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Jttig rr hours. 

IN curly dnys, wheu joy cmd youth 
Go hnud iu h1m<l together, 

And lifo uppe11rs iu very truth 
Mudo up of sunuy wcnlher, 

Like thoije pure flowers whose tender glow 
Sweet springtirle never misses, 

The first faiut bn,ls of feeling grow 
With childhood's artless kisses. 

How often from that seasun foil­
There dntes a boud unbroken, 

Though wrinkled brow and grizzled hair 
The lapse of time be.token. 

No tie we furm and break again 
In riper years impaMsioaed, 

Can match the link in friendship's chain 
By baby fingers fashioned. 

We see thern still, with whom wo shared 
Our first aud simplest pleasures, 

Built castles hy the ma, or d.,red 
The woodlnnd for its treasures. 

Their el,erished memories long abide, 
When fute has torn a,un<lcr 

The urchins roamh1g side by side 
'l'hrouglt boyhou<l's realm of wonder. 

Yes I God, who makes our paths diverge, 
Denies not recollection ; 

Arn) age brings cares that sometimes urge 
To heartier affection ; 

For toil and trial often prove, 
As life's brief span is lengthened, 

The very means whereby our love 
Is sanctified and strengthened. 

D,•ar playmales-fancy leads we on 
With m,.ny a vision tender; 

For us the golden hours are gone 
Which gave the morning splendour. 

But when ul!otted years complete 
The sum of earthly labours, 

In hea'l'en, may-be, communion sweet 
Awaitelh old-time ueigbbours. 

SYDXEY GREY. 

~-

TOM HERON OF SAX. 

A STORY OF REVIVAL TIMES. 

CHAPTER XIX.-THE SU~IMER AT SAX. 

MADAM was gracious and almost beaming. 
In the exaltation of mind induced by hor 
son's marriage with Athol, she had almost 

forgotten her past grievances. Tom Heron had 
vanished from Sax (though he had not been 
expelled in the fashion she would have liked), and 
with him had departed that incipient hankering 
after new teachers and preachers which had 
threatened to disturb the quiet of the place. 
The little church had never been so well attended 
as it was now. Despite the ''innovations" 
introduced by Mr. Latbam now that he had a 
coadjutor in the person of Hugh Fortescuo, the 
services appeared on the whole to give sati;,fac­
tion, and at any rate they aroused interest and 
brought the whole place to church, where Mr. 
Latham's earnest discourses were listened to with 
far more of real interest than ever they had been 
before. 

Madam gently plumed herself upon this, as an 
evidence of her own power in the place; aucl 
whatever credit she did uot assume to herself sho 
passed 011 to Ilugh, pleased that a Fortescuo 
should have been the rnean1:1 of drawing back the 
11traying flock to their own lawful shophercl. 
Nobody contradicted or argued with her, nrnl flio 

was left free to indulge her self-satisfied drei>-ms 
to the full. 

The marriage of her eldest son with his cousin 
Athol had been an event of no small interest, and 
had· plea~antly occupied her mind during the 
months uf May and June. The newly-married 
couple had now gone away, to travel about and 
seo the world a little; but in the autumn Fulk 
was to bring back his bride, and the two were to 
take up their abode in one of the wings of Rook­
wood, which was to be divided from the rnst of 
the house so as to form an independent establish-
111ent. 'l'he Squire could not bear the idea of 
losing his eldest son entirely, and was anxious 
that Fulk should remain at Sax, growing into 
the life and occupations which wouhl one day be 
his. Thu young man himself had no objection, 
and Athol raised no obstacle tu the plan. She 
might have preferred a more independent position 
than eould ever be hers so long as Ma,lam 
remained tho mistress or Rookwood; but 
independence was less the habit of mind with 
women in those clays than it has si11c0 b!.'come, 
and Athol was attached to her old neighbourhood, 
and resigned herself rnry easily to the thought of 
romaiuing thorn. 
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As fol' Irene, she had gradually lived down 
her disgrace. Whenever Madam wi~hed to be un­
wontedly scathing in her criticisms of Methodism 
and its results, she would cite her daughter's 
case with subdued triumph, and Irene would 
quiver and tingle with shame and pain; but her 
father had soon ceased to look gravely upon her, 
and Hugh was always a staunch friend encl 
supporter, so that life had become more enduraLle 
than once she thought it ever would; and she 
herself was learning to understand that she could 
receive just the same food from her brother and 
her parish minister that once she had believed was 
only to be found in the ranks of the Methodists, 
to obtain whi<:h she would be forced to disobey 
her parents and act either openly in defiance of 
their wishes, 0l' i;et herself to deceive and cir­
cumvent them. 

One difficulty at an end, however, Irene found 
hel'self face to face with another. Hardly had 
Athol and Fulk taken theil' departure, than 
Madam, always eager for some object of absorb­
ing interest upon which to concentrate her 
attention, turned her mind once again upon the 
thought of the marriage of her daughter. It 
was high time, she said, that something should be 
settled; and Irene, coming in one day from a ride 
with her father, found herself called into her 
mother's boudoir-a sacred spot she never pene­
trated without an inward qualm of misgiving. 
Madam's face was on this occasion, however, very 
suave and gracious. 

" Irene," she said, and the girl felt at once 
that something of importance was coming-no 
one could be long in Madam's presence without 
being aware of the iron hand beneath tae velvet 
glove : " Lord Lovel is coming very shortly to 
Wilton Abbots, if he is not there already. We 
are certain to see a good deal of him these next 
months, and I wish you fully to understand what 
is expected of you." 

Irene's colour went and came. 
"Expected of me, Ma'am?" 
"Expected of you, my dear. You must. by 

this time be perfectly well aware of my meamng. 
Lord Lovel has done you the honour to solicit 
the ricrht to pay his addresses to you, and your 
father 

0
and I have been pleased to grant him that 

permission. He is in every way a suitable match 
for you, and is one of the most charming me? I 
have ever seen. You are a very fortunate girl, 
and I only hope you will show a proper npprecia­
tion of your good fortune in having secured the 
attachment of such an eligible husband." 

Irene started as the word fell upon her ear, 
but these last months had been teaching her 
lessons of patience, filial respect, ancl ? wider 
toleration. Her face expreBBed considerable 
perplexity and distress, but she did not attempt 
a reply. Madam watched her keenly, and her 
next words were very pointedly spoken. 

"You have diRappointed us grievously once, 
Irene, doing much to forfeit our tru~t and pro­
voke our deep displeasure. If you wish to show 
that your sorrow is sincere, arnl that ~•ou aro 
willing in the future to ator!e for the w1lfulr~PSi 
and folly of the past, you will allow yourse_lf to 
be guided in thits crisi,; of your life by the w11:,lies 

nnd tho commands of yonr parents. You know 
well what your defiance of their wishes led you 
into before; let that be a warning to you, and try 
to believe in the future that they do know better 
than you can do what is good for you to do and 
to think." 

Irene made no reply but quickly escaped from 
her. mother's presence, and took the first oppor­
tumty of speaking to Hugh alone, and asking him 
how she could escape the fate of being married 
to a man for whom 6he felt neither affection nor 
respect. She pa~sed indeed such severe strictures 
upon Lord Lovel's worldliness and frivolity that 
Hugh could not restrain a smile. 

"My dear sister," he said, "be just a little less 
impetuous. Perhaps you may slightly misjudge 
this young man, attributing to him m11re of evil 
than he really deserves, and forgetting in what 
an atmosphere of temptation he always lives. 
I knew him a little at Oxford, and I liked the 
little I knew, though we were in different 
colleges, and he left before I had completed my 
second year. Perhaps he is one of the men who 
might be led to better things by the influrnce 
of one to whom he was sincerely attached, 
and--" 

"How can he be attaehed to me?" qnestioned 
Irene, with heightened colour, "I ltave scarce 
spoken to him more than a few dozen times, and we 
never agreed about anythiIJg. I know he thought 
me dull and stupid; and I thought him --" 

"Never mind what you thought him. If he 
comes here, try, just for the sake of pleasing our 
parents, to see the best side of him instead of the 
worst. If I remember right, there was something 
very winuing and fascinating about him. Perhaps 
if you were to try to bring out the best side 01 

his nature, you might find him different from_ 
what you have believed. Think what a happy 
thing it would be for you, or any one, to ha"\"e· 
been instrumental in turning a brilliant youth 
in a high position to take life and its respon­
sibilities more seriously-to win him over to the 
side of right-the side of Christ. We each of us 
have some work to do in the world for our fellow­
men. Dear sister, it may be that this is the 
work yon are called upon to do for God. If this 
young man did not love you, why should he seek 
you ? He could find many maidens as well­
dowered and as well-born as you. But he still. 
returns to your side. He must prize your love 
for its own sake. If that be so, it may indeed 
be yours to clo a great work for Lim. "hat think 
you of that, dear sister?" 

Perhaps had Hugh not been young and ardent, 
and full of enthusiasm himself, he would have 
~carcely tried to urge upon hi~ sitster the_ some­
what perilous office of interestmg herself m the 
rculamation of one who approache,l her as a 
lover. A widor experieuce of life lllight haYe 
fought him the lesson that a m_an geuerally 
proves tho 1,,tronger undor suth cu<:umstauce~, 
and that when he has won tho heart of tho 
woman who fondly arnl faithfully believes that 
ho will' learn to think as she does, ho too often 
Llraws her away from hor own faith by t]l() 
~eomiug strongth of his own plausiLlc argurnt'uts. 
At the same tiwe, as truth is al"·ay:s stnn1gcr than 
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fahmhood, anll right will win its way, even over 
might, the victory by no menns always remains 
with tho seeming conqueror. At the snme time, 
the experiment is n perilous one for tho young to 
make, though one which hae been successfully 
carried out ~nany times, and will be many moro; 
ancl for which there can be no better weapon 
than the deep unwavering faith which hacl been 
given alike to brother and sister, and which the 
experiences of the past months had deepened 
in Irene to something Yastly more strong and 
lasting than the mere exaltation of a passing 
wave of emotion whioh she had once mistaken 
for the faith which moves mountains. 

