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CHAPTER XIV.-A DISC,'OVERY. 

LETTICE, away in her western h?me, hud no 
such comfort as Prue; no lovmg moth?r­
arms to enfold her; no geutlo rnothur-hps 

to kiss away heart-ache. 'J'hoi;o who hllYO uo,·cr 
No. 1997,-Auccs-r o, un 

known this swoetest of all earthly comforts can­
not realize tho emptiness of not having it; anLl 
tho grief of conscious loss is not theirs. But 
Lettico did soroly foel the neeLl of somo such lovo 
u1Hl sympathy. • 

Sho had comfort: the highest C'Olllfvrt : a love 
l)WCE 0:-iti: P~'i.N r. 
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tlceper thnn ovrn mothcr-lovo; n tenderness purer 
1hnn oven mothor-1endcrncss; because the love 
and iho tendomess were Divine. But while 
Divine comfort is itself all-powerful, it cannot do 
nway with the human neon. for human sympathy. 
'l'he Son of God Himsolf, a~ l\lan of Sorrows, 
1hough He had angels to comfort Him, yet expe-
1ionced this lonely human craving; and so much 
the more fully He can understand its strength 
in the" children of earth." 'l'rne, we never need 
stand whore He stood; because, while He was 
absolutely cut off from all human sympathy, 
while there was literally "none" among His 
brother-men to comfort Him ; we may have 
always, in unlimited measure, the most Human 
sympathy of Jesm, our Lord and l\'faster, yet 
truly our Brother-Mau I But the full realization 
of this fact is not to many so vouchsctfecl, as that 
it shall entirely take the place of need for other 
human sympathy. 

And Lettice was very lonely. Dr. Bryant's 
confidence in her had broken clown under the 
stress of Theodosia's discovery. He now steadily 
looked upon Lettice as guilty of the theft.. 

It was to him a bitter grief: sca1·cely less, if 
indeed not more, than to Lettice. For she had 
the full consciousness of innocence to bear her 
through; while he had the pain of believing him­
self utterly disappointed in her. 

Once only he spoke on the subject; and 
that was on the morning after their excursion. 
Gravely and sadly he avowed his now fixed belief, 
refusing to hear denial. "No other ,riew of the 
matter is possible," he said. "Assertions are use­
less, unsupported by the slightest evidence. 
What have you to bring forward in your defence? 
Absolutely nothing. All t-hcse weeks you have 
not even attempted to clear yourself, and I have 
endeavoured to trust you in the face of all appear­
ances; but this is too much. The very fact that 
you will speak now, when you would not before, 
seems to me an adclitional argument against you. 
Your past silence I do not understand, coupled 
with your present denial; but whatever your 
motives may be, or may have been, I can feel no 
doubt whatever as to your guilt." 

"I did not take it," she said, her lips hardly 
able to frame the words. 

"Hush! No more useless denials. At least 
you can abstain from further untruth. For tho 
present the matter must be dropped. When yuu 
can resolve to confess freely what you have done, 
t-hen I will hear. Then you shall haYe my for­
giveness, though you can never again be to me 
what you have been, because the old trust is no 
longer possible. But until then, you aro under 
my displeasure." 

A sob broke from her. "Oh, it is hard! How 
can I confess what I haYo not done?" 

"Hush!" he said again. "No moro of that. 
The proofs are unhappily too strong." He pausod, 
looking into her agitated face. "It will be better 
and happier for us both, when you speak out .... 
'l'his is a great sorrow to me, greater than you 
imagine. At least, you can make it possible that 
I should forgi,e, that I shoulLl tako you to my 
heart again! ... Wait a moment; do not speak 
hastily. Think of the sin againr,t God, uml of 

your neod that He should forgive. If you do 
not confess the truth to me, how can yr,u look 
for His pardon? You will have a hard fight to 
get back to your old sfanding, after so grievous 
a fall. 'rhe first step must be full confession. 
'rhat is absolutely essential. Why put it off? 
Why not speak out now-at once-looking on 
me as your father?" 

"I do-oh, I do!" sobbed Letticc. "You 
have-always been--" 

11 Then treat me us a child should treiit l10r 
father, Tell me freely, openly, how you came 
to take such a step, and what led up to it." 

Lettice mastered her distress with a great 
effort, and lifted to his her straightforward 
glance. 11 But, uncle, I did not take the bank 
note. I do not know in the least how it came 
to be in my box." 

Dr. Bryant turned, and oolclly left the room, 
without another word. From that day a frigid 
barrier of separation divided the two, robbing 
their intercourse of all its old sweetness. • 

Theodosia was at last satisfied. At last she 
had obtained her wish. And perhaps in all 
England no more unhappy woman could be found. 
Such gratification of the heart's desire canies its 
own vengeance with it. 

As wilful injurer to injured, fhe naturally 
showed small kindness to Lettice ; and but for 
Keith, the girl would indeed ha,e been solitary. 
His affection never ,ariecl; yet at times the boy 
seemed constrained, aud not fully himself; while 
before his mother he was more careful than ever 
to hide his feeling for Lettiee. 

Once upon a time Susanna, the parlour-maid, 
an old and tried servant, of weighty influence in 
the household, would havo been entirely on Let­
tiee's side; but, Susanna, like Dr. Bryant, could 
not stand against the discovery of the note in 
Lettice's box. The collapse of her trust was 
severe in proportion to its previous sturdiness. 
"Anything short of that!" she avowed to her 
confidante the cook, 11 and I'd have held out still. 
But bank notes can't walk, nor open loekeJ. boxes; 
and that box, I know for certain, wasn't never 
left unlooked. I don't say Miss Lettice wasn't 
drove to it by some as ought to kaow bettor. 
She's had a deal to bear; but there's no manner 
of excuse for dishonestv. I wouldn't have be­
lieved, short of seeing; ·and when I did see, why, 
you might have knocked me down with a straw. 
And I'm sure, to see master's face, it just goes to 
my heart. He did· think a lot of Miss Lettice, 
and no mistake. But, anyway, Miss Lettiee took 
the money; more's the pity ; and I'll never be 
certain of nobody again in this world ! " Susanna 
rnlcd the kitchen view of matters. 

Lettice had not now the consolation, which 
had been hers earlier, of enduring for tho sake 
of Felix. Her present sufferi11g bore no fruit of 
advantage for another; at least, so far as she 
could see. It may be that all undesened pain, 
borne meekly for Christ's sake, does bring advan­
tage to others: but this we eaunot yet perceiw. 

Still, the trouble was permitted; was Go~l's 
will for her. So much she could know ,nth 
unquostioning· knowledge. She had to bt:ar, 
because the bmden was laid upon her; sh~ 
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had to boar brnvoly, because Ly so doing sl10 
would 11lcase God. If sho had done the thing 
she was accused of, sho would hnvo been required 
ns a simple dt1t.y to lnke the blame patiently, 
deserving no praise whatever for the same. But 
"this" quiet endurance of hers, because it was 
endurance of unmoritcd blame,clid deserve praise, 
being "acceptable with God." Lettico found 
consolation in the thought. Others might look 
coldly and sternly ; but her Heavenly Father 
saw, understood, and was pleased. Ha would set 
all right in time. He would clear away the 
cloud. He would establish her as blameless. 
Whether sooner or later, whether in this life or 
the next, the truth would be made manifest. 
Till then she would not murmur, but would put 
her trust in Him. 

She wrote no word to Felix of what had 
happened, beyond the early intimation which he 
had never so much as answered. Doubtless to 
him, absorbed as he was in his own work and 
prospects, it had seemed an unimportant matter. 
To tell him now how matters stood would only 
be to arouse useless anger in him. He could not 
clear her; and she resolved to wait until they 
shoulcl meet, and she could explain all l,y word of 
mouth. He did not ,·ery often enquire by post if 
she were well or happy; but he sent full parti­
culars of his move to London, and of his new 
surroundings. Lettice wrote cheerily in answer, 
showing no sign of depression. 

A letter came from Prue one dny. " Your 
brother has been to call," she said, "and we hope 
to see something of him. He is in lodgings near 
us. Will not this tempt :xon to pay us a -visit? 
Our present home is s111all-very different from 
the }'arm-but you will not mind, when Felix 
is at hand. For his sake come if you can. A 
i;ister may have power oYer a brother; and it 
seems to me that he has been too long alone, with 
no softening home-influence. You will forgiTe 
me for saying this! I am not linding fault with 
your brother; only I cmnot help seeing that 
there is a need. Will you not give us a month 
ur six weeks? Would Dr. and l\Irs. Bryant 
object? Your last letter was very 6ad-so sacl 
that it gave me a heart-ache. Has anything 
been troubling you very much of late?" 

"If I could go ! Oh, if I could! " murmured 
Lettice, a wild desire taking possession of her 
for kind looks ancl loving Yoices, in place of 
the cold indifference which now fenced her in. 
She realized all at onco how long iL was since 
she had i;een the Valentines, how c0mplete the 
separation had been between herself nnd Folix 
for years. ·was it right that she sli0uld stay 
away if by any means sho could get to her 
brother? What if the character of Felix should 
undergo permanent deterioralion, for luck of the 
sisterly softening which she rnip;ht lrnvo powtr 
to supply? "And there is no real reason! I 
am of no use here, I may just as well be there!" 
,;he uttered aloud. " Prue cloes love-does care ; 
and I think FEiix does too, down bolow-if I could 
only get at him. If I only might go I" 

"Go where? 11 demanded Theodosia l>y her 
side. Lettice had not known 1rnyuuo to bo 

present; and sho turned a stirred face to Mrs. 
Bryant. 

" I did not mean to bo heard. Pme Valen­
tino asks mo again to pay them a visit." 

"Where nro the Valentines? 11 

" In London. Close to Ft:lix. I should seo 
him too." 

