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CHAPTER I.

,ATHER ye roses while ye may, child, 
and do not trouble your little head 
before its time ; the season of • youth 
passes by soon enough, be sure of 
that." So spoke old. Mr. Radnor, 
rather irritably, as he looked up from, 
his writing.

" But Uncle," pleaded a soft voice, " the trouble 
has come, and I cannot help seeing it; and if I 
could assist—"

"You cannot, child," answered Mr. Radnor, 
more crossly than the pleading tone deserved. " I 
have told you I will not have it, and that ought to 
be an end of it. I cannot bear the notion of girls 
now-a-days always wanting to be independent; 
it is unmaidenly. When they have a home, they 
ought to be contented quietly to stay in it."

His great-niece made no answer, but slowly left 
the room. Pair Eclith—Saxon-haired Edith as her 
friends fondly called her—was nineteen, tall and 
slender, with pale gold rippling hair, and that 
extremely fair complexion which is its usual accom 
paniment ; but she was far indeed from being 
languid and listless, as girls of her type so often 
are. Her colouring, though pale, was clear, show 
ing health, and her large dark blue eyes were 
animated and sparkling; while the strongly 
though delicately marked eyebrows saved her 
face from a charge of insipidity. Her figure, rather 
ab©ve the middle height, seemed formed for ac 
tivity. In short, she was a fair damsel, en whom 
man or woman might look with pleasure. Early 
left an orphan, she. had been brought up by her 
great-uncle. He had shown her practical kind 
ness, but his dry bachelor spirit was not made for 
tenderness; and though he would not for one 
moment have failed in his duty towards her, in 
his heart of hearts he regarded her as an incon 
venient addition to his burthens, which his nephew 
had no business to throw upon him. He had 
never married—what did George want to do so 
for? However, practical kindness goes far 
towards winning the affections of a blithe and 
grateful nature, and Edith grew up bright and 
loving, respecting her crusty old relative in all 
sincerity, and getting all the petting, and more 
than her healthy nature wanted, from her god 
father, Mr. Wilmot, who, though he had also 
never been married, had somehow preserved to 
the age of seventy a warm heart, overflowing 
with the milk of human kindness.

Mr. Radnor was not a wealthy man, though he 
had always had enough to live comfortably upon ; 
but the bad times had affected him; he had been 
obliged for the last few months to practise the most 
rigid economy. The sight of her protector per 
force going without many little luxuries to which 
he had been accustomed all his life, touched Edith 
to the quick, and in concert with Mr. Wilmot, she 
had formed a plan for helping the present distress. 
A lady_ had lately settled in Portsby with two 
little girls. She would only be there for eight or 
ten months, and during that time she was. anxious 
to find a lady to be daily governess to her chil 
dren. She was a friend of Mr. Wilmot's, and 
being a stranger to the neighbourhood, had 
applied to him to recommend some one suited to 
the post. He at once thought of Edith. The 
salary offered was not large, but no more were the 
requirements, as what Mrs. Langton wished was 
rather a companion for her children,who could 
take care of them in a sort of elder-sisterly way, 
than a high-class teacher. Her stern uncle's 
reception of Edith's proposal was given in the 
opening words of my tale. She was disappointed ; 
for with the strong rush of youthful life and 
energy beating in her veins, she longed to do 
something; and her sweet face looked troubled 
as she went through the tiny garden, where, 
on his accustomed seat—a large rock just 
above high-water mark—Mr. Wilmot was watch 
ing the waves roll in. Cynical people like 
Stephen Radnor said it was very easy to perceive 
that Mr. Wilmot had nothing to do in this world, 
or he would never spend so many hours doing 
nothing. " At the end of a hard day's work the 
labourer has surely earned the right to rest awhile," 
was Mr. Wilmot's answer. There he sat, calm and 
placid, as usual, with the breeze waving the flap of I

his broad-brimmed hat, and his hands claspedon the 
top of his stick. Do you believe, reader, in the 
hands bearing the impress of the owner's character 
as much as the face P. I do. Mr. Wilmot's hands 
were a constant protest against the charge of 
idleness. Large, yet well-shaped, they bore 
the unmistakable niarks of one who had done 
hard work in his time. No trifler's hands ever 
looked like those. He heard Edith's approach, 
but did not look round until she was quite close 
to.him, when he silently pointed to a seat on the 
rock at his feet. Then, still in silence, he laid his 
hand upon her shoulder; she drew it down be 
tween both of hers. They sat still until the tide, 
which for some time had been at the full, showed 
by the narrow line of wet pebbles that it was on 
the turn. This was a solemn moment with Mr. 
Wilmot. Day after day he came down to watch 
the great sea. He said it was one of the 
most wondrous things in Nature, and that if the 
universe had 110 other stamp of an Almighty 
Creator's hand, the daily recurring tides were 
proof of itself that there was some power at work, 
deeper than could be fathomed by man's wisdom. 

" Well, god-daughter," he said, " how did 
Uncle Stephen take our proposal ?"

" Very badly indeed," she answered mournfully ; 
" he forbade me to mention it again."

" Well, well, we must accept his decision, and 
think of something else," said Mr. Wilmot cheer 
fully. "Isuppose Lewishamis going ?" he added 
after a pause. Lewisham was Mr. Radnor's old 
servant, who had been with him nearly forty years. 

"Yes," answered Edith rebelliously; " but if 
Uncle Stephen would only have let me teach Mrs. 
Langton's little girls, he might have kept Lewis- 
ham."

" But he prefers you to Lewisham," interrupted 
her godfather. " Really, Edith, you ought to feel 
flattered; not being able to keep both niece and 
housekeeper, he sends away the latter."

Edith laughed a little, and her godfather re 
sumed, " Have you finished that little tale yet, 
Edie ?"

" Yes," replied the girl, growing despondent 
again; " but, godfather, it is really not worth any 
thing.' 1

" Never mind that, if you have made it the 
best you can: good practice, and you will do 
better next time," said Mr. Wilmot, who had dis 
covered in Edith a talent for weaving simple fairy 
tales, which he at least, with his fond partiality, 
thought out of the common. " But you must 
send it to me that I may make corrections; eh, 
Edie ?"

" Yes," replied the girl rather absently. 
" I want it to-night; do you understand, Edie P" 

he continued, " for I am going away to-morrow 
for three months."

" Going away, godfather !" cried Edith, recalled 
very painfully to the present by these words. 
" Why, what shall I do without you ?" 

And the ready tears sprang to her eyes. 
" Why, my child, what is the meaning of this ? 

Do not be so silly," said Mr. Wilmot, touched in 
spite of himself by his favourite's grief at the idea 
of losing him—it being a fiction of his that nobody 
wanted him, and that it mattered to no one whether 
he went or came. " Cheer up, cheer up, girl," he 
continued; " three months are not always. I shall 
be back again before.the winter. And you must 
take care of Uncle Stephen while I am away; he 
will not consider that work unmaidenly."

Edith could not answer, though she would not 
distress him.by any further display of grief. She 
controlled her sobs, reflecting with a heavy heart 
how dreary her life would be without the one 
friend who always had a kind encouraging word 
for her ; how hard her struggles to do right would 
be, with only her uncle's depreciating indifference. 
Mr. Wilmot understood her. Notwithstanding that 
he " had no experience of the way to manage 
children," his large-heartedness taught him how 
best to administer comfort that would strengthen, 
not weaken, those with whom he had to do. He 
was silent, too, gently and caressingly smoothing 
back Edith's hair, with that infinite tenderness 
that rarely is found in a man.

"Look at those gulls, Edith," he said suddenly 
and abruptly ; " how pretty they look. I think 
they are my favourite birds."
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" And yet their coming forebodes a storm," she 
answered thoughtfully.

"Nay, little one," he answered, with the quaint 
imagery of which he was so fond, " I love to think 
that they come to land as to their port to seek 
shelter from the storm ; a temporary shelter it is 
only, as their wild unsatisfied cry seems to tell 
us, yet a momentary haven of rest, before once 
more taking their flight over the wide ocean. And 
have you never noticed how, on a dark day, if 
there be a gleam of light it is sure to be reflected 
from the breast of a gull ?"

Edith pressed her godfather's hand and smiled 
again.

