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THE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.

CATTLEY was a messenger to 
Messrs. Perkinson, Goldcheet & Co., 
the rich bankers in Lombard Street. 
At least he always considered himself 
attached to the establishment as a 
messenger, though he had never " signed 
articles" with the principals, and was 

just barely tolerated outside on the pavement, at 
an acute angle of the building and three feet from 
the street doors, where customers and clerks were 
not likely to tumble over him. He had been hang 
ing outside this big bank for many years now, and 
it had become a custom of late days to send him 
on little errands which were not within the 
province of a regular clerk's duty, and which 
clerks of Perkinson, Goldchest & Co. would have 
scorned to perform at any price whatever. If any 
body required a cab, Jacob was sent for one ; if a 
country gentleman with a big balance on the books 
wanted to be shown the way to the Bank of 
England, or Billingsgate, or the Tower, Jacob 
was told off as guide; if something was wanted 
surreptitiously by the clerks, in the shape of 
a newspaper or a ham sandwich, Jacob was sent 
for it, and there had been times when it was 
considered safe to trust him even with a telegram. 

Jacob received 110 salary, but was supported by 
voluntary contributions, like a hospital, and what 
those contributions amounted to in the year there 
had been much speculation concerning, at the 
Bank, amongst the clerks. It was set down, 
by young and imaginative minds, as a " pretty 
penny, take it altogether!" But taking Jacob 
Cattley altogether, was, to the ordinary observer, 
to set him down as a poor, half-starved, 
ill-clad, miserable old man, struggling hard 
to live, and always on the brink of failing at it. 
A shabbier old gentleman was not to be found be 
tween the Bank and Houndsditch; but he was 
never in rags, and he always boasted a clean face 
under his rusty-brown top hat, which he poised at 
the extreme back of his grey head. He did not 
appear to flourish on his contributions, but grew 
thinner and more pinched with every week of his 
out-door service there. " You can see him shrivel 
ling away," one young man had seriously asserted. 
"He's a regular miser, I'll be bound." And with, 
his hollow cheeks,'and peaked nose, and prominent 
chin ground fine to match that poor pinched nose 
of his, he might have been taken for a miser, or a 
pauper, or indeed anything deplorable. 

. Still he had what the clerks called his " tips ;" 
and Mr. Goldchest, every Saturday morning, when 
he left the bank, and before he stepped into his 
carriage, the door of which Mr. Cattley always 
opened for him, gave him something, it was 
noticed; but whether a sovereign or a threepenny 
piece was a matter of uncertainty, the claw-like 
hand of Jacob closing so quickly on the gift. 
The junior clerk thought it would be a " three 
penny," Mr. Goldchest not being a liberal pay 
master, in their humble opinion forcibly expressed 
each quarter day ; but Jacob, probably of a reti 
cent disposition, never let them know, and, at all 
events, he did not wax fat on his emoluments; 
and in the rainy and frosty seasons caught many 
a cold and cough, and wore, winter and summer, 
the same suit of grey threadbare clothes, to which, 
in very inclement weather, a red cotton necker 
chief, relieved by white lozenges and tied in a 
strange knot, was added, by way of protection, to a 
giraffe-like throat.

Jacob was considered a poor hanger-on; but 
Jacob had his hangerson, too, and people whom 
in his turn he took upon himself to patronise. 
There are always depths below depths in this 
eccentric world of ours, and always some poor 
brother and sister to whom a hand can be held out, 
or a little kindness rendered, and Jacob Cattley 
had his dependent in the background, and one who 
waited and watched for him as regularly after 
banking hours on Saturdays, as he waited and 
watched for Mr. Goldchest about noon ; and this 
dependent on Mr. Cattley was a dark-haired, 
dark-eyed purveyor of penny " button-holes" and 
twopenny bouquets, a poor flower girl who regarded 
Mr. Cattley as a regular customer on Saturdays, 
one who was always good for a penny, sometimes 
even twopence, when he had been extra fortu 
nate in the city.

Jacob, it may be said, never purchased his 
flowers in Lombard Street; no one in that busy

centre had ever seen Jacob Cattley spend a penny 
piece on anything, but once away from the City 
proper, and hurrying away towards Blackfriars 
Bridge—on the Surrey side of which he lived— 
and which he crossed regularly twice a day to 
and from "his place of business," any one who had 
taken the trouble to watch him—which no one 
ever had—would have seen • Jacob somewhere in 
the neighbourhood of Ludgate Hill bargaining 
with Polly Baxter for a nosegay every Saturday 
afternoon.

Jacob Cattley would even condescend to 
patronize Polly Baxter, and to occasionally 
pass a remark upon the weather, or the extent 
of her stock in trade; but all this was done in an 
austere, stand-offish way, which did not encourage 
conversation in return, and which was a washed- 
out copy of the great Goldchest manner, when the 
big banker skated across the pavement to his car 
riage. Polly Baxter did not know this, and thought 
it was very kind of the old gentleman in the queer- 
looking comforter to say a word or bow to her now 
and then—words which, with all their coldness, 
had a little ring in them of interest or sympathy, 
or something not easy to comprehend, and which 
the flower-girl did not attempt in any way to 
account for. Sometimes she wondered why he 
bought her flowers, or what-he did with them 
after he got home; he was so particular about the 
bunch he purchased, and had so strong a fancy 
for the brightest colours.

Suddenly Jacob Cattley was missed from 
Lombard Street, and from the neighbourhood 
of Ludgate Hill; and Polly Baxter's basket 
blushed with flowers in vain for him. Every day 
Polly Baxter had been accustomed to see him 
between four, and five trotting homewards, with 
his sharp face set due south; every day he had 
said " Good morning," in a grave, fatherly way, 
and with a solemn bend of his long neck; and 
on Saturdays, as we have intimated, he always 
stopped to bargain with her for her gayest penny 
worth. And now Jacob was missing; and no one 
knew where Jacob lived, so that the mystery of his 
disappearance mighthave been solved by a friendly 
call.

"He's dead, for sixpence, poor old cove," said 
the junior clerk, a pert and slangy and over 
dressed youth, whom Jacob had in his heart 
disliked, despite the offering of a penny now and 
then. " He's off, depend upon it. I'm sorry I 
was hard on him last week."

Polly Baxter wondered more about him than 
the rest of the community aware of his existence. 
She did not know why she should " bother about 
the old man," but she did. He was a something 
removed from her life, a regular customer gone, 
and that was to be regretted when regular cus 
tomers were scarce. When she had bought her 
flowers at Covent Garden Market in the early 
morning, and had taken them to her little attic 
where she made up her penny bunches for the 
day, she caught herself thinking of the " funny 
little man,"-and of his grave, old-fashioned ways. 
She had had a father like him once in some 
respects, and he had died in the workhouse, 
praying that she would "keep good," which 
she had. Polly was a poor ignorant girl enough, 
who had never been taught to read and write, 
and her father had been " a bad lot," as it was 
termed, and had not cared to see her taught, or 
cared much about anything save himself, until he 
had become a martyr to rheumatism, and lost his 
situation in the Market, and had to go finally into 
the house, leaving his daughter with all the world 
to herself, and no body in it to look after her. 
Then the father was sorry, and woke up to some 
little thought of his motherless girl, when he could 
do little else but think. He was one more of the 
big army of plodders who march under the banner 
of "Too late."

