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wee not expecting help or comfort 

whatever fresh Borrow might come.
And yet it wae help and comfort too, 

thomih Mrs. Radnor's faint heart had not 
-rawed pr waited for it.
F Mother, listen 1 listen, mother 1 I want 
b tell yon something," a low child*» voice 
whheered in her c*r, and the touch of a 
child** hand rested upon her own.

H was Dick, and this time hie mother 
not shake him off, thongh neither did

he answer him until he spoke again.
“Lfcteu, mother I” Dick whispered, etiil 

more faintly in her ear, though the baby's 
frlfl had ceased, the elder boye were 
already past the entrance to Bollflnoh 
Lane, and there wae no other human voice 
to the quiet eofctege to bear. Dick always 
wbirpered when bis little heart wae full ; 
be wsispeeed when he said hie prayers to 
flod at night beeida his mother's knee ; and 
he whispered in her ear now.

“Listen, mother, I'm going to look for 
tbs goat for you ; don't ory, mother," he 
added, as his mother's silent tears gave 
w*y to a loud sob now, and almost fright-

Bel Mrs. Badnor'a arme qniokly closed 
round his neek and gathering him up into 
her bosom, as she had rarely done since 
the little sickly sister had oome to take hie 5a place there, she kissed him many

“God Hess yen, darling," she aaid, 
*0odbless you; who'd ever have thought 
of you eoming back, poor little lad, all that 
way; but where's the good of your going 
iwev after the goat; how can you brin» 
h»r boto», when it's dead may-be, she is by 
this time, or down in the gravelwite, just as 
likely as not."

For a moment Diek looked troubled, but 
his sweet childish face soon brightened
again.

“ Neve* mind, mother, I'll go and lock 
[her, and 1*11 bring her home, never fear 

I Will," and Diek almost withdrew 
? from his mother's arms, so eager 

i, In the strength of bis childish faith, 
to start on hie new errand at once.

“Then, God bless you again for a good 
boy," hie mother eaid, as she put him down, 
and with her bleeeing in his ear, and a 
hippy sense of right-doing in hie heart, 
tittle Diek stepped out of the cottage again. 

Mrs. Badnor wiped the last tears away 
her eves now; the baby was unex- 
” asleep, and she drew the cradle 

. ie sun, into a cooler corner of the 
Them was oûier work to be done, 

A felt the courage for it now. God'a 
tittle messenger had done hie work bravely 

i well, and although Mre. Radnor had 
H hopes that he would snowed in bring- 
baek the truant goat she was com-

pabt IL
Poor tittle Diek l in those few minutes, 

«uni the time he left the cottage with hie 
two brothers until he returned alone, a 
«erd battle had been fought and won. 
Many thoughts had chased each other 

,*h|e®8h the tittle pure heart that desired 
10 •*rne«tly to do right. '
_ rust—yes, first—the thought of the 
f00?9?!? ”*inoon with Brow and Stephen 
w Bullfinch Lane, the Match, the exeifo- 
®*»e delight, the gold watch and chain 
witii its diamond seal, the reward, the 
a. i*n canary in a new green owe that 
Stephen had settled upon buying when the 
Mo pounds were hie own, the bat and ball 
r1.™ Eckels upon which Draw’s heart was 
■«.the shawl tor mother, and the red hood 
Ior ®*ky» which he had thought of himself 
Z3” passed swiftly ehrough Dick’s 

and then the thought of his mother, 
«jd ofhis tittle sister's wailing ery, made 
Win lag a few rteps behind kihe other boys,

and kick np the dnet with bis feet; and 
then another thought camo with great 
power into his heart, which brought him 
quite to a BtandetiH, and lifted hisWves to 
the blue eky overhead—the thought of some 
wordH which he had heard from the rector 
m the echocl to-day, not about Mies Ethel’s 
watch, or the diamond seal, but about the 
good brave Life that a little boy had once 
lived long ago in a quiet village home, not 
p.easing himself, but a help to otheis, and 
obedient to bis mother.

Dick knew that this little boy when lie 
giew up bad been called the Lord Clnüt, 
the Saviour of the world, and that after
wards He had died a o*uel death for 
sinners, upon a " green bill far away" from 
Hie village home. And Dick knew that be 
could not be quite like Him, but be bad 
determined in school to-day that be would 
try, and it was this last thought that had 
made him climb up the stile over which his 
brothers had disappeared as quickly as he 
could, and call alter them that they were 
not to wait for him, because he wanted to 
speak to mother. It was this that had 
brought him back so lovingly to her side, 
and it wae this thought, too, that made hia 
heart so glad, as he went ont amongst the 
tall ragworts and purple mallows in the 
paddock behind the house, to ee&rch for 
the straying goat.

But, of course, she was not there, only 
the deep hole in the centre of the field from 
whieh her tether had been dragged ; and 
when Dick looked a tittle further, a few 
more loose stones, fallen from the old gap 
in the wall to the road beneath, showed by 
what means her escape had been made. 
Dick climbed through the gap too, and let 
himself cautiously down, raising a thick 
white cloud of duet about him as his feet 
touched the road. But as the dust cleared 
away, Diek saw, to his joy, that the heavy 
iron spike and long thick rope of the tether 
had .left a straggling track for seme dis
tance, at least, dong the white road ahead 
of him.

