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png,
A GENTLE little maiden

And curly-headed boy, 
With faces bright, with bounding step,

And bosoms full of joy, 
Had left the village far away, 
And gone into the woods to play.

And oh ! the woods were lovely !
For spring was in the land ; 

She touched the trees, the moss, the flowers,
With her transforming wand, 

And forth came blossoms fresh and fair, 
That perfumed all the balmy air.

The birds were trilling softly
Down in the hazel brake; 

From early dawn till evening sweet
They sang for dear love's sake, 

And every little living thing 
Awoke to welcome " Lovely Spring."

The children's hearts were beating
With sympathetic joy ; 

" Oh, Harry, dear! I feel so glad! "
"And I, too," said the boy. 

" I think that God who made this wood, 
He must be, oh, so kind and good ! "

D. B. M. KEAN.

HAVE heard it said that a young man 
seldom looks for a wife at his own door, 
and Margery's father and mine were 
next door neighbours. But then it is 
quite certain that no other girl in 
Millbiidge could hear comparison with 
Margery Walton; so that is, perhaps, the reason why my behaviour was exceptional.

I know I had dared to dream of one day having Margery for my wife, long before my father fell lame, and we went to live in another part of the town, that he might be nearer to Glyn & Mostyn's factory, where we both worked.
That happened when Margery was eighteen, and I 'twenty. I remember how glad I used to be of any­ thing that would serve as an excuse for calling at Mrs. Walton's cottage. Sometimes I would take a few wild flowers for Margery, or a book or paper for her bedridden grandfather, but at such times I seldom saw her for more than a few minutes. She generally seemed busy, and would go in and out at her work just as if I were not there.
I used to wait for them, too, after church on Sun­ days, and sometimes, on a fine summer evening, we would leave Mrs. Walton at her cottage, and Margery would let me take her for a stroll through the fields by the river, the one pretty walk we could boast of in busy, dirty Millbridge.
I am bound to confess, however, that I generally owed this pleasure to Mrs. Walton's kindly per­ suasion.
" Gangwi' him, Margery," she would say with her pleasant Scotch tones ; " gang wi' the lad. Ye are ower mickle within; the air will do ye gude, and John Somers will see ye hame."
On one such happy evening Harry Raymond over­ took us. He was a new hand at the factory, but was already a general favourite there, and a special friend of my own.
He looked inquiringly at Margery, and I intro­ duced him; and without a moment's hesitation he continued his walk by our side.
No one could be better company than Harry, and he was in his gayest mood that night. How Margery laughed at his anecdotes of our fellow-workmen, anecdotes which I scarcely recognized for the original facts, but which were certainly more in­ teresting for his playful exaggeration. We finished our walk together, and both Darted from Margeryi t J. x O Jat her gate.
That was the last walk I ever took with her, and the next time I called at the cottage^Harry Eaymond
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was chatting with Mrs. Waltou and her daughter like an old friend, and Margery, with her sewing lying idle on her lap, was listening with such evident interest in every line of her sweet grave face!
I knew my slender chance was gone when Harry had established such a friendly footing there. I could not wonder at Margery's preference. Harry was a tall, handsome fellow, and even in his working clothes carried his 'dark curly head with a careless grace. Then, too, he had a ready jest and laugh for every one, while I • was grave and awkward ; and even a mother's partial judgment pronounced me plain.
I never told Margery of rny love. What was the use of troubling her gentle heart with what .she could not help ? And I could see plainly enough how the case lay.
At the end of the summer her grandfather died, and a few weeks later, going home one evening, Eay mond touched me on the shoulder.
"Wish me joy, Somers! Margery Walton has promised to be my wife."
I do not think a man is ever prepared for what lie dreads. I had told myself over and over again that I expected it, and yet—as I heard the words my heart stood still. I felt an icy pallor creeping into my face.
I tried to speak steadily, but my voice sounded hoarse and unnatural as I wished them joy.
Pie did not seem to notice my manner, but went on, in low, happy tones—
" You did me the greatest kindness that Sunday evening two months ago. I made up my mind that night I would win her if I could—that is, if I found I was not trespassing on your ground. I was half afraid of that at first, though I know that sort of thing is not much- in your way; still, I was glad enough to hear my little Madge say that you were only her grandfather's friend, and that she had never cared for any one till she knew me. I would never have interfered with you, John; you know that."

He put his hand through my arm as he spoke, and I was angry with myself that I could not say a word.
" Of course you will be at our wedding—why should we wait ?—it is fixed for Sunday; three weeks next Sunday. I spoke to Mr. Mostyn to­ night. I am to have a rise after this week, and we have enough money between us to furnish a cottage. Margery wants the one by the river ; it is where I first met her that evening, and it is empty now."
We were standing outside his lodgings, and the gas-lamp lit up fully the glad, handsome face.
" Make her a good husband, Eaymond," I said hoarsely, almost savagely; " she deserves it."
" Unnecessary advice !" he replied, laughing, as he went in at the door.
Well, three weeks later they were married, and I was best man. Margery looked more charming than ever in her simple grey dress and bonnet. The bridegroom was radiant, and the neighbours declared them to be the handsomest couple they had seen wedded in the parish church, and exactly suited to each other.
I saw very little of the newly-married pair, for a month later I left Millbridge. The foreman of a branch factory of the firm, ten miles farther north, got injured for life in some machinery, and his place was offered to me. It was a considerable promotion, and I accepted the post gladly.
The next six years passed quickly enough, though they did not form a very happy part of my life. I was always silent and reserved, and I think I became morose and gloomy. Certainly I made few friends. People called me " crusty," and told me I ought to marry ; but I took no other pleasure but what came from living entirely in tha business, and trying to make money. I succeeded in this, and at last be­ came manager. Then came the great cotton famine, which ruined so many mill-owners in England. The inn of Glyn, Mostyn & Co. held out bravely for a 'hue, but one factory after another was at last losed, and Walbrook, where I worked, was the third in the list of failures. When the firm opened work again, I was glad to accept a subordinate sosition once more at Millbridge.

I was looking through the list of hands in the Dooks with Sims, the old clerk.
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" Where is Eaymond ? " I asked. 
" He left two years ago," said Sims; " he was found drunk on the premises, and was dismissed that night. He was always sociable, you know, and fond of a glass, and had more than once been a little the worse for it. In old Sedge's time it did not matter very much. A fellow apologised, and it blew over. But with Rogers everything was different. He is one of your teetotal men, and it's his rule to turn a man off for his first drunken offence, and the men know he'll keep his word. And a very good rule it is too," concluded old Sims; " a little hard, but quite fair and square—quite fair and square."" Of course! " I said, cutting short Sims's com­ mentary. '' Business and drink don't go well to­ gether, especially when there's machinery in the matter. Not that I believe in temperance myself. If a man can't control himself, and know how to stop when he has had enough, he is a slave to him­ self."

