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her pauper sisters. Harper laughed long 
and loud at the idea. Was it likely that 
any one nut quite insane would listen to 
uch a preposterous idea? lie had all the

appearance of a very poor man. How could 
Mrs. Skeggs even guess that he had so large 
a sum to throw away so easily Î He did not 
like the thought that any one could accuse 
him of hoarding money. In such a house 
as he lived the idea was not safe. No ! his 
very anger at Mrs. Skeggs calmed for the 
present moment his superstitious fears. If 
that was the only way to secure Dulcie’s 
life, Dulcie must die ; he felt afraid no | 
lunger. Pooh ! it was only because he had ■ 
grown sadly nervous that be could ever! 
have feared a poor, harmless, insignificant | 
little girl like Dulcie.

He walked about his room.until his first 
rage against Mrs. Skeggs had cooled down, | 
then he went to bed ; hut, as on another ; 
night not long ago, he could not sleep. All j 
kinds of unpleasant ideas came to liim in | 
the darkness ; and most prominent and | 
alarming of them all, the fear that the wild 
and reckless people in this lawless house 
should get it into their heads that he was 
hiding gold. He listened anxiously until 
all sound had died away, until the last 
drunken reveller hail stumbled up-stairs to 
bed, then rising softly, he struck a light. 
With the light in his trembling old hand lie 
approuehed the cupboard in the wall. He 
unlocked it, touched a secret spring at the 
back which caused a falling shelf to appear. 
He put in his hand and drew out a liag, a 
heavy hag. He unfastened the string and 
laid carefully, tenderly, the contents of the 
bag before him. There they lav, in so many 
glittering piles, one hundred pounds, all 
made up of golden sovereigns. He looked 
lovingly, reverently at the gold heaps, as lie 
returned them to their hiding-place. Yes, 
truly it would be a great cause that would 
make old Harper give up such treasures as 
these. lie refastened the secret hiding- place 
and relocked the cupboard. Then he went 
to the fire-place—The fire was out now—he 
put his hand up the chimney, and drew 
down from an unsuspected shelf another and 
dirtier bag. This hag also contained one 
hundred pounds. At the back of liis bed 
was a panel which slided back ; here also 
wi re hidden two hags of gold. He looked 
at them all, he reckoned the contents of all. 
Yes, his four hundred pounds, the savings 
of all his miserly life, were safe as possible. 
He lay down again on his bed soothed and 
comforted, and presently fe l asleep. He 
did nut know, he could not guess, as he crept 
in the dead of night from one hiding-place 
to another and counted up his treasures, 
that the thief was near, that his treasures, 
most surely of the earth, earthy, were already 
taking to themselves wings and were about 
to ily away ; for a small rcd-liaired man was 
gazing in through the keyhole ; this man 
wi'h his evil face, and more evil heart, had 
seen all ; this man was Skeggs.

In the morning, Harper heard that Dulcie 
was better, so much better tlrnt there was 
now little fear for her life ; instantly his 
last fears vanished, and he became the hard 
old man he was b- fore. Dulcie was not 
going to die. Her curse could not affect 
him, lie had restored her money, and she 
need never, never know that he had any
thing to say to the stealing of Angel. He 
still, however, had a latent feeling of un
uneasiness about hie money, and he had 
serious thoughts of depositing it in a hank 
fur safety. The rest of the day passed 
without interest. On the morning of the 
next day, Peachy with a clean bright face 
appeared, hearing Dulcie’s message, “ Would 
Mr. Harper he so werry kind as to go up 
and see tier. She wanted him most par
ticular bad.”

Harper did not much like that message. 
Could Dulcie l>y any possibility have gut 
any inkling about Ins sin in the matter of 
Angel Î He did not want to see her. No, 
she had contrived more '-’.am any girl, more 
indeed than any person he had ever met, to 
give him pain. But still, though hedreaued 
the interview, he did not dream of refusing 
to see the sick girl when she sent specially for 
him. He nodded a gruff “Yes,” to Peachy. 
When she went out with her tambourine, 
he stumbled up stairs at once. The door 
was a little open and old Harper went in 
without knocking. Dulcie was half sitting 
up in bed. She looked very ill still, and her 
wnite solemn face made the old man feel 
nearly as uncomfortable as ever.

“ I’m glad as yer better,” he managed to 
jerk out. He stood at a respectful distance 
and meditated speedy flight.

