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AUNT MARTRA AND THE QUEEN.

For fiftyr years-~oh, more than fifty
years-:-Ihad wanted tocome.toEngland anîd
see Queen Victoria. I fell in love yith ber
whven shme was. crowned. We ieard of it
eut in Liberia, and I saw ber picture, and
yve read hiow good she vas .to ali her sub-

jects, the black ones -as well as the wvhite
ones. Froin that time I ivished te come
and see lier, and now I have been. It
was with this little speech, writes -a lady
representative of the .Pult lall Budget,
that thieQueen's Liberian visitor and I coin-
menced our acquaintance on Monday after-
noon in-a briglt drawing-room at Kensing-
ton. WhWen we were ushered in, mîy artist
colleague and 1, the blinds were down, and
for a morneit ve could not see the old lady.
But then, froin under the shawls on a
couch in the corner peered a briglit, black
face, and in a* moment Mrs. Ricks pre-
sented hierself to is.

" She's a wonderful old lady, Aunt Mar-
tha is," Mrs.. Roberts, the widowv of the
first. Liberian President, had told me in the
morning. " She is.full of spirits, and
you'il see low she'liliugyou." The words
had called up te mind a gorgeous picture
in an old edition of " Uncle Tom's Cabin,"
where a very stout and tall negress was
swinging a wooden soup-ladle in eue hand,
and "iugging" somebody very fervently
with the other. It was not a vision where-
with to conjure at the present moment.
But no so.oner hîad the snall ebony-faced
wonman got up than it was gone. So far
from being a boisterous, gigantic virago,
Mrs. Ricks is a smaill-featurecd womuan, with
a cheery face, and an expression of auch
simple sweet humility that you forget, the
very moment, you see her, whether lier
sii is black or white, and see only the
lok ocf loyalty, of singlenîess of aim, and
the expression of quiet happiness, now that
the one great wish of a long lifetimie lias
been fulfilled even beyond expectation.
We told Mrs. Ricks-that the artist would
like to nake a sketch of lier while she told

ie of lier visit to the queen last Saturday
afternoon. . She was a:little bewildered at
first,; in the morning two great photo-
graphiers iad asked lier te honor themi
with a sitting ; she had hiad -visitors, and
she liad seeli a little of Great London. But
gently, ineekly as a child, sue stood there,
ready to do aiything ; to put on what dress
of lier littie stock WC îîmiglt vish, te ioseór,
sit just wlere we liked. Yes, we settled
presently, ve would like te sec lier just as
she was dressed when Queen Victoria and
all the Royal fanily received lier. And off
shie went, after putting a great white straw
bonnet over lier black lace cap, te don those
precious black garnents, the silk skirt, the
short mnantilla, and the neat big bonnet.
We placed her where the liglt fell upon
lier ; sue was no awkward sitter ; there wvas
noe posing, nO self-consciousnless - this
stranîge thing that wvas happening now was
onily part of the wonderful events that wero
happening to lier in England.

AUNT MARA EoINS TO TALK.

"Now, Mrs. Ricks, we won't take any
notice of the artist ; lie mîîust just sec how
lie can manage, and ineanwhile you'Il tell
i aill about Saturday, voi't yon? Every-
body likes to hear how your great wisih ias
fulfilled after se many years, and everybody
will thinmk still more lighly than before of
our good Queen for granting you your wish
so graciously and kindly. I-ad you been
lonîgin England before you saw the Queenl?"

Oh, no, net long ait ail." She counted
the days on her finigers, and then said, with
the peculiar accent of the negro tribes,
whichî, thougl soniewhat indistinct, lias a
musical cadence pleasing te the car, " It is
just a week, oly just oee week, sinice I
arrived. .And I have accu lier, and lier.
house, and lier country. I cannot quite
believe it yet that it is ail true. But ut is
truc, and now I do not care how soon the
Lord shall call in home ; I amî ready any
day."

THE QUEEN SHAKES HIANDS iITII HaER.