"Well, go, if you like. Why not?" 
" You al ways said I could not. I thought it 

would be the same now." 
"Go, and ,rnlcome.11 Theodosia spoke shortly. 
"But the journey. I have no money." 
'l'heodosia sneered. 
"Perhaps you meant to spend part of the 20l. 

in that way." 
Lettice neither flushed nor whitened. She 

had reache<l a stage beyond such demonstrations. 
Her clear eyes looked into Mre. Bryant's. 

"I did not take the note," she said. "I do not 
know how it came into my box." 

"Perhaps you think I put it there." Theodosia 
had so accustomed herself to the present state of 
things, and to continuous deceit, that she could 
say such wordA without a change of colour, 
almost without a twinge of conscience. Cor,.­
science, habitually unresponded to, becomes in 
time deadened, and loses its power to speak. 
Theodosia had set before herself a certain end. 
and that end she was in a fair way to attain~ 
She had not indeed yet found out what were the 
terms of her husband's will, but she had brought 
about estrangement between him and Lettice; 
and for the continuance of their estrangement, 
ncthing perhaps could be better than Lettice's­
absence. This dawned upon her in a flash; and 
it was at once subversive of her pre-vious policy 
with regard to Lcttice's friencls. 

There was a pause, Lettice looking earnestly 
at Theodosia; and the change of colour, whic.:h 
hacl not come with Theodosia's own utterance, 
began under the pressure of that quiet gaze. 
Lettice noticed, but attached little meaning to 
tho flush. "No," she said, slowly, "I should 
not liko to accuse you or anybody of such a 
thing, unless I were -very ,ery sure. It is too 
terrible, and I know too well how hard it is to 
bear being falsely accused. Sometimes I almost 
think you know a little more than you will allow, 
-I mean, that you could perhaps help to clear 
me, if you would .... But I do not know how. 
It is only a feeling .... Why do you dislike me 
so? I have tried hard to please you e-ver sinco 
I came here; and it seems of no use." 

" If not you-then your brother--" 
"You do not suspect him, rnally," Lattice 

answered, with the calmness borp.e of long en­
durance. "If you did, you would ha-ve spoken 
long ago. Felix was n0t once in my room after 
lunch that day; so how could he p~ssibly have 
put the note into my box? But talku:? does no 
good, I cannot clear myself yet. . I he truth 
will come out somo day. Do you wish me to go 
to the Valentines?" 

"Yes." 
"For a month or six weeks?" 
"For as long as you like." 
""Then?" 
"Whenever you please." 

2 s 2 
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•· I will ask Ur. Drynnt." 
11 There\; no peetl to trouble him. I shall 

explain, of cunrse." 
'' He would have wautcrl me to speak--" 
"Before ho know yon to boa --." 'l'ho lyinCJ" 

woHl stnck in Theodosia's thrnat. 
0 

11 I shall speak to him all the same," Letti,.e 
nnswcre,1, resolu telr, "1f be wished me not tu 
12;0--but I think he will be willing. 'l'o-clay 
is Monday, I can ask if the Valentines would 
like to ha;·e mo 0n Friday or Saturday.'' 

Theodosia merely sai(l, "Very well," and 
walked away. Dr. Bryant entering immediately 
after, Lettice put the question before him. 

"You wish to go?" he Raid, in the measured 
voice which luul become habitual. 

" If you do not mind, uncle?" 
"No. It is quite as well. Fix your own 

plans; and I will supply the money." 
She looked wistfully into his faue, longing for 

a touch of the old kindness. "If I thought you 
wanted me, I would rather-rather stay here." 

No softening came into the Fet features. "I 
-could wish it on one condition," he said. "That 
condition, you know. ,vhen you resolve to 
fipeak out, in plain confession-but until then 
intercourse is only pain to me. It is better that 
you should be away." 

Then as usual he broke the conversation off, 
and Lettiee had to struggle with rebellious 
tears. 'I'he change in him was hardest of all 
to bear. 

Keith, now nearly ten years old, but small, 
11retty, and childish, not to say babyish, for his 
years, made no small outcry over the prospect of 
losing his playfellow. She never minded trouble, 
and was always unselfishly ready for an active 
game, whenever it suited him; and perhaps 
nobody had realized, Lettici., least of all, what a 

-difference her absence would make in the boy's 
life. Keith himself saw it instantly; nnd from 
that moment he flung aside his usual caution, 
lavishing kisse:; and caresses upon her, in a 
manner whid1 brought chronic blackness to the 
•brow of Theodosia. 

For years Theodosia had done her best to spoil 
the child. It never so much as occurred to her 
that, in later year~, she would herself pay 1he 
penalty for this unwise mode of training. She 
could not endure to part with him, even for· his 
good; and she sent him daily to a small second­
rate school, a mile off, instead of consenting to 
place him, as Dr. Bryant wished, at a first-class 
Bristul schoul. At home she gave iu to all his 
fancies, seldnm enforcing obedience. 'l'heodosia 
counted that she and E>he alone bad main 
possession of her boy's heart; but suddenly now 
1;be four:d that, despite all her effort~, his chief 
delight was in Lettice. In bis indignant distress 
at the thought of losing his companion, ho mado 
110 secret of the fact., but openly deolared that 
"nobody" could be what Lettice wa~. Ernn 
wliile afraid of consequences, Lettice could not 
but find pleasure in the avowal. 

8he ~peut some seriuns thought over her 
Rnswer to Prne. If the Valentines knew of tl10 
clourl under which she lay, would ihoy wibh to 
have· her still? 'l'rne, the a.ccnsation was n11-

dcAcrved, ant! she cou Id scarcely be bonnr1 to tell 
of it: but she choRe the safe side, and a touchincr 
little letter went off:-

0 

" I shall love tu cum", if you will have me," 
she wrote. " I could get awa,v on Friday or 
Saturday, if thnt is not too soon fur you. But I 
must explnin first ahout what has happened 
lately. 'l'hey believe here that I have done such 
a dreadful thing. 1 am accused of stealing a 
20l. bank-note. Mrs. Bryant left the note lying 
about, and it disappeared, and 11fter some time it 
WILS found locked up in one of my boxes. 

"I ditl not du it, Prue dear: and I cannot 
imagine how the note came there. Onl_r, there 
it was: and even my dear uncle now thinks that 
I took it. I have been very unhappy. Will you 
believe me? or had I better stay away? I do 
long for your kind faces: only I could not bear 
to come among you all, and to have you doubt 
my word, or think that I could do such a thing. 
So please tell me what to do. 

"I have not mentioned this to Felix:, because I 
knew how much it would worry him." 

Prue's answer, by return of post, was decisive. 
"Come, and you shall have a welcome," she 
wrote. "Corne on Friday, by all means. I have 
told my mother of your trouble, and no one else. 
We believe you perfectly. Poor child ! how you 
must haYe been tried." 

Lettice had hardly finished reading the letter, 
when Keith rushed in. He had been kept at 
home for a slight toothache, which vanished rn 
soon as school was given up : and he wanted 
Lettice in the playroom. "Come! come along," 
he cried, clinging round her waist, regardless of 
1he fact that Theodosia was present. Lettice 
tried in vain to loosen bis grasp. "It's no good; 
you can't make me," he r.ried. " I mean to ha,e 
all I can of you-every day-and there's lots of 
things for you to do. You don't mean to be long 
away, do you? I wish you wouldn't ! When is 
it to be?" 

"On Friday." 
"Oh-h-h ! " The boy made a kind of indignant 

howl. 
"Pray stop that noise! " ordered Theodosia. 

"You make yourself quite ridiculous. The 
sooner Lettice leaves, the better, if you behave 
in this absurd wav.'' 
. "It isn't absurd. I wouldn't care if anybody 
else went. I only want_ Lettice. She's newr 
cross." 

"Hush," whispered Lettice. 
"But I don't tnenn to hush: because I hate to 

lose you. You are the clearest old thiug: and I 
shall be all alone. Come along to the playroom, 
do ! I want you to myself." 

Lettice yielded, in fear of worse to follow : and 
she really did not dare to louk towards Theodosia. 
The boy dragged her upstairs, cliugiug all the 
way to her waist: and when the playroom was 
reached, he flung himself upon her afresh with 
boisterous affection. 

"I say; wbut makes you do such a stupid 
thing? Why can't yon stay at home?" 

",vhy should I? Nobody wants 1:1e." 
"Yes, they ,lo. I want you. I want _you a 

groat. lloal 111oro than anybo,ly else. I waut you 



:MINISTERING SPIRITS. G20 

always, nn\l alwnys. Lottico ! I sny, you're not 
Cl'~•ing?" 

Lett.ice dashed nsido a bright drop, trying to 
smile. "Haven't 1 some reason to cry?" 

" Why? What do you mean? Because 
mamsie doesn't like you?" Theodosia en­
couraged him to keep up still the old baby-term, 
when str:rngers were not present .. 

" Because I am accused of doing a, thing I did 
not do ; and no one will believe me." 

"But I do. You didn't take the moner.'' 
"No, I didn't, of course. Only I can;t prove 

it. Do you believe me, really, truly?" She 
longed to feel that at least one in the house, even 
a child, put faith in her still: longed it tho 
more, because she wns going away. 

Keith laughed. "Why, I know you didn't," 
he said. 

"How do you know?" 
'' Why, I know ! I know quite well. Mamsie 

won't let me 8ay you didn't: but I do say it, all 
the same. She can't guess why I'm sure. But I 
know it, all the same. I know it perfeetly." 

Lettice stooped to kiss him, and was subjected 
to a. boar's hug. . 

"I shall tell her I'm quite sure, if she says 
anything again. 1'11 declare you didn't do it." 

"No good, I am afraid. Keith, you'll be a 
little soi:ry to have me gone? Just a little! 
Nobody else minds." 

"Father does." 
"No; not now. He weuld have minded­

oncP-." 
"Father minds!" p.::sitively. "Mamsie doesn't. 

