


Nerghbonrs,

N carly days, when joy and youth
Go hand in hand togeller,
And lifo appenrs in very trath
Made up of sunny weather,
Like those pure flowers whose tender glow
Sweet springtide never misscs,
The first faint buds of feeling grow
With childhood’s artless kisscs.

How often from that seasun fuir
There dates a bond unbroken,

Though wrinkled brow and grizzled hair
The lapse of time betoken.

No tie we form and break again
In riper years impassioned,

Can mateh the link in friendship’s chain
By baby fingers fashioned.

We see them still, with whom we shared
Our first and simplest pleasures,

Built castles by the sea, or dured
The woodland fer its treasures.

Their clierished memories long abide,
When fate has torn a.under

The urchins roaming side by side
‘Through boyhoud’s realm of wonder.

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

And age brings cares that sometimes urge
To heartier effection ;

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

The very means whereby our love
13 sanctified and strengthened.

Dear playmales—fancy leads me on
With many a vision tender;

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

But when ullotted years complete
The sum of earthly labours,

In heaven, may-be, communion sweet
Awaiteth old-time neighbours.
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CHAPTER XIX.—THE SUMMER AT SAX.

ADAM was gracious and almost beaming.
M In the exaltation of mind induced by her
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 Lhim 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
ag it was now. Despite the ‘‘innovations”
introduced by Mr. Latbam now that he had a
coadjutor in the person of Hugh Fortescue, the
services appeared on the whole to give satisfac-
tion, and at any rate they aroused inlerest 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; and
whatever credit she did not assume to herself sho
passed on to Hugh, pleased that a Iortescue
should have been the means of drawing back the
straying flock to their own lawful shepherd.
Nobody contradicted or argued with lier, and ghe
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was left free to indulge her self-satisfied dreams
to the full.

The marriage of her eldest son with his cousin
Athol had been an event of no small interest, and
had pleasantly occupied her mind during the
months of 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 rest of
the house so as to form an independent establish-
nent, The Squire could not bear the idea of
losing his eldest son entirely, and was anxious
that IFulke should remain at Sax, growing into
the life and occupations which would one day be
his. The young man himself had no objection,
and Athol raised no obstacle tu the plan. She
nmight have preferred a more independent position
than could ever be hers so long as Madam
remained the mistress of Rookwood; but
independenice was less the habit of mind with
women in those days than it has since become,
and Athol was attached to her old neighbourhood,
and resigned lerself very easily to the thought of
remaining thore.
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As for Irene, she had gradually lived down
her disgrace. Whenever Madam wished 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 and
supporter, so that life had become more endurable
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 which she would be forced to disobey
her parents and act either openly in defiance of
their wishes, or set herself to deceive and cir-
cumvent them.

One difficulty at an end, however, Irene found
herself face to face with another, Hardly had
Athol and Fulk taken their departure, than
Madam, always eager for some object of absorb-
ing interest upon which to concentrate her
attention, twrned 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 omce
that something of importance was coming—mno
one could be long in Madam’s presence without
being aware of the iron hand beneath the 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 bim 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 meaning.
Lord Lovel has done you the honour to solicit
the right to pay his addresses to you, and your
father 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 men I
have ever seen. You are a very fortunate girl,
and I only hope you will show a proper apprecia-
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, and a wider
toleration. Her face expressed considerable
perplexity and distress, but she did not attempt
a reply. Madam watched her keenly, and her
next words were very pointedly ﬂquen.

«You have disappointed us grievously once,
Irene, doing much to forfeit our trust and pro-
voke our deep displeasure. If you wish to show
that your sorrow is sincere, and that you aro
willing in the future to atone for the wilfulness
and folly of the past, you will allow yourself to
be guided in this crisis of your life by the wishes

and the commands of your parents. You know
well what your defiance of their wishes led you
into before; let that be a warning to you, and try
to beliove 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-
tunity of speaking to Hugh alone, and asking him
how she could escape the fate of being married
to a man for whom she felt neither affection nor
respect. She passed 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 bim more 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, thongh we were in different
colleges, and he left before I bad completed my
second year. Perbaps he is one of the men who
might be led to better things by the influence
of one to whom he was sincerely attached,
and ?

“How can he be attached to me?” guestioned
Irene, with heightened colour, “I have scarce
spoken to him more than afew dozen times, and we
never agreed aboutanything. Iknow he thought
me dull and stupid; and I thought him ”

“Never mind what you thought him. If he
comes lere, 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 winning and fascinating about him. Perhaps
if you were to try to bring out the best side of
his nature, you might find him different from
what you bave believed. Think what a happy
thing it would be for you, or any ome, to have
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 you are called upon to do for God. If this
young man did not Jove 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 luve
for its own sake. If that be so, it may indeed
be yours to do a great work for him. 'What think
you of that, dear sister?"”’

