4 >
The Institute has attempted to obtain the best original

copy

Technical and Bibliographic Notes / Notes techniques et bibliographiques

available for filming. Features of this copy which

may be bibliographically unique;-which may alter any
of the images in the rc‘production, or which may
significantly change the usual method of filming, are
checked below.

[]

kY >
Coloured covers/
Couverture de couleur

Covers damaged/
Couverture endommagée

| Covers restored and/or laminated/

Couverture restaurée et/ou pelliculée

Cove.r title missing/
Le titre de couverture manque

Coloured maps/
Cartes géographiques en couleur

Coloured ink (i.e. other than blue or black)/
Encre de couleur (i.e. autre que bleue ou noire)

| Coloured plates and/or illustrations/

Planches et/ou illustrations en couleur

Bound with other material/
Relié avec d’autres documents

| Tight binding may cause shadows or distortion
| along interior margin/

La reliure serrée peut causer de I’ombre ou de la
distorsion le long de la marge intérieure

Blank leaves added during restoration may appear /
within the text. Whenever possible, these have

been omitted from filming/

Il se peut que certaines pages blanches ajoutées

lors d’une restauration apparaissent dans le texte,

mais, lorsque cela était possible. ces pages n‘ont

pas eté filmées.

Additional comments:/
Commentaires supplémentaires:

This item is filmed at the reduction ratio cﬁecked below/

Ce document est filmé au taux de réduction indiqué ci-dessous.

10X

14X 18X

o

=~

L’Institut a microfilmé le meilleur exemplaire qu'il

lui a été possible de se procurer. Les détails de cet
exemplaire qui sont peut-#tre uniques du point de vue
bibliogrsphique, qui peuvent modifier une image
reproduite, ou Qui peuvent exiger une modification
dans la méthode normale de filmage sont indiqués
ci-dessous.

Coloured pages/
Pages de couleur
T
/ Pages damaged/
Pages endommagées

Pages restored and/or laminated/
Pages restaurées et/ou pelliculées

v Pages discoloured, stained or foxed/
Pages décolorées, tachetées ou piquées

Pages detached/
Pages détachées

‘/ Showthrough/
Transparence

Quality of print varies/

Qualité inégale de I'impression

Continuous pagination/
Pagination continue

22X

j Includes index(es)/
| Comprend un (des) index

Title on header taken from: /
Le titre de I'en-téte provient:

Title page of issue/

Page de titre de la livraison
i

Caption of issue/

Titre de départ de la livraison

l | Masthead/
| Générique (périodiques) de la livraison

26X 30x

12X 16X 20X

24X 28X 32X

Th
to

The
PO
of 1
filny

Ori
beg
the
sios
oth
first
sior
or il

The
shal
TIN|
whi

Map
diffe
entii
begi
right
requ
mett






BLACK ON WHITE

. MISSE. F, - - OTIAWA,

o

OTTAWA.:
FRINTED BY MACLEAN, ROGER & (0., WELLINGTON STRBET.




Minister of Agriculture, at Ottawa.

Registered in accordance with the Act of Parliament, in the Office of the

ST T L8 AN N




\

PREFACE.

Tris Story may be very properly called a narrative of facts; the
authoress having done little more than narrate what she has seen
and heard, and, with a touch of fiction, linked fact with fact, so as to
f’orn\l‘“z't continuous narrative. It is different from other stories,-
because the facts make it so, and have not before been published:
That it may prove pleasant and profitable to all who may read it,

is the sincere desire of the

‘AUTHORESS.

Approved of and recommended by the following gentlemen :—

Rev. W. F. Fareigs, Pastor of Knox Church, Ottawa.
“ T.GaRreEr, B. A, L. P. 8., County Russell. [Carleton.
“ Wu. FLEMiNGg, M. A., Rector of South March, County
G, Gazrger, Esq., P. L, 8., No. 1, Rideauville, Carleton.
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NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE:

~— BY —

Miss E. F., Ottawa.

My starting character will be Jack Barten, returning from
school, with his books and slate strapped and hung on his back;
nearing the house, Jack quickens his pace, and, by way of shortening
the distance, clears the gate at a bound, then into the house with a
whistle. He stops short, perhaps for want of breath. ** My ! but the
house is quiet! where are the folks gone to? Is tea over, Aunt
Hatt ?” he said, peering into a small room, where sat an elderly
lady, dressed in grey lustre, sewing and reading by turns.

“First question, first answered,” replied Aunt Hatt. “The
house is always quiet when the folks are out. 'Taint the walls that
make the noise; Ned and Posie are feeding their pets. Your mother
has gone to Uncle William’s. So now, put away your books and go
down to your tea.”

Jack soon obeyed this order by sliding down the bannisters
instead of going down step by step. .

¢ Cook! cook! Aunt Hatt, [ can’t see the cooking apparatus,

is she gone too?” ]
. “No, Jack. Mary is putting out the clothes. Just look in the
oven and you’ll find some nice baked apples and meal cake. The
tea-pot is on the stove, so hunt up and tend yourself. See that.you
give Jack enough to eat.” ! .

In a little while Jack came up stairs not_quite so fast as he
went down. T ’

‘“That job’s over, Aunt Hatt.”

“ That’s right, Jack, and now, have you any news to tell me ?”

“No; not anything that you would care to hear. Oh! Aunt,
do you know, I saw a boy drunk down at the mills. Would you like
to see me drunk, Aunt ?” '

“No, Jack, I would’'nt. What boy was it ?”

“It was young George Langford ; his father is dead. You know
the woman that washes here sometimes ? Well, she is his aunt.”

“ Bat tell me, Jack, how did he get drunk ?” ’

“ Why, see here, there is & man boards with them, and he is
foreman over the men at the works. George’s uncle has somethin
to do with it too. So when pay-day comes they treat the men, and,
of course, Georgie has to be there whether he is wanted or not. His
father had some cash sunk in that brewery, and they get so much a
year for it.” - ‘ )

‘ But, Jack, surely they don’t.give him a treat like the men ?”’
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“ Oh no, Aunt Hatt, but Georgie’s heart is in the concern, and

, when pay-day comes he thinks it 80 manly to go round with a can

i of whiskey helping to serve the men. Then somretimes some of the

id | hands won’t drink unless Georgie takes a little too. They think a

< h ile of Georgie, so they do. They say he has a heart large enough
i or a king. But, oh! Aunt Hatt, the fighting, and cursing and
SN . swearing that they have sometimes, man ! it is awful!”

“ Bat, Jack, does his mother know that he frequents such
places ?” ‘ ’ .

“ Perhaps she knows someting about it, but he is such afavorite
with all the men at the mill that every one tries to shield him, and
hide his faults. And the old cook won’t hear of him going home
till he is as sober as & judge.”

“ Well, Jagk, you ought to talk to him in a friendly manner
about it.” ~—""%)

“So I did, agnt. I had along talk with him once, and he listened
attentively; thep he turned round to me and said: ‘Jack, I won’t
thank you for thigt speech, for I heard 1t all before, from my cracked
aunt’ Then he waliked off in high temper. So, that is all the news
I have to tell you.

“1 am very sorry, indeed, to hear such news; and now just
stop, Jack, till I tell yousomething. Your inte.ided uncle will be
here in a few days, to take away his Lucy. Perhaps, I may have to
go home to mother, for she can’t live alone. How will you like that, -
my woy ?” .

“ In some ways I would like it very well, and in some ways I - }
would not.” -

“ In what way would you like it, tell me ?”

“ ’Cause, replied Jack, sometimes, when pa and ma, are oat we
could get up a fine game, only you won't le. us make a noise. You
always watch us so. Tell you what, we don’t like it a bit. 1 would
like you far better, Aunt Hatt, if you were not so cross.”

“ Well, Jack, you are very candid, ai any rate; but can’t you
help, or teach me to be better naiured.”

“ No, indeed, aunt, me to teach you! You're too old. You
could not be taught now. So, as ma says, we must just bear with
you. But, still, I would not care about you going either, for
everybody knows that lame aunts are a useful institute, for they
are always in the house, when everybody else is out, or wanting to
go out, and you are real handy to sew on a batton, or tell me where

~to-get my lunch. Oh! here’s Ned. Ned, Aunt Hatt is going away,
to stay, perhaps.”

“ You're not tho', are you ? said Ned, “ If you do go you'll be sure
to come back, when we want you to stay with us, won't you? And
T’ll be your little boy, Aunt Bait.”

Kind reader, I had almost forgotten the time-honored custom.
I will now introduce you to my friends. Grandmsa Barton, as she

. was usually called, lived in a neat little stone cottage of her own.
She had two daughters unmarried. One well up in years. She was
the aunt Hatt, already mentioned, and had lived with her brother
James for years. She was almost a cripple. Lucy, the youngest,
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was about to get married and go away. Then William, the oldest
son, was a farmer, and lived near at hand, but the poor man had
just buried his wife, about six weeks before the opening of our
story. He had six children,—Jim, the eldest, nearly fifteen, next to
him was Robert and Robina, the twins, next was Nelly, next to her
was Willie. We must not leave out dear little Lottie, the baby, and
t of the house. James Barton lived zbout two miles distant in
the village of Lowry. His eldest son, Jack, was about fourteen.
Kind reader, come with me, Jack is going to grannie’s to walk

home with his mother. They are holding a consultation to-night to ~ -

decide what is to be done.

“ Well, grandma, is mother here ?

“ Yes, Jack, but she is not ready yet to go home. Go into the
sitting room, and talk to your uncle. He seems very low spirited
to-night, thinking of his poor dear motherless children. Their
cousin, Rebecca, went home the week before last, taking the baby
with her. Lucy and I will be done with the tea things in a few
minutes.” ~

So whole-souled Jack joined his uncle and chatled away with
him as cheerful as he could. ¢ But, said his uncle, your pa is not
home yet. Was it safe for you to leave at night? ~Will they not
be afraid ? .

“Afraid ! no. Why, uncle, no drunken person or robber would
come toa prea’chers house,or where there’s an old lame aunty,they’ro
afraid to.’ )

“Why, Jack, do you think that she is as good as a watch dog ?
Ob, no, uncle, I did not mean any harm ; but wait till I tell you
what our girl Mary did one nifht when we were out to meeting.
She saw some chaps prowling round as if they wanted to
come in. So whatdo you think she did ? She let up pa’s study
window, and the dining room too, then she drew on a pair of pa’s
big boots, and went about whistling the tune old hundred. But if
the rascals had known it was only Molly, they would not, I guess,
have gone away as quietly as they did. Why, uncle, there is pa com-
ing ; he has been to your house. Good evening. Good evening,
William ; -1 just drove up te your gate, and Norah called out that

ot “weré here, so I did not go in; are the children all well, Wil-
iam ?

“Yes, they are all nicely. James, I am glad that you havé
come, a8 we did not like to do anything without you.”

Reader, we will row.look into the neat sitting-room of the old
home nest, where yon will see a rather old fashioned round centre
table, on which lay a few good, well preserved books. On a small
mantle shelf, over the fire-place, were arranged a few china orna-
ments, and such like, flanked by a pair of bright brass candlesticks
filled ready for use ; also snuffers and trays, things almost discarded
nowadays.

At what we call the head of the table sat Mrs. Barton, in black
stuff dress, her serene and pleasant face surrounded by a widow’s
cap; on oneside sat James Barton with his wife Jessie, on the bther
sife sat poor William. Lucy and Jack had gone over to William's
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to the children, and returned just in time to light the candlo. Lucy
then, sister.like, drew her chair close to her bereaved brother, and
talked to him of her own future prospects. Jack was enjoying
himself in teaching a little dog to sit erect, and beg for something to
eat, and thus it was, my friends, the Bartons had been talking for
sometime of tho approaching marriage and parting with Lucy, also
the bereavement of poor William.

Hardly eifghteen months had passed since James' eldest daughter
bad departed for a better land, a more enduring portion. She was
well Krovided for, her spirit with God, who gave it, her body in the
storehouse of mortality. ’

They sat quiet for some time, then James spoke. ‘ Well,
mother, what are you going todo? Lucy will soon be away, and
well provided for, bat you can’t live all alone. How would itdo for
Harriet to stay with you ?” v 5

“1 do not know, poor Harriet is so lame, she would frét to see -
me working about the house and garden. She would try to Ho all
she could to save me, but it would hurt her more than it would help
me. No; I have thought of getting a little girl to assist me, and
that would give me time to look into William’s children, and then
Harriet might come and go between us as she liked. Jessie, what
do you think ?”

“Me; I really don’t know what is best to be done. She ought to
be here herself to-night, instead ot me, but you see James had the
horse away, and she could not walk so far. You see Aunt Hatt has
been with us so long, ever since Cecilia was born. She and I are just
like sisters. I would'nt like her to leave us, but it you and she wish
it, I have no right to oppose you.”

“ William, my son, what do you say ?”

“ Oh, mother, if you would only come to'my poor children.”
I wish you could dispose of your cottage and orchard to ad-
vantage and come and live with me. It would be ‘my greatest
happiness to make you comfortable the rest of your days. You
then could train my children as you trained us.”

“ ¥ wauld like,” said she, “to think of that a little while.”

“ What do you say, James, to William’s plan ?”

“I say it would save you a great deal of care and trouble,
mother. Not to mention the comfort it would be to William -and
his little flock. Aunt Hatt has been one of cur family so long, and
she may live with us twice as long, and still be welcome.”

A knock at the door here interrupted the conversation, and
Jack, returning from opening it said, in a low voice, *Grandma
Miss Langford wants to see you just a minute, if you please.”

“Oh, Mrs. Barton,” she called out,” I'm 'feared I'm imposing on
ye, but can I bide here the night ?”

““ Yes, Maggie, yes.”

“ Qh, then, thanks, Mrs. Barton.”

‘“ No, no, Maggie, don’t say a word, but just put the thanks into
the stocking leg you were knitting the last nigﬁt you were here.
See, there it is on the kitchen shelf, where you left it. Lucy will
get you a warm drink bye and bye, and your rug and pillows.”’
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Maggie, thus welcomed, as usual, took off her dirty boots and
laid them beside the wood-box ; then taking out of hersatchel, which
she always carried with her, a pair of slippers, put them on, and a
clean checked apron, also a clean ’kerchie},) which she pinned around °
her neck, then folding her shawl and putting it in her satchel, she
hung it, with her sun%onnet, on & nail. So careful was she to keep
her work clean and to take up little roorh. Thus'équipped,Maggie took
the aforesaid stocking, sat down on the kitchen_ttle, and dexter-
ously set to work. Jack passed into the sitting room, with both eyes
and ears open for business. After considerable talking, the old lady
agreed to give up ber cottage and garden to her sons. She was to
receive a small sum of money yearly, while she lived.

James said, “ How would it do to buy them from you, paying
you what we can just now, and the remainder as we are able ?”

«That will not stand law,” said Jack. '

« What do you know about it ?” qurieed his father.

“ My dear boys,” said the old lady, “ Idon’t wish you to pay
me. Iknow I'll be well cared for between you.”™

« Father,” said Jack, “I heard my teachersay ¢ a bargain is not
lawful unless written black on white.” Now, as I mean tobe'a law-
yer when I'm big, I would like this job just for practice. There is
paper inside the large Bible, and Aunt Lucy wﬂY get me pen and
ink,” -

Jack’s proposal drew a hearty laugh from his audience, and the
_ery arose, “ Who's to pay the lawyer’s fee ?”

The boy, however, nothing daunted, drew his chair, forward and
adjusted the Light. "‘%{%’?3&

“ You understand,” said he “this sale, present, or transfer,must._
be regularly writted out, and each of you must have a copy of it e

Some of them objected saying “That they could trust each other . - ~
witheut paper binding them.” L

« But,” insisted Jack, “Imean todo business.”

So, to please him in his seheme, the papers were dated and com-
menced. The first contained a few mistakes.

«Father,” said he, “ I will write it on foolscap first, then copy
it on better paper after it is corrected.”

In a few minutes afterwards Jack, clearing his throat, read out
what he had written. .

«This is to certify that we, the urdersigned, on -this the—
day of entered into or made an agreement, by which Cosie
Cottage becomes the property of (whom did you say grandma ?)
William Barton ?”

« Yes, Jack, and the orchard to James Barton. I think the one
as much worth as the other. I know, Jack, you like apples, and,
William, my son, what do you say about taking your mother and the
old cottage ?”

Poor William could not find words to express himself, his heart
was full, thinking of the comfort his mother would be to him and his
children.

“Well, grandma, what price do you put on them ?”
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#T think one hundred pounds tor the cottage, and the same for
the orchard.”

“Is it to be paid right down, grandma?”

“No, no, Jack, I will give them up now, and their own time to
pay me the amount. Say twenty, or fifty dollars, just as they can.”

Poor Maggie Langford had been listening in sad amazement.
At length she ventured to stand in the door, looking towards young
Mr. Barton. She said, “If ye please, will ye_let-me say a word or
two? Aunt Hatt, that bides wi’ ye, is she wastrife (ill-behaved), or
does she drink ?”

“Oh! oh!” cried Jack. “ Why, Maggie, none of us is that
bad. What put that into your head ?””

¢ Nothing, Jack, but queer things come into my head, whiles.”

“Well, Miss Langford, the sooner you comb them out the
better,” whispered Jack.

¢ Hush, boy,” said his mother, reprovingly.

“X beg pardon, and now to business. Here, grandma, is the
paper about the house. You see, I have stated what sort of a house
it is, and that there is no debt or claim on it, Is that right?”

The old lady looked at the paper he had drawn out, feeling not
a little proud of her grandson. “This,” said she, “is very good
for the first attempt,” handing them to his father.

Mcr. Barton looked pleased too see what a business tact his son
had. “Ah! Jack,” said he, with a smile, “you have much to
learn of this scribbling, before you can take it up as a trade, my
bOy.”

“If ye please,” said Maggie, again interrupting them, “Mr.
Barton, will ye wait a wee, for I feel strange the nicht ?”

“ I know what your uneasy about, Maggie, but cheer up. You °
can come to my son Wiliiam’s, where I'll be, and where you will
find a stocking on the needles, and a settle in his big kitchen to rest
on.

“Thank you, thank you, my kind friend ; for two years you have
allowed me a resting once a week in your kitchen.”

“ Now, you sit still,” whispered Jack, ‘“and put your thanks
in the stocking leg, like a good girl, as my grandmother told you.”

¢ Are you about through ?” said Uncle %Villiam, “for I suppose
we have to read over the agreement first, and then sign it. ~Eh,
Jack ?”

“Ifye please, will ye let me say a word or twa,” again pleaded
Maggie, * before ye eonclude the matter ?”

“ Just wait a minute,” said Lucy. ‘“These are family affairs,
Maggie; it would be better for you not to interfere till they are all
through.’

‘“Yes, yes, Maggie,” said Jack, “ ifyou just wait till I get these
papers signed.”

¢ Oh, sirs, will ye promise to let ~—————"

“Amen to that, Maggie. I promise to let you put your name
down, too.’ Just a few minutes, Maggie. Don’t interrupt us while
we look over this, and put our names to it. Then you may speak

for half an hour, and I promise to draw up a paper for you, too,
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which will secure you one night’s lodging at my Uncle William’s
¥ every week for a twelvemonth, for which service you will knit me
# a pair of socks. Now, sit down by the kitchen fire, like a sensible
girl, lill I call you. Mother, ain’t I getting into business? My!
T’ll be a lawyer before bedtime.” :

Poor Maggie stoo.l in the door-way, between the kitchen and
the sitting-room, trembling with excitement and nervousness. She
let the stocking fall to the floor, clasped her hands together, and
looked so sad that, at a sign from Mrs. Barton, they stopped, saying,
¢« Speak, Maggie, tell us what troubles you to-night ?”’

“An’ what for did I come here the nicht?” said she. “An’
what for am I dressed in this auld threadbaredrugget? Why have
I to lie on your floor insiead o’ my ain feather bed ? feathers that I
helped to gather when I was a young lassie! What for do I go out
wat days an’ dry days? Why not bide in my ain comfortable room,
by my an fireside, where I had my good books an’ my nick-nacks
in the days that are gane by? Wherefore am I no’ there noo?
Why do I wanner aboot in such a stealthy manner, afraid to be seen ;
as if I carried a guilty conscience? Why do I sometimes hear the
remark, ¢ She's no fricht in her mind,’ or ¢ she should be in the wark-
hoose.” Bear wi’ me a little longer. There is one dark spot in my
history that my Scotch pride made me hide fra’ the world ; but this
nicht strange things pass through iy heed. Maybe, I'm no lang for
this world. My mother died before we came to this country. I was
the auldest girl, an’ so the care an’ wark fell most on me. After a
number of years my faither died, an’ that without makinﬁa will,
though he told us how he would like to divide things. ¢Maggie,’
he said, ¢ you will sleep in this room when I am gone; keep it, and
all its furnishin’, unless you get married. 1t would be a poor house
without you, my woman, for you have been like a mother to the
rest. And you, George an’ Bessie, see that you give her due
respect, an’ live in peace wi' one another. My brother had
learned his trade as & joiner, under faither, and though lefl very
young, yet, with the help an’ guidance of a man that warked with
faither, he got on very well. Soon sfter faither’s death, poor Bessie
sickened, and after lang nursing and watching on my part, and sore
* gufferin’ on her part, she died. After that my brother was all the
more to me. e felt as if we could not do enough for one anether.
My brother hired a vit of a lass to assist me in the garden, bring in

the cow, and feed the geese. The;man Brown I spoke of before, still _ -

warked and lived with us, an’ we were real snug. But, oh! how
uncertain is all human friendship an’ love! In a féw years my
brother’s affections seemed to cool. He cared less for my comfort,
and often, if I hinted this to him, he would tarn me away with a
short, and even a sharp answer, as if I did’nt deserve common civility.
In my trouble I spoke to the auld man in the shop, for I feared some-
thing had gane wrang there; or could it be possible George was
drinkin’.’

“‘Oh, Maggie, lass, you don’t know much about the world, said
Brown with a smile. ¢ George is no worse than other lads. Heis
tired of his plain old-fashioned sister—hard-working though she is—
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and longs for the society of one with more gayety and life, He'll be |
bringing home a new sister some of these days, and, of course, she'll
he the mistress. Take my advice, and for Georgie's sake, as well
us for your own peace, try to love and respect her.’ '

“A few days after this, George was looking rounda the house, §
passing from one room to another. fGeorge,’ said I, ‘is there any- &l
thing you want me to do, or to ask me? ¢Maggie,’ said he,
“ when I want your advice or assislance, I'll ask for it, and thenit
will be time for you to speak.” I burst out crying, ¢ Oh, George!
I want=I want—to be—-' ‘What are you blubbering about?
Maggie, what do you want? To be a grand lady, eh? ‘I want
to lie down with dear faither and Bessie” Now, you arc getting |
tired of me. Maggie,’ said he; ¢ you're at_liberty to leave here if |
you wish,for I am going to get married.’ Then he watked outinto the §
workshop. The next night George being out asusual, the lassie was
in the cellar for apples; I was baking pies ; thé 5ld man was sitting
in the kitchen, making a chisel-handle. ¢ Maggie, he said to me,
“ you make a thrifty housekeeper; but you'll not hold office long
here; you seem to settle down like that, I don’t think you'll ever
§et married. You must get George to make some provision for you,

or your father made no written will.’

“I replied, Fatherdid not leave this property to George any
more than to me. It can't be his any more than mine, unless from
this, that George was working in the shop a few years, and is older «
than me; but have [ not been working in the house ever sincel have
been able to dust 4 chair ?”

“¢Yes; that is all very true, Maggie,” replied Brown. ¢ But, my
woman, I have seen more of the world than you. Take an old man’s
advice, and have it written down, ‘black on white, what your

- claims are, and when you are to receive it. You can, at least, claim
a servant’s wages.””

: “«Black on white,’ didn’t I tell you?” said Jack. ¢Hush,
Jack,” said his father. “Maggie take that chair.” '

“D'm, sure,” said Maggie, “ I should beg your pardon for mak-
ing 8o free, and for taking up your time so long; and, what takes
me longer, I try to keep down my Scotch tongue, and speak so as
ye'll understand, but I must hasten me.”

“ No apology, Maggie, no apology,” cricd several voices. “We
are very much interested. Go on.” T

“ Well, soon after this, George brought home his wife. I did
my best to have everything in good order, and meet them with a
hearty welcome. My new sister looked pretty, and acted pretty,
but my coarse hands ill-contrasted with her lilly-white fingers. I
retired to my room that night holding communion with my God
and myself, praying for a blessing on my new relative. The next
day, and the next again, I went about my work as usual,neglecting
to consult the new mistress, although treating her with évery mark
of respect and kindness. e

“ My brother meeting me alor.e in_the kitchen one day, laid his
hand gently on my shoulder. His manner softened towards me.
¢ Maggie,’/said he, ‘you and I must not think less of each other,
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Bbecause there is one more to love; and I wish you would bear in
mind that she is, for the future, mistress of this house, and, there-
fore, you ought to consult her, and yield t» her wishes.’
‘ “¢@eorge,” I answered, ¢ I admit that she has the richt to be
mistress, but she seems to know so little about work, though, Idon’t
&like to notice it before her; and, dear me, the work must be done.
g You can’t afford to keep a big girl, and you wouldn’t like to have
Fher white hands grow as coarse and brown as mine, would you,
g George? However, I am glad you mentioned it, and will mind
better for the time to come. And, dear George.(for his unwonted
# kindness gave me courage to speak) in case of our not agreing, wiil
§ you make some provision for me, what you consider my richts, so
that afterwards I may neither be a burthen, nor a dependent?
¥ Yes, Maggie. I will bye-and-bye.” But that bye-and-bye never
came. Yearscame, and years went. Nieces and nephews came,
and my heart was drawn out to love them for their ain and their
# faither’s sake. All went kind and evenly till about four years ago,
§ when I fell sick of a fever; and, knowing that the bairns would be
§ exposed to it, I went to the hospital. When I recovered, I returned
home to find my brother at the point of death. ‘Well, Maggie, he
¥ said to me, ‘you are spared, while I am to be taken away. Ob,
g comfort my poor wife and children; stay with them.” Then recol-,
lecting himself, ¢ Oh, I have forgotten you; I have just made my -
will, and all in favour of my wife and children. Can you forgive
§me? ‘Yes, yes, I do, my dear brother.’ ¢Susey,’ he cried,
§ ¢ Susey, for my sake, be good to our Maggie.’ ‘George,’ said his
wife, ¢don’t worry about her; she has only herself to provide for.
She never wanted yet, and why should she now? Keep yourself
easy about her.’ My brother died. ¢Oh,” Master Jack, ‘a dehth bed s
# no’ the best place to make a will, an’ it’s no’ the best time to prepare
& for yer Maker, mind ye that my bonnie laddie.”

“I must hasten. Shortly after my brother’s death, Susey said
she would be obkiged to bave the room I occupied fitted up, as she
expected to have¢~some friends on a visit for a few days, and that T
could have my thifigs carried up to a garret room, where there was
a straw mattrass'that I could lie on for a wee while; when I could
g get back again. Well; there was no way left for me but to submit
§ wi’ a8 good a grace as I could; besides, I thought it would only be
for a short time,but the visitors are there yet, and likely to remain.
They have rented the room, and are paying their board; and how is
3 it with me now? I live, work and eat there yet, and sleep in the
garret. Bat it is plain to be seen the young folk look on me as a
burden on their widowed mother, and some of them are no blate to
tell me so0.”

“ But, Maggie, why do you go out so in bad weather, and at
night ?” said Jessie.

“ Oh!” replied the poor woman; “ must I tell yon that too ?
My good sister does not allow a penny for clothes. For two years I
have slept in that garret room, with seanty furnishin’ an’ little heat.
T had to take some of my own clothes 10 make bedding. My Scotch
pride prompts me to leave the house in this hidden, stealthy manner,




14 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

staying here, on ‘my way up to the little town of Lowry, where I
get plenty of work—spinnin’, washin’ an’ ironin’—for which I get
my meat and fifteen pence i’ the day, for at least two days i’ the
the week. But, if this comes to the ears o’ the young folk, m
nephews, they would take me to task. Oh! keep my seeret,
beg of you. How do you know but Harriet, your own daughter,
muy be servod the same way, or as bad, when you and her brothers
are laid in the grave? Not tbat I have any cause to think ill 0’
Mrs. James ;” and Maggio looked towards young Mrs, Barton with a
sort of de{)recating glance. T feel as if I should really speak, and
warn ye all from my ain experience, hoping ye will, each one, pardon
my boldness.”

While Maggie had been concluding her speech,the brothers,
each in turn, held a folded piece of paper in the flame of the candle
until nearly consumed, and then threw it in the grate.

Poor Jy;ck looked rather mystified to see his first attempt at
law so soon reduced to ashes. '

“ Now, Maggie Langford, see what you have made us do!
What else would you have us do?” asked old Mrs. Barton.

“Keep a grip of this property while you live. At your death
resign it to your unmarried daughter; to be hers while she lives.
Then let it go to your grand-children. That’s my poor advige ; an’
it need na’ hinder you sharing wi’ the others in the meantime, but
keep your claim on it. I am sure you have allowed me great
freedom to say &’ this.”

Then poor Maggie rose up to go into the kitchen. She stooped
to pick up the stocking she had dropped; but,lo! a piece of the |§
blazing paper had fallen on it, and burned a hole in it.

“ Never mind,” said Mrs. Barten; “ no use knitting more on
this. It will have to be ripped back. I'll lay it away for to-night;
and you had better get to sleep; it's pretty late.” -

Maggie retreated to the kitchen, closing the door of the sitting-
room ; where we leave our friends to discuss their affairs, and see
what conclusions they will come to after poor Maggie’s voluntary
advice and timely warning.

We will now look into UncleWilliam’s comfortable house, with-
in sight of the old homestead. Granny Barton has a fine large |
room, which is considered by all in the house as sacred to herself.
She preserved enough of her own furpiture to furnish it. The
remainder, some she sold, and someshe sent to Uncle James, and

r Maggie Langford’s bare room was not forgotten. Lucy has had
er share, and gone away with one who is well able to add more,
and before going away they left a small sum in the hands of James
-Barton, to be expended for Maggie’'s benefit, and in this, perhaps,
they were actuated less by pity for Maggie than to show that they
harbored no ill feeling for the turn things had taken with regard to
the property. Some weeks have passed since Maggie’s sad tale, and
again the two brothers and Granny Barton have confidential talk.

« Mother, do you know, I have got a tenant for your cottage '
and garden ?” "
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“ Well, William, I am glad to hear it. I hope they will be good_ .=,
eighbors.” '

¢ Well, mother, they ought. When I was on my way to the
yorks this morning, who should I meet but Rebecca. She heard
our cottage was to be let, and was coming to enquire. She says
unt is going to pull down the old house, and build & new one
pon the same site. So they will have to take a house for a year.

heir family is small, and your place could not be in more careful
ands, and I don't think you'll be hard on them.”

“No, William, they may have it for fifty dollars, and then we
yill have little Lottie near us. Surely God has heard our prayers
nd sent His blessing already. Don’t you think so, James ?’

¥ “Yes, mother, God is good to all, and His tender mercies are
ver all. Oh! by the way, mother, I have got an appointment to
reach once a fortnight in the Bay Settlement, where the Lanlg-ford’s
$ve, and as I like to visit among the people once in a while, I called
n Mrs. Langford the other day. She appears to be a nice sort of a
ody. The young people seem to be very gay, and fond of dress;
mauch so, I am afraid. I asked her if she had not an unmarried
ister, or sister-in-law, living with her, she said ¢ yes, she had asister-
n-law there who was there before she came at all.” I told ber I had
cen making enquiries several times for a Bible woman, that
b a woman to take Bibles around to sell, and said she would
o paid accordinIg to what books she sold, or what ground
ghe went over. I said I had seen her sister-inlaw a few days
ofore, and the thought occurred to me thet she might
8 suitable hand; but of course, I must know what sort of a
haracter she is. Is she honest, and of temperate habits? ¢Well,’
pplied she, ‘I can hardly say. She is honest I know, but is of such
tarn, and so independent, that I fear her Scotch pride would not
bt her stoop so low. Indeed, I think people can buy all they want
B the stores, without taking them into their houses.” *Yes,” said I,
but when they go to a store, they may, perhaps, see other good
ooks with more gilt, and stories, and it may be cheaper too, and so
he Bible is left on the counter. No, my friend, the Bible must be
rought down in price, and brought into the house too, by persons, -
possible, who have a knowledge of its value; and as to its being a
pw, or mean business, my good woman, it is anything but that.
Kings and Queens might be honored by such work.’ ¢Well,’ said
he, ‘I would advise you to look some other place, Maggie is subject
o fits of anger, and ten to one but she would throw the Bibies at
he people if they refused to buy them. ¢Well,’ I answered, ‘I am
ery sorry to hear that,—was sge always so?’ ¢No,’ said Mrs. L.,
she was not so bad till about the time she had the fever, and her
rother’s death.’ ‘I am sorry,’ said I; ¢ very sorry to hear this of her.
However, it may be all the effects of grief. Can youtell me how she
cts? When those turns come upon her, does she laugh, or cry, or
ing? I hope she does mnot drink’ ¢Sir, I can’t
¥y she drinks, neither does she laugh, cry, or sing. But she
ocs wowse, she rages, and acts furiously, and seems
o think that every body and every thing is against her, and seems
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so thin-skinned about every thing we say of her. Then, when sh
gets tired out she rushes,into her own room, where she-remains foll-es
a long time; when she comes down her eyes are bloodshot anfom
swollen, but her voice and’ ‘manner quite calm.’ ‘We
Mrs. Langford, its my impression her unhappy spirit

all the effect of circumstances. Has she anything of her own, or

she entirely depending on you? Or, it may be’ she is suﬂ'ermg froy
some disease. However,’ said I, 1 must be going. But hereism
address, and if Miss Langf'ord will call at my place, I will be bettd
able to judge, after conversing with her, whether she will be  sui
able person for this business or not.”

“I am truly glad you thought of her, James. 1 have not see
her since that night she told her sorrowtul story.”

“ Nor I either, mother. I dare say some of your woman foll
will see about her dress, both for warmth ard decency. Haave yo
got everything out of the cottage, mother ?” ’ s

“ No, James, there are some things there yet, and, as Becca ifis
?lng to live there, I'll just leave them. They are not needed her

orah, WllLlams girl, is fixing up my room very nice, so I'll fed
quite at hore.”

“JIs Norah going to stay on mother ?”

. “Yes, I think so. The children and she agree well. She
very honest and accustomed to the house, and she seems so attenti
to Jim and Robert. Some girls are forever finding tault with boy
which, of course, helps to keep out of home, but not so with Noral
She never seems tired of waiting on them ‘and on the little girl
too.”

“QOh! pa,” said Nellie, “ I saw a man with a monkey to-day.”

“ Did you, Nellie, and were you afraid ?”

“No, pal Oh! I want to ask uncle something !”

« Al right, you are in for it, James. The children think yol

- know everything.”

¢ Robina want¥<to-know as Well as I, uncle, if there will b
animals in the next world.”

“That is very unlikely Robina, we have no proof in Scriptur
for that.” )

“ Uncle! has monkeys got souls ?”

“No, Nellie; no more than other beasts. God breathed in
man the breath of life (not into beasts), and man became a livin
soul.”

“ Well, they look very wise.” .

“ Yes, girls, I must say they are very imitative. Only a sho
time ago I heard a missionary say he had preached to a congregatio
of monkeys.”

“ Oh! uncle, did he think they were eople ?”

«No. Tl tell you how 1t was. 1p ndia, where the monkey
are very numerous, the houses are small and built so as to form
court; cach house has a balcony, and very useful trees are allowef
to grow, filling up the space between the buildings. It was in onfil
of these courts that a missionary stood and preached to the natives
who, at a given signal, gathered together, took their places, sittin@make
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standing under the balcony. Soon a noise overhead caused the

eacher to look up. He was amused to see the monkeys leaping

om tree to tree, then on the roofs of thc houses quietly taking their

aces on the balcony, overhanging the court, just like so many

geons on the eave-trough of a house. There were far more monkeys

han natives. Some brought their babies with them. Just fancy

. mother monkey carrying her little ones to meeting, holding it

18 mBoht under her arm. Sometimes the little creatures would want to

bettdlllay. But the old dame would check their mirth by a good shak-

L suighr or a slap. The gentleman said it was really laughable. The

Shonkeys looked so demure and attentive, as though the sermon was

fseefibr them. One poor fellow got tired and was makingtracks, but was

bserved by others, of the monkey tribe, who parsaed after him,
foll@breed him back, and held him quite a while on the balcony.”

“Did they come regular, uncle?

“No, Netlie, it was only as the notion took them. They are
s troublesome as a lot of wild cats, always in some mischief.”

d “Then why don’t they shoot some of them, uncle ?’,

“ The natives would not kill them, Robina, for they believe the
puls of their departed friends go into monkeys, and for all the
atives know they might shoot their own great grandfather.”

“But in time the gospel will dispel this darkness, and the heathen
yill be converted to God. James,” said William, “ there is one man,

boyfot many miles from, here, that T would like to see converted.”

“You are very moderate in your desires, William, I must say.

would not be so easily satisfied. . I would like to see every man,
voman and child converted. What man do you mean ?”

“] mean Jim’s boss, the saddler. He is a Roman Catholic, but
more upright man I never met. He is 50 very liberal in his views
nd sentiments. There is spiritual-mindedness about him that is

. yoghot often met with,

“ Then, William, according to your statement he is a Christian
Iready. What more do you want ?”

“] want to see him into a Protestant Church. He is too good
or the one he ig in. Indeed, I wonder that a man of his knowledge
phould remain there.”

“Tut, William, better if there were more like him in it ; leave
Intghim where he is. What would you expect of any church if all the
Vingrood ones are taken out of it? No, my brother, for he may have an

nfluence over others that we have not. Leave him where Provi-
lence has placed him.” :

“ Oh! here comes wee Willie; come my poor boy.”

“ Uncle James, I used to wish I was your son, but I don’t

NOwW

“ Why don’t you now ; or, rather, why did you before ?”’
“’Cause your boys had a mother and I hadn’t, but I have
now.” g
“ Why, Willie, I am not going to be your mother, just your .
_OlSorandma, the same as ever,” said Mrs. Barton.
A “Well, I know some boys get step-mothers, and you would
tin@make a splendid one. Don’t you think so, uncle ? Pa, will you let




e e ————— ———

x -
18 ’ Z:;NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

Sissy and I go with ancle for a ride this afternoon? We haven!
been up there for a long, long time, pa.” .

“ E o,my son, I think not; but,if your grandma sees fit,youn ma
perhaps go on Saturday and remain till Sabbath.”

“QOh! thank you pa,that will be so nice, and perhaps we will g
to church with them, and hear Uncle James preach, and we will b
in black clothes like them. Won’t that be nice ?”

“ Ah, Willie, Willie !” said uncle James.

« A short prayer before you go, said William.

“Perhaps,'added grandma, it would be as well to call them al
in and have worship at once, although its early—for my part |
would like to go to bed early to-night. This has been a busy day
with me.”

“Very, well, mother, I know you are tired. Willie, rin
the bell for the rest.

This was a little silver bell that - had its placd
with the large family bible, and was never used tor any other pur
pose. Indeed, the children looked upon it as something belonging
to the bible and psalm singing. However, the children came in and
sat down.” s

“ Did Norah not hear the bell, Willie ; said grandma ¢ that shd
has not come in too ?”

“ Norah didn’t want to, granny. She saysservants can do with
out prayers.” -

“She used tocome in with the others,” said William, ¢ until
lately. I don’t wish to compel her; it is a privilege free to all.”

After prayers, James went home, and soon grandma rose to go
to bed. There was only onc bed-room on the first flat, and that waq
what used to be the spare room. It was there their mother lay
sick. It was there shedied. And, after that, William slept there
with his youngest darling in his bosom. There were four rooms on
‘the upper flat. Norah’s room was at the stair landing; next to it,
on the same side, was the boys’; opposite it was what used to be
their mother’s room. It was now to.be grandma’s ; and one next to
it was the little girl’'sroom. Grandma is loitering at the foot of the
stairs, looking wistfully-at the children : “ Which of you is going to
to take me to my rooti?”

“I will ; I will;” and soon four pairs of little hands and willing
feet are at grandma’s service. 4

« Wait, children, ill I speak to Norah.”

“Norah, lass; you have to put anothel handful of meal in the
pot to-morrow morning.”

“Yes, ma'am.”

% Good night, mother;” said William. 9 And, children, don’t be
noisy. Willie, you come down again.”
" “ Yes, papa.” |
At the head of the stairs stood Jim, a soft, good-natured lad,

- holding out his hand to grandma, as she kissed him.

“ Oh ; that was on the wrong side, granny; that was just a
common kiss,” said Nellie.
¢ Well, well,” said she; “you’ll have to teach me.”
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“It was mamawho taught us, grandma, She said the kiss
had three words in it, and if we were an or pouty with one
another, she would not let us use that kiss; but it should always be
on the right cheek.” :

« And what were the words, Robina ?”

“They were, ‘ Peace. between us.’ Do you know, grandma,
we gave ma that kiss every night while she ]ag sick; and after she
Wdied we did not like to go to bed withbut it. So pa said we might
stililkiss her every night before worship.; but it was only for two
0 i tB-” * -

A Poor ma ; I wonder if she saw us ?”’ said Nellie.

“ Well, now, children, I want you all to remember your dear

mother; and give me that kiss in memory of her. Come, Jim ; I'll
begin with the eldest.”

| Jim, with a firm step, walked up to where she sat in the cosey

Achair, and kissed her. Then each, in turn. Aflerwards they ran

down to get papa’s good night.

“See, granny, our room opens right into yours,” said Robina.

“Yes,” said Nellie, * and we are going to sleep in our own
groom to-night.”

“ Don’t you always do so ?”

“No,” said little Nellie, in a low voice; ‘“we all slept in the
boy’s room after cousin 'Becca left. Norah said we would be com-
pany for one another, and it would be one room less to do up.” -

. “Qh! Nellie, Nellie,” said Robina; *“ you have told a lie. You
promised—you know Norah made us all—that we wouldn’t tell.”

“But,” said Nellie; ‘“she meant not to tell pa or any strangers.
+fl You won't laugh at us, grandma ?”

“ No, my children; I will not laugh at you; but you must
sleep in your own roem for the future.”

Next morning, after breakfast, some were gone to school, Jim
was gone to his place, and Mr. Barton was about to follow, when his
mother asked him to remain a few moments. .

+ “ William,” she began, *‘what de you know about Norah ? Is
she a pure-minded girl ?” .

“Really, mother, I -never like to call any girl’s virtue into
question. I have not the least doubt but she is as good as the rest
of girls; when there 18 no temptation. She has no company coming
to see her, and I think she is thoroughly honest.”

“But, my son; are you aware that she has been having the
girl’s bed in the same room with the boys, under pretence of keeping
them from being lonesome, and to save herself the doing up of one
more 100m 7"’

“ No, mother, I didn’t know that. The day Rebecca left, I told
her she had better sleep in the girl’s room, or else have them sleep
in hers. She said she would do so; although both Nellie and Robina
said they were not afraid to sleep alone.”

* Where did she come from, William ?”

“ Near K—, I think, about twenty miles from here; but mother
dear, if you find fault with her, she’ll very likely go off in anger,
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and blame you for her dismissal, and what are you going to do
without help ?”

“ That, of course, will be inconvenient, but still bearable, ¢ out
of evils choose the least.” A little fable, bearing on this, has just
come into my Lead. An Angel and a Sage, were walking together
when they came to a carcass, and as they were hailed by the smell
of the putrid mass, the Sage put his hand on his nose, turned his
head to one side and walked hastily away. The Angel only smiled.
A little further on the road, they passed a harlot sitting in gaudy
attire. The Sage looked at her and smiled, but the Angel turned
his face away, and fled from the place.” However, I must only
watch her words and actions a while. By-the-bye, James and Jessic{;
are going that way next week, 1 believe they could find out morcji
of her character from the people there whom she lived with, beforc
she came here.” :

“ Yes, it would be just as well,” replied William.

In a few days after the above conversation, Norah came to
Mrs. Barton saying: ¢ Please ma’am, I wanted to ask a favor from

rou.”
Yo And what may that be ?” said Mrs. Barton.

“ 1 want a week’s holidays, if you could spare me next week.
I’1l do all the work I can before I go, and be sure to come back at
the end of the week.”

“ Very well, I'll let you know to-morrow, if I can.” :

After consulting with her son, the old lady gave her leave, and
up to her word, the girl got as much of the work in advance as
possible, then she left.

It commenced raining the morning Nora left, so she asked forf
an umbrella, saying she would see a chance to send it back from thefi
station with somebody. During the day a man drove up to the déor
with a cart. He brought back the umbrella which Nora had
borrowed, and said she had asked him to bring her trunk down in

his cart, as she might get a chance to repair some of her clothesfi;

while away at her friends. “She told me,” continued the man
“that I would find it at the head of the stairs all ready.” Mrs.
Barton allowed him to take it away, thinking, at the same time, that
it was strange the girl had not mentioned this idea before she left;
but she was too honest and honorable herself to suspect the girl’s
design.

CHAPTER IIL

We will now return toWillowvale, where our story commenced
James Barton, finding that preaching did not bring him in enough|
in a scattered settlement to support his family,—in order to add tofgw
this, he devoted his spare hours to book-keeping for some of the
business men of the village. To day he has brought up a ponderous
ledger, and has been busy over it for the last hour. Jack is sittingjge
at the window with his school bag beside him, working some very,
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notty questions. The boy looks out of the window, then at hiy
ather and the great ledger. You may see now, by his face and
nanner, that he is determined to try something that will bring in
noney faster than either preaching or book-keeping. Suddenly he
pxclaimed: “Qh! father, there’s that queer woman, Maggie
Langford, at the gate; what is she coming herc for ?”

“She wants to see me, Jack. Call me up when she comes, and
-fyou take this ledger down to the office.”

“ Please, sir, did you want to see me ?”

“ Yes, Maggie, you're not very busy, arc you? Sit down ; sit
Hown till I have a talk with you. We want a woman to sell bibles,

iefand I thought to employ you; but I am told, Maggie, that you have

p very violent temper. Is that so?”

“ And who knows or feels it better than I do myself ? ”

“ But, my woman, you should try to rule your temper. Itisa
errible sin to indulge evil passions, you know.™

“ Oh! sir, the spirit is willin’, but the flesh is weak.”

“ Maggie, do you ever lpray to God for strength to resist ?”

“Yes, sir, every time 1 loose my temper I fly to the cross.”

“ What! Not while you are angry, surely ?”

“Oh! yes, sir, its then I need it. You sce, sir, young folk
will, whiles out o’ fun, an’ whiles out o spite, ~ay hard things to
me when I come in tired an’ cauld. I just leave the kitchen, as
koon as I can;an’ go up to my ain room, an’ then, O! sir, I want to
ell you that I teel like: one possessed, an’ what can I do, but
ast myself down on my- bed, or on the floor, an’ beg the Lord
Jesus to take the devil out'ef me, an’ O, sir, He does hear my prayer,
an’ sometimes afore leaving the room. He gives me a taste of his
Eweet peace.”

“But do you ncvertell them this, when you meet them again ?”

“Ah! what for would I cast pearls about to be trampled on?
They think me a miserable, wicked woman; an’ the're no far wrang
pither; but O, sir, I wadna change wi’ them.”

“ But, Maggie, you say God hears your prayer, I wonder you

S.Mon’t pray for a change in your circumstances, so that you would

not be a burden on your sister-in-law, nor exposed to the taunts of
'Myour nephews and neices, for surely you ourht to take more pleasure
han anything else in being a help.” )

“Aye! aye! I would; I would; but. O, sir, I have told all this
o Jesus many a time, an’ I believe if it was for my good, [ would
wave been differently placed; but, sir, you see, I have so many
blessings, maybe it wadn’a do for my soul’s good to have more.”

Mr. Barton surveyed her for a moment, then lowering his voice,
Baid, in a pitying tone :—

“ Maggie, one wouldn't think you possessed many blessings. I
lare say you count them one by one, and can tell which is least and
which is greatest.

“No, sir,” replied Maggie, in a firm tone, * they are more than

can number ; nor have [ any small blessings, mine are all great,
pome exceedingly great. O!sir, I'm richly weel off, though I
linna’ look much like it.”

2
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Mr. Barton was silent for a moment, and this was his thought.
How much further will Scotch pride and independence go? ¢ Well
Maggie,” said he, “it is good to feel all this, so long as it keeps us
hum%le.” )

“QO! Mr. Barton,” said she, as she wiped an unbidden tear
with the corner of her shawl, “when I think of the sufferin’ an’
trials o’ some, an’ the troubles o’ others, I feel so confounded like,
that I could hide my face in the dust for very shame at my maur-
murin’. You see there are some troubles thHat I stand in no danger
o’ meetin’, although it may be selfish o) me to speak this way. I
mean some lagses marry, an’ their husbands turn to drinkin’ an’ that
aye brings a host o’ ills wi’ it. Some get jealous o’ one apither an’
their hearts get ’farted, an’ they have a little o’ the ill place while
they're here. Ther, again, children whiles grow up to be a
curse rather than a blessin’ to théir parents, by willfa’ Eeadstrong
disobedience, an’ even the best guided death will sunder them.
That-is a trial I'll be spared. Some lose their property, an’ that’s
a thing I need’'na fear. I ha’ health, judgment, sicht an’ hearin’—
that's what some bas na’—O/! sir, only for them dark hours that
come on me I might be the very happiest woman in the world.”

“ Maggie, I would advise you not to think of these dark hours.
¢Sufficient for the day is the evil thereof.” Take care of your health,
if possible, eat well and sleep well, and do not work too hard. You
know we are creatures of the earth, and so constituted that the mind
atfects the body, though some do not believe it.”

“Qh! sir, I feel sometimes as if I were a slave to the devil, an’
it does seem like presumption to call upon God in prayer, for no
matter how much I try, my temper will get the bettero’ me. I fear
it will be my ruin.”

“ Then, Maggie, do not try so much to resist.”

“ What,” said she, * what do you mean? Not to try to subdue
my failin’, my own spirit. Surely you are not in earnest. Why! 1
would get worse, no one could live wi’ me.”