And of comse I do. I should just think so. I 
shall count and coant the days till you come 
back. How long will you be ? More than a 
month! 0, I say, that's too horrid! .. Lettice, 
I've a great mind to teU- you something! It's 
such a shame !--and I don't 5ee why I 

shoul<ln't !--only--you must promise you 
won't tell anybody else! Not a single person." 

"Why?" 
"Oh, because I couldn't tell you, wi1h011t. 

And I have nobody else to Bay it to. I want to 
say it to somebody. Promise, won't yuu-likc a 
deur old girl ! " 

She could not withstand tho coax)ng affectionate 
manner: and his complaint of "nobody else to 
siiy it to," appealed to her own lonelin'3ss. The 
pretty boyi8h face looked up into hers. "Let me 
tell ;vou," he entreated. "Do, Let1ice. It's so 
horrid not to have a fellow to speak to; and I 
shan't, when you're gone. Only you've got to 
promiHe most faithfully that you'll never say it 
to anybody else-not to anybody! And more 
particularly, not to let mamsie know." 

"I'll do anything ) ou like, so long as it isn't 
wrong. Yes, I promi,;e not to repeat it to any­
one, without your lea,e, unless it is something 
that I ought to ~pef'.k out aLout, for somebody 
else's sake. And then you must gi.e me leave." 

His hand came oYer her mouth. "But it 
isn't! It isn't! It won't hurt anybody, except 
you." 

"0 then tliat does not matter. I can't have 
much more to bear than I have Lad lately. 
What is it?" 

" Yon promise not to tell? " 
"Yes." 
•·· Promise faithfully!" 
"So long a1, it is right." 
'·Notto tell mamsie--" 
"No." 
•· Or anybody ? " 
"Not unless you let me." 
He glanced at the door apprehensiYdy, pressed 

nearer, and whispered-
" l\famsie put that bank-note into ycur Lox, 

lwrself ! ·• 

---------,:, ~;~--------

MINISTERING SPIRI'rs. 

"THE Angel of the LorJ." How often even 
in the many thousand years which precede 
the advent of Christ, do we hear of this 

minister.ing spirit sent forth from Heaven ou 
some high errand of consolation, hope or ad­
monition. 

To Abraham and Hagar, to Lot and ,Jacob, . 
Gideon, Joshua, Elijah, Daniel and Zechariah, 
these angelic manifestations were vouchsafed, 
Lu t it is when we turn to the New Testameu t that 
we see how large a share, how deep an interest 
these celestial inhabitants took in the affairs 
of men. Gabriel, angel of the Annunciation, 
"messenger of Goel," was sent to aalute l\fary; 
angelic voices raised in musio such as never 
human ear heard before announced the birth of 
the He<leemer and sang His cradle song; nu angel 
wanwu Joseph in a dream to floo to Ep;ypt, angels 
mi11islcrell to llim ,v110 w.1s tempted like a~ wo 

are yet without sin; an angel strengthened Rim -
in the agony of Gethsemane; angels guarded the 
open tomb in the garden on that' first o-reat· 
Easter morning. 

0 

They no longer take palpable s1 pc; we see 
them no more, these guests from Reavea, as. 
Jacob, asleep under the stars, saw them de­
f'Cending from the world of liglit on their silt'nt 
offices of love ; God no lunger reYeals His pur­
poses by the mouth of Cherubim or Seraphim, 
for a greater than the brightet-t of that hean,uly 
host came to rlwell among us, Himself the In te1'.­
cessor, the Interpreter of our needs. 

Aml yet, strange as it would seem to us now 
if one of these spiritual beings appeare,1 l1eforn 
us, how simply and naturally their visits are st't 
forth in the Bihlo. 'l'ln,ro is m,t.hing in tlw 
rccordo,l description of theso sous of (.io,l tL> kll 
us that they differed much from the men aucl 
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women they cnme to servo; the three whom 
ALraham entertniued nt; l\famre ·were but dis­
t.ing11ished strangers in his eyes, till their tidings 
were reYcaled, and we do not henr that Hngnr 
tremLled or was afraid when the "Angel of 
God " appenred before her in the wilderness and 
comforted her; ancl to pass to the Now 'l'esta­
mont story, t1¥ee out of the four Evµ,ngelists 
describe t.he angels who watched by the sepul­
chre on the Resurrection morning as young mf:'n, 
though their white and shining raiment, and 
some awe and majesty, not of earth, in their 
demeanour, strangely impressed the a.ffrighted 
,women. 

And yet ns o.ngels in some brighter dreo.ms 
Call to the soul when mo.u doth sleep. 

Science will no longer allow us even this 
consolation. Our dreams, it tells us, are solely 
to be explained on physical grounds and owe 
1.heir origin to some external or internal influence 
which affects the sleeper. They reflect our 
environment, character, tastes, habits of thought, 
and are but the outcome and continuation of our 
waking life. TherG is neither "mystery, potency, 
nor prescience" in the phantasies of sleep. For 
all that, many an untaught mother, bereaved of 
her child, and mourning its loss, has wakened 
comforted by some vision of the night in which 
she sees again her little one cradled in an angel's 
arms. 

--Have they kissed ber- •► 
The angels that bend down to pull 
Our buds of the beautiful, 

Anu whispered their own little sister? 

No dream to her, in truth, but a living presence, 
sweet foretaste of the re-union for which she 
yearns. 

That-these "noble essences" in heaven should 
feel a tender pity and protecting love for the 
little· ones who are nearest on earth to God's 
kino-dom seems so natural that we cannot wonder 
at the widespread faith, shared by a;~ost all 
Lations, in the angels as tut_elary spmt~ and 
guardians of innocence and purity: but Scnpture 
.affords no warrant for the belief, unless we may 
put this interpretation on the warning of our 
. Lord: 

Take heed that ye despise not one of these li.ltlo ones, 
for I say uuto you that in heaven their o.ngels do nlwnys 
Lehold the face of J',iy Father which is iu heaveu. 

The earl;y Christian church was perhaps 
iufluenced Jll adopting the idea of angc-lic 
guardianship and in sanctioning the in vocation 
of angels by the ~xamp~e of thei~· _heathon 
nei"'hbours who believed m the pres1clmg care 
of Wtelar/deities, for as the author of "Heligio 
nfodici" points out: 

"It is not n, new opinion of the church but nn old ouc of 
Pythagoms ai.<l Plato," auu ho a.duo, "tbel'O is no heresy iu 
it, allfl if nut muuil"e,lly definer! iu Srripture, yet it is nu 
opiuirm of a goo,l 1111d wl,olcso1,w two in thu comae nm! 
uctious o[ wun•~ life, nuu wuultl serve ns 1111 hypothesis to 
w,Jve many uoulits whereof cow1uou philosophy nffonleth 
uo solution." 

Thus the great mystic. But though it is not 
well to bo wise above that which is written, we 
know that if tho angels have withdrawn from 
our Icon, they are still busy, these elder brethren 
of our fallen race, in the service of hum~11ity, 
"sent forth to minister to thosfl who shall be 
heirs of salvation," and who shall dare set a limit 
to their ho] y offices? 

'l'hcse purer beings of a brighter world, a little 
higher than man, and yet his servants, have ever 
offered an attractive theme to poet and artist. 
Dante, in that wonderful journey through the 
antechambers of the celestial world, leads 
us to the empyrean, "the palace and court of 
God," and there, seeing by his poet'i,1 vision that 
which never mortal eye has looked on, describe.~ 
for us the white-robed hierarchy "their wings 
of gold, their faces radiant as of pure flame, ns 
they :flutter among the company of redeemed 
souls" at one with them in worship and in 
praise. 

And to tbe majesty of Milton's genius we owe 
the most splendid c;l.escription both -of the sinless 
legions above and the rebel fallen spilits, 
"princes, potentates, warriors, the flower of 
heaven," cast out from God: 

To waste eternal unys in woe o.nd p~in. 

The angel used as a similitude, has called forth 
Eome of the finest passages in literature. Who 
cnn forget the lines from~ the " Merchant of 
Venice " that begin-

Look how the floor of heo.ven ' 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold. 
There's not ihe smallest orb which thou behold'st 
But iu bis motion like BD angel sings, 
Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim. 

Or this, from Milton's "Comus "-

0 welcome, pure-eyed Faith, white-handed Hope, 
Thou hoveriug angel, girt with golden wings. 

Or, take this passage from Gray, where we are 
transferred as on Dantc's pinions to the heaven 
of heavens-

He passerl the flaming bounds of place anrl time; 
The living throne, the snpphirc·bloze, 
Where angels tremble while they gaze . 

As avenger, as recorder of men's deeds, as 
guardian of his destinies-in each of these 
aspeots, literature has portrayed the heavenly 
visitant. The famous passage from " 'l'risL1·am 
Shandy " occurs to one at once: 

Tho nccusiug spirit which flew up to heaven's clrnurcry 
wilh tho or.th, blushed ns ho go.vo ii in, nud the rccoruiug 
nngcl ns lie wrolo it ,lawn, ,lroppe,l n tear upon the wor,l 
au,l blotted it out for crcr. 

1 1\fay not Campbell ha,o had it iu his miu,l 
when he wrote-

But, srHl n~ nugcls fo1· tho gooJ nrn,u's siu, 
Weep lo 1·cconl nn,l blush to girn it iu. 

rrotooting g11:mlianship i:; implied in tho lines 
from " Ifomlot "-

Angel~ [lllll miui;;tex~ ,,f grnco ,!cfru,l ud. 
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And even the familiar hymn-writer eings in 
hie cradle lullahy-

HuAh, my dmr, lie slll\ an,l alumbor, 
Holy angels gunrd thy heel. 

But, 1.1erlu,pe, it were eefer for ue if :we rocog­
nieed with Fletcher that-

. . 
Our nets our e.ngela e.rc, or good or ill, 
Our fo<tnl shadows thnt we.lk by us etill. 

