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consciousness to come to his ald and

ronsign to oblivion his accusing memory.

It was a cold, grey afternoon. Mrs,
Maxwell’'s little kitchen was in perfect
order; the fire shed flickering lights on
the bright dish-covers on the wall, and
the bluo and white china on the old-
fashioned dresser was touched with a

ruddy glow. Mrs, Maxwell herself,
seated in a wooden rocking-chair, In
spotless white apron, was knitting

busily as she talked; and Milly on & low
stool, the tabby In her arms, with her
golden-brown curls in pretty disorder,
and her large, dark eyes gazing earnestly
mto the fire, completed the plcture,

“ Do you like winter, Mrs. Maxwell 7

she was asking.

“Well, my dear, [ can’t say as I don't’

prefer the summer; but there !—the Al-
mighty sends it, and it must be right,
and I don‘t think folks have a right to
grumble and go
foreign parts, a-leaving their own coun-
try and the weather God gives them, be-
cause they say they must have sunshine.
1 allays thinks they've no sunshine in
their hearts, or they wouldn't be so up
and down with the weather.”

“ 1 think wiater is a very loncly time,
Mrs. Maxwell, and I'm sorry for the
trees. I was out this morning with
f°ritz, and I talked to them and tried to
cheer them up. And I think they feel
they're nearly dead, poor things! and
they were shivering with cold this morn-
ing; they were, really. I told them they
would be happy when next summer
comes, but they sighed and shook their
heads; it's such & long time to wait, and

they have nothing to do—they can only '

stand still. 1 was very sad this morn-
ing; after 1 had talked to them, I went
down to the plantation at the bottom of
the lawn, and on the way I came to a
poor dead frog. Fritz saiffed at him,
but he didn’t seem to be sorry. I don't
know how he died: I thought perbaps he
had stayed out in the cold and got
frozen, he felt so very cold. I took him
up and buried him, and I wondered if
his mother would miss him; and then
i went on a little farther, and there were

rushing off to them @

*1 think a certain little apple dump-
ling as | put in the oven for some one
1s smelling as it {t wants to come out.”
was Mrs. Maxwell's brisk response as
she bustled out of her chalr, her old eyes
moist with feeling.

In a minute Mitly's pensiveness had
disappearedd. A baked apple dumpling
had great charms for her, and no one
would have belleved that the light-
hiearted child with the merry laugh, now
danclng round the room, and climblug

up to the dresser for u plate was the .

same as the one who had so sadly dis-
coursed a few moments beforc on the

mournfulness of winter oud of her
orphaned state.
“Did you make such nice apple

dumplings for Tommy ?'* she asked pre-
sently, busy with her fork and spoon,

o i
and looking supremely content with her- . drink wine, nor anything whereby thy

self and surroundings.
“Ah! Didn't 1?7 1 mind when he
used to come in on Saturdays from the

. forge, 1 always had a hot pudding for

t

|

some little bird’s fcathers all in a heap '

or the ground. [ felt sure a cruel cat

had been eating it imp, and I couldn’t help :

crying, for everything seemed to be
dying. And when I got to the planta-

tion I was a little comforted, for the fir- '

trees looked so comfortable and warm—
they hadn’t lost their leaves like the

_tree—he looked so lonely and unhappy,
-ghid- he was the only one without any
leaves.”

*One of those birches, I expect. My
man, he said the other day that the fir
plantation yonder wanted weceding out.”

*“Well, I couldn't bear to see him so
sad, so 1 crept right in amongst the firs
untfl I got to him, and then I put my
arms right round him and cuddled him
tight. 1 told him God would take care
of him, and give him a beautiful new
groen dress next summer; but he seemed
to feel the cold, and I expect the other
trees aren’t very kind to him. I al-
ways think the firgs aro very stiff and
preud. I—I kissed him before I came
away; it was a sad morning.”

Milly’s tone was truly pathetic, and

~Mrs. Maxwell, who loved to hear her
" childish fancles and never laughed at
them, now looked up from her knitting
sympathetically,—

“You're sad yourself, dear.
uncle pretty well to-day ?"

