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KÇezia, paused again, and again saàid ' Yes,
xnistress,' and at dinner-tiîne I thouglit rny
bit of mince %yas just as good eaten off the
liîninislied cloth.

The folloiving day Nezia brought in an
cg- on a Lray. '21s hardlv worth whîiIe
inessing the clotlî taking it ont of the prs
l'or tlîat bit o' food,' she declared.

And I quite agreed w'ith lier; besides, the
tray wvas sooner carried off, ani Kezia, could
geL to lier sewing earlier.

\W!Cl, next day I was sitting at my roitgli
Nwooden table in the windlow, wlîere 1 dress
my flow,:rs and do my odd jobs, and KÇezia,
saw me and brougit, me my dinner dish, and
laid it, dlon on that. I I ain't broughlt a
tray,' she said; ' the hot plate wýon'*t spoil
this table, and it'nl less trouble.'

And eo it %viF, and mny dinner tasted
quite as good as tisual.

But the following môruiig dinner wvas
late, very late, extraordinarily late ; yet
Kezia wvas neitiier ill -nor idie. I heard lier
biistlin g about in the kitelien finely. ' Give
lier five minutes more,' I said ta inyseîf, ' jr.
always hurries lier so to ring the bell-for I
never ring, yoîi kznaw, Jaek, unless I feelmry
old attaelk's thire.itening me -and that 1

fr-gliteils the g0oil girl. So I vwaited MuI
the cloclz on the mantelpiece struek two,
and dlimier was an liour late. This %vould
nover do. Tingle, tingle! went my bell.
As I thouglit, ICezia burst in, pale and
hreatlilesF. ' You aint never took bad, mis-
tress ? silo sai(.

'31Y dinner, Kezia,' I insvered, feebly, for
1 was quite faint for Nvant of food.

«La! now, well, I neyer! ' I>oor Kezia
rnglier bands in despair. ' i f 1t

liavyen't l)ecfl and gone and dlean forgot you

-never so imîdi as thouglit of your dinner.
What with no table to set, and no cloth to,
lay, and never even the tray to I, why the
w'hole thing lias shipped xny mc-inory alto-
gether, and never a bit of dinner have I
cookzed for you to-da-y, thotigli it's in the
larder rcady, and l'Il go-

But the rest, of Kezia's speech wvas lost
in lier fliglit to the kitulhen. Now, Jack,
boy, do you sec why I stic to forins and
ceremonies, and have my table set as if for
a princess every day, thougli there is no one
but old Granny to see the bright silver and
the transparent water-j ug, and the pretty
pepper-box you brougbt, me from China?
The dinner is the chief thin g, as we ail
kznow; but you sec iL is apt to be forgotten
by poor dul. îninds if wve do not kzeep up a
certain form rcgarding it.

Jack laighed. ' A capital story, Granny,
and well tohi ; and 'pou my wvord I tlîink
tliere's sornething in it. At ail events,ý Wvel
go throughl the ceremny of my giving you
an arm to afternoon churcli. Wili thiat cou-
tent yon ? '

As I said before, Jack was a thoroughly
well-meaning earnest-hearted lad, and I do
believe Granny's argument ivas flot lost on

in.
Forma and ceremonies are gaod for some-

Lhing lie found out, and thoughli lie iinmne-
(liately took up with soine other hasty idea,
wvhich lie would probably give up, too, by-
an<l-by, ive are sure that, God never leaves
the hearty sceker after truth always in the
iiiî% and qi ê'mire, but in Jus own good
Lime sets bis feet on firm gyrounid.

On such ground-the ground of a Iroly
Christ-given, Apostolie faithi-nay Sailor
Jack find hixaeif anchored in the end!


