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By the moonlight Walter saw the tail-feather of a

pheasant peeping out.
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FRANK HARDY'S CHOICE









CHAPTER I.



THE TWO PATHS.









ONE evening in autumn, two lads stood talking together at the corner of
a road in the small seaside village of Springcliffe.


"What are you thinking of doing about it then, Frank?" said the boy who
seemed the younger of the two.


"Just nothing at all."


"Have you made up your mind, then?"


"Quite."


"And you will not join them?"


"Not I."


"Why not, Frank?"


"Why not?—Why, because when one is sixteen, I think one has a right to
all the spare time one can get; and it's little enough at the best,
working from morning to night as we do."


The speaker uttered these words in a decided tone, as much as to say,
"There, that will settle the matter." But it did not appear to have the
desired effect, for the boy who had first spoken said,—


"I don't think any one wants to take away our spare time, Frank."


"I don't know what you call it then, Walter, I'm sure. There we leave
off work at six, and then, instead of having the evening to ourselves,
we are asked to make ourselves tidy, and go to the evening school at
seven! I should like to know where our spare time goes to!"


"It's only three times a week, Frank."


"And that's three times too many! No; I'm for liberty."


A young man, two or three years older than Frank, passed by at that
moment, and whispered something in his ear.


"All right," said Frank, "I'll—"


"Hush!—" And the newcomer looked distrustfully at Walter as he walked
away whistling.


"Why don't you speak to Tom Haines, Walter?" said Frank. "You used to
be friends at one time."


"Mother doesn't think Tom a good companion for me," replied Walter,
"and she says—"


"Are you always going to mind what your mother says?" cried Frank, in a
mocking tone.


"I hope so, Frank. I think she is the best friend I have in the world."


"And of course she insists on your going to this evening school."


"Not at all," replied Walter; "she leaves me quite free to decide for
myself, after she has given me her opinion on the subject. Mother says
I am a rational being, and able to judge between right and wrong."


"And, pray, what is her opinion?"


"Very much the same, only in different words, as what our rector told
us in church last Sunday, at the end of his sermon, when he spoke about
the evening school; but you were not there, Frank, were you?"


"No," replied Frank. "Well, and what did he say?"


"He spoke of the great value of learning, and said that any knowledge
we could gain now would be like so much capital to trade with when we
got older. He said, too, that an ignorant man was like one who lived
in a dark and gloomy house into which the bright sun never shone; and
he called getting knowledge like opening a window in the dark house.
He told us also that a young man who can read well, write a good hand,
keep accounts, and who knows something about the country in which he
lives, is sure to rise in the world—always providing that he is steady
and industrious. There was a great deal more, which I cannot remember;
but it seemed to me that it all meant pretty nearly the same thing; and
I had made up my mind before ever I left the church."


Frank gave a derisive laugh.


"I wonder what writing and accounts have to do with planing smoothly,
or driving a nail well home."


Frank and Walter were both learning the trade of a carpenter, and
worked together at the same bench.


"I have heard say," said Walter, "that our master was himself only a
poor boy not many years ago; but that he was a good scholar, and so
gradually rose to be first foreman, and afterwards master. Very likely
we can either of us plane a deal, or drive in a nail as well as he can;
but I'm sure we could not have told how much glass would be required
for Squire Forbes's new greenhouse, nor have been able to reckon
exactly how much it would all cost, as master did when the Squire came
into the yard yesterday morning.


"And did you see, Frank, the pretty drawing he made of a greenhouse,
so that Squire Forbes could see that he understood what he wanted?
They are going to teach drawing, amongst other things, at the evening
school, and I mean to learn, if I possibly can manage it."


"I see it is of no use talking to you, Walter, but you'll not convince
me; so I shall go my own way."


"And I shall go mine," said Walter, with a smile, "and we shall see
whose way turns out the best in the end. I hadn't much schooling when
I was a little boy, for I had to leave off going to school when poor
father died; so I know I am very backward in a great many things; but
now I hope I shall be able to make up for lost time."


"I believe you know far more than I do," replied Frank honestly; "for
although I was at school long after you left, I don't think I did much
good there. I was always a sad dunce, Walter; and, between ourselves,
the chief reason why I told father I should like to be a carpenter was
because I thought there wasn't much learning wanted to hammer in nails
and plane wood. And as to being master, I'll leave that for you, and
shall content myself with being one of your workmen, should you ever
arrive at the high position to which you aspire."


The lads separated—Frank to keep his appointment, whatever it might be,
with Tom Haines, and Walter to go to the Rectory, to enter down his
name as one who would wish to attend the evening school, then about to
be formed, for the first time, in Springcliffe.


