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OMING back after all these years?
Why cannot he stay where he's
wanted. I should think he would be
ashamed to show his face here again,"
Mrs. Appleton looks sharply at her
daughter as she speaks, and her knit
ting falls unheeded on the floor.
There are traces of tears on the girl's face, the lips
are still trembling as she turns to the window, and
stands looking far away over the country with un
seeing eyes. The beauty of the summer evening is
lost upon her to-night. The setting sun casts its
rosy glow all around, but Dorothy Appleton is too
much absorbed in her own thoughts to notice the
outer world.
" Dorothy! Do you mean to tell me you care
still for that vagabond. Have you no pride ? You
ought to be ashamed of yourself."
" I am thinking of my pride—not of him," the girl
says unsteadily.
" I don't see there is any occasion for you to
meet," answers her mother. " What good can come
of it ? I don't suppose he wants to see you."
Mrs, Appleton gathers up her work, and goes
away muttering still to herself, and Dorothy kneels
down by the open window, and cries quietly.
It is nine years ago now since Jack Ashby sailed to
Australia. Nine long years since Dorothy had
vowed to be true, and had promised to wait for him.
She was only seventeen then. At first the letters
came often enough, long, loving letters, that were
kept and cherished by poor little Dorothy, whose lover
was her idol. After the first year the letters came
less frequently, and grew shorter, until they stopped
altogether. No word of explanation, no warning of
the coming blow, and Dorothy waited and trusted.
No thought of doubt crossed her mind. There was
always some excuse ready, if others blamed him. He
was true, she was sure ; until one day there came the
news of his marriage, news which changed the girl
into a woman, which crushed out every spark of light,
and turned her hope into dark despair.
Nine years ago, and now news of his return had
travelled fast, and the sense of the wrong she had
beaten down sprang to life again, and the dread of
the meeting was great.
" I cannot bear it," she moans, as she hides her
face in her hands. " It is cruel of him to come
back."
The door opens softly, and Mrs. Appleton re-enters.
Dorothy springs to her feet at the sound of her
mother's return, and begins tying on her hat.
" I came to see if you were not going. They will
all be in bed before you get there if you delay much
longer."
" I will go now, mother."
" The morning might do," answers the mother,
"only I don't suppose that poor woman has any
thing for supper."
" I would rather go to-night."
She picks up the ladened basket, and goes wearily
out into the long lane, that seems to have .110 ending.
The birds are twittering as they settle down to
their rest. The basket is heavy, so she rests it for a
moment on the seat by the wayside.
Sitting there, the thoughts crowd into her mind
again. The old sorrow, and the coming pain rise
afresh, the present is forgotten. The basket of
dainties, for which the poor widow is anxiously wait
ing, lies unheeded at her side. The evening clouds
gather slowly across the sky, and yet Dorothy, deep
in thought, still rests by the way, making fresh
plans, and forgetting her errand altogether.
Voices at last break in upon her reverie, and steps
are quickly approaching. It is then she wakes up to
the lateness of the hour, and the gathering gloom.
She lifts her head suddenly, and sees her little friend
Maggie, with the one she dreads to meet. Her
strength fails her. She gases with frightened eyes
into the strange face, and then a feeling of great relief
comes over her. It is not he after all. She smiles
feebly at Maggie's bright face, and then her eyes
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well pleased to hear that Lucy was to be her son's
wife, for the liking she had so quickly conceived for
her, a liking which had been partly, no doubt, founded
on the pretty illusion of her wandering fancy that
she was her lost daughter, still continued. She was
gentler to her than she had been to any one for years,
though of course her old fits of grumbling peevish
ness still, at times, returned; but Lucy was helping
her to contend with these by encouraging in her
habits of Scripture reading and of prayer. She had
not always been an irreligious woman, but long com
munion with her husband, and her own unchristian
repining for her daughter's loss, had led her out of
the good way in which she had been brought up.
Throughout this time old Hardwick's manner
towards Lucy was marked by a strange shyness, nay,
almost a reverence. It was such a new thing to him
to be closely connected with a young woman of Lucy's
stamp, that she seemed to him a thing which must be
treated, somewhat, as his rough hand would treat a
delicate piece of china; and besides he was constantly
ashamed of his behaviour to her on that evening
when she left Beechcombe. The girl, with female
quickness, guessed something of what was in the
old man's mind concerning her, and tried to draw
near him by every possible loving, familiar little act of
kindness.
The farmer's manner was indeed, at this period, very
reserved to every one. His repentance on the morn
ing when Winnie was taken from him had been no
momentary smart. He strove sincerely to establish
himself in religious habits of thought and action, and
to conquer the evil which was in him. His resolute
energy helped him now as much to do good as it had
before to do ill. He would probably not have as
many slips back in his upward course as his son had
had; still it gave him an awkward feeling to change
his old proud, cold manner towards others, and
besides, his long cherished faults often rose up and
battled with him. However hard a man may try to
work out his salvation he cannot complete his task in
one or in many days.
The day soon came, a day when the sky smiled and
wept in turns, of Winnie's funeral. They sorrowed
while they stood by the grave, but their eyes looked
through their tears up to the blue sky above and not
down to the green sod. They knew that though they
had lain her body near where the brook murmured
softly under the church-yard hedge, and where the
trees waved, 'and where, in summer-time, the birds
sang and the wild thyme breathed sweetly, yet still
that the Winnie they had loved was not really there;
she was listening to a better music than the thrush's
song, was walking by the river of life.
" Can you go out with me for a bit, Lucy ? I want
to talk to you," said John, coming into the turnpike
a day or two after the funeral.
" Yes," she answered, looking at him with some
surprise, for she saw there was a trouble in his face
which was different from the sorrow for his child's
loss which had lately been there.
She put her things on quickly and they went out
together. They turned down a lane where spring seemed
tohave sent amessage beforehand of her coming. Afresh
smell rose from the newly turned earth on the other
side of the hedge, and the yellow down was beginning
to show on the willows. They walked in silence at
first; John seemed very busy with something in his
own mind, and Lucy, who could not quite make him
out, did not wish to speak till he did,
" Do you know, Lucy, perhaps, after all, we shall
never be married," he said at length abruptly.
" What do you mean ? " she answered uneasily,
MAUDE ST. JOHN.
for at once the idea rose up within her of some new
difficulty made by his father; yet still it was very
strange, she thought, that it should be so, for she had
seen the old man that very morning, and his manuei'
had not been at all changed towards her.
"Do you remember that twice, while I was in
Bristol, I did not write to you for a long time ? "
ALICE KING,
" Yes ; but what of that ? " she answered some«
Author of "Fettered yet Free," "Queen of
what relieved.
, Herself," &c. &c.
His father then had nothing to do with the
matter.
"What did you think the reason of my not writ
ing ? "
CHAPTER XXV.
" Why that you were busy and had no cime or
WEEK passed quickly by. Lucy stayed something of that sort."
" It was because I was doing wrong."
with her aunt, spending, however, part
"John!"
of every day at Beechcombe, where John
" I have intended to tell you these several days,
remained with his parents.
Mrs. Hard wick was declared out of but I didn't because I could not bear to lose you so
danger, and began slowly to get better. soon after losing the child. It would be cowardly
She felt the loss of her little grand to put it off any longer, so now listen to me. If y°u
daughter, but Winnie had never been as much give me up you shall go from me with a blessmg for
to her as she had been to the farmer. She was all the good you have done me."

turn again to the bronzed, bearded one looking down
at her.
" Is it, or is it not! "
For one moment she doubts, then the eyes light up
with recognition, and she knows him. Changed,
oh! liow changed, but still the same. She wonders
now how she ever doubted. Yes, it is he, standing
there with the same smile as of yore, with a little
branch, plucked from the hedge-row in his hand.
Dorothy's breath comes in short gasps; every
vestige of colour kas fled, and she stands up trembling
violently.
" Jack, this is Dorothy Appleton. Don't you know
her?" says Maggie laughingly. ""Why, Dorothy,
did we frighten you p How white you look!"
"Yes—you did—startle me," stammers Dorothy.
"Won't—won't you shake hands with me," says
Jack hoarsely, starting forward when she would have
passed. " it's nine years since we met last, Dorothy."
" Yes, nine years," echoes the girl sadly. " Yes,
I will shake hands ; why should I not ?''
Their hands meet and part after all the years of
sorrow and pain. The girl smiles bravely into the
man's face, and then goes silently on with her load.
And Jack gazes after her for a moment with a
longing glance, hesitates, then leaves his little sister
and follows her. One or two quick strides and he is
at her side again.
" Dorothy."
" What is it ? " she exclaims, in surprise.
Dorothy, do you know what I have come back
for?"
" No."
" It was to see you."
" To see me. Why P " she asks with a new and
strange composure that checks somewhat his agitation.
" Years ago I acted like a treacherous scamp. I
broke my promise. I married abroad, and left you
here alone."
" Is your life unhappy p "
" No. I have married a good woman. I have
had more happiness than I deserved."
"I am glad to hear that."
