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WE grow by lilllc~, gnlhcring 11s we go ; 
Through life's hroud fields, by smu\l degrees 

nnd slow, 
Our steps nrc homcwnrJ. brought; 
lu C'\"cry sphere of notion, word, or thought, 
Where chnmcter by disoipline is wrought, 
He shnll tnkc highest plo.ce • 
Wl:o fills the lcnst with faithfulness nnd grace. 

Learn well the secret-how earth's mighty things 
In slight beginnings have their secret springs ; 
The future shall make cleo.r 
How '\"ast the issues we mo.y stri'l"e for here, 
By pntiont effort; in thy nnrrow sphere 
Be like the insect brave, 
That bnilds its steadfast home benenth the treacherous 

wave. 

Jittlr. 
For long wc\1-cloing gird thine eager soul, 
Aud thou ehnlt make, though storms Bbove may 

roll, 
An islnnd of the bleat, 
Whoreou tbE1 po.Im may rcnr its frondcd crest, 
Auel the wreokcd hcnrt find sustennnce nncl rest ; 
So ehn\l thy lnbour be 
.Au Elim of delight nmid life's desert sea. 

Live, thnt cnoh dny, for noble uses lent, 
Mo.y hour by hour iu Christlike aims be spent, 
Thy work, though poor o.t best, 
Before o. listening world nt lo.st confessed, 
Shnll win high guerdon where 11\1 work is blest; 
To heavenly stnture grown, 
Thy little things, well done, sho.11 lead to throne 

11.Dd crown 1 
JIIARY ROWLES JABVIS. 

A STORY OF W .A.ITING. 

CIIAPTER VI. 

MISS JAJ\TET and I were spending the even­
ing quietly together. I had been reading 
to ber certain scenes from " As You Like 

It," in which she took special delight, and ihen I 
had !!One to the piano and played to her. When 
I am~ playing I lose all sense of the flight of time, 
and presumably she did not trouble abQut it 
either, for both of us were startled when, as I 
ceased the Adagio which had been an accompani­
ment to thoughts scarcely possible to formulate 
in words, the clock struck twelve. 

The servants had gone to bed. They were 
never expected to sit up later than hoJ.f-past ten, 
for Mr. Donaldson's hours were erratic; if he had 
work which detained him-and much of his work 
was done at night-it might be two or even three 
in the morning before he let himself in. If he 
were no later than eleven, he invariably found 
l\liss Janet waiting for hirn, but beyond that time 
he would not permit her to linger, especially as 
she could not employ herself otherwise than with 
her thoughts. But now and then it happened, 
as on the present occasion, that her companion 
and herself would be alike too interested to note 
the lateness of the hour. 

"My dear," said Miss Janet, "you must oor­
taiuly go to bed." 

But I was not tired at all. And, not being llB 

accustomed as his sister to Mr. DonoJ.dson's noo­
turnal adventures, and being to o. certo.in smo.11 
extent irnplicuted in this one, I was anxious to 
hear the result. 

"Let us stay up n littlo longor," I ple11ded. 
" Mr. Donaldson is scarcely likoly to be muoh 
later." 
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"No. He said he was sure to be back by 
eleven. I hope he is all 1·ight," said Miss Janet, 
who, after many years of apprenticeship, had not 
altogether conquered a not unnatural nervous­
ness. 

"You 3ee," she added, more to reassure hersdf 
than to give me an explanation, "sometimes 
when he is out like this he meets some one 
who has noed of him, or whom he tries to rescue 
from temptation, or he hears of a dying soul 
whom he can comfort, and then, all hours aro 
alike to him." 

"Miss Janet," I asked, ns I put fresh coal on 
the fire, which had sunk low during our fqrget­
fulness, "was Mr. Donaldson very fond of his 
son?" 

The old lady started. 
"What ma.kes you ask that, my dear?" she 

said, for she had never spoken to me of him, and 
could not possibly know why ho was so often in 
my thoughts. 

"Because," I said, "I have sometimes won­
dered a little if it was his lorn for him that made 
him so forbearing, and patient with all wr1.1ng­
doers, and so eager to help thern." 

" I think he has been more-more devoted 
since Eric's fall," she answered. "But he was 
nlways good-always unselfishly anxious to help 
others. Did he tell you about Eric?" 

"Yes," I replied softly. 
Thero was silence between us fox a little whik. 

Then Miss Jnnet spoke, and there wt,ro tears iu 
her voioe: 

II ,ve both loved him, my dt'ar." 
"I wns sure of it," I aniwer~'\l 
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"Somdimo~," sui1l l\Iiss Jnnct, "I nche to hear 
thnt boy's voice ngain. And yet I blame myself 
when I think how hard I found it to forgivo him. 
If I Juul eurod less for my brothor, I might have 
sooner felt as I feel now. He had some good in 
him truly, but ho brought shame and sonow and 
disgrace upon us. I thought of those things 
with bitterness. My brothor thought only of' the 
boy. I am beginning to realise that h_is grief is 
a nobler one, and so I too must lose my anger 
against Eric in my pity for him." 

The blind eyes were foll of tears, and they ran 
over on to her cheeks. I could not but wonder 
at the nobility of these two beings, who had 
learnt their way of loving from Goel, and so un­
consciously led those who watched them, nearer 
to belief in Him and trust in His goodness. 

"We never sent him away, you know," said 
l\Iiss Janet. "It was he who went of his own 
accord. He had wild companions and they led 
him astray. We have heard of him from time to 
time, and when we have known of his where­
abouts my brother has written to him, but the 
letters have never been answered. I sometimes 
wonder if he was ashamed to write. The last 
time we heard of him was about six years ago. 
He had married ; I know nothing about his wife, 
except that socially she was beneath him, or, I 
should say, beneath what he had been. She may 
have been in other l'espects his superior." 

" Is she living still ? " 
"I do not know, my dear. For all I can tell, 

Eric himself may not be still alive. Only, my 
brother is so sure that he will see him again, 

·that I cannot help believing too. You know 
we always keep the room ready for him?" she 
added shyly. 

" Why is Mr. Donaldson so sure? Because he 
wishes it so much?" 

"Because he has such a childlike faith," said 
Miss Janet simply. 

" It will be sad," I could not help saying 
thoughtfully, " if Mr. Donaldson should die 
before that happens." 

"Oh, no," said Miss Janet quickly. "That 
would not be sad. When he is with God he will 
not be capable of any regrets. And perhaps he 
will be able to help Eric himself then. Who 
knows? David thinks the only difference be­
tween our work on earth and in heaven, is that 
there we co-operate with God, seeing Him, and 
that here we go on in faith: half our troubles 
here arise from our blindness to the fact that He 
is aiding us, rejoicing in our success, and willing 
to comfort us in our failuros." 

":Miss Janet," I said impulsively, <I I would 
give all I have to be as spiritual as you and Mr. 
Donaldson. You livo in light." 

" Ah, my dear," said tho old lady gen_tly, 
laying her hand on my head as I leant agarnst 
her, "it is my regret that I lived in darkness for 
many a long year, before I rnalised the meaning 
of the unseen things which are eternal. It was 
not till I l1a<l becomo ,blind to the earthly light 
that I saw the heavenly. God closed ill)' eyes 
to make me see .... And David Joel me to Him," 
sho a<l<le<l very softly and tremulously. 

"I think, perhaps-some day-I shall sco too," 

l stnmmerccl. "My earthly light has been pnt 
out." 

"I knew you had suffered, my clear," said Miss 
Janet tenderly. "I ha,ve been so sorry." 

"How did you know?" I asked, blnshinO', 
"Diel Mr. Donaldson tell you about-it?" 

0 

"No. He respected your conficlence. I am a 
woman, you see, dear. And though I am blind, 
tbero are other ways of understanding than by 
looking at a person's face. I just-unclerstoocl." 

"He is married now," I said. 
"And will his wife make him happy?" 
Something flashed upon my mind and com-

pelled me to an unwilling honesty. I spoke 
rather to myself than to Miss Janet, and yet I 
think I must have gained unconsciously a little 
of her insight io be capable of my answer. 

"Perhaps," I said, '' he will be happier with 
her than I should have made him. I should 
have been very ambitious for him. But he will 
learn now to forget himself, because she has :c.eed 
of him." 

"Perhaps some day," said l\Iiss Janet, "you 
will love again." 

"No," I answered, in a whisper. "I am of 
those who give all or nothing. I wish it were 
not so. Sometimes "-I cried involuntarily, en­
couraged by that soothing touch, which showed 
that as Miss Janet said, she "unde1·stood "­
" sometimes when I think of all the dreary years 
that stretch before me, all the long lonely even­
ings, all the longings that I must crush, I feel it 
would be easier to die." 

"Don't think of it like that, dear. Even the 
years are made of single days, and you will fincl 
each day brings its strength. And then, youth 
passes and with it the passion of youth. You will 
learn contentment. My child, believe me, what 
other women have done you will clo, and bravely." 

"Yes. It may be. Only we are not all alike. 
I have not much in common with the meek, 
gentle women who are calm and submissive. I 
care so much for life. I want light and warmth 
and love. It isn't such a wild ambition surely. 
Any peasant. woman has it-a home, and love, 
and little children, other lives to need one, to be 
glad when one is happy, and sall when one is 
sorrowful. I want to share my life. I have 
always been like that, wanted to talk things 0Yer 
and haYe sympathy and appreciation." 

"It is only in an ideal borne that yon would 
haYe all you crave, my dear. "'e none of us 
believe it till we have proved it, but there is no 
human love that can be absolutely satisfying·. 
We must suffer, every one of us: by love, if lvve 
fail us, by death if love be granted us; lifo 
would not be life without its passion aml its 
11ain, But I know what yon mean-you are 
young, and you say: 'I don't want to bo •· abso­
lutely satisfied "-I want what you call "the 
passion and the pain."' Peace seems too calm a 
thing for you." 

I was silent. 
"Am I right?" 
"Partly. I want joy, I thiuk. 
"'l'lrnt you oan have," she said, with a note of 

triumph in her voico. "Givo ~·ourself to G~1d, 
for His ohildron nml His sorvanfa ':siug f0r J''~· 

3 ~· 3 
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nf hcarl.' 'l']u,rc iR 110 snch thi11g ns perfect 
h:l]']'illl'i<s on cart h, thc1 o cmrnot ho while men 
snffi.,r nronud ns; but oven iu tho midst of 
sorrow yon cnn luwe a joy which nothing, no 
pcrnon can :,uat.ch from you. I kuow it." 

