10

THE FROST-BITTEN SUNDAY-SCHOOL.

arisen liko a cloud to dimn the horizon of his future—‘¢youn
see, if T bad come fur you, it would have been ab a great risk
and lusy ; and as you were both to share my home, I thought
it better-that I should meet you at the lunding-place, then
get marricd in town, and after that take you on to my hittle
place.  Stdl [ suppose she did not like the plan ; every woman
likes to choose her own way of being married.”

They had reached the gate of the enclosure surrounding
the white cottage, and George Hallem made as though he
would have entered.  ““And how came you to risk leaviug
now?” Belle had Jard her hand on the gate while speakng,
so that he could not well do as he wished.  ** Because |
could not do otherwise. I knew Kose was pining for a sight
of me, and it was too much to expect hér to come all the
way to Australia for me.” Poor fellow, he loved her so, this
fuir, false woman with the hollow heart!

*“George!”  There was deep anguish in the tone of Belle's
voice. ‘“George, it i+ true, what 1 told you.”

He had remaved her hand from the gate, aad was already
some steps up the gravel walk, “George, you believe
me, don’t you? QGod kuows 1 would not pain you for
nothing! Cume awav, Genrge, dear George 1 am sarry you
are here at all, and by-and-by she ill be sorry too. Ob,
Gearge, speak tome.”  She had tried all along to he quiet,
and nat to grow excited ; but now she scarcely knew what
to do or say. “‘Tell me all, Belle.,” His voice was so cold
and harsh that it male her shiver.

‘It would tuke a long time to do that, and would only
pain you, WWon't you go away and forget it?”
“Forget ! That is just like you, Belle.
he again yrew fierce, ‘I won’s believe it.
stand bher.  You have never known what it is to love and

grow tired of waiting. 1 wilt see her for myself.”

The curtains were not down in the parlour, so, poor girl,
what coutd she do but lead him on.  The room was all aglow
with rosy light, and the others, as Belle had guessed, were
gone away, s» as to leave the lovers to themselves.  There,
standing just where the light fell strongest, they stood :
Rose sweetly bashful to the outward eye, Hugh all tender-
ness aud adoration  They were to b married on the worrow,
30 what woud-r? Cleorge tareed away with a groan. He
bad come from Australia for thiz! He scarcely noticed Belle
as she clung to his arm, for oh! it scemed that she could not
let him go. Yet he turned from her, this girl to whom he
had said that she kunew not what love was. Did she not
know? She bad loved him all her life; but what of that?
He had preferred Rose, and now in his great trouble he
drew no nearer, took no comfort from her lips, nor recog-
nised the worth of her beart’s best offering.

Yeurs after, when Ruse had grown matronly, news came
of the good which George had wrougit on bis Australiun
farm, and Belle, who still lived on in the white cottage,
with the maiden aunt who was to bave shared her brather's
home (had her two nieces left England, as had heen thought
likely). smiled as she remembered how silly she had been
to give her love ail unasked. George had not wasted his
life ; nevertheless, how much more noble it might have been,
blessed with a true woman’s affection, is yet anknown,

Dowa in Cornwall, where the blue sea washes up high
upon the land, and the tide rises to the very graves, in a
tiny churchyard, is a little mound, and “ Bright Olive,”
theurh dead, still speaks ; for all her sunny looks and words
are remembered, while the sad weariness of her last days are
put aside for ever.

Alexander Cruden, author of that wvaluable book, the
Concordance, died un bis kuees while praying.  He was aman
of remakable industry and fervent picty. Ilis heart beat
warmly for the poor and suffering.  He cunsecrated the entire
profis of the rec.nid and third editions of Ins bouk to reheve
the poor. 1t was his soul’s delight to miunister to their wants.
e was a fing illustration of that Guspel precept : ¢ Diligent
in busmess, ferveat in spirit, servivg the Lord.” The tirst
copy of the Coucordance he presintad tu Queen Caroluie, wife
of George I, in 1737, “The Qaeen was so well pleased with
it, ~he promised to reward Lim; Lut siateen days after, she
fini hed her bricflife.  Pour Ciuden’s bopes were disappointed.
He kept on his back store, i Loudon, in the Royal bxchange.
When neatly seyenty years old he was missed.  Search was
made in his lodgings, avd the man of God was found kneeling
by his chair, with the open Bible before hun—tas face calm
and peaceful. Thus he died alone! Yet, not alone. He
who says: ‘Lo, I am with you always,” was with hin.
How blessed thus to fall asleep in Jesus:

