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* No, wa must '_xlve it to him as soon , road, and ko determined to make for that I Neme again. 1s 1t them protuy goldy ' wondor. Why &0 yeu think its funny.
as we sws him,” sald Absl gravely. | village before night came on. gatas, Abel ™ Nemo

Whether 1t is his or not 1 don't pre-
tend to say, but It certalnly isn't yours,
not yet mine, Nemo.”

‘Tho moorland road {coked very differ-
ent in the bright morning sunshine from
what it had done the night before.
Nemo sat In the cart, watching tho wav-
Ing leaves of the bracken, and gazing at
the golden moss aud harebells by the
wayside, starting now and again as a
number of grouse flew suddenly out of
the heather and crossed the road above
their heads,

After about two miles of this Jonely
rvad thoy came in sight of houses, and
soon afterwards they passed through a
small village. The houses were built
of grey stone, and there was a smball
plantation of dark fir-trecs, which shel-
teroed the village from the northorly
wind. They stopped at one or two cot-
tages, and a few children ran out to
look at the basket-cart, but no one
bought anything, nor would they sell
them any milk for thelr breakfast.

* Never mind, Nemo,” said Abel; *'it
is only threes miles to Fairburn, and we
shalli get plenty of all sorts there, and
do lots of business too, I hope; it's Fair-
burn Fair to-day, you know.”

So thoy ate some biscuits and salt meat,
a large slice of which Nemo gave to the
poor wounded dog, and Abel filled a jug
with water at the village pump, and
then they went on their way agaln.

Nemo had taken a great fancy for the
por dog; he scarcely took his eyes off
him during the next three miles, but
was oonstantly stroking and patting him,
He talked to him as it he could under-
stand all he said, and as the dug lay be-
stde him, he had such a wise, knowing
faco, that it would have been diflicult
for any one to bellese that he did not
know all that was going on.

* You are an old dear of a dear pet.
that's what you are ! said Nemo, “I
do wish you weren't goiug away, I shall
never forget you—never, and you musta’t
ever forget me.”

* Well, tuke your leave of him,” sald
Abel, after a time, ~ for here's Fairburn
come in sight, and at the first bouse in
Falrbura we shall find his master wait-
Ing for us."”

Then Nemo threw his arms round the
Jdog's neck, and buried his face in its
shaggy coat, as it he could not bear to
fet him go.”

The first house in Falirburn was a
newly built one, of white brick, quite in
the modern style, with a small bow win-

duw, a struight gravel path leading o,

the door, and a neat bit of garden in
frent.  An old man was raking the
rcund bed in the centre of the grass-
plat, and two lttle girls were weeding
the border, but no one else was to be
seen,

Abel stopped the donkey and looked
round, but no one was in sight.

“We can't have missed him, Nemo,”
he said, ** We've come straight along
the rogd; but we must wait a fer min-
utes, maybe he’ll turn up.”

They waited nearly half an hour, but
no ono appeared. The old man and the
little girls came out to lock at the bas-
kets, and bought ove to put their weeds
i, but the owner of the dog vas no-
where to be seen.

‘“ We must go on, Nemo,” sald Abe! at
iast, " or we shall get nothing donse,
perhaps we shall see him in tbe fair.”

Nemo s large eyes were opened very
wide that day as he watched the busy
scene around him. The fair was held
in a Jarge open square, in the middle of
the town, and every spot in this market-
place had been carefully marhed out,
ind each show as it arrived had a speclal
Jlace given to it. There was 20 room
n the square for the basket-cart, but
Abel moved slowly up and down the
itreets lying between the murketplace
.nd the railway station, and sold many
«# baskel to the couantry people as they
.ame im from the villages round to at-
tend the great Feairburn Fair.

A ccastant stream of people passed
them all dry long, and yet, amongst the
crowd, Abel fatled to catch sight of the
face which he most wanted to see, the
face of fhe man who had spoken to Lim
un the moor the night before.

The dog lay quite still all day at the
bottom of the cart, and seemed to be in
great paim, for it moaned a good deal
from time to time. Abel was afrald
sometimes that it would die, and was
arxious to restore it to its master, and
he was still more wishful to get rid of
the golad ring which he kad found under
the cart after the man had gone.