Diek went on, brave in the* eonoiousnees 
that he vu doing right, and that God was 
with him. He knew that if Jenny were 
there she would prove a much more mis
chievous trespasser than he wae, and so he 
did not care if he met old Farmer Ellis 
himself face to face ; and he wanted to out

2[ht across this angle of the field to widow 
arsden'e cottage, for from there Jenny 
had been bought some time ago, and Dick 

thought she might have made her way 
bask there ; if not, he must only try in the 
gravel-pits another mile awsy.

It wae a good steep pull through the 
thick grass to the small white cottage at 
the other side of the field ; but there was 
something in Dick’s heart that made it 
seem short to-day, and as he knocked at 
Mrs. Mareden’s door he felt almost a cer
tainty of hearing good news from her.

À shrill “ oome in I" answered his knock, 
and upon his entering, he found the old 
women alone and in bed, with an eager 
thirsty look in her eyes, and one long thin 
atm outstretched on the quilt.

Oome in, Dick Badnor, and Welcome. 
And it will be the Lord that has sent you 
here." 1

«« No," Diek answered, simply, " I oame 
myself, to lock for our goat that s been lost 
since morning, and I thought she might 
ham.come here."

•« Then I haven’t seen her ; and it's I 
that's lost myself for want of » drink of 
water. Martha's that careless, she left it 
iust oat of my reach when she want out 
this morning, and she’ll not cross the 
threshold again until evening. As she 
spoke, Mrs. Mateden stretched out her 
hand again towards a cracked cup m the 
window, but even the points of the long

thin fingers could not reach it and she 
sark back exhausted again.

Dick climbed np on the foot of the bed, 
forgetting his purpose for a moment in the 
sight of the old woman’s distress ; bnt the 
sun was glaring hotly in at the window, 
and even the outside of the cup was quite 
warm. That water could not do much 
towards cooling the pcor parched lips.

11 This is not fresh," he said, “ the well’s 
just here to the back, I will mn out and fill 
it,” and without waiting for a reply, Dick 
hastened round to the rear of the house, 
and leaning over the littlé dark well, which 
was so cool and clear he conld almost see 
the Emile on hie own happy face refleeted 
in it, he filled a brimmiog cup for the old 
woman, and soon placed it with his own 
hands to her lips.

“ Thank God 1 and thank you, Diek 
Radnor, and God bless you I" Mrs. Marsden 
said, as she took a long drink from the cup, 
and lay back on the pillow again.

“ And whilst you were away at the well 
I was thinking, that an hour or more ago 
I heard a knock at the door, that I thought 
might have been a neighbor, and I was real 
glad, for the sun wae all a-blaze, and I 
wanted the drink badly ; but though I sat 
up in the bed and roared as loud as I could 
at them, not one lifted the lateh, and I*m 
thinking now t'wae old Jenny herself, for 
t’was her knock, if I'd had the sense to re
member it."

“And where do you think she's gone 
now?" Dick asked, eagerly, awaking to 
hope again at Mrs. Marsden’s words, and 
pushing back the think fair hair from his 
heated brow.

“ It’s ’mazing fond of the ehureh wae 
Jenny," the old woman answered, half to 
heiself, as it seemed ; “ the rector’s got » 
young plantation up there, and I’d no

Kace between him and her till I parted 
r. You’d best look after her there, Diek 
Badnor, I’m thinking; and God bless you 

for coming, my boy, whether he sent you 
or no I"

So ssying, the old woman turned sleepi
ly round on her side, and Dick left the 
cottage quietly, making straight across the 
fields for the rector’s plantation, with fresh 
courage at heart, and a doable blessing in 
his ear.

If it had been only for this—only for 
poor old widow Marsden in her lonelinees 
—he was glad he had given up the expedi
tion to Bullfinch Lane; he was glad, even 
if old Jenny could not be found, that he 
had come this way..

But “ this way" was the hardest bit of Ü 
all, for the fields were full of prickly tbietiee, 
and Diek’s stockings were short, not like 
the other boye, and he had to skirt all 
round three sides of the tiro large fields 
where the thistles did not grow, or at least, 
not so thiekly, and very tired and almost 
disheartened he was before he reached the 
little brown brook across whieh there wae a 
short cut by stepping-stones into the 
rector’s plantation.

Once indeed, it must be told, our little 
hero sat down on the very edge of tie 
thistles, with the sun and dost in his eyes, 
and prickles in bis bare legs, and a great 
fear in his heart that he wai going to give 
it up and take to crying instead ; but only 
two large tears rolled out of his eyer, carry
ing away the duet and weariness with them; 
a kind black cloud passed over the sun, 
making the whole air in a moment pleasant 
and cool, and Dick took heart again, as a 
distant sound of plaintive bleating fell upon 
his ear.

He sprang up. It wae Jenny I he knew 
it was, their own Jenny, though the sound 
of her voice was more saâ and troubled 
than it was wont to be.

“Jenny, I'm coming to you; here I


