———

698

DOMINION

CHURCHMAN.
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WAITING.

Learn to wait, life's hardest lesson,

Conned, perchance, through blinding

tears,
While the heart-thiobs sadly echo
To the tread of passing yesrs.

Learn to wait hope's slow fruition;
Faint not though the way seems long;
There is joy in each condition,
Hearts thongh suffering may grow
strong.

Constant sunshine, however welcome.
Ne'er would ripen fruit or flower:

Giant oaks owe hulf their greatness
To the scathing tempests power.

Thus a soul untouched by sorrow
Amms not at a higher state;

Joy seeks not a brighter morrow.
Only sad hearts learn to wait.

Human strength and human greatness
Spring not trom life’s sunny side.

Heroes must be more than driitwood
Floating on a waveless tide.

OUR NFELL,
CHAPTER IX.

Carry Masters was aecustomed to
come home at busy seasons, proiessedly
to help. But the visit alwavs proved
to be little more than a pleasant holi-
day for her, and the reasons for this

were various. In  the first  place,
there was the general petting and
attention which were natnral to the

home-coming of & long-absent member
of the family. When the novelty and
excitement had subsided with the rest
of the household, there was always her
mother’s solicitous affection. nnd her re-
gard for the white hands of her eldest
daughter,who was the pride of her heart.
Carry,who would not have held back from
any work.after nrming herself with a pair
of gloves—hud she seen the necessity-—
was not averse to keeping out of it al-
together, if such a course seemed unob-
jectionable; and since Nell not only did
not wish for help, but actually appear-
ed as though she regarded the work as
her prerogative, and was apt to cousid-
er any attempt to take it out of her
hands as an infringement of her rights,
Carry smiled and shrugged her shonld-
ers, and gave upthe effort to do what
after all, she did not like.

One pleasant summer cvening Carry
and Nell were driving home from Dub-
sley Station, whether Nell had taken
the gig to meet her sister. Peggv. the
sleek brown mare, her face set hoe-
wards, trotted at a good speed down the
lanes, and nhe two girls chatted mer-
rily, with light hearts.
~ Carry was slight and graceful, with
an air of refinemeny, Scen among ladies,
she would not have been noticeable,
but would simply have beon taken to be
a gniet girl amongst her ¢quals, and this
was exactly the verdict of Carry herself
would have liked best.

Her father was wont to say--

“Our Nell's nought but plam deal,
like the kitchen table—good sound stufi
that'll stand plenty of wemr and tear;
but Carry's got as mnch varnish and

lish as the best purlove sideboard.

he's u bit of a lady, 115 Coovvy.”

Carry’'s grandmother was a draper’s
widow. She rented a pretty little villa
on the skirts of Grayfield, and had
means enough to hve m comfort with
one servant and her grand-d:ughter.
Carry was a good girl, wis obedient and
affectionate towards her grandmother,
and taught in the Sunday-school. She
had one ambition—to be n lady. Be-
sides the instincts of refinement. she
had great assistance towards this end in
being possessed of a® quick percep-
tive faculty. What we call  tact
is the outcome ol quick perceptions.
Carry had a great deal of taet. She
was taken up by the clergyman’s duugh-
ters, and through them she gained a
certain  place amongst the ladies of
Grayfield. She was quick to cateh the tone
and habits oi good socicty ; but she never
assumed, and she never imitated: she

knew tliat silence was often her best
policy. Hes dress was always plain—
even quakerish. She left finery,
eathers, and frills, she told her grand-
m the girls who had & right to
them, and to those who seemed as it
they had. A simple dark dress, with a
frill or collar round her white throat,
was her usual grab, to which was added
a hat or bonnet of severest stvle when
she took her walks abroad.

Carry lked better to be thought lady-
like than pretty. And yet she was pret-
ty, and had had many admirers, who
had, perhaps, beenot too plebeianstamp
to excite any feeling in return. Her
face was placid and demure in repose,
and then depended for attraction upon
the graceful form of the smooth heud,
and the soft bloom on the velvet skin,
reminding one of a pansy. Buta judg-
ment upou her face in repose would be
incomplete, for there were aseries of
surprises in store for the observer. Her
eyes, for instance, which had been hid-
den from sight by the heavy lids and
long lashes, would if yon spoke to her,
suddenly reveal themselves' of w Ins-
trous dark blue. Then. if you nuule
her smile. a dimple shéwed itself in the
soft choek, and when she langhed little
wrinkles came all about her eyves and
half-hid them, an effect which wax e-
nough to fascinate any heholder.

