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CHAPTER XVIIL

WITIUIN OR

Presently, some nowspapers in his hand,
¢, Max,” as Saidee cdl}s him, comes in,
He has been school-fellow, and **Max,”
with cvery girl in the room save Lois; but
during the last two yeare, exeepting Saideo
Hurd, he has to them all become **Mr.
Whitney,” vven to *wild, rnughty, gifted”
Caddio Gireenongh,

1t is not hecauso of any lack of cordinlity
amd warm remembrance. 1t is, rather, be-
causo the girls thanselves are aware that
while they have Leen standing still as re
gards tho deeper interests of human exist-
cnee, he has beecome absorbed with life'’s
higher sing, —becanse that in his presenco
they feel how trifling, how unworthy, are
their dealings with lifc’s most sulemn ques-
tions, most scrious dutics,

He nover comes homo but he disturbs
these girls. Somctimes the seriousness of
his manner strikes them as a shadow, some-
times as a light.

Even Saidee, who compromises and calls
him “Mr. Max,” who says to hersclf that
tho boyizh gayety and staunchness has but
wellowed into a man’s geniality, and who
feels that the delightful school-life friend-
shiphas deepened into most faithful, watchful
care —oven Saidece, althuugh she nay daiut-
ily teaso amdl mock, feels, when in his
iresence, how traly and how wholly he
}ms consecrated himself to his Master's scr-
viee.

These girls liko him noua the less, how
ever, for these changes. lven Cad Green-
ough admires consistency as much—wall, as
much as she dreads it.  Caddie is no Christ-
ian —-she herself often thinks she never shall

c.

“But, all the samo, Saidee Hurd,” she
says, “I'm glad to know there's solidity
somowhere—so very awful glad of any hu-
man character that I can respect from ba.
ginning to end.  But, merey!” she adds
with o grimace, “were 1 you, Saidee, in
such immninent danger of becoming ‘Mrs,
Max,” 1 should stipulate to be left at home
with the mother, and only sce my lord and
master at intervals—I should like to live
with Mrs. Whitney mysclf.”

Saidec blushes softly, then rouses herself
aud draws a distressful picture of dear, quict
Mrs. Whitnoy shut up in daily life *with
such a daughter-in-law ag you would be,
Cad, supposing you 1ere me!”

Every givl in the room, excepting Caddie,
is a memoer of Dr. Guthrie’s church. Dut
Caddic does not feel at all out of place
among them, Not she.  “Always glad to
work with the church,” she has said saucily
to Mrs, Whitney when she was invited.

Caddic is, in reality, the leading spirit in
all the church fairs, and festivals, and ex-
cursions; and her class—one of the infant
classes—is by fur the best-drilled in the Sab-
bath-school.

. “It’s enongh,” she says, “to answer for
Jjust my own personal iniquitics, without he-
ing brought to book some day for my infiu.
once—J mean to take care that iy influence
don't commit many sins!” And Caddic
looks very serious—but nobody can tell for
certain \\'bcthcr she 13, or not.

Arranging for this evening, Mrs, Whit-
ney has said to Mrs. Guthrie, ‘““and Cad
Greenough?”?

“0h, yes,” Mrs, Guthric has replied, with
a tender smile, “most certainly ask Cad
Greenough.  Dear, naughty Caddie! She'll
manage to not feel out of place, wo may be
sure, and oven to be of use.”

So-here, nmon§ the young church imcm-
bers this strangely dear Caddie is; and, ns a
certain air of gravity scttles u})on the cir-
cle when Mr. Whitney seats himself with
his papers, sife touches Saidco’s hand.

“Now I don'tTeel like a black sheep in
the flock at all; but, do you know, my dear,
that you are looking exactly as_if you did*”

Saidee receives this eminently Caddyish
whisper in silence.  To her, instead of gay,
thess chance to be solemn words,  For the
last few months, she has, indeed, stood in
the door of the Fold, quite ns ready to stray
away over those dark mountains of unbeltef
whero Elizabeth is so wearily wandering —
quite nsready as to turn and follow the
Good Shepherd.  She feels, with a strange
ly sinking hicart, that this evening the door
is close upon her—shutting her safely with

WITHOUT,

in, fastening her forever without—one or
the other, forevermore.