Nevertheless, Polly Baxter earned her own 
living honestly, and made the best of her position 
by thrift and industry, coming very close to star 
vation once or twice in the hard times which will 
turn up to the hard-workers. Still she fought on, 
and had begun to teach herself to read and write 
of late days, and to find her way on Sundays to a 
little chapel down a back street, and listen with 
much surprise to;what they told her there, and to 
wonder why it had been kept from her all these
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years, and why no one in the highways and bye- 
ways of her life had said a word about it.

Possibly thinking of this had made her think 
of other folk as the light filtered a little through 
the darkness of Polly Baxter's life, but she did 
think a great deal of the poor old-fashioned little 
man who seemed to have vanished like a ghost, 
and it became a matter of speculation why he had 
ever bought flowers of her at all, being a man 
who probably had not much to spend on the 
minor luxuries of life. And so regular a customer 
too, thought Polly, with a sigh again.

Suddenly" the regular customer, however, ap 
peared again one Saturday, six weeks or two 
months after everybody thought he was dead. It 
was like a ghost rising up in Lombard Street, and 
even Mr. Goldchest, taken unawares by this first 
appearance at his carriage door, gasped out, 
" Bless my soul," and slipped one foot off the 
kerbstone into the gutter in his first surprise.

He was even a little curious for so great a man, 
and said :

" Have you been ill, Jacob ?" 
He did not know his other name, "Old Jacob" 

was Mr. Baxter's cognomen in Lombard Street, 
" Cranky Jacob" sometimes. 

" JSTo, sir." 
" Then——"
Jacob's rugged face twitched very much as he 

touched his hat deferentially, and said : 
" I've had a loss, Mr. G-oldchest." 
" Oh, indeed."
Mr. Goldchest did not a.sk what or whom he had 

lost; he glanced at the big rusty hat-band wrapped 
round the rusty hat of his humble dependent; 
there was a fugitive fear even that there might be 
something " catching" from Mr. Baxter's close 
proximity, and he stepped with- alacrity into his 
carriage and drew up his window sharply. He did 
not reward Jacob on that occasion, he gave no 
thought to the arrears which might have accumu 
lated during Jacob's absence from his duties, and 
the old man walked home very thoughtfully, and 
with a downcast expression of countenance. On 
his way home he encountered Polly Baxter, who 
also was disposed to take him for a ghost, and 
nearly dropped her basket into the London mud 
at the first sight of him.

" Why, lor, sir, who'd have thought of it?" she 
exclaimed.

"Thought of what?" he asked, a little curi 
ously.

" Of your being alive and moving about like 
this. I'm so glad."

" Glad, are you ? What are you glad for p" he 
inquired, sharply.

" Glad to see an old customer turn up," was the 
truthful reply.

"Ah, just so," said Jacob.
" And not that exactly, mind you," added Polly, 

" but because you are here, you know. That's it. 
Where have you been, sir ? Ill ?"

This was Mr Goldchest's inquiry also, but not 
conveyed with so much interest. And his answer 
was the same as before. 

" I've had a loss." 
"]N"ot—not money P"
" I've lost my daughter; all I had in the world 

to me; all I cared for, child. Good day," he said, 
with an excitement for which Polly was wholly 
unprepared.

"Yes; but here, hold hard," she cried, inele 
gantly, " ain't you agoing to have any flowers 
to——"

The old man hurried away from her, darted 
across the road under horses' heads and omnibus 
wheels, with almost the alacrity of youth, and it 
was not till he was upon Blackfriars Bridge that 
he had recovered his composure, and quite finished 
with a ragged pocket handkerchief, which was 
evidently a segment of his winter wrapper, being 
of the same striking pattern and colour. When 
he had crossed the bridge and Southwark Street, 
and was turning into one of the little crowded 
thoroughfares on the right of the Blackfriars 
Eoad, leading;to the salubrious quarters of Gravel 
Lane and parts adjacent, he was astonished and 
discomfited again to find Polly Baxter at his elbow, 
exceedingly red in the face, and short of breath.

" Well, you can jest walk, old gentleman, and 
no mistake," she said.

" What do you want with me ?" he asked, testily 
now; " what—what is it ?"

" I only want to say I'm sorry like," she blurted 
forth. "I didn't think, all at once, about the 
flowers, a ad that you wanted them for her, of

I
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course, who's gone now, and who was fond of 
flowers. I see, I see; you won't mind what I 
said—will you now ?"

Jacob Cattley stared at her, but he croaked 
forth very hoarsely, " No."

" I'll never ax you again—I'll never look your 
way again; but fake this, please, for this once, 
won't you P"

And Polly held out his usual-sized bunch o£ 
flowers, at which the old man shrank back as 
though it had been a pistol levelled at him.

" It isn't for the money," said Polly, excited 
now herself; "I don't want any money—ketch 
'old, please do. Jest to make believe you're taking 
them to her the same as ever, sir."

The old. man stretched out a trembling hand to 
wards the flowers at this suggestion, and Polly 
thrust them into his grasp and fairly ran away 
across the bridge again, leaving him looking after 
her open-mouthed, and with some salt tears brim 
ming over his blinking eyelids and making their 
wav down the deep furrows in his cheeks.

On the Monday Jacob passed her as usual on 
his homeward route, and with his old patronizing 
bow, and with a steadier stare at her too, as if no 
longer afraid to face her. But Polly looked the 
other way and would not see him—fell into the 
habit of hiding from him even—and on the follow 
ing Saturday would also have eluded him, had he 
not come up the reverse way of the street, and 
take her unawares by a flank movement.

" Let me have a good bunch to-day—a twopenny 
bunch," he said, in quite a business-like manner.

Polly Baxter was surprised, but she gave him 
the flowers he required, and he dropped the money 
into her basket.

" But you don't want them, now—do you ?'' 
she murmured.

" Yes, of course I do. That was a good thought 
of yours, child, last week. And I took the flowers 
to her."

" Oh ! I see," ejaculated Polly. 
" And shall do so every week, making believe, as 

you say, that she's waiting for them. It's not a 
bad thought at all," he muttered; " she was so very 
fond of flowers."

" How old was she ?" asked Polly. 
" About your age, I should say." 
" And ailing always, was she ?" 
" For the last three or four years, yes. Good 

day," and then Jacob hurried away, and this time 
she did not attempt to follow him.

It was from this time that Jacob contrived to be 
as regular a customer to Polly Baxter as he had 
ever been, and had any one had the curiosity to 
follow the movements of the old man, he or she 
would have seen him every Sunday, in. fair weather 
or foul, plodding on to Tooting Cemetery to lay his 
little offering on the grave of the daughter who had 
been always fond of flowers. When the winter time 
came on, and flowers grew very scarce and dear, 
and Polly was compelled to raise her prices, the 
old man looked very pale and pinched with cold, 
and did not move along with his customary 
alacrity—on the contrary, limped painfully at times 
with the rheumatism which had seized him.

One very cold Saturday she said to him, 
suddenly— 

"You ain't well?"
" Well, not quite as well as I might be, perhaps," 

he answered, cautiously.
" I don't mind your paying for these some other 

time, you know," she added, hurriedly, " if——" 
" If what ?" he asked, as she came to a full stop. 
" If you're hard up. It won't make much dif 

ference to me, and she might miss 'em, too."
" Thankee," he said, gently, and he looked very 

hard at her from under his tangled, wiry eye 
brows ; "that's a kind thought, child. What did 
you say your name was ?"

" I didn't say," she answered, surprised in her 
turn ; "_ but it's Polly Baxter." 