Before the gig was in sight of the
house it was met by Juen and Bob, Jack
var in advance of  his sanaller brother,
who was toding and panting at his full
speed behind, When che mare was pull-
ed up at the garden gate, father and
mother were there to mect then.

“Well, Carry, my Liss, how art 2 said
Mr. Masters, s he lifted his danghter
down.

* Well, fathea, thank yon, and very
glad to see you all again;” and Carry
kissed his cheek lightly, and then went
to her mother to nndergo much hng-
ging and petoing,

“Eh, love,” said she, “I'm afraid|{tears. She said, hastily ond cheer-
you're but poorly ; you havu't got a it |fully—
of color in your cheeks.” *“There, never mind, Carry! I'm as

" Nonsense, mummy dear! ['m guite
well.  You're used tosecing Neil's roses.
You know I never have a color.”

Curry was an affectionate girl, and
with the people she loved had a carress-
ing way, as light as a bird's. Nell
showed her affection in this way rarely,
and when she did, was apt to do it with
a sudden ardour which disconcerted
rather than pleased. Carry now put
her arm through her mother's ¢ and
turning towards the house, perceeived,
for the first time, that a stranger was
standing on the path in the shade of the
evergreens.

*This gentleman is Mr. Derwent,
love,” said her mother, *Mr. Oliver's
cousin, you know.”

Dcrwent advanced, and was about to
put out his hand, which he believed
was the right thing to do in that grade
of society ; but he checked himself just
in time, for Carry gave him a grave
and gracoful bow, and passed on with
with her mother to the house.

Derwent  turned to Mr. Masters;
" Well, Mr. Masters, I won't stay any
longer to-night, for you will want to
talk things over with your daughter.
But I shall come aguin some evening to
finish our discussion. if I may."

* Nay, don’t go, sir; we shall be hap-
py to see you toras long as you've the
time to stay.” said Mr. Masters heartily.
* We haven't finished plucking thut crow
yet, concerning Jucy's education : any-
way, you've not persnaded me as yet
that @ knowledge of Latin will make a
man a better tarmer. And as to its
sharpening the wits, why there’s things
belonging to the nineteenth century will
do that, without going to the dead 'an-
guages for it.  But come back to the
house, sir.”

Derwent would have liked to have
stayed longer to amuse himself with
the domestic comedy of which life at
Eln-tree Corner atforded him the spec-
tacle. But glancing at Carry as she
stood @t the 1ront door, he saw that she
bus entirely absorbed in chatting to her
wothee, and appeared unconscious of

like him.”

sauying anything so very dreadful.

cross as a bear, and yon always were a
soft-hearted goose.
periectly ridiculous to think of any .one
admiring a great brown gawky thing
like me.
be surprising.”

window-seat, and Carry took her hand.

me how you can go on leading this sort
of life.
do; you ruin your hands and your com-
plexion; and you're getting frightfully
thin.
to keep a dairymaid, and I shall speak
to mother about it.”

thing.
kept for anything.
work better than anything else: and we
couldn't afford it either, and father get-
ting blind, too.
ways thin.”

get married, Nell—at least, to any one
decent —if you go on like this.”

that I wouldn’t give a straw to be maxr-
ried to the grandest man in KEngland.
But, look here, Carry.
content with your life. and I'm quite
content with mine, and we should neith-
er of ns like to change; so don't you go
meddling, and putting mother up to all
kinds of things.”

and the cool evening breeze came over
on the two girls.

was a mass of black shadow, but to the
right, the tlames of an iron furnace shot

ito the air, a lurid glow into the dark-
ness.

about poor father.”

getting blind.
we've got to bear it."”

his existence. He decided that it would
be more considerate to go, and thu_'o-
fore made his adienx. Carry felt dis-
appointed. Nothing of what had pass-
cd had in reality escaped her, though
she knew better than to betray ill-bred
curiosity. .

When the girls got up to then room
at night, Carry said— _

»Well, T think Mr. Derwent is a very
good-looking fellow, Nell. I call it too
bad of you not to tell me you-had such
a grand admirer.” _

Cerry was sttting on the low window-
seat, brushing her hair, and, as she
spoke, she looked up at Nell, who was
standing at the dressing-table with her
back to her. She waited for an answer,
and a roguish smile brought the dim-
ple to view on her cheek.

- Carry, how can you talk such non-
sense ! was what she heard. spoken in
a very low tone and without moving.