©Mr. Max” opens ue newspapers.  Uis
tones ave grave.

*‘Bofore we consider our vwn little fiold
of work, perhaps it will Sugpive us to hear
what a few other young people have accom.
plished.  To what I am about to read I was
an cye witness, and so I can aflirm  hat it
was really the work of a fow young ladies.”

Saidee Hurd's heart quakes within her as
he reads, aud 1. doubt other hearts do, tuo,
Can ho be expecting that kind of work of
them? Can ho e that they shall take
such clder’s and deacon’s dutics upon them-
selves -to organize private prayer-meetings,
cach girl with her own littlo revival to pre-
side over?

“Theentire village has been Chiristianized
by this carnest layman s work,” Mr. Whit-
ney says, as he luys down his paper. *Why
cannot the experinent, so sigually blessed
in resulty, bo repeated here?”

He Juuks around, his face flushed with his
fervor. He discovers but faint responsc in
the fair young faces.

Dorcas socicties, missionary outfits, visit-
ing the sick, the support of a duzen poor
familics through a kard winter—liow eager-
ly he has seon these same wealthy young
Christiang take up theso branches of church
labor! But, one and all, they draw back
from this!

There is & long silenco in the little coun.
cil. It is Caddic Greenough who breaks it
at last. She turss to Mrs, Whitnoy,

“You've ﬁone beyond me this time—7
’"iiiht as well go home!”

_The spell of silence dissolved, Mrs. Guth-
rie says:

“Como, my girls,” and Mr. Max follows
them over to the sofa.

Under cover of the buzzing voices, Mus.
Whitney moves her chair mearet Caddie.
Caddie knows she is going to be taken to
task now; but he likes ‘dear Mrs. Whit.
ney's little earnest religious talks.  She set-
tles down with an indescribable air of cosi-

ness, Jeaning o little toward her hostess, |

with an obedient, listening mien altogether
cedifying for those to sec who have felt the
merty sarcasms of her daring, handsome
black cyes.

It is never hard to speak to Caddic upon
religious subjeets; still of her, more than of
almost any other, Mrs. Whitney wonders
where the end will be.

“My dear girl,” she says, “do you think
it would be unsuitable to holda prayer-
mecting in your parlor?”

“Unsuitable - I don’t know as it would.
Still, now that you put it thus, I doubt if
the rooms wouldn'’t sec m like a chureh, or a
conference-room, for weeks after. Think of
dancing the German in them after that!”

“Then, ‘afier (that,’ supposing you
shouldu’t dance the German®”

“It’s hardly fair to follow e up so close,
Mrs. Whitney" laughs Caddic.

Mrs. Whitney pursttes her.  ““Don't you
think, Caddie, that you would dare go toa
dozen houses and invite the people to pray-
cr-meeting?”

“Dare! Oh! yes, I'd dare- - Lut wouldn't
it be funuy business for me, Mrs. Whitncy?
Would you like yourself to sce o in such
an absurd position®”

Mrs. Whitney's gentle cyes eapress vol-
umes.  Caddie mcets them frankly.

‘As to the prayer-mectings themsclves,™
she goes on,  “it is very proper work for
Christians, I think, I should suppose, in-
deed, that Christians would occupy their
time thus far more than they do; and this
sort of prayer-nceting I approve of; it is
something definite, something to the point.
These girls might set themsches about it
very properly — They belang to the chiund,,
and they could nsk people to come toa
prayer-meeting with a gr A grace.

““There’s that little nun of a ITurd cousin;
now I should think it might be just ker vo-
cation,  And I can fauey how Saidee Hurd
might suddenly turm a sharp corner, and
put Ler whole soul into it T've always
thaught there was the making of & glorious
kind of Christian &t Saidee Hund, and miay
I be there {0 see!

“But ag for Cal Greenough - why, Mrs,

Whitney, what would people think tosco &
porson not u church member, instituting o
prayer-meoting, and asking her friends to
como! What an -ssemblage we should be,
to bo sure! Mrs. Whitnoy!Xehall expect you
to tell mo next that X ought to pray at my
meeting!”