Hugh's words raised within her feelings of nn 
entirely new kind-feelings which gave a new 
impulse to her whole character. Hitherto she 
had been, from circumstances as well as tempera­
ment, decidedly self-centred. Now it seemed to 
her that she had perhaps a work to do for her 
l\1aster. She spent long hours in prayer for 
guidance-guidance aR to whether this work was 
to be hns to do -and if so, for grace to do it 
aright. She prayed for the young mau who was 
in the eyes of the world her lover, and prayed 
fur strength to act rightly in the coming crisis 
,of her life. 

Thus, when Lord Lovel appeared, the old 
prejudice against him had quite melted. She no 
longer steeled her heart against him, condemning 
him as a hopeless reprobate; and accordingly 
she found thnt he had many generous and 
even noble traits of character, in addition to a 
winning address, which she had always found 
it rather hard to resist. And he for his part was 
simply charmed with her. He had always 
admired her, even when she repelled him; ani 
though he had many times retired from her 
society in vexation and pique, half-resolved 
to withdraw his claim upon her hand, yet he 
never could get over the feeling that there was 
.something more behind, if he could but get at it, 
while he had never seen another face which 

.attracted him in the same way. He had been 
vexed at the persistence with which the thought 
-of Irene had haunted him, and he came to Rook­
wood with the full determination to win the 
.lady's hand once and for all, or to confess himself 
beaten and retire finally from the field. To find 
..her thus softened, so much sweeter and more 
approachable was delightful to him, and as he 
grew to know her better, he found unexpected 
depths in her nature which interested and some­
times awed him. He felt that she drew out the 
bet.tor qualities of bis own heart. Beforo her he 
felt deeply ashamed of follies and faults which 
he had regarded lightly enough before. He felt 
that if he could but win her for his wife, lie 
would turn over a new leaf. He began to speak 
to her of matters that wore not mere surface 
thing,, and her quick sympathy and under­
standing were a revelatio11 to him of a uuion of 
soul with soul which l1ad certainly nover been 
dreamed of in his philosophy before. 

Hugh watched this little drama with unfoig·noll 
interest and pleasure, and did all in his power 
to deepen the impresi;ion being made upon the 
miud of his former friend. 'fhera was much iu 

the atmosphere of Sax just now to strike the 
young man, who had hitherto been content to he 
a mere pleasure-seeker in life, and had hardly 
troubled his head for an hour over the deeper 
aspects of life, or given any serious heed to the 
burning questions of the day. His first Sunday 
was a surprise to him. He had seldom heard a 
sermon which so struck and moved him as did 
Mr. Latharn's, preached from the text, "Surely 
I come quickly," whilst the uumber of com­
municants who remained after the service ended, 
likewise i;urprised him greatly. He himself 
remained, and knelt beside Irene at the Lord's 
table for the first time, save one, in his whole 
life before. 

When they came out of church he was full of 
eager questions about the clergyman. 

"He was my old tutor. I was under him 
during my first year at Oxford, and then he left, 
for his health would not stand the strain of 
teaching. I used to think I might have been a. 
better man if he had stayed. Where does he 
live now? I must go and see him. But how 
fearfully ill he looks ! I should say he had one 
foot in the grave already." 

"Oh, don't say that!" cried Irene, "we are so 
fond of Mr. Latham; he has done such good. I 
am glad you have known him too. To-morrow 
you shall go and see him. On Sunday he is too 
bus_y, and he has no strength to spa.re." 

The next day young Lord Lovel went in 
search of his old tutor, and found him in his own 
humble quarters. Mr. Latham lodged with a 
widow in a little rose-covered cottage, just in the 
fork of the road to Ernscliff, where one of the 
lanes deflected to the left in the direction of 
Sheepwold farm. The house was on the Ernscliff 
property ; though the rooms were small, they 
were spotlessly clean, and the clergyman had 
always gratefully declined any offer on the pa.rt 
of Mary to enlarge them for him. His wants 
were very few, he truly said, and he had every­
thing that he needed there ; rest for the body 
and peace for the mind. Indeed, he carried that 
peace a.bout in his own heart, and it seemed to 
shine out of the depths of his hollow eyes, as he 
rose from the easy chair in which he was resting, 
-for 1\f onday al ways found him in a -very languid 
and weary state-and welcomed his old pupil 
with warmth and pleasure . 

"I thought I knew the face when I saw it in 
church ; but I scarcely hoped to be remembered 
myself. I am very glad to see you." 

" I wish I found you looking better, sir. I am 
afraid you are in very poor health. You shoulcl 
have stayed at Oxford; good men are wanted 
there. It was a thousand pities to throw your­
self uw,1y on a country curacy. You are killing 
yourself over parish work, and you might have 
beon n power in Oxford." 

'l'ho olorgymau smiled as he heard these 
wonls. 

" I hnd a call from my Master," he answered, 
"and I coulcl not choose but obey. He gave rue 
a ver\' little corner of His vineyard to till. 
Donbtlci;s, I was not fit for a large;· shnre. All 
I can hope is that I havo done that small work 
fait.hfully. Wh1it more can any of us hope than 
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to be found faithful unto death; found watching 
when the Lord shn,11 appocu-? " 

'l'he young man made no dircot, reply: but his 
face oxpres11eLl no impationco 11,nd no ombams11-
mont, He was interested, impressed even, hnt 
ho knew not what to rospond. He look0!l rouncl 
the narrow chamber and said : 
. " Surely thi:i is no fit place for you, Cume, 

sir, le_t me speak to you freely, and trust you not 
to m1snnderstand mo or think-think that I 
want to patronise. I know better what your 
value is-and my worthlessness. But I have a 
Rectory ,•acant; it is not very valuable, but it 
would be better 1han this; and there is at least 
a good house attached, and it is near Wilton 
Abbots, where I hope soon to settle down;" and 
the young man bi ushed. " I wish you woulJ let 
me nominate you to it; you could keep a curate 
to do the work, and take your ease and give 
yourself to study and rest. You have worked 
hard enough I am sure; it is time that you 
should think of yourself now." 

A very str~nge and beautirul smile played over 
Mr. Latham s face. He put out his hand and 
took that of the young nobleman. 

"My dear lad," he said, "I thank you from my 
heart. It does me good to feel that I am kindly 
remembered by those I knew years ago, to whom 
I strove to do my duty-imperfectly as that 
duty was done. I thank you most gratefully for 
your offer. I ask you not to think it a lack of 
gratitude tbat I do not accept it. Let me counsel 
you to be very careful w horn you select for the 
office. Strive for a man of piety and earnestness 
and zeal. Thank God there are such pastors 
still left, and I hope and believe that the time 
has come when He will raise up many more. 
But for me, my work lies here, in my little 
corner where Providence has led me." 

"But you have done your work here, and you 
have worn yolll"self out. It is rest and ease that 
you need now." 

"And rest is coming-it is very near now," 
answered Mr. Latham, with his radia1:1.t and 
luminous smile. " I need not seek it; it is 
coming as the gift of One who sees the need of 
each child of His, and gives to each one according 
to his need." 

"But you might recover in another place," 
cried the young man, with some vehemence. 
"That is another reason to leave. Jn this 
cottage what comforts can you have?" 

'\:Everything that I have need of, my kin<l 
young friend, and the love of tbos!l amonp;st 
whom I once feared I had laboured in vnin. 
Kind faces look in at my window with a smile of 
good-will, sweet voices speak stiothing wonlH to 
me day by day. I have my books al.iout me, my 
flock at my very doors; the som1ds and the Boonti; 
of the beautiful world are around me, and my 
Master is always at hand. What more can heart 
of man desire? I have been very abundantly 
blesseJ, and in calm and reverent hope I am 
content to wait for that one 111st final blessing 
which shall make me-either in lifo or cleuth­
ono with Him for whom we wait." 

Lord Lovel went aw1iy nwed n,)l(l impros1:1otl, 
perplexed in part, lrnt iu 110 Bpiri t ol 1:1oorn. 

Every day he found hh1 way to that rose-covered 
cottage, tlrawn thither by a power ho could 
scnrce understand, and every day he camo away 
11~r~ngth_on~d B~Hl confirmed in the new pmpnscf! 
rnnng w1thm him, more re1mlved to break through 
the fetters of olJ habit and old association, anrl to 
strive after the higher life ho now began to realise 
and appreuiato in others. 

l\Ir. Latham had other visitors too at this time: 
the ladies of Ernscliff came almost claily if he 
w11,s too feeble to walk up the hill to their house· 
lmt the visits he voluecl almost more than thes~ 
of fricnclship wore those paicl him regularly by 
Michael Portway and Jos Dawson. 'l'hese two 
youths had been greatly impressed by the change 
wrought in thl·ir comracle since his conversion, 
and following the advice of Mr. Wesley, they had 
turned for counsel to their clergyman, and had 
lecn receiving regular instruction from him, with 
the result that-, although they had not paEsed 
through Tom't1 phases of strong excitement and 
instantaneous conversion, they were brought l,y 
slow ancl sure degrees to the knowleclge of their 
Saviour, and liad set an example in the place 
which others were beginning to follow. 

"At evening-time it ~hall be lig_ht,"-these 
words were often on the lips of the dying 
clergyman during these bright summer days, 
when his lamp was burning very low -tl-:ough 
wi1h a clear brightness that caused its beams to 
be widely diffused-as he sat beside his open 
casement and wakhed the golden glow in the 
western sky. By the time the harvest fields 
were yellow and ready for the reaper's hand, 
Mr. Latham was unable to leave the house, and 
tho,e who still desired to see him hacl to seek 
him in his tiny cottage home. Hugh Fortescue 
removed himself from Rookwood and took up his 
abode beneath the same roof, nursing his senior 
and friend with filial devotion. Every day the 
young man felt that his soul was strengthened 
and elevated by communion with one who seemed 
to be almost within the borders of the unseen 
land. And it was to the siclo of the sick man's 
couch that Lord Lovel ono glowing evening in 
September led the blushing Irene to tell his old 
tutor that he had found the bride of his choice, 
and to ask his blessing upon their union. 

