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way take us up to God ourselves. We
arelto live by :the day, not as hutter
flies, which aro creatures of a day, but us
mortal, yet immortal, beings belonging
to Eternity, whose mortal life may end
to night, whose longest hfe is but an
ophemeral fragment of our immortality,

Evelyn seems very much aloof from
the world about her. In society some-
times she becomes animated, and
flashes brilliant snyings on all sides,
Rut her wit 'is mostly sativical; the
point is too often in the sting.

At present, I believe, she has passe”’
sentence on me as Phavisaieal, because
i of something I suid of the new oratorio
of the Messiah. At fitst it seemed to
e more heavenly than anything I
had ever heard ; but when they came
!to those words about our Lord'’s
sorrows, “He was .despised and re
jected, aman of surrows and acquainted
with grief,” and around us there was,
not & hush of shame and penitence,
but a little buzz of applause, suppressed
! whispers, such s Charming!"—
- “What tono!”-—“No one else can
su-tain that note in such a way ! ”"—
al at the close the audience loudly
dipped the singer, aud she responded
with a deep theatrieal courtesy—-1
thought of « When I surecey the won
droug cross,” wished myself in Dr
Witts' chapel, and felt 1 would rather
b listened to any poor nasil droning,
which was worship, than to such
mockery, 1 could uot help erying,
When we were in the house again,
Evelyn said,—

“You enjoyed that music, Kitty.”
“No, Uousin Evelyn,” I said; «I
would rather hato been in Aunt
Henderson’s chapel at Hackney.”
“Your taste is original, at all
k events,” she replied drily.

“To think,” Lsaid, ** of their setting
p the great shime and agony of our
| Sniour to music for an evening's
E entertainment, and applauding it like
JEa play!  One might us well make a
f 111y about the death-bed of a mother.
g For it, is true, it is true! He did
B suffi r all that for us."™

E “he looked at me earnestly for a few
B wonents, and then she said coldly,—

f * How do you know, Cousin Kitty,
Bt ather people were not feehng it as
JBwu Y as you? What right have we to

flier tless just becauso the tears do not
Hoone at every moment to the surface.

BTh Bible says, ‘Judge not, and ye
JRshall be not judged ;7 and tells us not

Ecut of other people’s eyes.”

2 1 wus quite silenced. It is so
ot to think of the right thing to
§.y at the moment. Afterwards T
JRhought of u hundred answers, for T
lid vt mean to judge awyone un-
inl's T only spoke of my own feel-
But Evelyn has retived into hor
and ovades all attempts to
Bosute tlge‘subject.

8 '~ worning -at ‘breakfust Cousin

Rlury (of ,whomw we see very little)
ke quite us an ordinary occurrence,
Bi « duel, in Whiich soine one had beer
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killed, in consequenco of s quarrel
about & lady; and of another little
affair of the same kind ending in the
flight of a lady of rank to the Continent.

1 asked Evelyn afterwards what it
meant,

“Only that some ono ran away with
some one else’s wife, and the person to
whom the wife belonged did not like
it, and so there was a duel, and the
husband was killed.”

“ But,” I said, *that is a dreadful
sim. Those are things spoken of in the
Ten Commandments.”

“Sin,” she replied, “my scriptural
eousin, i3 a word not in use in polite
circles, except on Sundays, as o quota-
tion from the Prayer-Book We never
mtrodace that kind of phraseology on
weell days.”

“Do these terrible thi-igs happen
ovten, then 1” T asked.

“Not every duy,” shs replied drily.
“The next thing you will'be thinking
is, thut you huve lighted on a den of
thieves. A great many people only
play with imitations of hearts in ice.
For instance, mamma’s little amuse
ments are as harmless to hevself and
all concerned as the innocent gambols
of a kitten. The only danger in that
kind of diversion,” she added Vitterly,
*“is, that it sometimes ends in the real
heart and the imitintion being scarcely
distinguishable from cach other.”

The easy and polished world around
mne no longer seems to me empty and
trifling, but terrible.  These icicles of
plensure ave, then, only the spurkling
crust over an abyss of passion, and
wrong, and sin. -

There is excitement and interest
enough, certainly, in watching this
drama, if ono knows anything of what
is underneath,~the same kind of ex-
citement as in watching that dreadful
rope-dancing Cousin Harry took us to
sece at Vauxhall The people are
dancing at the risk of life, and more
than life. The least loss of head or
heart, the least glancing aside of one
of these graceful steps, und the per-
formers fall into depths one shudders
to think of.

I trembls when I think of it. Dull
and hard as the religion ceemed to me
at Aunt Henderson's, it is safety and
purity compared with the wretched,
cruel levity, this dancing on the ice,
beneath which your neighbours are
sinking and struggling in agony.

Religion is worth something as a
safeguard, even when it has ceazed to
be life and joy.

The sweet hawthorn which makes
the air fragrant in spring is still some-
thing in winter, ulthough it be ouly as
a prickly prohibitory hedge,

Evelyn looked at me one day with
her wistful, soit look, and said very
yravely,—

“Kitty, I believe you really do be-
lieve in God.”

“You do mnot think that any
wonder 1” I.said.

“I do,” she said solemanly. “I have
been watching you all this time, and'I
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am sure you really do believe in God ;
and I think you love hun., I have
never met any one who did since my
old nurse died.”

