
THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

No. 284, ^"DADDY'S DINNER."_"THE TWELVE O'CLOCK DINNER BROUGHT BY THE CHILDREN."— See page 53.



58 THE BEITISH WORKWOMAN.
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DADDY'S DINNER.
Many readers of "THE BRITISH WOBKWOMAIT " will doubtless 

recognise in the admirable drawing with which Mr. J. H. CAMP 
BELL has favoured us, the reproduction of his last year's picture in 
the Keyal Academy. It is a familiar feature of many a country 
landscape, the twelve o'clock dinner brought by the children to the 
father at work out in the fields or by the roadside. This is evi 
dently a family happy and contented despite the pinch of poverty; 
it is " a dinner where love is."

toteitoe %

'Tis evening time, the whirl ami noise
Of London life is near an end, 

That busy life of toil and care,
In which such lights and shadows blend, 

And fewer now the homeward feet 
To hurry through the darkening street.
Its many windows all aglow

With pleasant gleam of cheering light,
London's great home of healing stands 

Against the gathering gloom of night:
What achiug hearts those walls contain,
And myriad forms of human pain.

Husband, and father, stricken low,
With nerveless arm, there prostrate lies,

And anxious mothers pass the hours 
Wild anguish in their sleepless eyes,

While yonder wails the helpless child,
With suffering on its features mild.
How many in those peaceful wards, 

From homes of penury and gloom,
With joyful hope and faith have soared 

To dwell in Heaven's eternal bloom:
The soul's frail tenement have left,
In which such germs of sorrow slept.
There " Patience " shows her " perfect work,"

And many a lesson fair instils ; 
There " Mercy " spreads her golden wings,

And " Love " its mission high fulfils : 
She fain would make the wounded whole, 
Healing both suffering frame and soul.
There thought her richest treasures bring, 

And skill its wondrous power displays,
While science weaves perfection's crown, 

Diffusing far its purest rays,
To fire life's waning lamp again,
And soothe the throes of direst pain.
Reared by benevolence and love

Still be thy blessings widely spread 
Where spectre forms of'sickness rise, 

'Mid toilers for their daily bread ; 
And there with wisdom true to guide 
The " Great Physician " still abide. ELISE. 
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CHAPTER I.

DAISY'S TRAINING.
AM afraid I have not much of a dinner 

for you, Willie," said a young wife 
sadly, as she placed a dish of steaming 
vegetables before her husband when 
he came in from his work.

William Cusworth was a fine, sober, 
hard-working young man, who liked 

a good dinner as much as most people, but no shadow 
stole across his face as he saw that vegetables alone 
were on the table.

"Never mind, wife," he said; " we've almost saved 
the rent now, have we not ? It's better than a dozen 
dinners to me to be able to pay it, for it has been a 
weight on our minds ever since Daisy's illness."

" Yes, we've almost got the rent," replied his wife, 
her face brightening at the thought. " When Mrs. 
Clifford has paid me for these stockings I am knitting 
we shall just have the sum. And we're not a penny 
in debt anywhere."

" That is right, Dorothy; let us keep clear of debt, 
and we shall get on. There's nothing keeps folk 
down like a great heavy debt upon their shoulders. 
I was determined all through Daisy's illness that I 
would starve myself rather than run into debt even 
for her."

" But how poor it made us, Willie; we had to 
part with some of our best furniture. The house 
has never looked the same since."

" But it looks a deal more handsome with our 
Daisy in it than if it had the costliest furniture."

" Hush! " said Mrs. Cusworth, holding up her 
hand; "the child is coming in from school, and we 
must not spoil her."

" Our little Innocence—for so her name means"— 
murmured Willie, rising and opening the door as two 
little hands beat upon it.

"Listen, father," said the child, a bonnie, intelli 
gent-looking little girl of six years of age, standing 
before him with her hands folded behind her, " I can 
say my piece now."

" Well, say it nicely then," said her father, with 
honest pride in his darling.

The child began in her clear baby voice—•
" Little deeds of kindness,

Little words of love, 
Make our home an Eden, 

Like the Heaven above."
" Father, what does Eden mean ?" asked Daisy.
" I don't rightly know, 'cept it was the garden 

where Adam and Eve first lived."
"Oh! I know more than that," said Mrs. Cus 

worth ; " Eden means Garden of Delight."
" And what is it makes our home an Eden, Daisy ? " 

said her father.
" Oh ! I know," said the child; "its kisses and 

love;" and climbing upon her father's knee, she threw 
her chubby arms round his neck and covered his 
face with kisses, He looked across her at his wife, 
playfully taking up one of the little arms, and show 
ing it in triumph.

" Who would have thought our little one, whose 
long illness brought us to such poverty, would ever 
grow so fat and well ? " he said. " Why, it does me 
as much good as ever such a fine dinner only to seeher."

" And me, too," said Daisy's mother; " and is not 
our home an Eden, and are we not happy people ?"

"Thank God, we are," said Willie, "and with all 
our poverty I should not like to change places with 
Mr. Reynold up at the Hall. He has neither wife 
nor child, and they do say his young orphan niece, 
who has come to live with him at last, is most lonely 
there. For he is a hard and bitter man."

"It was very unkind of him to send us that mes 
sage about the rent."

" Yes, he must have heard -I'd been rather in diffi 
culties the last six months, for when Daisy got better 
I was out oi work for some time on account of the 
weather. Bricklayers have a bad time of it when it 
is always raining. But it was a cruel thing to send 
me word that if it was not ready to the day out we 
must go."

" Never mind. For it will be ready, please God, 
for I shall take my work home to-night and Mrs. 
Clifford is sure to pay me for it at once; and to-mor 
row is the rent day. And when that is past we can 
begin again and get better food for you to work on."

" I'm right enough," said Willie, looking fondly 
at his wife and child, " and I quite agree with King
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Solomon that, ' Setter is a dinner of herbs where 
love is, than a stalled ox and hatred therewith.'"

" And I am sure our home is as like an Eden as 
deeds of kindness and words of love can make it," 
said his wife, helping little Daisy to the vegetables.

" But I must go," said her husband, rising to 
return to his work.

"Don't be late home, Willie, please," said his wife, 
" for I want you to stop with Daisy while I take my 
work to Mrs. Clifford's this evening."

" I will be in as soon as I can, you may be sure, so 
much depends upon that work of yours. For with 
out the money for it we shall not be able to pay the 
rent. Good-by;" and kissing his wife and child, 
Willie took up his cap and left the cottage.

CHAPTER II.
» A I S T'S DOING.

THE Hall was brilliantly lighted up that evening, 
and Mr. Reynold, or Squire Reynold as he was usually 
called, dined in much pomp and state, with his niece 
Beatrice, and his only surviving brother, Mr. Richard 
Reynold.

Every luxury that money could procure and that 
was seasonable at the time, seemed to have been 
gathered together to make the dinner what it should 
be ; but to the girl Beatrice, at least, it was a dreary 
and miserable affair. For her two uncles were dis 
puting about little matters the whole of the time, 
and it was more and more evident that they did not 
love each other as brothers should.

Squire Reynold was bound by their father's will to 
provide for his younger brother, and Richard always 
resented the fact that he would not allow him a 
reasonable income, but would insist upon his living 
with him in a state of entire dependence. Beatrice 
dreaded dining alone with them very much. When 
visitors were there matters were outwardly smoother, 
but they neither of them cared to disguise from the 
niece, who felt bound to care for them, what a 
wretched habit of quarrelling they had fallen into.

The girl was longing for the moment to arrive 
when she might leave them for the drawing-room, 
when Mr. Richard Reynold remarked, "That Cusworth 
is a fine young bricklayer. He is very poor, but he 
and his wife seem to be most deserving people."

" Seem indeed ! " sneered the Squire, " there's no 
telling what people are. I have my doubts whether 
they will pay their rent. I had a hint given me about 
it being uncertain, so I sent them word if it was not 
ready to the day they must turn out of ther cottage." 

" That was very hard of you," said Richard, in a 
tone of much vexation; " they have had sickness in 
the house, and sickness with poor folk is hard to 
meet, and the weather has been bad for bricklayers 
lately." _ .

" I don't care what it has been. If I don't get my 
rent, out they must go," repeated the Squire angrily. 