'How We iont down.? In he train, on
Satuiday afternoon, the Liberiai Minister,
Dr. Blyden and Mrs. Blyden, and their
daugher, and- the: little -grand-daughuter,
went ývithm us, and Mrs. Roberts and soime
otlher friends. At Windsor two carriages
fetched us at the station, and at four o'cloék
Queen Victoria carne and saw nie. It was
in a golden ràom ; 'everything ivas se beau-
tiful, and thero ivera pictures of all tlie

Kings and Queens, and I did not know
wvher'to look te sec i ail. I never heard
Queen Victoria come in, but ail at once they
told me ste was there, and they ivere ail
coming towards us. I cannot tell you
what Qucen Victoria said te me ; aime
speaks se softlyp but sie smiled, and her
voicewas swet,iand aie shook uhands with
me, only iith me. They had told me sie
never shook hands with people ; no Queens
did ; sie never shalkes iands avith Dr.
Blyden, tho.ugli lieis theLiberian Minister ;
but Queen Victoria really shook iands with
me." The brown velvety eyes, se meek
and lowly otherwise, and just a little weary
at the and of the long working day of life,
shione and sparlded with delight. It is
wonderful how attractive the face of even
an old typical native of Africa can be, with
its millions of wrinkles and its border of
crisp grey hair, when lit up by the liglt of
happiness and gratitude ! .

QUEEN VICTORIA'S oUOtSE.

Who was with the Queen, Mrs. Ricks?
Did I hear Mrs. Roberts say the Prince of
Wales was with ier ?"-" Who, the young
mani? Yes, lie was there. I don't know
whichi of the threce getilemen hie was, but
they all looked very pleased, and smiled.

where slo sits when asie goes te meeting.
The chapel ivill last forever; i looks aIs if
it were built to last always, always. We
went right te the top of Queen Victoria's
house; aime allowed mie to seE everything,
and then *ive iyere driveib, k te
station."

AUNT MARTHA's QUILT.
"And you brouglt the Queen a beauti-

fui preseit, did you not, Mrs. Ricks ?"-
"At himo, when a poor iman coames te visit
us on our farm, lie never comes without
somae little preseit. Hlow could I come t
Queen Victoria, and bring lier noc present ?
I made it ail mîyself, every stitch of it.
It was a quilt, nine feet square, of white
satin, and on it I hîad embroidered a
coffee trea, in green satin, ivith branches
and leaves and with the berries, some red
and soma green, and there was a manl
gathering the coffée, and aborderof passion-
fiowers. Yes, I eut the tree out and madi,
everything myself, te take as a pres-:à to
Queen Victoria. I took it to Windsor last
Saturday, and one of the Royal Fanuly,
a gentleman, said lie would deliver it.
Was it muchi work i Not too mucli ; and
I was happy imakiumg i." Think of il for a
moment, and compare it withi the priceless

AUNI' MAitTihi.

But I saw the wholo Royal famiiy ; seven,
.[ think, there wero. The Queen Victoria
and the whole Royal fanily ; overy ene of
thei." Who would have the heart to
destroy the happy illusaim of the loyal soul
and enliglten lier on this point? As a
natter of fact there were present, besides

the Queen, the Princo anid Princess of
Wales, Princess Beatrico, aîîd the Prin-
cesses Victoria and Maud. "And Queen
Vrictoria looked just as. I had always
thought she would look, only a little older.
She stoops, and I don't stoop, tlough I
ami older than she. I am seventy-six.
But slo has had troubles, great troubles;
no Wonder ber shoulders are bent. She
did not. stay long in the golden room ;
when I could think again they had aIl gone,
and I forget what sie said, but I shall
never forget how she srnilod, and iow she
shok hands with mie. rAfter that we were
taken air over Queen Victoria's liaose.

,Oh, the bea'utiful béautiful things of hvliich
it vas.ftull I And we hai dinner iri a lovely
roonii, and wo saw her elhapel, and th place

"'boughît" presents that are laid almost
daily at the fet of Her Majesty. There,
in the wilds of West Africa, on her lonely
coffea plantation, the old negro womian of
thiree-score-years-and-tenm sits year after
year and stitches, with bands horny with
the honest toil of maniy a long day, a white
satim qult with a greei coffee tree, as a
humble thanik-offerumg on the day for whielh
she lias waited hailf a century, when she
shall have crossed the great water and seei
vith hier own eyes the "mnussu, tlime
''lead-womami" of the land.

