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¢ Who gave Hans Luther the hasty promise? You ulone;
1 never wished to have anything to do with it, and for a

1 reason also, for 1 know how to reckon household cx-
penses, and that you do not understand. It is enough for
you if moming and evening the dish is steamiog on the
table; but witence it 1s to come you never mnquire, and
you have no idea how I sit ug at nights and worry mysclf,”

The organist slowly mcved his head. ¢ Well do 1 know
that I have a small tncome ; but  know also that God will
bless to us what we do 1n charity, and that «n any case where
we share our money with the poor, we shall never be suffered
to want."”

#Of such a blessing 1 have never experienced anything
as yet,” said Kathenne maliciously, **but rather dispeace
an! vexation have entered our dwelling since Martin has
come toit.”

Lindeman's face assumed o serious expresston. ¢ That
is not Martin's fuult, but rather your unkind, ungencrous
heart,  Since you look at him v ‘th displeasure, and grudge
him everything, there is no peace in your heart. God's
blessing comes only to the cheerful giver.

At this moment the soft tones of a lute were hzard pro-
ceeding from the parlour, and, after a few chords, a voice
as clear and as pure as a silver bell burst forth. Konrad
listened and held his hollow hand to his ear. 1t was a sad
melody, and tremulously the sound passed through the (tulcx
house. When the voice had passed away the organist drew
his breath, and said more to glmsclf than to his wife, ** He
is a wonderful boy, Martin! As often as I heartus singuing,
it always scems 1o me as if [ heard it for the first e, so
new and refreshing it is, and 1 car never have enough of it
My fellow-organist at St. George's judges hikewise. He says
that at the mass he can hear the o.e voice among hundreds
which touches his heart like the voice of an angel ; and the
worshippers often turn round and ask, ‘\Whose s that
wonderful voice?® And now they continually call lum the
Nightingale.  Well, if nothing better 15 to become of hum,
he is 2 musi-ian and minstrel already, and will make a name
for himself 1n the world ; and sf the Pope 1n Rome knew
sbout him, he would be able to make use of hun, and the
Italians would grow dumb in histening to the German mght-
ingale. What do you think, ¥athenne 2"

*What should I think?"” she answered impatiently.
# First of all, I think musicians and choir-boys are flighty
people, whose fame is worth httle ; secondly, my opinion 1s,
that if Martin 1s able to sing so merrily, he cannot be badly
oft. 1f people are sorrowful they do not think much of
singing. Therefore I consider Martin a rogue ; he feigns
his illness and acts hypocntically, to touch our kind hearts
gz\his sighs and melancholy manners.”  With these words

therine left the room hastily, without watting for a con-
tradictory reply from her husband.

CHaPTER 1IL

Meanwhile Martin had gone up to his little garret, taken
off his clothes, which were scarcely dried enough at the
stove, and thrown himself on his poor bed. He felt very
ccnfused, his eyes were dancing, and he shivered with cold.
Ere long the cold turned to heat, and a fever wasin process.
The following moming he was unable to rise ; indecd, he
could scarcely remember where he was.  Little Barby, who
had waited for his coming down in vain, peeped through
the half-open door, and ran down in great alarm, as shic
noticed Martin, known to her only with the palest of fzces,
lying with highly flushed cheeks on his bed. Konrad had
gone tie p irﬁ day to Ruhla, where he wasto stand
godfather to the child of a distant relative. This was an
unfortunate occurrence, for Katherine had so much to do
that it was noon before she found time to look after the
invalid. She found him lying with half-closed cyes, and
descended the stairs with an easy mind; or if she had a
care, it was the thooght that along iliness might be in pro-
cess-with Martin, which wonld entaii on her a great deal of
troable. The morte this thonght took hold of her, the more
angrily she walked about the houss, like an evil spurit, so
that hier children kept aloaf from her; and at last cven hes
lord was silent, having learned that, on trying to soothe
her, ke only poured oil on the fire. Those were sad days
which Martin spent in kis garret.  Not that bodily pain
troubled him much, since the fever had wnly turned to a
great weakuess ; but there was a battle raging in his inmost
soul hotter than the fever in his veins. Marun felt a t
war going on in his heart ; he glowed with imresistible long-
ing Igto investigation and learning, and the little that he had
tasted [of knowledge hithierto had bat tended to iucrease
his thirs, and flled bis soul with enthusiasm. It seemedto
him in the halis of wisdom as if wings were given to hus
intellect, and in the blessedness of h:\ps)icst satzsfaction he
lost himself 1o the secrets of human leaming, forgetting
everything around. Besides, he was so well liked by his
fellowlscholars, that in seeing his genius they overlooked the
threadbare coat ; and the cye of his master rested upon him
with unmized celight.  What! Had all this only been 2
dream? He lifts tus hand to his brow, sces ciose above him
the tiles of the roof, and all aroand the tokens of his poverty,
2is ho :npo\-crg. Alas! it had been bat 2 dream, and
now all is over. He must give up the strugpie, ke must
suppress his desizes cacxfcpcallj, and {:ive up the highest
happiness of his life. It is not possible,”he says gloomily