::.-he spoke the truth. I did not att11i11 to the 
knowledge she had until long afterwards; though 
there aro s01110 who at 0110 bonncl cross 1ho 
bonier and never look back upon the la11d uf 
don Lt, I am not of their number. "Da martirio 
vcnni a questa pace." 

It rnnst have boon nearly two o'clock Lefore I 
heard the sound of wheels. They stopped at our 
honso, nnd very soon after Mr. Donaldson'1:1 key 
turning in the lock proved that ho had returned. 

"Ho will be very angry with us," said Miss 
,T nnet, with the comfortable assurance of a spoiled 
child. 

"Auel very pleased with us," I supplemented, 
with ::\ glance from the bright, genial fire to 
l\liss Janet's welcoming face, 

And then I ran to the top of the stairs, and 
louked over. 

"
1hen Mr. Donaldson came home it seemed as 

if all the lights had been turned up. 
But how cold it felt ! And why did he not 

shut. the door and come up? For what reason 
had he gone back into the street? To pay the 
cabman, perhaps. Hush, what was that? The 
sound of shuffling foutsteps, as though a heavy 
·weight were being carried up the steps. A great 
fear fell upon me-a fear of I scarcely know 
what. I shivered, but it was not only because 
the night air was blowing upon me, and fur a 
minute a mist came before my eyes, so that I 
c0uld not distinguish who they were that 
stumbled into the hall beneath me. 

And then I felt Miss Janet's hand on my arm. 
Her quick ear had detected unaccustomed sounds, 
her quick instinct had told her that sowething 
was wrong. She had followed me on to the 
landing, and stood beside me. 

" Why does he not come?" she asked, in a 
hurried whisper. "Is anything the matter?" 

I could not answer her. But another had 
l1eard her voice. Some one looked up. The 
mists cleared away. Thank heaven, it was 
Mr. Donaldson's face I saw. It was not he then 
who was covered with the cloak and seemed as 
nne who had not power to stir, so that he had to 
be borne in the arms of others. 

I am glad she could not see how white and 
strained was that face which was raised for o. 
moment. His voice he controlled. Making a 
sign to the man who was helping him with his 
burden, they halted whc,re they wore. 

"Is that you, Janet?" he uskod; "I had 
hoped you were in bed long ago." 

Again he sig,ned to his companion, and they 
laid that which they carried on the ground, 
carefully and reverently. Thon the other man 
closed the door, while Mr. Donaldson ran up 
to us. 

Now that ho came close to me I could see that 
there worn marks of blood upon hie clothes, and 
that hiB eli:prossion was that of ouo who hr,d gono 
t.1,rough some great crillis. 'fhat he suffered I 
<.:uuld 110t douLt, in spite of the forced choerfnl-

noss of his voice, l,ut I know not, in my inox­
pcrienco, if tho sn ffcring worn physical or 111(•11 tal. 

He misctl a waming finger to me, and I was 
silent. llut tho sensitive blind woman did not 
need that ono should toll her something was 
amisH, antl that ho whom she loved was in pain. 

"David I" she said, catching hold of his hand, 
"what is it? Havo you been hurt?" 

"Oh," ho answered quickly, "we have had a 
tusslo. Kothing to speo.k of. But there is some 
0110 hurt worse than I. I have brought him hero 
to attend to 1iim." 

"Dnvid ! " 
"I had hoped to avoid disturbing you. Will 

you and Mary go back into the drawing-room, or 
better still, to bed. And I will tell you all to­
morrow." 

She did not remonstrate as some women would 
have done; she asked no queEtions. 

"Come, clear," she said, and drew me back into 
the room we had been in, and closed the door. 

And very soon we heard the footsteps pass and 
go up the staircase above. We listened till they 
pause::l. 

"That is David's way of loving his enemies," 
saiJ Miss Janet, turning towards me a pale face, 
a faint smile crossing its anxiousm,ss as a glimmer 
of sunshine falls on a cloud-darkened E>tream. 
"It han cost him something, surely, to take any 
one to Eric's room." 

In spite of his injunction to go to bed it was 
some little time before we obeyed him. At Miss 
Janet's door we parted. I went to my little 
ruom, but mado no effort to undress. I was not 
tired, and a strange excitement which was upon 
me made the notion of sleep impossible. I 
thought of what was going on in the room down­
stairs, and wondered who it was that had been 
brought to it. I heard the street door close, and 
knew that the man who had assisted Mr. Donald­
son had gone. Then I longed to go to him and 
ask if there were anything I could do. For I 
understood that his desire to get rid of us was 
entirely on Miss Janet's account; and that he 
had been anxious to avoid for the present her 
questions, or any answers to them which might 
excite or trouble her. And it was this anxiety 
on his part, combineq with the intense expres­
sion of his face, that suggested to me what 
was indeed the truth. Then I remembered how 
tired he looked, and that he was surely in want 
of food. I rose at last from my chair, and went 
downstairs, in tremulous eagerness. I could 
see that Miss Janet had not yet extinguished 
her light, and presumed that she too was keeping 
vigil. 

When I reached the spare room I hesitated, 
having half a mind to go back. Instead, how­
ever, I crept timidly down to the deserted base­
ment, ancl foraged about to tho best of my ability, 
preparing a little tray wi~h the 1"?ost tempting 
morsels of foml I could d.1seovor m the larder. 
Armed with this, I again made my way to the 
olosecl door, and knocked o.s loudly o.s I dared. 
At first thoro was no answer. I waited with n 
,beating heart, then knocked again. This time 
I heanl' a movement within, ai1d a voice said-

.. "Who is it?" 
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"It is I-Marr." 
The key turn~d in the lock. Mr. Donaldson 

opened the door a little way. A great shyness 
fell upon me when I saw his face. I felt, anrl 
feared to be considered, an intruder, and yet-I 
longed so much to be of some service to him, 
howeYer slight. 

"Do you want me?" he asked, for I stood with 
downcast eyes, not speaking. 

I held the tray towards him. 
"Sir," I said in a low voice, "I brought you 

this." 
He took the tray from my trembling hand, 

thanking me, and set it down. I think under 
no circumstances would he have forgotten the 
courtesies of life, especially towards a woman. 

" Are you alone ? " 
"Yes, sir," I answered. 
It seemed a natural thing, so did he inspire 

me with reverence, to call him by the title which 
has to my ears so respectful a sound, and c,omes 
well from the young to the old, though in this 
generation its use is almost abandoned in that 
connection. 

" My sister? " 
" Is in her room." 
"That is right." 
He did not ask me why I had not obeyed him 

and gone to bed. This omission encouraged me 
to say, "Won't you let me do· something for 
you, sir?" 

He smiled, and as he did so, I noticed for the 
first time that he had been weeping. There 
were tears in his eyes now, brought there 
perhaps by the sympathy I could not keep from 
my voice and manner. Then he took my hand 
and drew me into the room. He did not speak 
to me; maybe be0ause he could not yet control 
his voice, but he drew aside the curtains of 
the bed. 

Still keeping my hold of his hand, I bent 
forward and looked, with bated breath, fearing 
to disturb the sleeper. 

The sleeper? He who fo.y so still beneath the 
white counterpane, would not haYe stirred for 
any footsteps of mine, for any word I had 
spoken, since another voice calling to him in 
love and agony had been powerless to rouse him, 
or to evoke an answering look. It was death, 
not sleep, which wrapped him in this awful 
silence. 

I glanced at the dead man, then hid my eyes. 
I was afraid. 

"You see, dear," said Mr. Donaldson, "you can 
do nothing for Lim. He ,vas-not living-when 
I brought him home." 

" Why?" I asked, in a hushed voice, "Did 
you bring hlm here?" 

" It is his rightful place." 
"Sir! " I uncovered my eyes and looked 

at him. 
He did not answer the unspoken quefltion, but 

yet he knew all I would say. The strong face 
quivered, and then he turned away from me and 
moved into the shauow. 

There was a long, 1,-ng silence. I could not ham 
moved, I could not have spoken hud a life hung 
on the issue of movement or of speech. I tlo not. 

t~ink I have ever expe1ienced such an agony of 
pity as I felt then. I was as one stupefied by its 
force. And yet I was filled with a moRt keen 
longing to say or do something that might testify 
to my sympathy. I stared at the room, remem­
bering what love had gone to its adornment, 
what hores bad blossomed there, what prayers 
ascended, what patience had been cultivated. 
Ancl there, ungrateful, because he could not 
realise, unappreciative because be could not see, 
unmoved because he did not know, lay the long 
expected guest. :Many a beautiful blossom had 
bloomed and faded here. A handful would have 
been enough to Jay upon that quiet breast. 

I thought of Miss Janet's words to me that 
very night. And this thing seemed too sad to be 
true. 

" I ache to bear that boy's voice again,', she 
had said, knowing it was vain to hope to see his 
face. Remembering the words and the manner of 
their utterance, a sob broke from me, and I burst 
into tears. 

In a moment Mr. Donaldson was at my side. 
" My little girl," he said, forgetful at once of 

himself in his desire to comfort me, "do not be 
so sorry. It is right. It is well." 

"But you have waited so long," I said, re­
bellious for him against the inevitable. " And it 
seems all no good. If he had only lived a little 
while, been with you just long enough to realise­
how you cared, it would not be so hard." 

"It is not hard, my dear. He is with God.­
and realirns tliat He cares. For me, I can 
wait a little longer. You must not think," he­
went on, for in spite of himself the brave voice 
faltered now and then, " you must not think I 
have not been well dealt by, for my prayers have 
been answered fully, abundantly, in a way beyond 
that which I could e,·er have thought or hoped, 
only that the joy is sorrow. My own son has 
given his life for mine." 

" For yours? " • 
I shuddered to think what had been going 

on while we had been so quietly playing and 
reading. 

There was a curious ring in Mr. Donaldson's 
voice, aa he continued:-

" I've offered many a time to suffer for his sake, 
to die that he might be saved, to bear in my flesh 
or in my spirit the penalty of his shortcomings. 
That would have been too easy perhaps. InsteaLl, 
God has given me the knowledge that he has laid 
clown his life for my sake? WhateYer his sins 
may have been in the past, his last words seemed 
to show he repented of them-a11d he died jor me. 
Ought I not to be proud for him ? .Aull glad for 
him, too?" 