To descend from the h~evenly to the earthly; 
how often hRB woman, when the subject gf the 
poet's rapture, been compared to an angel ? 
Woultl that she ever deserved all thnt b.ae been 
sung of hor, from Spencer's : 

Her nugcl'e face, 
As tho greo.t eye of henvcu abyned bright, 
And me.de n sunshine in o sl111dy plucc-

To Scott's gallant· apostrophe-

"11en po.in and. anguish wring the brow 
A ministering nngel thou. 

Or Rogers-

A gunrclinn e.ngel o'er his life presiding, 
Doubly his plensures- nnd his ce.res dividing. 

Could praise be n1ore graceful than this from 
the Earl of Rochester : 

Angels listen when she spenks. , 

And what delicate flattery' is hidden in 
Otway'11- . 

Angels are pointed foir to look like you. 

Many of the sweetest saints and martyrs in 
the Romish Calendar are distinguished in art by 
the symbol of 11,n angel. Legend ascribes this 
honour to Cecilia, whose music drew listeners 
from heaven; to Theresa, patron saint of Spain; 
Dorothea of Cappadocia, Clotilda of Burgundy, 
to whos~ vision France owes her Fleur-de-Lys, 
to Francesca Romana, wisest and womanliest of 
them all, since she "found God in her household 
affairs "-we see them crowned with roses, ac­
companied and watched over by heavenly guides. 

No less than the poets the painters have ever 
loved to depict for us these citizens of a brighter 
world. From the days of Cimo.hue and Giotto, 
on through all the great periods of Italian 
religious art till we 1·each the sixteenth century 
masters-Michael Angelo, Raphael "the divine," 
del Sarto, Titian, da Vinci-there is scarce an 
event portrayed in tLe lifo of our Lord, or in 
that of the Virgin l\1ory-not a miracle or a 
temptation of the saints-but we find the angels 
represented as intereisted spectators or partici­
pators. They look at us with their cnlm, friendly 
eyes from out the clouds, or wing their way from 
the world of light to share more olostJly still in 
the hmuan dmma. In freeoo, in moeaio, in hue­
relief; set free by the stroke of the sculptor's 
chisel we meet with them everywhere; iu tho 
dilu old pulacee, iu the churches and galleries of 

11toried Italy; terrible ae in the I.Mt Jndgment of 
l\Iichael Angelo, mystically sweet and quaint ns 
they light the gloomy convent walls whero the 
visionary Fra Angelico called them into being 
.long oenturie!I ago; charming and captivating ae 
. in the cherub heads which no one but a Raphael, 
unless it were the Spanish Murillo, could point. 

One recalls them too, sentinels at many a 
tomb, as if awaiting that final fellowship when 
we shall be no longer "a little lower," but equal 
with tl1ese elder members of ono family in the 
new kingdom, where sin will no longer divide us. 

And as we set them to keep for us the gate11 
of death, we love to associate them with the 
innocence and helples1mess of opening life. Surely 
it was with some underlying thought of their 
pure and holy guardianship that Thorwaldsen 
sculptured the white-winged kneeling angel who 
holds the font, "t'.·here the little ones are baptised 
in His nnme before whom Cherubim and Seraphim 
stand with veiled faces. 

"Endeavour," writes an old divine, "to be in 
love wi1h the felicities of saints and angels, and 
to be once persuaded to believe that there is a 
condition of living better than this; that there 
ore creatures more noble than we; that abo,·e 
there is a country better than ours ; that the 
inhabitants know more and know better, and are 
in places of rest and desire, and first learn to 
value it, and then learn to purchase it, and death 
cannot be a formidable thing, which lets us into 
so much joy and so much felicity." 

And yet another teacher cries: "Watch, then, 
disciple of life, watch and labonr towards the 
clevelopment of the angel within thee!" 

All that is noble, helpful, and good, all that 
we fain would attain to and be, we picture to 
ourselves ther.e purer creatures who, though not 
yet subordinated to us, fulfil the Divine will in 
ministering to us. But high as is their mission, 
is not the destiny of redeemed man higher still? 

Lower now than these spirits of light, a day 
will come when, crowned with glory and honour, 
humanity will be exalted above them for, i;.trange 
and awe inspiring mystery : 

:K.uow ye not thnt we shall judge angels? 

Already how highly has man been privileged. 
No new world was created for these host:s of 
heaven, no Saviour, stooping in compassion for 
their fallen estate, bled and died for them ; 
sinless, they can never expe1 ience the j1Jy uf 
pardon. 

F~r vorily Ho tcok not on Him the nalwe ol e.ngds, but 
Ho look 011 Him the seed of Abre.lu1m, wherefore in ~11 
things it bohoye.J Hiw to be made like unlo His Lrethrer. 
.... to wako nconciliatiou for the aillil of the pcovl,·. 

An angel with sword of flame dro¥e our fir_,t 
parents from Paradise Lost, but neither angels, 
priuoipalitfes, nor }JOWe1-s shall sep,uate us in 
Parudise Regained from the loYe of God whieh ill 
in Christ J osus om· Lol\l. 
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EDrnBURGH is a city of many monuments 
and many statue~, but it has no outward 
memorial of the man to w horn Scotland 

owes more than all others, the great Reformer, 
John Knox. He died there, and was buried near 
the Cathedral of Saint Giles, the funeral being 
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attended by the Regent Morton, enJ all the 
nobles then in the town, and a vast concourse 
of people. When his body was laid in the grave, 
Morton pronounced over it the brief and memor­
able epitaph: "There lies he who never feared 
1he face of man ! " No monument marks the 
spot nor any sign, save the initio.ls, J. K., trodden 
under foot of passengers. One of the houses 
where the Reformer livecl, is a well-known show­
place to touristij and 1.>trangers, but there is little 
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to remind his own countrymen of their greatest 
benefactor, end the man of whom they have most 
reason to be proud. 

But the thoughtful readers of history, and 
those who know Scotland best, will not regret 
the absence of e. monument to John Knox in 

~r~10~ 
·,·Jr 

•• .. -:.: 

19, 

Edinburgh. They will remember the lines which 
l\lilton wrote when it was proposecl to raise a 
memorial in London to Shakespeare, whose 
honoured bones needed no such tribute-

Dear son of memory, great heir of fame, 
'Whnt neecl'st thou suoh weak witness of thy name? 
Thon iu our wonder nncl nstonishwent 
Host built thy~elf n livolong mouuwent. 

Here is what has been saill by one of the 
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greatest of the fellow-c1mntrymen of Knox, 
Thomns Onrlylc-

" In the 1,istory of Scollnn,l I cnn flntl properly but one 
epoch : \\·e moy BRY, it conlnins nothing of world-interest nt 
nil but tbie Reformn.lion by Knox. A poor linrren country, 
~ull of continunl bro]s, dis~eusions, mn.ssncring-s; a prople 
m the l"~t state of rudeness nnd deslitution, little better 
thnn Ireland at no remote day. Hungry, fierce barons, not 
so much as able to form any arra.ngement with eRch other 
ho~ to divide what they fleeced from their poor drudges. 
~t is a country as yet without a soul ; nothing developed in 
1t l1ut what is TUde, semi-o.11imo.l; and now at the Reforma-

in mnny circumstances; first of all the Saxon rtuff thel'o 
wee to work on; but next, nn<I beyond all else except that, 
in the Predbylerinn g01!pel of John Knox." 

This ie the testimony of one who knew well 
,vhat all other Scotchmen ba'l"e done, Robert 
Burne and Walter Scott, and a hundred more in 
times before or since 1he Reformation. To J~hn 
Kn?x he gives the unquestioned supremacy. 
Edmburgh may have no statue to him, but never 
were the words more fitly used, Si monumentum 
requiriB, circumspice. 
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tion the internal life ia kindled, ns it \\·ere, under the ribs 
of this outwnrd material death I ... Honour to nil the 
brave and true ; everlasting honour to bra'l"e old Knox, 
one of the truest of tbe true I 'l'hot in tho moment when 
he And his cause, amid civil broils, in eonvu'eion 11nd 
confusion, were still but struggling for life, he sent the 
schoolmnster forth to all corners, nnd BA.id, 'Let the people 
bo taught:' this is but one, nn<l, indeed, 11n inevitnble 
anrl comparath·ely inconsiderable itolll in his great meeeoge 
to men. His meH11ge in its true oomp~es wa1, 'Lot mou 
.know that they ore men created by God, responsible to Goel, 
who work in any menneet moment ot time whn.t will lnEt 
through eternity.' 'f!,is gre!lt mcssnge Knox di<! dalil'er, 
with n man's 'l'oico 11ncl strength, nn,1 fonncl n pcoplo tu 
bc,Jiete in liim. The Scoloh nntionnl charnct'. 1· orii;innl~ 

The life and work of Knox can be told in nry 
few sentences, but must not be wholly omitted, 
because it is too 1uuch forgotten by his 
countrymen, nnd is little known to others. Born 
in 1505, not fe.r from Edinburgh, at Gifford in 
East Lothian, he in early life erubracecl tho 
reformed faith, then beginning to spread iu 
Scotland. He was n fellow-student of the famou::. 
George Buchanl\n, the man of leai:ning who was 
afterwards olassical tuto1· to James VI. He a.lsC\ 
formed a strong attachment to George Wishart, 
whoso execution at St. Andrews did mu<'h t(, 

strengthen the rnformed cause. The death of 
W11ltor Mill, nn aged priest, ab0ve foursoor,:; 
yenrs of age, who was buruod at the stake iu 
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1.558, roused the whole of Scotland to throw nff 
the yoke of Home. He was the lnst of tho 
Protestant nmrtyr~, and, us the historian Spottis­
woode says, " his death was the death of Popery 
in this realm." Knox had, before his conversion, 
entered into priest's orders, and when he was in 
the castle of St. Andrews, after the assassination 
of Cardinal Beaton, he was unexpectedly called 
upon to officiate to the Protestants who had sought 
refuge there. The castle having surrendered, he 
was sent with other prisoners to the galleys. 