“ Listen to me, Maggie,” said the minister. ¢ In some cases we
are called on to resist the devil, and he will flee from us. In others
we are to chase the enemy. In some cases we are only required to
stand still and see the salvation of the Lord. In others the victory
can only be won by prayer and fasting, but in your case none of
of these will do.”

- “ What do you mean, minister ? Am I a castaway ?”
) “By no means,” he repltied. “Just undermine the ground
your temptation rises on.”

=« Kind sir, you are the first that ever took such intercst in my
spiritual weltare, an’ I have told you more of myself than ever I did
to anybody. Now, if you would just make my way clear afore me,
for, indeed, I whiles think I'm borderin’ on insanity.”

“Then listen to me, Maggie. Think wot so much about your-
self, good or bad, but set your brains to work to make others happy.
Think of the perfect bliss of Heaven. The peace, the joy, the security
from temptation there. Think of the perfections of the Deity. Let
not your frequent failings come between you and Christ, and,
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Maggie, you owe a duty, remember, to your mortal part, as well as
to your soul. You were telling me you suffer from rheumatism and
indigestion. Now, do you know this is telling upon your nervous
system, and is helping to make you both irritable and low spirited.
ut, a3 I have some medical knowledge, I will give you something
to take home with you, which, I think, will do you good. Depend
upon it, your gloomy forebodings will vanish, when your prospects
brighten, and your health gets better. But, Maggie, you have not
saig whether you are able and willing to enter this mission as Bible
woman. Every Christian owes a duty to the rest of the world, and
surely you might find, among all God’s gifts to yon ; you might find
one talent that you could trade with in His kingdon upon earth.”

“I will try it willingly, Sir,” said Maggie, “if you think me fit
for the post.”

“I know what you mean,” said Mr. Barton, “and think you
will be justified in commencing. And now my sister Harriet has a
pair of strong boots that she will never wear, and which she said
you might have. My wife and she went out to see a sick person;
Just wait till I see if they have returned.” )

As Mr. Barton left the study, the hall clock began to strike, and
he paused a minute to count the hour. Maggie, who had contracted
a habit of talking to herself from heing so much alone, whispered
just loud enough to be heard, « Surely the good Lord will bless them
for all this kindness ; but the praise is all Thine, Thine, Thine,” and
slipping down on her knees,said, «“ Let Thy presence come with me.”
She rose suddenly to her chair, as she heard the minister re-entering
the room, followed by little Neddie with the boots.

“ Here pa, pa—pair boots.”

“ Give them to her,” said his pa.

Then another pair of little feet entered, and a fair-haired little
girl held up another parcel. “ This is for you, Maggie. Did my pa
convert youyet? Mind, you must go to church now, but not inthat
old, ugly dress.”

¢ Hush, hush, Sissy, don’t talk so much,” said Mr. Barton.

Then going to the book-case he unlocked a small medicine
chest, and taking something out of it, gaveitto Maggie,saying,* Use
this according to directions; and if you have time, go to my
mother’s, to-morrow sometime, and she will see about your clothes.”

“ To-morrow is our own washing duy,” said she * but the day
after I'll be at Mrs. Lunt’s, and I'll go over in the evening. When
would you like me to commence with the bibles ?”

“Oh!” he said, “in about a week from this will do. It will
not take all your time; one day or two in the week will do, I think;
and I will give you a book to keep your accounts in. The prices
will be marked in each bible, and here is a dollar to get a good,
covered basket to carry them in.

Maggie rose to go, her heart too full to speak her thanks.

“Good-bye,” said Mr. Barton, “I will trust to your Scotch face
that you'll do what is right and honest.”

So Maggie Langford went home, sat up a good part of the night
trying to fix over her clothes. Next day she washed and scrubbed
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all day, as her sister-in-law’s girl was not able for all the work, and
Maggie was used to it. But that night she did not feel well. Next
day she ventured out to Mrs. Lunt’s to wash. In the afternoon she
felt very siek, and obliged to give up and go heme. Two or three
days passed and she came not. The Bartons were getting uneasy
concerning her. At last Mrs. Lunt volunteered to go and see how
she was. She was admitted by a little girl.

“T called,” she said, “ to ask if your Auntis getting better yet.
She left me a few days ago, right in the middle of my washing, so
she did. Ts she in just now ? Just find out, little girl, if she can
come and finish my washing ? Or can I see your mother?”

“ Ma,” said.the little one, running towards the dining-room,
“ here’s a woman wants Aunt Maggie.” :

. “ Well, do take her up to her room, and don’t stand gossiping
there.”

So the child led her up-stairs. ‘

“Dear me!” exclaimed Mrs. Lunt; “if the creature has to
ciimb these stairs every night, before reaching the bed, I don’t
wonder she is. sick.”

“ Please,” whispered the child, ‘“don’t say any more about
aunt washing out, for if Georgie or Maud hears it, they will be
awful angry.”

“Very well, I won't hurt their feelings, poor little dears.”

“ Oh,” said the child, “they’re not little ; they’re big.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Lunt, ¢ but the minds are little, I see.”

As they got to the stair’s head, the little girl said that her aunt
had been very sick, but was getting better. Then opening the door
about an inch, called through to her, saying:

“Here's a woman wants you to go and finish the washing.”

“Tut, no!” said Mrs. Lunt; “go in, deary, and say a friend
came to see her.”

Thus reassured, the child went in, followed by Mrs. Lunt.

« Poor creature,” said she, ¢ are you suffering much ?”

“No,” replied Maggie, “ not now ; I was very ill for the last §
two days, but to-day I feel better, and hope to be about again to-
morrow.”

“The Bartons were uneasy about you; so I volunteered to come
and see how you wore.”

“Oh, they are kind, kind; and so are you. How will I ever
repay you all?”

“ Have you not heard of one who can repay all for you ?”

¢“No,” ~aid Maggie; “who is it?”

“Tt is Jesus.”

“ Oh, yes,” said Maggie, “and he will openly confess them.
¢ Inasmuch as ye did it unto the least of these, ye did unto me.””

“Oh! ma’m, Iwish TIecould do something for Christ. Ifear
I'm only a cumberer o the ground.” :
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CHAPTER IIL

« Well, well,”” replied Mrs. Lunt, “that reminds me of a little
incident that happened during my stay in Quebec. I kept a board-
ing house, and wanted a girl badly. At last one came, bringing a
recommend as a great worker. I said to myself ‘I am all right now.’
After breakfast, 1 told her to wash up the dishes; and, when the
kitchen was done, I would show her the bed chambers to be done
up. About one hour after, on going to the kitchen, I found her
sitting on the door-step, with her hands folded.’ ¢Louisa,” said I,
are you through? ¢Yes, she answered; ‘I washed everydish.’
¢ Very well, I said, ‘come up to to the beds now. Make them up
nicely, and sweep up.” In a littlo while I found her again standing

@ with her hands folded. ¢ Louisa,’ I said, ‘why are you standing

idle? ¢Because, said she, ‘I've nothing to do; I- wish I had.
She then followed me into the kitcherr; where I found the dishcloth
and towels lying on the table unwashed, and the stove and kitchen
in a perfect litter. ‘Louisa, you have not finished here; you hav'nt
tidied up at all.” ¢No, ma’'m,’ said she, *I.don’t do little things; I
do all my workin lumps like, if you please, ma’'m.” ¢Well I
exclaimed, ‘I am afraid my house will never suit you, for all the
work is in items’ So the girl of heavy work left me
to look for a place where the work would be in lamps.
Now, it often occurs to me, that God’s people are like Louisa,
too often they want to work for God, but it must be something big.
They don’t know anything about the little items and duties of daily
life. Now, my friend, 1 do not say that this is your case, but see
to it yourself that it is not so. Little daily worries at home, may
all turn out for your good, if you can only look upon them in that
way, remembering that you too have faults.”

Mrs.Lunt, after a littlg more talk on secular matters, rose toleave
although still seeming to have something on her mind. She left Mag-
gie in much better spirits than she found her. Arriving at homé, she
threw off her broad-rimmed straw hat, and sat down on the first
chair she came to. There she sat as still as if in a Quaker’s meet-
ing; so much occupied were her thoughts, that she never heard a
footstep at the door ; but with a heavy sigh, and ¢iving expression
to her thoughts, “I am so sorry.”

“ A penny for your thoughtg, Becca,” said the cheery voice of Mrs.
Barton, ¢ but first tell me how did you find poor Maggie? “/as it her
sickness that made you give that sorrowful sigh ?”

“No, not altogether that; she has been quite ill for a few days
past, but to-day she says she is much better. She was partly dressed
too, sitting on her bed when I went in.”

“Then tell me, Becca, is her room comfortable ?”

« Well, the room is not so bad, but it'’s hard to get to it, her stair
is so steep. It is an attic room, large and well enough lighted, but
it must be very cold in the winter. Itis evidently used as a lumber
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room, although her part is very clean. The farther end was littered
with old stove-pipes, broken boxes, and such things.” .

“Then, wherefore that desponding sigh, Becca ?’

‘“ Because, I must say 1 felt the smell of liquor; I cannot say
whether it was gin, brandy or beer, and she neither looked noracted
as if she had been using anything of the kind. Still, who knows
but that may be the reason she stops up there, and also the reason
of her sudden outbursts of curious temper ; because when I had bid-
den her good bye, and tarned to her dodr, I fairly started, for there
behind the door was an old capboard with a door broken off; the
bottom shelf full of bottles, some beer, some gin, and some whiskey.
Now, what are we to do? What is the useof trying to help one that
will just throw all away in drink ?”

“Well,” said the old lady, “I am very soiryindeed. I remem-
ber, now, of James telling me that Mrs. Langford implied as much
a8 just left room to doubt. It may be, who knows that drink is the
cause of her unhappy stste of mind. Solitude and liquor have
driven many a wise head crazy.”

“ Yes,” replied Mrs. Lunt, “ and I remember her telling me,
the day she was washing here, that the minister had given her a
dollar to buy a basket to carry the books in. Will it not be too
bad if she has used that money. Dear, oh, dear! But the human
heart is deceitfal gnd desperately wicked. Oh!didI ever tell you
the trouble I had in Quebec with my French cook.”

“No, 'Becca, you began to tell me once, that your girl broke
more dishes in one day than a month wages would pay for,
and I have been thinking since, that it would be a good rule to estab-
lish, that a girl pays half the cost of all the dishes she breaks in one’s
service. It would make them more careful, I am sure. Why,
really, some girls break and waste enough of their employers pro-
perty as might cause poverty. They are so obstinately careless and
thoughtless.” -

“ Yes, gran’ma, that's all true, but my cook Levoy was not care-
less, only that one day. Some company were coming for dinner, a
few extra dishes were required, and so I got a little girl to heip my
cook. About three o'clock I looked in. Everything was going on
nicely. About five the little girl ran up to me saying, “ Please,
mam, I am going home.” ¢No,’ said I, “you can’t go yet, you
must help Levoy.” The child burst out crying ‘Levoy chased me
with acarving knife, and said if I came back she’d stick it in my
heart.” ¢Child, said I, * what did you do to vex her? ‘Please,
ma'm,’ was her answer, ‘Ididn’t do anything ; she—she’s drunk.’
‘ Nensense,’ I said, ‘how could she, I haven’t even a drop of cook-
ing brandy in the house.” Tt seems one of the boarders had ordered
a small jar. It caught her eye, she smuggled it off to the kitchen,
drew the cork, tasted enough to want more, then at it again, until
the bottle was nearly drained. After a while I went to the kitchen.
But, oh, sucha sight. The demon of alcohol was at work.
Levoy’s face was purple, her eyes like balls of fire, as I entered she
sprang at me, thinking I was the girl, I took the knife from her,
bidding ber fix the fire. I waited to watch her movements; looking
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about I saw the fowl that should havo been roasting, was cut up in
ieces and put in theswill pail, the vegetable+ she had putin the tea
£ettle, and filled it up with coal oil. Swearing at the fire, because
it would not burn, she took a roll of buttes and dashed it into the
stove. I could standit no longer. ‘Levoy,’ 1 said, ‘go at once to your
room.” As she turned to go, she passed a side table,where the dishes
were piled. With one wild sweep of her arms she cleared the table,
and my beautiful dinner set lay in a thousand pieces on the floor.”

“’Becca, I wonder you allowed the boarders to bring liquor into
the house.”

“ Dear me, Mrs. Barton, I am just as much against liquor as you
are ; but people who have the means will find a way to obtain what
they desire. Why, I had a real accomplished lady boarder once,
that could not be trusted with the money to pay her board. Her
step-son paid me. Was that not sad? Ilowever, after Levoy’s
spree, 1 got.a card for every room in the house. I had the rules
printed, and in large capitals.” ¢ No liquor allowed in this house in any
condition whatever.” I had peace then. But Levoy filled a drunkard’s
grave, and I fear Maggie Langford will do the same. Oh, dear, I
do! :
“ Yes, 'Becca, I fear so, too, Oh! it is bad for a man to drink,

but ten times worse for a woman.”

Kind reader, we will now leave the women to nurse their
sorrows, while we hunt up old Brown. You remember we had him
in our story before Geurge Langford got married: we’ll need him
sometimes to help us along with our narrative. Of course we have
to go back a little. ’

It is New-Year’s eve. Suppose yourself in one of the large
cities in Canada. The shops are beautifully lighted up. The streets
are so crowded that one hasto elbow their way along or they might
be pushed off the sidewalk. And to-night, of all nights in the year,
we may tell by the countenances of the passers-by what their cir-

" cumstances are, and, often; their disposition, too. But never mind.
Here is one jumping off a wood sleigh, who looks as happy as any.

“T thank you for the lift,” he says to the driver; ¢ and you'll
be sure to bring a good load of wood ?”

“Wee, wee!” said the man as he drove off.

Brown, for it was he, stood looking in one of the windows of
a large grocery ; then, taking out his pocket-book, he, with a pencil,
took note of something in the window ; then pushed his way into
the shop. While he stood taking a keen survey of the display
ingide, a dapper clerk addreased him with: “ What can I do for you,
sir?”’

«T want a pound of tea.”

« Here,” said the clerk, ¢ are our samples.”

“T don’t know good from bad myself,” he said; ¢ bat give me
the very best.”

“ Will you try some of our coffee ?”

“Yes; I'll take one pound of your best. And I want four
pounds of soda biseuit, your very best mixed; nice fresh ones.”

¢ [Tere they are,” said the man with the linen apron.




.

NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

“ Now, half a stone of oatmeal; your very best, please. Four
or five pounds of crushed sugar, and two pounds of old cheese; your
very best, mind. Now one dozen herrings; the very best you
have.”

“T see you have a list,” said the clerk, “ just see if it is not
sardines that is marked; they are far more in demand than herring
by our ladies these times.”

“No,” said the customer, “she wouldn’t be bothered with
those gnats of things. Thero is more sense in common herring,
only I must have your very best.”

“ All right,” said the clerk, giving a wink to his boss, who just
then a{))pearod; “T shouldn’t wonder if these groceries are for some
¢ very best’ body."”

“ You are right there,’
for my very best mother.” ~

A number of other articles were chosen, and when the bill was
made up it amounted to twelve -dollars, which Brown cheerfully
paid, and stood waiting till they woitld be put ap. - ‘

“ You are entitled to a compliment,” remarked the clerk, ¢ for
your bill.” 4 ,

“What did you say ?” asked Brown.

“ A very best bottle of brandy,” said the boss, putting down a
bottle besides the parcel. :

Brown shook his head. “ You mean this for kindness, but; Mr.
Graem, if I took it it might hinder me from bringing you another
twelve dollars; so please put it on the shelf again. It doesn’t agree
with my prospects, neither for this wo-ld nor the next; bat, if you
want to treat me, I'll willingly take a few nuts and raisins for some
little folks in the house.”

‘ All right,” returned thc boss; and, taking a paper bag, he
filled it with nuts, raisins and sweeties. “ Now, you don’t need to
carry any of these things, our sleigh will be going out directly, and
will deliver your parcel safe and sound. - Just leave your address.”

1

said Brown, in a firm voice; “ they are

CHAPTER 1IV.

So while the parcel is on its way, and while John Brown is in
the barber’s shop, which he entered after coming out of the grocery,
we will precede him to his mother's. There she is, the dear old
lady, how anxiously she listens to every footstep, how hale she
looks, notwithstanding her years,

“ Your son has not come home yet, enquired Mrs. Crane ? “ Do
you think he wiil come to-night ?”

“ Oh! yes,” she answered, “* my son will surely be here to-night.
I only hope he will come straight home, for there are so many traps
and snares to get people’s money in the city.”

Just then a man sang out “a box of groceries for Mrs. Brown.”

“ Who ordered these ?” said Mrs. Crane.

“ Her very best son,” called out the man, as he walked away
laughing, for he had overheard Brown’s orders,

Just then Brown himself appeared.




NOTHING LIKE- BLACK ON WHITE. 29

¢ Well, mother,” he said, as he passed his arm lovingly around
her and imprinted a kiss on her wrinkled face. He then lifted up
khe box and followed his mother into her own room. After a few
minutes’ rest, and enquiring for one another’s health, he took off his
coat and turned to the box of gvod things, to see if all were there.
“ These are for you, mother. Come and see if they are good.”

"¢ Tell me first, my son, how is the conscience ?”

“ It’s clear, mother.” .

“ And the tobacco-box, John ?”

“ Smells as sweet as a nut, mother.”

*¢ Thanks to Almighty God for such a son. And 1 hope He will
put it into the heart of some one to care for you, when you are old
and feeble, for your care of me, John.”

¢ Don’t trouble about that, mother. I might go first and leave

ou to die of old age. See, here, mother, is some goodies for you to
treat the little folks with ; it’s new year times.” .

“ Give them some yourself, John. They will like it from you,
and leave some for another time.”

“ Mother, Lthink I could put hinges on this box. It would do
nicely to put things in, wouldn't it ?”

 Yes, my son, you are always doing and contriving something
to make me happy.” :

Just then a tap at her door, and Mrs. Crane appeared, with a
well filled tea-tray.

“ Oh | thank you; how kind of you,” said Mrs. Brown. *“Now we
shall have a cosey cup of tea. Sometimes I feel as if the best part
of my days were only coming, everything is so good, and everybody
too.”

When they had finished and were just enjoying a chat, “ Please,
ma’am,” said two little girls coming in, ¢ mother said that we might
take out the tea things, and wash them for you.”

“ You may, and I'll be obliged for your kindness, dears.”

¢ Ah! here you little squirrels, are some nuts for you to crack,”
said John, giving them each a generous share.

# Now, tell me, John,” said his mother, “when did you see or
hear from the Langfords ?”

“ Not for some time past, mother; but they were all ag usual
the last time I heard.”

« Js Maggie with them yet ? ”’

“ Yes ; she was last spring, anyway.”

¢ I often wish you and she wonld marry. You might have done
worse, John.”

“ Marry ! marriage is the last thing in Maggie’s thoughts,
mother.”

“ It would be well for Mrs. Langford if the young folks had
some of Maggie’s sober solidity.”

“ Oh ! by-the-bye, mother, I have something else for you. Why
where can it be? It is not in any of my pockets. I must have left
it—, or lost it.”

“ What was it, John ?”
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“ Jt was a newspaper, mother. I subscribed and paid for it for
one yesr, and brought a copy of it to let you see it. I'm sorry I§
have lost it.” ;

« And I am sorry you wasted so much money, John; what do1
want with a newspaper ?  Dear me, do I carc for politics?  It's as
much as I can do to read & bit of a sermon, or a chapter in the bible.
Why, John, half of the newspapers is scandal and murders, and the
other half lies. I wish you could get back your year's subscrip-
tion, so I do.”

“ Ah! mother, don’t be vexed; I think you’ll like the paper.
There is a great deal of religious reading in it—some taken from
books, some present writers, some poetry, some receipts for cures,
and for cookery—besides, you'll be able to know the news of the day,
both here and in foreign countries. It will keep yon from being
lonesome, and when you have read it you can give it away, or use it
for lighting the fire. It is a good Sunday paper, so it is, mother.”

“Well, John, it’s a pity they didn’t make you.an agent, you're
such an advocate for newspapers—but if. people will circulate g
reading, why don't they put it in books instead of newspapers ? But
you f(‘iid not tell me the name,of this newspaper you are so
full of.” b a

“Tt is the Witness, mother; it was called, I believe, the People’s
Magazine, but now it is changed. I heard say the reason they put
religious reading 1n it, was just because a great many look upon

" books as dry reading. Newspapers are the only thing they care

about reading. So, on Sunday, also, they take up the paper, and
there religion is brought right under their eye, without their know-
ing it, or yet intending it. "And, another thing that is in favor of
newspapers or magazines, I haye often thought, is that when you
buy a book you can sit down andread it right through, and it’s done.
But with them its different ; you get a little to-day, and a little
another day, and keeps spinning out, just enough to read for an
evening. And they dosay that this is the best family paper in the
place. There are some nice stories in it t0o.”

“Well, John, I hope it will come regular, since yoi have paid
out your money for it.” ‘

“ Oh, yes, it will come regular, I dare say.”

¢« Mother, what would you say to a sleigh drive; it's lucky to-
morrow’s the Sabbath instead of Monday, a3 I am under orders to
finish a stable then.”

“ We'll see when to-morrow comes,” said his mother.

The next day was fine, and not too cold, so John hired a sleigh
and drove out with his mother. It was the first drive she had that
wintér, and it would likely be the only one before spring. It cost
John a shilling or two, but it seemed to put new life into the old
lady, she enjoyed it so. Reader,was it wrong for themto doso? In
most cases it would be so. )

 Well, John, I would like to go to church if you would take

me—the day is so fine, and I feel kind of stronger after that airing,
but I dread going alone in winter—that hill is so slippery.”
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“ Well, mother, you just rest yourself, and I'll turn cook to-day.
W t's a long time till two o’clock ; I am glad the sleigh drive done you
ho harm."

After dinner they started for the ‘kirk. She, poor woman, like
p, good many other old country folks, thought there was very little

figion in any other. However, they had only gone a few blocks
when they got among a number of poople going into a small sized,
plain looking church.

“ Mother,” said Brown, ¢ I think we would save a long journey
by going in here.” .

“What !” said the old lady, opening up her eyes in astonish-
ment. “ What! go into an unorthodox Methodist church. I never
was inside of one of them in my life.”

“ Why not, mother, there. is good there as wéll as any other
church. Indeed, they are far more friendly there than in those
large establjshed churches.” o :

-..%Very well, John, I'll goin"to please you, and youn'll >come out
to please me, and that may be before the second prayer.”

“It's a bargain, mother.” whispered John, and in they went.

They took a seat back near the door, snd the old lady watched
with a jealous eye each one as they come in.

“1 wonder if they are sincere in their devotion,” she whispered
to her son. “But here is the minister going into the pulpit.”

He was middle aged, and rather plain looking. He knelt down
for a few moments in silent prayer. '

“ Dear me,” whispered Mr. Brown, ¢ but he is unlike a clergy-
man ; neither gown ner bands, not even a white necktie.”

He left the pulpit and came down, and now stood warming his
hands, and rubbing them. She could not help noticing, however,
that he had a kind word for everyone as they passed him, and a
pleasant smile for those in the distance. But ’ere he turned to go
into the pulpit, he called out “ If those sitting near the door would
come forward, they would be warmer.”

A few came, but John and his mether sat still ; at last the
preacher came round to them and addressing himself to Mr. Brown,
said, “ Would you mind coming farther up ? It is rather too near
the door for this aged sister.”

“Indeed, you are wrong, Sir,I am his mother and he is my son,’
said the old woman, quite offended like.

“I beg your pardon,” said the preacher, “and I would like to
take you to & better seat. People up in years do not hear quite as
well as others, and I like to have them near me.”

Now, how could they resist such kindness? So rising they fol-

- lowed him, and were soon sitting in a nice comfortable pew near the
pulpit. Service commenced, the singing, the prayer and the read-
ing, and the second prayer were over when John nudged his mother
and whispered, “ We will go now, the second prayer is ended.”

"% Wait a minute, John.” -

And John did wait a minute; aye, two or three of them. Then
giving his mother a nudge, whispered, “we’ll be late to hear
the sermon in our own charch. Will you come now ?”
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She gave an impatient little jerk, “ saying, *“ Oh | we'll just wai

and hear their sermon; I've heard nothing wrong yet.

“Very, well,” whispered honest John. sitting himgelf back,
“You'll come out when the rest of the congregation leaves.,”

It was neither a very lengthy sermon, nor what some woul

call a deep one, but it was an earnest appeal to the unconverted

. come to Christ for salvation; to begin at once a new life, pressing
on to perfection. _After the benediction the people passed along i
such a crowd, that John, out of consideration for his mother, waited
till there would be more space. Very courteously the preacher
waited to speak to her.

“ You are welcome to that seat any time you find it too far
to your own place of worship, as the family are away for the winter.
And now tell me, friend, how did you enjoy the service.”

“Ob | very well, I thank you,” returned Mrs. Brown, but she
answered hesitatingly, ¢ Porhaps T did’nt catchrightly what you said
in your discourse, sir. You seemed to lay great stress on the sin
ner’s doing. Now, I look on it in this light, Christ takes the soul
as it is, and makes it as he would have it ; of couirse a person can
do a great deal.to help themselves, after they know more.”

he preacher smiled and said, “I am sorry I failod to make
things clear, but I thank you for telling me so. I wish all my own
people would be as opeh and candid with me, it would help me in
my studies greatly.” :

“Oh! bat, sir, your own congregation, very likely, nnderstands
you better ; you see, sir, your way is a little different from ours;
and another thing, I am an old woman and not so smart at
hearing.” .

“Yes, said the preacher, “but you seem very hearty, and may
outlive many of us yet. Youremind me greatly of my own mother.”
The preacher thus changed the subject, by asking if this was the
first time she had ever been in this meeting house ?

“T think I have been heve before, but not for some years past.”

“I daresay, my good woman, both place and people have
changed since then. This house shows signs of decay, as well as
you and I. I suppose you did not hear me when I called you or
any others who were sitting near the door to come up to the
upper end? It was so cold down there.” .

“Oh, yes; my hearing is not so bad as that, sir, quite, sir,”
said John. ¢ You know we're strangers, and did not know as if you

“meant us to go up. It might be intrusion, but it was very kind of
you to come the way you did.”

“ Why, you see, I was 30 anxious to have all the aged people
near me, particalarly strangers, that I could not help going to you
and inviting you cordially to a warmer part, but another plan has
just come into my head while talkiug to you.”

“ What do you mean,” asked Brown, “ by another plan.”

“Imean that it has just occurred to me that I might have taken
you on my back and carried you forward.”

“Carried me ?” exclaimed the old woman, gazing at him. “ You
would have had a deal to do. Pretty thing, indeed! €arry me on
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rour back as if I were a sheep, or a log of wood. 1 want to let you
now, sir, that I am not doting to such an extent, but I can take an
nsult. Stop your laughing, John. How can you see your mother
poken to in that way ?”

The preacher was trying to keep on a long face, but it was not
o easily done, and he was very glad to find some excuse for going
nto the vestry for a printed circular, usking them to wait just u

ninute, a8 it would let them know the hours of service and the
neetings during the week.

No sooner had hg turned his back than Mrs. B. began. ¢ Dear
me, but these Methodists are a very irreverent set, groaning and
praying one hour, and thcn fooling and jesting the next. Who ever
heard our good Scotch minister doing the like?”

" “ Hush, mother,” interrupted Jahn, *lhere heis. Don’t got
angry ; show him you know better.”%,

‘“Here,” said he, *‘is a printed card, stating our weekly meotings
and hours of service on the.Sabbath. So you don’t like the.idea of
me carrying you, and get a’great many think that God should take
souls out of the depths of sih_and degradation; wash off the filth
without their feeling it; that God should break them off the habits
of sin without the least effort on their part; change and renew their
nature, and they know nothing about it; in fact, just carry them
without their feeling a jolt by the way rightinto Heaven. No, God
does not use us like pieces of insensible machinery. He deals with
souls, 80 to speak, as man would deal with man. He persuades to be
saved, but forces none. But here we must part, so good bye for the
present.”

The Browns walked home in silence.

Next day John was preparing to leave. His mother had pre-
pared for him a good supply of warm things for winter, socks and
mitts included.

“Just give me what you haye in your carpet bag, and I'll fix
them over, and have them ready next time you come home.”

“ Why, mother, you have made =0 tnuch for me, I'll hardly want
another thing this winter. Oh! here is the newspaper in my carpet

all the time—Montreal Witness—I'm glad I found it.”

“Oh! John, before you go, tell me about that church. Tell me,
John, so that I may know whether to go again or not. You see it’s
so much nearer than the hill church.”

“Iam not sure mother, whether they are Baptists, Congrega-
tionalists or Bible Christians.”

“Aye, John, I'm thinking they are Bible Christians, for he has
the matter at heart, though he takes a droll way of telling it. He
makes a deal of the bible; there is sense, too, in what he says, and
if he only had a gown on, he wouldn't be a bad looking man that.
But, John, these half learned preachers were not much thought of
by our Kirk ministers in the old country. !'m not saying, mind,
that this man is not learned. I mind long ago they used to have
what they called field preaching on the hill’s side, and our good
minister would stand on & rise of ground and preach the real gospel
to the people. But one day one of the unlicensed preachers took the
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stand, before their own pastor came on the ground, and he wag
laying down the law and the gospel to them in rather a homel
way, but very earnestly. Then he cpened a Wesley hymn-book,
and read out a hymn to be sung. When lo! and behold! whoshould
come along but the Rev. Mr. W——n, pushing the people right and
left. He made straight for the preacher and knocked him off the
stand saying he could not tolerate such proceedings, nor allow his
people to be led in their devotions by no vagrant, and then he
preached such a sermon as they had not heard the like of for many
a day before.”

¢ So, so, mother, if the vagrant preacher failed to edify the
people, he roused their minister. I met one of these would-be
missionaries once in Cobourg, he looked so conceitedly proud of his
talent that I asked him one day, how he could stand up and face a
congregatijon, without preparation for he never studied his sermons ?
¢ Oh!’ said he, ‘I looE over them all as so many stumps and keep
uppermost in my mind, that I know more than aniy of thew. That's
the way I get on.” Bat he was-a bad map, as 1 found out after-
wards. He was too lazy to work, and imposed upon the people,
trying to pass himself off as a good lecturer. Oh ! mother,I wonder
how any one can be so wicked.” -

“ Why, John, there is good and bad in all trades and professions
too; you'll find it the case in every country. The Presbyteries
have much to contend with sometimes, for often young converts
with little learning, as soon as they get a little spiritual knowledge,
nothing will do but they must away and tell everybody what they
know, and too often they treat others as if they were as ignorant as
they themselves once were, and so they do harm.”

“I dare sar that's true, mother. If they would just wait till
they are established in the faith somewhat, and can practice the
rules they recommend to others, they would not make so many
blunders. Bat mother dear, it is time I was off ; take care of
yourself, and see that you want for nothing, and you'll read the
Witness. won’t you?”

“Yes, yes, John, I'll read it if only for your sake. I see there
is a story commenced in this one, and they will be handy to light
my fire with toe. Good-bye, my son. God bless and keep you.”

“ Grood-bye, mother.”

Mrs. Brown then turned in to have a chat with her tensnt.
¢ John’s off again,” she said, then stopped short. ¢ Dear me, Mrs.
Crane, why don’t you sew up your skirt? It is getting worse every
step you take. I don’t wan't to vex you, but really you ought to
have more selfrespect. Just you think, your husband comes in
from his business, where he sees other women neat and clean. Ain’t
you afraid his love will cool ?”

“ No, Mrs. Brown, my husband’s love aint so weak.”

“ But he may think your’s is. However, that is not whatl came
in to talk about. Can you tell me about the Bible Christians? Are
they sound on the faith or not ?” :

“] can’t say mach abont them,” was her answer. “The way 1
came to hear them is this: Our folk used to tend the kirk, and some-
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times the Independents near at hand ; I was a slip of a girl then.
[For a long time I was very unhappy, and longed for some one to

alk to me about the world to come, but, like a great many, I was
00 backward to say se. The kirk minister never took the least
notice of me, good or bad. Imet him and the Congregational pastor
many & time on the street, and with a heavy heart waw them pass
b .77

T Why, why, Mrs. Crane, if you had given the slightest hint ho
would have conversed with you any time.. My good woman, it is
there we get the real marrow of the Gospel.”

“Yes, ma’am; I know is was my own tault. Do you know that
kirk is standing yet with its sounding board and cell-like pews? One
night I went into the Wesleyan chapel. It was beautifully lightel
up with sperm candles, and a storm was coming on. The people
were all on their knees, some praying, some crying, and some groan-
ing. The preacher raising his voice above the others prayed. ‘Holy firo
come down from Heaven and melt our hearts!” Just then a flash of
lightning came, followed by a roll of thunder. Trembling with
fear I came away, for I thought, perbaps, the church would be struck
with lightning as a judgment for their want of reverence. Their
manner was something I was not accustomed to. So different from
the solemn order of the kirk. A few weeks after that [ stepped intoa
small building, their service was very simple and quiet, I noticed an
old woman up at the farther end, who had a peculiar way of rising
from her seat and walking about. Then she would stand for tivo
minutes, sometimes facing the people, and sometimes with her back to
them. Her hands always claspe£ across heér breast, swaying herself
backwards and forwards. One evening she came down the aisle to
me, laid her hand on my shoulder, saying: ‘Friend, seek the Lord
now. Now, He will be found.” Then went up into the pulpit.”

“Oh! Mrs. Crane, she had no right there.”

“Perhaps not, but with her hands clasping the bible she began,
‘Hud is ill to night, so I will address you, my friends, as the spirit
moves me, I feel in me to speak to you from these words, ¢ Man dieth
and wasteth.’”

“ Mrs. Crane, did you really listen to a woman preaching ¢”'

“Yes, ma’am; I did. Her sermon was nice enough, of course ;
not much of a get up. I met her next day on the sidewalk.
She caught my hand looking ecarnestly in my face, said,
‘Youth is the time te serve the Lord, my friend, serve the Lord
now.” Then passed on without another word. Many a good sermon
I heard from the Independent,the Kirk and the English Chureh,
too, sound orthodox, well studied, T only heard them, but these fow
words from that old woman I felt. ¢ Friend, seek the Lord now,;
‘ Now, He willbe found.” ¢ Do you believe it? That night I lay
crying, fearing I had committed a great and unpardonable sin. For
I knew not how to seek or serve the Lord. That woman is dead
now, and Huad, too.”

“She must have been a Quaker, Mrs, Crane.”

“Idon’t know ma'm; they were called Bible Christians,
though in dress and manner tbey looked like Quakers. Every one
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wore broad hats and all dressed in black or gray. I saw no othe;
colour there, not even a ribbon or flower. The women looked likd
nuns.”

CHAPTER V.

“ Talking about dress, I once heard adear old lady tell the way
some of the carly settlers had to dress. 1 think the place was abouy
Merrickville. The men wore jackets and breeches made of deer gkin,
and many atime came to meeting bare-footed. The women wore
short gowns and petticoats of blue and yellow drugget, and, like the
men, were often bare-footed. The old lady, who told me, said the
want of better clothes did not keep them at home, because the word
of the Lord was too precious, in those days, to miss hearing.”

“That is true,” replied Mrs. Brown. “ We think we have hard
times, but, dear me, it is really nothing compared to what the early
settlers had to endure. Why, away up the Ottawa, where stands the
grand capital of the Dominron, their forefathers slept under their
canoes,and kept up afire all night,tor fear of wild beasts. Where now
there are good churches, men and women have worshiped under
trees, and where now there are good roads and railroads, men, with
blistered feet, have walked, with abundle on their backs; the horse,
too, carried more on his back in those days than any other way. It
is changed times for the better, thank God. And now, whileI think
of it, Mrs. Crane, how is it that you have never connected yourself
with any denomination since you came to live in Montreal.”

“ Why,” she answered, * just because nonc of them are what
they ought to be.”

“Such an excuse " said Mrs. Brown, indignantly. ¢ Are you
and I what we ought to be. Ifit is perfection you look for, you will
have to go to another world, or else start the thing yourself.”

Just then Mr. Crane came down stairs and said:

“If you two are not too tired worrying about churches I will give
you another case to analyze, for I too heard a “$trange preacher in
New York, last week.” : )

“QOh !” exclaimed Mrs. Brown, lifting up her hands. “How
horrid, was it another woman ?" . .

“No, ma’'m, it was a man preaching down allother clergy ; his
own the strangest doctrine I ever heard. He says tiie wicked will not
live hereafter, only the righteons will become immortal. The
wicked. -will be burned up with the weeds, and be no more. He
thought he was making an impression on the audience, a3 two young
men kept turning over the leaves of their bibles. But he was mis-
taken, xxo)r when we were all coming out one of them confronted him.
¢ Sir, if the doctrine of future punishment has not been made plain
enough in the bible tosuit your comprehension, you had better leave
it alone.””

“ Dear me, Mr. Crane, would Jesus so often have spoken of
eternal fire if there were none. Jesus warned people of God’s wrath
far more than any o: the propbets or apostles did. Excuse me for
saying so, but I don’t think it is right of you and your wife to
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after every strange doctrine. °Itching ears make aching
h m-’ »” .

“ Very true,” said the other, without taking the hint. “The

is, the people are getting so wise and go-ahead. that they think

they could only get retribution out of their creeds, they ocould
ve a8 they like.”’ '

«“No end to creeds, ma'am. I once heard a doctor’s widow
eclare she would never die, her faith was so strong, and all who
bould get to that certain pitch of that certain faith, would never die,
ould walk on the water, or »

“ Stop,” said Mrs. Brown, quite hortified ; the good Lord save
me from such a silly faith.”

“ Load of wood for Madam Brown,”’ was now called out.

“Oh!” said she, “my son ordered it on Saturday.”

After unloading, the man came asking for his money.

“Why,” said Mrs. Brown, *he told me he paid you.”

“No,” replied the carter. ‘“ he gave me dat bit paper for to find
our number, but no money. I want my money.”

Crane took the paper, looked carefully over it; “ Yes, bonum,
hat is the right number, and something more; so clear off, or I will
have you in the lock-up.~ ¥t is well for Madam Brown you ceuld
not read. See there; paid ten shillings. ¢ Black on White.' ”

The Frenchman, after muttering a few sacrés, walked off.

“Good day; good day, Jones! We're lucky to drive so near
ogether. -

& Yes, Collins y» and tell’ me, are you nearly fixed up? Let me
know when you are ? I want to have my granary in something of
he same style. And, say! isn’t that man blind of one eye? Is
he a good worker ?”

“ Oh, yes; he is a good tradesman; but, of course, very slow ;
akes him a long time to get through with anything. You see the
whole place was so out of repairs; I have had him working for the

llast three weeks; and, really, Jones, I eould find him other three
weeks’ work there yet. Of course his charges are low.”

Now, reader, we will suppose these two farmers living near
Colburn and within sight of each other, and now that they have
arrived at the gate of Mr. Collins’ establishment, they are saluted
by a whistle from Joe, a sharp youngster of nine or ten years.

“Come down, you young rascal,” exclaimed his father. * What
are you doing up there, riding fences ? Come down.”

“ Don’t speak to me that way, dad. You know "you made me
boss afore yon went away this morning.”

“« And a nice boss you are, leaving your men, riding the gates,
and scaring the crows,” said his father.

“The crows are not a bit afraid of me, dad; I'm just waiching
for the docter, 0 he won’t ride paat.”

“Ah! is that it? And, pray, what do you want with the -

doctor ?”” added the farmer. ¢ Te mend your old jacket, eh ?”

“ No; not to mend my jacket; but Mr. Brown has cut his foot
awfully.” o ’

“ %ut, Joe, the doctor mightn’t pass this road for a month.”

e
<o

e
=<




- 88 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

“Ah! but he has passed already. It's to your housey M
Jones. Your Janet is awful sick, and turns somersaults all ove
Mother’s up there, too. See, there hecomes! I know'd he’d galig
down. Dad, who's right now ?” '

And the little fel%ow stood up on the gate,waving his straw ha
and bawling, “Stop here! Stop here!”

“'What can all this mean,” muttered Jones to himself. -“Ild
them all well in the morning ;” and he drove forward a few paces {
meet the doctor, who, in a low tone, gave the required explanatio;
adding, “ I will call to see her to-morrow.”

“ And what—am I wanted here too, my boy ?”

“1 guess you be ; you see we want to kill two dogs with or
bone, doctor.”

“ Ah! you are,” said the familiar doctor, “ and you want me
help yow skin and cut them up.”

“No! no! Sir; but just after you rode up to Jones’, our carper
ter cut his foot awfully, and he told me to watch for you. Dad
gone in to see him, There’s dad ; he’s looking for you to come.”

The wound was stitched and bandaged ; and the doctor’s orde
were that it must be kept as easy as possible, and no pressure laj
on it for some time. Brown (for it was he) was at a loss for som@¥
one o wait on him, Now, Joe was a quick, obliging lad, and
moreover, a favourite of Brown’s. So he coaxed his folks to let hix
‘tend the patient. One morning after he had brought him his brea
fast and done up his room, for the boy took credit to himself for fix
ing up, said:

“I'm going to the village with dad, and if you want anythin
more, you'd better say so now, as I won’t be back till after twelve.

“Thanks,” said Brown. “ Will you unlock my trunk owve
there, and give me my pocket—book and pencil ?”

“ Here they are,” said Joe. “ What a funny little box you hav
in your trunk. May I lookat it?”

“ Certainly ; you may take it to the light, and turn it abouf
Joe. There's nothing in it that will bite.”’

. “Oh,” said the child, “that’s a nice box. Have you had i
ong?”

“Yes, Joe, I've had it a long time. Would you like to have th
history of that little box ?” .

“1 guess 1 would,” said the little boy.

“Well, Joe, I'm going to trust you like a little man. Here i
two dollars to give to the doctor when you go to the village; and
will you bring me a bottle of some grog. Do you ever drink anj
yourself, Joe?”

“Yes,” said the child; “only I like whiskey the best—toddy
I?Ji:th plenty of sugar in it. Itdoesn’t burn so normake me so dizzy

e')’

“Very well, Joe, bring me some whiskey, or any kind you like
[t’s all the same to me.” s

In the afternoon Joe returned with his hands full and his hear@’
light, and immediately went 10 thé kitchen for hot water and sugar.

“ Here they are,” said he; “and mind about the box.”
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“Yes, yes,” said Brown. “Sit down on the bed here, and I'll

you, for it’s & precious relic to me, and my old mother thanks
at box for many a New Year’s gift.”

“ Why, is your mother alive yet, Mr. Brown? ”

¢ Indeed she is, and as cheery and as comfortable as woman can

Why, Joe, it would do yeu good to see her in her cosey chair,
th spectacles on her nose, and her gray hairs covered with a snug
hite cap, sometimes knitting socks for me, sometimes reading an
i bible in large print. Every time [ go to see her, she is sure to
k about the tobacco box.” ,

CHAPTER VI

“Well,” interrogated Joe, “ You don’t smoke either, leastways
never seed you smoking or chewing either.”

_*“Few have seen you smoking either, Joe, amd yet you do it for
] that.” .

“Ah! see here Brown, the water is getting cold, Ill run back
Ir more.” ,

« Never mind, Joe, can’t you take it onee without water ?

“No, I couldn’t take it without, why it would nearly take away
y breath., My brother - Benny could, though. Why, he could
ink it like water, could you, Brown ?”

“ No, my boy, I must say I don’t drink it like water. How

indipes your brother Sam take it ?

“Him ? Oh, he don't take it at all. He used to be so mad with
pnny lying about the barn drunk, that he wouldn’t taste any:
ou see it was just contraryness for he likes it well enongh. But
h! man, if youseed all the pipes and tobacco he uses. My sister
ys she can tell by the smell which of them are in. But I ain’t
ing to be like either of them, I'm going to smoke a little, chew a

le and drink a little, for I get sick so easy, so I do.”

“Poor boy,” said the carpenter, I feel for you. I was once a
by myself, and used to be awful sick too. I didn’t know then that
48 Wwas poison in that that made me so sick and dizzy, but I know

w." -

“Why! Brown, don’t you use tobacco or drink now ?”’

“No, not for many a day.”

“ Then why did you tell me to bring you a bottle ?”

“ Listen Joe, and don’t get angry. I sent you for it just to get
h opportunity of talking to you about it. So listen my man. If’s

of three weeks since 1 came to work for your father, and during
at time I've taken a great liking for you, and wish with all my
that you may grow up a healthy, happy man, useful and
pspected.  But, if you take to drinking, you run a great risk of
sing both your health and your money. A drunkard is not a
Jery useful man, a siave to tobacco or snuff, always carries with
hem & smell of what they are.”
“ But, Brown, what makes you think there is poison in them ?

33
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“ Why, Joe, that’s plain enough. Now tell me, if you wers
take & drink of tea or coffee, and become quite dizzy or sick after
wouldn’'t you say there’s something wrong in it? Of course y
would ; or if you were to get sick at the stomach repeatedly af
eating a piece of bread, wouldn’t your father and mother; as well
yourself, say there was-something wrong in that bread? I'm st
they would, and very likely have the baker taken up for it.
are rather young, Joe, to understand such big talk; but, Joe, i
wanted to kill you to-night, I weuld drink first, or if I wanted to
your father, 1 would drink first to make me frenzied, to spirit me,
drive out fear of being detected, to give what we call false couragy

“ Bat what do they put poison in these things for ?”

“Joe, that's too big a question for me to answer. Indes
what’s the use of me trying to tell why the goison is put in, or wh
itis ? It's quite enough for us to know that the deadly thing
there, and, as for only taking a little as you speak of doing,
dear boy, you will become so used to it, that you will not know wk
to stop, Shall I tell you what made little Jennet so sick the otk
day ?”

Y Why, I know,” said Joe ; “ they said it was fits or worms.”

“Joe, I'll tell you a secret. It was whiskey that made her sig
and pearly cost her life. Don’t talk about it.”

“ No, I won’t; but how could a baby get drunk ?”

“ZListen to me, Joe, and think what a dangerous thing it

Mzs. Jones had sent one of the children down to the cellar to drav
jug of whiskey out of a gallon jar, and have ready for the fatl
when he would come in. Well, it was left standing on the tab
and little Janet, thinking it was water, climbed a chair, caugliy
hold of the jug, and hastily swallowed some of it. The mother w
out milking, and, being alarmed by the child’s screams, she haster
in, and found she had regained her breath, but acted strange a
wild. They sent, as you know, for the doctor. When he arriv
she was almost gone. You have heard, over and over again, h
raving mad she was,and how they had to pump her stomach empj
Now, Joe, I've been telling what a bad thing it is to drink.
T’ll tell you what a good thing it is not to drink. When the doct
looked at-my foot, and mind you it was a bad cut, he said, you ¥
have no trouble with that foot, for I see you are a cool-blooded mj
but, if you were a drinker, it would be a hard case.”

“ Were you ever drunk ?” said Jee.

“Yes, Joe, many times. I had hard work stopping, but I 4
though,or Iweuld likely be in the drunkard’s grave now, for I had g
over the dizziness you speak of,and could tip my glass like the woy
of them. My greatest trouble was not how to swallow it, but hq
to get it without the knowledge of my mother; for our means wa
very limited, and she watched me as none but a mother can watd
She often told me that dissipation was undermining my health a
future prospects; but I heeded her not. It happened one day ti
I was working on a high building, and, having taken a glass
mucht.dl lost my footing and fell to the ground, bruised @
stunned.” :
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“Jt’s & wonder you were not killed.” .

“It left me a slight twist in my neck and shoulder, making me
g ever gince for an old man. I tell you, Joe, that fall sobered
. Isaw mother was about right, and made up my mind to take
s of that dangerous stuff. But I found that a harder matter than
argained for. T'll tell you what, Joe, if young chaps when they're
ying 80 hard to get used to tobacco and drink, only knew how
sperate hard it is to break off taking it in after years, when their
alth is endangered by it, they would save themselves a great deal,
say the least of it. I remember I was in an awful fix. So some
reon told me that T had better keep a quid of tobacco in my
outh, and there would be no danger of my getting drunk on that,
d that a man must have something to wet bis whistle with. Per-
ps you are tired listening to me, Joe ?”

“ Not a bit tired ; tut didn’t you have a father ?’

“Oh, yes; but he died when I was a young chap. Ther
other and I were alone, and lived together, for I had no brothers
sisters like you. I was a strong, hearty chaptill I took to drink.
hen times got hard, my health began to fail;" my poor mother did
ieve about mé; bill after bill came in to her, and how were they
be settled. At last one day—I mind it as if it was yesterday—
e laid her hand on my shoulder, and said in a kindly tone: ¢J ohn,
want to ask your advice about what is to be done.” * What about 7’
id I ¢Sit down, my son,’ she said. ¢ You know thero are a great
any bills to pay. Iwas just thinking if we could sell our lease of
is house, and sell what furniture we have, we might manage to

by our just debts, though nothing more. Now, what do you think
bout it ¥’ ¢ But, mother,’ said I,.“what would you do for a home ?’
My boy,’ she answered, ‘ you will be going up to S——the first of
he month. I think you will do well with the Langford’s; they
e & quiet, kind family. The doctor says a change of air will do
ou good'; but don’t be alarmed when I mention the workhouse, for
pere my home will have to be, unless I get strong enough to take a
Wtuation.” ¢ Oh, I cried, ‘don’t say so. Isthere no other way to be
gove ?’  ‘There is only one alternative,’ said she, ‘and that I have
ot the courage to speak ot, as I fear it would fail. I must now go
b work fixing your clothes, while T have a house to do it in.
y own things will do’ ¢Mother! mother!” Isaid, ‘you

‘Whust tell me the alternative. I will do anything you ask me.’

