rest for her soul which 
a trust in Divine goodness gives. Going first 
amongst this seafaring people she saw this trust 
everywhere. She wondered, but, as yet she did not 
understand it. She was past middle-age, tall and 
gaunt, and her brown-clad spare figure amongst the 
villagers was just suitable enough in the harsh, wild, 
grey, storm-lashed place. She had been known to 
say—far away from Balreoch, mind you—that she 
could have been an amiable woman, a gentle-man 
nered, genial woman, under the sun of prosperity; but 
rough days had hardened her, had made her shut 
herself up within herself, a crooked stick, one might
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call her, amongst the smooth faggot bundles of
society. . , . ,.„ ,She had lost money again and again till only a
bare pittance was left her, and so she carried herself
and her ruined life to a region where she said nature
narrowed lives.

Much she knew of what nature does ! Nothing.
Fancy her imagining the greatness of soul, the
passion of patient endurance that exists in these
people of the wild north !

But let all this go—there shj was.
And one fierce October night a great storm broke

along the coast. The Balreoch men and lads were
many of them out, and
then—woe for the wail
of the narrow lives!
truly then they were
narrow, for one thought,
one prayer was all that
some of the women's
hearts could hold. 

But Ann Dering did
not then say those blind
words of hers about
" narrow lives." No !
she with her brown
cloak coiled round her
stood out under the
screen of a headland
with the rest of the
Balreoch people. The
wild, vast sea rolled
limitless before her, the
purple sky hung mea 
sureless, through the 
glimmer of the night- 
darkness the great white 
surges could be seen as 
the big waves rolled in 
or dashed in white fury 
against the distant rocky 
islets.

No ! — never again 
would she say such 
words, though, in the 
fearfulness of the time, 
she gave no memory to 
what she might once 
have either said or done. 
The awe of that night 
made her think—vague 
ly she could just feel 
the help that the re 
ligion of the people 
must give them.

A God who could 
help !—there was her 
vague thought.

As the morning broke 
she saw death for the 
first time.

Strange that — for a 
woman of middle age.

You are right. Ann 
Dering had had many 
deaths about her, but 
fear and a timorous 
spirit, and perhaps a 
selfish ease, had always 
made her say—" No— 
I will remember my 
friends as they were in 
life."

That dawn she looked 
upon the still, dead face 
of John Carrick,the fish 
erman at whose cottage 
she lodged. Half-an- 
hour after she saw the 
dripping golden locks of 
a fisher lad—she was as
silent as the most silent of the women. Gav, bright 
Donald McGilt!

the divine fellowship which would make her one with 
the people amongst whom she had set her life.

The women fell talking amongst themselves.
" My Sandy saw the storm gathering over Inch- 

moss, that did he, and he told Carrick—eh ! I heard 
him mysel."

" Carrick has six lassies to feed—likely he'd stay 
for a bit cloud that might blow round in twa 
minutes ? "

A wiry old man came striding along. He was 
weather beaten as an old sailor of seventy may 
well be, but Andrew McPhun sailed the seas no 
more, but, being spry and alert was always about,

"VILLAGE FOLK TRAMPING ALONG THE COONTKY ROAD TALKED THE MATTES OVEB."—See page

In her bitterness she would have said that poverty 
had taken her ladyhood from her—it was not so. 
She stood in a knot of women outside Carrick's door, 
but there was the vague power of seemingly dis 
carded ladyhood keeping the women from going into 
the cottage while she so sternly held aloof from it.

It was not fear now that held her back—no, that 
was gone. Unconsciously to herself, she had in that 
night passed beyond her old self—though she looked 
stern and though she knew that it was her power 
that kept off the burst of condoling friends from the 
widow and the fatherless, yet in truth she had won

and did a bit of trading by helping his granddaughter 
in her shop of oddments, and in the summer-time 
gave nautical information, and talked news, and gave 
directions about climbing the hills to the stray 
visitors and tourists who had found out Balreoch.

" Eh, mem, this has been a nicht! " This was to 
Ann Dering—Mistress Dering, as they called her.

"It has," she answered. "All are back now- 
safe," she added strangely.

" Aye, mem, aye. It'll be a waefu'time in there!" 
pointing to the Carrick's door. " Gude save the 
bairns ! But Carrick, mem, is ' safe'—ye're richt 
there."

Then they went on a bit, and in the growing light

you could see a man meet old Sandy and speak to 
him. They saw the old man throw up his arms, 
give a swift turn, and then his wiry self came hack. 

'• Eh, foalks, foalks ! it's a lee I'll have been tellin' 
ye the morn—they're no all safe! Jeames Mac- 
pherson's no in ! Jeames ! my Maggie's mon ! " 

" Hech ! ye'll no be for saying it! " 
But many a " Hech ! " and many a " Gude save 

us ! " were uttered, of which old Sandy heard not one. 
Ann Dering went in to the Carricks. What she 

said or what she did no one could know, but after a 
bit she came back, and as she left the door Nell 
Carrick was seen to kiss her hand. 
________________ If you had known 

Ann Dering before that 
day you would have 
wondered that such a 
feeling, a feeling of rev 
erential love, could be 
shown to her. The 
night had changed her. 