On regaining his liberty, he went to England, 
and remained there until the death of the good 
prince Edward VI. During the short reign of 
Edward, he laboured successfully to establish 
the new faith in England, and was offered the 
bishopric of Rochester. He often preached iu 
Amersham parish church, in Bucks; and in many 
parts of England, up to Newcastle and near the 
borders. He assisted in the preparation of the 
Prayer Book, and to him are due some rubric~, 
which give a Scriptural interpretation of services 
not universally approved by the reformers. 
When the fires of persecution were kindled 
again in the reign of Queen Mary, Knox retired 
to Geneva, and was minister of the English 
congregation in that city. His heart was.ever 
in Scotland, and as soor.. as possible he resolved 
to help the reformed cause in his own beloved 
country. 

He ani.ved at a critical time. The Queen 
Regent was resolved to suppress the Reformation, 
and the leading Protestants, who now began to 
be called the "Lords of the Congregation," saw 
the necessity of combining and arming them­
selves in self-defence. Knox threw himself with 
ardent zeal into the contest. In June, 1559, it 
was determined to commence operations. The 
Earl of Argyll, and Lord James Stewart, after­
wards Earl of Moray, prior of the Abbey of St. 
Andrew, met Knox in Fife, where he preached at 
Anstruther, and other places on the way to St. 
Andrews, where he caused it to be announced 
that he would preach in the Cathedral. Th6 
Archbishop said if he dared to appear in the 
pulpit, he would be met with a dozen of cul­
verines. As the Queen, with a French army, was 
at Falkland, only a few miles distant, the com­
panions of Knox hesitated. But the intrepid 
preacher said that he had been called to the 
ministry in St. Andrews, and he would preach 
again there, come what list. He appeared in the 
pulpit, and preached without molestation, and 
with snch effect, that the niagistrates, harmoni­
ously with the people, agreea to set up the Re­
formed worship in their city. And this first step 
was soon followed through all Scotland. The 
Reformation was firmly established in the land, 
although the high designs of Knox for ~ho 
thorough education of the people, by parish 
schools, and high schools, and colleges, were only 
nartially canied out, because of the selfish greed 
of the nobles and. gentry, in seizing the larger 
part of the wealth which ought to ha Ye been used 
for the cause of educa,tion a,nd of true religion. 

After the death of the Regent, the young a1Hl 
beautiful Queen Mary came to Scotland from 
France. Having been married b early life to 

tho Dauphin and edncatecl in the Court of FrancP-, 
sho bud been nursed up in blind attachment to 
Popery and arbitrary power. She had been 
taught that it would be the glory of her reign 
to bring back her new kingdom to the obedience 
of Rome, and to act with the princes who were 
plotting for the universal extirpation of heresy. 
Arriving at Leith in August 1561, she was 
received by the good people of Edinburgh with 
demonstrations of joyous loyalty. She was 
accompanied by a popish court, and able popish 
counsellors. Scarcely was ehe settled at Holy­
rood, when orders were issued for the celebration 
of Mass in the private chapel. This would soon 
have been followed by the re-establishment of 
the Roman Catholic religion throughout the king­
dom. The reform party took alarm, and Knox 
said that, " sooner than one public Mass, he would 
see an nrmy of ten thousand Frenchmen in arms 
landed in Scotland." He felt that his place was 
now in Edinburgh, to watch over the cause of 
the Reformation. At that time there was only 
one place of Protestant worship, St. Giles' Cathe­
dral, and Knox was the solo minister. Here he 
preached Sunday after Sunday, about three 
thousand of the citizens listening to his fer.id 
and eloquent words. 

The Queen soon saw that it would be prudent to 
confine her suppo1·t of Popery, and her practise of 
its rites, to her own chapel of Holyrood. But she 
heard all that passed at St. Giles', and Knox was 
several times summoned by her to conferences at 
the palace. The Queen's advisers felt it would 
be unsafe to attempt to resist the public senti­
ment. Yet she gradually gained a large number 
of the nobles, and by her fascinations obtained 
great infhience. Knox was accused of high 
treason, and had to leave Edinb1ugh for a season. 
But her own acts sealed her fate. The death of 
her husband, Darnley, and the speedy elopement 
with the murderer, Bothwell, raised popular 
indignation against her. After a time of brief 
trouble she was obliged to abdicate the throne, 
and take refuge .in England, where she was 
ultimately executed by order of Elizabeth. 
• The good Earl of Moray was appointed Regent 

of Scotland on the Queen's abdication, a man 
universally respected and beloved. Attached to 
the Reformation from the beginning, he restored 
the reformed religion to Scotland. Knox rnturned 
to Edinburgh, and aided by his colleague, John 
Craig, resumed his labours with renewed ardour. 
Occasionally he went to St. Andrews, and it was 
there that James l\Ielville in his Diary, describes 
him as he appeared in 1571, so feeble that he had 
to be supported by good Richard Ballandon his 
servant, and lifted into the pulpit, "but ere he 
hnd done with his sermon he was so active and 
vigorous that ho was like to ding the pulpit in 
blads, and flie out of it." 

Very touching is tho account of thfl last days 
of Knox in his l1ouse at Edinburgh. He caused 
to be read to him every clay the 17th chapter of 
St. John's Gospel, the 53rcl chapter of Isaiah, and 
a portion of tho Epistle to the Ephesians. A11d 
there wore charges to his colleague, and the 
elders and deacons assembled in bis room, 
faithful and earnest words, snch as John Calvin 
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spoke to the ministers and magistrates of tho 
Swiss towns, at GenoYa, before he was leaving 
the world for his eternal home. 

There are many opinions about the personal 

STOOL OF PE:SITE:SCE, 

character and the actions of Queen Mary, and 
about others conspicuous in the affairs of 
Scotland in those times. But with none, except 
1he very ignorant or deeply prejudiced, are there 
any questions about the high-
tonecl principle, the manly patriot­
ism, and the noble character of 
the great Scottish reformer, 
John Knox. 

In the generations succeeding 
Knox there were manv contro­
versies and many troubles, but 
more about Church government 
and worship, than about doctriue. 
A species of secular episcopacy 
was upheld by the Court, though 
the Church continued by law 
Presbyterian. There were dis­
nutes also about the civil and 
~cclesiastical powers and about 
various matters pertaining to the 
rights of the patrons of livings, 
and the liberties of the people. 
These things were all discussed 
in assemblies. But the principles 
of the Reformation were no more 
c1uestioned in Scotland. In wor-
ship, there was a good deal of liberty, for Knox 
l1imself had sanctioned a liturgy, and his suc­
eessors had authorised a "rsorvice-book," for the 
help of ministers. 

Kiw, James was fond of aruitmry power, and 
did n~t easily brook interforenco with liis pro-

rogatives. He said ono day that they ought to 
have bishops in Scotland as they had in England, 
and the roply was, "ye may have bishops bore; 
but remember, ye must make all ministers 
bishops, or ye will never content us." He 
professed however general adherence to the 
Church of Scotland, " barring their not keeping 
Pasch and Yule, and such things," and he joined 
the Kirk in signing a solemn league and covenant 
against Popery. After his accession to the 
English throne, he drew off more completely from 
Presbyterian control, and asserted the supremacy 
of the crown, by appointing prelates, and thwart­
ing the assemblies of the Kirk in evny possible 
way. "No bishop, no king," was a favourite 
saying with him. 'l'he famous gunpowder plot, 
however, showed him greater perils than those to 
be feared from Puritanism. And he continued a 
Protestant though not a PresbJterian king. 

So things 'proceeded during the early years of 
Charles 1., who was also much given to interfere 
with 1hings ecclesiastical, and who in his first 
visit to Scotland was attended by Laud, after­
wards archbishop of Canterbury. Laud was 
greatly shocked by what he saw of the Scottish 
Church; "no religion of any kind that I can 
see," was his account of it. With the king's 
sanc1ion, he determined to introduce a new 
service-book and n·ew ordinances. 'The opposi­
tion of the people of Edinburgh, and the riots 
resulting from the attempt to enforce the new 
senice-book, are familiarly known to all readers of 
hii;tory. The identical stool which JanetGedde!', 
a market woman, threw at the Dean of Edinburgh 
in St. Giles' Church, may be seen in the anti­
quarian museum. "You false villain, saying the 
Mass in my lug," is the traditional version of the 
words of the irate Janet Geddes, and it repre-

JENNY GEDDES" STOOL, 

sented the general fooling through tho nation. 
The attempt to force the innovations had no 
little part in connnoncing tho war wliich fi.ll" 
many a year desolatecl the kingdom. In England 
the parliamentary party rose to rnLlress griov,mccs 
civil as well as ecclesiastical, uut in Scotland too 
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Rffttirs of tho Church formetl the chief point of 
dispute. 'l'he resistance lo the king onlminated 
in the meeting of the celebrated General Assembly 
of the Church, held at GIRBgow in 1636, under 
1he presideuoy of Alexander Henderson, The 
king had a royal commissioner there, the Murqnis 
of Hamilton, with an armed escort, but the 
Assembly paid no attention to his order to close 
their meeting ; and proceeded to depose the 
bishops, to restore presbytery, and to renew the 
libertie11 of the Church. A large number of the 
nobles and the representatives of the common­
,~ealth of Scotland were there with armed 
retainers to support Henderson, and the cause of 
the Church was again triumphant. The scene of 
the signing of the Covenant in Greyfriars 
Churchyard, E<linburgh, wns long memoro.ble. 

persecution which Scotti11h hi11tory marks ae its 
blackest epoch since the Reformation. The 
ministers who wonld not conform to the prelacy 
imposed by the Stuarts were banished or 
imprisoned, and the people were •· dragooned " 
into snb~ission to the emissaries of the English 
Court, aided by lawless and mercenary soldiers. 
The sufferings of the Covenanters in the years of 
persecution are remembered in Scotland with 
more sympathetio interest even than the 
m1ntyrdoms of olden times. The" tomb of the 
covenanteu," in Greyfriars Churchyard, is still 
an object of veneration, and Sir Walter Scott has 
made the graves of these men, scattered through 
the lonely moors, and on the mountain sides, 
famous to all the world in his" Old Mortality." 
These suffering men were not rebels but true 

GREYFRI.\:RS Cllt:RCIIYA.n.D. 

