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HOPE ON, HOrE EVER.

Hope on, hap@ ever. Though dead leaves are lying
lu mournful clusters 'neath your wandering feet ;
Though wintry wiuda thr.ugh naked bougli are iglhing
The flowera are dead 1 yet is the menmory sweet
Of Punnxmr tinde and countless tos glowing

flic *artn kisEe@ of the genroisa sun
liope oui hope ever. Wh% lbautd teats Le towinig?
in every season is corne victory Vo.

Hope on, hope ever, though you deck loved tresses
With trembhng fingers for the cilent grave,
Tbough cold the cheek beneath your fond carePces,
Look up, true Christian coul; be calm, be hrave i
Hope on, hope ever. Though vour hearts be breakiug,
Let flowerÀ af rpesignatian wrcatlîe jouir cross4,
Deep ln your ieart roe hearenly wisdom waking,
For iortal life is full of change and losa.

Hope on, bope ever, for long-varnished faces
Watch for your coning an the golden ishore,
E'en while you whisper in their vacant places.
The blessed yords," Iot lot, but gane before ''
Hope on, liope ever, Ici yaur hearte keep minging>
Wlen low you bend above the churehyard sod,
And fervent prayera your chastened thougits are winuging,
Through sigLe and tears, to tie briglt throne of God I
Hope on, hope &ver. Let not toil or eorrow
Still the sweet music of Hope's heavenly voice.
Prom every dawn somonry ai or nofrt borrow,
That in flie evcning you rnay cM111 reja*ce.
Hope on, hope ever-words beyond conparing,
Dear to the hearts that naneless uaes have riven;
To all that menorn, oweet consolation bearing.
Oh, may they prove the Christian's guide to heaven i
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"Inanmuch as y. did it unto one of the least of these My
brthren, ye did it uinto M."

CHAPTER IT
A HAPPY HOME.

Presently the bells struck out for afternoon
service, and the good mother said:-

" It is my turn for church this afternoon, and I
will take little Mary; then you can have a nice
walk with Witlie and Janie, father. It is not so
hot to-day ; there's a fine breeze blowing over St.
Thomas's fields."

" Oh, yes, father," said Willie • " you will
corne, won't you ?"'

Tom Bankes yawned and stretched. He felt,
perhaps, a little more disposed, after his good noon
day meal, to take a nap in his chair; but be knew
he should he none the better for .hat, and a great
dea the letter for iresh air, and a quiet walk witi
bis two eider cindren ; sa lie taîr! theni ta runa nd!
get ready; and his wife, having filled the kettle,
and put it on the hob, ready for tea on ber return.
went also to prepare for church, taking lItle Mary
in her arms.

They all left the house together, Mrs. Banks
lecking the or, and putting the key in her
pocket. At the end of the bye-road where Salis-
bury Place was built, the father and mother
separated.

" You'll be home by five o'clock, father," were
his wife's parting words. " so there's nice time for
tea before evening service."

" Al right." was the answer; "and I asked
Aunt Jane to look in, and go ta Church along with
us this evening ; but you'll lie hone, so as to let ber

Oh yes," was the answer. " Good-byc."
And thus the husband ,and wife parted.
The afternoon service ivas sholt, and a few

simple words spoken by the clergyman on a pas-
sage of holy Scripture, which were easy and plain
to understand, took the place of a sermon. 'fo-
day the words seemed to corne home especially to
the heart of the good motbtr who listened ; for
Mary Bankes had lier worries and troubles, like all

mothers of families, whether rich or poor. Some-
tities she felt oppressed with the struggle of life,
and the effort she made to keep i tidy, inviting
home for ber husband. Sometimes, tao, a na-
turally quick temper would give her trouble ; and
every repeated failure was a cause of repeated.sor-
row. But she had learned to take all ber sins and
all ber troubles to the cross of Jesus ; and the
sound of Sunday chimes always seemed to give her
fresh courage and fresh hope. Mary Bankes
would not have foregone the hours she spent in
God's house for all the excursion uips la crowded
trains i the world.

The clergyman's words to-day were upon the
benediction of the Ring to those who had served
Him, and that all unconscious of the service
rendered :-

" Inasmuch as you did it unto one of the least
iof these My brethren, ye did it unto Me."

Many had been the little acts of love that Mary
Bankes, in ber humble way, had managed ta ren-
der; kindness to a sick neighbor-often not more
than the cup of cold water; little helps on the
rough journey of this work-a-day life, which had
been given for love's sake, and would bring their
own reward.

Little Mary, who was but four years old, fell
asleep, and thus ber mother was left free to give
her whole attention to the words of the preacher.
As she listened, she did not think that thise words
were to fortify her fo a deed of love which she
was soon to be called upon to perform,-a deed of
blessed charity to a forlorn outcast, which would
bring forth fruit such as she little dreamed of.

As I have said the whole neighborhood of St.
Thomas's was new, and many of the bouses were
yet unfinished, and some were just raised above
the foundations. There was a whole row unfinish-
ed oppposite Salisbury Place, and the house on the
right-hand side of the Bankes was uninhabited, and
had " To Let upon the windows, roughly painted
in large white letters.