CHAPTER II.
SORELY during the ensuing months did Edith 
Radnor need the lesson of cheerfulness drawn for 
her by her godfather. Things looked black enough 
around her. Her uncle's pecuniary difficulties 
increased, and straighter and harder grew the life 
at the cottage. He more than once gloomily hinted 
.to his niece that ere long she would probably be 
reduced to beggary, while at the same time he 
obstinately refused her permission to do anything 
to lighten the load. A hard trial it was for the 
girl—strong in her youth and energy, feeling within 
herself the power to do something, yet reduced to 
fretting inactivity—to be the daily witness of her 
uncle's souring temper, and to have, worst of all, 
the idea that, but for her, his life would not be so 
hard. What produces bare necessaries for two 
allows a margin of luxuries for one, " and if," 
thought poor Edith, " I were not here there would 
be no need for him to save at all, he would only 
have himself to think of." The idea that she was 
a burthen, not a comfort to him, weighed inces 
santly upon her, damping her energies, and taking 
away her life's spirit.

"You have grown very silent lately, child," said 
Mr. Radnor, who, though he had often complained 
of her chatter, now missed her merry voice.

One of her great troubles was that she had 
no one whatever to whom to confide them. Mr. 
Wilmot was away, and Portsby consisted of fisher 
men's huts, without a single house of a better class, 
except those inhabited by Mr. Wilmot and Mrs. 
Langton. There was not even a resident clergy 
man, for Portsby was served by the rector of the 
next parish, who had three churches, and only 
gave one service here on the alternate Sunday 
mornings and afternoons, when Edith assisted on 
the organ—her only task and talent that seemed 
to her to be of use to any one in the world. 
Mrs. Langton would willingly have shown the 
girl, whose evidently sad and lonely life she 
pitied, some little kindness, but her unfortu 
nate suggestion had poisoned Mr. Radnor's 
mind against her, though the poor lady herself 
knew nothing of this; he could not bear that 
his niece should be intimate with her, and Edith 
found that to keep the peace she must discourage 
Mrs. Langton's advances, or else be supposed 
to be hankering after the forbidden governess's 
post. In short, for the first time in her 
life Edith moped, and low spirits being unusual 
with her, now that they had come upon her, they 
seized her with the tighter grip. She went list 
lessly about her work, haunted everywhere by the 
notion that she was no good in the world. The 
summer passed and autumn came. Mrs. Langton 
was leaving for the winter, and Edith thought 
with quite a new terror of .the long, lonely, dark 
days. Child of the mist and storm, she had 
hitherto gloried in them, but she now shrank at 
the first touch of cold. Her uncle grew seriously 
alarmed, and wished Wilmot would return; " he 
always did seem to understand the girl!" However, 
of that happy event the chances were remote 
indeed. Mr. Wilmot had only gone for three 
months, but the three had grown to five, and he 
wrote that he thought he might be coming back at 
Christmas. To lonely hearts in October, Christmas 
seems nearly as distant as Midsummer. Poor 
Edith! Her godfather, like everything else 
pleasant in her lot, appeared gone for good. At 
last things, as they always will, to our pleasure or 
the reverse, came to a crisis. Her uncle had an 
attack of paralysis, not a severe one, but sufficient 
to keep him a prisoner to bed or sofa, and to force 
the doctor to warn the niece that a second fit 
would probably be fatal. Mr. Radnor was not a 
pleasant invalid. No man who habitually carps, 
and looks to the worst side of those about him, 
can be ; and now enforced idleness—for his right
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hand was powerless, though his speech was still 
unaffected—exasperated him beyond control. He 
would lie for hours in morose silence, and then, 
when anything happened to rouse him, he would 
pour forth a stream of harsh words at poor 
Edith, finding fault in one breath with her silence, 
and. with her giddiness, and in being such a child 
that he could not make a companion of her. He 
had been in this condition about a week when he 
received a letter from Mr. Wilmot, who, ignorant 
of his friend's illness, wrote to say that he was 
laid up with a broken leg, and that at his time of 
life it was unlikely he would ever get about again, 
and that at all events he would be confined to the 
house for some months, that he was veiy lonely, 
and wrote to ask if Edith might be sent to him as 
his nurse and companion. Little did the kind- 
hearted old man imagine what a storm this letter 
would bring down on his young favourite's head. 
Words cannot describe Stephen .Radnor's bitter 
ness. This was how it was people came to be 
served when old. Their own blood relations let 
them to look after strangers. He supposed Edith 
would be wild to go ? Well! she might go, so fat 
as he was concerned, for she was an iingratefu 
hussy ; he should be glad to wash his hands of her 
Edith allowed the torrent to expend itself withoul 
answering, and then hoped the matter hac 
dropped. But the next day he inquired sharply 
but with more of his old manner than, she had 
heard since his illness—

" Well, when are you going to your godfather ?" 
" You would rather I did not, uncle p" she 

said, wistfully.
" Oh, I do not care," answered Mr. Radnor, 

indifferently. " You can please yourself. Lon 
don is always attractive to young girls ; you may 
think you owe him as much duty as you do me."

For a few moments Edith was sorely tempted. 
Her godfather had been so good to her, he was 
ill and wanted her, and she could not say that 
Uncle Stephen did that, for his case had obliged 
them, notwithstanding expense, to have a regu 
lar nurse. She wavered. Yet had not her uncle 
a prior claim, after all, than even Mr. Wilmot, 
with all his kindness, could have? And if she 
went now, would .she not forfeit for ever the 
chance of winning this cold, hard heart ?

"I would rather stay, Uncle Stephen, I think, 
please," she said, turning brightly.

"As you please," answered her uncle, ungraci 
ously. " Only do not let me see you hankering 
after London, that's all."

This resolve, the first independent one, so to 
say, that she had ever taken, seemed to change 
Edith from the girl to the woman, giving firmness 
and strength to her character; and greatly she 
needed all her courage to meet the trials of 
the winter months. Mr. Radnor was captious 
to the last degree, and when he saw her de 
pressed would bitterly reproach her with long 
ing to be with her godfather. I do not mean 
that Edith learnt the lesson all at once, or that 
she did not give way at times to both sad 
ness and irritability ; but her honest will was 
now on the right side, and she struggled on, 
and not unsuccessfully. So the weeks glided by, 
and Christmas came and went, and the new year 
with its fresh hopes took the place of its worn- 
out sister—and still there was no chance of Mr. 
AVilmot's returning. However, he had not for 
gotten his godchild, and early in January she re 
ceived a token of his care for her. In the anxieties 
of her present daily life she had no time to write, 
or even leisure to consider what Mr. Wilmot had 
(lone with her fairy .tale that he had carried away 
with him. Great, therefore, was her astonish 
ment when one morning she received a letter from 
him, telling her that he had offered her MS. to a 
firm of publishers, and that it had been accepted 
—adding loving words of counsel to her, not 
to be too much elated with this success, but 
to go on and try to do better. He thought 
it _ would be a relaxation for her, and raise her 
mind to higher things, if she again took up 
the pen, as she could well write a little and yet 
not neglect her uncle. He also enclosed the 
cheque he had received for the book, a trifling sum, 
yet_ seeming untold wealth to the inexperienced 
Edith. Presently the post brought her a copy 
of her book with its tasteful dark green binding. 
Let any young aspirant for literary fame put him 
or herself in Edith's position, and he will picture 
her delight. In her overwhelming joy, and longing 
for sympathy, she took the volume and letter to 
her uncle. Bitter then was her disappointment

when Mr. Radnor first fiercely asked why he had 
not been told before; and then, when informed that 
it was not his niece's fault, answered with a sneer, 
that had perhaps as much of the fretfulness of 
illness as actual ill-temper in it—

" Well, I always did think Wilmot a fool. If 
you and he like to amuse yourselves in this 
way you can for aught I care, only keep it out of 
my way. No, I do not want that," as she shyly 
offered him the cheque. " Buy yourself a new 
bonnet."

Poor Edith! This was a wet blanket to some 
purpose. She bit her lips to restrain her tears, 
and, as soon as she could, escaped from the house 
and made her way down to the beach, where she 
seated herself on her godfather's favourite rock. 
Only sensitive natures who have undergone such 
a repulse can tell what she suffered. She rocked 
herself to and fro as if with actual physical suffer 
ing, and bitter angry thoughts rushed through 
her brain. Write again ? Never ! The words 
almost broke from her. Her uncle wished to 
make her a mere drudge ; such she would become, 
and forget all the higher thoughts and aspirations 
that kind Mr. Wilmot had brought before her. 
Was it always to go on like this ? thought 
poor Edith. Were all the pleasant things of life 
to pass her by, and only its trials to be her lot ? 
Was every sparkling cup that she put out her 
hand to take, the moment she carried it to her 
lips to be bitter as the waters of Marah ? But 
what did her godfather mean by saying that she 
was responsible for the gift of imagination to the 
Giver thereof ? Surely it was not incumbent upon 
her to do what only brought misfortune upon 
her ? Then indeed the gift were a curse, not a 
blessing. " No, I will not write," she exclaimed 
passionately. Suddenly a wild musical cry made 
her look up. A gull new past her so closely that 
it almost brushed her face. Distinctly she heard 
the whirr of its wings, and saw the gleam of light 
upon its breast. At the same moment the voices 
of the coastguardmen upon the cliffs above 
reached her; they were out of her sight, but she 
plainly heard the one call to the other, " The tide 
has turned." Yes, the tide had turned in more 
senses than one. Edith raised her head, and a 
sudden revulsion of feeling passed over her. She 
was almost terrified at the rebellious thoughts of 
a few moments before. The same Hand that gave 
the gift, had also sent the accompanying trials; and 
was it for her to take the one and refuse the other ? 
The pale January sun had just succeeded in break 
ing through the masses of vaporous clouds, and 
there was a narrow shimmering path of light over 
the grey sea—and to one heart at least it conveyed 
a lesson of hope and trust.