But tkough thoy lingered about the
fair the next day, until the booths were

all taken down, and the Iast caravan had |

started, and antil nothing was left in
the marketplace but straw and paper and
airt, still the man did not appear.

Abel made izquiries in Fairburn, and
fsund that there was 2 large village
about four miles away, on the northein
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. It was a beautiful road down which
they went, shaded by arge trees almost !
all the way, and .on olther side wero
banks coverod with forus and wild-
flowers. The villago was named Evor-
ton, and a pretty placo they found it

In the midst of the villago was n protty
lodge, and a carrlago drive leading up
to some large housc. and masslve ‘ron
gates brightly gilded. and shinlng 1lko
gold it the afternoon sun.

Close by tho lodge, and botweon the
gates and the rond, was an open spaco
oovered by soft green grass, and only
broren by the ruad leading up to the
lodge-gates.  On this quiet sward Abel
and Nemo saw 2 number of people gath-
ered together. They were surprised to
sée such a crowd agsembled in a country
place, and wondered what could have
drawn {t together.

* Hurrah " said little Nemo, elapping
his hands; * wo shall sell some baskets
here, Abel.”

** Hush {* said the little man. * What
are they doing? Thero's some one
talking to them. Whatever's going on?"

As they drew nearer, they saw that
the speaker was a young man about
twenty years old. He was standing st
the top of a high bank, on the side of
the grass-plat which lay farthest from
the lodge, and round &im was gathered
a large group of poople, mothers with
bables in their arms, little children hand
in hand, old men leaning on sticks, mid-
dle-aged men in thelr working-clothes,
young men standing a lttle apart, yet
listening like the rest. At the top of
the bank, and close to the speaker, was
sitting a lttle girl about Nemo's age.
She had long fair hair and the bluest of
blue eyes, and her cheeks were liko the
roses climbing over the lodge,—at least,
so Abel thought as he looked at her.
She was dressed in & plnk frock and
white muslin pinafore, and her lap was
full of wild roses, blue harebells, and
ox-eye dalstes.

* et us go near, Nemo,” said Abel, as
he lifted him trom the cart, ““and hear
what that young chap's saying. The
donkey will stand all right till we come
back.”

There was a littie stir in the crowd
gathered round the speaker, as the bas-
ket-cart drew up. Every one had turned
round to see what it was, and several of
the children whispered to each other,
and pointed to Nemo, who was sitting
fn his basket-chair in the {ront of the
cart. But as Abel and the little boy
joined the group, all were again lookiag
at the speaker, and listening attentively
to his words.

* Frlends,” he was saying earnestly, as
Abel and Nemo came within hearing, -
" friends, there it stands, that great
door; and every one Of you, every man,
every woman, every child amoagst sou,
stands at this moment either on one
side or the other—either inside or out-
side that great door.”

1 don't see a door,” said little Nemo.
‘ Where is it, Abel 7"

* Hush !" saild Abel. * Listen.”

‘ Are you outside that door ?” said the
speaker. * Thea you aro lost, you are
out in the darkness and the cold, you
are unsaved, unforgiven, utterly un-
done. Are you inside that door ? Then
you are saved, eternally saved; you live
in the sunpshine and the warmth, for on
you are streaming the blessed rays of the
Sun of Righteousuess; you are redeomed,
you are forgiven, you are happy.

“On which side of the door are you
old men, you mothers, you little chil-
dren ? On which side of the door are
you two strangers, who have just joined
us ? Outstde, or ingide ? Which ?*

‘“He means us, Abel,” sajd Nemo.
* Which side of the door are we 2"

**Hugh " sa.d Abel., “Liisten. 1
don't know what he means.”

“ Look at the door again,” the speaker
went on, * so high, none can climb over
it, so strong, none can force it open.
The door is shut, but it opens with a
touch. The sma.lest knock, even the
feeble knock of the old man, even the
tiny knock ol the little chlld, is heard
within, and at once the great door is
opened wide,

‘* Who then will iift up his hand and
knock to-day ? Which of you would
like to be safe for all eternity > Whizh
of you would like to seo the cl.y of God ?
Who amongst you would like to lie down
to-night feeling he was cop the road to
that city 7"

“1 would, Abel,”
** wouldn't you ?”