*1 think he is getting better, but he
mustn’t talk, and nurse won't let me see
him. 1 think it's winter makes me sad,
‘Mrs. Maxwell.”

«There was silence for a few moments.
Milly stroked her cat thoughtfully, then
she said,—

“1t Uncle Edward bad died, what
would have happened to me ? Should
I have had to go to the workhouse ?"

* Bless your little heart, no! Why,
my man and I was saying the other day
that it's most sure as you'll be mistress
of the property one day., Sir Edward
he have no other kith or kin, as far as
we know. Workhouse, indeed! A
place wliere they takes in tramps and
vagabonds.”

*1 heard some of the maids talking
about it pursued Milly; *“they said
they wondered what would happen to
me. [ think he Is my only uncle, so I
couldn't go anywhere else. I wish I
had a father, drs. Maxwell, I'm always
wishing for one. I never remember my
father. My mother I do, but she was
always {ll, and she didn’'t like me to
bother her. Do you know, I thought
when I came to Uncle Edward that he
would be a kind of father; Miss Kent
said he would. But I'm atraid he doesn't
like me to bother him either; I should
like him to take me up in his arms and
kiss me. Do you think he ever will 2
I feel as if no one cares for me some-
times.” - - : .
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him; he used to say there was nho one
as cooked as well as ‘ mother.""”

“ He's a long time coming home, {sn’t
he, Mrs. Maxwell 2 I get so tired of
walting. 1 wish he would come for
Christmas.”

“I'm not tired of waiting,” Mrs. Max-
well sald softly, “and I've waited these

nine years, but it sometimes seems nsl

it it {s only yesterday as he went off 1
feel at times like fretting sadly over him,
and wish [ knew if he was alive or dead,
but then the Lord do comfort me, and I
know he sees just where ho is, and he'll
let me know when the
comes,”

“I'm expecting him every day,” sald
Milly with a cheerful little nod. I
was telllng God about him last night at
my window on the stairs—and it seemed
as it God said to me that he was coming
very soon now. I shouldn’t wonder if
he came next week !

The keeper entered the cottage at this
moment, and Milly jumped off her seat
at once.

“I'm atraid it's time for me to be go-
ing back. Nurse sald I was to be in at
four. Are you going to take me, Max-
well 2

“Don't 1 always see you safe and
sound up at the house 7" Maxwell said
good-humouredly, *“and do you know It
has struck four ten minutes ago?
When you and my old woman got to-

. gether to have a crack, as the saying Is,
other trees—but do you know, in the
middle of them all was a tall, thin, bare

vou don‘'t know how times passes. We
shafl have to run for it.”

Milly was belng rapidly covered up in
a thick plald by Mrs. Maxwell.

“There now, my dearle, good-bye tiil
next I see you, and don’t be doletul in
that big house by yourself. Ycar uncle
will soon be well, and nurse will be bet-
ter able to see after you. I don’t know
what all those servants are after that
they can’t amuse you a bit.”

“ Nurse doesn't like me ever to go
near the servants’ hall,” said Milly; 1
promised her 1 wouldn't. Sarah stays
in the nursery with me, but she runs
away downstairs pretty often. Good-
bye, Mrs. Maxwell.”

It was getting dark. Maxwell soon
had the child in his strong arms, and
was striding along at a great pace, when
passing a rather dark corner, a man sud-
denly sprang out of the bushes and took
to his heels,

Maxwell shouted out wrathfully :
* Let me see you in here agaln, and it
will be the worse for you, Yyou
scoundrel ¥

* Oh, Maxwell,” cried Milly, *“who is
it 7 .

“QOne of them skulking poachers—
they're alwass in here after the rabbits.
1¢ I hadn’t a-had you to look after and
had my thick stick I would a-been after
him.”

*“But you wouldn’t have hurt him ?”

* 1 should bave taught him a lesson,
that I should !

* But, Maxwell, you mustn't, really!
Only think, he might be—Tommy com-
ing home! You couldn't see who it
was, could you ? It would be dreadful
it you chased away Tommy."”