His brother made an angry rejoinder, and Beatrice 
rose to leave the table. Wandering into the large 
and empty drawing-room, she sat down to the piano 
and played low, soft strains of music until they 
echoed and re-echoed through the silent space. And, 
as she played, she was wondering how she could help 
to soften her senior uncle's hard, proud heart. But 
she could not think of anything which would do it. 
Only, the next morning she found something that 
would.

For as she was returning from the garden a little 
child came towards her, followed by its mother, with 
her knitting in her hand, and a tear-stained, troubled 
face. Beatrice turned, paused, and went back to the 
gate, which she opened.

" Oh! Daisy, come back," the mother was saying; 
"it will do no good. Come back. Come back."

But the child raised her face fearlessly to look up 
into Beatrice's loving, wistful eyes.

" We've not got all the money ready for the rent, 
please, lady," she said, in her clear voice and confiding 
way; " mother's not got paid for her work yet. 
Please, lady, wait a little for the rent."

" What does she mean P " asked Beatrice, turning 
to the woman.

" Mr. Reynold, Miss, sent my husband, William 
Cusworth, word that if the rent was not ready to the 
day we must turn out of our cottage."

"Oh, yes, I heard something about that," said 
Beatrice, blushing deeply; " aud is not the rent 
ready ?"

" It would have been quite ready, Miss, but when 
I took home some work last night that I was to have 
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been paid for I found the lady was away from home, 
and would not be back for a fortnight."

"But if that is so, can you not borrow some 
money till she returns? " asked Beatrice.

" Yes, Miss, we might," said Mrs. Cusworth, 
sadly, " but my husband has always tried so hard not 
to borrow. I do believe he would rather lodge in one 
room than borrow sixpence."

"I am very sorry," said Beatrice.,- "but my uncle 
is so verv particular, I am afraid he will not wait."

"No,"Miss," said -Mrs. Cusworth, patiently. 
" Come, Daisy, we mustgo. She would come, ma'am ; 
she said Mr. Reynold would let us off if she begged 
him."

" Well, we can but try," said Beatrice. "Come 
with me, Daisy."

The child followed her shyly enough up the broad 
steps to the house, and Mrs. Cusworth would like 
to have followed too, but Beatrice did not ask her. 
For she thought there was just a chance that the artless 
story of the little one might touch her xincle's heart 
as nothing else would.

Mr. Eeynold was sitting in his richly furnished 
library surrounded by books and papers, and looking 
anything but happy, when suddenly raising his eyes, 
he perceived a little child standing before him gazing 
wonderingly out of her wide blue eyes.

" What do you want ? " he asked, nervously. " How 
came you here ? "

Daisy was frightened. Her little mouth dropped 
ominously, her eyes turned towards the door. But 
in the passage beyond, unseen by Mr. Reynold, stood 
Beatrice, nodding encouragement.

" What do you want p " repeated Mr. Reynold, but 
not angrily. He had once had a little child like 
that. Daisy reminded him strangely of his own long- 
lost little one.

" Shall I say you my piece ? " demanded Daisy, 
desperately.

" Yes, yes," faltered the old man, surprised at 
himself, but longing strangely to detain her a few 
minutes.

" Little deeds of kindness,
Little words of love, 

Make our homes an Eden, 
Like the Heaven above,"

said the child in her clear voice, adding, as she de 
scended into very matter-of-facfc prose, " Is your 
home an Eden ? "

" Not it! What is to make it so ? " asked Mr. 
Reynold, gruffly.

Daisy remembered how she had answered that 
question once to her father's satisfaction, and so, 
going up to the gentleman, she offered him a kiss. 
Mr. Reynold was astonished at himself as he found 
himself returning it.

" Come ! come! " he said ; " what are you doing 
here P "

The little girl remembered her errand. 
" Do you know Mr. Reynold ? " she asked, in her 

simple, artless way.
" She really is like my lost darling," thought the 

rich man, replying quite gently. " Yes, my dear; I 
know him."

" Is he nice ? " asked the child. 
" Well, yes—no, I don't know," replied the old 

man, nervously.
" Oh, 1 thought you'd know," said Daisy, in a tone 

of great disappointment.
" Why do you want to know p " 
'"Cause father hasn't got his rent quite ready," 

said the child, her little lip trembling ominously at 
the recollection of the trouble in her home.

"Who is your father? " asked Mr. Reynold, with 
a sudden suspicion that this was an attempt of the 
Cusworths to get over him. 

" Father's father" said Daisy with emphasis. 
" And what is his name ? " 
" Father."

_ Mr. Reynold could not help seeing the little one's 
simplicity. This could be no plot. 

" What is your name, child P " he demanded. 
"Daisy." . 
" Daisy what ? " 
" Daisy Cusworth."
"Ah ! " The old man knit his brow, and looked 

doubtfully at his small visitor.
" I am Mr. Reynold," he said slowly at last. 
" You ! Oh, I'm so glad ! 'cause you'll not mind the rent, I'm sure."

—^f^^L Mr. Reynold do P He fancied Daisy 
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was more and more like his lost little one. He could 
not for a moment think of disappointing her trust in 
him. He would rather sacrifice any amount of rent 
than that should happen.

When Beatrice brought Daisy's mother into the 
library in the course of half an hour they found the 
child sitting on Mr. Reynold's knee spinning a 
shilling on the smoothly polished table with great 
content, while Mr. Richard Reynold was leaning 
against the window close by watching them with an 
expression of great satisfaction upon his countenance. 
For the old man had just been saying, " Perhaps 
after all, Richard, you had better have a fixed income, 
and then you can marry and have things as you like. 
And Beatrice and I will stay together here, and we 
can give a treat to the children in the village some 
times in memory of the little girl who would have 
been mistress here to-day if she had lived." *****

People said Squire Reynold changed much for the 
better in his old age. And they said there never 
were such treats as he and his niece gave from time 
to time to the little village children. A few were 
jealous, though, because they said the old man 
made favourites, and Daisy Cusworth received more 
presents than the others, and Daisy's parents likewise 
received more favour and more notice.

But one and all agreed the change in the old man 
was a very happy one, though opinions differed as to 
the time when it commenced; some dating it from 
the time at which his brother left him for a house 
and family of his own, and others since the time his 
niece came to reside with him. Daisy's parents, 
however, knew the best, and they would have said, 
if they had not been wisely reticent, " Our Daisy did it."

As it was, they gave God thanks that He had used 
their little one as the instrument to work His loving1
rill. EDITH C. KENYON.

OTANISTS divide plants into two great 
divisions, the flowering and non-flower 
ing, siich as ferns. The mode of repro 
duction of the former kind, which ranks 
higher, is known to all. First we have 
the flower, not only a thing of beauty, 
but also of utility. Were there no flowers 

there would be no seed. The beauty of a flower is 
to the parent plant what a handsome face is to a girl, 
it commands notice. By attracting insects, love 
messages are carried from one plant to another, the 
result being that the kind is perpetuated.

Ferns, mushrooms, mosses, and seaweeds, which 
produce no conspicuous flowers, consequently have a 
different method of carrying down their various 
families. Let us, for example, take a fern as an illus 
tration of lower plant-life. On examining the back 
of a leaf, or rather frond, in autumn, a large number 
of little brown specks, called sori, are seen. These, 
under the microscope, are discovered to be each a col 
lection of cases or capsules, containing spores. At first 
the case consisted only of a single cell, around which 
grew others, so that when ripe it may contain sixty- 
four or more floating in a fluid. The bursting of the 
case gives each spore a chance of developing into a 
fern ; still we can scarcely call them seeds, for their 
process of germination differs materially from that 
of true seeds. When a spore finds a suitable habita 
tion in the moist earth, it does not produce a fern 
until after it has grown a leaf-like body, known as a 
prothallus. This, the intermediate stage, is worthy 
of our most careful attention. By-and-by, from the 
lower surface of the prothallus rootlets spring, which 
absorb nourishment, while organs are developed 
that in a measure correspond to the stamens and 
pistil, or reproductive parts of higher plants. The 
bodies grown on the fern prothallus are of two kinds. 
In one of them we have curious little moving objects 
somewhat resembling animalcules, and in the other 
are cells, which apparently perform the function of 
seeds. Sooner or later these organs come into con 
tact, with the result that each cell slowly undergoes 
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a change that ends in the formation of a young fern. 
The prothallus remains attached to the plant for a 
time, nourishing it after the manner of the "seed- 
leaves " of higher plants.