I spoke contemptuously.
I called at Eaymond's cottage by the river that night, but found strangers there.
'•' They live in Brook Street," said the old man, in answer to my inquiries, indicating a not very respect­ able quarter of the town. I soon found myself there, and Margery answered my knock.
I was prepared for changes, but not for what met my eyes. She welcomed me warmly; but as she turned to lead me into her wretched room, the terribly altered condition of her home seemed to confuse her. Only for a moment—then she said, simply :—
" You find us in altered circumstances, Mr. Sprners. We have suffered like every one else in these bad times, and my husband has had very irregular work."
How sadly wasted and worn the poor little figure and face were! And the great eyes had a wistful appealing look as she raised them to mine.
" You are changed," I said, abruptly. " This place is not fit for you.';
" It is not that," she said, nervously. " I havo had trouble witb the children. We have lost the two eldest, and little May and baby are all I have left."She drew forward a little girl of three, a miniature of herself, and kissed her.
I looked round the dreary room. The extreme cleanliness seemed to make its terrible scantiness more apparent. Everything but the barest neces­ sities had evidently gone for food.
My anger was rising fast. Had he married her to bring her to this ?
" Has Eaymond work now p " I asked. 
" For the present—yes; he is a porter at Simonds's new brewery ; one of the men is ill, and he takes his place."
"And when do you expect him home? " 
She glanced up nervously.
" I scarcely know," she said ; " at seven, I think. At least, he leaves the brewery then."
"I see; but does not come home." I looked at my watch; it was after eight. "He is a fool!" I exclaimed, impatiently.
The hot blood rushed to her thin cheeks. 
"I am not complaining to you, Mr. Somers," she said, quietly. " He is a good husband—the best of husbands when he is himself."
" And how often is that, Mrs. Eaymond ? " I in­ quired, brutally.
With a flash of mingled pain and anger she rose quickly and turned from me. I watched her for a moment as she stood looking out into the narrow, noisy street. Her face twitched convulsively, and her thin fingers were tightly clasped together. My heart smote me.
'' Forgive me, Margery; if I can help you I will."
As I spoke she turned eagerly and caught my hands.
"John, save him! save him!" she cried, passion­ ately. " You used to be his friend and mine. For ais sake, for my sake, save him ! " 
" Tell me what I can do, Margery." 
"If you would but persuade him to give up the company of the men who tempt him to drink! In. lis sober moments he does grieve bitterly over his labits, and tries to break awny from these bad com­ panions ; and I think, John—if I am not asking too nuch—if, in spite of what he is become, you could offer lim your friendship, I should have hope that you would wave him. You have always had infloengg
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with him, and he used to look up to you as to no one 
else."

I assured her I would do what I could, and asked 
where I could find him.

" Ah! I do not know," she said, wearily. 
I bade her hope, and set out at once to find him. 

The brewery was closed, and the workmen had left. 
I turned into one public-house after another, but 
Raymond was not there. I concluded he had gone 
home, and was about to give up my search, when the 
object of it emerged from a side street, and we were 
suddenly face to face.

He was even more changed than his wife. His 
face, voice, even his walk was altered, and I knew, as 
I looked at him, that he was what is called a con­ 
firmed drunkard.

Yet the change woke no pity in my heart—only 
bitter, angry scorn !

He looked ashamed, and would have passed me, 
but I stopped him. Then he rallied himself, and 
took my hand cordially.

" Oh, John! I heard this morning you were back 
at the old place. How are you ? There is no need 
to ask though ; you have done well for yourself, I 
know. My luck has been different; every one is not 
born to good fortune ; and my life is rather like a 
failure/'

" Don't talk of luck," I retorted, impatiently; "it 
is your own fault. My luck, as you call it, is hard 
work, and a determination to succeed. You might 
have done better than I, for you were always a great 
deal cleverer with machinery; but your good inten­ 
tions never went farther than your dreams, and your 
life has been a failure ! Has a drunkard's life ever 
been anything else ? "

I turned and looked him straight in the face. He 
winced under my words, and looked up to reply, but 
I interrupted him.

" Harry Eaymond, you are behaving like a brute! 
I have just come from your wife."

" Yes ?" he said, eagerly; " you have seen 
Margery P What did she say of me ? "

" Say of you! Do you think she has been complain­ 
ing of you ? Don't jou know her better than that ? 
But no words could tell the truth more plainly than 
her worn, sad face and weary eyes. A drunkard's 
home tells tales. You are killing her, Raymond, in 
that wretched room."

" You are right, John ! I am a brute! You can- 
not know it half as well as I do; you cannot hate 
and despise me half as much as I hate and despise 
myself. You don't pity herj as I do! Poor 
Margery ! If I could make her happy by dying 
for her, do you think I would not do it ? Do 
you think I would not Cure myself of this vile 
habit by any act, however painful, if it could 
be done at once ; by any suffering, any penalty, if 
one determination could incur it. But there it is, 
John ; it is not to be done like that. If it was any­ 
thing I could make up my mind to at once, cost what 
it might, I would do it. But it is a temptation that 
never leaves me, John—it is conquered one minute, 
and there it is the next." He spoke wearily, almost 
hopelessly; but he saw no pity in my face, no 
sympathy in my eyes as he raised his own. "Of 
course I am not excusing myself, John. Heaven 
knows I could not do that. Only don't think I have 
sunk so low without a struggle—that I am what I 
am without any remorse. It is a cowardly thing to 
do that," pointing to the canal beneath us, " but it 
would be the best thing for her."

He spoke more to himself than tome; then he 
raised his head suddenly : " Do you think there 
would be any chance lor me if I 1 took the pledge P I 
have been thinking of it this afternoon. You are a 
teetotaller Somers P " 

I shook my head.
"Come with me John, let us sign together !" he 

said, eagerly ; " I will try again! God helping me, 
I will try! "

What would I not give to be able to recall 
my answer ! How distinctly my cruel proud wicked 
words ring in my ears, even now, as an old man ! 
I know I called him a coward, and a simpleton : 
I said the pledge was for women and children 
who did not know their own minds, or how to govern 
themselves by their own will. I said no real man 
would ever be a slave to a promise, any more than to 
passion; that, for my own part, I held teetotallers 
and drunkards as alike contemptible. Then I left 
him with a crushed- helpless look in his face, leaning 
over the canal bridge, looking down into the slow 
muddy waters. _________
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That night Harry Eaymond went home more 
madly drunk than ever.

I was going into the office next morning, when old 
Sims looked up from the desk where he was already 
at work.

" You were speaking of Raymond yesterday, Mr. 
Somers; there were sad doings at his place last 
night."

"What was that?"
"Well! something like murder," said the old 

man slowly, "according to what Jones was telling 
me."

" Murder ! " I gasped, and Margery's name rose 
to my lips.

" Ay! he threw her down stairs, and broke her 
back. They say she is dying."

I snatched up my hat again and darted out; 
leaving old gossip-loving Sims in a state of open- 
mouthed wonder at my excitement. In less than 
five minutes I was unceremoniously opening the door 
of Raymond's cottage.

In a tiny cot in the corner of the room lay little 
May, the small white face drawn with agony, and 
feeble moans coming from the parched little lips. 
The mother was bending over her, and my heart gave 
a bound of relief; she then was not the victim of 
the drunken frenzy. She did not notice me till I 
touched her.

" This is sad trouble, Margery ! " 
She rose with the icy, impassive calm which be­ 

tokens so much more suffering than the wildest out­ 
burst of grief.

" She will never walk again," she said quietly, 
pointing to the crib.

".Not so bad as that, Margery! Oh, no ! some­ 
thing can be done—what can I do for you ? "

" You ! nothing now, Mr. Somers ; you could have 
done everything last night—he would have taken 
the pledge if you had not spoken as you did, and 
this would never have happened."

This was then my doing ! She reproached me with 
it! It was I that had brought this trouble to her. 

" Where is Harry ? "
" Who knows ? " she said, with the first sound of 

a sob in her voice. " When he knew this morning 
what he had done—when Dr. Hunter told us our 
poor little lamb will be a cripple if she lives, he 
rushed out of the house. Poor little May ! she was 
always his pet."