Well, John, if I must, I will. It is this. That you, my stay,
py joy, give up drinking, smoking and chewing; keep better
ours, rest more and eat more. The doctor has told you more than
nce that nothing else will save you. Tobacco is draining your
Jystem, and drink is burning your stomach and liver.” ¢ Mother,’
said, ‘God helping me, I will drink no more.” ¢ John,” she said,
Doking me in the face, ‘ God helps them who help themselves.’
Ye were silent for a few minutes, ¢ But, mother,’ said I, ¢it may
e that stopping all at once may upset me. Might I use up slowly
vhat is in the house ?’ ‘I can hardly tell you, she said, hesitat-
ngly, ¢if there is only one bottle you may, but if there is more you
st throw it out, it will be better.” Well, Joe, in desperation ]

.
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went to see how much there was. I found three bottles on the she

but only a little in each, but mother had said I might only keep on
Just then a bright thoughtshough a mean one, struck me, I cou
easily put it all into one. I didkso without minding that it was 1
different kinds. Namely, whiskey, gin and porter, and- what ma
it worse, the little mug I used to fill it in with had chamomile
it, that I was to have tuken that morning. So all went togethe
It was well that I did it myself and not my mother. I would hag
been real angry; but as it was John Brown did it, John Brov
must e’en take the matter quiet, and would you believe it? Th
bottle did more towards curing me than all the doctor’s medecin
Bat, I tell you, Joe, it went slow enough, I was so disgusted th
from that time till now, I can’t bear even the smell of grog.”

. CHAPTER VII.

“ Well, Brown, that'’s a splendid story. Most as good as
spoef:h, or a book, only you hav'nt said a word about this li
box.” X

- “ Oh! I have not. Well you see I was too sick for & long tin
to work, but not ill enoughto be in bed, and time hung heavy on m
hands. So I used to-sit whittling and carving little things, som
times for use and sometimes for fancy. This was one of them,
cut and carved it eut of a piece of curly maple. The lid you see
made to shut with a spring. This way. You see there are twi
divisions, one I intended for my knife, pipe and tobacco. The othe
for buttons, thread, needles and pins, as my work often took m
away for weeks together.”

“ But, said Joe, what is up in the inside of the lid, herq
covered with something ?” )

“ Hold on, my boy, and I'll tell you. I think it was a wee
after the bottle affair, that I took a little before breakfast, and i
did make me so sick, that Isaid : * Mother, I'll be pretty well weanefili
from drink before that bottle is done.” Then I up and told her of th
mixtare I had made. ¢ Mother,’ said I, ‘it would sicken a dog t
drink it” ¢ Well, Jobn, you are about right, only there is not mucl
danger of the dog taking it, or the pig either. They have bettef
taste than you, my son, and I would advise you to take thes
animals as a pattern of sobriety.” ¢ Ab ! mother,’ I said, ‘I have nof
spent a great deal on drink. I have carefully counted every penny,
and the very highest it is not five shillings a week, sometimes nof
two.’ ¢ Are you sure,’ said she, ‘ for I have been keeping an account
too, but make it out far more than you say. I have it as high a
five dollars, sometimes.” ‘ Oh! mothery mother, you have made 3
mistake! Dear me, I have not spent that much all my life for smok
ing, drinking and all.’ Well, Joe, my mother, without sayingiis
another word, went to the little cupboard, took down a little chins
cup from a high shelf, and taking out some bits of paper, gave me
one, saying: ‘There is one account.’ I took it, and what was i
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it & piece of.a burnt ten' shilling bill. .¢I got that,’ she said, ‘on
pur floor, one day.’ ‘But, mother, how did it get burnt?
he 8aid, ‘that is just what I was thinking about, and was very

ious to find out. I thought, maybe, John gets up in his sleep,
hd does things, and who knows but he may burn down the house
pme night. So every night after that, when I would hear you
rike a malch, I was on the watch; and one night, John, you lit
he candle, got a drink of water, looked what time it was, and then
y down again with the candle in your hand, and falling asleep,
opped it on the bedclothes, which quickly caught fire. Quietly
nd quickly I was at your side and put it out, and went back to my
pom to thank God for appointing me your guardian angel that
ight.” My mother then took another bit of paper out of her little cup.
Here,’ said she, ‘is the remains of another burnt bill—a five
ollar bill. But whether to charge it on drinking or smoking, I ,
pave you to decide, as I found it sticking in your pipe.” ¢®ive
hem both to me, mother,’ I cried, ‘the sight of them may do me
ood. I thought you had taken that money long ago, mother, to
ay for wood.” ‘No, John, it is not paid for yet’ <Well,
oe, to make my story short: I got a good tenant into
ur house, my mother keeping one room for herself. I went to
vork, and in a few weeks was able to send home twenty dollars to
ny mother.” ,

“ Well, now, what are all those little shiny dots upon the box
id for ?”” and then I'll be satisfied. -

“Turn it up the other way, Joe, and you’ll see for yourself.
t's words formed with these tacks. See there, ‘God helps them
who help themselves.’” - .

“Oh! that's a real handy box, Mr. Brown, and you have
puttons, thread, needles, pins and scissors, all safe and clean.
Well, now, you have told me a real splendid story. You
bhould write it all down on paper.”

“ Well, now, Joe, what are we to do with this bottle ? I have
one all I wanted with it. You had better throw it out. ~What do
ou think ?? '

“Will you give it to me for nothing, Brown ?”

“No, Joe, I would rather you would throw it out at once,”

“Oh; but, Brown, you might put something bad in it, so T'll
never drink it.”

¢Listen to me, Joe. I'll make a bargain with you. Hereis a
pold coin worth two dollars and a half.  Now, I will put it in the
pavings bank for you. It will keep growing, and will be yours on
ondition that you use neither liquer nor tobacco in any shape till

iiliyon are twenty-one. Will you agree to that?”
: “Yes, sir, I will,” said the child, “and you're a real good man,
80 you be, and I most wish you'd been my brother.”

“Iam your brother, Joe. Don’t you know all who have charity,
and love one another as they ought, are children of one Father in
Heaven. Now, smash the bottle over the stair door. There’s some-
hing bad in it already.”

oe did so, but soon returned, crying, “Oh! oh! you know
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what? Mick is chasing his boy with & big whip handle, and he’s
awful angry.”

“Call him, Joe. Call ¢ Mick, come quick, Brown wants you.”’

Joe called as desired, and Mick ran up the open stairway, ex
claiming, “ What does be want? Are you worse, eh? -I though
you had burst a vein, Joe called s0.”

“Close up, Mick; come, close up; sit on my bed. Why, you
are all in a Eeat.” )

8o would you, Brown, if you had a boy to torment you like
mine; but never mind, I'll make him feel the weight of this stick
the young rascal.” :

“It would take a crowbar to conquer him. Mick, it's a bad
way to correct when you are in a passion.”

* What cool talk you use, Brown; why, that boy won’t mind
me ynless I get angry—that’s so, and I have often to make believe]
am angry. He watches me with the corners of his eyes, and he
knows when I am going to make a dart at him. But, man dear, old
maids and old bachelors know nothing about raising children. I
have a righ: to bate my childer, and I'll do it, that’s more.”

“ Look, Mick,” said Brown, “do you see that eye ?”

“In course I do. I'd need to be blind of both eyes not to see
that ugly hole in your face, where an eye ought to be.”

“Mick, father did it, my own father; I was his only boy; he
loved me, too, but he forgot to rule his own spirit when he went to
punish me; he had a saw in his hand at the time; I never knew
whether he threw it at me, or struck me.  And, listen, God
corrects people; we call it ‘trial or affliction. And often prayer is

. made that he would sanctify afliction, that is, bless it for their good,

making the people better christians than they were before. Now,
Mick, I do thin§ it would be'a good thing for you to ask Ged te
give you His own blessing on the correction you give your boy, and
ﬁabout thrashing him ina calm way. Sit still, I am not done.

e old fashioned book says: ¢ He that spareth the rod hateth the
child." And don’t forget Mitk, itsays in another place: ‘Fathers;
provoke not your children to wrath.’ And, in another place,
‘Greater is he that ruleth his own spirit, than he that taketh a city.’
And, remember i

““ Ah! Mr. Brown, it’s fine and easy to lay down rules, bat you’'ll
not find them so easy to keep yourself, if you had it to do.”
“It’'strue, I never had it to do, myself, Mick, but still it does

seem to me that it is a duty, a prerogative ordinance, or whatever
you like to call it, that is sadly abused. Some punish too much;
others don’t punish enough, butinstead are comstantly threatening
or promising, and that is only so much waste of breath. Children
soon get used toit. Sometimes one parent takes the child’s part

inst the other, which has a contrary effect. - Some won’t .slap a
child unless they are angry at it, and that is a dangerous time.
Look at my poor eye; what a proof I carry through life. Sorrow
for that helped my father to the grave. I would have left this sad
trl;:h baried with my father, only to save you from hurting your
” ”
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CHAPTER VIIIL

“] smell something,” said Mick, as he snuffed and looked
round. “ I say, old boy, have you a bottle here ? A taste of good
btuff always pats me in good humor. That's a fact, sir.”

“I had a bottle here, Mick, but I've just had it thrown out.
That's it you smelt.” '

“You're fooling, Brown, you didn’t.”

“Yes, it's gone ; Joe threw it over the stair.”

“Then its bad manners ye have, and not a bit of christian about
e, Isay. Throw itout, and mesilfa choken’ with the drouth. Say
the truth, Joe, did you? ”

“Yes, Mick, I did. Brown, you tell him that story, and he'll
mever drink again.”

“Bah !” cried Mick, “ go to pot with your stories; amI a child ?
You couldn’t say anything to convince me that good stuff is bad.
There, now.” :

“If] tell you a true story, Mick, will you listen ? "

“It’s all I'll do,” was his answer, as in a moody way he stuck
his hands into his pockets and turned away his face.

“Well, Mick, I want to show you that good stuff, as you call it,
can turn a wise than into & fool. Bob Cannon was as fide a man as
you could meet with in a day's travel—clear-headed and open-
hearted, like yourself, Mick. He would not see anyqne wronged if he
could help it, or want if he had it to give. And, as for learning, he
was fit for the bar. He kept a drug store at one time, and was doing
well. It was a black day for him when he gave it up for the wine
importation business. His was a place of trust in the Company,
you may be sure, and part of his work was testing the liguors, Of
course this testing was only done——"

“Its myself would like that part of it, tasting the liquor,”
muttered Mike, to himself. . g

“Testing, Mike, not tasting.” :

X “Sure, and what’s the odds, Brown, it's done by tasting any
ow.”

“Yes,” rep‘ijed Brown, “ partly so, partly so. You see, Bob had
such a keer sense of taste and smell. It was like a gifl with him. The
rest of the Company could depend on him. He could tell whether
the stuff was adulterated or not, and tell what amount of logwood,
opium, or other imgredient was in it.” .

“Iawish you would hurry up,” said Mike, impatiently, ¢ and
tellus what became of the lad.”

“Well, he had left the Company for some time,and a friend had
him at a quiet-country house on the banks of Lake Erie. Youhurry
me s0, I forgot to tell you that he became a drunken sot. Well,
some say the really-pure brandy will hurt no one, or yetgin, and
again, thegosay & drunkard can’t tell the pure from the adulterated ;
I believe Bob Cannon could. He would sell the eoat off his back,
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but he would have the best. His thirst for drink consumed the love
of friends and home.” .

“ Its a lecture entirely, and not a story at all, sir. I'd sooner
listen to & French Priest. I used to like a bit of ghost story, now
and again, that’s about all, and man dear, you'r too slow entirely, I
must go.” )

“ Wait a bit, Mike, its like & ghost story, any how. It was
ghostly enough to keep me awake more than once. Kept us from
working to watching. When we first noticed him wrong he went
searching about the out-houses, then came into the field, the boss
had laid his coat on a stump, Cannon looked at it most wickedly,
then ran back to the house, got hold of a gun loaded with pecas to
shoot squirrels. He got upinto a tree and fired at the eost, then
came running to me. ‘Brown, do you see that man? Waell, he
wants to rob the place. Come! Sir, we must chase him. He'll not
leave a potatoor turnip in the field.” ¢Nonsense,’ said I, ‘Bob, you
Jjust walk up to it, and you’'ll see its just a coat hung on a stump.’
Bat not a foot would he go without me. So on we went, Bob taking
the lead. He touched his forehead in a respectful way, saying ; I
beg your pardon, and I want to know your business. Tell me.
You must, and you will: Youwon’t, eh! you audacious rogue, yoa
want to steal turnips. Don’t you think to fool me, sir. Go from this
field. Bob Cannon is my name, and I'll not see my master robbed,
and insulted. None of your grimsces with me, begohél’ Then
whispering to me. ‘No,that’s nostump. You watch this side, Brown,
and I'll go round and stick my knife in his throat.” He went, then
stopped short. ¢ Hold on, Brown, the villain has a hogshead of rum
secreted in his pocket.” ‘ Bob,’ I said, for there was no use contra-
dicting him, ¢ don’t strike just yet. If you do you’ll make him run
away with it. Come into the house to supper,” For a wonder he came,
but he could eat nothing.” o

“ Sure, Brown, if ye had got him to take a strong cup of black
tea, and eat a bite he'd afelt better.”’ .

“Perhaps so, Mick, but his stomach was all wrong and his liver
burnt up. Yes, sir, it was perfectly frightful the way he carried on.’
At night we asked him to take the medicine and go to bed ; butno, I
must go with him and be his bedfellow. Soon I missed him out of
the bed, and looking up, there he was creeping round the room like
a cat after a mouse. Coming to the foot of the bed, he poked his
head under the clothes, and worked himself up head foremost. Come,
Bob,’ I said, ¢ can't yon sleep.’ ¢Sleep,’ he repeated. ‘ Sleep ! sleep!
I would give five hundred dollars for one hour’s sleep. How can I
sleep in such a noisy den. Don’t you hear them villains out there,
Brown. Listen to them singing, drunken Bob Cannon, drunkeu
Bob Cannon. Brown, you may have my gold watch, chain and
seals and all, for a glass of pure brandy. Look! look at the hor-
rid creatures, with their thin monkey faces, creeping all round and
spitting firé at me.” At one time, thinking he was asleep, I looked up
tosee if I could get the knife from him, but there was Bob sitting bolt
up in bed. The borrid knife drawn ready to plunge atsome fancied
imp. *Be still,” he whispered, ‘they’re crawling all over the bed,’
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Then plunged the knife into the pillow, close to my head. Up I
started. ‘¢ Hold there, Bob, till I get a light.” 1 ran out, bolted the
door and got a light. Just then a large covered carriage drove up
to the door, and I knew it was for poor Cannon. It was good stuff
did that Mick; only too good to use as a beverage, and too powerful
as a stimulant.

Mick walked out without saying a word, but soon returned.
“Have you ever & bible or prayer-book here, or a bit of white paper,
pen and ink.”

“T'll get some at the house,” said Joe. So jumping up off the
floor, he ran and returned. ¢ Here Mick, be you going to write that
story on paper ?”’

“No, I can’t write; but here, Brown, you write that Michael
(that’s my name) drinks no more. Then you know now that’s X
my mark. Won’t me wife be glad,” and brushing off a tear with his
coat sleeve he hurried out. - R

-

CHAPTER IX.

Now, reader, I will trouble you to accompany me over to
Watertown, or thereabouts. Qur station will be a first-class hotel.
Under one end of the verandah sat some of the boarders talking on
politics, of course, while others were sauntering about. Some of
them were from Canada, some from the interior States, some from
the mother country, across the salt water. While each party was
giving in their verdict, the clock in the hall struck eight, and all went
in for breakfast. Just then a fresh .arrival was added to the well-
filled house. Rev. Mr. Silby and wife took their seats at the table.
Opposite to them sat two young ladies, whom we will notice in due
time ; beside them sat the young Fields. At the head of the board
sat a Mr. Glen—he had been a boarder for some time. ¥ery affable and
courteous, and also witty in his remarks, was this same Mr. Glen.
At the foot of the table was a Mr. Joint. He, too, had been there
long enough to know all the rest, and, like him, he was all attention
to everybody bat himself. The strangers were the tirst to be served,
then the others in turn. Bat though they were the firstserved they
were not the first to begin eating.

“ Guess you'r from the old Island,” remarked one of them, “ but
you'r in the land of Yankeedom now.”

“ I beg your pardon,” said Mr. Silby, “but I don’t quite under-
stand you.”

“ He means,” said Mr. Glen, « that Mr. Egerby gives his board-
ell;s licel?se to eat as soon as they like, as much as they like, and what
they like.”

_ “Very good,” said Mr, Silby. “ Let us first ask God’s bless-
lng 1 .

" At that all eyes turned towards the strangers, who were now
the butt of their criticism. The Silbys were too tired to eat very
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hearty, and 8o were done first, and waited till the rest were through.
Then raising his hand he said in a calm voice, “Let us thank
now.” Then all cleared off to their own apartments. ’

“ Mr. Egerby, u word of caution to you if you please,” whispered
Glen: “Keep your eyo on that black coat, he don’t mean to pay
you.” ‘ :

“ What does the fellow say,” exclaimed Egerby, as he watched
the retreating figure of Glen.

Then young Arthur Crossby came forward with mock gravity,
saying, “ Perhaps 1 can give you the desired information. Our
friend Glen means that the Reverend in black don’t mean to pay
you, as he settles all his accounts. with invisible coin.”

“« How does Glen know that ?”” enquired Egerby.

« He saw him—we all saw him, and heard him, too—sending his
thanks up, nobody knows where, and, of course, it will not be neces-
sary, he'll think, to make you any return for the grub. But don’t
you tell my mother I said so, for she might scold me,” continued
Arthur, “or perhaps lay me across her knee, and give me a sound
thrashing gratis.”

“That’s true,” said old Joint, coming ' forward. * Neither of us
would like to see mamma take her well beloved son to task for
talking disrespectfully of the clergy, when she remembers her own
father stood in the pulpit.” -

Reader, does this conversatien shock you? Well, it shocked
me too, but I heard more than I would dare write, and I wonder
that any parent or guardian could leave sons or daaghters in such
an atmtosphere, for certainly Joint and Glen were distilling their
spirit among the young in that house. Fancy the above conversa-
tion taking place in a small room at the end of the hall, known as
the gentleman’s smoking room.

“ Hallo, Jerry Field! you're just in time to hear the amen.”

“ Why, what's up?” asked Jerry.

“ Not much replied Arthur. Here's my cigar ; now come boys
let's try by all possible and impossible means to have this ’ere
verandah done for to-morrow. Ah! here you are Glen. It don’t
take 'you long to brusb up. Come, now, let's see what effect
four of us will have on the man-of-trade. We will both coax and
threaten. Good day, Carpenter Jackson.

“Tbat’s not my name,” replied the earpenter.

“Well! well! we’'ll leave off the Jackson, and sec here, car-
penter, we four have come to bind you by a solemn promise to have
these repairs completed for to-morrow. -

“T will do all T can without binding.” replied the carpenter,
“ but you see its a tedious piece of work, and as I have not tools
enough here I can’t get on as fast as I would. like.”

% Are your tools on the vessel,” enguired Fred.

“ No,” said the man, “I was supplied with tools by the cap-
tain, for what he wanted done, and I only stay here for a few days.
But Mr. Egerby failed in getting all that I wanted, still I think I

" will finish it soon.”

“ Well see now, Jackson, you have got to have it finished by ten
&‘ .
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to-morrow morning,” said Jerry, ‘“so you won’t object to drive in a
fow nails to-morrow ; will you ? ’'Cause you see as some of us
young chaﬁs want to promenade here with our gals. So ean or can't,
you must have it finished or we will lynch you; see if we don’t.”
“Young man,” said the workman, “ what is not done to-
night will remain undone till Monday.”
“ What tame talk you use, old boy,” said Joint. “ Why don’t

ou sprinkle in afew oaths? Jerry’s not you're boss. If 1was you -

would curse him for his interference.

“Cursing and swearing are best dispensed with, I leave that for

the ignorant,”’ replied the Cga.rpenter. ‘] see nothing to swear about.”

he Silbys spent most of the day walking out,
seeing the place and enjoying the air. The day passed as
might be expected in such a mixed company.

In the evening some of them went to a theatre, and, of course,
did not return till one or two in the morning, disturbing everybody
with their noise. Indeed, it would seem as if done on purpose,
because a Christian minister slept under the roof. Nor was'it Glen
and Joint, whose views were Deistical, but Arthur Crossby, Frod
and Jerry Field. Such a noise they kept up, whispering, slamming
of doors, and loud talking enough to be heard all over the house.
Poor chance of rest for the wearied dcmestics. Well, about eight
o'clock breakfast was all over, all except the.three youths. Abount
ten they came down one by one. Now, what :chance was there of
getting to church, either by housekeeper or domestics, after such a
morning’s work? And yet the parents of those youths were within
the pale of the visible Church, and considered themselves good
enough Christians. But, alas! they were just ns anxious that the
lads should enjoy life, and gain a respectable position in society, as
that they should be kept from vice. A poor example from those
professing a belief in before those who believe not.

But we must hurry on. As soon as they had swallowed their
breakfasts they looked to see if the verandah was finished. It
seemed all right. Under a shade tree stood the carpenter talking
to Silby, who sat on a rustic seat with a book in his hand.

“Hallo! you there,” called Arthur. :

“ Yes,” said the other, coming forward.

“1 say, you are really a most obliging fellow, carpenter Jackson,
and must have worked both late and ecarly to get this through so
slick.”
< %“No,” replied the man, “I did not work early, but I did
hammer away till late last night, and it is not all done yet. How-
ever, it is secure under foot, and I'll finish it to-morrow morning.”

“ Thank you ! thank you !” said all four.

“ And now tell me, would you have time to fix the lock and
hinges on my trank; and how much would it be ?”” asked Glen.

“T guess we'll all want a little work out of you if you have
tools,” said Jerry; *‘ that is, if you don’t charge too much.”

—~ . “Tll do it; it won’t be much. I'll charge a condition each. I
am geing 1o church now. You are, too, young gentlemen, are you

not ?”

SR L




50 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

“No; I guessnot this morning,” said Arthur,

“ My ma will say or read prayers for me; and our pa will hear
sermons enough for us,” said Jerry.

“Yes; and some of the young lady boarders will sing psalms
for me,”’ chimed in Fred.

“You're very green, mister, not to koow that most of the
pretty girls were at the theatre last night, and are too tired to
appear at church this morning. They may in the evening.”

“So you go to church to see the ladies, do you?” .

“ Of course we do,” said Arthur. A pretty thing if the ladies

o to such trouble fixing up, and nobody go to admire them.
hey’'d soon stay away, I reckon.”

“ Well, Mr. Joint, I dare say you and Glen are like me; out of
your sparking days; what if we three—-"

“No use,” interrupted Fred; “no use yeur trying them two ;
they won't go,”

“ Gentlemen,” said the carpenter; ‘“do you ever think of the
future? Have you no fear of the world to come ?”’

"~ “ There’s-nothing in the future to be afraid of,” said Joint. “I
don’t believe in a place of punishment.”

“ Just let me explain things,” put in Crossby. ¢ Our friend
Joint thinks he is sure of going to heaven, whether he goes to
church or not, and I am inelined to favour his opinion ; thatis, that
everybody will be saved yet. It is a more comfortalbe faith than
Glen’s. He don’t believe he has a soul at all, poor fellow.”

‘“Is thatl so,” exclaimed the carpenter, in amazement. “ I never
heard such.talk before. Why!don't you believe in the bible? Iam
sure the minister in the house could convince you. I am a poor
hand to argue with; but, gentlemen, I do wish you would have a
talk with Mr. Silby.” ‘

“Tut! tut!” said Joint, “ what aboutit? You believe what you
like, and I believe what I like. I have a better opinion of the
Almighty than you have. He is a God of love, and our sins neither
affect nor offend Him at all. You professors think, although God is
love, still He takes notice of and is angry with men’s misdemeanors,
and punishes them in everlasting fire. And more; you believe that
all the trials and troubles of this world are His sending. Now, T
bave a higher opinion of God. He has nothing to do with these
things at all. These trials and sufferings are the natural conse-
quences of our wrong doing. All the punishment or retribution
will be in this world. That’s my creed—no hell.”

*“ Why, then,” said the carpenter, “did Jesus the Son of God
die, if there was no sin nor no hell 7”

“I want to tell you,” said Joint, “that Jesus was an imposter.
Nay, that I will not believe for you nor any man living.”

¢ Mr. Joiut, if-—; .

“ Say, ()m;:enter ack,” interrupted Arthur, ¢ have you ever
seen this Jesus?” P ’ v

“Yes, young man, with the eye of faith ; I see him clearer than
I see you now.” |

“Don’'t get so excited, my good fellow,”" said Joint; “1I, too,
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believe in a great first cause or creative power at the head of affairs,
but I der’t believe the human and Divine were united. In fact, I
don’t believe in any of those mysterious doctrines, and as for the
Bible, its only a priestly affajr, got up to make money. We had
a proof of that this morning, £rlen, hadn’t we?”

“Yes, Joint, I endorse#hat you say; but, still, in my heart I
say there is no God at the Head of affairs. Allis by chance. I have
good reason for saying so.”\ -

“Wonderful | wonderfa\l_ 1" said the carpenter.

“Aha! aha! ain’t it though,” returned Arthur.

“Wonderful! wonderful " exclaimed the man. “] have lived
nearly forty years in the faith of the bible, and—"

“And wonderful to relate,” interrupted Jerry, “ your faith is
kicked overbeard by two Yankees at last.” ‘

“Not at all, young man. My faith is not so easy to kick over-
board. Yourfriend, Mr. Glen, here, has furnished me with additional
proof of the veracity of the Bible. Have none of you noticed it,

entlemen? Though written centuries ago, it foretells about you.

es, Mr. Glen, it describes you minutely. Then (in a warning tone)
you must beware of him, young men. Why, this is King David's
fool; you will find him mentioned in the tourteenth Psalm, first
verse; and if you incline to follow . him, your fate is mentioned
Proverbs, 13th and 20th verse: ‘A cowapanion of fools shall be
des’cm{‘ed.’ ” .

“There is nothing said in the Bible about us small-fry, is there,”
said Jerry. ‘A little fast, you know—like to enjoy life, and all
that sort of thing.”

“ Obh, yes,” was the answer. “ You are net forgotten. You are
particularly addressed in the eleventh chapter of Ecclesiastes, ninth
verse.” :

‘ No doubt you find something good about yourself, Mr. Jack-
son,” said Fred Fields, ‘‘though you are not a perfect maa, either,
since you are both blind and lame.” -

““ Hold ! there,” interposed both Joint and Glen ; “don’t be too
fast nor hard on him, boys; he can’t help being blind and lame.

“These,” he replied, “ have never stood much in my way. I
read in my Bible that all things work together for good to them that
love God.” o

“Yes,” said Arthur, in a quizzing tone. “Can you say right out,
without blushing, that you love God ?”

“Gentlemen, I am not ashamed to say I love God, and what I
glory in most, that he loves me.”

“Well! well! it’s the first time in all my life, that I have heard
such a confession,” exclaimed Arthuar.

‘“Shouldn’t wonder if you are right, after all, and that we are
all wrong, eh, Arthur Crossby ? ” whined Jerry.

“To tell the truth,” said Arthur, “the word love has always
seemed to be associated with something weak or feminine.”

“I am sorry for you, Arthur,” said the other, “for so long as
that is your opinion, you will be proof against receiving the love of

”

~ God.
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“ 1 think if I were in your company for a few years, I would
imbibe your spirit, and feel like you,” said Arthur.

“Y ou would like to get into his shoes,” said Glen, ¢ if there'
a world to come, eh?”’

« 1 should not wonder, Glen, but you would like to change placa
with him yourself, all but the blind eye.”

“] would rather enter heaven with one eye and lame, thas
have all, and go to hell,” said the carpenter.

*“ Hear! hear! we'll all have the blues after such asermon.
now, Carpenter Jackson, you can go to meeting and hear one fo
yourself. I hope it will be as personal, too. Fifteen minutes to
eleven, and there is brother Silby on the street.”

CHAPTER X.

The carpenter went on, and the young men tired of waiting for
the ladies to come out, as usual, at length turned into the house,
where they met the landlord. ¢ Mr. Egerby, we would like to have
the carpenter dine with us to-day, you always have something tip
top on Sundays, and charge to our account.” i

« All right, gentlemen,” said Egerby, “and no charge at all
The chap must have a decent dinner any-way.” '

“QOh! won’t we have rare sport out of such a greeny,” they

whispered to each other as they E;fsed through the hall.

hen Glen and Joint asked Mrs. Egerby to set a table for the
clergy party by themselves. * For,” said Glen,  they are too sancti-
monious and grave for us, and we are too fast and jolly for them.”

“ Just so,” said the good-natured dame, as she went to give the
orders.

At the end of the house, where Glen, Joint and the three youths
had met, a pile of new boards lay up against the house. Some sat
upon and some stood leaning against these boards while they carried
on the discussion already recorded. - )

In a small sitting-room upstairs (where, through an open win-
dow every word could be heard) are two young ladies, Clara and
Annie Lee. Their parents were dead, and anuncle and aunt, having

‘no children of their-own, took the girls to their homes and hearts.

But, as they had occasion to cross the sea, shut up their house, so
their nieces were boarders here, partly for a change and partly for
convenience. They sat this morning one at each side of a small
table, at an open window, with clasped hands, swaying themselves
as only women can do, when shocked or grieved.

“ I wonder if the Silbys could tell us whether there is, or is
not? Let us ask them as soon as they come from church. Indeed,
I have a mind to talk to these gentlemen at dinner myself.”

“ No, Annie, don’t say a word about it. It will only bring on
an argument, and excilement is bad for you.”

“ Dear me, that attorney is so—I don’t know what to call him,
he ought to be ashamed of himself to talk so, and he the oldest.”
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«It would do no good you trying to reason with them they are
e will take our dinner as duiet as pos’sible and

DO sharp, Annije.
ome u_g again.”

“Very well ; let us go and fix up, Clara, for we have trifled all
he morning. I’ll shut this window, and you put the tracts in your
ocket. at’s that one about.” .

«T1t is ¢ All things work together for good.””

“My! that's just like something that man said to Fred.”

“Indeed, Annie, I think all things are working together for bad
ather. It was so unfortunate that we came to this open window
vhen we did——"

Just at this the gong sounded, and they went down to dinner.
Ar. Egerby stood by the dining-room door, seeing that all-found
heir places. “Mr. Silby,” said he, as that party was entering,

there is a small table at one side, if you please, for you. Perhaps
pou would like to be by yourselves.”

“T am much obli ec{ to you, indeed,” said Silby, and passed on.

The carpenter, who, till now, had eaten in the kitchen, was, to
is surprise, ushered into the dining-room. As he took his seat he
poked with astonishment at the well-furnished table. [t may be he
ever sat at the like before, for even the neatly-folded table-nap-
ins did not escape his eye. :

“Why, what's that ?”” whispered Fred to him across the table.

A lady’s pocket handkerchief, eh!”

“ Most likely it is,” said the carpenter. ‘They seem to be all
ound the table 100.”

“That's one of Mr. Egerby’s,” said Jerry.

“There's Egerby’s on the corner. Be careful and don’t soil it,
ackson. But what do you suppose she put them down for ?”

¢« Qh, let them settle that themselves, and there’s no fear of me
oiling it.” And he removed it to a safe distance from his plate.

After the ladies were served, Glen tapped him on the shoulder.
We want your assistance to consume this turkey, or do you prefer
rying some fish chowder.” '

“ Anything you please,” said he.

“Perhaps,” suggested young Field, in a mocking tone, ‘“he
yonld like a little grace first.”

“Oh!” said Jerry, “if he had been here all yesterday, he would
ave had enough to do him for a week, I guess.”

“Boys,” said Mr. Field, “I am sorry to say that your manners

o not what they ought to be. Have some self-respect, at least, if
fou have none for others.”

“Let each one be their own dictators in religious matters. In
ny young days, I was used to it,” said Mrs. Crosby, < And I do
hink that grace before meals is a good thing, that is in private
é mi%liets.l 1’3ut, of course, it is dispensed with in boarding-houses
nd hotels.”

¢ Is that se!” exclaimed the carpenter.

All were eating hearty, and the table was wmg lighter.
When Arthur whispered ¢ Just leave room for the ﬁm
4
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“ And now what will you have to drink,” enquired Glen. * W
have the real stuff in Egerby’s house ; just as good as you can ge
in Cavada.- Come, Jackson, try some. Nothing to pay - for, you
fish must havé a swim, too, )

“]1 thank you all the ssme, Mr. Glen, but I'll take water.
nover take liquor.” \

“] guess you belong to some society, eh, Mr. Carpenter?’

“T don’t know what you mean, Mr. Joint.”

“] mean that this decanter is in the programme. Come,
%(l)o% fellow, try a drop, unless you belong to the Cold Wate

u .97

“No; [ belong to no Society, but liquor makes me sick ; I dar
not take it.”

"‘ Poor fellow,”” exclaimed Jerry, “is that so? How 1 pity
you !” i

They chatted away for a few minutes, then the carpenter, re
collecting himself, raid, “ Gentlemen, I beg your pardon for keeping
the dish of chowder close to me all the time. Perhaps you, at tha
end of the table, would like some, it’s very nice.”

“No,no!” was the answer. “ Nothing but bacon for this end o
the table, and that'y why we take something to drink besides
water.

“ Do take some,” said the carpenter, “I pever tasted any s
good. I know you would like it.”

“ Just keep it there,” was the answer. “Don’t want the smell o
it at this end of the table; it would sicken me. Wouldn’t give this
nice roast bacon for all the fish in the sea. If you, nter, had
taken. this instead of chowder, you would'nt need to drink water
alone clear, of course ; fish must swim, dead or alive.”

“Well, yoi're about right,” he replied. “I remember my
father sayiag that you couldn’t offend a pig wqrse than by giving
it clear cold water. So it may be that you belong to that Society
without knowing it.”

“Not so green after all,” whispered Arthur to Jerry. “We'r
taken down a peg.”

“ Well, ladies, your not doing much with the dinner to-day,"
said Mrs. Crossby. “I hope you are well.”

“Yes, pretty well, thank you,” replied Clara.

“ Well, that’s more than I can ray,” laugbed Arthur. ¢I
missed you sadly all morning, Clara ; these two Fields picked at me
liketwo hens. If you had been there you would have saved me. I know
you would. Oh! oh! just wait till I finish my pudding, and Ill tell
who the hens were, and who they were pecking at, too,” said Jerry.
*“ Won’t T Annie?” :

¢ Please excuge us now,” said the girls to Mrs. Crossby, as they
both slipped away up to their own room, and shut the door.

“.Annie, I do wish we had a table to ourselves. Or, perbaps, the
Silby’s would let us eat with.them next week.”

*I don’t know, Clara, but somehow I would like to have a talk

-—

"with therz. They certainly ought to know more than us, I think

Glen will shew us that book he has.”
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“ Annie, I'd ratber hear Mr. Silby's explanation, and I mesan to
sk him, even if we do show our ighorance. What did Glen call the
ook ?”

“Jdon't know, Clara, but he said it proved all Christians in

or and all religion a delasion. I'll getall our books out of the

runk, and look through them, rather than get Glen’s.” )

“ Annie, we might go to charch with the Silbys? It would
ive us an op%ortumty to talk to them about things. But, really, I
on't know what he is after all, though we met at Portland once. I
vonder ministers don’t talk more about God, when they are around
hat way, and tell abount the future. Oh, dear, I feel as if I never
ould think the same of Arthur Crossby afler this morning.”’

“J-am sorry,” said Annie, ‘“for I am sure aunt would never
ot me have anything to do with Jerry Field if she heard him. I
m giad they were not present at the time; the young man handed
me the tracts, though, in the morning ”

1

CHAPTER XI.

Bat ydu were not, either, reader, so we will repeat the morn-

g incident, which caused the girls so much annoyance. They had

sen from the breakfast table, and were passing through the hall,

when a young mar handed in 2 lot of tracts, saying, ¢ For the

boarders, please.”” Annie took them, and turned back into the

fining-room. She was abont to keep one, and lay the others on the
able, when Glen, who was standing by, said :

“Oh! these are the programmes or advertisements for the new
play, I reckon ?”

“No,” said Annie, “they are tracts for the boarders. Won't
you take one ?” ‘

“ Let me see,” said Glen. “ What are they about? “Believe
n God.’” ‘Where are you bound for.” ¢All things work together
for good.” I beg your pardon, Miss Lee,” said Glen,” “butasI
don't believe there is a GI:)d, there is no use for me to read those

racts. They would do to light my pipe, or put my lunch in. In-
deed, its only the fanatic or weak-minded that get these printed and
irculated. The fact is, I can always get enough of the seen to
interest me without hunting up the unseen—what never was, and
never will be.”

“And is it possible,” exclaimed Mrs. Crossby, “ that you are
an unbeliever, sir ?”

“ Madam,” was the answer, “I wish I had ground or foundation
to believe. But I see virtue gocs unrewarded, vice unpunished ; in
fact, the whole creation a jumbled up mass; good and evil so
unevenly divided. How can I believe that there 13 a great ruling
power of equity and justice at the head of atfairs? And I tell you,
my good woman, that very few of you professing Christians believe
this any ‘more than I do. Then, leaning towards her and lowering
his voice, he continued, in a ccnfidential tore, and you, Mrs. Crossby,
don’t believe there is an endless state of bliss or woe, or that, that—

4

[
»

-,




. 66 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE.

“ You seem at a loss for words, Mr. Glen,” said the lady, “but
ican assure you, I do believe that there is both a Heaven and

ell.”

“Then,” said he, “I beg your pardon, but to which of thess
places are you bound 7’ - -

| do not know,” was the answer, “ but I hope to be saved.”

“ You do not know,” said Glen, “and you take it very: cool,
too, madam. When I was a lad I associated with a family of free
thinkers, and soon became one myself. I have watched carefully
since, to see if Christians lived up to what they professed; but in-
stead of that, I bave found them just as careless, and as greedy for
gain, as if there was no greater good for them. If I had obeerved
them exhibiting a Godly spirit, and living consistently, I don’t say
but I would have joined them. If you like, I willlend youmy book,
It proves all Christians in error, and all religion a delasion.”

% No, thank youn,” said Mrs. Crossby; and as she walked away
she muttered to herself, “ I wonder what Silby would say to this.
Pity they didn’t hear it,” and, somewhat 'humbled, she walked away
to her own room.” , )

The Misses Lee had, with some tracts in their hands, already
betaken themselves to their quiet room. It was two hours after
this, that they sat by their open window and overheard the conver-
sation of the six gentlemen by the pile of boards, which we recorded
a few pages back ; and can we wonder that they made so short a
stay at tho dinner table that day ? Tell me, reader, do you wonder
that those young ladies should be roused to anxiety by the deistical
expressions they heard ? .

Remeémber, God can bring good out of evil. Who, but Omni-
potence could doso? Jesus opened the eyes of the blind man with
clay mixed with spittle: a very unlikely thing, one would think.
But the Lord is Sovereign in His choice of means, and who will dic-
tate to Him? Surely Satan’s kingdom is divided against itself;
and so surely will it come to naught. ; o o

“ Yes; Annie,” said Clara. “ Soraehow I like these tract socie-
ties. Couldn’t we contribute a little to it ? Annie, dear, a blessing
might follow us for doing so. But, oh! What if there is no God.”

_ Just at this moment they were startled by a tap at their door.
It was Mrs. Silby. A .

“ Good afternoon, girls,” said she. “I noticed you looking dull
to-day, and so made bold te come and see you.”

“ Thank you; thank you, kindly,” they returned. *Please be
seated, ma'm.”

- Were you to the meeting this morning, girls?” .

«“No ma'm ; though, perhaps, it would have bcen better for us
if we had gone.”

“ Ah ! gaid the lady, “I hope it was not indifference kept you.”

« No,” said Clara, * not altogether ; but we did not sleep well
last night, and so did not feel like going out this morning.”

¢ | understand you, dears, and can sympathize with you. That
man did make a noise for a while, on the verandah, hammering;
but that was nothing to the noise the others made, when they

4
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3“ starned from the theatre. Why, from one o'clock till near three;
' reh a din! My poor hasband thought they were just acting the
hole play over again. Everyome in the house must have been
ked up. Do they often go to the theatre ? ”
“Oh, yes, ma'am ; they usually goonce or twice a week, and
particularly on Saturday evenings.”
. “And do you sometimes go, girls ? ”

% No, ma’am ; our uncle charged us not togo to any kind of plays
ill they retarned from England.”.
“ Well, are you going to church to-night ?”
“Yes, ma'm,” said Annie; “we are thinking of going to-night.”

Just then a little messenger came to say that if the girls were
not too tired, or otherwise engaged, Arthur and Jerry would like
em to come for a walk. :

“No,” said Clara; “ not this evening. Tell them we have
nother engagement.” )

“] want to look at a book,” said the little fellow.
“Well, you can; come up again,” said Annie, “ and T'll lend
you one fuall of pictures.”

“Do any of the boarders go to church with you ?” enquired the

y- -
d “No,” said Clara; “we are going alone.”

8 “ Bat, my dears,” expostulated the lady, * it is neither safe nor

r jiprudent for you to go alone. Had you not better come with us, and

al lithen we will be together coming home. But first tell me what
hurch yougo to?” .

i “ We have gone to no church yet, ma’am. We have only been

h [here three or four weeks.”

: “ Dear, girls! all that time, and been to no place of worship yet ;
. lhow is that ?”’ -

' “ We never thought much of it before,” said Clara.

“ And how did you think of it now,” said ‘the Christian lady.

“ Please, Mre. Silby, we have reason for doing so. We both
wish we had gone this morning, for, had we gone,we would not have
had to listen to what we did this morning; but that ispast. We will
go with you this evening.”

-“Very well, girls, and I hope you will sleep better to-night.
| [l The bible says, ¢ He giveth His beloved sleep.” Ask him for it girls,

It was want of sleep, in a king, that saved a nation once. For the
eat God can make all things work together for good to you, and
is own glory. And remember, dears, that these Sabbath days are
golden opportunities for doing and receiving good.”

“If you please,” said Clara, “could you lend us a bible concord -
ance.”

“ Certainly,” replied the lady, as she went to fetch it.

She returned in a few minutes with it, and gave it to them.
Then, as she tirned to go away again, she laughed pleasantly, say-
ing:

-

“ We Americans don’t always wait for a formal introduction, so
I hope you will take the hint, and just make as free with me. My
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husband will be pleased to lend you books, or converse with yo
either. I hope you will find what you desire in the concordance
Good tévae for the present.” - )
“ 8ay, lady, won’t you let me look at it, too ?” e
“ Why! by! Who are you?” said Mrs. Silby. “I had neari
stumbled over you, you poor child, and what can you want with
concordance ? A picture book would suit you a deal better.”" .

“I have asked so many,” said the child, still lingering
“ Woman, does that book tell everything.” ‘

“ No, my little man, but it tells a great deal.” :
“ My mamma says everything was invented by somebody, and

. their names are in books, and the names of the things they invented,

t00.” .

¢ Does she, Bub ? Well, [ hope you will invent something when
you grow up.” -

%] mean to invent doing without something,” said the child
¢ 80 soon a8 I'm & man, and I wish I was a man now, so I do.” And
the little fellow straightened up his back, as though he could hasten
his growth. ,

. “Tell me what you want to find out, my little man, and perhaps
I can help you.! And Mrs. Silby led him towarde her own door.

“I do want to see the man’s name that invented gads, and
whips, and spurs, and if you show me the very man’s name, missis,
T’ll give you my bright dollar.” .

“ But,” inquired the lady, “what wonld you do with the namei
I showed it to you.” ’ o

%1 would spit on it, and scratch it out with my nails, I would,
and put it under my heel, too,and stamp on it in the dirt.”

“ But, haven’t you got a pony, Bub? And haven’t you got 2
whip, too, to drive {im with ?” .

“Yes, I have a small pony, and a little whip, too, to drive
him; but, ob, I wouldn’t whip him, I never slash him. But, when
I crack my whip or whistle he will come right up to me, and, if
I am driving out, he’ll straighten up his ears when hehears me snap
or whistle.” . Co

“Then, Bub, whipe.are a good thing after all.”

“ No, indeed,” was the answer. “I hate them any way, I hate

pony’s slashed with them. Missis, if you saw the lad that brings the

groceries. How he does slash his horse. If he stands still he slashes
him, and ifhe moves he slashes him. If he runs he gets slashed, and
if the poor beast goes slow the lad slashes him all the same. If I
was that horse I would run away sure.”

“ Well, Bub, I wish all men and boys could feel something like
you. But most of men and boys act as if horses had no sense of

' feeling, and yet they pretend to think so much of them. But what

have you against spurs? Very few use tnem. Do you hate them
too ?”

“ Yes; I hatec them. I saw a gentleman spur a horse until it
bled. I hate them.”

“ Well, my boy, what about gads ? What are they ? - ]

“ Oh! they are long stout rods that are used to slash oxen and
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s with. Our Lucky keeps one in the cow-house to slash bossy
;' and sometimes when the flies are stinging her all over, and
pasy stamps to frighten them away, then won't Lucky slash her
vith the gad. I wish God would make the flies leave bossy, and
ing Lucky, while she was milking, then poor bossy could be guiet,
nd Lucky Smith would find out what makes cow bossy so restless.
here, I hear my papa asking for me. I'll come up again.”
« That’s right, child ; obey your parents. Shouldn’t wonder, if
bye and-bye you should be president, Bub.”
“ No, ma’am ; not President Bub, Presidont Egerby.”

CHAPTER XIL

Now, my dear reader, we have dismissed young Egerby, and
will now return to the Misses Lee, as they sit by a little table, on
which lie a few tracts, some good boozs, 2 bible, and a cepeordance. |

« Now Annie, you take the bible, and I will turn up.the number
pf chapter and verse in the concordance. Dear me, we read
he bible so often, we might have had it off by heart. Yet I can’t
ow tell where to find a thing in it.”

« Yes, Clara; but we were not 1n earnest then. Now we.are.
 All things work together for good.’ Find that verse, we heard it
over the window. Then we saw it in the tract, and ncw that lady
epeated it. Now, find out- ¢ He gaveth His beloved sleep.’ Bat,

lara, what do you think of that queer remark of hers? To ask

God for sleep.” . -
« T don’t know, Aunie, it seems a small thing to pray for. God

is 80 great for us to use such homely langus??e. I think such prayers
1

would be unworthy of him. Oh! Annie,
it will be quite enough.”

« Well, we’ll want to find proof of the existence of a Supreme
being, or the immortality of the soul. We will take the old Testament
ﬁrst'.’) :

For a long hour they searched together.

« Well, Clara, there is a great deal that would prove the
existence of God in the old Testament, langnage awfally grand, but
really there is little to prove the immortality of the soul. People
seemod to think more of their property than they do now.”

“ Yes, Annie, that's true; they segmed to have no idea of the
fature state, nor yet of the resurrection of their bodies. It always
ap to me they thought more of their great conquests by the
sword than they did of glory. They thought a deal too of & long
line of successors, also of a long prosperous- Life; but 1 do wounder
there wasn’t more said about the sonl. Perhaps they didn’t know,”

“ Here, Clars, is a passage that will, perhaps, help us. David
when told that his son was dead, said: ‘I shall go to him, but he
shall not return to me.””

“ Well! I don’t know, Annie, I think it was just a saying, or a
Jewish phrase, intended to convey the idea that no more could be
done for the child, and that the child could no more act in the affairs

we get our souls saved
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of life or of the world. He was dead, and David too would die.
However, it may be that the king was then thinking of, and refer.
ring to the state beyond death, or, 1t may be, that we do not understand
the lnn&age of the old Testament.” )
. “ Do you know, Clara, when I was a little girl, I used to think
perhaps women and iu-ls had no soul.”
* % Why did you think so, Annie?”

“ Because, in the bible, it is always he, him and his.”

“ Ah! well” replied Clara, “I suppose everybody has their
own original ideas, wgen they are young, which might go to prove
our si)ul 8 reality. I had my own thoughts, too, when I was a slip of
a .H

8 A very dear friend of mine was talking to me one day about
our obligations to God. She said ¢ God’s law was just and holy, and
everyone in the world was bound to obey every command in that
law. That all the disobedient would go to hell, and that hell was &
horrible place. The bible said its fires would never be quenched.’
¢Ah!'said I, ‘it ain’t true anyway ; nobody believes it." ‘Yes,’ said
my friend, ‘it is true, child; none dare deny it; and everyone has
a conscience within them warning them not to sin, and urging them
to do what is right’ <What,’ said I, ¢ men and women too ?" ¢ Yes,’
she replied, ‘men aud women too. Repent and pray and love one
another. So think more of God and turn from sin.’ I remember
looking round at her and saying : ¢ And why don't they 2’

« Yes,” said Annie, “I was at Farmer Jones for a few weeks,
and one day we young folks were all out over the rocks gatherin,
nuts. I ran on ahead of the rest, looking for a good tree ; when
gave a start, and stood staring at a great long snake-like root
stretched away over the rocky surface of the fronnd : it looked s0
life-like. Cousin Lena came to me, and I silently pointed to the
ground. She looked, then took my hand and led me away, saying
in a serious tome, ‘ Annie, that is a spirit. Keep quiet; don't step
on the rock; sgirits know our thoughts; come away.” Well, Clara,
do you know ? I never see a great gnarled root but that scene is
present to my mind. However, Lena did not say whether it was a
good spirit or a bad one.”

“So much for. early influences, Annie ; but this will never do.
‘We must hurry and 10013 through the New Testament. Look for
ltzl::f place where it is said ‘It is better to enter heaven blind and

e.) »” -
al “Yee; Mr. Jackson Carpetter repeated that verse this morning,

m.”

. ‘?‘Jackson Carpenter is not his name. Why do yon call him
that ?”

“I thought it was,” replied Annie. . _

“No; it is a way they have here; all tradesmen are called
Jackson. Yon’ll hear them say Blacksmith Jackson, Shoemsaker
Jackson, Tailor Jackson and Carpenter Jackson. They know his
name well enough, and I think he is a good man that, though he.is "
neither learned nor pretty ; he seems so contented and good-natured.
Now, turn to the second chapter and seventh verse of Romans.
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Phen 2d Corinthians fourth chapter and three last verses, Now, the

oxt chapter; is not this beautiful, Annie, where it tells of the
pture plainly. I like the New Testament better than the Old, there
re 50 many bloody wars and sacrifices in the Old Testament, and
ot they say the New Testament is incomplete without the Old.
Hore is & nice verse :—* God is a Spirit, and those that worship Him
pust worship Him in spirit and in truth!” Clars, I think the first
hapter of John is a very instructive one; but, perhaps, we have
pen wrong in wandering about through the bible so. We wonld
o Better to read one chapter, don’t you think so ?”