And here let us say a few words about the benefit of evening classes.
It is a fact that there are very, very many men and women, even at
the present day, who scarcely know how to read and write. There are,
indeed, few who do not, as children, go to school for some portion
of time; but it is also a fact that, as a rule, the working-classes
withdraw their children from school as soon as their labour can be
turned to any account, so that, with very few exceptions, all education
may be said to have ceased before the age of twelve, and, more commonly
at nine or ten years of age. When to this is added the irregular
attendance, even during the few years they are nominally at school, the
result is that the working-classes remain almost without education,
very few having so far mastered the difficulties of reading and writing
as to keep up the habit in after-life, and thus they soon lose the
little knowledge they acquired.


It was to meet this evil that evening schools were first established.
It is not enough to have made a beginning in reading, writing, or
counting, unless such a degree of facility is gained as to render
the exercise a pleasure, the little that was learned is very soon
forgotten. Evening schools, then, are meant to make up to the young
working man or woman for the short period of their early school life,
by giving them opportunities of learning thoroughly what in most cases
was only learned imperfectly.


Reading and writing are, in themselves not so much knowledge, as the
means whereby we gain knowledge; and those who can read and write well
will be always able to acquire information. The attendance at evening
schools being for the most part entirely voluntary, resulting from
a wish to improve themselves on the part of those who attend, the
progress made is generally very much more rapid on that account; and a
lad will frequently be found to have learned more during a few months'
regular attendance at an evening school than he did in two or three
years of his earlier school life.


A lad who is worth anything is generally able, at sixteen or seventeen
to defray the expenses of the evening school out of his own pocket; and
this works well in two ways: it relieves the parents from the outlay,
and serves to maintain a spirit of self-respect in the young scholar,
who is thus wisely laying out his hardly earned sixpences in buying
a stock of useful knowledge. Walter and Frank were both apprentices,
and any little money they earned was for working overtime. It was a
pleasure to Walter to feel that his mother would not have to put her
hand in her pocket to pay for his attendance at the evening school, and
he knew that he could not spend his pocket-money in a better way.


When Walter arrived at the Rectory, he found a number of the village
lads about his own age already assembled there. Several gentlemen were
seated at the table, and amongst them Walter recognised Squire Forbes.


The Squire recognised Walter.


"Are you not one of Mr. King's apprentices?" he asked, as Walter came
up to the table to give in his name.


"Yes, sir."


"I thought I remembered your face; you seemed to take a great interest
in the sketch for my new greenhouse; do you draw at all?"


"No, sir; but I should so like to learn."


"You will be able to do so now; for drawing will form one of
the subjects taught at the evening school, and a knowledge of
drawing will be of great use to you in your trade. Where is your
fellow-apprentice?—The lad I saw working with you yesterday; is he here
to-night?"


"No, sir; he is not going to join."


"More's the pity; what is his name?"


"Hardy, sir; Frank Hardy."


"Do you mean one of the Hardy's who live down by the mill?"


"Yes, sir. His father works for Mr. Giles, the miller."


"Just the very lad, of all others, who ought to join," said the Rector.
"In the first place, he is very ignorant, and secondly, the occupation
of an evening would help to keep him out of mischief, and take him
away from bad companions. I have seen him very often with Tom Haines
lately; and I am sure no good can possibly come to him from such an
acquaintance. Does Frank know of your coming here this evening, Walter?"


"Yes, sir, and I tried to get him to come too; and I told him as well
as I could, sir, all about what you said to us in church on Sunday, but
it was of no good; so we've each chosen our own path, and are going to
see which turns out the best."


"I am glad to see that very few seem to have followed Frank's example,"
said the Rector, looking at the long list of names which lay on the
table before him. "There are thirty-three lads already entered, and I
call that a very good beginning."


The Rector then made a few remarks to the boys before they left,
bidding them remember that they had all that evening enlisted to fight
against ignorance—not with guns and swords, but with books and pens and
ink. He bade them beat up for recruits wherever they could, and never
to rest until they got their companions to join the evening school.
Then he besought them, one and all, to ask for God's blessing on their
studies, and reminded them of that text—"Whatsoever ye do, do it
heartily, as to the Lord, and not unto men."


"It is a great mistake," he continued, "to imagine that any one's
duties are ever so common-place or so trifling that they have no
religious value. The Bible is clear enough on that point. It exempts
nothing from the compass of God's service. It is God's will that men
should follow different pursuits, according to the position of life in
which He has placed them. It may be that we are called to very humble
duties—duties very far down in the social scale. Are we, then, to think
such duties insignificant? Far from it. Low as they are, they are
still held from God, for it is He who hath appointed them, and they
constitute a stewardship for which we shall hereafter have to give an
account. Our wisdom and happiness, then, will consist in endeavouring,
through God's grace, to do, as far as in us lies, the work which He
has set us to do. May God's blessing rest upon you all in your honest
efforts after self-improvement; and may He, by His Holy Spirit, pour
into your hearts that heavenly wisdom without which all the learning of
the world is but 'foolishness.'"