" Will any one take 
me in fora day or two ? " 
she asked, looking round 
upon the as yet unbrok 
en knot of women. 

No answer. 
"Eh! that will I. 

I'm none afeard." This 
was at last said by the 
oldest woman present. 
So shrivelled and dry 
was she that she might 
have been a hundred 
years old. Keen and 
quick was she, and cun- 
ing too.

" Mistress Carrick 
wishes to be alone; I 
am glad you will take 
me." The words were 
utterly simple, and the 
manner was a bit cold; 
but a something shone 
in the stranger's face 
that made the women 
whisper.

" They're fules ! " sud 
denly the old woman 
called oat." They think 
ye've seen a wraith, pah! 
Bide a wee; but, maybe, 
mem, ye've had warn 
ings in the house o' late?" 

" Warnings ? " 
"Aye, sounds. And 

maybe a calling o' nichts, 
or a bit rap on the door, 
or——"

" No." Surely Ann 
Dering smiled.

" Ye'll be saying it's 
all a lie! It's the truth 
itsel', haven't I heard 
the calls an' the ' tap, 
tap' on the door. And 
always I've had a bury- 
in' after. Nae doot Car 
rick heard too, but the 
men are foolhardy——" 

Meanwhile one or two 
had gone in to the Car- 
ricks, and some more had 
drilled on to the village. 
There was plenty to hear 
in Balreoch that morn 
ing ; ay, and if it were 
true that one was still 
missing, there would be 
no lack of excitement 
and fear. 

It was true.
James Maopherson was not in, alive or dead. Old 

Sandy was " clean daft," and went up and down, 
ordering, counselling, begging, praying that a fresh 
boat would start. Was his boat in p 

No ; he might be safe.
Ah ! but it was in, keel upwards ; and so someone 

proved a few moments after.
Now, for James Macpherson to be lost meant woe 

for the whole of Balreoch. Was he not the finest 
young sailor there ; promised, too, to Mary Bell, the 
granddaughter of old McPhun, the lass who kept 
her widowed mother by the trade of her general 
shop P Sandy, old though he was, could do a bit of



30 THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.
work ; but the mother was ailing and could do none. 
The golden days of promise were to be when Mary 
should wed young Macpherson, and the business 
could be enlarged and carried on with inland villages 
by-a sturdy young man such as James was.

And now ! alack, alack! All Balreoch understood. 
Ann Dering once would have held aloof from this 

house xof woe. Not so now. She went to Mary 
hardly knowing herself why—truly because her dry 
and uriloving heart had been suddenly changed; and 
she felt she must at. least press Mary's hand if she 
could not speak.

Vaguely, too, she felt Mary could help her—Mary 
in her daily life showed the reality of that unwaver 
ing trust that Ann Dering herself now must win. 
Mary, simple peasant girl that she was, did help her. 
In the midst of her tears her faith and trust were 
firm. Ann Bering's heart was melted, and when 
she came from the door of the closed shop with old 

'Sandy wringing his hands, she went straight to Jean 
Rae's, looking neither to right nor left.

And then, the morning sun was rising, strengthen 
ing, glorifying himself as an October sun can do, 
recking nought of the havoc of the direful night, 
shining with golden splendour on the yellow sands 
on which the upcast waste of wreckage was but as 
the unheeded shadow on a summer lake. All was 
peace. Through one open cottage door she saw the 
children at their mother's knee, thanking God fo 
the mercies that had been vouchsafed to them tha 
past night.

Jean's cottage was the last. A bit of pathway le< 
up to it from the shore, and of itself it stood in 
nook, as it were, of safety from wind and tempest 
Roaring blasts might lash the sea—they did bu 
beat wild bracken against her walls, mighty waves 
could dash in surge upon the rocks; but it was th> 
gurgle of the burn which washed the hillside above 
her cottage. Moorland sounds mastered the mightiei 
sounds of the sea, except as on such a night as th 
one just past, when the voices and the deeds of tin 
ocean know no master. Old Jean had a keen, telling 
way with her—she talked to her guest, and she made 
her guest listen to her. Many a tale of wildness 
had she on her tongue, and bright was the flash in 
her eyes, and vivid were her actions as she made her 
listeners see what she had seen. 

Weird and eerie were the stories. 
" And now, mem," she ended, " do ye no see that 

Carrick, poor lad ! must have had a warnin' ? "
" No—I cannot contradict you in what you have 

told me; but, the Carru-ks—we —people now-a-days 
do not—believe—. Ann Dering would not hurt the 
feelings of the old woman: Tchut—I beg your pardon, 
mem, but I jist cannot help it. Will I no speak 
the truth about my own expeerience P " she insisted 
angrily.

" Did I no have the three warnings when Rae, my 
man, got drooned ? when the lass that was to have 
married my Willie died in the spring ?—eh ! I wur 
a young woman then. But old or }roung, mem, I 
know. The Lord guards us—eh ! I know that. 
But will I scorn the signs ? No ! "

And then to pleasure the old woman, her guest 
asked what she liad heard and what she had seen ?