“Yes, Annie; I think that would be a good Xlan, to read a.
bortion every day, commencing at the beginning, and we will both
arn by heart any remarkable passage.”

*Yes, we will do so, and help ome another all we can. Oh!
lara, I wonder grown-up people don’t talk more about their souls.”

“Oh! I wish I were a real Christian, so I do. I mean to ask
frs. Silby if she is sure of going to Heaven when she dies, and “if
he thinks it possible for me to get there t0o0.”

“ Hold your tongue, Annie; don’t you mind what auntie said,
That it was very presumptous and daring for one tosay they were
nre. She said that people who had lived very strict lives, and did not
in for & long time, could say so before they died; but such cases
were very scarce, and, besides, she said it was not necessary for us
o know when oar hearts were changed or if our sins were forgiven.

: vl; a confident feeling was apt to make people proud and
b o m.’ ”

‘“ Clara, is Mrs. Silby proud ? Aunty might not be right in say-
g tha; Indeed, I know she was not right in a great many things

phe -said.”’

“ Annie! Annie! don’t talk so. Aunty had great reverence for
Divine things.” ’

¢« I know it, Clara; Aunty had too much reverence.”

« Annie! you astonish me; to say that Aunty had too much
everence. Whatdo you mean?”

«T mean—Oh ! there’s the tea bell. ~Come, come on down,

As the young men had been out for a long walk, they did not
make their appearance with the others at tea, and so the meal
passed off very quietly. -

The girls, on retarning to their room, resumed their conver-
ation :

« Annie, what were you going to say about Aunty ?"

. “Why, Clara ? Did I frighten you, or vex you? I did not
mean to.

“No, Annie; but [ don’t like to hear you say a word againat
pur dear Aunty. What would we have done if it had not been for
er? Just you think of last year. First I took sick with the meas-
es; then you, beforeI was well and strong enough to take care of
myself. lzor days I was not expected to live, and Aunty was our
onstant nurse.” ‘

“Bat, Clara ; if you.had died ? ”
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“If I had, Annie, it would not have been her fault.”.

“ I dori’t say it would, dear sister—buat did she talk toyoa of the
next world=—about God? Or did shé ask you about your soul.

“No, Annie; but it was just care for me that made her not do
it. Kot fear it woul hinder my recovery, she would not say ’or do
anything that would excite me.” .

“Well, well, Clara; that's one way of showing love. That
might be expected among the heathen. But still, as I was going to
8say, it seemed a kind of veneration, as far as talking goes, for you
:now yourself, as well as I do. that religion is a forbidden subject at

ome.

“Oh! Annie, don'tget so excited.”

“1t is true, Clara; and it was_ just for fear we would talk in too
familiar & way—at least I think so. JTemember asking uncle and
aunty something abount the Sacrament*aifd the Saviour, but I was
stopged in 2 moment with: ¢ Hush, child, don’t ask questions—you
houldn’t talk about things you know nothing about.’ )

“ Ah! Clara, Clara, why can't religion %e talked about, as well

as prayed about. Why is it made such a bug-bear of ?”

.“ Annie, darling, what you say is trae, and our uncle did have
such wonderful prayers. Oh! if he had only lived according to
‘thos& prayers after he had done  praying. Now, we had better get
ready for church in good time.

“Yes; and Clara, mind you,I am going to speak to Mrs. Silby

the firat chance.” .

“I think, Annie, you might wait till you are better ac-
qusinted .”

*'And when will that be?”

“ Just when you and I have exchanged speeches.” said a voice
bebind them.

The girls turned round, and there stood Mrs. Silby.

“I beg your pardon, girls, but your door was ajar, and I stepped
in to say that service would commence at half-past six, so we will
be going soon. Iam not sure whether it will be my husband or
Mr. Owen who will preach. So, now, Miss Annie, if you want to
speak to Mrs. Silby, now is your chance, only don’t be tog hard
on me.”

At thisthe sisters exchanged glances: then Annie, in a firm
voice, said : . '

“ AYeyou a Christian, Mrs. Silby ?”

“Yes,” aaid the lady, “ I believe in Christ and trust in Him for
_salvation,” ' : .

““1 am glad yon understand me ; and tell me, are you quite sure
of going to heaven when yoa die ?”

¢ Perhaps, dear girl, my aoswer would be clearerif I raid Jesus -
died for me, and by His Holy Spirit takes hold of me. applies to my
soul the benefit of His death, and thus fitting me for Heaven.”

“ And have you nothing to do for yourself at all? ” said Annie.

“ My dear girl, I have work to do that no other can do for me.
work that even God does not do for me,with reverence be it spoken.”

“ How is that, ma'am?” )
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“ My corrupt natare still leads me into evil. God does not sub-
daeit. No; he gives me y to. do it. The world or the devil
empts me. does not'remistthe-témpter. He gives me strength
to dogt.— You see, girls, God honours us by making us fellow-
morkere: With himself. Still, in this department, Christiasi# ‘only
o or \themselves. But there are other departments fn
which Christians work; one is bringing others into the fold of
hrist. That is a good and noble work. The believer gathertag in
the Lord’'a reveaue. Angels cannot work in a higher calting. Baut,
come, girls, we will be going. Mr. Selby is away before us, and we
can talk on the way.” -

“ [ think,” said Clara, “ ] know what you mean by the Lord’s
reveaue. It is o collect money for the missionaries, is it not 7"

“No; I didn’t mean that,” replied Mrs. Selby. * The revenue
I speak of is God's declarative glory. Yom both have seen the little
bes gathering honey from all sorts of flowers—yes, even from the
dirty doer-yard—and take it to the hive. Even se will the believer
in everything around see cause of praise to God. Every object in
the world will be a subjeet that will help to sound his praise. Thus
W gather, sometimes, in silent comtemplation ; sometimes in speak-
ng to others of God’s attributes and glorious perfections ; sometimes
in songs of praise. Yes; anyway and every way. This the Chris-
tian gathers. God takes a deep interest in my welfare, and I have
His interest at heart.” ‘

“Qh! ma'm, I would give all the world if it were minb; to feel
like you do, ~Oh! I would! I would! give all.” ‘ '

“If youhad it would not be accepted,” said Mrs. Silby. ‘The
Gospel. i3 preached to the poor. Gaod does not sell His gifts. Salva-
tion is free. Christ paid a bhigh price for it. Now it is fres. De
not doubt it. He is an all sufficient Saviour. God is love.”” "

“ Dear me,” said Clara ; “ it was only this morning that we were
tempted to believe there was no God ; no heaven; no hell, and that
Christ was an——" S

“I know it, dears; I know it,” was the reply; “ and I know,
too, who were your tempters. Don’t forget to thank God for mak-
ing a way by which you escaped that terrible temptation.”

“ Qh1 Mrs. Silby,” said Clara, I fear these three young gentle-
men will be ruined. They are 80 much in the compuny of &lea and
Joint. I.wish you or Mr. Silby could do something for them.” - .

“It is a great pity,” said the lady; “ and what's mere, neither
Mr. Field nor-Mr. Crosby seem the least caring or anxious about
them ; and they are just at the age when the character or principles
are formed in the senl. Six or seven years after this they would not
be s0 easily influenced. I am afraid they are om the downward
road ; but we can pray for them. My husband remarked to a friend
the other day, that ho foared we were pressing through the eroiwd
of heathen at our door, in order to reach with our prayers, our
entreaties, our money, the far-off heathen, and I fear that is true.”

“I will talk fo them every opportunity,” said Clara.

“ No; my ddlr I would advise you first to make sure of your
own salvation, théa your influence might do some good.”

. b
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CHAPTER XIII.

The next day Clars, with the Concordance in her hamd, tap
ped at the door, eaying, “ Here is the book we had, and thank iou."

“ Just wait & minute, Miss Liee, would you like a talk with my
hasbaad, a little friendly chat.” :

“I you are well,” said Mr. Silby, rising and taking her
hsad in a kindly manner.

“Yery well, I thank you.”

« How did you enjoy the service last evening ?"’ he asked.

¢ Oh'! sir, 1 never beard such a sermon before. I wish I oculd
always remember it.”

“ Do you remember the leading pointa? What were they ?*

“Yes; it was God's goodness and claims upon us, and our obli.
gations to G”od Then he spoke very earnestly on the necessity of

repentance. . ]

“] am glad you listened so earnestly, Miss Lee, for Mr. Owen
is & very sincere preacher, and I hope you will profit by what he
said.”

4Oh! I don’t know, sir, my heart is very oallous. I wish I
oomld repent and believe. My sister is very uneasy about her soul
tm.’)

“ What makes you 5o uneasy ? You have, both of you,lived &

virtuous life. You say you wish you could repent, but what

ve you to repent of ?”

4 8ir! we have.done nothing very notorious, but we have been
. Very vain, careless and worldly, and thought so little of anything

We seldom read our bibles t for pastime, and never
weat to ehurch only for some foolish end. Oh ! no sir, we have not
lived as we ought to have done,” .

“'lhen you think you would not like to live that way over

in. You wish you could live like a child of God, do yoa ?’

¢ 1 do,” replied Clara, “I do.”

“ But what wrong have you done, Miss ?” 2 .

“QOh ! sir, 1 did not expect you would make so little of sin.”

“ Just bear with me, Miss Lee. Do you mean to say that you
are sorry for having lived so worldly and vain? And yon reslly
wish youn could truly repent and live better.”’

% Yes; I am sorry for the past. Many a thing I did that I wish
I could undo. Bat it is too late now. Oh! if I only knew Fow to-
repent and believe. But everything seems so dark and entangled
somehow. Ah! youare smiling at my weakness, as you will callit.”

“ Not at all, my dear friend, but the very opposite of weakness,
for [ am glad to see that you are exercising the grace of repentance,
for repentance you must know is just & ¢hange of mind, a tarning
from something yon used to like and sincerely desiring something
you didn’t like before; yes, the blessed S%irit is leading you to the
Saviour. See that you yield to Him. The bible says, ‘if any one
draw back my soul shall have no pleasure in him.’ ” '

-
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“Oh! sir,” eaid Clara, I fear your opinion of me is too favorable
0 be true. Oh ! if we could only feol more.”

“Then,” said Mr. 8ilby, “qome without feeling, feeling is not
ith. Just think a moment, my dear girl, the spirit may be even
ow erecting & throne for the Saviour in your heart. See that gon
o ot pull it down. See that you do not undervalue the work of
he spirit. Come to Christ, Hé is exalted to give you repentance.
He will wash away your sins. Do you understand me ?”

“Yes, sir; but oh ! if He did forgive me and wash awWay my
ins, I conld not keep from sinning & single day.”

“That,” replied Mr. Silby,  will ever be a cause of humility.
But, just think, He cannot keep from forgiving not asingle day, and
smember, a8 grace increases sin will decrease. Christ was crucified
for you, you must crncif? your lusts and your passions. I have been
sked to make a sick call, and will have to leave you this morning.
will be hqu o resume our conversation some other time. Good
morning.” the minister taking his hat walked out while Clara
oturned to her own room.
“ Why, Clara,” said Annie, “what a time yon stayed. . I hsave
been turning over the leaves of the bible ever since you left, and Just
isten 10 verses Ifound, and no concordance. I'll read them. ¢ And
God breathed into man the breath of life (breath of God) and man
became a living soul.” And here is another: ¢ For in Him we live,
move, and have our being. We are also his offspring.” So you see
| a #hat points to the origin of the soul. Here is another: ‘Then
at Jiehall the body return tc the dust, and the spirit to he who gave it.’

It may be that loug ago people did not understand that truth as well
en Jipe they do now. Here is another that explains why :  Because
ng [Cbrist brought light and immortality to light by the gospel.’”
er “Oh, yes, Annie, that is beauntifal.” =~ -
ot “I am glad youlike it. Baut, oh, I wish Mrs. Silby had said,

whether she thought we might. get to be assured of our salvation
,» MOR! ](.') ;voni;i,shont for joy, if 1 were sure of being converted ; wouldn’t
you, Clara ?’ - -7
“ Well, Annie, it would be worth shouting for.”
“There is a verse somewhere, that says: ‘give diligence to
make your calling and election sure.”
“ Why, Annie, it must be attainable, for it reads like 8 com-
Hrt d.” . .
“One thing, I am sure of, that God is willing to save us, and
hrist has grace enough for everybody.”

Fon

1
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“Look here, you two little Fields, this chap is going away
o-night across the lake. He'll be calling us to account. 8o we
had better get out our tin.”

“Tut!” said Joint, “the fellow said he would ouly charge a few

conditions.” R
“Why,” said Arthur, “ he hasn’t learning enough to know con-
ditions from any other big word in the dictionary.” o
“Silence a moment,” said Joint. “Can you all keep a secret?”
“ Yes; out with it,” cried Jerry. N
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hen, Glen, looking round to see if they were all .ttumtwe, said,
in a low voice : ‘

I leaye here to-night. M. Jomt has just found that there i
an officer of the.]law on my t.rack So I must fly, with my vahse,
can’t tell where, and if-

beg pu‘don,” said Fred, * but you haven't. settled with

er
Eg )I?;ver mind, I'll make him all right. You give him this note
after I'm gone, Mr. Joint. It's on the Bank of ——. The eompany
has lots of money, but they don’t oweme a red cent.”

“ Hallo ! Carpenter Jackson, so your going, eh ?”

I'm just waiting for the stage. ”

“ Well, tell us what's to pay.” '

“1 toldyoua few conditions. One is, when you return from
the theatre, at one or two in the morning, have some consideration
for the othexs in the house, and make as little noise as posgible.
Take your boots off at the foot of the stairs, and go quietly to bed.
Anotber is: if you cannot rise before ten o’cloek- on the Babbath
mornings, lie still and pleef till dinner time. Always remeinber
that there are others as well as yourselves to think of. And in the
third .and last place, when youn meet me again, have the manners to
call me John Brown.”

CHAPTER XIV.

‘Now, reader, we will return to Cosey Cott and take note of
what ¢he wospen are doing there. Mrs. Barton and "Becca Innt sat
thinking awhile, when, all at once, *Becca started up, saying: -

iy I bave lt now. lsn't preacher James over at Wlllmm s now.”
Yes,” said Mrs. Barten, “ that is his buggy at the gate. He
is gpmg back jn the country, ’and is getting some oats to take with
him for his horse

“ Then i saxd "Becca, “I must see him. You wait until I run
over.” And she hastened away, pulling down the broad rim of her
straw hat, to shade her eyes from the sun.

“ Well, well; you might sureiy tell his own mother what you
wish to say to him,” muttered Mrs. Barton as she leaned back' in
ber big arm chair. . -

James Barton was just sett,lmg hx mself in the buggy, when
’Becea laid her hands on the reins saying : “ Hold on ammnte till I
ask Jou a questlon.

“ Ask away, 'Becca,” said he.

“ What money did you give Maggie? Would you know it
again, Mr. James ?”

# Let me think a moment, 'Becca Lunt. Yes; it was a bill that
had been torn and patched with a piece of tissue paper.”

" «That will do, Mr. Ba.rton, you can drive on now,” and she
turned 10 za. :

t, "Becca; there was more than that, if she has- !ost it
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id JliChe finder would see a Yorker with it, for fear the basket would be

'Bimore than a dollar.” :

iy “Glad you told me that,” said 'Becca, as she hastened back.

1 “ What a burry you are in, you mysterious body,” Mr. Barton
alled, bat "Becca heard him not.

ith When she returned to Cosey Cott she found the old lady helping

herself and little Lottie at the cupboard. “Oh! hah| stealing are

eJiiye? I'll bave you both put in jail,” she said, pretending to be

(] . .

v “ Doe away, doe away, coss tuzen !” cried the child, in alarm;

“ 1 tell oo its ganma’s lubbid and s sugie.”

“Yes, sweety,” laughed Mrs. garton, ‘“and it's grandma’s house
and grandma’s dear pet.” Then, turning to 'Becca, “ You see, I
can’tielp feeling at home here,”

“ And I hope you will always feel so0,” replied ’Becca, * but,
e. Jinow listen to me., I'm laying a plan to detect Maggie Langford:
¢. Jit’s too far to walk back there this afternoon, but I'll go to-morrow
h Jllasnd get the money from her to buy the basket for the bibles, as I
»r Jam. going to the village anyway. Mr. James says it is a patched
e [ bill, and I don’t think she has any other money, for I didn’t ¥{
o fiher. Bat, upon my word, if she has gpent the money for drink I'll
do no more for her, but let her suffer a little more of the
consequences.” ’ '

“ Well,” replied ; Barton. ¢ Bat, oh! 'Beccs, don’t be too
bard on her. M‘;ggie is'8 woman of few words, and I hope you will
find there is nothing low or mean about her. Indeed, at one time
she put me to shame.” .

£ “Put you to shame! How was that ?”
; " “ By her candour iixdpntting in a word for Christ and for truth,
when 1 was too backward.” .

’ “Yes, yos, Mrs. Barton; 1 perfectly understand that. ngfie
, Ji} is not the first that has put in a word for Christianity, when they
IR think it will be two for themselves.”

“ Well, well, 'Becca, that's enough about her ; don’t hang up
your hat yet; but put it on and come with me, do. William wanta
me to sort over his poor Ellen’s elothes, and pick out some old things
for Maggie.” '

« Ag.l%lright; but just let me settle things up a bit first, -, while
you call Lottie, and put a clean pinafore on her, please. I always
forget to ask you about Norah. Have you heard anything of her?”

“No; I have not, ‘Becca; but I dare say it was just one of
those run away matches, and I wonder she kept it so quiet for she
was always so outspoken.”

“ What I montioned Norah's name for was, Ben, my husband,
has a relation employed about the station. He sees to the loading
and unloading of izgg e cars.’ .

“Well , what about that, 'Becca ?”

“Not much ; but he was telling Ben that one day a man drove
up in a great hurry, and put a trunk on the platform, and told the
porters to wait till he could get the address from the girl who

owned the trank. He ran to the cars, and either failed in seeing
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the girl or getting the card in time. Anyway the car went of]
whistling, leaving the man and the trunk on the platform: He ther
desired the porters to put it in the storehouse till next day, when he
would 'be at the next station and see it taken: to her. He put his
mark on it to distingunish it, and told some of them that the giyl was
his sister.” '

. “Pshaw ! what an idea! Why, 'Beces, if the girl was thd
carter’s sister, wouldn’t he know her address? But he was green."

“ Run on, Tottie, before us. See Willie coming to meet

ou.”
T, No! no!” said Tottie, * Willie will take tuzin’s-hand.”
. “Well,” vontinued Becca,  the trunk has not been called for
since.” ' ‘
;‘ Is that so, Becca? Did your Ben see it or hear what like it
was i3]

“Yes; it was a large trunk, covered with deer skin, and nailed
with tacks having brass heads.” ‘ :

' “Oh!"” exclaimed the old lady,“it’s poor Norah’s. Whatever has
h:gpened to the poor girl. That comes of being in & hurry. She
had no card put on, and she may lose her trunk, foolish girl.”
. “Yes, %mndma, ghe had 8 card,” said Willie, “I know she had.
%o was my picture card, too. I put it in one day to hide it from
ttie.” :

“ Hush, Willie,” said his irandma; “ Norah forgot to put her
name on that trunk. That's what we mean by a card; not to puth
in the trunk, but on it with tacks.”

“Tt will do, grandma,” persisted the child. “ That's just the-way
Tdopne it. Because there was a rip on the deer’s back, and I put my
new pieture card away under the skin, and I cosxed Norah. to let
me nail it down. So she gave me two brass heads to nail the rip,
and said she would take it out some day, but she didn’t.”

" «'Never mind, Willie, you'll get another. Go on to the kitchen
with your little sister, and keep her there till your cousin 'Becca is
ready to §o home. ’Becca, you cannot think how ‘bad I feel about
that girl disappearing so. We will just go up stairs to work. Rob-
izu& e':ill you fetch me the keys out of your father’s desk?” she

out. ’

door.”” .
“ Are all your mamma’s clothes there, Robina ?” |
“Yes, grandma, Norah took them all out one day to air them.

The day pa took us out for & sail. Shesaid: ‘Just give me the key,

and say nothing to Pag about it, because it would only make him

't 1t ki

‘Yes, grandma, here they are; and this is 'tbe one for the closet

foel sad.’ Wasn nd of her, grandma? And she said she
would put all mamma’s very best clothes in the big box in the bot-
tom of the closet. Here is the key for it grandma..” .
“Yery well, dear; just open Norah’s room door, and let us
have all the light we can dfe’t.. Now, see, Becca; we had better lift
out thé box into the middle of the floor, first. There; it's not so
heavy as I thought. TI'll open it. But, my! the key won't fit.
Why, howis this? It’s filled with putty. Dear me, Robina, bring
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me & fork to pick itout. There, it's out now, and the fork prong
broken. You are very quiet, 'Becca; what is the matter ?”

Poor ’Becca threw herself into a chair in a dreamy way—*I'm

—thipking.”

“Thioking ? 5You needn’t tell us you are thinking, for you've
done nothing else.” It's the first word you've s%;cl,mn since you
ame up stairs. I am thinking, too, and ‘Well, Robina, my dear,
vou had better go down and get the tea ready. Your cousin has
walked a good deal this afternoon, and a cup of tea will be very ac-
eptable. Just let her see what a nice table you can set.” ,

“ Will I bake apples, too, grandma ? ”’

“Yes, my dear ; and, Robina, give Willie and Tottie something

o play with, so that they won’t go out; it's getting rather
hilly.’ -

% Now, ’Becca, Robina hus gone. For pity’s sake tell me what
you suspect, for fear all is not right.  There, the putty is all oat,
and another prong of the fork broken.”

“ Mrs. 1£Mn, open the box,” said Becca, in a low voice, * and

you'll know what I was thinking about. There; it's open.”
“ Oh ! ‘Becca, they are gone,” exclaimed the old lady—¢ they
are all gone. Oh ! wicked Norah, what will &oor William say? It’s
by, if she only found

pobad; and we all thought her so honest.
n penny, she would seek out the owner.” "
“Yes, yes,” said Becca, “ and with seeming honesty she had
e run of- the house, whereas if she had kept every little thing she
ound, she would never have been trusted. A wise girl was Norah.
There, take everything out. See; Mrs. Barton, there is actually the
utting of poor Ellen’s dresses., Of course, they were not fashionable
BN nﬁ for lady Norah, but had to be altered, and she did it all so
quietly t0o.” |

“yOh! 'Becca, it was time she went; just see the vile books
bhe has been reading. I hope she has not showed these illustrations

o the children. And only look at all her own filthy cast-off clothing.
Rags put in to fill up the box. What ever shall we do with these ?”’

“ Just take them to the field, Mrs. Barton, and make a bonfire
of them. What else are they good for ?” :

. “ Well, hold on a bit, Becca, perhaps some of them could be
fixed over for gie ?”

"Becca, thought a while. Norah's rags for Maggie ? “ No! Mrs.
Barton, you wouldn’t have the face to offer them. gie is at least
honest, and I don’t think shewould wear them. Let us just burn

“ Well, wait till William comes in.” Then going~to the stair's
head, she called : “ Children, tell your papa to come up.to me as
poon as he comes in.” ) . o

“ How hard it is,” said 'Becca, “to get good trustworthy
pervants. A great many think only of the-work they are to do,
and the wages they are to get, but, dear me, that ain’t everything
Why a great share of domestic happiness, or real comfort, is either
dost or obtained through them. , Here he comes.”

Slowly Mr. Barton ascended the stairs. ‘ Mother!” said he,

5 . . : :
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“ I wish you would settle these thin§s without me, you know best
what would do to give Maggie. leave it to you and cousin
!ch&” i

“ My dear son, there is little either to keep or give away. That
wicked Norah has been making very free with poor Ellen’s clothes.
She has taken them, and left her own rags to fill up this box.”

“ Oh! the heartless girl. She—— Baut, tell me, mother, has
she taken everything off ? Canton crape shawl, brown silk dress,
velvet %}acket, silk stockings, these were Ellen’s mother’s, and given
to my Ellen, with her portrait, on the evening of our marriage.”

“ T have them safe, William, I took them in charge, when your
goor wife took sick, knowing that she would have strangers about her.

ut with the exception of them, that wretch has taken everything
of any value.”

“ But, mother, you have not proof that she took them.”

“ Yes, William, we have proof, but no witnesses.”

¢ 8o, mother, that accounts for her not letting the girls sleep
in their own room. Its plain she wanted this for a sewing room.
I am grieved to think that my beloved wife’s clothes should go to
adorn her body. Still, 1 am glad she is gone. I know,” continucd
William, ‘that women are apt to set a high value upon good dress,
but, for my part, I set a higher value on my children’s morals, and
I am glad and thankful she is gone from amongst them.”

_“ But, what about those rags and cuttings? Shall we burn
them ; and this obscene book ?”

¢ Burn the book, mother, but the clothes I would put into a

, and send them after her, if you only knew where.”

“ Qh! Mr. Barton,” said ’Becca, “I want to tell you, Norah’s
trunk is lying in a storehouse at some wharf or station, uncalled for
yet; my Ben told me so, and its likely the stolen articles are in
it yet.” s .

P

CHAPTER XV.

“ Where arc you going, papa ?” said little Willie.

“ Going for Norah’s irunk, my boy.”

“ Bring me my picture card out of it, pa. -Oh! here comes
cousin Becea Launt.”

“ Mr. Barton,” said 'Becca, *take the boy with you, you will
find him handy, and it’s only a little bit to S—— Station. He has
seen the trunk oftener than you, and would help you to single it
out.”

And now, reader, that Mr. Barton and his little boy are on
their way to the suspected trunk, you and I will even be their silent
companions. —

“ This way, sir,” said the official, as with straps and keys he

receded them into the store-room, where were several trunks,
xes, valises, and such like, in safe keeping, until properly claimed

and taken away.
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« Aro you sure you'll know the trunk ?” said the baggage-man.

“J am not certain thatI will, though it was a long time in my
house. I did not see much of it, it being in the girl Norah’s room.”

“You're a fine fellow, to come looking for, you don’t know
what. Recollect, I am accountable for what is under my key, and ..
unless you can swear to i, sir, I cannot let it go,” said the big *. 7
official.

« T think,” said Mr. Barton, “this one covered with deer-skin
is the one. Ihavealready told you how it was taken from my house,
and what we suspect it contains, However, if you have any doubts
about me, I will wait till afternoon, when I will have a man here

vho will help me in this matter.”

Mr. Barton then turned to go, but the boy, Willie, was not so
easily put off, but kept whispering:

“ ‘;Ea, give me your jack-knife.”

% What do you want with it ? Come on ont.”

“] want to get my picture card before the man locks the
door ” '

“ Where is your card, youngster ?”
“It’s in here,” said the child, “away in on the deer’s back, and
he picked at the nail to get it out.”

« Hold on, boy, I can’t allow you to cut up so. Tell me how
your card came to be there,” and he told him. ¢ Now tell me, youl';g

hopeful, what is on yourcard ? Isita heart, a diamond, or aking ?”

Willie eyed him for a moment, then burst forth, ¢ Its just
yourself that’s on it, with your bunch of keys. Yes, and a lot of
other pictures prettier than you. There, now, the nails are out of

herip. I've gotmycard. Aha!” It was only the picture alphabet,
and for the T stood a portly turnkey. Willie stuck in the tacks
again and gave a whistle, pleased to have vecovered his lost
ireasure.

“See here, Mr. what’s the name ?"” said the man, “you may
ake the trunk; your boy has sworn to it.”

“QOh! Ididn't; did I?” said Willie.

“No, my son, you did not swear.”

“ No matter,” said the big man, “you did as good.”

“QOh! you are a bad man to call swearing good. Guess you
never heard anybody swear, and that's the way you don’t know what
it is. If you only heard Abby Langford’s grandpa; that's the man
that swears.”

“I'm sorry to hear it; and I-hope you'll never learn such a
bad, mean habit,” said the man, as he handed out the trunk. :

Twenty-four hours later, and the lost trunk has undergone a
change; everything has been taken out that had noright there, and
in their place all Norah’s things which she had left, with the ex-

option of some books of a light character, which our worthy friends
st into the fire, were put earefully in, the trunk fastened, Norah's
ame affixed ; and once more it is left at the station, with many
surmisings whether she will ever find it, and if so, what will she
hink of the transfer of its contents. So good-bye to Norah for a

5%
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while, and ‘wa.will once more take our stand at Widow Langford's.

“ Little.girl, can I see your -mother or your aunty ?” said Mrs.
Lunt, as she stepped down from her light cart. ‘

“ My mother has gone to ny’s, but aunty is in the kitchen,”
and the little 'if.rl ran there, but soon returned, saying her aunty
had finished:what she was doing, and gone up to her own room.

“Then I will just go up,” said Mrs. Lunt, “if you will have an
eye.to my pony.” . ,

. Bhe found Maggie dusting and settling her room, though it did
not seem much in need of it. ’

“And how do you feel yourself to-day ?” inquired Becca, as she
shook hands. ,

“ Much better,” said Maggie. “ Thanks to the good minister for
his pills and tonic. I had intended going to work for you to-day,
but my sister-in-law was obliged to go to her father’s, and I keep
house till she returns.” '

n ie, once in a while, would clasp her hands and give a
smothered sigh. ’Becca noticed it, and said : :

“You seem to be in low spirits, Miss Langford; what's the
matter 7" :

~ Maggie gave an avasive reply, and tried to be cheerfal; but it
was quite perceptible that she was feigning.

“I am going to town with my.light cart,” said Becca, ““and if
you give me the dollar, I will get you the basket for the bibles, and
save K{ou that much of a walk.” .

aggie seemed pleased with tho offer, and rose at once to get
it ; but, alas, nowhere could she find the dollar. She said she knew
it was in some careful place, if she could only mind where.

“I am afraid my memory is failing,” she remarked, as she
stood on a high chair to search the high shelf of her cupboard.

“ Perhaps,” remarked Mrs. Lunt, it has got into some of these
bottles.” :

‘ “ No,” replied Maggie, innocently; “it was a paper bill, and
* wouldn’t drop into a bottle if it did fall. Strange that I should. forget
so,” she muttered in asdreamy sort of way. ‘

“Oh!” said Mrs. Lunt, “ your memory does well to fail. Per-
haps if tﬁou were to smell of these bottles in the bottom of your cup-
board, they would réfresh your memoey, for I am thinking, if they
could sopea.k, they could tell a pretty story.” >

“Oh! Mrs. Lunt,” exclaimed Maggie, “ I ken now what you're
driving at. Yer thinkin' that I spent tﬁt dollar for whiskey. Na!
na! Idid not. Ilook ugon the money ‘a8 belonging to the Lord,
Ah! yes ; them bottles have a history that makes a blot in mine.
Bat, oh! believe me, lady, I do not drink,” and saying so, she burst
into tears; and looking for something to Wipe her eyes, she crossed
the room to where her shawl, sun-hood, and i
the latter down off a peg,

ing it on, when she gave a scream of delight, as she picked up 3
hittle pill box which had dropped as she she shook out the apron.

“That’s it; I mind now o’ puttin’ it in there when I took out
the pills,” and rushin’ over to 'Becca, she pushed the little box in
the palm of her hand, saying :
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“Hech ! but I'm thankfu’ it wasna’ lost.” -

Mrs. Lunt opened the box, and there indeed was the identical
tched bill, and the yorker.

“Oh!it’s just as he gie'd it to me—the gude Mr.Barton.”

“But the yorker is your’s, Maggie.” R -

. “Nal! nal it's namine. "It’s just as he gave it to me, and must
‘all go for the basket.”

““ Maggie Langford, can you forgive me,” said Becea, “for my
cruel and unjust judgment ?”

*“Oh! Mrs. Lunt, never mind; its all richt. I must mind and
grieve too, for what I have said.”

“Do you forgive me ? ' Say yes or no, Maggie.’

“ Then heartily and fully T forgive yon; but don’t think of th
incident again, please. I would have acted the same, perhaps, had
I been in your place, for indeed there seemed to be ground for sus-

hlll]." N [N

“Now, Maggie, I have tested your character, and you have
come out all right. You have exhibited a Christian spirit,” said
'Becca; “and I have a favour to ask of you. Will you do it?”

“1 cannot say yes,” she replied, “till I know what it is, and it
would ill become me to disoblige you.” :

“Maggie Langford, I want youv to confide in me®as a sister, and
I promise to treat you as one. I know you have a cross to bear (we
athave). You have trouble that the world knows not of, I may not
be able to do much, but I can sympathize with you. Your trust will
be sacred, sister Maggie. Will you let me share it with you?”

“ Dear, dear, Mrs. Lunt, you have been more than's sister to
me. I feel like calling you mother, only I'm too old-for that ; and, oh,
my troubles are light compared wi’ same.”

“ But, Maggie, while I think of it, I wonder why you keep all
those bottles there. They don't look nice, and your room is other-
wise neat.”

“I leave them there,” she replied, “ to remind me of my share in
the ruin of others.”

“ Maggie, what do you mean-by the ruin of others ?”

,

CHAPTER XVIL

While these women are thus engaged, a very different conversa-
tion is being carried on below stairs, between the little girl already
mentioned, and brother Abbie.

“ Hallo’! whose horse and cart, Bessie ?”

“Why, Abbie, don’t you know it’s Mrs. Lunt’s, and she is
talking to aunty in her room. I think aunty is going out with her,
for her sunhood and shawl are on the bed.”

“Golly, I wished she was killed,” muttered the boy. .

o ?’“ Abbie, you are a wicked boy, what do you want her "killed
or ?”

“ None of your business. Was you up stairs, Bess ?”
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u Yes; I went up to ask aunty if I counld put the barley in the
t. ’ '
PO I do wish <he waskilled, for George hates her and Maud hates
“ Why, Abbie, what did she do ? I'll tell mother, so I will, if you
talk like that. Is it aunty you want killed ?” ‘

“No; its Mrs. Lunt; aunty ain’t so much of a sneak, but that
Mrs. Lunt or 'Becca, some call her, she is a regular sneak ; she
always munages 1o be out in the road, or common, just when Guorge
and Maud are out walking in the evenings.”

-4 Well, Abbie, what about that? The commonis wide.”

‘“ You're a mope, Bessie, and doa’t know anything, so youdon't. |
tell you that Mrs, Lunt is a sneak.” )

“ Well, what about it, itshe is? You say that I'm a mope, and
that’s just as bad.”

‘ No, Bessie, a sneak is the worst thing anybody can be. [t’sa
pity Mrs. Lunt ever came to live in Cosey Cott.”

“ Well now, Abbie, I passed down that road twice, since she
moved there, and she didn’t watch me, but she gave me a big hand-
full of currants once, and-nice ones they were, too.”

“ Do you know why, Bessie? Because you are not worth
watching. If you wepe big, like George and Maud, and going out at
night to meet your beaux, the old sneak would watch you, never
fear.”

“ Dear me, what does she watch them for ?”

“ Because she hates young Clift, that’s why, Bessie. She always

. manages to cross the road near them, when they are meeting. One
night, when Maud was sauntering about near the style, waiting
for somebody, the old sneak walked right up to her and says: ‘Take
heed, this road might lead to hell’.”

“Oh, Abbie, did she say that ? Then Maud must not go there
again after dark. If Cliff wants to see her, why can’t he come here
in the day time.”

“ Why, Bessie, you're nothing but an old fashioned mope ; you're
almost un old majd. I’'m sure you'll never get married.”

“ Well, what about that, if I don’t; that’s no great thing.”

“Oh, Bessie, Bessie, its aunty and Mrs, Lunt, thai’s spoiling
you, I do belicve. I wish they werc both killed. Say, I'll fix her
horse so he’ll run away, and throw them all out on the road.”

“Oh, Abbie, you’re a wicked boy, so you are. Do you know what?
They aie going to have a children’s party at Mrs. Barton’s, and they
asked me and you to come. There now, and you want to kill her.
There, she is going away,” and Bessie ran to the kitchen.

After a few minutes delay, Maggie and Mrs. Lunt came down
stairs.

“Good morning, Maggie. Come over as soon as you can. I
must hurry now, for my horse is tired waiting.”

“Just let me help you up, Mrs. Lunt.”

Oh! never mind, Maguie; I can jump up like a youngster.
There now; I'm all right. Good-bye.”
The unsuspecting 'Becca, with the reins in one hand and the

her.
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whip in the other, and her heart full of charity, feeling better
pleased than ever with poor Maggie, gave the pony a slight touch
of the lash, when off he walked, leaving her sitting in the cart with
the reigns in ber hand, not knowing whether to feel angry or
amused at her ludicrous position. No further harm was done, how-
ever. ..

"Becca soon caught the quiet animal and put him in going order
once more. It was easy 1o be seen that the young avenger had
made some grand mistake in his arrangement, and so the intended
accident was a failure and the hated old sneak still lived. Thijs
made a deep impression on her mind that there was room for
improvement and reform in that family ; and as she spied him peeping
round the back of the stable, she thought to herself, there goes a
country Arab, a home heatheri.  °

“Good morning, Mrs. Luffs=T counidn’t rest last night for
thinking about you. How do you feel after yesterday's fright ?”

“Ob; I am all right, Maggie, except a glizht soreness in my’
back ; that, of course, was caused by the sudden falling of the
shafts. I am thinking your little niece had been and unbuckled
some of the harness, intending to put the horse in the stable.”

“No, ma'am ; but shetold me all aboutit. It was her brother did
the deed, and she was very sorry, and tried to turn him from his
purpose, but he had taken the chances when she was not watching.”

“]T am sorry to hear this of Abbie; I do hopeheswill get better
as he grows older. Bessie seems to be a proper behaved child,”

“Yes she is ma'am; a dear lassie, and does many a tarn for
me, when I am ailing. An, a’ the reward she asks is, ‘aunty tell
me some bible stories,” or ¢ read one out of Foxe’s Book of Martyrs.’”

“I'm truly glad to hear that good account of your little neice.
Who comes now ? Why! it is Mrs. Barton.”

“Yes, 'Becca, I came to see how you rested after your upset.”

“ Very well, indeed, and the soreness in my back is not so bad
today. I have every reason 1o bethankful, and I begin to think I
am of some consequence since you and Miss Langford have cothe to
see me before ten o’clock. Who knows but I might have a few more
calls before night,” and 'Becca laughed pleasantiy. -

“If you please,” said Maggie, “ I would like to do a wee bit o’
washin’ or serubbin’ for you. 1 know that neither of you have much
help. You have both been kind to me, an’ I wad like unco’ weel to
do something for you both before I cnter on ‘my bible mission.”

“There, Maggie, is a parcel for you. See how that jacket and
dress will fit you. And here,” said 'Becca, ¢ is a cheap bonnet I
bought for you to wear with the dress and jacket Mrs. Barton has

iven you.”

¢« And to whom am I indebted for a’ tLis kindness? And won’t
you let me pay for them.” ’

“Yes, Maggie, you can pay for them when you have more
money than you know what to do with.”’

“Tut! tut!” said 'Becda, “don’t talk of paying, it’s a present from
us two women, and no one is to know about it.”

“ Between you,” said Maggie, “you have made a decent body
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of a r washerwoman,” and her heart filled as she turned awayilith
- her '&(::3. ang
“ Nonsense, Maggie,” said Mr, Barton, “ you must not call yourjilirepli
solf a washerwoman, though you have been under the nécessity ofarve:
doing it. You were born for something else, and we hope yon ar.@ihoug
now going to do something that will sujt you better than washing liby th
80 you will not have to work so hard after this. However, we wiljiilfarm
gladly accept your offer next week.” before
“« By tg

e by, Miss Langford,” said ‘Becea, “you did not finishiilBcote

d you mean by say.Jilhe w.

else ? It is properJilf You
that we should know it before you procoed on this sacred mission.” [Jlitho’ 1

“And whén I have told you all,”” she said, in a resigned tone,“dearlibroug
friends, you may see proper to bar my going. If so, God’s will heflltime
Vgell, it was about six months after my dear brother’s death ; Mllinoffe
I was ironing in the kitchen ; my sister-in-law was at her brother's JlA
house, and George, who had becn ‘ailin’ wi’ & bad cold asked me to do
him a favour. ‘ Auntie’ he said, ‘ are you going to sweep and dust the
office to-day for. me.” T said ‘ Yes, George, if you are not able, unless
that Abbie.— ‘N 0,” said he, ‘mother will not let any of them go, for
fear they fall into a whiskey vat. So aunt, when You are there, look
under the old desk, and you'll see a small cask of grog, fill this little
pocket bottle and bring it to me. I want to get a hot drink to
night going to bed, to make me sweat. Don’t you think it would
do me good 7 ¢ Yes, George, I think it would cure’, said I. ¢ All
right’; says he, ‘and, annt, don't for%et the keys.” Well, I did as he
desired. The boy had the hot punch, but complained that I did not
make it strong enough. Again and aga; i
matter with him, an’ he was often ailin’, he got me 1o fill his botilg;
till I saw it was going to be aregular habit. Geor e, I said il aunt ?
one day, ‘ you must not drink 80 much.” ‘Oh! pshaw !’ saj he, ¢ I've BB I said
whiskey ever since I was " ‘ But, George,’ I said, Jll trees
‘it will kill you. I'll bring no more for you, nor conceal it for you «
efther’ A gullen look was all his answer,

I'm feared I weary you il that h
with my speaking, Mrs. Lunt.” «
“Not at all ; go on Maggie, we're listening.” more-

“Well, it was in the next summer. One day when we were all i took |
in the-orchard picking apples, Abbie called out, ‘ Come here, every Jll Georg
one of you, and see whero the ghosts of the Indians have been round The n
here. Look at their work on this tree.” ¢ What do yon see,” said il strife
Maud, ¢ to make such a noise about ?’ And they all gathered round, Georg
but could not make out clearly the marks on” the tree. ‘George,’ Jll father

id I, as soon as I could be heard, ¢ my sister Bessy’s name and i rather
mine are carved out on two trees in this orchard. I stood by with [l cooled
your grandfather and Aunt Bessie while it was being done. George J man t
8ay that they are mine. I planted them when I was younger thau i that I
You, Maud. " The names were cat the year your grandfather died, jl my ro

and that was the first they-bore fruit. I have often” intended speak- JJll about
ing to you about those apple-trees ; so may I have them for the i answe
fatare ?* <Yes, you may if you pay for them,’ says Maud, ‘not [l ‘she
otherwise, . No doubt it was our father cut or carved them, and i twent
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ith very little change I can make this stand for my name, Maud
angford, and the other long side is just Bessie.”. ‘ No, no! Maud,” I
eplied, ¢ it was not your father, nor your grandfather neither, that
parved them. It was a man that lived and worked with them
hough, and he cut a sort of prophecy on a large beech away down

v the river.” ¢ Oh! says Maud, ¢ you mean the man that had our
arm on shares, do you? ¢No, Maud, I don’t mean him; it was
before that. He was acarpenter by the name of Brown.” ‘Was he .
otch ?’ enquired Abbie. ¢Bah! returned Maud, ¢ you may be sure
he was that, and that's why audt thinks so much of his work. .
You're wrong there,” said I. ¢ His parents were both Irish, I think,
ho' they lived in Scotland. John Brown, himself, was born and
bronght up in Montreal, and lived there a long
time before he came to Upper Canada. He was a quiet,
inoffensive man, and God-fearing, and so devoted to his mother.
And now, George and Maud; tell me what price you set on
hose trees, and I'll try—' but here I was interrupted by their
mother coming. - ¢ What's all the catter batter about now ?’ she
cricd. ¢ Nothing, mother, only Aunt Magg is laying claim to some
of our trees. She wants us to sell or give her two of them; the
very best’ ¢The trees,’ said Mrs. Langford, ¢are mine, and you
can neither sell nor give them. So let me hear no more about it,
and mind your work.” Little Bessie (a wee bit bairn she was then)
came to my side. ¢Never mind,’ she says, in & coaxin’ way, ‘ wait
tiil I get growed big, an’ I'll buy you apples an’ tree, too.” Then to

kelp change the subject, Abbie asked me about the beech tree
down by the river. ¢ What was on it?” I told him it was jast.
two lines. ‘Train carefully up the youthful mind. The tree
tends; as the twigs incline.” ¢And do you call that a prophecy,
aunt? said Maud. ‘I know it’s not what ﬁeople call a prophecy,’

Isaid; ¢ but, anyway, its a true sayin. No mdére was said about
trees till long after.”

Maggie,” remarked Mrs. Lunt, “I cannot see what all
that has to do with what you were to tell us ?”

“You shall hear directly. You mind I refused to smuggle any
more drink for my nephew, but that didn’t cure him of drinkin’; he
took it at the distillery. The whiskey was missed frequently.
George tried to put the blame on one of the men employed there.
The man denied it. Then they quarrelled and fought, and in the
strife George broke the man’s watch. He threatened to inform on
George to the head managers, and that was George’s uncle, and grand-
father on his mother’s side. That frightened George; he would
rather that the whole world knew than those two. go, after they
cooled down a bit, George offered to get the watch fixed, or give the
man twenty-five shillings to get clear. George knew at this time
that I was saving up money to buy the two trees, so he came up to
my room.” ‘Aunt,’” »ays he, ‘I want to make a bargain with you
about them trees.’ ‘How much can you pay now? ‘George,’ I
answered, ‘how much does your mother want?” *Oh!’ he said,
‘she should be satisfied with six dollars a piece.” ‘I have only
twenty-five shillings,’ I said, ‘Just,’ said he, ‘give me that, and
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I'll give you a receipt.’ *But let me go to S—— first, for fear
§oes to my uncle.” He then told me of the scrape he had got in

n the evening he came again, and a bottle wittrhim. ¢ Magg,’ saj
he, <X want to make another bargain with you. I want you to giv
me the bottom part of that cupboard; and mind, now, you’'re not
be telling on me.” ‘No,’ I said, ‘but you didn’t give me that receip
yet.” ¢Oh, he said, ‘his hand shook too much that night; he ha
walked twice to and from the distillery, which had put him all in
flarry. Never mind, I'll write it in the_  office to-morrov
and bring it up to you. And, see here, there is a small stove dow
there you might as well have. It would keep this place nice anf
warm in winter.’ ”

CHAPTER XVII.

“Well, I gotthe stove, though it was of Iittle use, it was s
broken, but the receipt I never got, nor never will. I keep the key
of my door ; and many a time,when I have been out late,and comd
up to my room, I would no sooner be in than poor George would
come, in nervous haste, take a drink out of his bottle, then hu
away to his bed befors it would affect his head. Oh! I am sorry,
sorry, that I helped him to get it unknown to his mother. I believe
he would bhave had it any way. Still, I did wrong.”

“ But, Maggie, does he still have drink? I mean, does he still
keep it in your capboard ?” )

“No, ma'am, not now. Ifhe has any way of ¢toncealing his
bottle, it’s with Parley, that boards in the house. His mother was
' often away at granny’s.”

“ Does his mother not know that he drinks ?”

“ Oh, yes; she knows, and worries about it too, and does al
she can to hide it from the rest. Poor boy, he has gone twice out of
his mind.”

“ Dear me,” said ’Becea, “it's really awful. Why, he is not
eighteen years of age, yet, and his face is as blue as my apron. [
cannot helﬁethinking that his associates have had much to do with
hisruin. Really, there ought to be some society formed here, just
for evenings, where our lads would have something to amuse and
instruct them, instead of idling around—something that everyone
would have an active part in. You see, poor George could not very
well help being brought together with a bad class, and he, of course,
would be with the rest—doff bis glass, smoke his pipe, or chew 2
great, black cud.” ’

“ Maggie,” said Mrs. Barton, “ we have no need to tell you that

gou did wrong. You appear to feel that keenly enough already.
ut I do think you might have entertained them with books. His
tory, or even innocent games would have been better than spending
their evenilﬂ—no one knows where.”

“Ah! . Barton ; do you not know that an old womsn—-"7"
“Tat ! tut!” said *Becea, * you're not so old.”
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“ An empty pocket, a coarse hand and homely visage, have less
nfluence than youth and wit. And, of course, taverns and saloons
ave always something to entertain.”

“Aye! there is some truth in what you say,” said Becca. “ We
e all less or more inclined to respect and be taken up with a
orson of wit and rich attire. I remember being greatly amused
vhen in Quebec. I was at a concert one evening, at which there
vere some hundreds, young and old. There was an old lady theroe,
vell known to most of them. There was always something a little

pdd about her, and old-fashioned, but nothing really bad. She was
bitting at one side, looking rather sleepy, when a dashing young gen-
leman—mistaking her for somebody else—took a seat beside, and
ommenced a chat with her, She was so deafthat she never heard
im, but kept dipping into her snuff box. Suddenly, he looked up
nto her face to get her answer, when—lo! he saw his mistake—
arted off as though he had been shot, upsetting the chair in hixs
He was laughed at, I tell you, for being so blind. ¢ Thun-
det !’ said he, ‘I would as soon be seen along side my father's cow.’
And he was a charch-going member.”

“Ah! well,” said Mrs. Barten, “ his being a professor may have
hindered him from using worse language, or {aunting her about her
old age. Soit’s well to look on the bright side of things.”

“I can’t think how anyone living in the fear of God could act
so inconsistent—be they old or young.”

“Surely that young man wasn’t a Christian, no matter what he
professed ?”’ said Maggie.”

“ Maggie! Maggie! look within before you pass judgment upon

Maggie coloured.  “Ithank you for the reproof. Oh! how
ready I am to see the faults of others, but slow to see my own.”

“Yes,” replied 'Becca, “ much need to cry ‘ Hold Thou me up.’
Oh! what mistakes we would make if God lett us to ourselves—to
our own guidance.”

“ Mistakes,” said Mrs. Barton —“Yes. That reminds me of
something T read long ago. You know it is a dreadful sin to
take one’s own iife, or that of others. Well, this was about a very
godly man, who seemed troubled in hix 'mind. No one knew for what
—bat he was found lying dead with h's throat cut. I think the story
said they heard him fall. His family were horrified—he 8o pious,
so godly—to yield so far to the devil as to take hix own life. Where
now was his soul? Searching around him they found a bit of paper,
evidently written after the fatal deed was done, but before he droppe:l
on the floor. Though written in haste.”

“ And what were the words ?”’ asked 'Becca.

