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THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

WAS standing on the doorstep of my 
new, dear little home; I had gone to 
look if I could see anything of John 
corning home to tea. I was rather early, 
for I had stood there some moments be 
fore I saw any of his fellow-workmen 
pass the top of the street, and John is 

always a quarter of an hour or so later than the 
others, because it is a part of his duties to leave 
all safe for the night; but everything was ready 
for tea, so I thought I would wait in the cool 
till I saw John turn the corner, then I meant to 
run in and get the water on the tea, and be 
quietly seated cutting bread-and-butter by the 
time he could get indoors.

Presently two of John's fellow-workmen came 
down the street; one of them must have known 
me by sight, too, for after giving me a " Good 
evening, Missus," I heard him say, as he passed 
on, while giving the other man a nudge with his 
elbow, " that's Jack Lennox's wife." That was all 
I heard, and it was that which woke me up. A 
quiver passed over me, and I thought, just to 
think of my belonging to any one, or any one 
belonging to me. How queer and yet how joyful 
a thought it was !

Less than two years ago I had been such a 
lonely little woman. I lived in one room at the top 
of a house near to that in which I have the 
parlours now. The room was in the house of 
John's mother, I had then lived there more 
than a year, and I had become, even then, more 
fond of her than of any one else I knew in 
the world; but that old Mrs. Lennox should ever 
be anything more to me than my good kind friend 
and landlady I never dreamt.

I was alone in the world—neither father, 
mother, sister, nor brothers, aunt or uncle had I. 
The workhouse officers christened me, and the 
samo people had to do with the putting of my 
poor mother in her last resting-place.

In the workhouse—which was, after, all, a good 
friend to poor little me—I lived, and learnt what 
I could, until one day I was told by somebody 
that I was going to be " put oub."

The " putting out" meant that I was going to be 
started for myself. I found that I was going 
to help a woman, who lived at a distance from 
the workhouse, to mind her children—nine she 
had—and learn stitching the tops—uppers they 
were called—of boots. This was a very good 
chance for me, I was told.

I went, and it was a good thing for me in the 
end ; but how I used to cry in the night at 
first, even for the past happiness of the work 
house ! It was a great change for me, being 
amongst children. There had been children in 
plenty where I had come from ; but I had seldom 
been weith them. I had for long borne the name 
of a sulky child, and doubtless I was queer. An 
old woman, who had nursed my mother in the 
place, after mother's death nursed me, and I had 
grown used to being in the old women's quarters. 
When I grew to three years old I ought to have 
been moved, more especially as old Jane was by 
that time failing fast ; but the old lady was fond 
of me, and would come begging for me so often from 
my new quarters, that I was left with her altogether 
at last. I toddled in and out of the bare, white 
washed wards—everybody knew old Jane's little 
Lizzie, as I was called. By-and-by, before I was 
seven, I was like a little old woman myself. I 
had unconsciously taken old Jane's way of 
stooping ; and another old woman's way of 
blinking her eyes. It was just habit unchecked ; 
but that and my still clinging to the ward I was 
used to, even after old Jane had died, and so left 
me, had, I know, caused me to be thought not 
quite right in my mind.

Well, never mind, John says I am right enough 
for him. But I know I had nearly altogether 
lost the name of Lizzie by the time I was nine. I 
was called the old woman, or generally, owing to 
the pronunciation prevalent in the Workhouse, the 
old 'un.

I remember the night I left for my new place 
so well. An old man, who had been in the 
workhouse for some time, took me to my place. 
He knew nothing of me, was old and weak, 
and must have found the distance too far for 
his worn oat limbs—he hardly spoke to me at

all. He limped along, holding my hand loosely 
in his, until we came to a house where a good 
many children, all of whom had dirty faces, 
were sitting playing on the door-steps.

" Does a woman o' the name of Sims live here ?" 
asked the old man.

" That's mother," several of the children 
screamed at once.

" I say, are you Work'us ?" one of the children 
questioned, pinching my ankle as I went up the 
steps after the old man.

One of the Sims' children, but I don't know 
which, led the way up-stairs, till we came to a 
room where, the door being open, we saw Mrs. 
Sims at work.

" Oh ! you have brought her," Mrs. Sims said, 
in the first place, as she looked me over and over, 
the instant I crossed the threshold of the room. 
" Hadn't you got a biggerer one ?" she next said, in 
an ill-tempered, dissatisfied tone, as she again 
looked me over.

"I know nothink about it," growled the olc 
man. " I was told to bring this lass to this 
number in George Street, an' I have done it, an 
I'll thank you for a bit o' baccy for it, Missus, it's 
a long way for an old creter' like me."

While Mrs. Sims fumbled in her pocket for 
pence, she still kept her e}res .on. me. " What's 
her name ?" she next said to the man ; " I dunno, 
ask her," was the answer she received.

" What's your name, young 'un ?" said a kinder 
voice, and I then saw that there was a man sitting 
by the fireplace. It was Mr. Sims. I need not 
stop to say anything about him though, but 
that he wa,s the kindest person I ever knew, 
except old Jane, until I knew John's mother. Mr. 
Sims was kind to everybody, was ready to make 
excuses for any one when they made mistakes, or 
even did anything really wrong. " Let everybody 
let everybody else alone," and " mind your own 
business," were the two phrases .oftenest in his 
mouth. But it struck me that, if Mrs. Sims had 
minded her own business and let him alone, Mr. 
Sims would have done very poorly indeed.

After standing and staring about me, looking 
very stupid also, no doubt, for some seconds, I 
answered Mr. Sims' question, saying,—" I used to 
be called Lizzie."

" What do you mean by you. did used to be 
ailed Lizzie F" asked Mrs. Sims crossly. I 

remember hearing my own voice say quaveringly, 
because I was frightened by Mrs. Sims, "People 
mostly calls me the old woman." At this Mr. 

ims jumped to his feet, and .stretching his arms 
tiigh over his head, gave a cry, .which was half a 
.oud laugh, and half a noisy yawn. Then he took 
iis hat, and striding past mo, went clattering 
down the stairs, and out into the street, which I 
would have given a good deal to have been back 
in myself at that moment.

It was no use, I had to settle down at Mrs. 
Sims I knew, and so I tried my very best to 
find out what everybody in the house expected of 
ne, and to do what they did expect. B.efore a 
month was over, I had become quite used to 
answering any calls-of " Lizzie," from Mrs. Sims, 
" Work'us," from the children, and " Old 'un," from 
Mr. Sims, The ,rooms so crowded-up with old 
furniture, too, I did my best to keep clean and 
straight, not that that is saying much, for when 
I think of what was my best then, in- the way of 
cleaning, and look around and see how John's 
mother, bless her! has taught me to keep the 
rooms which are now John's and mine—my cheek 
flushes at the thought of.•my ever having been 
.satisfied with what I could do in. the way of house 
keeping then. But besides this I had before many 
months become very handy at the boot-stitching. 
This was very well paid for work then, and as I 
could do several dozens a day of these, I must 
have earned some shillings a week. Before the 
first year was over I could sew boot for boot with 
Mrs. Sims, and, except when she had set me to do 
other things, did so. Knowing this, it is a 
wonder that it never struck me as unjust that I 
was never given any money—-that I should, too, 
be kept so ragged, and sometimes hungry, seeing 
that I never rested from early morning to late at 
night. This went on till I must have been about 
seventeen. . .

Things were not, however, to go on thus for
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ever; I was to have a friend raised up for me, and 
that friend was John's mother.

Mrs. Lennox kept a general dealer's shop, where 
Mrs. Sims had a weekly account, and to this shop 
I was sent, for something or other nearly every 
day. To this quiet, kindly woman I suppose 
I mast have unawares let drop, in the little I did 
say—and it was very little I did say to anybody in 
those days—enough to give her an insight into my 
position. I had told how I had lived in my child 
hood, and how I was living then. One day she 
suddenly turned upon me, after weighing me some 
potatoes out, and seeming to look me through and 
through, and yet kindly, she said :

" How old are you now, young woman ?" Some 
how 110 one ever called me a girl; for one thing, 
I never got anything to wear but Mrs. Sims' old 
clothes, and short and thin though I might be, 
and totally different to her in appearance, these 
clothes of hers yet made me look somewhat like 
her. I believe, too, that I unconsciously took her 
tricks of manner, just as 1 had once done old 
Jane's. Under her influence my face then wore a 
peevish look, and my shoulders were bent as 
though under years of worriting, just as now, 
under John's, my face so often wears a happy 
smile, because I see the fellow to it in his.