Half-an-hour later she brought her uncle's tea to 
him. He was lying with his eyes shut when she 
came in, and he looked so old and white, that a uew 
feeling of pity and protection for him took posses 
sion of her. He was so feeble and lonely, he had no 
one but her to comfort him. Yielding to an 
irresistible impulse, she bent down and kissed his 
brow, the first time perhaps in her life that she 
bad ever given him a voluntary caress. Then she 
started back, half frightened that she might have 
vexed him; but Mr. Radnor only opened his eyes, 
and began to take his tea without speaking; and 
ais niece sitting down beside him, told him all the 
ittle incidents of the day she could think of, to 
amuse him. For some time he listened in silence; 
;hen he' spoke, and his voice was so gentle that it 
startled her more than the sharpest scolding. 

Edie," he said, " I have been reading that little 
)ook of yours; it is pretty. You must write 
another, child, and be quick about it, for I should 
ike to see it before I die."

For a moment Edith could not speak; then 
while the tears choked her voice, she exclaimed, 
' Oh, Uncle, how good you are! "

Mr. Radnor half smiled. Though neither his 
manner nor words were very gracious, they never- 
;heless meant a victory over self, which had not 
)een won without a struggle.

And now, having brought Edith to the dawn of 
>etter days, the turn of the tide that comes to 
most of us once in our lives at all events, we will 
eave her. It would be easy to follow her farther, 
o show how she set her face forwards and upwards, 
md how her gentleness and patience gradually 
von her uncle's love, so that she repaid fourfold 
he protection he had shown her in her youth, by 
oftening and comforting his age ; but I would 
ather leave this to the imagination of the reader, 
,nd bid her farewell, as she kneels beside her

uncle's sofa, his hand resting lovingly upon her 
shoulder, and Mr. Wilmot's message of peace open 
between them. Ah ! Mr. Wilmot, lying patient, 
yet lonely in your dreary London lodgings, 
musing, and fearing that your life has, after all, 
been useless, that you have not been as faithful 
as you might have been to the talents committed 
to you, may some good angel mingle with your 
dreams to-night, this scene of reconciliation, and 
show to you the first fruits of your earnest and 
simple teaching! J. CAKTMELL.

HITIIEKTO, Our Lord hath led us !
In darkness and in day; 

Through all the varied stages
Of all the narrow way.

Hitherto, Our Lord hath led us !
His presence has not failed ; 

The enemy, encountered oft,
Has never yet prevailed.

Hitherto, Our Lord hath led us !
Through waters sometimes high, 

But yet, in passing through them,
We've felt that He was nigh.

Hitherto, our Lord hath led us !
All need has been supplied, 

And mercy has encompassed us
About on every side.

Hitherto, Our Lord hath led us !
Blessing day by day. 

Shall we not then trust more fully,
Trust Him all the way ?

Hitherto, Our Lord hath kept us !
Safe from every ill; 

Therefore let us trust more fully
That He'll keep us still.

Hitherto, Our Lord hath fed us !
True to us—His own ! 

Shall we not then trust entirely
For the yet unknown ?

Hitherto, Our Lord hath held us! s
Safe from Satan's power ; 

Will He not then still protect us,
Guarding every hour ?

Hitherto, our Lord hath led us !
And lie will not forsake 

The feeble ones whom for His own
It pleaseth Him to take.

Hitherto, our Lord hath led us !
In joys and sorrows past; 

We know that all is mercy now,
And shall be well at last.

Yes ! they that know Thy name, O Lord,
Will put their trust in Thee, 

Though nothing in themselves but sin
And helplessness they see.

The race Thou hast appointed us
With patience we will run ; 

Thou wilt perform unto the end
The work Thou hast begun.

WlLLOMATT

yii.
The Transfiguration. —St. Matt. xvii.

HE steps already considered in. the life 
of St. Peter brings us now to a 
great event in the life of Our Lord— 
an event at which Peter was present, 
and with him James and John. These 
three disciples of Our Lord had spe 
cial privileges. It was Peter, James 

and John only who were witnesses of the rais 
ing of Jairus's daughter (St. Luke viii. 51), 
The same three disciples witnessed Our Lord's 
agony in the garden (St. Mark siii. 33, 34), For 
this latter reason, perhaps, because the day 
would come for them when they would be called 
to see their Lord bowed down by a weight of 
suffering, until " His sweat was as it were great 
drops of blood falling down to the ground," 
they were now to see His glory in the Mount.
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The Transfiguration of Christ took place upon 

a mountain. This mountain was probably Her- 
mon, whose top, covered with snow, can be seen 
rising above and beyond the deep blue waters of 
the Sea of Galilee. The Lord Jesus had gone up 
into this mountain to pray. He was a Man of 
prayer, and we can note in the Gospels that, 
especially before any important time in His life, 
lie was -occupied in prayer to His Father. This 
was the case before His baptism (St. Luke iii. 
21, 22); also before the calling of His apostles 
(St. Luke vi. 12,13), and at other times. Now if the 
Lord Jesus would not and could not live without 
prayer, how is it possible that we can do'so ? We 
can have no power, no wisdom, no comfort, without 
prayer. He is a happy man who has learnt 
this great secret; " in everything, by prayer and 
supplication and thanks- _ 
giving, to make known 
his requests unto God" 
(Phil.iv. 6, 7). ..For ob 
serve the promise that 
is joined to the command 
to pray about "every 
thing," "and the peace 
of God, which passeth 
all understanding, shall 
keep your hearts and 
minds." While Christ 
prayed on the mount 
the "fashion of His 
countenance was al 
tered." He became glo 
rified. And though no 
such change 'can come 
to us, yet a blessed and 
truly wonderful change 
is worked in us and 
for us by prayer. "We 
kneel how ivealt, we rise 
how strong !" The ap 
pearance of Christ at 
this time must have been 
very remarkable. His 
raiment was " white as 
the light," "exceeding 
white as snow," " white 
and glistering;" and 
"His face did shine as 
the sun." He looked 
no longer a mere man, 
there was " majesty" in 
His appearance, even 
as Peter long afterwards 
expressed it in . His 
Epistle, when-he speaks 
of himself as' an " eye 
witness of His majesty." 
Moses and Elias ap 
peared—Moses, wh'o had 
died, and whom God had 
buried (Deut. xxxiv. 5, 
6), and Elijah, who had 
never died, but had been 
caught up to heaven (2 
Kings ii. 11). It has 
been thought that these 
two men may be a pic 
ture to us on the one 
hand of those who will 
rise, and on the other 
of those who will be 
alive when Christ comes. 
Certainly their appear 
ance is a proof to us 
of resurrection. These 
men had passed away 
hundreds of years be 
fore, but they were not lost, but appeared as 
" men," and shared Christ's glory, on the mount. 
St. Luke tells us that they " spake of his decease." 
It was the greatest subject upon which they 
could speak. Peter, as we saw in our last paper, 
could not bear to hear of Christ's cross, but Moses 
and Elias, these glorified .men, loved to speak 
upon this wonderful subject, even as "the 
angels desire to look • into" it Yet men and 
women who are so much concerned in the dying 
of the Lord neglect His great salvation; and 
how shall they escape? (Heb. ii. 2). The disciples 
were heavy with sleep during Our Lord's Trans 
figuration. It is supposed to have taken place at 
niglit, which may account for their sleep. Peter, 
bewildered by the vision and his sleep, exclaims, 
" Lord, it is good for us to be here; let us make here 
three tabernacles, one for Thee, and one for Moses,

and one for Elias." It would be " good," Peter 
thought, to stay always in the mount. The cross 
was not " good" in his eyes, but this glory was 
" good." Yet Peter was mistaken again. Would 
Moses and Elias have been willing to stay ? and 
had Peter no other work to do? The Christian 
life was-not to be all so easy as that. The Rest is 
to come (Deut. xii. 9, and Josh. xxi. 44, 45). 

" Here we fight the battle,
But there shall wear the crown." 