" Find him," she said, turning to me ; " find Harry, 
Mr. Somei-K, and I will try to forgive you."

An impulse made me turn my steps towards the 
river, and as I emerged from the lane into the 
meadows, I found my instinct was right.

He was pacing up and down with bare head and 
clasped hands. Could it be that I was only just in 
time ? He turned on me fiercely as I came up. " I 
want you," I said, trying to put my hand through 
his arm, but he shook me off roughly.

" Do you know what I am ? " he said ; " have you 
more respect for a murderer, than for a drunkard or 
a teetotaller ? "

" We will go now and sign together." 
" Hear him ! " he mocked, with a laugh that made 

me shiver in the hot July sun. " Sign ! I have 
signed something else since we talked about that! 
I have signed the death-warrant of my little maid— 
little May—do you know that ? She is dying—dying 
now ! Sign ! A respectable addition my name would 
be to a ' Band of Hope ' register! Hope! for a 
murderer—a good joke that, Somers." 

" Come awa}r ! Margery wants you." 
He stopped short. "She will never want me 

again," he groaned. "Poor Margery! her heart was 
bound up in the child. Poor little maid! The 
mother will curse me—she will never bear to see me 
after this."

" She can bear anything if you are with her," I 
said, arid almost forcibly I turned him homeward.

He seemed touched to hear she had sent for him, 
and we walked on in silence, broken only by his 
occasional—" Poor little maid ! Poor Margery !''

I left him at the door. I saw Margery spring for­ 
ward to meet him, and he told me afterwards that, as 
she clung to him there, with more of a passion of 
love than of sorrow, he first felt that he had not 
lost all.

As I wrote my name on the " Band of Hope " 
register I readjust above :—

HARRY RAYMOND, ") j , 27th 1863< 
MARGERY RAYMOND, ) J
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results of sin are not cancelled with the tears of 
repentance.

He carne back to the old firm—I had influence 
enough to do that; and we soon found a snug cottage 
that formed a cheerful contrast to the dismal dwelling 
in Brook Street. I took lodgings with them ; I 
could well afford, what, under Margery's careful 
management, besides paying the rent, soon furnished 
the place as a home once more.

At the end of a year things were wonderfully 
changed for the better. Margery had got back some­ 
thing of her old self, and Harry was better even than 
that. The baby thrived in the fresh country air, 
and grew strong, but little May faded slowly and 
surely, and the summer of 1864 saw another tiny 
newly-turned grave in St. Martin's Churchyard.

We had returned from the funeral just a year since 
the accident. Harry was carefully writing her name 
and age on a card.

" We will put it with the pledge over the fire­ 
place; the two things ought to go together. But 
we must have a text for the little maid, wife—what 
shall it be ? "

" Let me write it, Harry," she said, and with 
trembling fingers she wrote :—

" II. Kings iv. 26.—' Is it well with thee ? is it well 
with thy husband P is it well with the child ? And 
she answered, It is well.'"

There were tears on the paper as she finished 
writing; but she hid smiles as well as tears on her 
husband's shoulder as he bent down and kissed her.

P. A. ROBERTS.

fe 0f

The Tables. The Golden Calf. The Prayer.— 
' Ex. xxxi. 18, 32.

N" our last paper we left Moses in Mount 
Sinai with God. He was there forty days 
and forty-nights, and, as he himself tells 
us, he neither " eat bread " nor " drank 
water" during that time (Deut. ix. 9). 
His life was preserved by a miracle, as in 
the case of Elijah (1 Kings xix. 7, 8). It- 

appears from the account in Deuteronomy that 
Moses twice fasted forty days and nights (Deut. ix. 
25). God had much to say to Moses, and all that 
He had to say was of so important a character that 
there was to be no interruption for earthly food; but 
Moses was to bear about with him for ever afterwards 
the memory of a miracle wrought upon himself, in 
proof that he had been in the immediate presence of 
God. During this time Moses received from God 
two tables of stone, upon which the law was written 
by the finger of God. It was written on stone doubt­ 
less to show its durable character. Where is God's 
law written in these gospel times P It is written 
first of all in His Word, but we know also that it is 
written in the hearts of men and women. But be­ 
fore the heart can receive the law it must be made a 
soft heart, a" heart of flesh " (2 Cor. iii. 2, 3). Bv 
nature the heart is " stony." Upon such a heart 
God's message leaves no impression, no mark. What 
is it that will break this heart of stone? The 
hammer of God's Word (Jer. xxiii. 29). The 
" broken heart" becomes the soft heart, and the 
promise is fulfilled. " I will take away the stony 
heart out of your flesh, and I will give you an heart 
of flesh" (Ezek. xxxvi. 26). Which heart is ours ? 
The heart of stone, or the heart of flesh ? If God's 
law is written in our heart, it will be seen in our 
life. We have now to consider the great sin into 
which Israel fell. Moses was in the Mount. The 
people grew tired of waiting for him. They de­ 
pended much upon Moses. Now that he was not 
with them they turned right away from God. 
What had become of the promise they had made in 
chap. xxiv. to be obedient to all God's law P Ah ! the 
old saying has much truth in it, that " the way to 
hell is paved with good intentions," The contempt 
with which the people speak sounds very ungrateful, 
"as for this Moses ... we wot not what is become 
of him " (Ex. xxxii. 1). And yet Moses had given up 
all for their sakes! Now he was out of their sight, 
and they fancied he would never return, and that they
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might live and do as they liked. They determined 
to make a god that could be seen. The golden calf 
was the result of unbelief. It is sad to see the part 
that Aaron took in this matter. It was he who 
asked for the golden ornaments worn by the people, 
that he might fashion the calf; and yet he was God's 
Priest, solemnly set apart for His service. It was 
probably fear of man that led to Aaron's sin, even as 
in the case of Peter's fall. He did not " dare to be a 
Daniel, dare to stand alone ! "

The calf was one among the many idols of Egypt. 
The children of Israel would have seen it worshipped 
there, yet how wonderful it was that they should turn 
aside to such idolatry. This sin, however, seemed 
bound up in the heart of the children of Israel. Over 
and over again, notwithstanding suffering and chas­ 
tisement, they fell into 
this snare. God tells His 
servant Moses, in the 
Mount, what was going 
on down below. Moses 
was ignorant of the peo­ 
ple's sin, but God saw it 
all, for we can never de­ 
ceive HIM. God's anger 
was greatly kindled 
against Israel, so that 
He said He would de­ 
stroy them from being 
a nation. But Moses 
besought the Lord, re­ 
minded Him of His 
promises, stood in the 
gap and cried for the 
pardon of the people. 
His prayer was heard; 
it had power with God. 
It is only because Christ's 
prayer rises up for us 
that we are spared. " We 
have an Advocate with 
the Father, Jesus Christ 
the Righteous " (1 John 
ii. 1). Moses is a strik­ 
ing type here of Christ. 
He had been God's mes­ 
senger to the people, and 
now he was an advocate 
for them. In the time of 
their sin, what would 
they have doiie without 
Moses ? If a prisoner is 
brought up before the 
judge, and he has no 
counsel, and there is none 
to speak a word for him, 
must he not be con­ 
demned? If Christ were 
not our Advocate we 
should stand in a similar 
position—accused and 
undefended. Heavy 
charges are indeed 
brought against us by 
our great enemy. Satan 
bears this solemn name, 
the " accuser of the 
brethren " (Rev. xii. 10). 
He can, alas ! bring true 
charges against us. Have 
we accepted Christ as our 
Saviour? If not, we 
have no Advocate, and 
must stand beibre our 
Judge guilty and unde­ 
fended ! There are many 
golden calves set up in 
the heart. Money—this world's business and this 
world's pleasure—are idols of the heart. Well did 
St. John know how prone the human heart is to 
set up an idol when he wrote, as the last words of 
his first Epistle, " little children keep yourselves 
from idols." How are idols to be cast out from the 
heart? It can only be done by letting Christ in. 
When the Ark of God was brought into Dagon's 
house, the idol fell down before it (1 Sam. v. 2, 4), 
for Christ and an idol cannot dwell together. With 
the warning before us of the children of Israel so 
quickly turning aside, let us ask ourselves earnestly 
if our hearts are free from snares, and if we are walk­ 
ing steadfastly with God ? MABGABET ESDAILE.