" I say, I have had more happiness than I deserved,
but, of late, I have been very wretched. One day I
told my wife for the first time of our past engagement,
my broken troth to you, my unfaithfulness. She did
not laugh as a good many young women might have
done, or make a jest of it. She's a bit strange and
serious like, is Esther, heaven bless her. She was
very thoughtful for days—then she said one morning
suddenly—
"' When do you sail for England again P '
'"In a few weeks.'
"'Go and see Dorothy Appleton, will you?' she
said, ' and ask her forgiveness for a cruel wrong. It
is a small atonement you can make, but you will be
able afterwards to ask God's forgiveness for yourself
and with a clearer conscience.' "
" She wished this !"
" Yes. May I tell her when I return you have
forgiven me."
" Yes. I forgive you, Jack," she answers softly.
" I am the happier man for this."
He murmurs his thanks, and the shadow passes
away from his face as he turns and leaves her to her
self.
This seems but a poor atonement for a wrong; but
it has been made in good faith and simple earnest
ness, and both man and woman are the better
Christians for it, the one forgiven and the other
having had the blessed privilege to forgive.
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Then he told her in a simple, straightforward way
the history of all his wanderings from the right path
while he was in Bristol, and of that night at the
music-hall, and of the way in which the text in her
letter had convicted him of his sin, and of his
struggles back to right.
She listened with her eyes cast down as though she
were hearing of her own wrong-doing, so entirely
was she one with her promised husband. When,
however, he had ended, she looked up at him gravely
but calmly.
" Could you have stood by your child when she
was dying, and have said that you have not fallen
back again into such heavy sin ? " she asked in a low
tone.
"I could," he answered solemnly.
"Then let all be between us as if I had never heard
this."
His face and his manner told her that she could
trust her future in his hands, under God. It was no
light thing for her to hear he had erred; far from
that; she had not suffered as much when he told her
long ago of his father's opposition to their marriage
as she had, to-day, while she listened to his confes
sion. But he had made himself again worthy of her;
he had fought a good fight and was ready to go on
with the glorious warfare. It was upright and bold
of him, too, to tell her everything. Her lover's arms
were round her, and she knew that they were strong
arms which would uphold her bravely through life,
and that she was resting on a heart that beat gallantly
for the good and the true. She looked back on their
past, and a word of calm thankfulness broke from her.
A blackbird above their heads was just trying his first
spring song.
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buildings full of modern improvements have risen up ever, who now dances
out into the sunshine is three
around the house. Indoors the solid old-fashioned or four years younger
furniture is just as it used to be. The garden has when she went away than the other Winnie was
to the better country; she is
not stretched beyond its old boundary.
j not much like her either, for she has Lucy's eyes and
The change then must come entirely from her who something of Aunt Judith's
smile. This is young
now stands on the hearth, and rules in the rooms, Mrs. Hardwick's eldest
child.
and runs up and down the passages with a step |
When Lucy first said- she would call her little
which seems to have the melody of happy work in j daughter, Winnie,
its very sound. And yet Lucy Hardwick, if she | cradle shook their the gossips who stood round the
heads most resolutely over the
were asked, could hardly tell herself how she had I matter.
brought about all this alteration. She has not done
" You can't mean to do such a thing, Mrs. Hard
it by any witch's charm, she says, with a laugh, nor wick, to the pretty clear,"
they cried in chorus, " as to
yet by any increase of book-learning, for since she call her after her sister
that be dead; she would be
has been at the farm she has had very little time certain sure to
for reading, except on Sundays. She only knows out if you did."be tooked off before three months be
that she has striven to do her duty cheerfully, that
"It will do the child more good than harm, I
she has given much love to every one around her, count, to call her
one that be in the Father's
and thankfully received all that came back to her in kingdom," answeredafter
return; that she has tried gently to influence for good "perhaps God will the young mother with a smile;
let her sister be her Guardian
each human being who has come within her reach; Angel."
that in trouble or hard work or discouragement (and
And little Winnie
all these things have been her lot at times as they clothes into short ones,the second passed from long
and first toddled and lisped,
are the lot of each one of us), she has clung to the and then ran and sang, darting
through the rooms and
old home-taught habits of Bible reading and prayer passages—a sunbeam and
a bird at once—in the old
and attendance on public worship.
house, and now stands dimpling and sparkling in the
Lucy is in many ways almost as much of a girl as poultry-yard among the clamorous
chickens, or watch
she was in her mother's house, but there comes a ing with grave interest
graver sweetness into her eyes than ever was there triumphant contradiction the mower at his work, in
in old days when she looks at her children. She and in joyful confirmation of the gossips' wise words,
of those of her mother.
goes about her work so airily and lightly, and is so
This Winnie is. a great
simply and prettily proud of her bright milk-pans, but she has never got intopet with her grandfather,
the place of his lost dar
and thick cream, and plump poultry, that she often ling; no one, except his
daughter-in-law, has ever
seems almost like a child at play at house-keeping; done that. Sometimes,
when Lucy is very busy
yet still she can be decided and even dignified round him, and his eyes are
enough when she has to speak for the right in any as if he were seeing a picture fixed upon her, he looks
of what the old Winnie
family matter.
would have been to him, had she grown up on earth
John Hardwick has become in middle life very at his side.
CHAPTER XXVI.
much what a Christian English farmer ought to be.
Winnie, the first Winnie, is nearly as often spoken
He is the best practical workman on his own farm. of at Beechcombe as if she
still living in this
THE HOME.
His labourers think and speak of him more as a world. The children have were
been taught to prattle
friend than a master. He is always
WHAT a varied mixture of movement and light and on the side of the poor in every ready to speak about her as their sister they have never seen, who
sound there is round about Beechcombe farm on this There is no one whose opinion his parish dispute. lives in the happy land by the shining river. The
brother farmers old man, as he sits by Lucy's side in the twilight,
fine September afternoon. What rough music of would rather take in any business matter,
busy life there is in the wheels of the carts and the making of a will down to the purchase from the often talks with calm joy of her as waiting for him.
hoofs of the horses as they rattle back to the harvest There is something solid and trustworthy of cattle. When, last year, a baby-girl went from her mother's
about him arms to the arms of Him who was once a little child
field. How does the garden glow and smile with which makes people quickly rely on
late flowers which seem to have wandered from best thing in his life is that all this him. But the himself, Lucy looked up to her husband with eyes
Winnie's former little single bed and to have settled the guidance of the light from above;is done under which half smiled through her tears as she said—
that
"We're mourning here, John, but I count there be
themselves in every available corner. How gaily the his work is on earth his reward is in Heaven. though
a happy meeting above between the one that have
village children laugh and prattle in the meadow,
Sometimes, it is true, his old indolence
where a hale, vigorous old man is giving them slices rises up and tries to hinder his onward of nature been there so long and she that be just gone."
course,
but
Thus
has Winnie still a share in the joys and
of the large cake made for the harvesters' tea. The he has a powerful safeguard against it
in
pigeons on the roof strut and bow and puff out their spirited little wife. She is not a woman his brave sorrows of those who dwell in the home she loved so
ample breasts, and plume their glistening feathers in husband by foolish indulgence; she warnsto spoil her well.
him faith
It is not only because it is such a glorious harvest
the sun, and seem always to be saying in their hearts, fully and boldly of his faults.
day that Mrs. Hardwick looks so busy and happy on
there are no birds in the whole parish who have such
The most wonderful change perhaps
a home, and such a mistress, and such breakfasts and Beechcombe is that in old Hardwick. The of all at this September afternoon; she has another reason for
nature of being joyful and active : she is expecting some dear
suppers, as we have. The two sheep-dogs in the that change has already been sufficiently
yard are rolling one over the other, and standing on the scene we glanced at just now in indicated by guests. This is why there is a little extra smartness
the meadow, in the way of a ribbon and a frill or two added to the
their heads, and barking aloud in the very excess of where we saw him feeding the
boisterous fun. The very pump appears to be is an old age which is sinking village children. His alwaj^s neat dress of Lucy and her little girl, and
quietly rest among why the best tea-cups, with the glasses of cream and
gurgling and bubbling over with cheerful excite many blessings, and ever there is with to
him, like the preserve, are set out on the side-table, and why the
ment.
echo of sweet music, the memory of that dear
Inside the house the rooms feel as if air and sun who, when she went to Heaven herself, left child whole house has a certain polished, scoured look about
behind it, as if it meant to keep holiday.
shine were their perpetual inhabitants. It is the her upon earth a message for her grandfather
which
" Here they are," cries Lucy, as the rattle of wheels
sort of place that it would be difficult to be lazy in, is alwaj's sounding in his heart, calling him
everything has something so brisk and trim and It is a pretty sight to see the old man after her. is heard in the distance.
with
Lucy.