. “The words were: ‘My God left me to myself but for a mo-
ment, and see what I have done.’” It was a mercy that the man left
so much of an explanation. What a comfort to his friends! See,
now, just as ~ome thoughtless. wilfui c¢hitd, whom his nurse has
been watching all ay long, it she leaves him but a few minates,
how he fails and blanders.”

“Ah!” said Maggie, “how much need of faith to hold on fo the
Lord Jesus.” . :
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« But, Maggie, it’s not eur holding on to Him that saves us fro
falling, but His hold on us by His Spirit.” .

“Oh! yes, ma'am ; it's our only safety. Judas Iscariot took b
own life.”

“Yes, Maggie ; his was a fearful example ; a warning to all ¢
‘beware of the love of money.”

“When I was a young lassie,” continued Maggie, “I used &
think with pity of Judas Iscariot, because that which he did waso
necessity-like laid upon him. It was decreed or fore-ordained b
God, though by the act his soul was lost.” ]

“ Well,” replied Mrs. Barton, “I know it is generally believel
that the soul of Judas is with the damned; but, really, we have u
scripture authority for it, and for aught we know his soul may b
in glory. It may be that the Divine restraint was withheld in ths
hour of darkness, like that godly man I read of. God left him fo
a Wwhile, and just during that time the devil tells Judas: ¢ Juda
here is a chance for you to make thirty pieces of silver; don’t b
the least afraid to betray Christ; Christ can easily get away out o
their hands,’ and so the act was committed, and 7

“But,” interrupted Maggie, ‘“did not Christ speak of him =
being lost ?” .

“Yes, Maggie; in one sense he was certainly lost. TLost out df
that honored little band, soon to go forth as heralds of a gloriow
redemption. - Greed was his besetting sin, and it caused him t
commit & worse one. Oh! how bitterly he repented when he found
Jesus was condemned to dié: % He brought the fatal money again to
the chief priests, thinking, perhaps, to undo the mischief,and makes
his sad confession: ‘I have sinned in that I have betrayed the inno-
cent blood.” But when e saw they were not disposed to be favor.
able, he throws down the money in disgust or anger at his folly-
He had failed to deliver Jesus out of their hands, and now his
ll'lemor]se was §o great, so insufferable, that he departed and.banged

imself.”

“And do you really suppose, Mrs. Barton, that Judas, the
traitor, has a share in that great salvation ?” :

«'Becea, I don't know ; no one can tell. But this we do know,
that there was merit and efficacy enough in that innocent blood to
atone for his guilt. There wag room enough in that suffering
Saviour’s heart to include even Judas in that intercessory prayer:
¢ Father, forgive them, for they know not what they do.” You see,
if Jesus had been a mere man, Judas would have stood a bad chance.
But ‘God’s ways are not our ways, and his thoughts far above our
theughts. Man’s thoughts in such a case are thoughts of revenge,
but God’s thoughts are of love, of forgiveness, and of pity.”

After a few minutes of Quaker-like silence, a light step was
heard in the doorway, and a voice said: “ And they that feared the
Lord spoke often, one to another, and the Lord hearkened and
heard.” .

So said Mrs. James Barton, of Willowvale Manse.

“ Why, Jessie,” said the old lady ; “is it you?”

“Yes; it'’s me,” was the answer. “I stood in the doorway a

.
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pw moments, not liking to disturb your conversation. Jack drove
medown in the buggz. Some one was telling him this morning
hat Mrs. Lunt was thrown out of her cart yesterday, so I came
fown to see if she was hurt; but, really, 'Becca, you seemall right.”
“ Why, yes, I can’t complain, and, indeed, a little toss is not
he worst thing in the world. You are my third visitor this morn-
ng. However, I don’t want to get another toss, for the next time I
might not be so fortunate.”
“I am glad you escaped so well,” said Mrs. Jumes. Then press-
fing her ﬁnﬁgrs on her forehead she continued, “ What's this 1 was
hinking about as I stood in the doorway? Oh! I mind now;
couldn’t we have acmothers’ meeting once a month or 80 ? There is
s number of us women around here all of one mind. What do yon
think of it, grandma ?""

m fi “I think it would be very profitable, if we can only get them
Judas Bl to come out. We could meet over at William’s or here, or‘at the
n’t bl manse.” ‘

out of “Suppose, ‘Becca; we met here on the first of next month. We

, must not expect a large attendance.”
im “If you wish it, I could tell folk when I'm round wi’ the bibles,”
said Maggie. :
“] think not,” replied theold lady. ¢ It would come better from
the minister’s wife.” Py

forget about poor George. Aund I am thinking if we had a better
class of taverns things would not be so bad. Though Reuard’s is
not the worst, and it is likely Abbie will follew George’s ways.”

“ Put on your thinking cap again, 'Becca,” said the old lady.
“ Renard’s is good enough ; as for that, a better class of taverns
would oy trap the better class of people, I think.”

| And Maggie Langford went on her mission. It was a new life
1ged B to her. She felt as if elevated in position. She had often thought

to herself, ¢ Oh ! if only'I could do some good in the world.” And
now her desire was granted. A few weeks later and she presented
herself before Mr. Barton.

N B “If ye please, sir, I've sold them all, and here is the money and
1 to J the'account.” :

ing % All right,” said Mr. Barton, when hc had looked over it.
er “ But, Maggie, what names are these ?”

o

“QOh ! sir, ye see I whiles met wi’ paur faulk that wau'd like a
testament but cudna’ pay for it, so I bad them just pit down their
names.” ~

“That was a good idea, Maggie. I'm glad you done 0, and now
L will write their names on the books they want and you give them
free.”

“ A great many, sir, asked me for prayer-books and rosaries,
and for every one that wanted a bible, ten wanted dream books,
cheap novels and songs. Some took me for a peddler.”

“Not a bad trade, Maggie. By the bye, my sister Lucy and
her husband left five dollars for your benefit.” S

“ For me!” said Maggie, astonished like, “ surely it's a mistake.
It wadna’ be for me.” _ )

After Maggie had gone Mrs. Lunt $ave 4 sigh, saying, “I can’t -
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“Yes, for you, Maggie, with this condition, that I was to decide
how to lay it out. I think it would be best to lay it out in some
small ware. They will lie‘in one end of your basket. ‘Of course
what you make on these will be your own. Here is your receip
for the bible money, and herc is your fivedollars. Besure and keep
reparate accounts. ¢Black on white, mind.’ I will have more
bigles in u few days.  With the proceeds of your small wares' you
can replenish your own stock.” R

“ Kind sir, I would like to thank you, but I can’t get words.”

‘ Its all right, my good woman,” said the pastor.

And Maggie, with a modest curtsey, left the manse light and
happy, only for one thing. Oh! if she could only stop George in
his downward course. 1f she could only see him become a temperate

«» youth. :

CHAPTER XVIII.

Perhaps, kind reader, it would not be amiss to follow our
bible woman on one of her tours. The day is cold, drizzly, half rain
_ and half snow, but Maggie’s heart is warm for the work. She had
gone a few miles from home, and arriving at a stage depot, where a
number of people were waiting for the conveyence to take them to
the city of - . She oftered fer wares for sale, and seme
bought from her. -As she was about to return home, a gentleman
told her she had better go into the waiting-room and warm herself
at the stove before starting. It was while she sat there that two
Irishmen commenced the following conversation, by which Maggie
was greatly amused :—

“ And so yer'—yer’ going to thry it agin, are ye? Ih,Pat?”

“ Why, yis; I feel more secure this time, tho’ it ain’tpmy first
love.” .

“ Well, Pat, luck to you, Isay ; only don’t be after making a
fool of yerself this time, or I'll never spake another word to ye.
Why, man, dear, the way you trated that poor girl, it was a caution.
Ye ought to be ashamed ever to stand afore the praste with another.
That’s so, Pat.” B . -

“ Hould yer’ peace, Tom. You would have done the same if
ye'd been in my place, so you would.” ;

“Is it me that would have done the like, eh? An’it’s there
yer’ mistaken, Pat.” . )

“ Why, yes, Tom, I always thought ye had an honest core in yer’
heart, I did for shure.” ) : . )

“Jt’s honest I thried to be; that's so. An’ do ye mean to tell
me that it—-"

“ Eagy, Tom ; spake eagy. Don’t bawl so everyone will hear.

“ Do yo mean to tell me that it was an honest thing of ye to go
a courtin’ a girl till ye got-her consint,and then turn yer’ broad back
on her, Pat. It was mighty like a theatrical play. And then to
have it in the church, and afore the altar. 1 wasn’t prepared for it,
nohow.” .

¢ Neither was I, Toni, no mor’'n you.”
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“ What do you'mane, eh, Pat? Are ye mad. crazy, to say you
wasn’t prepared, no more than me. Shure, then, what did ye come
here for 2 Ye looked as if ye had all cut and dried, as they say for
n ugly action. An’ in me heart, Pat, I hope the praste made you
o pinnance for that same.”

“ Easy, Tom ; don’t be after firing up, an’ I'll tell ye jist how the
hing happened ; an’ thin I'll be able to take my Nancy to the altar
o-morrow, with a clear conscience. An’ thin, maybe, ye'll be honest
enough to say I did right. Another thing: if you come, don’t sit -
go far back, an’ ye'll hear better, Tom ; an” mind I say—" .

“@Go on, Pat, with your first say ; for I'm tired, I am.”

“1 beg your pardon, Tom. You see there was some blunder
about the affair, all through; but to make a long story short, we
were walking away to the church, I in my ‘Sunday best, an’ she
dressed 8o, so. ‘ Darlint !’ I says; ‘ haven)t you a better dress ?* ¢ Oh,
yes,’ says she; ‘I have beautiful dresses in my trunk, if it would
come along. Whatever keeps it 80, I wonder.’ ~ ¢ But, darlint,’ says
I, ‘why didn’t ye ;mt on one of 'em, when ye knowed we were to
be married to-day ? You said you had a beautiful sky-blue merino.
A drop of rain wouldn’t bave spoilt it." ¢ Because,’ said she, ‘ people
would see it. I have a lot of good dresses that belonged to my mis-
tress. I took and fixed them over so nice. I'll wear them when we
get away from here,’ says she. ‘You sce, Pat, they gave me no
present for nursing that sick woman.” “So,” says she, ‘I took the

m £ .
l,.s;?- clothes.” Wasn't she bould? It turned me heart, Tom;itdid. I'd
two i have married the girl, and no dress at all, rather than stolen ones.

‘ Never mind,’ says I to myself; ‘I'll be up sides with you for that.’
So we walked up to the altar, and the ceremony went on till the
question came : “Will you have this woman to be your wife?’ 1
thundered out : ¢ No, never!"She ain’t honest enough for me. So,
good-bye, Norah. 1 could never marry you, afier stealing that dead
woman’s clothes. I'd have no luck.’”

Our bible woman then rose up, thinking to herself, it's Farmer
Barton’s servant lassie they are speaking about. So, going across
to where they sat, she asked Pat if he knew where the woman
Norah, was now. .

.“Not a bit of me, ma’'m,” said Pat; “and don’t want to, either.”

ler.,

o if

Reader, may I have your company down to the great City of
the Mountain ; you will recognize the place for you and I were there
before. The widow Brown has been ailing for some.time, and her
son is her almost constant attendant. Some people think that men
are not gentle enough to be nurses, especially to women, but that’s
not 80. When the heart is in the right place, they make splendid
nurses. I myself have known husbands, brothers and sons to wait_
on the sick, I was going to say as no female could do. At any rate,
Jobn was a good one.

“ Mother,” said he, one day, “if you get over this sickness, I
would like to take you to a better house. I would hire a girl to do
the work. I am well able to do it. Would you like it, mother ?
We would be so happy.” -
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“ Ah, John, it'’s a higher country I am going to, and a grander
house than you could buy.” .

* “Oh! mother, how can I ever live without you ?” )

“ My death may be a loss to you, but, John, it will be a gain
to me.”

“ Mother, will you forgive me for every time I may have
grieved you.” ‘

After a minute’s silence, sho asked : * John, do you remember
the mixture you made?”

“ Yes, mother, I haven't forgotten that yet.”

“ And how’s the conscience now, my son; and the tobacco
box ?” ) .

“ All right, mother. Conscience is clear of drink, and the little
box clean and clear.”

“ God bless you, my son. You're none the worse for having
provided for your old mother. Aye! aye! the promise that came
with the fifth commandment, will surely rest on my son’s head.
Do you mind the time you subseribed for the Witness, John ? how
vexed 1 was.”

¢ Yes, mother, but you liked it better after a while.”

“ Oh! yes, my son, I liked it very much. They are all here,
every one,” and the old lady laid her hand on the bed clothes.

“ Mother,” said Brown, as he passed his hand over her gray
bairs. * Mother dear, your memwory is failing you. There are no
papers here. See, didn’t you use them to light your fire.”

“ Noj; not one of them, my son. They are all here, every one.
Smooth and clean, under my bed tick, on the mattrass, all carefully
folded, after Mrs. Crane and I had read them. How long is_ it
since ?”

“ Nearly two years, mother. This is. November, and I think it
was about the new year. How would you like to have them bound ?
They would mske & nice book.” -

 Yes, John, but I'll never see it. My death will be in it before
you get it bound.” L

“ Oh! mother, I wish that would never be.”

 Don’t say that, John, nature you know must have a change.
I will soon put off old age. John, let me rest a bit, for I am tired,

.” And the dear old lady slept as calm as an infant,
When awakening up she seemed as if trying to recollect something,
“ Yes, many a time I've said : " Blessings on the man that put that
in the paper.’” -

« Put what in, mother ? 7 said John.

“ That good bit of reading for the Lord’s flock. Oh! how often
it has refreshed me. Keep the Witness, John, and my bible. There
is nothing can take the place of the bible.” .

“ Yes, mother, I will.” . . :

“ My poor son, I am sorry for you, and would die happy if
you were married, and had some one to love and care for you, or if
you could only get into some good family, and like, live and die
with them. I wonder you ever left the Langfords, after being so
long there.”




NOTHING LIEE BLACK ON WHITE. -85

“ For different reasons, mother. They didn’t require my
services.”

« T suppose not, John, after turning to the other——" "

“ They were a good, kind family, mother, but were getti
very saving and anxious to make money, too much so I fear. . Well,
the effects of poor nourishmeént, and sometimes little of it also,
hard work, soon threw them into fever, from which poor Mr. Lang-
ford never rose.” .

% All this came of being too saving and greedy to make money.
Not taking the good food providenco sent them. Still, I must say,

Miss Maggie was good to me, and when I lay sick with the’

leurisy, daring two weeks or more, I could not leave my room,
gie nursed me as tenderly as if she had.been my sister.”
. A few days after this conversation, as Mr. Brown sat reading a
chapter for his mother. -

‘“John,” said she, *“ get me something to eat, and a cup of tea,
I feel so weak. It's all habit, nothing else, John.”

¢ What's all habit, mother.”

“The habit I have always practiced of taking a_.cup of tea
about four o’clock in the afternoom, and if I pass that'time I get
so weak. It’s all habit John.”

John Vgot her a cup of tea, a nice bit of white bread and fresh
butter: hile she was sipping her tea, she said :

“] saw a man from there, a short time since, who told me a
rather sad tale. about them, but I found out that part of his sto:

was not tm%s'é)fit,may be the rest is not true either.” .

“What did he tell you?”’

“ Why, mother, he said widow Langford was like to loose her
i);operty. Things had gone against them so, and young George

ngford was drinking hard. And the man said he saw Maggie
going about from door todoor, with abasket on her arm, as if look-
ing for charity.,”

“What1 can it be possible that they have turned her adrift on
the world.to beg for her bread. John, they never will prosper. Neo;
no ; you must do something for her, my son.”

“ Pghaw | mother, weuld you have me marry a beggar.”

“ My son, I didn’t say to marry her, but you can give her a few
shillings now and then. I can’t think why she should beg. The
Scotch, as & nation, are above that. All the time Ilived in Scotland
I never saw a beggar. It's only a few daysago that you said if you
ever saw her in want, and itin your power to do hera good turn,
you would do it.., Dun’t swallow your words, John.” b

« Maggie is.fpt in want, mother, for I wrote up to M, Barton,
and soon got his ‘answer. He said there was some truth in the
man’s story t6 me. But, as for Maggie Langford going about from
house to‘house, it was under his directions, and nothing te be
ashamed off. Maggie was a bible woman now, and doing a nice busi-
ness, and was paid well for it.”

“T am glad to hear that,” said Mrs. Brown; “I never saw them
but once. It's a long time since. They stopped here a fortnight on

6

“ When did you hear from the Langfords, and how are they ?”

%
i
ik
i
i
H
i
i
|




Rt
AN

NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHIFR.

their way up. Sho andBeasne slways remmded me of the two girls
mentioned in the gospels, Martha and Mary.”

“Is that so, mother, and which do you think was like Mary ?

¢ Bessie was the Marﬂone, 80 quiet and spiritual like. She was
the better looking, too. aggie, again was like Martha, A care

, and hard working bod ”
“l!other your hamds don t look very work like,” said Brown, a
they fondly stroked each other’ s hands.
*. “Jehn,” she said, “I want you to take, or send, this ring on
m ﬁngzr to her, and give her my blessing for her kindness to the
widow's son. You won't forget, after I am gone:”

4 No, mother, all shall be done as you desire,.but I wish you
would talk about something more cheerful. Let me comb and
terush your hair before you go to sleep.”

Ca.rofnlly he untied her old-fashioned, full frilled cap. Then,

i the eorner of a towel in tepid water he wiped her face and
hands. Oh, so gently ; then combed and brushed her white hair, s
softly, while she leaned on his manly breast. Durieg ten minutes
- mot & word w engoken -Then he replaced her cap, and kissed her

wrinkled foreh smoqthed her pillow, and laid or gently back,
saying, as he did:

“You will sleep better for that.”

b Sll;e clasped her hands together and mutbered something to
orse)

“ Are you m in, mother, dear ?

“No pain, , Do pain, only so weak. Father in heaven,
bless my son. Gmt that his latter end may be peace. What
would I have done without you, John, best of sons.”

“ Dear, dear, mother, don’ tpralse me. The credit is all your
own., I am just ‘What you trained me to be. You never allowed me
to disobey or speak disrespectfully to you when I was a youngster,
and habit, you know, is second nature. That’s so, mother. You
didn’t spare the rod, though I was your o: child. - If you had

iven me my way and let me run wild, I wouii be no stay or com-
ort 10 ou Now.’
child left to himself, bringeth hlS mother to shame,” said
she, in alow voice.

Not many more such conversations had John Brown with his
aged mother. A few more nights of watching, a few more days of

mureing, ard all is over—dust returns to dust, and the spirit to God

v

g:’tar Brown had burted his mother, he gathered up her effects
and left them in safe keeping. He could not for a moment think
of solling them. The paper she had so carefully hoarded up, he sent
to get bound as soon as the volume would be complete. e ring,
with a loek of her hair, he wrapped carefully up in’ a piece of tissue
paper to send to Magg-e

The Cranes missed her very much: They were all sympathy
for Brown, but he did not mourn as those without hope. He knew
allwas well. 1t was the Lord’s time to take her, and it was the best
time. Hehad heard of some who had lived longer than she—but
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what sort of a life. Their minds gone ; their health gone; bed-ridden— _
a burden to themselves and friends. The more he thoughtof’it, he *
folt the more thankful that she had died as she did. And now, that
his cnly earthly relative wasgone, the great city had little’ attrac-
tion for him, and again he left. .
People change, places change, all things change, but the Lord
changuth not. . Lo

w

i o -

CHAPTER XIX.

Friendly reader, while the carpenter is pursuing his avocation'—
no matter where—yoa and I will stop at Wil{) w Valo manse. Mag-
ﬁio, the new bible woman hae just departed with a fresh supply-—
J#ht at heart, only for her one great trouble—George’s dissipation.

e will peep in and see Aunt Hatt, in her accustomed seat—still in
gray lustre-——never anything lighter, a plain, white collar' and black
apron, her work-basket beside her, her almost constant employmant.’
beini knitting and darning. Her cruteh stood in the corner be-
gide her chair, though she didn't use it much. Still, she liked to
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have it near, and noone ever thought of displacing it. Just now

she i8 opening out a paper, while Jack threw himself on a seat by

the window. .
“There, now,” sald Jack, ¢ that, what-do-you-call-her, is away,
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and didn’t get her Witness. Possie, call her back to get'it.”

# Never mind, Jack, said Aunt Hatt,* she’ll get it next time she
comes, and I'll read some to the children. Don’t throw the orange
peels on the floor, Fack, they might cause somebody to fall.” :
“Let the somebody keep their eyes open,” was Jack’s
reply. ’ R

% Aha!"” said Possie, “I know where you got the orange;
got it from the woman that got bibles to sell.” ‘
“Well, I know I did, Possie—have 8 piece. Tell yon what,
that woman will make money,” continued f ack, looking towards his
aunt. “ Why, she has capital erough to start business for herself.
You ought to be a mission woman, Aunt Hatt—I mean you ought
to go around with & basket, like Maggie. You would be doing good,
and at the same time making money to keep yourself.” '
“Bat,” said Neddie, “she hasn’t got a basket like that other
woman. It has & handle on it.” L
“ Pshaw !” replied Jack, ¢ that’s a small excuse; it would be
easy to get a basket.” '
“Bat, Jack; she’s lame and couldn’t walk,” pleaded the child.
Poor Aunt Hatt gave a ‘sigh, but said nothing; the children
often talked that way, she was getting used to it. Ck
- “If she goes, I can go with her and help to. carry the basket,’
said the fair haired Possie, “Can't I, Aunt - Hatt? I know the road’
by Uncle William's, becanse I went there with you when Aunty
Eller was sick.”
“Yes ; -but it made aunt worser,” said Neddie (wise Neddie).

63
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“ Were you lame when you was little like me ?”

“No, Possie; I was not.”

“Why,”" said Jack, “I thought you were born so ?”

“No; it was an accident, Jack. I was quite well when you
were little.” i .

“Then, how did it happen ?” enquired Jack, with some impa-
tience in his manner. : ,

“Didn’t you just get hurted ?” said Neddie, in & sympathizing
. tone.

“Yes, darling; I just got hurted; and, if you sit still, I'll tell
you how it happened. I was coming home’ from town one day (the
roads were rough then, not as they are now), and a man was driving
along with a young colt, which he was breaking in. He insisted on
me iet,tl into the buggy and riding with hir. Irefused to comply,
. the horse looked so furious and wild. He would not listen to me.

I begged him to take care of himself, and let me walk. He got
y and, with an oath, said if I didn’t get in he would drive to
h—1. I consented, and no sooner had I done so than he forgot his
promise ; forgot, t0o, that it was only a two-year old°colt he had,
and tugged and jerked the lines, also using the whip too freely.
The frightened and spirited animal sprang from one side of the
road to the other. At last, striking a stump, one wheel came off,
and we were both pitched out. The yourg man was not hurt, but I
was made a cripple for life. Some people near the road saw me fall
and vory kindly brought me hdpe. Your father was from home at
tha time, 80 the young man went for a doctor. He brought a young
gractitioner, with little skill in his head and too much brandy in
is stomnch, - He failed in setting ‘my knee properly.” -
“Say, Aunt Hatt; was that that the man you were_ going to
?7

“ Who told you that, Jack ?” "

£1 heard somebody say that you would have married him, only
he used to curse and swear s0.”

“ Now run away to your play, children,” said Aunt Hatt.

“ Well, well I” said Jack, “ that man ou%ht to have given you
enough to support you all your life. Wait till I am a lawyer. See
if I don’t make him hand out the ‘chink. Yes; and pay up" for
back scores too, that I will. Where is he now ?”

“I don’t know, Jack ; he went to the Southern States.”

“Oh! only that you're father’s sister, you might have whistled
for a home,” said Jack, “especially since grannie’s give u§ her
cottage.” And Jack, with one leg over the stair railing, hig usual way
of descent, soon found himself in the dining-room. - -

“ Ned,” said he, “ run back for my cap. It’s- lying on Aunt
Hatt's bed.” : - .

The child ran up. - )

“Here 'tis. Oh! are you crying, Aunt Hatt? I didn't know
big womaas could cry. Are you sorry you got your knee hurted ?
Is it sore now ?” :

“Oh! Neddie; I am sorry I got my knee hurted; but it’s not

sore just now.”
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“Then what are you crying for, Aunt Hatt ? What’s sore?
Tell me, won't you, and I'll be your little boy.”

“It's my heart, darling; my bheart !”

“Oh! your heart. Did you get your hedrt hurted too, Aunt
Hatt ? Pity you couldh’t bind it up, like you got your knee
binded; but Aunt Hatt nobody could get at it.”

“Yes, Neddie, Jesus Christ could.”

“ But, Aunt*Hatt, does Jesus know its hurted ?”

“ Yes, darling, He knows all about it.” -

“ Well, Aunt Hatt, don’t cry. Just.get pleased. We’'ll got Him
to mend it; see if we don't.” .

“ Neddie, don’t say anything about me -when you go down
stairs,” and she kissed the chubby boy, as he darted off with the
cap.

P Soon a man walked softly in, and a strong arm was passed
lovingly around her waist, and a voice, in kindly tones, said : .
. “ Harriet, my sister, wgy do you take on so? Come, cheer up,
this will do you no good. You should not mind what the children
sa 'H
v “ Ah! James, I can’t help it. I know. I-am too sensitive for
my own comfort, and other people’s too. James, the thorns on.
young growing trees hurt as much-as old dry ones. Please excuse
me, this evening, from the tea table. - Just shut my door after you.”

Mr. Barton said somethingsto his wife as he passed into the
dining-room. " .

“ Poor Harriet,” was her answer.

« James, yon must reprove Jack; indeed you must. * * *
No, I'll not send. Mary, I'll take the tea up myself.™ —  ~ -

And Jessie took a small tea tray, and set it near her. As%
turned to go she stooped and kissed Harriot, saying, “ perhaps, if
were in your situation, I would feel just the same as you do. "But,
Harriet, we are indebted to you, and we have no other way of
repaying ﬁou but by giving you a home with ourselves,”

Mrs, Barton then hurried down stairs.

“Come to tea,” said Possie.

“ Mary, ain’t it ready ?”

* No, child, it ain’t teady. Don’t you see, I turned out all the
water to bathe Miss Harriet’s feet 2’ and poor Mary bustled abont
taking it upstairs. : -

“Pshaw,” said Jack, “ you and Miss Harriet are two hambugs.
Then we must wait for more water to boil, before we can get our
tea; really, its too bad. It would be a good riddance to the house
if you were both on the other side Jord—"

© « Jack,” said his father, “silence at once.” ~

“Why, Mary, aunt is not sick,” said Mrs. Barton. “She is
taking her tea in her room.”

¢« Please, ma’am, I did think somebody said she waa ill. Shure
and I am sorry Idid, I am.” :

’ - “ Never mind, my good girl,” said Mrs. Barton. “ Your inten-
tentions were kind; we can wait for more water to boil.”

“ Pa, pas, tell me a story,” said Neddie, as he climbed up on his
father’s knee, ' ’
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‘ Have you had no story to-day, my pet?”
“ Yes, pa, but we want one from y(iz.P'e ’
“Very well, deary, what shalt it be about? Little oats, or

little birds ?” | .

“Come, Possie, what is the story to be about?” * *

‘“ About a little boy, papa.”

‘‘ Neddie, what do you say the story is to be about ?”

“ About somebody gettin’ hurted,” said Neddie, ‘ not kilt,
thoughb, mind.” ®

“Very well,” said their Faega, “ here goes a story about some-
body getting hurt, but not killed.”

“ And they must have a a ma, mind that,” suggested
Possie.
ed

“ As a matter of course,” repli r. Barton ; ¢ but, firgt, you're
not to interrupt me.” "
“That's just the way you begin your sermons,” said Jack.
% Guess yon're thinking about studying first. Now, all be quiet. Go
on, pa.” ‘ ;
K Well, there was once a little boy who was very fond of playing
- out of doors.” . ]

. “ Had he a dog, pa?’ ! :

. “I pan’t aay, Neddie. His paps and mamma were not at homs,
80 the litlle boy was haviag & nice play, but the little boy fell off &
fence and broke his arm. His nurse heard him cry, ran out to him,
and carried him into the house. She found one of the
bones noar the wrist was broken. No one was in but a
little girl, and nobody near to go for a doctor. A
neighbour came in and advised the nurse to bathe it in
warm water, and rub it well with vinegar. The nurse only listened
to her; and as soon as she went out, the nurse barred the door, so
that she would not be disturbed. Then she tore strips of cotton, and
told the little girl to bring her some laths, and with the little girl’s
assistance, she set the little boy’s arm nicely, with small splints and
cotton. And when his parents came home, he was sleeping nicely
on the nurse’s bed, and she silting beside him.”

« Did the little boy die, [

“No, Neddy, he was enly hurt ; nét kilt.”

“Isit a true story, pa? And did you see him ?”

“Yes, Possie ; I saw the boy and his narse, too.”

“I would like to see that little boy,” said Neddie. “Wouldn't
yoa, Possie? ”

“Yes,” said Possie; *but I would rather see the nurse.”

“ Yery well, children; if youn like, I will take you to see them
after tea. It is early %a A ,

So, after tea, Mr. Barton went to his study, telling the children
to come up for him bye-and-bye, which they did, all dressed.

“Ah! 80 here you are, Neddie, and you, Possie. And there you
have the little boy with you.”
" M. Barton took hold of Jack's arm, and said :

“Here, Neddie, is the place that was broken, You can feel
where it united,”

-
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“Why, pa, was my arm broken once? ”

“Yes, my son; feel this place. Now, my Possie, would you
like to see the nurse, Just follow me; we will not have far to go.”

So, leading the children, Jack following close behind, they went
into the next room.

“There,” said Mr. Barton, “is the nurse who saved my boy’s
life. A more faithful nurse neveér lived. She has helped your
mother doing and caring for you all. A faithful, loving creature.
She has waited upon every one of you in sickness and in health, as
no stranger could have done.”

“ Oh! James, don’t talk so,” said Aunt Hatt.

“But I must, my sister. While I sat in my study this after-
noon, I heard my boy talking to you in sach a manner that went te
my heart sharply. It is time he was made to understand that you
are under no compliment to us. It is we who aré indebted te you.
I remember well the day I went to mother and coaxed you to come
and stay with my wife, to be company for her. .She-was low-spirited
and ailing, and I had to bo away much of the time from home.
Jack, you remember Cecilia’s sicknets and death, not two years
since. Aunt Hatt lame and weak, took the charge of the house, so
a8 to allow mamma to be with Cecilia. We could not repay such
services with money, nor does she want it. All we can do is to-be
kind and respectful to her. Come now, Jack, I must punish you
while there is hope.”

They were turning to leave the room, when Jack stopped short,
and in a husky voice, said : )

“ Aunt Hatt, I am sorry I'treated you so; you will fird me a

_ different boy after this.” ‘
“ James, James, forgive Jack; do not punish this time.”
“ He is too big to be strapped,” said Possie. .

“No,” said Mr. Barton; “if he is small enough to be naughty,

he is not too big to be punished. But, Jack, for your aant’s sake, yot
are forgiven.”

Jack then threw his arms around her neck, saying:

“I didn’t deserve this from you, my dear Aunt Hatt.”

“ How very uncertain is our life. How little we know one day
what the next may be.”

Thusspoke Mr. James Barton as he lay down on the lounge after

dinner.
“Jessie,” he continued, “ did you hear of that shocking murder

and samicide ?”

“ No, James ; I heard nothing about it. Who was it ? and kew
did you bear tell of it? Tell me.” o

“It happened mear the town of——I knew the parties well ;
Smyth was their name. Mr. Smyth first murders his wife, and then
commits suicide.” ,

“ Dear me, James, that was awful. It must have bees a case
of drink or insanity.” .

“The Montreal Witness gives it as the doing of that monster
alcohol. But, good wife, if I'had been near the reporter, when he
took notes of that, I could hgve told hira that drink had little to do

W’ith itvn :
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“What about their family, James? Did they leave any
children.” :

“Yes; they have several children. The oldest a fine sensible
lad, but illegitimate. He, I doubt not, would be the bread winner
of the family., The next is a danghter, just the mother over ssain.
Then there are other two younger. What they will do, I don’t
know, as Smyth left no written will.”

“ What sort of a family are they, James ; or have they friends to
look after them ?”

Ah! Jessie, you are like all good mothers, thinking of the
chiliren. They were a respectable and well-to-do family,
and might have been useful members of society.
Yes; poor Smyth was a hard working, good-hearted man. He used
tt'D be a sober man, and, ne doubt, would have continued so only
or——" N

CHAPTER XX.

“Oh! pa, pa,” said little Possie, as she peeped in, * here’s Mr.
Owen wants to see you.” .

Mr. Barton rose, saying, “ I must go, good wife, I will tell you
all about the Smyths another time.”

After exchanging salutations with his friend, he inquired if he
had dined. .

“No,"” replied Mr. Owen, ‘I have just come off the stage.”

While he sat eating, 8 messenger came for Mr. Barton,

“Tam sorry Ihave to leave for & while, but duty calls.”

“ Never mind, my good sir,” said Mr. Owen, “ I dare say the
time will pass pleasantly with the little folks; so keep your mind
m ”» .

Soon the children gathered round, and their ma left them to
antertl’s,in him for a little. This they were no wise backward in
oing. ,
“ Why didn’t you bring your little boy this time, Mr. ?”
“Oh! I couldn’t do that, Possie, they are going toschool.”
“ Have you a school and charch, too, Mr, 77
# Yes, Possie, and Sunday school, too.”
“ Have {Oﬂ a nice house and garden, too?”
“ Yes; I have a nice house, but no garden. I live in the
“ Have you & play ground, or play house, for your two boys
to play in, Mr. ?” :
. “No, I haven’t; they play in the wood-shed, or the verandah.
You ought 1o come and stay with them a few days. Won’t you
come, Neddie ?”
“No, Mr. ; I can’t leave my rahbits ?”
“ Oh, yes, Neddie; Jack will feed them.”
. “No, po, Mr.; I like my own papa and my own mama
‘bestest.” .

city.
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‘ Are you going to preach for our pa ?” said Possie.

“1 don’t know Sissy; perhaps so.”

“Cause if you do, you'll have to go to the study,” said little
Neddie, “and write your sermon, like you done last time, Mr.
Bat our pa has somethin%in his stady desk ?”

“Yes, indeed,” said Possie, “ and you won’t guess what it is,
'cause you haven't the place and our pa has it, in the pulpit, too.
Now, you won't guess Mr.”

“ But, won’t you tell me what it is Possie, or show it to me? Is
ita map?”

“No, it ain’t. Oh! your a man and can’t find what it is. Why,
Mr, it's just alittle corner for us.”

¢ Children, you don’t mean to say that your papa has you in the
pulpit when he is preaching, Why, a corner for his children in the
study, and in the pulpit too. That’s what I call an—.”

“No, Mr., that’s not it ; psra calls it children’s porrith.” At
this little blunder, Mr. Owen could not repress a laugh.

“ Ah! Neddie,” said Possie, “that’s not it either. I'll go and
ask Aunt Hatt. There now, Neddie, Aunt Hatt says its children’s

rtion.” )
w “ Ah! here is your papa at the door. Well, Mr. Owen, so you
are enjoying the company of the children. We will now go up to -
the study for a change.”

“Indeed, Mr. Barton, I have been greatly benefitted by their
childish talk. Why, my good sir, they bring some items to my
notice which might, with propriety, find a place on the table at our
Presbytery meetings. You will please have the kindness to explain
to me, this something you get up fow children in this study ; although
I have a guess, still [ ma; %e wrong.”

“T will do so with pleasure, Mr. Owen, for I believe something
is gained by exchange of sentiment and system. You see I did not

nd as much time preparing for the ministry as I ought. Much
time was wasted over medical studies, though I find that useful
too.”

“ Go on, Mr. Barton,” said the other, setting himself to receive
instructions.

“T have made a practice of preparing a small part of each ser-
mon for the children of the congregation. And here, let me remark,
that children, unlike grown up people, take that part to themselves
each. Grown up people are far too generous, and give most of
the sermon away, children are not so. What I prepare for them is
just the sermon, made short and simple. Sometimes it is in the mid-
dle, and sometimes at the end of the sermon. I always call their
attention by a short pause; and then beginning with, ¢ now little
ones,’ I generally make some illustration, or repeat some hible
story, just to fix the subject on their minds. It does not take long,
only a few minutes. Why, sir, the children look and watch for their
part to come ; of course when there are few or no children their part
is omitted.” -
ik “Very good, Mr. Barton, but tell me how do your parishioners
ike jt.” ) -
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“Oh, very well, those who have children ially. There
were a foew who objected to this mode. They thought that I under-
rated my calling, and that I might employ my time better than b{
talking to chilgren. However, they were soon silenced, when
told them my Divine Master thought it no waste of time to speak
to children, and my orders from Him were to feed His lambs. Chil-
dren were a part of the congregntign, and if children were to have
no benefit from the service, why are they brought there. Indeed,
Mr. Owen, I think it hard and unkind to take little children to
meeting, and cause them to sit still and keep awake while the
preacher delivers a long discourse to their parents and others, in
which they, poor little things, have neither part nor lot.”

“ Just so, Mr. Barton, that brings to my mind the first time I
was brought to church. I dare say I was four years old. I got a
good many charges to be gquiet, to keep awake, and net to speak.
During the service my father gave me a copper, soon a man held a
plate before me with a lot of coppers on it, and, of course, I thought
they were for me. My bashfulnees was the only thing that kept me
from helping myself. As I opened my hand and looked at my cop-
per my brother whispered in my ear, ‘Why didn't you put in your
copper,’ ¢ Cause,’ said I, right out, ‘he has got plenty, and &a ve
me this for sitting still.’ I recollest another time when about ten
years old, our folks used to charge us to sit still and listen to the
sermon, so as to be able to repeat some when we got home. That
you know, Mr. Barton, is pretty hard when it is not adapted to a
.child’s comprenension. No doubt if the preacher had been like you,

. I might have remembered some, at least, I would have had a better
chance. However, at dinner my father asked me to repeat all I
" knew of the sermon. But, alas! memory had failed to retain it. I
tried to bring home a lot, but at that my father raised his hand and
gave me a sharp remembrancer on the side of my head,
saying, ‘If you had been looking at the minister,
instead of the people, yeu would not forget so easily’
‘I do mind some’ said I, ¢ The wicked shall be turned into hell,
. and all” nations that forget—' ¢Forget what? said my brother,
who'waglinclined to mirth. ‘Idon’t know,” was my reply ‘but it
_was not:the sermon any way.’ ¢No,’ said my father, ‘that was
only the text’.”. ‘ » '

. Ah,de-you know, ‘ggr Owen, it was just some such experience
as this,that inclined me te think, and plan something for the young,"
said Mr. Barton. “ You see, let aboy or girl take a dislike to church
going, and it is hard to reconcile them or overcome that dislike. Of
course, parents must use their authority and also show by their own
example that it is a duty and privilege for all parties to be regular in
their pews on the Sabbath.”

“ M. Barton, what do you say of those who allow their children

_ to stay at home for any trifling little thing? One does not feel
quite well enough, another finds the service too long ; one pleads
that her dress is soiled and not fit, another does not feel like going
in such weather, but promises-to read the bible all the time the
rest are away at church, only let him stay at home. One, her side
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pains, when she tries to sit still, another has the headache, and
that makes them feel heavy in church.” ‘

“I can't say, Mr. Owen, there are exceptions. Delicate children
have to be treated as such. Their J)mnts ought to be the best
judges, However, there is a great deal of pretension amorigst the

began

young. I recollect, when I was about twelve yearsof age,
to tako a dislike to church, and would frequently form an -excuse.
Father,’ I said, one day, ‘I don’t think I can walk to church this
morning.” ¢ All right,” said he, ¢ youcan ride in the cart., ¢Bat,
father, the cart shakes so, that it is worse than walking.! ¢ Very
well,’ hesaid, ‘s&y no more about it” About an hour after this,
father, looking towards the lake, remarked :© ‘ The wind is blowing
towards the land. Now, who will volunteer to run to the point and
see if there is any sign of the missing boat,” for sometimes they get
washed ashore and the fishermen get them again. ‘I'll go, father,’
Isaid. ‘ How, can yow,’ replied my father, ‘it’s too far. ‘No it
ain’t, father, I'll run most of the way.’ ¢Jimmie, said he, ¢ you will
go to church. today. That is not quite so far, and to-mor.
row you will run to the goint.’ ell, sir, I never shirked
gloin‘fto church afterthat. I do think we would be justified if we
id deviate from the old beaten track, I mean what is called the old
school rule, and put a little more life into our service.”

“I don’t see how that can be done,” replied Mr, Owen, “with-
out conflicting with the orthodoxy of the present system of worship.
I like your sermon system. The prayers, perhaps, might be short-
ened, although, before all the wants and cases of the people are men-
tioned, though not too long for experienced Christians. Still I know
a great many will complain of long prayers. Soine come to hear
and be henn{ while others only come to see and be seen. Still it is

. better to come even for a vain end, than not to come at all. Now,
“88 I said, I liked your plan of a corner for the children in the study,
orpulpit. What about a corner at the family altar.”

< e, oy
“ ——

_ CHAPTER XXI. _-

“You are right, Mr. Owen, I confess I have been more taken
up getting something to say to them ; still, owing to a little incident,
1 find my thoughts turning more -to the subject-of prayer, lately.
We teach children to pray.” ‘ ’

. “Yes, Sir, there is something wonderful in the efficacy of
grace in this new life. We teach children, and bofore we have done
they turn round and teach us. I had been sitting here, one day,
deploring in my own mind the low state of religion among my
people, when my little boy came running in and crept close to me,
and looking up in my face, said: ¢ Papa, 1 want to speak. Pa,
didn’t Jesus heal lots of people that was sick, and lots of lame people
too, when He was downll):)re long ago, if they asked Him ? And,

a, can’t Jesus do any more ?’ ‘Yes,” I said, ¢ Jesus can, Neddie,

ut Jong ago was the age of miracles. Now is the age of means,
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but you are too young to understand that’ ¢Am I too young, pa?’
was his answer.y ¢ Wiy,‘ paps, you said to the childre{),n:ngo %:y,
when you was preaching, that Jesus liked the littlo boys and girls
to pray to Him as well as big mans and womans. Say, pa, do ask
Jesus to cure Aunt Hatt. uldn’t you ask to-night at worship?
Do ask, pa; speak it out quite plain, ‘cause I promised Aunt Hatt
once that we would.’ Oh! Sir, there is something touching in the
simplicity of a child’s faith. I suppose your congregation is more
of the apper class? Mine are mostl{ farmers, but, I may say, that
half of my hearers are women and children. Perhaps, I am a little
fanciful, but T sometimes like to classify my people, because each
one has duties to perform. Is that not so, Brother Owen ?"”

“ Yes, my dear Sir,” replied Mr. Owen. “ A sermon that is
not practical, and does not admonish to duty, is of little use, A
personal application, an earnest appeal to the hearta and consciences
of our hearers, regarding their every day life, is far superior to s
long sermon, no matter how eloquent, in which the speaker is more
likely to please than to beneﬁt.o& mind has been exercised of late
with the subject of prayer. I would like to hear your opinion. Oh!
sir, none of us realize as we ought the solemn position we occupy,
when on our bended knees before the great and dreadful God. We
believe in the inspiration of the Spirit, of course. I don’t mean as
the prophets of old, to foretell events, nor yet to add to the Scrip-
tures, because that is complete. But, does not the Spirit sometimes,
aye oft times, bear upon two individuals alike, inspiring them with
thoughts of God. oughts of immortality or it may be our
responsibility ? What say you ?” -

‘ Yes, yes, Mr. Owen, I anticipate you, the Spirit which so
inspires, has inspired us both to think of prayer. And the Provi-
dence of God Eas brought us together to considor this precious

rivilege. Let us first look to our Master’s rule, called the Lord%

rayer. It is short, yet what does it not contain or inclade. So
was that other example, He left us. ‘God be merciful to me a
sinner;’ and the man went away justified more than the proud
pharisee.”

¢ There are some facts about the Lord’s Prayer, brother Barton,
B'erhaps you have noticed them as well as I. We first address ¢ Our
Father, who art in Heaven,’ and who puts those words in our
mouth ? Our Brother, our elder Brother. Let us not be irreverent
nor use language unworthy of Him in our approaches. Sinee the
véty first petition is ‘Hallowed be thy name.’”” Oh! Sir, we should
* bear in mipd,~that through all that prayer, not once does the dreadfal
name6f ‘God oceur. Surely we might take the hint, and repeat
that name as seldom as possible in our prayers and conversations.
What think you of the next ? %

“ 1 think as you do,” replied Mr. Barton. * The two next
petitions may be taken as ene. How seldom it is that anyone
prefers the will of God to his own. Mr. Owen, you recollect a few
years ago, a great drought prevailed, and it was fearéd that there
would be a failure of the crops. A poor, hard-working farmer came
to me lamenting the state of things. ¢ Well,’ I said, ¢ we need raip,
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and if it's God's will, shall have jt.’ Oh !’ he said, ‘I have prayed
for uinﬁprayed night and day.’ Not an hour passed that he did not
pray. He was incessantly raying, and the burden of his prayer
was: ‘Send us rain.’ ‘ My dear 8ir, I don’t think you are justified,’
I said, ‘in being so urgent for rain. God is not a man, nor you His
equal, that He should yield to your every caprice. Would it not be
better, if you in a humble, Andy submigsive 8pirit, shounld 8ay, ‘even
if famine should follow, I will bear the indignation of the Lord, for
Ihave sinned.’ Hoe can give the increase without rain, or give the
rain, and withhold the increase, Too often we say: ‘Thy will be
done,’ when we would fain have it parallel with our will. nly one
petition reforring to the things of this life, which confirms to us,
that precept, ¢ Seek ye first the Kingdom of God.” Of other bless-
inga- Christ says: ¢ Your Father knoweth that you have need of
them‘t n -

“Now, Mr. Owen, it is your time i what do you™ say ef the -

next one?”’

“I believe,” replied Mr. Owen, “there is a great deal to be
learned from the short petition : ¢ And forgive us our sins.” How
short &nd plain. How will that com with the prayers of many
& oune, earnest and anxious they may be, as they lengthen out that
petition. ¢ For¥ive us all our sins and iniquities, pardon all our
crimes and rebellion against Thee. Wash away all our transgres-
sions, and remember not our shortcomings.’ Ay if they feared God
might not understand that short prayer, ‘torgive us our sins.’ Or
do they think to be heard for their much speaking. And, again,
‘forgive us as we forgive.” 8o much is said about forgiving ot ors,

tl‘mt it is stated here as the condition on which we would be for--

given. Oh! how much need we have of cultivating a forgiving

“.‘Very trae,” replied Mr. Barton, * but what you said about
lengthening out that petition. No doubt that is the case oftener than

it need be.  Still, my good brother, let you and I closely examine'

urselves, and we will find that the offal of our service is more than
what is fit for His altar, Again, Godis a s irit; His thoughts are
far above ours. He may not look with suc scrutiny upon the ser-
vices his cr 8 offer. to him so long as they re ly desire to
worsbiqml, I agree with you that our words should be fow
and well ordered.”
‘ But, what say you about our posture in prayer—I mean in
g;bliﬁ'k Is every one to choose for themselves— sit, stand or kneel, as
ey like #” !
“ Really, I don’t know, brother; I never thought of that betore.
I think our ple all stand, Bat, of course, my eyes are closed
when I am mng in worship. You are older than I; what pos-
tare do you believe to be the most scriptural ? » -
“You're smiling, Mr. Barton. Have [ said anything out of the
way?”
Y Why, no,” replied Mr. Barton, “I was just thinking of a little
circumstance that occurred when I was in charge of ———_ Church,
in the city. I was leaving my vestry, one day, when I met Walter
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98 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE. , )
Noel, a hearer of mine.” He was rather weak minded or simple.
After the usual saluiations, I asked him how he enjoyed the services
the day befere. ‘Oh, hesaid, ‘I didn’t like it at all. That was not
a good mAn that preached for you—he kept hiseyes open.’ ‘Walter,
said I, ‘that was all r'ﬁht; I keep mine open, 100, when I am
preaching.”  “But,’ said Walter, ‘he keeps his eyes open when
praying.” ‘That's strange, Walter,’ said I. ='* Was he looking for
anyone, or did he not shut them sometimes ?’ <™ No, sir; he had his
eyes open all thronﬁh every prayer, and he was not lookinﬁ for any
one, but just straight before him. It was very wicked for him, Mr.
Barton, was it not? And when he pronounced the benediction, he
opened his eyes wider than ever.” * But, Walter,” said I, ¢ Who told
you.” *Oh,nobody, said Walter, ¢ I saw him myself’ ¢Saw him/
I said, ¢ then your eyes must have been open,too. Oh, Walter, Wal-
tor, that was very wicked of you—doing the very thing-which you
condemned others for. Wailter, said I, ‘it don’t matter much about
the eyes, if the heart and mind-are lifted up.’”

“ Well, Mr. Barton, we were speaking about posture at worship.
It seems to me that kneeling with the face down is the most becom.
ing for the creature man before the Creator of all, except where
they are crowded, then they can only stand. I would like if a
eongregation could all adopt one way; for my own part I am in
favour of kneeling and short earnest-prayer.” )

“ We are like-minded, Mr. Owen. 1 can’t forget the rebuke
poor Walter gave his master, whose Erayers were apt to be lengthy.
At one of our prayer meetings I had called upon ‘Mr. Dean to
engage in prayer; his prayer was long. Walter thought to remind

- him by saying amen, but it only made Dean more zealous. Once
more Walter repeated ‘amen, amen, and amen,’ but Dean kept on.
Walter gave up, quietly sat down, opened his bible, and read to him-
self. So, after the meeting, Walter was walking away from the
charch, Dean and his wife Eeing alongside, Walter tapped his master
on the arm, saying, ‘that was a wonderful prayer of yours.’ ‘Do
you think so,” was his answer, ‘I am glad you enjoyed it” At this
& new idea seemed to strike Walter. He stood out in the middle of
the sidewalk, looked his master full in the face: ‘ Why, was it to
please me you kept on? Then you would have done me a kindness
to have stopped the first time I said arhen, and you wounld have had
the rest for your own fireside.’ ¢ Qh! Walter,’ said Mr. Dean, ‘I
was l]'lust thinkir:ﬁ;must have family worship at home, but now
you have put a per on my ardor. You are the only one who
ever faulted my devotions for being too long’ °‘Why, master,
didn’t you read about the Pharisees’ long prayers? Man, dear, do
you think God has nothing else to do but listen to yourlong yarns?
saids Walter. ‘If you made s petition to the President or the Queen,
you would. have it shorter and more systematic. Such a long,
rambling prayer; you might have said it in half the werds.” Poor
Walter had a-character of his own. He would speak so blunt some-
times. His very presence was a check, often, on exuberant talk.
‘Come, come,’ he would say, ‘keep off the enemies’ ground.” His
own greatest failing was drink. He would get on the spree for &
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\

ad done, begging me to pray for him, and when he became

_s member, he feam to drink o? the cup of communion, lest it

should créate a thirst for drink or rather liquor, Yes, though weak-
minded, Walter is growing in grace, for hath chosen——"

“I have often thought,” remarked Mr. Owen, ¢ that none of us

| avail ourselves of the great privilege of prayer as we might.

