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OHAPTER I.

DOWN IN TUIE COUNTRY.

HE had lived down In the
the country. In t1he
country - that phrase
whlch. is so, pathetic ou
the lips of the London

t poor. To those who
-have becu lifelong dwell-

ers In the slums, the country ls a place
vague and far-off like 'heaven, where
ail Is rest and beauty. Some happy
glinipse off It has left to, mnory the
vision of an Infinite streteh of skcy
and infinite lelsure. " There's rooni
to .breev," as one of -them put it one
day. With some the holy quiet is
associated wlth strange bits of know-
ledge that they bring ont occasionaliy,
with ùhe air of one who ltnows every-
thing if hie were xninded to -tell It aII.

" Down in the country some of the
sparrers bias red breasts," says one.

"G Caru ! " is the scepticai1 ehout of
the company.

TPhe bariey ripeiling is a mystery
until one girl sees it and exelaims,
",I reckion they'll soon be arter pick-
in-g these 'ere shTinMps."

To one the ouckoo's caîl prompts the
inquiry, IlWherever is that, cock a-
strikin' V"

Such accounts of -the country we
have heard from the girls. T-he boys
were most inpressed by the discovery
that " butterfiies is stupld things," and
by the fact that "lthere mostly aln't
no pleecemen."

But &lhe of w:honi 1 tell was flot
London born, and to her "'down la -the
country " meant soniethlnig very iliffer-
ent-the memory of ail that wvas
hxiiest, a vision of ail that was sweet-
est, a treasure of the heart.

*In the story of the wvork of West Lon-
(Ion Mission for 1901 the foliowing sketch
by one of the leading workers of the mis-
sion is printed. Mir. Pearse says: Il The
story of -my own %vork in St. James' Hall
presents fewv featuires that distinguishi it
fromi an ordinary morning service. One
cannot but feel how poor a thîng it is coin-
pared witli the hidden service of those who
work in the grime and the slirne of the
slumn, witl so much of diseouragement sud
distress. I have, therefore, given a story
of work in Chalton Street, whiehi 1 had
fromn Sister Agatha, as nmy contribution to
the report."

It -was iu one of the Mland coun-
ties, In a llttie country village amld
tlie silent hMis and smllng- meadows,
that she liad llved wlth a widomwed
*xuot.her. 'Tie cottage wvas set Iu a
garden, -the -pride and joy of both.
The happy tol of tending it was Vlir
recreation and delight. Behlnd the
wooden pallngs the flowers were every-
'vhere-up to the door, and clustering
about It wlth a wealth of roses that
reachcd tue overliangi!ns thateli. line
memory of tihe mother was insepar-
able from the garden. To the daugh-
ter's thought they were one in quiet
beauty and a Izind of fragrant love-
liness. 'llen, the window of the little
kitchen and parlour were fllled with
flowers. The big, old brown leather
Bible, from whiciî the mother read a
chapter niglit, and io-rn.ing, stood ini
-the deep ledge beside a -pot of myrtie
and a spreadIng fern. It may well be
that tbe holy bocok liad more to do
wiFhl the quiet calm, and sunslilne of
that fact 'than even the garden had;
but to the littie daughiter it seemed
as if the flowers wrought, a apeli and
eixarm that warded of£ ail that was 111,
and breathed a sweetness and purity
and peace in the place. At any rate,
broughit unconsciously the message
tibat tihe MUaster sent -by them, IlYour
heavenly Father careth for you "-a
mecssage that 'was not a -word rnerely,
buit the strength and music of the
,mother's lite.

And so the mother lived, and so she
<ied. T-hen the daughter married a
labourer. From the bcginning it was
a rougli1 st.Tuggie agdnst, poverty, and
it took ail tiheir time to keep the wolf
from the door. Life had no room. for
the flowers then. There were days
and weelis when work faiied, but the
rent -had to be pald and the b:abes pro-
vided for. Drl.fting (hither and thither,
eaoh drift lef t then at a iower level.
At last they drifted into London,
where sço mucl :human wreckage Is
stranded. Life came 4o be a thing
from wihich ail beauty -hud died and
ail hope had been lIost. Que room
in a eluni, where ail was grimy and
hideous, wherc faces wcre made brutal
by drink and wretchiedixess, where
voices were hoarse with cursing, and
where the public-house was the only
refuge and drink was the ouAy excite-
ment-a "Ilivener" 4they eailed it.
With ail the conditions of lite so drea;ry