A few moments after Lucy is welcoming her
business-like about it. Yet still it is a place where How well she has learned all his little
habits
and
mother
and brother. What a sunset beauty (a beauty
old friends would like to meet and chat away an fancies, and with what joyful, and
sometimes playful which often equals that even of the dawn) is on the old
afternoon when they had been long separated, the readiness she meets them.
whole dwelling is pervaded by such a sense of peace- grown in filling his pipe, andHow clever she has woman's face as her daughter and her grandchildren
with what unfailing stand around her.
mi home-warmth. The tall clock ticks with a will, exactness does she set his chair in precisely
the right
And what a good-looking fellow Harry has become
as though it were a pleasure to measure time for angle of the chimney corner.
since he settled down to a steady regular life. He
people who make such good use of it. The fire is so
Old Mrs. Hardwick died about
good-humoured that it will leap into a blaze at the left this world well prepared fortwo years ago. She has good employment on the railway, and his mother
her journey with and he live in the pretty cottage, with the myrtle
slightest hint from poker or bellows. The servant faith and hope for her guides.
girl who bustles from the dairy to the poultry-yard she somewhat lessened Lucy's During her life-time in its garden, by the station in the Devon valley,
comfort in her home, where the engine puffs beneath the hill on whose
is tne neatest and prettiest and, at the same time, most for though very fond of her daughter-in-law
she was woody top the fairies might dwell.
respectable little maid in the village.
inclined to meddle with her in the house-keeping;
But whose is this familiar figure that comes up
,, An<*whata changed reputation the farm has in but the young wife bore the little
daily annoyances the little gravel walk P How the children frisk to
rne ™e neighbourhood. The poor come there now this brought about patiently in
the main. She knew meet her with merry cry and word, and what bright
sure of getting both friendly words and kindly help. that all human lives have at one
time or another looks go out to welcome her from Lucy, and the
A fie young people say there is no laughter like the such small trials as these, and besides
she felt that widow, and her son, and John aud the old farmer who
laughter which is laughed in the kitchen at Beech- forbearance was due
from her to John's mother. have just entered the garden from the meadow.
ombe. The inhabitants are better known in church She had a true liking for the
old woman, who was
" You have some love left, then, for the old woman
wan any one except the rector himself.
very kind to her in many
now different the whole appearance and character she mourned sincerely herrespects, and at the last still," says Aunt Judith, as Lucy's arms folded warmly
loss,
^wie place is from what it was when first we made mourn the loss of those who have as we all must round her; "but you be one that has always plenty
genuinely
given
of
it
to give, for you have learned (and, thank the
mtance with it some years ago, and yet, in us some of their heart.
Good Lord, my child, for the knowledge) that how
Y, there is very little changed. No new farm
But it seems as if there must be some mistake ever much men and women
after all about Winnie's death. As Lucy stands human life of ours, and may talk about this here
I am told there be a deal
feeding the chickens we hear her cry out—
said about it in these days, love be the one light that
FOOD is by far *ho best and
" Come, Winnie, bring the other basket."
25> and is sold everywhere in
do make all its mysteries
and easy, and that
The patter of childish footsteps answers that call, will lead us up to Him who clear
Himself is love."
exactly as it used to do of old. This Winnie, how- .
THE END.
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the Master sat there in the family dwelling-room at
Bethany, a sheep or a goat—for these animals lived, in
those days and those lands, in very close intimacy with
those who possessed them—may have strayed in at
the door, almost always kept open on account of the
heat, and gazed with mild eyes at their Creator.
" But one thing is needful."—St. Luke x. 42.
Hither and thither through this simply-furnished
room went Martha, bustling about just as a busy
housewife does now, very eager and anxious to do
so loved and reverenced a guest, very much
0WARDS the end of the tenth chapter of j honour toup
in her small domestic cares and difficul
St. Luke's Gospel you will find a few wrapped
very full of her own position as elder
verses which have an especial interest ties, her mind
of the house, her eyes and ears not
and teaching for women. These are the sister and mistress
much anything around her. Hard by sat
verses which tell how the Lord Jesus heeding Nazareth,
resting in this peaceful home after
visited, as an honoured, yet familiar Jesus of
in works of mercy, and in preaching the
friend, the home at Bethany, and how a day spent
gospel to the poor ; and there at his feet, where ^she
he was there received by the two sisters Martha and had hastily thrown herself down in her deep, pressing,
Mary.
longing to catch each wori of love and of
Have you ever tried to picture what that simple, earnest
yet wondrous scene in Scripture ______•
history was like? If you have
not, endeavour for a moment to
call it up before you. In the
first place, it may interest you to
know that Martha and Mary
and their brother Lazarus are
generally, by men learned in the
Bible, supposed to have been of
the rank of small farmers; Lazarus
probably occupied and managed
a little estate of his own which
lay among the hills round about
Jerusalem. The land in this moun
tainous region was not very rich
or fertile; therefore the means of
the little family were, most likely,
limited and modest, so that the
sisters had to do a great deal of
the work themselves, without em
ploying that crowd of servants
which, both in those days and
our own, were and are found in
the houses of the wealth in the
E'ist.
Now, a farm kitchen in Judea,
in the days when our Lord lived
upon earth, was very different
from what a farm kitchen is in
any part of England in our own
time. The fire burnt on an open
hearth in the middle of the room,
the utensils for cooking standing
about were very few and simple,
consisting of two or three wooden
bowls and a large iron pot, in
which everything was cooked.
Instead of chairs, mats, on which
people reclined, were lying here
and there upon the floor; there
was no back-kitchen with a pump,
but a huge stone jar of water
stood in one corner of the apart
ment. Water is one of the greatest
needs, and, at the same time, one
of the needs most difficult to
supply, of a household in the
East, where springs and streams
are rare; one well or fountain
often furnishes a whole town or
village, and thither the women
crowd in early morning or late
evening to fetch enough of the
precious fluid to last the family
for the day. In large cities watercarriers go up and down the
lips, was Mary,
streets selling water, just as different articles of food power which fell from those gracious meek,
teachable
the younger sister, her eyes in intent,
are sold with us.
As Martha
But to return to that kitchen in the little country reverence fixed on the Master's face.
went hastening along, her glance fell on Mary, sitting
home at Bethany. On the walls hung goat-skins
all heated and
made in the shape of large bottles; these were used there so calm and still, while she was and then, as
to contain wine, a rough, common sort of wine being weary with much labour and serving;
she paused for a moment, followed the short conversa
the most usual drink of even comparatively poor
by
people in Palestine, and also milk, which was often tion between Jesus and herself which is recorded
preferred for use when, by keeping in these bottles, the third Evangelist.
Now, let us try to find what lesson we can for
it had grown slightly sour. In the middle of the
Chris
room stood a low round table not raised more than women throughout all time, who profess to behistory.
a few inches above the ground, and on it were placed tian women, and followers of Jesus, in this
a very large dish, from which, when the meal that Where was it that the fault of Martha lay ? Where
was preparing began, every one would eat iu common, shall we look to find the especial excellence of Maryto?
and the bread which would be needed for immediate Martha was a woman who was too much inclinedbut
use; this bread was made in a very different shape be worried and troubled by sTiall worldly cares,
from our bread. A Jewish loaf, such as we read of Mary could, even in the midst of them, withdraw
herself
so often in the New Testament, was a very large, flat, into high and holy thoughts, and surround It was
thin caVe, which was never cut, but always broken with them as with a cloud of radiant light. that this
with the hand; this is why we read of our Lord certainly not only in the presence of Jesus between
noticed
be
to
was
difference
striking
" breaking bread." It is possible, also, that while great and
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them. Could we have seen them in other circum
stances, in life's little every-day annoyances, or in its
heavier trials, we should have observed exactly the
same unlikeness as we watched their looks and their
words. Why was it that there was this dissimilarity
between two women who had grown up in the same
home ? It was that the loving, docile mind and heart
of Mary had grasped the truth as it is in Jesus ; had
made it thoroughly and entirely a part of her daily
life; had woven it, as it were, into the pattern of her
whole being in a willing, ready way to which her
sister had not attained.
All women are surrounded by the crowd of small,
daily cares and worries, more or less, which sur
rounded, and vexed, and encumbered Martha nearly
two thousand years ago; they cannot, as easily as
men can, go for a while outside the little prices, and
little shadows, and little difficulties which must, of
necessity, disturb even the brightest home story here
below. Therefore it is that all
Christian women should strive
after the perfect, shining faith of
Mary of Bethany. She, who has
once made it her own, will meet
small offences and contradictions
from those around her with a mild
glance and word ; will smile like
a sunbeam on tiny, prickly worries,
will be calm and lull of gentle re
pose when everything and every
one around her is full of that
restlessness and confusion which,
at times, reigns in all families on
different occasions and in various
seasons. Over her, ill-temper, that
demon which so often destroys
pnVVlPQ
the fairest charms of womanhood,
1 l-l M
nas no Power ; " the soft answer
J& AJLJv
which turneth away wrath" is
ever on her tongue, making it a
fountain of sweetness for husband,
and brother, and son, when they
come to her irritated and vexed
with the cares and disappointments
of business ; when the children are
sickly and troublesome, when
money is scarce and every shilling
needs to be anxiously counted,
when the whole day bristles, from
morning to night, with small,
commonplace worries and diffi
culties, she is calm and cheerful,
for she has as her own most pre
cious possession, something which
makes her able to be calm and
cheerful without an effort; some
thing which lifts her above her
surroundings even when she is
most actively engaged in doing
her very best among them ; and
that great, glorious treasure is
her religious faith and trust, her
strong love for that Lord who
went in and out.of the home at
Bethany.