Perhaps had Hugh not been young and ardent,
and full of enthusiasm hiwmself, he would have
scarcely tried to urge upon his sister the sowe-
what perilous office of interesting herself in the
reclamation of one who approached her as a
lover. A wider experience of life wight have
taught him the lesson that a man generally
proves the stronger under such circumstances,
and that when he has won the heart of the
woman, who fondly and faithfully believes that
ho will learn to think as she does, ho too often
draws her away from her own faith by the
secming strongth of his own plausible arguments.
At the same time, as truth is always strong;cr than
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falschood, and right will win its way, even over
might, the victory by no means always remains
with tho seeming conqueror. At the same time,
the experiment is a perilous one for the young to
make, though one which lhas been successfully
carried out many times, and will be many more ;
and for which there can be mno better woapon
than the deep unwavering faith which had been
given alike to brother and sister, and which the
oxperiences of the past months had decpened
in Irene to something vastly more strong and
lasting than the mere exaltation of a passing
wave of emotion whioh she had once misiaken
for the faith which moves mountains.

Hugh’s words raised within her feelings of an
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
Master. She spent long hours in prayer for
guidance—guidance as to whether this work was
to be hers to do—and if so, for grace to do it
aright. She prayed for the young man 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 that 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; andi
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
better qualities of bhis own heart. Before her he
felt deeply ashamed of follies and faults which
he had regarded lightly enough before. Hoe felt
that if he could but win her for his wife, le
would turn over a new leaf. He began to speak
to her of matters that wore not mere surfico
things and her quick sympathy and under-
standing were a revelation to him of a union of
soul with soul which lLad certainly never been
dreamed of in his philosophy before.

Hugh watched this little drama with unfeigned
interest and pleasure, and did all in his power
to deepen the impression being made upon the
mind of his former friend. Thers was muoch in
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the atmosphere of Sax just now to strike the
young man, who had hitherto heen content to he
o mere pleasure-secker 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
wag a surprise to him. He had seldom heard a
sermon which so struck and moved him as did
Mr. Latham’s, preached from the text, “ Surely
I come quickly,” whilst the number of com-
municants who remained after the service ended,
likewise surprised 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 lis 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 loocks! I should say he had ome
foot in the grave already.”

“ Qh, 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
busy, and he has no strength to spare.”

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 part
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 about 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 Monday always 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. Iam very glad to see you.”

“I wish I found you looking better, sir. I am
afraid you are in very poor health. You should
have stayed at Oxford; good men are wanted
there. It was a thousand pities to throw your-
self away on a country curacy. You are killing
yourself over parish work, and you might have
been a power in Oxford.”

The clorgyman smiled as he heard these
words.

“I had a call from my Master,” he answered,
“and I could not choose but obey. He gave me
a very little corner of Iis vineyard to till.
Doubtless, I was not fit for a larger share. All
I can lLiope is that I have done that small work
faithfully. What more can any of us hope than
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to be found faithful unto death; found watching
when the Lord shall appear?”

The young man made no direot reply: but his
face expressed no impationce and no embarass-
ment, He was interested, improssed even, bnt
ho knew not what to rospond. ~ He looked round
the narrow chamber and said

- Surcly thia is no fit place for you. Coumo,
sir, let me speak to you freely, and trust you not
to misunderstand me or think—tbink that [
want to patronise. I know better what your
value is—and my worthlessness. But I have a
Rectory vacant; it is not very valuable, but it
would be better than this; and there is at loast
a good house attached, and it is near Wilton
Abbots, where I hope soon to settle down ;” and
the young man blushed. “I wish you would 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 strange and beautiful 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 that I do not acceptit. Let me counsel
you to be very careful whom 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 move.
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 yourself out. It is rest and ease that
you need now.”

“ And rest is coming—it is very mnear now,”
answered Mr. Latham, with his radiant 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. In this
cottage what comforts can you have?”

‘Bverything that I bave need of, my kind
young friend, and the love of those amongst
whom I once feared I had laboured in vain.
Kind faces look in at my window with a smile of
good-will, sweet voices speal seothing words to
me day by day. I have my booke about me, my
flock at my very doors; the sounds and the scents
of the beautiful world are around me, and my
Master is always at hand. What more can hoart
of man desire? I have becn very abundantly
blessed, and in calm and reverent hope I am
content to wait for that one last final blessing

which shall make me—ecither in life or death—
one with Him for whom we wait.” i

Lord Lovel went away awed and im wrossed,
perplexed in part, but in uo spirit of scorn.
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Every day he found his way to that rose-covered
cottage, drawn thither by a power he could
scarce understand, and every day he came away
strengthened and confirmed in the new purposcs
rising within him, more resolved to break through
thq fetters of old habit and old association, und to
strive after the higher life he now began to realise
and appreciate in others.

Mr. Latham had other visitors too at this time :
the ladies of Ernschiff came almost daily if he
was too feeble to walk up the hill to their house ;
Lut the visits he valued almost more than these
of friendship were those paid him regularly by
Michael Portway and Jos Dawson. These two
youths had been greatly impressed by the change
wrought in their comrade since his conversion,
and following the advice of Mr. Wesley, they had
turned for counsel to their clergyman, and had
teen receiving regular instruction from him, with
the result tbat, although they had not passed
through Tom’s phases of strong excilement and
instantaneous conversion, they were brought by
slow and sure degrees to the knowledge of their
Saviour, and had set an example in the place
which others wero beginning to follow.

“ At evening-time it shall be light,”—these
words were often on the lips of the dying
clergyman during these bright summer days,
when his lamp was burning very low —tkough
with a clear brightness that caused its beams to
be widely diffused—as he sat beside bis open
casement and watched 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
those who still desired to see him had to seek
him in his {iny cotiage 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 side 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 npon their union.