“Perhaps a0, Caddio, dear.  And ought
younot? Indeed, ought you to wat for the
meeting? Ought you not” to go houwo this
night and fall on your knees, and cry,
‘Lord be merciful to mo o sinner!” Oh,
Caddie, Caddie! W/en are you going to do
thaty”

Caddio is too frank and fearless not to
make somo sort of auswer, oven to th-s
guestion; but sho angwers 1\!:'8. Whitney as
she would no one clse—with the deepest
truth within her.

“When I cannot stand_ it any longer, T.
gupposc.” But after this answer she will
not say « word further, and Mrs, Whitnoy
will not ’])rcss her. . .

Mr. Whitnoy is talking with Lois. He
hias been haunted by & desire to learn some
thing moro of that Hannah Gregg.

“I'saw you were pasticularly interested
in her,” he says, “and Iliko to strengthen
myself with good caamples. I can’t bear to
miss o shining Christian I want to know
your Miss Gregg.” .

Lois, finally, 1sled to tell bim of Han-
nal's great plan; sceing his interest to be
genuine, she talks and talks, and quite for-
gets herself.

“Isn’t she somecthing remarkable? she
onds. *‘I don’t sup=asc she cver < much
as heard, until I tola ser, of Jeouic ™ llins
and her Boflin's Bower, nor ¢ auy of that
gort of work in the castern citics. So it is
a® ~.ich to her eredit as if wothing of the
kind ever had been done—dor’t you think
80."

“She must be encouraged,” Mr. Whitney
says with cqual warmth.  “And she will
need far more encouragement and help than
ghe dreams of now. f Mrs. Guthrie is in-
terested, as you think, the plan will widen
and assume proportions nonc of us can be-

in to imagine at present.  Yes, she must
Ec quite o remarkable person; but I dare say
that to-day, in scores of places, th.re are
wonen turning over just such Llessed plans,
I havo noticed, Miss Gladstane, Jhat God
usually drops a whole handful of such
spirits into an age when he iutends o great
refortn, and that often the work begins in a
dozen spots at once.”

In the brief $lence in which Lois medi-
tates upon this, she thinks of Pastor Nel-
' son amYof Dr. Guthric; and she reficets that
t really it is not so rare as she has thought to
micet in every-day life those who strengthen
and renew ono like the reading of some glo-
rious book., .

But it is of Iannah she is thinking when
she asks with a glimmer of a smile:

¢Are these prayer-meetings, Mr. Whit.
ney, to be such very aristocratic prayor
meetings—are they to be confined to the
Christians and siuners of ‘our set'?”

Mr. Whituey smiles, too, as much as his
feelings upon the subject will allow.,

i *Dous it look like it to you, Miss Glad-
stone?  If it docs, we ought to go over to
the rest and talk about it a little.”

Lois hesitates.

“It is not for me to propose anything,”
she says.  “I am a stranger here—but 1'do
not think it can be right or well toleave out
such carnest Christian workers as Hannah
Gregg.  Still, please, Mr. Whitney, do not
refer to me or say anything which—which I
shall be obliged to reply to.”

Mr. Whitney smiles at her distress, but
all the some takes her over to the group
“avound Mrs Guthric—a very quict unen-
' thusiastic group it scems to them both,

Miss Bnﬁcr’s face, indeed, i8 lit up with
i @ kind of hopeful look; but Mr. Whitney is
" not so far out of the way when he suspects
{ that she and the shrinking girl at his side
aro the only ones whom the bugle eall for
! battle has found with their armor on.
i Lois falls back behind the tall chair in
which Snidee site, a little apart from the
vest  Saidee herself has beckoned her.

“Lois,” she says, in a low, hurried voice,
“what do ycu think of this new thing? To
nie it seoms impracticable.  How can we
cver do it?”

Yois sces how troubled is tho sweet face.
Al Mrs. Whitney's solicitude recurs to her,
In low tones, under cover of the voices of
others, che cssays to cncourage her. Just
now she herself ?ms more than usual courage
and faith.  Those few moments with Max-
well Whitney, his Inrger faith, his wider
views, have refreshed hier confidence in ha-

1
]

man effort.  ‘This “strange work” roums
strangely casy to undertake.