"Once I heard a voice, mem, and that's the truth; 
but it'll be the rap at the door I'm feared on ;—in the 
still, quate of the night it comes, eh ! ye wake from 
yer dead sleep to the full waking o' the morn. But 
it's no the morn for likely the stars are shinin' and 
ye hear—ye hear! "

Enough of "this—Ann Dering did not believe. The 
day wore on and many a boat set out to search the 
hollows of the isles, and the high reaches of the 
white strands of the coasts, looking always for James 
Macpherson.

He was not found. Another Any—the same. A 
third day—the same.

And Carrick was buried up on the hillside, and 
Mary Bell opened her shop, serving in it with her bit 
of black ribbon at her throat in sign of the mourn 
ing for her lover, which, in very truth, was like 
taking the dear life out of her.

People must work on and live on—she had her 
mother to tend—by-and-by, as years went on, old 
Sandy her grandfather would fail. Eh ! Mary's 
hands were full.

But now for the mystery.
Facts were hard and cruel, but, as we have just 

said, they must be lived through— why, above the 
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cruel facts must there come the woeful break of 
mystery foretelling more evil ?

So Ann Bering questioned to herself. But why 
she ?

She, of all people the most unsympathetic—once, 
the hardest—once, the most fearless—once, because 
she would have said that evil had worked its utmost 
with her, and she could not fear because she had 
nothing to fear!

Ignorant soul! she was learning better thoughts. 
She had come to identify her lonely self with those 

who had lately been made lonely,—she was finding 
the world growing warmer and open-armed towards 
her.

And—in a word—the vision (she herself called it 
a dream) of old Jean Rae had come to her.

She was back in her home at Carrick's cottage, 
and—we rr.ust travel circumspectly—she had given 
herself a day of close sewing for the children, one of 
her first steps towards kindly fellowship. When the 
gloamin' set in she threw a shawl over her head and 
puced the shore. Lights twinkled in the cottages, 
soon Balreoch would be asleep, for does not nature 
mark the hour at which the day shall be done for 
these primitive places. By the hour, according to 
the clock, she should not have been weary, but she 
was weary. She and the widow Carrick had a talk, 
then they went to bed—Ann Dering to fall at once 
into a heavy, dreamless sleep. 

Suddenly she awoke.
" Yes." The clear word was an answer to a rap 

at her door. With her speech there came to her 
mind a strange anxiety—it was a new thing for 
them to call her up. What was wrong ?

In a trice she was out of bed, opening her door, 
and—lo! silence and the dense darkness of the night 
were all that met her. 

She listened. No sound.
She was sure that she had heard a rap at her door, 

and that it was which had so startled her into utter 
wakefulness. But now the reserve of her nature 
mastered her, and by habit she turned back to her 
room and closed her door.

In the morning she made inquiries. 
No. No one had called her.
"But, mem, ye'll no be sure? say ye'll no be 

sure ? '' The newly-made widow was full of terror. 
Old world stories will linger on in power, but Nell 
Carrick knew well that no spirit of evil could harm 
her. She, too, like Mary Bell, knew that there was 
One who kept her from all evil. He would keep her, 
—yes ! though he had taken Carrick from her. But 
for the moment she was not free from the influence 
of the old tales of ignorant times.

Nell's face reminded Ann Dering of old Jean Rae's 
tales.

" Nonsense ! " she said, bluntly. " What have I— 
we—to do with such rubbish P "''

" Ye'll be right, mem. I'll know better in my 
heart an' the Lord'11 help me. But I'll be upset, I 
suppose. Jean's that full of suchlike fule-stories ? " 

So it ended.
Again stormy winds lashed the coast. In such a 

majestic warfare of nature's forces what could she, 
Ann Dering, no ignorant, untaught peasant, give of 
thought or care to the babbling fancies of super 
stitious crones like old Jean Rae P What, indeed ? 

So ran her thought.
Only a passing thought, and jet, unmistakably, it 

was a thought, and had place in her brain for, say— 
one second of time. She was out, sheltered beneath 
a stranded boat, watching the surges tear and foam, 
gazing out at the inky purple of the sky, where 
beneath the darkness shot an angry golden bar of 
tempestuous light.

Verily, there was no room for babbling folly ! But 
no men were out; so, though Balreoch watched 
keenly, it feared not for its own sons.

WMS young Macpherson already forgotten ? No, 
no. But why cast away a living life for a dead one ? 

It was late for the hamlet when all turned in. Ann 
Dering could not sleep. The house was still—out 

side was the sudden onrush of waves and the sweeping 
of the wind. Then came a lull.

And clearly then came to her door a rap! 
No footstep heralded it, no footstep lollowed it— 

one clearly marked rap !
She did not wake Mistress Carrick.
Tell it not in Gath—she was too terrified to

iiove.
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It had been a time to try any woman's nerves, 
but—Ann Dering!

The following day she was restless. In rain and 
wind she tramped the shore and the moorland road. 
Coming back at nightfall she found herself by Jean 
Rae's cottage. The old woman, looking out, saw 
her.