"Living where, now ?"
"St. James's Row," she answered, " at the back 

there. But why ?" 
" Good day."
That was the last time Polly Baxter met Peter 

Cattley in the London streets, for Peter disap 
peared again, and Lombard Street, and the 
flower girl on Ludgate Hill missed him altogether. 
"He must be dead this time, poor old chap!" 
thought Polly.

But Polly was again deceived. One morning a 
short, red-faced woman with a market basket on 
her arm, and a key in her hand, looked hard at 
her, and stopped.

• " Is your name Baxter ?" 
" Yes."
"Polly Baxter?" 
" Yes, that's it."
"You're wanted in George Street, Gravel Lane, 

No. 29. My lodger, the old man who used to buy 
flowers of you, wants to see you precious bad."

" He ain't dead then/' cried Polly ; "well, I am 
glad."

"Don't see what you're got to be glad about," 
said the woman, sharply; " but no, he ain't dead 
yet. He's going, though."

" Oh !—is he ? Oh ! I hope he ain't!" 
" Can you find your way ?" 
" Yes. Trust me for that." 
Polly Baxter trudged away at once to George 

Street, and to No. 29, where, on the top floor, she 
found poor Jacob Cattley, very much down in the 
world, and with very little life left in him. The 
rheumatics had got an iron grip of him at last 
and fever had followed, and this was very nearly 
the last of him, as the red-faced woman had pro 
phesied.

As Polly entered the room, he quite smiled a' 
her, as at an old friend.

"Polly," he said, speaking with great difficulty 
" I wish to put you in mind of an old offer to me.' 

" What's that, sir ?"
" I want you to open a credit account with 

me."
"Awhat?" cried Polly.
" It's a term we have in Lombard Street," he

explained, " to trust me, I mean, for a little while
for a few flowers."

" To be sure !" cried Polly. 
" I'll pay you soon; and I want you to do more 

than that, much more."
Polly waited and wondered till he took time to 

recover his breath, then he added—
" I want you on Sunday afternoon to take them 

to her, and lay them on her grave for me. Do you 
mind very much?"

" Not at all," said Polly. " I'll go every Sunday 
directly after chapel, if you'll tell me how to find 
it."

" Oh! you go to chapel, then ?"
" Yes, sir, reg'lar."
" Good girl. Keep that up."
" No fear, sir."
"And come and tell me regularly what they tell

you there; will you, child ? I should like to know."
" To be sure I will, sir."
" When you come back from her."
Then he gave his directions, which Polly

Baxter carried out faithfully, until the end came,
and Jacob Cattley was buried with his daughter.

After his death, Polly Baxter went regularly to 
the cemetery just the same, and laid her little 
bunch of flowers on the grave of him who had 
said kind words to her in life. That was the end 
of him, and of the story, she thought, until one day, 
a week or two afterwards, a prim little gentleman 
in black called upon her, and asked her many 
questions, and made perfectly sure that she was 
the genuine and only Polly Baxter, flower vendor, 
before he surprised her with his news.

Jacob Cattley had been a bit of a miser, after 
all, and had scraped together, by his faithful and 
humble services in Lombard Street, the sum of 
one hundred and fifty pounds. He had died with 
out a relation in the world to care for him, 
and he had left his money to Polly Baxter, of 49, 
St. James's Eow, City, E.G., in remembrance of her 
kindness, and " in settlement of his credit account 
with her."

Polly Baxter is married now, and she and her 
husband have a flourishing little greengrocer's 
shop and are doing very well. There are fresh 
flowers still on the old man's grave at Tooting, 
and one grateful heart keeps his memory green.r. w. R.

The solitary inscription on a sunken stone in a country
Churchyard.

BUT " Phcebe Gray" that record lone, 
'Twas all that marked the sunken stone,

I pushed the grass aside; 
But not a single line was there, 
Her age or lineage to declare, 

Or tell me when she died.
The distant lark's melodious thrill 
Broke softly o'er the solemn still, 

Beneath the sunbeam's ray,

The old stone gleamed more purely white, 
As " Fancy" wove her dreamy light 

Around this " Phoebe Gray."
Was she a maiden fair of face, 
With comely form of winsome grace,

And gentle srnile or tone; 
A rustic belle, the village pride, 
Some young heart's love, a promised bride,

That moulders 'neath this stone ?
Was she a widowed parent's stay, 
The floweret on her lonely way,

That perished ere 'twas noon; 
Whose thoughtful love, and smile of light 
Came as a ray of welcome bright

To cheer the hour of gloom ?
Where sorrow's darkling shadows spread, 
Did she with softly gentle tread

A helpful comfort bring ? 
Those tender deeds to fame unknown, 
May plead for her before the throne,

In presence of the King.
Or was she once a valued wife, 
Content to pass her simple Mfe

Mid busy household care, 
Whom merry children ran to greet, 
Around her knee at evening meet

To breathe the nightly prayer ?
Did social joys her mind engage, 
Beloved alike by youth and age;

Did she high truths instil 
On works and words, of love intent, 
Her life in gentle concord s*pent,

She wrought her Master's will?
Did wintry snows their whiteness shed, 
And long years bow the stately head,

Ere she was laid to rest; 
Her children's children round her play, 
To glad her life's declining ray,

And soothe her aged breast ?
Or did she linger on forlorn, 
Parents and friends before her gone,

The last of name or race ; 
No kith or kin to gather near, 
Or pay the tribute of a tear

At this her burial place ? 
Or came she with a weary heart, 
A. stranger from some distant part,

A silent, mournful guest; 
From wild ambition's dazzling maze, 
From flattery's fulsome, hollow praise,

In search of hidden rest ?
And when life's shadow lengthen'd deep, 
And-ended in this welcome sleep,

Close to the spreading yew, 
Some kindly thought reared high this stone, 
And graved the letters quaint and lone,

The only name they knew.
What matters now, no praise or blame, 
Can tint her brow with joy or shame,

If at the Judgment Day 
She stands accepted at the Throne, 
Presented as the Saviour's own,

This long-dead " Phoebe Gray."
ELISE.

ife 0f

Peter refusing to have his feet washed by his 
Lord.—St. John xiii,>

E have come, in considering the life of 
Peter, close to the time of our Lord's 
death—even to the day before He 
died. The time that Peter dreaded 
—tho time that the Master had 
longed for, was now close at hand. 
"Jesus knew that his hour was 

iome" (John xiii. 1). The Lord knew all that was 
)efore Him, and this was a bitter part of His cross. 
But iu the bitterness of that coming agony, did 
le forget His disciples ? Oh ! no, " having loved 
lis own that were in the world, He loved them 
mto the end." They had tried Him so much; they 
ad been able to understand him so little, but He 