I answered Mrs. Lennox's question by saying : 
" I was nine, they said, when I came to live at 
Situs's, and Dolly Sims was a year old then, and 
now she is nine to-morrow; the currants I am 
come for are to be put in a cake for her. So I 
reckons I must be about seventeen or eighteen," 
and I did a little sum on my fingers.

" It's time you turned round for yourself, young 
woman," said Mrs. Lennox. " Why don't you 
try to get boots to stitch on your own account, 
and rent a room for yourself ? Ask Mrs. Sims 
to give you a start."

When Mrs. Lennox said this, a bright light 
seemed to dance around me. I remember look 
ing back at clean, comely Mrs. Lennox, as she 
stood behind her counter, with an agony of ques 
tioning in my face, as to whether she did really 
think I could do as she had said; she looked as 
if she meant it; but had, however, to turn away 
at once to a customer who came pushing past me. 

Holding tightly the basket of potatoes and 
groceries I had been sent for, I hurried back to 
the Sims's, my feet hardly seeming to touch the 
ground.

No chance for my speaking occurred till the. 
tea was over, then, when Mrs. Sims and myself, 
sat at work at the table, I made up my mind that 
I would speak. I had been thinking a long time, 
I had been watching myself at work. The tops 
seemed to fly through my fingers, I could see 
that I laid mine down finished before Mrs. Sims 
had finished hers, and I knew that when Mrs. 
Sims took the work home, it was more than one 
sovereign she brought back, and that Mr. Sims 
dressed himself like a gentleman now. The more 
I thought the more I felt I must speak. At last 
the words popped out of my mouth before I knew 
what I was doing.

"How old were you, missus, before you started 
for yourself?"

' Eighteen turned I was when I left the factory 
to be married, and a bad change I made of it," 
replied Mrs. Sims, with a sneering glance at her 
husband, who sat in the corner by the fire. 
" Much good leaving the factory did me," she 
added bitterly ; " at the end of the fortnight I had 
to go and ask them for work again, so that I might 
pay the rent of two grandly furnished rooms he 
had taken for us to live in, when it turned out 
b.e hadn't a penny to pay for them with 1"

" And did they let you have boots out when 
you were only as old as me?" said I. I was 
•taring breathlessly at Mrs. Sims' face as I 
poke, and I saw every change upon it. A most 
peculiar look crossed her face. Poor woman, she 
was not altogether bad; she was a good mother 
;o her children, and worked quite as hard herself 
as she had made me. She was too good a wife— 
ihat was her greatest fault. She never could get 
nough money for her husband. I am certain 

that before I had well spoken the question, her 
quick wits had seen what was coming. She 
.nstantly began to talk in a way which took 
away all my pity for her by its cruel injustice, 
and .made .Mrs. Lennox take my part more than 
she would have done possibly.

Let me again say that all the time I had lived 
with the Sims' I had never had anything from 
>hem but my food—after they had finished—and



THE BRITISH WOEKWOMAN.

just the barest clothing of Mrs. Sims' cast oft' 
o-arments, which were never remade for me, and I 
had worked side by side with Mrs. Sims for six 
years, gradually getting quicker and quicker; 
sharing all the work and never the holidays. If 
I was peculiar it was caused by my leading a 
life different to that of other people.

Mrs. Sims, after that quick look had flashed 
over her face, answered with a sort of drawl:—

" Yes, Lizzie, I got work out, and was a set 
up woman by the time I was your age ; but then, 
you see," i?he added, "I was all right."

I did not take the meaning of this last sentence, 
and I began to speak again :—

" Some one has been telling me that I am old 
enough to start for myself."

" What—have wages ?" shrieked Mrs. Sims. 
" What does a half-witted creature like you want 
with wages. I give you all you need, a lot better 
than you got where I took you from !"

" Yes,but I am older now," replied I; but Mrs. 
Sirns would not listen ; she threw down her work 
and shook me by the shoulders, saying she would 
get to the bottom of who it was that had been 
meddling with her business. Mr. Sims then 
broke in, saying I should be the death of Mrs. 
Sims. Then Mrs. Sims kept repeating, as she 
rocked herself to-and-fro in her chair—''It serves 
us right; what did we take a half-witted work 
house brat in for ?"

I went on with my work puzzling my head— 
while the tears kept dropping—as to whether I 
had really done anything wrong in asking her this 
question. Besides, was it true that I really had 
not .all my senses ? I knew that people did not 
take as much to me as they seemed to do to other 
people ; but what they said to me I always under 
stood. I asked myself, Was it because they 
thought like Mrs. Sims, that they did not chat 
and smile with me as I saw them do with each 
other, and not because I was ugly and untidy, as 
I had thought before ? Bad as that belief had 
been this was worse.

I remember what a new sensation it was to me 
at first, for my looks to be noticed, and how sur 
prised I was when, after I had been with Mrs. 
Lennox a short time, I overheard, as I passed 
up-stairs with my bundle of work, some one who 
had been in the shop as I came through it, say :— 

" Mrs. Lennox, that lass as lives in your top 
room is. turning out quite a good-looking young 
woman."

"Yes," said Mrs. Lennox, "she is growing a 
younger woman; she had her old age first." Then 
I suppose she told all about me, for the woman 
who made the remark always gave me a kindly 
nod whenever she saw me after.

But to go back to the Sims. I felt that they 
were being unjust to me, and when Mrs. Sims had 
asked me a hundred times what I should do in 
a factory, and laughed at the very thought of my 
being amongst other young women, and at the 
thought of my wanting wages from her, finishing 
everything she said with speaking of me as not 
right in my head, I told her what had really been 
in my mind. I did not want to be with other 
people my own age ; I did not want money from 
her to boy fine clothes ; I only wanted just what 
Mrs. Lennox had been led, by the One who cares 
for the fatherless, to suggest to me.

At this Mrs. Sims laughed louder than ever, 
or pretended to do so.

I tried to let the matter drop, and allow things 
to go on as they had been before, but Mrs. Sims's 
temper was stronger than her meanness, and she 
made me so miserable that I told -Mrs. Lennox 
what a whirlwind I had raised, and that good 
woman—most surely my heaven-sent friend—went 
to Mrs. Sims and argued the matter with her, 
as if I had been her own daughter. It ended 
in my going to bed, one bright starry night, in my 
own little top room, with six dozen of boot-tops 
piled up on a little table close by the bed-side, so 
that I might see them, ready for me to begin to 
work at next morning; I had a promise, too, that 
if I did those well I might have more when I had 
finished them.

I never felt lonely in my room; there I only slept 
and worked, in the spare time I allowed myself 
I could always find something down stairs to do 
for Mrs. Lennox—that is, after she had taught 
me to do it properly.

When the shop was shut up, and after church 
on Sundays, she let me walk with her in a park 
near—which I had lived within a stone's throw 
of for nine years before, and never sat down in:

I had crossed it on errands, but that was all. Then,
when I had got some of my own earnings, I was
taken to buy good clothing. When my first new
dress came home, and had been made to fit me—

j for I seemed to have got fatter since it'was fitted
: on me, it was-so tight—to see the kind look in
j Mrs. Lennox's eyes, as she turned me round and

round, made me feel ready to cry!
But how proud I was, too, when I went out in 

that new dress.
Presently John came home to live with his 

mother, and work in the town, and somehow, after 
a little, not just at first, he began to go with his 
mother and me very regularly to church. Then, 
as the summer went, and autumn began to get 
cold, Mrs. Leunox said with her rheumatism it 
was not wise to go out—somehow I noticed that 
it was only on Sundays and holidays that she 
was so afraid of the wind. John then took me out 
alone, and now I am John's wife, and, oh dear, 
there is John coming in at the door, with his own 
bright smile lighting up his otherwise grave face, 
and there's the kettle boiling over on the fire.

CYPLES BELL.

1ST a busy seaport town in the North of 
England two women emerged from 
a low looking public-house near the 
docks. Both had been drinking, and 
now they had reached the quarelling 
point; foul language and bitter oaths 

were hurled at each other, accompanied with 
much shaking of fists and threats. At last the 
younger woman dealt her companion a violent 
blow in the face, which silenced her for a few 
moments. When she recovered herself enough to 
speak, she saw her enemy watching her, and 
raising her voice to its highest pitch, she shrieked 
out these fearful words, with oaths too vile to 
mention :—"May God strike your arm from your 
body."