Most feryent and earnest was that · blessing. 
Irene bent her htad whilst the tears filled her· 
eyes, and she felt as though it w11s indeed the 
soal of God upon the first love of her heart, 
i;anctifying it and dedicating it to Him, from 
wh1Jrn all puro love comes. A few ,·c1·y solemn 
aucl oarnest WOl'(ls wore spoken by the dying 
man to the young nobleman, warnings against· 
temptation, exhortation to meet all such in a 
humble, prayerful spirit; solemn_ i11juncti~u, 
ngainst daring to try nml tamper with the faith 
of his bC>trothocl wifo, either uow or at auy futun,­
timo • and with these warnings aud cautions !\ 

very 
1

deop and he11rtfolt blossiug_ 1111011 the union 
whioh had in it so muoh of pronuso aml hope. 

" Yon will please yonr paronts in this tb ing, 
my ohihl," he tiaicl, detaining Irouo for a 1~011!c11t 
when Lord Lovcl turned to go. "Aml 1t 1s 1~ 

hnppy thing that you hnYO not been called upun 
to ohooso Lotwixt theii- wishes aud your own 
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consoience. Be true to the toe.ohings of that 
consoience through life. Let not the things of 
this W(lrld draw your heart away from t11e great 
and otemal hope of tho comiug of the Lord. Be 
always ready for Him when Ho shall appear, let 
Him find you watching e.nd waiting: but let 
Him find you doing your duty-your who1o duty 
-in that high station of life to which it has 
pleased Him to call you. Do not let small 
scruples worry you; look ever to the lar<Te 
issues of life, the wide teaching of our Bible; do 
not fret over little things, but avoid firmly and 
steadfast.ly all that raises up a barrier betwixt 
you and God; all that you do not feel you can 
ask His blessing upon. And now fa.rewoll, my 
dear claild. In this world, perchance we may not 
meet again; but I trust the day will come when 
we shall all stand together with the Lamb upon 
Mount Zion, and be for ever with the Lord." 

That same night the call came, and tbe spirit 
of the clergyman passed peacefully away. Hugh 
Fortescue, who felt that the end was near, would 
not leave him as he wished, but remained with 
him through the night, and just at dawn the 
mysterious change came which he had seen 
before and knew well. 

"My dear lad," he said faintly, "I thought I 
saw you and Ma1-y Ernscliff walking hand in 
hand over some stony path together, smoothing, 
toiling, working-ever together. Was it a dream, 

. or was it a vision of what will come?" 
Hugh made no attempt to answer. His deep 

love for Mary Ernsoliff, though scarcely admitted 
to himself, had been divined by his friend, and 
had just once been named between them before. 
A strange thrill shot through Hugh as he heard 
these words ; but at such e. moment, even that 
thought was but secondary in his mind. 

Kneeling beside the bed, and taking in hia 
own th·e cold e.nd lifeless hand, he asked in 
broken words for the blessing of the faithful 
pastor and friend, who wa11 going out so fearlessly 
into the dark valley. 

Calmly and steadily was that blessing given, 
and with it a solemn last charge to his successor 
-for such he felt Hugh to be-to feed the flock; 
to be a true and faithful pastor. 

"And remember eepecially Tom Heron "-such 
was one of the last whispered charges of the 
dying man-" remember him in your prayers. 
If he should return, comfort, help and strengthen 
him, confirm his faith, and help him to fight the 
battle to which he is now pledged." 

"I will," answered Hugh in strangled accents, 
and then in answer to a look-an unspoken 
request, he rose to his feet and solemnly pro­
nounced over the dying man the last prayer of 
commendation. 

As those solemn words were spoken the silver 
cord was loosed, but the dark valley wu not dark 
to one who was treading it in steadfast faith­
certain of finding in it the road to Him who has 
said: 

"I am the Resurrection and the Life." 

TWO DOORS. 

DY 1:HE VERY DEV. G. .A. CIIADWICK, D.D., DEAN 01!' ABIIAGK, 

"Knock, and it shall be openecl. unto you."-Matt. vii. 7. 

WHEN these texts are placed side by side, we 
are startled and pained by the contrast. 
On oue side is God, inviting us to knock 

at His door, and assuring us that it shall be 
opened. And on the other side also is God, waiting 
at our door, standing there because it is not 
openes., and so He needs to continue knocking; 
and as we listen, He does not say what shall 
happen if any man will dare to lock Him out. 
No, the unoe1·to.inty is the reverse: it is whether 
any man w}ll hear Hi~ voice raised in appealing 
love and faithful warnmg, and open the stubborn, 
barred and bolted door. 

And the contrast is more wonderful st.ill, when 
we consider what is behind oaoh of those doors, 
the hospitable and the inhospitable one. 

A door is iho visible expression of privacy. 
OutBiue is whatever we share with others; within, 
what is secluded, personal, reserved. For all that 
around which we draw a fonco 01· rais<:l a wall,. 
and over which we spread a l'Oof-lree, fllr the 
treasure we would guarcl from clcmger, for the 
meditations we would preserve 11nintorrnpte1l, 

"Behold, I eland at the door and knock."-Rw. iii. 20. 

for these we make strong the door. And within 
the house itself, the opening of door after door 
expresses a more perfect intimacy, as one is ad­
mitted to the reception-room, the study, and the 
chamber. Consider then the difference between 
what we have to throw open, and that to which 
God Qffers us admittance. 

To think of the public treasures to which He 
admits all, may help our estimate of those rarer 
gifts which He reserves-the secret things of God. 
And so we let our minds range over the splendou1-s 
of the visible wol'ld, the solemnities of night with 
its silent sta1·s and whispering wincls, the :pomp 
of rising and setting suns, the march of the 
seasons across time, the sp1·ing fresh with promi:so, 
and autumn gorgeous with fruition. We re­
member the vnrions 1·elntious which affect our 
lives, the inten,st of puulic events, the restfulnc>ss 
of home, age vcnorablo with its ripe expe1·ienco, 
iufonoy tonder with its laughter and its pathos, 
nll that llrcathos to onr sonh in those si1uplo 
wonls "I\Iy mot-l1cr," aucl "l\ly child.'' And hopo 
wnves· bofore us her purple wings, ancl success 
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gladdens us, and failure nerves us for a further 
effort. And the glories of tho lmnrnn intellect 
li~eratnre and music and art, aro freely given t~ 
dignify and crown our lives. And in these wo 
are tempted to live, and with these we try to bo 
content. 0 fools and slow of head I For in 
reality all things around us bear witness to their 
Mnker. 'l'bey are like some lovely park and 
pleasure-ground thrown open to the public, 1md 
proclaiming in all their cultivated beauty the 
taste and resources of him who planned and 
who maintains them, and the goodness which 
shares them equally with friends and foes. But 
as we range through these, His messengers move 
among us, proclaiming that within, beyond, is a 
more perfect splendour, a Paradise without a 
serpent, "a garden enclosed," where the roses 
are thornless, aud sorrow and sighing have fled 
away; a marvellous abode which is the perfection 
of beauty, the house of many mansions, the city 
where all are blessed. "See," they tell m,, "the 
goodness which is shown in this promiscuous, 
indiscriminate bounty, and reflect upon what the 
love must be which He bears to His own, His 
friends, His beloved. It is the appeal of His 
lingering ten_derness to those who will not accept 
the riches of His Fatherly heart. What, then, 
must remain beyond? And then He Himself 
announces that the door of His most precious 
treasures, the secret of His profoundest joys, is 
not shut against the rebellious, except only as long 
as they rebel. He calls them back, and the door 
which is closed against desecration will quickly 
fly open to penitence. He says "knock, and it 
shall be opened." 

The worldly :man, who thinks religion gloomy, 
is in truth lingering in the grass, and neglecting 
to enter the flower-garden of the mansion. He 
is refusing to know God, on whose bounty he 
subsists, and Whom to know is life eternal. 

And observe that Jesus does not say, Knock 
now, and it shall be opened to you when you die. 
It is not of heaven above that He is chiefly 
speaking, but of the kingdom of God within us, 
and of admission to that blessedness which made 
His persecuted follower, while enduring the loss 
of all things, cry out: "Eye hath not seen, nor 
ear heard, neither have entered into the heart 
of man, the things which God bath prepared for 
them that love Him. Yet God bath already re­
vealed them unto us by His Spirit." 

Reconciliation, sonship, admission by prayer 
into God's imrnediatepresence-chamber, the fellow­
ship of the Spirit, holiness of life anil holiness of 
heart-these are denied to none. And theE<e aro 
the choicest blessings. For the agonies which 
men endure, amid all pomp and splendour, who 
have lost their own self-respect ( or oven that 
shadow and mockery of a good conscience, the 
respect of their fellow-men), these ag~nies bear 
witness to the truth that 1o be good 1s a more 
rnal bliss than to posseEB all the good things of 
all the world. 

Now this real bliss is offered to us, every one. 
No man has really sought for it in vain. It is 
true that some have prayed for it and ha.vo not 
been answered, but they have wished to combine 
it with contradictory pleasures whl'Jl1 they would 

not leave, and so they have never really come up 
to the door and knocked. But from such as come 
He keeps nothing back. He does not offer 
admis!lion only to the vestibule of His household, 
but teaches us to come with boldness to the very 
thron~ of grace. He asks, arguing with our 
un behcf: "He that spared not His own Son, but 
delivered Him up for us all, how shall He not 
with Him also freely give us all things?" There 
is therefore no door of blessedness which Ho 
refuses to open unto us. 

Turn now from this noble and hospitable cloor­
W4Y, and ask what is within the other door? 
·what treasnres ore hoarded there, on which He 
may not intrude? Why is it guarded so jealously 
that He knocks in vain, and stands waiting, and 
calls aloud, if perhaps men will hear His voice 
and open the door ? 

Sometimes there is the shame of conscious 
defilement. A man is well aware of corruption 
in his life, or baseness and foulness in the heart 
and mind, which he dares not show to others, 
and so he cowers and shrinks when the door of 
his heart is smitten, and stops his ears against 
the gentle and reassuring voice of Him that 
knocks. 