¢‘Such a strango thing, is itt” sho ropeats,
o1 ghe bends over her cousine  “What 1s it
in reality, dear Saideo? Just to gathor your
neighbours together; just to point out the
goodness of the Father to those whe do not
acknowledgo it; just to tell the ‘old, old
story,’ the blessed story, to those who have
nover cared for tho love of Jesus; just to
help cach other up the heavenly way—Oh,
Kaidee,” Lois urges, quite forgetful of her-
sclf now, *‘you have such a r al way of
holding fast by your friends, L .ould think
you would be the very ono of us all to rise
up and glory in our Master's service!”

Saideo's faco droops out of sight.

“I'hat service first of all demands my own
consistent living, Lois.”

Consistent Living—Lois thinks how often
she has fuiied in that.  Still she iknows that
tito tender Master takes at its utmost, and
with great reward, her daily and hourly cn.
deavor,

«Jesus—Saidee, Jesus i3 our righteous-
ness,” she whispers in tones all tremulous
with her own exceeding joy in this blessed
thought.

But Saidee’s face only droops lower, and
her fingers lo cold in the fervent clasp,

“0h, Saidee!  Yeon surely do not turn
away from the name of Jesuws!"

And then, suddenly, Lois remeinbers the
little poem ghe eaw on Snides's table yester,
day —she bends closer, and with a breaking-
tremulous voice murmers the lines that
Saidec’s own tear-drnps had stained.

Who cuuld see hin deoop aud L aguish,

Who could sce him in death'e znygutsh,
And henself no sorrow know

And 5ot love him, and not a.css him,
Toud proclatmy bl and contess hing,
Hanging on the cruel tree!

“Could you dony him, Saidee?
you crucify him afresh?”

She feels all the tremor of the shrinking
figure she is tenderly shielding from sight,
and the cold fingers have tighteued about
hers—she hears Saidee repeating her words:

Cor ld

* * * see him In death’s anguish,
And hersel! no sorrow know?
« o » herscl! o sorrow know?

These are the words that pierced Saidec'’s
heart yesterday., They scem, to-night, to
question her unew with a voice of anguish
ungpeakable.

Suddenly she turns and lifts her eyes to
Lois; they are misty with tears.

“No, Lois, I cannot quite do that. Iam
unworthy—unworthy—but I w0 confcss
him,”—the tears are falling now in a sweet,
warn rain,—‘yes, love him, and confess
him!”

So low have been Lois’ tones, so gently
she has stood by Saidee, self-forgetful, but
shielding her, that Mr. Whitney alone
knows what is passing. Ile isstanding near
in statute-like silence.  Iow decply heis
}novcd betrays itsclf in the pallor of his

ace.

He sces Lois’ face in all its exquisite ten-
derncsy, hears every low word and sweet
tone, catches, at last, the rapturous lift of
the bright cycs heavenward—and perhaps
upon his car, too, Miss Stillman’s voice jars
w]hcn she turns toward them and says:

“Come, Miss Gladstone, come, Saidee, let
us sce if we all understand where we are to
begin our work.”

**{ certainly don’t quito understand,”
Anna Francis says, turning to Mrs. Guth-
rie. “Is it the young ladics of our church
only that arc appointed?”

** Ve appoint only you,” Mrs. Guthric an.
swers.  “‘But you might as well expect to
keep the flames within your own enclosuro,
if your houso was on nrc and the wind blow-
ing, as to expect to confine the work to our
own 't,:hurch, if tho Spirit of God Llesses

ou.

y “And don't you sce, Anna,” exclaims
Miss Baker, warmly, “that weare all sprin-
kled in together so—Methodist, Baptist,
Congregationalist, Episcopaliatn—on ~ tho
same street, we cannot go out to gather our
first mectings without bringing the denenn-
nations all together? The simple plan comes
straight to the point! It is almost millen-
nial 1n its scope when one looks at it!”

“It is so meant. I never before saw
churches brought into such unity as the
cltrchies of A were by means of these
neighborly little prayer-mectings. You
know that nt each of your first mectings you
sclect persons to gather new prayer-meet-
ings in tho scctions sdjoining your own lit-
tlo parishes, and tho now onces at theirs will

appoumt others to oxtend the work—if it iy