oved them, and " loving once He loves for ever." 
'he feast of the Passover was now about to be
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kept, and our Lord would keep it with His disciples.
It was then He instituted that holy supper of
which an account is given to us in three of the
Gospels—that supper which was to be a memorial
for ever of "the Lord's death." " This is my body
which was given for you." " Take and eat;" " this
cup is the New Testament in my blood;" "drink
ye all of it." Any one, every one, who loves Christ
will find that he cannot but keep that holy, simple,
touching feast in which we thus remember Him.
The snpper ended; one thing had evidently been
omitted. The Jewish custom was always to wash
the hands and feet before meat (St. Luke vii. 44).
This had not been done, probably because the
disciples were so" proud that not one of them would
do it for the others. St.Luke tells us that even after
this supper there was a strife among the disciples
as to who should be.
greatest (St. Luke xxii.
24, 27). Just then might
have been the moment
when Christ rose to do
for them what no one of
them would do. " He
riseth from supper, and
laid aside His garments,"
that He might wash
their feet. He was the
Highest: "He was come
from God" (v. 3), yet
He stooped to the lowest
place—the place of a ser 
vant. We are not told
who was the first disciple
to whom Christ came,
that He might wash his
feet. Some suppose that
it was Judas, as he ap 
pears to have sat near
our Lord, being the one
who " dipped with Him
in the dish." Judas
would not be likely to
make any opposition to
having Kis feet washed
by our Lord, for already
he had betrayed Him—
already He had sold His
Master for the paltry
sum of £3 16s., the price
of a slave. Now he saw
his Master taking upon 
Himself " the form of
a servant" and the work 
of a servant, and that 
willingly; and whatever 
Judas may have felt, 
he could scarcely be 
other than silent at such 
a moment. When Christ 
came to Peter, it was a 
very different matter. 
He loved his Lord. It 
seemed as if he could 
not bear to see Him 
stooping so low. The 
thought of his heart 
seemed to be, "Lord, has 
it come to this P it shall 
never be." " THOU shalt 
never wash my feet." 
Yet Peter was only half 
right in -this thought of 
his. In one way he was 
all wrong. " If I wash 
thee not," said the Lord, 
" thou hast no part with 
Me." What solemn 
words are these P No unwashed soul can have its 
part with Christ. David cried for this : " Wash 
me thoroughly from my transgression, and cleanse 
me from my sin'' (Ps. li. 2). It was this great 
lesson that was taught in the time of the Taber 
nacle, by the laver of brass filled with pure water, 
where the priests must wash their hands and 
their feet before coming to do their service for 
God, lest they die (Ex. xxx. 17, 21).

" Wash me Saviour or I die." But how many 
there are who do not see their need of this wash 
ing. They fancjr that their hearts are pretty 
clean—that there is not much amiss. But remem 
ber that nothing but a white robe will do for 
Heaven, and that not our idea of what is white, 
but God's—even "whiter than snow." Hearing 
that he must needs be washed, Peter cries from 
his warm, earnest heart, " Lord, not my feet only,

but also my hands and my head." Here again, 
however, he was wrong. " He that is washed," 
said our Lord, " needeth not save to wash his 
feet." It was the custom in those days to go to 
the public baths before going to a feast, but as 
sandals only—not shoes—were worn, the feet 
would need re-washing before sitting down to 
meat, for the dust of the road would cling to them 
and soil them. When any one first comes to Christ 
to be forgiven, his sins are washed away, yet every 
day he will need some new cleansing for those new 
sins that come to stain his soul. In the Lord's 
Prayer, which was given us for daily use, we are 
taught to pray, " forgive us our sins." We shall 
never get beyond the need of this prayer. The 
real Christian will ever need, and feel his need of 
cleansing every day. To such St. John wrote :

" If we walk in the light, as He is in the light, 
we have fellowship one with another, and the 
I) load of Jesus Christ His Son deanseth us from 
all sin" (1 John i. 7, 8). Directly our hearts 
tell us we are wrong, we should seek this 
cleansing — this washing of the feet from the dust 
and soil of this evil world, that we may be " clean 
every whit." May the solemn voice of the Master 
sound in each heart that as yet may, alas ! be a 
stranger to this cleansing, " If I wash thee not, 
ihou hast no part with ME."

M.E.

FEW cows were grazing in a large 
meadow in one of the flattest parts of 
Yorkshire; a few rooks were cawing 
noisily as they flew about and settled 
down for a moment or two in the 
seed-field at the other side of the 
hedge; a few small boys, who were 

tenting, did their' utmost upon this to drive the 
intruders away; a few hearts were breaking in 
the town about half a mile to the left of the 
meadow; a few others were rejoicing greatly; and 
not a few were struggling with, or bravely taking 

up life's duties, cares, 
and crosses, at the time 
my story opens.

But who would have 
thought of cares and 
crosses on entering that 
quiet meadow on that 
unusually dull and 
cloudy May day? Yet the 
idea of them came there 
in what seemed a most 
unlikely form. For, pre 
sently, a tall and pretty 
girl, dressed in the latest 
fashion, and looking well 
cared for, came through 
the gate into the meadow, 
and stood gazing about 
with a far-away look in 
her young eyes. And 
soon she spoke in low, 
discontented tones—

" I am weary of my 
quiet, humdrum life, 
cooped up in our home 
with ignorant people all 
about me. Maria Casson 
declares I am losing all 
my chances of a bright 
and distinguished future, 
while I stay here doing 
nothing—literally doing 
nothing, for I have no 
real work to do. My 
services are not required 
either in the business or 
in household work. It is 
not as if we were poor, 
and obliged to live in 
that poky house behind 
the shop, where we al 
most seem to be sur 
rounded with the trea 
cle, cheese, and tallow- 
candles by which our 
money is proefired. Fa 
ther might retire now, 
but if he will not, why 
should he object to my 
going out into the world 
on my own account ? 
There I should surely 
meet with a gayer, 
brighter lot. I should 
mingle with a higher 
class of people, and they 
would recognize what I am!"

Then, drawing her 
beautiful figure proudly 

she continued—up,

COMMON SENSE. — There are forty men of wit for 
one man of common sense ; and he who will 
carry nothing about him but gold must every 
day be at a loss for small change. — POPE.

" Whenever I am quite away from my present 
surroundings, I am taken for some great lady. 
My father has had me well educated, but now 
he spoils everything by wishing me to stay at 
home—' To be the sunshine of his house,'he says— 
a post of which I am not ambitious;" and her lip 
curled scornfully.

Then the dreary flatness of the meadow, the 
sameness of the scenery, and the grey clouds 
overhead oppressed her troubled spirit so much 
that she was turning quickly to go away, when 
she suddenly perceived a quantity of bright marsh 
marigolds. Now she, Marion Holt, dearly loved 
flowers, and her countenance lighted up at the 
sight of them. Quoting Jean Ingelow's joyous 
cry—

" 0 brave marsh marybuds, rich and yellow, 
Give me your money to hold I*
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She ran to them and gathered a great handful. 
These she sat down on the grass to arrange. And 
the flowers gave her, rot money, but what was 
worth far more, better and more healthy thoughts. 
" What a poor place this meadow would have 
been but for you," she murmured; " you have 
made it beautiful. After all it is a most glorious 
thing to beautify and ennoble what is commonplace 
_to bring ' a joy for ever' into dulness and 
monotony." Then the great Spirit, which is not 
far from any one of us, suggested that she should 
do that, by going back to her daily life and taking 
it up with the determination to refine and make 
beautiful her home—even as the flowers the 
dreary landscape 

Reverently bow 
ing her pretty 
head, Marion said, 
"I will," and asked 
for help where it 
is never denied.

About a fort 
night afterwards 
on a pleasant, 
sunshiny day, 
handsome youn 
man came throug 
the gate into the 
meadow and be 
gan pacing up and 
down in a restless; 
dissatisfied man 
ner. For some 
time not a word 
escaped his lips, 
but at last, as if 
he could keep si 
lence no longer, he 
exclaimed, "I can 
not do it! It is 
too hard! too 
hard!"

Throwing him 
self down on the 
grass, he buried 
his face in his 
hands, and re 
mained for several 
moments sunk in 
deep thought.

