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deeper than oven mother-lovo; a tenderness purer
{han oven mother-tenderness; because the love
and tho temderness were Divine. But whilo
Divine comfort is itself all-powertul, it cannot do
away with the human need for human sympathy.
Tho Son of God Himself, as Man of Sorrows,
though He had angels to comfort Him, yet expe-
rienced this lonely human craving; and so much
the more fully He can understand its strength
in the “ children of earth.” True, we never need
stand where He stood; because, while He was
absolutely cut off from all human sympathy,
while there was literally “mnone” among His
brother-men to comfort Him; we may have
always, in unlimited measure, the most Human
sympathy of Jesus, our Lord and Master, yet
truly our Brether-Man! But the full realization
of this fact is not to many so vouchsafed, as that
it shall entirely take the place of need for other
human sympathy.

And Lettice was very lonely. Dr. Bryant's
coufidence in her had broken down 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: scarcely 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 view 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 these 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 additional 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.”

«1 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 you

can resolve to confess freely what you have done,

then I will hear. Then you shall have 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 are under
my displeasure.”

A sob broke from her. ¢ Ob, it is hard!
can I confess what I have not done?”

“ush!” he said again. *“No moroe of that,
The proofs are unhappily too strong.” He paused,
looking into her agitated face. ¢ It will be better
and happier for us both, when you speak out. ...
This is a great sorrow to me, greater than you
imagine. At least, you can make it possible that
I should forgive, that I should take you to my
heart again! . . . Wait a moment; do not spealk
hastily. Think of the sin against God, and of
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your neod that He should forgive. If you do
not confess the truth to me, how can yon lock
for His pardon? You will have a hard fight to
got back to your old sfanding, after so grievous
a fall. The first step must be full confession.
That 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 Lettice.
have—always been

“Then treat me us a child should treat her
father, Tell me freely, openly, how yon came
to take such a step, and what led up to it.”

Lettice mastercd her distress with a great
effort, and lifted to his her straightforward
glance. “ 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 coldly 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 satisfled. 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 carries its
own vengeance with it.

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

Once upon a time Susanna, the parlour-maid,
an old and tried servant, of weighty influence in
the household, would have been cntirely on Let-
tice’s side; but, Susabnna, 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, *“and I'd have held out still.
But bank notes can’t walk, nor open locked boxes;
and that box, I know for certaln, wasn't never
left unlocked. I don’t say Miss Lettice wasn’t
drove to it by some as ought to krow bettor.
She’s had a deal to bear; but there’s no manner
of excuse for dishonesty. 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 T'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 Lettice took
the money; more’s the pity; and I'll never be
certain of nobody again in this world!” Susanna
ruled the kitchen view of matters.

Lettice had not now the consolation, which
had been hers earlier, of enduring for the sake
of Felix, Her present suffering bore no fruit of
advantage for another; at least, so far as she
could see. It may be that all undeserved pain,
borne meekly for Christ’s sake, does bring advan-
tagoe to others: but this we caunot yet perceive.

Still, the trouble was permitted; was Go_d's
will for ler. So much she could know with
unquostioning knowledge. She had to bear,
because the burden was laid upon her; she

“You
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had to bear bravely, because by so doing she
would please God. If sho had done the thing
she was accuscd of, she would have been required
as a simple duty to take the blame patiently,
deserving no praise whatever for the same. But
“this” quiet endurance of hers, because it was
endurance of unmerited blame,did deserve praise,
being ‘*acceptable with God.” Tettico found
consolation in the thought. Others might look
coldly and sternly; but her Heavenly Father
saw, understood, and was pleased. He would set
all right in time. Ie would clear away the
cloud. He would establish her as Dllamcless.
Whether sooner or later, whether in this life or
the next, the truth would Dbe 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 intimalion 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 sfood would only
be to arouse useless anger in him. He could not
clear her; and she resolved to wait until they
should meet, and she could explain all by word of
mouth, He did not very often enquire by post 1f
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 day. « 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 you to pay us a visit?
Our present home is swall—very different from
the Farm—but you will not mind, when Felix
is at hand. Tor his sake come if you can. A
sister may have power over a brothér; and it
seems to me that he has been too long alone, with
no softening home-influence. You will forgive
me for saying this! I am not Ainding fault with
your brother; only I cannot help seeing that
there is a need. Will you not give us a month
or six weeks? Would Dr. and Mrs. Bryant
object? Your last letter was very sad—so sad
that it gave me a heart-ache. Has anything
been troubling you very much of late?”