Ah, yes, but his cowardice shows how meanly 
he thinks about his inmost self, how far he is 
from being really at peace with himself. At the 
blossom of his unholy joys, conscience ever gnaws 
like a worm, and spoils it. The knowledge of 
higher things possessed by the Christian, and a 
promise of what is yet to come, reproaches and 
tannts him for living below his destinies, and 
eYen below his secret longings. All noble desires, 
the spur of the Christian, are to him a wound and 
an anguish, and the soul, made large enough to 
contain God, is unfilled and unsated by the little 
share which one man's energy can snatch from 
our little world. Therefore he is restless; he 
demands more, he craves novelty and excitement 
and anything that may ward off thought. 'l'hat 
is the confession of his unhappiness, for if ho 
were content he would repose. 

And yet he cannot persuade himself to admit 
this, behaving like one who hides, through false 
shame, the hurt wkich is eating out his life, from 
the- Good Physici,m with the balm of Gilead in 
His hand. 

Perhaps more often the door which will not 
open to Christ hides rnel'ely empty rooms, folly 
m~d idleness ancl inattention. God only knows 
how many souls are lost for ever, merely because 
they would no_t ronse themselves and take the 
trouble to be saved at once. Deu btless there are 
but few that argu.e, "I am better employed, 01· at 
least my Clmployment interests me more than 
communion with God in Chri~t." 

No, it is the thief of time, procrnstination, who 
is also the murderer of 8ouls. And the devils 
may well mock t.he i,llo loiterer in dusty chambers 
in a honse fast falling to decay, who leaves tho 
l\Instor of heaven waiting because ho is foo 
indolont to dmw bnck a rusty bolt aml turn the· 
door upon a creaking; hinge. 

Lookinp; attentively at tlie latter verse, we 
discover tlmt while we have been speaking of 
two truusucti,ms, they do actually coinei,ltl, so 
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that whenever we open our own door we ourselves 
enter in at God's. 

Our will is the barrier which at once excludes 
Him from our hearts, and refuses to receive Hie 
love; so that, when it gives way, at the moment 
when Ho enters the soul, we are in turn admitted 
to His guest chamber, and sit down at the feast 
He spreads. Therefore it is writlen, If any man 
will hear My voice and open the door, I will 
become at once the visitor and the host; I will 
sup with him, and he with Me. 

But what shall we offer to Him who said: If I 
were hungry I would not tell thee, for all the 

beasts of tho forest are Mine, and the cattle upon 
a. thousand Lilla? He hungers for our love ; he 
seeks not ours but Oil. 'fhe devotion of the 
humblest spreads for Him a banquet more ac­
ceptable than the proudest offerings of the in­
sincere; and so there is nono who may fear 
to admit this marvellous Guest ; and in 1 the 
honours which He bestows, the last shall prove 
to be first. And in return for our poor faltering 
love, He gives the love of God; the awfol, the 
immeasurable length and breadth and depth and 
height of the love of God which passeth all 
understanding. 

-------!;:»•---------

WANDERINGS IN THE HOLY LAND. 

BY ADELIA GATES. 

x. 

MY DllAQO~IAN A:SD All.I ll IIORSll, 

IN the courtyard of the hotel there stand three 
horsCJB !!addled for gentlemen, two horses 
saddled for ladies, and a number of bagguge­

horscs. A heap here, a heap there, a heap 
yonder, of luggage. 'l'here are tentt1, folding-

stools, and mattresses; there are trunks, bags, 
paroels, autl baskets. There are four quadri­
lateral sharp-oornered chests, full of fraugiblo 
articles, suoh al! glass and crockery, bottles of 
wine, anll bottles of le1uouade : there are kitch tc>u 
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utensil~, and table linen, ancl shining silver. 
The~ 1e all that e. luxurious Engli11hman or 
American could desire for his journey. 

A dragoman and severe.l of hie men a.re with 
much talki~g,_shouti~g, and imprecati~n, trying 
to arrange m 1mpoes1ble equilibrium this incon­
gruo,us mass on the backs of the much-to-be-com­
P8:5B1?nated beasts. This is the outfit of a group 
w1thm the hotel, who with such patience as they 
ca.n command are awaiting the start that had 
been ordered and promised for a much earlier 
hour. 

A horse with the Arab saddle used by both 

a large sheath-knife. On the feet he wears 
sandals, on the head a turban: over the turban 
and b?und o~ with several coils of brown cord'. 
there 1s a white cotton haik, which falls over the 
neck to protect it from the heat or the cold as 
the case may be. If you should raise the turban 
you would see beneath it a bead, always close!; 
shaven except a little tuft on the crown. In the 
ho.nd he holds I\ stick, which may serve the 
double use of staff and goad. 

'l'ha~ is my horse and outfit: this is the 
muk,tri, dragoman, servant, and I am the 
"party." 

JERt:SAl,ElC F ROll SCOl'US, 

men and women, the stirrup-strap a piece of 
rope, the stirrup itself a loop in the end of that 
rope; a sack of barley hanging across behiud 
the saddle, and over the sack of barley large 
saddle-bags securely fastened. One side of 
these contains a portfolio and the requisites for 
water-colour painting: in the other side there 
are the things absolutely necessary to a traveller 
who has learned to restrict her wants to t.he 
no.rrowest limits consistent with hee.ltu and 
comfort. 

Erect e.nd motionless beside the horse, stands e. 
tall, swarthy Arab, with sombre counteno.uoe aml 
dec,p-set dark eyes, that seem never to 1111.ve held 
a smile. His loose woollen garmont is confined 
at the waist by a leathern belt, frvrn whi1:h haugs 

A Syrian friend had engage(l him to take me 
to Tiborias, whither he was returning with two 
other Arabs, who bacl como to sell some mer­
chandise, perhnps grain. He was glad to gc,t a 
passen11,er, though it obligecl him to returu ou 
foot as he probably came. 

My friend had arranged tho couditions of the 
journey with the utmost olearness, as is necessary 
in dealing with these people, otherwise there is 
likoly to be an unpleasant discussion at the end. 
Yakub ,,vas to take me to 'l'ibe1 ias, viii. Nazareth: 
if on arriving at Nazareth I should wish to go to 
Mount Carmel, six hours west of the Mecliterrn­
nean coast, he shouhl accompany mo, aucl un 
reaching 'l'iberias shoultl ret,oi,·o fo1· oach da_\· 
two mcjidi, aliout three aml six1 cm·e, he tu l''\Y 
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the koop of himself and horse. Ilo seemed quite 
oontont with these conditions, nodding ussent to 
oach article a.s it was carefully ropoatod. 

\Vo were to start o.t ten A,M, next day, but as 
the morning wore on to noon, the Syrian, know­
ing Yaktib's haunts, wont to look for him; and 
found him just returned from what is equivalent 
to our police court. He had been sentenced to 
pay a fine for some offence of which he declared 
himself innocent: "an enemy had accused him 
falsely." 

He would come to me at three P,M. and we 
could go to El-Bireh, three hours from Jerusalem, 
and make an enrly st.art from there in the morn­
ing. Very well. 

But neither at three o'clock nor at four, nor 
at five, did my tall dark-eyed Arab make his 
appearance, and I, of course, gave up all idea of 
leaving Jerusalem that night. At se,en he 
came, with a 'plausible excuse for his tardiness, 
and insisted strongly on starting at once. I did 
not wish to do so, but he said we could make a 
good bit of way before bed-time, o.nd thus lighten 
the next day's journey; so I consented, and 
bidding adieu to the kind friends with whom I 
had spent the last days, I set off. 

Outside the gate of the city there awaited us 
a party consisting of two men and a woman with 
two children, one of whom was twelve years old 
the other three years, all bound for Tiberias. 
\Ve went down into the Kedron valley and across 
it up to Mount Scopus. There I halted, and 
turning about took my last look of Jerusalem. 
How beautiful she was, her white walls, aud 
domed roofs, shining in the clear moonlight ! 

We slept in a solitary house by the wayside, a 
little off the insignificant huddle called Shafut, 
less than an hour from Jerusalem. I wondered 
that Yakub had insisted on starting in the even­
ing to come only this little distance. I under­
stood it later. We all slept on the one floor, a 
straw mat being laid down for each of us. I 
was well enough accustomed to this sort of lodg­
ment not to r.omplain of it, and so were they all. 
In the morning my mukari (m·ulet.eer), sent the 
lad, I think he was Syrian, to get five piastres 
from me (tenpence) to pay for my bed. I think 
he kept a good part of it himself, as the boy 
Mahmoud told me that the others paid only two 
piastres-fourpence. 

'1.'here is·nothing interesting at Shafut but the 
tradition that it occupies the place of the ancient 
l\fizpeh; and wiser than I have decided that that 
venerable site where" the children of Israel were 
gathered together as one man even from Dan to 
Beersheba with the land of Gilead," to avenge 
the evil deed of the Benjamites in liibeah is not 
here, but on the route from Lydda to Jernsalom. 

After two hours through a not very intercAting 
nor fertile country, we halted at El-Birch. As 
every place must have its tradition, El-Birch in 
the sixteenth century supplied its lack by manu­
facturing one, namely tliat this is the place 
where the parcuts of ,Jesus missed the Child 
from their company anrl wont buck to sock Him. 

I drank excollout cool wator from n, stone jar, 
and ate excellent hreud n11tl choose that I hn!l 
l.,rought from Jerusalem. 'l'ho mon ordor0tl coffoll 

and lny down on the floor to rest, and perhaps to 
sloop; for an Arab can sleep any where and at 
any time if ho has nothing else to do, and he can 
oqually well gabble half the night if others will 
join him in it. 

They seem to possess unlimited capacity for 
abstinence as for eating, and for wakefolness as for 
sleeping. 

I strolled on in the pleasant sunshine, botaniz­
ing, and singing, now climbing a hill, now 
descending into a valley, and getting a long wa.y 
on before the party overtook me. Though the 
country looked poor, it was flowery. Where 
Nature cannot enlist Ceres in her service, she can 
still win Flora ns handmaid. In a mining region 
of the Rocky Mountains of North America, where 
it was not possible to raise grain, nor potatoes, 
nor edible vegetables of any sort, nor grass to 
pasture a cow, even there I found a rich flora. 

Thrifty Yakub asked me to pay my share of 
the little coffee bill. 

"But I had nothing." 
"You had some water." 
"And not oven a cup to drink it from." 
Re insisted that I had Leen counted in as one 

of the party, and that he had paid two-pence for 
me, and I was goose enough to believe him. 