Most fervent and earnest was that - blessing.
Ireno bent her head whilst the tears filled her
eycs, and she felt as though it was indeed the
seal of God upon the first love of her heart,
sanctifying it and dedicating it to Him, from
whona all pure love comes. A few very solemn
and oarnest words wore spoken by the dying
man to the young nobleman, warnings against
temptation, exhortation to meet all such in a
humble, prayerful spirit; solemn injunctions
against daring to try and tamper with the faith
of his betrothed wifo, either now or at any future
timo; and with theso warnings and cautions a
very deop and heartfolt blessing upon the union
which liad in it so muoh of promise and hope.

“ You will please your parents in this thing,
my child,” he said, detaining Irene for a momeut
when Tord Lovel turned to go. “And it 1s a
happy thing that you have not been called upon
10 oliooso botwixt their wishes and your own
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consoience. o true to the toachings of that
conscience through life. Let not the things of
this world draw your heart away from the great
and cternal hope of tho coming of the Lord, Be
always roady for Him when He shall appear, lot
Him find you watching and waiting: but let
Him find you doing yotr duty—your whole 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 tho large
1ssues of life, the wide teaching of our Bible; do
not frot over little things, but avoid firmly and
steadfastly all that raises up a barrier betwixt
you and God; all that you do not feel you can
ask His blessing upon. And now farewoll, my
dear child. 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 the 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 Mary Ernscliff walking hand in
hand over some stony palh 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. Ilis deep
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love for Mary Ernscliff, though scarcely admitted
to Limself, had heen divined by his friend, and
had just once been named between them before.
A strange thrill shot throngh Hugh as he heard
these words; but at such a moment, even that
thought was but secondary in his mind.

Eneeling beside the bed, and taking in his
own the cold and lifeless hand, he asked in
broken words for the blessing of the faithful
pastor and friend, who was 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 especially 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.”

“T 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 was not dark
to one who was treading it in steadfast faith—
certain of finding in it the road to Him who has
said :

“J am the Resurrection and the Life.”

TWO DOORS.

DY THE VERY REV. G. A. CHADWICK, D.D., DEAN OF ARMAGH.

« Knock, and it shall be opened unto you.” —Mutt. vii. 7.

HEN these texts are placed side by side, we

are startled and pained by the contrast.

On one side is God, inviting us to knock

at His door, and assuring us that it shall be

opened. Andon the other side also is God, waiting

at our door, standing there because it is not

opened, 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 uncertainty is the reverse: it is whother

any man will hear His voico raised in appealing

love and faithful warning, and open the stubborn,
barred and bolted door.

And the contrast is more wonderful still, when
we consider what 18 behind each of these doors,
the hospitable and tho inhospitable one.

A door is the visible expression of privacy.
Outside is whatover we share with others; within,

what is secluded, personal, reserved. For all that .
around which we draw & fence or raiss a wall,

and over which we spread o roof-ireo, for thoe
treasure we would gnard from donger, for the
meditations we would preserve uninferrupted,

“ Behold, I stand at the door and knoek.”—Rer. 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 roception-room, the study, and the
chamber. Consider then the difference between
what we have to throw open, and that to which
God offers us admittance.

To think of the public treasures to which He
admits all, may help our estimate of those rarer
gifts which e reserves—the secret things of God.
And so we let our minds range over the splendours
of the visible world, the solemnities of night with
its silent stars and whispering winds, the pomp
of rising and seotting suns, the march of the
scasons across time, the spring fresh with promise,
and autumn gorgeous with fruition. Wo re-
member tho various relations which aftect our
lives, tho interest of public events, the restfulness
of home, ago venerable with its ripe experience,
infanoy tonder with its laughter and its pathos,
all that breathos to our souls in those simplo
words * My mother,” and “ My child.”  Aund hopo
waves boforo us her purple wings, and success
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gladdens us, and failure nerves us for a further
effort. And the glories of the human intellect,
literature and musio and art, are freely given to
dignify and crown our lives. And in theso we
are tempted to live, and with these we try to bo
content. O fools and slow of heart! For in
reality all things around us bear witness to their
Maker. They are like some lovely park and
pleasure-ground thrown open to the public, and
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, beyoud, 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, tho house of many mansions, the city
where all are blessed. * See,” they tell us, *the
goodness which is shown in this promiscuous,
indiseriminate 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 tenderness 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 hath prepared for
them that love Him. Yet God hath already re-
vealed them unto us by His Spirit.”

Reconciliation, sonship, admission by prayer
intoGod’s immediate presence-chamber, the fellow-
ship of the Spirit, holiness of life and holiness of
heart—these are denied to none. And these are
the choicest blessings. For the agonies which
men endure, amid all pomp and splendour, who
have lost their own gelf-respect (or even that
ghadow and mockery of a good conscience, the
respect of their fellow-men), these agonies bear
wiiness to the truth that o be good is a more
real Dliss than to possess all the good things of
all the world.

Now this real bliss is offered to us, overy one.
No man has really sought for it in vain. It is
true that some have prayed for it and have not
been answered, but they have wished to combine
it with contradictory pleasures which they would
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not leave, and so they have never really come up
to the doorand knocked. But from such as come
ITe lkeeps nothing back. He does mnot offer
admission only to the vestibule of His household,
but teaches us to come with boldness to the very
throne of grace. Ie asks, arguing with our
unbelief: “ He that spared not His own Son, but
delivered Ilim up for us all, how shall He not
with Him also freely give us all things?” There
is thercfore no door of blessedness which Ho
refuses to open unto us.