“If I could go! O, if I could!” murmured
Lettice, a wild desire taking possession of her
for kind looks and loving voices, in place of
the cold indifference which now fenced ler in.
She realized all at onco how long it was since
she had seen the Valentines, how complete the
geparation had been between herself and Iolix

for years. Was it right that she should stay
away if by any means sho could get to her
bLrother? What if the character of Felix should

undergo permanent deterioralion, for lack of the
sisterly softening which she might have power
to supply? *“And there is no real reason! I
am of no use here. I may just as well be there!”
she uttered aloud. * Prue does love—does care ;
and I think IFelix does too, down below—if I could
only get at him. If I only might go!”

“Go where?” demanded Theodosia by her
side.  Lettice had not known anyono to be
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present ; and she turned a stirred face to Mrs.
Bryant.

“I did not mean to be heard. Prue Valen-
tine asks me again to pay them a visit.”

* Where are the Valentines?”

“In London. Close to Felix.
him too.”

“ Well, go, if you like. Why not?”

“ You always said I could not. I thought it
would be the same now.”

“ Go, and welcome.” Theodosia spoke shortly.

“Dut the journey. I have no money.”

Theodosia sneered.

* Perhaps you meant to spend part of the 20l
in that way.”

Lettice neither flushed nor whitened. She
had reached a stage beyond such demonstrations.
Her clear eyes looked into Mre. Bryant's.

“T 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 words without a change of colour,
almost without a twinge of conscience. Con-
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 previous policy
with regard to Lettice’s friends.

There was a pause, Lettice looking earnestly
at Theodosia; and the change of colour, which
had 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 shounld
not liko to accuse you or anybody of such a
thing, unless I were very very 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 mnore than you will allow,
—1I 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 ever sinco
I came here; and it seems of no use.”

«If not you—then your brother—

“You do not suspect him, really,” Lettice
answered, with the calmness borme of long en-
durance. * If you did, you would have spoken
long ago. TFelix was net once in my room after
lunch that day; so how could he pqss1bly have
put the note into my box? But talku'lg does no
good, I cannot clear myself yet. The truth
will come out some day. Do you wish me to go
to the Valentines ?”

“Yes.”

“ For o month or six weeks?”

“TFor as long as you like.”

“When?"

“ Whenever you please.”

I should see

(i
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«1 will ask Dr. Bryant.”

“There's no need to trouble him.
explain, of course.”

*“ITe would have wanted me to speak

*Before he kuew you to be a —.” The lying
word stuck in Theodosia’s throat.

“I shall speak to him all the same,” Letti e
avswered, resolutely. * If he wished me not to
go——Dbut I think he will be willing. To-day
is Monday. I can ask if the Valentines would
like to have me on Friday or Saturday.”

Theodosia merely said, *“Very well,” and
walked away. Dr. Bryant entering immediately
after, Lettice put the question before him.

“You wish to go?” he said, in the measured
voice which had 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 face, 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 set features. «I
-could wish it on one condition,” he said. * That
condition, you know. When you resolve to
speak out, in plain confession—but until then
intercourse is only pain to me. It is better that
you should be away.”

Then as usual ho broke the conversation off,
and Lettice had to struggle with rebellious
tears. The change in him was hardest of all
to bear.

Keith, now mnearly ten years old, but small,
pretty, and childish, not to say babyish, for his
years, made no small outcry over the prospect of
losing hisplayfellow. Shenever minded trouble,
and was always unselfishly ready for an active
game, whenever it suited him; and perhaps
‘nobody had realized, Lettice least of all, what a
-difference her absence would make in the boy’s
life. Keith himself saw it instantly; and from
that moment he flung aside his usual caution,
lavishing kisses and caresses upon her, in a
mwanner which 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 years, she would herseif pay the
penalty for this unwise mode of training. She
could not éndure 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 school. At home sho gave in to all his
fancies, seldom enforcing obedience. Theodosia
counted that she and she alone bad main
possession of her boy’s heart; but suddenly now
she fourd that, despite all her offorts, his chief
delight was in Lettice. In his indignant distress
at the thought of losing his companion, he made
no sceret of the fact, but openly deolared that
“nobody ” could be what Lettice was. Even
while afraid of consequences, Lettice could not
but find pleasure in the avowal.

