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iy N NRLH NGB Y and then a fearful crash above us, and | chimney falling thm 1h the roof of Chapel .lt lho 1’0undm v, or Mr, White-
l"h l)x\\l\ 0" ‘VI'HSLEYo . piereing sheiek from all outside, with [ the old part of the house, ‘The dan- | tiekl's Tabernacle, or :m)(lm\g. But

IN,

Tuavg Gon we are al honte again,
which o month sinee I seareely ex-
peeted to by,

At Haeckney, on Friday wmorning,
Marveh the 3thy, 1 was startled out of
my sleep in the carly dusk betfore dawn
Jarring, which
made me think, in the confusion of
waking, that | was at sen agnin with
father and Hugh, and that the <hip
had struek against a rock, and was
arating over it

I sprang up instantly, with o vague
fear of iowning: but 1 shall neve
forget the liorvor of utter helplessness
whicl tollowed, when 1 percened th
1itowas Aunt
son-danmiask four post bhed whiech was
thus tottering
tic polished oak wardrobe whose daoes
fiving open. and the fumilin
white jug and hasin which were rat
tling in that unaecountableway against
ench other,

Ht flashed orome at onee that it was
the carth that was moving
carth itself heaving like the sea!

My fivst impulse was to throv. my
self on my knees hy the bedside,
Then | conmitted myself to God, and
felt there yet that
“could not he moved,”

by a heaving and a

Henderson's great cvim
that it was the g
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the solid

was something

Then followed another shock and
Jarring motion,  The fire-irons rattled,
the waterjug fell and was broken, the
wardrobe tottered and strained.  And
there seetned something more awful in
the unwonted noses snong these fa
miline things than there would have
heen in the roar of a cannonade or
any other strange sound.

But hesides these noises,and throngh
and  behind, and underneath  them,
came a low distant. rumble like thun
der, which yet was not thunder; not
but beneath, for it secwned
quivering through the earth.

1 sprang to my feet, and wrapping
myself in oy great cloak, rushed out
to mother'’s room.

The frightened servantswere already
gathered on the landing, crying that
the end of the world was come, and
wringmyg their hands and wondering
what would become of mistress, who
has gone to the early prayers at the
Foundery.

Al had rushed together with the
instinet of frightened cattle. No one
had thought of striking a light.

T crept 16 wmother’s bedside, and
kneeling down pressed her hand in
both mine.

“ My darling,” she said,
thankful we are together. If only
Jack were here, Xitty! If only I
could feel he was sufe, whatever hap-
pencd ! Kitty, Jet us be still, and
pray for Jack.”

Tor mother thought, like most of us,
that the end of the world was come.

Another shock, and jar, and rumble
of that awful underground thunder;

above

“T am so

sobg, and eries of “ Tord have merey
on me.”  Another erash, and another
burst of shricks and sobs,

And wother said nothing, but sel
emnly clasped her hands in prayer,

Then there enne a stillness and a
hush in the voices outside, amd through
the silenee we heard the wind rustling
in the tall eluteee elose to the win.
dow amd saw that the dusk as slowly
creeping into dawn,

Aud mother said solemnly, -

1 was to be in the morning, Kitty!
At lest balways thought so. And,
O elied, it must e Jess terrible than
death 1 only )
Laek  What ave ligdtuings and thun
ders, and the volling  together  of
[Hesven and carth com-
pared with the «o\vnn" of soul and
bady, of hushad and wite, of wother
ad child ! Aund then,” she said, as if
that hope absorbed all terror; and ali
ther “Ilis appearing!  His
slovtous appraring! (U5 to come one
day, and suddenly, we ave told.  Who
can say when it may not come?”

It was very strange, the awful ap-
prebonsion which terrified so many
that night cut of all their dveams of
seeurity, seemed to give mothera ealm
ard an assurance I never heard her
express before.

It at other tiwes the question had
been asked her, “ Lovest thon me?”
she would have answered, “ T hope so.
! fearit is very little ; but 1 only trust
o may he cdled love.”

But now that she thought he might
be indeed at hand, all thought of her
short-comings scemed absorbed in the
thought of hits. She never thought
of her love. She loved, and looked
tor him.

1 remember it all so distinetly, be
cause, ufter that little prayer by my
own bedside, 1 cannot think why, but
my terror seemed to vanish, aud alimost
my awe. 1 felt almost ashamed of
myself us if it were an irreverence,
that I could not feel the apprehension
others did.  Dut after all, though the
house trembled, it did scem to stand
quite firm.  And when that great
crash came, I could not help thinking
it was like a chinney falling; for
afterwards 1 heard the stones and
wmortar rolling down; and when no
hartn followed, I thought, * Now, all
that is likely to fall hus come down,
and the danger is over.”

T feel quite angey with myself fer
being so insensible, but I counld not
help it. 1 suppose it was beenuse I
have so little imagination.

In a few minutes L heard fatber's
voice rising in o tone of quict com-
mand abm the sobs of the maids,
desiring one of them to bring him a
tinder Lox.  Then the house dvor was
unbarred, and very soon father re-
entered the room with a light, and
said,—*It is un earthquuke, but not
very violent. I have feit far severer
shocks when I was on serviee in the
West Indies. The crash was the

were sure about

as seroll,

hopes,

gor is over for the present, but it wmay
veeur, and we should be prepared.”