sadly to himsell. *‘l shall not be able to strugple
throaghthe unfavourablecircumstances nor agzinst inexorably
fate. If I wished to bcgin ancw it were vaing I would
perish oa the road to the inaccessible goal.” Thus the un-

fortunate tortacn” \d himself; and as he arose from his
mizerable t at the end of five days, he had made up his
mind t> return to Mansfeld, and to become a miner like his
fxther.

The following day he took his books under his arm once

in ; for the last time he wished to hear the voice of his
much-loved teacher.  After the classes were over he remaned
behird, e could not get the packing of his bools fnished ;
and, besides, he wished 1o let the boys pass cut before hiwo
toallow him to talk alone to the rector,  Bot at the mo-
ment when he wished to open bis moath o take leave of his
teacher bis connage failed

“*What 1s

Trebonius saw that somclhmg‘ troubled him.
" he asked, laying tus hand

the matter with you, Martinus
kindly on the boy's shoulder.

Martin bit his lips to keep hack the tears, but it was of
no use; they l\crs'mcd in appeanng, and he stammered with
difficulty, ** Have patience with me, honourable sir; I was
obliged to stay at home for 2 week.”

After araving at his uncle’s the struggle began anew, and
now there was added to lus trouble lﬁg reproach for want
uof courage that he had not been strong cuough to fullil a
deternnativn previously made.  He threw himself on the
cold floor of his little bed-room, and cried out, ** 0 God,
thou must help; I cannot help mysell”  Alter having
nsen, he tool up lus knapsack hastly.  “This 1s the last
time,” he said, ‘“that I shall make use of i, for to-morrow
1 shall most assuredly tell the rector, and in three days 1
mtend to be at home in Mansfeld.”

Cnarter IV,

There is a house with three high bold-looking gables in
George Street, close to the church, which nses far above the
adjoining dwellings. The dragon’s heads at the comers,
pounng the rain-water down the street through thewr gagany
mouths, the carved stone flowers »vve the house.door, and
the bright windows, give to 1t quite a stately appearance.
Here dwells Mr. Konrad Cotia, one of the tichest and must
csteemed burghers of the guod town of Eisenach

It was again a cold, dull November day.  The rain poured
down the deserted street without intersuption.  Mrs. Ursula
Cotta with her children sat near the stove, where the woud-
fire crackled for the first time this season.  She was busy
showing them the old pictures of the old legend bool.
Hecinrich ws just asking the question why *“ Holy Elizabeth™
looked so hungry, secing she was a reigning countess of
Thuringia, and a countess did nnt require to be hungry,
when suddenly the singing of the choir-boys was heard frum
the et Mrs Cotta did not answer her child’s question ;
she listened to the sounds which reached her ears.  The
melody was well known to her.  The boys sung the ** Kyrie
Eleison” of the mass.  Suddenly she sprang up and hastene
to the window. ** There is our nightingale back agair,”
she cried cut in delight, and with shining eyes. ** Do ¢ou
hear how puse the voice sounds, like a silver bell? I have
wanted somcthing during the whole week, since 1 did nat
hear the nightingale, ncither at mass nor in the street, and 1
feared it had taken wings and flown to a country where
there is no winter and no sorrow.”

She searched among the boys with their honest blue cyes,
until she had feund out the bird, hitherto only heard but
never seen.  The sight must have touched her, fo. the tearns
started to her cyes, which rested continuously on Martin
Luther ; and her children hung about her and asked, *¢ Are

you sad, mother? do listen how beautifully they sing.”
The kind-hearted Ursula knows not how it happens, but
ere she remembers she is down on the street; and when she
came to herself again she stood in her warm room, and the
choir-boy sat on the bench, his cloak being put close to the
stove to dry.