She spent some serious thought over her
answer to Prue. If the Valentines knew of the
cloud under which she lay, would they wish to
have her still?  True, the accusation was un-

I shall
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deserved, and she could scarcely be bound to tell
of it: but she chose the safe side, and a touching
little letter went off :—

“I shall love to come, if you will have me,”
she wrote. *“I could get away on Friday or
Saturday, if that is not too soon for you. But I
must explain first about what has happened
lately. They believe here that 1 have done such
a dreadful thing. I am accused of stealing a
20l. bank-note. Mrs. Bryant left the note lying
about, and it disappeared, and after some time it
was found locked up in one of my boxes.

“T did not do it, Prue dear: and I cannot
imagine how the note came there. Only, there
it was: and even my dear uncle now thinks that
I took it. 1 have been very unhappy. Will you
believe me? or had I better stay away? I do
lIong 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.

“ ] 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. * Come 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 have 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 so
soon as school was given up: and he wanted
Lettice in the playroom. ¢ Come! come along,”
he cried, clinging round her waist, regardless of
the fact that Theodosia was present. Lettice
tried in vain to loosen his grasp. “ It’s no good;
you can’t make me,” he cried. “I mean to have
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.”

“ Qh-b-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 way.”

- «Itisn’t absurd. I wouldn’t care if anybody
else went. I only want Lettice. She’s never
cross.”

¢t Hush,” whispered Lettice.

“ But I don't mean to hush: because I hate to
lose you. You are the dearest old thing: 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 tolook towards Theodosia.
The boy dragged her upstairs, clinging all the
way to her waist: and when the playroom was
reached, he flung himself upon her afresh with
boisterous affection.

“I say; what makes you do such a stupid
thing ?  Why can’t you stay at home ?”

“ Why should I? Nobody wants we.”

“Yos, they do. I want you. I want you a
great deal more than anybody else. I want you
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always, and alwnys. Letticc! I sy, you're not
carying?”

Lettico dashed aside a bright drop, trying to
smile. * Haven’t } some reason to cry?”

*“Why? What do you mean? Because
mamsie doesn’t liko you?”  Theodosia en-
couraged him to keep up still the old baby-term,
when strangers were not present.

* Bocause 1 am acoused of doing a thing I did
not do; and no one will believe me.”

“But I do. You didn’t take the money.”

“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 une in the house, even
a child, put faith in her still: longed it the
more, because she was 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 say 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 perfectly.”

Lettice stooped to kiss him, and was subjected
to a bear’s hug.

“1 shall tell her I'm quite sure, if she says
anything again. I'll declare you didn’t do it.”

“No good, I am afraid. Keith, you'll be a
little sorry to have me gone? Just a little!
Nobody else minds.”

“ Father does.”

“No; mnot now. He weuld have minded—
once.”

“ Father minds!” pcsitively. ¢« Mamsie doesn’t.
And of course 1 do. Ishould just think so. I
shall count and count the days till you come
back. How long will you be? More than a
month! O, I say, that’s too horrid! . . Lettice,
I've a great mind to tell you something! It’s
such a shame!—and 1 don’t see why I
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shouldn’t!——only——yon must promiso you
won't tell anybody else! Not a single person.”

“Why?”

“Oh, because I couldn’t tell you, withont.
And I have nobody else to say it to. I want to
say it to somebody. Promise, won't you—like a
dear old girl!”

She could not withstand the coazing affectionate
manner: and his complaint of “nobody else to

suy it to,” appealed to her own loneliness. The
pretty boyish face lovked up into Lers. *“Let me
tell you,” he entreated. Do, Letiice. 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
promise most faithfully that yow’ll never say it
to anybody else—not to anybody! And more
particularly, not to let mamsie know.”

“T’ll do anything you like, so long as it isn’t
wrong. Yes, I promise not to repeat it to any-
one, without your leave, unless it is something
that I ought to epezk out about, for somebody
else’s sake. And then you must give me leave.”

His hand came over her mouth. *“But it
isn’t! It isn’t! It won’t hurt anybody, except

rou.”

) “ (O then that 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 as it is right.”

¢ Not to tell mamsie——

« No.”

¢ Or anybody ?”

*“Not unless you let me.”

He glanced at the door apprehensively, pressed
nearer, and whispered—

“ Mamsie put that bank-note into ycur box.
herself!”

MINISTERING SPIRITS.