In my dealings with the Arabs of the Sa.hara, I 
had seldom met with dishonesty, and was slow in 
learning to look out for it in the Arabs of the 
Levant. 

We went on through a country sometimes 
stony and lonely, sometimes fertile and with 
smiling valleys. By-and-by, I was gladdened by 
the sight of olive trees and figs. When I first 
saw olive orchards in their gra.y and dusty winter 
robes in Southern France, I thought them ugly; 
but little by little, as they took on a brighter 
!!pring aspect, I got to think them pretty, and to 
love them as I love few other trees. Perhaps 
association of ideas has something to say to it, 
but there is in their peculiar way of growth, and 
in the twisted and riven trunks of the older trees, 
a charm that grows upon one. 

A detour of an hour or two would have allowed 
me to visit Shiloh, or rather the Scihin that oc­
cupies that site, interesting from its connectfon 
with so many events mentioned in the Old Tei;fa­
ment. 

There "The whole congregation of the children 
of Israel assem 1.,lon and sot up the tabernacle of 
the congregation." '1.'here "At the door of the 
tauernacle Elenzar the priest, and Joshua the 
son of Nun, and the heads of the tribes of the 
children of Israel, divided by lot their portion 
of land to the seven tribes that had not yet 
received their inheritance." '1.'here lived Eli and 
tho young Samuel. 'l'here, one dreallfnl day, 
Eli, "ninety and eight yoars old and his eyes 
dim that he C()lllll not see," sat by thl1 wav, 
anxiously waiting for nows from the battil'. 
And whon 0110 camo runninp; Ullll tohl that 
"Ismol is fled b0foro the Philistinos, aml then:, 
has boon n great slaughter among ths l)('Opk, 
11,ll(l thy two sous, Phinoas nnd Roplmi am deall, 
and the ark of the Lord is takon," thl'n tho poor 
olrl man "foll from llff tho scat backward by tho 
si<le of the gate, nud brake his nook that he 
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died." Did he in that lust moment forcseo that 
tho Ark would never come back nor prosperity 
to Shiloh? ' 

A II these and other things from that old time, 
passed ~s in a vision before me, ancl I longed to 
turn aside unto Seih1n, though I would see only 
mournful ruins. 

But Yakt1b was no way disposed thereto, nor 
,~ere the others of the party. If I had been alone 
I could have insisted, but as I had made no special 
stipulation for that, and as they had as much right 
as I to a voice in the matter, I reluctantly, and 
with lasting regret, gave up Shiloh, and we kept 
on to Nabulus, over plains, hills, and green valleys, 
with sometimes a barren mountain, and sometimeR 
a village with rock tombs. The" bare mountain" 
reminds me to quote Joshua xvii. 15, 19. In the 
distribution of the land among the tribes, the 
children of Joseph complained that their portion 
was too small for them, seeing that they were a 
great people. And Joshua answered ihem: "If 
thou be a great people, then get thee up to the wood 
country, and cut down for thyself there in the 

land of the Perizzites, if mount Ephraim be too 
narrow for thee. But the mountain also she.11 
be thine; for it is a wood, and thou shalt cut it 
down, and tho outgoings of it shall be thine." 
Ah I Joshua, we reverence you; yours is the 
name of a great leader, but if you had lived in 
this, our day, or could have had the gift of fore­
sight into the far centuries, you would have 
admonished them not to strip the mountain. 
You would have said; "He that cots down and 
does not replant in some measure, he is not a 
benefactor to his posterity, but a malefactor." 

A cool spring and a spreading oak make an 
inviting halting-place, and while the others take 
their rest lying in the pleasant shade, I find 
mine in painting the flowers that had smiled a 
welcome from stony places and grassless preci­
pices, as if knowing me their friend and lover. 
'l'he little child chatters Arab words, the Syrian 
mother smiles as she listens, the men talk lazily 
at intervals as they lie on the grass, and I" think 
of th<:J leagues of land and sea that lie 'twixt those 
I love and me." 

THE SPIDER AND THE STORM. 

THE typhoon was upon us in Shanghai. 
Furious blasts of wind were bursting opeu 
windows and doors, mutilating and uproot­

ing trees, tearing down masonry, with fatal 
consequences to life, whirling boats and junks to 
destruction; while the rain poured down in a 
deluge. The rain quickly flooded the settlement, 
including our compound and verandah, and, 
wol'se than all, rushed through unsuspected boles 
in our roof, bringing down huge fragments of 
ceiling; so that all our bed-rooms would have 
been swamped but for baths and basins hastily 
placed here, there, and everywhere. Meanwhile 
flashes of lightning and crashes of thunder were 
terrifying some timid ones among us. 

'I'hrough a whole day and night the tempest 
raged; and then towards morning its fury sub­
sided. But still the rain was pouring, and on my 
way down to brea_kfast, I _stopped to ~ecu!e the 
fastening of a staucase wmdow. This wmdow 
overlooked our one-storeyed kitchens and servants1 

rooms; and for several days before the storm I 
bad noticed in an angle of roofing among th<lse a 
very large spider's web, which I had hesitated to 
have swept away, it was so beautiful in fabric 
and design. 

"'l'he typhoon will' have done the work of 
destruction now," I thought, as I approached the 
window. To my surprise, the spider's frail home 
had weathered the storm which had made such 
havoc of mine I And I saw the present hoavy 
rain pass by it, through it, witho~t dam11ge to one 
of its gos~amcr threads. Too hght, too ~lender 
was the structurc to offer any surface of ros1stauce 
to the deluge. . 

Surely, I thought, a para.Lio of most pructioul 

truth is here. Some words of the wise Jeremy 
Taylor, lately read, occurred to me: "I have 
known the boisterous north wind pass through 
the yielding air which opened its bosom, and 
appeased its violence by admitting it with easy 
compliance in all the regions of its reception. 
But where the same breath of heaven hath been 
checked with the stiffness of a tower, or the united 
strength of a forest, it grew ruighty and dwelt 
there and broke down the lofty branches. 

"As the noise of many waters, and as the voice 
of a great thunder, sounds forth the voice of the 
Lord in this our world, in its great national 
crisis, in earthquake, pestilence and famine, wars 
and rumours of wars. And in each human life 
how clearly at one time or another is realised 
that mighty power, iu some shock of sorrow, 
blighting bereavement, loss of worldly possession, 
or some other sudden change in our lot, all 
reminding us how utterly we are in the hands of 
an Omnipotent God." 

But while the apostle's challenge stands un­
answered, unanswerable," Who bath resisted His 
will?" the promise of old stands also sure: 
"Harden not your necks, but yield yoursehes 
unto the Lmd; for the Lord is gracious and 
merciful." "Hmnblo yourselves under the might,v 
hand of Gori, and He shall exalt you in duo time." 
" ,vith tlrn lowly is wisdom;" and there is 110 

wisdom like that divinely taught, whether in 
the instincts of nature, or in tho lessons of God's 
word. 

Not only is thero safety, escape from all 
real ha.rm, in lowly yielding to the will of _(~ol~; 
when the rain was over and gone, my spiders 
web was not uninjured only, but beautified; on 
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every gossamer thread glittered rninliow-coloured 
gem-like drops of water, bringing to minu the 
words of the holy Rutherford:-

With mercy nncl with judgment 
l\ly web of time He wo.ve, 

And ·nye the clews of sorrow 
Were lustred with His love. 

Are not the Word of God, the book of Nature 
t)1e c?ur~e of P_rovidence; tl~e scheme of redemp~ 
t101;1, mstmct with the prmc1ple here illusiratod? 
Gam after loss, aye, and throucrh loss· perfecting 
through suffering; the light ~ffiictio~ "working 
the weight of glory." 

Yet one more thought involved in the spider's 
web. " Little but exceeding wise." The man of 

wisdom has declared her, "taking hold with her 
hands, even in kings' palaces." The wisdom of 
tho l_owly is ~ot defensive o~ly, but productive 
of high atturnment and achievement which no 
assumption of greatness could command. Here 
again is illustrated e. radical law of the kingdom 
of God. "The meek shall inherit the earth : " 
"Ho that humbleth himself shall be exalted." 
And how clearly is it shown in Scripture from 
end_ to end that the way o[ lowline~s is the way 
of hfo eternal; that only m becommg " As little 
children " can we enter the palace of the King of 
kings; the home of joy everlasting on whose 
portals it is written, "Blessed are the poor in 
spiri:t, for their's is the kingdom of heaven." 

ALICE JANE MUIRHEA.l>, 

THE BOILED RABBIT. 

I SHALL never forget the day when peace and love were 
restored to me and my family by the means of a boiled 
rabbit. Old as I am, that simple memory comes often 

back again across the years. 
Let me explain : 
My father was an artisan, one of those town workmen 

who live in villages, I was his only child; so, although 
our cottage was not large, there was room in it for Olli' small 
family. But my mother died before I was six years old, 
and some time afterwards my father married again. I 
was young enough to be pleased with the excitement of hie 
wedding, although I had loved my mother, and still re­
membered her. 

Let me hasten to add that it is not my intention to write 
a tale on the unkindness of a step-mother, for my father, 
wbo was a man of common-ser.se, hnd chosen a good 
woman for his second wife. My step-mother was a clean, 
tidy body, a real Christian in her rough, honest way, and 
well enough disposed to treat me kindly, and to make the 
home of my father comfortable. In spite of this, 11 must 
own, though I own it to my shame, that I could not get. on 
with my step-mother. 

The principal difficulty was this-and, although you may 
laugh at me, I can assure you it was a real difficulty-my 
mother had been a woman of education, and my step­
mother had no love for books. My mother had brought to 
my father, besides a Family Dible, a Robinson Crusoe, o. 
Scott's Poems, and a Whole Duty of Man ; nnd ehe always 
encouraged me to believe that, if I paid attention to my 
" schooling," I should some day be able to rend theso boohs 
myself. I can see her still, a little, dclicato creature, 
bending down to kiBB me before I went to school; or raising 
her face from her needlework, always ready to be inlorosted 
when I poured out my tales of my lessons on my retum. 
Now my stop-mother had no opinion of books or lessons­
she coneidered them to be luxuries, uufit for tho poor. 