The Scotch nation took the side of the parliament 
throughot1t the civil war, until the king threw 
himself upon his ancient subjects and himself 
took the covenant in order to deceive them as to 
his adherence to their cause. The same step was 
taken by Charles u., when he was crowned at 
Scone, on the 1st of January, 1651, ns the 
i;uccessor of King Charles I., " the martyr." 

'l'his is not the place to narrate the dissensions 
a.nd disasters that overtook the Church of 
Scotla.nd in the ensuing years, nor the wars thn.t 
Montrose, with his savage Highla.ud and Irish 
nu:1.iliaries, kept up for the royill cause. 'l'he 
strong arm of Oliver Cromwell, a.fter the close of 
the Cidl Wnr, maintained peace in Sootland as 
well as in England, and it is on reoord that "tl'ue 
rdigion never flourished more in Sootlnnd than 
in the years between the end of the w111· iind the 
restora.tion of Cha.rles 11." 

• Then followed the long period of tl'inl and of 

patriots, and even Hume, though a prejudiced 
writer, admits that but for the heroism of the 
Covenanters, England would not possess the civil 
and religious freedom whioh is her highest boast 
among the nations. The dnrkest time is that 
before the dawn, and after the fiercest persecu­
tion undl•r James u., instigated by popish 
ad..-isers, the advent of" the glorious revolution," 
under William 111., proclaimed kiug at Edin­
burgh Cross, was hailed throughout Scot}ll,ll.d 
with tumultuous joy. 

Principnl Carstail's, of the University of 
Edinburgh, was the personal friend aud the advii.'er 
of William m. in all matters eoclesiastieal in 
Scotland. Iu his time the Church contiuutid 
to flourish and was prosperous. In the later 
ye1m1 of Queen Aune, efforts w1:1re sUl'~fu~ly 
ml\cle to 1·eduoe the Church to greater sub=on 
to the secull\r powe1·. 'l'ho act l)f res~oring_ lay 
1mtro11age, which had boen suspended tor a. time, 
w1111 one of the chhlf menus for the ensla.veU1eni 
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of the Church. The tro11bl1=s cnused by the 
reRisfance of the people to enforced settlements 
grew in strengh nnd freqncncy, until the hitherto 
united Chnrch of Scotl1rn1l was torn Ly secessions 
an1l diviFions. 'l'he lnrgor pn1-t of the devout 
and faithful l'rcsbyteriaus left the old Church, 
and worshipped with the Secession ministers. 
Gradually there fell on the Scottish Church, as it 
did in the English Church in the eighteenth 
century, au epoch of formalism and of scepticism, 
relieved in uoth count, ies by the godly example 
and earnest preaching of a few faithful men who 
remained in their parishes. 

It WM long before this " eclipse of faith" 
passed off in the north-long after the age of 
the Wesleys, and Whitefield, and the revival­
ists of England. 'l'he vi,,its of Whitefield to 
Edinburgh are memorable in history, but the 
record is not very creditable to the ecclesiastical 
authorities of the time. At his first visit in 1742, 
rnon after the secession of the Erskines, he shocked 
these worthy Presbyterians by telling them that 
"if the Pope himself would lend his pulpit, he 
would be glad of the opportunity to preach Christ 
there." He preac:hed to vast multitudes on the 
Calton Hill at Edinburgh, and it was when he 
heard him there that David Hume declared he 
wa.s the moRt eloquent and impressive preacher 
he had ever kno\\'n, The common people heard 
him gladly, and many were converted, but the 
effect on the churches was not great. The 
General Asseml.,ly of the Church of Scotland con­
tinued to meet annually, but the evangelical 
party, whether ministers or laymen, remained a 
feeble minority. The leaders of the Church 
ridiculed all spiritual religion, and horne and 
foreign missions of every kind. In the autobio­
graphy of the Rev. Dr. Carlisle, minister of 
Inveresk, a leader of "the moderate party," as it 
was called, a most graphi() account is given of the 
condition of the Scottish Kirk during last century. 
There was, however, in Edinburgh itself, a suc­
cession of faithful men, whose names are fltill 
memorable in the religious history of those times. 
Conspicuous among these was Dr. Erskine, who 
was colleague of Dr. Robertson, the historian, in 
Greyfriars parish. It is of him that the story is 
told, when in a debate in which the undertaking 
of foreign missions was opposed as not required 
by Scripture, adu.ressing the Moderator and point­
ing towards the clerk of assembly, Erskine 
exclaimed, "Rax me the buik," and commenced 
his speech by reading portions of Scripture, com­
manding mis1,ionary action as the paramount dirty 
of the Church. It was he who, when his colleague 
11ad preached a sermon, in the moral-essay strain, 
about the beauty of virtue which all men on 
seeing must approve, began the afternoon sermon 
by saying, that "they had all hoHcl that morning 
a discourse on the beauty of virtue, whioh all 
men mwst adore aud worship. But what in fact 
did men do? Virtue appeared on earth, incarnate, 
in the perRon of J el:ln1:1 Christ, tho Sou of God, 
and men, instead of worsliippiug and owning Him 
as their Lord, crucified and slew Him I'' 

There were uot a few men of the spirit of 
Er.skiue-Bncbanan, and Dnvidt1011, and othert1, in 

Edinburgh,-whose memr,ry is still cberisherl 
in circles wLero their influence extended. And 
although the rulers of the Church were too often 
unfaithful, there waR ever kept alive thronghr,ut 
Scotland a devout spirit, such as Hobert Burns 
himself' has described in his "Cottar's ~atunlay 
~ ight," a picture of his own worthy father's home. 
'l'hi,i was but a sample of what might be seen in 
every parish and town of Scotland ; and the pe0ple 
who crowded the churches of the few evangelical 
preachers in Edinburgh proved that there 
were many thousands who in the darkest times 
knew and served the Lord. The preaching of the 
brothers Haldane, and of Aikman, the predecessor 
of Dr. Lindsay Alexander, and the visit111 of Row­
land Hill, and of Charles Simeon, who addressed 
tens of thousands of earnest listeners, widened 
and deepened the channels of Divine grace, until 
the time came when the minority in the Church, 
under the leadership of the Luther-like Thomas 
Chalmers, became the majority, and a new epoch 
of Christianity was inaugurated in Scotland. 

The formation of the Free Church of Scotland 
marked the beginning of better days, both in home 
nud foreign mission work. It is now fifty years 
since the memorable event of" the disruption," of 
which all Scotchmen may well be proud, what­
ever their opinions may be of the causes which 
led to such a display of earnest faith and devoted 
self-sacrifice. 'l'he revival of religion was not 
confined to any section of the Christian Church, 
but has l::een as marked in the Establishment as 
in the seceding body; and among Episcopalians, 
and all denominations, a new era, fruitful in 
good deed!', has been witnessed. There are now, 
as in the days of the Reformation, few divisions 
in points of doctrine or of practice, an<l all the 
nation agrees in maintaining old "use and 
wont" in matters of religious education and of 
Christian activity. Well would it be if there 
were more of outward and visible unity, and 
common action in all that pertains to the defence 
of the Protestant faith, and the extension of the 
Redeemer's kingdom in the world. 

;ltjoic.c tgat 11,our iamt.s au iurifftn m 
~ta.lmr. 

[This sonnet was suggested by !be b-aulifnl humility or the lblia.n 
t:.alntcr, Di;ttlcelli, who, lu a repre~eo.tation of nine choirs of angels. put 
bis own n11mo Jn ruicroscupic chlll'ncters on a :ablet bom2 by an angel of 
the bwest grade.) 

YE angel ohoiu thnt circlo evermore 
The lhl'one of light ineffable, an,l sing 

Tho glory of tho over-ble..ssed King, 
Whom nil your shiuiug ministries ndore 
"'ith perfect praises thnt unceasing pour 
Fl'om hearts uustuined by thought of evil thing. 
Whilo age on nge speed• by with gladsome wi11g, 
Adding fresh treasure to your songful stor~ : 
Let but my huml,Je 1111we bo written swall 
Upon somo llll>let which yom lowlieo-t beara 
Before that Lord who knows and loves us all, 
And I nm nmply blost; my highl'st l'llly,·r• 
Are fully honr<l: henceforth uo fours appal, 
Ami lifo is light with all ii• gri,-fs uud mres. 

W. 'l'.\'l:LoJll S.\.llTIL 



·wrFELY vVISDO:\f. 

IT was the day of rest. The sun wns shining 
with double its usual brightness; the nir 
was balmy and laden with odours; a.11 Nature 

looked glad, wearing her Sunday garments and o. 
crown of blossoms like a bride on her wedding 
morn. But the more joyous the outside world, 
the more gloomy things seemed within in that 
cottage beneath the flowering pear-trees. Even 
the housewife who had been wont to wear a 
bright face, going about her work cheerfully 
early and late, sat with a gloomy look at the 
breakfast table, not touching the meal; and the 
husband who watched her furtively saw her rise 
with a sudden burst of tears, making for the door 
as though overcome with grief. 