“/TYHE Angel of the Lord.” How often even
in the many thousand years which precede
the advent of Christ, do we hear of this

ministering 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,
but it is when we turn to the New Testament that
we gee how large a share, how deep an interest
these celestial inhabitants took in the affairs
of men. Gabhriel, angel of the Annunciation,
“ messenger of God,” was sent to salute Mary ;
angelic voices raised in musio such as never
human ear heard Lefore annonnced the birth of
the Redeemer and sang His cradle song ; an angel
warned Joseph in a dream tofloo to Egypt, angels
ministered to 11im Who wus tempted like as we

are yet without sin ; an angel strengthened Him -
in the agony of Gethsemane; angels guarded the
open tomb in the garden on that first great-
Easter morning.

They no longer take palpable s. pe; we see
them no more, these guests from Heaven, as
Jacob, asleep under the sturs, saw them de-
scending from the world of light on their silent
offices of love; God no lunger reveals His pur-
poses by the mouth of Cherubim or Seraphimw,
for a greater than the brightest of that heavenly
host came to dwell among us, Himself the Inter-
cessor, the Interpreter of our needs.

And yet, strange as it would seem to us now
if ono of these spiritual Leings appeared Lelore
us, how simply and naturally their visits are sct
forth in the Bible. There is nothing in the
reeordod description of theso sous of God to tell
us that they differed much from the men and
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women they came to sorvo; the three whom
Abraham entertained at Mamre were but dis-
tinguished strangers in his eyes, till their tidings
were rovealed, and we do not hear that Hagar
trembled or was afraid when the ¢ Angel of
God ” appeared before her in the wilderness and
comforted her; and to pass to the Now Testa-
ment story, thgee out of the four Evangelists
describe the angels who watched by the sepul-
chre on the Resurrection morning as young men,
though their white and shining raiment, and
some awe and majesty, not of earth, in their
demeanour, strangely impressed the affrighted
aomen.

And yet as angels in some brighter dreams
Call to the soul when man doth sleep.

Science will no longer allow us even this
consolation. OQur dreams, it tells us, are solely
to be explained on physical grounds and owe
their 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. There 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 her—
The angels that bend down to pull
Our buds of the beautiful,

And 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
kingdom seems so natural that we cannot wonder
at the widespread faith, shared by almost all
pations, in the angels as tutelary spirits and
guardians of innocence and purity: but Scripture
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 liltle ones,
for I say unto you that in Leaven their angels do always
belold the face of My Fathier which is in heaven.

The early Christian church was perhaps
influenced in adopting the idea of angelic
guardianship and in sanctioning the invocation
of angels by the example of their heathon
neighbours, who believed in the presiding care
of tutelary deities, for as the author of *Keligio
Modici” points out:

% [{ is not a new opinion of {lhe church but an old one of
Pythagoras and Plato,” and ho adds, ¢ there is no Leresy in
it, and if not manifestly defined in Seripture, yet it is on
opiuion of a good wnd wholcsoe use in the eourse and
actions of man's life, and would serve as un hypothesis to
solve many doubts whercof common philosoply affordeth
no golution.”
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Thus the great mystic. But though itis not
well to be wise above that which is written, we
know that if the angels have withdrawn from
our ken, they are still busy, these elder hrothren
of our fallen race, in the service of humanity,
“pent forth to minister to these who shall be
heirs of salvation,” and who shall dare set a limit
to their holy offices?

These 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's vision that
which never mortal eye has looked on, describes
for us the white-robed hierarchy ¢ their wings
of gold, their faces radiant as of pure flame, as
they flutter among the company of redeemed
souls” at one with them in worship and in
praise.

And to the majesty of Milton’s genius we owe
the most splendid description both of the sinless
legions above and the rebel fallen spirits,
“princes, potentates, warriors, the flower of
heaven,” cast out from God:

To waste eternal days in woe and pain.

The angel used as a similitude, has called forth
some of the finest passages in literature. Who
can forget the lines from) the ¢ Merchant of
Venice ” that begin—.

Look how the floor of heaven ~

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold.
There's not {he smallest orb which thou behold’st
But in his motion like an angel sings,

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubim.

Or this, from Milton’s ¢ Comus ’—

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

Or, take this passage from Gray, where we are
transferred as on Dante’s pinions to the heaven
of heavens—

He passed the flaming bounds of place and time;
The living throne, the sapphirc-blaze,
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  Trisiram
Shandy ” occurs to one at once:

Tho aceusing spirit which flew up to heaven’s chancery
wilh the oath, blushed as ho gave it in, and the recording

angel as lie wroto it down, dropped o tear upon the word
and blotted it out for ever.

" May not Campbell havo had it in his mind
when he wrote—

But, sad uz angels for tho goold man’s sin,
Weep to rceord and blush to give it in.

