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and then wéte east down, and ghé
ofly »Ad vity Fently,—

“1 Enéw “duch assured peaco and
such jops have been given to dome,
Betty, but they were great shints, and
1 think {6 was generally just Leforo
their death,”

*Well, Missis,” satd Betty, simply
“1 ahi sure I am no great saint, and 1
dont know that Tam like to die, but
| I kuow that none but the Lord could
give we joy lihe that, and if 1ts for
me, surely its for atl.  Aud John
Nelson says our parsons say so every
Sunday.”

“Che parsons say every Sunday,
every one may know their sins arve
forgiven' " exclaued mother,

“Every one who repents and be
lieves,” said Betty. “JMr. John Nel
son wade me see how it says in the
Prayer Book, * e pardoneth and ab
solveth all thuse whe truly repent and
unfognedly believe lus Holy Gospel.
Andaf 1 ever felt anytlung traly in
my life, Missis, ve felt sorey for nn
sins, and hated them, aud they say
that is tepentance. A af 1 believe
anything i th -+ world, it is that the
blessed Lord o0 ¢+ wu the Cross for
sinners, and Jolin Nelson says that is
the Haly Gospel.”

“Now, if the Prayer Book nuikes
rou so content, Betty, sid mother,
shifting her attack, “what do you
want with those new-fangled mect
ings?”

“It's the meetings that make me
understand the pryers, Missts,” said
Betty, persisting.

“1 hope you do understand  them,
Betty, and are not deluding vourself,”
said mother, und having thus reserved
her rights to the last word, she aban
doned the coutest, and Betty retired,

In the course of the evening, as we
were all gathered round the five, father
said,—

“My dear, T would advise you to
have no more theological discussions
with Betty. She turned your position
neatly with her quotations from the
Prayer-Book.”

Mother coloured a little.

“You know, my dear, wo pray
every Sunday against schism as well
as against heresy, and I am very much
afraid of people deluding themselves
into a kind of religious insanity with
this new relizion.”

«My dear,” said father, «{ have
seen a good many religions, and not
too much vehgion in the world with
all of them together. T am not much
afraid of a schism which sends people
to churcl, nor of an insanity which
makes them goold servants.  These are
strange times. The Squire told me
to-day that they have sent poor Jokn
Greenfielll to prison, and when T ashed
him why (fot thouzh the pror fullow
was a sad drunkard and il liver in
years past, sincé lie has taken up with
the Methodists he has been as steady
as Old Time), he said, <Why, the man
is well enough in other things, hat
his impudence is not fo be Lorne
Why, sir, he says he knows his sins
are forgiven.” Dut,” continued father,
gravely, “there are some old soldiers
who might think poor John Grern
ficld’s prnalty worth bearing, if they
could share his crime.”

When fathier and I were left aloue,
he sad, —

“Rirty, it is a strange world  Here
are mtn who sct the whole ten com-
mandments at defiance —imphisoning
a gond man for confessing his sius and

%) - . ’ o . s
morhitg, when T Nhs oft béfora dawn
looking for o stiay shéep, T héud n
souml of grave, sweet singing; and ¥
found it was a conipany of poor tin
ners, waiting around John Wesley's
lodging to get & sermon befovs they
went to their work, and ditiging hytns
tidl ho camo out.  And here’s Botty,
with o temper like the Furics, turhed
sant, and your mother, with a life
like an angel’s, bemoaning her sius,
Tt’s a very strange world, Kitty; but
if John Nelson came this way again,
[ would go and hear him. I'm not
clear the stout Yorkshivemun mightn't
preach ns good n sermon as some other
people wo know.”

“Hugh says John Nelsow. is 2 won-
derful preacher, father,” T said ¢ “and
some peaple think Hugls own ser
mons are heautital”

©*8a, hot Huah o Methadist, ton'”
said father, patting my cheek.  *But
who sawd that Hugh's sermons were
not beautitul §

The Hall Farm is honaured at pres.
ent by a most distinguished guest.

A few days sinee, Consin Lvelyn
announced that it was her royal pleas.
ure to piay us a visit.

“1 shall come without @ maid,” she
wrote . * for Stubls is persuaded that
the Copnish peaple are heathens, whe
never ofli-r a prayer exeept that ships
may be wrecked on thewr coasts; that
they ti¢ lanterns to are’s tails, to
bring about the shme vesnlt, the poor
satlots mistaking  them for guiding
lights; that when ships are thus
wreeked, they murder the crew.”

Father shook his head, and said
there was too much tfuth in what the
maid said about the Cornish wreckers,
to make 16 a natter for a jest.