And indeed it had appeared for some time that 
Trouble had made her dwelling in that little 
house. There had been dearth instead of plenty, 
crops had failed, trade was bad, and even this 
husband, although he was a hard-working thrifty 
man, saw penury before him, if things would not 
mend. He had said so over and over again, 
adding in his despair he would seek death rather 
than submit to the starvation that stared him in 
the face; and there could not be a God in heaven 
else He would never let an honest workman come 
to such beggarly pass. He had been willing to 
put faith in Him while there was a blessing he 
could see; but there seemed nothing but misery 
now, and his trust was gone. The wifo did her 
best to put better thoughts into his heart, he 
would not receive them; and no admonition of 
his friends, no spiritual or worldly comfort availed 
ought in his gloomy distress. " God had ceased 
carina- for the poor," he said. 

Who could blame the wife then, if she also 
lost heart at last, and her natural cheerfulness 
no Iona-er had power to uphold her. But not so, 
and e:en her present sadness was welling up 
from a faithful heart. For when the husband 
saw her tears and. that she seemed bent on hiding 
them, he caught her hand as she was opening 
the door, saying, with something of his former 
tender care of her: "You shall not leave the 
1·oom without telling me your trouble!" 

She was silent awhile, hiding her face, and then 
Bhe said, sobbing all the more: "I have had such 
a dream, husband ! I dreamt the Lord God had 
died. I saw a host of angels all ready for the 
funeral I" And she burst out crying anew. 

"Nonsense," said the husband, "how can you 
let such a foolish dreo.nt work thus on your feel­
ings! Why, God can never die, as even the 
chilclreu will tell you; so stop your tears, you 
foolish wife. He is above us still." 

And through tho cloud on her face, a great 
radiance broke forth as sho took hold of her 
husbancl's hands, saying, "I-lo co.nuot die, you 
tell mo, and is a.hove us still?" 

"'l'o be sure," said the husbanu; "how could 

illnmining her face ns she said: "Husband clear. 
if tho Lord God is not dead as you tell me, but 
is above us still, why do not we trust Him, why 
do wo not believe where we cannot see? Is 
He not the same God still who does not affiir;t 
willingly, who clothes the lilies and feeds the 
sparrows, who giveth to tho beast his food, and 
to the young ravens which cry unto Him?" 

But these words of hers smote the man in his 
despair; it was as though the scales fell from 
his eyes, as though the ice which had bound his 
heart had thawed suddenly, yielding to the bene­
ficent power of the sun. A smile rose to his lips 
and to his eyes, and he thanked his wife for 
having caught the real eignificance of his words. 
He felt he was condemned out of his own mouth, 
and saved from infidelity. 1'he love and faith of 
her own heart had conquered the moody despair 
of his. The Sabbath sun went on shining, fill­
ing that cottage with a heavenly radiance, which 
was reflected from faces on which lay a new-born 
trust; all Nature offered up her incense from the 
wealth of her blossoms, the song of birds swelled 
with a burthen of thanksgiving, and hearts of 
faith were uplifted to the Father everlasting of 
men. 

.J. s. 

anh @lb. 

you doubt it!" 
And sho looketl at him 

THY GoD.-There nre we.ny occnsions on which it is well 
for Christians to feel their common interests in" Our Faiher 
in hea\"en." But there nre also times. when it L~ profiiable 
to re.,lize the truth of the words-" I am tlie Lord thy God, 
who brought thee out of the land of Egypt, out of the 
house of bo11d11ge."-" And thou shalt remember all the way 
which the Lord thy God led thee, these forty ye:us in the 
wildcrncs~." The Lord's goodness to each of His chilclren 
individually, by ernnts of daily providence, and especially 
by euch individual's e:s:periences of answered pr-Jyer-lhese 
nre n special menns of spiritual strength and encouragement, 
ns they nro remembered nnd tmned into occasions of thauks­
gifing. Some of the principal "eYidenccs" of the nnlity 
of Go,l's existence nud p1-esence, I\J:e those which are 
nfl'orded by these experiences of His gmce manifested to His 
children, one by one, in their indiyidual capacity. And 
overy child of God can thus realize thnt, quite compntibly 
with the Di vino GoYCrnweut of the-universe, b~- general and 
unohnnging lnws, Ho still works mir,1clPs of goo,luess in 
nnswer to fnith nnd pmyer. Neither His prest>lll'e, nor His 
inspiration, censecl with Bible nges, but have contiuued t0 be 
rnauifcstc,l to His childrt:n eyer since to this hour. But 
this presence nml iuspimtion ure only accor,lcd to the faith­
ful, to thoso who seek for and obey the mauifcst.\tions of His 
omniprownt Holy Spii-it r,,vealiug the i,leutity of tl1e Christ 
of the Goopels with Himself. Thus nril giwn pn'ci0ua 
evidences, I hnt in the service nml ~cekiug of U,._J, ll is 
ol,ihli-cn follow uo cunningly ,le,·iscd l"nbk, but s,,Ji,l 
1·011litios moro enduring tin,! subst11utiul th11u ewn tho 

solcmuly, ·a dee1) light ,·Mble things of soiontilfo truth 1U1d trnllliitu1·y worldly lire. 

li:JS 
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lllildrcd henrd from hC'r 
fRther thnt he w11s going t" 
driYe over to llliltnn to fdch 
her mother home, nml thnt he 
wouhl tnke either herself or 
Robin, her firsl feeling w11s ono 
of great delight; for sho WRll 
the elder of the two, n111l n 

girl, 11nd tho offer come lo her first ns 
n nmlter of cour,e. 

lllildrecl was scoled in atnte ot the 
head of the brenkfo.st tnble, behind the 
coffee pot nnd the cups. It WA,S n posi­
tion of great dignity, for in the nb.ence 
of her mother she had to do the honours 
of the tnble, nnd to eee that her father 

had everything he wnnted. They were alone in tbe break­
fast room, for it was holiday 1imf', nnd the governess had 
gone a.way for a while, nnd Robin was delnye,l upstairs 
over some temporary difficulty in his toilet. lllu. Cart­
wright w:is not often nwny from home, nnd even the dignity 
of representing her mother did not mo.ko up to lllildred for 
the loss ~he felt during ber absence. She wns longing to 
have her home ngnin, and the idea of going to fetch her 
with father made her little heort beat with pleasure. 
Her cheeks flushed ond she clapped he1· ho.ode. " Oh, how 
lovely, Daddy I" she exclaimed, nnd then ~he stovped ancl 
her face became more serious. "Couldn't Robin go too, 
Father?" she asked in e. quieter tone. 

'' No, I con only to.ke one of you," answered the Cvloncl; 
"you must sit between me and Mother. John and Emme. 
will go behind." 

l\Iildred didn't quite see why one of them shouldn't sit 
behin<l between John o.nd Emma, but she did not like to 
ask her father again, e.nd she bees.me altogether more serious. 

"I think Robin ho.d better go, Daclcly," she said after a 
,r bile, in o. lower tone. 

The Colonel looked up from his po.per at his little girl 
sitti.Dg thoughtfully behind the big coffee pot. 

"I can't take you both, lllilly ," he so.id; "if Bobby goes 
you must reme.iu at home." 

"I think I will stop at home, Fatl1er," Milly so.id ; "I co.u 
take the dogs for o. walk." 

"Very well I" se.id the Colonel. " If you would rnther 
1ake the dogs out for o. walk then go with me to fetch · your 
mother, I ho.ve no objection; Robin shall go then." 

The tee.re started to lllilclred's eyea. How could Father 
think she would rather go for e. we.lk tho.n meet darling 
lllother? She he.d not meo.nt that o.t nil. A tear fouud its 
wo.y down her cheek ond dropped into her plate, but her 
father did not see it, for be ho.d returned to his po.per, nnd 
just then Ro:,in come into the room. Ho opened the door 
rather diffidently, for he woe ten minutes lo.le, Rnd tho 
Colonel liked punctuality. He was dressed in n sllilor's 6uit 
which had come home only the night before, oncl ho luul 
put on port of it hind pa.rt before, so whon hie father hnd 
laughed at him, ancl Mildred had put him straight, he Ent 
clown to tho brcukfnst table, and nothing wns suid about his 
lnte appenrunco. 

"Would you like to come in the phaeton with me 
to fotch )!other, Dobby?" asked Iha Colonel 11s he laid 
,lown the po.per, dropped his cyc-gluBB, nnd dcrolcd himsolf 
t.o o.n egg. 

()3!) 

Robin jumped with delight-like it! Iodced ho wJuld 
like it I 

"You mnsl be reody at ten o'clock slu1rp, then, my boy, 
or I ,ball hove to start wilhont yon," saitl 1he C.,]onel, 

" Is Milly going?" asked Robin. 
"No; there is only room for one-of you, oncl l\Jilly prefers 

to slop at home." 
"Oh, Milly, not go to meet llothn ! •· exclaimed Robin, 

rnther uogmmmatice.lly, g11,zing e.t her in lll!tonisbment out 
of hie big him, eyes. 

Mildred looktd wistfully nt her father. 
"I should like to go, Daddy," she said; "coulclu't I sit 

behind with Emma?" 
"No, little girl," ea.id the Colonel, decidedly. "You mnst 

learn to m.ike up your mind. I asked yo:i if yon would like 
to go, o.nd you said you would rather take the dogs for a 
wo.lk. It is too le.le to change your mind now." 

.At ten o'clock preoisely the sme.rt phaeton drew up befoTe 
the door, <l?lll\"11 by its pair or handsome bays, nnd e.t one 
minute past the Colonel wo.s bowling quickly down the 
a.venue with Robi.D's curly heo.d by hie side, and John, tl1e 
groom, cleverly twisting himself into his seo.t behilld, while 
Mildred wne left standing on the top step, a pitiful little 
figure, with flushed face e.nd quivering mouth nudemeo.th 
!.:er brood-brimmed garden ho.t, w11,tcliing them out of sight. 