Not Jong after, Aunt Henderson
camie back in her sedan-chair from the
Fouundery.  She told us that they were
all assembled in the lavge pronching.
house, when the walls wore shaken so
violently that they s}l evpected the
building to fall on their heads. A
arent ey followed, and  shricks  of
agonized tervor.  But  Mr. Charles
Wesley's voice immedintely rose eahmly
above the tumult, snying, —“ 2 herefore
will we not fear though the earth be
moved, and the hills be carried tnto the
midst of the sew ; for the Lord of Hosts
& reith us @ the God of Jueob s our
refiege”  Jvelyn was  there, Aunt
Henderson said, and observed to hey
that it would be worth while to have
an earthquake & week, to see the
hearts of the people shaken as they
then,”  “ Evelyn is a stiange
girl, but there is more in her than 1
thought,” she coneluded,

And 1 thought how strangely we
shall all Le reverled to each other,
when the day really comes which will
strip off’ all disguises, and take the
Llinding beams out of all eyes!

The danger was not over.  One mes-
songer after another continued to
arrive with accounts of the totteying
walls and falling chimueys they hal
scen, and with wild incoherent rutours
of the ruir and destruction of which
they had heard.

At eight o’clock, Aunt Beanchawp’s
caach drove up to the door, and she
herself crept ont of it with Ivelyn,
her grey hair streaming in dishevelled
locks under her hood, her face wan
and baggard with terror and the ab-
seuce of rouge.

“My dearest sister,” she exclaimed,
throwing herself hysterieally into Aunt
Hendevson's arms, *the chimmey-stacks
were crashing through the roofs in
Great Ormond Street, the tiles raining
like hail on the pavements, the people
shricking and erying, the streets full
of flying couches and men on horse
back. L wanted to have escaped from
the city at once, but Sir Johu said it
waus impossible for & day or two, so I
have taken refuge with you for the
night.”

Poor Aunt Bemdmnp was very
tender and subdued.  She was ready
to listen to any smount of sermons,—
provided she were in a safe place,—
from Aunt Hendercon, even when
they descended to such details as hair
powder and rouge-pots, although she
decidedly objected to nccompanying
her to M. \lecj"s tive o'clock early
morning service at the Foundery.

“ M) dear Sister Henderson,” she
sobbed, “ you, and Kitty, and Evelyn,
and cvery one, huve become s0 good!
and T am a poor, foolish, worldly old
woman. T am sure ¥ do féel T'want
some kind of religion that would make
me not afraid to meet whitever miglit
happen. If you really think it Wwould
make mé safe, I would attend that

were
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L cannot go back among the tottering
houses now, 1t is too nuch to expect.
If you could only find any one to
presels in the open air, we might go in
our chairs, and there would be no
danger,”

“My dear Sister Beauchamp,” re-
plicd Aunt Henderson, grimly, ¢ we
einnot go in our chairs to Heaven,”

“What do you mean, sister1” was
the reply: *“the Methodists do not
recommend pilgrimages, do they?t
am sure | have often wished we Pro-
testants had something of that kind,
Lady Fanny Talbot comes back from
her retreat in Tent looking so relieved
and comfortable, feeling she has ar.
vanged everything for the year.  Dut
the worst of the Methodists is, they
seem never to nve done.’

Aunt Henderson’s horvor at this
stggestion was so great, she seemed to
have lost the power of reply,

Aud then mother said very quictly:

“ Dear Sister Beauchamp, the Bible
and good men say religion is not only
a shield against destruction, it is a
stalt” in all the troubles of life, and a
cordial which we never want to have
done with.  For, if religion does any-
thing for us, 1 think it leads us to
God, and this is our joy and our rest.”

Tears gathered in Aunt Beanchamp's
eves, not hysterienl tears ; and -éhie
looked at mother with something like
one of Cousin Tvelyn's wistful, carnest
looks, and said very softly :

“T am afraid 1 do not know much
of that, sister; 1 wish I did.”

On thu following night Aunt Beau-
chawp insisted on whirling fathet, and
mother, and me away to Bath in her
coach.

She would not wait an hour after
Sir Johm was yvendy, and we started at
midnight.  Link. boys ran beside us
through the dark and silent streets.
The city scemed deserted. We met
un noisy rollicking parties.  Only in
two pluces did we éncounter n eroivd,
Onc of these places was Moorfields,
where s crowd of men, women, and
children had colleeted, weuping, and
Lunenting, with no one to comfort
them ; and the.other.was Hyde Park,
where Mr., Whitelicld was pryaching
to a muititude who had  gathered
around Lim in theit terrov, as little
children round a mother's knee.

Tt was a strange scene, as we drove
slowly on the outskivts of the erowd.
Here and there the uncertain flave of
torches revesded’s group of awestric
ken faces, many of them wet with
sifent weeping; while the dense thie ongs
beyond were only wifest fioin ll\.\t
peculiar auiible hush which Lroods
over a listening multitude, Broken' )u-l e
anll there by :\l\}ll(:px‘cxxll;lc soh or
wail, or by agonized criny, such as:
“Tord, have mercy on me, u sinner !"
“What shall T do to be saved 1

‘We scaveely spoke to each other all
that night, and it Was very strauge

when the dawn crept up t}w sky {6 sée
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