Has 1t been 2 song of mourning or murmurnng, the
*¢ Kyric Eleison,"” which the boy had sung? Yes, he meant
it so, but without his intention it had turned into a prayer,
and now that has already been granted.  Martin reads it
in the cyes of the kind, high-born lady, who speaks to him
as his own mother does at home, only more gently and
tenderly. Mrs. Ursula ashs so sympathizingly about Mar.
tin's circumstances, as ifhe had been a new relative of whose
existence she had suddenly hearl.  Mezawhile the servant
brought a plate filled with wanm soup from the kitchen ; and
now Mrs. Ursula had the pleasure to see how a boy egjoys
tus dinner who has not had any good food for years.

After Martin was satisfied, Mrs. Cotta began to cate-
chize him znew, and soon she was made acquainted with his
life-story.  Her mind was at work upon an idea, which
shaped itself in uncertan figures before her eyes, and which
only requited her absent hustand’s sanction,  She did not
let the boy notice anything, but told him rather to pmay
camnestly, and the Lord, at the request of the holy Virgin,
would relicve his need at the proper time.  Then she dis-
missed lum, his knapsack weil-filled, and she called after
him, ** God grant that we shall see cach other again.”

Martin did not feel the weight of his bag. He hastened
home on wings, and did not even notice the astonishad face
of hiis aunt Katherine, who was attracted by the change in
his whole beaning.  When he reached s little gamret he
threw humself on his knees and thanked God for hus
mercics.

It required but a short conversation between Mz Cotta
and his wife, to n the resolution that they would take
Martin into their homes and treat hum as their own child.
Atdawn of the same day there was a haock at the urganst’s
doo:, and adisunguished-looking lady asked for admusion.

** Ah ! 15t you, aoble Jadj, whocundescend to step ander
my roof 2" sud the orgamist, hamtly lifting his cap.
+Martin told me how kind you have been to ham. ™

* Do you love Mattin very mach?” sad Mrs, Cotta
geatly.

The ormanist st a side glance o his wife, who entered
at that moment, then he rephad, “Martn is my sister’s son,
and a good, pious boy ; why should 1 not love him?™

1 also have leamed to love him,” continued Mrs.
Ursnla, **and I should like to have an opportunitf of show-
ing my love to him cvery da{o Therefore, beseech

you, chmit me t0 take the boy with me to my own
?xo:uc. *

Herr Lindeman could not trust hls ears, and stared at
Afrs. Cotta with questioning cyes.  But then, as she t-

hand, and said, *May God rewand you in all etemity for
what have done to m% poor child in his name.”

Kathenne stood in the door, rooled to the groand.
Shame and
hes face glow. After a short while she stepped forward,
h:x eycs cast down, and p
siicnce.

cd the mgn&. he bowed in the d t agiutioa. scized her

tance were wotking in her heart, and made
ressed M, Coluta’s band in

table in the circle of a noble, pious family ; and when, ata
later time, he went to bed, he did not shut an eye during the
whole night, but one pmyer after another rose from his
gmteful heart to God.

Twice 1s Eisenach meationed in Luther's story, and both
tumes an important event takes place in the great man's hie,
The Wartburg yonder on the hilll, and the house in Georpve
Street down in the valley, are homnes of the Reformer.  The
walls of the Wartburg saved the outcast fiom the murder.
ous steel of Kome, who tried to assassinate the hero fur the
truth's sake ; and the care 1n George Street saved the des.
pairing one from the miner's cowl, wherein the genius was
on the point of hiding itself.

Luther hunself never forgot what Eisenach did for him,
and always called it iy dear town.” Ursula Cotta was
an excellent women, lmfy a pattern of women, an ideal of
feminine virtue and pious customs, Lut she would never have
been famous, nor would posterity ever have heard her name,
had she not been chosen by God to be the benefactress of
the great Reformer.  She me a famous woman through
him, and wherever Luther's name is mentioned her kind
act 1s remembered, S, S.

THE GRACE OF HUMILITY.