I think nothin()' in all my experience of lCr. 
Donaldson either"'before or after, testified like 
these words of his to his absolute loTing sub­
mission to the will of God. The natural cry of 
bis heart had been, and was, the cry of David, of 
any bereaved parent who really car~d for a child: 
"·would God I had died for thee, 0 ..:\ bsalurn, my 
son my son!" It was above natun-, beH•llll it, 
to 'be capable of 1·ejoicing in his uwi.i grief, 
becau,;e, to the believer in illlmortality, it h,hl been 
the gaiu of the son. It is a far, far easier thing to 
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llie for a11othcr than t,o bc11r through lifo the 
knowledge that ho has died for us. 'l'lrnt ho hns 
died for some ollc else may be cause fur exulta­
tion, but for m, who loved him-that is hard 
to bear. 

As my master 1hus spoke of him, God seemed 
so near, that i11Yoluntarily, and in deep humility 
I s1111k upon my knees, awed by the solemnity, nay 
the sublimity of the scene I had been permitted 
to witness. 

l\Ir. Donaldson knelt, too, and he prayed aloud. 
I may not have reported other words of his 

quite accurately, though I have endeavoured to 
keep the spirit of them, but that prayer I have 
remembered through all the years. 

"Lord, I am 'l'hine and all that I have is 
Thine. I know that Thou lovest my son more 
than I love him, and that though Thou hast taken 
him from me he is safe with Thee. Thou hast 
broken my heart, but that heart I have laid at 
Thy feet, and it is well with me. Good Shepherd, 
take the heart of this child likewise, that she may 
rejoice in Thy will eternally, and know that life 
is Thy gift, and death Thy gift, and that all 
Thou doest is well done. Amen." 

He kissed my forehead, as my father had 

ldssoll mo before he died. It was as though I 
had recoived a, blessing. 

"My child," ho said, "for all your love and 
sweetness, I thank you. I shall never forget it 
. . . . But see, it is nearly morning. Leave me 
now. I want to be nlone for a little while before 
I face to-morrow, and--Janet." 

I moved towards the door. But as if that last 
word bad suggested a new thought to him he 
saiil, "Come back fo1· a minute." 

I obeyed him. 
"You must be able to assure her that there 

was peace upon his face. She would have you 
tell her just how he looked. You are not 
afraid?" 

No, I was not afraid any longer. 
He drew back the curtain, and once more I 

glanced at \he silent figure. But this time I 
gazed long and earnestly at the face of the dead, 
knowing who he was. And as I watched it 
it seemed familiar to me. I had seen it before. 
Where? 

It flashed upon me suddenly. 
"Sir," I cried, "Yon are not left desolate. I 

have seen your son before. And he had with him 
a little child." 

CA I R 0. 

CHAPTER IV. 

WE asked the kind sister who went through 
the hospital with us if she would give us 
a history of a day's work. 

The nurses commence at six in the morning 
with the usual home routine of bed-making, 
washing, etc. At 7.30 the sister comes on duty, 
and the rnsideut medical officer inspects the work 
just finished-each employee being stationed at 
his or her special post. Then comes medicine­
giving; and the dispensing of stores by the sister. 
Arabs arc so dishonest that everything has to be 
kept under watch and key and given out just as 
they are needed. 

·when the doctors make their rounds the dress­
ings are done, and on operation days the theatre 
or operating room is ready by nine o'clock. It is 
au exceedingly good theatre, with a gallery for 
the large medical school, and a room adjoining 
well supplied with all needful instruments-a 
collection which could bear comparison with 
those in any European hospital. These two 
rooms alone are lighted with gas. 

At uleven o'clock the dinners come up, ancl 
after their meal the convalescents go to the roof 
or the garden. 'rhe nurses ham some of their 
lectures between ten and eleven, followed hy their 
dinner, the romairnlcr being given between three 
arnl four in the afternoon. At two in tho after­
noon dressings arc <lone. Food again at 3.30, 
then the nurses havu a 1·est until seven on 

alternate days, the off days being' free from 
twel \'O to two, which, in the summer, is the 
hottest time of day, and everyone, patients as 
well, takes the all-important siesta. At six the 
wards are settled for the night, and at 7 .30 the 
resident medical doctor makes his final inspection 
and all is left straight for the night sister, who 
com~s on with her staff of three Termerguys for 
the male side and two Tirenagiabs, or ward maids, 
for the female. The native nurses cannot yet 
stand night duty, and invariably sleep, so that 
the sister is obliged to inspect every sing·le order 
for the night and personally to see it carried out. 

Our next experience was to visit the soldiers 
in their hospital in the citadel. This is like all 
military hospitals, inasmuch as it is complete in 
itself, nursed by Netley sister:;,, and takes iu only 
soldiers. All sorts of illnesses are admitted. It 
differs from other hospitals in the strangeness of 
its position, and beauty of decoration, having 
been Saladin's palace. Outside and around it 
is a garden kopt neat with the military precision 
of most soldiers' quarter;,, and it is nursed by two 
Netley sisters, who, however, are not allowed to 
go near infectious cases, which aro nursed by 
orderlies specially told off to tend them. • A 
womans' hospital is attached- to tho barrncks, but 
they .are usually nursed in their own qnarfors. 
The hoacl Netley sister, Miss Hart, loYcs her 
work, aud says she would ucvc1· care to nurne 
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civilil\lls nfter soldiers, whoso hnbits of r!'gulnr 
ollNlit'llCCI mnko tll(lm oxrollent pnt.ionts. From 
July to sfanunry !hero lrnd boon only six donthe 
in this hospitnl, which, nt tho t.imo of our visit, 
had a hundred and twenty pntient~. 

Wewmtwith 1\lii,e Ilnrt into n lnrge cruciform 
hnll with cluborntoly cmvod nnd pnintcd wnlle 
nnd C'Oilings, wit-h wnrus round it, which in time 
of wnr would bo fully occupied, nnd wns so once, 
being filled with bods, nnd mattresses laid between 
on the floor. • 

The nin.rblo floors nnd staironsos suggl'stod to 
us the pnlaco rather thnn tho hospital, nnd tho 
chapel for the stnff was excoptionnlly henutiful. 
It used to bo the royul bath room. The floor wns 
exquisitely sculptm't'd. At ono ond wns the 
fountain where tho wnter used to flow down in 
little cascades, nnd in the centre was tho bo.th 
itself, now covered with o. woode• lid. The 
-wonder of nll wns the large o.ud mngnificent 
ward into whioh the principal staircase led direct. 
It ,vns full of beds, and the po.tients who wore 
well enough to observe ho.d something boo.utifnl 
indeed to look upon. From this ward two 
corridora led to the sisters' quiu:ters. Miss Hart's 
sitting-room with its bright fire (n novelty in 
Cairo), pretty curtains, and elego.nt knick-knacks, 
looked wonderfully home-like, though, as sho 
said, "when one is liable to be moved to another 
post at any moment, one has not the heart to 
spend time, trouble, and money in fixing up 
many things or buying furniture." This room was 
large, requiring four lamps to light it properly; 
but her bed-room -was larger still, nnd it wns 
like going into a church to sleep, with its vaulted 
and carved ceiling in ,vhich spnrrows build their 
nests and let their eggs fall on her bed. She 
said that at night no light seemed to fill it, 
the corners remaining dark, nnd nt first she 
disliked it Yery much on account of the rats, but 
that now she is getting used to it. She says 
the sparrows collect round her butter-dish, and 
indeed we saw several flying boldly nllOut. 

She kindly took us up on tho roof where tho 
sisters sit of nn evening. From here you got o. 
splendid view of Cairo, the desert, tho tombs of 
the Caliphs, and the Nile, beside, as a mntter of 
course, the whole citadel, including Josoph's well. 

Miss Hart said her chief recreation was a good 
gallop across tho desert. Her uniform wns grey 
with scnrlet cape like all the Notloy sistorR, o.nd 
her faoo inspired one with confidonro. 

Seeing that many hundreds, nny, thousnnds, 
go to Cairo every winter for henlth it is not 
unronsonnble to think tho.t many may bocomo 
very ill o.nd oven dio there. Whnt ncoommodn­
tiou, outside privnto nursing, is to bo found in 
Co.ire for these? I nsked this quostion nnd for 
answer wns told to go nud soo tho Victorin, 
Hospital, which is nursed by Gornrnn dencouessos. 
This wo did, little dreaming thnt in n few days 
wo should have to tuko ndvnntngo of it, for o. very 
dear frionJ who wos tnkon there nud died within 
its walls. 

It is really o. cottngo hospitnl, nnd wns built 
in 1884. It t.lnu,111 in 1.ho midst of tl p;urdou of 
palms nnd is presided o,·er by six ,h,11et1m'sst's. 
'!'hero is un it.olaletl lwnso for iuli.il'tions cnsos, 

whioh WM built in the jubilee yenrne & memorial, 
nnd hns n sopn.rnte sister tolcl off' to it. Her food 
is sc-nt over from the general table. 

'fhe Viot-0rin Ilospital is bound to take Ger­
mo.n, Swiss, English a.nil American patients, nnd 
if thoro is room they take Arabs nnd Greeks as 
woll. Tho mnin building is for men only, and 
contains on the ground floor n. room for the 
dootor, n slooping-room for o. sister, onil a good­
sized sitting-room for nll tho sisters ; this was 
rotlolont of rosos and fresh o.ir, o.nd in here 
they have sewing nnd mending bees once o. week. 
They o.ro glnd of the help of visitors in this 
work, for although most of the patients pay, anil 
only tho very poor como in free, money is sorely 
neoded, o.nd indeod help of o.11 kinds, for they 
ho.vo only three girls to nssist them. 

The little kitchen WI\S clean, good, and appe­
tising, with no unplensnnt smells; dishes of 
oranges were ready, o.nd preparo.tions going on 
for the ten o'clook luncheon of bouillon. Nat 
co.mo a smo.11 store room lined with cupboards of 
polished wood, nnd in excellent order. A dis­
llonsary well stooked, which the Oberin, or lady 
superintendent, looks after herself. And then nn 
oporn.tion room, to which patients are cru:ried, 
well orrnnged nnd covered with oil-cloth and 
ho.ving plenty of fresh air; this, together with a 
servants' room, completed the ground floor. 