I don’t sce the nonsence 1n 1t.”" con-
tinued Carry; **he dosen’t come here as
oiten as he does to see father and
mother, you're sure. There's nothing
wonderful in his admiring you; the only
wonder i< von haven't had more ad-
mirers.”

Nell left the table, and came up to
her sister. Her eyebrows were con-
tracted, and she spoke in what Carry
called her thundery voice. low. but full
of snppressed force.

“Carry, I cmnot endure vour talk.
for ever about admirers and beaus, and
Al that, T would rather vou didn't
come home if you are going to tdk in
this way. Awd I wonder you are not
ashamed to speak <o of @ gentleman

Carry quailed under Nell's aspect.and
the tears came into her eyes.

“Readly, Nell, I didu't think T was
But
I'mi sure [
wish I never /ad come home.”

Nell could not endure the sight of

you never can take a joke.

But it does seewmn

Now, if it was vou. it wouldn't
She sat down by her sister on the
“Well,” said she, “*1t's a marvel to

You ought not to slave as you
There’s no doubt father ought

‘““Nons:nse, Carry! you'll do no such
I wouldn't have a dairymaid
I like the dairy
And you know I'm al-
“Well, all I can say, is you'll never

Nell laughed.
**That’s not much of a threat. xeeing

You're quite

Carry smiled. The window was open,
the dusky fields, and blew refreshingly

Beechover Hall, with its helt of treos,

The girls sat n silence for a few

**There's not much to tell. He's fast

It’s hard enough. but

“It is hard, but it is God that, seggy +
it, and what He sends we C&n&tsurgl
bear,” Carry answered, gently, d
** Oh, Carry, how good you g ;
Nell, wonderingly. } ol saig
A few minutes later the ¢
echoed agnin in hor heart, ag she(;utgﬁ;
waiting for Carry to rise from her
The breeze stired the folds of her ni
dres, as it fell over her white feet, bug
Carry knelt still and absorbed, and Nell
felt very far removed from her.

¢ T'o he continued.

DEATH. ’
¢
Very striking and beautiful aye St
Peter's views and feelings in the eqp,
templation of death. He speaks of it
s putting off this tabernaclc ; or ag the
word means, an exodus or departure
{rom this world. He speaks of it ag 4
mere dissolution of the earthly dwel].
ing. He speaks of it as an exodug—g
going out and a going away. So those
who have laid up treasures in heaven,
who are rich in faith and heirs of the
kingdom of God, have nothing to fearin
departing from this world. Thee¢
will be blessed and glorious to them,
The expressions which St. Peter uses
regarding his decease gives us to see
something also of his prospect after
death. It was the prospect of a glorions
eniancipation,  In this hife he was in a
tabernacle, confined in a kund of prison-
house. 'The soul, acting here through
the bodily organs, is often painfully con
scious of the manner in which the body
hampersits eneries and clogsits’ aspira.
tions. Faintness, giddiness, pain,orothar
bodily sensations, may interfere with
the strength and activity of the mind.

Fuith is the basis of the new life, as

it accepts and appropriates all that God

offers, but love is the basis of the Christ-
ian character.

We are hanging up pictures every day
about the chamber walls of our hearts
that we shall have to look at when we
sit in the shadows.
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THE NURSERY ELF.

Dear little feet. how you wander and
wander,
Little twin truants so fleet!
Dear little head, how you ponder snd
ponder, ’
Over things that you meet!

Dear little tongue, how you chatter and
chatter
Over your innocent joys!
Oh. but the house is alive with your
clatter— .
Shaking indeed with your noise!

Can't you he quiet a moment, swedt
love ?
1s there no end to your fun?
Soon the “old sand man” will sp
you over,
Then the days frolic is done.

Come to my arms, for the daylight ¥

. - dying,

Closer the dark sha,dpws creep; ¢ fiy-
Come, like a bird that is weary O y
ing;
Come, let me sing you to sleep.

True greatness shows itself in m
ing, or quickly forgetting, perso "1 be
juries, when meaner natures WO o8
kept in unrest by them. The less -
nian one is, the more he makes

injury or insult. The more of & ;ml.

moments, looking out into the night.|he is. the less he is diswrbed by'choni
then Carry said, in a low voice— others say or do against him Wi
“You haven't told me anything yet|cause.

I's
The, sea remembers not the vesse

rending keel; i
But rushes joyously the ravage %0 o8

ceal.