Among the common people the trouble seems to be the want of

. words to express their moming&:hon addressing God in an audible

voice, and that ombarrassment takes away the sweet sense of near-

- nees t0 God. Don't you think, if each one for themselves would

draw up a form of prayer.suitable to their wants, and commit it to

_ memory, then they could make any change they wished after, as

they got more experience?”. "

“ Do you know,” said Mr. Barton, “ that a great many of our-
strict Presbyterians would no more use a form of prayer than thgy
would a rosary. There is something very beautiful in t{mﬂy prayer.
A father takes his children and kneels down with them while he in-
vokes a blessing on each child. He thanks God for all they enjoy
now, and prays God to forgive the sins of each child, and to give
them grace to subdue their little passions, make them datiful and
affectionate children, I often think if family worship partook more

- of 8 miscellaneous nature, children would both learn and benefit by
it. What do you say ?” , s

“I say you are always trying to make religion gladsome to
children, n.” - .-

“Yes, Sir,” was his answer.,

“ The Master did so.”

“ We change one of our characters.”

“ Mr. Barton, I want to rent that farm-house of yours. What .
do you ask ?”

“ 8ix dollars a month is what I have had for it; but, Mr, White,
what do you want that house for ? ” ’

“I wantit for & tavern. You are aware that a man came all the
way from , and has opened a bar near us. He will not even
gny his stuff from us, though he could have it cheaper than where
‘he gets it.” .

& One too many, Mr. White.”

“ Never mind ; & bar here, in Willow Vale, will help to make him
shut u sho&;’ '

¢« But, Mr. White, you have one already down town.”

“T know I have; l}ut I must game on this stage road, too—
twould pay, you see. ay & hi : for duty, license, and such
like. Yels)? gust make zI: pushb;ﬁis winter. Harfiy times, yon know.”

% Mr. White, you can’t have my house for a bar. You may have
it for a dwelling or grocery; but not for a tavern.” ’

“I don't see what right you have to dictate to me, so long as I

m” .

“ Listen to me, Mr. White, I use my voice against the trafc. -
And do you suppose I could let my house for such a purpose, and .
expect a blessing. No !” )

few dsysiland then he would come, s0o repentant and grieved for
whsthe
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t

“ Say no more ; say no more about it,” then replied Mr. White,

“in an angry tone, “ I hope every stick you own will be burned down

before spring, and your family all go to the bad, and yourself, too,
Mr, Barton. That's all the blessing [ have for you.”
And in anger Mr. White departed. ‘

CHAPTER XXII.

For our better acquaintance with the Smyth family, fancy,
reader, that you and I are quietly looking on.

« Now, you just stay here, Jessie, until I call for you. I will
be going back home in an hour or 80.”  And James Barton let his
wifo out of the cutter.

As she stood a minute to shake the snow off her feet, a young
man crossed the road, and in a respectful manner expressed his gra-
titude for her kindness in calling to see his sister. He then led her
into the house, gave ber a chair, and went to call his sister.

“ Here is the good lady coma to see you, Betty.”

e then went back to his work while they sat talking. Reader,
perhaps we had better let Mrs. Barton help tell the story.

“ While wesat talking a little girl came into the room. I called
the child to me to speak to her, but Betty, in a loud and angry tone
ordered her out, calling her an impudent, dirty thing to come before
a lady unwashed and uncombed.

“QOh!” I said, “ poor child; I don't mind.that.”

“ But,” said Betty, “I'll make her mind. Indeed, ma’am they
havn’t a bit of manners.”

In a few moments the door next me was pushed open, and in
walked the child again—the front of her hair combed, and the back
standing on end; her face washed, leaving a dark margin ; her feet
stockingless and dirty, set into a pair of new slippers—while, at
the door opposite, another child peeped in to see wgat welcome her
sister got. The sight was so ludicrous, I could hardly contain
mysolg But there was no smile on Betty’s face.

¢ Mrs. Barton,” said she, * just look at the brutes; what dirty
little dogs they are. They're the worst behaved children I ever
saw,—and so disobedient. They won’t do & thing for me. Choke
them, they are worse than hogs, and my brother is soft enough to
spoil them.”

Pity for them was choking me: ™ : . _

« Miss Smyth,” said I, ““18ee your supper is on the table. Just

on with it.” e :

“ Won't you take some with us ?” she asked.

I said “I would, if it gave no trouble.”

“No, no,” said she, “I only wish there was something better
for so good a lady.”

So, in a few minutes, I was seated at the table with Betty and
« Have the little girls had their supper ?” 1 ventured to ask.
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“No,” said Betty,” « they’ll get their’s after.”
“ I would be sorry if they stayed awsy’on my acoount, Miwm
Smyth. I would like to see them at the table, if you have no objec-

Zach took the hint, cleared his throat, and called out: * Come
in to tea, girls.”

¢ Zach, stop that1” said Betty, *“ you are always interfering; you
know the girls are so rude : they’'ve got to wait.’

. “Oh,” I said, “won’t you forgive them for my sake, and let
them sit at the table? They will learn better if they come, but
not if they are kept back.” .

“Call them in, Zach,” said she. “ Call them a little louder,
you old fool, why don't you ?” '

¢ Please,” said Zach, “don’t talk so cross,” as he rose to call
them. )
Soon they were seated at the table.

“Now,"” said Betty, ‘“the first one that misbehaves, I'll twist
your neck.l’ .

Poor Zach, fearful of a scene, whispered a-word of kindly warn-
ing, and was %fving them jam and cake.

“ Ah, Zach, you're quite a gentleman to-day. I never knew you
to help anyone but yourself, before,” said his sister, in a sarcastic
tone. - Then raising her voice.  * Theére, you blockhead, yeu've
szeal;viled them, and left the lady to thelast. It's just like you,

“ Oh, Betty, never mind,” I said; “Iam glad to see him so
kind to bis little sisters—and you’ve plenty on the table, too.”

“Yes,” was her answer, “and not a thing fit to eat.” Then to
the girls: “Did 1 not tell you to stop whispering. If you want
more, take it.”

« Zach, I wish you would deal in some other store where you’d
get good groceries. They’'ve nothing good in that old store. Buther
to yeu, Zach, don’t shake the table so. Such stuff, that tea is mixed
with old leaves; I know it is, and there is sand in the sugar, I'm
sure. Old cheats they are with their light weights.”

“ Well,” said Zach, ¢ we’ll not buy any more there.”

“ Goodness, I don’t care where you buy, Zach, bat don’t tell me
that they could cut such a dash in their g:at hoops and crinoline,
silks and gew-gaws if they didn’s cheat. ve a little more apple-
pie, Mrs. %arton. Gracious me, it isn’t half cooked.” '

. “Oh! yes,” I replied, “its all right. This piece is beautifully
cooked, and I must disagree with yen, for I do like your tea. These
ii{tjt:: gi.rls must be company for you, now that your mother is gone,

m

”
.

“ Company,” said she, “charming oompwl I wish'd they
hy, is .

were nowhere.” Then, turning to the girls, * it ible !
You dirty little toads, you came to tea with such begrimmed hands?
Zach, where were your eyes? Don’t know how it is, Mrs. Barton,
but Zach and I are so very different. I liketo haveevery one clean,
and be clean myself. But him, my gratious, he could live in a pig
stye, and them girls, they are like him, sott soots, they are.”
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Mrs. Barton started up saying, “I beg your pardon. There i
my husband, I must not keep him waiting.”

¢ Betty,” said Zach, “ I think I will go up with them, and see
that small house near Willow Vale.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Barton, “ you would do well to secure it, and

haps the owner would put up a workshop for you.”

“And, of course,” said Betty, “ the houso will be like a stable
to clean. Never mind, it will be a change out of the cauldron into
the fire.”

Poor Betty, it seemed a part of her being to find fault. The
habit had grown with her growth, and matured with her maturity.

“I am glad you came up with us, Zach, and now tell me can ]
do anything for you ?”

% No—yes—I don’t know.” said Zach. Then after a few minutes
silence, * You are aware, Mr. Barton, that my father left no will and
tlt:at I can claim nothing. My poor sister often reminds me of
that.”

“Do not trouble yourself about that,” replied Mr. Barton.
“ There is one thing the law can’t take from you, and that is your
character. It is no fault of yours, though it may be a misfortune
that you are illegitimate. Good morality, good principles, are far
superior to a birthright. Zach, my poor boy, I am interested in you,
and you mag‘dput all confidence in us, for, be assured, you have our
sympathy rayers.”’ :

“Have 1?” said Zach. * Then I would like your advice. Shall
I stay on with my sisters, or shall I leave them. Mrs. Barton; you

*have seen what I have to contend with.”

“T have, I have,” replied the lady, “ and wish I could correct
the evil. How to influence your sister I don’t know, but ! must
try-"

“I don’t know,” said Zach. ¢She has a very unhappy disposi-
tion, and the little girls have got so accustomed to be scolded that
they don’t mind it. They are hardened to it. You would not think
80, ma’am ; but they are warm-hearted creatures, and with a little
kindness would be led better.”

“ Well, Zach,” said Mr. Barton, “if you wish to leave I can get
the two little girls into the Orphans’ Home.”

Zach thought a minute; “ Oh! no sir, I ean’t think of them

oing. Oh, if Betty would change, I could work late and early for

-them. They should never want a home while I live. My little

orphan sisters.”

Ten days later, at Smyth’s once more.

“ Good morning, Miss Smyth, I hope I see you well.”

“Yes, ma'am,” said she. “I was just going to try if I could go
up and see the house Zach is taking. I would have gone yesterday
only for.the snow storm. I don’t know how it is, but just as sure as
I ready myself to go out, it is sure to blow and storm. No matter
how the sun shines, when Idon’t care to go out; but when I want
to go out, then it is sure to rain or snow. Such confounded weather;
its enough to provoke a saint, so it is.”

“ your pardon, Betty, but I came to speak to you ona
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very serious matter; but I can’t, unless I get your consent. I would
like to talk to you in real friendship, just as if you were my own
May I doso?”
Yy, I suppose s0,” eaid Betty.
“Then tell me, did you ever read the New Testament ?”
“I’should think I did,” she replied, “and the Old, too, for that

““And you read of the dear Saviour, healing the sick, and ouring
some who were afflicted with evil spirits 7’

“Yes,” replied Betty, “but, of course, very strange things
happened long ago, and ™ ministers don’t agree about it either.”
Then to one of the girls: Goodness, didn’t 1 tell you to stay eut.
I’ll____”

“But Betty, it won’t.”

“Then let it run, and don’t you stand prating there; Fo fetch
in some wood for the stove. Mercy, such wood; just ook, its
soaked with water. Zach, give her some dry splints. WJhat & shame
for people to sell such stuff.” .

“ You forget,” said Zach, “that we got that wood for nothing.”

“ My goodners, Zach, but your sharp, and I should not wonder
if— Ah, you clumsy thing; just look at the floor after me sweep-
ing it.” , :

g Here, again, the little voice came in at the door. “Qhl! it

won't stop, and I think she is going to die.”

At that, Betty gav'e a scream, and rushed into the kitchen,

followed by Zach and Mrs. Barton. There, indeed, was the poor
child, half leaning over a wash tub. She was very pale and weak
from the loss of blood. The tub was half filled wit water deeply
stained with blood. :

“Save, oh! save my sster,” wailed the distressed Betty. “You
must save her,” Mrs, Barton.

“I must first know,” replied Mrs. Barton, “if the child is sub-
Ject to the nosebleed, or is it & hurt? Ifitis an artery, I can do
little for it.”

“No, no, Mrs. Barton. She is not subject to the nosebleed at
all, and I didn’t mean to hurt her; and now, you'll think I killed
her. Oh! can’t you do something to stop the bleeding? Oh!
gracious sake, what will I do? What will I do ?”

“Tell me, first, what you did to her, Miss Smyth ?”

“Iwas just combing her hair, and every time I pulled she
would turn up her face and say that harts. I was bothered, and I
Just gave her a punk with my fist between her eyes, and before I
was done combing, her nose began to bleed. Sure as death, I didn’t
mean to strike her. Oh! what will I do, Mrs. Barton ?"

“The first thing for you to do, Miss Smyth, is to calm yourself.
8it down and watch me.”

Mrs. Barton then took the child and set her on a chair, as she
was t0o weak to stand. Betty, in her ignorance, had told her to lean
over the tub till it would'stop. Mrs. Barton told her not to be
frightened, and raised her hand above her head, and wiped the little
stained face with a cold wet cloth. Then she felt her feet ; they

T
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wte very cold. So, with her own hands, she bathed them with
Wikt Watet, an& then drew on her little stockings and boots.

Mrs. Barton requested, Betty to get a pillow and coverlet.
While she was gone for them, Zach t9ld Mrs. Barton that Betty
scarcely ever élapdped the girls; this was quite accidental. :

“There,” said the kind lady ; “ she is all right now, and I see
you have baked some apples ; just give her a little taste on a saucer,
afid then let her rest. e may be weak for a few days, becaunse she
has lost 8o much blood.”

“ My goodness, Zach,” said Betty, ‘why couldn’t you have
cartied out that tub, and not have dear Mrs. Barton sitting beside it ?
Stith ¢arelestness; I am ashamed of you, you great booby.”

CHAPTER XXIIIL

The path of duty was plain to the pastor’s wife, as she sent up
a silent prayer to God. .

“ Miss Smyth, the bleeding has stopped now,” she said ; “ butl
warw you it may bléed again with little to cause it, and may not be
stopped so easily next time. Now, I am going to ask you a few
pldint questions. First: whom did you intend the blow for that
started the nose bleeding ?”

“Intend it for? Oh, my gracious sake, I didn’t intend it for
anybody, that punk. It was just because I was bothered. I didn’t
think. I seldom do that; I only jaw them,” she said, laughing,
“ and jawing don’t hurt.”

“ believe you,” replied the lady.

“ Now tell me what I should do if I saw a terrible reptile wind-
ing around your body, slowly, but surely, tightening as it neared
your throat, and charming the children with its deadly influence ?”

Miss Smyth opened her mouth and fairly stared.

“Mercy ! I don’t know. There is nothing so bad about here,
that I see. But can’t they ever be pulled off ?”

“ But, Betty, wouldn’t you think me very rude and impolite, if
I tried to pull the horrid thing off you? Wouldn't you be angry at
me trying to save—-" B

“No, ma'am; I wouldn't. My gracious, I didn't get angry
when you saved my sister, did I? (Then to the other little girl):
Why don’t you go and find something to do, you good-for-nothing,
and don't stand watching me. Go and shut the door.” .

Zach who suspetted what was ap, called the child to come and
turn the grindstone for him.

“ Mrs. Barton,” said Betty, “ you think that I drink, and will

. take delirium tremens, just because you saw a bottle on the table.
Why; bless me, that's vinegar. I was using it to stop the nose-bleed.
We never have liquor in the house. My poor father never brought
it in either, though he did sometimes go out to drink; but if——-"

- Here the poor girl burst out sobbing.

“ My dear,” said Mrs. Barton, “I know very well you don’t

drink. But that is not the only evil we have to shun.”
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“Then tell me what it is, for I mind you begipning to say-some-
tking abeut evil spirits, when we were sitting in the room.”

“Yes, my friend, it is an evil spirit, and it often makes you un-
bappy. But Christ can cast it out if you lay your case before Him.
It is a bad habit you have of constant scolding and finding: fault.
You, a little while ago, called it jaw ; but you were astray, when you
gaid it did not hurt. I koow it did not seem to you that you hroke
two ot God’s commands. The one commandment requires everyone
to perform the duties devolving upon them to each other. ¥omr
dutyis to be gentle and kind to those younger-than yourself ; affee-
tionate and respectful to your brother, as he is the oldest.”

“But, my goodness,” she exclaimed, “ don't you know he is.a
bastard ? "’ .

“ Ah! Miss Smyth, that's a coarse term. I hope you are not so
ungallant as to romind him of that. He is working for you all—a
good lad. See that you respect him as the head of the house. The
other command is the third. It requires us to use, with reverence,
all God’s names or titles; but these you have taken to scold ar jaw
with. Merciful; Goodness; Gracious, are titles of the Bnprame.”

« My Gra——said the poor creature, every budy talks that way.
We working people conld not talk plain soft words, we mustrr—w’

“Stop, my dear,” said Mrs. Barton. “ He who gave us the use of
speech, said, ‘Let your yea be yea, and your nay be nay, for .what-
soever is more than these, cometh of evil.’ ”’

“ But I never curse or swear, or use God’s name.”

“ Dear girl, will you read Ex. 35 and 6 verse ? Believe me; it is °
all a habit some gel into, and you can throw it off, if yod like.
Neither does scolding mend matters.” - .

“Well,” said she, ‘“ when things come against me I must let
off, I can’t hold quiet, when I am vexed. Am [ to choke 2"

“ Will you try my plan, Miss Smyth ?" .

“ T don’t know, what is it ?”

“If you must scold, and will scold, and can’t hold in, when jyou’re
vexed, my advice i8, to go away out of hearing, aund let off, as you
call it, where no one will be the worse. It must affect the girls, and
this constant fretting must make Zach unhappy. What if he should
leave you ?”

“J can’t help it,” she said, “ mother jawed more than I do, and
she was a good woman. She was for ever jawing somebody. Oae
gets used to it, and if Zach leaves, I'd take a situation.”

“Then, my girl, you must break off that habit, for no stranger
would take it from you. Youf employer would never put up. with
it, no matter what position you held. A fault-finding habit is sure
to bring discord into a house besides ; it is a low vulgar way for
any womsan, more so for a young porson like you. I want to see
you happy, I want to save you from misery in this life, and the next.
You cannot be ignorant, that it was this bad habit, in yoar
mother that drove your father to commit the crime he did, aad
deprived you of both your parents in one day.”

“ Ah, Mrs. Barton, you're mistaken. My poor, dear father, hap-

ned to go out and take a glass too much, which made him
E)er s while, He didn’t know whathe was doing at the time,”
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% Miss Smyth, why did he drink? You know he cared nothing
for liguor. Your mother was a -hearted, clever woman, only
for this one failin§. Incessant fretting has a bad effect on the
nervous system. You have seen one terrible result in the death of
your parents.” .

Barton then moved her chair close to Betty, and passing
her arm round her waist, took her hand.

“ Poor girl, I feel for you. You have a great charge. But pro-
mise that you will break off scolding, and also of ¢riticising others,
Say nothing about others that you would not like said about your-
self. I know you can, if you only make an effort, for I see signs of
reformation already. You would not believe it, I dare say. I have
noticed, with pleasure, that you have not used these titles of the
most high Gog, since I told you it was wrong.”

“If Ido change, they will talk about me, and perhaps make
game of me and that will anger me?’ said Betty.

“ Ifthey do talk about you, (wehich-] don’t believe they will)
which of the two evils would be the worst. Talked about for doing
what is right, or talked about for doing wrong? Besides, you must
learn to bear from others, as they have borne from you. There is
mauch about a house that can be managed to further, instead of hinder-
ing areformation. Ah, don’t halt, decide at once, Betty. Will
you try to be gentle ?”

“I will try,” was the answer, *but if [forget or fail ?”

“Try again, just.”

% Then, God help me,” was all she could say.

Mrs. Barton pressed a kiss on her forehead, saying: © My dear
friend, God always helps those who call upon Him, and make an
effort to help themselves. Now, call in Zach; this reform must be
mautual, must be in earnest.”

The girl stepped to a side door, and in a tremulous voice called,
¢ Zach, come here; we want you a minute.”

" When he entered, Mrs. Barton addressed him: *Zach, your
smterﬁll sees her error, and is now minded to turn over a new leaf.

ill you encourage her by assisting her all you can, or will you
laughyznd make light of her efforts ?” 7

Zach ceuld not answer in words until he clasped his sister to
his bosom ; and in a voice choking with glad emotion, said: “My
own, my own good-hearted sister, I will help you all I can; and you .
will help me to overcome my faults, for you have -had much to bear
from me t00.” And the little ement was sealed with a kiss.

The sleeping child opened her eyes to behold her brother and
iister embracing each other, and promising to make each other

appy.
PI?Oh 1” said the child, “ was I dead? Was I dreaming? Oh,
is it heaven ? Iwish it was. Oh, dear, I wish my hair would never
tug so; I 'most wish it was off.”

As her hair was none of the best, Mrs. Barton suggested that it
would be well to shingle it.

Quickly, Betty produced a pair of scissors. When it was done,
she kissed her. .
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“Live, darling; live, darling,” she said; “I'll be cross no
more.”

“Yes,” whispered the little one, “ and I'll be good tgo. Won’t
L, because I was dreaming about heaven? Zach and you and every-
body was talking so gentle. Oh, Betty, it sounded so nice.”

Miss Smyth did overcome her besetting sin, and with that, what
a changed household ? Evorything prospered better. . The poor
creature must have had many a struggle, and no doubt often failed.
She became a conqueror, and so will everyone who, seeing their own
faults, will endeavor to obtain the victory over them.

We will now turn to Uncle William’s big kitchen—so called
because of its old-fashioned fire-place. Uncle %illiam, who is-ailing
with & bad cold, keeps his place on the bunk near tho fire. Grannie
and Robina are clearing up the dinner dishes. Nellie is little errand
girl between them, doing this and doing that.

“ Mother,” said William, “Idon’t see any use trying to give
Robert a trade. He does not seem to carc for anything farm-
ing. 1 thought if he would learn the saddler trade, that Jim and he
might commence business together some day. I sont him to try it
for a week, but I don’t believe he will finish it.”

“ Well, William, I would not stick to one trade. I would let
him choose for himself.”

“ Just 8o, mother; 1 must talk to him about it. I don’t want
to force the boys to learn a trade they do not like. I believe that is
the reason there are so many half-taught mechanics.

“Yes, William ; I often think there is nothing degrading about
labor.  Christ ennobled it, since he, too, learned the carpemter
business.”

“Ah! mother if Langfords and Whites had orly thought as
Eou do, poor George would not now be so shiftless and degraded.

ut he was taught from his infancy to despise work. The Whites
were such a go-ahead set, they thought nothing would do for
Susie’s son but a profession. He quit school the year his father
died, the very year he should have been at a trade, which would
have enabled him to earn something now.” .

“Oh!do you know what alady told me last week pa ;" said
Robina. -

“Something wonderful, of course,” replied her father.

“Well, it was true any way, pa. She was just starting for church
one day when her husband, who was stopping at home, on account
of some ailment, called out ‘mind the collection,’ and gave her his
purse, which ghe put in her pocket. When the collection plate was
passing round she opened the purse, and finding that it contained a
number of silver pieces of different v&iue, she searched for a small

iece, found one and put it on the plate, and put the purse safe back
1n ‘her pocket.”

“Well, Robina, that was all right. It may be that she had a
great deal to Jo with her money.~ We are not required to give all to
the church.%ex o,

“Oh! no, pa ; but wait till I tell you. Her purse was stolen,
orlost out of her pocket, on her way home, and that happened twice,
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So she told me she never would search her purse for smsall meney
tor the church again.”

“ Robina, I hear the gate open.” -

o gee:, P&, said she, “its cousin Jack and Aunt Jessie.”
“ 9, grandma,” said Jack, “ I have brought you a needle
woman,’

“ 8ay, Uncle Bill, where’s Jim ?”

“ He is in the woods getting out posts to fence his field.”

“Is Jim going on his own hook already ?”

“No; not.yet.”

“ Are you about hooking with the law ; eh, Jack?”

“] don't know, uncle. I fear the law and I won’t agree very
well on some points. I am going back to College next week.”

“That's right Jack, keep black on white on the side of
justice.” .

“ Yes, uncle, I would like to plead—"

“ Come,” said his mother, “dr:m’t wait, hurry Jack and mind to
call at the cooper’s as you come——"

“Let me say a word or two, to uncle and grandma Barton. Put
on your best bib and tucker, for I am going to bring a hero, a real
conqueror to see you.”

“A conqueror, Jack ; what do you mean ? or what is he coming
here for?”

“It’s not a man, it's a woman, roared Jack. My mother will
tell you,” and Jack turned to go.

“ %::, I have a bit of good news with me,” said Jeesie. ¢ You
r,e;s.ezp Zach Smyth, the cooper, and his three sisters. Their father
and mother are both dead. James advised, and gave all the help he
could, to have them move up to a house near Willow Vale,where the
little girls can go to school, and they will be near a Protestant
c_h.urehy too—" .

“ Aid, nodoubt,” raid William, “ Zach will get plenty to do,
mghn%casks for the distillery.”

“You are mistaken, William, he willdo nothing of the kind.
Only flour barrels, with wooden hoops, churns, and such like. They
have it down, dlack on white, what he is to make, and what he is not
to make. The bit of good newsI have to tell is : that his sister is,
I humbly trust, convinced of the error of her way, and is fighting
bravely against her besetting sin. She is the conqueror.”

“Ah,” replied Wiliiam, “I am very glad to hear that Miss
Smyth has changed for the better. For my part, Jessie, I don’t
know anything that would drive me to destruction quicker than a
secolding wife or sister. Sickness and poverty are trials that can be
berne. They are trials sentfrom heaven, I think. Bat, oh, this
incessant fretting, sarcastioway of snapping at, and criticising every-
one. Itisdevilsent. A bar to domestic peace. Really, the jaws
of s scold put me in mind of rusty door hinges. Jessie, what did
you say she was coming here for.”

‘ She wanted to see you, William, about getting some straw for

ing. So I told her to come here to-day. I thought it would be
8 chance to get her acquainted with some of our geod neigh-

L]
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bors. Iam notsure thatshe will come, though. Why, if there is’
not Mrs. Parlyall the way from Langfords., Iwish Mrs, Langford
would make her appearance, too.”

CHAPTER XXIV.

After the nsual salutations were over, Mrs. Parly began.

*I must know what I have te do ’fore I censent to remain. I
bave heard so many different reports about this 'ere meeting of yours.
Some say it's a woman's right meeting, others say it's a mother’s
i{myer meeting. So then, as I bein’t a mether, I can’t stay. But

r. White said he would bet it was a sewing club, got up for a
gossip. Oh, I do see you have got something over there in a frame,
80 I don’t mind staying.”

“ Yes, Mrs. Parly, we are sewing to-day. We meet once a
month for working, and once a month bible reading, prayer, and
religious conversation.” ‘ '

“ May I ask whom you are sewing for, Mrs. Barton ?”

“ We sew for any one of our neighburs who is really in need of
it. To-day we quilt for . Last month we made a suit a piece
for each of the Walsh boys, and my daughter knit a pair of stock-
ing for Mrs. Walsh. Now, tell me, Mrs. Parly, how are the Lang-
fords? T was wishing you bad brought her with you.”

“ Bring her with me, you bet I'd have something to do. Why,
she has more in her own hands than she can manage. Though I
ventured to tell her this morning, if she would go out more, the
would find her work easier t0 get through. I don’t profess to be
much of a Christian, Mrs. Barton, but for a woman to stick to
and pans, cooking and cleaning all day, then mend all evening.
Laws alive, its slow murder. Husbands get out, children get out ;
but the mothers, oh, how can they get out. She is a fixture. Why,
I have only been away a few months, and, really, everything seems
to be going down hill, and what is worse, I fear she has quarrelled
with her own daughter, and that old Scotch aunt of theirs.” .

“ Ah, I think, Mrs. Parly, Maud sews at her grandmother’s, and
Maggie is bible woman now. Still she is home most of the time.”

© “Augh, there is something wrong,” replied Mrs. Parly, “as
the saying is. ¢ There is a leak somewhere,’ ‘a rip in the dress,’ or
‘a hole in the pocket.” Before I left things were bad, but they are
a sight worse now. Every one is again another. ’Peers to me they
bain’t got enough to eat, and are agoing fo eatone another. Bessie
i8 a sensible sort of a child; but, laws’ sakes alive, how them ere
boys ’buse their mother. ’Seemsto me they’il have her heart broke
afore long. I mean to speak to her about letting that son of hers
go idle. Such an idea; women out doors, sawing- and splitting
wood, and ecarrying it in; and George, the great lubber, a doing
pothing. Only to-day I asked him to split a bit of wood, and Abbie
to bring it up for me. ‘Mrs. Parly,’ said they, ‘you have to get
your own man to wait on you. I won't cut wood for our own fire,
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and mother don’t ask me to; so you may be sure I won't for you,
neither me nor Abbie.’. Now, what sort of husbands will them two
boys make, eh ? I ‘gin’t religious, Mrs. Barton, bat I've got
sense enough to know that its bad for boys, both body and mind, to
£o idle all along. Its true, a man that does nothin[i| ut loaf about,
drink, eat, sleep and play, is most like the hogs. There now, how
do you like that for quilting, Mrs. Barton ?”

“Very nice, indeed ; and you sew fast, too, Mrs. Parly.”

“Come, come, Jessie, you've had quite a chat with William, and
we want you here,” and soon ‘Jessie’s needle was. flying as fast as
any. ;

“ Where’s your servant girl? Didn’t she come back last fall,
Mrs. Barton ?”

“ No; Norah did not come back.”

“ And how do you ever get along, and no help ?”

“Very well, indeed, considering, Mrs. Parley. You see, Jim
and Robert are not at home. Mrs. Lunt has the youngest. Little
William is an obedient child, and he is at Lunt’s, too, most of the
day. Then Robina and Nelly do a great deal of the work.”

“ How will you ever do when they go to school ?”

“Idon’t know yet?” replied Mrs. ﬁirtou. “ They learn very
slow, too, which is a pity, but can’t be helped.”

“Perhaps,” said the other, “if you would keep them at their
books in the house, they would learn.”

“No, Mrs. Parly,” said the old lady, firmly, “you could not
do a worso thing. Force a child to pursue their books, either Sun-
day or day school lessons too constantly, and you set the little heart
against them. They may learn when they get a little older. At
any rate, I don't care to make their lives miserable now, by inces-
santly dinging at them.” . :

“ Well, well, Mrs. Barton;, I don't. see how you can keep the
house so nice as you do, and no-domestic to Kelp you.”

“1’ll tell you, Mrs. Parley,” said the old Yad , a8 she leaned
over; there is a secret in it. “ Ellen, their mother, helps me.”

“Ellen!” exclaimed Mrs. Parly, in amazement. ¢ Ellen hélps
you? What do you mean? Laws, isn’t she dead ?”

“Speak low, speak low, Mrs. Parly. Yes, Ellen is dead, but
the training she gave the children lightens the work now. When
Robina was not nine years old, she would stand her on a stool by
the table to wash dishes; and little Nellie, before she was six, would
sweep the floor and then dust, and settle everything around as par-
ticalar as a little woman. Then, every one has pegs to hang their
hats on, and each has & box or drawer to put their things in.” Yes,
Ellen helps me. Many a time, when she would be going around
teaching the giris, I would say, ¢ Ellen, you would do that work in
far shorter time yourself, and better, too.” But poor Ellen thought
otherwise, so she taught them all to wait on themselves, and —"'

“Ah! there comes 'Becca. Willie, open the door for your
cousin. Why, there is Miss Smyth too. She has not waited for the

n
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CHAPTER XXV.

After the usual round of salntations and introductions, Betty was
placed, needle in hand, to quilt.

“ Mrs. Parly,” said 'Becca, “I am truly glad to meet yeou here,
and I hope you will favor me with your company next week, down
in Qosie Cott. I will not ask you to sew there.”

“~All right,” was the reply. Perhaps I will come if I'm not on
tother side the lines, but mind you, I ain’t to do moren listen to

ou.” -
T Just as you wish,” Mrs. Parly, “ only try and get Mrs. Lang-
ford to come to0o.”

“Oh! sakes, Mrs. Lant, I couldn’t, but 1! try, I'll try. Let me tell
you that that lady won’t trouble the world another winter. So you
may make the most of her when you can.” '

“She has a servant girl, has she not, Mrs. Parly ?”

“ Well, there’s a girl kind o’ lives there. She is not much good
only to dig potatoes. You see, Mrs. Lunt, girls that go on the spree
ain't much good. I guess the only thing that keeps her there is
because she gets drops. I says to her this morning, ¢ Bridget, your
mistress looks v?vret.cE:d, 1 fear she is agoing to leave.’ ‘Is she?
said Bridget, so sharp like. ‘Then I hope she will take Bessie and
Abbie with her, for nobody else can manage them.' Sakes, the
hatefal thing! I could have hit her a slap on the mouth.”

-“Ah! here is another arrival,” said Mrs. Barton. ¢“Yes, it's
widow Walsh. Why ! we shall have a goodly number soen. Glad
to see you, Mrs. Walsh.”

After a little talk on different matters, Mrs. Parly enquired if
they held meetings to advocate women’s rights.

“I don't see the need,” replied Mrs. James Barton. “ We all
get our rights, as far as I know.” ’

“J know some that don’t,”” said Mrs. Parly, ¢ I know Mrs. Lang-
gqad don’t get her rights; of course she was wrong 1w act as she

] "l .

“ Didn’t her husbhand make his will all in her favor ?” enquired

Mrs. Lunt, -
“Why, yes,” replied Mrs. Parly, ¢ but that nasty old scheming
father of hers was so very determined to buy up all the shares in
the brewery. He borrowed money, and 1 can’t tell you all he dcne.
The house she is in is mortgaged. He got her, his own daughter,
to sign some papers, by which she has as good as lost all. I guess
neither father, mother, brother, sister, no, nor husband either, would
getme to sign my name to any paper of their dirty transactions that I
didn’t thoroughly understand, youbet. Idon’tcare what any person
says to the contrary, every woman, married or single, should know
enough of business 8o as not to be tools of others. There, I’ve been a
pulling too hard and broke my needle. Wouldn’'t I be a good
advocate of women’s rights.” . . :
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“ Dear me, it looks like a retribution for putting Maggie out of

ber rixhts,” remarked Mrs. Lunt, as she passed the needles round.

\William spoke trom the chimney corner. I say, ladies,

be carefftl thow you speak of the absent. If Mrs. Langford should

need & helping hand, which of you would be willingly prepared to
assist ? Hands up.”

“All of'us are. See, Mr. Barton, every hand is up.”

“{ am sopry to say,” continued William, ¢ that a black cloud is
%ﬁhering over their heads, or will be soon. Her brother, Albert

ite, has gome and committed a forgery, for which he will be sent
to the penitentiary for life, if—-"

“ Why, William, William, is that possible? How did you hear
of it ?” =
“J got it through'a private corre:é)ondent, who requested me
to use my influence to get him cleared. But I can’t doit. His
guilt is proven. Oh, it was a sad mistake for Mr. White to take
such an interest with Langford in that distillery. It would have
been better if White had thrown their money into the lake. How
true that proverb: ‘He that hasteneth to be rich hath an evil eye,
and considereth not that poverty shall come upon him.” That was a
bad speculation.” ,

“ Better,” replied Mrs.. Parly, «if Langford had minded his
trade, and let speculatiog alone. Laws, if a woman had done
that.” > :

“ Look,” remarked William,“ look under the frames—some of you
ladies have dropped a gocket handkerchief there.”

“Ah! that's one I found,” said Mrs. Walsh, “on the road,
about a mile below the village, when I was out walking on Sunday
evening. See, there’sa name on the corner, very nicely worked, too.
Just you look at it, Mrs. Barton.” X

“That’s only initials,” replied Mrs. James.

“G.C. B. Soit is,” said Mrs. Walsh. “I met 4 young couple
a little before; very likely it was hers.” )

“ Sparking, [ shouldn’t wonder,”  half whispered William,
pleasantly.

“ No; you are wrong for once in your life, William,” said
Jessio—** for we too met them when we were coming from church,
about the same time and place, and they both resemble one another.
High shoulders and large eyes; of course they are brother and
sister.” .

“1'll bet,” remarked Mrs. Walsh, ‘they are just brother and
iister. Though I must say that his eyes are black, while hers are

lue.” :
“ Will you let me say a word, Mrs. Walsh ?”
- Certainly ; have your say, Mrs. Lunt.”
“Well, my say is, that the description you have given e¢orres-
nds with the —it is just Gussie C. Burney, a poor sewing girl.
Bge has neither kith nor kin that ever [ heard of. . Some say %‘nrse
Borney has adopted her. Perhaps she is some distant relative.
However, she is the only person that takes any interest in the
orphan girl,”
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~ CHAPTER XXVI

“ Oh, I know now who you are speaking of,” said the old lady.
If all stories are true, she may not always be a poor girl. Nurse
Burney holds a secret about her parentage, which may yet brinf her
something. But she is not to marry without Burney’s knowledge
and consent—and I don't think she will.  Yes, and another thing. 5.
She is never on any account to drop that ‘C’ out of her name. In -~ -
case of the old woman’s death, there is a paper, sealed and addressed
to Gussie C. Burney.” :

“I am thinking,” -said Mrs. Lunt, sighing.

“ And what are you thinking about ?”

“ 1 am thinking the young man may be he whose path I have
crossed ; and, I may cross it once more, I may.”

“You are a mysterious body, 'Becca,” said William.

And, for a few minutes, all was quiet.

“Well, ladies, we are getting on nicely with the quilt. I would
likq very much to see you all at my place next week, and I trust you
will remember Mrs. Langford in your prayers in the meantime.”

“That’s enough, Mrs. Lunt; you'd better call a meeting to
advocate woman’s rights,” said Mrs. Parly—¢ that is, if you hold any
rights at all. I know a good deal of these matters, and could help
you some. You see, I've women’s rights on- the brain.”

“ Why, certainly, Mrs. Parly; we don’t deny*that at all. We
know that every woman has & right to rule in her own family,
managing her own household affairs as she chooses. That is her
Dominion—and happy is the family that is guided by a judicious
mother,” said Mrs. ton.

“ ]t sometimes happens that a mother is at a logs to know what
plan to try, a.rticnlarfy with way-ward children; or it may be a
drunken husband, who spends all on drink. The poor mother bas
neither courage nor judgment sufficient for her task. 8he gets
disheartened. Tell me who has need of wisdom more than women ?
Whose patience is tried more than a mother's? We hold that she
has a right to ask advice from those who have had more experience.
She has a right to meet for prayer, and reading God’s book. We
have all an influence over ome another, can all sympathize with
one another, and converse on religious matters.”

“You talk nice,” was Mrs. Parly’s answer. * But it's other
rights I would advbcate; In one thingI caught you saying: ¢ Women
had a right to meet for prayer, reading, and conversation.” Whereas,
Pagl says : ‘Let the women keep silence, or learn of their husbands
at home.’” :

“ Why, Mrs. Parly, that is quite the reverse of what I thought
your principles were.”

“No; in religious matters,” replied Mrs. Parly, “1 hoid that
women should be a pattern of quietness and modesty ; never aspiring
to or taking part in what I ca‘{l church work. I maintain s
that & woman has a right to hold property; increase or dispose of it




4 NOTHING LIKE BLACK ON WHITE,

a8 she likes ; should have a voice in choosilig teachers, and the girly

education should be as 8ood as the boys, But ag for presiding at 5
rayer meeting or bible class, that should be left to th

Eave the most brass. They are gifted, and their vo;
aul was an old bach,—of course, a little hard on the )

I'am glad he laid down that rule. Laws! I hate to hear a feminine

voice even saying grace at meals. No ; the men are the Speakers,

and the chapel the place to meet. You soem in a brown study, Mrs,
Lunt.”

“I am thinking,” she replied, “ of something I read in an old
book, bearing upon thig,”

“ Then by all means let's have it,” yaid Mrs. Walsh, i?le]]
‘Becca then slowly repeated : forl
“ Jesus said, ¢ Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father in my name, Jes
He will give it you.’ Again, “Wheresoever tWo or three are mei ing
together in My name, there am I’ He didn’t 88y where they were the:
to meet, or where they were not, to meet, whether mep op women sam
whether they were to ask in an audible voice, or Just in g thinking
way. Should Christ have made this better understooq ? He made kep
no difference ; but heard and answered al].” . the)
“ Come, Miss Smyth,” said Widow Walsh i “have you no opin- aliv
ion?” « . A
“TI don’t know,” ghe answered ; “ byt I think it’s wrong for ;211
Wwomen to do anything like that. Looks just like ag if they wanted
to show off.” . ° mad
“ Good for you,” exclaimed Mrs. Parly; « you're on my sfde of posi
the debate.” ’

James, « that the very tatio
hearing of our own voice quickens our desireg and draws our |
thoughts heavenward.” and |
. %“So, Mrs. Pariy,” said "Becea, “ You would allow us rj hts in t
money matters, but no farther ? Well, it is g duty and 5 p%easnre thres
o meet as we do now. It is a pleasure to vigit the sick. To gee mudc
that wants are supplied. To see that, they are kept clean. Yes; ‘
we have a right to meet togetber to enconra%e one another on our in, M
Way 1o the better land, an give & word o advice to thoge who we're
need Christian council. At least ministery’ Wives have. What say ]
You, Mxs. James ?” about

“ No more than the rest,” said she, as ghe leaned towards Betty, ¢
who blushed, and whispered “ Yes, you have a right.” that |

“You all know,” said William,™ « thgq, a great responsibility . 1
rests upon the women. Heaven has entrusted 5 greater charge to to see
them in one sense than to men.”
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“ And what may that be, pray, Mr. Barton ?” .

“It is to instil truths into the child’s mind, that will give a
right basis to their innocent thoughts, cultivating right principles
into what will be the great men and women of the future day. A
noble work which few but mothers can accomplish.” ’

« My sakes ! that’s fine talk, sir. I never was a mother, but I
know religion is a good thing in its place. But, laws! to make such
a common use of it. It's as bad as making a school-book of the
bible. - What would Paul think if he were here now, eh ?”

“] dare say, Mrs. Par'lfyﬁ he would think as other Christian
men do of the present age. e women were & very unlearned class
in Paul’s time. Though we have no reason to believe that they were
forbidden to pray with one another or speak of the religion of
Jesus. A great deal of caution had to be observed for fear of bring-
ing discord or error into the then infant church. And had you lived
then, Mrs. Parly, I don’t kmow as you could have held property the
same, ner yet have a vote in choosing a teacher.”

“Yes,” replied Mrs. Parly, “I know women were greatly
kept down in tllx)e early ages of the world's history. Itis hig%xr time
- they had their rights, .as well as the little lords of creation. Sakes
alive! just to be their own husband’s slaves; stand behind his back
while he eats his dinner, and eat what he leaves. Well, well; catch
me!”

“Very true, my good woman, and what else but the gospet has
made the change? Therefore, you are indebted to the bible for your
position. It has broken the fetters, and put womann her proper

here,”
P * * * * * *

“Oh, grandma!” cried Nellie, “There is Maggie, the bible
woman, at the gate.”

“So it is, I%ellie, lass; open the door for her, she looks tired and
wet footed.”

Nellie quickly obeyed, and admitted her into what was called
the stoop or porch.

“ Gude day, Nelly, hoo’s a’ the foulk the day ?” was her salu-
tation.

“They are all very well, I think,” said Nellie, as she chuckled
and laughed. .

- “Gang in by, and speer at them if they want ony needles and
thread the day, an’ I'll bide here, for my feet are awfu’ wet and
muddy.” ) -

“Tat, never mind ; come away,” called the old lady. “Come
in, ie; bring in your basket, we’ll patronize you to-day. Come,
we're all kitchen tarniture at present.”

But Maggie had still some Scotch bashfulness, and hesitated
about going in.

“Come on in,” called William Barton. ¢ Come. I like to hear -

that broad tongue of yours.”

: Thus kindly urged, Maggie went in. She was rather surprised
to see 30 many there. Mrs. Parly smiled to see her in such a good

rg.
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“] am glad to see you back to Canada, Mrs. Parly.”

I thank you,” said Mrs. Parly. ¢ Baut, Miss Langford, hqw is
this? They t.ol,:l me you were & bible woman ; but laws, it's needles
and pins instead.”

“Oh!ay, but I ha’ bibles ta in this corner. See Mrs. Parly what
nice printed bibles, and sa cheap. Da take ane.”

efore Maggie left that house she had sold two dollars’ worth, and
all in small ware. Mrs. Parly also promised to buy a testament when

she would go home, ,

“Maggie Langford,” said that lady, “you must be gettin
rich, driving two trades at once. How much do you make at small
ware ?”

“ Whiles twa whiles three dollars a week. It’s far mair than I
could make at the bibles.

“But,” replied Mrs. Parly, ¢I always thought you too modest
and bashful to do anything so public. Sakes ! I guess you are get-
ting greedy for gain. Let me tell you Miss, you may be sorry for
it yet. You would be doing a greater duty to stay with your sister-
in-law. Everything seems to be going wrong with them. She is so
miserable, it is cruel of you to leave. To my mind, her house has
been a home to you for many a day, and you could go out or in as
you liked, and if George or Maud did make game of you sometimes,
what about it? Any young person would have done the
same.”

Thus spoke Mrs. Parly, and in silence Maggie sat thinking
thus. ¢ After all ithas been a gude home to me, an’ puir Susie never
interfered wi’ any thing about me or the garret,an I could aye gang
out an in as I likit.”

“I guess I vexed you,” said Mrs. Parly.

“Na, na,” replied Magiie, “I'm no vext ava, but tell mo are
ye gaun back to Rochester this spring 7’

.- “Yes; I expect to go back in a few days; but my going or
staying can :make little difference. If I stay I will pay for my
board; of course. 1 have the room yet, but that is settled for.”

“1t’s @’ richt then, but I maun still sell on. It's na mair than
ye wad da yer sel. The minister’s wife kens &’ about it, an’ it wad
ill set me to soun, my ain trampet, an’ it’s a sma’ ane—"

- “ Laws | what does she mean;” exclaimed Mrs. Parly, as she
locked around for an explanation.

“Yes, yes; I know all about it,” said Mrs. James Barton, ‘ and
you must not be hard upon Maggie. What she makes peddling goes
to help s;zgort her brother’s family. She has done so ever since
you left . Parly.

* But, my ! she ought to be well pait for selling the bibles,”
remarked Mrs. Walsh.

“ 0, aye,” said Maggie, “I'm payed for that. Mr. Barton gies
me what the Society allows, but it disna’ amount to much, an’ I'm
pitin’ that in the bank for a sair fit or a rainy day.”

“ ’éMnggie,” said Mrs. Barton, “ have you got the Witness this
week ?”

“No, ma’am, not yet, but I'll ca’ at the manse for it th
nicht, but maybe yer no din wi’ it yet.” :
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“Oh! yes, Maggie, we take the Witness ourselves now.”

“0,aye! that’s true ma’am, twa families ha' been spiering about
that paper. Ye see I whiles happen ta have a few in my basket; it’s
a great treat for fowk back in the country to get a weekly T.
Some likit the stories an’ others the receipts. Ay! auld man blin’
a8 & mole likit the bit o’ gespel reading. His granson reads to
him.”

“Speak to the minister, Maggie; speak to the minister and
he'll write down to John Dougal’s office, and they’ll send a psreel.
Yon might get a number e subscribe for it, or you could sell them.
Mr. Barton was about sending for a few on trial. So speak to him,
Maggie; its a good standard paper, and deserves a good and wide
circulatéon.”

“ Aye, an’ its sa doun again drinking,” said Maggie. -

And, with another little glimmering ray, and hope of fature
usefulness, Maggie lifted up ber basket and went her way. .

Soon the rest, Mrs. Parley and Mrs. Lunt, went down tagether,
and as they went they talked thus:

CHAPTER XXVII.

“J am sorry, very sorry indeed, for Mrs. Langtord. Prouble
must come hard to one in her situation. -No father to care for the
children. No husband to bear the trouble with her!”

“Ugh!” replied Mrs. Parley, “ as for that, people differ in their
opinion. Husbands and wives do not always share with one another
in joy and sorrow.”

“ Oh, but they do, Mrs. Parly. I dare say some try to keep all
trouble to themselves, to save their partners.” :

“Well, my good woman, it's to be hoped the majority of people
are of that stamp ; but, mind you, there are exceptions, and more
than the world knows of, that's so. Laws! why, I have a consin who
has not spoken to her husband for the last ten years, nor he to her.
Do you believe that? I guess, if he has trouble, he may take it to -
the Witch of Endor for all his wife would care, and they have as fine
a family of children as ever you saw. They live well, too, at least
comfortably, and seem quite ha Fy. They ride out with the child-
ren together, eat at the same table, entertain company together, but
never a word to each other.”

“ Oh, dear, is it possible, Mrs. Parly ? It cap’t be that they—
Ah! Tunderstand you now, they are mutes and can’t talk,” and the
little woman fairly laughed at her supposed blunder.

“ Indeed,” replied the other, ‘ not much mute about them, Mrs,
Lunt. They are as talkative as you or I, only they don’t taik to one
snother.”

“They don't? Why don’t they? How do they get along?
Do they not know each other’s language? Or what ails them ?”

. “gf course ; they both talk as plain as you and I do; and are

very jolly, Mrs. Lunt, old and grey-headed though they be.”
8
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“Oh, my ! how in the world/can they live so, Mrs. Parly. .1
would put me crazy. They may appear to be happy, but, ohi
they must lead a-miserable life. How can they live so, at all ?"