She who uttered this curse gave birth to a child 
some months later, and who shall paint that 
mother's remorse when told her infant girl had 
but one arm! She called upon God to forgive her, 
and repeated over and over again, " the curse has 
fallen home. Oh! my babj^, my poor baby!" It 
was painful to listen to her, and none could com 
fort her. Before many days were passed that 
mother received the " call" and was taken to her 
long resting place—a bad life and drink had done 
its work rapidly and surely.

Oh, mothers who, read this story, take it to your 
own hearts, and ask yourselves, "What am I 
doing to put a stop to gross language in my own 
family?" I have seen a mother laugh when a 
small child has uttered an oath. But guard, I 
beg of you, the first "buds of bad language." A 
man does not become a swearer all at once. 
It is the mother who can watch the tender years 
of her children. Oh, curb their tongues early, 
and let them not acquire even a careless habit of 
speech. Never encourage, or make an excuse, 
such as, " Oh ! Johnny is a dear good boy, and he 
only swears because father does." Bather exer 
cise greater firmness, because of that fact. Never 
forget God gave you your children to train for 
Him, and if by your vanity or negligence you 
imperil your child's soul, who shall comfort you? 
I have known mothers spend hours on their 
children's hair and dress, and most anxious to 
give them the best so-called education they could 
afford. They could never give them enough head 
knowledge, while their poor little souls were 
starving. God's blessed Book might be slighted, 
prayers never said, the Sabbath given up to 
worldly enjoyment, yet the foolish mother was 
swelling with pride at the number of lessons Polly 
could learn, and the splendid bringing-up she was 
giving her daughter.

Dear mothers ! as a mother let me beg of you to 
think less of their accomplishments, and more of 
their moral training. Pray witli and for your 
children regularly. Teach them to love God and 
God's people, and He will help you to carry your 
loved ones safely through a troublesome world 
into the eternal rest and joy of His kingdom. 
Oh! happy mother! who can then say, "Behold ! 
0 Lord, I and the children whom Thou hast 

en me!" MOREY DAY.

T is a common enough saying that some 
folk in the world are obliged to work; 
it is a still commoner thought, and some 
poor, overtasked creatures find it very 
hard, at times, to help envying those 
others whom they suppose to be the 
happy individuals who have no need to 

toil. As a fact, however, there is not such an 
unfortunate person in the whole wide world as a 
being who has no work to do.

Frozen-out gardeners sometimes go about sing 
ing : " We've got no work to do," but if they have 
any right to the declaration, certainly no one else 
has.

" Work while it is called to-day, for the night 
cometh wherein no man can work."

No, no. It is the most absolute fact that we 
have all got our appointed tasks allotted to us. 
The only difference being, that some have them 
put plainly before their eyes, whilst others havo 
the extra duty imposed of looking for them.

In the Church of England catechism we confess 
that a part of our duty is : " To d® our duty 
in that state of life, unto which it shall please 
God to call us." That, at any rate, shows that we 
do believe that there must be duty, of some sort, 
for iis all to perform, although there appear to be 
persons in tolerable numbers, who act as if they 
thought their especial duty was just to exist, or, 
at all events, only to exist and enjoy themselves.

A lady, recently married, by name Miss Kate 
Potter, might almost have been excused, had she 
been one of these. One of a number of bright, 
happy, handsome sisters, the children of an in 
dulgent father, and with a wealthy home, there 
was truly much to foster selfishness, much to in 
duce the belief that for her, at least, play, not 
work, was the lawful business of life.

But God gave her the priceless gifts of health, 
.vigour, cheerfulness, hopefulness, the powers of: 
money and time, on purpose that she might work 
with them for Him, and so this young British 
Workwoman turned to with a will, to brush away 
some sadness from other hearts with tender help 
and sympathy, to sweep away some wrong-doing 
by the force of a good example.

For some years past Miss Potter has been known, 
beloved, and respected in one of the poorest dis 
tricts of Whitechapel. Her loving labours there 
have been no pretence. A visit once a month or 
so, a little model class of children, or anything of 
that sort. No. She has been down there perpet 
ually, almost living, amongst those whose sorrows 
she has shared, whose burdens she has helped to 
bear. And so it is no wonder that when the news 
crept out, in the early autumn months, that dear 
Miss Kate, their friend and teacher, and ever 
ready helper, was engaged to be married to one in 
every respect worthy of her love and esteem, the 
poor inhabitants of a certain block of buildings 
in Whitechapel, were amongst the most earnest of 
the numbers who showered good wishes upon her, 
and prayed for her future happiness.

The wedding of Miss Potter with Mr. Leonard 
Courtney, M.P., Financial Secretary to the Trea 
sury, took place on the 15th of March of this pi*e- 
sent year, and abundant proof was given on that 
clay of the lady's affectionate interest in her White 
chapel friends. They, to the number of a hundred, 
were the wedding guests. The family of the bride, 
brother, sisters, and Parliamentary friends of the 
bridegroom were present, it is true, but the guests 
for whom the chief seats were reserved in the 
flower-decked church, were the hard worked toilers 
of Whitechapel. The guests for whom the sump 
tuous wedding feast was prepared were these daily 
workers for daily bread.

As the bride and bridegroom sat at the head of 
of those long, cro wded tables, presided over that 
most uncommon wedding feast, it is very safe to 
believe that they must have felt in truth that " it 
is more blessed to give than to receive."

And, in spite of her work, real, true, hard work, 
work that many a time must have sorely tried 
heart and mind and faith, in the struggle against' 
sin and want and sorrow, in spite cf all this, I say, 
perhaps it would be more true to affii-m because 
}f it, this British Workwoman looked the happiest 
oridethat I have ever seen. Brave, true work is 
good for folk, I think. GRACE.



THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

0f

St. Peter's Confession (St. John vi, G6-C9 
xvi. 13-20).

St. Matt.

important time had come in the life 
of our Lord—men were musing in their 
minds as to who He was. There were 
varied opinions held. Some said He 
was John the ________________ 
Baptist,others 
Elias, or one

of the prophets. Our
Lord considered it ne-
cessa,ry that the belief
of His disciples should
be distinct. It is a vain
word to say it does not
matter ivliat we believe.
What a man believes
will shape his whole life.
For instance, as to sin;
if a man believes there
is little or no harm in
any one sin, into what
pitfalls may he be led!
And if a man has no
belief, he is as a ship
without an anchor, or
rudder, drifting on to
wreck and destruction.
The question of belief is
therefore a most im 
portant one, and it was
to bring His followers
to a point in this matter
that Christ put to them
the question, "Whom
say ye that I am ?" 

But there was another
circumstance as to the
time of Peter's confes 
sion. St. John tells us
that after the long and
beautiful discourse of
our Lord given in chap.
vi., " many of his dis 
ciples went Lack and
walked no more with
Him." What a 'great
sorrow this must have
been to our Lord. Can
we enter into it at all ?
We are reminded of the
Parable of the Sower.
Some of the seed sown
fell upon rocky ground,
and it sprung up there
at first as if it would 
do well, but afterwards, 
having no root, it with 
ered away (St. Matt, 
xiii. 6; 20, 21). There 
was a bright promise, 
but this was followed 
by sad disappointment. 
St. Paul knew what such 
disappointment was 
when he wrote, " Demas 
hath forsaken me, hav-

words spoken in the sixth chapter of St. John 
had been full of eternal life. Everlasting life 
was a blessed word for the ears of dying men. 
Christ the Lord was so great to Peter, because 
he looked to live for ever through Him. Have 
we sought this life eternal yet ? It has been 
said, "This world is good enough for me, if it 
ivould only last." Ah! but it will not last. How 
important is it, then, to seek life for evermore in 
Christ.