“No fear o that,” Maxwell said in a
quieier tone. My own son wouldn't
skulk along lke that. He wasa ragged
vagabond, that’s what he was.”

* Prodigal sons are nearly always
ragged: he might have been somo one's
proaigal son, Mazwell.”

* He was just a poacher, my dear, and
I think I know the chap. He's staying
at the Blue Dragon, and has been a-
watching this place for some time.”

* Per: ups he is one of God’s prodigal
sons,” sald Milly softly, ** like Jack was.”

To this Maxwell made no reply, but
when he set her down in the brightly-
fighted hall a ljttle later, he said,—

* Don't you fret about our Tommy. I
should know him fast enough. He
wouldn't run from kis own father.”

And Milly went in, and that anight
‘sdded another petition to her prayers:

right time !

thing.

“And, pleage, God, If the man wha
ran away from Maxwell {8 a prodigal |
s0n, bring him back to his father for
Josus® sake. Amen.”

{To bo continued.)

LESSON NOTES.

SECOND QUARTER.

STUDIRS IN TIHE A Tw AND ERINTLES

LESSON XIL --JUNE 20.
PERSONAL RESPONSIBILITY.
Rom. 14. 1021, Meniory verses, 19-21
GOLDEN TEXT.
It is good nelther to eat tivsh, nor to

brother stumbleth.—Rom, 14, 21,
OUTLINE,
1. Living to God, v. 1u-12.
2. Living fu Love, v. 13-18.
3. Living for Others, v, 1941,
Thne.—A.D, 58.

Place.—Written
Corinth,

by Paul while at

HOME READINGS

Personal responsibility.—Rom.

19-21.

. Pleusing others.—Rom. 15. 1-7.

Givtug no offence.—1 Cor. 10. 23-33.
. Warning against oftences.—Matt. 18

1-11. .

Loving one another.—Rom. 13. 7-14.

Love for others.—Mark 12. 28-34.

. My neighbour.—Luke 10. 25-37.
QUESTIONS FOR HOME STUDY.
1. Living to God, v. 10-12

\What twoy questions of judgment are |
asked ? |

Before whom must all stand ? '

What Scripture s quoted, and trom |
whence 2 See Isa. 45. 23.

To whom mnst all give account ?

What says Jobn of that flnal test? !
Rev. 20, 12,

2. Living in Love, v. 13-18,

\What will love prompt us to avold ?

Wlat says Paul about clean or un-
clean ?

To whkom then does anything become
unclean ?

W hen does one walk uncharitably ? |

What should we carefuny avold ? i

In what does the kingdom of God
consist ?

Who is accepted of God and men ?

3. Living for Others, v. 19-21.

What should Christians seek for ?

How muay we distinguish between pure
and impure ?

What law will govern thoso who live
for others ?  Golden Text.

Whose example do we thus follow ?
See Rom, 15. 3.

PRACTICAL TEACHINGS.

1. ‘trust God for just judgment. Be
kind, charitable, patient, forgiving:
* help a little,” and hinder none.

2. Deny self to help others. Live to
do good. Mecat and drink are trifles in
comparison—rightcousness is every-

14.

3. May a Christian dance ? Go to the
theatre 7 Play cards ? Drlnk wine ?
For the sake of a clean example a Chris-
tian will not wish to do aany of these
things.
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we ean get 1n,” rald one of tho boys to
Albert,

st replied Albert, in great scorn,
“that would bo most unbecoming In o
faxon knight, whe should always attack
the enemy In front.” 8o you see, he
always acted up td his motto, even then.

well, these ttlo princes and princeasea
had very good tfmes at Oshorne., On
th~ir mother's birthday they had a fine
present.  You could nover gucds what it
was, so 1 will tell you

1t was n lovely Swixs cottrge, a grown
up cottage, not a play-cottage, with
grounds all about 1. And these grounda
were glven to them too.

Hiere each one had a ganlen, where
they  ratsed  vegetables and  flowers
They had hot-houses and forcing framos
v0 they could have flowers and vegetables
as early as other gardeners. Each hud
a set of garden tools, marked with his or
her name, from Victoria to Beatrico.