Turn now from this noble and hospitable door-
way, and ask what is within the other door?
‘What treasures are 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 1s
from being really at peace with himself. At the
blossom of his unholy joys, conscience ever gnaws
like a worm, and epoils it. The knowledge of
higher things possessed by the Christian, and a
promise of what is yet to come, reproaches and
taunts bim for living below his destinies, and
even 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. That
is the confession of his unhappiness, for if he
were content he would repose.

And yet he cannot persuade himself to admit
this, bebaving like one who hides, through false
shame, the hurt which is eating out his life, from
the (Good Physician with the balm of Gilead in
His hand.

Perhaps more often the door which will not
open to Christ hides merely empty rooms, folly
ard idleness and inattention. God only knows
how many souls are lost for ever, merely because
they would not rouse themselves and take the
trouble to be saved at once. Dcubtless there are
but fow that argue, “ I am better employed, or at
loast my employment interests me more than
communion with God in Christ.”

No, it is the thief of time, procrastination, who
is also the murderer of souls. And the devils
may well mock the idlo loiterer in dusty chambers
in a house fast falling to decay, who leaves tho
Mastor of lieaven waiting becauso lho is too
indolont to draw back a rusty bolt and turn the-
door npon a oreaking lhingeo.

Looking attentivoly at the latter verse, we
discover that while wo have been speaking of
two transactions, they do actually coincide, so
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tho koop of himself and horso. IIe scomed quito
content with these conditions, nodding ussent to
oach article as it was carefully ropeated.

Woe were to start at ten AM. next day, but as
the morning wore on to noon, the Syrian, know-
ing Yakitib’s haunts, went 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 r.m. and we
could go to El-Bireh, three hours from Jerusalem,
and make an early start 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 seven 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, and 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.
We 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, and
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 Yakab had insisted on starting in the even-
ing to come only this little distance. I under-
stood it later. We all slept on the ome floor, a
straw mat being laid down for each of us. I
was well enough accustomed to this sori of lodg-
ment not to complain of it, and so were they all.
In the morning my mukiri (muleteer), 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.

There is'nothing interesting at Shafut but the
tradition that it occupies the place of the ancient
Mizpeh ; 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 avengo
the evil deed of the Benjamites in Gibeah is not
here, but on the ronte from Lydda to Jerusalom,

After two hours through a not very interesting
nor fertile country, we halted at Ill-Bireh. As
cevery place must have its tradition, El-Bireh in
the sixteonth century supplied its lack by manu-
facturing one, namely that this is the glnce
where the parents of Jesus missed the Child
from their company and went back to seck Hinu.

I drank excellent cool water from a stone jar,
and ate excollent bread and cheose that T had
brought from Jerusalem. I'he men ordersd cofloo

WANDERINGS IN THE HOLY LAND.

and lay down on the floor to rest, and perhaps to
sleop; for an Arab can sleep any where and at
any time if he has nothing else to do, and he can
equally well gabble half the night if others will
join hin in it.

They seemn to possess unlimited capacity for
abstinenco as for eating, and for wakefulness 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 way
on bofore the party overtook me. Thongh the
country looked poor, it was flowery. Where
Nature cannot enlist Ceres in her service, she can
still win Flora as handmaid. Inamining 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 Yakib asked me to pay my share of
the little coffee bill.

“But T had nothing.”

“You had some water.”

“ And not even a cup to drink it from.”

He 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 Sahara, 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 gray and dusty winter
robes in Southern France, I thought them ugly ;
but little by little, as they took on a brighter
spring aspect, I got to think them pretty, and to
love them as I love fow other trees. Perhaps
asgociation 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 haveallowed
me to visit Shiloh, or rather the Secilin that oc-
cupies that site, interesting from its conuection
with s0 many events mentioned in the Old Testa-
ment.

There * The whole congrogation of the children
of Israel assembled and set up the tabernacle of
the congrogation.” There ¢ At the door of the
tabernaclo Eleazar the priest, and Joshua the
son of Nun, and the heads of the tribes of the
children of Isracl, divided by lot their portion
of land to the seven tribes that had not yet
recoived thoir inheritance.” There lived Eli and
the young Samuel. There, one dreadful day,
Eli, “ninoty and cight yoars old and his eyes
dim that he could not see,” sat by the way,
anxiously waiting for news from the battle.
Aund when onc camo running and told that
«“JIsraol is flod before the Philistines, and there
has boen a great slaughter among the people,
ond thy two sons, Phineas and Hophni are dead,
and the ark of the Lord is taken,” then the poor
old man “{oll from oft the seat backward by the
side of tho gato, and brake his neck that he
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died.” Did he in that last moment foreseo that
the Ark would never come back, nor prosperity
to Shiloh?

All these and other things from that old time,
passed as in a vision before me, and I longed to
turn aside unto Seilin, thongh I would sce only
mournful ruins.