Peter's confession takes in much. He was able 
to say " We believe and are sure that Thou art that 
Christ, the son of the living God"—the Christ, 
the Anointed. As such Peter spoke of the Lord 
Jesus as man. Men were anointed, kings, priests, 
prophets, were all anointed, and Christ as a King, 
a Priest, and a Prophet, was the anointed. But

ing loved this present world " (2 Tim. iv. 10). ID 
the history given us in the sixth chapter of St. John, 
Christ's words ha,d been too much — too deep for 
some of His disciples. They could go a little way 
with Him, but they would not go all the way ; 
they were not willing to bo whole-hearted for 
Christ, and they "went back.' 1 Tt was then that 
Christ appealed to the twelve : •• Will ye also go 
away?" It was a test to which Christ put His 
disciples. How did they stand the test ? It was 
the eager, warm-hearted Peter who answered ; 
the same man who wished to walk on the water 
that he might go to Jesus. He makes now a

freat confession, " Lord to whom shall we go ?" 
t is as if he would say " Where is there any other 

to whom we can turn? There is none like Thee" 
(Ps. Ixxxvi. 8 ; Ixxiii. 25) ; and then Peter adds, 
" Thou hast the words of eternal life." Christ's

passage that begins with the words, "Blessed art 
thou, Simon Barjona"(St. Matt. xvi. 17). Christ 
declares how it was that Peter had learnt all he 
knew: '' flesh and blood hath not revealed it unto 
thee, but my Father which is in hearen." God 
had taught him. Such teaching is the only kind 
of teaching that will abide. Men and women may 
get up a good deal of knowledge on divine things, 
but if this is learnt from man only, it will never 
save them. It is not only the Jew who has a 
vail upon his heart (2 Cor. iii. 15, 16.) It is the 
case with every unchanged heart, and only God's 
hand can take away that vail, and enable the soul 
to see and lay hold of the truth. The conclusion 
of the passage, as given in St. Matt. xvi. 18, is con 
fessedly a difficult one. " Thou art Peter, and upon 
this rock I will build my church." The name 
_______________ Peter means a rock, and 

Peter's confession was a 
great foundation truth. 
It might be said to be a 
rock-like word. Upon 
this great fact spoken 
here by Peter, that Jesus 
is the CHRIST OF GOD, 
the Church stands, and 
building, here, is safe 
for ever.

What is the Church? 
It is, we are told in our 
19th Article, " a congre 
gation of faithful men" 
(see also 1 Cor. xii. 12). 
Each one in this com 
pany, each "member" of 
this "body," whether 
great or small, must 
stand on the Eock for 
safety. Then shall it 
be true of each member 
and of the whole body 
that the " gates of hell 
shall not prevail against 
it/' " The gates of hell" 
did not"prevail"against 
Christ. Satan could not 
overthrow Him. .Angry 
waves may beat and toss 
themselves against the 
Eock, but the Eock 
stands unmoved. There 
fore every soul standing 
upon that Eock is in 
safety. The important 
question is whether we 
have as yet reached the 
place of safety. With 
the storm clouds gather 
ing in the sky, the sailor 
puts on all sail that he 
may reach the harbour 
in good time. To run 
his little craft round 
the point of the distant 
breakwater is his one 
thought—if he delay, 
he may never get there 
at all! It is just such 
a resolve as that which 
is needed. God's great 
storm will come; how 
soon we know not. If 
we are not upon the 
EOCK then, it must "pre 
vail against" us.

M. E.

he was also the " Son of God" remember. This 
two-fold nature of our -Lord is very impor 
tant—Peter seemed here to grasp it. He saw 
before him the man, yet he saw more. No man 
could have wrought the miracle of the draught of 
fishes—no man could have walked on the sea— 
Peter had seen this, he had seen thj glory of the 
Son of God (St. John i. 12). And Peter was sure 
that what he believed was the truth. He was not 
"almost persunded" as Agrippa was (Acts xxvi. 
28). He was "fully persuaded'' r.s fct. Paul was 
(2 Tim. i. 12). Christ was honoured by this 
testimony, and may we not also say that Christ's 
heart must have been comforted by such words of 
confidence and trust from the lips of St. Peter ? 
St. John does not give us the words of blessing 
that Christ pronounced upon his believing dis 
ciples. St. Matthew, however, gives us the striking

CHAPTEE I.
BELLE had never been very strong, 

and so long as her little nephew and 
niece, Bobby and Tiny, could remember, 
had looked white and tired, and lain 
very often on the big, gay chintz- 
covered sofa in the nursery. 

She was so young, sweet, and pretty too. Tiny 
and Bobby were puzzled to know why her face 
was often so white, sad, and weary.

'J hey were always as merry as two frisky larks, 
and loved the little home—the only one they 
remembered—the " Cottage by the Sea," dearly.
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Erleborongh was a quaint old fishing town, 

built on a hill, beneath which was a valley, and then the sea. The wild, bleak moors facing the sea, the old-fashioned streets and houses, the 
lofty cliffs, gave it a picturesque, old-world look.

Tiny was a little fair-haired, blue-eyed, four- year-old mite, a dear modest little maid, with soft 
winning ways. Bobby was seven, straight-limbed, handsome, with the vivid colouring and flashing eyes of dark beauty—a jolly, happy, dear little 
man, full of mischief and merriment.

Their father, whom Bobby—intensely ''superior" thereat—could remember, had been 
dead a year, and when he had gone, Aunt Belle 
had come to the cottage to live with them. Mother, whom they in their childish fancy could 
only picture and speak of, as something very good 
and beautiful, which 
had passed away, whose 
name they spoke in a 
soft whisper—as we are 
wont to speak of our 
dear, lost dead—but of 
whose sweet face they 
had no recollection,how- 
ever dim—mother had 
lived here when a girl: 
she was now in heaven. 
Father and Aunt Belle 
had told them that, 
though her body lay at 
rest in the pretty calm- 
looking cemetery, with 
green flower-girt fields 
all around, and the blue 
sea near, singing a low 
sweet dirge to the dead. 

The children knew the 
pleasant pretty ceme 
tery well, and had no 
morbid fear of the place; 
rather, they looked upon 
it as some sweet fair 
garden, with many 
many seeds sown in 
the earth ; seeds which 
should presently be 
changed by God's hand, 
and bursting into ra 
diant flowers, bloom for 
ever in a garden above. 
And, truth to tell, this 
cemetery was no fear 
some spot. Bright, 
gaily-coloured flowers 
bloomed around, the 
summer winds played 
softly, it seemed as if 
God bade His Angel of 
the elements be more 
gentle there. There were 
winding pretty walks, 
arches covered with 
trailing ivy, and sweet 
tender blossoms bloom 
ing. Hoses, carnations, 
silver beech, ferns and 
palms, grew lovingly 
together there. The 
birds' songs were pass 
ing sweet, and a world 
of dead lay sleeping- 
peace fully in sound of 
the blue smiling sea 
which in life mayhap 
had caused their doom. 
On fair summer June 
days, when Aunt Belle 
felt strong enough, she '——————————-———— 
used to go with them
to take flowers to the grave the children loved 
so well, and speak to them in soft, sweet tones of their mother, who had been so good; of the sailors 
whose many graves they saw, the sailors, who going down to the sea in ships, and doing their business in great waters, had sunk to rise no more.

Tiny and Bobby led a very happy life, in their cottage home by the sea, for Anut Belle was so kind, "never coss" as Tiny confidently expressed it.
Isabelle Eeid, or Aunt Belle, was but twenty-one when, at her dying brother's request, she came to guard and care for his children, to replace to them their dead mother.
Aunt Belle had never known a parent's love;

her father and mother had died when she was 
almost a baby, and till she came of age, she had 
lived with her aunt, often visiting her only brother. On attaining her majority she received the small 
fortune left for her by her parents, and, almost immediately after, in answer to her dear brother's 
dying summons, she came, young as she was, to nurse and comfort him in his last hours, and to be a mother to the orphan children. Two years have passed, and she has faithfully fulfilled her duty. 
V^ery pleasant to her has been the guiding of these baby-minds; the sound of their pretty 
prattle, their sweet voices, the touch of their soft childish fingers : very sacred, yet sweet in her eyes, is this responsibility. Unfortunately, she is not 
at all strong. Her brother's death was a great shock to her sensitive nature, after which she had a

SHE SITS puoprED rp WITH PILLCWS ix BED."—See pnr/e G2.

low nervous illness, which left her back so weak and 
her whole frame so delicate, she is able to do very little walking, and must lie many hours a day on 
her sofa. Hers is a sweet, speaking, more than pretty face; her hair is dark with tiny ripples in it, and gathered high up to the top oi' her head is 
coiled into a coronal; her complexion is very pale, her eyes, which are dark, luminous, and tender, have in their depths, a sweet, serious, stedfast 
gaze—in a word, there is thought and a calm, 
sweet gravity in her face.