We learnt on the wny upstnirs that forty 
patients co.n be accommodated, nnd that only 
twenty-se~en were present at the time of our visit. 
Wheu a patient dies, the friends, as a rule, see to 
the burial, and if there be no friends, the church 
of the sect to which the po.tient belonged per­
forms the act of burial. On the upstairs floor 
was a pretty sleeping-room for a sister at the 
end of the passage in case sh~ is wanted in the 
night (this wns given up to the use of my denr 
friend who died there). There are three cfasses 
of payment for patients, the 1st class pay 50 
pinstros, or lOs. n day; the :lnd clnss 25 piastres, 
or 5s. a dny, nnd the 3rd clnss 12 piasti-es, or 2s. 5d. 
a dny. The rooms of the fil'Bt olnss patients are 
made pretty and home-like with books, pictures, 
rocking-chairs, screens o.ud flowers. The ~\rueri­
co.n Consul was occupying one of these. 

Everything is on too smo.ll n sc~\le, notably the 
bnth-room. On this floor thel'O is also a tiny 
room with fops and other neC('ssaries whei-e they 
cnn prepnro food, and a nois~· lift for carrying 
the food when rendy, up nnd down. But to ou1· 
minds everything wns on too sm1\ll t\ scale for the 
roquiromonts. Outsido is a nico bnlcon~-, with 
creeping plants and lounging chairs where tht, 
patients onn sit when well enough. 

'!'here is an Eno·lish doctor for Eng;lish patit'nts, 
but tho head phy~ician and surg't'llll is Dr. \Yildt, 
n Germnn. 'l'ho Oborin, (W lndy su1lorinte11~knt, 
was eleYon years in a hospitnl l\t Jol'llsnlom: sho 
is tho most 'kind aml sym11nthotio of nm'Sl:'s. 

U pstoirs, yot ng1\in, thl,ro is t\ lnrg;o flat sunny 
l'Oof, whoro pntionts much onj,,y i,ittiug, but tlwy 
would liko to tum it into a third tln<,r if th,:,y 
hl\ll the monus, fo1· room is S<l ~1-..,:1 tly Ilc't'd,,,l. 

'l'horo 1\1'0 two rooms tiw spl'~'ial skiu ,lis,'l\Sl'S 
which roqniro to ho k,,pt- s,,pilmh,. 'l'his bk11.'k 
lll' outlugo is rcolly for men lHll~·, th:\t for wcnuen 
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is across the gnrtlcn, n bnd arrnngomont, nml 
one that iucrel\llOS tho lnboura or the sisters nnd 
takes up much of t.hoir time. Sixtoen women 
csu be accommodntcd in this cottnge, though 
there wcl'O only nine nt the time we were there. 

It wast.ho time for out-patients, who como every 
day, and of whom a great crowd wo.s wo.iting, 
many of them ophthalmic c011es. There is a 
waiting-room pninted green and provided with 
glazed benches which ore readily washed; there 
is a second room where they are examinetl, and a 
third where the drugs are giYen out, nud a wicket 
at which they stand in turn. 

There is no mortuary, only a room at the end 
of the garden, and no operating room in the 
women's cottage, which is reached by o.n outside 
staircase, and contains a room for children, ouo 

11othing has liecn done foT them till quite lately, 
when tho Hov. Nueer Odeh was appointed by 
Bishop Blyth to thie special work as missionary 
in ohnrge. The history of this miseionaTy is 
very interesting. He ie a Syrian, his mother 
died when he wae very young, she herself being 
n more child. The father married again, nncl the 
little son of the former wife wae ploood in a 
Uomo.n Catholic school. Snbeequently he was 
romovod and sent to live with a dear old German 
pastor and his wife who lived in Jerusalem, both 
of whom hold the strictest Lutheran doctrines; 
eo tho.t the boy had experienced the two extremes 
of teaching. Ae he grew older, he became tutor 
in o. school nt Jerusalem, and here, by means of 
the strictest self-denial, saved up enongh money 
to po.y hi~ passo.ge to England, and there prosecute 

• 
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for the sister and a balcony, as well as a tiny 
first class ward and a third class with six beds. 

'l'hey want money to build with, and then they 
could haTe all under one roof; now they o.ro 
terrihly handicapped, especially as native servants 
are difficult to manage. 

Tbey sometimes have Jewish patients, but not 
often. Of those patients who were in the hospital 
last year, numbering 344 ;-55 were English ond 
Maltese, 12 were Americans, 90 Greeks, 37 Ger­
mans, 25 Italians, and 10 French. 9569 patients 
attended from outside in the one year for oph­
tbalmia. Wherever Dr. Lancing, the celebrated 
oculist, is to be found, there the po.tiente throng. 

The sisters struok us ns exceedingly kind, clever, 
attentive nurses, but decidedly overworked. 

WORK AMONG THE JEWS IN CAIRO. 

The Jews began to settle in Cniro when ex­
pelled from Spain iu Queen l611bolla's time, nml 

his studies for the ministry. At length the wish 
of his heart wos granted, and ho was ordained by 
Bishop Jackson nnd sent out to the East. He 
lnbomed in the l'lain of Sharon one year and a 
h11lf, in Nozoreth five yonrs, and in Jerusalem 
five years. It WM in Nazo.reth ho· met his wifo. 
nn English lady, also working in the mission 
field, ond they married. She is very fair and 
fragile looking, be has the dark skin and be1mti­
ful eyes o.nd hnir of the Syrian; they have a 
lovely little girl of about six with all the charnc­
teristics of he1· father's oountry. 

At length he wns appointed to his p1't'sent 
w01·k, one that ho loves, but it is ono that de­
mands his very lifo to get it into good w01·king 
order; be lins to make brioks, a.ml, like tho 
Isrnolitos of ohl, hns no stl'l\w whol'ewith to nll\ke 
them. 

His fir6t starting in Cairo was ono of great 
11l'ivotion, ho oould not atfo1·d to take bis famil~· 
to nu hotel, nrnl for tho first fow dny11 allll nighhl 
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had neither bed nor furniture. And now we will 
glance at his interesting work among the Jews. 

Our first visit was to the 
schools. We went down a 
curious old street out of the 
Mousky, abounding in carved 
lattices and doors which would 
have sent an artist mad with 
delight. This street is not in 
the Jews' quarter, but just 
on the opposite side of the 
Monsky. 'l'he premises which 
the Rev. Naser Odeh uses as a. 
school were to be let or sold 
in the Sh.e.ria - Darb - Saada, 
rent 48l. if let, or sold for 
2000l. It is an immense place, 
containing_ a large number of 
rooms, and forms quite a block 
of buildings; it would be a. 
blessing, indeed, if they could 
i:i;et the money together to buy 
the place. 

There are a hundred and 
twenty children of both sexes, 
speaking Arabic of course, 
they are taught English, 
French, arithmetic (many of 
them are through Euclid), 
needlework, writing, and a 
little singing. 

painful to 1;ee 

works; he is in 
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to give it up in conse­
quence of her health fail­
ing. She seemed to barn 
considerable in fl nen ce 
over her scholars. She, 
in common with all the 
other teachers-and i.here 
were several - kept a 
fook in which the names 
of her pupils, age and 
religion, were set down 
neatly. 

The third class con­
sisted almost enlirely of 
Arab Jews. The girls 
are taught plain needle­
work, the articles made 
being sold at a small price 
to their parent8. As a. 
reward for doing plain 
work well, which tli.ey 
much dil'like, they are 
allowed to do fanc,-y 
work, which they love 
and at which they are 
Tery successful. '.l'he 
work going on here under 
Rev. Naser Odeh is of the 
greatest benefit, but it is 

under what disadvantages he 
want of so many things that a 

One day the Old Testament 
is taught and the next day the 
Now. Ono claBB of boys, quite 
young men, were being in­
,structed by Miss Shaw, who is 
well known for her work in 
the medical miBBion at Zanzi­
b,u·, nnd who reluctantly had t·ou:sTAl:S Ot' AllLCTIOXS-:llOSQUl: ut· ll.UIOlUIED ALI, 
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littlo money couhl supply. l\faps n.nd piotnree 
for tho ,vall8, and n. harmonium woulcl Lo n. gro1lt 
help in tho teaching. 'l'ho childrnn sang vory 
sweetly, "Art thou weary?" in Arn.bio. 

A class for Jewish girls of high ra.nlt i11 hohl 
hero also by l\Iiss Allon. In connoction with 
this school and in the same building i11 tho dis­
pensary whioh is open from hn.lf-pnst two ovary 
day for as long ns it is required, principnlly for 
Jews. l\Iiss 8haw is of the greatest use to Mr. 
Naser Odeh in this department aR it i1:1 her 
special work. 

'l'here is no special hospital in Cairo for Jews, 
and rather than enter the native, or indeed any 
other, they will hide away their sickness in their 
own crowded home, to the danger of their families 
and neighbours. So it is easy to understand 
why this dispensary is so valuable to them, e.nd 
to see the number who take advantage of it, it is 
only necessary to be there at the opening hour. 
The best doctors of Cairo spare a little time to 
give help gratuitously in this good work, but if 
money is wanted in the schools it is doubly 
wanted here. 

The drugs are bought in England and paid for, 
but they greatly need ophthalmic instrnments, 
about 15l. worth. The doctors are often obliged 
to send patients away for lack of them; and then 
how glad they would be to receive as a present 
cod liver oil, senna, rhubarb pills, citrate of 
magnesia, creosote, and many other necessaries 
for the successful working of the dispensary. 
July and .August are the two most sickly 
months. 

Of Jews in Cairo there are about 15,000 Arab 
and Spanish Jews, 2000 Askkenazim (German 
and Polish Jews), 2000 Karai:tes (Jews who reject 
the Talmud), 1000 mixed nationalities, such as 
Greeks, Itafians, etc., an:l until quite lately 
scarce a thought has been given to them. They 
have ten or eleven synagogues. 