“ Then come to the door to-day, knock
to-day. Do not wait till yonder sun has |
sot, but (his very ~vening let the sound ,
of your knocklop e heard inside, this ,
very evening take the step, for it Is only |
a step, inside the door, this very even- |
ing pass, 1 besesch you, from dangor to .
gsafety, from dsrkness to light, from
Satan to God.”

* What deor does he mean I mid

whispered Nemo, |

"1 dont hnow, said the jittld man ,

We didn t hear the beginning, you sceo.
it was nearly done when we catue up
Hush ! they're singing. Llisten.”

“Only a step to Josus!

Then why nnt take it now ?

Come, and thy sin confessing,

To him, thy Saviour, bow.
Only a atep! Only a stop !
Come, he walts for thoe.
Come, and thy sin confessing,
Thou shalt recefvo a bleasing.
Do not rofuse the marcy
He treely offers thee.”

Wuen the hymn wae finished, the peo-
ple bowod thelr hLeads, and the speakor
prased. Abel did not hear much of the
prayer, for he was watching the donkoy,
wiich was tired of waiting, and was
walking leisurely down tha road.

As 800n as the prayer wag endsd, and
ho could leave the crowd without mak-
ing a disturbance, he wont forward to
stop the donkey, and then he came baok
for Nemo. The people wero still gath-
cred round tho speaker, who was giving
each of them a paper; but the child
was nowhere to ha seen. Turning round,
howevor, Abel eaught sight of him stand-
ing by the great tryn gute of the lodgo.
Ho wernt up to him and asked him what
he was doing.

“I've been kmnocking, Abel, ever se
hard,” he sald, ** but thoy don’t come to
open it, and I've hurt my hand now. 1
think it can't be the right door—do you
think it 1s ? Or does he mean the door
of yon house T

1 dun't know what he means,” said
Abel. ‘1 couldn . make head nor tail
of it. Never mind, Nemo, come along,
and let’'s get some milk for our tea.”

But as they turned to go the little gir)
in the piuk frock stood before them. She
was still holding the wild-flowers in her
pinafore with one hand, but she held
out the other hand to Nemc. * See,” she
safd, ** wouldn’t you ke a plcture too ?”

“ Thank you, miss,” =aid littla Nemo,
touching his cap, as Abel had taught
him to do when he had anything given to
him, and stretching out his hand eagerly
to take the picture she held out to him.
Then the little girl ran back to the
ycung man who had been speaking, and
Ablel and Nemo weant to the cart.

“ Let's look at what she’s given vou,”
said Abel. 1t was a beautiful plcture
of a bright golden door, standing in the
mldst of a high, massive wall. In the '
middle of the door, in bright red letters,
were these words :

1 am the Door:
13y Me if any man eater In,
He shiall be saved ;"

and over the ton of the “sor was printed
fn large capital letters—

* KNOCK, AND IT SHALL BE OPENED f
UNTO YOU.”

* Tell me what it means, Abel,” said
Nemo. “Did you ever see that gold
door 7

“ No,” sald Abel, “ i3 {sn’t in our town.
I'm sure of that, Nemo. P'raps it's all
nousense, He never saw it himseif, I'll
be bound.,”

He didn't look as if he was talking
nonsense,” sald the child. *“ He talked !
as if he meant it all.”

* Well, you be right there,” said Abel ‘
though*lully, ‘' but never mind it now,
Nemo. We'll go and get our tea.”

Nemo, huvnever, «ould not forget his
picture. He hardly took his eyes off it
tho rest of the evening. He spelt out,
with Abel's help, every word that was
printed on it, and sald them over and
over to himself till be knew them by
heart, and when Abel put him to bed
amongst the warm wraps in the cart,
he still heard him saying softly to him-
self, “ I am tho door . by Me if any man \
enter 1o, he shall be saved.” Nor had
he furgotten it when bhe awoke the next |
morning, althuugh Abel had put the pic-,
ture carefully away in the woz In which )
they Kkept their clothes. |

“That's a funny door !"” sald Nemo, as i
they were eating thelr breakfast. i
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Abel turned round, thinking he was
speaking of the door of the cottage near
walch the cart bad been drawn up for
the night.

‘1 don't see nought funny about It,
Nemo,” he said. “ It's much like other
doors, 1 think, though it 1s in the new
country.”