Proteoting guardianship is implied in the lines
from * ITamlot "—

Angels and ministers of graco defend us.
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And even the familiar hymn-writer sings in
his cradle lullahy—

Hush, my dear, lie still and slumber,
Holy angels guard thy bed.

_But, perhaps, it were safer for us if we recog-
nised with Fletcher that—

Our acts our nngelis are, or gr;od or ill,
Our futal shadows that walk by us still.

To descend from the heavenly to the earthly;
how often has woman, when the subject of t[‘:e
oot’s rapture, been compared to en angel ?
ould that she ever deserved all that has been
sung of hor, from Spencer’s:

Her angel’s face, :
As the great cye of heaven shyned bright,
And made o sunshine in a shady place—

To Scott’s gallant apostrophe—

When pain end anguish wring the brow
A ministering angel thou.

Or Rogers —

A guardian angel o’er his life presiding,
Doubly Lis plensures. and his cares dividing.

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

Angels listen when she speaks, ,

And what delicate flattery is hidden in
Otway’s— .
Angels are painted fair to look like you.

Many of the sweetest saints and martyrs in
the Romish Calendar are distinguished in art by
the symbol of an 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 whose 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 Cimabue and Giotto,
on through all the great periods of Italian
religious art till we reach the sixteenth century
masters— Michael Angelo, Raphael ¢ the divine,”
del Sarto, Titian, da Vinci—there is scarce an
event portrayed in tle life of our Lord, or in
that of the Virgin Mary—not a miracle or a
temptation of the saints—but we find the angels
represented as interested spectators or partici-
pators. They look at us with their calm, friendly
eyes from out the clouds, or wing their way from
tl?\e world of light to share more olosely still in
the human drama. In fresco, in mosaio, in bas-
relief; set free by the stroke of the soulptor's
chisel we meet with them overywhere; in tho
dim old palaces, in the churches and galleries of
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ntoried Italy ; terrible as in the Last Jndgment of
Michael Angelo, mystically sweet and quaint as
they light the gloomy convent walls whero the
visionary Fra Angelico called them into being
Jong centuries ago; charming and captivating as
-in the cherub heads which no one but a Raphael,
unless it were the Spanish Murillo, could paint.

One recalla them too, sentinels at many a
tomb, as if awaiting that final fellowship when
wo shall be no longer * a little lower,” but equal
with these elder members of one family in the
new kingdom, where sin will no longer divide us.

And as we set-them to keep for ms the gates
of death, we love to associate them with the:
innocence and helplessness 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, where the little ones are baptised
in His name before whom Cherubim and Seraphim
stand with veiled faces.

« Endeavour,” writes an old divine, “to be in
love with the felicities of saints and angels, and
to be once persuaded to believe that there is a
condilion of living better than this; that there
are creatures more noble than we; that above
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 as into
80 much joy and so much felicity.”

And yet another teacher cries: “ Watch, then,
disciple of life, watch and labonr towards the
development 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 these 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, strange
and awe inspiring mystery :

Know ye not that we shall juldge angels?

Already bhow highly has man been privileged.
No new world was created for these hosts of
heaven, no Saviour, stooping in compassion for
their fallen estate, bled and died for them ;
sinless, they can mnever expeiience the joy of
pardon.

For verily He tcok not on Him the nature of angels, but
He took on Him the sced of Abraham, wherefore in all
things it behoved Him to be made like unto His Lrethren
« .« . to make rceonciliation for the sius of the people.

An angel with sword of flame drove our first
parents from Paradise ILost, but neither angels,
prinoipalities, nor powers shall separate us in
Paradise Regained from the love of God which is
in Christ Jesus our Loxd,

—— PO S
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1558, roused the whole of Scotland to throw off
the yoke of Rome. He was the last of the
Protestant martyrs, and, as 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 in
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 rubrics,
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 soon as possible he resolved
to help the reformed cause in his own beloved
counfry.

He arrived 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. The
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 withoyt molestation, and
with such effect, that the njagistrates, harmoni-
ously with the people, agreed 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 the
thorough education of the people, by parish
schools, and high schools, and colleges, were only
partially carried out, because of the selfish greed
of the nobles and gentry, in seizing the larger
part of the wealth which ought to have been used
for the cause of education and of true religion.