The British Mission School, better known as 
"Miss ·whately's School," has done much good 
work, first under Miss ,vhately, and after her 
death by Mrs. Sekoor. But at present there a.re 
changes contemplated, and a recent announcement 

in the Timra informs us that Miss E. J. Whately 
and her brot.hor nnd co-trustee, Archdeacon 
Whn.toly, hnvo retired from tho management of 
tho school. Lot us hope that, with tho help 
hitherto grn.ntcd by tho Egyptian Government, 
an institution whicl1 has done so muc.:h good will 
not bo discontiuuod, but still be of service to 
many, as in Miss Mary Wha.toly's time. 

Tho tcn.ching soemod very thorough and suc­
cessful, and many of tbo scholars subsequently 
do well in the finance, medical, educational, and 
other govornmont departments. 

Both boys and girls a.re very intelligent e.ncl 
sharp, e.nd many of them he.d exceedingly good 
faces. '1110 girls wore Mosleme, Copts, and Jews, 
and we noticed on some e. great quantity of 
jewelry. It constitutes their fortune, and if at 
any time they want money they can sell part 
without loss, olby weight. • 

The girls' needlework, both plain and fancy, is 
of the l,Ilost elaborate kind, both sides being 
alike, and the thread broken off after each stitch; 
this is frequently sold for the benefit of the 
school. The girls sang us one of Sankey and 
Moody's hymns in Arabic, with a very good idea 
of time an:i tune. Across a small garden are 
some cla~s rooms for better off children who 
receive lessons in music, and where blind 
children arc taught to read from raised letters. 
All the scholn.rs pay something, those not well 
off pay what they can, but the highest is 25 
piastres or 5s. a month. • i 

The schools are now supported by a yearly 
grant of 205l. from tho Egyptian Government, 
and by the fees; but these fall fe.r short of being 
sufficient, and it is with the utmost difficulty it 
can be kept at its high standard. Mrs. Sekoor, 
who worked jointly with Miss Whately, gives 
her own private means as well as her life to 
the work, othorwiso it must deteriorate. 

Jn this ns in many another instance, visitors 
to Cairo do not know the great need there 
is for help. True, they.go .there for health or 
amusement, and they cannot give help in tin1e, 
but if they would strengthen the hands of those 
who spend their lives in the work their visits to 
Cairo would.be rich in blessings indeed. 

-------~-------

THOMAS COOPER, THE CHARTIST. 

THO)IAS COOPER was horn in March, 1805, 
and lived to July 1892, thus attaining 
the patriarchal ago of eighty-seven years. 

Hiii father was originally a member of tho Sucioty 
of Friends his mother of Mot.hodist conncctiuns. 
Left a wia'ow when her child was four years of 
age, she returned to her nnlivo town, G1.iius­
borough, eudeavouring there to carry on hor 
husband's trade as a <lyer. It was a peculiarly 
bad time, for at the ond of the grent wars of V·ll:l, 
the false prosperity of the countr)'. c?ll_nprnLl, 11~1tl 

everyuocly's income began t? tl1u11111~h, wl11lu 
their ]JunlenH more and more mcroaso(l. 

The valiant womn.n did hor oest to proouro hor 
son an education fitting him to retain his fothor's 
place in tho worlrl, and suocoeded in gotting him 
into a Gainsborough foumfot-ion, locally callotl 
the "lllno Coat Suliool," from the liYory tho boys 
woro. Thero 'l'homas Cooper romainotl until 
fifteen, nrnl thon, impelled by an inquiring mind, 
i11tl11c0Ll his mother to lot him go to son. 
1"righto11etl, lwwoyor, hy the brutal lnugungo of 
tho sea-port t,o whioh ho went, he rotunwtl to 
Gaiusborongh mHl approuticoLl himself to n shoe­
makor. Ilis young 11111stor wns an l,nthusiastiu 
admirer of Byron nnll Bums, 1rnll mnllo n 11et of 
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11 boy, ·who he found hnd tastes like his own, It 
was: indeed, this literary bent which from the 
first gave direction to 'l'homo.s Cooper's life, for 
it brought him a series of intelligent companions 
who fostered his hope of achieving distinction 
as a poet or writer. 

If indefatigable industry merits success, succeSB 
should have boon Thomas Cooper's. When e. 
shoemaker, workiug from seven A.M. to eight, or 
nine P.lr., he rose at three or four o'clock in the 
morning all the year round, spending the three 
or four hours he thus stole out of his sleep in 
historical reading or the grammar of some 
language; he was studying Lo.tin, Greek, Hebrew, 
and French all o.t the same time. While at work 
he was repeating something audibly, either 
declensions, conjugations, or rules of Syntax, or 
propositions of Euclid, or pages of Paradise Lost, 
or Hamlet, or verses from some more modern 
poet. 

At eight or nine when he left off work he com­
menced to walk about his room still committing 
something to memory, until sheer exhaustion 
drove him to bed. In the very cold weather, be­
tween the time when he arose and his mother lit 
the fire, he put a lamp on a stool and, wrapped up 
in his mother's old red cloak, he studied grammai: 
and Euclid, beating his feet to keep them warm. 
This was " self-help," if ever there was or is such 
a thing, but it was notthe self-help that succeeds, 
for Thomas Cooper had feeling as well as intellect, 
a soul as well as a mind. 

He was about twenty-two years of age when 
his health gave way. For nine weeks he lay ill, 
once or twice in so complete a collapse that he 
was thought to be dead. Meanwhile bis mind 
turned inward, and religious friends came to visit 
him, all urging him to be truly penitent. • 

Happily he recovered, and by the advice of 
these friends became a schoolmaster. In twelve 
months he bad a hundred scholars, with an 
average attendance of eighty. He threw himself 
with ardour into the work, and did everything 
he could to inspire the boys with his own love of 
learning, covering the walls of his school-room 
with pictures, and turning the window sills into 
miniature museums of pebbles, coiD3, etc. But 
he found little sympathy from the parents, who 
regarded learning as simply a means of getting 
on. So his ardour flagged, and in the end he 
began to find school-keeping painful drudgery. 

Of all the qualities of his multiple nature the 
religious instinct was the strongest, and it 
required very little to call it into activity and to 
make the most potent force in his life. When he 
was about fourteen years of age the Primitive 
:Methodists came to Gainsborough and preached 
in the • street~. He listened, fell into deep grief 
over his sins, and continued in this state for 
se,eral weeks, reading nothing but the Bible, 
and getting into secret places to pray for pardon 
many times a day. But he stumbled over the 
way in which he was told to find pardon, and 
besides, these good Methodists wished to confine 
his reading to tho Bible. So he went to the 
Wesleyan Uhapel and joined ihe Mutual Improve­
ment Society. With another youth, gentle­
mannered and of intellectual tastes, he formed o. 

close fri,mdship which resulted in their spending 
part of every Sun,Jay together, walking in the 
woods, or by the Trent. Cooper's Jonathan was 
o. grocer's apprentice, whose parents snpplied 
him with plenty of pocket-money, which he spent 
on books, the use of which was common to 
both. Unaware that the mind could wander into 
dangerous paths o.s easily as the body, they 
roamed on from step to step, until they became 
disciples of Volney and Voltaire, and student.a of 
Astrology. Advised to read the Evidences of 
Christianity, Thomas Cooper determined not 
only to do so, but to lead a strictly moral life 
and attend to what he conceived religious duties. 
The friend who advised this being an Inde­
pendent, Cooper went to the same chapel, but not 
for long, as he found the service of the Church 
of England more in harmony with his taste. 
Remaining, however, still wretched about his 
spiritual state, and thinking the Wesleyans knew 
the secret of true piety, he joined a cla.es-meeting, 
and in due time became a local preacher and 
might have ended as a distinguished member 
of the denomination. But trouble arose be­
tween the office-bearers of the district and their 
superintendent. Thomas Cooper taking a leading 
part, drnw npon himi::elf the animosity of his 
superior, who made it so unpleasant that he 
threw up his school and went to Lincoln. But 
oven there his opponent pursued him, prejudicing 
the mind of his new superintendent, so that the 
latter treated him harshly. Cooper, indignant, 
withdrew from his class and threw himself into 
other work. His wife, for he had now married, 
and his life-long friend Jobson, afterwards Dr. 
Jobson, giieved sorely over this untoward e,ent. 

Without having in any e..."l!ential matter lost 
his faith Cooper now took his first step in the 
direction of Secularism. Connecting himself 
with the Mechanics' Institute, of which his wife's 
uncle was the Curator, he not only began to 
attend its classes, but undertook himself to teach 
Latin. He became likewise the secretary of a 
choral society, and a writer on a local paper. 
His contributions consisted of a series of" Personal 
Sketches of Lincoln Preachers." He also wrote 
some histo1ical tales, and began to think of a 
great work in verse. 

Press work brought him into connection with 
political parties, public dinners, and other busy 
scenes. He now felt an ambition to try his 
fortune in London. Arrived there he waited on 
Sir Edward Lytton Bulwer, Sir Culling Eardley 
Smith, Josiah Couder, and Alaric Watts, but the 
more or less conventional patronage they accorded 
him availed little, and he came down to a ,en· 
low point financially. • 

One day a letter a1Tived from tl1e Independent 
minister of Lincoln, enclosing another from a 
Leicester paper asking for Cooper's address. 
" The messagti," he exclttimed, "has come at last, 
the message of destiny." Leicester was his birth­
place, and at Leicester he had a com·iction he 
was to find hie career. He went off at once and 
accepted o.n engagement on the Leicester J[ercury. 