“Yes, I’m better,” said Dulcie. “ I sent 
fur yer, Mr. Harper, fur one or two things 
—first to thank yer fur giving us l>aek 
h’our hag of money. Peachy found it 
yesterday morning—I’m glad as you left] 
the little hit o’ red tape slickin’ h’out—furj 
she might never ha thought of looking j 
under the Hour again.”

“ I’m pleased as you found yer Lit o’ j 
rper; “but there ain’t nomoney,” said Harpe . 

good in spreading the report as 1 tuk it— 
wot ’ud 1 take it fur ?”

“Ididn’t spread it, Mr. Harper—I never 
told nobody—nobody—not even Peachy— 
nobody, l -it jest yourself. I guess as you 
must feel some’ut better now—you must 
ha’ bin worry tuisribble when you thought 
wot God ’ud do to you fur rubbing us little 
children.”

Yes, Dulcimer had a strange effect on 
the old man. Again faded the love of gold. 
Again came back the awful fear of God’s 
anger.

“ Dulcie,” he said in a tremulous voice, 
“ yer quite sure as you ain’t a-goin’ to die?”

“ No,” said Dulcie ; “I think as i’ll get 
well. I want to get well, to begin to look 
fur my little Angel. Wot do you think as 
ha’ happened to our little baby Angel, Mr. 
Harper ?”

“ 1 dunno nothink about her,” said old 
Harper. “Dulcimer,” he continued, “I’d 
like to ax yer a bit of a question. Yer a 
werry queer gal, and you ha’ said rare and 
hard things to me, but I’ll forgive yer. Only 
tell me one thing, Dulcimer. S’pose as that 
man as von telled me of—s’pose, when yer 
mother held his head on her knee, and he 
saw the devil coming fur him on account of I 
his having stole off them as were poorer than j 
hisself—s’pose as that man had given l>aek ! 
again wot lie stole, would the devils ha’ come 
fur him then ? I’d like you to answer me 
clear on that point, Dulcimer.”

“ You mean. Mr. Harper, as you hopg the

singing in his ears, and a confused feeling, 
half numbness, half a dizzy and wonderful 
hope, in his heart ; and, above and over it all 
a resolve, clean ami pure, direct from God 
Himself. He would nut wait for his resolve 
to cool, lie would strike now' while the iron 
was hot. For Dulcie’s sake, fur Dulcie who 
was so sweet, and good, and who had pr.iyed 
fur him, he would sacrifice the one hundred 
pounds, and bring her back little Angel

He entered his room ; he never noticed 
some unusual signs of disturbance about it 
He went to his cupboard, touched the secret 
spring, and put in his hand to remove the 
hag of gold. What was the matter ? What 
awful cliill fear was stealing over him ? No 
bag of gold was there ! He rushed from 
one hiding-place to another. The shelf in 
the chimney remained ; the secret hiding- 
place behind the lied looked as secure as 
ever , but the four hags of gold were gone ! 
Four hundred pounds had taken to them
selves wings. They were the savings uf a 
miser’s life. In his old, old age he was a 
beggar. He knew nut who had rubbed him. 
He was penniless. It was too much :• he 
sank down insensible on the floor.

(Tube Continued.)

devils won’t come fur you, now that you 
ha’ given us back h’our money. Well, I’ll 
try and tell you wot I think. I’m a werry 
ignorant gal, and I don’t know next to 
nuthink ; 1 know werry little of God, and 1 
only jest heard of Jesus Christ when mother 
wor a-dying. She said some’ut ’bout Him 
then as sounded real pretty and comforting, 
only it passed out o’ my head arterwards. 
But two <lays ago, Mr. Harper, when I wor 
werry weak ami like to die, a woman come 
to see us. She wor called Mrs. Gentle. She 
wor real, real good to Peachy and me. She 

us ’bout God and Jet '* n 1

SPATTER WORK.
BY CANDACE.