Let no poor working woman,
borne down by a load of small
daily household and family cares,
think that her troubles and trials
are of too lowly and simple a
kind for her Master above to
sympathize with her in them
He was with Mary amid all the
___________ small household business and
worry in that Jewish family; He
is still with every Christian girl and woman as she
goes about her every-day duties, if only she does
them in His name and in His fear. Let every Chris
tian woman, whatever may be her lot, keep up the
sweet and holy habit, in the midst of her work, of
going and sitting down with Mary at the feet of
Jesus. Then shall she indeed possess that better
part which nothing in this world can take from her:
then shall her path, lead where it may, be one ray of
calm light going up towards the Eternal City.
————*Hfe*————

CHRISTIANITY IN INDIA.—In 1871 there were
only 600,000 Christians in India. Now there are
800,000, half a million of native Christians, and
250,000 children in missionary schools. So rapid
is the increase that there will soon be a million
native Christians. Since 1851 the mission sta
tions have increased from 260 to 716; the ordained
European missionaries from 370 to 660 ; the native
ordained missionaries from 29 to 570; lay
preachers from 550 to 3,000.

THE BEITISH WOEKWOMAN.
dull dark place. Not because it was a poor shop:
Mary had known nothing but poverty all her life.
Still, at home how different every thing was! Nothing
could be fresher than the mountain breeze that blew
into the cottage window; nothing could be cleaner
than the checked linen drapery of the kitchen bed ;
while here! the stifling atmosphere, the confusion of
small wares, the murky dimness of the bedroom
beyond the shop, quite depressed the country girl.
She went to take off her bonnet, and looked out of
the bedroom window. It opened into a damp dirty
court, where ragged children were at play—children
so unlike her own little brothers and sisters that
tears filled the poor girl's eyes, as memory called up
her childhood's home and all the dear ones there.
How could she ever live in such a place as this P
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comfortable situation for her young relative. Her
influence, however, was not very powerful, and for
several years the girl earned her bread as general
servant. But at the end of five years we find her
very differently placed. She was now parlour-maid
HEN Mary Hepburn left her home
in a gentleman's family at Grange, Edinburgh, where
among the Perthshire Hills, and came
she was both comfortable and happy, and hoped to
to Edinburgh in quest of her first
remain for a long time. She had visited her home
situation as domestic servant, no one
twice during these years, and once she had taken
could say that her prospects in life
advantage of an excursion train to visit her aged
were very brilliant,, As she stands on
grandmother near Inverness. This old woman was
the platform of the Waverley railwaythe widow of a shepherd, whose life had been lost on
station, bewildered with the bustle around her, and
the Grampian Hills during a winter storm many
carefully guarding her little property of box and
years before. As compensation, the poor widow had
bundle, we may give a short sketch of her previous
been allowed to remain on in the little hut rent-free
life and family history.
for life, and nothing would induce her to leave it, or
The eldest daughter of a
to reside nearer her son's
farm labourer, Mary had
family. She clung to the
been hard at work from
old home where she had
her earliest 3 ears. Her care
lived
for fifty years, and
ful, patient mother, with
known all the joys and
many cares and crosses,
sorrows of a life-time. This
would have found her daily
old
grandmother
has been
task almost hopeless had it
introduced to our readers
not been for the sensible,
as she is involved in the
affectionate little maid who
rest
of
Mary's
story.
was the first-born of her
Shortly after entering upon
large family. Up early and
her duties at Grange, a
down late, scrubbing, mend
great revolution had taken
ing, and keeping baby, the
place in Mary's thoughts
young girl scarcely knew
and feelings with regard to
an hour's relaxation from
religion. She had always
one week's end to another.
been attentive to outward
When the Sabbath-day
duties; she never neg
came round, it was a real
lected church-going or biblepleasure to her, not that
reading; while in all re
Mary at this early period
spects her behaviour was
of her life had much in
commendable in the eyes
terest in religion, but Sun
of her fellow-creatures. But
day was a pleasant change
that was all—there was no
in her life ; to put on her
love to God in her heart;
carefully-kept best frock
no thought of Jesus as a
and bonnet, and follow
Saviour; no sense of her
father or mother through
own need of salvation. But
the quiet corn-fields and
a
great change was at hand.
green lanes to the village
She had gone with a fellowchurch. This was a plea
servant one evening to
sure indeed! For Mary
hear
some special preacher,
loved her parents, who in
whose opening words at
their turn were kind and
once arrested her attention.
considerate to their helpful
"
How
shall we escape if
little girl. They were not
we neglect so great salva
what could be called re
tion P Very earnestly did
ligious people, but they
the preacher hold up Jesus
were both of good moral
as the only Saviour, for a
character, and attended to
lost and guilty world, and
all the outward duties of
with rapt attention Mary
religion.
listened. It was an old
Sunday evening was a
truth, often heard before,
happy time in the little
but it came to her heart
cottage, the whole family
with a power unknown
were at home : father and
before—the power of the
mother glad of the quiet
Holy Spirit. She felt that
restful hour when they
she herself was lost unless
mighttalk over all the vary
this Saviour would have
ing interests of a large
mercy upon her. It was
family.
the turning point of her
But now Mary was six
life; with heart-felt simplic
teen years of age, and it
ity and earnestness she
was quite time that she
gave herself to Jesus, to be
should be earning wages for
His and His only, for
herself, and laying past a
life or for death. And
little money for the exi
now a new joy filled her
gencies of the future. The
heart,
new hopes were hers,
young girl's appearance and
and a glorious future seemed
disposition were much in
to open out before her. But
her favour.
WATCHING wmi GRAVE INTEREST THE MOWER AT HIS WORK."— See Page 91.
Well-grown
Mary
as
yet knew little of her
for her years, and with a
own heart, she had many les
candid and gentle expression in her fresh young face What would mother think of the confusion and dis
and clear brown eyes, she always made a favourable order of the little shop, the darkness and dreariness sons to learn. Immediately after her conversion she
became
possessed by the desire to do some special work
impression on strangers, and further knowledge of of the room beyond ? Her aunt's
roused her for Jesus. She lost interest in her ordinary work : the
her was not disappointing. Active and obliging, un from her reverie. "Mary, my dear,voice
just come here daily routine of duty seemed to her to be just so
selfish and good-tempered, she was as a sunbeam in for a minute, and lend a hand with
the mangle. many hindrances to her higher religious life. She
the crowded cottage home, and many were the tears I have more work on my hands than
I'll ever get did not as yet perceive that in the faithful discharge
shed when, with father carrying her box, she wended through—that's a good girl," she added approvingly,
of these things, she could be truly serving the Lord.
her way to the railway station, bound for Edinburgh, as Mary, always ready to oblige, tucked
up her This mistake is a very common one among earnestwith all its unknown glories and delights.
sleeves, and began in good earnest to the work.
hearted young believers. She was to be brought out
But we must leave the cottage, and once more
Many a time that evening the old woman looked
return to Mary, whom we left on the railway plat- at her young visitor with well-pleased eyes. What a of it, in the good providence of God, but not until
she had first suffered some darkness and distress of
iorm earnestly looking out for her aunt, who had tidy obliging girl; might she
not keep her for a soul. This will be fully shown as our narrative
undertaken the charge of her till she was provided month or two
to help with the shop P What a rest proceeds.
with a suitable situation. Very sincere and affec
would be to herself! . . . but Mrs. Cameron
Having much leisure time in her employers' house,
tionate was her aunt's welcome as she led Mary into it
was not a selfish person. She knew quite well that she earnestly endeavoured to devote this to special reli
her little shop, but it must be confessed that the such a plan would be
no advantage to Mary, and she gious work—in the Sunday school, and in the distribu
girl s heart sunk a little when she looked round the inwardly
resolved to do all in her power to procure a tion of tracts. In this work she experienced much joy,
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and so brightly and pleasantly a few months passed
along without a cloud to overshadow her new-found
happiness; but clouds were already gathering over
her which were for a while to oppress her young
heart, but out of which she was to emerge more
settled in the faith than she had ever yet been. One
morning late in autumn Mary received a letter
which overturned all her schemes, and changed the
whole tenor of her life. It was from her father, who
desired her to give up her situation and go to her
grandmother, who was very ill and required close
attention. He hoped Mary would not feel vexed, but
nothing else could be done.
No one can imagine what a disappointment this
letter was to Mary! To leave her situation, to go to
that lonely hut on the hill-side, away from friends,
from gospel privileges, and pleasant work for Christ!