"Behold a briglit'cloud overshadowed Him, and 
behold a voice out of the cloud which said : This is 
my beloved Son, in whom I am well pleased, hear 
ye Him." This voice was sent doubtless to 
strengthen the disciples' faith. That faith would 
be sorely tried by Christ's death. Could He be the 
Son of God and yet die? This was the second

time that God spake from heaven in the life 
time of His dear Son. The first time was at 
His baptism (St. Matt. iii. .16, 17); and there, 
was a third time, not long before His cross, 
and when He was entering into its shadow (St.. 
John xii. 27, 30.). " My beloved Son;" and yet 
God gave HIM—His best. How wonderful that 
every man does not rise up and praise Him for it! 

"Hear ye Him." It was the Father's com 
mand ; have we obeyed it ? How many voices 
we are willing to listen to—Sin's voice,. Satan's 
voice, the voice of pleasure, and the 'voice of 
business ; but the ear is closed to the voice of 
Christ. If we will not hear it in its winning 
mercy, we must one day hear it in its wrath.. 
May it be ours to "hear HIM," God's "beloved 
Son," now.

M. E.

CHAPTER I.
NE of the prettiest cottages at He.nton, 

a village in the south of England, was 
the one that belonged to Mr. and Mrs. 
Lang. Peter Lang had been a farm 
labourer in his time at the great farm 
house on the hill, but one day he had 

met with an accident that had lamed him for life. 
His master had such a good opinion of him-and 
so valued all his faithful services, that he made 
him a present of the little cottage they lived in, 
and added to his gift a small pension. So that 
Peter was able to bear the enforced idleness of his 

old age, and not fret 
that he was a burden 
on his wife and grand 
daughter, whose sweet 
face made the light of 
that home. Nelly Lang 
was the child of their 
only son, who had died 
shortly after his wife, 
many years ago, leaving 
Nellie and Ted, their 
twin children, in their 
grandparents' charge.

Theyhadbeen brought 
up well and religiously, 
but nothing had ever 
seemed to make much 
impression upon them, 
and Mrs. Lang feared, 
as she watched their 
lives, that there was no 
real love for God, no 
real desire to live for 
Him at the root.

One day when Ted 
was seventeen, he and 
his grandfather had 
some high words. Ted 
wanted to go with some 
bad companions to the 
races, and Mr. Lang 
simply refused to let 
him.

Next morning Ted had 
gone; he had run away 
to sea, and much as Mr. 
Lang regretted the step 
he had taken, he could 
not regret having acted 
as he did. He could 
not have sanctioned 
Ted's going to Hartley 
races, and he felt he had 
acted rightly, however 
sad the consequences 
were.

That was the first 
shadow on the bright 
little home, and though 
all went on apparently 
the same as usual, it 
was sad to see Nellie's 
eyes often fill with tears 
and to hear her sigh 
over'her dressmaking.

Every night they had 
prayers, and as Mrs. 
Lang was a better 
scholar than her hus 
band, she always read 
them.

They were very simple prayers, and did not 
take up very much time; anyhow, however tired 
they were, or busy, Mrs. Lang always made time 
for that quiet ten minutes. It is astonishing how 
time can be made for a thing if it is really wanted. 
When people say they have not time for anything— 
no time to go to church, no time for family prayers, 
it is very often the case that they do not want to 
find it. Let there be the real desire, and the ways 
and means will soon be found. 

' Perhaps if busy people have not thought they 
could manage it, or did not know what prayers to 
say, they could not do better than follow the 
Langs' example. Mrs. Lang read a few verses of 
the Bible, generally from the Gospels, as they are 
the easiest for people who have not had much' 
education to understand, and then they all knelt 
and said the general confession from the Prayer
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Book together, the Lord's prayer, and a few 
collects.

But now this great trouble had come to them, and day after day brought no tidings of Ted, Mrs. Lano- felt she must add a few words from her own
self.°

" Dear Lord, if it be Thy will, bring Ted safe home again."
" I say, grandmother, what is the use of your saying that night after night when no answer comes?" said .Nellie, one day when six years had passed and there had been no tidings of Ted." What's the use, Nellie ?" asked Mrs. Lang, taking off her spectacles and laying them on the table with its pretty table cover. For they always went into the front parlour for prayers. " Why, there must be use in praying."

" I don't see it," said Nellie sadly, " I know I don't think much of religion 
myself, but I mean even 
for those that dp, it seems 
no good praying about 
things. God knows that 
Ted's gone and He will 
bring him back if He 
chooses; praying won't 
mend the matter."

Mrs. Lang looked per 
plexed for a moment, and 
a shade crossed her peace 
ful old face, framed in its 
silvery hair.

Then, as suddenly, a radi 
ant look came.

"It's this way, Nellie. 
God knows quite well, but 
He has told us to pray. 
' Ask, and ye shall receive,' 
and 'Whatsoever ye shall 
ask in My name, believing, 
ye shall receive it.' So we've 
just got to obey, and if we 
obey we shall get rewarded 
some day."

" But your prayer doesn't 
get answered, grand-mo 
ther."

" It isn't granted, Nellie, 
but God will answer some 
day, though I may not be 
here to see it."

CHAPTER II. 
NELLIE said no more, but 
from that clay she began 
prayingon herown account, 
feeling that she had needs 
nothing earthly could sup 
ply, and that she had a soul 
none but God could save.

Winter came, and ere 
Christmas passed, Mrs. 
Lang was gathered to her 
rest. Very quietly and 
peacefully, after a few days' 
illness, she went home— 
the home she had been 
ready for so long. As Nel 
lie bent over her the even 
ing before she died, she 
asked her to go on praying, 
and Nellie promised.

The night after she died, 
Nellie had to read prayers, 
and her voice trembled 
when she opened the well- 
worn Bible and read from 
the pages yellow with age and use. Then, at the '—————————:——— 
close of the prayers, she said the same old words that they always spoke of as " Grandmother's prayer"—" Dear Lord, if it be Thy will, bring Ted safe home again."

Two years more passed and every night the prayer went up.
Nellie was much changed now, and she had found in her Saviour all she needed.
One spring day she came into the parlour and there found her grandfather reading a letter. He was seated in his favourite chair in the window some sweet flowers were in a vase on the table." Here, Nellie, my girl, read this—its grand mother's prayer answered."
And Nellie bent over her grandfather's chair, and eagerly read the opened page.
Yes; it was a letter from New York from Ted.

He had led a wild reckless life since he had run away to sea, but he had met with an accident a year ago, and had been laid up in a hospital in Chicago. There the good chaplain had been the means in God's hands of bringing him to God, and for the last year he had been a changed man.He had not written before because he had hardly dared, he was so afraid of himself to say he had turned for the better.
But now he said he could trust his Saviour to keep him from falling, and he was happy in His service, and he was coming home.*****
It was a joyous homecoming after all those years, and Ted, now an altered man, lives with his grand father, and makes all happy around him. And Nellie is married, and her great happiness and care is to teach her little children the great lesson

ittie rotr dixwir;
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of prayer, and also prayer for others. So in many ways grandmother's prayer was answered.
L. E. DOBREE.

EMMA MARSHALL, Author of " Dayspriug," "Life's Aftermath," &c. &c.
PART II.

CHAPTER XVI. 
"ALL PLAIN ENOUG n." 

FOLLOWED Cherry and my brother 
to the Downs, thinking, as you may be sure, of the past, and troubled as 
to the future. The bag was a proof positive that the gains of old Jonathan had been connected with the evil 
deeds of my stepfather. Then I 

thought of the sweet and 
gentle lady, who had now 
entered into her rest, and 
of the tie she had spoken 
of, which bound her to the 
man who had robbed her 
and to me — the tie which 
prayer for those who do us 
wrong makes so strong. 
Even in my most unbeliev 
ing days of darkness and 
sin, I used to think of her 
prayers, and say <o myself, 
if there is a God, He would 
surely answer such as she 
was. Mr. Campbell had 
married again abroad, and 
Greystone had been deser 
ted for years ; but we heard 
that the family were com 
ing home — the only child 
of our dear lady was born 
not very long before she 
died, and was at this time 
about seven years old — 
Master Arthur, as I can't 
help calling him to this 
day. With my thoughts 
full of the past, I followed, 
as I said, Edward and 
Cherry, and I came upon 
them seated on a bench 
under one of the fine elms, 
engrossed, not with the 
cricket match, but with 
each other.

It was all plain enough 
to me, and a thrill of pain. 
made me stop and put my 
hand to my side as if it 
had been a physical hurt. 
I had loved Cherry so 
dearly, that I never thought 
of asking myself how I 
loved her. Now I knew. 
When she turned coldly 
away from the admirers I 
mentioned, I had been only 
too well pleased ; but now 
that I saw her listening I 
was sure to Edward's tale 
of love, I could scarcely 
bear it.