“Laws | Mrs. Lunt, it’s the easiest thing in the world todo. &
simple. I'll tell you how. When there’s a little tiff between yuy
and your husband, just you say something sharp and short ; go away;
don’t wait to hear his defence. Next time you meet, just give i
heavy sigh, but be very reserved. He will soon learn to be sullen,
too. If 1t so happens that you must tell the houseis on fire, why,
Just tell the dog, or the canary,in his hearing, that will do., Simplg
why the youngest in thehouse understands. Sakes alive, they prac
tice it,t00.” And Mrs. Parly laughed to see how amazed he
listener was. She concluded thatthey always manage to have i
staff of tellers as well as don’t speaks.

“Oh, Mrs. Parly, if there were only two things in the world
that would drive a man to drink that would be one of them, andi
there were only two thingsin the world that would tempt a man o
woman to commit murder or suicide, that would be one, at least]
think so, I don’t mind a man and wife quarrelling sometimes. Bu
why, oh, why do they keep it up, eh ?”’

“ Sakes, Mrs.Lunt, you r don’t know how the most of pet;ple
live. As for the keeping if up, that's the beauty of the thing. Yo
see, 80 long as they don't, speak they won’t get into another scrape,
and the longer they don’t speak they like it the better. Pshaw ! sakes,
my cousins didn’t have much of a quarrel. Their relatives did i
for them, by making a great story out of nothing, and so managel
to get him jealous of her, and she of him. For my part, Mrs. Luni,
I never believed in any of their stories. If the spark had been let
alone, it would bave died out itself. Tell you what, 1f T have not got
religion, I have got sense enough to know that it's a dastardly mean
thing for brother or sister, or any one else, to interfere with folks
after they are married. They have much to answer for, by putting
one against another.”

“That’s true, Mrs Parley, but, oh ! it seems so little, so childish,
so unchristian like, besides the sin. I wonder they are not ashamed
to act so before others.” ;

“Sakes! I tell you, Mrs. Lunt, Christianity has nothing to do
with it, one way or t'other. I have seen so much of it in my day
I think nothing of it. Pshaw! there was a family lived near us o
t'other side, nice people, too, but they were forever falling out with
somebody, He held office in the church for many years.”

“ Mrs. Parly, how could he hold office in the church, and be in
bitterness with any ?” . ,

*Just because it was not known much out of the family.
Young and old had policy enough to keep that to themselves.”

“Whsatdid he do?’ = - )

“1 can’t say what all, Mrs. Lunt. Anyway he was doorkeeper
for the living and grave-digger for the dead, He got sick once and
was confined to his bed for some time. His wife was afraid he
would lose his situation, and she did all that had been required in
the church, and on several occasions dug the graves t0o.”
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“Were they Americans?”

“No; you don’t find Americans work so. They came from
Germany ; but they are both dead now, and their family.scattered.
Tell you, if I had children, I'd bet they would not cool off with one
snother whenever they pleased. I'd have them speak, if they
should snap. Of course people can do as they like.”

“ Oh, dear me,” said Mrs, Lunt, “I wonder the're not afraid of
s judgment.”

“ Why, bless your kind heart, Mrs. Lunt, people don’t think so
seriously about guch trifles. It would never do at all. My cousin
has s daughter mute; but, sakes, it wasn't a judgment. She had
measles when about three years old. It left her deaf, and, of course,
she soon lost her speech, forgot how. Well, well, every nation has
its own way of driving a quarrel. Let an Irish couple fall out, and
she’ll settle him with a flat-iron, and he'll settle her with a boot-
jack. When they have blackened one another to their mutual satis-

faction, they’ll kiss the place to make it well. But if a Scotch or

English couple has the misfortune to fall out, hang up the bag-pipes,
for it may be years before they fall in again. Thég Fr};nch t:% gvg::e

still. I, of course, like the American way best. A mutual divoree,
and the wife can then demand a——"

Slowly Mrs. Lunt repeated : *“ ¢ Whom God hath joined together,
let not man put asunder, Oh! I would rather, far rather, the
eoldness of death, than such coldness of heart between my Ben and
me. I dare say there are none so happy and loving but may have

-little differences at times, but why can’t they give in, one to the
other ; why be so stubborn, and keep up the spite, like naughty
children, as you say ? Mrs. Parly, a heavy charge lies against any
that put a stumbling-block in the way of others. If ¢blessed are
_the peacemakers,” what shall be said of the peace-breakers? Obh,
Mrs. Parly, it must be dreadful to live in a family where any of
them do not speak toone another. Oh, dear, what a separation of
hearts ; to me it seems worse than the silence of the grave.”

“Tut] tut! Mrs. Lunt, you're far too sensitive. Ever{body
dor’t think as you do, or nobody would do it. Sakes, it’s surely bet-
ter than swearing and tearing at one another. After all it's the .
mildest form of punishment they can inflict on each other. They
don’t mean any harm, and it’s nobody’s business either.” i

“What do you say, Mrs. Parly? They don’t mean any harm?
Then worse still, the devil means it for them, and urges them to do
his pleasure.”

“] am thinking,” continued Mrs Lunt, aftera minute’s silence,”

“ What about pray ?” :

“T am thinking of one of whom it was said Jesus cast-out the
damb spirit.”

An r 'Becca stghed heavily as she said, ¢“ What an example
before children and servants. Really such cases ought to be made
a subject of prayer.” -

«“ LawsFand who is to do it, Mrs. Lunt? You take far too

serious a view of the matter. Why, my cousin’s husband is & %%Od
moral man, and a good provider for the family. They are both
8
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, and I put no faith in the stories that were afloat. No! it wa
the work of @ meddlesome old maid, making extravagant stories out
of trifles. It's & long ten years since. But I am sure the coldnes
would have died out if my cousin had more prudence and lem
devotion.”

“ What do yon mesh by that, Mrs. Parly ?”

“] mean my cousin wastoo devoted to the children. 'She could
think of nothing else but their comfort. While she would not turr|
& straw to please him, she would turn the house upside down t
satisfy them. If tkey wanted the carriage the father must walk a
distanee of four miles to his.office; everything must be arranged to

ase them. No matter about the father, he always came off second-
, , an easy good-natured soul he is. You are sighing' now, I am
sarry i made youso sad. I'll just finish by telling you something
resal funny. 1 was there on a visit one spring. One evening I got
a:summons to go home next day, first day of April. Said I to my-
self, f I'll teach these foolish things a-lesson of common sense before ]
leave them.> You see I had been trying in a round-abeut way sev-
eral times to-get them reconciled. But it was no use, for each said
they had nothing againet the other, and each said they waited for
the other to speak. Well, just as I was about to leave I went tobid
my cowsin good-bye. She was sitting in her bed chamber. °Polly,
said I, ¢ your husband is coming in here to speak to you. Aim’'t you
glad? Bat, oh ! my sakes, she gave a start and trembled like an

n leaf in the wind. ¢Laws, Polly, he ain’t agoing to shoot you

t are you afraid of ? It will be a delightful change. I would
likke- to see him, but I must go. Make ap your mind to speak ples
santly 1o him and ask his forgiveness, becanse you know you are to
blame. Be sure and speak, if it is only these four words
¢ Did‘you want me ?” Polly, go meet him in the dark entry, or hall,
where you'll neither see nor be seen. Good bye.” I had been in the
library opposite to her door a few minutes previous, and spoke to
her husband to the same effect, concluding by saying, ¢ Now go you
and meet her whenever I leave, and don’t let her ask all th%;?ardon&
Mind now, or you may plant thorns in your dying bed.’ ell, just
as I'reached the hall door at the foot of the stairs, I listened a
mvment and heard them talk, really talk, first one word and then
another. Then a sob and a smack. It was time for me to clear.
¢ April feols,’ I muttered ¢o myself. No matter, I gave a sob too asI
shut the door quietly. Bat laws! Mrs. Lunt, you are so pious I dare

" 8ay you have condemned me already for deviation from the truth.”

“ Tell ?me, Mrs. Parly, my good woman; tell me—do they
speak now ?”

¢ For a while, I know they did ; but habit, you know, is strong.
Good bye; this very long talk has made a very long watk.”

Reader, you and I will step:back to William’s a minute.

“ Grandma,; I heard something about Norah.”

% Oh! did you Jessie; and where is she?”

«I dop’t keow that. I only heard of wheie she had been serving
before Ellen got her. She was nurse in a very respectable family,
and was at times sent out with the baby. Very often the. other
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ohildren would fo with her for a walk. It soon became a.regulsr
hebit. The child appeared better, and the other children wers out
of their mother’s way, who was in poer health. She never asked
Norah-where she walked, and wheretshould Norah bend ber steps
bat to & house of ill-fame.”
“ Well, Jeesie, how was it found out?” usked grandma. -
¢ Her fellow servant, the cook, informed on her. She wanted
& dress made. Norah said she would get it made cheap and good,
if she (the cook) wouldn’t ask any questions. Norah was going
' out every da'l? or two with the children, and it would be no trouble.
Allright. The dress was made. Norah brought it home, but the
cook would not put it on till she knew where it was made. Bhe
ssked one of the children, who readily gave the number of the house.
Well, the cook, who is a faithful sort of a creature, thought it her
dnzfn tell her mistress. Soon Norah was discharged. ~The little
girls were getting so very intimate, they would recognize ands
to the inmates of that house when they would meet them on the
street.” ‘
“Well, Jessie, they were not to blame; poor things.”
“ Of course not, grandma. They even invited the little girls to
to a dancing Ya.rty. It's a lesson for parents to be on thAu:.vfnui
?amh was, to al agpearance, a well-conducted person. ad Mrs.
Wlde"bad no scruple in letting her take the chﬂ(elren out on weok

‘ But, Jessie, how is the evil to be evaded ?”
“ I don’t know, grandma, The least people can do is to.msist °
upen knowing where their children are taken to. I fear there is
more mischief done by the nurses and governesses among the upper
class than is known. Of course, it may sometimes be the other wayp.
One thing certain, &;eople should never scruple to raise a girl's

wages, when they find them good in principle and practice.”

3

CHAPTER XXVIIIL

* * * * *

“ George, my son, I wish you would not go out so at night.
You might stay in this one. I don’t see what pleasure you can have
every evening out. Goout now, if you wish, but be home .at
night.”

& “We have jolly fun, mother—jolly fun; perhaps not what you
would care to see.”

“Indeed, George, it's not me that gets any recreation, whatever
others do,” she said, with & heavy sigh. _

“ There, now, mother, don’t you begin to sigh and whine, amd
cry and pine. Oh, I hate that. Come, cheer up. I'll take you with
me to Renard’s, and you will want to go again. Did youever go to-.
a circus or theatre, mother?”

“Yes, I have; but not for the last ten years.

“ Well, mother, the stable man and the bar lad had both been
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olowns once. So the landlord lets them brush up 50 as to entertain his
customers, while he gets in behind the counter to wait on folks. " Do
come, mother, it will do you good. Then you will have a chance to see
Maud’s beau.  Cliff takes Maud often. %ou think it is & dirty place,
but it is not. Maud is as mnch a lady as either you or aunt ﬁngg.
She likes it, and sings songs with Mrs. Renard. So yeu won’t go,
mother? All right; I'll make a bargain with you. You go some

lace this afternoon for me, and I'll stay home to-night for you.

isten. There is going to be a meeting of women (all mothers) at
Cosey Cott, and when they all get in, they bar the door and pull
down the blind, so nobody can see them. I don’t want you to go in,
mother ; gut I want you to get under the side window and listen to
them. Then you can tell me so that I can report.”

“ What's the meeting for, George ?

 Qh, to pray for each other and preach to one another. They
think they don’t get enough from Dr. Barton.”

“ Well, indeed, George, Mr. Barton’s no great things. However,
no fear but he will give women and children enough.” .

‘ Mother, are you going or are you not ?"”

“ Yes; oh, yes, George, I'll go to gratify you. And you stayin
to-night for it.”

“All right,” said George. “ Mind,you need not be afraid. No-
body can see you. Just wait till they sing the doxology, and then
clear. Now, get ready and go, for it's a long walk, and they’ll be
all in before you get there.”

She went, and returned about four.

Reader, fancy that we are alongside. Sakes, it was nice, some-
how, listening to them. Why that old lady fairly talked to the
Lord Jesus, just as if He was in the room listening to her, and knew
all about it. I wish I could do that; but I never was any band at
gmying. Dear knows, I've always had enough to think about.

isters, they called one another. 1 wish I had a sister. Oh!my;
what am I dreaming about ? I must think what I am to tell George.
Oh! George, George, my son; I know it was you—l1 am almost
sure it was you and Maudy they were praying for. ‘What is this
. they said ? ‘ Do, oh, do, arrest them in their wild career—who love
§leagpre more than they love God. Save them from sin and sorrow.’
68 ; that’s what they said. * Make them partakers of grace now, and
glory hereafter’ But, my! I can’t tell that to George; hed
blurt it all over the country every day. Mrs. Lunt, too, prayed out
loud : ¢ Lord, open their eyes that they may see their danger, ere
it is too late.” Oh! dear me, one would think those women knew
somebody was coming to kill Maud. Whatam I to tell George?
But what business have they with me or my family, I'd like to know.”

As she approached the stile, she turned to look back, and could
Jjust see them coming out of the little gate ; but it was too distant to
make out who they were, and it was not the doxology they were at
when she left, after all. :

“ Why Maud, it's you, is it? What brought you here ?”

“« My feet, mother.” :

“ But why are you sitting here in the cold ?”
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“ T am waiting for George.”

“ No, Maud, you are not waiting for George.”

“1 tell you I am waiting for George. Is it any harm ?”

#“ No. Maud, you are not waiting for George. He is in the
bouse, and you know that.”

“ Mother, you had better tell me I am a liar. Why, I come here
every evening, and then walk home with George.”

“ Maud, don’t try to blind me; it is not George, but Cliff, you
wait to meet.”

“ Mother, you are always finding fault with me. Poor thing, if
I can't talk to a friend a few minutes, but you blow me about it.”

* Listen to me, Maud, once for all; I forbid you waiting for
any one.”

“I know where you have been. You have been in Cosey Cott,

mother.” ) ,
" “No, Maud, I have not; but, no matter where I have been, I
forbid you crossing this common or waiting for any one till I know
more about them. Cliff may be a villain for all either youor I
know.”

“ Mother, who told you it was Cliff I waited to see? You have
been talking to Mrs. Lunt. I wish you would stop her crossing the
common as well as me. Old fool that she is, to watch young ieople
the way she does. It would serve her better to mind her work."”

“Maud, I never heard Mrs. Lunt say a word about either you
or Cliff. All I hear is just in the house among yourselves now and
then. Why do you suspect Mrs. Lunt? And why did you put on
that silk dress to come out here ? See what a sight it is ?”

“ It is really too bad, mother, if I can’t walk out evenings after
work and sewing all day. You allow aunty to go where and when
she likes ”

“Maud, I care nothing about aunty, but I love you too much to
allow you to run wild. Ah, Maud, nobody can leve like a mother.
Why despise me ?”

“] don’t want you to love me, mother. I know somebody that
loves me more than you do. Scolding a person ain’t loving them.”

« Hold your tongue, Maud ; you know if your poor father was
alive, you would not be allowed to steal out and stay so late at
night. Maud, you are my eldest daughter, and should be a comfort
instead of & grief to me. Come, like a good girl, tuck up your dress,
and harry on.” ,

As Maud turned to go she dropped some bits of paper.

Quick as thought her mother picked them up, but said nothing.
Amongst them a letter- * ok * * * *

“Well, mine mother, how did you get along ?”’ said George.

“Oh, I don’t know; I did not hear much, my son. 1 thinkI
must have been late. I was afraid I would be seen, for Barton’s
baby was up at the window, and I left when they began the doxo-
logy, though they did not come out till I was up at the stile steps.
But never mind, George, perhaps I'll have better luck next time 7"

“ So, mother, you mean to go again, just to get me to stay home
another time; but I ain’t so soft, not I.” . '
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“ Very well, George, please yourself. I don’t care to go agsin;
but if you want to find out what they do or say, then you had better
go yourself.” ‘ :

CHAPTER XXIX.

Dear reader, let us go back a few hours, and fancy that you and
1 are silent observers of this mothers’ meeting. It is the same room
in which some business matters were being giscussed when Ma%gie
Langford was first introduced to our notice. The same round table,
on which are placed a number of Bibles and hymn books. The
floor is covered with home-mede carpet now. On the mantel shelf
are the same two brass candlesticks. Between them now stands a
handsome oil lamp. Mrs. Lunt has just finished her dusting, and
- -gettling round the chairs. She is very anxious thaf there may be a
chair for every woman and a woman for every chair. . After stirring
up the fire, she opens the door so they will not have to stand and
knoek, while she goes to her own “room to tidy up her person a
little. . First came g poor heartbroken mether; but & wife no longer.
Her heart was yearning for sympathy. Each in turn as they
entered, passed over to where she sat in the further corner, and,
with & warm gragp of the hand, gave her a welcome of sympathy
and affection. They commenced their little service by that vorﬂ
. sppropriste hymn : “Come thou fount of every blessing.” Then al
. knelt down in silent prayer for a few minutes, not a breath was
heard. After singing again, a chapter was read. Then Mrs. James
Barton, in an audible voice, repeated the Lord’s prayer, in which
they all joined, repeating it word for word. After singing agsin, a
chapter was read. Then, kneeling down, two prayed in succession.
Their prayers were audible, short, and, some might think, simple.
Each, then, in thejr turn, made a few remarks on the chapter they
bad read, a few minutes being allowed for any question to be asked
or any plan to suggest 'by which a mother might be helped in the
training of her children. :
ile they were thus engaged, little Tottie got up on a chair
near the window to look ont. Shewas feeling lonesome; so, lifting
the curtain a little she muttered to herself, “ woman on a gound.”
Then, raising her voice: “Tome in, womans—Tottie dive’ou a seat.”
After which they stood to sing the doxology. The child tarned to
her %;ndma, saying: ¢ Oh, gamma, woman gone 'way.”

o old lady looked out, and there, sure enough, was Mrs. Lang-
ford just leaving the gate. BShe said notking, because she thought
Mrs. Langford had come too late, and was ashamed to come in.

« Now, my friends,” said Mrs. James Barton, “we must all be
here again at the time appointed. There are other mothers in the
settlement whom I would like to see here. Perhaps they will be
along the next time. And you, Mrs. Walsh, I trust, will continue to
come, Tell me how you are getting along with your little children?
'You must feel sad and lonely. But you have a greater claim upon
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theLord, now, than when your husband lived; and you have a
ter claim upon our sympathy, too.”

“ Oh!” said the poor creature, “ we found it hard to make all
ends meet. Before he died, I was ailing most of the time, till he
was taken ill. I got stronger then, and indeed it took it to attend
tohim. But what [ am to do this winter to get bread for myself
and my children, I really don’t know. 1 wish I was in the grave,
too, for what, with my heavy grief, and starvation staring me in
the face, I can do little else than fret.”

“Tut! tut! my good woman,” said Mrs. Lunt, *that's not the
way to do. Have faith in God; look on the bright side, woman,
dear. TheLord's granariesare as full as ever.”

“It is all very fine to talk so, but I never had a bright side to
look to. People talk about Providence providing, but [ have always
had to work for my bit and sup. Provid.:nce has never done much
for me.” g

“ Calm yourself, my friend ; do not give expression tosudh feel- )
ings,” said Mrs. James n.. “ Do you ot ‘recognizé the Tords = - ..
-hand ; and has he not put. some drops of sweet- into.your sup of . -
mm.wz?n . - , -y

“ Noue norie | ”” was the poor creature’s answer, as she tried to
cover her face with her handkerchief.

, ~“Come, come,” said the old lady, “I, too, have tasted of sor-
row ; .but the good God always slips a few drops of sweet in ev
bitter cup. Come, Mrs. Walsh, you will certainly craze youmself if
m give wayso. Now is an opportunity for faith to triumph.

st in the Lord ; He can make all things work for -yoar good.”

“Not muck signs of that,” replied she. ‘“All things are agsinst
me. All I held dear are in the grave. Oh! if my baby had only
been spared. I would rather the other two had been taken, if only
my husband and baby had been left me. But they are gone; they
are gone | ”

“My poor friend,” said Mrs. Lunt; “and who took them?
Sarely you are not daring enough to enter & protest against the God
of Heaven. Do not, oh, do not quarrel with your Maker. Do not
find faalt with Him for doing what He sees best with Hisown. He
took your babe for He was about toremove your husband. Was there
no mercy in that? What would you have done with an infant in
yeur arms this winter ? God took your husband, but you had the
satisfaction of waiting on him all through his sickness. ‘Was there
no mercy in that? Your own health and strength were good, all
through, was there no mercy in that?” - ’

At this Mrs, Walsh fairly trembled.

“Oh!” she cried, “I know I am doing wrong to give way 80.”

“ Yes, indeed you are,” said the old lady; “and the Lord has
much to bear from gou. Now, I warn you to submit at once, and stop
murmuring at His dealings, or He may soon remove the other two
also, and lay you on a bed of suffering the rest of your days. Come,
now, keep up your heart, for we all mean to help you ; so good-bye.”

Dear reader, if it is not too much trouble, turn again to Lang-
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ford’'s. George, vexed at not getting out, opening his old pooket-
knife, oomme%ced cutting and s%nwlﬁng eve}:-.jytl?gzg he cogtl)g get
hold of. The furniture (already a sorry sight) was getting notches
to remember that night by. Supper over, it passed as all other
nights, When all went to bed, . Langford took the note she had
picked up, opened and read it. What could it mean? It was evi-
dent that Maud loved Cliff, but he was getting tired of her, and
seemed anxious to shake her off. That whatever else she had planned
or anticipated, he fancied a bachelor’s life would suit him better.
While she was reading, Abbie came in and stood stamping the snow
off his feet. ‘

“ Why, Abbie,” said his mother, ““ where have you been? I
thought you were in bed.”

“ No,” said he; “T was looking for something Maud dropped on
the common.”

“ Well, did you find it ?”

“No; it was only a bit of letter, anyway.”

“ Abbie, do yon carry notes for Maud ?”

“ I won’t tell if I do or not,” said he.

“ Come, now, Abbie, tell mother all about it, and I'll give you
something real nice. Ah1l thére’s a ﬁd boy. Tell me, do you take
letters to or from the post office for Maud ?”

“ No; I tell you, and you're mean to pry. You know well
erough I never was in the post office.”

“ Hush, Abbie, sonnie; speak low. Didn’t I see you get a letter
from Maud one day when she was ill with a cold, and could not go
out? Come, sonny, tell mother, did you give it to Cliff?"”

“1 won't tell you ; so you need not coax me. Thers now, old
mother, you may shut up ; think I am a fool ?”
bed And the misguided child of an indulgent mother dashed off to

Poor Mrs. Langford was suffering for want of judicious treat-
ment of her children, and with a sore heart she picked up his wet
boots and socks, and put them to dry—then hung up his coat and cap
he bad thrown about. This done, she went to bed, but not to sleep.
The first thing she thought of in the morning was the troubleseme
note. Again she opened and read it, then slowly she folded it up
and pushed it deep down in her ket, and then stood with her
hands drawn tightly over her head, as if to keep her brain from
bursting. She neir.{er sighed por wept. Either she did not believe
what she had read, or team-and sighs were a weak demonstration of
grief so great as hers. So the days came and the days went. Oh!

what a mercy. Sore, sad days pass as swift as glad, joyous ones.
' “What's the matter, Mand,” said Mrs. gford, when she
entered her room ome day and found Mand sitting staring at
vacancy, her hair hanging around her shoulders, and her hands
clasped tightly over her knees.

" “There’s nothing the matter,” was the cool reply,

“ Maad, your manner belies you. Kither you are sick or you
have got a fright. You look like a ghost.”

“Then, don’t look at me,” was 510 pert reply.

in
tha

ths
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“ Stos your scolding, mother,” said Abbie, as he poked his head
in at the door, “ no wonder Maud’s angry. Mrs. Parly went away
that time, and didn’t leave Maud the key of the room as she pro-
mised, and now our party is all knocked on the head.”-

“Maud, I would like you to come with me to hear the lecture
that is te be given in the oid school-house. It is a long time since I
was at one ; it will be & chunge for us both.”

“ Delightful change, mother; you can have it all. For me, I
am going to grannie’s,”

“ Ah, do come, Maud, that's a good girl, do; and George, you
will come too? There, don’t look so surprised ; it is time we were
sl beginning to think what we are going to do.”

“I am thinking,” said George, as with both hands he scratched
his head, “I am thinkj’g , What are you going to do, mother ? Are
you going to join the ‘lfill ites or the Methodists ? I do believe
you have been at Mothér Lunt’s prayer-meeting.” '

- This was one of Mrs. Langford’s good spells, which came by fits
and starts, few and far between.

“Do you know what, mother? I saw Jim Barton, the saddler,
to-day, and had a nice long talk with him.” ‘

“ Why, George, I thought you did not speak now ?”

“Neither we did for a long time, mother; but to-day he mis-
took me for some one else, and was talking away till I told him his
mistake. Then he begged my pardon, and ssid he believed his eye-
sight was failing. He is a lucky lad, mother.”

“ How do you know ?”

“I will tell you, mother, how I know. Jimmy put his arm
around my shouider, boy-fashion you know, and in a kin way asked
me to come and see the present he got from his father last Christmas,
four acres of land. He wants me to advise him what to crop it
with. Now, mother, ain’t he a lucky chap. His boss put some
money in the savings bank for him, all because he had stack to
nothing else.” ‘

b a’hat does ‘stuck to’ mean, George ?”

“ Mean, mother ? Why it means that he learned his trade,
served his apprenticeship straight through. Don’t you wish it was
me, mother? But he is a suppy; a profession is better than a
tmeb, it sounds better, one don’t have to work so hard nor drees so
B y'" , /

“ What is a ¢ suppy,’ George "

“BakL! don’t you know what a suppy is, mother? Why, it's
a chap that’s afraid to drink cider or beer, for fear it might give
him delirium tremens, I suppose you thought it was a trade—well,
well, I would like to be a—let me see, now; I can read and I can
write some.” i

“ Mother, where is Maud so long? I thought she was only to
stay two days at grandma’s.”

“Bhe is there yet, George, spinning or sewing; my poor mother
is 80 helpless, and Maud just has her own way there. at would
your grandmother do without her ?”

“ Well, mother, and what is that to us? Indeed, Maud won’t

NOTRING LIEE BLACKE ON WHITE.
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be thoir servant, I'll be bound. [ will send for her to-morrow. You
are s paok of fools, that is what you are. Tell me at once, mother,
why don’t she eome home to see the new play at Renard’s ?”°

“ George, don’t ask me. I sometimes wish she had never been
born, nor you ¢ither, for that matter.”

“ Gelly, you were proud of us once, mother. S’'pose you're
going to set your 'fections on things above after this, eh ?”

“ Oh, George, I beg you to hold your tongue. My pride has got
a terrible fall,” and indeed, she looked like it, trying to make a new
dress for Bessie out of her own old one.

Poor George, impulsive at times, hung down his head; then
with a start, “ Mother, something tells me I have not long to live.
Sometimes I feel as if there were fire in my veins, rushing up to my
head. Ain’t I just as old as Jim Barton ?”

“ Yes, George, you are both near of an age. You two, and Jack,
the minister’s son, were all born within one yoar.”

“Ah, mother, I wish I was in his shoes. I am no use to any
one. [ wish I was in California. Nobody loves me, mother. How
does'it.feel 1o be & Christian? Ah! suppose yowdon't know. Oh,
dear, what is the use of living ?” :

“ Greorge, where. have you been, your tongue is so loose to-night ?
Have sowme sense, and dont’ talk #illy, oant stuff.”

“ Woell, mine mother, I was in a blacksmith shop,'if you want to
know, listening to & Millerite preaching. He stood by the forge,
and laid the Bible on the anvil. There were a groat many people,
sitting on harrows, ploughs, rough boards, and whatever they could
get. Some window panes were broken. It is well the might was
mild. Hewever, the wind blew out a lot of their tallow candles; so,
as there was a little fire in the forge, the preacher (who was a black-
smith formerly) s’wpred back and caugh¢ the bellows handle, blew
up the fire, then called out, ‘Bring your caudles and light them at
the forge, and bring your hard hearts to the anvil and hammer of
God’s word” Then he looked over to where two old farmers sat on
a plough, and said, ‘Plough deep, old men, break up the fallow
grouad of your hearts, for it is time to seek the Lord.’ told them
the world was coming to an end right away, and they had no time
to waste. 'Tell you what, mother, Aunt Magg should have been
there. It would have suited her to & ‘T’ Then he named a lot of
g:rsons who would be claimed by the master they served; the

bbath breaker, the drunkard, the swearer, and I don’t know who
all. Of course, he had to come down on our distillery, as if nobody
had one but ws. Stupid man, had he only enquired, he would have
found that it was shut up. He called it and the taverns nurseries
for hell. He made me feel s0 squeamish, I most wished they were
nowhere.” ’

“ @eorge, what made you stay te hear the Millerite? You
would not comejwith me, neither you nor Maud, to hear alecture in
the old school.}§ sappose Jim or Robert Barton asked ycu, and of
course you would go any place to please them. Yes, thatis the way
you got to hear the crazy heads.”

% Now, mobher,;nobedy agked me, amd the Bartons were not

there. So you may shut up.”
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" “Gco?o,donot t angry. Mother did not mean to
_sanoy. Neither Idid; g:;d 1 aﬁyve sorryfor it. Now, tell me,
how did you find out about the preaching ?”

“You re getting to bo.civil now, mother, and had better
koop 0. Well, I was passing down to meet some . When I
got olz)osit.e the blacksmith’s they struck up a tane I knew well. It
was ‘ Auld Lang Syne’ the stupid heads were'singing. Aunt Magg

ings it sometimes. Of course I.1thought some spert must be going
on here, 80 in I walked. ¢ Anything to pay,’ says I to the door man.
‘Yes,’ be bawled, ¢ you have got to pay attention.’ ¢ All right,’ says
I, ‘that don't cost much.” ‘But, young man, the want of attention
may cost lgou your soul,’ wae his reply, ‘Time is short, eternity at
hand. ere is a seat, friend’ That wae doing business,
mother.” ' .

“ But, (George, why did they sing thatsong ?”’
.“Oh,theygied e Tong. :

some sort of & byma they put to it. Anyway, Mr. Millerite said a
Wedleyan pr r had stolen a number of tunes ont of books
for his bymns. He said the tunes were t0o good for the devil. Aha!
sha! the Methodists and the-devil are always at loggerheads. Omne

chap, deaf Paul, was just leaning on the handle of a plough,
m‘ngaclittlo, when Millerite, who was going over a number of
dates and figures, all at once stopped speaking, and raising a great
sledge hammer gave the anvil such a blow, and in a solemn voice,
said : ‘ Wake up, there; how dare you sleep out of Christ, and time
sonear atan end 7 Then he went on with the figures, telling

them even month, day and hour. It was awfual to hear him, 4

mother.
“George, was that all he was preaching aboat. Had he neo
text 7" g ’

“1 don’t know, mother ; I came away while they were amgml-gt
abhymn. Itsounded awful like ‘Home, Sweet Home.! I fe
ashamed of my old cost. No—father’s. It's a mile too big for me.
No wonder Jim Barton mistook me for a Oh! I remember.
The words of bis text were: ‘Set your affections on things above.’
He was a gueer looking man, mother, for he seldom looked at the
people. ]ge kept ene hand raised up by the side of his ear all the
time he was preaching, He wore a thresdbare coat—out at the
abows. Oh! he was in a great way to get the people to believe
what he said; and the tears randown and dropped on the bible.
Of course, it was all ¢ bog latin’ to.me, ahem! 1 wonder how it
feels.to be comverted. Do you kmow, mother? Is it just~———7"

“Come, George; go to bed. Do you know what time it is?
BSakes, it’s near twelve. Do get to bed.”

“ You dién’t answer Tzeahon yot, mother. That mau said
all the unconverted would be lost. Now, if the world is at aw -end,
we had better get converted, for he said that the moest wicked one
that was there could be conwsrted into-a good Christian—no matter
if their hearts wene as havd.as.iron. That is good; eh, mother?™

“George, you are neithera henthen nor s papist, s morderer nor
a thief, and I don’t see what yoware in such & stew alout. - T'dont

not sing the song, it was only the tane. .t was "
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believe the world is coming to an end. My poor mother used te
know a good deal about such things before she got so useless. She
said it would not be until the-Jews were gathered in, and that might
not be for & thousand years. However, if you want to know any
more, you had better ask your Aunt Maggie. I never was any hand
to preach or lecture to folk.” .

“Then, mother, I won’t ask aunt. I would not give her that
much joy. I know she would like well to get on the soft side of me.
It would be, ¢ Noo, Geordie, ye’ll ha’ to get a bible. Ye canna da
without,’ that’s what she would say, ahem! Mother, why don’t we
have some sort of worship ? Lots of people have. Mrs. n does
it all herself when the minister is away.”

“ Come, come, George, go to bed. What on earth are you

" waiting for ?” ) ,

“Why, mother, I am waiting up for Abbie. I sent him for
some hot stuff to make me sleep. 1 won’t be able to sleep & wink if
I don’t ‘get some, after all I heard. ' Oh! dear sakes, he is long
enough to have tried every rum shop in the village. I wish I had

ne myself, but Abbie can always make the best bargain. Do you

gzow, mother, these Millerites, made some go out of their mind in the

States, they did. Oh! there is Abbie’s whistle.” And poor George

" ran to the door, snatehed the bottle from the child, and swallowing
the contents ran off to bed.

I believe there are opportunities, or turning points in every
one’s life, and it may be this night the opportunity in George’s case
was lost forever. )

‘We follow Mrs. Langford next day to her father’s.

“ Qh! father, what can 1 do? I would have told you my fears
about Geolx‘-ge aoongr, but you always get I‘ian sach a sputtle oltl‘ a
passion when anything goes against you. No use tellin r mother
either. Where is mygbrobhﬁlber{ ” e e PO

. “Albert is out of town just now on some business. Whatdo you
want with him, Susie ?” ‘ :

“Why, father, you know hé promised to get an easy situation
for George. I am so sorry that George did not get-atrade, but both
you and Albert were against it.” ‘ -~

Then, Susie, don’t trouble your brsin about George. If you
had only pushed him on with his schoolihg during the last three
years he would have been fit for some profession. Mechanics are 80
common, and they associate with the lowest.”

“ Father, father, who else does George associate with but the
worst. What am I to do?” o

“Susie, his uncle Albert is getting a situation for himself and
Geto;ge He has been away for some time trying to get the where-
wi

¢ Oh! father, that is good. What is it to do ?”. :

“It is to be a little landlord. Xeep shop up in Willow Vale.
Albert will have the one below here. Now, what say you to that,
Susie ? 1 hope I will get the house reasonable. - I am going to offer
& tempting r:nt to Black Coat. No doubt I will get it this time.”
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“QOh! father, don’t put my George to attend bar. He will drink
_himself to death. You won't believe me that he takes to it s0.”
“ Curses on you then, Susie. Get him something else to do.”
Ah! poor woman, poor woman! To whom will she go for
sympathy, or.to whom unbosom her griefs and fears.

CHAPTER XXX.

I must now beg the reader’s pardon while I stop to tske up a
stray thread of my story.

"% What, without her knowledge or permission ? No, Edward, I
could not act so, after all she has done for me.”

“Then you think more of her than you do of me, that is plain,”
said the yo man. .

“ BEdward ! Edward | how can you talk o0, you are all the world
to me. But surely I can love you and still have aloving respect for
th; gu??rdian of my youth. Why shoald_the one love destroy the
other ?”

“ Gussie, you ought to have judgment enough to exercise your
own will, and not be hampered with an old woman’s caprice.”

% Oh, Edward, how can you think so afler all she has dome for
me? Ifshe had been my mother, she could not have done more for
me. I might bave been sent to some orphan’s asylum only for
Nurse Burney.'* :

“ Very well, Gussie, it just amounts to this, that you will not
marry me, if, in doing 8o, you have to leave her ?”

“ Dear Edward, do her justice. Poor Burney has no desire to
thwart me or control me, but she surely has a nF t to look after me.
Besides she has papers in her possession that tell of parentage, that
might prove something 1 am entitled to.”

« Fudge !” reto! Edward.

“ Don’t you believe it ?”

“ What do you want with pro(ferty or money, when I have
plenty ? Come, just say the word, dearest, and then we will arrange
matters about starting right off.” ‘

« Oh! Edward, give me till this day three weeks, Burney will
be home then mostof the time.”

The two walked on in silence a few minuntes, when an unbidden
tear feund a place in Gussie's eye, searching in her pocket for her
white needful, she stopped short, saying:

“Oh, I have lost my pocket handkerchief. There, I see it away
back on the road.” ’ -

« Never mind it, Gussie, you will soon have plenty. What about
it 7’ said Edward. - _

“Our acquaintanee has been so short that I have not even men-
tioned it to Burney.” -

« What abont that,” retorted Edward. - ““Do you like long
courtships ? I don't, so long as we like one another.”

About four or five miles from the Willowvale village,in a
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thickly settled and woody part of the country, stood the humble
thongh comfortable dwelling of Mrs. Burney. Her abode is neither
stone nor brick, it is only a leg shanty. Reader, have you ever been
ingide one ? perhaps not. No matter, the inmates hgve little
trouble with their gas-pipes, or water taps, because they have
none of these modern improvements ; not even & stair to weaken
the spine. But what does it matter? Many a clever man and
woman have bgen raiseddry syshanty ;: 9yp, gnd rocked in a sap trough
too. Well, I must hurry. "Nurse Burney is out just now. Her
callin%-,takes her out often among the neighbours, but she never
stays longer than she can help. the door yard a young woman
is busying herself trying to improve the outward-appearance of her
home. A large Newfoundland dog is lying very contentedly watch-
ing his young mistress with the corner of his eye, lest she should
invade his property, which was only a barrel laid on its side.

“Thare now, Bover, what do gou think of that ? Have I not
put the shine on the old hut? Burney will be home soon, only
three hours sinceshe left, andsee what a change. She won’t hardly
know the place. Speak, why don’t you, Rover? Bark, or some-
thing. What stupi thin%:e ogs are. Well, I will have a rest any-
way, on this tub. I don’t believe Burney will care a bit about m:
work. She would rather see the dirt than see me tired. Oh, how
wish I had sisters, brothers, cousins, or something. It’s real lonely
here all day, not a soul to talk to, but a stupid dog. There is one
comfort, he never contradicts me, nor quarrels with me., I know
some families, where I have been sewing, the brothers and sisters are
incessantly bickering and finding fault with each other. So, if this
is adull ’?Lace, it’s bappy enough. Come, Rover, s , why don’t
you? Youstupid dog. Ihavea good mind to write some verses
about you, and the last line of each verse will be Rover, Rover,
Rover. That will nettle you, sleepy head. You are tired of my talk-
ing so. Poorfellow. ButI must talk, whether you answer or not,
I would forget how. Ah, you're dreaming. So you may sleep awhile,
I am going to have a sing.” )

smiting the action to the word, Gussie, in a low sweet voice,

sang “ Home Sweet Home.” As she finished, Rover growled,
Gussie started and looked around. There stood an old man. She
had seen the same old mau talking to Burney the winter before,
ay, and the winter before that, too. He held his hat in hig hand
and leaned heavily on the gate.

« Hey, day, young woman, if you have a poor house you have a
rich voice. It may be a fortune to you yet.”

“Who are you old man ? and what do you want ?”

«] was jnst listening to you a minute, and I want to see Nurse
Burney.” =

«She is.ngt i, but if you have a message for her you can leave
it with me.” L

“Thén I wish to leave some money for her ; can you,give me
a receipt? First give me a drink of water and let me mest a bit.
1 am a lnmberer, and have been over my timber limits som# distance
from liere, and I am very tired.””
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Saying 80, he went to go in, but a quiet signal from Gussie, and
Rover glanted his huge form right in the doorway.

“Call away your dog, girl ; is he wicked ? %Vill he bite ?”

“No, no,” said Gussie, “he is not wicked. He will only take
you by the throat and pull you out.”

“ But, woman, can’t you scold him, and keep him still.”

“No, sir, I never scold him, Rover and I never quarrel. He
knows his business.”

Then, perhaps, I had better not go in, though I would like to
smoke by your fire a bit.

“ You had better not, sir, it might be your last smoke.”

“You seem very self-possessed ; you are a pair, you and your
dog. Tell me what is your name ?”

¢ Gussie is my name.”

“That is not all. Are you Burpney’s grandchild ; or are you
her adopted child ?” .

“ Sir, I don’t care to be communicative with strangers. If you
bave any desire to live any longer, you had better be going as
Rover’s patience is very short.”

“Then here is a cheque on the bank for twenty dollars, I won’t
mind the receipt,” and he turned to go.

“QOh! see here, old man, you neither gave me_your name,-nor
said what the money is for.” ;

“It is for Burney,” was his answer, “and I don’t know what
to say. I know who you are, but you don’t know me.” And
trembling with emotion the old man hurried away. :

Poor Gussie was quite overcome, as, with her arm around
Rover’s neck, she sat down on the door step.

“ Rover, you dog, I made that man afraid of you, so he would
go off. Dear, oh, dear; but he looked sorrowful at me, but he can’t
know me. I wonder if Burney knows him. There be still, Rover,
till I put away this money. I wonder what it's for. I have a good
mind to look through her papers. I will pick her lock so I will.
It is too bad, she ought to -tell me all about myself.
I hate secrets. I hope she wont come in. Oh! pshaw! _
I don't like to open her desk, she trusts to me so. She
just says, ¢ Gussie, don’t stir my paper desk,” and I know she never
tonches my old box of papers. She is real good that way, so she is.
She knows I write both poetry and prose, but she never interferes. 1
wonder what she would say if she saw that piece I wrote. * Whoam
I, what am I, or wherefore am I here ?’ My nurse sings that lullaby
to keep her conscience clear. Indeed she never had but one hum. Dear,
oh! dear; perhaps 1 was some great lady’s child, laid at Burney’s
door. No matter; I will know soon. She promised to tell me be-
fore I would marry, and she does not know I have got a swee theart.
There, she is coming in sight. Go, Rover, meet her. I know what
she will say when she sees the old ice cleared away, and the yard
clean, ‘Iam so sorry you work go hard, Gussie, child ; you will be
sick,” She thinksI am a child yet. She always calls me that. What
are you listening to me for, you stupid dog? Go, Rover, meet Bur-
ney.”

9
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“ Are you not well this morning, Burney, that you are so long "

u r ”
“i child; but I am very tired.”
“ Just lie still then, Burney, and here is your breakfast. I do-
}vgh you oould do without going out to nurse the sick folks, indeed
o.’ 0 “

th “ (’Jhild, I can’t help it; we must live, and it ain’t much I make
either.” -

““Say, Burney, what are you going to do with the money that
man left here?” .

“Do with it, child? Why, I have some of your schooling to
pay out of that; and I want to get you a parasol and dress with the
mt-”

“] don’t want a parasol and dress. I wish you would rather
put a gable roof to this old shanty.”

% No use, no use, child, your wishing for that; wishing wen't
alter circumstances. Gussie, child, I like the shanty well enough
and you may not be in it long.”

A moment's silence, then Gussie, in a faltering voice, said:

“ You won't object to my altering circumstances, will you'?”

“] know not what you mean, child.”

- « 1 mean,” replied Gussie, I would like to take you to a nice
house to live with me, and go no more out to nurse.”

Burney said nothing, but sipped her coffee,

“] want to ask you something, Burney.”

« Ask away, child.”

“You promised me years ago to tell me about my parents, be-
fore I would get married, so now you have just two weeks to do it
m_—_”

¢ Child, child ! how is this? I did not know you were keeping
company with anyone. Tell me, doesanyone come here to see you?”

“No, Burney ; but in where I sew. 1 gotacquainted with & nice
young man, who calls theresometimes ; I don’t know what for ; any-
way, the girls like to have me sing, and Edward, why he is crazy
to hear me.”

“ Gussie, child, what do you know apout ‘him ?- He may bé s
drunkard, or an idle good-for-nothing, or he may be a married man.
Child bewarel” - ) '

“If you knew him as well as I do, Burney, you would like him.
The very last time I was there, he came with®me the mostof the
way ; and he is neither a drunkard nor an idle good-for-nothing. He
is not married either. And only think, he has a nice farm away Wlllf
West. So we are going to have a nice comfortable home.” You will
come, too, won’t you, Burney ? ” .

“ Gussie, dear child, I must see him. I must know that he is
deserving of you, and if he is, I-have no objection to your union.
What is his trade, and what did you say was his name?”

- “I don’t know what he follows. Perhaps he lives on his money.
His father is very wealthy, 'Edwaird has a gold watch and chaip,
and dresses well, and one of the prettiest canes you ever saw. Hs
does not smoke, only cigars.” .

« Gusasie, is that his christian or surname ?”

The
“Here, ¢
you if yd

Poor
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“ Why, Burney, that is his first name. OCliff is his surname.
Now, Burney, I do wish you would tell me about my parents. Of
otgurse? they are dead, but tell me who they were. Did you know

em 13

% Ah, Gussie, chilc, it grieves me to tell you, but it must be
done. Your mother died soon after you were born, and abeut a
fortnight after she was brought here. - Your father still lives.”

“ Oh, Burney, where ishe? Did I ever see him, and did he
ever see me ?”

“Yes, child, you have seen him and he has seen you, but,
though you did not know him, he knew you.”

“Tell me, Burney, were they married ?”

. “No, Gussie, that was the black part of the story.. Your father
had a wife and family in the old country. He came out sometimes
on business. Your mother was serving as housemaid in the hotel
where your father boarded. Gussie, child, I wish you would not ask
me any more. W-ell, what he pretended to be, and how he was
trusted. But, instead of a guardian, he proved to be a deceiver.”

¢ Burney, what was his name?”

“Child, I cannot tell you; I cannot tell you. Bring me my
writing-desk.” N

Then, unlocking it, she took out a package of papers, saying:
“Here, child, open it. Your mother sealed it and leilt) it with me for
you if you should grow up.”

Poor Gussie felt stunned ; however, taking the package in her
trembling hands, she opened it, but could hardly make out the
writing ; at last, with Burney’s help, she did so.

“ And so it was you, Burney, that baptized me, and my name is
Gusille CLiff ?”

“Yes, child, your mother desired it. She was just able to write
8 few words at a time.”

¢ Did her people not come to see her or to get me?”

i “No ; they came for her clothes after she was buried, but they
would have nothing to do with you. Your poor mother extracted a
promise from me that I would keep you myself. Your father bound
me to secrecy, paying me well for it. So you see, child, I was

“bound by both the living and the dead to keep the secret.”

@ “Tell me, Burney, was that old man who left .the money, was

e MY ="’ =

‘? Yes, child; your father.” e

% Oh, nurse Burney, what is his name ?”

The old woman only touched the name Cliff on the paper Gussie

<helq in her hand. ,

“Burney, dear Burney, tell me, is Edward Cliff my brother?”

¢ Child, he is your father’s son.” ]

% Oh, dear,” said the poor girl, “ what a fate I have escaped !
Bat why did the old man ask if I were your grand-child ?”

« use, Gussie, I had a grand-hild for the first three years of
your life, but she was taken home. It may be your father wanted
to find out what you knew about yourself.”

% But why do I go by the name, Burney ?”
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“Child, I only gave you that as-a sort of Ezoteqtion from
pryers. 1 haigou entered on the school register. Some think you
are my d-child; some think I have adopted you.”

“ Did my mother wish you to call me that?”

“ No, child, she did not. She requested me to keep you. Her
wishes are all written down_there, ¢ Black on White,’ nor has it been
-opened since she closed it. There now, calm yourself, Gussie, child,
and thank heaven for crossing your purposes,” for the poor thing
sobbed and cried as thaugh her heart would break.

“Qh! Burney,” she cried, “I have indeed escaped a terrible
fate. But I think Edward has found out the eecret of my birth,
becauso he was to have been here ten days ago. Indeed, he wanted
me to elope with him then, for fear you would not consent to our
union, t I could not do it; Burney, I could not do it. Then]
felt so sure you would consent. Oh, but you must see him, and tell
him how it is.”

Gussie then threw her arms around the old woman’s neck, and
kissed her repeatedly. “Oh!” she said, “I never cared to think
much about Providence before. I do now.”

% Poor child,” said Burney, ¢ [ will make enquiry shorily, and
find out if this is the same young man; so think no more about it/

CHAPTER XXXI

Reader, the house which I now introduce to you, appears t
have been once a substantial building, but now showed signs of
decay. Negligence and poverty have stamped the place with a fore
boding aspect. True, the long winter has passed away, or nearly so.
We will not say much about the beauty of the spring time. Fancy,
reader; that we are listening to their conversation, and then we wil
know who the inmates are. “What a confounded fool Albert was

He might have known that would not do.” These words wers
" uttered by an old gray headed man, who staggered into the kitchen,
threw himself into a big chair, which proved too frail to bear his
weight. “He had sat on that chair for many a day. But it refused
to bear his weight any longer, and the old man fell back, sfrawling
on the floor. A young woman stood by, laughini at the lndicrow
sight, as the old man slowly rose out of the wreck. She muttered
“yourself is the oldest and biggest fool.” This so enraged him,
that he picked up the broken chair, throwing the pieces aboui,
bredking whatever they came in contact with. When the storn
had somewhat blown over, the old man sat down on a bench
and, taking out his pipe, commenced to smoke.

“Maud, it was all your fault that your uncle was apprehended
I hate the sight of you, and wish you were in your grave. Give me
some dinner, and be quick.”

“Yes, sir; what shall you have? Cold meat and chips, or cold
meat and straw, grandpa ?”
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e ‘?‘ Maud, answer me first. Do you know that young man,
miﬂ 11

“Yes, grandpa, I have seen him before. Why do you ask ?”

‘“ Maud, the stage driver told me you were privately married to
Cliff. Isthat true ?” :

“ The stage driver has no business telling you anything about,
me. He is a meddlesome old fool.”

“ Maud, that is not answering my question. Tell me at once,
hussy, is it true ?”

 Find out for yourself,” was her pert reply, and Maud gave
ber head a dignified toss, and was about leaving the room,

¢« Curses on you, is that the way you answer me ?* said her

andfather, and, seizing her by the arm, shook her violently.

