
36 EARNEST CHRLSTIANITY.

CHAPTER XVIII.

ROTTEN ROW.

I w ~as soon ail settled that Cor ivas to leave us, and beéome a
ship's doctor, crossinix thè stormy sea to, and f-ro ili ail kinds of

weather, wvhi1st Phoebe and I at home 'vatched the clouds and the
winds, and 'often trembied for bis safety. ThereWnas a good deal for
us to do to get him ready to -start ; for hie 'vas going to be wvith rich
people as well -as poor, a7nd hie must look like a gentleman. 'But it
wvas a poor outfit, after al! our pains, though I paivned the old vatch
Margcry, without telling Cor, and bought some linen -%vith the màney,
that hie miglit be something, likce the grand folk ivho might be cross-
ing the sea to Anierica. Phocebe made saine collars, and hemmed
and nxarked some pocket-hiandkerchiefs, sometimes singing over
them an'd sometimes sighing; for the child's heart wvas divided be-
tween joy and sorrowv.

J une wvas haif over before Cor left London, and the last evening
lie came to see me alone. H-e had been giving me some medicine,
and been looking after m'., as miy doctor. Thiat night his face ivas
anxious again, and his manner full of care for me.

"Miss Margery,' lie said, "eyou cannot get over that trouble."
No; my hiead wvas- palsied a littie, and neyer wvould be quite

stili again; and my hands, especially my lame hand, were nerveless
and feeble. The strength I hiad lost in Stephen's house would neyer
be mine again, until 1 becanie young once more, after drinking of
the river of life where it flows out of the throne of God and the
Lamb.

- You keep fretting about your brother," continued Cor, hesitat-
ingly; "'you cannot shake off your dread of some evil having be-
fallen him ?"

For I.,bad kept my secre4 , and neyer said a word about Steplien
since that day. How could I tceli any one but God what had passed
betwveen us ?

ciI scarcely kr1ow wliether I ouglit to tell you,".* said Cor, taking
rny shaking hand betwveen both of his. " it will give you pain-
great pain; but it will set your >mid at ease upon that point."

C"Tell me, Cor," 1 said, eager ta hear ail lie had to say.
" Why, your brother Stepheîi is alive and welI," hie answered;

C'but h&es unwvorthy of the naine of brother. I've seen hlm and spoken
ta him. There, keep yours.elf calai, Miss Margery, or l'Il tell you
no more.)

"Tell me everything," I said.
"I was goingy along Whitechapel," lie xvent on, C' and I saîv a bill,

posted up by the Emigration Society, announcing a lecture upon
the Australian colonies by Stophm Bede, Esq., of Talbot Downs,
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