It was owing to her representations th!Yt my fatl'ICr seized 
every oppo1·tunity of eetting me to work, so that, in spite 
of the strict laws of schools, I fonucl myself often cut off from 
my lesson-books. Every year the hen<l boys of our villngo 
school were examined, and the boy who dicl best roceil'ecl 
two poun,lli as a reward-you can fancy wlmt the idea of 

• 

web an amouut of money wna to me, who had never handled 
a piece of gold in my life. I grudged every hour that was 
not spent with my books. I devoted to them every moment 

_I could spare. I detested our allotment-ground, my little 
brothers and sisters, the pails of water I must fill, and the 
wood that I must cut, Looking back on those days, I can 
see plainly now that my family had reason to think me an 
unamiable boy, but I assure you that the only reason for 
my selfishness was that I wished to learn and gain two 
pounds. For otherwise I was ready to be pleased with my 
little brothers and sisters, even with the babies thon~h I 
disliked the perambulator. ' 

0 

Well, the examination day came and passed. I thought 
that I had not done so well as I might have done, and w,1s 
very much distressed. I imagine, by the way, that after 
an examination day one always feels that one has not done 
so well as one might have done. My anxiety ,vas great : I 
became feverish, unhappy, still less inclined for domestic 
duties; my step-mother 8aid that I "went worretin' round,'' 
and that I "wasn't no sort o' good in anything." I had no 
comfort but the hope of the two pounds, llnd the feverish 
hope was as bad llS an illness could hnve been. 

At last, one morning-it is a distinct remembrance still­
I heard from within the cottage the sound of the garden 
gate; and, going to the door, I .l!aw our schoolmaster 
advancing with dignity up the gnrden path. He was a 
lean man, with n look of grout importance, grey-haired, 
spectacled, somewhat aolemn in manner, aud decidedly 
slow in speech, But he put his hnnd into his pocket 
whilst he wished goocl-dny to my step-mother, and therc­
there, in hie fingers, I saw a gleam of gold. 

The next thing I remember, for I WflS too nmch excited 
to know what happened until some while ha,l passe,I, is 
thnt the mo11oy was laid upon the table, find that all the 
littlo ones gathered 1·ou11!l to see it. The schoolmaster wns 
gono, and I was no longer uwed by his presence: I was 
delighted, triumphant. I do not know what I said or did. 
And it was then-then-that my stop-mother dclivernd her 
opinion; she snicl thnt "it was n queer tl\le that one could 
got two pounds for noLhiug." 

For nothing I Through the wholo ycnr I had toikd aml 
slrivon, sitting up ut night, gelting up early in lhe morning. 
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rcno11nc.ing mnrblcs, nnd cricket; cvcl'ything, thnt I might 
speml my timo over books and sums. Nothing I Are 
lesson-books nothing, and slntos, nnd exnminntions, ond the 
honour of being nmongst tho bend boys of the school? Oh, 
whnt is the good of trying, if when ono hos received the 
prize one is tl'ented ns if ho hnd mit done anything? 

I ran out of doors in lo the d,unp nulumn dny; I spent 
the whole dny in wanderings, hungry, cohl, despairing. I 
made up my mind thnt I would go to "Amerilcy," whore 
honouro.ble distinctions perhnps nro recognised. How I 
should over bo o.ble to find my wo.y to "Ameriky," or whnt 
I should do when I got thore, I did not stny to consider; I 
was only determined thnt I would lcnvo my step-wothcr, so 
ignorant, so unfit to understand my qunlitics I I cried, o.nd 
said to myself tho.t if my own mother had been a.live she 
would have been proud of me for hnving gained tl,e m0ney. 
I 1old myself thnt I would never work at school agnin; no, 
even if the school-master were angl'y with me, I would not I 
And then, as the darknEs, fell, and the cold beco.me intense, 
I found my way slowly to my cottage home. I remember 
o.t this moment how chee1-ing its red gleam seemed from the 
muddy roods and the dark autumn night. 

If I had not looked such o. miserable creature as I entered, 
it is possible that my father might have had some "word~" 
with me; for I had not fulfilled one of the household duties 
which always fell to my share on holidays. But I was wet, 
wretched, shivering, unable even to eat, and I had just 
gained the two pounds which lay on the mo.ntel-piece. So 
without much reproof I was allowed to attempt my 
supper, and then, aching and shuddering, to cro.wl off to 
bed. I had been cold, but as I lay down in the bed I felt 
o.s hot as if I had been burned with fire. A strange night 
followed, during which I did not sleep, though I was 
dreaming, and chattering nonsense all the time. 

• The next morning I was ill, and I remained ill for many 
days, sick with fever, the result of cold, and perhaps of 
over-work, suffering a good deal, of which I remember little, 
since I was continually deli:rioos. Even worse deys followed, 
when I was considered better, and brought into th.i other 
room, and placed in my father's chair, feeling as if I were 
all bones, and loose bones too, and in danger of dropping lo 
pieces as I sat. I couldn't eat, not even when I tried to do 
so, and the parish doctor shook his h011d at me. I was too 
ill, and perhaps too young to understand tb.at it is a serious 
business when a doctor shakes his head. 

And then, one night-how distinctly I remember it !-I 
awoke suddenly in the middle of the night, and so.w that 
my step-mother wne seated in the room, working with 
desperate haste, by candle-light. The room was durk, as 
there was only that one candle, with its shadowy form, o.nd 
its round bright braes guard, aud I lay watching it, o.nd 
listening to the voice of my father, c~lling to my step­
mother from the other bed-room. She replied that there 
was some work that she must finish, and I suppose that ho 
went to sleep, and that I also slept, for the noxt thing tho.t 
I remember is the eight of my step-mother folding up he1· 
work, in the grey <lawn of the morning. For some 1·co.son 
that I <lid not attempt to understand, she hnd chosen to sit 
at her needle-work all night. 

That morning, o.fter breakfast, when my futho1· hud gono 
to work, and my brothers and sisters ho.d all set out for 
school, o.ud there was only left in the cotto.go tho buby in 
the crn.dle, my step-mother, Urn child of n ncighhoul', nml 
myself, I wns aslonished to sec my stop-mother put on hor 
loonnct, and Ray that she must litke her wol'k to the Hnll nt 
once. Sito 11<ldcd tho.t it woul1l bo some while before she 
returned, for she thonghL thnt when she ho.d becu to tho 
lfoll sho woul,l wnlk on to tho town. I wns rnxe,1, ior I 
felt lhut she was neglecting me, o.nd I lmew that I wne ill 
o.nd important, 0.11d ougl1t not lo ho 11oglccto1l. I tokl 

myself that if my mother had been alive she woulrl not 
hnvo gone to the town when I WRB ill. 

Ah, well I The morning passed somehow, and with the 
worst of gmee I endured the attentions of the neigh hour'~ 
child. At noon came the noisy family, and my father, who 
wo.s not plenscd to find that his wife was away at dinner­
time. I was not sorry that my father should be vexed 
with her: at the boltom of my heart there was a tiny, 
spiteful pico.sure. We were still sitting at the table, 
o.lthough our meal was over, when the door burst open 
suddenly, a.ad eho co.me in. 

How well I co.n see her I A elout, panting woman, tire,! 
with her wo.lk, liolding her basket, breathing loudly, but 
still with o. look of triumph on her face, each as I had never 
seen before. Without allowing us any time to speak, 
she took the cover off the basket and held op the dish it 
contained, and there....:.oh, wonder! there lay a beilecl 
ro.bbit, smotherecl with white sauce. Accustomed to live 
upon bacon all the yco.r we were silent, breathless, hoping 
for a feet i vaL 

"Lookee here," cried mother, in agitation and delight, 
"this is the rabbit I have bought for Jim. I sat up all 
night,. I di<l, that I might finish the needlework I was 
adoin' for the Hall. Ami then I did walk to the town, I 
bought the rabbit, and I stopped to see my aunt, and 
cooked it there ; and I have made it wi' white soss, very 
nice, eo as Jim may have eommat real good to ea~. It 
have gone to my heart, it have, to sec him pinin' an' to 
know as there wasn't a thing as he could tooch. An' now, 
this rabbit, it is for none else thnn Jim, an' he shall eat it 
his own self, every bit." 

Do you blame me because, as I write these simple words, 
the tears rise again to my eyes as they did then, at the 
remembrance of the great kinduc&s and affection which in 
its simple fashion had worked so hard for me? :Xo doubt 
at the time I had other, lower feelings; in spite of my 
illness I became conscious of an appetite. 

I did eat that rabbit; I ate the whole of it, for my 
stepmother was determined that I should ; it was placed in 
the inner room, and whenever I felt inclined I went in, and 
cut off a II!outhful and swallowed it. I do not know 
whether, on recovery from illness, boiled rabbit at short 
intervals is ever recommended by the doctors-if it is not I 
can only suppose that what cured me of my weakness was 
the delightful feeling of importance and luxury. The 
other childreu looked on me with awe-struck eyes, and said 
I ho.d a rnbbit to myself, like a gentleman! I was proud 
of the distinction, though I must do myself the justice to 
sny that I would b.M·e share:! it with them if I bad been 
allowed to do E'O. 

I got well ; and from the time of my recovery there 
was more happiness in our cottage than there had been 
before ; for tho want of union between myself and my step­
mother lu\Cl been the occnsion of discomfort to everyone. I 
think I pnitl ho.ck the rnbbit by my affection aud obedience ; 
I o.m certain at any ro.te lho.t I tried to do so, though still 
to wy etep-mother belongs,.the higher honour of having bce:1 
kincl to mo before I hud· been good to hn Always, to this 
<lay, when I henr of1 some little kindness, I think of (he 
rabbit; I co.nnot help doing so. 