" Eh, mem, but its a gey fearsome time for ye to 
be oot! Ah !"—her voice changed as she caught 
a new, strange gleam on her visitor's face. 

" I do not heed the weather." 
" Likely no. Ye do heed somethin'! " She peered 

keenly.
Then Ann Dering told her tale. 
" Twa nights—ye'll be hearing one more rap, 

mem. And—ye'll not be of us—no. Ye'll be hearing 
from yer ain kin." 

"I have no kin ! "
" Maybe so—ma} be so. Wha knows where our 

kin •will end; they may be in the ends o' the 
airth ! " Old Jean waved her bare arms, and just 
looked a keen, wiry old prophetess. A witch, perhaps. 

Ann Dering sat up watching that night. She, the 
faithless, the sceptical.

When she was weary to death of her watch, and 
longing for the morning, lo ! —then a sharp, distinct 
double rap.

Of this third visitation she told no one, and she 
avoided old Jean Rae, and sought Mary's cottage 
day by day.

For a whole week the wild weather lasted on. 
Strewings of wreckage from distant seas came tum 
bling about the Balreoch beach, strange things. The 
men were perforce idle, and they made much of what 
the sea cast up.

But of James Macpherson—nothing. 
As strongly as Ann Dering had been wont to 

isolate herself now, as strongly did she identity 
herself with the affairs of the people and of all 
the household, consisting of Mary Bell and her 
ailing mother, and the spry, alert old grandfather, 
Andrew McPhun.

Whatever stages of experience she has gone 
through, she now developed a fire of partisanship.

" You give up the search so soon ! Would I let 
a comrade of mine slip through my fingers as you 
do! Winds and waves would not hold me back. 
No! "

The men looked at her. Who was she to taunt 
them with over-care for self? They, sea-faring men 
and sea-braving men from their very birth!

They looked at her. One or two said hard words. 
" If 1 were but rich I would give a prize to the 

first boat manned ! I would give a greater prize to 
the crew who would bring in tidings of Macpher 
son!" She stood tall and gaunt, and her eyes 
flashed.

Tidings from the other side of the Atlantic—• 
hf,ha! "

" Ye think gold would lead the men, do ye ? " 
Greater scorn could not be found. ' 
But they would not be lashed into foolhardiness, 

No, even then Ann Dering did not' quite know them. 
At night the wind fell, and before dawn, while she 

slept on, three boat-loads started; and their errand 
was not fishing, but it was to seek among the caves 
and the upcastings of the isles for the body of the 
youth James Macpherson.

At mid-day the boats were back, all three of them, 
and shout after shout burst over the smiling sea. 

What was it all about ?
Ah ! the women knew. Mary Bell knew, though 

she drew back into the furthermost corner of the 
cottage by the ailing mother for fear, for fear she 
had given a wrong meaning to the glad shoutings of 
the men's voices.

Every other woman was clown on the beach. 
One man more came in than had gone out—a 

stalwart, ruddy man, James Macpherson.
And the shouting came all up the beach, and up to 

the door of the little shop.
Then it ceased, and someone treading firmly, called " Mary."
He told his tale by-and-by. He had swum for 

dear life, and had been cast by a wild wave into a 
cave. No craft had come nigh him. He had been 
a prisoner, but he knew, when the storm abated, that 
Balreoch boats would be about. He had had no 
fnar. Neither had he starved, for he had lured the 
wild sea-birds. Were there not thousands of them 
on his island ?

Was not Mary's simple faith to be stronger now 
than ever!
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But the story is not complete.
A letter came not long after to Ann Dei-ing, from 

a lawyer in London. It told her that a certain Miles 
Johnson, cousin and once lover of her mother's, had 
left her his ibrtune. He had been lost _sight of in 
Australia for nigh upon fifty years, but it seems he 
had held on to the love of his youth.

His money he left to his cousin, Ann Johnson, who 
had married Edward Dering—to her and her heirs.

Ann Dering was the sole remnant of a large family.
As to old Jean Kae, her superstition could never 

be taken out of her. Mistress Dering had heard the 
raps. There had been a death! What if this death 
had brought good instead of evil!

Ann Dering smile-d. This was not the moment 
to combat the old woman's fancies. But she said 
she believed she could explain the noises if some man 
would help her in her search. Macpherson was ready. 
Together they examined the Carricks' cottage, walls 
and roof, and lo ! under the roofing was a loosened 
crossbar of wood. This could and did make many 
raps when the wind caught it.

Jean Rae smiled in her turn, but she was only one 
amongst many, and the many saw the right and the 
facts of the case.

Balreoch was still to be Ann Bering's home. 
Surely she could never leave the place where she 
said truly she had found the true life. Her wealth 
helped the Macphersons. Of coui^e Mary and 
James were married at the kirk on the earliest 
possible day. The trade was extended to the in 
land hamlets, and many a kindly help did Ann 
Dering give to them and to the rest of Balreoch.

Some of the people wondered; Jean Eae, for in 
stance, when Ann Deering said she owed them all 
so much.

Mary did not wonder, she knew; and many a time 
they would talk together of those days when, for 
Mary, indeed it had been a time to test her loving 
trust.