After the death of the Regent, the young and
beautiful Queen Mary came to Scotland from
France. Having been married in early life to
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the Dauphin and eduncated in the Courtof France,
she had been nursed up in blind attachment to
Popery and arbilrary power. She had heen
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
liave 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 army 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 sole minister. Here he
preached Sunday after Sunday, about three
thousand of the citizens listening to his fervid
and eloquent words.

The Queen soon saw that it would be prudent to
confine her support 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 suinmoned 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 influence. Knox was accused of high
treason, and had to leave Edinburgh 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 populaxr
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 returned
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 Melville in his Diary, describes
him as he appeared in 1571, so feeble that he had
to be supported by good Richard Ballanden his
servant, and lifted into the pulpit, “but ere he
had done with his sermon he was so active and
vigorous that he was like to ding the pulpit in
blads, and flie out of it.”

Very touching is tho account of the last days
of Knox in his house at Edinburgh. He caused
to be read to him cvery day the 17th chapter of
St. John’s Gospel, the 53rd chapter of Isaiah, and
a portion of the Epistle to the Ephesians. And
thore were charges to his colleague, and the
elders and deacons asscmbled in his room,
faithful and carnest words, such as John Calvin
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of the Church. The troubles ecaused by the
vesistance of the people to enforced sottlements
grew in strengh and {requency, until the hitherto
united Church of Scotland was torn by secessions
and divieions. The larger part of the devout
and faithful Presbytervians lelt 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, an epoch of formalism and of scepticism,
relieved in both countiies by the godly example
and earnest preaching of a few faithful men who
remained in their parishes.

It was 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. T'he visits 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,
soon 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 preached to vast multitudes on the
Calton Hill at Edinburgh, and it was when he
heard him there that David Hume declared he
was the most eloquent and impressive preacher
he had ever known. The common people heard
him gladly, and many were converted, but the
effect on the churches was not great. The
General Assembly 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 home. 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 graphie 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 still
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, addressing the Moderator and point-
ing towards the clerk of assembly, Erskine
exclaimed, “ Rax me the buik,” and commenced
Lis speech by reading porlions of Scripture, com-
manding missionary action as the paramount ditly
of the Church. It was he who, when his colleague
liad 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 heard that morning
a discourse on the beauty of virtue, which all
men must adore and worship. DBut what in fact
did mendo? Virtue appeared on earth, incarnate,
in the person of Jesus Christ, tho Son of God,
and men, instead of worshipping and owning Him
as their Lord, crucified and slew Him1"

There were not a few men of the spirit of
Erskine—Buchanan, and Davidson, and others, in

Edinburgh,—whose memory is still cherished
in circles where their influence extended. And
although the rulers of the Church were too often
unlaithful, there was ever kept alive throughout
Scotland a devout spirit, such as Kobert Burns
himself has described in his * Cottar’s Saturday
Night,” a picture of his own worthy father's home.
This was but a sample of what might be seen in
every parish and town of Scotland ; and the people
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 visits of Row-
land Hill, and of Charles Simeon, who addressed
tens of thousands of earnest listeners, widened
and deepened the channcls of Divine grace, until
the time came when the minority in the Charch,
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
and 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. 'I'he revival of religion was not
confined to any section of the Christian Church,
but has keen as marked in the Establishment as
in the seceding body ; and among Episcopalians,
and all denominations, a new era, fruitful in
good deeds, has been witnessed. There are now,
as in the days of the Reformation, few divisions
in points of doctrine or of practice, and 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.

Bejorce that powr Hames are foritten in
Beaben.

[This sonnet was suggested by the b-autiful humility of the Italian
calater, Dottleelli, who, in a representation of nine choirs of angels, put
his own namo jn microscopic characters on a tablet born2 by an angel of
the lawest grade. )

E angel choirs that circle evermore

The throne of light ineffuble, and sing
The glory of tho ever-blessed King,
Whom all your shining ministries adore
With perfect praises that uunceasing pour
From learts unstained by thought of evil thing.
While age on age speeds by with gladsome wing,
Adding fresh treasure to your songtul store:
Let but my humble name be written small
Upon some fablet which your lowliest bears
Before that Lord who knows and loves us all,
And I am amply blest; my highest prayers
Aro fully heard: henceforth no fears appal,
And lifo is light with all its griefs aud cares.

W. TAYLOLK SMITIL



WIFELY WISDOM.

l’l‘ was the day of rest. The sun was shining
with double its usual brightness; the air

was balmy and laden with odours; all Nature
looked glad, wearing her Sunday garments and a
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 asudden 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 wife 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.
caring for the poor,” he said.