1-Icwe I myso!f, in the courde of my busy life, gi,0::1 
ro.bbite, 01· othor kindnessos, to those in need of them? llnY0 

I triod to destroy ill-nnturo by affoction, and worked hard 
for thoso who would not h,we worked for me? Perhap~ 
uot-not too often-such behnviom is not nlways easy ; am\ 
vet I hc1Vo not fol'gotlcn tho rabbit with white sauc'c. 
;.rheso things-often littlo things-make lifo so much b•JLkr. 
Dnt I ho.vo not alw1\ys remembered !hilt they shout l 1,.., 

,10110. Ifo l'O yon ? 
lll .. \. Cl'llTOIS. 
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CIIAPTER U, 

N their wo.y lo the cotte.go 
which wo.s to be W inuio 
Me.rkbe.m's home for the 
next few weeks, the foster­
mother e.nd her little charge 
became quite friendly. Won 
by her new friend's eym­
po.thetic interest, W iuuie 

wee easily led to epee.k of her former 
life, which, up to the time of her 
parents' dea.th, had been respectable, 
even comfortable ; but since then had 
been little else than a. struggle for 
bare eltietence. .A.a Mrs. Ca.rver 
listened to the story, so touching, but, 
a.Ins I so common to the poor of 

London, she felt inore and more satisfied that, in receiving 
the orphall we.if into her home, she had ta.ken a step which 
she would have no ea.use to regret. " She's e. fine bairn," 
she B.lid to herself, "and Rosie '11 be right happy with 
her." • 

If Rose Carver was glad to see Winnie, she did not show 
her gladness by any words of welcome. Face to face with 
each other, the two children looked at one another in 
silence, shyness holding them spell-bouncl. Seeing how it 
Wall, Mrs. Carver, after a simple inti·oduction, wisely left 
them to theID.Selvee, e.nd retired to the be.ck kitchen to see 
after her delayed cooking. .A.a the door closed behind her 
mother, Rosie looked as if she would fain call her back. 

"Whe.t is it?" asked Winnie, noticing the· other's uneasy 
expression and restless movement. 

"It's my pillow that's slipped." With e. quick, deft 
turn, the pillow was adjusted, and the invalid laid back 
comfortably. 

"How do you know so well?" asked Rosie wonderingly. 
"Mother was ill for a long while, and she had only me 

to change her pillows." 
" Is she better now ? " 
"No, she's dead." 
" Oh, dea.r, I'm so sorry I " There was a. moment's pa.use. 

" But now that she's in heaven-she's gone there, hasn't 
she ?-Miss Annette would say we must not be sorry for her, 
because heaven's far better. I'm so sorry fol' you, though, for 
it's sa.d when people die. Perhaps I'm going to die too, but 
I dou't speak about it to mother, for it makes her cry." 

" Are you not very much frightened?" a.eked Winnie 
with a. world of terror in her large eyes. 

" Not now. You see Mias Annette I.old me I wouldn't 
know anything but that Jesus was taking me up in Hie 
arms. I wouldn't be frightened with Jesus, you know." 

"I don't know nothink about Jesus, least ways not much,'' 
murmured the other a little rc·gretfully. 

.A.n expreseiou half grieved, ha.If shockeil, pue,e,l over 
the sick girl's face, a.ud her lips parted to spenk, but at that 
moment her attention wae diverted by the euclclcn clown-full 
of a. heavy shower. " Oh, dear I" she sighc,J, " there's tho 
rain, and now I won' t be able to huvo the window opon to 
watch for fathe1's coming home I" 

•• It's too bud I '' exclaimed Winnio uyrupath<'tica.lly. 
" No, it's not that. Father woul,l so.y-he'e a gardener, 

the weather, never.'' Then, seeing a. puzzled look in fae 
eyes turned upon her, "Did you not know it was God that 
sen<le lhe min.? How <lid you think it came?" 

"Oh, I just thought that the wind tore holes in the 
clouds and then they leaked. But--" her tone chao ain"' 
to one of hurried eagerness, "if your father's a garcl; ne;, 
perhaps he can tdl me the name of the flowera that don't 
wither, the ones that stand for ever." 

"Immortellea, do you mean ? They last a long time, I 
know, but not for always. I don' t thiBk any flower3 do 
that--" 

"But I've read a.bout them," interrupted Winnie with a 
positive little nod. "It said-' the flower fa.deth, but--' 
then the name was blotted out of the kind that it said 
'stand for ever.' " 

A smile lit up the pale face of the sick girL "I know these 
words," she said softly. "It was one of our Sunday-school 
texts, and Miss Annette explained it to us. The. words 
missed out a.re 'the word of thi, Lord,' that means His 
promises, you know, a.nd teacher told us they were the real 
i.mmortelles that sta.nd for ever." 

"Only _promises I" repeated Winnie, grevionsly disap­
pointed. "Promises aren't w01-th. They don't keep. 
They a.re just like the flowers ; they wither. A man in 
Covent Garden said he'd give me some flowtrs for myself 
to sell-but he didn't." 

•• Ah, but God's promises are different, they keep for 
always--" 

"Are you aure that it's only promises?" llllked Winnie, 
unwilliug to give up all hope. "Look here," and she drew 
from the bosom of her dress the soiled, but still tTeasured 
text-card. 

Rosie glanced at it, tht>u, with a. cry of joy flung her 
arms round Winnie'sneck. "Oh, how good God is ! That's 
my co.rd. I made it for you. .A.nd they were my llowera I 
sent you. .A.nd you're my own little rose-girl --•• 

" I don't understand·,,. interrupted the bewildered Winnie, 
as the other paused for breath, " You didn't know nothink 
a.bout me till I ea.me." 

"But Jesus did. I asked Him to let some little girl hnYe 
them, that was needing them very much, o.nd ever since 
I've prayed for you, !hough I didn't know you. Before the 
flow<'r-servico day came, when I was painting the card to 
be rcnily for the flowers, Miss Annette showed me this 
promise of God's-' Cast thy bread upon the waters, for 
thou shnlt find it nfter many clays.' .A.nd she said my little 
text-cord was just a tiny bil of the Bread of Life that I wns 
going to send I hn1·clly knew where yet, but it was for 
somebody who wns hungry o.nd needing God. She St\iJ I 
mightn't find out nny more a.bout it for 'many da.ys,.-but 
in the end I should, for God had pron1ised. And He 
l1as11't mnclo me wnit 'many duys' nt nil, only a ver,1· few, 
nncl then He hns Jet me find you I Oh, mother, mother," ns 
lllrs. Cnrver, a lil!lo nnxions nt the sound of the in"alid's 
excited voiol', hurrio,l in, " come nnd giYe Winnie ,i k 'ss, 
for sho's my 1·ose-giJ,1 that God hos let me find. Wiunic, 
you eeo it's quite trno thnt God'• promises nre the r~al 
immortollcs tl111t stnucl for cvor," 

CHAl'TER lll. 

y<,u know-tho.t likely the flowers uro needing a eh-ink, and fr was the midtllo of August, uml Winnio ?tforklrn111 was 
Mias Annette sa.y11 that God never makes a mistake about still nt l~onlingbritlgo. Quickly, nil too ,1uickly, sho said 
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to herself, the summer wo,s po.ssiug away. 'fo her tho do.ye 
and weeks would have brouaht nothing but unclouded 
sunshine, ~l\Ve for the shiidowi~g thought thl\t the d11y Wl\8 
surely coming when, her beL111tiful bolida.y in tho country 
over, she must go bo.ok to London, a.nd bl,gin her old drel\ry 
life o.g11in 11s o. lonely orphl\n wuH in tho grel\t city. If 
Hometimcs sho found he1self wondering why tlmt dreo.ded 
day bad not already arrived, she tri.od, child-like, to put 
tlw&y from her all thought of the future. 

Lo.ter on sho learnt ..owething of what liad passed be­
tween her foster-mother o.ud ll'liss Wl\rds only o, week 11.fter 
h, r arrival at the cotmge. ll'liss Annette had come to 
see Rosie, and a.t the ea.me time she brought with her 
the weekly sum she had guaranteed for the boa.rd of her 
little protcge. To her surprisr, Mrs. Carver absolutely 
refused to touch o. penny of it. "No., na, Miss Annette," 
she said hnlf indign11ntly, and with au expression of 1·esolute 
determination which curiously rewiuded her visitor of old 
nursery days when she and her sisters had tried, but always 
in vo.in, to defy the authority of nurse Stewart. '"Deed, I 
wonder at your offering me that. You know fine how the 
bairn's doiu' more for mine than a.II the doctors a.nd their 
medicines put together. Aud she's a. grander help to me in 
the house tbw I con tcll : she's that willing, bless her I And 
as for the father, it's just clivertin' to see the work he makes 
with the wee _lassie." Miss Wards knew her old nurse 
better tho.u to offer a.go.in to pay for Winnie. 

The two girls were a.lon0 one morning, Mrs. Carver having 
been obliged to go out for the day. Winnie Lad been so 
busy since breakfast that at last for a rest she ha.d brought 
her Sunday-school books beside Rosie, and together they 
had gone over the lessons for the week. 

"Winnie, it's next best to going to school myself to have 
you go, a.nd then come back and tell me a.II that Miss 
Annette says," remarked the invalid, shutting her Bible 
a.nd lying back among her cnshious. "Do you know," she 
went on, looking affectionately at Winnie, " I think that 
we were meant to be sisters, you and me. We a.re so like 
each other, inside of ourselves, I mean, in our 1hiuks a.bout 
everything, and in our liking the so.me people, a.nd --" 

"We are not altogether like each other though," inter­
rupted Winnie in a rather B9ber voice. ''You know you're 
a Christio.n, o.nd I'm not." 

"Oh, but,·• nud Rosie bent forward, her face full of earnest 
plea.ding, '' you are going to be. Perhaps you have come 
to Jesus already without knowing it quite." 

"No," replied the othe1· stoutly, "I'm waiting till I'm 
gooder. I didn't know tiefore how wicked I was ; but, you 
see, every Sunday Miss Annette speaks o.bout m@. She 
doesn't say it's me, but it is, a.nd I just wonder how she 
knows so well. Every lesson she tells mo about another 
fault I have, and I seem just to grow baddcr and ba.dcler. 
But, perhaps, some clay she'll finish; don't you think she 
will? and then I'll feel better, and begin to be o. Christi11n." 

"Oh, but you mustn't wait for that I We've got to go to 
Jesus just as we are, 1>ncl not keep Him waiting. Ho wants 
us to come.', 

"l\'liss Annette did say thot too, but I thought sho meant 
the o_ther girls, not me, of course." 