"Good-night, lads," said Squire Forbes, as the boys made their bows
and were preparing to leave the room. "I shall hope to meet you all on
Monday night at the school-room, when I intend taking a class myself.
And you, Walter, try again what you can do with your companion, Frank
Hardy."


"It's of no use, sir; he won't come."


"You don't know that; try again," said the Squire.











CHAPTER II.



RIGHT AND WRONG.









MRS. WHITE, Walter's mother, kept a small shop in Springcliffe. Her
stock-in-trade consisted in all the numerous articles comprehended
under the general term "haberdashery," in addition to which she also
sold stationery and toys. She was much respected in the neighbourhood.


In years gone by, when Walter was a little boy, her circumstances had
been very different. Then her husband lived, and rented a small farm
not far from Springcliffe, and everything seemed to prosper with them.
But after that there came a year when the crops failed, and a long and
severe winter succeeded. Mr. White, never a very strong man, caught a
violent cold, from the effects of which he did not recover. He died in
the early spring time, and the sale of the farming implements and stock
barely sufficed to pay his debts, and the widow found herself left
almost penniless, with her little son, then about nine years old.


She bore up under her trials with Christian fortitude; feeling that
God's way with us is the "right way," how rough soever it may seem to
be. In all her trouble she had one great comfort, and that was her
boy Walter. For his sake she nerved herself to recommence—and this
time alone—the battle of life; and, with the assistance of a few kind
friends, who had respected her husband, she raised a sum sufficient to
stock her little shop. By industry and frugality she managed to earn a
decent livelihood for herself and child, and to save money enough to
apprentice Walter to Mr. King, the carpenter.


"All's settled, mother," cried Walter, as he entered the homely but
comfortable room, half-kitchen, half-parlour, in which Mrs. White was
sitting.


The widow always closed her shop at seven o'clock, and she was now
seated at work by a bright fire, with a little round table before her.
At the other side of the fire Walter's chair was ready for him, and his
slippers were warming in the fender.


"All's right, mother, and we are to begin school on Monday evening.
Ain't I glad, that's all!"


"And so am I, Walter, I can assure you. It will be a nice occupation
for you during the long winter evenings, when there are so many hours
after work in which you have literally nothing to do, and—"


"And what, mother?" said Walter, with a half-smile, for he guessed what
she meant, although she had not finished her sentence.


"Well, you are a dear good boy, Walter; but you know I was always a
little afraid of that Frank Hardy."


"You needn't fear, mother, dear; he tried to laugh me out of joining
the evening school, but he did not succeed."


"Thank God he did not, Walter; there are more people turned away from
doing what they know to be right by being laughed at than in any other
way. I am glad to think you were firm."


"Yes, mother, and I tried to turn him, but didn't succeed either; and
Squire Forbes says I must try again."


"You will have opportunities for doing so when you are working together
at the bench; but I would rather you did not go to the mill cottage. I
cannot tell you all my reasons just now, but you may rest assured that
they are good ones."


"Yours always are, mother; but what about little Gracie?"


"The poor child would miss you sadly, Walter, so you can still go and
see her once or twice a week, as you may be able to find time. It is
the evenings I am afraid of, when Frank takes home Tom Haines, and
other bad companions."


"I shall have enough to do of an evening to prepare my lessons, mother;
and as for Tom Haines, I fancy he likes me just as little as I like
him."


"I should be sorry to see you ever do him or any one else an unkind
turn, Walter; but he is no good companion for you. Squire Forbes's
gamekeeper was in Springcliffe this afternoon, and called for a little
parcel I had ready for the young ladies. He told me there had been
another affray with the poachers out at Oaklands; and he says there is
a desperate gang of them about, and that he knows, for a certainty,
that some young men from Springcliffe have joined them."


"Oh! Mother," cried Walter, "then, perhaps—" He checked himself;
whatever suspicions he might have formed, it was not right to utter
them, when he had no foundation for them except in his own mind.


He refrained, then, from telling his mother that the idea had struck
him that Tom Haines was one of the party, and that he was trying to get
Frank to join them.


"I may be wrong after all, mother; so I had better say nothing about
it."


"Have you and Frank had any talk about Tom Haines?"


"Only a few words this evening, when he asked me why I never seemed to
care to speak to Tom now, and I told him plainly the reason. The other
morning, though, whilst we were at work, Frank began defending the
poachers, at least making excuses for them; and I scarcely knew how to
reason against him, although I felt that all he said was wrong. What
ought I to have said, mother?"


"Simply the truth, Walter, namely, that poaching is only a milder name
for stealing. Of this, too, you may be very sure that the poacher of
game will soon become the stealer of other things. Your poor father
used often to say he never knew an exception to the rule."


Much more the mother and son spoke of as they sat over the cheerful
fire. Happy mother, in having a son willing to trust to her judgment,
and to be guided by her advice! And happy, thrice happy son, in having
so good a friend and adviser!