** Whose shoe-latchet I amn nut worthy to unloose.—The
gecatest samnts of God tn every age of the Church have ul-
ways been men of Juhn the Baptist's sparit.  In gfts, and
Lnowledge, and general character they have often differed
widely. But in une respect they have always been abike ;—
they have been ** cluthed wath huanblity.™ (2 Pet. v. 5.) They
have not sought their own honour.  They have thought little
of themselves.  They have been ever willing to decrease of
Chnist mught only increase, to be nuthing if Chnst nnght be
all.  And here bas been the secret of the honeur God has
put upon them. ‘‘He that humbleth himself shall be ex-
alted.”  (Lulke xiv. 11.)

If we profess to have any real Christinmity, let us strive to
be of John the Baptist's sgunt.  Let us swudy humiluy.
This is the grace with which all must begin, who would be
saved. We have no true religion about us, until we cast
away our high thoughts, and feel ourselves sinners.—This
1s the grace which all saints may follow after, and which
none have any excuse for neglecting.  All Gud's children
have not gfts, or money, ur tune to wutk, ur a wide sphere
of uselulness ; but all may be humble. —This is the grace,
above all, which will appear most beautiful in our latter
end. Never shall we fecl the need of humility so deeply,
as when we lie on our dJdeathbeds, and stand befure the
judgment seat of Chrst.  Our whole lives will then appear
a lung catalogue of imperfections, ourselves nothing, and
Chust all.

CIVHON YE ANOW NOT.”

It is a solemn thought that John the Baptist’s words in
this place apply stnctly to thousands in the present day.
Chust s stll standing among many who neither see, nor
know, nor believe.  Chnst 1s passing by in many a pansh
and many a congregation, and the vast majonty have neither
an cye to sce Hi a, nor an ear to hear Him. The spint of
slumber secems poured out upon them. Money, and plea-
sure, and the world they know; but they kaow not Chrnist,
The kingdom of God is close to them; but they sleep.
Salvation 1s within thesr reach ; but they sleep.  Mescy,
grace, peace, heaven, eternal lfe, are so migh that they
might touch them ; and yet they sleep. *‘Chnst standeth
among them and they know lum not.” These are somow-
ful things to write down. But every faithful minister of
Christ can testify, like John the Baptist, that they are true.

What are we doing ourselves?  Tlus after all, 1s the great
question that concerns us. Do we know the cxtent of our
religious privileges in this country, and 1n these times? Are
we aware that Chnist 1s going toand fro in our land, mviting
souls to join Him and to be His dwsciples? Do we know
that the time is short and that the door of mercy will soon
be closed for evermnore 2 Do we know that Christ rejected
will soon be Christ withdrawn 2—Happy are they who can
give a good account of these inquines and who ‘‘know the
day of their visitation ! (Luke xix. 44.) 1t will be better
at the last day never to have been bom, than to have had
Christ * standing among us ™ and not to have known Him.

BOOKS.

God be thanked far buoks ! They are the voices of the
distant and dead, and make us hars of the spintual Life of
the past ages.  Books are the true traveless.  They give to
all who will faithfolly use them the soaety, the spintual

nce of the best and greatest of oar race.  No matter
ow poor I am. No matter though the sruspervus of my
own time will not cater my obscure dwelling.  If the sacred
waters wall enter and take up their abode under my roof, of
Miiton wall cross my theeshold and sing to me of Paradise,
or Shakespeare open to me the worlds of imagination and
the workings of the human hear, and Franklin to ennch
me with his practical wisdom, 1 shall aot pine for want of
wtellectual compamonship ; and I may become a caltivated
man, though excluded from what 1s called the best society
in the place where 1 hive.—Chanmng.

« EXCEPT a man be born again, he cannot see the King-
dom of God."—* Without holiness no man shall see the
Lord.” To%wellin the new heavens and the new carth,
we must be made new creatares.  There will be exquisite
seenety in heaven, when the pearly gates of the New Jeru-
salem appear; but o blind man could not cajoy it. cre
will b exquisite melody in heaven, from the golden
of angels and the redeemed 3 but 2 man witheut an <ar for
nusic could not eajoy it.  And just so there will be spotless
holiness in heaven—it will be the very atmosphere of heaven
—bhow, then, could an unholy soul enjoy it?2  *“ Marvel not
that I s2id unto you, Ye must be born again."—AleCieyne.

On the same evening Martin Luther satat the well-covered
)