Ann Dering never again was hard. No, indeed! 
Her heart was full of love for the people, and of 
trustful love to the Great Teacher, who Himself is 
Love.

M. L.

From the Swedish of EEIK STAGNELIUS.
THE birds swiftly hie

In flocks to the strand, 
But sadly they fly

Prom Gothia's land! 
With winds' hoarse lament

They mingle their cry : 
" Oh ! are we here sent

'Mid wild waves to die P " 
Thus mourn the birds, unto God up on high.
" In sorrow we flee

These shores where we were 
So happy, so free,

Of trouble arid care ! 
We built in the trees,

'Mid roses, our nest, 
Where each perfum'd breeze

Breathes soft from the West— 
Now we must follow an unknown behest! "
" With sunny-bright smile

The rosy night kept 
Sweet vigil, the while

Still groves round us slept; 
E'en slumber oft would

His advent delay, 
And, wakeful, the brood

Then watch'd lor the day, 
Till rous'd from its nest by Morning's bright 

ray."

" The oak trees then all
Their branches incline, 

Whence dew-drops that fall
Like diamonds shine— 

Bare stands now each bough,
And faded sach rose, 

Each balmy breeze, now
Like stormy wind blows— 

Winter, around us, his influence shows!"
" Why do we delay,

Upon this bleak shore ? 
Its sky, cold and grey,

Smiles on us no more—•

Yet, would we remain,
Earth, too, has grown bare! 

Of wings for the main
God gave us a pair, 

Dauntless then hail we the wild ocean air ! "
The birds soon defy

The Belt's foaming spray; 
Ere long, they espy

Fair climes far awa\T,— 
With vine-leaves appear

The cottages crown'd,' 
There rivulets clear

Through myrtle-groves bound— 
Soft doth the nightingale's voice there resound.
If e'er thou should'st sigh,

When joy doth depart, 
And autumn draws nigh—

Then grieve not, oh, heart! 
As e'en the birds fly

To far-distant strand, 
Thus, up in the sky,

A Father's kind hand
To thee, points out, too, a fair promis'd land." 

(Translated ~by BAKONESS SWIFT )

BY FAITH CHILTEEJST . 
Author of " Messengers of Truth," £c.

CHAPTER IV.
EE-UNITED.

0 the weeks passed, and as the weak ankle 
gradually grew better, Minnie began to 
think she must soon return home, 
though after this peaceful life to which 
she had now become accustomed, the 
prospect of the work and worry, and 
the unpleasant scenes she knew would 

await her, were not very cheering ; besides, which, 
she had grown fond of Willie's sister, and in this 
season of constant intercourse, the two had drawn 
very near to each other. Still, she thought she 
ought to go, and one day spoke of it to Madge, but 
she soon negatived the proposal.

"Why should you go?" she said; "We can 
manage very well, we have since you have been here, 
and why not still ? They can do without you at 
home now, so why not stay with me P "

"But it is trouble and expense," said Minnie ; 
"and you have kept me and been good to me a long 
time already. No, I think I must not stay longer.'' 

For answer Madge came up and put her arms 
around her. " Child," she said, " I don't want you to 
go home ! I don't like parting from you, and that's 
a fact. It will seem lonely to me, more lonely than 
it seemed before you came, for somehow, you have 
stolen into my heart; so, if you care for me, for my 
sake and for Willie's sake remain."

So Minnie stayed, and, as soon as she was able, 
began to busy herself about the house, helping Madge, 
as she had often formerly fancied herself doing, 
though she often sighed as she compared her own 
slowness with the skilful dexterity of her companion, 
who seemed to do things so much better with so 
much less trouble. But Madge was very patient 
and helpful, teaching her all the details of her small 
but careful^- kept house, also to bake bread, preserve 
fruit, and make butter; and once,when she had over 
come her natural dread of cows, and thought she 
had struck up a sufficient friendship with the four- 
footed tenants of the meadow, she was ambitious to 
try her skill at milking ; but neither Daisy nor 
Brindle approved of this, and showed their antipathy 
to the plan in so decided a manner that she was glad 
to beat a retreat, and stand at a respectful distance 
watching Madge, to whose word and touch each 
animal became as docile and willing as if to say it 
belonged to her and her only, and was not going to 
give in to any one else.

One morning, as Minnie was making coffee and 
getting breakfast, and Madge was busy among her

milk pails, Prince, who was outside, gave a bark 
which indicated the approach of some one, and 
Minnie, glancing through the window, exclaimed, 
" There's the postman coming, Madge! "

What made Madge start, and set her heart beat 
ing P There could be no more bad tidings which 
could greatly affect her. The letter carrier to-day 
could not bring such news as he had brought that 
other day; no, probably he was bringing a letter for 
Minnie, for she had some cousins who wrote to her 
occasionally; yet Madge almost trembled, for so 
vividljr, so very vividly, the simple words, " There's 
the postman coming ! " had brought back to memory 
that other morning, the morning since which life 
had never seemed the same as before, and never 
would, the hour which had brought with it the 
shadow of death, and also in which was born the 
echo which, though it had grown quieter, was never 
wholly hushed, and was never heard without a heart 
ache, " Parted in anger ! parted in anger ! "

" Miss Maynell! " read the postman, as he gave 
the letter into Minnie's hand, who, without glancing 
at the address, passed it on to Madge, and turned to 
attend to her rashers, which had begun frizzling in a 
rather ominous manner; but, a minute after, a 
startled exclamation from Madge made her look up, 
and forget all else as the cry escaped, " 0 Minnie, 
'tis from him—from him ! " and then Madge fell to 
the ground, for, for the first time in her life she had 
fainted.