Uncovering his 
face by and by, 
and leaning on 
one elbow as he 
lay there, he 
plucked the grass 
up restlessly with 
his fingers, mut 
tering, "Life is 
very hard ! It is ^_ 
always thus, I | |lfb;./_i: 
must continually 
do the things I 
don't like to do, 
and leave undone 
those which I like. 
My brother 
always has his 
own way. He is 
going to college, 
and can then be 
almost what he 
chooses; but my 
fatherinsists upon 
having one son to 
succeed to his 
trade, and just be 
cause I am the 
younger I am to 
have no choice 
in the matter. Why need he have set his 
heart upon this P He might sell the goodwill of 
the business, and I have always wished so much 
to do great things for my fellow-creatures ; to be 
a missionary, or—but why think of all that, 
when my parents have determined I shall be an 
ironmonger, as my father is; and I know I ought 
to respect their wishes urged on me with tears. 
And yet——" he covered his face with his hand 
tor a moment, and then, removing it, looked 
nxedly at the fair, blue sky. As he did so, the 
words of a great writer flashed across his mind : 

brother, thou hast possibility in thee for much : 
the possibility of writing on the eternal skies the 
record of an heroic life."

" I will do it," he said, firmly ; " I will try first, 
as Kingsley has it, to ' do the work that's nearest,' 
to fulfil the wish of my parents, and become a 
respectable tradesman—and then, who knows ? I 
may do greater things than I have even dreamed of!"

The young man, Malcolm Grove, rose, left the 
meadow, and, walking swiftly, had soon reached 
the town. Entering an ironmonger's shop, he 
went up to an old man, who stood alone, 
behind the counter, trying to arrange some small 
wares with a hand that trembled so much as to 
make the matter one of no little difficulty, and 
laying his hand affectionately on his shoulder, he

"MALCOLM CAME THROUGH TIIE GATE TO "\YUEKE SHE WAS SITTING."—Page 93.

joy; 
Now

said, " Father, dear, leave that to me in future, 
and see what a good ironmonger I shall become 
—the best in the town, I hope."

" My boy," said the old man, with a sob of 
" my boy, you hare made me happy, 
your mother and I will end our days in 

peace. For see, I have made the business what 
it is, and I think we could not bear to see it go 
into a stranger's hands. But come and tell your 
mother, my boy ; come and tell your mother."

Together they repaired to an. inner room, 
where an old lady sat knitting by a good fire.

Briefly the news was told, and very welcome 
to the young man was his mother's heartfelt, 
" God bless you, my son, you will never repent it,

for you are keeping the first commandment with 
promise."

Not all at once, but gradually, very gradually 
did these two, Marion Holt and Malcolm Grove 
succeed in carrying out the good resolutions 
which they had made in the large meadow, 
among the marigolds and beneath the fair, blue 
sky. For the way of the Cross is a narrow 
way, along which none of the selfishness inherent 
in our weak nature can be borne; and often, 
just when they seemed to be progressing the 
most favourably, something would happen to 
hinder and impede their progress. At such 
times Marion would resort to the quiet meadow,

and try to think 
over the bettei 
thoughts which 
had visited her 
there; but Mal 
colm, from the 
shop door and 
window, or from 
the window of his 
own room, or the 
streets of the town 
where he carried 
on his business, 
would look up to 
the sky and re 
member the great 
possibility of 
which it always 
reminded him.

In the daily life 
which these two 
young people took 
up in this spirit, 
they had frequent 
opportunities of 
meeting and be 
ing with each 
other, and some 
thing in their 
common aims and 
views, and in the 
sympathy with 
which each saw 
the other cheer 
fully enduring 
and making the 
best of what waw 
uncongenial and 
distasteful in 
their position and 
employment, at 
tracted and drew 
them first into the 
bond of friend 
ship, and then 
into one still more 
sacred.

Again it was a 
bright, sunshiny 
May day. The 
gay marsh mari 
golds were bloom 
ing luxuriantly 
in the large, flat 
meadow where 
the cattle grazed 
so quietly, and 
the rooks came 
flying so cau 
tiously on their 
way to the adjoin 
ing seed-field.

" I am
that we have 
come to this large 
meadow this af 

ternoon, for it was here that the most eloquent 
sermon I ever heard or saw was preached to me," 
said Marion, as Malcolm came through the gate 
to where she was sitting.

" How strange I" he said, wonderingly, " for I, 
too, have something to tell you, Marion, which 
occurred here."

Presently they walked up and down on the soft 
grass, among the cattle and the flowers, while 
they told each other what they had seen and 
thought and felt upon the two May days now 
three years ago.

"Yes, I shall always love the spot," said 
Marion, in conclusion; " and you, my pretty 
ones/' stooping to gather some of the marsh
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marigolds, " for having taught me what true 
beauty is, and what its duties are—not that I 
have been able to carry out your teaching," she 
addedj humbly.

" Oh, Marion! when you know that you have 
been not only the sunshine of your home, and 
the daily comfort and blessing of your family—• 
but——"

But here Marion, layirjg her hand upon his lips, 
forbad him to say any more about it.

" Well, well, I will let that be, darling, if I 
must," he said as soon as he could speak; " only 
if you have not been all that, what am I doing 
here P My very presence is a proof that you have 
been all that is good and noble."

" I must have imposed upon you dreadfully, 
you poor, deluded creature!" laughed Marion, as 
she placed two fine marsh marigolds in his button 
hole. "But, Malcolm dear," she added, "if my 
sermon was preached by the flowers, I think yours 
was no less by the sky, which suggested those 
grand words; and, Malcolm, I think-——"

" What do you think ?" he asked, seeing that 
she hesitated.

" Why, I think, my Malcolm, in the way he 
studies daily to gratify his parents and in his 
whole life, is just writing that volume of which he 
then thought."

" I had not said I was thinking of my book then, 
had I, Marion dear P"

"H"o, and perhaps you were not; I did not 
mean that book which is now so nearly completed, 
and which I am confident will do so much good 
in. the world, but that other far greater one—' The 
Record of an Heroic Life.' "

" Ah ! Marion, that it might be. But I am eo 
very far from being what I want to be," he an 
swered, gravely, so gravely that at first Marion 
did not like to speak lest her words should seem, 
frivolous beside his thoughts, then she said in a 
low voice—

" It's just the same with me, I am never satis 
fied. But I seem to want it more than ever, that 
spirit of holiness, and is not that just 'hungering 
and thirsting after righteousness ?' "

" It is, Marion; and we have the promise which 
is added. And oh ! how happy we have been in 
all our striving after it, proving, as Kingsley says, 
that—

' The reward is in the doing, 
And the rapture of pursuing

Is the prize.'
And, darling, over and above the sweet, sweet 
peace which we have enjoyed in the quiet dis 
charge of our duties, how happy we are now and 
shall be, shall be, Marion, even when this earth 
has passed away."

Marion glanced at her noble-looking husband, 
for they had been married about six weeks, and 
then at what he was gazing—the wide, blue sky, 
and pressed his arm a little to convey her sym 
pathy. So they stood a few minutes in a silence 
which was more eloquent than any words.

EDITH 0. KENYON.