Though so young, illness and sorrow have left here and there faint yet just perceptible lines of 
care on the frank open forehead; a capacity for 
suffering, and a token of strength which has been 
given to bear that suffering; of peace perfected,

and gained through trouble, shine on the face and these very trials render it attractive.
And, may be, the cause of that look of " perfect peace" and content, of suffering bravely borne, on 

Aunt Belle's face, lies in her remembrance of and earnest faith in the words of One who said : " Let 
not you heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid. Lo, I am with you always, even unto the end of the world!"

CHAPTER II.
NOT always to us is our duty so pleasant as 
to Aunt Belle waa the training of the two pets, her dear brother's legacy. And oh! how deeply responsible, yet divine a charge, is the teaching 

and moulding of infant 
souls and minds of 
Christ's little ones ! 
S weetly and sensibly 
Aunt Belle performed 
her office. Hers was 
a useful, well-filled life. 
Daily lessons of truth, 
wisdom, and culture— 
tiny seeds of religion— 
with its grand all- 
sufficing truths, sim 
plified for baby-minds, 
sown with an untiring, 
loving hand—words of 
goodness, meekness, 
gentleness, spoken even 
in a true, kind, loving 
spirit, two little souls 
to train, to care for, to 
make meet for God, 
these were her high 
tasks. In doing these 
services, which may 
seem small in the daily 
self-denial of her life, 
for she had given up 
much for her brother, 
she was very contented 
and happy. Fully re 
cognizing the nobility 
of her high task, though 
to some the duty may 
seem very humble, lov 
ing God and little child 
ren with all her heart, 
the completion of the 
work given her to do 
was a source of pure 
pleasure to her.

Often had Bobby, 
who was of an inquir 
ing, precocious turn of 
mind, said to her: 
" Bonny Aunt Belle, 
why don't you get 
mawied, and have a 
big man with black 
whiskers to take care 
of you like mover 
had?"

Why? Oh! the ques 
tions these busy, curious 
little people pose us 
with, the questions 
which often strike so 
near home.

Bobby little knows, 
and would understand 
it still less, that not so 
very long ago a bright 
handsome fellow, not 
with black whiskers—

an indispensable appendage in Bobby's eyes, in 
asmuch as father was the proud possessor of them—but with fair hair and moustache, blue eyes and a sunny smile, had spoken sweet words 
of love to Auntie, and asked her to be his owu dear wife.

That story seems to Auntie as she thinks of it— and she so often does—a beautiful dream which 
has faded away. Just then, she had received a let 
ter from her brother, written on his death-bed, say 
ing " Belle,—Come to us at once, and be a mother 
and father too, to the children. I have left money for them and you ; come and live with them in the 
cottage. This is a solemn last charge—my time 
is short—I want your promise, the sight of your face, before I go. Come !"
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Here was a different lot ready to her hand, not 
the bright smiling fate she would have chosen, but 
a duty—as he put it, "a solemn last charge" from 
her only idolized brother.

So to Gordon Fane, the man who had grown so 
dear, she only said : Dear, I care for you, but— 
it cannot, cannot be," and showed him her brother's 
letter. Then, hurriedly she left, deaf to all Gor 
don's arguments and entreaties; left to hear her 
brother's " last words."

OHAPTEE III.
GORDON was a young man who had his way to 
make, and though he was more than willing to 
take Auntie and all dear to her, though he begged 
her to relent, she would not; and now the beauti 
ful dream and story were over, romance had given 
place to reality, and Auntie's new life had begun.

Bravely she put away the thought of life, made 
beautiful by Gordon's love and care; bravely she 
did the duty lying nearest to her ; the duty which 
if we do, so surely our reward will come, and in our 
hearts there will be a peace the world cannot give.

Though her health was delicate, she did not 
give way to invalidism until quite an affection for 
ailing grew upon her; she did not wish to have 
time to reflect, and every moment was busily 
spent.

There were the children's clothes to make and 
mend, their daily lessons to hear, their little games 
and pleasures to take an interest in, the house to 
manage, nurse Simpsou, factotum in general of 
the establishment, to look after; the poor and 
sick in the parish to think of and work for, and 
Aunt Belle's busy fingers were for ever flying. 
Daily she taught the children from the best 
Book of all, and told them wondrous stories of 
the Holy Christ, who so loved and blessed the 
little children and bade them come unto Him, told 
them that " of such is the kingdom of Heaven." 

Every evening their sweet baby prayers—prayers 
which are so precious in God's sight—were lisped 
at her knee ; and though, sometimes, between the 
rosy childish beauty of Tiny and Bobby, and the 
every-day recurrence of little duties for them, came 
Gordon's smiling,handsome face, and a fair picture 
of home with him and the dear children; still in 
Aunt Belle's heart reigned a feeling of deep con 
tent, sounded in her ears, a voice saying : " Do 
the right, do it bravely, and peace will come." 

*****
"Auntie," gays Bobby one day—one of those 

grey; dull, colourless clays, which come to us so 
often—" may us have this newspaper to dress up in 
and make a frock of?" Bobby, much disgusted 
at the turn the elements have taken, has been 
racking his brains to provide entertainment for 
the company and himself. A happy thought has 
struck him; he and Tiny, swathed in newspapers, 
with caps to match, will beard nurse Simpson in 
the kitchen and scare her by their appearance.

jSTurse Simpson is a great institution at the 
Cottage, and though the bairns love her dearly, 
they play her many a prank.

" Let me look, child," says Aunt Belle, whose 
white face has been looking very white and heavy, 
during the grey, stormy day. 
:' Casting her eyes on it to see if it is old enough 
to be destroyed, they fall on a column the words 
of which dazzle them and make her head swim 
round. Coldness and dizziness creep over her, 
the paper falls to the ground, and she faints away. 

These are the jjvords she has read : " Terrible 
Railway Accident on the 1ST. E. line. List of pas 
sengers injured—Gordon Fane, &c."

For many days after this, the little cottage is 
very silent; no figtire lies on the pretty chintz sofa 
in the nursery. Bobby and Tiny go about on tip 
toe. Auntie lies in bed very ill, the doctor, such a 
fat, funny, rosy little man, " wiv a face like ham," 
as Bobby graphically puts it, comes twice a day.

She has got a low nervous fever, brought on by 
intense excitement of her nerves, and the shock 
she has received. The children have been packed 
into the nursery and kitchen alternately with 
nurse Simpson, and have not seen Aunt Belle for 
two whole weeks. The first time Bobby is admit 
ted into the bed-room, where Auntie, well enough, 
to sit up, and tired of being idle, her work-box on 
the bed, is already busjr sewing, with neat skilful 
fingers, some dainty garment for Tiny.

Aunt Belle does indeed look fragile as she sits 
propped up with pillows in bed, a little shawl 
crossed over her shoulders ; her dark hair is coiled

up as prettily as ever, and there is a sweet, tender 
pensiveness on her face.

On the drawers by the bedside, is the medicine 
the fat little doctor has pi'escribed, and which 
Bobby calls " nassy," but nevertheless hopes to be 
allowed to see her take, " 'Cos I Imows you'll 
make a face at it," says this loquacious child.

As soon as ever Auntie had recovered from her 
fainting fit, weak as she was, she had asked for 
paper and pens, and written to her friend, Gordon 
Fane's sister, enclosing such a sweet little note 
for him, expressing her great grief at his mis 
fortune, asking for news of him, but saying no 
thing of her own illness. The clays pass, and no 
answer comes, and Auntie, instead of growing well 
and strong, as the chubby little doctor wishes, 
gets paler, sadder, weaker. It is so cruel, this 
silence, this knowing nothing.

One day, a week or two after the letter has been 
written, she has begged to be down in the pleasant 
cheery little drawing-room facing the sea, the 
sight of which does her good. The doctor agrees, 
saying she must be down at the most for two 
hours.

She is lying on the sofa, her gaze fixed on the 
sea. She wears a trailing black dress of some 
gauzy diaphanous stuff, a little fine lace ruffle at 
her throat, and a tiny knot of crimson fastening- 
it, lends a dash of colour to her pale cheeks.

Her eyes have a sad, far away look. Suddenly 
the door opens, and enter not the children, as she 
has expected, but nurse Simpson.

Holding the door with one hand, with the other
she seems to be impeding some person's entrance.

' ' If jon please, mum, I've told him how as you
was at death's door, but, reason or none, he
will —— "

Nurse gets no further, for the intruder, a bright 
winsome-faced man, rushes past, and nurse 
departs.