But Yakib was no way disposed thereto, nor
were the others of the party. 1f Ihad been alone
I could have insisted, but as I had made no special
stipulation for that, and as they had as much right
as [ to a voice in the matter, I reluctantly, and
with lasting regret, gave up Shiloh, and we kept
on to Néabulus, over plains, hills, and green valleys,
with sometimes a barren mountain, and sometimes
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 them: * If
thou be a great people, then get thee up to the wood
couniry, and cut down for thyself there in the
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land of the Perizzites, if mount Ephraim be too
narrow for thee. But the mountain also shall
be thine; for it is a wood, and thou shalt cut it
down, and the outgoings of it shall be thine,”
Ah! 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-
pight 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 ic 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 Iover.
The 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 the leagues of land and sea that lie "twixt those
Ilove and me.”

— S R IR

THE SPIDER AND THE STORM.

HE typhoon was upon us in Shanghai.
Furious blasts of wind were bursting open
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 ina
deluge. The rain quickly flooded the settlement,
including our compound and verandah, and,
worse 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

laced here, there, and everywhere. Meanwhile
flashes of lightning and crashes of thunder were
terrifying some timid ones among us.

"Through a whole day and night the tempest
raged ; and then towards morning its fury sub-
sided. Butstill the rain was pouring, and on my
way down to breakfast, I stopped to secure the
fastening of a staircase window. This window
overlooked our one-storeyed kitchens and servants’
rooms ; and for several days before tho storm I
had noticed in an angle of roofing among these a
very large spider’s web, which I had hesitated to
have swept away, it was so beautiful in fabrio
and design. )

“The 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! And I saw the present hoavy
rain pass by it, through it, without damage to one
of its gossamer threads. Too light, too slender
was the structure to offer any surface of resistance
to the deluge. .

Surely, T thought, a parable of most practical

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 mighty 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 pational
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, in 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 hath resisted His
will?” the promise of old stands also sure:
« Harden mot your necks, but yield yourselves
unto the Lord; for the Lord is gracious and
merciful.” ¢ Humble yourselves under the mighty
hand of God, and e shall exalt you in due time.”
« With the lowly is wisdom ;" and there is no
wisdom like that divinely taught, whether in
the instincts of natuve, or in the lessons of God’s
word.

Not only is there safety, escape from all
roal harm, in lowly yielding to the will of God;
whon the rain was over and gone, my spider’s
wob was not uninjured only, but beautified; on
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every gossamer thread glittered rainbow-coloured
gem-like drops of water, bringing to mind the
words of the holy Ruthorford : —

With mercy and with judgment
My web of time He wove,

And aye the dews of sorrow
Were lustred with His love.

Are not the Word of God, the book of Nature,
the course of Providence, the scheme of redemp-
tion, instinct with the principle here illustratoed ?
Gain after loss, aye, and through loss ; perfecting
through suffering ; the light affliction *“working
the weight of glory.”

Yet one more thought involved in the spider’s
web,  « Little but exceeding wise.” The man of
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wisdom has declared her, *taking hold with her
hands, even in kings’ palaces.” The wisdom of
the lowly is not defensive only, but productive
of high attainment and achievement which no
assumption of greatness could command. Here
again 18 illustrated a radical law of the kingdom
of God. ‘The meek shall inherit the earth :”
“He that humbleth himself shall be exalted.”
And how clearly is it shown in Scripture from
end to end that the way of lowliness is the way
of life eternal ; that only in becoming * 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
spirit, for their’s is the kingdom of heaven.”
ALICE JANE MUIRHEAD.

=0

THE BOILED RABBIT.

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 coltage was not large, there was room in it for our small
family. But my mother died before I was six years old,
and some time afterwards my father married again. I
wag young enough to be pleased with the excitement of his
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,
who was a man of common-sense, had 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, T 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 dificulty—my
mother had been a woman of eduecation, and my step-
mother had no love for books. My mother had brought to
my father, besides a Family Bible, a Robinson Crusoe, a
Scott’s Poems, and a Whole Duty of Man ; and che always
encouraged me to believe that, if I paid attention to my
“ schooling,” I should some day be able to read these books
myself. I can see her still, a little, delicato creature,
bending down to kiss me before I went to school; or raising
her face from her needlework, always ready to be iniorested
when I poured out my tales of my lessons on my return.
Now my step-mother had no opinion of books or lessons—
she considered them to be luxuries, unfit for the poor.

It was owing (o her representations thot my father seized
every opportunity of setting me to worlt, so that, in spite
of ihe strict laws of schoole, I found myselfoften cut oft from
my legson-books. Every year the head boys of our village
school were examined, and the boy who did best received
two pounds ag a reward—you can faney what the iden of

such an amount of money was 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
Tcould 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
litile brothers and sisters, even with the babies, though I
disliked the perambulator.

Well, the examination day came and passed. I thought
that T had not done so well as I might have done, and was
very much distressed. I imagine, by the way, that after
on examination day one always feels that one has not done
50 well as one might have done. My anxiety was great: I
became feverish, unhappy, still less inclined for domestic
duties; my step-mother said 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, and the feverish
hope was as bad as an illness could have 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 saw our schoolmaster
advancing with dignity up the garden path. He was a
lean man, with o look of great importance, grey-laired,
spectacled, somewhat solemn in manner, and decidedly
slow in speech. But he put his hand into his pocket
whilst he wished good-day to my step-mother, and there—
there, in his fingers, I saw a gleam of gold.