It was a wonder Minnie did not faint also, for the 
surprise and shock were as great for her, and she was 
the weaker of the two; but she did not, though she 
trembled violently, and felt, as she afterwards s^iid, as 
if she scarcely knew where she was. Perhaps it was 
well for her that the necessity of attending to Madge 
roused her to action, and mingled with the tide of 
painfully sweet emotion which swept over her.

Poor Madge ! How white, how quiet, how death 
like she lay,—the letter, of which only the address 
and signature bad been read, dropped from her 
nerveless hand, and a pan of rich creamy milk,which 
she had upset in her fall, pouring its contents over 
her dress and the red brick floor, unheeded,—while 
the postman went merrily whistling through the 
garden-gate and along the lane, heedless and uncon 
scious of what surprises of sorrow or of joy he had 
been made the bearer.

But what was to be done ? Minnie did not know. 
She dashed cold water on the still face, and as quickly 
as her trembling fingers would permit, unfastened 
her garments; but she was flurried, frightened,— 
for Madge did not move. Oh ! was she dead ? Had 
the news come only to kill her? Was this to be the 
end, the only result for her of the pain, the waiting, 
the repentance? If Willie should be coining, would 
it be to find his latest tidings had made him sister- 
less ?

Minnie was almost beside herself. She had done 
all she could and without any apparent result. What 
was next ? She was alone with Madge, and no 
neighbour close at hand; should she continue her 
efforts, or leave her and summon help ? She hesitated, 
faltered, knew not what to do, and Madge's stillness 
so frightened her; but as she caught sight of the 
pen and ink and little account-book in which Madge 
kept her accounts, when she gave credit for milk or 
butter, a sudden idea presented itself to her, and, 
hurriedly dipping the pen and tearing a blank leaf 
from the book, she wrote with trembling hand— 
"Please come—Madge ill," and opening the door, 
called Prince, the ever ready Prince, and holding the 
paper to him, as often before in play, pointed to Mrs. 
Lane's, the nearest house in sight, and said, " Go, 
Prince, go ! Take this there, quick ! "

Prince seemed fully to understand. It was not 
the first time he had been sent on an errand. Willie 
had taught him to fetch little articles from the shops 
when he had lived at home; so this morning 
the dog trotted briskly along to Mrs. Lane's, and 
not a little to the surprise of that lady, walked 
straight in at the open door, and up to her, as she 
was sitting down mending her little girl's pinafore, 
before putting it on her, and depositing the note in 
her lap, looked up at her as much as to say, " There! 
I've done my duty," turned round and went out, 
followed shortly afterwards by herself.

How relieved Minnie was to see her she could not 
express, nor her own surprise when she heard the 
reason of this sudden call; but she felt more com 
fortable to be here now than she had done that other 
da}r, when she had unwittingly hurt rather than 
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helped heal the freshly made wound, though she had 
little dreamt as she uttered them how true her words 
that the sea gives up many who are mourned as 
dead, would prove in Willie's case.

Madge had begun to recover consciousness, but 
the surprise and joy had proved almost too much to 
bear; they were obliged to summon medical aid, and 
for some weeks she lay in the borderland between 
life and death.

Minnie proved a very devoted, skilful nurse, how 
ever, and Madge had good reason to bless the day on 
which she had resolved to lay aside pride and preju 
dice and receive her. The neighbours, too, were 
very kind, and at length, when the autumn winds 
were singing the dirge of the summer, and the outer 
world began to look bare and wintry, she was able 
to leave her bedroom and rest on the couch, as 
Minnie had before done, only now beside the cosy 
fire instead of by the window; and to talk more 
calmly of the past, and of the sweet gladness and 
thankfulness which had come to her, of the goodness 
of God, the God who had for long been almost for 
gotten, but who, in this trouble and joy, had brought 
her nearer to Himself; and also of the letter, Minnie's 
reply, and the visit Willie had promised as soon as 
he should be able to return.

He had not known they had heard of the founder 
ing of the vessel and his supposed death. He, with 
several others, after floating for some hours on a 
raft, had been rescued by an outward bound vessel; 
but of his feelings and the terrible sufferings of those 
hours he had told them little. He had obtained 
employment abroad, and thought of sending for 
Minnie, but his heart had grown home-sick. He 
could not forget his sister, his one friend for so long, 
and yearned for reconciliation. Therefore he had 
written. Would she not forget the past ? He could 
not give up Minnie; she had grown too dear, and 
he was pledged to her; but he would take her away, 
far away from all her home influences, if Madge 
wished, and she herself should ever be loved and 
cared for. He had regretted his hasty words, his 
angry parting; would she not at least be friendly 
with him and not let him feel he was making her 
life unhappy ? If she would only write and tell him 
he might come home in peace.