Who could blame the wife then, if she also
lost heart at last, and her natural cheerfulness
no longer had power to uphold her. But not so,
and even 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
room without telling me your trouble!”

She was silent awhile, hiding her face, and then
she 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
faneral |” And she burst out crying anew.

« Nonsense,” said the husband, “how can you
let such a foolish dream work thus on your feel-
ings! Why, God can never die, as even the
children will tell you; so stop your tears, you
foolish wife. Ho is above us still.”

And through the cloud on her face, a great
radianco broke forth as she took hold of her
husband’s hands, saying, *IHe cannot dis, you
tell mo, and is above us still?”

“I'o be sure,” said the husband; ¢ how could
you doubt it!” ]

And she looked at him solewnly, s deep light

“God had ceased

illumining her face as she said: ¢ Husband dear,
if the Lord God is not dead as you tell me, but
is above us still, why do not we trust Him, why
do we not believe where we cannot see? Is
He not the same God still who does not afflict
willingly, who clothes the lilies and feeds the
sparrows, who giveth to the 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. The 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.

Things Hetw and OIv.

TuyY Gop.—There are many occasions on which it is well

- for Christians to feel their common interests in “ Qur Father
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in heaven.” But there are also times when it is profitable
to reslize the truth of the words—*“ T am the Lord thy God,
who brought thee out of the land of Egypt, out of the
house of bondage.”—* And thou shalt remember all the way
which the Lord thy God led thee, these forty years in the
wilderness.” The Lord’s goodness to each of His children
individually, by events of daily providence, and especially
by each individual’s experiences of answered proyer—these
are & special means of spiritual strength and encouragement,
as they are remembered and turned into oceasions of thanks-
giving. Some of the principal “ evidences” of the reality
of God’s existence and presence, are those which are
afforded by these experiences of His grace manifested to His
children, one by one, in their individual capacity. Aud
overy ohild of God ocan thus realize that, quite compatibly
with the Divine Governwent of the-universe, by general and
unchanging laws, He still works miracles of goodness in
nnswor to foith and prayer. Neither His presence, nor His
inspiration, ceased with Bible ages, but have continued to be
manifested to His children ever since to this hour. But
this presence and inspiration are only accorded to the [nith-
ful, to those who seek for and obey the manifestations of His
omnuiprozent Holy Spirit revealing the identity of the Christ
of the Gospels with Himself. Thus are given precious
evidences, {hat in the service and sceking of Gud, His
ohildren follow no ounningly devised [fable, but selid
realitics wore cnduring and substautinl than even the
visible things of seientitic truth and transitory worldly life.
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vet, and Milly had to make the best of her solitude for the
morning, and the whole afiernoon.

The morning went somehow. It was very hot, and Milly
took her favourite doll and a slory book on to the lawn, in
the shade cast by the big eedor by the rose garden. Dut the
etory book was uninteresting, and * Violet”” was stupid, not
to say naughty. 8he insisted upon keeping one eye open
when she was laid down, while she went to sleep with the
other in the orthodox way. It looked so foolish, and Milly
could not break her of the habit, though she smacked her
body, shook her and even poked the offending eye with a
stalk of grass. She could not nurse a great thing like that
all the time, she ought to have known better at her age,and
as Violet refused to go to sleep with more than one eye,
Milly at last sat her up on the other side of the tree and
told Ler to stop there till she could beheve better. But
when she had looked through the pictures in her book once
more, and read another page, there was nothing left to do
that she could think of, and she felt very dull. She could
not help thinking of Robin who was by this time at ihe
Castle, and was perhaps talking to Mother, or being made
much of by his aunts, or down in the meadows with their kind
old grandfather poking the mild, gentle-eyed short-horns in
the ribs with his chubby fist, or watching the woodman cut
down a great tree, and picking out the largest chips as they
bad done the last time they went over together. Mildred
heaved a great sigh, and clasped her hands over her knee,
leaning forward to look wistfully into vacancy, with her
pretty head on one side, and her long brown hair falling
over her shoulder. It was very lonely at home with no one
to talk to, but still Mother would be home before very long,
and it was already dinner time; the morning bad passed
somehow, and Milly caught up her book and ran into the
house, quite forgetting poor Violet, who sat in disgrace on
the other side of the tree until the afternoon sun drew the
shadow of the cedar across the lawn away from her, and
her simpering wax face became somewhat blurred; and
by-and-ty she slipped down and lay oun the grass with one
cye 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, until she was found the next morning by a gardener
with her beautiful complexion quite gone and tcars of wax
still on her face.