The next thing I remember, for I was too much excited
to know what happened until some while had passed, is
that the money was laid upon the table, and that all the
little ones gathered round to see it. The schoolmaster was
gono, aud I was no longer awed 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 delivered her
opinion ; she snid that ““it was o qucer tale that one could
got two pounds for nothing.”

Tor nothing ! Through the wholo year T had toiled and
slrivon, sitting up at night, gelting up carly in the morning,



THE BOILED RABBIT.

renouncing marbles, and ericket, everything, that I might
spend my time over books and sums. Nothing! Are
lesson-books nothing, and slates, and examinations, and the
honour of being amongst the head boys of the school?  Oh,
what is the good of trying, if when onoe hoas received the
prize one is treated as if he had net done anything ?

I ran out of doors into the damp autumn day; I spent
the whole day in wanderings, hungry, cold, despairing. I
made up my mind that I would go to “ Ameriky,” where
honourable distinctions perhaps are recognised. How I
should ever be able to find my way to “ Ameriky,” or what
I should do when I got there, I did not stay to consider; I
was only determined that I would leave my step-mother, so
ignorant, so unfit to understand my qualitics | I cried, and
said to myself that if my own mother had been alive she
would have been proud of me for having gained tlie money.
I told myself that I would never work at school again; no,
even if the school-master were angry with me, I would not !
And then, as the darkness fell, and the cold became intense,
I found my way slowly to my cottage home. I remember
at this moment how cheering its red gleam secmed from the
muddy roads and the dark autumn night.

1f I had not looked such o miserable creature as I entered,
it is possible that my father might have had some “ words”
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 mantel-piece. So
without much reproof I was allowed to attempt my
supper, and then, aching and shuddering, to crawl off to
bed. I had been cold, but as I lay down in the bed I felt
as hot as if T 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 delirious. Even worse days followed,
when I was considered better, and brought into the other
room, and placed in my father’s chair, feeling as if I were
all bones, and loose bones too, and in denger of dropping to
picces as I sat. I couldn’t eat, not even when I tried to do
80, and the parish doctor shook his head at me. I was too
il}, and perhaps too young to understand that it is a serious
business when e doctor shakes his head.

And then, one night—how distinetly I remember it!-1I
awoke suddenly in the middle of the night, and saw that
my step-mother was 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, and
its round bright brass guard, ond I lay watching it, and
listening to the voice of my father, calling to my step-
mother from the other bed-rcom. Bhe replied that there
was some work that she must finish, and I suppose that lic
went to sleep, and that I also slept, for the next thing that
I remember is the sight of my step-mother folding up her
worl, in the grey dawn of the morning. TFor some reason
that I did not attempt to understand, she had chosen to sit
at her needle-worle all night.

That morning, after breakfast, when my futher had gono
fo work, and my brothers and sisters had all sct out for
school, and there was only left in tho cottage tho baby in
the cradle, my step-mother, the child of a ncighbour, and
mysclf, T was aslonished to sec my step-mother put on her
Lonnet, and say that she must tnlee her work to the Hall at
once. She added that it would be some while before she
returned, for she thought that when ghe had been to the
1all she would walk on to the town, I was vexed, for I
felt that she was negleeling me, and I Inew that T was ill
and important, and ought not to be neglectod. T told
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myself that if my mother had been alive she would not
have gone to the town when I was ill.

Ab, welll The morning passed somehow, and with the
worst of grace 1 endured the attentions of the neighbour’s
child. At noon come the noisy family, and my father, who
was not pleased to find that his wife was away at dinner-
time. I was not sorry that my father should he vexed
with her: at the boltom of my lieart there was a tiny,
spiteful pleasurc. We were still sitting at the table,
although our meal was over, when the door burst open
suddenly, and sho came in.

How well I can see her! A slout, panting woman, tiredl
with her walk, lolding her basket, breathing loudly, but
still with o look of triumph on her face, such as I had never
seen before. Without allowing us any time to speak,
she took the cover off the basket and held up the dish it
contained, and there—oh, wonder! there lay a beiled
rabbit, smothered with white sauce. Accustomed to live
upon bacon all the year we were silent, breathless, hoping
for a festival.

“Lookee here,” cried mother, in agitation and delight,
“this is the rabbit I have bought for Jim. I satup all
night, I did, that I might finish the needlework I was
adoin’ for the Hall. And 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, 80 as Jim may have summat real good to eat. It
have gone to my heart, it have, to see him pinin’ an’ to
know as there wasn’t 2 thing as he could touch. An’ now,
this rabbit, it is for none else than Jim, an’ he shall eat it
his own eelf, 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 kindncss and affection which in
its simple fashion had worked so hard for me? No 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 mouthful 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 children looked on me with awe-struck eyes, and said
I had a rabbit to myself, like & gentleman! I was proud
of the distinction, though I must do myself the justice lo
say that I would have shared it with them if I bad been
allowed to do so.

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 uunion between myself and my step-
mother had been the occasion of discomfort to everyone. I
think I paid back the rabbit by my affection and obedience ;
I am certain at any rate that I tried to do so, though still
to my step-mother belongs the higher honour of having been
Jkind to me before I had been good to her. Always, to this
day, when I henr ofgsome little kinduess, I think of the
rabbit; I cannot help doing so.