We can now understand something of how flower- 
less _ plants are reproduced, as they all develop in a 
fashion at least similar to the fern. Microscopic 
species are perhaps the most interesting, because we 
suffer so much from their ravages. Many kinds are 
parasitic; some of them on man. A large propor 
tion of skin diseases, ringworm included, are the 
result of lower plant-growth among the tissues of the 
skin. Others choose vegetable victims, as Perono- 
spora infestans, the cause of the potato disease. This 
fungus forms a delicate bloom on the surface of the 
potato-leaf, which, when examined by the microscope, 
reveals minute stalks that protrude through its 
pores. These stalks are jointed, and ultimately be 
come branched. They spring from a network of 
threads that lie deep down in the leaf tissues. The 
ends of the stalks bear small heads, which correspond 
in a measure to the spore cases of a fern. When 
these fall, the protoplasm contained in them under 
goes a process of division, and the particles thus 
released are endowed with extraordinary powers. 
Water would seem to be an element favourable to 
their proper development, which may account for the 
fact that the potato plant suffers most with wet or 
hazy weather. In water these curious vegetable bodies 
evolve a pair of small tails, by means of which they 
swim about as if they belonged to the animal creation 
—hence the name zoospores applied to them by 
botanists. As soon as one alights on a potato-leaf it 
begins to germinate. A root is thrown out which 
burrows into the tissues, and then stalks are produced. 
The fecundity of the pest may be imagined when it is esti 
mated that each stalk will contain at least a thousand 
spores. Now, as there may be millions of stalks on 
a single diseased potato plant, which produces spores 
at an enormous rate under favourable circumstances, no 
wonder the spread of the disease through a field is 
generally so rapid. But in addition to the spores 
grown on the stalks, there are others, "nesting-spores" 
as they are called, matured within the leaf. These are 
the worst of any, as they may exist in a state of 
quiescence for a considerable time, and it is to them 
that outbreaks of the disease are attributed, after long 
periods of freedom from its attack.

A near relation of the potato-fungus is Saprolegnia, 
forax, which proves so destructive to salmon. Pro 
fessor Huxley having given his attention to the sub 
ject, has brought several interesting particulars to 
light. Saproleynia is found most commonly growing 
on dead flies as they putrefy in water. When a 
salmon becomes infected, the fungus reveals itself in 
patches, on the scaleless parts of the fish at first. It 
soon spreads in every direction, causing raw ulcers, 
that irritate and pain the salmon, making it furious, 
so that it dashes itself against stones, wifh the desire 
of finding relief, but with the result of increasing the 
evil. Exhausted by these efforts, as much as from 
the ravage of disease, it eventually succumbs. Should 
it betake itself to salt-water, curiously enough the 
disease is stayed, if not eradicated. A visit to the 
sea is the only remedy known at present, and were ifc 
not that the fish go there of their own accord, they 
would soon be exterminated by this vegetable parasite, 
for the disease is of a highly infectious nature. A dead 
fly rubbed against an infected fish will in Forty-eight 
hours afterwards be covered with a shroud of the 
white filaments of the fungus. Thus it may have 
been that insects were the original growers of Sapro- 
legnia, and that it was transferred by them to the 
salmon. JOHN STTTHEBLAND.

an fife of
XVIII.

Moses' remarkable prayer. God's Presence hidden 
from the sinning people. — Ex. xxxii. 30, and 

xxxiii. 1-11.

HE day after the golden calf had been. 
destroyed, and the people slain, a 
shadow of sin and death seemed resting 
everywhere. What could be done ? 
Moses had a refuge — he would go and 
cry to God for Israel. How remarkable 

is that prayer — that cry ! " And now if Thou wilt 
pardon their sin, and if not, blot me I pray Thee out
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of the book which Thou hast written" (v. 32). 
Eather than that there should be no pardon, Moses 
was willing, if possible, to take the sinful people's 
place and be blotted out for them. He seems to 
offer up himself to God, if he might be accepted, as a 
surety for the people. The love and self-sacrifice 
here is wonderful. The great apostle St. Paul was 
filled with a like spirit when he wrote to the Romans, 
" I could wish myself accursed from God for my 
brethren's sake " (Rom. ix. 4). Oh ! what a picture 
have we here of the Lord Jesus, who in wondrous 
love came and stood in the sinner's stead. " Christ 
hath redeemed us from the curse of the law, being 
made a curse for us " (Gal. iii. 13). In the case of 
Moses God could not accept the sacrifice, Moses 
could not be an atonement for the people. Men, 
however good and holy, 
have never been able to 
deliver sinners from God's 
judgment (Jer. xv. 1; 
Ezek.xiv. 14,20). Noah, 
Daniel, and Job were 
holy men, but they could 
not stand in the sinner's 
stead and bear the punish 
ment due to them. Christ 
could do it, and did it. 
But He Lad not sinned, 
and He could not be blot 
ted out of God's book. 
On the contrary, by His 
death He has graven the 
names of His children in 
the Book of Life. " Re 
joice," said He to His 
disciples, " because your 
names are written in 
heaven" (St. Luke x. 
20. See also Phil. iv. 3 
and Rev. xiii. 8). But 
Moses' heart was so filled 
with love for Israel that 
it seemed as if he could 
forego his place in the 
heavenly land for their 
sake—could sacrifice his 
hope, his blessedness for 
theirs! How few could 
or would have uttered 
such a cry to God P There 
have been here and there 
in the world's history a 
beautiful touching record 
of one life given for ano 
ther, but it was not the 
earthly life that Moses 
was laying down. It was 
something deeper, higher! 
Yet the story of Christ's 
Cross is deeper, higher 
still. Do we not hear 
Him speaking from it and 
saying,
" I gave My life for thee 

What givest thou to Me?"

And if we learn of Him, 
shall we not begin also to 
give up self for the sake 
of others, to " look not," 
as St. Paul says, " every 
man on his own things, 
but every man also on 
the things of others ?" j 
(Phil. ii. 4-8). ; '

But now the time of prayer was over, and Moses 
and the people must continue their journey (v. 34, and 
ch. xxxiii. 1-3). As a punishment for sin God said He 
would send an angel with the people instead of His 
own special Presence in the Cloudy Pillar, and the 
people mourned. Sin, alas ! ever separates from God. 
Sin olten makes a barrier between man and man, 
between parent and child, between brother and sister. 
But more terrible is the barrier between man and God. 
If a Christian man has been tempted into wrong 
doing, can he go happily to the Bible or prayer P Oh ! 
no. He feels as if his prayer would not be heard, 
and as if God were no longer near him (Ps. Ixvi. 18). 
It was this sad experience which the children of 
Israel tad to pass through now God's Presence was 
hidden from them., and they put away their ornaments 
as a sign of mourning. Sin did it all. How does 
sin bring misery P As the wise man says, " In the 
transgression of an evil man there is a snare, but the

righteous doth sing and rejoice" (Prov. xxix. 6). 
Israel did not sing now, for they bad sinned. Moses 
as a sign of God's displeasure moves the Tabernacle 
to the outside of the camp. This was not the 
Tabernacle concerning which God had been giving 
Moses such careful directions in the Mount, as that 
had not yet been erected. This tabernacle was 
probably a tent that had been set apart for the 
service of God. Directly this tent was set 
up without the camp, Moses goes forth to it, 
and the Cloudy Pillar rests upon it, and God 
talks with him there. The people all saw 
this as they stood and watched at their tent 
doors, and when they saw it they " wor 
shipped." Why was this ? They saw Moses was 
accepted of God, and therefore they felt there was

is it with ourselves P That Moses should have been 
permitted to talk with God is spoken of as the 
highest privilege granted to him. Do we consider it 
our highest privilege to come to God as our Friend, 
and pour out our heart before Him ?

MABGABET ESDAILE.
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hope for them. Here is a blessed type of Christ. 
His offering up of Himself was accepted by God, and 
therefore there is acceptance for all who believe in 
Him—" accepted in the Beloved." The position that 
Moses is said to occupy here is a very blessed one, for 
God talked with him, " as a man tallceth with his 
friend " (v. 11. See also Num. xii. 8 and Deut. xxxiv. 
10). Moses was the St. John of the Old Testament. 
He was brought very near God. He knew the mind 
and heart of God. He spake with Him "face to 
face." Moses alone in Israel occupied this position. 
But now all the followers of Christ are called His 
friends. " Henceforth I call you not servants, but I 
have called you friends, for all things that I have 
heard of my Father I have made known unto you " 
(St. John xv. 14, 15). As such each one may talk 
with God. This is something beyond the sinner's 
cry for mercy. That must come first. The soul 
must be safe first, then it can talk with God. How

HE first of May 
has for gene 
rations been 
associated in 
England with 
rural sport 
and merri 

ment, though of late 
years it has been shorn 
of much of its earlier 
importance,and in London 
and other great towns is 
only known by the ribbons 
and rosettes attached to 
the harness of horses, and 
also by the not over 
polished mirth and antics 
of "Jack in the Green." 