N ow that I have part of an afternoon to 
spare I will tell those who arc wishing to 
learn something of spatter work, what I 
know aboutit. In the first place gather all 
the delicately formed leaves you can, and 
cut from advertisements or newspapers all 
kinds of letters, large and small, fanciful and 
plain. I have a box of letters that 1 have 
been collecting for years, and I find almost 
any kind there I may need ; they can be 
used almost any number of times. Press
tliu leaves carefullv. They cannot be used 
like the letters, Lut will shrivel and be 
worthless after two or three times using. 
The kinds I like best are those similar to 
lady-in-tlie green (nigella), cypress vine,rose 
geranium, and small maple leaves. Some 
of our common weeds are lovely fur spatter

Now fur implements. A great manv use 
a tooth brush and like it. 1 have used hand 
do nut like it. 1 have alsutried a tine comb 
and large brush. The must satisfactory work 
1 do with the small part of a commun shoe 
brush. Common pasteboard covered with 
white or tinted paper is nice to work upon, 
also cloth which 1 will mention by and by. 
Arrange your pressed leaves or letters on 
your papers, fastening down firmly with 
line needles, which wipe after using, as they 
rust if nut wiped, then dip the brush in the 
dye, and holding an old sieve over your 
pattern, rub, carefully at first, over the wires, 
making it heavy or light as you desire. Let 
the leaves and letters alone till drv, then 
remove, and by handling carefully they can 
be used again. That is all except a few 
hints about dye and the arrangement of 
patterns. Any one who has not seen this 
work, will be surprised at die beautiful 
effects from so simple a process. For work
ing with paper, I find any color that will 
nut dry and rub off, nice to use, black ink, 
bluing, and burnt umber, the latter two set, 
the bluing with alum, and the burnt umber 
with vinegar.

Beautiful crosses shaded and twined with 
a pressed vine, with ferns at the base, can 
eadly be made after a little practice, also 
wall pockets, letter holders, comb cases, ami

told 
Shepherd.

Jesus the Good 
She said Jesus came into the

world to forgive sinners, and however had 
they were, Jesus ’ud furgive ’em ef they 
axed him. The way to ax Him is to kneel 
down and fold yer hands and look h’up 
right toward the sky and speak wot yer 
wants ; and tho’ He can’t be seen, He can 
hear as well as possible ; and wot I wanted 
to tell you, Mr. Harper, wor as last night 
Peach and me, we did that. We looked 
h’up and we spoke to the Good Shepherd. 
We did ax Him to do a worry tough hit o’ 
work ; fur we axed him to make a bad old 
man like you good again. But it ain’t too 
hard fur Him. He’ll do it, so don’t yon 
he fretting ’bout no devils, nor nuthink. Ef 
He gets fond o’ ver, and He will when He 
makes you good, why, then, no devil that 
h’ever was can hurt yer. You’ll he like a 
little child, instead of a wicked old man, to 
Him, and nuthink, not death, nor nuthink 
can hurt you.”

“ Nut death, nor nuthink ?” repeated old 
Harper. “ He must be werry uncommon 
strong to keep death from not hurting me.”

“Tliat’s iest wot He is, Mr. Harper. Jest 
most wonderful strong. You ha’ give us 
hack h’our money, and ef you’ll give hack 
agaiu to everybody all as you ever stole, ami 
ef you try to put everythink right as you 
did put wrung, why then I don’t think as 
you need fear no devils.”

“ But that ain’t none so h’easy, Dulcie. 
How can an old, old man wot has never bin 
werry good, come so spick and span clean 
all at once ?’"

very nicely done owing to inexperience, but 
now I could make a lovely one. They can 
be washed. My last work has been on 
mottoes with letters and vines. Vines are 
quite indispensable, the cypress and wild 
buckwheat being easily pressed.—Household.

SUNDAY-SCHOOL EMBARRASS
MENTS.

Often in our Union Sunday-school here 
in the country I have been embarrassed ami 
distressed by" tho superintendent bringing 
strangers to my class, grown people, often 
people from tlie city who were boarding 
near At the same time it lias happened 
that some sister has brought a little brother 
or sister too timid to be coaxed into another 
class, away from sister without tears. I 
haven’t known what to do because the little 
visitor would be restless and want to ‘get 
town and talk out loud. This has hap-

rened ever so many times. This is the way 
do : I think these grown people nroliably 
know more about the Bible than I uo. They 