Kneeling by the pretty fragile figure in black, 
he says, taking her little white hands in his, 
"Darling, I am here, safe, unhurt — Ethel was 
away — your letter was not forwarded till to-day — 
it was all a mistake — it was a cousin and namesake 
of mine who was injured — he is dead, poor fellow. 
All his property and income come to me. What 
is his loss — and, who knows ? it may be no loss 
— is our gain; so child, bonny'Belle, come to me, 
be my wife, darling, get well and strong for my 
sake. Come, you and the chicks. I must have 
you to love and care for."

After all, if the chicks will still be with her, if her 
duty will still be done, can she again say him nay ? 

The rosy colour flashes into her pale cheeks, a 
soft happy light gleams in her eyes. " Gordon, I 
will," she says, solemnly as if she were already 
standing before the altar in church, at the event 
ful service.

At this juncture, in bursts Bobby, who, looking 
at the two, goes up to Gordon and says, with pre 
cocious familiarity, "Oh! I see you're the big 
man wid black whiskers !"

"That's just it," says Auntie, smiling for very

Gordon Fane's wedding day is fixed. Tiny and 
Bobby live in a state of wildest excitement, and 
are perpetually trying on their wedding garments, 
and bonny Aunt Belle is —I am not surprised — 
rapidly getting better. CICELY POWELL.
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CHAPTER XII.
WHAT THE PIBE REVEALED.

OR a time Ernest Brewer showed signs 
of softening, and as if his illness 
had left some impression on him. 
But it wore off with returning health, 
and things went on much the same 
as before. A remarkable thing hap 
pened the week before Christmas,

will now relate, and which, however
strange it may seem, did really occur.

I awoke one night about one o'clock, with a

sensation of fear and dread, as if the house were on 
fire. I could not sleep, though I tried to shut my 
eyes, and keep still. I got up, and lighted a small 
lamp which I often read by at night. Having 
crept down the passage and examined the 
premises, I returned to my room and tried to 
forget myself in a book. But it would not do. I 
went to the window and looked out; it was a dark, 
murky sort of night, and the gas lamps looked 
blurred and dim. Presently two policemen 
passed, and I heard one of them say, "It's a fire, 
up Sussex Road way." Then another voice said, 
"Fire! there's afire."

I threw on my clothes and stepped quickly 
downstairs into the street. I raced after the two 
policemen, who were now joined by several more, 
and asked, " Is there afire P" " Yes, up Gallows' 
Acre way; there!" And as he spoke a spiral flame 
shot up into the darkness, and a lurid red glare 
showed the spire of the new church up in Sussex 
Road.

I soon outstripped the policemen, and on turn 
ing a corner at the top of the hill, I saw smoke 
and flames issuing from the lane where I had 
passed my miserable childhood. A good -many 
people were roused by this time, and were run 
ning to the spot, while some called out to get the 
fire-engines.

" It's the end house of the row, standing back," 
a voice said.

" What! the house the old miser lives in ? He'll 
be burned to a cinder, surely."

" Has the next house caught ?" I asked, but no 
one thought it worth while to answer.

I made my way through the crowd as well as I 
could; but I am always at a disadvantage in a 
crowd, and there's no time when I 3iave wished 
more earnestly to add a cubit tcv; my stature, 
as when pressed and jostled by a lot of people 
who have their heads and shoulders above mine. 
At last, after .much struggling, I got into the front 
rank before the burning hoiises.

Both had caught fire, and the third was in 
danger. The glare showed up the/faces of the 
people, and many were familiar to me, and one— 
I; shall never forget it, as I saw it then—Mar 
garet Lee's, wrapped in a cloak, with Cherryather 
side, pressing close to her mother. / f_-:

I did not see Adam. Men were busily employed 
in turning out the Lee's household furniture" into 
the garden, and passing buckets from hand to/ 
hand, to try to get the fire under, which every 
minute threatened to spread to the third house in 
the row.

" Is Adam there?" I asked; " is he there taking 
out the furnitiTre ?" /

" Is that you, Philip ?" Margaret said In a 
strangely calm voice. She, alone of all the women, 
did not scream and screech at the pitch of their 
voices. " Phil, is that you ? Oh ! Phil, Adam is 
trying to save old Jonathan, he is in tlierk—in. 
that burning house."

And now cries were heard from the flaming 
mass—dreadful cries from the wretched old man. 
"Leave me, I say—leave go—my chest—:hiy box 
—my money, you want it—you want it." ''

"Help here"—it was a ringing, manly voice I 
knew well—" I can't manage him alone. He will 
be burnt to death."

And at the top window we saw the form of 
Adam Lee, flames behind and round him. There 
was a desperate struggle with something yet in 
the room.

The ladder was set up against the/ house, and 
Adam was striving to get his foot on-ifc and drag 
old Jonathan with him.

"I cannot do it—will no one help?" There 
was a silence, then a voice said— ;

" Come down, Adam, leave him to his fate; no 
one wants him, the old brute." '

" Help," rang out the voice again,1'" or I shall 
die with him."

Then I broke away, seized the rope that was 
dangling from the ladder, and a man went to the 
foot to steady it. " The rope," gaspad Adam, 
" the rope." I held it to him, and he fastened it 
with great strength to the helpless weight behind 
him.

" That is all I can do; let him down." He 
pushed the now senseless old man out, and hold 
ing tight to the rope, he was let down a distance 
of some twenty feet to the ground below.

The thunder of the fire engines and the blowing 
of the horn was heard getting nearer. The engines 
began to play on the houses, and I, still clinging 
to the ladder, said— '
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" Come down yourself—come down." Bat th 
clouds of smoke, now pouring out in thicke 
columns, hid the form of Adam from our sight. _

A crash was heard—for the roof had fallen in 
—and as the stifling vapour cleared off, we sav 
Adam drop down from the window; he liac 
missed the top rung of the ladder, and lay in 
sensible on the ground.

" He is only stunned," I heard them say, "anc 
stupefied with the smoke. But the old fellow i 
dead."

"Not he," said another voice "he'll come tc 
life." The fire was getting under now, and th 
engines saved the third house from destruction 
Kindly neighbours lower down the lane came wit] 
offers of shelter for Margaret and Cherry, but TK 
one seemed to care what became of old Jonathan 
who had recovered consciousness, and was moan 
ing, " my box, my money, he'll get it."

^You'd better -carry him off to the hospital 
no one seems to want him here."

"Shut up now, will you," said the policeman 
"your money won't d.o you much good now 
Here, get a cart or something and take him off."

All this time Margaret was bending over the 
prostrate form of her husband—Cherry, sobbin^ 
and crying, but refusing to leave her mother 
The gas lamps at the end of the lane flickered on 
the still white face on which Margaret gazed, 
Presently she said :

" Will no one lift him up and take him home. 
Oh ! Phil, Phil, I have no home !"

"We'll take you all in," said a man, standing 
by. " Our house is open to you, Mrs. Lee. Don't 
fret."

"Oh I, Adam,- Adam!" Margaret said; "my 
brave, noble husband. Will he never speak to 
me again?"

" Oh yes! I hope so; we've sent for a doctor. 
It's a thousand pities he didn't leave that old 
creature to burn with his money bags—ill-gotten 
gains, you may depend they are."

I had taken Cherry in my arms, and tried 
to comfort her, but she clung to me sobbing and 
saying, "Oh ! father, father.'"'

At last they had carried Adam into the kind 
neighbour's house, and Margaret and Cherry and 
I followed.

The doctor had arrived, and superintended the 
removal of the two injured people. Old Jonathan 
was despatched to the hospital in a cab, and several 
neighbours carried Adam to Mr. Watt's house.

He was a new resident since my time, and I 
heard him say to the doctor: " I'll be proud to 
take Adam Lee to my place, for I look on him. as 
my best friend."

The noise and excitement did not abate; and 
there was an especial interest shown about the 
end houses, now a smouldering mass of ruins.

" That old miser screeching for his gold. Serve 
him right to lose it," said one. "He can't carry 
that away with him where he's going, anyhow," 
said another neighbour, in a tone which implied 
that there was satisfaction in the certainty, at all 
events.

All my concern was for the Lee's and their 
furniture. I did not like to intrude inside the 
Watt's house, where they had carried Adam. 
Ah ! I felt as if my place was outside, and that 
after my conduct, even Margaret would not care 
to see me.

So I busied myself outside, and managed to put 
a good many small articles into the workshop, 
behind the old broken down shed of former times, 
which now stood converted into a nice light and 
dry workshop, and place where a lot of flowers 
and plants were sheltered in the winter.