"lie, my brother Ed 
ward, have her," I mur 
mured ; '' he is not worthy. 
How dare he think of such 
a thing." And then I 
stopped short in my half- 
murmured burst of indig 
nation. " How dare J

SUNDAY CLOSING BILL.—In 1882 upwards of 6,000 petitions with more than one million signa tures, were presented to the House of Commons in favour of Sunday Closing Legislation. This year up to May 8, 5,574 petitions, with 1,201,039 signatures, have been presented, and 258 petitions, with 38,632 signatures, in favour of County Legislation, making in all 5,832 petitions, with 1,239,671 signatures in support of this movement. We are requested to add that the Bev. W. H. Perkins, M.A., Secretary of Sunday Closing As sociation, 14 Brown Street, Manchester, will gladly supply written petitions, signature-sheets, &c.

dream that Cherry would give up Edward for me. He is tall and straight and handsome— yes, handsome above most men—and I—* Little and Good,' was the best any one could say of me— 'Littleand Good.'" And then an inward voice seemed to say for my comfort, but "Manners make the man."
When the two under the tree saw me coming they moved further from each other, and Cherry left Edward and came towards me.
" Philip, how tired you look ? Come and sit down. Why did you stand by that horrid place? It was enough to make any one ill."
" I remembered the quarry and the pool years ago/' I said, " and I wanted to see what was found at the bottom. We had better be turning home wards now. No, I won't sit down."
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•" Well, I am not going indoors yet," Edward 
said, " so I will say good evening."

" Mother said," Cherry began, " Mother said 
she expected you back to supper."

"That was very kind of her; but you see other 
people don't expect me, so good-bye." He put 
his cigar in his mouth, struck a fusee, and lighted 
it, and with a pressure of Cherry's little hand, 
and not a word to me, walked away.

It was a relief to me, but I did not like to see 
the shade of disappointment on the dear face I 
loved.

We walked home silently. The air was laden, 
with the scent of the lilacs in the Broadland's 
garden, the golden tassels of the laburnum swayed 
gently in the breeze. A silver crescent moon, hung 
in the sky above, where one by one the stars were 
peeping out, and I felt as if I should have liked 
better to see dark clouds drifting over the sky, 
and bare trees waving naked arms to and fro, and 
feel a bitter wind sweep over the Downs. It would 
have been more in tune with my sore heart. What 
had I to do with fragrant lilacs and song-birds ? 
What had I to do with the soft spring air and rust 
ling young leaves ? I, whose heart was as a barren 
waste, and out of which all the fair plants of life and 
joy had died. It was hard enough that Edward 
should love Cherry; but what, oh ! what if she 
loved him!

I said I had a headache, and excused myself 
from reading the short psalm and prayer, with 
which we always ended our days.

I turned abruptly away; when half way upstairs 
Cherry laid her dear little hand on my arm—"Phil, 
are you angry with me ?"

" Angry! No, what nonsense. Good night," 
I said. And the pleading, anxious look in her 
eyes is present with me still, as she said " Good 
night, dear Phil."

CHAPTER XYII.
STRUGGLES.

NEXT day I went to the clergyman, Mr. Blake, 
who was one of the trustees in whose name the 
money was invested, and told him the story of 
the bag, and the discovery of the pencil-case.

Mr. Blake was now a middle-aged man, and I 
never knew any one whose advice was better 
worth having.

'' This brother of yours," he said, " will soon 
be of age."

" Not till next April, sir," I said, " nearly a 
year."

"Well, when he is of age, if Moore does not 
turn up, we are bound to tell him the facts of 
the case, and put him in possession of the 
money."

''Yes, sir," I said, "I am afraid it must be 
done then."

" Why do you say you are afraid, Hyett ?"
"Because, sir, I doubt if money so obtained 

can ever bring a blessing with it, and my brother 
is one to whom, at any rate, it will be a curse. 
He has taken to no trade or business, and my 
aunt, who adopted him, indulges him, and has 
saved enough to support him, which is a misfor 
tune in itself."

" You are right, Hyett," Mr. Blake said; " but 
unless his father appears to claim this money, 
his son must have it. Are you on good terms 
with your brother?"

"Yes, sir," I answered; but there was some 
hesitation in my reply, for Mr. Blake said :

" He is a very fine,' handsome young man, with 
manners rather above his station in life. You 
should try to influence him, to turn his mind to 
some trade or business. Does he know that his 
father has been a convict ?"

" No, sir; my aunt brought him up in a lie, 
and taught him to believe that both parents were 
dead, and it is not for me to interfere."

"Well, then, let it rest till the boy is one 
and twenty, by that time some light may be 
thrown on the matter. Moore may turn up ; it is 
better to wait."

" And about this bag, sir, and the miniature ?"
" Well, I should say you had better take care 

of them and the other things till Mr. Campbell 
returns to Greystone. I hear he is expected in 
the course of the summer." And so,I parted 
from Mr..Blake.

I am afraid I made more mistakes in my mea 
surements that clay than I had ever done since 
I had been a tailor.

When I went home in the evening Margaret 
called me into the front room and said :

" Phil, did you know that your brother had 
asked our Cherry to be his wife ?"—" Our Cherry," 
the words seemed to stab me—" she told me this 
to-day, dear child, and that she loves him. They 
are both so young; he is younger than she 
is ; that difference is on the wrong side; but, 
Phil,——"

A deadly faintness had come over me. I 
daresay some who read my story will scoff and 
laugh at me; but I can't help it. Every word 
Margaret said seemed to add a drop to the full 
cup.

"I am all right, dear mother," I said. I often 
called her mother. " But about Edward. _ This 
can't be allowed—no engagement, nothing to 
bind her. Edward must make a home for her 
before he takes her from. you. He is too idle and 
desultory in his habits at present."

" So I tell her, Phil, but the poor child says 
she has alwavs loved him, and that she can never 
marry any one else. Last evening, when he told 
her of his love, she said she felt hers was as great 
for him in return."

" He had no right to do this," I said, angrily. 
"• A stripling of twenty to dare to think of her. 
She was left to my care by her father, and I will 
have none of it. Edward is a sneak to take ad 
vantage of her like this."

" Nay, Phil, let us not be too hard on the boy. 
You know you and I both think it is only to see 
Cherry and to love her. If what is so fair to us is 
fair to him, need we wonder; ought we to be 
angry ?"

" Oh, I see how it is, you wish for Edward for 
a son-in-law. If so, what need I care ? Let him 
have her, then."

Margaret looked earnestly at me, and laid her 
hand on my head, just as she had done that first 
day, when she took me in, a poor, desolate, misera 
ble boy.

" Dear Phil, you know you are as a son to me. 
You know how I love you."

Did she understand what it was that made me 
so bitter and angry ? Did she guess how, that night, 
I had to fight a harder battle than ever in my life 
before ? I had to give up Cherry to another—that 
other was my brother. AVhat had I to recommend 
me to Cherry in comparison with him ? How could 
she ever dream that I loved, her—far more than a 
sister, witli a great lovo that had begun when she 
was in her cradle? No one must know this, she 
least of all; aud the help I sought from God during 
the long hours ol that sleepless night, was granted. 
I went "out early to work in our little gardenias 
was my custom, and when Cherry came to me with 
her usual " Good morning, Phil," I answered 
as usual, with a quiet kiss on her forehead.

"Phil," she said presently, twisting the sprays 
of a honeysuckle which grew over the porch in her 
fingers, " Phil, did mother tell you—about me ? She 
says thatfather left me to your care, and that—that 
I must not be engaged without your leave—but—" 

"Yes, Cherry, I know that Edward has asked 
you to be his wife, but he must make a home for 
you before we can consent—your mother and I. 
He must say no more about it till next April, 
when he will be twenty-one. If by then he has set 
tled into a business, and is working for you, then" 
—my voice trembled in spite of every effort—" then 
you shall leave us, if you still wish it, and be 
Edward's wife."

" If I still wish it! Oh, Phillip, as if I could 
change! If I don't marry Edward I shall never 
marry. I know you don't think half well enough 
of him, but—"

"Manners makes the man, Cherry. If he proves 
himself a man, worthy of you, I shall say nothing 
against it. But I must have the proof. Living 
on his aunt, dressing above his station, smoking 
cigars and playing billiards, is not my idea of the 
way he should show his love."

" Ah, well," said Cherry, " when I am of age I 
can please myself, Edward goes to church regu 
larly, and—and—" her voice broke down, and I 
knew as I heard her light footsteps on the stairs, 
and the shutting of her door, that she was crying. 
I threw down my tools, and determined to speak 
to my aunt and Edward that day on the subject.