Oh, it was indeed a hard trial. She never for a
moment thought of rebelling; she was too dutiful for
that, but still . . . . The tears gathered in her
eyes ; she keenly felt the .overturning of her plans ;
it was indeed an unexpected and sore trial. Mary
did not as yet see the guiding hand of the Lord, but
looked upon the whole affair as a most unfortunate
mischance which must just be submitted to, since
there was no way of avoiding it. Her little
arrangements were soon made, and in the course
of a week she was settled in her 'grandmother's
mountain cottage, where there was every prospect of
her having to remain for months to come; and if
the anticipation of this new life was unpleasant
to Mary, it was nothing to the reality! Her grand
mother, simple-hearted and kind as she had always
been grew somewhat querulous and discontented
under her sufferings. Her mind being partially over
thrown, she required constant soothing and careful
guidance; she would ask the same questions over and
over again, and twenty times in a day would declare
that Mary was neglecting her. At times she would
try her old work of knitting, but the feeble fingers
were unequal to the task, and the ravelled wool had
all to bs re-arranged by Mary. They were far from
neighbours, and many days would pass during which
Mary saw no one. The weather, too, was gloomy in
the extreme; it was the beginning of a northern
winter, terrible wind-storms swept round the little
cottage, and drenching rain made the outside pros
pect uninviting and dreary. When Sunday came
there was no church-going for Mary, scarcely had
she leisure to read a few verses in her Bible, the
restlessness of disease making it absolutely necessary
that she should be in constant attendance upon her
aged parent. We need not wonder then that Mary's
cheerful energy quite forsook her; she grew sad and
desponding ; she could not understand her own heart;
prayer and Bible-reading no longer gave her any
joy ; a great cloud seemed to have risen up between
her soul and God. One day, when things had been
more than usually trying, her self-control suddenly
gave way, and bursting into tears, she crept outside
the cottage, and wept for a while without restraint.
" How can I ever endure this kind of life," she
thought. " How can I serve the Lord here ? it is
impossible ; and I was so happy in Edinburgh, and
had so much work that I could do for Jesus!"
After a time, fearing to leave her grandmother alone,
she returned to the cottage. A lady was sitting
there, talking and reading to the aged sufferer.
Many knew this lady by reputation, but had never
seen her before. After the usual greetings she sat
down with her sewing work, and listened as the lady
read. Presently the old woman fell asleep, and the
visitor rising to go, asked Mary to accompany her a
little way down the hill. She had marked the
troubled face of the young girl, and longed to help
and comfort her. It was not long before she was
in possession of Mary's simple story; her earnest
wish to serve the Lord; the sudden rupture of all
her plans; the dreary life she was leading here!
There was a little pause, and then her new friend
spoke. " You wish to serve the Lord Jesus, Mary,
and yet you dictate to Him where He is to send you !
and what kind of work He is to give you to do ! My
girl, you think you can only serve him in the front
ranks of His army, but He has sent you for a while
to the rear, to watch, and to wait ! "Bat, remember,
Mary, that wherever the captain sends His faithful
followers, He goes Himself. He is near you, my
dear girl, looking on, watching to see if you will fight
the battle just where He has placed you, and no
where else. What battle, did you say p My dear,
the battle with your own doubts arid fears, your own
won
FIBST PRIZE TOR LAUNDBY WOKE.—The Laundress who
at the
Iho first prize in the competition for the best got up linen,
Torquay Industrial Exhibition, used Beckitt's taris Blue and
Starch. (ADVI.)
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self-will and temper, for these things still lurk in our
hearts, even after conversion—and to fight against
them is just part of the fight of faith to which you
are called as a good soldier of Jesus Christ." Much
more her kind friend said as they walked down the
hill together, and Mary's heart was comforted and
How different her present position
refreshed.
seemed to her now ! To nurse her old grandmother
was no longer a tedious, thankless occupation. It
was noble work : Christian work, work for the Lord !
Her heart grew light and happy, the clouds departed,
and the light of God's countenance seemed again to
shine upon her ways. Earnestly entreating her new
friend to call again very soon, she bade her fare
well, and sped up the hill to her home.
The aged'woman still slept quietly, and; kneeling
down by the bedside, Mary gently kissed the withered
old hand that lay upon the counterpane, and with a
full heart thanked the Lord for all His mercies, and
once more dedicated herself to His service, never, oh
never to choose for herself again! Seven long
months Mary spent in her grandmother's cottage,
soothing her with kind and loving words, and whis
pering to her of Jesus and the home above ; and
when at length the old woman felt the near approach
of death, she drew Mary to her side, and kissing her
fondly, she thanked the Lord who had given her a
dutiful grandchild in the time of her weakness and
old age. Mary has long since returned to domestic
service ; her home is now in London, and amid all
the bustle and temptations of the great city, she still
maintains her simple earnest faith in Christ, and her
desire to serve Him.
But she has learned a lesson! She no longer feels
as though outside work for Christ were the only
acceptable work that a believer can engage in. She
has carefully marked a text in her little Bible—
mother's parting gift—and it is this : Col. iii. 23, 24.
' Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily as to the Lord, and
not unto men, knowing that of the Lord ye shall
receive the reward of the inheritance, for ye serve
the Lord Christ."
D. B.

,t (^hcrattg Chrn it
IK f
Zech. xiv. 7.
WHEN sets the sun, when sinks the day,
And all things look for coming night,
A noontide glory shall burst forth,
" At evening time it shall be light."
When troubles crush the goodman down,
And seem to plunge his soul in night,
Though all seem hopeless, black, and dark,
" At evening time it shall be light."
Though trouble should pursue his soul
To death : before his spirit's flight,
The glory o'er his soul shall break,
" At evening time it shall be light."
Then Christian cheer, though dark thy way,
Though stripped it seems of all that's bright,
It, will not be for ever so :
" At evening time it shall be light."
D. E. (A GornisJi Miner).

JR. MURRAY has published an English
edition of the Letters of Princess
Alice, with which is interwoven a
short biographical sketch by Dr. Sell,
The extracts were
of Darmstadt.
made by the Queen from the Princess'
letters to herself, in order to assist
the preface which
In
Dr. Sell in his labour of love.
she has written to the book, the Princess Christian
says:—
"There was no thought or hint of making these
extracts public, but they were found to be so beauti
ful, and to be so true an expression of what my sister
really was, that in compliance with the request of
the Grand Duke, her husband, they were allowed to
be translated and published, so that her subjects

might see in them how great reason they had to love
her whom they had lost. The letters in their original
form are here given to the English public, and I am
sure that all who read them will feel thankful to my
mother for thus granting them a closer insight into
my dear sister's beautiful and unselfish character."
It is as a gentlewoman in her home that the figure
of the Princess Alice is best known to all who love
her memory, and the publication of these letters
enables her mother's subjects to learn something of
her beautiful nature now, a knowledge unattainable
during life to all but the chosen few, The bright,
fair child, who was her parents' delight, grew up to
be her father's thoughtful companion in his last ill
ness, her mother's strong stay in her first bitter be
reavement. And when her husband took her away
to a home of her own, she found fresh occasion to
show that she possessed those qualities which make a
woman the light of her household. The Princess
was born in 1843, and confirmed at the age of six
teen. The Queen writing of her soon after says :—
" She is very good, gentle, reasonable, amiable, and a
real comfort to me. I shall not let her marry as
long as I can defer the event." A year later the
Princess met in her home at Windsor the Prince who
had the happy fortune to win her affection. Prince
Louis of Hesse and his brother, nephews of the
Grand Duke of Darmstadt, came on a visit to the
Queen and Prince Consort. A few months later he
returned, and was accepted as the betrothed husband
of the Princess. The Queen thus speaks of this
event in her diary :—
"After dinner, while talking to the gentlemen, I
perceived Alice and Louis talking before the first
place more earnestly than usual, and when I passed
to go to the other room, both came up to me, and
Alice in much agitation said he had proposed to her,
and begged for my blessing. I could only squeeze his
hand, and say ' Certainly,' and that we would see him
in our room later. Alice came to our room ....
agitated but quiet. .... Albert sent for Louis
to his room; he went first to him, and then called
Alice and me in. .... Louis has a warm,
noble heart. We embraced our dear Alice, and
praised her much to him. He pressed and kissed my
hand, and I embraced him. After talking a little,
we parted: a most touching, and to me, most sacred
moment."
Concerning this engagement the Prince Consort
wrote to Baron Stockmar : " The young people are
sincerely attached to each other, and justify the hope
that they will one day find their mutual happiness
in marriage* We like Louis better every day, be
cause of his unaffectedly genial and cordial temper,
his great modesty, and a very child-like nature,
united to the strictest morality, and genuine good
ness and dignity."
The Prince, however, did not live to see these hopes
fulfilled. A year later he was seized with the illness
which, on the 14th of December, ended so fatally.
During those sad days the Princess Alice was of the
greatest service to the Queen, and to those who were
deprived for a time of the Queen's guidance.
The biographer of the Prince Consort says :—
" Since the death of the Prince Consort the Princess
Alice had developed a force of character, combined
with tact and judgment truly admirable, settling and
arranging everything for the Queen with Ministers
and officials, and sustaining Her Majesty by her own
firmness and skilfully ministered sympathy."