NEVER be angry because you cannot make others 
as you wish them to be, since you cannot make your­ 
self as you wish to be.

OH ! God our righteousness, Who sendest forth 
The glorious sun to cheer earth's gloomy day, 
Which shines upon each tiny wayside flower, 
And on the ocean's silver-crested spray— 
O Light! which shineth on the million souls, 
Who tread life's stony pathway stern and rough, 
God has so freely given thee to man, 
That were there millions more 'twould be enough ! 
Great gift of God, Eedemption, full for all, 
Free as the air and boundless as the light, 
Illume our hearts with thine own radiance pure 
Healing our blinded souls with faith's true sight.

LOUISA BBOCKMAN.

mitr fljeir

HE ostrich is distinguished among existing 
birds as being the largest and strongest, 
and as possessing the most valuable 
plumage. With its general appearance 
we are all familiar. It has several 
striking characteristics peculiar to the 
few members of the family Struthi- 

onince; especially noticeable among these are the 
thin, elongated neck, so formed as to enable the bird 
to turn its head completely round, and the -long, 
powerful legs, which terminate in feet divided into

two toes only; these may be said to form its weapons 
of defence, since they are used with such vigour that 
one blow from them has been known to kill a man. 
The wings are useless for actual purposes of flight, 
but are a slight aid to the bird when running. In 
its wild state, it constantly covers long distances in 
search of food, and when alarmed strides over the 
ground at so rapid a pace that Dr. Livingstone cal­ 
culated its speed when fully exerted at thirty miles 
an hour, each stride measuring from twenty to 
twenty-four feet.

For a long time past there have not been any spe­ 
cimens in the London Zoological Gardens. In the 
Jardin D'Acclimatisation at Paris is a big, full- 
grown bird, that is used as a beast of burden for 
the carriage of childen, small and large, and is 

consequence in a most 
dilapidated state. The 
Amsterdam Gardens con­ 
tain a very fine pair, 
which, when seen by the 
writer a short time since, 
were in capital condition, 
with feathers good and 
clean, while the legs of 
the male were tinged with 
a delicate pink colour 
similar to those of the 
flamingo.

By the ancients the 
ostrich was considered 
partly bird and partly 
beast, while from its re­ 
semblance to the animal 
which inhabited the same 
desert places, they gave 
it the name of Camel- 
bird—a designation still 
used by the Arabs. This 
similarity has been no­ 
ticed by several modern 
writers. Mr. Palgrave, 
the traveller, mentions 
meeting a flock in Arabia 
running in Indian file, so 
that "we almost took 
them for a string of 
scared camels." Another 
author says: "Both 
bird and quadruped have 
the same profile; both 
hold their heads very for­ 
ward, with necks elevated 
and stretched out; both 
are possessed of long legs, 
and at adistance are easily 
mistaken for each other.'.' 

In ancient times the 
ostrich extended to India 
and Central Asia, but at 
the present clay it is only 
to be met with on that 
continent in Syria and 
Arabia. Africa is now 
the home of the bird; it 
especially favours the 
desert portions from the 
Sahara in the north to 
the Kalahari in the south. 
Fifty years ago flocks of 
ostriches were to be seen 
in all parts of the Cape 
Colony; on the vast in­ 
land Karroo and near the 
Saltpans, where they 
could find the alkalies 
necessary to their health, 

they were to be found in abundance. The South 
African poet Pringle depicts the bird and her home

" The fleet-footed ostrich over the waste
Speeds like a horseman who travels in haste,
Hieing away to the home of her rest,
Where she and her mate have scooped their nest,
Far hid from the pitiless plunderer's view,
In the pathless depths of the parched Karroo."

The birds still existing in the Syrian and Arabian 
deserts are the most perfect in 'plumage, but they 
are gradually disappearing. Next to these in _ size 
and perfection of feather are the North African birds, 
especially from Barbary.

Prior to the last twenty-five years, the feathersjn 
use were exclusively those of the wild birds which
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THE FARMING OF BIRDS FOR, THEIR FEATHEE CROP.—See page 46.

were being hunted down everywhere, both by natives 
and by the white men. Year by year they were 
more difficult to reach, and the extermination of the 
species seemed within a measurable distance of time. 
The choicest feathers now obtained are those of wild 
birds, and are brought from the Sahara, the Soudan,

and the remote interior of Northern Africa, by the 
caravans which annually penetrate to those desert 
places, returning laden with ivory, hides, and feathers, 
to Benghazi and other parts of Tripoli. Egypt 
until recently was a large exporter of feathers; these 
were brought to Khartoum from the Eastern Soudan,

the Grhazille country, and the interior; they were good 
quality feathers, but so badly packed that they 
fetched lower prices than they otherwise would have 
done.

The fleetness and extreme shyness of the ostrich 
is met by ingenious devices on the part of the natives.
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The bushman of South Africa dresses himself in an 
ostrich skin, and warily approaches a herd, taking 
care to keep on the leeward side, and pretending to 
eat the scanty herbage of the Karroo, ever and anon 
raising his head, then a flutter of the ivings and a 
trot, and so by easy stages he gets within arrow-shot, 
and no suspicions are aroused until, a favourable 
opportunity presenting itself, when one of the finest 
birds suddenly gives a startled cry, flaps its wings, 
and stretches itself on the desert sand never to rise 
again. This causes a stampede of the remainder of 
the herd, the strange bird included, and so the 
manoeuvres are repeated until the herd gets too wild 
or scents the intrude!'. Meanwhile the bushman's 
wife and children have at a distance witnessed the 
fall of the first bird, and are soon at work stripping 
it, and continue to follow up the hunter.

In North Central Africa and near the Sahara the 
Arabs train horses specially for ostrich hunting, so 
that they can exist with but very little water for 
several days while following a herd. The hunters 
trust to a habit the birds have of running in a circle, 
and by constantly taking the diameter of these circles 
head the herd and so worry and exhaust them until 
they are able to reach them on horseback. Pitfalls 
near the drinking pools, lassoes, and many other 
plans which savage ingenuity suggested, combined 
with the deadly execution of the white man's rifle, 
all aided in the work of decimation, so that the 
ostrich stood a good chance of utter extinction, until 
it occurred to some wise man or men that there was 
a better plan to be adopted than this one of destruc­ 
tion, and that it might be possible to keep the bird 
in captivity and pluck its crop of feathers, as sheep 
are shorn of their wool. To whom the honour ot 
this grand and merciful discovery is due is not 
clearly known. It is a peculiar coincidence that the 
domestication of the ostrich commenced concurrently 
in Algeria arid the Cape ; in the French colony it was 
an official undertaking and has not thriven to any 
extent, while in the English one, with no government 
protection or aid, it took root, and has now reached 
such dimensions as to rank as the second largest 
industry.

