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hind, It eeeme to me He e always reedy 

ïtivîhro with the other. ’Tie bo with 
*°Agibe light thflt streams from Hie face ie 
Kiw than the brightest sanshine, end it 
!Lml to some straight into my heart now. 
Si ean'l look °P°n J00» Esther—and 
«nue » the only “esr *c& to me—* 
*n look °Pon uhriet, and when I look I 
•Hat nothing more.”

After this the two walked on in silence 
L. g while.

The sun bad suddenly buret through the 
eiondl Which had been hiding him all day, 
«jjwhieh, when tbe two had started on 
a* walk, had rna^e everything look 
JLirim and gloomy. But now all the 
landscape was flooded with a golden light, 
thich shed a rich beauty over everything ; 
whilst the iky in the west reemed to have 
yedled into one great blase of glory. 
Istber'e eye wae caught by it, and as she 
end,the words eame into her mind, “ At 
•rcning time it shall be light." She found 
bmIf repeating them half unooneeieusly, 
over and over again, “ At evening time it
ibaU be light”

But now an abrupt tarn in the road 
Imnffii* them within eight of the work
house. Battier involuntarily slackened her 
■aw. Her aunt notieed it, and immedi- 
itely guessed tbe cause.
“You'll try and be happy, Esther, won’t 

yen, dear ? I dare say yen'll miss at first 
owing home at night, for home ie home, 
lad nothing makes np for it ; but yon’ll be 
with kind people ; for I’m sure Mr. and 
Mw. Webbe will do everything that’s right 

r you ; and yon’ll get aoeuetomed to it in

"Bel I don’t wanfto get accustomed to 
JMag away from yon, Aunt Jessie."

"And well hope to be together again 
hum dayi" continued the other. "And 
ww, dear, are we near tbe door ?”

"Tee, Annt Jessie. Are yon tired ?’’ 
"Battier. And now kies me, my darl- 

leg, and promise to keep a good heart and 
lot fret. '

They tamed and kissed eaeh other, bat 
wither eoald speak for a few minutes.

"God bless yon, my child, my own Es
ther,” eame at length in faltering tonee 
kom the eighties» woman, aa she gently 
*ok»d the soft brown tresses of the yonng 
gill " God bless you 11 never ean tell yon 
■ti the eomfort you’ve been to me I Bnt I 
bow I don’t leave you atone, or I oouldn't 
hOhow to bear it/

They reached the door, and then Esther 
peel away to retrace her steps alone, 
with an aching pain at her heart, bnt in- 
•wdly repeating, as if some voice within 
wr were saying the words rather than 
we herself, “ At evening time it shall be 
tight” At evening time! Not till then, 
l«bapi—bnt assuredly then.”

Meantime Mrs. Lang found herself left 
■®ong étrangère. She could not see the 
inquisitive glaneee turned upon her—her 
whole appearance being so different from 
«at of most of the inmates of that place, 
that they appeared astonished at her pres
ets there—she eould not look into their 

*nd Mms find ont what sort of people 
7**?' n?w oompanione, might be : she 
•wua only judge of them by the tonee of 
!£5 voieee the words they spoke ; and 
““•seemed not overfull of either kindness 
jJjenttenees. She still eeemed to feel 
ZriT*1 *,1 «me slinging round her neck; 

bust to thought ehe pictured her taking 
JVfotoary way back to the town. Her 
w*7. wae full, not eo much of her own 
•EtMtv M,°* **nder solicitude for the 

d of her love. But ehe knew where to 
* comfort, and ehe sought and found it.

1 with I sa ®etiier could get time to oome* W****0® I ***» ■he paid a visit to the workhouse.
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MnJ "eldon? O»™6 empty-handed, for 
Mrs. Webbe generaHy managed to send a 
little packet of tea, or Rome other email
withbeitve R86d Mre- Langt° MC6pt’

Time the months rolled on with nothing 
special to mark them, until one day Esther 
presented herself at the workhouse to see 
her annt, not alone, bnt accompanied by a 
■un-burnt middle-aged man, whose coun
tenance, which had once been and indeed 
StU! was good-looking, bore unmistakable 
marks of suffering, either mental or physical.

Esther eeemed in a strange flatter of ex
citement, and the first words she spoke 
showed her annt that she wae not like her 
nsnal self. The stranger had sat down at 
once without uttering a sound, but he was 
gazing with a look of pain and tenderness 
upon the peaceful quiet face, so pale and 
calm, eo full of love and gentleness. It 
had aged more than he bad expected since 
he had last seen it. Had he anything to 
do with the lines whieh care had left there ? 
However that might be, some deep emo
tion eeemed to stir within him as he gazed, 
for once or twice he covered his eyes with 
hie hand, whilst his lips seemed to quiver.

“ Did I not hear some one come in with 
yon, Esther dear ?”

“Oh, annt, how qmek your ears arel 
Tee, some on# did come in with me ; some 
one who has oome to see yon. Guess who 
it is, Aunt Jessie. It ie some one you would 
like to see—I mean to meet again.”