“0h, I don't mean that door,” s2id
Nemo, laughing. “I mean the door in
my picture.”

“ Oh, youre on that again, are you ?"
sald Abel, smiling. “I expef€t you've
been dreaming of that there door all,
night.” }

“ Well, it 18 8 funny door—isa't it,
Abel 77

" Maybe 1t i5,” said Abel, “I shonldn't

* Beeanse it can talk, Abdbel,  he sald

Its a taiking door It sayn, | am
the dovor by Me it any men onter in,
he shall be saved.' You nover hoard
a door talk, did you, Abel 1"

" No, never, sald Abel. " nor ns one
olso netthor !’

“Didnt Faithor Amos nevor hear a
talkiug door, do you think ! satd Nemo.
“ No, 1 don‘t suppose ho evor did.”

1 wish he was here 0 ask about {t.”
sld Nemo. “I'm sure he would kinow
all abou? it."

” Wall, you can ask him when wo got
home,” s2ald Abel. *“ Come, lot's clear
breakfust away, and get to work; we
ought to got rid of a nico fow baskets
in this village, and then, it we've good
Juck here, we can begin to think of go
ing home again.’”

(Te be continued.)

Ths Little Maid's fermon.
BY 8. ¥. PRARY.

A little mald in a pale dlue hood

in front of a large brick bullding styod ,
As sho passod long, her quick eyo spied
Seme words on a lettor-box fnacribed ,
“Twas a box that hung In a vsatidule,
Outside the door of a charity school.

* Romeraber the Poor !” wero the wosrds
she spolled,

Then looked at the ponce her small hand
held ;

for chocolate creans were fresh that day

In the store just only across the way ,

But gleams of victory shono o'er her face

As she raised her eyes to thoe money
place.

But her arm was short, and the box so
high,

That a gentleman heard, who was pass
ing by,

* Please, sir, will you lift meo just so
much ?”

(tor the tiny fingers could almost touch.)

The stranger stopped, and ho quickly

stood
By the sweet-faced child in tho pals dluc
hood

As he lifted her, she gently sald,

* Would you mind it, sir, iIf you turned
your head ?

for you know I do not want to bo

1.ahe a proud, stuch-up old Pharises !

He humoured the little matd, but a smile

Flayed o e¢r his face as he swud there the
whtle.

* Excuse me, chfld, but what ald you
say 1

‘The gentleman asked, In a courteous way.

Aud he took In his the weo white hand ;

I beiteve { did not quite anderstand.”

* Oh, sir ! don't you know? Have you
never read,”

Said the child, amazed, “what our Saviour
sald ?

* We shouldn't give like those hypocrite
men

Who stoud in the market-places then,

And gavoe thetr alms, Just for folks to tell,

Because the) loved to be praised so well,

But give for Christ's sake, from our
Iittle store,

\What oniy he sees, and nobody more.

* Good-bye, kind sir, this {8 my way
bome ,

I'm sorry you'll have
alone.”

The gentlcman pass-d along, and thought

Of Jarge sums given for tho fame it
brought,

And he sald, ‘I never again will bo

In the market-place a Pharisoce,

-he preached a sermon, true and good,

The dear little mald in a paie dlue hood.”

to walk home

Skeleton leaves may be made by sieop-
ing leaves {n rain-water, in an open vos-
sel, exposed to the air and sun.  Water
must ococasiwiaily be added, v compen-
sate for loss by evapuratioe. The loaves
will putrefy, and thon their mombranes
will begin to open, then lay them on a
clean white plate, filled with cleas water,
and w.th gentle .uches take off tho ex-
ternal membranes, separalng them witn
the greatest care and ntcety. The pro-
cess requires a great deal of pattence, as
ample time must be given fur the vego-
table tissues to decay and soparate, A
much more expeditious mothod of obtuln-
{og the same result {8 by mixiog a table-
spoonful of chloride of lime In & liguid
state with a quart of puro spring water,
The leaves shou.d be soaked in this
mixtare for aboot fuur hours, then taken
out and well washed {n a large busin of
water, after which they are to be left
to dry, with free oxposure to light and
air. Some of the larger leaves, such as
bave stronyr ribe, will require to be left
longer than four hours fn the Nguid,