We know the effect of this epistle on Madge, and 
what her reply would have been had she not been ill, 
but she did not forget the letter, and in her intervals 
of consciousness had said to Minnie, " Write to him, 
dear; tell him, oh, tell him to come, my Willie!" 
And Minnie had written, and now he was coming 
home and might shortly be here, and the sad, echoing 
voice which had so long haunted Madge was djing 
away, only that never would she feel quite satisfied 
or at rest, till she should clasp her brother to her, 
and feel that the}' would never again be parted in 
anger.

There was one thing troubled both Madge and 
Minnie, the money they had given away; and though 
they could not help laughing a little at their own 
impetuosity, they wished now they had waited a 
little longer.

" I'm sure I don't know what he'll think," said 
Madge, "it was a pity we were so hasty: and lie had 
worked so hard for it."

"Well, it can't be helped now," replied Minnie, 
who always tried to act as comforter; " and, at any 
rate, it's gone fora good object. Who knows but 
that some who have been in as much danger as Willie 
may have been helped through it; and you may be 
sure he'll feel too thankful to have been saved, to 
care much about it."

So they waited and talked and hoped, and as the 
time when he might be expected drew near, grew 
rather anxious, and almost every morning would say 
to each other, "He may come to-day;'' and Minnie, 
who had in spite of her previous infirmity and her 
days and nights of nursing, grown much stronger 
and brighter, flitted lightly about the cottage, keep 
ing everything so nice that even its particular mistress 
could not but be pleased, and own that after all, 
Willie had been right, nnd Minnie would make a 
good wife.

It had not been easy work all these weeks. She 
had had a trouble sometimes to do it all, and make 
ends met, and though she made the butter, the wash 
ing had to be given up, and she had been obliged to 
practise economy; but the neighbours had been very 
good, and not only from the vicarage and manor, but 
also from the shopkeeper and poorer people, delicacies 
for Madge and little gifts had been sent.

For Madge_ Avas a favourite with the village folk, 
and her story had aroused no common interest. At 
the chimney-corner there was whispered many a wish

that all might be well with her, and village folk 
tramping along the country road talked the matter 
over amongst themselves.

It was getting near Christmas, and Madge and 
Minnie had again begun to grow rather anxious, for 
there had been some heavy snowstorms and rough 
winds, at almost every gust of which Madge had 
shivered, and breathed a prayer for those who were 
at sea.

Poor, worn heart! What if, after all, it should 
end thus ? What if hope should have been raised 
only to be crushed! What if, a second time, the 
waves should claim him as their prey, nor yield him 
back again till that day when the sea shall give up 
its dead ?

"I'm afraid he won't come now," Madge observed 
dolefully ; " he expected to be here by the end of 
last month, and now we're getting toAvards the end 
of the year. Ah, well! I can't complain, even if it 
should be so; at least I have the happiness of know 
ing we are no longer at variance, and for the rest—"

But she did not finish the sentence, for Prince, 
who was lying on the rug before the fire, basking 
in the warmth, suddenly pricked up his ears, and 
gave a jump and-a bark which made them all start, 
and the next minute all the trouble and suspense 
were forgotten, for brother and sister were clasped 
in each other's arms, and Willie's voice had for ever 
laid to rest the torturing spirit in Madge's bosom, 
which had cried so often " Parted in Anger ! "

So it came right at last, and Willie returned to 
find things just as he had often pictured them, and 
when the two knelt beside the altar and breathed 
their life-long vows, no one prayed for them more 
earnestly, or rejoiced more in their union than did 
Madge.

Willie only laughed heartily when Madge told 
him what bad become of his monej', and said that 
as she was going tu give them a home it would not 
matter, and when, at the little wedding feast their 
healths had been drunk—in pure cold water, for 
Willie had become an abstainer—he rose with a merry 
twinkle in his eyes and said, " Now I think we must 
not forget one other toast, but drink to the success 
of the National Life-Boat Institution, to which I 
have by proxy been a contributor, and to which I 
sincerely wish all prosperity."

Madge never became quite so strong and vigorous 
as she had been before, but she was very happy, and 
had learned many things ; and when, in after years, 
a band of bright-eyed, rosy children would cluster 
around her with the request, " Now, auntie, tell us a 
story! " she would often tell them of the time when 
she and Willie had been parted in anger, and warn 
them, by her own experience, to guard against the 
first encroachments of pride and passion.

TIIE END.

of Salt,

IR LYON in his recent
address at the Congress of the British 
Association, aptly illustrated the advan 
tages of scientific knowledge, even in 
comparatively petty manufactures, by 
the familiar instance of the safety-match 
versus the tinder-box, and computed the 

light thus obtained, " measured by the cost of pro 
duction at one-and-sixpence per diem, represents an 
economy of time to our population in monetary value 
of twenty-six millions annually."

