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THE VINEYARD.

if only this were Jus ship!  Another gun, and she once more
pushed aside the curtain and looked out. A rocket Hashed
upon the darkness, revealiny the angry sea, aud then thero
came into her mind the full meamng of her terrible wish.
“Qh, CGod!"” and sbe sapk upon her koees, ‘“Save me!
Save me '

There was a foutfall outside the rouin, and ahe arosein
time to see Reginald enter. .\ moment hie stowd, as though
to admire the utter peace and beauty of the picture -she, i
a narrow circle of light, her jewels tlashing out in contrast to
the darkoness around.  He came forward, aud an impulse
seized her to tell Inm all, when once again the deor opened.
‘¢ Ploase, sir, the men want you t) help man the boat, if you
will.” Reginald was a daring boatman, and had left word
that if he were necded he would come.  So he kissed his wife
and bade her be calm, for that, if God willel, he should be
sufe and return to her again.  “If God willed ”—she had
never known him speak so before, and again a fearful weak-
ness took pussession of her.  She cculd not stay there, so she
wrapped herself in a cloak and houd, and calhing two women
of the house to go with her, they all three, bearing lanterns
in their hands, made their way down to the shore. It was
bitterly cold ; but what of that? Brave men were putting
their lives in peril for others, and should they shiink from
a mere blast of wind? They might take care of those
rescucd, und so perform their share in the great work ; and
thinking thus, Constance strove to stille the thouglkt which
would come, that the clergyman was dead and the nurse old
and obscure, so that she might in all safety adhere to the
wording of the second will—it was her secret, resting with
her alone. Once or twice a lurid ray fima rockets throwa by
those on the vessel in distress, showed to those on shore the
men, women, and children clinging to the masts aad rocks
against which they had been thrown, showed also the hfe.
boat slowly ploughing its way back heavily laden, and at
times in extreme peril, as all could see. It came to land, and
Constance felt a throb of gladness for other woimnen besides
Lerself, and while they, the boat's wrew, prepared to return
again upén their perilous errand, she presscd forward with
the rest to minister to the poor half-drowned creatures lying
ipon the sands. Ouae lay apart, and she bent over him alone,
tirning her lautern fnll upon bim; ah, now she Lknew the
catge of her inmost dread upon this day and night, for in the
pale, inscnsible face Lefore her she reccgnised William Berry.
She did not faint or turn away -no, she only felt that for her
judgment was begun. The wind was fast becoming more
bgisterous, while the feeble light of the moon, which was
20W §trugeling through the clouds, revealed the lifcboat, and
at the sight those on shore gave a wild shriek - would
ievel come to ladd, and they, the rescued aund the ruscuers,
ivould together ¢hare a watuy grave.  Then Constance threw
Rerclf 'apon the wet sands, and besought Gud to_give her
Reginald’s life, and to spare this man, William Berry, lo
inherit Hisown. ¢\ life dcr 2 life,” she pleaded, and at the
closc of her prayer there arosc a murmurivg that the boat
was righting itself, and was gradually nearing the shore.

3eTgle this man to my heuse,” she cried in an ecstacy of
joy ; Tor it already scumed t Ler that her petition was
granted, and immediately sane fisher-lads cluse by obeyed
g;r})'f:l;gsl;. There was an almust uncartlly light in her dark
cyes as she followed behind, as she tended Lim, too, in the
best guest-chamber her home attorded.  The servants leoked
on'in ‘Wonder, for Constance, in her snxiety to serve and
brigg this man back to life, was but to her mind tending and
savidg Réginald. ’

“The moments throbbed un in that silent chawmber, where
dt;g'}ﬂx scemed brooding «.cn as on the buisterous sea -
{E¥obbed” calmly and unl._sitatingly, as if carth's auguish
weére as naught ! But at the last a wild shout f1um the shore
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came cchoing there, exultingly, joyousiy, as with thetale of
a’ victory gginea. The beat had lauded, preservers and
presgrved were safe and rojoicing together -the passivnate
prayér, “alife for a life !” was auswered. The cyes of the
uncopscious man opened at that joyous ¢ry as of manpy voices,
and Constance sank to the floor in a deadly sivoou.

But it was 3 happy returning to life for her.  Reginals
arms wyere about her, hiy voice Whispered ikat e loved ber,
bot “for wealth, nor case, nor luyary, but Tor her own dear
self. “Anl William Bérey's love had bheen, and still was,
strong apd true, noblo and geuerous; lic would hear of no
giving up nor restitufion; he had cuough of this world's
goods aud to spare in a foreign Jand ; he only spent a few
moxuths in the old home by the sca—a beautiful dremn of

confidence, forgiveness, and noble self-surrender—and thep
went away to his distant home.