_By ; the time my work at this was done, the 
winter daylight began to streak the Eastern sky, 
and very soon the ruin which the fire had wrought 
stood out in all its wretched desolation. There is 
no sight to me more pitiful than the ruin left by 
fire.- ^ It is like the ruin which the fire of unholy 
passions and sin leaves behind. 

- The policemen were still on the watch; the 
rumour of money had spread, and it was necessary 
to be on guard. Every one was raking and sorting 
amongst the cinders, charred beams, and crumbled 
masses of brick and mortar. But up to nine 
o'clock nothing had been found.
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" Was old Hinds burned to death ?" one asked.
"No, not he, sir; he was saved by the tenant

of the next house."
" By Lee. Ah ! that's like him; to think of old 

Hinds before his own goods and chattels. Where 
is Lee ?"

" In ISTo. 8, sir," I ventured to say. " He was 
badly hurt, I am afraid, and was taken there."

" The Insurance will cover our losses, pretty 
near," said the other landlord; " and, after all, the 
Eow is doomed, I suppose. We can sell the ground 
for villas, fire or no fire, and that I suppose will 
be the end of it."

I had left the two gentlemen, and gone round to 
the back of the house, when I saw a smouldering 
mass of straw and rags. I kicked them with my 
foot and out came a whole shower of gold pieces. 
1 stooped down to gather them up, and counted one 
hundred before I stopped. Then there were a lot of 
little square iron boxes; they were quite hot to the 
touch.

I covered up the treasure with my overcoat, and 
ran round to the policeman who was standing on 
guard. " Come here" I said ; " it is true after all.'' 

He followed me unperceived, and he and I 
secured the mone}'-. You will hardly believe it, 
but I filled the pockets of my overcoat with gold— 
three hundred sovereigns—and the boxes were 
found to contain bank notes to the value of five 
hundred more.

The eighty-five years of heaping up gold had 
not failed. If the poor, miserable old man wished 
to gather together gold, he had succeeded.

The old straw mattress on which he had slept 
had been his bank. The treasure had evidently 
been sewed up there, and the fire which had cost 
so dear had discovered what he had kept hidden.

" Wheredid it all come from," said the policeman. 
Ah, where indeed ?

We had just secured it when Mr. Watt's son 
came to say Mr. Lee wanted me.

I ran as fast as I could to the house, and 
found Margaret sitting by Adam's side. He 
opened his eyes when, he heard my steps and said, 
" Philip, I want you to do something for me." 

" I'll do anything," I managed to say. 
" Go to the parson of the new church—he lives 

close to it—and say I want to see him very par 
ticularly. It is about Meg and Cherry ; and, Phil, 
will you call at the hospital and ask if the old 
man yet lives?"

They had made up a bed for Adam in the lower 
room, and poor little Cherry, worn out with fright 
and her wakeful night, was soundly sleeping at 
her father's feet. Margaret was holding her 
husband's hand in hers, and sitting mute and 
as white as a statue.

" I'll do all you wish" I faltered. " We've found 
a heap of gold and notes in old Jonathan's 
mattress."

"Ah," said Adam, "I guessed as much." Then 
he said faintly—

" My treasure is where the thieves can't break 
through and steal, and the flames couldn't touch j it."

" How much is it, Phil?" Margaret asked, "and 
what have you done with it ?"

" The policeman has got it. There are three 
hundred sovereigns, and a lot of bank notes."

As I spoke Mr. Watts came in with the news 
that the treasure had been found, and that the 
Superintendent of Police had taken charge of it.

He followed me to the door, and said, "You 
ought to be handsomely rewarded for your honesty; 
many a chap would have fingered a few coins."

" No honest chap," I replied. " But will you tell 
me what the doctor thinks of him?' 5 and I pointed 
oack to the house. .

Mr. Watts shook his head. " They don't exactly 
mow what's amiss; he ain't burned, though his 
skin is as black as my hat with the scorching he 
lad all down his back and legs. But he's got 
some twist. Dear, dear, to think of it; and all 
br that wicked old rascal who did nothing but 
spite him for jrears. I tell you what, young 
man, if ever there was a Christian in deed as 
well as tongue, that's the man lying yonder. He 
saved me, I know that, from a fire worse than the 
one that's been raging up there—a deal worse. 

'. was a drunkard, and used my poor old woman 
who is gone like a brute, and just through Adam's 
iving, mind you, not preaching, 1 made her last 

years happy, and she said when she was 
lying: ' Never you forget all we owe to Adam 
"jee ;' and I never1 will, nor let the boy forget it 
ither."

CHAPTER XIII.
A TURNING POINT.

I SET off on my errand, and as I passed the 
end house I saw the crowd had increased instead 
of lessening; many were raking in the ashes, 
hoping no doubt to find some more treasure. 
But the place was well guarded, and the police 
man handed to me my overcoat, having made the 
money safe in a box which had been rescued 
from the Lee's house.

I ran round by my lodgings, and let them know 
what had happened, snatching a little cold coffee 
and bread which had been left for me. Ernest 
Brewer was gone to his work, and I went to get 
a day's leave, promising to work over-hours to 
finish an order for mourning.

" What a fool you are to trouble yourself like 
this for other people," Ernest Brewer said. "You 
won't get an3'thing by it."

" It was a most remarkable thing," I said, " that 
I should wake up, as I did, and feel so restless, 
fancying the house was on fire, and then to hear 
the people in the street calling out soon after."

"I don't see what you have got for your pains," 
was the reply, " not even the credit of saving the 
old miser. How much mone}' did you say there 
was ?"

" Oh! a lot more than I ever saw in my life, 
except on a bank counter."

"Well, you might as well have brought a little 
home, it would never have been missed."

" You don't really mean that ? " I replied, as I 
left the work-room. "You say a great deal you 
don't mean," which was true. Ernest Brewer had 
a sort of bravado way of talking, and a desire to 
make himself out worse than he was.

The answer to my inquiries at the ̂ hospital was 
that Jonathan Hiuds was alive, and calling 
constantly for his money aud his box, and that he 
wanted to see a man who lived next door.

" The man who saved his life at the expense of 
his own," I said.

"Well, if the old man lasts till night, which is 
doubtful," the house-surgeon said, " the man, 
Adam he calls him, may be admitted, for some 
thing seems to be on the poor old man's mind."

" He is as deaf as a post," I said; " it must be 
hard work to make him hear, and I don't believe 
there is the least chance of Mr. Lee getting here 
to-day ; he is very ill."

"Burned, I suppose," said the doctor. 
" No, some internal strain, which he gave him 

self by pulling old Jonathan up to the window; 
he was resisting and screaming all the time."

" Would you like to see the patient?" the surgeon 
asked,

I shuddered and shrank from it. Old Jonathan 
had been for years most repulsive to me. 

" Did you say he was deaf." 
"Yes," I said, "as deaf as a post." 
" Well, then,his hearing is come back in a miracu 

lous way, that's all. He can hear every word we 
say." _ ;

" I dare say," I said," his deafness was a cheat, 
like the rest of his life."

I hastened back to Gallows' Acre Lane, and 
found the clergyman had seen Adam, and was on 
his way to the hospital to see old Jonathan at 
Adam's request.

Cherry was awake, and her mother asked me to 
take her out a little and amuse her, for she was 
very tearful and frightened.

The wearing apparel had been saved from the 
fire, and Margaret dressed Cherry in her best frock 
and hat, and committed her to me saying.— 

" I know you will take care of her, Phil." 
Adam's dark eyes followed me as I left the 

house. With a sudden impulse I turned back, 
and, kneeling down by him, I said " Say you for 
give me for my ingratitude ? "

" Forgive you! Why, Phil, you saved my life last 
night. Don't you remember how you came up the 
ladder and gave me the rope ? Phil, I have nothing 
to forgive; God has. Ask Him to lead you back 
to Him, and ask Him to par.'loi the past'."

" I will try," I faltered, and when I raised my 
head little Cherry was standing by. " Poor Phil," 
she said, "poor Phil, Cherry loves him."

Oh! what sweet Avords from those rosy lips. 
Was there ever, from her babyhood to womanhood, 
any one so dear to me as Cherry ! She was to pierce 
my soul with deep wounds ; but I loved her through 
all, and she knows it.