Have I mys:If, in the course. of my busy life, givea
rabbits, or othor kindnesses, to those in need of them ? Have
I tried to destroy ill-naturo by afteciion, and worked hard
for those who would not have worked for me? FPerhaps
not—not too often—such behaviour is not always easy ; awd
vet I have not forgotten tho rabbit with white sauce.
These thinga—often littlo things—make lifo so mucl batter.
But I havo not always remembered that they shoull be

done. Ilave you?
M. A CURTOIS.
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to herself, the summer was passing away. 'To her the days
and wecks would have brought nothing but unclouded
sunshine, save for the shadowing thought that the day was
surely coming when, her benutiful Loliday in the country
over, she must go back to London, and begin her old dreary
life again a8 a louely orphan waif in the great city. If
sometimes she {ound herself wondering why that dreaded
day had not already arrived, she tried, child-like, to put
away from her all thought of the future.

Later on she learnt :omething of what Lad passed be-
tween her foster-mother and Miss Wards only a week after
her arrival at the cotiage. Miss Anneite had come to
sce Rosie, and at the same timo she brought with her
the weckly sum she had guarantecd for the board of ler
little protégé. To her surprise, Mrs. Carver absolutely
refused to touch a penny of it. *Na, na, Miss Annette,”
she said half indignantly, and with an expression of resolute
determination which curiously reminded her visitor of old
nursery days when she and her sisters had tried, but always
in vain, to defy the authority of nurse Stewart. “’Deed, I
wonder at your offering me that. You know fine how the
bairn’s doin’ more for mine than all the doctors and their
medicines put together. And +he’s a grander help to me in
the house than I can tell : she’s that willing, bless her! And
as for the father, it’s just divertin’ to see the work he makes
with the wee lassie.” Miss Wards knew her old nurse
better than to offer again to pay for Winnie.

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

« Winnie, it's next best to going to school myself to have
you go, end then come back and tell me all that Miss
Annette says,” remarked the invalid, shutting her Bible
and lying back among her cushions. “Do you know,” she
went on, looking affectionately at Winnie, «T think that
we were meant to be sisters, you and me. We are so like
each other, inside of ourselves, I mean, in our {hiuks about
everything, and in our liking the same people, and ?

“We are not altogether like each other though,” inter-
rupted Winnie in a rather sober voice. You know you're
a Christian, and I'm not.”

« Oh, but,” and Rosie bent forward, her face full of earnest
pleading, ‘¢ you are going o be. Perhaps you have come
to Jesus already without knowing it qnite.”

« No,” replied the other stoutly, “I'm waiting till I'm
gooder. I didn’t know before how wicked I was ; but, you
see, every Sunday Miss Apnette speaks about me. She
doesn’t say it’s me, but it is, and I just wonder how she
knows so well. Every lesson she tells mo about another
fault I have, and I seem just to grow badder and badder.
But, perhaps, some day she’ll finish; don’t you think she
will? and then I'll feel better, and begin to be a Christion.”

“ Qh, but you mustn’t wait for that | We've got to go to
Jesus just as we are, snd not keep Him waiting. Ho wants
us to come.”

« Miss Annette did say that too, but I thought she meant
the other girls, not me, of course.”

«You see we can't make ourselves belter, though we tried
ever go hard, and waited ever 8o long. Miss Annelte aund
father and mother and the Bible all sy that, so it must be
true. Only Jesus can do it, and He's willing, and I think
we must griecve Him very much when we won't believe it
and come when Ho wants us to.”

There wae o long pause, {then Winnie rose up with o
light in her eyes. “I'm going, but,” glancing at her
working dress, “I can’t go like this. I must pul on my

Sunday things, that will take o long time, and there’s the
peas to sbell, snd—"
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“ It doesn't matter about 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 us so,
ond wanted us for Himself, I told her quite low that I
wanted to give myself to Him. She whispered to me to
woit; and, when the rest were all gone, she took me toa
quiet placo, where we were alone, and she never said a word
ebout 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 that was just because I had, you know. And
they wercn’t half so ‘best’ as teacher’'s own. Besides
there's a ¢ immortelle’ for you, if you're not sure. It says
that, if we come, God will in nowise cast us out.”

She stopped, for Winnie, as if a thought had struck her,
laid down her basket of pcas, and quietly left the room.
From the kitchen the sound of running water and hurried
pulling out of drawers reached Rosie’s ears strained to
sharpest keenness by loving anziety. The silence which
followed seemed very long to the watcher in the gick-room,
but at length the door opened, and Winnie came softly in,
her face shining with something besides the soap and water
ghe had given it, Ler hair smoothly brusked, 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 Jow ¢ Winnie !’ That was al, but I heard, and I
didw’t seem to want any more.”

Words did not appear to ecme readily to Rosie just then,
tears threatened to come instead. In silence she watched,
while Winnie, after a mement’s pause, tied on her working-
apron, and sat down to shell the peas. Not a word was
spoken until, the task finished, Wiunie rose up to carry her
bowl and tray to the kitchen. Then two thin arms were
slipped lovingly round her neck, and an earnest voice
whispered in her ear, “ Winnie, I'm so glad, so very glad; I
feel like getting well.”