The Grand Duchess of Baden, who had been her
companion in childhood, writes :—" It was the very
intimate intercourse with the sorrowing Queen at
that time which called forth in Princess Alice that
keen interest and understanding in politics for which
she was afterwards so distinguished."
Her marriage took place on the 1st of July, 1862.
In a little note written a few days later to the Queen,
she says:—" My heart was very full when I took
leave of you and all the dear ones at home. I had
not the courage to say a word; but your loving
heart understands what I felt." Her letters in the
early days of her married life are bright and full of
happiness, yet she is always thinking of her mother,
and sympathizing with her in her sorrow, especially
when the anniversaries of the Prince's birth and
death recur.
In a letter written on the 20th of July, she thus
describes her daily life :—
' We usually get up about a quarter or half-past
seven, and take some coffee at eight. Then we either
by
REMARKABLE DISAPPEARANCE ! of all Dirt from Everything1,and
using HUDSON'S Extract of Soap. REWAKD ! !—Purity, Health,
a pure DM
Perfect Satisfaction by its regular use. N.B.—It inis Hot
or Cold
SOAP in fine powder, and dissolves immediately
Water. " REFUSE IMITATIONS—INSIST TJPON HUDSON'S." (Anvi.)
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go out till ten, or remain at home, and till twelve I teresting part of the
book is that in which the natur
attic in a large house in Bloomsbury—that was all
write and arrange what I have to do.
of her intercourse
she could call home.
"At one, when we return from breakfast, we Princess permitted with Strauss is described. Th
That life of hers was not free from temptations—
usually read together. I have still a great many her, and appears him to dedicate his " Yoltaire " to
at one time to have been influencec
far
from it. Those who understand what the lives of
people to see, and they usually come at two.
in some degree by his views in matters of faith. A;
the shop girls in our large towns are will know that
"At four is dinner, and at half-past five we are years went on she
agreed
less
with
his
peculiar
it
could not be so. Thousands of them are daily
usually back here, and occupy ourselves till six or opinions, but she
continued
to
esteem
and
reverence
living
seven, then drive out somewhere for tea at eight, his great intellectual
exposed to all kinds of temptation, and Mar
powers. A friend writes :—
garet had not been without her share.
walk about, and return at a quarter or half-past ten.
"After her
Many a time she had resolutely walked on when
We do not waste our time, I assure you, and Louis ference in herson's death I thought I observed a dif
feelings ; previously she had almost some man,
has a good deal to do at this moment."
struck by her beauty, had spoken to her,
openly expressed her doubts as to the existence 01
Often had she refused to go with her shop-mates to
It was to a veiy small and quiet home that our God, allowing
herself to be led by the views oi
theatres and places of amusement, which something
English Princess was taken. Accustomed to Windsor philosophers
; after her son's death she no longei told her were
and to Buckingham Palace, she now passed her days spoke in
not good places for her to go to. So
this
way......
At another time she said, she preferred her loneliness
in a house of the simple bourgeois style. But her 1 The whole
to this and kept straight.
construction of philosophical conclusion
Often when she was very tired from late hours, and
taste and refinement gave grace to her home, and the which I
had formerly built up, I now find to be had not
happiness which she enjoyed in the companionship of based on nothing.
time to stay and make herself a little break
Nothing has remained, and what fast, had the thought
, her husband prevented her feeling any distaste for should we
occurred
of what many other
the new mode of life. Soon she was actively engaged tion that be in life if we had no faith and no convic shop girls do, substitute a glass or more of stimu
lants for food, and gradually get into the habit of
in works of benevolence among the poor of Darm each singlethere is a God who governs the world, and
one of us.'"
living
stadt, and in a letter to the Queen describes the fol
upon
the
fictitious
strength
which it gives.
The
lowing incident. As patroness of the " Heidenreich tion. end is full of sorrow and touching resigna But she had never done so.
Foundation" (Maternity Society), she went in
Was it not the Father's love for His child
On the 6th of November, 1878, she writes:—
that sheltered her and kept her pure and unsullied
cognita to visit a poor home, where lay a sick woman
"I
with her new-born baby. Passing through a dirty life, am but very middling, and leading a very quiet thus ? Truly it was so, for long ago as a little child
court, and mounting a dark ladder, the Princess sing which is an absolute necessity. It is so depres Margaret had given herself heart and soul into His
to be like this. But our home life is always keeping.
found the invalid with her husband and four children pleasant—neve
To Him she looked for strength and help
crowded together in a small room. Sending the of weariness r dull, however quiet. Only a feeling to meet the difficulties of her path, and for His grace
and incapacity is in itself a trial."
she daily prayed.
.children downstairs under the care of her attendant,
On the 8th of November the Princess Victoria, whose
This being the case, it will be wondered at that she
the Princess proceeded to cook food for the sick marriage has
woman. She then arranged her bed and her room, was attacked been celebrated within the last few weeks, could ever have said that there was " nothing to live
and attended to the needs of the little infant which and children with diphtheria. One by one, husband for;" for all who are Christ's have something—
sickened with the terrible disease. The ineffably grand
had been born into such a scene of misery.
it is—wherefore to work and strive.
little Princess May, who was her mother's "sun But
it was true, and Margaret felt that evening that
Her simple, loving nature delighted in such acts of shine " died,
mercy, while at home her husband found in her an passed the and then after the others had safely she was indeed in the depths of depression. " What
affectionate and sympathetic wife and wise companion. with the danger, the Princess herself was seized was there worth living for ? " Day after day passed
disease.
She
died on the seventeenth by in the same
To her children she was a devoted mother. It is anniversary
of her father's death, December 14, did not see how way, and in her round of duties she
interesting to read of her practising little economies,
she could live a high noble life, such
as it had once been her ambition to do.
and suffering anxieties which distress many a wife and 1878.
"Life is not endless in this world, God be praised!
mother in a lower station of life.
There is much joy—but oh ! so much trial and pain; He,But from the depths she cried unto the Lord, and
hearing her voice, answered her, for when she
" We must live so economically—not going any and as the
where, or seeing many people, so as to be able to Heaven, it number of those one loves increases in turned from the window and opened her Bible, her
makes our passage easier, and home is eyes fell upon these
spare as much a year as we can. I have made all there!
words:—
"
" And that He died for all, that they which live
the summer out-walking dresses, seven in number,
She had
with paletots for the girls—not embroidered, but anxieties, long been delicate and ailing, troubled by should not henceforth live unto themselves, but unto
entirely made from beginning to end. .... I the end saddened by the loss of her children, and Him which died for them and rose again."
was welcome.
On
manage all the nursery accounts, and everything my
The memory of the Princess has always been held seem tothe dark dreariness of her soul these words
cast a ray of pure light. I cannot explain
self, which gives me plenty to do, as everything in in loving
memory by the subjects of her mother, and how they seemed
creases, and on account of the house, we must live by her husband's
then
people alike. The publication of strengthen her, or how and there to comfort and
very economically for these years."
when she closed the Bible she
this most interesting book can only tend to deepen went
to
bed
Other anxieties troubled her as time went on. this impression,
feeling cheered. As she lay down that
and
to
awaken
a
yet
stronger
sym
night
she
no longer felt so lonely and her life so pur
There was the war between Austria and Prussia, in pathy for
which her husband was forced to take an active part. daughter the Queen in the loss she suffered when her poseless. She only remembered the patience of God
died
six
years
ago.
in bearing with her thanklessness, and for still giving
On the 29th of July, 1866, she writes :—
her life and opportunity wherein to serve Him. For
"The confusion here is awful, the want of money
now she was resolved not to murmur at her lot, but
alarming; right and left one must help. As the
to try in it to find her means for glorifying God.
Prussians pillaged here, I have many people's things
Although in the summer's night the attic was
hidden in the house. Even whilst in bed I had to
very hot and stuff)', still Margaret slept.
see gentlemen in my room, as there were things to
Bising early she threw open her window. Was it
be done and asked, which had to come straight to me.
only the bright beams of the sun piercing through the
Then our poor wounded—the wives and mothers beg
London smoke that already ro.se to dim the skies of
ging I should inquire for their husbands and children.
the great city, that made her view seem very different
It is a state of affairs too dreadful to describe. The
from usual ? How was it she had never noticed be
new anxiety of knowing a dreadful battle is expected,
HEEE is nothing worth living for— fore that she could
perhaps in which dear Louis again must be! I can
see a beautiful church spire quite
nothing." The words were said in a close to her, and
scarcely bear up any longer ; I feel it is getting too
most desponding, tone of voice by a pale- den which lookedthat three doors off was a small gar
much. ^ God Almighty stand by us ! My courage is
as fresh as it could do under the
faced girl with large dark eyes, as she circumstances.
beginning to sink. I see no light anywhere; and
stood near the window of a London attic
The view was all the same, of course, but in Mar
my own beloved husband still in danger, and we
one summer's evening.
garet's soul was the light of a new purpose, and that
cannot hear, for the Prussians are between us and
The room, such as it was, was poorly furnished ;
them."
but it was spotlessly clean, and the smuts from the made all seem different.