In the "Far West," 
however, at least in some 
of the States, a more 
practical turn is given to 
the occasion. The great 
prairies or vast tracts of 
meadow-land are practi 
cally treeless, save where, 
here and there, a clump 
of woodland may form 
a kind of oasis. From the 
storms, either of summer 
or winter, there is conse 
quently no shelter, and 
the wide expanse is thus 
scarcely habitable. Such 
few as there were of earlier 
settlers did their best for 
their own protection, and 
planted trees of a class 
which rapidly increased 
in size and strength, such 
as the cotton-wood and 
similar species. These 
they set around their rude 
dwellings in such manner 
as should best shelter 
them from the severe 
winds and storms that 
swept over the naked 
plains, but though thus 
able to improve their own 
condition, yet their cattle 
suffered terribly.

At last, alter much 
thought and deliberation, 
one of the officials of a 
Western State—Gover 
nor Morton, of Nebraska 
—devised a means, simple 

yet expeditious, of meeting the evil to a great 
extent. The only wonder was that the plan 
had not before been thought of. There were 
still lingering among the citizens and inhabitants 
of the State some recollections of what their grand 
fathers had told them of an English Mayday. 
Perhaps some of the customs of the Old Country at 
that season had not died out entirely. At all events, 
they readily acquiesced in Governor Morton's sugges 
tion to make the first of May a. general holiday, and- 
on that day to go out and plant trees in the neighbour 
hood of the different villages, towns, and settlements, 
in such spots as should be thought most desirable. 
No doubt the younger members of the community 
had an eye to the day's holiday and merrymaking, 
while the seniors probably thought mainly of the 
useful and beneficial part of the proceedings. Be that 
as it may—the end was attained. In the first year 
that the plan was adopted it is estimated that two
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million trees were planted. The new May-day festival 
coming, as it did, at one of the brightest times of the 
year, and calling people forth to a pleasant and novel 
occupation, soon spread beyond Nebraska, and is now, 
it is stated, formally adopted by seventeen of the 
United States.

Nor is it confined to the West alone. The Northern 
and Eastern States, though at one time more densely 
wooded, have had their forest glories dimmed by axe 
and flame, at all events in some districts. With a 
view of improving the condition of these parts, new 
trees have been planted by thousands, and on May 
day grand processions of ,_____________ 
school-children, with bands 
and banners, go forth to 
repair the losses caused by 
the necessities or careless 
ness of a former generation 

The movement thus taken 
up by the young is nol 
likely to die out, and the 
" Arbor-day " of the New 
Country bids fair to be as
lasting as the " May-day '"
of the Old.

It is to be hoped that
the name of the originator
of this useful custom will
not, as too often happens,
be quite forgotten, and that
among the worthies who
from George Washington
downwards have done so
much for the Great Republic,
there may be a place kept
throughout the generations
for Governor Morton,' of
Nebraska. W.

who, leaning against the palings, was earnestly con 
versing with a girl of about his own age, by her dress 
and demeanour apparently in domestic service.

The girl's face was troubled, the young man's grave 
and even anxious.

" Can't you remember where you put the brooch, 
Susie ? " he asked.

" No, Harry; except that I think I laid it on Mrs. 
Lawton's table—the table in her bedroom—meaning, 
you see, to put it in her drawer. But I couldn't be 
sure."

" And when was it missed ? "

>EAR the brow of 
the cliff, and 
overlooking the 
soa, stands the 
greatlighthouse, 
its white sides 
gleaming, its

lantern glittering in the
morning sunlight. To the
right hand, and on the
lower ground, are visible.the
roofs and chimneys of a
considerable town, while to
the left, mile after mile,
stretches the cliff, covered
with the golden gorse, but
lonely and deserted, and
with no dwelling or habita 
tion to be seen. By the
lighthouse, and within a
neat paling that surrounds
it and them, are two neat,
trim cottages, one occupied
by the head keeper, Silas
Gregg and his wife, and
the other by his assistant
and deputy, Henry Barton,
the latter as yet unmarried.
Silas Gregg is a short,
firmly-set, elderly man, with
a shrewd yet kindly cast of
feature, a man who had
passed his earlier years
upon the ocean, but who,
through the interest of a
friend, had been appointed
lighthouse keeper, a post at
which, as he himself put it, he hoped to " ride at
anchor" for the rest of his days. His wife Betsy
was a brisk bustling daine, well content with the
neat home and comfortable wages that she and her
husband now enjoyed, and which relieved her from
the anxiety she had formerly suffered during his
absences at sea.

The morning was bright and clear, and Silas, high 
overhead, was busy with his lantern, while his help 
mate was equally engaged with her household affairs. 
But neither of them was so intent that they could 
not now and again cast a glance at a young man,

"WENT BACK TO THE GATE, WHICH SHE OPENED."—Ses page 53.

" The night before last. I had just gone in after " 
—there was a little hesitation—" after leaving you, 
when Mrs. Lawton called me up, and asked me where 
the brooch was. I told her, positively enough at the 
moment, that I had put it on her table. But she 
said that she went up to her room a few minutes 
afterwards, and it wasn't there. She had looked 
everywhere, and couldn't find it, and she thinks I've 
taken it," said poor Susie, breaking into a sob, "I 
know she does."

" No, Susie; she can't think that. No one 
could."

The girl looked up at her companion through her
tears.

" Every one doesn't think so well as you do of me, 
Harry," and they were silent awhile. Then Susie, 
recollecting herself, said hastily—

" I must go now, Harry. I oughtn't to have 
stopped; but I have to go to the town, and must 
hurry back."

As she moved a few steps, busy Mrs. Gregg came 
out of the cottage.

" Why, Susie, lass, how are you P " Then, catching 
sight of the troubled look on the girl's countenance, 

she added, " Is anything 
wrong ? "

We all like to tell our 
troubles to friendly ears, and 
Susie was no exception. A 
few sentences explained 
matters to Mrs. Gregg and 
also to Silas, who by this 
time had descended from 
his lantern. Mrs. Gregg 
was loud in her expres 
sions of sympathy, but old 
Silas only growled, "Just 
like women. Have a par 
cel of gimcracks and sich 
like, and some one or other's 
allus in a peck o' trouble 
over them. Cheer up, lass ! 
Mrs. Lawton "11 find her 
brooch before long, I'll go 
bail," and he moved away, 
muttering to himself, 
" They're little better than 
heathens after all, with their 
rings and brooches and what 
not, only they don't wear 
them through their noses ; " 
while Susie, with watery 
eyes, but a little com 
forted by telling her trouble, 
bade Mrs. Gregg good da}-, 
and moved swiftly away, 
not so swiftly, however, but 
Harry kept pace with her as 
she went along the road 
leading to the town, not 
parting from her till they 
neared its busier streets.

The girl hastened on, 
troubled in mind and heart. 
Honest as the day, the 
implied accusation, it' not of 
dishonesty, at least of gross 
carelessness, vexed her sorely. 
That her mistress set great 
store by this brooch she well 
knew, not only lor its in 
trinsic value, but also as 
having belonged to a near 
and dear relative now dead. 

Her purchases made, she 
hastened back as rapidly as 
she had come.

The day passed on, and, 
though nothing more was 
said about the brooch, yet 
Susie fancied that her em 
ployer's manner had changed 
slightly towards her. Nor 
was this entirely fancy. Mrs. 
Lawton, though kindly na- 
tured, had unfortunately lost 
heavily by a previous ser 
vant, and this had made her 
suspicious As, moreover, 
nothing was seen of the 
brooch, and the other ser 
vants when questioned 
stoutly denied all know 
ledge of it, she began to 
wonder whether Susie's word 

was implicitly to be believed. After a day or two 
she returned to the subject, only to meet with afiim, 
almost indignant denial on the girl's part.

" I put it on your table, ma'am, so well as I can 
remember. I know it was careless to leave it there, 
but I forgot for the moment." •

" It is veiy strange," said Mrs. Lawton, coldly; 
and poor Susie felt the implied doubt in the words, 
and said no more, though her heart was swelling with 
pain and sorrow. The days went on, and the time 
came on which Susie's wages, as a monthly servant, 
were due.
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Mrs. Lawton gave them to her, and as she did so 
she said quietly, " Mr. Lawton and myself think it 
would be as well if yon looked out for another place, 
Susan."