HOME AGAIN HOME Ao(AIN

"And had you really 'all these years
meant te came to England for the purpose
of Seeing our- ueeun "-".Yes, ail these
years. .I had heard it often froni the time
when I was a' child, loiv good the Queen
anid the Eiglisi kings, lier.relations, had
beau tb umy people, to slaves and blacks;
hiow they wa'l ted iis tobe free; as white
people are, nd liow they worked for us
and tried to'free us. I wras boni a slave
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in Ainerica, but my father bought hinséif
and my mother and his seven children off,
and we went ail back te Africa when I was
a child ; therefore I- have never feit the
hardships of slavery. But du 1îave knoiwn
others who have, and I know-whabit means.
My husband, who lias been dead six or
seven years, often laughed and said Well,
when are you off to England to see the
Queen Victoria ?' and others said the saine
and laughed at me. I could not afford it
then ; but I was saving all the tirne, and
at last I had enough. They ivould not be-
lieve it, that I really was going ail alone,
and said, 'Aunty Martha, surely you are
not going to England . But I did mean
te go, and started off alone. It happened
tbat some friends were. going, but 1 did
not know that when I went. We. came
straight to. England, but imy friends got off
in another town-France, I think, they
-:.lled it-and I came on to Engiaiid alone
by the steainer. I imeant to stay till Octo-
ber, but it will be too cold.. It is not.very
cold now, as long as the wind does not
blow. But when the wind blows it is asif
I were being shot with a bail, se I nust
go home sooner. And why should I not
go ? What I looked forward to alinost ail
lny life bas now comle truc ; now I an
ready. I shall work on my farm as long
as I can, and vhen the call cornes te go,
then there is nothing to keep me. The
sooner it comes, tle better. Al ny friends
are gone, I bave only two stepsons, and
those help me on the farn, and I have
seen the Queen Victoria."

FINIS.

Again the soft eyes light up, a peaceful
look comes into the good black face, the
hands lie quietly folded before lier as sho
looks up into the grey Engiish sky. There
is a touching poen of Chanisso's describing
an old washerwoman of nearly eighty years.
Sle lives alone in lier garret ; all the week
she is at work, and on Sunday morning sle
takes out lier Bible, wraps lier white shroud
around lier, the precious garment she ber-
self bas sewn, and in w'hich "soon she
will rest in dreaniless sluiber," and grate-
fully lif ta up lier hcart te the Giver of life.
" Aunt Martha," as she is called by all lier
friends, is the exact prototype of Cha-
nisso's " Waschfrau ;" if ever you have

read the poem, or seen one of the many
pictures that have been painted fi illustra-
tion of it, you cannot hel conparing the
two, and quoting, as you look at lier, the
poet's last lines

And . when cycning shades are falling,
Would happily go to ny rest.

Had L like lier. fuîlfllled imy calling.
And stood, like lier, life's hardest test.

THE UNWELCOME SOHOLAR.

One of the sore trials of some scholars is
the sense that they are not welcome among
their classmnates. Soncthing about their
appearance, or lot in life, excites in their
associates the feeling that they are not
wanted, and the dissatisfied minembers have
many expressive ways of naking it -known.
They may not tell the unfortunate cnes
that their company is not desired ; but the
look, or shrug of the shoulder, or the stand-
ing aloof froin then, or the curi of the lip,
orahauteur of manner, are sufficient te con-
vey the feit intimation that they are in the
wrong place. All this lias an unhappy
effect upoii ail concerned, and should, if
possible, be avoided. Another lias thus
described the situation: "Alas for the
unwelcome scholar! In nany a class there
is one who is not wanted by the othmer
nembers. A working-girl is placed by the

superintendent in a class. . Up noses go in
the air, and the skirts of dresses are
gathered upi as the poor girl takes lier seat.
How she feels the iciness that is .throwa
into manner. and speech when thy.: hav:e
te do with lier I How imuch these young
ladies could do for lier if they wouId1
:How they .could make lier hîeart warm
with the assurance that in this Christiai
place all ciass. distinctions are ignored.I
But they send ber back home with. the
ranlcing thlougit that bere, if any ·thing,
she is more despised than elsowhere.
Sucl treatment is likely te send her to the
bad, if anything can do se. A.nd hiow
muany have upon then the responsibility of
the consequences of such snobbish acting
none cah tell. Alas for the unwelcoine
scholar! Alas for those who. show that
sho is unwelcome! I"-Presbyteriant Observer.