As she passed down the stairs on her way to the
After the war the Princess founded a Frauenvorein neighbouring
chimneys were carefully wiped off the shop she heard a
for the purpose of training nurses for wounded leaves
faint moan from one of the rooms
of the one geranium which stood on the on the floor
soldiers. The Princess was President of the Ladies'
beneath her. Often she had heard that
window sill.
same moan, and dismissing the subject from her
union, which in two years numbered two thousand
Margaret Evans seemed to be really speaking the thoughts
nve hundred members. When the war of 1870 truth
by simply pitying the sufferer, she had never
when
she
said
she
had
nothing
worth
living done anything more. This morning, however, she
broke out the Princess herself took an active part in for, if herself
and her life were to be regarded from a, stopped.
th<Mvork of the Frauenverein.
Again there was a moan.
worldly point of view only.
Tapping gently at the door she entered in answer
" Thank God, all goes on successfully; but indeed
She was
;o a weary voice, which said—
1 hope I shall not live to see another war—it is too the country.an only child, and had been brought up in
Three
years
ago, when left an orphan,
" Come in. Who's that ? "
shocking by far. We have over five hundred she came
to
London
alone and friendless. She had
' It's me, ma'am—at least it's Margaret Evans,
wounded. As soon as any are better they are sent
north,_ and worse ones fill the beds—French and Ger no relations in England; the few left her were on her who lives up in the back attic and—" .
father's side, and they were all in America. So she
mans intermixed. I neither see nor smell anything
" I never heard of you before. I'm blind and I ani
had no one to look to, no friend to help her, when
11. I am afraid I can't help you in any way."
u«t wounds, and the first sight, which sometimes she arrived
in London and looked for work.
one does not escape meeting, is very shocking. It
"I don't want help, ma'am, thank you," said MarMargaret was a pretty girl, and few could look at
was very late last night before I got home. I was
ihat pale face with the pleading dark eyes, and not jaret, coming up the side of a chair where a thin
stopped at one of the hospitals, as a poor soldier had
oale lady sat—unmistakably a lady in the highest
i-ad sudden violent bleeding, and was all but dead, as feel a little interest in her. There was something too
ense
of the word—as the gentle voice and general
^n her face that commended itself, and the head of a
wie doctor could not find the artery; but I sent my
.ppearance betokened.
.arge drapery establishment in Oxford Street, after
carriage for the surgeon, and I am happy to say he
scanning her expression sharply, engaged her as shop
Jives, and is recovering."
"THE DOME" differs from the ordinary kinds in the following
vVant- of space does not permit us to give many girl.
points:—It is manufactured only from selected materials
In that shop she had been ever since, working ....portant
f the BEST QUALITY, and being1 prepared by a special process,
extracts from these most interesting letters. We are
it
iard, with the same dull, monotonous routine of not only POLISHES MOKE
QUICKLY than other iilacklcads, but also
sure all who read the book will feel grateful to the
adheres at once to the stove or grate, thereby AVOIDING IKJLTKY
wIlPAn +/-!». „_„
ife, the utter absence of all interests, the sense of THE
,*
,
TO
i i• i
ji
i
=
FUKNITUHE
dust. Sold by Grocers and Oilmen every
to publish them. A very
oneliness greater and greater. She had this small where.—E. Jamesfrom
and Sons, sole makers, Plymouth. (ADVT.)
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Margaret—•
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POETKY.
a spiritless, desponding servant of your King; and A Chat with Aunt Margaret 55
help moaning," said the poor lady, lifting a thin you shall indeed find that you have something worth A Happy Life - - - 20 A Dedication - - - 39
- 28 Affliction
- 43
A French Workwomanwhite hand to her head.
_____________ L. E. D.
for.
living
Friend
- 27
a
is
Need
in
alone,'
Friend
all
A
Yearhere
you
for
" It must be very lonely
- 60 A New
- 91
Indeed Evening
At
- 35 As a Child Time- 16
A Friendly Letter
said Margaret.
ALCOHOL.—The common sense of mankind Alcohol96
22
coming
smile
sweet
a
Christmas Bells " Yes," said the lady, with
taught that through all the kingdom of life A Little Chat about Baking- 48 Comfort
- 86
78
like a ray of sunshine over her face; " but I am not
the vital heat was maintained without alcohol. A Religious Boon - - Thy- 21 Duty - - - - -- 32
so Shall
alone really. My Heavenly Father sends me His
Faith's Resting-place the seal, the northern whale, the As Thy Day
bear,
polar
The
19
10
10,
be
Strength
Home to Home
own comfort and I realize His presence continually.'
- 77
Esquimaux, keep warm without it. Every child A Teacher in Our Midst - 5 From
Live Well To-day T
" May I come in now and then, ma'am, and see that was born lived without it. The finest-built A Welsh Prayer - - - 48 My Bairnies - - - - 71
- 47
Crown it. Activity and precision in Bessie Bay's Repentance 39, 43 No Cross noDeep
you?"
without
existed
men
18
3, 12, 20, 28, Out of the
- 26
" Do. I like your voice though I cannot see your activity were naturally obtained without it. And Bible Thoughts
36, 44, 52, 60, 68, 76, 84 Reproaches
54
Rock Me to Sleep, Mother -- 64
face," answered the lady.
felicity too ; that with equal obviousness was best
- 92 The Gentle Prince
Then Margaret went to the shop, and that day she obtained without alcohol. The first period of life, Christianity in India
63
29
The Miller
- 7
felt that she had been wrong in never trying toasdoa when it was fairly surrounded by earthly com Concentration
Night Cometh - 85 The Teacher's
- 66
Society Prayer The
her work in it for God. She had done it well
- 29 The
- 19
forts, was the happiest, and that was the abstain Domestic
Drink v. Dress Way it Struck Her
duty, but not from the higher motive that she could ing period. Alcohol lessened warmth of body,
- 4
Earthly Happiness
of
ENGRAVINGS.
decision
LARGE
movement,
of
precision
glorify Him in it.
76
limb,
of
power
Enough for Both - 1
MISSION IN LIFE
As she was getting on her hat and jacket at the end
character, as every person who passed from Farthings - - - - 82 HER
- 9
FROM HOME TO HOME
of the day, one of the girls who sewed in the same sobriety to drunkenness proved.—Dr. Richardson. For Faith's Sake - - - 42 OUT OE THE DEEP - - 17
- 60 A FRENCH WORKWOMAN - 25
Fortunes from Rubbish
department as she did, said hastily—
- 33
MABTIN that
SARAH
hope
I
Evans.
Miss
MARSHALL.
happy,
so
EMMA
-69
look
BY
do
=
" You
Good Work NEW SEKIAL STOUY
BESSIE RAT'S REPENTANCE 41
- 49
you have had good news."
- 86 His SHARE .
No. XLIIT. for October, 1884, of the BRITISH Happiness the
- 37 LUCY THINKING AT HER- 57
Young Margaret flushed as she turned to the speaker, who
Health for
N (commencing Yol. XXII.)
WORKWOMA
SPINNING WHEEL 18
was
]5,
2,
who
Life
in
Mission
comer—and
Her
new
- 61
was a rosy-cheeked girl—a
THE MEM, WHEEL contain the opening chapters of a new
will
34, 46, 5-1, 63, 66, 79, 86, THE
26,
Mar
- 65
herself.
as
PRATER
London
in
TEACHER'S
evidently as friendless
- 73
serial Tale, to be continued throughout the year, Hints about Housekeeping - 90
75 SEEDS BY THE WAY garet had gathered that much information from her,
- 77
entitled—
- 50 PAST WORK His Share - 81
but as more as she kept to herself and fostered a spirit
- 59 FARTHINGS Sunshine Home
- 89
proper
D,
its
UNREST
of exclusiveness that she carried beyond
WHEN THE TIDE TURNE
...
Jem's Find SMALL ENGRAVINGS.
limit.
By EMMA MARSHALL,
Kind WordsHer daily task of feeding the 5
"
There is the right exclusiveness that leads a girl,
Aftermath;
"Life's
g;"
....
"Daysprin
pigeons
La?
of
Little
Author
- 33
especially one young and unprotected, to be very
Love Did It A Home Picture " Little and Good," &c. &c.
Fair hands had been very
Mabel's Troubles careful in forming acquaintances, still more in making
busy in making those
. New Volume Many Days After
- 21
friends. There is the wrong exclusiveness that makes
wreaths HE CRYSTAL STORIES
Martha and Marycat
She stood watching the
for 1885, nearly ready. Handsome coloured picture cover. Martin Luther on Marriagea person forget that in a way we all are our brothers'
- 29
- • drinkMary Hepburn keeper, and bound to help those who are thrown in Price Is. Gd. Cloth, 2s.
Carefully trimmed some of
OMAN Mrs. Wood's Mistake H WORKW
- 37
THE BRITIS
our way.
plantsthe
for
Texts
suitable
With
Nellie's Lesson A ALMANACK for 1885, nearly ready.
I turn my back upon them
Penny.
One
" You look so happy," continued the girl bluntly. each
Price
engravings.