Then Walter read a chapter in the Bible to his mother, a practice he
never missed. After which they had their frugal supper, and retired to
rest, at peace with the whole world, and happy in each other's love.


Sound and peaceful were Walter's slumbers, and he arose early in the
morning, so as to light the fire for his mother before he went to work.
Frank was late at the yard that morning, and Walter fancied that he
looked tired and sleepy when he arrived. The foreman reproved him for
being behind time, and Frank answered impertinently; upon which the
foreman threatened to complain of him to Mr. King when he came to the
yard. He came earlier than usual that day, and almost the first thing
he did was to commend Walter for having joined the night school.
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"I shall have much pleasure in giving you a set of

drawing instruments," said his master.









"You've been a good steady lad to me," said his master, "and I am glad
to find you seeking to improve yourself. I think you have a taste
for drawing, and, as a knowledge of that art will be of the greatest
possible use to you in your trade, it is a great advantage to be able
to acquire it. I shall have much pleasure in giving you a set of
drawing instruments, as a proof of my satisfaction with your conduct,
and I hope you will derive both pleasure and profit from their use."


Walter's gratitude shone forth in his eyes. His master's generosity
had relieved him from the only difficulty he had foreseen in the way
of his attending the drawing-class at the night school. He had been
told that drawing instruments would be required, and he knew that his
mother could not afford to buy them for him; now this only obstacle was
removed, and he would be able to study the art for which he felt he had
a taste.


Walter's love for his mother was unselfish, and he had never mentioned
the subject of drawing instruments to her, knowing that she would
at once have deprived herself of some necessary sooner than that he
should not have them. And he had generously determined to give up the
drawing-class, rather than cause his mother any expense which he felt
she could not afford.


How many there are who love their parents with a selfish love! And how
comparatively few there are who imitate Walter's unselfish example. As
Walter resumed his work after thanking his master, he caught, Frank's
eyes fixed upon him with a look of jealous dislike. Working together at
the same bench, as the two lads had now done for some years, there was
a degree of intimacy between them which, from the difference in their
respective characters, might not otherwise have arisen.


Walter had never harboured an unkind thought against Frank; and now,
when he saw the evil look on the face of his companion, he thought
within himself—"What can I have done to have offended Frank?"


Walter had yet to learn that the first decided step which we take in a
right direction never fails to bring upon us the ill-will and jealousy
of those companions who have not taken the same step in advance. Idle
people do not like to see others more industrious than themselves; and
it was the fact of Walter's joining the evening school which had first
excited the ill-feeling of Frank Hardy.


His master's open commendation of Walter's conduct that morning, and
the present to him of the drawing instruments, had put the finishing
stroke to Frank's ill-humour, and from that hour, he became Walter's
enemy.


What is true in mere worldly matters is still more the case in
religion. Our Saviour says—"Whosoever shall confess Me before men, him
will the Son of Man also confess before the angels of God; but he that
denieth Me before men shall be denied before the angels of God."


What is meant by confessing Christ? Is it not to let all men see that
we believe in Christ, serve Christ, love Christ, and care more for His
praise than for all the praise of men?


This is the duty of every Christian. It is not for martyrs only, but
for members of Christ's Church in every rank of life,—the rich man
among the rich, the labourer among labourers, the young among the
young. May we all have grace to fear God! It is the best and only
antidote against the fear of man.











CHAPTER III.



THE LAW OF LOVE.









SPRINGCLIFFE is a long straggling village, stretching inland for nearly
a mile in length, and consisting of but one principal street, in many
parts of which the houses are but very thinly scattered. The lower
village, or that portion of it which is near the sea, presents all the
well-known peculiarities of a fishing village; whilst in the upper
portion, everything wears an agricultural aspect. Springcliffe church
is in the upper village; it is a plain stone structure, with a Norman
tower, and a sweet peal of bells.


A stream runs through some rich pasture meadows on its way to the sea;
and in its course works a large flour-mill, belonging to the proprietor
of one of the large farms in the neighbourhood, who thus combines the
trade of farmer and miller. In the mill cottage, close to the stream,
lived Frank Hardy's parents and their numerous family. On the other
side of the stream, steep wooded hills rise almost perpendicularly from
the water's edge; and from the summit of the hills the eye wanders far
away over a richly-wooded country, a great proportion of which is the
property of Squire Forbes, Oak Glen.


John Hardy and his wife had a large family of children, of whom Frank
was the eldest. They had lived for many years in the mill cottage;
for, although Hardy was by no means a steady man, and did not bear
the best of characters in the place, his master kept him on out of
kindly feeling towards his wife, who had lived many years as servant at
the farm before she married John Hardy. Then she had been an active,
bright-looking girl, full of life and spirits; now, she was a poor,
sickly, slatternly woman, finding it hard work to get food for herself
and her nine children.


Had John Hardy been steady and industrious, he might, long since, have
been foreman at the mill; but, more than once, he had seen younger
but steadier men promoted to the post, whilst he remained in the same
position he had held for years.