The two cldest boys bullt a fort. It
was small, but 1t way perfect in overy
part, just llko a real fort. They ovon
made the bricks !

Every Saturdsy night they carriod In
their bIlls for work and thelr father
patd them.

in the pretty Swiss cottago was n
kitchen, where tho princesses cooked and
masde pickles and jellfes.  There wins a
pantry and dalry and clorets with overy
thing as complete as possible.

1 suppose thoy had heavy bread and
streaky cake and half-cooked thinga just
as we all do at first. But they are very
good housekeepers now and they learnest
a good deal of thelr housekeeplng, no

doubt, In the ltitle Swilas cottage at
Osbhorne,
Ot course they :iinade colloctious of

things just like other boys and girja
They had & museum of Natural History
with stuffed birds, and bits of rock, and
specimens of flowers. They had a big
telescope too for star-gazing. It was a
happy, happy time.

\When Prince Atbert was a boy in Ger
many he and his brother Ernest collected
specimens. These specimens havo been
added to and pow form what is called
the Ernest-Albert Museum of Matural
History.

“HEARTSHINE."

A ttle follow called a smile & ° baby
langh,” but another gave a still botter
definition when he sajd that if the light
from the sun was suashine, then smiles
must be * heartshine.” Wasn't that a
beautiful definition ? How many of you,
little workers, are trylng to mako heart-
shine ? It you haven't already tried
much, what a good time this ts to bo-
gin !

Here is another thought too : It amtles
are “ heartshine,” then frowns must be
* faceclouds,” ¢h ? and crying—well, cry-
ing 18 just thunder. Now, who wouldn't
rather make * heartghine® than * face-
ctouds ™ or *thunder” ?

Mrs. Keith Hamilton, M.B.
Moroe Experionces of Elizabeth Glen.

By ANNIE S. SWAN,

With full.page illuetrations by
D. Mcuaray Sntn.

STORY OF THE QUEEN'S LIFE.
1v.
1LIFE AT O>LORNE.

When Osborne House was ready to go
into, the Quecen and her family bad a
house-warming. It was a g~y and
merry and happy time. There is a beau-
tiful hyma of Martin Luther’s which the

Germans often sing at housc-warming. .

And Prince Albert, being a German, and

keeping & tender liking for the pleasant '

home-customs, repeated it at his house-
warming. Here it is:

* God bless our going out, nor less
Our coming in, and make them sure ;
God bless our dally bread and bless

Price, cloth, postpaid - - - - - 3100

Recent Books by the same
Author.

A Stormy Voyugor.......o..... 8L.25
. A Victory Won. .... 1.25
Eilzuabeth Glen, M. 1B 1.00
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A Bitter Dobt..... 1.25
+ The Gutes of Eduvn 1.00
. Briar and Patlm ... ... 1.00
Tho Gulnoa Stamp 1.00
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Whate'er we do—whate'er endure ;
In death unto his pzace awalke us,
And hefrs of bis salvation make us.”

Prince Albert’s motto was Tren uni
¥est. That {s German, and means True
and Firm. It is & very good motto, too.

Princo Albert was borp at Roseneau.
There is an old r 'ned tower on the sido

of the Castlo of Roseneau. which s a '

capital place to play in.

Une day a party of boys were inside
the tower and another party were on the
outside. Thoase on the outslde were go-
ing to storm the tower, and those on the
inside were to defend it

‘They bad a hard fight, but the party
on the outside could not got in. Albert
belonged to the outside party.

“I know a place at the dack where

’
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“1If you have not had the sbuve books your
library is not complete, as they aro among
tho brightest and most popular booka
written, and highly appreciated by the
scholars.  They are books suitable
for cvery home, and should bo
thero as well as in the libeary.
These boohs can Yo procured
from bookscllers or from

WILLIAM BRIGGS,
Methodist DBook and, Pablishing House,

Toronto.
- C, W, COATES, MoxtrEaL
. 8 PF. HUEST!S, Haurax,