“ I can’t tell who it is, for I'v# no one 
now beeides you, Esther ; all the others are

Kne. Your father was the last ; and yon 
ow we never heard from him after he 
went away to Australia when you were a 

baby; and report came some time after
wards that he wae dead. Oh, how often 
I’ve wept over him ; for he was onr only 
brother, and we had all set such hopes on 
him l"

“ But what if the report shouldn't have 
been true, auntie ?"

Esther had no need to say more. With 
a little low cry Mrs. Lang rose from her 
seat with outstretched arms, and the eame 
instant found herself pressed against her 
brother’s heart.

“ I’ve oome home, Jessie, to ask to be 
forgiven.”

“ Frank, dear Frank 1" was all she could
■ay.

“Can you forgive me? Can yon and 
my child here, ever forgive me the wrong 
I have done you ?”

There was no need to ask the question 
again ; the loving frees whieh looked np 
into his—the warm kisses whieh were 
printed upon his ehesk, answered it plainly 
enough.

Then sitting down beside his sister, with 
his arm round hie daughter, who stood 
hinging over him, he told his tale, whieh, 
however, would be too tong for us to relate 
here.

He wound up by saying, " At last I had 
a long illness, when I was brought down to 
death’s door ; and then it wae conscience 
fastened upon me, and showed me what 
■ort of a 1 fe mine had been. It all looked 
very blaek, Jessie—eo black that I most 
have despaired if I hadn’t at the same time 
oome to see One who onoe shed His own 
blood that all my stains might be washed 
away, and I made pure and white. And 
now I’ve oome back to tell you, as I’ve al- 
ready told my Saviour, how it onte me to 
the heart to think of all the past, and the 
suffering I’ve caused you and those who 
have gone away where they «re beyond the, 
reach of all the love I Would have shown 
them now to prove my sorrow for the way 
I behaved to them.,’

Hie voies broke down at these words, and 
Jessie, who had seen dbe patient sister after 
another pass away to her rest, with only

words of love upon her lips for the brother 
who had caused her latter days to be spent 
m one long struggle with poverty, who had 
beard the young wife murmur, "Lord, 
forgive him, and grant us both to meet 
again. Jessie replied, “ They all forgave 
you ; and God himeelf has made it up to 

. “e hM wiped away all tears from 
off their faces, and satisfied them with His 
love.

“God bless you, Jessie, for those words !’’ 
■aid her brother, in faltering tonee. as he 
tried to master his emotion.

“ But now," he went on, “ I will spend 
the rest of my life in trying to make what 
amends I can to you, Jessie, and my own 
Esther. But how can I ever repay you 
sister, for all the care and love you have 
bestowed upon her? how ean I ever thank 
yon for having made her what she is ? I 
never oan do it ; bnt the God I’ve lately 
learnt to know, He will reward yon !”

It wae a happy trio that left the work- 
home that afternoon ; Jessie leaning npon 
the arm of her brother, whilst Esther elung 
to her father on the other side. Deep joy 
shone on all their faces ; and as they walked 
they dieenseed fntnre plane. For the pre
sent they would go to a lodging, until they 
eould look about and meet with a perms- 
nent home. Frank Grey’s suggestion was, 
that as he had eome back possessed of 
sufficient capital to start a little business, 
he should seek for something in whieh 
Esther might help him ; and so they woold 
all three live together.

The idea met with no opposition from 
either of the others, who declared that it 
far exseeded their utmost dreams of happi- 
ness. Esther’s eyes beamed with joy ; 
whilst her atint’s glad smile and softly ut
tered words of thankfulness, showed how 
deep and full was her rejoicing.

And Esther thought of the buret of glory 
which had caught her eves that sorrowful 
evening when she was bringing her sent 
to the workhouse; and onoe more the 
words came into her mind, “At evening 
time it shall be light.”

THE BUD.

GIRLS, HELP YOURSELVES.
There is real nobility in th# power to 

help one’s self. A genuine girl, in the* 
days, ought to be above the aocidente of 
changing eireumstanses. There may be 
foolish butterfly girls, who oare supremely 
for dress and admiration, and wno Bost
on the sunlit current of to-day, as though 
no storm eould ever eome. To them a 
word of advioe and warning may seem as 
an idle tale. To the girl whose bright eyes 
have at all occupied themselves in looking 
about her, and seeing the events whieh be- - 
fall people every day, it will appear other
wise. You may be living now m 
and luxury, the petted darling of your 
father’s spaeious house, without a visible 
thorn or brier of oare to priek yon, hut it 
may not be long before you are called on 
to face misfortune. The problem of how 
to live msy stare you in the free, as it has 
stared others. If you are rich and well to 
do, yon have a great advantage over those 
whose limited means gives them no power 
of ehoioe. The destruction of the poor is 
their poverty. A poor girl cannot look 
abont her and say, “There ie this work 
whieh invites me, whieh I would like, 
whieh is congenial. I will take lime and - 
prepare myself to enter npon it." She 1 
must do what first comes to hand, whether 
or not it be agreeable, and be content with 
her wages. On the other hand, the yonng 
woman who is comfortably and pleasantly 
established ean take her time and arm her
self against the day of necessity by the 
acquiring of some useful art, trade, ot 
accomplishment,
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