And now, Cousin Evelyn has been
hiere only a week, and has conquered
every heart in the house.

In the evening we had a long talk,
Evelyn and 1, in my chamber, before
we went to bed.

Evelyn sad, “I like you all very

-much, Kitty, but I am not sure that

Jetty 1s not tio best and wisest among
you, and the greatest friend to me.
Aunt Trevylvan spoils me by her ten
derness, and Uncle Trevylyan by his
courteous deference, and you by your
hwmility.  But Betty knows better,
and she has given me a bit of her
mind, and I hive given her a bit of
mine. This morning 1 asked her to
teach me to make butter, and she
stid, ¢ Mrs. Evelyn, my dear, T'Il teach
you what X can, although Y half think
vou are after notling bLat 4 bit of
pliy. But befora we begin, I must
tell you what's Lbeen on my mind for
some time. You may play, my dear,

‘with Master about his Lattles, and

with Miwis at learning to sew, a
with me at waking butter, if you hke,
but 1 can’t abide play about religinn,
and I can’t think it's anything else
when you talk about Parsun Wesley
aud his wonderful words, with those
lappets and feathers, and lace and
curls flying about your face, and trip
ping on your high-heeled red shoes.
The Dible's plain; and T wmarked a
teat which you'll be pleased to read.’

“She gave me her great Bible, and
I read: *In that day the Lord will
take away the bravery of their €ink-
ling ornaments,” cte. ¥ But, DBetty,’
1 said, ‘T don't wear any tinkling
ornaments, nor nose Jc\\‘rds,‘ nov round
tires like tho moon, nor bells on my
toes.” -

said Betty, very gravely, ¢ but Lehink
it’s no laughing matter, 1€ that had
been written in our days, iy dear,
your lappets, and furbelows, aud hoop
petticonts would hase come in, sure
enough  And it wvs written for you
aml me s sure as it had been wistten
yesterday , so we've got to understande
it.  But Parson Wesley's sermons apor
no clulds play, my dear,” she cons’
cluded, “and if you'd: felt them teay-
ing at your heart asdl have, you'dy
know it : and till you do, I'd réthert
not talk about, them.'” .

“And what did j'oi\‘-;suy}q Cousin,
Iivelyn " T usked.

“1 was angry,” said Téelyn, *for
I thought Betty harsh and uhcharit-
able, and I said: . ,

“1 haee folt Parson Wesldy's words,
Wtty, and: I have learndd from him
that pride and vitnity can hide in.other:
places besides lappets and furbdlows.
[t's a great warfqre Wwe're in, and the
eneiny has wiles is well ns‘fiery-darts;.
aml it is not lways 50 syre' when we.
lave driyen the enemy out uf sight
that wehaye defeated him, ~thi’m.y
have drivertlilin furihér ., into tho

citadel of our hearts, lig;t.y,-i‘l}pxﬁ ¥
*aml oné:foe in- the citadel is.watse
thau an enomy in'the field’” " <

« {nd what” did Betty answér{”
1 asked. LU ) s

“She.answuréd pothing,” said Eve-
Iyn. ¢ 8he-saidp:4 Young folks were
very iviserinethese: dnys,T and. then sho-
hewnr to give me: my lesson in making-
butter. But ag T was leaving--the
dairy afterwards, shosnid, *Ms. Eve
Ivn, my dear, I'm not going to say
I’vp no pride or coutceit of iny own.
Maybe we'd better each look to our
selves.” I gave her hand a hearty
shake, and I koow we shall be go d
friegds.”

(Marginal note,—T1 noticed after
this that throughout her visit Cousin
Evelyn wore the soberest and plainest
dresses she had.)

Then, after a pause, Cousin Evelyn
continued, 1n a soft and deop tono:

“(‘ousin Kitty, X xo longer wonder
at your being the dear little ereature
sonare. T do not see how you could
help growing up so good and sweet
here, in such a home. I lovo you uli
so much! Aunt Trevylyan has just
such a sweet, choice aromatic ‘adour
of sanctity * about her as old George
Mebert woulld have delighted to en-
shrine in one of his quaint vuases of
perfume — thoss dewi old hymns of
‘his; a kind of fmgrance of fresh-rose
leaves and Qriental spices, all blended
into a sacied meense.  And dear Uncle
Trevylyan and I, Kitty, have talks I
am afraid your mother would thimk
rather danigerous, during those long
walks of ours over the &liffs nnd
througlr the fields. He likes to henr
about John Nelson and the Wesleys;
and theiv strong, homely saymys, and
thewr brave during of mobs; and their
pationt endurance of toil and weari-
ness.  He said one day he liad Leen
uséd to think of feligion as 4 fair robe
to make wotnen guch ns your mothiéi
(how he loves her, Kitty!) even love-
lier than they were by natuve, to be
reverently put on on Sundays and. holy
days and, it was to be hoped, hereafter
in” Heaven. But of o religion for
every day and'nll’ day, fére aid noiw,
to be worn by a1l snd wesen into the
coarse .stufl’ of overy-tlay life—~a ro-
ligien to: be gitt about ¢ man on the
battle-field, and ag.the ming, and in
the dshigbont, he had scarcely