“Grandpa, if you had spoken civilly, I meant to have told you.
1am engaged to be married.”

“ You are, eh! engaged to be married! When, hussy ?”

“ As soon as the spring opens up nicely, so we can take a trip
up or down the lakes, like other people.”

The old man started and shook his fist at her.

“Go!” hesaid. “Go from this house, yeu bold, bad girl.
Never darken this door again. Take your things and be gone.”

Maud ran around the house, getting her things and tying them
in a bundle, and when she re-entered, the old man lay snoring on the
floor, with a broken tumbler beside him. Tying on her bonnet and,
jacket, Maud, ere she left, turned into a little reom back of the
'Eictchen, where an old and almost helpless woman sat in ap old-
fashioned arm chair.  On the one side was fastened a huge work
basket, and on the other side a guch bag. The poor creature was

aralyzed on one side, and had been for a long time.  The bag and
gasket were well filled with thread, needles, strings, rags, socks,.
buttons, bits of paper and such, for in her well days she would work,
but most of the time she played like a child.

We will not say how this calamity came upon her. Allher
other faculties were more or less affected. Just now she looks very
much agitated, and tried hard to ask an explanation of the nojse.
Maud picked up the drinking cup ard turned back to her grand-
father’s jar hurried it to the old woman.

“ Here,” she said, “drink that And I am so to leave you,
becanse you are the only ono that leaves me alone. Never once have
you scolded—never! mever!! And I love love you—love
you! See, here is a lot of little pictures, and pretty things for you,
to look at. And here is some snuff I hooked for you. Hide it now,
mind, deep down in the bag. Hush! don’t try to speak. Good-
bye, grandmother, good-bye.”

es, reader, there was a tender spot in poor Mzud’s heart, and
when she saw tears come into her grandmother’s ‘:{es she fairly
broke down, and pressing a kiss on the old, wrinkled forehead, she
tore herselfaway.

Alas! poor Maud. The way of the transgressor is hard. Yes,

family pride has turned many a one to the door, for whom the gates
of heaven will stand ajar.
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Again, hardened with abuse, she stood at her mother’s door.
Sullenf;sbe stood by, while her mother gave vent to many bitter
words, which I do not care to repeat. May none of my readers ever
bear the things that were laid to her charge.

“Base girl, why did you not tell me sooner—you profligate
hussy? 1 don’t believe that Cliff ever intended to marry you. Oh,
that you had died in infancy, when you had the whooping cough.
You were low enough to have died; I was foolish not to let
you go.”

“Then, mother, it is all your own fault, keeping-me here to sin
snd suffer. I might have been in heaven.

“ Maud, your death would have made me crazy.”

“No fear of that now, is there mother 2"

*“No, Maud ; butyour life may.”

“ Well, is there no one in but you, mother; and is tes ready. I
am starving with hunger.”

“Don’t take off your things. Fiy! Maud, fly from this
house.  You have brought black disgrace upon us, and ruin upon
yourself. Why, oh, why did I cherish you to break my heart. Go
at once; Idisown you; you are no daughter now.”

“Where will I go, mother? I never travelled.”

“Then you may go travel, now. Don’t call me mother. Go
search’ for him whose company and whose love you preferred to
mine.’

“Oh, Maud, is that you. Itis sa dark I cud hardly see you,
sitting there.”

“ Yes, Aunt Maggie, it is me.”

“ Are ye waiting for somebody ? But may be I shudna speer,
only it looks sa like a storm the nicht ye'd better come hame.”

“ Home,” repeated Maud. “I have no home, no home. Oh,
An:l:: Magg, I am turned to the door, by both grandfather and
mother.” o

“ Hegh, and I ken whatfor. Maud, waes me that it should
come to this. That my brother’s bairn should be turned to the door _
be her ain mother. Eh! what, wie, could they no bear wi’ ye for a
while. The Tiord Jesus has borne wi’ you an’ them for mony aday.
Dear me, to think of a mother turning out her ain dachter in a nicht
like this. Ab, lassy, lassy, see the evil of sin, an then hoo great the
Lord’s love. He turns na body away forsin, if they only come to
him in a humble spirit. Tell me, Maud, what do ye mean to do ?”

¢ Aunt, don’t bother me. If you must know, I mean to make
for the city of though it takes me a week. Bridget gave mo
directions to get into the nunnery. She is going to granny’sto stay.
Yes; I will give myself up to the blessed nuns. Bridget said they
will be good, and they never turn girls away. I will live and die
there. They will not abase me like my mother did.”

. “ Oh, Maud, your mother has other trouble forbye your’s, Her
brother, your uncle Albert, has committed an awfal crime. Come
away hame, I'll carry yer bundle.”

“I tell you, Aunt Maggie, I have no home., Why don’t you
believe me ?”’
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“ Maud, you used to have a guid hame, an ye were well offta.”
# Used to, Aunt Maggie; used to, not now,” she repesated in a
gort of dreamy way.  Used to have a home, afather, and mother,
. brothers, sisters, good clothes to wear, plenty to eat and drink. 1

never had to chore and slush like you. Justto sew, and walk out. -

A good home,—used to ; not now. Now I have no home, but I am
ing to one.”

% Maud, is there anything I can do for ye, my woman.”

“ Yes, Aunt Magg, yoa can go away, and miod your own busi-
ness. Let me alone, I don't want you to talk to me, and if— Oh,.
yes, [ want youto give me some money. You will never get it back
again. But you can take my beautiful silk dress. Sell it, or wear
it. Quick, now, give me the money, and let me go.”

“ How much, Maud ?”

“ Nine or ten, Aunt Magg, or five dollars, if you have no more.
Hurry now, before any one comes.” .

«T haven’t that much,Maud, but come hame wi’ me and sleep on
my bed in the garret this ea’ nicht, and in the morn I'll do &’ I can
for ye. I've been a’ roun’ the country, and ken far mair about it
then ye do, sa come awa’, my woman.” -

“ Do you want me to be turned out again? You old thing, you!
No, I am tired enough without having to walk the same ground
over,” retorted Maud.

“ Oh, Mand | Maud ” pleaded heraunt, ¢if ye have any respect
for yer deed father, come wi’ me, sleep this ea’ nicht, an’ in the morn
T'll do whatever is in my power. Yer mother ’ill be down at gran-
nie's noo, 8a come awa’, my woman.”

“ Oh, aunty, aunty, must I go back again ? Mother will be
seeing me, and, oh,she will kill me. Oh, save us, what will I do?”

“Dinna be feered, my woman. Ye ken yer mother never
looks pear the garret; ye might be there for weeks an she wadna’
ken ; I’ve little money about me, but I ha’ some nice cheese and
crackers.”

“Then give me some, aunt, for I am faint with hunger. Oh!
that is nice, give me some more. Oh ! Aunt Magg, if you had always

‘ ipoken in that kind way I might not have been the fallen creature
am. .

CHAPTER XXXIL

Two hours later and Maud lay sleeping quietly in her aunt’s
bed. At the far end of the room sat Maggie. There was little sleep
in her head. Sometimes talking to the unseen, sometimes to her-
solf, as we before.noticed it was a habit of hers. ¢ An’ what for am
Ihere the nicht? An’ what kept me in the paths of virtue? What
for am I no an outcast wanderin’ crater? Lord, it was Thy hand
that sheltered and guided me, an’ I cannie help but love Thee. Thoun
art my strength, my Lord and Redeemer. Help, oh! helgu:e in
my present duty,” The next day Maud woke up with a bursting

@
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headache, and her aunt coaxed her to lie still, and gave her a cup of
tea. . : ‘

“There noo, let me wipe yer face an’ hands wi’ a wet tool, and
ye'll feel better. Pit doon the bit o’ paper out o’ yer hand, or it'll
‘got a wet.”’ :

“ Oh | no, aunty, I must take care of that.”

¢ Then lay it under yer pillow, an’ it'll be safe.”

.%“Oh! no, Aunty, Maggie. First tell me are you my fast
friend ?” .

“ Eh | yes, lass, I'm yer only triend be yer father’s side, an’ I'd
da as much for ye as if ye was my ain sister.”

“Then, Aunt Magg, I want you to bring me something that
will make me die right off; rat poison, or I don’t care what, and
bury this bit of paper with me. Now promise, promise.”

“Na, na, Mg.ud, I couldna da that my woman, but will ye no tell
me what the bit o’ paper is about ?”

“No! I want George. You’'ll not do anything for me at all.”

“ Speak low, speak low, my woman. Ye canna see George till
ye tell me what ye want wi’ him.”

“Oh, dear ! must I tell you? When I was coming from gran-
ny's yesterday I met Abb, and he gave me this note. Young Cliff
has given me up, taken up with another girl.” And the poor thing
sobbed and cried a8 if her heart would break. “ Now go down and
send George to me.” -

¢« Maud, what for de ye want him ?”

“1 want to tell him about Cliff, and get him to make me his
wife and take me away from here, I don’t like this place. “Oh!
. sunty, do,do. I can’t bear this suspense. Oh! T'll godown myself,
there now,” she said, springing over the bed.

“Eh! na, na, my woman, ye canna’ see George. Eh, Maud,
lassie, it winna da to tell George about Cliff. George wad murder.
Clif. Eh! my bonnie lassie. Da ye think he wad let the man live
that deceived hissister? Na, na, George maunie ken. Take another
cup of tea and a cracker. There noo, rest a bit, and ye’ll feel
better.” .

Ah! Maggie knew the secret of calming the nerves by attending
to the wants of the stomach, )

In the evening :—

“QOh! golly, mother, I have got a situation! Have I better
clothes to put on to go with?” . )

¢« Abbie, are you mad ? What do yon want with a sitnation?
‘What are you going to do?”

“ Here is the paper.  See, ‘ Black on White,’ what I am to do
and what I am to get.”

She took the greasy paper and glanced over it. “ Abbie! what
in this world have you gone and hired yourself without my consent
or knowl’edge to that gipsy circus for ? What do you mean? You
can’t go.”

“Golly, don't you go to stop me now, mother. You'll find I
can’t be beat, Write your name just there, quick.”

“What will I do that for? No, I have done that too: often
already, Abbie.” - : .

-
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“L thmk, mother, it means that you will answer for my good
conduct. / Sometimes they hire boys, and when they have paid
thair passage to places, they leave them. Hurry, quick.”

/
o $sy, Bessy, I am hired. Won’t I have the fun ? And I will
gat you a free ticket everiftime mrly circus passes here. Say good-
y for me to George and Maud. Tell them the company was just
waiting for me. and—-"
“'There is the man for me, mother. Mother, where is the
" l‘ 7"
« In’the fire,” -
“Oh | mother you, you wicked wretch to do—"
“ My good woman, I am the bearer of sad news.”
« OZ! I thought, I thought,” said Abbie, “ you were the circus
mn . . ..
“8it down my good woman, sit down” said the man, ‘“taking
no notice of the child. Sit down and hear all.”
“@o,” cried Mrs. Langford, “ with your bad news I have had
enough,” and turned away, leaving the man standing there.

“Sad news, 'Becca, sad news; poor George Langford is

“impossible, Ben, I saw him in the afternoon. I am sure it was"
him.” - |

“ Ah | "Becea, he is gone ; he is drowned.”

‘“ How is that, Bém.go Tell me all about it,” and the dear little
woman sat down to hear the tale of woe.

“ George found, through some means, that Cliff had deceived
his sister. That he had married another girl, and was on the point
of leaving for California, but requested an interview with Maud at
the old trysting place, the style steps. Poor George, enraged at
the villian, and without letting anyone know, hurried on to the pine
grove, near the distillery, where Cliff would pass. I believe he
went round by the distillery first. Soon he espied ClLiff under a
g:oe tree gathering spring flowers. A bouquet, no doubt, for Maud.

rge had exhausted his strength hastening there, and as he leaped

wildly at Cliff, the villian started and stared at George. George
charged him with the crime, when with the wild cry of a maniac, they
rushed upon each other. ‘ You're mad, George,’ cried Cliff, ¢ you are
mad.’ ¢ Yes, villian I am mad, you have driven me to destruction.
Lie down till I kill you’ ¢George you flash of wild fire, boy you
are in the delirium tremens. But you will kill yourself before you
kill me.’ ¢ Villian I’ roared George, ‘for your treatment of my sister
I will trample you under my feet, and your bride will feel better of
her widow’s weeds, when she hears all. It was the last was heard
of poor George. Cliff and he fought away, but as the ground
:nhxﬁwd tgey could not keep their footing, both stumbled into the

g‘3']13‘en; how did you bear all this ; and is Cliff drowned too ?”

“No, Becca, that is the strangest part of the proceeding., Cliff
W48 uo swimmer, George was a good swimmer. &iﬂ‘ struggled out

. -
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g;g some means. George, poor fellow, sank like a stone to the
ttom.” .
“Tell me quick, Ben, have they found the body ; and tried to
restore him to life ?”

“Yes, yoy; I hexd to pull him out. -We tried for a long time,
bat life was gone. for Cliff he fled; no one could see where. But
I don’t know as he could be taken up for murder. Though I hope
he will be brought to justice yet.”’ ‘ )

“ Ben, did no one interfere to save poor George ?”

“ Why, no, 'Becca; there was no time or opgortunity to do
anything. I was on the other side of the creek, and called out to
them to desist from fighting, but they heeded me not.”

“ But, Ben, there is a log hut.there, and an old man and an old
woman living there. What did they ?”

“The old man was out. The old woman stood at her door,
’Becca, and heard and saw all ; but what could a woman do? Be-
sides it was getting dusk. The old woman stated that George came
to her for pome keys, and then went to the distillery office. She
does not know whether he got liquor or not, but he appeared to be
terribly agitated. ‘George,’ said she, ‘what is up? He turned
round, and gave her a look that she says she will never forget.”.

« Has word gone up to his-mother ?”

“Yes; but she did not receive it.”

“ Why so, Ben ? Was she not there ?”

“ A man weut up right off to tell her. He had & spite against
the whole family, and had said in her hearing once, that he would
be glad to be the bearer of ill tidings to her.’

“Oh ! well, then, I am glad she heard him not.”

“ Yes, 'Becca, it is as well ; so you had better go up, and com-
mence the subject to her as easy as possible.” .

About gight o’elock next morning, Mrs. Lunt’s horse and buggy
might be seen to leave Mrs. Langford’s gate, while beside the gate
stood Bessie and Abbie.

¢ I think,” said Bessie, “ mother is going to bring George's
body home.” . .

““No; Idon't think so; they are holding an inquest on him
now.”

“ What is an inquest, Abbie ?”-

“] can’t tell you what it is, Bessie; I think it is something
they do with drowned people.”

¢ Abbie, I am sorry George is dead. Is Cliff dead too ?”

“Noj; Cliff ran off lest he might be blamed.”

“ Oh, dear! I wish there was no pond there.”

“ Why, Bess ?”

« Cause, don’t you see, Abbie, if there bad been no water there

r George would not have been drowned.”

“ Ugh ! Bessie, he might have been killed, Murdered, though,
and that is as bad. I am real sorry I gave him that letter though;
it was it that made them fight.”

¢ Abbie, what makes boys fight ? (Girls don’t do that.”

“ Do you call George and CLiff boys? Why, Bessie, they are

men, real mon.”
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“ Abbie, you never see girls scuffle and haul one another over,
hu'dly’ ever. Men go to war, ton, and kill one another, but women
don't.’ -

%’Cause, Bessie, they are not strong, like we are; women are
cowards, too, and not brave like we are.”

“ Oh, Abbie, I don’t see the nse of being so strong and brave. I
would be glad if all the men were weak, like girls and women are.”

“ Well, Bessie, but you are soft. What would yoa do if a great
bear was coming to fight you ?”

> “I don’t know. What would you do, Abbie? Could you kill
it?”

“ Well, wait,” replied Abbie, “till you see.”

“8ay, Abbie! if Cliff had been drowned, that would have been
four men that have been drowned there since pa died. Don’t you
mind, one was sailing in the canoe, and just shaked the hoat & little
to frighten his wife, so he fell out and was drowned ?* ~

“ Now, you are wrong; Bessie, it was the woman that was
drowned, gnst because she was a coward. Her husband was only in
fun. And the fall before that, a Frenchman, driving in a team,

*
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mistook the pond for s field, and went to drive over it; but the ice

was not strong enough, and he broke through; but, Bessie, he was
tight.”

~ “Idon't care, Abbie, grandfather should let the water all go

- down to the lake. I wish I was strong and brave like men are, I

“\Q’?Z

would make a big hole in the dam.”

“Bah! how mighty wise you would be, Bess.”

“Oh, Abbie, I am sorry Georgeis dead. What shall we do at
all? TUncle awsay, too, and grandtather so cross.”

“Golly, I am the only man in the house, I am.”

‘“You are not a man, Abbie, so don't go to call yourself one.”

‘“ Well, Bessie, I will soon be one, and then you will see how I
will work for you and mother. I will soon get back the horse and
cow the bailiff took, you bet I would. I am sorry that that circus
got away last night, because they promised me lots of money, if I
would go with them, just to play, mind you. Notto work any. I
will go*yet, I w;ll."
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* * ] * *
Down by the pond. The living meeting with the dead.
“ Oh my son, my first born, my George.”
And the r creature folded the lifeless form in her arms,
smoothed his hair over his forehead and kissed his cold lips.
“Come away with me,” said Mrs. Lunt. “ While they wash
and lay out his body.” -
rs. Lunt, and the others, wishedto keep awayall noise from
Langford’s, on account of the refuged Maud. i
“For a little while let me ¢ near him. He is my son, my
George—my own Georgie. His father used to call him wee curly-
beaded Georgie. Oh, my son ! my son !” .
And where was Maggie all this time? She bad been down
before Mrs. Langford, and saw the cold remains, but had to hurry
back to watoh d. Maggiothad told Maud her fears that poor




NOTHING LIEE BLACE ON WHITE

George was drowned, but said not a word of his body being. foynd
uatil long after it was baried. .

"~ «] can't believe it, Aunt Maggie. George is off on some errand
oruncle, or to see Cliff,” said Maud, “ he’ll be back again.”

It was the evening after the funeral that Mrs. Langford was
walking about the house. Bessie was doing some house work ander
the direction of her aunt. Abbie was slyly practising some tricks
which he thought would better qualify him for the circus. . .

* Children, get in your kindling wood,” said Mrs. Langford. -
¢ And go to your beds.” R

Bat still they trifled about.

“Go at once,” she bawled, « for I can’t stand your noise,” and
lifted the poker and shook it at them.

When they had gone, Maggie came and stood around, wishing
to comfort her if she could. Poor Maggie had work to do up stairs
and down, trying to keep each as calm as possible from excit-

. ing the other. And Susie had work to do. In her deep trouble she
thought and plannq&i it all. o
» “ ie,” said she, “are you done with your basket for
to-night; I mean, ean you empty itfor to-night ?”

“ Yes,” replied ie, “ I can.”

“’And your hood and shawl, too.”

“ Certainly, Susie. I will leave them all here. Just where
you can see them.”

And Maggie did so. Then went up stairs to ber room, bat first
suggested that she had better take her boy with her, to which. Susie
made no reply. All being quiet she soon slipped out in the bible
woman's rig. The basket on ber arm, full of kindlings and some
matches, too. Did Mrs. Langford wish to goin disguise, or did she
tancy that there was virtue in the bible woman’s rig. Susie had
never asked for these things before, and Maggie never doubted but
she had gone to her father’s. It was a good chance to get some
vietnals taken up to Maud. '

CHAPTER XXXIII

How startling the cry of fire ; and how awful the glare of light
it throws on hill and dale, particularly in the country place where
there is no fire engine to bring into action. It was about eleven
o’clock at night that the whole neighbourhood was alarmed, and as
they gathered to the scene of the disaster, the eager enquiry was:
“ }{;)W did it originate?” The distillery had been shut up for some
time, on account of not having sufficient means to prosecute the
trade. What could have done it ?_ There was no one living there.
The old man and woman had movefl away on the night that George
had been drowned. The spectators were just coming to the conclu-
sion that it was the work of an incendiary, when some hinted that

-perhaps Cliff had taken refuge there, and at ence the rest came to
tne same-conclusion, Still, it was evident the fire did not ariginate:
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ib-the inside, but from the outside. It was now unapproachable,
Now, tHhe m.a; who longed to impart bad tidings, demanded a heaz-
e Baid :

“ I bad occasion to cross the commor about ten, last night,waen
who should I see but a wolf in sheep’s clothing, near the style steps.”

“ Wehich way did he go,” asked one ? .

“1t was not a he,” said our informant; it was a she wolf.”

“ ?A.rrah, man, can't ye spake plainer than that, and have done,
shure ?”

“Then, with your leave [ will speak plainer,” said the bad
news-man. “It was the bible woman, Miss Langford ; I know 1t
was her. She had a basket on her arm, and was talking to herself.
I heard her say : « He made me feel so squeamish, I most wished——OR
Ak I'D burn you. I will burn you, I will I’

“Shure,” said our Irish friend, “it is yourself that's the bad
man to be, after suspecting a dacent woman, and a bringing her into
throuble.”

A messenger was sent to White’s, and another to Langford’s, to
find if any were out that night. Neither Maud nor her mother
could be seen. Soon Maggie appeared and answered for Maud's
safety ; but where was her mother. Towards day she was found i
the gﬁbyard, lying on George’s grave, almost insensi ble; the
basEst-alongside with a few kindlings and matches in it. She wes
carried home by kind neighbours. It was plain that she had firad
the distillery. Poor creatare, she took sick, which soon terminated
in a brain fever. For many days she lay at the point of death. Sad,
wea? days of watching were in that house.

-1t was while Susie- lay sick, out of her mind with fever, that
auother immortal was added to that family. It was well for the
young mother that Mrs. Langsford was unconscions. When she first,
awoke to consciousness, it was to see Maud standing by her bed.
Bhe looked hard at her, and, as Maud casually drew back, she
watched her every motion, until she left the room. When Maggio
afterwards entered to give-her medicine,

“ Maggie)” she said, “are there many strangers about the
house ?”’

“ No, Busie; very few have been in.”

“ Maggie, don’t tell them about Maud.” , e

“ Trust to me, Susie, and keep your mind easy. I am glad yer’
a weo better the day. Just be as quiet as possible, till ye get
strengthened.” The next day, and the next again it was the same.

Maggie said she: “ That woman was in again, and looked strange
at me and slipped out; she never s .

“Who can it be? What is she like, Susie? Did ye ever see
her.before 7¢ '

¢ She is very, very Fale and thin. Her hair is short, and sho

over her shoulders. She 'minds me of
somebody I have seen before. But why did you let her eome in
‘here ? ”
“8usie, I have to be out hawking. What else would we livs
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to mind ye, I cudna say no. Sa, rest contented the day, an’ the
morn I'll see about it.” . ~ e

“Oh! say, Maggie, that woman did not come to-day. Did you
send her off.” ' ‘

“ Na, na, Susie, she’ll not come the day. She’s lying ill.on my
bed, and I fear it's the fever she’s ta’en. She’s sa hot.”

“ What is her name, eh, Maggie ?”

“I didna’ speer at her. But I ken she’s some puir heartbroken
body. Though I doubt na’ she has herself te blame. What am I ta
do wi’ her, Susie?”

“1don’t know, Maggie. Oh! I hadsuch astrange dream about
her last night. Maggie, do you believe in dreams ?”

“Whiles, Susie, whiles the Liord sends messages to folk when
they are sleeping.”

« Why, Maggie! I always thought dreams turned out contrary

like.
“Na, pa, Susie, I dinna think sa when the message is frae the
rd.”

“Tell me, Maggie, what'’s come over you? You did not appear
so free and pious heretofore.” ]
‘ “1 dinna ken, Susie, unléss it was the fear of losing you and the
joy now at having you restored. Let me sort yer bed a bit.”
. “8it down, Maggie, till I tell you my dream. I dreamed I was
listening to George whistling about the house, when all at once I
became aware that some one was coming into the room. I wassure
it must be that strange woman. So I thought I got up and shut the
door ia her face and turned the key. Butwhen %attempted to cross
to my bed thorns pricked my feet, and when I tried to scramble on
to the bed there were thorns all over it, the pillows and al]. Then
I felt sorry that I had locked the door, for the woman could have
picked them off. I felt so weak and faint thatI must lie down, thorns
and all. I wakened up all trembling. Maggie, can you read my
dream ?”
“1 dinna ken, unless it be this: If ye hadna turned Maud
away, she would have helped ye to bear your trials and troubles.”
“Oh, Maggie, she was, I fear, the cause of all my troubles. A
sore, sore child she has been to me always.”
) “ Ay, but the Lord may change her heart, and make her a com-
for to you yet, Susie.” o
Poor Mrs. Langford gave an uneasy twist, as thongh she cared
not to speak on that subject. .
“ Why does my father not come to see me ?” she at last asked.
“ He canna come, Susie; he is lying ill wi’ the rhuematism.”
“ Then, Maggie, where is Bessie; can’t she mind me ?”
* Bessie is down minding your puir mother; she hears every-
thing, but understands nothing, and it makes her so nervous.”
“ Where is Abbie, then ?”
¢ Jusi about, sometimes hers and sometimes there.”
Maggie féared to tell the truth, Abbie had run away to join the .

They were both silent for a few minutes, during which each
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,seemed to divine the other’s thoughts. Then Maggie, lowering her
voiwd,« “ What for do ye no say where is Maud ?”
. Langford turned pale, but whether it was to brave it out,
-or, or did she really want to know what had become of her. In a
husky voice she repeated: “ Where is Maud ? Do you know ?” *
“ Ay, Susie, I ken; she is in the garret, lying on" my bed, an’ a
wee bonnie innocent aside her.” '
Poor Mrs, Langford ; this was almost too much, but it had to be
mw&eﬁi@& hesaid, “is that possible? How did you da
¢ Ob, ie,” she said, ‘‘is that possible ow did you dare
to bring her heg:e, and when did you drc))oist ™ 7
“ Yorgive me, Susie, if I ha din wrong. It was the nicht before
Qeorge was drowned : the very nicht ye semt her away. I was
coming home frae the country, I came on her about twa miles frae
here, sitting on a log by the roadside. It was threatenin’ to be an
unco storm of wind and rain. I cudna come away and leave her
e to the weather, an’ it wud sune be dark as mirk; I cudna
take shelter under her mother’s roof, an’ leave her lyin’ by the road-
side. Na,na! if she hadna come back wi' me, I'd ha' biden wi’

“ T understand all now, Maggie; and so that was Maud -that
used to come and wait on me when you were out? I used to feel so
uneasy while she was in. Oh, dear, what are we coming to ?”

“ Ay, Susie, the plump, rosy cheeks are gone; an’ her lips are
thin an’ white ; her bonnie lang hair had to be ta’en off, it got mo
tauted it culdna be kempt. The shawl she bad on she got frae Mrs.
Barton. No wonder ye didns ken her. Susie, wud ye no like to
see the wee innocent ?”’

“No,” she replied, “ I don't care to.”

“Noo, lassie, I ha' telt your mother a’ about ye. Maud, let me
show her the wee thing. She is no sa mad wi’ ye noo.”

“ No, no, Aunt Maggie, don’t, oh, don’t; she will kill it, I know
she will.” :

“Very weel; keep it, lassie, but ye should ne be so feared o’ yer
ﬁn?thefiﬁh{ Langford ed how Maud ’ A

ext rs. Langford inquir ow Maud was, for Maggie
looked troublZd. :

“ She’s a wee bit better the day; its no' the fever ava,—but
the wee innocent is deeing.” o )

“Qh!” exclaimed Mrs. Langford, “I amso glad. What a relief
it wilt be to the whole house.”

“Aye, Susie, but it's na relief to my conscience, nor Maud’s
either. - Na, na.” ’

“Idon’t know what you,mean, Maggie, by letting the death of
thas creature trouble gou. You are a strange woman, to take such
a fansy to Cliff’s child.” , o

“ ] dom’t.” '

¢ But why do you think it is sick ? Itis not crying.”

“ I fear it is past crying, Susie; it is in convulsions.”

“ Well, Maggie, why do you take blame to yourself?”
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- «T'll tell you how. Ye dee it was the first time I went 40 the
city for my goods. I fell in wi' & woman 1 kent, an' she took me to
see the nunnery. We went fr'ae ea’ place till anither. One place
was for old, hel;;»less men an’ women, an’ anither for orphans. = W
. asked to see the foundlin’s, an’ they showed us twa lying in -eribs,
They looked like twins, but our guide said ain was three days old,
- and the other twa. At least that was their age when brought there,
The coverlets werc tucked all round so smooth. Mot a crease nor a
spot; an’ a wax doll could not have. lain stiller. I them
again an’ again, an’ still they slept. I asked the lasste how it was
that they slept so'good. She said the nuns gave them syrap to
inake them slcep.  They only took them up at the regular time,
washed, dressed and‘fed them—then put them back to sleep again.
The woman that took me there told me afterwsirds that she believed
they drugged them.  For she had been there ever so often, and
never saw an infant awake. Sa! I telt this to Maud ea’ day to pit
her against gaing there. But she begzed me to iet her a little bottle
o’ landanum or paregoric, so she could keep the wee_ thing quiet
when I would be out,  Sa;yesterday, when she was sa ill, she could
na mind it, she gie'd it an extra drap, sa it wadna’ disturb you, and
i’ts never wakened up richt.” -

Reader, it may be Maud is not the only one that has drugged
their illegitimate offspring to keep them from disturbing others.

The little one died, and a few mweeks after Maud returned to her
grandmother’s to whom she was greatly attached.

Little Bessie came to her mother.

Abbie chose a wandering life, from one circus company to
another. )

CHAPTER XXXIV.
AT COSIE COTT.

“Gqod day, Mrs. Barton. I called to see how the sick
child is.”

“ Thank you, Mrs. Walsh; Tottie is much the same. I fear we
will not have her long. She is asleep just now; Mrs. Lunt is
attending her. Is that one of your boys out there ?”

. “Yes, ma'am; he is waiting for me,”

“ He had better come in, Mrs. Walsh; it is just commencing to
rain heavily.” ¢

“Oh, never mind; I will soon be going. He is se shy, I don't
-think of taking him into any place.” . : .

* ¢ But are your boys not going to school ?”

“One is, ma’am, and learning well, but this one iz not smart,
nor good looking either.”

Just then Mrs. Barton called him to come in.

“ Why !” she said, ““you are getiing to be a great boy; you
‘must go to school and learn.”
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- “I:don’t think I will send: him, ma'am; there - is-sométhing
m‘-o:nigd with him. Besides being so clownish and homely; hé ismenk-
minded.” :

“Mrs, Barton saw the poor boy’s lips quiver, so, with great
ce-ofimind, she took a hamper and gave it to the.boypsaying,
«aa-she-did eo, “I will see about that. Will you fill this with chips
for me before they get too wet?”’ Quickly he ran for them. &hen
-tarning round, she laid her hand on Mrs. Walsh’s shoalder, saying,
¢ Iram:surprised ab you. Oh, how ‘could you make thatheartiess
remark before your child ? Why, if he were not weak-minded; it+is
mon{: to make him so. Depend upon it; those words will eat like
s canker in his memory while he lives; and, as for coarse visage,
‘can he help that? You ought to have care and sympathy for him.
De]pend upon it, my good woman, education, with & care: training,
helps to 1mprove even the countenance. By your keeping him in
the background, as you are doing, you just foster. shynees, until,
by-and-bye, it will grow to insanity. Never show partiality to your
boys. - Giive.them an equal chance, for, how do you know but your
good-looking, clever boy may turn out & scape-grace, and this weak-
minded one may be chosen of God.”

“Oh! Mrs. Barton, I never thonght that I was doing wrong.”

“Then,” replied the other, “it is time you thought and acted
m.” - .

Just then the door was opened gently, and the boy entered
with a basket of chips, and shyly set them down.

Mrs. Barton patted him on the head. saying, “ What a fine lot
you gathered. You are a clever lad, and I see no weakness about
you. Would you like to go to school ?”

“Yes'm,” he said, in a whisper. “Then, Mrs. Walsh, you must
send him. He will soon show you what a boy can do.”

‘ And so, Mrs. Lunt, you think it is the same young man, this
Cliff, and that he and his father have taken ship for Europe ?’.

“ Why, yes, Mrs. Burney; you see my husband, Ben, works
shout the station some, and he saw and beard the old gentleman
telling that a troublesome law suit required their presence at home.
He had wound up this business, or left it to others to do, I don’t
mind. Ihope they will stay there, for they are a bad set.”

“ What is the matter with the little girl? She seems very ill.”

“ Yes, ma'am, it is Mr. Barton’s motherless child. Shehss been
sick some time. First it was worm fever, but now it is inflamma-
tion of the membrane of the lungs.”

“ Mrs. Lunt, I have some herbs at home might give her some
relief. If not, it would do no harm te try.”

“Oh, I would feel so much obliged to you.” .

Soon, nurse Burney, went and returned, bringing Gussie with
her. The herbs were tried without effect. The poor sufferer was
ginking fast. It's constant cry was, “ Walk with Tottie, Sing ful
Tottie.” Qut of one arm into another, it was all the same; ** Walk
fal Tottie. Sing ful Tottie.” It was no easy matter, when the
heart was full, to walk and sing too. .

10 !
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“ Gussie, child,” said Burney, “ you just sing & few minutes -be-
fore weleave.” ..

Gussie did sing; but when she stopped, the weak voicesaid:

“8ing more, petty ; sing full, Tottie.”

“Ahl Miss ie,” said Grandma Barton, “if you could only
m{z with us to-night, and sing now and then, your voice seems to

her so. It would be such a relief to us.”

“ Gussie has ngver been used to sitting up at night,” said Bur-
ney, “:nd I fear 1t would make her sick. What do you think,
Gussie ? ” ‘

“ I would like to stay ; and I will come home early inthe morn.
.ing. It will not hurt-me.”

“ You will not have to walk in the morning, Miss Gussie,” said
William. “Some orre will drive you home.” :

Burney went away, after telling Gussie:

“If I leave in the morning before you get home, just lie down
and rest, child, till I eome in.”

Dear little Tottie. It was affecting to hear her weak voice repeat
the one thing, over and over: “ Walk ful Tottie; sing fal Tottie.”
Near night she changed a little. “ Drink of watty ful, Tottie.” She
took a taste, then pushed it away. ¢ No more drink a watty ful, Tot-
tie ; sing ful Tottie.” At one time she dozed a little, and all tried to
have her sleep. No sound was heard but that of Gussie singing the
child’s evening hymn: “ Jesus, gentle Shepherd,hear me.” All at once
she looked up, and in a pleased tone, said: ¢ Ea, ma, mal”

- Poor child,” William said ; I thought she forgot ever she had
ama. How pleased she looks. Does my darling see her ma?”

“ How do we know,” said Mr. James Barton, ¢ but these sinless
ones are permitted to see such glad sights as they cross the Jordan.”

“ Walk fas’ ; walk fas’, ful Tottie; hully, hully ; fag’; sing no
- more; walk ful, Tottie. Sing, petty, sing.”

They all sat down with her. Soon the little face began to
sssume the hue of death, After lying still a few minutes, she looked
ng)brigbt and amazed-like, and in & clear, though weak voice, called:
.« Papa, pag:” She even tried to raise herself up, as a child would
lean to the approaching father. ¢ Papa, oh! papa.” Soon all
Was over.

“Over Jordan at last. Of such are the kingdom of heaven,”
-said the minister.

“Yes,” replied William ; “ I will have one babe in heaven,waiting
there with her mamma for me.”

The little children had all stood round and saw their sister die.
Now, it was washed and dressed in its white gowney, and laid in its
. orib bed. After worship they all came and kissed Tottie good-night
and went to bed.

“T thank God for the gift of this child, and I thank Him for
taking it back to Himself,” suid Mr. Barton, as he patted the cold
cheek of Tottie.

It was now near midnight. The family sat conversing a long
time, giving each other the benefit of their thoughts, which Gussie’s
memory kept for her poetic brain. It was the first death she had
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seen, and it impressed her very much. Early in the morning she
wished to go home, so Ben Lunt took her home in the light cart.
Burney had a sick ovall, which took her out very early. About ten
she returned. Rover was keeping guard at the door. So, going in

uietly, lest she should awaken Gussie, there was the poor girl sitting
gy the table. On it lay some odd sheets of saper, over which Gussie’s
arms weré crossed, the pen still in her hand and she fast asleep. The
old saying was true: “ Look long at a sleeping child and it will
wake.” Burney, with clasped hands, looked and wondered, till Gussie
gave a sudden start and opened her eyes. Burney was not.much of
a scholar herself, and understood little of the art of composition. But .
just now she appeared vexed at the waste of paper, which Gussie was
vainly trying to get out of sight. All at once she stopped, saying :

“No! no! I will not; I cannotdo it.” ’

“ Gussie, child ; what are you trying to do, eh ? What's wrong,"
said Burney.

“ Nothing,” replied Gussie, “ byt I will never try to keep any-
thing secret from you again, My more than mother, you may read
my very heart.” And with a trembling hand she pushed the sheets
of foolscap towards her. ’

“ Gtussie, chjld,lyou will have to read it for me, for I have for-

tten my spectacles.”
& And Eusaie did read thus:

LITTLE TOTTIE.

From a stupor, see her waken,
Oh, our patient, suffering child ;
Speak, dear Tottie, don't you know us ?
All the answer is a smile.

Each in turn, we passed before her,
Each, in turn, pronounced our name;

Looking round, and looking o'er us,
We, from her, no notice claim. -

« Dink a watty now, ful Tottie,
HEa, mama, oh petty sing;

Walk ful Tottie, sing ful Tottie,
Hully, hully, more petty sing.”

Did you wish to tell us, Tottie,
Of the wondrous things you’ve seen;
Was the glory so abundant,
*  That we could not pass between ?

Wyon see the Saviour, Tottie,
aiting for your spirit, near;

Did
When you cried, “ papa, paps,”
Was it him yc’ou meant to%a’elr ?
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When your earthly father answered,
“ Tottie, darling, I am here; ” o
Di%vyou see Christ Jesus ﬂtundjnﬁ,e )
aiting, smilihg,beckoning there ?

Was the music 8o entrancing,
That you heard no other seund;
Paxa! papa! then raised your head,
nd you calmly looked around.

Sounded not like fear of dying,
Sounded not like one in pain ;

Sounded more like spirit crying,
Spirit Father, take me in.

" Does our Tottie see the angels,
Gathering round her in the room;
Hears she, through soft rolling musie,

Jesus calling : “Totiie, come.”

From a-world of grief and care, .
Ere your soul is stained by sin;
Come, my lamb, come to me,.
I will take away your pain.

Did you see Him, like your father,
Stretch His arms of love to you;
Was it that, that made {ou call Him,

Did you hear Him calling too.

Blends the mortal with celestial,
In that strange, mysterions way ;

This transferring the affections,
Up to Heaven by the way.

While the child is crossing Jordan,
‘While the shadows pass between ;

First on one and then the other,
Does the child’s affections gleam,

Oh! that mysterious thing called death,
None can tell, though all must know

And a little child has faith, .
In a Father's helping through.

?

Softly there my suffering one,
Lean thee back on Jesu’s breast ;
Israel’s Shepherd, bending o’er thee,
Soon will give His promised rest,
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Nearly over Jordan, Tottie,
Sounds as from the other side ;
. Like a far off distant echo,
Thy last faint whisper died.

Looking round yet, Tottie tell us,
‘What glad sight is it you see ;

Could we now obtain your knowledge,—
But on earth this cannot be.

Now ’tis over, thanks we give Thee,
For this dear release from pain;

For the child which Thou didst lend us,
That child Thon hast re-called again.

Thou didst say of liftle children, '
Suffer them-to come to Me ;

They who would Thy Kin§dom enter,
In some things must children be.

“That is very nice. Where did you get it, child 2’

“@Get it? {, Burney, it is just the things they were talking
about last night. 1 just theught it over this way, and then trans-
mitted it on paper this morning.” '

“'Who is it for, Gussie, child ?”

“ For no one, Burney, just for myself.”

“ Oh, Gussie, was the child very ill before it died ?” ,

“Yes; only about an hour it did not feel or know any one,
spparently.”

B * Oh, they gave me a note for you,” and Gussie handed it to
urney.”

*'Why, child, it is for yourself.”

Gussie took and rezd it. ¢ Oh, Burney, I never thought but it
was for {ou. I put it into my pocket without looking at it.”

“Please accept this small sum, with my gratitude, for your
s%rgice of song, which helped my pet as she crossed the cold river
of death.”

“Ten shillings, Burney; may I do what I like with it?”

¢ Certainly child, but what would you do with it? That is net
enough to raise a gable roof on this shanty.”

“ No, Burney, I like the shanty well enough - now, but I want
to kedp myself in paper, pens and ink.”

 Butit is & great waste, and what is the good, Gussie ?”

“I know it, Burney, but itis a grest pleasure to me, and I have -
something to do when you are out.”

“Very well, Gussie, child ; but, see, here is a bit you did not

read.”
“Oh,” said Gussie, “that is a poem about a fly.”
“ A fly, why that isa small thing o waste paper on, but read it
till I hear what eould be said about a fly.”
- .Gussie reads ;
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THE BNARE.

Once I heard a buzzing nigh,
Sounded like a silly fly ;

Searching round me I did spy
It in a spider’s net.

When the fly the centre shook,
Spider saw it from its nook;

Then he gave a knowing look,
And to action set.

Now with him a rope he brought,
T’was to mend the net it broke;

His presence gave the fly a shock,
For well he knew his fate.

Spider then walked round and round,
Proved the fly was on his ground ;
None to help fly could be found,
Alas, it was too late,

Poor little fly, one foot was free,
But, alas, the spider he, -~

Soon fastened it as fast could be,
With his cruel rope.

That spider’s heart was surely stone,
To think that he could look upon
. The fly’s distress, and hear it moan,
"T'was to the spider sport.

A short way off he stood at ease,
The fly’s wings fluttering made a breeze ;
And that the spider seemed to please,
Though not a word he said.

He stood a while to whet his sting,
Then at the fly he made & spring, .

And soon made fast that little wing,
Then stung him dead.

Now, gentle folk, we all may take,
And out of this a moral make ;
Nor need we good manners break :

Beware of gin.

““That is all very nice Gussie ; but really I would not care for a
barn full of it. You will never make a penny by it, child. No,
no, you must contrive something to make moneygby, for we will §et
no more from the old man, now, he is away ; at least, not likely,
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“T will try to get more sewing, Burney.”

“Yes, but, Gussie, child, since machines have got so common,
there is little Bgot for hand-sewing.”

“ Then, Burney, what will 1 do at all ?”

“Some people have been speaking to me about }our singing, .
They say you would be a ireat help in & charch choir, or you might
tm:{ in a singing school, but youmust take some lessons first from
a singing master,”

“ But, Burney, where would I get money to pay for lessons?
Would ten shillings do? Laet night they were talking about a
great many things. I wish I could hear it all again. One thing
was: at what age does a child become accountable to God? Ben
Lunt said he thought it was at seven years. But the minister said
all owing to the light of conscience. Some much older. As a proof,
we often hear of children of that age dying happy. But never
hear of any in despair so young.

“ Waa that all they were talking about Gussie ?”

“ No the minister talked about death, too. He said death was
for every one, and the grave was the house appointed for all. But
hell, he said, was not prepared for man. It was prepared for the
devil and his angels. But he said le that would not come to
Heaven would be gathered up with the devil and his angels. There
was no help for it. There was no middle state. Then be said he
knew something that was real}iy and traly prepared for man.” '

“ What was it, Gussie, child, did he say ?”

“It was the Kingdom of Heaven, Burney, and it is not pre-
pared for angels, but for man. Is it not wonderful how these good
ministers know so much ?”’

“Yes, child, they learn it the way you do your verse
making."’

“ Oh ! Burney don’t talk so, please.”

i While Burney dozed on her chair, Gussie rose and went to the
oor. :

“Oh! dear,” she said, to herself, “how can I ever sing in

public ?” i

Rover, thinking he was the party addressed, came towards her,
wagging his tail. ’

“Lie down you dog, don’t bother me, I am in the biues to-day,
and so is Burney. Oh! dear, but it is hard to get money,” she said,
sadly. “Silver is a very useful thing, a precious thing, indeed.
But to obtain that precious thing is just some Brass I need.”

— CHAPTER XXXV.

Mrs. Barton had not been keeping house for William more than
8 year, when her health began to fail. William could not shut his
oyes to the fact that his house and large family were a charge too
heavy for her. He would not trust his precious ones to hired house-
keepers. So he found a helper for himself, and a step-mother for
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his children in the person of Mrs. Langford. - Some said ¢ sarely,
-surely sho was a very unfit person for such & family.” But, indeed,
she proved a better step-mother than she had been a mother, and
neither of them had cause to regret the step. Bessie, of course,
came into the family with her mother. Previous to William's
marriage, his brother James received a call to & distance, and as
his wife’s relatives were there, he accepted the call, and the time
was near for his departure.

« Harriet,” he said one day, “1 wish you could ¢come with us to
our new home. Say, will you come ?” '

“Qh! James, I could never stand the travelling, and I do not
like to go so far from mother, now when she is so poorly. I will just
go home to her. Then we are so near William. They will be com-
pany for us,”and so Aunt Hatt moved down to the house of hér-
childhood.. Previous to this, the Lunts had moved into their new
house, leaving old Mrs. Barton in possession of Cosie Cott. No sooner
were they settled than the old lady bethought her of Maggie.
And as they sat at the breakfast table, the following eonversation
took place. . .

“Harriet, I am going thi very day to see if I can’t get Scotch

ie to come and live with us. What do you think ?”’

“ All right, mother, the room is empty ; but, perhaps, she hes
got a place already, for I heard the boys say there were great
changes going on in the old house, and, of course, she could not stay
after Mrs. Langford left. Then, I don't suppose there was even bed
or chair left that was not sold.”

“Yes, Harriet, Maggie carried out her own feather bed and
some other things, not much of course. I dare say the law would
have allowed them that much at any rate. Poor Susie, what else
can we call’ her now. She would not take a thing from the house,
but the clothes on her back. She said it was all $oo little to pay the

, debt.”

“That spoke well for her, mother. But, oh! dear, how they
looked down upon us once, when they could drive a beautiful buggy
and we ride in a hay cart, or walk.” _—

« Harriot, we must not remember this against them. It is God
who Putteth down one and raiseth up another. The earth is the
Lord’s, and the fulness thereof belongeth to Him. And what have
we that we have not roceived from Him. We should despair of
none changinifor the better, and we must acknowledge the improve-
ment in Mrs. Langford, (Susie) has been sure, though slow.. And we
must not expect perfection all at once.”

“ Mother, there seems to be quite a change in White’s family
too.”

“Yes, Harriet. Since-Maud went down there the old man is
not so passionate as he was. His poor wife is decidedly better than
they ever dared to hope. And, just think, he has turned his bar-
room into a grocery. We must all patronize him after this, so he
may feel encouraged to go on from better to better.”

“Good day, Maggie, I am glad to meet you. I was just on my

- way to see you, Have youa got a room yet, or where are you stop-

ping.”
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“1 canna say that I am stopping any place, but just where I
happen to be at nicht. I am going up to seek for a room in the
village up by.”

“ Maggie, sit here on this log, 1 have something to tell you and
something to show you. Can't you guess ?”

“ Na, I'm na’ hand at guessing.” .

“It is a sort of relic, Maggie, I found when turning over some
things I had left in my house when Lunts came.” Then putting her
hand into her pocket she pulled out something and held it up before
Muggie, saying, “ Did you ever see this before ?"" -

“Eh! na,” said Maggie, “ that was never finished, just go it ta
me. Il rip it past the brunt place and knit it over again.”

‘“Maggie, that is just what 1 was going to ask, and in this

- Harriet joins me. Come live with us, and finish the stocking where
- you commenced it. There is a room waiting for you.”

Poor Maggie looked bewildered. “Eh! na, T cudna’ da that.”

“Yes, Maggie, do come. You can go on with your business the
same as ever. Come, you can just farnish the room for yourself.”

“Very well,” said Maggie, “T’ll accept of your offer, but ye
mun tak pay for it, ye canna live on the wind na mair than masel.”

“ Maggie Langford, only for your timely warning I would have
no claim on Cosie Cott. Because I certainly meant to giveit all up
to my sons, and live and die with them. It is not likely I would
saffer want. But, still here is Harriet. What would she have done ?
James away and William married again. Thanks to you, Maggie,
we have a fireside of our own.”

“Tut! tut!” said Maggie, “ dinna say that. What have ye no
2’ din for me? What for am I no scrubbing here and washing
there ?”

“ Well, Maggie, to scftle it you pay me a dollar a month, and
failing to pay will make no difference.”

So Maggie wallked home with her good friend, where they found
Ben Lunt talking in a very cheery mode to Aunt Hatt.

“ What about, the petition,” enquired Mrs. Barton, sitting down.

“The petition,” he replied. “Oh! you signed it, did you not ?"?

“Yes, Ben Lunt; I:signed it, and proud I was to see Mr. White’s
name at the very head of the list. I hope it won't all go for
nothing.”

“Did you present it to the new purchaser yet?”

“Yes I did, and informed him that I came as the representative
of the village and settlers around, holding in my hand a petition,
signed by nearly every man, woman and child, requesting that he
would not rebuild the distillery. I also told him of accidents by
drowning in the pond. He just gave a laugh, saying he would put
a fence all around the pond, ‘That,’” said I, ¢ is all right; but, sir,
you can’t fence in the spirit of whiskey.” He gave another canning
laugh, and asked to sce my petition ; so I spread it out on the table
before him. ¢ I suppose,’ said he, ¢ you set great value on this ; but
I can show you a sheet that I value just as much as you do that, for
you must allow that I havea right to baild wha: I like on my own
land.” Saying this, he opened out a stiff sheet of paper beside mine,
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‘ There,’ said he, ‘the people~have had something to drink, now
- they shall have something to eat. If yoa had called to see me first,
Mr. Lunt, you would have saved yourself all the trouble.”

“ Why, Ben,” said the old lady, “ what was it all ?”

“ A plan for an oatmeal and grist mill. I said it was reported
all over that the distillery would be rebuilt. ¢ Ah,’ he repliel,
laughing, ¢ old Madanf Report is a great humbug.’ ” '

And so all is well that ends well.
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