There was a knock at the door. It was the doctor. He
had not been to see his little patient for some time, and now
he looked ateher in astonishment. “Why, Rosie, I do not
geem to know you! ¢Better, you say? To be sure you
are bettcr. Who has been taking such famous good care of
you—this little woman here?” furning to Winnie.

«T’ve been helping, sir,” she answered simply.

The doctor looked down at his patient. *Iratler think,”
he continued, his fingers on her pulse, ¢ you don’t want any
more of my medicines. What do you think,” he asked,
turning again to Winnie with a merry twinkle in his eyes,
«ould something nasty be good for her?”

Winnie’s gaze had wandered a little wistfully to the
doctor’s open carriage standing at the gate. No, sir,” she
promptly replied, hLer checks flushing however with the
effort she made to get out the words, “not something nasty,
but something nico. Please give her a drive. She never
gets out, and so she never gets strong.”

Tho doolor was & kind man. He would not let the child
sco that sho had asked o strange thing. Smiling a little to
himeelf he went down the garden-path to the carriage to
make o few arrangements for the invalid’s comfort. Mean-
while Winnie, with the help of a friendly neighbour, got
Rosie and herself ready for tho great event; and, almost
before tho sick girl had recovered from her bewilderment,
ghe found herself being driven gently through the suushiue
among the green fields and hedges she had begun te fear
she might never see again. Hor oyes shone, and a fuint
colour rose on her cheeks fauned by the gentle summer
breeze, yot she took it oll so quictly, so silenlly, that
Winnie, herself greatly exocited, hardly uuderstood, uot
realising at first that this was & case of happiness being too
grent for words to expross.
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Just at first the girls were slow to tell their great news
to Mrs. Carver that afternoon on her relurn home. * Let
us wait till father comes, too,” Rosie had said. But some-
thing in their flushed faces struck the mother. * Has
anything happened, bairna?” she asked rother anxiously,
as she glanced round the room which, however, belrayed
no sign of anything unusual. Then the wonderful story of
the doctor’s visit was poured into her ears, told a little
confusedly it must be confessed, and sometimes by both
children at once. The molher looked from oune to the
other, her face working strangely. *“And you're no tired,
Rosie? ’ she asked, bending fondly over the couch. My
lambie, can it be that the Lord is going to give you back
yet to your mother?”

“It's ‘all Winnie, mother. The doctor said she’d been
taking such, care of me, and it was she that asked for the
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 bairn,
my ain 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 fricnd.
“Rosie,” she whispered *“she's given me the biggest
‘thank you’ I ever got in all my life.”

SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.
NO. XVIL

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

What shall the counsels of the wicked be?
(It dwells in evil hearts);

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 who sadly reaps

Vanity at the last.

While scorning 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 seell it not again?
For certain is its worc.

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

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

— O

QUESTIONS ON THE LIVES OI' THE APOSTLES.
§T. PAUL.—IV.

1. Paul and Barnabas had to protest egainst some false
teaching; what was the nature of it ?

2. What arrangement was made to eettle the dispute ?

3. In the meeting that followed, who were ihe clicf
speakers ?

4. What did Paul say of them on aunother occasion ?

5. What resclution was drawn up, and at whose eug-
gestion ?

6. How did it happen thal Poul and Barnabas eeparated ?

IMMORTELLES.

7. Do we kuow anything that would make Barnabas
fovour Mark ?
8. Whom did Paul choose for 8 companion? What is
the longer form of his name ?
9. Where did Paul meet with Timothy ?
10. In his trcatment 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 o sentence from one of Paul’s epistles in which
he gives his reason for acting thus.
13. Mention three incidents by which Paunl was led by
God’s providence 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 river-side.
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 farther good ?

—_—————

A SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE.

NO. 1L

But —— —— cometh after me —— mightier than L

The Lord is merciful and gracious —— —— ——
and plenteous in mercy.

Then said I, wisdom —— strength, neverthe-
less 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 garcished the heavens.

By faith Abel offered unto God a more excellent sacrifice

Cain.
And —— not his cross and followeth after
Me, is not worthy of Me.
Then cometh He to —— —— of Samaria.
O

ANSWERS TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS.

No. IX.—p. 144.
1. Manoah . . . . . . Judgesxiii
22Atk . . . . . . . Genvild
3. T homas S. John xx. 29.
4. T imothy . 2 Tim. i. 5.
5. Hiram . . . . . 1 Kings v. 1.

6. Engedi . . . . . . 18am. xxiv.13-
7.Wine. . . . . « .« S/Johniil-1l
NO, X.—p. 160.—PRIEST.

1. P ride Prov. xvi. 18,
2. R aven Lev. xi. 15.

3. I vory 1 Kings x. 18.
4. E yo. S. Maflt. vi. 22,
5. S eed RN S. Luke wiii. 11.
G. T ruth . . S. John viii. 82.

—_————

KEY TO THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.
ST. PAUL.—IL—p. 192,

(1 ond 2) Aects vii. 58; xxii. 20; (3) vi. 9; () viii. 3;
6 ix. 1,2, 14; (6) ix. 3-8 xxil. 6-11; xxvi. 12-15; (7))
ix. 11; (8) ix. 17, 18; (9.)ix. 15; (10.) ix. 23; (I11.) ix. 25
(12.) 2. Cor. xi. 22; (18.) Gal. i. 17, 18; (14.) Aets ix. 27;
iv. J6.