To instance another familiar example of the in 
estimable commercial value of scientific knowledge, 
let us consider the process of the manufacture of the 
products of ordinary salt, which is compounded of 
metal sodium and chlorine, and is primarily decom 
posed by the action of vitriol. The sodium separates 
itself from the chlorine, and amalgamates with the 
vitriol, thus forming sulphate of soda; and the 
chlorine, combining with hydrogen, escapes in the 
form of muriatic acid. Before chemical science came 
to the aid of manufactures, the hydrochloric acid 
wrought much devastation, in utterly blighting every 
tree and shrub exposed to its deleterious influence. 
So great was the mischief done by this potent agent, 
which would, in the course of a single hour, blacken 
the face of the surrounding country, that Acts of 
Parliament were passed, placing stringent restrictions 
on its manufacture. Science devised a remedy, by

the discovery that muriatic acid displayed a mar 
vellous facility of combination Avith Avater. Thus 
condensers were constructed in the shape of water- 
toAvers, stored by successive layers of coke, kept sup 
plied by a constant stream of water, Avhich permeated 
through them. The muriatic vapour, in place of 
being dispersed in the open air, is now conducted from 
the furnaces in Avhich it is generated, through close 
flues to the condensers, Avhere it amalgamates with 
the water, \vhich is subsequently drawn off as liquid 
hydrochloric acid, and largely used for chemical pur 
poses. The acid is decomposed by the agency of 
peroxide of manganese, and is placed in close vessels, 
AV hence it passes over a succession of layers of slaked 
lime, a considerable percentage of which is absorbed 
by the chlorine, which thus forms the Avell-known 
bleaching powder. Prior to this discovery, bleaching 
Avas a laborious and expensive process, requiring 
much time, and special conditions.

Sulphate of soda is blended with powdered coal and 
limestone, and subjected to the action of caloric, in 
reverberatory furnaces, by which process carbonate 
of soda is obtained; and this product is largely used 
for the purposes of glass-bleaching, dyeing, paper 
manufacture, separating soap from lye, metallurgy, 
&c. Indeed, more than 300,000 tons are thus used 
annually.

Salt, which is of so much benefit to mankind, so 
indispensable to its health and well-being—we need 
hardly revert to the fact that those toilers in the 
Siberian mines, Avho are deprived of it as a punish 
ment, are literally condemned to death, as they die 
Avithin two years' time—is extensively fonnd in mo>t 
countries; but the chief sources of our own supplies 
are obtained from the salt rocks and brine springs 
found in Northwich, NantAvich, Droitwich, and 
Middlewich, from Cheshire, Worcestershire, and Stal- 
fordshire. For obtaining rock salt, blasting and 
picking operations are employed ; and the salt, often 
discoloured by oxide of iron, and from other in 
cidental causes, undergoes various processes of purifi 
cation ; but the brine springs, being of greater purity 
and strength, are found more profitable to Avork. 
From these wells, which vary from nine to fifty yards 
in depth, the brine, containing about twenty-three 
per cent, of salt, is pumped into huge receptacles, 
Avhence it is conducted through troughs into heated 
evaporators. When exposed to the influence of great 
heat, the salt rapidly condenses, and falls in fine 
powder, Avhich is afterwards dried, and sold as 
"stove "salt. During the process of more gradual 
evaporation, larger and purer salt crystals are formed, 
such as are naturally made by the heat of the sun in 
tropical countries. In Cheshire, more than 2,000,000 
tons of salt are manufactured annually; and many 
thousands are engaged in its various forms of pre 
paration. In Poland, enormous salt works have been 
in operation for several centuries; Avhilst " every 
schoolboy" has heard of the salt deposits on the 
shores of the Dead Sea. The Indian ryots, however 
poverty-stricken, are compelled, for sanitary reasons, 
to purchase certain quantities of salt for the use of 
their families and cattle. From this source alone 
British India derives a revenue of £2,000,000 per 
annum. Salt has been held symbolical of good faith, 
hospitality and amity, for untold generations, more 
especially in the East. To " eat salt " Avith a man 
was to pledge friendship and honourable dealing; and 
to sit " above the salt," was held, in mediaeval times, 
as a place of the greatest honour. The Zingari tribe 
are said to celebrate their primitive marriages by 
the simple expedient of dividing bread, on which 
salt has been spread, and each eating half, when their 
honour, good faith, and fidelity are regarded as having 
been indelibly plighted. Salt is excellent for every 
description of cattle ; deer and goats delight in it: 
and the latter, to be kept in a satisfactory condition 
of health, should ahvays have access to a large piece 
of rock salt, Avhich they Avill lick with infinite appre 
ciation. Pigeons are fond of it; but it is injurious, 
if not fatal, to fowls. Salt can be procured by boiling 
and condensing sea-water, which also supplies salts 
of magnesium ; but the process is comparatively ex 
pensive. It may interest the fairer portion of the 
readers of the WORKWOMAN to learn that, amongst 
other household virtues, salt is assigned a useful place 
as a toilet adjunct. Applied dry to the hair, and well 
brushed into the roots daily, it is said to render the 
hair glossy and silken, and to promote its growth. 
Being a powerful tonic, it is not recommended to be 
applied continuously for more than a year. Sea 
bathing, also, exerts an invigorative effect on the 
hair.
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