Besides,” and
You don’t under-
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\ HALN the cold weather of wiuter sets in, many a weal

/ country Sunday-schoul wraps itsell as it were in 3
winding sheet of dejecteduess, calls its friends together for 5
funeral meeting, and prepares to go into winter quarters Iy
continues in a stute of suspended annmation wotal the winger
is over, and the worst of the mnud has dried up frow the roads,
"Then, as bears, snakes, and alligators arouse from thir winter
sleep, and come from the nooks, crevices, and caverns in whicl
they have hibernated, so does such a benuwbed concern Lalf.
coulidently open its eyes, stretch its limbs, lovk areund to
survey the situation, and begin to wanifest sigos of vitality iy
a very moderate way.

There is little use in scolding the people who close thejr
schools in winter. There is a set of well worn arguments in
favour of keeping open throughout the year. We are tol
that the public schouls and blacksmiths’ shops are open all
winter, and that the whisky-shups never cluse their doors on
a customer, except when he is toe druuk or tao poor to pay
for his stimulanis When these arguments fai}), somebods
gravely comes along and asks if the devil gives holiday in
winter. The sum of the matter seems to be that, if all these
agencies can carry on their operations all winter, the Sunday.
schools ought also to go as steaaily on.

Well and good, as far as the theory goes. All the schools
ought to keep open.  Every feacher ought to come with his
lesson well studied, even though the school is seven milesfrom
his home, and he must nide on the back of a hard-trotting
mule. Kvery child ought to come with bright eyes, clean
face, and a hight heart, though he need to tramp through spow-
drifts, or trudge through saturated cloy, one puund and a-hal
of which cleaves to each foot at every step that is taken,

But we canuot bave cvery thing to please us. Beantifulag

the theory is of plodding through wind, now, 1ain, slect,
ice, and mud, therearca great many people who, much as they
desire it, cannot accomplish all they would. Some of them
have really wearied themselves in the work of the week, aud
to such an extent that they must rest on the Lurd’s Day, It
1s comparatively casy for city folks to walk to church over
well-cleaned pavements, or ride thither in street-cars, and on
the way legislate concerning country Sunday-schools. and
declare that they should be kept open all winter, Some of
the sclf-same consicr themselves guilty of no inconsistency
wheu in July (when there is neither suow nor mud. and all
the ice they see is in the form of ice-cream ; when there is no
biting blast, nor pelting storm, nor slippery walk, nor any
obstacle greater than hot sunshine) they declare themselves
unable to cuntinue their Sunday-school till the wnddle of
September.
If this matter were thorougbly investigated. there would be
startling revelations, disclosing the fact that there are a great
many schools which have been closed during winter which
might as well have been kept open.

A frost-bitten Sunday-schuol deserves pity, just as we pity
a man-who suffers with rheumatism. It would be better if
the man were free from it ; but he has it, or, rather, it has
him, and let him wake the most of it. A man with no rheu.
matism can do & great many things that a rhewmnatic man
cannot. A school which has vitality enough to keep open
all winter can do a great deal more than one which
hibernates.

Welcome to you, O ye frost-bitten, as ye wake from your
winter slumbers! The spring-time bas cowe ; the coldness
is over ; the vigour of new lifc 1s felt ; the bustle of returning
activity is astir; there is now no show fur the sleepers Let
everybody be in his place, and awake to all his dutics and all
his joys.

Open the damp old schoolroom, aund let the Light of heaven
come . Throw up the window-sashes, and let the health-
gwing Alay breeze sweep through.  Wintewash the walls, and
mend the vroken hinges, and clear away the ash-heap, and
wash the sooty panes of gluss and the muddy floor. Arrange
the seats in ihe coziest pattern, and deck the sides and
corners of the room with neat Scripture mottoes.  Brng all
the flowers the ncighbourhood can atlord, and give to cach
poor ciald who has no flowers at home a bunch to cheer the
vouse, Gather the children, reconstruct the roll, and let the

“house be full,