It is necessary, during hot weather, to avoid beverages likely 
to heat or stimulate the system. Cocoa, deprived of the super 
fluous oil, and guaranteed absolutely pure, is a. most soothing, 
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bury's Cocoa Essence when you ask for it, as imitations are often 
pushed by shopkeepers for the sake of extra profit. Makers by 
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When I had done work that afternoon I went 
round by my aunt's house. It was called Flora 
Villa, and was a smart white house with two 
little pointed gables and a large bow window. _ My 
aunt was very proud of her sitting-room, which I 
can remember now was so full of all kinds of knick- 
nacks one could hardly turn round without knock 
ing some of them over.

She did not sit here on common occasions, but 
in a very small stuffy room at the back of the 
house, against which'the wall of the little strip of 
garden came much too near for air and light.

But the back parts of these smart villas are 
never much thought of. It is the same with 
people who put on a good front to the world and 
are very different when seen, as one may say, all 
round. It is the thorough folks who are what they 
profess to be on all sides.

Mrs. Cross was now an old woman, and as I 
have said, doatingly fond of Edward, and I may 
add. decidedly by no means fond of me.

She had a way of saying disagreeable things, 
and I did not much relish the thought of the inter 
view I sought.

" Oh, it's you, is it, Phil? Well, Eddie is out 
this evening, taking his pleasure, as young folks 
will, and so I can't ask you to tea, for I've nothing 
in the house but the cold meat pie I am saving 
for my boy's breakfast."

" It was about Edward I came to speak to you, 
aunt. He ought to be thinking of something be 
side pleasure ; he ought to be earning his own 
living."

" Oh, well, for the matter of that, he don't need 
to do it. I am no pauper, Phil, as you was once 
upon a time."

" There's an old proverb that Satan finds some 
mischief for idle hands to do, and on this ground 
I wish Edward to be employed."

" It's all very fine," was the answer. " You find 
him something, then, and don't come worrying 
me."

I had intended going on about Cherry, but 
somehow I could not bring myself to mention her 
name then.

" You look as pale as a ghost, Phil," my 
aunt said; " as if you'd got one foot in the 
grave."

This was cheerful, and it made me laugh in spite 
of myself.

" Poor cripples, like you, have always bad health, 
though they often live a deal longer than stronger 
ones. My Edclie is not too strong, and I am often 
put about when I hear his cough at nights."

I had again to bring the object of my visit for 
ward, but it was useless ; so I had to go away at 
last with a feeling that. I had done nothing.

The days and weeks of that lovely summer 
passed away; autumn came, and winter; and 
there was Edward always hanging about our 
place, and Cherry loving him. more and more. 
Her mother forbore to indulge in those invectives 
against him which some in her place would have 
done.

" We must be patient, Phil," she would say; 
" and I know her father would say so—patient and 
gentle." They were not positively engaged, but 
Edward walked to church with Cherry, and I 
think she had a good influence over him, for he 
was less arrogant and conceited, and said if only 
he could have Cherry for his wife, he should turn 
into a steady-going man—as steadjr as old Phil, 
he would add, who never had " a lark" from one 
year's end to another.

January came, with lengthening twilight, and 
February with its budding lilacs and swelling 
horse-chestnut buds. Spring was at hand, and 1 
knew well enough that Edward's coming of age 
must decide Cherry's future. He must then 
marry her or resign her. The money must be his; 
for fourteen years—twice the legal time—would 
have elapsed, with no news of his father, and he 
stood as his representative. I was very much 
troubled, and scarcely cared to talk of my trouble 
to my dear Margaret Lee. I. could not put all my 
thoughts into words, even to her, so I kept silent. 
But, thank God, I could at times tell the grief 
and perplexity to Him, and seek for guidance.

" The few hundred pounds will bring no bless 
ing," I said to myself. " Edward will take them, 
marry my darling, spend them, and then—• 
what?" And a voice within said—" The present 
is your's ; the future is God's ; leave it, and ths 
one you love best on earth, to Him."
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CHAPTEE XVIII.
A WANDERER.

I HAD got into the habit of taking long walks 
in an aimless sort of fashion, not much caring 
where I went, and very often I left the shop, and 
instead of going home, 1 strolled away into the 
country. The March of this year came in like a 
lion and went out like a lamb. I was soothed by 
the calm beauty of its last evening, and bent my 
steps towards Greystone.

As I got near the gates, I saw they were open, 
and that there were signs of people in the lodge.

" The family are expected," the woman said, in 
answer to my inquiries. "The workmen sent 
down from London are finishing off. You can 
walk up to the house, if you please." 

"Has the Squire any family ?" I asked. 
" One young gentleman by the first Mrs. Camp 

bell, none by the present. She is so fond of 
living abroad that it's said she won't settle here 
long; more is the pity. Gentry ought to live in 
their own places and look after their own people 
Not that I complain of Mr. Smith, the agent; 
he's fair and just, enough, but he is not like the 
real master. Why, I have heard tell in eld Mr. 
Knighton's days there was not a stick or stone he 
did not see to himself ; and the young lady—her 
that married Mr. Campbell, you know—was more 
like an angel than anything else. You've heard 
the story of the housebreaking, and the fright 
she had, and never got over it, they do say. Well, 
I hope the young gentleman, Master Campbell, 
who will come into the property when he is of age, 
will be a good master, and like his dear mamma." 

" How old is the young squire ?" I asked. 
" He was five when the dear lady died ; he must 

be nearly ten. There was no family for some 
years, and then the dear lady died about two 
years ago. Yes, Master Campbell must be near 
about ten. It's twenty-one years come April 
since the great robbery."

I knew that well. I had reckoned over these 
years, one by one; for the date of the burglary at 
G-reystoue was the turning point in my sad life.

I bade the woman good evening, and walked up 
the drive, under the budding elms. The rooks 
were full of talk over their nests overhead, and 
there was all around me a sense of coming spring, 
and life, and beauty.

The western sunshine was lying on the broad 
terraces before the house, and throwing an evening- 
tide glory over everything. I thought of Cherry, 
my Cherry, as I clasped her in my arms on that 
first day I ever visited Greystone—Cherry, my 
Cherry—no, Edward's Cherry. The day was at 
hand when she must be given up to him, to be 
happy or miserable. God knew; I could not pierce 
the veil; I could not look bejrond the present clay; 
and I must learn that my part was to submit, and 
make no useless moans at the loss of this, which 
was to me as the poor man's ewe lamb.

As I turned round to the side of the house, the 
glowing sunshine was behind me, and cast my 
shadow sideways on the broad gravel path. My 
shadow! The outline of my unshapely figure 
was lying before me, or rather a little to my 
right.

I stopped, as it were, spellbound, looking at it— 
the shadow of a deformed man ! Yes, there could 
be no_ mistake and no disguise. 1 was misshapen 
and ill-grown, and I had loved Cherry—even 
dreamed of making her my wife ! The folly of it ! 
And I seemed to see before me my brother's well- 
formed, straight figure, his easy step, his shining 
curls.

Ah, the folly of it! I sighed. If Edward had 
never come near us, could it have made any differ 
ence ; as far as I was concerned, none. I was no 
match for that fair, graceful girl, even if I had 
possessed the gold of the Indies.

As I stood thus, with, I am not ashamed to say, 
a dimness in my eyes, which blurred all the dark 
shadow so that I could scarcely make the outline 
clear, a bird hard by sang out a song, so clear and 
beautiful it sounded, like a message, to my sore

A P sfeme<3- to bid me be brave and strong, and 
Adam's old words came back.

" Cheer up, Phil, manners make the man." I 
ivould^ cheer up, I would be no longer so gloomy 
and silent, calling anxious clouds to my mother 
Margaret's face, provoking Edward's jests, and 
damping, like a wet blanket, my Cherry's happi- 

jaess. There are two ways of bearing grief and |

trouble. There's a srdky way and a brave way. 
I felt I had been sulky and moody, and that, 
however wounded the heart may be, we have no 
right to darken our neighbour's lives with our 
sadness, especially in a sorrow like mine, which 
look at it as I would, must be truly called a selfish 
one. The faith that I had once lost came in 
here to help me. I had not been made as I 
was by chance, nor come to my place in life by 
chance. No, a loving Father's hand had appor 
tioned my lot, and given me the cup to bear 
which He saw was best for me. ISTo blind fate or 
chance ruled my life, and I must, in accepting it, 
bow my head and say, "Thy will, 0 God, is 
best!"

I moved at last from the spot. I had stood 
musing there so long, that the sun had gone 
further down, and the shape, of my own shadow 
had altered. The hump had all but disappeared, 
and the lengthening shadow had stretched my 
figure out, so that defects of outline were hardly 
visible.