Mary Bankes was at home before her husband;
but at the little garden gate she saw a trinm figure
standing, who she knew at once to be Aunt Jane.

inope you have not been waiting long, aunt,"
Mary said, as she came quickly up, and took the
key from ber pocket, to fit into the lock of the
door.

" Oh, of course that does not matter," was the
reply. "I have been standiug here in the melting
sui for something like a quarter of an hour; but
it's of no consequence ; only its a pity Tom asked
me, if I wasn't wanted.

" We want you very much," Mary said good-
ternperedly ; "I the children always are pleased to
see you.ý Willie and Janie are out with their
father, but they will be home directly. Do step>
in, Aunt Jane, and take offyour bonnet."

"Eut Aunt Jane still paused.'
" There's a queer noise out yonder, across the

road, which I can't make out," she said. " It
sounds as if it came from behind that wal. :und I
have Jistened to i till I an quite nervous. Ihere !
now do you hear ? "

\'es," Mary said, " it's like something in pain.
Just take little Mary's hand, Aunt, and l'il go and
look."

" Take care, Mary," was the reply. " A mad
dog may rush out on you, or no one knows what."

But Mary Bankes had crossed the street before
Aunt Jane had time to give vent to any more
spinster-like fears ; and, peeping over the line of
bricks which had been raised next the road, she
saw, lying in the trench dug for the cettars, a heap
of rags, from which the sound proceeded.

" Why, it's a child," she said : " it's a child, and
she is hurt," as the groans of pain succeeded again
and again. " What is it ? " she asked. " Who is
it ? Get up.

Then fron the bundle of ragged clothes a head
was raised, with a mass of tangled dark hair tossed
from the forehead ; and a pair of piteous dark eyes
were turned up to the kind motherly face bending
over it, while a broken feeble little voice said-

" I've been and broke my leg ; I can't move ; I
can't get up. Oh dear I oh dear 1 I

" Did you fall over, my dear ; and what could

you be doing here on Sunday afternoon ? But
there, I won't ask no more questions ;of the poor
thing," she said, half to herself and half aloud.
"1Here comes Tom, he will soon lift her out"

Mer husband answered rMary's summons by
striding to the place where she stood, andtclling
the children to go along home.

What is it, Mary? "
A child bas fallen down into the cellars of this

house. Look, Tom."
Tom, looked, and exclaimed, ' A child I Why,

it looks like an old sack of 'tatoes."
" Go down and lift lier up. She is in dreadful

pain. Hark how she is groaning."
' So she be," said Tom, letting himself down

cautiously to the level of the place where Matsie
lay ; for he had his best Sunday suit on, and was
careful not to hurt it by lime or"dirt, to which on
other days he was well accustomed.

" Bless me, Mary," he said looking up at his
wife, " I don't feel as if I could touch ber, now I
ani here; she ain't holesome."

" Never mirnd, Tom ; she is in awful pain; and
if our Janie had fallen -- "

"Janie-yes," her husband whispered; "but

Here, however, Tom paused; and the kindly
spirit asserting itself, be put his great strong arms
beneath the bundle of rags, and in spite of Matsie's
groan's and cries, carried ber up through the back
of the half-finished buildings and soon put ber
down by his wife's side, who was standing by their
own little garden gate, Aunt Jane and the children
clustering at the door.

IWell," Tom Bankes said, "and what now ?"
" Take ber into the washhouse, Tom, and l'Il

send Janie and Willie to ask Dr. Mansfield to
corne and advise us what to do."

All this time Matsie's large wistful eyes were
fixed upon the faces bernding over ber. As Mary
spoke she said-

" Don'tee send me away, I be so bad, and I've
got nowheres to go; nowheres; " she repeated im a
piteous tone. which expressed pain and utter desn-
lanion.

Tom's heart was touched. He did not say an-
other word, but he went off himuself for Dr. Mans.
field, having first taken the child into the out-
house as his wife desired.

"' ou are never going to keep that dirty, filthy
child about the premises,' was Aunt Jane's remark,
as Mary Bankes returned and bid little Janie set
the tea.

'I nust keep ber till the doctor has seen her
anyhow," was the answer. II don't think ber leg
is broken, it is only a sprain."

" Just as if it mattered whether it was a sprain
or not, bringing the fever and the worst of com-
plaints to your own children. Why them sort of
folks live like dogs, and often die like 'em.,

" Oh ! Aunt Jane, don't talk so. That poor for-
lorn creature has 3ot a soul like my own little one;
a soul for which Jesus died."

Aunt Jane looked unatterable things, and sat
down to the expectancy of a plate of hot toast and
a comfortable Sunday tea, for which preparations
were made.

"Tom Bankes came back in less than a quarter
of an hour, but lie was alone.

" The doctor is out," be said, " but he will be
here before very long. I left word with the servant.
Now then, Mary, I want my tea."

" Aud what is to be done with this poor miser-
able object ?" Aunt Jane inquired, when she had
sipped a cup of good tea.

When you are all gone to Church, I will look
after ber," Mary Bankes said.

And when the Sunday chimes were ringing out
from the churches far and near, this good woman,
in lier tender motherly way, was bending overpoor
M'tsie, and speaking to her out of the depths of
lier heart, which vas full of pity, not only for ber
bodily distress and wretchedness, but also for the
darkness of ber soul.

(To.be continued.)
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