Sent to report a Chartist Meeting in Leice1:1ter, 
Cooper became deeply intorestecl iu what be saw; 
the ragged poverty-stricken audience, the earnest 
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old shorn11\kt't' who rnmo t,o 11rgo thom to stnrnl 
hy t.lie ( 'hart.er, 8t.ill morn wntt ho improseml by 
what ho knmt of t.ho noighhomlwocl in whioh 
tho moet.ing took pince. .As ho lort ho ohsorvc1l 
thn.t t.ho 11ppor storit'S of tho heusl'tt woro 1\11 lit, 
up. 'l'ho poor st,ockiugors woro l\t work, 'n.nd 
tho i-ight lod him to mnko cnquirit,s 1\s to thoir 
w:tg('s nud condition. Four nllll 8ixp('11co n. wook 
was nll thoy woro pn.id for th('ir wt1rk. 'l'ho 
dcopor ho stndiod the nmttcr, tho worso thing11 
nppcnrcd, nnd ho gn,·o himsolf hcnrt nnd soul to 
tho cnnso of 1mr0quitod toil. Ilis tondcnoios 
soon npponrcd in his work; ho wroto in foct now 
nnd then for tho Uhnrtist print rnlled tho .llfid­
la11d Con11tics lllnmilln/Q1•. Ho wits consoquontlv dis­
missed from tho Ll'iccsll'l' Jlfcrcm·t1 nnd nnt1imlly 
bocnmo the editor of tho flln111iiiat,01·. Nothing 
could bo rno1·0 hopoless from n monoy point 
of view. Thii:, however, was novor n question 
with Thomns Cooper, the renl snorifioo to him 
was the giving up his litornry hop0s. And woul<l 
ho not be strnggling to win tho sooio.l nnd poli ticnl 
rights of millions? 

His first work was to doepon and eduoato the 
religious sentiments of the poor people whoso 
CIIUse he undertook to champion. He accordingly 
proposed to the Chartist Committee n, Sunday 
evening mooting. When he had gathered the 
l)eople together he offered a pmyer, then spoke 
partly on a religious theme, partly on the wrongs 
and sufferings of the poor, and 011 tl10ir obtaining 
polilicnl 1ights, finally concluding with another 
prnyer. The movement continuing, he began 
to hold open-air Sunday meetings in t.ho market­
plnce, taking a toxt nnd mingling religious 
teo.ching with politics. In n, lnrge room con­
neotod with tho .Amphitheutro he formed nn 
ndult Sund1ty-school, his toxt books l,oing tho 
llible and Chnnning's Self-Culture, nud his clnsi;os 
wero nnmod after the groat no.mos ho admirotl 
in history, Sydney, Mn.rvol, lfompclon, 'l'oll, 
Wo.shington, Cartw1·ight aucl Cobbott. Ho nlso 
advocated toototnlism, getting the poople to pledge 
themselves to touoh no ulohoholic think until the 
Charter became Law. Ho introduced the singing 
of hymns composed by himself ancl two working 
men. Somo were defiant, some pnthet.ic. 

Ono evening ho had beon appealing to the 
patriotic foelings of young Englishmen, nncl, 
ci1ing the names of Hampden, Sydnoy and 
Marvel, eulogised the spirit ot disinterestedness 
and solf-sncrifico. A good-looking youth of 
fiftoon years of nge, evidently not of the working 
clnss, sprnng on the plntform nml, with glowing 
enrnostness declnrod thnt ho would bo 011 tho side 
of the people. Thnt young mun livocl to bocomo 
ouo of the Queen's ministor,1. 'l'ho Hight Hon. 
A. J. l\Iundollu. has over laboured in the cnnl:lo to 
which ho so early nnd so disintornst0tlly tlovotud 
himself. 

'l'ho page following this bright 0110 is blottoll 
l\lHl smirchetl. Out of spito to tho Whiµ;s tho 
Churtists supportou the 'l'orio~. Nnturnlly tho 
former tlitl their host tu snppross I\ foe HO 

maliciou~. 'l'ho Loic,oijtor Corpuml iou wntl Whig, 
nnd omployctl the 1mmo print.or I\H the lll11111i1111tol', 
ho mnst mnlw his choicL', 1L1Hl llO the .l/lm11i11n/or 
wn:, ext-i111,\ui:,)11xl. Uooper wont to t\ liUlo 'l'ory 

1
1rintor rmtl starl.ocl t.ho OlU1rti11l R1111l,ligl1l. Then 
10 throw himself into the coming dection, all(\ 

:JOl. in 'l'ory monoy wns gi ron him to collect a 
fow <lotormino1l mon on tho cll\y of nomination. 
'l'ho dotormin()cl men rnmo, nml in tho scrimml\go 
1fostroyod the Whig flngs which were of silk l\tul 
luttl cost 701. Hnt in tho micldlo of the fnnction 
somo 0110 clroppod nn immonso oxtingnisher over 
'l'homns Cooper. 

'l'ho noxt ie a pl\go uf mourning. On the 1st 
of Au~ust in the snmo yenr his mother d ic<l. 1 t 
wn8 her birthdny nnd she was sovcnty-or1e yenrs 
old. 'l'homns Coopor's feelings nro expressccl in 
tho following lines : 

I l11i<l her nc11r tl10 clnst 
Of h0r oppl'C'eeor; but no gilclccl Y('rso 
•r,,11~ how sho toilc,I to win her child II crust, 
A ml, fnsting, still toiled ()n; no rhymes rchcnrso 
How 1011,lorly she slrovo to ho lho 1111rso 

Of trnth nnd noblcnose in her loved boy, 
Spito of his 1·ngs. 

Things in Leicester k.oked hopeless, the adult 
school was closed, the men being too dospniring 
to care about lonrni11g. '!'hoy had to pawn 
oYorything, nnd Cooper himself ran into clebt 
that ho might let tho poor have bread on credit. 
'l'heso things gave bitterness to his haro.ngucs, 
nnd the hopeless atheism of the sufferers crept 
into his own heart. 

Eleotetl a clolegato to the Chartist conference 
~t Mnnohoster, ho determined to pass through the 
pottery district. On his way there he found 
things in a. formant, nud every dny he addresse,l 
meetings nt whioh mnny thousnnds of men were 
present. On tho 15th of August he presided nt 
it meotiug nt Hnuley at which it was cletermineLl 
no moro work should ho done until the Charter 
bccnme lnw. 

.Arrested on his rnturn to Leicester nnd thrown 
into prison on a cho.1·ge of niding n riot in Hanley. 
nt which a1·son hod bean oomruilted, ho was tricLl 
on October 11th, nncl ncqnittod. He had no 
barrister, but defended himself. 

The authorities. bowovor, wore determined he 
should not oscnpo,· and he wns now charp;ed with 
conspimoy and sedition. While !\waiting this 
second trinl ho took part in a confon'IIL'O nt 
Mnnoheste1· botweon the Complete Sufti:ng:0 Pnrty, 
led by Joseph Sturgo, mid tho two sections of 
Chnrtists, locl l>y Fenrgus O'Connor nnd William 
LoYott. Coop()r followed the former. In l\forch, 
1843, ho was pnt ngain in tho dock, and :,gain 
dofonclod himsolf, making n, spcoch of ton homs 
in longth. Pt>ints of 11\w being misod he- hnd to 
go up to Lonllon, to tho King's Bouch, who1·t, ht1 
wns sentonoed by tho ju,lgos to two ~·c-ars' im­
prisonmout. 

Snhjeotoll to tho tn,ntment of 1\ frlon in 
Stl\ffortl Gnol, rofnsC'd 1wn, ink, nud pnpt'r, or 
permission to writo n lot-1.,'r, lw ,ld,,rminL'Ll to 
bro11k clown tlu> prison rnk>:'. At last lw suc­
comlot~ in g,,t.ting t\ ldt-,,r l'L'l\ll h1 tho l hntSL' of 
Commons nml s,1 proonrin~ 1\ gt'l.'at clrnngt, in his 
t,rcntmont. Among his ,•isitors was tl1t, }~nrl of 
Hnrrowl>y, whL1 c-nt,,retl into ('<'11\'L'J'sati,,n with 
him nli01it tho stmly of lfohrow. Orn1 ,In~· tlu.i 
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chapbin tul,l him tlrnt if Lo wunlcl give np 
politics ho might go from Stalfonl Gaul tu Uan,­
h1 idgo. How often had ho longod for UniYorsity 
training, and now, alas, he could not accept it. 
Amidst agonising attacks of neuralgia, rheuma­
tism, etc., occasioned by his damp cell and his 
passionate struggles, he wrote the poem alroady 
alluded to-the "Purgatory of Suicides," aid a 
series of tales which he called " Stories from the 
l\iidlands and Elsewhere," subsequently pnblishml 
under the title "Wise Saws and Modern In­
stances." 

Carlyle found indisputable traces of genius in 
the poem, "a dark Titanic energy of struggling 
there, for which he hoped there would be clearer 
daylight by-and-by." Cooper's idea of making the 
spirits of suicides the actors or oonversors in a 
great poem was a venturesome idea, but the 
subject needed a Dante. 

On Lis release Cooper went to London and saw 
T. S. Duncombe who sent him io Disraeli. The 
author of "Coningsby," "with eyes like living 
lights," was very friendly, giving him intro­
duction after introductic;n, none of which, how­
ever, bore any fruit. 

Douglas Jerrold was the first to be of real 
service to him, finding him a publisher for his 
poem, and sending him on an expedition through 
the country to collect information on the in­
dustrial, moral and social state of the people. 
When in Westmoreland he visited Wordsworth, 
who astonished him by telling him that h& 
thought the Chartists ']Uite right in what they 
asked, but wrong in the way they went about it. 
Among other distinguished people Cooper came 
to know at t:!iis time he mentions particularly 
Emerson and De Quincey. 

In 1847, W. J. Fox asked him to take his 
place temporarily at South Place, Finsbury, and 
on Sunday evenings at the National Hall. In 
the same year he was invited to lecture at John 
Street Institution, Tottenham Court Roa<l. In 
the autumn of 1847 he joined the International, 
and had the opportunity of being instructed by 
Mazzini, who, Cooper says, months before it 
occurred, prophesied the coming of the great 
European convulsions of 1848. Cooper himself 
was entirely out of the 10th of April, having 
learnt to distrust Feargus O'Connor and physical­
force Chartism. 

We must pass over the stages of his subse­
quent career as lecturer and author; reforring 
those who are interested iu his life to his own 
"Autobiography," published by Hodder and 
Stoughton. The last of his mo,·ements has for 
us the most enduring interest. 

He was engaged in 1856 to delher a series of 
lectures at the Hall of Science, on "Various 
countries, their productions and peoples." Ho 
hacl given "Russia ancl the Russians," and 
later he was to give "Sweden and the Swedes." 
But when on the platform ho could not utter a 
word of liis lecture, but told his audience he 
must relieve conscionce by confessing to them 
that he had neglecteJ to teach the right founda­
tion of morals; the existence of a Moral Governor, 

all(l the fact that wo have to give up onr ac­
count to IIim, aud receive our sentence !n a 
future state. 