" Very well, ma'am," said the girl, speaking as 
quietly as had the mistress, but her heart beat last, 
and her face grew pale.

" You will guess why we take this course, Susan," 
went on Mr?. Lawton. " That very unpleasant mat 
ter of the brooch has not yet been cleared up, and 
while we would not accuse you of anything but care 
lessness, we feel we must make some example, if only 
to teach our other servants a lesson."

"I think it's rather hard, ma'am/' said poor Susie, 
no longer able to restrain her tears.

Mrs. Lawton made no answer to this remark. 
Perhaps she did not feel quite so easy in her mind as 
she would have persuaded herself she did. She was 
a woman who rather prided herself upon the strictly 
just manner in which she dealt with her servants and 
dependents. " Firmness is requisite in managing the 
household," she was wont to say, and she was un 
doubtedly correct thus far. But a course of strict 
justice is very apt to overlook the milder quality of 
mercy, at least so far as we erring mortals are con 
cerned. Our mercy we use for our own faults, our 
justice for the faults of others. Only the Divine can 
blend harmoniously the Justice that condemns with 
the Mercy that spares.

So it came about that Susan found herself under 
notice of dismissal, and this was the sharpest trial 
she had had since her mother's death some years 
before. Her father she could scarcely remember. A 
fisherman by calling, he had been "lost at sea" when 
she was quite a child. Her mother had worked long 
and hard for Susie and herself, and had only just 
succeeded in obtaining for her daughter a situation in 
Mrs. Lawton's service, when she herself had sickened 
of a fever then very prevalent locally, and had died 
after a few days' illness. "Be truthful, be honest, 
and never lose faith in God," had been Mrs. Ray's 
last charge to her daughter, and Susie, amid her sobs, 
had promised to obey. And to her best ability she 
had done so. He life had been quiet and even since 
her mother's death. She had striven to give satisfac 
tion to her mistress, and had succeeded hitherto, 
though, being naturally shy and retiring, she had not 
attracted so much notice as otherwise she might have 
done. But all her quiet perseverance and patient 
toil were thought nothing of just now. That she 
had been guilty of carelessness with regard to the 
lost brooch was true. But Mrs, Lawton might 
have remembered that the girl was an orphan, and 
practically without friends or relatives—her only rela 
tion being an aunt who lived five miles away—and 
that dismissal would perhaps injure her prospects of 
a home of her own at a future date. For Susie's en 
gagement, though not a formal one, was yet known 
to exist, and known to all who knew her and Harry 
Barton. It is not every young man who would care 
to take a wife with a shadow upon her character, 
however humble his or her station, nor would every 
young woman, knowing her integrity suspected, be 
willing to bring discredit upon the man she loved. 
But of all that Mrs. Lawton thought nothing. Jus 
tice must be done, though the heavens should fall. 
That was her motto, and she lost no opportunity of 
carrying it out.

For the rest of the time during which she was 
under notice Susie's lot was hard indeed. Somehow 
or other it became known that she was about to leave, 
and the other servants plied her with questions, or 
with covert sneers, which she answered or evaded as 
best she could. The loss of the brooch was well 
known, and naturally enough became connected with 
Susie's dismissal, and as stories lose nothing by tell 
ing, it soon came to be believed among the servants' 
friends and acquaintances that Susan Ray had stolen 
a brooch and was to be sent away in consequence. 
The result naturally was that the girl found herself 
shunned by some whom she had known, and more 
coldly spoken to by others. She readily guessed the 
cause, but with a certain pride, not infrequent in 
lowly positions in life, she kept the matter to herself 
as far as possible. " A month is not long," she said 
to herself, but it was the longest month she had ever 
known.

Of Harry, during this time, she saw but little. 
Mrs. Lawton had previously been in the habit 
of frequently sending her out, but now ceased to do
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so. Thus only once or twice could Susie contrive to 
see her lover. On those occasions, however, she im 
parted to him all her troubles. The young man's 
feelings were a mingling of pity and indignation.

" You don't believe it, Harry ? " said the girl, half- 
confident, half-timid.

" Believe it! " he exclaimed. " Let me hear any 
one say a word about believing it. If a woman says 
so, I'll tell her what I. think ; if a man says so———"

He did not finish the sentence, but the look in his 
eyes amply satisfied his companion.

" But what are you going to do, Susie, when the 
time's up r* "' asked Harry, after a pause.

"I shall go to my aunt's atShuldham for a little 
while. I've written to her, and told her all about it, 
and she says I can stay there for a bit. She lives 
quite by herself, so there will be nobody to ask any 
questions."

" Does she write kindly ? " asked the young man.
" Yes," she answered, but there was a shade of 

hesitation in the tone. His quick ear detected it.
" Not so kindly as you would like ? " he said.
"Not quite so pleasantly," she answered, " hut 

here is her letter; " and she took a somewhat crumpled 
epistle from her pocket.

Harry flattened it upon his broad palm and read it 
attentively.

" MY DEAR NlECE,—I am sorry to hear you are 
in trouble. As you say you are innocent of what 
you are accused of, I have no objection to your coming 
here for a few weeks, and shall expect you on the 24th, 
the day you leave. I am very well and hope you are 
the same. "Your loving aunt,

" SUSAN NEIL."
" Humph ! '' exclaimed Harry, giving back the 

letter; "she isn't over pleased for you to go, my 
girl."

Then he paused, looked up and down the road, and 
then, as if forcing himself to some unusual effort, 
went on gravely—

" Now, Susie, listen to me. I want you to accept 
this offer of your aunt's for a week or two. I've got 
a bit o' money by me, not much, but something, and 
there's room in the cottage for two. Will you come 
home there with me ? We will be married from your 
aunt's cottage, if she'll let us, and then there'll be 
nothing for you to trouble about again. Come to me, 
Susie."

The girl looked into the honest, manly face near her 
own, and for a moment her resolution wavered. Here 
was one who believed in her, and was able and willing 
to protect her; here was a happy if Immble home, 
away from the slights and bitterness of her present 
lot; while, on the other hand, there was before her 
loneliness, loss of employment, perhaps dependence 
on a grudging relative, if not absolute want. But, 
at the same time-, come what might, she felt that she 
could not bring discredit on the man she loved. She 
could not bear that people should be able to say that 
he had married a girl who was suspected of theft, and 
had been in consequence dismissed. So, but with a 
sigh, she put the pleasant vision away. 

" I cannot, Harry," she said. 
" And why not ? " he exclaimed ; and his tone, 

while surprised, had a shade of annoyance. 
Quietly she told him.
" I cannot marry you while there is any suspicion 

upon me. People would talk."
" Let them," he interrupted, impatiently, but she 

went on—
" I should not like them to do so, nor would you, 

and—and perhaps you might wish things had been 
different."

" But what is to be done P " he asked. " What will 
you do when your visit to your aunt is over p She 
only says ' a few weeks ' in her letter."

" I don't know just yet, Harry. I must think 
about it. This trial is for the best, we may be sure." 

He did not answer her. His man's nature, more 
impatient, more self-willed, could not see that trouble 
has its better side. Again he tried to move her reso 
lution, but without effect, and at last they parted 
Susie to go back to her work, with a heavy heart, and 
Harry to think the matter over and over again, in 
the hope of finding some argument to alter her in 
tentions when next they met.