I smiled to myself, and with a lighter heart than 
I had carried about for some time, I went round to 
the back of the house, to look at the window where 
my stepfather had entered on the night of the 
robbery. The workmen were all gone, and the 
silence was unbroken. Soon the busy stir of family 
life would be heard in the kitchen and servant's 
hall—soon there would be horses in the stable and 
the barking of dogs, and all the signs of habita 
tion. There was a thick planting of laurels and 
other shrubs separating the piece of lawn at the 
back of the house from the servant's entrance. 
I was presently conscious that there was a 
rustling there, and I heard the breathing—the 
hard, laboured breathing—of a man, or it might be 
an animal,

I stopped and listened, and broken sighs and 
words fell on my ear, scarcely articulate, but as 
if from a breaking heart.

I put aside the branches of a laurel, and there, 
on his knees, I saw the figure of an old man, 
his weather-beaten hands clasped, tears running 
down his face. Another look and the features 
became familiar to me; like an object revealing 
itself through a veil of mist, so did the face of my 
stepfather come slowly out from the mists of 
years, and reveal itself to me.

To my amazement he took off his wide felt hat, 
and rising, said in a respectful voice :—

" I beg your pardon, sir; I am come round to 
look at a place I knew years agoiie. ISTo offence, 
I hope."

I was utterly dumbfounded. This old man, 
with an air of respectability about him, the tone 
deferential, the manner humble to me—the cripple 
who had suffered so sorely from his cuffs and 
kicks—the poor log, " who was never no good to 
no one," and who had better never had been born. 

il Don't you know me ?" I asked at once—" don't 
you know I am Phil Hyett, your poor wife's son, 
her deformed son." A great sigh of wonder broke 
from my stepfather; over his face there played a 
variety of expressions, fear, doubt, and amaze 
ment, but no evil look of hatred as in the days 
past.

" It is twenty-one j^ears since I saw you last," I 
began. " Wethought you were dead. We heard 
nothing of you when your fourteen years in 
prison were worked out. Where have you been ?" 

"I'd no one to want to see me," he said, in a 
voice which had the old rough ring in it. " I'd no 
call to tell you where I was, had I ? I knew 
you'd as lief I was dead as living."

" No," I said, " I never wished you ill. My 
mother's child is your son, and surely there is a 
tie between us. I would like to be your friend, 
and I have a great deal to tell you." I held out 
my hand as I spoke, and Moore took it in his and 
wrung it.

" I have a deal to tell you," he said. " The 
wicked, dreadful past ain't forgotten by me ; but, 
Phil, I believe I'm forgiven. Do you mind how 
she said she'd pray to God for me ? Well, it 
seems to me the prayer was heard. I was always 
an enemy of yours, Phil. I was more like a 
mite than a man. Can you forgive me ?"

" With all my heart," I said. <e Who am I to bear 
malice ? When you have told me your story of 
ihese fourteen years, I'll tell you mine."

"That's the window where I got in," he said, "by 
a rope ladder—that's where I got in, and my mate 
stood below. He played me false, made off with 
.he best part of what we had, and I stowed away 
he rest with my old Uncle Jonathan."

" I know it," I said, " and. when the quarry 
pool up above Gallows' Acre was emptied, the bag 
turned up, which I saw Old Jonathan drop into 
the water the night my mother died."

" Aye, aye, poor soul. So the boy is alive ; 
what's he like ? As fine a gentleman as you are ?" 

" Much finer," I said, laughing. " Edward is a 
very handsome youth, near twenty-one now."

" Poor fellow, I'd like to see him; but maybe 
he'll not take kindly to a father who has been a 
gaol bird for fourteen of the best years of his 
life ?"

I could not say I thought he would. 
" When I came out of gaol I was at Portland, 

and I was that dazed and bewildered, I didn't 
know which way to turn. In Weymouth harbour 
there was a ship bound for South America, and I 
went out in her, working my passage, and saying 
to myself, if I am drownded, so much the better. 
But I wasn't drownded, Phil. There was a 
godly man aboard, who kindly took me in hand. 
One night when the ship was pitching and tossing, 
and me swearing and cursing—for they said we 
must go to the bottom—he was standing next me 
at the pump.

" As I cursed, he prayed. Loud above the 
raging waters I heard his voice, and this is what 
he said: 'Lord, turn this poor soul to the Cross 
of Jesus. Save this poor soul, pardon his sin.' 
Then all of a sudden I seemed to see another 
face, shining like an angel through big inky 
clouds which the moon rent apart, tlae face of the 
lady, who said, ' I'll pray for you.' Amid them 
awful billows, Phil, as big as mountains, I sent 
up my first cry for mercy. One of them hurled 
me down like a feather against the iron girding 
of the pump, and I got this wound in my forehead," 
pushing up his thick, shaggy, grey hair. '' We didn't 
go to the bottom, but I nearly died, and this good 
man nursed me as if I was his own father, and I 
worked for him out in the Brazils, but he died 
a year agone, and then, why then I thought I'd' 
come back. But it ain't coming home—I've got, 
no home."

(To l>e continued.)

HERE have been a good many Exhibi 
tions at home and abroad since the 
great glass house (the forerunner of 
the Sydenham Crystal Palace) was 
built in Hyde Park, and became the 
admiration of myriads of people in 
1851, but none of them of greater in 

terest than that which is now open near the same 
spot (in South Kensington), devoted to the fish and 
fisheries of the world. The present writer thinks 
he is entitled to speak with some authority upon 
this point, as he has been present at all the dis 
plays held in London, and some of these he visited 
a number of times.

It would take a great deal of space to enumerate 
a tenth part even of the things which the Great 
International Fisheries Exhibition contains, as the 
series of buildings cover an area of more than 
twenty acres; all that can be attempted, therefore, 
is to point out a few of the objects of interest in 
the collection, which has been, since the opening, 
one of the leading " Sights " of London, and will 
remain so till the close in October. The Exhibi 
tion has been visited by many thousands of people, 
and the visitors will no doubt be largely increased 
when the excursion season, sets in, and people flock 
to the great Metropolis to spend their holiday. 
Men, women, and children have alike enjoyed the 
sight, and, as we shall see farther on, women have 
played a by no means unimportant part, either by 
their practical assistance or by their presence. 
The highest lady in the land would have opened 
the Exhibition, had it noi: been for an unfortunate 
accident; but in Her Majesty's absence, the cere 
mony was performed by the Prince of Wales, 
accompanied by the gracious Princess, who, since 
her arrival among us twenty years ago, has been 
the favourite of all classes of the community.