"You see we can't make ourselves better, though we tried 
ever so hard, and waited ever so long. llfiss Anuelte l\nd 
fotaer and mother and the Bible all sa.y that, so it must be 
true. Only Jesus can do it, a.ucl He's willing, and I think 
we must grieve Him very much when we won't believe it 
a.nd come when Ho wants us to." 

There was ·a long pause, 1heu Winnie roso up with I\ 

light in her eyes. '' I'm going, but," glancing CLt hor 
working dress, "I ciLn't go like this. I must puL on my 
Sunday things, thut will take a Jong Lime, and there's tho 
peas to shell, 1>nd--" 

"It doesn't ma.tter a.bout your clothes; I know it doesn't. 
One Sunday, when Miss Annette had been telling us about 
the dear Lord Jesus dying for us, because He loved ns so 
and wanted us for Hhnself, I told her r1uite lolV that I 
wa.nted to give myself to Him. She whispered to me to 
wa.it; and, when the rest were all gone, she took me to a 
quiet pie.co, where we were a.lone, and she never said a word 
mbout my clothes, but just went with me straight to Jesus." 

"But you see you did have on your best things," inter­
rupted Winnie. 

'' Well, but tho.t was just because I had, you know. Auel 
they weren't half so 'best' o.s teacher's own. Besides 
there's e. 'immortelle' for you, if you're not sore. It says 
that, if we come, God will in nowise cast as out." 

She stopped, for Winnie, as if a. thonght had struck her, 
laid down her basket of peas, and quietly left the room. 
From the kitchen the sound of running water and harried 
pulling out of dro.wers reached Rosie's ears strained to 
sharpest keenness by loving anxiety. The silence which 
folh>wed seemed very l0ng to the watcher in the sick-room, 
but nt length the door opened, and Winnie came softly in, 
her face shining with something besides the soap and water 
she had given it, her hair smoothly brusli.ed, and her 
morning frock covered with a. spotlessly clean pinafore. 

"He kept His promise," she whispered, coming very 
olose to Rosie. "I told Him all about it, and He just said 
quite low • Winnie ! ' The.I was 111'!, but I heard, and I 
didn't seem to want any more." 

Words did not appear to come readily to Rosie just then, 
tears threatened to come instead. In silence she watched, 
while Winnie, after a. moment's pause, tied on her working­
apron, and sat down to shell the peas. Not a. wora was 
spoken until, the task finished, Winnie rose up to ea.rry her 
bowl and tray to the kitchen. Then two thin arms were 
slipped lovingly round her neck, a.nd e.n earnest voice 
whispered ia her ear, "Winnie, I'm so glad, so very glad; I 
feel like getting well." 

There was a. knock a.t the door. It was the doctor. He 
had not been to see his little patient for some time, and now 
be looked at• her in a.stonishment. "Why, Rosie, I do not 
seem to know you I •Better,' you sa.y ? To be sure you 
are better. Who has been taking such famous good care of 
you-this little woman here?" turning to Winnie. 

"I've been hel!Jing, sh-," she answered simply. 
The doctor looked down at his patient. "I rather think," 

he continued, hie fingers on her pubc, "you don't want any 
more of my medicines. What do you think," he asked, 
turning a.gain to Winnie with a merry twinkle in his eyes, 
" would something nasty be good for l1er?" 

Winnie's gaze had wondered a little wistfully to the 
doctor's op~n carri&ge standing at the gnte. "No, sir," she 
prnmptly replied, her cheeks flushing howerer with the 
effort she 111ade to get out the words," not something nasty, 
but something uico. Plet\se give her 11 <ll'ive. She never 
gels out, and so she never gets strong." 

Tho cloclor wus a kind man. He would not let the child 
see that she had o.skecl a strnnge thing. Smiling II little to 
himself he went down the g,mlen-path to the carriage to 
maim a few 1urangements for the invalid's comfort Mean­
while Winnie, with the help of a friendly ueighbom, got 
Rosie a.ml herself 1·cu.dy for the great event ; and, almost 
before the sick girl had recovered from her bewild0m1cnt, 
she found he1·eelf being driven gently through the sunshine 
among the green fields und hedges she had begun te fo,.r 
ijhe might never see again. Hor ayes shone, nucl l\ faint 
colour 1·ose on hcr cheeks fanned by the gentle summer 
breeze, yot she took it nil so quietly, so silcnlly, llrnt 
Winnie, herself greatly uxoited, hardly understoo,l, uot 
1·calising 1tt first tlrnt this Wl\S a ct1se of h11ppiness bciug tov 
gl'0nt for words to express. 



30! IMMORTELLES. 

Just nt first the girls were slow to tell their grcnt news 
to Mrs. Cnrver thnt l\flernoon ou her reluru home. "Let 
us wait till father comes, too," Rosie Imel said. Dut some­
thing in their flushed faces struck the mother. "Has 
nnything happened, bairns?" she asked rather noxiously, 
O,S she glnneed round the room which, however, helraytd 
no sign or nnything m1usul\l. Then the wond~rful story or 
the doctor's visit wo.s poul'ocl into her ears, told o. little 
confusedly it must he confessed, and sometimes by both 
children at once. The mother looked from oue to the 
other, her face working strangely. "And you're no tired, 
Rosie? ' she asked, bending fondly over the couch. " My 
lamhie, can it be lliat the Lord is goiug to givo you hack 
yet to your mother?" 

"It's ·au Winnie, mother. The doctor said she'd been 
taking ;uch, care of me, and it was she that asked for lhe 
drive for me, wasn't it brave of her? " 

Mrs. Carver turned to Winnie, and taking her flushed 
face between her hands, kissed her forehead. "My b11irn, 
my aiu bairn," she murmured, then hurriedly left the room. 

"She didn't say thank you, but you know she meant it, 
Winnie." 

Winnie turned a pair of shining eyes upon her frirncl. 
"Rosie," she whispered "she's giveu me the biggP-st 
'thank you' I ever got iu all my life." 

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA. 

• NO. XVII. 

The answers to the following questions are nll found in 
the Book of Proverbs. 

What shall the counsels of the wick eel be? 
(It dwells in evil heart~) ; 

What must we take fast hold of, lest she flee, 
For wisdom soon departs? 

What covers others' sins, and silence keeps 
About transgressions past? 

Say what the seed he sows 'Yho sadly reaps 
Vanity at the last. 

While scorniog scorners, what shall heaven give 
Unto the lowly one? 

And what do sinners follow while they live 
And love to see it done? 

What is it that is always spread in vain 
In sight of any bird? 

What must we buy, and sell it not again? 
For certain is its wore.. 

With these initials tell the kind of man 
Who stands with kings and rules ; 

He groweth rich by doing all he can, 
While want shall wait on fools. 

L, T. 

QUESTIONS ON THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES. 

BT. PAUL.-IV. 

I. Paul and Barnabas had to protest against somo fo.lao 
teaching; what was the no.lure of it? 

2. What arrangement was made to rnttle tho dispute ? 
3. In the meeting that followed, who were the chief 

speo.kers? 
4. What <lid Paul say of them on another occasion? 
5. What resolution was clmwn up, nnd at whose sug­

gestion? 
G. How did it happen thnl Po.ul aml D11rnah11s ,opamtell? 

7. Do we know anything that would mnke Barnabas 
favour Mark? 

8. Whom clid Pan] choose for a companion? What is 
the longer form of his no.me? 

9. Where clid Pan! meet with Timothy? 
10. In his treatment of Timothy, how did he show his 

anxiety to comply with the law of Moses? 
11. Mention two other instances of a similar kind. 
12. Quote a. se11tence from one of Paul's epistles in which 

he gives his reason for acting thus. 
13. Mention three incidents by which Paul waij led by 

God's provideoce into Europe. 
14. Name the places he passed between Troas and 

Philippi. 
15. Mention a passage in the Psalms that speaks of meet­

ing by the ri ver-sidc. 
16. What good deed of Paul's brought persecution upon 

him? 
17. What was the accusation laid against him? 
18. How did his imprisonment lead to fnrther good? 

A SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE. 

NO. II. 

But -- -- cometh after me -- mightier than L 
Tl;e Lord is merciful and gracions -- -- -­

a:~d plenteous in mercy. 
Then Ea:cl I, wisdom -- -- -- strength, neverthe­

les,-- poor man's wisdom is despised. 
How are the -- fallen -- the weapons of war perished. 
He that giveth, let him do it with simplicity; -- -­

-- with diligence. 
By -- -- he hath garc.ished the heaven., 
By faith Abel offered unto Go<l a more excellent sacrifice 

-- Cain. 
And -- -- -- not his cross and followeth after 

Me, is not worthy of Me. 
Then cometh He to -- -- of Samaria. 

ANSWERS TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS. 

1. M anoah 
2. Ark . 
3. T homas 
4. Timothy 
5. H ir11,111 
6. E ngedi 
7. Wine . 

1. P ride 
2. R aveu 
3. I vory 
4. Eye. 
5. S eed 
6. T ruth 

NO. IX.-p. 144. 

Judges xiii. 
Gen. vi. 14. 
S. John xx. 29. 
2 Tim. i. 5. 
I Kings v. I. 
I Sam. ni,·. 13-. 
S. John ii. 1-11. 

NO. X.-p. 160.-PRIEST. 

-----<:• 

Pr.>v. xvi. 18. 
Lev. xi. 15. 
1 Kings x. IS. 
S. Matt. Yi. 22. 
S. Luke viii. 11. 
S. John viii. 32. 

KEY TO THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES. 

ST. rAn,.-II.-p. 192. 

(1 11nd 2) Acts vii. 5S; xxii. 20; (3.) vi. 9; (-l:.) viii. 3; 
(5.) ix. 1, 2, H; (G.) ix. 3-8; xxii. 6-11; xxvi. 12-15; (7.) 
ix. 11; (8.) ix. 17, 18; (9.) ix. 15; (10.) ix. 23; (11.) ix. 2.5: 
(12.) 2. Cor. xi. 22; (l,l.) Gal. i. 17, 18; (H.) Acts ix. 2i; 
iv. BG. 