In this, however, he was unsuccessful, and finding 
he could not shake her resolve, he, in his turn, was 
conscious of a certain slight feeling of annoyance, 
very pardonable, perhaps, but very hard for the girl 
to bear, in connection with her other troubles.
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The days went by, and Susie left Mrs. Lawton's 
house, after the most formal of interviews with that 
lady. In her heart the mistress now believed the 
servant had been guilty, but there was no direct 
proof, and she therefore did not choose to take further 
steps. She had consulted her husband, but he did 
not care to interfere. An easy-going, equable sort of 
man, Mr. Lawton preferred to leave everything, so 
far as possible, in his wife's hands. " I don't care, 
my dear; please yourself," was his usual formula. 
And Mrs. Lawton consequently had her own way in 
nine cases out of ten. Susie wondered once or twice 
if her mistress would insist on searching her box 
before she left; but Mrs. Lawton gave no sign of any 
such intention. The idea had occurred to her, but 
she had dismissed it, on the reflection'that so small 
an article as a brooch would have been removed from 
the house long before, and not left in the box, which 
might at any moment be overhauled. So Susie went, 
regretted by two or three, to whom her bright, cheer 
ful disposition and kindly ways had endeared her, 
but disliked by a few among the servants at Mrs. 
Lawton's, because she had persistently told the truth 
on all occasions without fear or favour, and thus had 
brought on them now and then a reprimand for some 
carelessness or wrongdoing of their own. But she 
had never done so intentionally. In fact, she would 
at all times, if possible, have saved any one of those 
who worked with her from any trouble, and, indeed, 
had often done so. Willingly she would have done 
their work as well as her own, when possible, if they 
were hindered in any way. But evade or distort the 
truth she would not, and her straightforwardness had 
more than once made enemies. But she did not 
falter in the right course. Perhaps it seemed a little 
harder now to suffer for a fault not her own, when 
she remembered that her hands had been always free 
from that petty pilfering that too often prevails so 
largely with some of the class to which she belonged ; 
that she had done her work well and truly, and had 
always striven to do right. But she felt sure that 
the truth must come out some day; that her name 
would be cleared from the stain now resting on it. 
When or how she knew not. But she remembered 
her mother's teaching, "Be truthful, be honest, and 
never lose faith in God." The two first lessons she 
had carried out; the last was now before her in this 
trial.

She found herself not altogether uncomfortable 
with her aunt, but yet not quite at ease. Miss Neil 
had been very fond of her sister (Susie's mother), and 
for the dead sister's sake she felt kindly towards her 
niece; but, on the other hand, she had seen Susie but 
seldom, certainly not often enough to enable her to 
form an estimate of the girl's character, and to decide 
whether or not she was likely to be guilty of the 
matter for which she was now leaving her place. 
Consequently there was a little stiffness about the 
welcome she received, a little coldness in her aunt's 
manner, that Susie felt keenly. But she hid her pain 
and trouble as best she might. From Harry, lor a 
time at least, she felt herself: bound to keep aloof, if 
possible. His appeals for a speedy union were so 
frequent that she feared lest the pressure of her 
trouble might induce her to consent, and she was 
determined riot to bring discredit on him if she could 
help it. So she avoided him as much as possible, an 
easier task now than before. But the trial was 
almost too much for her. It would have been alto 
gether too much, but for the Divine help. Mother 
less, suspected, almost friendless, she yet felt in her 
heart a sense of peace. There rang in her ears an 
old song she once had heard—

"Allwill be right;
Look to the light; 

All that is black will be all that is bright."
And she strove earnestly to look for better days. 

But they seemed long in coming.
As she and her aunt came to know each other better 

the elder woman's manner relaxed somewhat, partly, 
perhaps, from Susie's patient, uncomplaining de 
meanour, partly, also, from the readiness with which 
the girl made herself useful, and contributed to the 
comfort of their little home. Of the tacit engagement 
with Harry Barton Miss Neil was already aware, and 
expressed on one occasion her surprise that he had 
not called to see Susie.

" I asked him not to, auntie."
" And why, child P " asked the old lady, stiffly.
" It isn't well for him to be seen with me while
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this trouble lasts," replied her niece. " People talk, or have talked, about me already, and I don't want it said that he is likely to marry any one with a stain on her character."

"Umph!" said Miss Neil, grimly. "If he has the spirit a man should have, he'll stand by you, girl, whatever happens."
" And he would, aunt, if I would let him. It's niy fault if he don't."
"Then you're a goose, child," retorted her rela tive. " Friends are few enough; don't estrange them/'
Susie sighed heavily, but made no answer. 
Slowly the time went on, but there came as yet no rift in the clouds, no break in the gloom. Susie had used every effort to obtain employment, but in vain. "With whom were you last? and why did you leave P " were the invariable questions. The first of course was easily answered, the second not so easily. Knowing herself innocent the girl spoke the truth, as always, and in a few cases those to whom she applied made inquiry of Mrs. Lawton, and received from that lady certainly also a truthful, but by no means lenient or favourable, account of the matter, an account which was of course fatal to any chance there might have been of employment being given. And the sickness of " hope de ferred " was ever at the girl's heart. Sometimes she thought of leaving the part and of coming to London, the great city of which she had heard, but never seen. There might be, she thought, employment to be found there. But her aunt strenuously opposed such an idea. The old lady had heard a by no means favourable account of the metropolis, and firmly believed it to be the worst town in all England. '' Stay you with me, child," she said, "don't go philandering to a far away place; we'll get along together, somehow," and poor Susie, who by this time had learned that her aunt's brusque rough exterior covered a kind nature, was only too glad to remain. And at last, when hope seemed fruitless, the light came.

One evening (it was in the summer), Susie and her aunt sat in the porch of their little cottage, busily employed in knitting. Miss Neil, lifting her eyes, saw a group of persons at a little distance, who, after pausing a moment, as if to be certain of the locality they sought, were now slowly advancing towards the cottage.
"It's young Barton," said the old lady. "He's coming here, of course. But who's that with him ? Look, Susie, your eyes are sharper."
The girl looked up, but as her gaze fell on the new comers she sprang to her feet with a cry of astonish ment. " Aunt! aunt! it's Mr. and Mrs. Lawton, along with Harry and Martha."
" Save us ! " said Miss Neil, surprised in her turn; " what are they coming here for ? But who is Martha ? "
Her niece, however, did not apparently hear her, but stood looking fixedly at the advancing group. Her aunt touched her arm.
"Now, Susie." She spoke sharply, but the sharp ness had a kind purpose. "Don't stand there, child ; come inside." And, drawing her niece into their little sitting-room, she forced her to drink a glass of water, and to sit down for a moment. By this time, however, the visitors, for such they evidently were, had reached the door. Harry, as being naturally on more familiar terms, stepped inside and addressed himself to Miss Neil, though his eyes, with a bright naPPJ glance, sought Susie's.

" Miss Neil, this lady and gentleman are Mrs. and Mr. Lawton, and——"
But Mrs. Lawton took a step forward, and inter rupted him.
" Miss Neil, i have found that the suspicious cir cumstances that led to your niece leaving us were unfounded, so far as she was concerned, and that she was completely innocent of all but a little carelessness. I _ daresay you know all the circumstances connected with the matter up till now, but strict justice requires that other matters, which have just come to light, should be known also to you and your niece. Susie!" and the lady turned to the girl, to whose side Harry had moved, and who stood leaning against a chair, trembling with surprise and hope; "Susie! this 

young person"—and she indicated the girl who had accompanied them, and who stood with a sullen and dogged, yet troubled, expression on her face—" this young person it appears was the real culprit. Describe ^g^ j occured," she added, addressing Martha. _^
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" I was a-going upstairs," said the girl, in the tone of one who was repeating a lesson by rote, and looking for a moment at Susie, " and you had left missus's door open, and I looked in, and I see the brooch on the table, and it sparkled so bright that I didn't think o' nothin' else for the minute, but I slipped in, and took it, and slipped out again. I didn't think you'd be blamed or sent away, and when I found you was I wanted to tell, but I was afraid. But I met you, you know, just a little way from the town yesterday, and you looked so bad and troubled, but spoke so kind and pleasant, that I couldn't bear it no longer, and I just went back and told missus all about it/'
" The interests of justice," began Mrs. Lawton, as Martha ceased, "require that we should make a signal example. But before doing so I preferred to bring the culprit here, as some amends to you. We shall hand her over to the police, that —— "