I led her away as far as I could from the scene



64 THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.

of the fire, towards the wide downs which lay 
beyond Sussex Boad. As I was coming home I 
saw I was near Mr. Cross's house, and I went into 
the shop and asked if I could see my aunt.

Mr. Cross was at the desk, and looked over his 
spectacles at me.

Yes, Mrs. Cross was at home, I might go 
through the shop. " Whose little maid is that ?" he 
asked.

"It's Adam Lee's little girl," I said. 
" Well, she would make a pair to our Edward, 

I declare. Here, does she like sugar-candy and 
sweeties?"

My uncle came down from his elevation, offered 
a paper full of candy to Cherry and a box of 
crystallized sweets, with a gay picture on the cover. 

The child's eyes brightened, and as she was en 
grossed with her presents, I briefly told Mr. 
Cross the story of the fire. As I was doing so, 
Edward came in from school. He was, as I have 
said, a very fine, handsome boy, and I can fancy 
I see him now as he suddenly stood still.

" Who's that P" he said. " Who's that, Phil ?" 
" I am Cherry," said the dear little musical 

voice; "I am Cherry." And then she held out 
the box of sweets to Edward.

He took a liberal helping, saying, with his 
mouth full, " Father never gives me these sort of 
goodies. Ain't they good ?" 

. " Yes; I'm going to take the rest to father. 
Father is—hurt—by—the—the—"

" Come, come, we ain't going to talk about the 
fire. Take the child to aunt, Phil, I daresay 
she'll give you a bit of dinner."

We found my aunt in a gracious mood, and 
this was the first time Edward and I and Cherry 
were together. It was not to be the last.

I suppose no one who looks back on a long life, 
but can think of certain days and times, when the 
linger-post points to a new turn in life's journey. 
This day of the fire was one in mine. I came 
back as it were to the knowledge of myself—or, I 
should say, a better knowledge of myself—and 
within me was a desire to go back to the Father's 
House, instead of starving on the husks, as Adam 
had said. So many of his wise words came back 
to me at this time, and i felt as if I h id never 
thought highly enough of him.

The doctor examined Adam carefully again 
and again, and at last decided that there was 
some internal injury—that he might live—but 
would never be the same man again.

About a week after the fire he ordered a cab, and 
went down to the hospital, to have an interview 
with old Jonathan. The poor old miser was 
dying, but held as tenaciously to life as to his 
gold. He insisted on it being brought to him, 
and Adam obtained leave to take it from the 
superintendent of police, in whose custody the 
box was placed.

Surely it was an awful lesson to any who could 
lay it to heart, this long, miserable life of sin and 
selfishness, closing in the ward of a hospital, and 
the ruling passion strong or stronger than death. 

I went up to Mr. Watts, on the evening of 
Adam's visit, and he related what had passed. 
The exertion of going there had given him great 
pain, and he was weak an<3 exhausted.

When little Cherry had been taken up to bed by 
her mother, Adam called me to come and sit 
near him. " Phil," he said. " this has been a hard 
day's work for me. I feel more tired than if I 
had done the work of a dozen men in the 
yard yonder. But, I want to tell you about it. 
Old Jonathan's hungry eagerness to count his 
money was awful. He made me turn it out on 
the aoverlid, and he set it all in heaps, and 
smoothed and fingered the notes, and all the time 
his poor withered old face was ashy white, and 
his dim eyes could hardy see the large fives and 
tuns at the left hand corners of the notes.

." Ah, Phil, pray God, you and I, when we are 
as near death, may not cling so desperately to 
earthly treasures We are all apt enough to set up 
idols—with some it is gold, with some mind and 
intellect, Avith some wife and child, but we shall 
have to leave them this side of the dark river.

" Now the strangest part of my story is to come. 
You know you always thought Jonathan and 
vour stepfather had some sort of connection. 
Phil, they were uncle and nephew! Your step 
father took another name, and carried on his bad 
practices under it, it seems. His old uncle picked 
up what he calls the crumbs, and by dint of 
starving and pinching, and dealings of his own, he 
ecraped this big sum together. The gains are

ill-gotten, and no blessing, I fancy, can go with 
them ; but they are lawfully your stepfather's, if 
ever he turns up, and if not then your little 
brother's.

" After I had heard Jonathan's story, I consulted 
with the chaplain, and the good house-surgecn, 
and the two gentlemen took it down in writing, 
and we made the poor old man set his mark to it. 
He begged to keep the box under his pillow till he 
died, and then the money will be paid into the 
bank. The gentlemen will be trustees for it.

" I knelt down a.nd prayed by the poor old 
creature, Phil, and I think he softened a bit; but 
I don't ever wish to see the like again. We must 
leave him to the mercy of God ; and we know 
that He can, even at the eleventh hour, speak 
peace to the penitent sinner. And now, Phil, 
about my own affairs. I shall never get over this 
hurt—I shall never be the same man a<?ain. I 
have, thank God, saved a nice little sum—not 
enough to keep us all for long—but there is my 
club, and, while I am disabled,! shall have a pay 
ment from it, and when I am dead, Meg and my 
darling Cherry will have a widow and orphan's 
pension. It is a misfortune for us that Greystone 
is shut up and our good lady abroad; but I shall 
get you to write to her, Phil, and tell her how it 
stands with us; and I wish you to look out for a 
little place, where we can put ourselves up—till— 
I must leave them. But that will be in God's time 
—not mine—and I can wait."

He put out his hand to me, and I said : 
" Will you let me come and live with you 

again ? I get good wages at the shop. I have 
more than I waut; you will let me come ?"

" Phil," Adam said, very earnestly—I think I 
hear him now—" you know why we parted. That 
was a wide gulf set betwixt us then. Is it there 
still ?"

" Oh," I said, " I want to get back to God—I 
want to love Him—but I sometimes feel as if 
there was a wall which I try and try to climb, 
and I can't."

"Phil," Adam said, " don't try. Go in by the 
door—the Lord Jesus will open it for you. Yes, 
live with us again, and let it be now, as in old 
days, Phil, ' LITTLE AND GOOD !' "

(To le continued.')

PEACE "be to thee, thou stately pile, with ancient
honours clad, 

The radiance of the " Morning Star " fill thee with
beauty glad; 

Long may thine aisles re-echo back the joyous
notes of praise, 

That grateful hearts with willing lips in sweet
devotion raise. 

With reverent throngs in coming years thy
portals still be trod, 

To breathe the prayer, and hear the word, thou
temple of our God.

Thou relic of another age, what changes hast thou 
seen,

How shone in summer's burning sun, and braved 
the winters keen ;

Thy silvery bells have gaily pealed on many a 
festal day,

Or rung the knell to sadly note a soul had passed 
away.

A goodly band, asleep • in hope, lie clustering 
round thy walls,

Whilst on their hallowed resting-place thy noon 
tide shadow falls.

When first thy topstone reared its head, with
high imperious hand, 

Another creed triumphant ruled this pleasant
native land, 

Till marked by many a gloomy scene of prison,
flame, and death, 

Adorned with beams of light and truth, arose the
purer faith. 

Thy grey walls stood, when tyrant kings the
sceptre swayed with pride, 

When stern rebellion ruthless swept both church
and throne aside.

Here in their peaceful village fane, the merry 
children met,

Hither the aged grandsire bent his feeble, falter 
ing step,

The stately dame, the honest squire, the rustic 
youth and maid,

With pious love in days of yore their simple 
homage paid.

Years rolled on years, with rapid stride, and 
wrought full many a change,

To cluster 'neath thy oaken beams, both face and 
fashion strange.

So flourish on, thou ancient pile, in thee the
careless hearts, 

Be kindled by the heavenly fire, to chooso the
better part; 

In thee, the flowers of faith unfold, in thee sweet
mercy dwell, 

And gentle Hope with golden rays, earth's tempest
clouds dispel. 

J-he Light of Life, who once for man the lonely
desert trod, 

With glory gild thy hallowed fane, thou temple of
our God. ELISE.

CHABACTEES.—Some pictures appear best in one 
light, some in another; some most excite our 
admiration in strong clear lights; some touch our 
hearts in soft and shadowy dimness. And thus it 
is in characters. Some stand more boldly out in 
adversity, their noblest qualities strengthened, 
developed, by the necessity which calls them 
forth—qualities which had slept, perhaps been 
corroded in the repose of prosperity, whilst others 
who have delighted observers in their harmony 
with a sunny life, shrink into littleness when the 
storm rends away what had made their happiness.
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