Scattered as the buildings are over such a large 
amount of space, it is rather difficult for the visitor 
to decide where to begin to see the great show, 
to which almost every civilized nation has contri 
buted ; and it is perhaps more difficult still to know 
whereto leave off, un'o^s indeed it, be when tired
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Nature bids one come to a full stop, when "anothe 
visit" is suggested. Perhaps it is better to g< 
straight ahead, however, and this will be thi 
more convenient, inasmuch as, far as the eye can 
reach, stretches the long and lofty court devoted to 
" Great Britain." Immediately inside the entrance 
hall are painted on the walls a number o 
bright pictures, representing fish of various kinds 
in their native waters, while a little farther on is 
the Fine Arts Court, containing a large collectioi 
of framed oil -paintings, &c., all the subjects being 
appropriate to the Exhibition. Close by is a fine 
crystal fountain, which those who are old enough 
to recall the 1851 Exhibition, will recollect.is 
somewhat like in appearance to a similar objecl 
which then presented itself to the view, and was a 
great point of attraction. Descending a few step 
the visitor is at once in the midst of reminders oJ 
our own great fishing industries. Here are actual 
fishing smacks, with their sails fully set, and 
innumerable models of boats of all kinds, whether 
propelled by steam or wind, and here, too, is a boat, 
(the owner of which is a lady) which, while 
it will bear no comparison with the highly- 
finished specimens around, is of extreme interest 
because it is historical and is associated with 
one of the noblest and most heroic actions ever 
performed by a woman. It is the veritable boat, 
together with the oar, with which Grace Darling 
went to the assistance of the distressed people on 
board the Forfarshire, when that vessel was 
wrecked on one of the rocks of the Fame 
Islands, off the Northumbrian coast. This 
young heroine, it will be remembered, was the 
daughter of the keeper of the Longstone Light 
house, and it was about a mile from there that 
the Forfarshire was broken in two pieces, the fore 
part remaining on the rock, with some of its 
living freight exposed to instant destruction in 
the terrible storm which was raging. . Grace 
Darling's father, it was said, shrank from the 
attempt to rescue them, but, urged by his 
daughter, he went, Mrs. Darling assisting to 
launch the boat; father and daughter each took 
an oar, and nine persons were saved, and were 
succoured in the lighthouse for two days, when 
the storm was over. Henceforth the name of the 
heroine was in every one's mouth, but she did 
not live long to enjoy the fame which her deed 
brought her, as she, in her twenty-seventh year, 
died of consumption in ]84<2, four years after she 
had .added one more name to, the lo.ng list of 
heroic women. There is another craft near that 
of Grace Darling, which also calls for special 
mention. The boat of the lighthouse keeper's 
daughter is as fresh as green paint can make it; 
the other is dull and travel-stained in the extreme, 
as well it may be, seeing that it is apparently in 
the same condition as when Mr. Leigh Smith 
spent forty-three days in it in the ice on an expe 
dition to the North Pole. Besides the scores of 
models of fishing-vessels'in-this department of 
the Exhibition, there are all sorts., of nets, the 
size of some of .which will astonish persons who 
are little acquainted with sea-fishing ; and there 
are several coracles, queer-looking craft, more 
like bakers' baskets without handles, than any 
thing else, and some of 'them not much larger; 
the framework is of wood, with a covering of 
canvas or skin, and the whole is extremely 
light.' Frail as these things are, they are much 
used in parts of the Irish coast still, thus per 
petuating a very ancient form of boat. Various 
fishing appliances are exhibited here, too, with' 
sail-cloth, cables, ropes, &c. ; and net-making is' 
shown by two or three young females in blue 
serge and white aprons, who, on a raised-platform,' 
deftly carry on their work undisturbed by the 
crowds of people who stop to look on. Before 
leaving this department it should be stated that 
one of the great attractions hereabout is a room 
in which a sixpenny fish dinner is served, and it 
has from ' the first been crowded. This notion 
originated, we believe, with the good Baroness 
Burdett Coutts,.whose efforts to popularise fish as 
an article of food, will, it is to be hoped, lead to a 
great deal of practical good. It was at the cost of 
the Baroness that this fish dining-room was de 
corated, and she has shown great personal in 
terest in the matter. In another room, not far 
off, demonstrations of the preparation of fish for 
the table are given by Mrs. Clarke, of the National 
School of Cookery; all is done in the clearest 
manner before the spectators, many of whom no 
doubt carry away with them useful hints for act 
ing upon in their own homes, and they may get

additional assistance from a little book, published 
at threepence, explaining the various modes by 
which fish can be economically cooked. This is 
essentially a subject for the British workwoman 
and workman. One more matter deserves men 
tion before leaving this section of the Exhibition. 
We have all heard of a ''house of cards," but 
until recently a house of paper was unknown. 
Here, however, it is shown by a'patent waterproof 
paper and canvas company, who have covered a 
great deal of the Exhibition, together with the fish 
market there, as well as constructed 'the sides of 
it with the material. What will be the next use 
to which paper will.be put? Already wheels for 
railway .carriages have been made of it!

We have occupied a good deal of space in our 
sketch of this department, which is the centre of the 
great show, albeit it is really but a small portion 
of it, and we must hasten on. Before we leave, 
however, it may be' stated that in one of the 
corridors there are many interesting exhibits lent 
by Lady Brassey,. an account of whose voyage 
in the yacht SunHeam to almost all parts of 
the world has been given in a most delightful 
volume. This lady shows many curious and 
beautiful models of boats from Japan, China, the 
South Sea Islands, and other " foreign parts," and 
the Exhibition is enriched by her fine collection of 
corals, sponges, and other objects of interest.

One of the most attractive sections of the Exhi 
bition is that contributed by the United States, 
which forms, indeed, quite a show by itself, the 
American Government having voted no less a sum 
than ten thousand pounds to the object. Here 
all branches of the fishing industry of the great 
continent are shown, from whaling downwards, a 
full-sized whale-boat, perfectly equipped, being 
among the numerous objects shown. Very 
curious are the life-sized models of fishermen 
stationed about this building, with the imple 
ments they use; so natural do these figures ap 
pear that the visitor is almost inclined at first 
sight to go up and speak to them. Seals, sea- 
lions, porpoises, and other animals are here to be 
found setup in the most life-like manner; and 
the same remark will apply to 'the Canadian 
section, where there is, among other things, a 
stuffed white whale more than five yards long. 
The, United States -and'' Canada make indeed 
a "brave show," and the two departments 
are most attractively decorated. It should be 
mentioned that just outside here is a lake, 
where a North American Indian paddles his own' 
canoe, made of birch-bark, and illustrates the 
method of fish-spearing, and so on. Close by he 
has a wigwam, also made of birch-bark, to which 
he occasionally retires. ' We saw him paddling 
two little girls on the lake,-and their attention- 
appeared to be about equally divided between his- 
curious dress, decorated with porcupine quills and 
beads, and their own safety in the frail-looking 
light bark in which he quickly paddled them from- 
end to end of the lake.

The Chinese and Indian sections, which, like the 
American and Canadian, adjoin each other, are 
eminently interesting. The decoration of the 
Chinese Court is very curious, and so do the 
many modes of fishing appear to English eyes— 
simple in the extreme some of these modes are. 
The boats, too, have' a very quaint appearance. 
One of the methods by which the Chinese capture 
fish is by means of cormorants, the birds being 
trained 'ibrthe purpose. They sit on the rail of 
the boat until they are urged into the water by 
the boatman, when they dash in and secure the 
fish, which they bring to the boat. Generally the' 
birds have rings round their necks to prevent their 
swallowing the fish. There are models of different 
classes of the Chinese people in this court, 
which are well worth looking at. It should be 
stated that the " celestials" train otters as well as 
ormorants to assist in fishing, the animals driving 
jhe fish into the nets. The otters are secured to 
:he boats, and when, their services are required 
ihey are slipped like dogs. Russia, the Nether- 
.ands, Norway, .Sweden, Spain, Italy, and other 
Darts of the world have also sections of the Exhi- 
jition assigned to them.

The aquarium is one of. the most interesting 
Darts of the great show. Here many kinds of 
ish, both salt and fresh water, may be seen dis 
torting themselves in their native element, their 
shapes, colours, and singular movements alike 
attracting attention. Fish breeding, and oyster 
ulture are also shown. There is near at hand a 
•ery large collection of stuffed fish, birds, and in-

twenty-third. Letter of this admirable series 
[dressed to the " Nurses of the Sick," and is

sects that are destructive to fish, and so on. In 
fact, the Exhibition is an almost never-ending 
source of interest and amusement to all—from the 
boy who goes fishing with a piece of cotton and 
a worm, to the fully equipped angler; from the 
fisherman who goes down to the deep in quest of 
delicacies for the tables of the rich, to the house 
wife who cooks the modest plaice or a dish of sprats. 

One of the effects .of the great Exhibition has 
been to bring into prominent notice a class of the 
community which has hitherto been much over 
looked—the fisher folk, an important class, hardy 
and industrious, and, as a whole, extremely honest. 
Their importance was recognized at the opening 
of the Exhibition, for many of the fishermen and 
fishwives were received at Windsor Castle by the 
Queen, by the Prince and Princess of Wales at 
Marlborough House, by the Baroness Burdett- 
Contts, and by the Lord Mayor of London. The 
days when these events took place, will indeed be 
remembered as " red-letter days" in the lives .of 
these worthy people long after the Great Inter 
national Fisheries Exhibition has become a thing 
of the past; and in many a fishing boat, and 
many an obscure fishing village, the doings in 
London in 1883 will form the theme of conversa- 
tidn for years to come. . C. H.

Friendly Lett&rs. By Miss SKINNER. Jarrold &
Son. 

THE
is addressed
of especial interest at ..the present time, as the 
institution of a decoration for, nurses by Her 
Majesty has brought this subject prominently 
before the public. The letter is full of sympathy 
and wise admonition, and we regret that our space 
precludes oiir printing it in full. Miss Skinner 
eloquently concludes thus :— , .

" If you can see the Lord Himself in the person 
of these troubled ones ; if you can' hear His voice 
say, in your days of service and nights of watch 
ing :' ' I was sick, and ye visited Me;' ' Inasmuch 
as ye;have.done it unto one of the least of these 
my brethren, ye have done it tinto Me;' this will 
glorify every repulsive duty, make difficult things 
easy, and hard work joyful; so that His presence 
shall be with you wherever you go. A more 
blessed or useful life than that of a nurse cannot 
be, if only it is undertaken for Christ and lived in 
His spirit. But let every woman count the cost 
before she takes up nursing, for indeed there is 
much from which flesh and blood would naturally 
shrink, and only love to Christ can enable us to 
go through brightly and bravely."
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