However, she did not feel so miserable for long. She was 
ten yeo.rs old o.nd would hn ve considered it very babyish to 
cry, o.lthough she would dearly ho.re liked to be sitting by 
her father's side in the ce.rrie.ge on her we.y to meet denr 
Mother. And yet it would not be bng before Mother came 
l1ome, for her father had ea.id they would all be oock to 
dinner, and· Milly would see her b~fore she went to bed. 
Besides, she was glad her little b?other had the treat, and 
o.lthongh the poor little girl's motives in gi1'ing up her place 
to him hod been somewhat misunderstood, yet she knew 
the.t she had done it out of pure love to him. aod Mother 
would understnnd. This wos e. great oon.so!atioo, that 
"l\lother ,vould un<lcrstand,"' o.ud it made her alm0t1t happy 
ogain. 

After this Milly rubbed her eyes with a tight litllti bell 
of 11, handkerchief, till they smarted, and l'1Ul round to the 
stable yo.rd to get Tiger and Bruce unchained. When the 
groom had done this for her she tcok them down to the 
pond in the epinuey. 

Bruce wo.s e. beautiful blnck haired reuiever, her l'ery 
own ; she ho.d ·not had him long, e.nd tl,e joy of poaseesion 
hnd not yet ftagged. It was the great de~ht of herself a.n.d 
Robin to st:nd the "curly old darling" into the pond o.fter 
stiok~, ancl they would play with hi.iu for au hour together, 
Mildred all the time feeling ,·ery proud that Bruce we.a her 
clog, e.nd Robin respecting her righta, but taking chief part 
in the direction of Rlfoirs. • 

Dut to-day somehow she clid not enjoy playing with 
Bruce quite as muoh RB usue.l. Robin wo.s not there, a.n.d it 
was 1-ather dull Rlone. And then Tiger, who seemed more 
than usually clumsy this mo1·niug, would insilii upon rubbing 
liia great wet body 11gi.inst her clean frock, which she knew 
would ouuee oonslroiut in the nursery. So after he.lf-an­
hour or 10 she took • the dogs back to lho siables nnd 
returned Jis('(lllsohlte to the house. 

"I wish Mu1umy were ut home 1" she sighed a doacu 
times, ns she wt1ndcrc,.I ubout tho bous,,, in o.nJ out of every 
room. Dut " Mumwy " would not be howo for 50me houJ'll 
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Jct, nnd Milly hnd to mnko the best or her eolitmle for the 
IUOl'ltiug, and tho whole nfternoon. 

Tho moming went somehow. It wng very hot, nnd Milly 
took her favourite doll nud n story book ou to the lawn, in 
the shndc cnst by the big ecdnr by the rose gnrden. Dut the 
etory book wns uninteresting, aud " Violet" was stupid, not 
to say nnnghty. She insisted upon lweping ono eye open 
wheu she was laid down, while she went to sleep with the 
other in the orthodox way. It looked so foolish, nnd Milly 
could uot break her of the habit, though she smacked her 
body, shook her au,l even poked the offending eye with a 
stalk of grnss. She could not nurse o. great thing like that 
all the time, she ought to !Juve known better nt her ege, and 
as Violet refused to go to sleep with more than oue eye, 
Milly at Inst snt her up on the other side of the tree o.nd 
told her to stop there till she could behave better. But 
wheu sbe had looked through the pictures in her book once 
ruor~, and read 1mother p!lge, there wus nothing left to do 
tho.t she could think of, nnd she felt very dull. She could 
not help thinking of Robin who wns by this time nt the 
Castle, nnd was perhaps talking to Mother, 01· being made 
much of by his aunts, or down in the meadows with their kin<l 
old grandfather poking the mild, gentle-eyed sh01t-horns in 
the ribs with his chubby fist, or watching the woodmo.n cut 
down a great tree, nnd picking out the largest chips us they 
had done the lust time they went over together. Mildred 
heaved a great sigh, and clasped her hands ovEr her knee, 
leaning forward to look wistfully into vacancy, ll'ith her 
pretty heo.d on one side, und her long brown hair falling 
over her shoulder. It was very lonely at home with no one 
to to.lk to, but still Mother would bo home before very long, 
and it was already dinner time ; the morning bad pafsed 
somehow, and lllilly caught up her book and 1·11n into the 
house, quite forgetting poor Violet, who sat in disgrace on 
the other side of the tree until t4,e afternoon sun drew the 
shadow of the cedar o.cross the lawn awo.y from her, and 
her simpering wax face became somewhat blurred ; and 
by-and-1:y she slipped down and lay ou the gruss with oue 
eye closed, and the other gazing up into the sky, until all 
of a sudden it closed with a click, and she slept a dreamless 
sleep, =til she was found the next morning by a gardener 
with her beautiful complexion quite gone and tears of ll'!IX 
still on her face. 

When lliilly got indoors there was a bitter disappoint­
ment for her. As she went up the broad stone eteps, l)ing 
white and hard in the glare of the sunlight, into the 
spacious cool hall, ehe met a telegraph boy who touched 
his hat to her. Inside the open door stood the butler with 
a tel,;gram in his bane!. 

"Is it from Father, Roller?" inquired Milly, with a little 
flutter of alarm. 

"Yes, miss," answered the butler. "They o.re dining nt 
the Castle, and will not be home till late." Poor little 
Milly! It was a great blow. Her bed-time was at eight, 
and although site might bave sat up for hnlf-un-hour to sec 
her mother, she knew that, if they stayed to dine nt her 
grandfather's she would l,uve to go to bed long before they 
came home. She could not restrain her tears, and went up 
to the nursery crying. '!'here wus not much consolation 
there, for nurse's sympathy wo.s lessened by the fuct tho.t 
'figer had made Milly's pretty white frock in a grnnt mess, 
so that it would be quite impossible to wear it any wore 
this week, and to-day was only Tuesday. So the poor 
little girl ate her dinner in great tribulation, which wns 
only a little lessened by the butler, who wns kiud-henrted 
11.nd he.cl seen her cry, Joying three gle.ss:s for her just 
a3 if she wo.s grown up, all(l ananging in ouo of them 
e. wonderful looking table napkin folded after q uito n new 
pattern. 

The rest of the day wore away eowohow, uutil the 

Ahnclows or the trees fay right across the lnwn, nnd the 
birds wont to tl.eir nests, still twittering in the twilight, 
and it ,vas time for Milly to r~tire to her own little whita 
nest in the night nursery, wmewhat cheered by the thought 
that the dny wns over at last, and that it could r.ot be very 
long now before Mother came home, when she woukl l,e 
sure to come upstr,ir3 nt once and kiss her little girl, :ir.,I 
then ell would be well. Milly thought that sbe woulrl takn 
grenl cnro lhnt sleep should not overlako her before she 
heur<l them o.ll comP, in. 

Dut it wns nenrly eleven o'clock before the crunch c,f 
wheels wo.s henrJ ou the clrive, and the Colonel pulled up 
before the door; an,! by that time, tired out with waitin.:; 
and list~ning, Milly had unconsciously allowecl her eyelid:1 
to droop, so tliat when her mother d[d come into the 
nursery very softly, shading the light of her candle with 
her hnurl, the little girl ho.d been asleep nearly an hour. 

Dut it made very little difference, for na her mother was 
bending over her she woke with a start, and threw hP.r arnB 
round her neck, kissing and hugging her, so that it was 
with some little difficulty that l\frs. Cartwright put down 
the candle she was carrying on the little table by the bed. 

"So my liltle girl did not want to come and meet her 
m'Jther," she said, hair in jest; but Milly took it quite in 
earnest nnd burat out crying and sobbing bitterly. It was 
too much for her that her mother, whom she had expected 
to have divined at once her re<\son for not going, and to have 
been pleased with her, and mncle the thought of having 
stopped at home for sweeter than the going woulcl have heen 
-that her mother should so have misunderstood her uncl 
thought that it reo.lly was because she wanted to play o.lone 
that she had not gone. Wretched dogs! For the moment 
she almost hated them. They had been a very poor solace 
fur her loneliness, and she had only mentioned them at first 
because she did not want to make anything to her father of 
her giving up her place to Robin. 

"Don't cry, darling ! " said her mother, wiping her eye~ 
gently, and kissing her hot cheeks. "I didn't meo.n it; I 
know you would much rather have come. You gave np 
your place to Robin ; wasn't that it?" 

"Yes, Mother," sobbed Milly, "didn't yon know?" 
"I knew quite well, my darling! " unswered her mother. 

"and I aw ever so pleo.sed with my little girl. I would not 
have stopped to dinner if I- rould have helped it, for I 
wanted to get home to you, dear. But you mustn't cry 
any more." 

After her mother had left her, Milly lay in the dark, 
consoled, but still sobbing a little under her breath, 
when o.11 of a sudclcn there was a flutter in the room, 
o.nd a little white figure jumped into the bed o.nd put its 
arm round her neck. 

It wns Robin. "I wanted to come before," he explained, 
nestling his soft wnrm cheek against Milly's wet one, "but 
nur.e wouldn't let me. You were a darling to let me go, 
lllilly, dear. I thought you didn't want to till lllu.mmy tohl 
me. I ham brought you a crystallised orange. Grand­
father gave it to me at dessert, and said I shoulcl choke 
becauso I had eaten it so fust, but I dropped it down inside 
my jacket nu,! kept it for you." And Robin opened his hot 
little pnlm, which was quite sticky with the sugured fruit, 
und slipped the omnge under lllilly's pillow. "Aud Ft>ther 
is going to take us both in:o Xorwich to-morrow," he weut 
on, "nnd you shull hol<l the reins when he gets down, Milly 
drnr. And l•'uthcr ,nicl ho wns g-oing to buy you a new collnr 
for Druoo with his u1\me on l\ brass plnto. Dvn't cry any 
more, lllilly, d11rling ! ·• 

Dnt Milly's toa1s were no longer tonrs of sorrol\·, and 
when Tiobin had nm back to his own bc,1 nguin, sho ma,lo up 
her mint! thut sho Wt\S \'<'I')' glad t'..ut Uobin bad fetched 
l\Iother homo iustcntl of hcr;clf. 




