FRIENDLY GREETINGS.

" ——

a Colin struck yin o them on the head wi' a

!

lemer hie had in his b’ 3 and the man fell doun -
deedd 3 an’ they had t'en Colin up for murder, an’ he

was i’ the Ifalkirk juil.

faiut, hut L just up an’ said;, ¢Then 1 maun awa’ to
him  They tried to persuade me to stay, for [ just
fottered like a twasyear-auld dairn whan I tried to
walk alane 5 but Iwad gang, sae Dugal he ged wi' e,
an’ we set aff that nicht.

“f fand him 1 the prison; but I canna speak o
e days,  He was uneo sorry, an I think God had
ford'en him though the law counldna
g Diimy, for e had Laud nae intent to murder; but
e was condemned to transportation for life. I wad
hrae married him then, an’ gane wi’ him to the warhl’s
end, for Tloed hiw, lassie, but the anthorities wadna
allow it. 1 wad hae gne to the place he was sent to,
my lane, just to be near him an’ see his face some.

only see him workin' n fvons. DBut faither wadna

sitlen,

“That was oo T eam’ {o be schulemistress at Die-
cleuch, that T micht mak’ money to gang oot to Van
Diemens Land. I counted that in five yems I'd
Lave =aved enctieh to pay my way ooty aw’ whan T
was onee there I try to get into service ; but T didna

g, Weely Tworked on as best T eould, an® stinted
mysel’ as mmuekle as I daured 5’ 1 had been here
four years, an’ had 2" the money saved but twa pund,
whan ae day the post brocht me o letter
aften T got letters, an’ this yin had a foreign post-
mark, an’ a surt o feelin® can’ ower me when 1 took it
oy by as i L kent there was bad news it an’
when T opened it, it was fe the jatlers wife ot
youder, an’ Colin was deed,

“lt was a beantiful letter. It {eIl't hoo lawd he
Tl warked, o’ hioo he had been just o pattern to
the ither comviets, an’ made o0 the follk adwot the
Jail his freensy, an’ hoo he had e the fever they
I there, an’ the leddy that wiote had nnesed him,
a a the conviets ad dune a° they could for him
for they a” lo'ed Culit—a’ hon, whan he was
delitions wi’ the fever, he was aye speaking alwoot
Mary MPmw, an’ the bonny burie at the fool o
L Nevis,

“An° the ver day afore e dead he B gien the
bably that wrote the address o my faither’s farn
the lidpa ken 1 was at Boweeleneh, for L bad nae
weans oF writin® to him, or he 1o me), an’ axed her
to write to me i tell me that he deed blessin® e,

dear Son's sake, i’ that we wad weet hvantby in

R heaven; an’ he tell't her to send me his half o° the
B <xpence we had broken thegither, on the muckle

Stane aside the burn, and o tell me he had aye worn
il roww’ his meck since then.

think nnekle o what was to he dune after I got there
=t my thoeht was hoo I was to mak’ money eneuch -

“ [ didna seream when they telf't me, an’ Lididna |

“Here it is,” said the schoolmistress, pulling out
a black string which always hung round her neck and
was hidden in her bosom. “Here it is, his half and
mine 3 T bae worn them thegither, wakin® an® sleepin’,
aye sinee then”

-She kizsed the little velie, bLig tears rolling down
her face.  In 2 few minutes she vecovered herself,
and replicing the hroken sixpenee in her bosom, and
deying her eves, she suid:

S1m ashamed o mysely lassie, to ey this way

“but Ive no tell't that story for twenty yeus, an’ 1

They didna .

tiees, though 1 couldun speak to him, and could -

let e, an® hie wadna pay my passigre, an’ I had nae ©

It wasan

wadna Jme tellt it noo, but 1 thocht it micht help
ye to thele yer ain grief, gin ye kent that ither folk
had had their tronbles too; an’ waybe ye wadna hae
believed what T wanted to say to ye gin ye hadua
kent that 1 knew what the sorrow was,

“When I kent that Colin was deed, T didna o’
sick, for my body was strang, but mony and mony’s
the time, Gad forgle me! that T prayed 1 micht fi
sick aw’ dee, for that was the only way T could see
Colin again; an’ T was a foolish Jassic then, aw’
caved mair to sce him nor to do God’s wmk 17 the

warll.  Bat God was ower kind to gie me my foolish
wall T wied abvot the schule as usmal, an’ got

through the day’s wark somchoo, It it just scemed
as if the life lad been ten oot o we an’ 1 were
naethin® but o walkin’ machine. T disnma ken hoo I
Tived throngh that time, hut God was very gude to
me, an’ bysn’-hy e begin to send comfortin® thochts
into my heart, that Colin was safe, an’ gin 1 could
Just be brve an” trae too I wad weet him hy-anby,
an' it wadna be sae very Ling after 2 Aw’ 1 began
to think hoo Jesus had come into this warld, o’ for
Hig ain pleasure, but for ither folk; an’ to understan’
what God wanted o teach me, that Jesus® disciples
maun be ke Him in that ; that there lives werena
giten them for their win pleesure, but to do God’s
wirk ¥ the wield, wd to help theiv neebors,  Aw’
svne g ogreat peace cam’ into my heart, an’ I kent
that Ged wad gie me happiness teo, thongh maybe

ne' ¥ othis warkl,  Ohy Jessie, lasste, the lesson was

< worth the gain o the Ieamnin’ 3 an” U think mayhe it

Just that the Lond wants to teadh you too.
yeo fry o lesrn ity Jessie?

Will

An' omind veve aye

¢ the Taond Himsel (o gang {0 when der ain heat’s

‘

a that hie hoped the Lond had forggi'en him for 1is

——————— 4 an e

sair s an’ nane can cotafort like Him g an’ 1 think He
hax a warmer cotner in His heut for the puiv koahs
that lie macbady Tag Uimsel’ to comfort them than
for any dther. AW believe we Jdessiey, yell i’
there's naethin® soothes the puiin ©© yer ain heard like
tryin? to heal ither folkes Will ye try, lissie 77

Ay, VI ey, sadd the ginl einestly,  Thank ye,
Miss MGraw. Tl be gauin’ hame noo, or mither il
he anxions™

She drew her shawl over hier head, and stepped out,
into the night; hut theye was a resolute ook in her
swollen eyes, as she said good-night, that promised
well for Jessic Glendinning's future.
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