But she was interrupted by Susie, who came hastily forward, her hands outstretched, her eyes full Of tears.
"No, no/ ma'ain—not that! not that! Forgive her this once."
"But, Susie," said the astonished Mrs. Lawton, " she let you suffer."
" It doesn't matter now, ma'am; it's all right now. I can forgive her freely, fully for any trouble she caused to me. Do forgive her, Mrs. Lawton, do."
The lady, moved a little in spite of herself, glanced at her husband. Beyond the briefest salutation when he entered the cottage he had said nothing, but had stood apart, quiet and observant.
" I think you might do worse than pass over Martha's offence, if Susie will do so. It may alter Martha's entire future," he added, in a lower tone, so that his wife only could hear. " If I am not mistaken kindness will do more with her than sternness just now, and may save her from further evil. She is very young."
Mrs. Lawton hesitated a moment. She was not naturally hard-hearted, but her desire to "be just," as she called it, sometimes overpowered her better feelings. But there was no resisting the appealing look in Susie's eyes.
" It is very good of you," she said. " We must find some other way of making amends to you for the trouble you have had. For the present, let all be as you wish."
Susie's heart was too full for words, and she could thank her mistress only by a look; but from Martha's face the dark sullen expression vanished as a cloud, and she broke into a passionate flood of tears. *****
A year has passed. Summer has come again, and Susie and her husband are strolling quietly along under the shadow of the cliff. Mr. Lawton's influ ence has procured for Harry an increase of pay, and the promise of the head-keepership whenever old Silas chooses to resign, though that is a far off prospect just yet; and Mrs. Lawton's generosity has filled the little cottage with substantial well-made furniture, and Susie has made of it a happy home. Suddenly from the rocky ledge above comes a gruff voice—
" Below there!"
"Ay! ay!" shouts Harry, in sailor fashion, and looking up they see the head of old Silas thrust over the low sea-wall.
"Here's some one to see you," he shouts.
" Whop " calls out Harry, and they just catch the 

answer—
" Miss Neil—Martha."
The young couple turn, and make their way up the rocky path.
"Eeally, Susie," says her husband, " I sometimes wonder how you could forgive that girl."
" Harry," she answers quietly, " before my mother died she bade me in all trials to have faith in God. I had faith in Him ; He supported me through the time of trouble, and when the light came it gave me such happiness that I could readily' forgive."

K. STANSBY WILLIAMS.

HEN Tennyson wrote—
" There rolls the deep where grew thetree— 

0 earth, what changes thou hast
seen!— 

There where the long street roars,
hath been 

The stillness of the central sea,"

he used no poetical licence, no mere figure of speech. It is the plain truth that the sea has swallowed up places_ which were once thriving cities, whilst in other parts it has receded, converting the picturesque fish ing-village into the sleepy inland town. Nor are the records of these arbitrary doings matter of geology only; they belong to the page of history, and have taken place within the memory of man. In some cases we may watch them taking place now. " Con quering, devouring, and greedy on the one side , weary, retreating, unable to hold its own, on the other;" the old ocean, regarding the land as a "very little thing," has here carelessly washed away all trace of man's handiwork, and there left his seaside fortresses and embattlements to crumble amid the desolation of vast dreary sand-wastes Where is Old Winchelsea now P where is Lyonesse ? where isEavenspur? where are Potter-fleet, Hornsea Becikj TJpsal, Auburn, Hyde, Kilnsea ? The ravages of the sea must account for all these places. Where once the life-blood of a busy thoroughfare flowed in many channels, where once were homes, and citadels, and churches,
" Now the great winds shoreward blow, 

Now the salt-tides seawards flow, 
Now the wild white horses play, 
Champ and chafe, and toss in the spray."

The homes and haunts of men have become
"Sand-strewn caverns, cool and deep, 

Where the winds are all asleep."
But sometimes, the legend says, as we rock on the waters which hide so many secrets of home-life, voices arise from the deep, or we hear

" Thro' the surf and through the swell 
The far-off sound of a silver bell."

Still, in the shadow of those solitary submerged streets, figures walk to and fro, or meet in the market-place ; the mouldering windows of the churches still gleam with light, and there comes a " murmur of folk at their prayers " :
" Lo! death has reared himself a throne 

In a strange city lying alone."
Much might be written concerning the lost towns of the world; it is a subject replete with legend and tradition. Not only the greedy bites of the voracious sea, but earthquakes and sudden tempests have had their share in sweeping away the homes of men. Some towns, tradition tells us—like the original of Lost- withiel (" Lost-with-all ")—have been swallowed at a gulp by the earth herself, while others have been nibbled by the nevei'-restiug sea, and slowly washed over by the tides of a thousand years. Others still, like the many towns supposed to lie under the stretch of Goodwin Sands, have been engulfed and buried in a single driving tempest. Some places, once quiet country villages, have been brought nearer and nearer to the devouring ocean, and at present only wait a few years till they too shall be gone. Foot by foot the destroyer approaches, and leaves its in delible handwriting behind- In the present exposed state of many parts of our coast several yards annually are conquered by the waves; though, by a law of retribution, what is stolen, in one part is often added in another.

Traditionary lore gives us more than one Sodom and Gomorrah, destroyed, not by fire, but by water. Many years ago, we are told, there was a large city on the northern shore of Cornwall, named Langarrovv. This city was the largest in the kingdom, containing seven beautiful churches and many wealthy inhabi tants. Mines and forests were the source of in estimable riches, and prisoners from various parts of the country were transported thither to labour for the wealth of the city. But by degrees the people became steeped in evil pleasures and gross voluptuousness, and the wrath of God descended upon it. "A storm of unusual violence arose, and with unceasing and ruthless fury blew for three days and three nights." When the tempest had passed, the city, its towers and its churches, its wealth, its luxury and its sin, lay buried under mountains of sand, swept over it by wind and waters. Another city, which met with a similar fate for similar wickedness, is said to have existed where the little lake of Inchi- quin now lies, near the town of Ennis, in Ireland. For some dreadful and unexpiated crime this city was submerged, an event which was foretold by a
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holy man, who had probably in vain called on the 
people to repent. " The dark spirit of its king," 
says T. Thistleton Dyer, " who ruled also over the 
surrounding country, resides in a cavern in one of 
the hills which border the lake, and once every 
seven years he issues forth, mounted on his white 
charger, and urges him at full speed over hill and 
crag until he has completed the circuit of the lake. 
Thus he is to continue till the silver hoofs of his 
steed are worn out, when the curse will be removed, 
and the city re-appear in all its former grandeur."

" Old Winchelsea," says a writer in All the fear 
Hound, " is a town endowed with extraordinary 
attractions for an imaginary writer. It has the 
advantage of not existing." It was on St. Agatha's 
Eve, 1287, that the sea, which had often given 
warning of its intention, broke in, with "pitiful 
waste of people, cattle, and of houses." This old 
city stood at the mouth of the Bother, two miles 
distant from the present town, which is itself fast 
sinking into a drowsy decay. As if to make recom 
pense for its rough usage of the ancient town, the sea, 
which once washed the walls of its successor, has 
now receded from it to a distance of two miles. But 
the retribution came too late, and has only brought 
ruin to the modern town. New Winchelsea sleeps 
almost as soundly as the famous old city which had 
twice suffered ravages from French and Spanish 
marauders. As for llavenspur—Shakespeare's Raven- 
spurg—it has vanished without a trace.

No less strange are the changes caused by the sea's 
ebbing than by its unruly devastations. What has 
been the fate of Pevensey, Seaford, Hythe, and Eom- 
ney, of Cinque-Port renown ? Deserted by those 
waters which brought their prosperity, they lie high 
and dry, like stranded vessels, with bare upheaved 
ribs and crumbling hulks. Tenterden, once a sea 
port, is now far from water. But perhaps the most 
striking characteristic of the ocean is its voracity in 
swallowing churches. Its appetite for holy buildings 
and consecrated ground seems insatiable. From the 
number of churches which have been devastated 
and lost in this manner, we might suppose that 
the sea was actuated by an infidel and anti-Christian 
spirit. The true explanation, however, is the passion 
which men have always felt for building their houses 
of worship, when possible, within hearing of the 
waves. By allowing the sea's eternal music to blend 
with the voice of their own devotions, they have 
placed, themselves at the mercy of that resistless 
power which stays not for priest or bishop. Tradi 
tions of submerged churches meet us almost every 
where, and in not a few places ruins of graveyards, 
scattered with the bones of the dead, are visible on 
the seashore at low water. Selsea Cathedral, the 
ancient forerunner of that at Chichester, is lost, 
swallowed by the waves. In Yorkshire, besides the 
religious buildings of cities which have been wholly 
swept away,^ churches at Aldborough, Withernsea, 
Kilnsea, and Owthorne, have "gone the way of all 
churches on the Holderness part of the Yorkshire 
coast." A traveller writing in 1835 tells us that he 
was shocked by observing many human remains 
scattered on the beach, which he concluded to be the 
unsepulchred bodies of lost sailors ; but he soon dis 
covered that these were the bones which the remorse 
less sea had washed, and was still washing, from 
their repose in the desolate burial-ground of Kilnsea. 
This ghastly betrayal of the secrets of the dead 
is one of the worst features of these marine in 
roads ; is it not enough that the sea is a vast grave 
itself, that it must invade the sanctity of consecrated 
resting-places P Let the ocean retain its dead " in 
lonelier depths than where the diver gropes; " but it 
surely might respect the sepulchres of earth.