And Constance mourned for him as for a Jost brother
while her Jife became purer, holier, and more chastened il;
her great woman’s love--and her husband gloried in her,
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S viecand wind Hy plht ot haidoplantod
\/ HEXN vines are planted and & viaeyard is formed, it s
not with a view to cover the ground with foliage, to
ornament the slopes of some neighbouring hill, or to Aford
occupation to a number of hungry workers. No, the object
of the owner of the vineyard is to obtain fruit. The husbamd.
man reasonably anticipates that his vines when well tended
will yuickly remunerate him for ull bis Inbours, and form a
source of annual income. If, however, after a fair trial the
plant should prove f.uitless it is removed to muke way for
one more promising.  So the purpose of the Eternal in sendiny
His truth, and subsequently His Son into the world was, as
it 18, to obtain from man the fruits of righteousness. His
revelation and religion were not intended to e the means
simply of civilising man—the means only of improving ther
wordly prospects.  His Church was formed not fur the purpose
of opening up a professional  calling for a cluss of wanking,
and covering the world with ¢ reverend ” <incdressers. No.
His object 18 to sec in ns aud obtain from us that which
glorifies Him. .Jesus thus stated the case: *“ Herein is My
Father glorified that ye bear much fruit ; so shall ye be My
disciples.”  Civilisation, social improvement, mental progress,
and ministerial service will be certain to fullow where the
fruits of rightcousness are found. The Charch will Le a
blessing to the world, and a sphere for most diligent toil, so
loug as ia it the Lordly Proprictor cau discurn the signs of
life and fruition. Lach of us mustexhibit our vitality Ly our
fruit. Tt is of no service that we are associatud with the
trees of God’s planting otherwige. We are curnberars of the
round. Faith withodt works isdead. Tolluge without fruit
18 hypocrisy. Nothing can compensate for the .bscuce of
clustering excellencies.  There is no greater anvmaly Luneath
the blue skies than a barren belicver. The suul that truly
loves Jesus will spontaneously put forth ifs <ffuits to please
Him, Constrained by the moblest and purcst and sweetest
of all principles, the heart will lay its best productious at the
feet of Christ. Healising the duty and destiny of every re-
genciated man, the Church says, as Solowun represcuts, ““Let
my beloved come inty Ifis garden and wat His pleasant
fruits.,” Dear sirs, it is a guestion worthy uf buiug furceld
hoine upon our hearts- are we fruitful?  JAre we giving
evidence of our spiritual life Ly submission to cur Master’
will? Are we striving cevery day to overcome the evils of
our hearts and lives? .\re we cabjbifing the temper of
Jesus?  Are wo aiming after confurmity to His image? Do
we daily yield ourdelves to His wish? Do we cast vur whole
experience upoa His premise? Does His love constrain us to
watch, and pray, and work, and wait? Do we try to cxpd
the proud, discontcnted, sclfish, angiy, revenyeful feelings
which sometimes possess us?  Let us ask wvursddves theso
questions.

We must never lose sight of the icpa of the vingyard. 1t
was customary to crect a tower in ancient vineyards, whae
watch was kept in order to repel all assaults of encmies.
Yonder, from His watch-fower, the ungeen but ali-seving God
guards His Church. By the outh of His scrvaut Isaiab, the
Infinite One says: “In tlat day sing unio her . avingyard
of red wine ; I, the Lord, do keup it every mument, lest uny
hurt 3, T will kecp it night and day.” Mark the words
““ every moment,” "*“night "and day.” What scason can that
be in which the vineyard of the Lord is without a keeper
In the darkest bour vl persccution, as well as in the sunniest
period of liberty apd growth—in the Winter of our discontent,
as well as the summiér of success and satisfaction the Lord
watches over Ilis people. Throughout all the troubled past
Il¢ bas preserved His Church—and Qe will prescrve it, what-
gver way await its fature history, There shall ever be a vine-
yard—{£hat vineyard shall oxtend in its dimensjons, and increase
in its fruitfulnegs until ono day e who planted, and pur-
chased, and pregorved it shall come to Ylis own possessions,
and sec there the travail of His soul and be satisfied.

Onc word in rclation to the labourers in the vineyard,
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