Steps
splendid
Year
New
- 45
day, and six
and walk part No Bad Habit Broken To
" I wondered what was up when you came to the
We were very happy in the
...
- 53
morrow country
shop this morning."
Nothing worth Living for Old Mrs. Wynton sat at her
well No
" I did not know I looked so different," said Mar
Time for Any thing- 69
" Thoroughly sound and wholesome, and essentially
window Neivs.
aily
hay
the
with
--..
reading."—D
helped
garet, smiling, and yet knowing that she had felt
Coins
has
family
Old
She
adapted for
- 85
day.
Cabbage
making
a
the
Only
all
usual
ready
from
14^.,
different
Post-free
quite
No. XLIII., price One Penny,
...
Watching with grave interest
Our Religion
- 93
" Come home with me, will you, to-night ? "
...
the moweron Sept. 15, 1884, will contain complete—
Our Savings .
"Are you alone?" asked Margaret.
Thieves, Pansies- Alice•
Among
or,
TEXTS.
FALL;
S
AUSTIN'
Lucy
answered
think,"
I
you,
Princess
near
" Yes. I live
I will not deny thee in any 4
PITMAN.
RAYMOND
EMMA
By
Man
of
name.
....
her
Eights
was
wise
Manvers—for such
Results of Little Things
Christ shall give thee life - 12
The girls found out they were near neighbours,
- 20
The Woman who Saved Him. F. VV. ROBINSON. Rubbish ....
I know not the man GRACE STEBBING.
and when Margaret found what a wretched, miserable No.l.
The dead shall hear the voice
Sarah Martin
„ 2. Heiress of Castle Russell.
of the Son of Gotl, and
LESTER LORTON. Seeds by the Wayplace the girl was living in, her conscience pricked
from Rome.
Rescued
3.
„
they that hear shall live - 28
Right
them
before.
Served
her for not having tried to befriend her
Daisy March, the Prison Flower.
me, 0 God and know
Search
Braising
and
4.
„
Stewing
had
She
- 36
my heart Author of "FEMALE LIFE IN PRISON."
Lucy Manvers told Margaret her history.
The Camphor Tree
C. H. M. BRIDGE.
In all thy ways acknowledge
The Great City lost her mother, and her father had gone to sea and
„ 5. Aaron's Harvest.
Him, and He shall direct
E. OSWALD.
The Just Boy and his Penny
- 41
never been heard of; her brothers and sisters were
thy paths „ 6. His Highness.
The Java Earthquake As many as are led by the
„ 7. His One Friend.
dead. She was alone in London.
War Locust
The
the
are
SUNBEAM."
they
A
God
of
CATCH
Spirit
Author of " A TRAP TO
Late ! Too Late ! - 52
And in talking to her, Margaret found that Lucy
Sons of God Mrs. LYSAGHT. Too
Trade and Public Life Mike o' the Shannon.
He was wounded for our
was living without God in the world, and going on in
Deep
LANE.
the
M.
from
LAURA
Treasures
transgressions, and with
„ 9. Ruth Bartlett's Victory.
anything but a straight path. She was good-tempered,
Mrs. E. R. PITMAN. Two Girls
His stripes we are healed - 60
,,10. The House in Bullion Court.
Tyme Tryeth Troth .
in
faith
through
FRANC.
name
and willing to listen when Margaret spoke to her, as
His
JEANNE
MAUDE
.
,,11. Jem's Hopes.
His name hath made this
JEAN MIDDLEMASS. Unrest ....
she had taken a great fancy to her.
- 68
man strong
,,12. Barbe's Secret.
Mrs. MACKARNESS. Wallflower
Time fails me, or I could tell of a great many ways
Set a watch, O Lord before
Wise Words....
,,13. Madge's Seasons. Coppers. LOUISA E. DOBREE.
she
my mouth, keep the door
Woman's Influence
in which Margaret helped Lucy Manvers. How her
-84
'ALISON." Woman's
„ 14. Six Penn'orth of
of my lips Work in Modern
Day.
the
of
got her to attend church, and won her from
Heathen
- 92
„ 15- A
- 14 Trust in the Lord
Times
EMMA MARSHALL.
bad companions, and drew her gently into the right
„ 16. Sir Valentine's Victory. LAURIE LANSFELDT.
way.
,, 17. A Brave Young Heart.
WILLOUGHBY'S NEW BOOKS.
J. CALL WELL.
MR.
from
home
came
O'Hara.
Manvers
Derraot
John
later,
years
18.
„
Some
S. GREGG.
and
TS ON THE LORD'S PRAYER
,, 19- Her Crooked Ways.
sea, having been shipwrecked and his letters lost, had
in elaborate
MARGARET GRANT. ^THOUGH
* by M.E. 16 pp. Illustrated. " The Lord' Prayer,"
„ 20. Muriel's Trials.
[Nearly ready.
various adventures having befallen him which
Mrs. LYSAGHT. ornamental border. Price One Penny.
„ 21. A Jilted Woman.
6<l.
kept him from coming home.
I. INDERMAIR.
Now ready, in One Vol., crown 8vo., cloth. Price Is.
Awhile.
Wait
having
22.
and
„
London;
to
He traced Lucy Manvers
C. I. PRINGLE.
ITTLE AND GOOD. By EMMA MARSHALL,
Masters.
Two
to
23.
&c.
„
longer
th,"&c.,
no
went
he
T. FROST.
Author of "Dayspring," "Life'sAfterma
been hurt in falling from a mast,
more than many a larger
„ 24. The Legacy of a Lady.
he
"' Little and Good' is a book worth much
sea, but took a pretty cottage in the country. Therere
Rose.
volume. The story conveys a touching
English
An
pretentious
more
and
,,25.
often
took Lucy, and in her happy home she
lesson of resignation."—Echo.
Author of "MRS. JERNINGHAM'S JOURNAL."
F. M. HOLMES.
New
members the loving counsels of her friend Margaret
„ 26. The Cruise of " The Petrel."GRACE
HE BRITISH WORKWOMAN.
picture
STEBBING.
Evans.
Volume for 1885, nearly ready. Handsome coloured
,, 27. Two Young Wives.
SUSAN L. HANDS.
cover. Price Is. 6d. Cloth gilt, 2». 6d.
Stolen Away.
Margaret became a great comfort to the blind lady
28.
,,
C. KENYON.
OP GOLDEN GIFTS
BOOK
„ 29. Having Her Own Way. EDITH
who lived in her house. Every day she went and
HE
M.
BETSEY HAMMON.
" Thoughts that breathe and words that bum." Is.
,, 30. The Vicar of Avalton.
read to her and helped her in many ways.
W. SIME.
GS FROM THE
„ 31. How Ailsa Saved her Village.
QEVEN BLESSIN
Mrs. Challis had been a governess, and then losing
by M. E.
ALICE KING
O BOOK OF PSALMS and other Bible Thoughts, borders.
„ 32. Grace Escott's Good Fight.
her sight, she was depending only upon the interest
MAUDE JEANNE FRANC,
Illustrated by 64 Scripture Texts in handsome ornamental
a
„ 33. At the Well.
of her little savings. Hers was a sad story and
Price 2s.
oth.
OWEN
Cl
B.
J.
REV.
„ 34. The Measure of His Sin
TaleTemperance
A
dreary life, but the latter was considerably brightened
SPECK.
LYSAGHT,
J.
E.
By
BLACK
HE
„ 35. She Would be a Lady.
Now ReadyBy the Author of "Grandmother's Money."
by Margaret.
E- A, GROOM.
Super Royal 4to.
„ 36, Miss Burton's Prejudice.
Entirely new edition, complete and unabridged.
Margaret now had a new purpose in her life, and
HENRIETTA F. MARSHALL. full-page
plates, by DATIDSON KNOWLBS, &c. &e. Price THREE
„ 37. The Old Major.
WILLIAMS.
S.
R.
Change.
never again did she use the expression that there was
through
PENCE.
„ 38. Unchanged
B.A.
" Full of graphic power."—Daily News.
nothing worth living for.
„ 39. Toiling, Rejoicing, Sorrowing. H.MAJOR,
"It can hardly fail of success."— Truth.
L. E. DOBR£K
d's.
The secret of the change lay wholly in this—that
,, 40. Through Thick and Thin.
" Exceedingly clever—painfully life-like."—Lloy
LAB.TBR.
works that we have
" A good blow for the temperance cause, few
before that summer's night when she read thosea
„ 41. Lisa; or, the Dusky Wife. EMMIE HOLMES.
of drink."
as
that
ELEANOR
have put before the reader more plainly the horrors
recognised
read
she
had
Season.
Court Circular.
„ 42. In Due
words in her Bible,
l^d.
free,
Post
Him.
Penny.
One
unto
live
Story,
Each complete
servant of Christ she should
6d.; Cloth,2s., now
Unto Him in all the small duties of every day, Vols. I.,, II. & III. Picture Governs.
EICHAED WILLOUGHBT, 27, Ivy Laue, Paternoster Kov^
ready.
doing them all to the glory of God.

T

THE CRYSTAL STORIES.

L

T
T

T