-

‘| thought, as théy.cut deep nnd wide

how they “were: excavating -a.clidrch

-Waeligye had o charming little ex
cursion rountbpart of tho const, father,
and Evelyn, aud T and on our way
home we were present.at one of Mr.
_(}}"csloy's great  field-pisgchings  at
.-"\\'(-mmp Pit ; and as 1t catuo 1n our
WAy, so that wother conld 1o bLe
"geigved, T am so glad that we dere
.‘thoﬁg. Because I would not gol for
g world auywhere to grieve mother,
for'n religivus pleasure, more thaug for
sdy, ~fther pleasure.  Aud althdugh
M. ‘Weéslay's tield-preachings nrd in
“tinitély morb than a religious pleabure
‘to Botty and thousands of others, I
do not ske that they")\'ould bo sb to
“Cousin Evayn and men

We.started on two horses, T qn n
pillion: bohind fagher'; Evelyn drassed
in as sobor. atire ag 8ha ¢ould tind in
‘hexwardrobe, notito-attract-too ntuch
Attention. . This, bs. it happened, was
n great comfort,, ns T slioyld not-ag all
have: enjoyed her - apjieaging. in fan)
daiuty attire-under D]r. YWesley's:pene-
‘trating oyes at:Gwennap. | .

How. littlo - the anciont, miners

Anto the lonely-hillside of Ciyrit Juth,

for teus ‘of thousands] . MWliti wo
‘areivedl at” the place, thousandd of
peoplo were -there -altendy, Btanding
about in ‘groups -onversing eagerly, or
sittiilg onthe rocks and turt insilence,
‘waiting the arrival of the preagher
Still, more and _more gontitved to
Htream:in—whole fumilies from lopely
‘cottagés--on the moors, the mother
carrying the baby, and the father lead-
ing the little ones, leaving ﬁ!IO home
empty ; conipanies of ‘famérs, with
grim faces and clothes,: from: the
mines, fishermen, with rough, weither-
beaten faces from the shores.  Few of
the countenances were dull ; many of
thein were wild, with dark, dishevelled
hair; eager, dark-eyes; and rugged,
expressive fentures.  Lvelyn: whis-
pered,——

«If I weredIr, Wesley, I would in-
finitely rather preach to this wild-
looking congregation than to a collec-
tion of the stony, stolid fices of the
witland coutties, or to a smooth-faced
London audience. There is some fire
to be struck out of these eyés. How
historical the rugged fuces are, Cousin
Kitty! Dark stories, I think, written
on some of them; but some story
written on all. T should have thought
John Nelson would hase done Letter (8
than Me. John Waesley hete:” i

Heappeared inliis blameless olefieal
black, with- the targe silver buckles:.oh
Ius shoes—the little; conpact man, B
with the placid, benevolent fuce. As
he stood, the object. of the eager gaze
of those untaught thousands, so s'clf-
possessed, und elerical, ahd crdin, Y ¢
almost agreed with Evelyn, and lonzed §
for the sturdy Yorkshiteman; withilis §
stn'wart: feame, his ready wit, lus &
plin, pointed sense, his rugged clo- i}
quence. H

But when heé bBegan to spe:ik that
wish immediately ctised:  Tle cilii, B
gentielanly Voice; the belfposdessed ¥
ditmeanor, made every word -tome g
with the force of aword of comwmand. #
In o few moments cvery stiv was
hushed throughout that great assem- g
Lly. Before the prayer and preaching
beirn, T had bebi thinking ﬁb\'\' sulill
i 8pace even These thoustutls of B
man brings occupicd'in thogreat gueep IR
of hilly moorland: But lich thé &
seron.-began, and I looked; ‘round gn |§
the umplitheatre of carncst, intept I
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bifieving tliey dre forgiven. This| “‘You may smile, Mrs. Evelyn,’ |thought tl he met John Nelson.” faces, nat tho great hills only, but the 3
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