Jfaitljfitl Jf
THERE is a friend, all other friends above, 
His very name and nature, that of love ; 
A faithful friend, in whom no change we see, 
The Brother, born for our adversity. 
All other loves grow cold, and have an end; 
But Jesus, is a never failing friend ; 
In past, in present, and in future years, 
That love in character the same appears. 
'Mid fortune's smile, or poverty's distress, 
That love Divine, consoles the comfortless; 
Reverses ne'er-can chill its sacred fire, 
Nor can the love of Jesus ever tire. 
The widow'd mother, or the orphan child, 
Has often in bereavement sweetly smiled, 
As in their lonely solitude, that love 
Has bid them fix their gaze on One above. 
Earth, with its many sorrows, oft may try 
To draw away from Christ our tear-dimm'd eye; 
Or seek to rob us of our peaceful rest, 
By kindling sinful doubts within our breast. 
Oh ! listen not to earth, but hear the voice 
Of One, who tells of love, and says Rejoice. 
The friend of sinners speaks, and speaks to you, 
And can you doubt but that His words are true ?

He says, " I am the Lord,5' the changeless One; 
He bids you trust Him, as becomes a son; 
Both in the hour of bright prosperity, 
And also when all earthly comforts flee. 
The Saviour's love no variation knows, 
It yields a balm in all our earthly woes ; 
Beneath love's banner, we may safely rest, 
With Jesus as our soul's abiding guest. 
Friend of the friendless, God of the widow, He 
A Father to the fatherless will be; 
With everlasting kindness He will bless, 
And clothe us in His spotless righteousness. 
With tender mercy, and with loving care, 
He guards His own, long as they sojourn here. 
The rainbow of His presence, and His love, 
Imparts a joy all other joys above; 
And when the King in beatity we shall see, 
That love will be our theme eternally.

GEORGE FREEMAN'.

little aitir (Scab;
»

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

PART II. 
CHAPTER XXI.

DEPARTURE.

HAD never seen Edward's face wear that 
expression before. For the time at least 
the self-assertion had died out of it, 
and it was in a voice faltering with 
emotion that he said, " Phil, is this 
my father?"

" Yes, Edward." 
Robert Moore stretched out both hands, and 

Edward took them in a firm grasp. " Forgive 
me, my son," he said, " forgive me. I can't give 
you a name that you can ever be proud of; but 
I can give you the blessing of a poor father who 
will try to do right by you and all men for the 
rest of his days, by God's help."

" Father," I heard Edward say, " I've just come 
from the death-bed of my mother's sister, and 
before she died she told me she had kept back 
from me that you might still be alive, out of love 
to me. She meant well, poor soul, and yet I wish 
I had known—I wish I had known. It's an 
awful thing to see death, Phil," and Edward 
turned to me, shivering.

" Come home both of you with me," I said, and 
drawing his cold hand through my arm, we all 
walked to the house which was home to me.

There Margaret and Cherry awaited us with 
kindly welcome, and Edward, softened and sub 
dued, was dearer than ever to Cherry.

When Mrs. Cross's will was read, it was found 
that she had left her adopted son entire control 
over her property, which was considerable for her 
station in life. Edward had several debts to pay, 
incurred through folly and extravagance, but even 
then there was a fair little income left. Robert 
Moore was put into possession of his uncle's 
money, but he wisely decided that he had better 
return to the country he had left, and wanted to 
leave the bulk of the money with Edward, taking 
a very small share for his daily needs.

This, however, was thought by all of us con 
cerned, not the best plan for Edward. Although 
softened and really anxious to work, we, who 
knew him best, knew that the good resolve might 
soon disappear, like the evening cloud and morn 
ing dew.

It was, after much consultation, decided 
that Edward and Cherry should go out to 
another country, and with the capital begin a 
business, in the place where, from letters he showed 
us, Robert Moore had, under a good master, led 
an honest and respectable life.

So on one beautiful August morning, our Cherry 
became Edward's wife, and I had to give her to 
him for better or worse. A week later and you 
might have seen us, her mother and me, watching 
the departure of the ship which was to take the 
one we loved best on earth beyond the seas.

There are some moments in life which are 
burned as with a hot iron into one's soul; and we 
carry the scar to our grave. Such was that 
moment to me. Locked hand in hand, Margaret 
Lee and I, dumb with grief, watched from the 
Southampton pier the fast retreating vessel,

" She is gone now!" Margaret broke the silence 
at last. " Come away, Phil, come away."

But I could not answer, and I fell at her feet 
in a deep swoon.

CHAPTER XXII.
EVENTIDE.

MY story is drawing to a close. I cannot write 
many details of- the blank time which followed 
Cherry's departure. I was very ill that winter, 
and my more than mother nursed me with unfail 
ing devotion. We both felt that the light of our 
eyes had gone from us, and yet we never talked 
of the deep wound in my heart.

I gave up my situation after my illness, and, 
through Mr. Campbell's kindness, I came to the 
pretty house in Greystone Park, where I have 
written, as I have said,under the eye of Mr. Arthur, 
the story of my life.

Here Margaret lived with me for ten years ; here 
we received the letters from distant lands, on 
which we fed till another came; here tidings of 
joy and sorrow reached us. For some time 
Cherry's letters were like a bit of herself, happy 
and bright.' She had a little son, whom she 
named Philip, a daughter whom she called 
Margaret.

Edward was established in business, and things 
went well. Then his father died,, and I suspect 
he had done the work, and Edward had looked on. 
A sadder tone came into our darling's letters, ill- 
concealed, though she tried, I know, to hide her 
griefs from us.

Then she had bitter grief in the loss of little 
Phil and Meg by fever.

In the letter in which she told us this, I saw 
her heart wsls broken.

" I woulof like to cry on mother's breast," she
said, "nojbne but mother can know what I feel."

We begged her to come home to us. We said
the passage money should be sent. Edward must
spare her, and she would come home.

But the next mail brought the. news that she 
had gone to her children, and that she was at 
rest. i

After this, my dear friend declined visibly, and 
the end soon came.

It was a peaceful departure—smiles of greeting 
to those she was meeting, rather than tears for 
him she left desolate.

When Margaret was gone I was alone indeed. 
Then I needed employment, and besides the small 
tailoring business which I carried on for the 
servants at the manor and the village, I had a class 
of young men and boys of an evening for read 
ing and history, and I brushed up the little Latin I 
had acquired in old times with Ernest, who had 
long since passed away. I tried to fill up my 
lonely life with service, and then by degrees, Mr. 
Arthur's friendship, if I may venture to call it so, 
brightened it.

Of late I have felt a weakness and sinking which 
I think, means that the flame is burning low. I 
have little desire for exertion, and sit in the sun 
shine bv my door, or by the fire in winter, and do 
not care to roam about as in old times.

Edward is married again, and I have a letter 
from him at long intervals. As far as I can gather 
from these letters, I think the man is very much 
what the boy was. His early training was all 
against him. When self is once set up for an idol, 
it is hard indeed to give up its worship. Still, it 
is impossible that the memory of such love as 
Cherry bore him should fade utterly away, and 
in one of his last letters he remembered her as, 
" My darling, who always tried her best to point 
me the way to the heaven where she is now happy 
with our children. Pray for me, old Phil, that I 
may find them there at last."

Yes, I pray for him. I remember how such prayers 
of faith are answered. After long years did not 
the prayers of our dear lady of Greystone bring an 
answer ? The [fierce, brutal housebreaker was 
changed, by the grace of God sought for him, into 
the man full of paternal instinct, whom I saw sail 
away from Southampton with his son and his wife. 

" Father is very good to me," Cherry often said
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in her early letters, " and he works so hard for us, 
to keep the business together."