There was a roadside public-house, called "The Plough," not far from
the mill; and there John Hardy spent a good part of his weekly earning.
Whether, in former days, Mrs. Hardy had done her best to make her
husband's home comfortable, whether she had at all times remembered
that "a soft answer turneth away wrath," is very doubtful; but at the
time of which we are writing, John Hardy rarely spent an evening at
home, and his wife and children were frequently without food.


It was Mr. Giles, the farmer and miller, who had apprenticed Frank to
Mr. King, and who paid for the schooling of the elder children; always
upon condition, however, that they should be sent regularly to the
Sunday-school and to church. Hardy and his wife were seldom seen in
God's house; and it is not to be wondered at if very little of that
charity which "suffereth long, and is kind," was to be found in such a
godless home.


"Whatever brawls disturb the streets," says good Dr. Watts, "there
should be peace at home;" but there was little peace at the mill
cottage. Both parents were very passionate, and it was scarcely to
be expected that their children would be otherwise. Never taught to
control their tempers, the young Hardys were notorious in the village
as quarrelsome, disobedient, noisy children. There was one exception,
and that was little Grace Hardy, or "blind Gracie," as she was
generally called. When only two or three years old, she had been thrown
down by her father, who had stumbled against her as he entered his
cottage in a fit of intoxication. The child fell against the sharp edge
of the fender, and received such severe injury in the eyes that, after
much suffering, she became totally blind.


At the time when the accident happened, Mrs. White lived in a small
cottage near the Hardys. It was shortly after her husband's death, and
she had not yet been set up in her little shop. Always kind-hearted,
and clever at nursing, she had assisted Mrs. Hardy in her care of poor
Gracie, and the child became much attached both to her and to Walter,
who would sit for the hour together, endeavouring to amuse the blind
child.


Gracie's affliction had proved a blessing to her. Our greatest trials
are often blessings in disguise. In Gracie's case, God had sent His
Holy Spirit to soften the little girl's naturally self-willed and
passionate nature; and the once peevish, ill-tempered child became
gentle and patient under its blessed influence. The greatest pleasure
little Grace knew was going to the Sunday-school, where her gentle ways
and her loving disposition made her a great favourite with her teacher.
She had a sweet voice, and would sit in the summer time, for hours
together, by the banks of the stream, at the end of the garden, singing
over the hymns she had learned at school, and repeating over to herself
what texts of Scripture she could remember. The memory of blind persons
is generally more retentive than that of other people; God in His great
mercy seeming to make up to them in this way for the loss of sight.


No one could look at Little Gracie and fail to see that her blindness
was to her a great mercy. Living in a little world of her own, shut out
from seeing the unkind looks, the angry gestures, which so embittered
the lives of all the other members of her family, she was the only
happy inmate of the mill cottage. Her one real sorrow was the dislike
which her father ever seemed to feel towards her since the time of the
accident. Whether or not it was that Gracie's sightless eyes seemed
a constant reproach to him for his conduct, and that her presence
continually reminded him that the fearful lesson had been thrown away
upon him, it is certain that he scarcely ever addressed a kindly word
to her, and would coldly repel any little affectionate advances on her
part. John Hardy little knew the depth of love in his child's heart
which he thus wantonly rejected, and dreamed not that the day would
come when he would have given worlds to have possessed it; but it was
too late.


"If father would only love me!" Gracie would say to her mother.


And then, Mrs. Hardy, who was gentle towards her blind child, though
harsh and cold to everybody else, would whisper words of comfort,
always ending with, "Some day he will, Gracie."


At one time the child had tried by numberless little endearing ways
to win her father's love. She would creep gently up to him as he sat
by the fire in the winter having his supper, and once, but only once,
she had ventured to put her hand in his. But the little hand had been
thrust from him with angry words, and the child had crept sorrowfully
to her bed. After that she never went near her father, if she could
help it; and the sound of his coming footsteps, or of his voice, was
the signal for her to retreat. In summer she would hide herself in the
garden; in winter, in the little room where she and her sister slept.


One of Walter White's first efforts at carpentering on his own account
had been to erect a little rustic seat for Gracie, under an old elm
tree which grew near the bunks of the stream at the bottom of her
father's garden.


There, in the summer time, the blind child would pass hours together,
listening to the song of the birds, the hum of the insects, the
rustling of the leaves stirred by the passing breeze, and the pleasant
rushing sound of the mill-stream. At such times the child's thoughts
would wander far away into the distant future—to that blessed day when,
as her Bible told her, "the eyes of the blind shall be opened, and the
ears of the deaf unstopped. Then shall the lame man leap as an hart,
and the tongue of the dumb sing: for in the wilderness shall waters
break out, and streams in the desert. And the ransomed of the Lord
shall return, and come to Zion with songs, and everlasting joy upon
their heads: they shall obtain joy and gladness, and sorrow and sighing
shall flee away." (Isa. xxxv. 5-6, 10).