It is thought at the Cape that the idea was sug­ 
gested by a small herd kept for pleasure in the park 
belonging to Sir W. Currie, at Oatlands, Grahams- 
town. Any way the neighbourhood of that town first 
witnessed the experiment, which was taken up 
enthusiastically by several English farmers with 
splendid results. A peculiar circumstance, as making 
valuable what had hitherto been considered worthless 
land, was noticed, and that was that the best spots for 
keeping the birds were those very parts of a country 
which had been abandoned as unfit for sheep farming 
by reason of their stony barrenness. News of the suc­ 
cess of the venture soon spread, and all over the colony 
was to be seen the novel sight of the farming of birds 
for their feather crop. Mr. Douglass, one of the 
earliest breeders, finding how necessary it was to 
fence in these comparatively wild birds, went down 
to Grahamstown, the capital and trade centre of the 
eastern province, to procure some wire for that pur­ 
pose, and was informed that there was no such article 
to be procured in the entire colony. Now farms of 
huge extent devoted to this industry are to be seen, 
trimly fenced with wire fences made chiefly in 
England at a cost of some hundreds of thousands of 
pounds.

To those who embarked in it at the early stages it 
was a lucrative occupation. The wild birds could 
not be caught in any appreciable quantity, so the 
farmers saw it would be necessary to rely on those 
they could breed. Here fresh difficulties arose, for, 
while the biros were prolific layers of eggs they were 
extremely bad hatchers. However, science was called 
in to the aid of nature, and the parent birds were en­ 
tirely relieved of the hatching process, which was done 
for them by an artificial incubator, and done, it must 
be candidly admitted, in a 1'ar better manner, judging 
by results, 98 per cent, of the eggs being hatched 
against an average of 50 per cent, by the natural 
process, while the birds' plumage was kept in good 
condition instead of having the draggled appearance 
inseparable to sitting.

The young ones at a week old would fetch, a few 
years ago, £5 each, and breeding birds, five years of 
age, were valued at £200 and £300 per pair; but 
with the increase of production prices have now fallen 
to one- tenth of the above figures. 
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J In the early days of the industry the feathers
j were plucked up by their roots, causing the bird
| intense pain, and so inflaming the glands in which
I the stems were set as to affect injuriously the shape

and quality of the new feather; but in a short time
a more humane and more profitable way was hit
upon. The quill was cut close to the skin, leaving
the stump in the flesh; this soon withered, and was
ejected by the growth of the new feather.

To show the extent of this comparatively new 
branch of commerce, we may mention that the value 
of feathers exported last year from Port Elizabeth, the 
chief port of this trade, amounted to close on 
£1,000,000, 95 per cent, of which was the produce 
of farmed birds.

Attempts have been made to acclimatize the ostrich 
in South America, the home of the rhea, another 
member of the same family, but without success, 
Several shipments of birds have been sent to Australia, 
where they seem to thrive; so that ostrich farming 
may yet rank as an important industry in our anti­ 
podean colonies. General Gordon, during his first 
governorship of the Soudan, evidently entertained the 
idea of introducing the then novelty into his province, 
as he entered into correspondence on the subject with 
Mr. Douglass.

In captivity the birds are plucked every six or eight 
months. The most valuable feathers are the white 
ones from the wing; next in value are those from the 
tail; choice specimens of the former have fetched as 
much as £50 to £60 per pound at the wholesale 
market at Port Elizabeth.

The difference in price between coloured and white 
feathers is so considerable that a few years ago a fac­ 
tory was established in London for turning the drab 
and black feathers into white ones by some bleaching 
process.

The feathers arrive in London in a rather dirty 
state, and in order to prepare them for use require to 
undergo careful manipulation. They are washed 
several times to thoroughly cleanse them ; the heavier 
portion of the stem is scraped away; those set aside 
to be coloured according to the exigencies of fashion 
are then dyed. The last and most delicate operation 
of all is the curling, which requires great skill and care 
on the part of the workers, as the slightest slip or 
tear will reduce very considerably the value of the 
feathers. Expert curlers, who are invariably women, 
earn very good money.

As giving an idea of the magnitude of this one 
trade, it has been stated that in Paris alone nearly 
50,000 persons are directly or indirectly engaged in 
the various branches of it. This may be an exaggera­ 
tion. Anyway there is nothing like that number of 
people connected with it in London, although, as with 
other articles, London is the wholesale mart for 
feathers, and hither come the French and other 
Continental buyers to the monthly auction sales.

Ostrich farming has been looked upon by many a 
young Briton as a simple and rapid means of acquir­ 
ing a competency; but, like many other apparently 
easy occupations, it is really not so. It requires large 
capital and a term of scientific and practical training, 
in which chemistry should form an important item, 
so as to ascertain "the chemical properties of the soil, 
certain alkaloids being absolutely necessary for the 
existence of the birds, since it is no unusual experience 
to bring a herd from one farm to a very similar one 
elsewhere in the same district, and find the birds die 
off in a very short time. J. JOHNSON'. 

————i—£—«————
THE man who can pray truly, though languishing 

in extremest indigence, is richer than all besides; 
while the wretch who never bowed the knee, though 
proudly seated as monarch of all nations, is of all 
men the most destitute.—Olirysostom.

WE may learn much by watching the open stream 
of a human life; but we ought to remember that be­ 
yond our knowledge lies more that is unknown; and 
we ought to forbear from judging as if we knew all, 
where we know only in part.

WHEN the cares of life are many,
And its burdens heavy grow 

For the ones who walk beside you,
If you love them, tell them so. 

What you count of little value
Has an almost magic power, 

And beneath their cheering sunshine
Hearts will blossom like a flower.

BltJNT speaking is sometimes a painful necessity; 
and blunt speaking is sometimes little less than 
brutality. The latter fact is generally forgotten by 
those who pride themselves on always saying just 
exactly what they mean.

we were the Miss
Osbornes, of Eoyston Hall, I seem to 
have said all there is to say about us. 
There were only we three. "No boy, 
thank goodness I " papa, used to say ; 
"boys are such a trouble." Grand­ 
mamma thought otherwise; but her 

opinion did not count. Papa hated trouble; he made 
all bis plans with a view to avoiding it, and sometimes, 
I think, took more trouble that way than if he had 
taken things as they came. That was why I did not 
come out till I was nineteen; he insisted on my wait­ 
ing for Connie and Trix. "Then," he said, "the 
whole batch can be done at once, it will save so much 
trouble." Grandmamma protested, of course, and so 
did all our lady friends; they said it was so unfair to 
me, who ought to have been first in the field and made 
a good match before the others were even heard of; 
but papa kept well out of their way (he was generally 
in some part of the world where even letters could 
not find him), and we did not mind at all, we were 
too fond of each other to be afraid of jealousy, and for 
the rest, we thought it would be good fun—the future 
lay before us like a golden vista.

How happy we were when we had seen Miss 
Meredith fairly off, and were free from the trammels 
of schoolroom discipline. Poor old Merry I we were 
fond of her too, after a fashion; but it was delightful 
to be free. Trix danced a jig on the spot, she was 
such a cliild, with her cropped hair and boyish ways; 
and Connie flung herself into the softest chair she 
could find, and plunged into a long-coveted story. 
I was too dignified to show any outward difference in 
my demeanour, but I shared in the delightful sense 
of liberty nevertheless.