'l1he audience he:1T<l l1im in breathless silence, 
broken at last by whispers, angry sneers and con­
temptuous jeers, ending in tumultuous talk: some 
defending, some denouncing, loud c1 ies finally 
rising of, "Insane!" "Apostate!" "Traitor!" 
Thomas Cooper folded his arms and waited until 
the storm abated, and then offered on a future 
occasion to debate the argument for the existence 
of God, and of a future state with anyone they 
chooe to appoint. 

Thus ho entered on that course of theological 
disputations, which now became the work of his 
life. In the new career his honesty, courage and 
generosity retained for him the goodwill of his 
most powerful opponent, Mr. G.,J. Holyoake, fur 
whose disinterested, consistent integrity, he had 
a corresponding respect. From Mr. Holyoake',i 
good-natured criticisms on "Cooper as Convert 
and Controversialist," we get some characteristic 
touches. The old ,eteran's irascibility and 
dogmatism, his willingness to display his learn­
ing, his pedagogic way of bringing down his 
ferule on trifling misquotations, and other lapses 
of memory. He had himself a marvellous 
memory, and that Mr. Holyoake says was the 
mason he refused his opponent the use of books, 
and betrayed such a horror of black bags. But 
in the main his fairness was exemplary, for his 
severity was as likely to fall on friend 2s foe. 

His return to faith was slow, in fact it was 
two years before he could conscientiously and 
truly say that he was a Christian. The Rev. 
Dr. Jobsou, to whom his "Life," is dedicated, 
appears to have been the friend who helped him 
most at this time. 

At the end of six months he began to teach 
Theism at tho Hall of Science. Commencing 
with the design-argument, and the, moral go~ern­
ment of God, he came to the evidences of Christi­
anity, and at last to the doctrines of the gospel. 
'\Ve hnagine he was rarely beaten in argument, 
but that at the same time he seldom convinced 
any but those who already were convinced. He 
himself came to doubt the good of these debates 
on the evidences, and in the end gave up his 
time entirely to preaching Christianity in the 
ordinary way. 

After having had links with the Society of 
Friends, with the Methodists, both Primitive and 
Wesleyan, with the Independents, and the Church 
of England he was led in the end to unite him­
self with the Baptists, being immersed on Whit­
Sunday 1859, by one of the friends of his youth. 
In 1858 he commenced itinerant work, believing 
that God had laid the duty upon him, and would 
provide for his wants, which was done, as long 
as he was in active service for Christ. In the 
course of his ministry he visited every county 
of England, and many of Scotland and ,Vales, 
preaching and lecturing in every town of import­
ance in Great Britain, and in some, many times. 
At last he broke down, and old and new friends 
combined to render easy his declining years by 
a small lifo annuity. Latterly ho obtaiuod a 
pension, which ho lived only a year to enjoy. 



WEARY WOMEN. 

llY IIRS, G. B. REANEY, 

"A GOOD woman's path," says Ruskin, "is 
full of flowers, but they are all behind 
her!" a thought akin to the old legend 

that ga""e to. a certain woman-saint a pathway 
of thorns, which, as she passed along with steady 
and firm step, blossomed under her feet into 
roses. A beautiful and tender suggestion! Who 
does not know by experience, that trials long 
dreaded but courageously met at the time in a. 
way quite u!1accountable and full of my~tery, 
became blessmgs of untold worth. David said, 
"Thy clouds drop fatness," and how many a 
tried heart has proved the fact over and over 
again! 

* * * * * 
She wa_s the merriest of the merry, a light­

hearted girl, a laughter-loving woman. She had 
many friends, and an unlimited number of 
admirers. Amongst these she lived and moved, 
as one beloved_ for_ her brightness and enjoyed 
for her splendid gifts of sunny-hearted service. 
Only the weary-hearted turned from her with a 
sigh. Her brightness was to them a.s the sun 
shining -0n a day when death was in the house 
and the blinds were down. A dull and clondy 
day would have been more in accord with the 
feeling of those who spoke in whispers and trod 
softly, awed by the presence of death. The 
brighter, laughter-loving woman did her part in 
life, but her work was circumscribed, her sphere 
limited. 

In due time all life was changed to her. 
Home sorrows gathered, health grew enfeebled, 
one by one the children given were taken back 
to Heaven, and that laughter-loving woman of 
the past seemed to be broken-hearted and forlorn. 
Only for a little while, until her heart has 
hushed its beating, and could hear the heavenly 
Father's voice; only until her tear-filled eyes, 
in older days so satisfied with earthly scenes and 
beauties, glanced upwards through the mist of 
sorrow and saw afar off, but strangely real, an 
outline of the form of" the King in His beauty;" 
then the saddened woman realised fur herself the 
text with which she had been for long familiar­
" the things seen are temporal, the things unseen 
are eternal." Why fret and grieve over the loss. 
of the less when the greater was hers in all its 
increasing weight and expanding fulness? She 
might at that time have said with the poet-

Sitting olone in the shoclow 
or II, grief that wo.s o.ll mine OWD, 

Silently thinking it o'\'cr, 
Silently mo.kiug moon. 

Sudden there swept the music 
Of o. gladness grent o.nd deep, 

Over the chords of feeling, 
Till my heort forgot to weep. 

8H 

•• Becnuse of Thy loving kindness!" 
The words slole inlo my brain, • 

Like o. cool bond soothin"' it3 fever 
And chorming owny th~ pnin: 

"Because of Thy loving kindness, 
Better tho.n life to me I " 

My life shall be keyed lo the measure 
Of pro.ise unchecked ond free! 

• • • 
Better thnn friends and kindred­

Better than lorn o.nd rest, 
Dmrer tho.n hope nnd triumph 

Is the Name I 1\°ear on my breast I 
I feel my way through the shadows, 

With o. confident hea.rt and brave; 

• 

I shall lirn in the light beyond them­
I sho.11 conquer death and the grave! 

It was then that her mission expanded, her 
sphere of usefulness enlarged. Tau"'ht herself 
in ~od's sch?ol of ~uffering, she could help yonng 
beginners Wlth their lessons. Her life was what 
the_ world calls "_a hidden one," hidden away 
amid homely duties of every-day toil, hidden 
away amongst the so-called unpicturesque com­
mon-places of even, monotonous, uneventful weeks 
and months, and years. But is it not the hidden 
springs of the earth that keep our world so fresh 
and fertile? ,v e have one Nia"'ar-.:i we haYe ten 
thousand hidden sprino-s, the 

O 

wo;ld sin""s the , f O O 
pra~es o the one, and is utterly unmindful of 
all it owes to the other. Thus with these hidden 
lives, the world does not reco!!Ilise them as 

k "b o "wor ers, ut are they not "workers to"'ether 
with God" in being His Light in the dark places 
of the earth-His Love where much is hard and 
selfish and cruel-His patience, His forbearance 
His hopefulness where r_estlessness and intoler~ 
ance and despondency threaten to molest and 
destroy human lives, without God and without 
hope in the world ? 

The ~ne of_ whom. we speak was what eYery 
true believer m Christ may become. Her life 
like Mary who recei'l'ed he~ Master's comman& 
at the open sepulchre on that Easter morn, was 
charged with a message to tell to others that He 
had risen from the dead, and she gave that 
message i!! what she was, eyen more than in 
what she said or did. 

Weary ones, take heart! Things seen are 
temporal, belonging to time which passes awa,. 
It is with the unseen, the eternal you have to do. 
You will find 1111 you need at the Cross of Christ­
penitence, p11rdon, peace, power, purpose, possi­
bility, privilege. '!'his is that inner life whil'h 
no outside circumstances or conditions can touch 
or molest. Do not linger, or lose time; claim 
wh!\t is yours in Him, "Whom to know is lifo 
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eternal," "through ,vhom we havo n.ccess unto 
the Father," "with whom Ho, tho Father, duth 
freely give us all things." 

What are tho passing trials of the passing hour 
when compared with tho lastingly secure posses­
sion of the true child of God? Supposing thorns 
do bestrew our path, having faith in God we 
bra,ely step upon thom, and lo! they aro rosei:;, 
fragrant flowers to gladden other hearts aud lives. 
Our triumphant walk over difficulties, gives some 
thought of help and comfort to those around us, 
and n:.akes Heaven more real, and faith in God 
more to be desire<i. How- differently the days 
would pass, if we believed this and lived it. 
Each day would be complete, a little lifetime of 
twenty-four hours. First the dawn wit.h its 
sacrifice of praise and prayer, then: the noon-tide 
of work, always done in God's presence, the 
eYcning hour of rnst after labour, and night 
with its "hush" and silence when in peace we 
lay ourselves down to sleep knowing that the 
Eternal Father is with us to make us dwell in 
safety. 

If this be true, why arc Christian women so 
heart-weary? Why does life drag to them? 

Because, while they acknowledge a belief in 
all the promises of the Bible, they have not 
personally claimed them for themselves. 

'l'ho incident of the Bible marked with the 
letters '1'. and P. has been often told-" Tried and 
Proved" they meant. Thero was a history in all 
those promises. Once they were just beautiful 
things to be admired-and they gladdened the 
eyos ns they read and passed on, and nothing 
more; but when the suul claimed them one by 
one and made them its own-then they became a 
part of the life. "Neighbour," Eoaid the dying 
woman to the one to whom she had given this 
well-marked Bible, "each of us must try and 
prove for ourslllves." As the aged saint folded 
her hands she whispered with a radiant smile, 
"Not one thing hath failed of all His promises." 

They were her last words, and they may be 
ours, if we, too, test the promises which are of 
God-hence cannot fail. 

A MYSTERIOUS LETTER. 

a n d 
Ver a 
did not 
go out 
to pliiy 
all that 

entire day. 
They were 

far too much 
frightened and 
unhappy to 
stir from the 
ho11ee, and re­

mained, when o.unUe was not with tllem, sitting togetller 
in a cosy corner of the school-room. 

What was to be done, wo.s their one thought. What did 
it all mean? The very thought of being given up into tho 
hands of the gipsies wa.e too ten·iule. 

At the so.me time, as Rupert kept constantly soying, it 
was certainly a fact-there could not be any doubt o.t all 
about the matter-that they were both to bo taken o.wo.y, 
next Thursday too, by those dreadful people. They must• 
run away, they both docided; get out of the pl!LCO o.s fast 
as possible before Thw'l!day came. 