love Jesus or they w- didn’t come here. 1 
am glad to see them, If lam embarrassed, 
and for His sake I’ll try to make them feel 
at home. So I act just as I would in my 
own parlor ; give them a fan or a hymn 
hook or a footstool, as the case may be and 
act glad to sec them. Then I think, “ There 
is a I’ruvidence in everything, and the Lord 
has let one of the ‘ little children’ that He 
lot es come into my class, and I will do the 
best I can.” We use the International 
Lessons. 1 just take the lesson, whatever it 
is, and I talk to that little child to keep him 
still, and I find when I teach so as to interest 
the chib’ every one, big and little, is inter
ested. I often ask the older ones questions, 
hut I make the child niv audience. One 
little fellow three years ufd cried to come to 
my house on week-days to hear the “story” 
again. Now, if I had talked to the big folks 
only, he would have been restless and dis
turbed us all. Perhaps this may help you, 
too.—May Cameron, in N. Y. Witness.

igl,
“ You kneel down and fold yer hands and 
look h’up to the sky—kneel down now—do

“Jest you ax Him, though,” said Dulcie.
You i • • * ' ' * *
ok h’

Her thin fingers clasped his withered ones. 
He got somehow on his knees ; but no words

“Say it nrter me, please, Mr. Harper. 
“Oh, God and Jesus, the Good Shepherd, 
make the old, old man good again.” 

Whether lie repeated it after her or not

PRAYER AND VISITATION.
Pray with your scholars. Let them hear 

what you say to God about them. It will 
teach them more of the reality of speaking 
to God than all your lessons could do. It 
will bring home to their minds with more 
solemn b»rcc God’s nearness, when they 
hear you speak with him face to face as a 
man speaketh with his friend. Depend 
upon it they will have greater reverence for 
yourself and for your words when they see 1 
for themselves that communion with the in
visible God with you is no mere name. 
When the writer was a scholar in the Sun
day-school this method was adopted by the 
teacher with marked success. Many, if not 
all the scholars joined the church, becamu 
useful Christiaus, and a very strong bond of 
affection was formed between teacher and 
scholar.

A teacher may go still nearer than this. 
His ten scholars will he to him the centre of 
ten circles. He will endeavor to let hi* 
power radiate from the centre outwanl till 
it is felt through all the family circle. A 
really good teacher will aim at teaching the 
parents through tho children. The confi
dence of the cliild once gained, that of the 
parent follows ; and when that is gained the 
influence over the child will be greater. 
The parents are constantly neutralizing all 
that the teacher docs on the Sabbath. Tho 
evil can only he grappled witli by visiting 

M :* _w . „ i „ . , -, . thi- family. The affections of the scholars
X ‘I" ’ I will 1* gtined. Nothing .«cure, them ,o.net ere.1 «re very urn. neuUl. In tnngU , * vUiftnm-perL.l vi.iution .1

vh.tl, any hght color can be need, ami bl e* [he J,.hoW hom„ ‘ Th„ u.Khvr thul 
.puttered upon ermwon or .carle can,bn. « „ tll„ir vm.ethiei ^lh that

ofn-ut-r to keep the edges .tra'glit, ,«'«
shams, in fact an entire set spattered upon In, ___ . r •, ■.ill! i 1 ,! 1 Ins may be the means of inducing thohook mu.lin mil, black or brown, and attendance at the horn* of Hod,
med with colored cambnc, . quite attrac- ,he a „ in thl:ir Win brought
ut». I .pattered a tableepread among tome , h churull,_,,A„ Slarkt, & Qm„al 
of my first work. It was of old white cloth. ”
I cut it the right size, and tacked it down on 1 ^ 1 ' ‘J‘ ■ • ^
the floor, after spreading the floor with
newspapers, then pinned a strip of paper! Every Sermon that is a sermon must 
over the edge nearly three inches wide, leave on the mind of the hearer these two 
above this all around was a wavy strip of impressions : “This is the thing to be done,” 
paper intended to imitate a vine, and on ! and “ I am the man who must do it.”— 
every curve a rose leaf cut from paper, in | National Baptist. 
the corners a cluster of rose leaves and a |
fern, and in the centre a group of large ferns. He that Seeks the Lord by prayer in 
I used logwood set with alum, and the trouble, should seek the Lord with praise 
ground work when done was a dark purple, [when . - trouble is past ; “I will praise theewas never known. He stumbled again to , grvuuu wuric »acu uuuu ww auarn purpir, i wuen i - iruumc is past ; 

liis feet and went down-stairs. There was a I and the pattern snowy white. It was not [ for thou hast heard me.”