Aunt Mary was coming to stay with us till papa 
returned and got us a proper chaperon, so grand­ 
mamma put it; but we had been " too many" for 
Aunt Mary years ago, and the chaperon, to tell the 
truth, we did not quite believe in.

Where papa was at this juncture nobody quite 
knew; he had been " knocking about," as he called it, 
for the last two years, though I expect in reality he 
managed to make himself pretty comfortable, where- 
ever he might be. Our last letters were addressed to 
Melbourne, with a hazy sort of feeling that they 
would never reach him—that was all we knew. So 
far we had got on very well without him, but now we 
were getting impatient. We could not come out till 
he returned; it was really too bad of him.

Aunt Mary had been with us a week when I got a 
letter from him. It had the Paris post-mark on it, 
and I hastily tore it open and read it aloud—

VIOLET,—We shall be home in a couple of 
days. Be ready for us, like a good girl." ' (Who is 
" us " and " we ? " cried Trix, in bewilderment, re­ 
gardless of grammar.) "By-the-by, I ought to tell 
you, in case you have not heard from Howard (Mr. 
Howard was our solicitor), I am bringing you home 
a new mamma. I thought, as grandmamma is so 
anxious about a chaperon it would be less trouble if 
I married right away " (of course he meant this as a 
joke, but it lell very flat just then). " I hope, dear old 
girl, you will approve my choice. If Aunt Mary is 
with you, give her my compliments and say I picked 
up your new mamma in the Australian bush.

" Your old DAD."
I sha'n't try to describe the effect this letter produced, 
for, as papa would say, it " beggared description." 
Here was a death-blow to our fun and freedom indeed. 
It was not that we had any sentiment about the 
matter; in fact, if papa had chosen to marry again 
in a decent sort of way, after giving'us proper notice, 
we should have thought it, I believe, natural enough. 
People had always told us the wonder was that he had 
remained a widower so long.

The thing that struck Aunt Mary most was that 
be made no mention of her antecedents. She held 
up her hands, poor dear, in consternation. " She 
might be anybody or nobody," she exclaimed pathe- 
;ically, looking round with a tragic air.

" She is certainly somebody," said Trix, with a 
grimace.

' After all" put in Connie, always the first to
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make the best of things, " she may be better than a 
chaperon."

Aunt Mary's next move struck us with dismay— 
indeed to this day I think it was very cowardly of 
her—she packed up her things and went off that 
very afternoon, leaving us in the utmost distress and 
confusion. However, we had to face the position. Girls, 
now-a-daj's, 'don't rebel and sulk or pine away and 
go into hysterics when they hear they have got a 
stepmother; or, at any rate, we were not of that type, 
and we had no time to lose. There were preparations 
to make that would do credit to iny housekeeping, 
and the servants had to be told in such a manner 
that they should not be aware it was as great news 
to us and as unwelcome as to them, and we had to 
put a good face on the matter while casually mention­ 
ing it to our friends, that they might not guess at 
pur secret consternation.

" She was so ridiculously young! " I don't think, 
try as we might, it would have been possible to dis­ 
cover any other fault in her. " Yes, papa had very 
good taste;" but this one failing we resented bitterly, 
I especially. " Why, Miss, she will look like your 
sister/' my maid said that first night, and it rankled 
in my heart.

I will not try to describe her; I couldn't, she was 
lovely. One noticed her eyes and complexion most ; 
but the rest corresponded. Her eyes were a deep 
blue, hidden by long quite black lashes; they were 
like a deep lake overshadowed by trees, into whose 
depths you could look for ever without tiring, and 
her complexion was like the delicate bloom of a per­ 
fect peach, so soft and fragile that a breath of wind 
would damage it. We were all passable, nice-looking 
girls, and I was the best looking of the three, but 
we could not lay claim to any beauty like this. Yet 
it was not her beauty I resented. Connie was consoled 
a little by the perfect fit of her gowns—but then 
the}' had just come from Paris, not Australia, and 
who was to say how long they had been there; it 
would have been just like papa to linger on and not 
to write till he was absolutely obliged. 
, " And what shall we call her p " said Trix, with 
wide-open eyes. We had been discussing her 
pretty freely the morning after their arrival while 
impatiently waiting the summons to an unusually 
late breakfast.

" Will you agree to follow my lead ? " I said, see­ 
ing Connie looked as perplexed as she did. Of course 
they consented, and the bell ringing at that moment, 
I led the way into the breakfast-room. There she 
was, seated in my place in the nattiest of pink cottons, 
and looking, if possible, prettier than the evening 
before. I was half a head taller than she was, and in 
my own opinion at least a great deal more dignified. 
I advanced in my stateliest manner. " I shall just 
show her," I thought, " how ridiculous she has made 
herself."

" Good morning, mamma," I said, in freezing 
tones, stooping down and just touching her soft 
cheek with my lips. " I hope you have slept well."

" Thank you," she said, blushing all over a rosy 
red; and then she smiled prettily to cover her confu­ 
sion . I do believe she was pleased. Papa looked 
up from his newspaper in surprise, and then burst 
into a roar of laughter. He took in the situation at 
a glance, and it struck him as being supremely 
ludicrous. I saw I had made a mistake ; but was 
too proud to show it, and Connie and Trix, as agreed, 
followed my example, though they looked puzzled and 
uncomfortable. I believe papa was the only one who 
saw through my manoeuvre. I had meant to make her 
ridiculous, and it had recoiled on my own head; it 
was very mortifying.

"I suppose it was the right thing to do," com­ 
mented Connie afterwards, with a sigh. " You always 
do the right thing, Vi, dear; but I didn't much

We agreed to treat her civilly, but to keep our 
distance and go our own ways as much as possible 
without interference, and we found it easy enough to 
carry out our intentions. Papa wanted her with him 
all day long, and our company was cheerfully dis­ 
pensed with. He was like a child over a new toy, 
and was always kissing her and whispering pretty 
things into her ears. I called it bosh ! " Hot love 
soon cools," I said. Alas! I did not know what I 
was talking about.

The most tiresome thing was she took to us directly, 
and to me particularly, because she said I was so like 
papa. ,
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" If you ever set out on your travels again, 
Edmund, and leave me behind," she said, " you must 
let me have Violet to keep me company; it will be 
like a bit of yourself."

"I hope by that time," he said, jokingly, "Violet 
will have an Edmund of her own. You will have to 
grow old and ugly first."

We went up to London. She and I were intro­ 
duced (Connie and Trix " fought shy " of it at the 
last), and everybody raved about her beauty. I used 
to hear people asking which was the mother and which 
the daughter. It was too absurd ; I felt as if I 
were chaperoning her. Papa was delighted at the im­ 
pression she made, and she liked it because he did ; 
but he soon got tired of it, and wanted to get back 
home that he could have her to himself, and she was 
quite willing to go. She never seemed to have a wish 
of her own. I never saw any one so unselfish; it was 
always what papa wanted, and then what we did, and 
in pleasing us she seemed to please herself.

The great event of the year was the Mayor's party, 
particularly interesting to us this year for two 
reasons—we were to make our debut, and the Prince 
(who was staying in the neighbourhood) would be 
there! Papa came home very much elated one day 
because he had met him somewhere, and the Prince 
had said he was looking forward to an introduction to 
mamma.