When Milly got indoors there was a bitter disappoint-
ment for her. As she went up the broad stoue steps, lying
white and hard in the glare of the sunlight, into the
spacious cool hall, che met a tclegraph boy who touched
his hat to her. Inside the open door stood the butler with
a telegram in his hand.

«Tg it from Father, Roller?” inquired Milly, with a little
flutter of alarm.

« Yes, miss,” answered the butler. ¢ They are dining at
the Castle, and will not be home till late.” Poor little
Milly! It was a great blow. Her bed-lime was at eight,
and although she might have sat up for half-an-hour to see
her mother, she knew that, if they stayed to dine at her
grandfather's she would Lave to go to bed long before they
came home. Bhe could not restrain her tears, and went up
to the nursery erying. There was not much consolation
ihere, for nurse’s sympathy was lessened Ly the fuct that
Tiger bad made Milly’s pretty white frock in a great mess,
so that it would be quile impossible to wear it any more
this week, and to-day was only Tuesday. Bo the poor
little girl ate her dinner in great tribulation, which was
only a little lessened by the butler, who was kiud-hearted
end hed seen her cry, lnying three glase:s for her just
a3 if she was grown up, aud arjanging in one of them
e wonderful looking table napkin folded anfier quite o new
puitern.

The rest of the day wore away somcliow, until the

ALL'S WELL THAT ENDS WELL.

shadows of the trces lay right across the lawn, and the
birds went to tleir nests, still twittering in the twilight,
and it was time for Milly to retire to her own little white
nest in the night nursery,somewhat cheered by the thought
that the day was over at last, and that it could not be very
long now before Mother came home, when she would le
sure to come upstairs at once and kiss her little girl, and
then all would be well. Milly thought that she would take
greal care Lhat sleep should not overtako her before she
heard them all come in.

But it was nearly eleven o’clock before the crunch of
wheels was heard ou the drive, and the Colonel pulled up
before the door ; and by that time, tired out with waiting
and listening, Milly had unconsciously allowed her eyelids
to droop, so that when her mother did come into the
nursery very softly, shading the light of her candle with
Ler hand, the little girl had been asleep nearly an hour.

But it made very little difference, for as her mother was
bending over her she woke with a siart, and threw her arms
round her neck, kissing and hugging her, so that it was
with some little difficulty that Mrs. Cartwright put down
the candle she was carrying on the little table by the bed.

“So my little girl did not want to come¢ and meet her
mother,” she said, half in jest; but Milly took it quite in
earnest and burst out crying and sobbing bitterly. It was
too much for ber that her mother, whom she had expected
to have divined at once her reason for not going, and to have
been pleased with her, and made the thought of having
stopped at howme far sweeter than the going would have heen
—that her mother should so have misunderstood her and
thought that it really was because she wanted to play alone
that she had not gone. Wretched dogs! For the moment
she almost hated them. They had been a very poor solace
for 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 eyes
gently, and kissing her hot cheeks. “I didn’t mean it; I
know you would much rather have come. You gave up
your place to Robin; wasn’t that it ?"

“Yes, Mother,” sobbed Milly, «didn’t you know ?"”

“I knew quite well, my darling!” answered her mother,
“and I am ever 80 pleased with my little girl. I would not
have stopped to dinner if I could have helped it, for I
wanted to get hiome 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 all of a sudden there was a flutter in the room,
and a little white figure jumped into the bed and put its
arm round her neck.

It was Robin. “I wanted to come before,” he explained,
nestling his soft warm cheek against Milly’s wet one, “but
nurse wouldn’t let me. You were a darling to let me go,
Milly, dear. I thought you didn’t want to till Mummy told
me. I have brought you a orystallised orange. Grand-
father gave it to me at dessert, and said I should choke
beeause I had eaten it so fast, but I dropped it down inside
my jacket and kept it for you.” And Robin opened his hot
little palm, which was quite sticky with the sugared fruit,
and slipped the orunge under Milly’s pillow. “ And Father
is going to take us both into Norwich to-morrow,” he went
on, “and you shull hold the reins when he gets down, Milly
dear.  And Father said ho was going to buy you a new collar
for Bruce with his name on o brass plate. Don’t cry any
more, Milly, darling!™

Dut Milly's tears were no longer toars of sorrow, and
when Robin had run back to his own bed ngain, she made up
her mind that sho was very glad t.at Robin bad fetched
Mother home justead of herself.