Those legends of chimes being heard to ring from 
under the earth or under water—those tales which 
tell how he who listens 
" When to the pulses of the deep the flood-tide rising

swells, • 
Will hear amid its monotone the clash of hidden

bells,"
had their origin in these stories of old sunken 
churches. There cfin be little doubt that many 
traditions of this kind have had some foundation in 
fact; and when country-folk talk of buried chimes 
they probably point to the genuine site of a destroyed 
church. The voice of tradition reaches far beyond 
that of history. The very sound that they refer to 
may sometimes be no fancy, for we are told that near 
Kaleigh, in Nottinghamshire, a whole village was 
once swallowed up by earthquake, and so certain were 
the people of the truth of this report that it was 
usual for them to go out to the spot marked as the 
scene of the catastrophe, and there place their ears

to the ground to listen for the ringing of bells 
Nor was their listening unrewarded, for the strain 
of veritable church bells came to their ears 
not, however, from any submerged village, bu 
from their own church in the neighbourhood 
the sound being conveyed to a distance, as every 
child knows, by the surface of the earth. It is 
probable that the surface of the sea may answer th 
same purpose as a sound-conductor, and hence the 
legends of bells beneath the water which linger 
over buried churches and cities. Even recently 
report says that fishermen above the waves thai 
cover the lost church and graveyard of Kilgrimal 
near Blackpool, and travellers passing that way 
have been alarmed by the weird and strange peals ol 
bells coming from below the dismal waters. A 
similar tale is also told of a place near Kirkby 
Lonsdale, but here the earth was the destroyer, nol 
the sea.

There is a mysterious tradition of lost buried 
cities in Greenland—lost for centuries, no one knows 
how. About 400 years after the early introduction 
of Christianity into that country, and the establish 
ment of churches along its coast, the last Bishop ol 
Greenland, Andrew, left Europe for his cold cheerles 
See. From that time nothing was heard of the 
Greenland colony. Legend whispers vaguely, with 
an uncertain voice, but history gives no record. 
Perhaps the everlasting snows crept closer and 
closer to the little baud of Christians, in the 
heart of the Polar desert; perhaps the cruel 
icebergs crushed them in their cold, deathlike grasp, 
and gathered round the altars, and laid pitiless hold 
upon the cross of Christ. Perhaps sudden ava 
lanches from the regions of snow swept over them 
in the midst of their worship, stilling their praises 
for ever. Who knows what records and memories 
lie under the weight of ice and snow—what tales of 
these hardy Norsemen lie deep and unrevealed ? A 
force more unyielding than that of the sea retains 
their secrets—a grave far colder than the waves has 
grasped and held their bones. The mystery, per 
haps, will one day be, revealed: may not the snow 
prove as good a preserver as the lava of Hercula- 
neum P

It is pleasant to linger over these old traditions, 
to rock, as it were, on the calm waters, while the 
chimes of bells come up and blend with the music 
of our day-dreams—to

"drop asleep, 
Lull'd by the hush-song of the glittering

deep;"
while voices from sea and shore whisper to us, and 
even tones of the great snow-land come down from 
the far North. It is like brooding over the buried 
cities of our OAVU Past—where old hopes, and 
thoughts, and longings, submerged by time, lie in a 
strange and indistinct existence. These tales of 
buried cities seem allegorical to us in two ways— 
allegorical of all tradition, which speaks to us in the 
mellow, musical tones of distant bells, unlike the 
harsher utterances of history; and allegorical of our 
own individual experiences. It is no wonder that 
poet and romancer have loved these dim memories; 
the very soul of poetry is in them, and thrills them 
with human interest. We are all of us standing by 
the shore, gazing on the sea, which has swallowed 
our buried cities, and as we hang over the waters 
is it strange that voices should sometimes rise to us 
from the " green glassy depths," or that we should 
sometimes catch

" The gleam of irrecoverable gold ? "
AETHUB L. SALMON,
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|ELL, James, so you are really going 
to be married at last! Or," added 
the speaker in a half-.questioning, 
half-laughing tone, " is this latest 
piece of news nothing but another 
report ? "

James Dobbin, the steady head 
gardener, looked up at his master, standing simliag 
just within the cottage door, and asked gravely :

" Please, sir, may I ask who you have had the news 
from, now ? "

"Well," said Mr. Middleton, still smiling, "I 
think I might almost venture to say that I have had 
it at first hand. Mrs. Middleton told me at breakfast 
this morning that Blakeney informed her" last night 
of her engagement to you. And Blakeney is not 
one to tell a falsehood on any occasion, and least of 
all about such an affair as this I should imagine."

" She would not be one to get the chance to be my 
wife, if she could," was the reply, with perhaps just a 
touch of self-conscious importance.

The fact was, that from boyhood upwards Jim 
Dobbin had been a really very handsome fellow, with 
something of dignity besides in him.

Little wonder, under these circumstances, that he 
was scarcely more than eighteen before one and 
another of his fellow-servants of the fairer sex began 
to let him understand, pretty plainly, that they 
thought he was the exact sort of fellow to make a 
desirable husband.

But advances and hints all alike failed to have 
any influence upon Dobbin the gardener. As quite 
a young fellow he had been unfortunate in his situa 
tion, or rather in the female associates with whom it 
brought him in contact. From the nurse down to 
the kitchen-maid, each and all indulged in petty 
pickings, petty fibs, petty deceptions, that equally 
shocked and surprised him.

The visible want of principle did more; it implanted 
a suspicion of women's general ideas upon right and 
wrong in his mind; and so time rolled on, months 
and years, and still at forty-five years of age the 
worthy gardener remained a bachelor.

" Mrs. Middleton and I are going to the North for 
two or three weeks, Dobbin," said his master one day. 
" Meanwhile you will do as you like with any of the 
grapes that you judge will be over-ripe before our 
return. Do not let them go to waste."

" Thank you, sir," said James; and the next day, 
happening to see the head parlour-maid sitting in the 
garden busy over some needlework, as he came out 
of the conservatories, he stepped across the lawn, and 
laid a small bunch of the splendid berries beside her. 

"I think you will find them good," said Dobbin, 
glad to feel that the quiet, retiring manners of thi.-j 
new fellow-servant made it possible to show her the 
little civility, without danger of an over-display of 
gratitude in retam.

To tell the truth, he walked away with the half- 
discontented reflection that this individual had been 
even too cool in her reception of his attention. He 
was still more annoyed, or rather astonished, when 
the parlour-maid presented herself at the door of the 
fern-house, ten minutes later, a deep flush on her 
face and the bunch of grapes in her hand.

" What's up now ?" he demanded, somewhat 
sharply, staring from the fruit-carrier to the fruit, 
and back again, as he came forward.

" Only," was the low-voiced, but quite firm reply—• 
" only, will you please take these back again." 

" For why ? " asked Dobbin. 
"Because," came the reply, still in those very low 

but decided tones, " I cannot accept anything that is 
my master's or mistress's without they give it."

There was a pause of some moments. Janet 
Blakeney's eyes bent on the ground. James 
Dobbin's eyes bent with close scrutiny upon her face. 

" You may eat those grapes with a clear con 
science, Janet," he said at length, in a voice as grave 
as her own. " I could no more offer what was not 
absolutely my own to give than you could take it. 
Our master told me to do as I chose with any fruit 
that would not keep till his return."

Within a few weeks of that home-coming of Mr. 
and Mrs. Middleton, their gardener proposed to Janet, 
and was accepted.

" If you don't mind changing a pretty name for an 
ugly one," said James, for once over-conscious of the 
simplicity of his own title.

"However," he added, after a minute, "it's the 
eavings, so to say, of as fine a one as your own. 
For I've many a tune heard my grandfather tell us 
;he real way of saying our name, in the old days, was 
Daubigny. And so——"

" And so, and so," put in Janet, laughing, and 
with as bright a blush as if she had been young 
Mill}', the under-housemaid. " And so I am marry- 
ng you and not your name. At least, I'm only 
iaking that, and what is good enough for you is more 
,han good enough for me."

Thus the matter was settled then. Janet Blakeney 
:>ecame Mrs. Dobbin, and took up her abode in the 
pretty cottage of the head gardener, and Mrs. 
Yftddleton had to look out for another parlour-maid.

GBACE STUBBING.
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