We three were to be dressed alike, and the best Paris 
dressmaker had undertaken our costumes. Mamma 
was to wear a silver-grey brocaded silk, which was a 
little old for her, but which she liked because papa 
had chosen it. When the dresses came home we 
had a grand rehearsal in her room to which papa was 
invited. What fun it was; we were all like girls 
together. Mamma, of course, in his eyes, bore away 
the palm, and indeed she did look beautiful, her eyes 
sparkling with excitement, and her cheeks a little 
flushed—we did not dispute her right to it, we were 
beginning to be a little proud that she belonged to us. 

" You only want wings, my little silver dove," he 
said, " and then you could fly away and be at rest.''

" Ah ! " she said lovingly, laying her cheek against 
his, " I am not ready for the wings yet; not while I 
have you."

A sudden chill ran through me as she spoke. I 
had not been feeling well all day, and a foreboding 
of ill came over me. I slipped away and took off 
my new dress in an absent irame of mind ; it had 
suddenly lost all interest for me.

Por the next two or three days I was not myself 
at all, the}'- thought I had taken a severe cold, and 
when the long-looked for morning arrived I could 
not lift my head from the pillow. In the afternoon 
papa sent for our doctor : he was an old friend of mine 
and had known me all my life.

When he saw me he looked troubled. " Have you 
been in the woods lately ? " he said gravely.

" Yes," I said laughing, " was that any harm ? " 
" Did you go into your old hut P " he said. 
" Why; yes," I answered in surprise. " A shower 

of rain came on and I took shelter there. I was 
quite alone."

" Well," he said, " the mischief is done; keep well 
covered up," and so he left me.

For a long time after that no one came near me, 
they were dressing, I supposed, and I seemed to be 
growing worse every minute; how I wished some one 
would look in and speak to me. At last I fell into a 
doze and woke to hear voices outside the door. 1 
wanted to call out, but my throat was too parched, so 
getting out of bed I crawled to the door and opened 
it just enough to peep out and see who was there.

Mamma was standing fully dressed at the head of 
the stairs, and papa a few steps lower down, looking 
flushed and anxious, talking to her in a low, agitated 
voice. I could not distinguish any words, but I saw 
when he paused she said something very earnestly, 
which seemed to startle him. He came up and stood 
beside her.

"Lilian, I absolutely forbid it," I heard him say.
" Then, dearest," she answered, very clearly and

sweetly, " I am afraid for once I must disobey you."
He seemed more surprised than angry, I think,

though he answered sternly.
" Then," he said, firmly, " I warn you, you will rue 

it all your life."
She dropped her eyes and for a moment she stood 

silent before him, with her hands clasped and her long 
lashes resting on her flushed cheeks. I never saw a 
more perfect picture of loveliness than she made, 
standing there in her silvery dress with her dazzling 
complexion.

Then raising them to his face, she said slowly, 
" Very well, Edmund, I am prepared to take the con­ 
sequences."

Papa turned abruptly and began to go downstairs, 
but when he reached the first landing she leaned over 
and called to him, " Won't you kiss me first, dear 
Edmund ?" she asked.

He seemed to hesitate, then came slowly up again; 
but when he reached her his he<u- t melted, and he took 
her in his arms and kissed her passionately again and 
again.

I did not see any more, for I suddenly became so 
faint I had to stagger back to bed and lie down, won­ 
dering very much what it was all about. I think I 
must really have fainted then, and when I opened my 
eyes she was bending over me in a simple white 
wrapper and a pink rose-bud at her throat.

" We are not going to .the Mayor's," she said, " the 
doctor was afraid we should carry infection."

"Oh! how disappointed Connie and Trix will be," 
I cried.

" They are too sorry -for you, darling," she 
answered, " to fret much about themselves."

"What is the matter with me? " I cried, tossing 
the bedclothes off me impatiently. " Oh! how hot 
I am."

" I suppose I may as well tell you," she said, 
drawing them gently up again, " you are so brave, I 
know you won't be frightened. There was a poor 
tramp found last week in your hut very ill of small­ 
pox. They took him to tb.3 Union, and papa gave 
orders for the hut to be burned, but you must have 
gone into it an hour or two after he was taken out, 
and before they had time to execute the order, and you 
have caught the complaint."

" Then why are you here ? " I answered, fretfully, 
too miserable to care much about myself. " Can't I 
have a nurse ? "

" Of course you can," she answered a little wist­ 
fully; "papa has sent for one, but she cannot come 
to-night, and in the meantime I could not leave you 
all alone, and the servants did not volunteer, they are 
afraid ; besides it is my duty to be with you. T)ear 
Violet, you will be good and let me nurse you, won't 
you ? " and her eyes filled with tears.

I saw then the meaning of the scene I had wit­ 
nessed, but at first I am afraid I did not feel very 
grateful; indeed I was too ill to comprehend it all 
very clearly.

Papa took Connie and Trix away to Cannes, and 
after the nurse came we had the house almost to our­ 
selves ; for most of the servants went too.

I had it very favourably, they said; but I should 
not wish rny worst enemy to pass through such a 
wretched time as I did those first ten days. I had 
never been ill before in my life, and am afraid I gave 
a great deal of unnecessary trouble ; and I was never 
thirsty or fretful or in pain but my step-mother's 
sweet face was bending over me with comforting 
words and relief for my sufferings. The doctor said 
she made an excellent nurse, and that it was owing 
chiefly to her care and foresight I made such a good 
and nipid recovery.

By the end of three weeks I felt almost myself 
again, or at least quite able to enjoy being an invalid; 
and it was those few brief days that followed that I 
shall always count among the happiest of my life. 
It was then Ave grew so much to each other, and that 
I learnt something of the secret of her loving life, 
and began feebly to grope after attaining to it myself. 
Trix and Connie wrote me amusing letters. They 
seemed to be having good times, which I did not 
grudge them; and mamma got letters from papa, 
too, sometimes. She used to look thoughtful after 
reading them. I am afraid she found them a little 
disappointing.

One afternoon my chair was drawn up to the 
window, and we had been having one of our long, 
happy talks together. I noticed how peculiarly 
lovely she was looking ; her eyes had a deep, dreamy 
look in them, as though she were seeing things in­ 
visible to me, and there was a soft pink tinge upon 
her cheeks, which of late had been rather pale.

" How pretty you look ! " I exclaimed, involun­ 
tarily. "I never saw you looking better."

She smiled, and then went and surveyed herself in 
;he long mirror of the wardrobe with a half-pleased, 
ialf-shy expression or. her face.

; I wish dear Edmund had a magic glass," she 
said, sighing, "that he might see me just so once 
again."

" What do you mean ? " I criea. " You are 
tired."

Yes," she said, kissing me; " I am tired. I 
will go and lie down for a bit."
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48 THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.
She did not como to me again that evening, anc 

when I inquired for her I read the truth in th~ 
nurse's face.

Yes, it was true! My sweet, beautiful youn^ 
mamma had fallen a victim to her self-sacrifice, anc 
was smitten with the dreadful disease.

It was my turn now, and though the doctor anc 
nurse protested, and prophesied all sorts of evi. 
results from my imprudence, I scarcely left her bed­ 
side day or night j and in spite of all they said I 
wasn't a bit the worse for it. That comes of having 
a good constitution.

She was much worse than I had been, and so 
patient, so—so—but I cannot write about it; the 
tears blot out the words as fast as I put them down.

The turning point came at last, and every day 
showed an improvement. When she was able, and 
we could travel without fear of infection, we went to 
the seaside for a month, and the house underwent a 
thorough renovation, till at last it was considered 
quite safe for us all to meet again.