Run away! Yes, yes; though_ tho.t was o.ll well enough, 
and easy enough also to say-but I.low was it to bo 
managed? 'fhat was the puzzle. ' 

"What a good tl.ling we found the letter, and that I read 
it, too," exclaimed the dismayed Rupert, 11B soon as ho hnd 
recovered from I.lie first shock. "Else wo should never havo 
known anything at a.JI about it." 

Vera, however, wa.e so much fright.cued tbo.t she half 
wished in her heart they hw-1 neither of them over come 
across the letter in question, an<l in fact, sai<l iis much. 

CHAPTER 11. 

But Rupert pronounced her to be a stupid girl for saying 
so, as he added, "I suppose you would rather, then, have 
remained here, and been taken away on Thurs<lay, wllether 
you liked it or not. Ridiculous." 

And Vera began almost to think the same of herself. 
How miserable she felt no one but herself could ever tell. 

"Lucky I could read, wasn't it? " demanded Rupert, with 
no little e.ir of self-conceit. 

"Perhaps it would have been better if you couldn't," 
returned Vera, dolefully. 

Somehow she could not help feeling that_something in the 
matter was very, very wrong. 

"Why, you're ridiculous again," broke in Rupert. 
The children had been too much Soared, so far, eren to 

think of returning the letter to auntie ; but now anotheT 
thought had entirely taken possession of Vem's mind. It 
came to her quite suddenly. 

"I don'i believe thllt letter-tiresome old thing-was ever 
auntie's at all, Rupert. It couldn't be. Why, good old 
Auntio Modgo-she wouldn't let the gipsies have us, I'm 
sm·e of that, not for tllo whole world." 

"I've been wondering myself, too, nbout that part of the 
bueincss," and Rupert started now, 11s if waking up from 
some vory 1rncomfortablo dream. 

"No I she's for too sweet for thnt, however strict she mny 
bo," o.nd Vorn looked thol'Oaghly unhappy as sh<J spoke. 
"I won<lor wo didn't both think of tha.t befol'O." 

"But, then, if it isn't her's, whoac is it?" 
And then, as if by a sudden impulse, they both shl.rtcd to 

their feet. Tllo matter should be a secret no longer. 
Whether Jhey were to bo captured by the gipsies or not 

noxt Tlrnrsday, they would oonfi<lo everything l\t once to 
Auntie MC1dgo ; fo1·, of courso, it couldn't bavo been one of 
hc1· letters. 'fhat was ocl'tain. Awtiy rushed both children 
upotairs; but their orrnnd wus ull in vnin. Aunt Madge 
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couhl 1wl. possibly bo disturhcd thnl evening-. She hntl 
ol.hrr impor(m1t lcttNs to write, rurnngemcn(s lo mnko for 
next Thursdny; nml nurse must ntteml lo Unpcrl nml Vern, 
until bed-time, hnd been tho messngc, should they rcquiro 
nny special 11ttcution. 

Arrnngcments lo mnko fornext Thmstlny I 'l'ho children 
becnme pale ngniu even ns they lislcucd lo the words thnt 
foll. Whnt could nll this mystery possibly menu, thoy 
wondered. 

Oh, if A1mtie l\fodgo would only come out herself nnd 
speak to them, if it wns but for ten minutes. But no; she 
must not be disturbed ou any necount. Aud nuutie's word 
wns nlwnys law in thnt household. 

The frightened children crept sndly to bed thnt night, nnd 
glndly forgot themselves in sleep. • 

The following morning o.untie was suddenly co.lied 11,wo.y 
from ho:ue. An old friend ho.d been to.ken ill o.nd wished 
to see her 11,s soon o.s possible. When she would be 11,ble to 
return home she could not exo,ctly promise. She kissed 
her " deo.r children," ns she o.l ways cnlled them, tenderly, 
aud then drove awny iu the c11,rri11,ge which WD,B waiting. 

Meanwhile Vere. o.nd Rupert, who ho.d not found o. single 
opportunity of talking with Aunt Madge on the subject 
that now troubled them so sorely, had mo.de up their plo.ns, 
fully, how to o.ct. 

Yes; they hnd quite decided. They would not mention 
n word of the matter to either cook or nurse. Somehow 
Vera thought it was better not to do so. Possibly one, or 
it might be both of them, knew something about the plo.n 
of which they had themselves so lately henrd. Then, if 
auntie returned on· Wednesdo.y evening, they would 
instantly take possession of her, and shew her the letter; 
costing all their trouble, in fact, into her ho,nds. • If she did 
not arrive by that time, they must simply take the matter 
into their own hands and run -away the.t 'very iiveniug. 
Thus at o.ny rate reasone,l the frightened children. 

Wednesday evening arrived, true to dnte, but no Auntie 
l\faclge. There was a he.sly post-card from her, however, 
Eaying that she hoped to be with them enrly the next 
moruinu-possibly before eight o'clock, the card said. • 

They0 would be surely safe until then, the anxious 
children thought. They would not stir out of doors nu 
inch, nnd, surely, if she co.me thus enrly, 1111 would be well. 

What, then, were their feelings when at seven o'clock 
next morning, when they had -sco,rcely risen, there came a 
thundering rat-fat-too at the front door, o.nd nurse cn\ne 
into the room, saying that o.· gentleme.n nnd a young lady­
o. most pretty young lady, too, she addecl-wished nt once 
to see both the children. • 

"We co.n't go. Oh, nurse-dear good nurse-please any 
so for us!" whispered Vero. entrentingly. 

Whilst Rupert pretended to look ve1·y dcfiaut nnd bro.ve, 
though, in reo.\ity, he wns quo.king in his shoes, ns people 
say, 

"Why I never heard of such nonsense, or of such bn<l 
mo.nners, either. I co.n't tell who.t to make of you, chilchon. 
Yon ought both to know better. Mnko hnste nud d1·ess 
yourselves prettily, I so.y, o.nd run downstairs to greet the 
lady nnd gentlemo,n. 

But Vern's hands trembled so much thnt she could 
ho.rdly clo the Jeo,st thing for hersolf. And thon et sw•io•, 
well-known voice wns henrd upon tho staircase, nml foot­
steps ncl vnnced nearer and nearer. 

Never had auntie been so wo.rruly welcomed in o.11 hn 
life. She ho.cl slipped in cp1iotly by tho ho.ck gardon-gate, 
and then stolen upsto.irs on purpose to surpriso tho children, 
who now positively clung to lwr with delight. 

"De quick, o.nd coruo downato.ira q11ickly," sho so.iJ, but 

in a voico lhnt lrPmhlccl somewl,at. '' Your f,tthcr, who hM 
not seen either of you eineo you were babies almoot, only 
rcnehetl 1•]11gln11d live clays ago, and is 11,Jrcady waiti11g in 
tho drawing-room to wolcomo his pets. He says he sent a 
short noto here, simply saying thoy would fetch you to-clay, 
but such nolo never rcnchod me. I only received a letter 
saying how ho longed to meet his children ngnin." 

This, then, was why Auntio Mndgo ho.cl been so tempted 
to cry whon ronding her letters lho,t morning when we first 
snw her. Sho could not bear the thought of parting. 
, Only n fow minutes lo.tor on, 11,nd Rupert e.nd Vern were 
both sto,ncling, shyly, o.s wo.e perhaps only natural, by the 
side of their handsome, and 11,Jeo clulighted-looking father. 

As ho says, they are certo.in to lovo Gipsy, the orphan 
niece whom ho ho.a brought up, o.nd who prefers thnt name 
to the ono given to her by her parents. Yes; they arc sure 
to be good friends with Gipsy. Everyone likes her. 

And Gipsy, os Vero. thinks, ho.s the most bee.utiful 
winning faco sho hns over seen. 

This, then, is the end of the story. 
Rupert o.nd Vero, both feel horribly nsbamed of them­

selves. They have, however, learned one very good lesson, 
not to jump to hasty conclusions, by which injustices mny 
be dune, 11,nd useless fears cherished. Also they see that 
it is better never to open, much less reo,d, a letter thnt 
belongs to some one else; and, before they went to sleep 
that night, they did not forget to thank their Heavenly 
Fo,thcr for he.ving preserved them from further rashness. 
They shuddered to think what might have been the con­
oequences had they actually run awo,y from their Joying 
friends. 

ANSWER TO BURIED TEXT. 

NO. IV.-p. 686. 

For whatsoever is born of God overcometh the world: 
nnd this is the victory that overcometh the worl,l, even our 
faith.-1 John v. 4. 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE VERSE. 

NO. llI.-p. 720. 

And after this Joseph of Arimnthron, being a disciple of 
Jesus, but secretly for fear of the Jews, besought Pilate that 
he might take awny tho lx-dy of Jesus: ond Pilate ga'l"e 
him leave. He enme thereforo, nnd took the body of ,Jesus. 
-John xix. 38. 

Luke xxiii. 50, 51. Secretly: Nicodemus. John iii. 1, 2. 
Joseph: Psn. lxxvii. 15; Acts vii. 9; John iv. 5. Ari­
m11thro11: Sec Mntt. xxvii. 57; l\Inrk xv. 42; Luke xxiii. 50. 
"For fonr of the Jows" : "Tho body of Jesus": Jose-ph, 
Jesus nnd Pilato: Pontius Pill\to: Mntt. xxvii. 2; Luke iii. l; 
Acts iv. 27; 1 Tiw. vi.13; Luke xiii. 1; l\Iatt. xx,·ii.19-26. 

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMA. 

NO. XXXI.-p. 7G8.-sm:rHERD.-John x. 11. 

S nmnrio. 
J-1 ohron. 
B phosus 
P hlippi 
H orob • 
E ruruaus 
U anmh 
D L\Wt\BOUS , 

{2 Kings vii. 1, 2; Acts ,·iii. 
5-8. [IS. 

2 Snm. ii. 1-7; Gen. xiii. 
Aots xix. I. 2, 23. 
Al'ls xvi. 12, 31. 22. 
I K iugs xix. 8, \l. 
Luke xxiv. 13, 28, 29, 35.' 
I 811111. viii. 4, 5; vii. 17. 
Al'ts ix. 10, lG, 29. 