“Never mot with any religious per
son!” I said,

“I did not say that,” she replied
“I have met with plenty of religious
persons, Uucle and Aunt Henderson,
and soveral ladies who ahlmost shed
tenrs over their cards, while talking of
Mr. Whitetield's *heavenly sermon,’
et Lady Huntingdow’s—numbers of
people who would no more give balls
in Leut thau Aunt Henderson would
go to Church, T have met all kinds
of people who have religious seasons,
and religious places, und religious dis-
likes, who would religiously pull their
neighbours to pieces, and thank God
they are not us other men. At the
oratorio I thought you were going to
turn out just a Pharisee liko the rest;
but I was wrong. Except you and my
old nurse, I never met with any one
who believed, not in religion, but in
God ; not now and then, hut rlways.
And I do wish, Cousin Kitty, | were
like either of you.”«

“Oh, Cousin Evelyn,” T said, * you
must not judge people g0 severcly. How
can we know what is really in other
people’s hearts? How can we know
what humility and love there sve in
the hearts of those you call Phavisees ;
how they weep in secret over the in.
firmities you despise ; how much they
have to overcome ; how, perhaps, the
severity you dislike is only the irritation
of a heart struggling with its own
temptations and not quite succeeding?
How do you know that they may not
be praying for you even while you are
laughing at them 1”

“1 do not want them to pray for
me,” she replied fiercely. “I know
exactly how they would pray. They
would tell God I was in the gall of
bitterness and in the bond of iniquity ;
they would thank him for having, by
his distinguishing mercy, made them
to differ ; and then they would express
a hope that I might be made to see the
error of my ways. I know they would,
for I heard two religious ladies once
talking together about me. One asked
if I was a believer; and the other, who
had expressed great interest in me and
sought my confidence, said she ‘was
not without hope of me, for 1 had
oxpressed great disgust at the world.’
She had even told Lady Huntingdon
she thought I might be won to the
truth. The woman had actually worked
herself into my - confidence by pre-
tended sympathy, just to gessip about
me at the religious ten-parties.”

I endeavoured to say a word in
defence, but she exclaimed,—* Cousin
Kitty, if I thought your religion would
make you commit a treachery like that,
I would not say a word to you. But
you have never tried to penetrate into
my confidence, nor-have you betrayed
any one else’s. I feel T can trust you.
I feel if you say you care for me you
uean it ; and you love me as me, my-
self,—not like a doctor, as a kind of
interesting religious case.  Noiv,” she
continued in a gentler tone, 1w not
at all happy, and X beliove if I loved
God as you do I should be. ‘Thutmay
seem to you a very poor reason for
wishing to bo good, but it does seem as
if God meant us to be happy; and I
havoe been trying, but I don't get on.
Indeed, I feel as if I got werse. I
have tried to confess my faults to God:
Tused to think that it must bo easy,
but the more I'try the harder it'is. It

seems as if one never could get to the
bottom of what one has to confess.
At the bottom of the faults, cen-
soriousness, idleness, hastiness, I come
to s, pride, selfishness. It is not
the things only that are wrong, it is /
that am wrong,—T myself,—and what
canalter me 7 I may chunge my words
or my actions, but who is to change
me? Sometimes I feel a longing to
fall into a long sleep and wako up
somebody else, quite new.”

T said, “¢Except ye be converted,
und become s little children, ye can-
not enter the kingdom of hieaven.” 1t
is v that must be converted, changed,
and not merely, as you say, our actions
—turned quite round from sin and
darkness to God and light.”

She caught at the woras “as little
children.”  She said, “Cousin Katty,
that is just the thing I should like—
that would be like waking up quite
uew.  Bul how ean that be?”

“It seems to me,” I said, “that it
must be hike the blind man, who be
lieving in our Lord's words, and look-
ing up to him sightless, saw. Looking
to him must be turning to him, and
turning to him mnust be conversion.”

Then we agreed that we both lad
much to learn, and that we would read
the Bibie together.

Since then we have read the Bible
very uften together, Lvelyn and I,
But her anxiety and unensiness seem
to increase.  She says the Bible iy so
full of God, not only as a King, whose
audience must be attended on Sundays,
or a Judgo at a distance, recording
our sins to weigh them at the last day,
but as a Father mear us always, hav-
ing a right to our tendercst love as
well ag our deepest reverence.

“And I,” she says, “am far from
loving him best—have searcely all my
life done nuything, or given up any-
thing, to please him.”

I comforted her as well as I could.
I told her she must not think so much
of her loving God as of his loving her;
—loving us on through all our in-
gratitude and fooishness. We read
together of the (Nass—of him who
bore our sins therc in his own body,
and bore them away,

I :dnnot but think this is the true
balm for my cousin’s distress; it always
restores and cheers me—and yet she
is not comforted.

It secus to me sometimes as if while
I were trying to pour in consolation,
mightier hand than mine gently put
aside the balm, and made the very
gracious words T repeated a knife to
probe decper and deeper into the
wound.

And then I can ounly wait, and
wonder, and pray. It does seem as if
God.wers working in her heart. She
is 50 much gentler, and more subdued.
And the Bible says not only joy. and
peace, but gontleness, is a fruit.of* the
Holy Spirit.

I often wish Evelyn were only as
free as the old woman who seils oranges
at Aunt Beauchamp’s door, or the
little boy who sweeps the crossings ;
for they may go where thiey like and
hear the Methodist preachers in Moor:
fields or in the Foundry Chaper. And
I feel-as if Mr. Wesley or Mr. White-
field could help my cousin as I cannot.
If she could only hear those mighty,
melting words of conviction and con-

colliers’ faces, or holding ‘the crowd at
Moorfields in awe.stricken, breathless
attention ! !
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solation I saw bringing tears down the .
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