Gracie knew every word of the chapter whence these verses are taken;
she had learned it at the Sunday-school, and was never tired of
repeating it to herself.


"It sends away all my troubles," she would say to Walter, who was the
only one to whom she ever talked on the subject; none of her own family
would have understood her.


Even her mother, kind though she was to the blind child, could not
enter into her feelings on religious subjects. Gracie's "precious
Bible" was not yet "precious" to her mother. It is only through God's
grace that the Bible can ever be to any one what it was to little blind
Gracie,—





"Mine to comfort in distress,

 If the Holy Spirit bless,"






as says the poet. What need, then, for us to pray that God would, of
His tender mercy, make His Word to be indeed a lamp unto our feet,
shining through the darkest earthly day, and guiding our steps towards
that heavenly country where there will be no more need of sun or
candle, "for the Lord God giveth them light?"


Gracie's brothers and sisters had each Bibles of their own, given them
by Farmer Giles; but they never opened them, except at school; and
whenever Gracie asked either of them to read a little to her in the
evening, they would burst into an unfeeling laugh, and say they were
not going to read unless they were obliged.


So the blind girl had to content herself with such passages as she
could remember, and would look forward to the visit which Walter
generally managed to pay her every Sunday afternoon, when he always
read chapter to her, in spite of the ridicule with which Frank and the
other Hardy boys never failed to assail him. Walter heeded them not.
He knew that he was doing a kind action, and that there was nothing
"unmanly," as they called it, in reading God's Holy Word to a blind
child.


"What are they all laughing at so?" asked Gracie, when Walter joined
her at the seat under the elm tree. They always sat there when the
weather was fine. "Were they laughing at you?" continued the child,
as Walter returned no answer to her question.


"I think they were, Gracie, but I don't mind."


"But please, Walter, I mind, and I don't like that you should be
laughed at for my sake."


Walter laughed at Gracie's serious tone. "Being laughed at breaks no
bones, as mother says, Gracie, and, somehow, it always makes me feel
stronger; that is, when my conscience tells me I am only doing what is
right. That's the true test, Gracie; doing wrong is the only thing one
need really feel ashamed of."


"You are very brave, Walter," said the child, and tears rolled down her
cheeks as she spoke. "I am not so; Frank laughed at me the other day
for singing a hymn, and I could not bear his laughing, and so I left
off singing. Was it very wicked, Walter?"


"Little girls are not as strong as—" men, Walter was going to say,
but he checked himself. "I mean, you can't expect to be as strong as
I am, Gracie; but still you ought to try and not be ashamed of doing
what is right. Our Saviour says we are not to be ashamed of confessing
Him before men; and when you let your brother's laughter make you stop
singing your hymn, it would seem to him as if you were really ashamed
of showing that you loved your Saviour."


"I didn't mean that; indeed I didn't, Walter," cried Grace, in distress.


"I don't think you did, Gracie; but there is a verse in the Bible which
says we are to keep 'from all appearance of evil'. (1 Thess. v. 22). I
was reading the chapter to mother last night, and she explained it to
me as meaning that it is not enough for us to feel in our hearts that
we do not mean wrong,—we must so act that there can be no mistake about
our motives. We must boldly do what we know to be right, regardless of
consequences. You may have made Frank think that, after all, you do
not really care about God and Jesus Christ, or you would never allow
yourself to be laughed out of your singing your hymn. Perhaps, too, he
did it for the very purpose of trying you."


"I will pray to God to make me braver next time, Walter." And then she
added, with a sigh, "How I wish my mother would talk to me as yours
does to you!"


"My mother is one of my great blessings, Gracie; I often think of those
lines:





"'Not more than others I deserve,

  Yet God has given me more.'






"But where is Frank, Gracie? He was not in the kitchen when I passed
through. There was only Joe and Ned there. I made sure he would have
been at home this afternoon, and I wanted to speak a word to him."


"I heard him and Tom Haines unfastening the boat about half an hour
since," said Gracie, "and I think they went across into the wood, for I
heard the rustle under their feet."


"Is Tom Haines often here?"


"Almost every night; sometimes quite late. I hear them coming across in
the boat after I have been in bed a long, long time. He says it is such
a near way for him to come, now that he works near Oak Glen."


Walter was on the point of saying that Tom could not be coming home
from work so late at night; but he refrained himself, and merely said,—


"I don't think Tom a good companion for Frank, Gracie. I wish he would
not go with him."


"I don't like him, because he has such a loud, rough voice," said the
blind child; "and once when I was sitting in the boat, he said in a
loud whisper to Frank, he wondered what business I had there, and
that I should do something. I could not catch what he said, but Frank
answered I was safe enough, for I was blind. What do you think they
meant, Walter?"


Walter guessed what they meant full well, but he did not wish to alarm
Gracie; so he told her to keep as much out of their way as possible.