Why should we ever be hopeless about any one ?
Hope on, love on, and pray on, and in due season 

we shall reap if we faint not.
Eventide light is round me, and in its clear shining 

I see the forms of those who have passed away. 
I see, too, the poor, forlorn, ragged cripple^spurned 
and despised. I hear the sweet voice which said, 
"Oh, poor boy," and I feel the touch of Margaret's 
gentle, pitying hands. I see the noble form of 
the noblest man I ever knew, as he shouldered his 
household goods, and carried them one after the 
other into their new home, made neat and fair by 
Margaret's hand.

I hear his voice, clear and ringing, as he 
encouraged me to hope and strive after a higher 
and better life, and said—

"Little and good, you know, Phil. Manners 
make the man."

Ah! and I see him in that desperate struggle 
with the smoke and flames, when, Christ-like, he 
was ready to die for one who had hated him and 
would have injured him had it been possible.

Yes, and the eventide light shines on the rosy 
baby with the golden curls, on the little toddling 
child, who held the doll I gave her in a close 
embrace, on the child comforter, who whispered in 
my ear, " God loves Phil," on the fair and graceful 
maiden, who grew lovelier every day, and every 
day dearer to my heart.

And these pictures are so beautiful that I scarcely 
care to follow our Cherry across that wild dark 
sea, when she went out to return to us no more. 
She vanished from my sight then, but she lived 
still in my heart, and I fancy sometimes that 
when I come to the Gate of the City her voice 
will welcome me with the old message, God loves 
Phil.

Ah, my friends, herein is Love. Not that we 
loved God, but that He loved us. Good words 
these, for life and for death.*******

Mr. Arthur came in an hour ago on his way to 
Oxford. He told me to be sure and finish my 
" history" before he returned. He wears the 
locket on his chain in which his mother's portrait 
is shut up from all curious eyes. To-day he 
touched the spring as he stood leaning against my 
window-sill, and looking down on it, said—

" Look, Phil. I had this cleaned the other day, 
and it looks so like life. My fair and sweet 
mother."

The face smiled up at me as I took the locket 
in my hand—the fair, sweet mother as her 
son called her. As I gave it back to him I said—

" Thank God, sir, for such a mother."
" I do, Phil, and I often think of her when I am 

going a little ahead, you know, Phil."
" That's right, sir, keep her well in mind." 

_" Yes, and Phil, I don't forget your maxim 
either, and when I am in a grumbling mood, and 
think I could do more, if I were a bit tougher, you 
know, and had not lost so much time when I was 
laid up, I say to myself, "Manners make the man."

He shook my hand, and turned back at the 
threshold with his gay bright smile.

"Manners have made you, Phil, and 110 mis 
take," and then he was gone.

Shall I ever see him again, I wonder? I feel 
the flame of life is getting low; but the light is in 
the pathway, and the dawn of a better day is 
drawing near, where the faces of those I love 
are^hining in the brightness of the eternal day- spring.

THE END.

Jf

seem to be lost in thought, Mrs. 
Barton."

" And so I was," replied the lat 
ter, looking up from the stocking 
she was mending to see a friendly 
face outside the open window.

It was that of Charlotte Somers, 
daughter of the toll-keeper, who was on her way 
home from the village.

"I've a great deal to think about to-night," con 
tinued Mrs. Barton. " There is the house next

door let, and the new people coming in to 
morrow."

" Yes, so I heard," replied Charlotte. " You'll 
like having neighbours again. It has been a long 
time empty."

"That is not all," said Mrs. Barton, with a 
gloomy countenance. 

" Why, what's amiss ?" 
" Only that he's the man that has taken my 

husband's place at the works. 'Tis not likely I 
feel pleased to see 'em come in."

The visitor was silent for a moment; she did 
not quite know what to say. It was true George 
Barton had " struck" for more wages, and been 
dismissed from the engineering works where he 
had been employed. He had gone to another 
town and found work, and his wife intended to 
join him should he remain there. Meantime she 
felt rather jealous of the man who had stepped 
into her husband's place. This was no doubt 
natural, but such feelings ought not to be encou 
raged, for they grow in the mind like weeds, 
choking all the fair flowers of charity and love. 
And so Mrs. Barton was in no fit temper to 
welcome her new neighbours. Moreover, she de 
clared emphatically she would have nothing to say 
to them; they must keep to themselves, and not 
have anything to do with her, or she would give 
them a " benefit." This was intended as a threat; 
what she meant by it, Mrs. Barton scarcely 
knew.

" I think we shall have a storm to-night," said 
the young woman, who wished to turn the conver 
sation. " There is hardly a leaf moving on the 
trees, and it seems getting so dark."

"Yes," said Mrs. Barton, "'tis like rain. The 
blackbird has been pinging all day. I notice they 
seem fonder of dull weather, leastways they sing 
most on days like this. I like to hear them."

And she passed her hands over her eyes as she 
said the words, for, hard and stern-looking as she 
appeared, Mrs. Barton had a soft spot in her 
heart for the blackbird's song; and when she 
listened to this music a memory would come to 
her of a little child who had loved all birds and 
flowers, and who had passed away before her into 
the far-off land.

" I must not stay talking any more," exclaimed 
Charlotte. " Father will be looking out for me. 
I must come and have a longer chat with you 
soon, Mrs. Barton; and I hope you will look in 
and see us. It's lonesome here for you now."

" Yes, come soon again," was the reply. " And 
I'm glad to hear you are getting on so well at the 
dressmaking. They tell me Mrs. Simms considers 
you one of her best hands."

After this pleasant little speech Mrs. Barton 
dismissed her friend with a smile, and she felt 
cheered herself by saying the kind words.

The following day brought the new neighbours; 
their furniture and goods arrived in a cart, the 
unlading of which Mrs. Barton watched from her 
front window. She was particularly interested in 
a child's little cot which had a fall and sustained 
some injury thereby, and an old clock which might 
have stood for the original of the one celebrated 
in song as " Grandfather's." Besides these two 
objects, nothing struck her fancy as being worthy 
of remark; but she sat working in her window all 
the afternoon, and keeping an eye on all that was 
going on next door.

Until late in the evening the work of getting 
things to right was not completed. The sounds 
of hammering and moving furniture about went 
on apace, and Mrs. Barton, under other circum 
stances, would have entered the next house, and 
proferred help to the new comers, but the baneful 
feeling of jealousy kept her from thus demeaning 
herself, as she thought it, and so she shut her door 
and looked out of window, from whence, as even 
ing came on, she caught a glimpse now and then 
of a poor, tired-looking woman, at the next door, 
shading her eyes with her hand, as she looked 
down the road for something or somebody. It 
was not for her husband, he was busy in doors, 
hammering away as if his life depended upon it. 
So Mrs. Barton wondered to herself, and watched, 
and got quite curious on the subject, until at 
length two forms appeared in sight, an old man 
and a child, at sight of whom the woman rushed

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, 
sustaining, and refreshing beverage. Be sure that you get Cau- bury's Cocoa Essence when you ask for it, as imitations are often | 
pushed by shopkeepers for the sake of extra profit. Makers by I special appointment to the Queen. (ADVT,) '

out and clasped the little one in her arms, as she 
said: " I've been looking out for you this half 
hour; come in, master, and see how we've got on. 
Was the little one a trouble P"

"]Sk>t a bit of it," exclaimed the h&arty voice of 
Sergeant Somers, the toll-keeper. " My daughter 
was main pleased to have her. She gave herself 
a holiday this afternoon on purpose to take the 
child for a walk in the woods."