We expected them to be there to meet us, but we 
got home first. Papa seemed unwilling to leave the 
sunny South. I knew mamma was pining for him a 
good deal, though she never complained, and I think 
it retarded her recovery. She was still very weak 
and thin—a mere shadow of her former self.

She had fallen asleep one afternoon, after a drive, 
on the sofa in her room, and I was standing by the 
window, when I heard the sound of wheels—it wag 
so like papa to come on us so unexpectedly—a few 
minutes later I was in my sisters' arms. How 
delightful _ it was to meet again! "And so," said 
papa, holding me at arm's length, " this is what JOM 
call being ill! Ton my word, you are handsomer 
than ever! Where's the little mother ? "

Something in his tone jarred upon me, though I 
could not have told why.

" She is resting," I said ; " and papa," I added 
slowly, "perhaps I had better tell you before you see 
her—she is a good deal altered."

He grew very pale and muttered to himself, "just 
what I expected."

" She was asleep when I came down," I went on, 
"and I think if you come up softly you might see her 
without her knowing ; it would grieve her so if you 
seemed to notice it."

He made a silent gesture to me to lead the way, and 
we went up together.

She was still sleeping quietly, no sound had pene­ 
trated the heavy door which led to her apartments.

Papa took two steps into the room and then stood 
still, looking down upon her with a hard, pained 
expression on his face.

She was indeed sadly changed; even J, who had 
watched her all the time and could see deeper than the 
mere outward covering, was obliged to acknowledge 
that.

In spite of the doctor's care—and he was veiy care­ 
ful—the beautiful complexion was all gone, the skin 
looked yellow and drawn, and the features pinched 
and elongated. No fear of her being taken for my 
younger sister now; no, she looked years older. Yet 
there was something so touching in that calm un- i 
ruffled slumber and the patient smile lingering round 
the thin lips, that my eyes filled with tears. "Surely," 
I thought, " he will be impelled to forget the rest and 
catch her to his heart and bless her for her goodness 
to me—his child!"

Alas! it was when I turned my head and saw the 
cold criticizing expression on his handsome, careless 
face that I fully realized the sacrifice she had made. 
Certainly it was pale and not free from emotion, but 
the stern set mouth said as plainly as words could 
have said it, " I do not know this woman, this is not 
my Lilian."

What followed I do not like to record—and re­ 
member I am writing about my own father. Without 
moving a step nearer he turned and left the room. 
Half an hour later his study door opened and lie called me in. '

" When she wakes," he said, putting a note into my 
hand," give her that; I am called up to town on impor­ 
tant business." The dog-cart was at the door and 
before I could say a word or utter an expostula­ 
tion he had climbed into his seat, taken the reins 
from the groom, and was driving at a rapid pace along 
the avenue.

I went upstairs dazed and stupified. What could 
it mean ? She was still asleep. I think God must 
have sent that tranquil sleep on purpose that she 
might not know papa was in the house and did not 
wish to see her.

" It was all for me," I thought, with a bursting

heart. " Papa cannot bear plain people: he loved her 
for her beauty and it is gone."

She opened her eyes and smiled. Ah! those 
beautiful eyes! there was no change in them; per­ 
haps if he had seen them he would have acted 
differently.

" I thought you were papa," she said, " you are 
so like him, dear."

"He has been here," I said, and then I gave her 
his note and turned away.

A sudden cry startled me and brought me to her 
side; her face was crimson and papa's letter was 
crumpled up in her hand. She flung it from her 
with all her strength, as though it were a venomous 
reptile, and then began talking to herself very fast 
and strangely. .

I rang the bell in great alarm, and the nurse came 
up, but it was some minutes before she could succeed 
in calming her.

"Dear, dear! " she said; "poor thing! And she 
was getting on so well! What can have brought on 
an attack like thisp Send for the doctor, miss, and 
leave her to me." :

I went to do as she told me, but first I picked up 
the crushed note and carried it to my room. What­ 
ever it was I would share the trouble with her. 
When I had read it, with burning cheeks I took it 
to the two others, and read it to them word for word. 
This is what it was—

" DEAR LILIAN,—
" When you said you intended to disobey 

me you told me you were also prepared to take the 
consequences. They are what I anticipated, so you 
will not be unprepared for the substance of this note. 
When we were married you told me your beauty was 
the only dowry you could bring me. I thought it a 
rich one; but you did not tell me you intended to 
squander it at the first opportunity. I consider I 
have been cruelly and hardly treated. I have just 
seen you and it has been such a shock to me, I feel 
it will be better for the present for us not to meet. 
I leave you Violet as you once requested me to do, 
and hope she may compensate in some measure for 
the absence of your disappointed and broken-hearted

"HUSBAND."
I cannot paint the generous indignation of my two 

young sisters, or my own anger and despair as I 
inished reading these cruel words—we cried together, 
[t would be wrong to repeat the things we said about 
japa (especially Trix) in the heat of the moment. 
Then together we went upstairs and vied with each 
other in lavishing tender and endearing epithets on 
our dear young mother; but we agreed that we would 
not mention papa before her.as we felt it would only 
idd to her sufferings to hear him abused. .

During the next fortnight all that our love and 
>ity could devise we did for her, but in spite of it 

all she grew daily weaker and weaker. She had no 
'rallying powers," the nurse said, and the doctor 
ooked very grave, but we kept our own counsel—we 
ilone knew the cause. The doctor may have guessed 
hough, for he looked very stern the day he asked 

me for papa's address, and what he wrote to him 
none of us knew, but a couple of days after he came 
in upon us unannounced. . . ...

: We were all three in her room (she was so weak 
now none of us liked to be away from her) when he 
softly entered. . .

When mamma saw him she did not look startled 
or surprised. ." Well, Edmund," she said with a 
wistful little smile, "have I been punished enough 
for my disobedience P" . . .

He sat down beside her, and took her hand, speak­ 
ing to her in his old tender way, but I noticed he did 
not attempt to kiss her, and kept his eyes turned away 
from her face. I think she noticed it too, for her lip 
quivered like a disappointed, sensitive child's. " This 
will never do, you know," he was, saying in gentle, 
chiding tones, "you must make haste, darling, and 
get well."

" I am getting well," she said slowly, and fastening 
her eyes so earnestly upon him, that he was obliged 
to look up. " I am going home, Edmund, and I have 
a Bridegroom waiting for me there, who will love me 
always, perhaps all the better that I have lost my 
earthly beauty. Now let me have my children."

Papa covered his face with his hands and groaned, 
but he made no answer. He drew back to let us 
pass; perhaps he felt that after all we had the best 
right to be there. Connie and Trix knelt down sob­ 
bing by the bed, and I raised her in my arms, that 
she might rest her dear head on my shoulder. 
" Violet," she whispered faintly, " dear Vivi, cling

to Jesus—the same yesterday—to-day and for ever. 
He will never fail you."

The dear voice grew weaker and weaker, and then 
ceased, and for awhile we all sat very still. She 
seemed to have fallen asleep. That was all.

A week later we laid our dear young mamma in 
our pretty churchyard. Papa sent to London for the 
most beautiful wreath of pure white flowers I have 
ever seen—I heard the servants whispering about the 
money it had cost. . Our little ones looked quite poor 
beside it, but we made them ourselves with fast drop­ 
ping tears, and somehow I think ours would have 
pleased her best. We only had her for one short year. 
Our darling! But her spirit is with us still; we are 
not the careless, selfish girls we were before, and we 
never can be again !____________M. E. L.
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