"Frank said I was never to sit in the boat again," said Gracie, "and
I don't much care about it; so now I always sit here, and then mother
says they cannot see me when they come down to the boat, because the
laurel hedge hides me from them."











CHAPTER IV.



"THE PLOUGH."









"I WISH you were coming with me to-night, Frank," said Walter, as he
and his companion were at work together the following morning.


"Is that what you wanted to speak to me about yesterday?" said Frank.


"Yes it was; I thought I would just try once more whether I could not
turn you."


"Then you might just as well have saved yourself the trouble, Walter.
What can it possibly signify to you whether I go to the evening school
or not?"


"Simply this, that it would be nice and sociable-like, Frank; we've
been working together now for these two years and more, and it would be
pleasant for us both to go together to the night school."


"Speak for yourself, Walter, when you talk of it being 'pleasant.'"


"What I mean is, that it would only seem natural for us to do so; our
interests are the same, or ought to be. What is good for me must surely
be good for you; what will help me on in my trade would do the same for
you; and I do think it's a pity to throw away a chance like the present
one."


"One would think you were going to set up for a parson, to hear you
talk, Walter. But you might as well spare yourself all this trouble;
you'll not change me. You go your path, and leave me to follow mine."


"Well, don't be angry, Frank; I meant no harm; and if your mind is made
up, why, I'll say no more about it."


"I don't set myself up for being better than other people," said Frank,
"but I want my time to myself. It's little enough we have when our work
is over."


"See that you make a good use of it, then," said Mr. King, who had
entered the yard unobserved by the lads, and had overheard Frank's last
remark. "Time is a precious gift, lad, and one for the use or misuse of
which God will call us all one day to give an account. Don't think I
wish to stop young people from enjoying themselves at proper times; I
know full well that all work and no play would be good for no one. We
all want some sort of relaxation from our daily labours; but what young
people call enjoyment is not always innocent; and a lad of your age,
with much spare time on his hands, is exposed to much temptation.


"I have no right to dictate to you how you should employ your time
when you leave the yard; I have then no further claim upon you. But as
your friend and well-wisher, as one who has lived very much longer in
the world than you have, I should not be doing my duty by you did I
not warn you against the many devices which Satan makes use of to lead
young lads into sin, and almost the first of all is the tempting them
to idle away their time. I was sorry to find you had not joined the
evening school. You little know what advantages you are throwing away
by neglecting to do so; but I trust you may yet think better of it. In
these days, education is better than money to a young man; for with
a head well-stocked with useful knowledge, he is sure, so long as he
conducts himself well, to go ahead in life. I should never have been
what I am now had it not been for the opportunities of improving myself
which offered when I was about your age, and which, I am thankful to
say, I availed myself of."


Mr. King then took out of his pocket a neat mahogany case, and gave it
to Walter.
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"Here are the drawing instruments I promised you."









"Here are the drawing instruments I promised you," he said, "and I
daresay I shall look in this evening and see how you all get on."


Squire Forbes called at the yard during the day to give some further
directions about his greenhouse.


"I have tried again, sir," said Walter to him, "and it's of no use;
Frank won't join."


"It's his loss, then," said the Squire, "and you have done your duty."


When Walter left the yard that evening, he hurried home to his tea; and
then, having "tidied himself," as he called it, he went towards the
school-house in which the classes were to be held.


It was nearly dark when he passed through the village, but he saw Frank
lounging against a gate at the corner of the little lane which led
to the Mill Cottage. Tom Haines was with him, and Walter heard them
laughing as he passed.


He seemed not to notice the laugh, however, and called out "Good
evening," in his usual tone.


The only answer was another laugh.


Walter passed on without taking any further notice of them. A saying of
his mother's—"Let those laugh that win" recurred to his mind, and he
felt that he had more real cause for merriment than they had.


There were nearly thirty boys assembled in the school-room that
evening, varying in ages from twelve to eighteen. The clergyman of
the parish, the national schoolmaster, and several gentlemen resident
in the neighbourhood, all took classes. Lessons were given in
reading, writing, arithmetic, and drawing. The teachers were kind and
painstaking, the scholars well-behaved and attentive, and Walter was
surprised when he found it was time to leave off; the two hours had
passed away so pleasantly.


Squire Forbes, who had taken the arithmetic class, told the boys before
they left, that he hoped to be able once a week to give them a few
interesting particulars about modern geography, English history, and
the sun, moon, and stars.


"I shall not call it a lecture, boys, first, because most of you will
fancy I am going to deliver a long, dry discourse, to which you will
not care to listen; and, secondly, because, as it will not last more
than a quarter of an hour, it will not deserve the name. I shall call
it, then, a pleasant talk; and I hope to make it so entertaining that
you may not feel I have given it a wrong name. You can ask me any
questions you like when I have finished, and I will answer them to the
best of my power.