Mrs. Barton started from the window in anger. 
She had not thought her friends would have taken 
up with these people, and, more vexed than before, 
she walked awaj^ into her kitchen, which was at 
the back of the house, and sat down to think the 
matter over. How long a time was occupied in 
this reverie it matters not, but all had been silent 
in the next dwelling for some time, and the last 
notes of the black-bird had ceased to flood the 
evening air, and the stars were coming out, when 
Mrs. Barton was roused by a scream from next 
door; then she distinctly heard the woman calling, 
" Help ! help! the child will be choked," and for 
getting everything like anger in a moment, up 
sprung Mrs. Barton to the rescue. She darted 
into the next house, and up stairs into the 
room whence the cries proceeded, and there 
found the distracted mother alone with her child, 
who, it seemed, had swallowed a large sugar 
plum, which had stuck in its throat, and the 
mother could do nothing but wring her hands. 
Mrs. Barton's measures were always prompt and 
decided, and in this case she was equal to the emer 
gency. Seizing the child, she knocked its head on 
the floor, shook it, and by a well-timed blow on 
its back, managed to dislodge the almost fatal 
peppermint-ball, and the child's life was saved. 
Shall it be said Mrs. Barton had not kept to 
her resolution of giving her new neighbours a. 
"benefit," that of her experience and presence 
of mind ?

She subsequently heard how little Susie had 
been left at the toll-house, for the kind-hearted 
Charlotte to look after, " while the cottage was 
being made ready for occupation." "I did not 
expect to find such good folk as they seem to be," 
added the woman, " for we know nobody in these 
parts, and one does not look for kindness from 
strangers."

" I don't know that," began Mrs. Barton, but 
the sentence remained unfinished, for she felt she 
had intended to be a stranger to her neighbour, 
had not circumstances altered her resolve.

From that time forth all jealousy departed, nay 
more, the occupants of the adjoining cottages were 
neighbours in the full sense of the word, and when 
some weeks later Mrs. Barton left the village to 
join her husband in a town in the north of Eng 
land, she stopped at the toll-gate to bid farewell 
to the old pensioner and his daughter, and her 
last words to the latter were: " Yes, go and see 
them as often as you can, Charlotte; they'll miss 
me, I know, and the little one has got round my 
heart somehow, for she 'rninds me of my wee Mary 
that's gone; and tell them I wish them every 
happiness and God's blessing."

MARIAN.

Jfdtr Hints mi §0ilin0.

INTS on Boiling! What nonsense; 
as though every one did not know 
how to boil!" Gently, gently, my 
good reader, I fancy there is more in 
boiling meat properly, than many 
good wives are aware.

I will admit that any one can put 
a round of beef in water, and placing the saucepan 
over the fire, forthwith proceed to leave it alone; 
but the result will certainly not be satisfactory. 
For boiling is .like roasting, it requires attention:

This is the golden rule for boiling,—When 
meat is wanted for eating it should be put 
into hot water and boiled slowly ; while if the 
meat be boiled more for the purposes of obtaining 
its juices for beef-tea, soup, broth, &c. &c., it 
should be put into cold water and simmered gently. 

Here, therefore, are two very important particu 
lars which meet iis at the outset, and we venture 
to say that many a good joint of meat has been 
spoiled, and the meek and inoffensive butcher 
charged with sending inferior and tou^h provision.
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when the fact is, the joint has been hardened and 
rendered tasteless, by being allowed to boil away at 
a full gallop all the morning.

But there are three other particulars to which 
attention should be paid when preparing food by- 
boiling. These are :—the vessel, the fire, and the 
water.

The first should be sufficiently large to allow 
room for the water to circulate freely round the 
meat, and also large enough to hold a sufficiency 
of water so that it shall not boil away, or become 
too much reduced in quantity before the meat is 
done. Also the lid should fit very closely, so that 
the steam may be confined, as in this way it may 
be kept at boiling heat with much less fire than 
is required if the steam be allowed to escape. 
Moreover, steam is as useful an agent in the cook 
ing as is the water itself, and will help to make the 
meat tender. For boiling white meat, such as 
veal or poultry, tin is to be preferred to copper or 
iron; but whatever vessel is used, see that it is 
perfectly clean and well dusted out immediately 
before using. Cleanliness is most essential in al 
departments of cookery, not only to secure gooc 
flavour, but for health's sake.

Now, as to the fire. It need not be so fierce as 
for roasting, for great heat is not required; as we 
do not want our meat to be boiled fast and furi 
ously. A steady heat is what is required, and ii 
the fire is too fierce, the saucepan should be set 
partly aside, or hung higher up than if the fire is 
gentler. It should, however, be made up before 
the saucepan is put on, as we do not wish to have 
a dull, dying fire in the middle of cooking. For 
the meat or pudding to stop boiling is quite as 
bad as for the meat to boil too fast.

The water should be clean and fresh. Eain or 
river water, if perfectly clean, is better than hard 
pump water, as itboils meat more tender; but what 
ever water is used, be sure that it is perfectly clear, 
clean and fresh. The scum that rises during the 
process of boiling should be carefully removed, 
and sometimes a small quantity of cold water is 
thrown in when it boils, to make the scum rise.

The time to be allowed for a joint is from 
fifteen to twenty minutes for every pound of meat, 
and that which is fresh requires longer than that 
which has hung for a few days; also in cold 
weather it requires more than in hot. If the 
joint has been frozen (now-a-days much frozen 
meat is brought from abroad) it must be plunged 
into cold water two or three hours before it is 
brought near the fire, or it will never be well 
done. Bemember, also, that salt meat takes longer 
to boil than fresh, and also that a thick joint will 
take longer in proportion than a thin one. Tur 
nips, carrots, parsnips, or peas-pudding may be 
boiled with salt meat, but potatoes should never 
be boiled with meat of any kind, as they make 
the meat and the liquor also, unwholesome and of 
a bad colour. Greens also spoil the liquor for 
any other use. We need hardly say that the 
liquor in which a.ny good meat has been boiled, 
even if slowly, is always useful as a basis for 
soups and stews, &c. When the meat is done, 
take it out of the water and pour over it a tea cup 
full of the liquor in which it was boiled; the rest 
of it should be poured into a clean pan. When 
cold, a cake of fat will be found on the top, which, 
should be removed, and will do admirably for 
making pastry, &c., or for basting roast meat, 
but it should not be kept long, as it is likely to 
turn sour.

Be careful never to put a fork into the meat 
to see if it is done, as it lets out the gravy ; you 
might almost as well pull up a plant to see if it is 
growing. It is a good plan to have a fish drainer, 
so that the meat may be lifted out by it, and also 
to prevent it from sticking to the bottom of the 
saucepan, or from being burnt or overdone there. 
But if you have not a convenience of this sort, you 
can tie a string round the ends and lift it out by 
these with your fork.

Do not tie meat in a cloth, or flour it, before 
boiling. It is supposed by some cooks that this 
improves the colour, but that end is reached in a 
far better way by careful attention to the constant 
skimming of the water while boiling. In boiling 
fish it will be seen when they are done when the 
flesh comes easily from the bone; it does not 
matter so much about trying these with a fork. 
Puddings, especially those with suet crust, also 
form an exception to some of these foregoing 
remarks, as they should be plunged at once into 
boiling water, and boiled fast all the time. As 
the reader will have perceived, our hints have

been more particularly concerned with the boiling 
of meat, and when properly done this is a most 
simple and useful method of preparing food. But 
attention must be given to these particulars if the 
food is to be made thoroughly tender, digestible, 
nutritious and well-flavoured.______F. M. H.
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