"I have read a great many more books in my life than you are likely to
do, and I think that if I take a number of great and interesting facts
out of some of those books, and tell them to you in simple language,
such as even the youngest amongst you will be able to understand, it
may give you a little stock of useful general knowledge, which will be
of service to you in life, and which it would take more time than you
have at command to acquire from books. I congratulate you, boys, upon
your good behaviour this evening, and I hope we shall live to spend
many more such pleasant and profitable hours together."


Walter walked home with William Day, a neighbour's son. It was a cloudy
night, and the moon, which was nearly at its full, was partially
obscured. All was quiet as they passed the turning to the Mill Cottage,
but they had not proceeded far before they met Frank Hardy and Tom
Haines. The latter had evidently been drinking, for he was staggering
along the road, and would have fallen had not Frank supported him.


Walter shuddered as he passed them by. He thanked God in his heart,
and with all humility, that he had hitherto been kept from such
acquaintances as Tom Haines, and that he had a mother who had brought
him up to see all the horror and evil of intemperance. What might not
Frank Hardy become with such an example as Tom Haines always before
him! Then he remembered Frank's uncomfortable home, the constant scenes
of ill-humour and selfishness which were going on there, and he thought
of that text which says, "To whom much is given, of him shall much be
required."


"How much more have I than Frank!" he thought, and the thought made him
humble.


"How silent you are, Walter!" said Willy Day.


"I was thinking very sad thoughts, Willy."


"Why, you seemed so happy at the school, Walter."


"Yes, I know; but it was meeting Tom Haines and Frank that set me
thinking. Suppose we should ever come to be like Tom, Willy!"


"We need not, unless we like, Walter."


"But we can never tell how soon we may fall into temptation; I think
mother is right, after all."


"What about?" asked Willy.


"She says it would be better for the world if there were no such places
as 'The Plough.'"


"Oh, Walter!"


"It's quite true, Willy; and she says also that beer and spirits
are really necessary to no one, and that at least a fourth part of
the earnings of every working man who drinks beer are spent in the
public-house."


Willy Day know that his father went every evening for an hour or so to
"The Plough," but he never remembered seeing him the worse for drink,
and he told Walter so.


"I was not speaking of regular drunkards, Willy, when I spoke about a
fourth part of a man's wages. Drunkards often spend half, and sometimes
more than that, of what they earn in the public-house. That is why
Frank Hardy's family are so badly off; the greater part of all the
money earned by Frank's father goes to 'The Plough.' But even those
people who never 'get the worse for drink,' as you call it, how much
money they spend upon it, and what a number of home-comforts—better
food, better clothes, and something put by against a rainy day—that
money would have procured!"


Walter had arrived at the door of his mother's house as he uttered the
last words, and he and Willy stood still for a moment.


"Did your mother tell you all this, Walter?"


"And much more, Willy, I can tell you."


"She must be as good as a book, Walter."


"She always tells me, too, that it is so easy for young people to learn
a bad habit, and so difficult to un-learn it; and therefore I have
promised her never to go into such places as 'The Plough,' for fear of
being tempted to do what it might afterwards be so hard to leave off."


Willy Day wished his friend good-night, and the boys separated.


Willy was a thoughtful boy, and as he walked homewards, he pondered
upon all that Walter had said. He remembered many instances in his
own home life when an extra three or four shillings a week would have
been a great help, and when the want of it was the cause of much
inconvenience.


He particularly recollected the time when his sister Lucy was kept away
from school for many weeks through having no shoes fit to go in. His
mother had told him she could not afford to buy her any. Now, if what
Walter's mother said was true, the money which his father spent in one
fortnight only at "The Plough," would have bought Lucy a capital pair
of shoes.


When he reached home, he found his mother sitting by the fire, nursing
the youngest child, a baby of a year old, who was crying as if in great
pain.


"Is baby no better, mother?"


"No, Willy; the doctor came again this evening, and he says its chest
is very delicate, and that it must wear flannel. I am sure I don't know
where the money is to come from."


"How much would the flannel cost, mother?"


"Three or four shillings at least, Willy."


"Just one week at 'The Plough,'" thought Willy.


———————


"Who were you talking to at the gate, Walter?" said his mother, as he
entered the house; "I heard your voice for several minutes before you
came in."


"It was Willy Day, mother; I was trying to make him understand all that
you told me about the harm done by public-houses, and I think I made
him see things in a different light to what he had ever done before."


Mrs. White smiled at her son's enthusiasm. "That's right, Walter;
there is no one but what has opportunities, at some time or another,
of influencing a companion, either by his advice or example. Take
advantage of every such occasion; and remember that, as in the old
fable, the efforts of a tiny mouse were of service in setting free a
great lion, so even young people have it in their power to help forward
great and important results."


Mrs. White then asked her son all about the evening school, and Walter
gave her an animated description of all that passed there.


"Squire Forbes told us, mother, that every fresh piece of knowledge we
acquire is like opening a new window in our minds."


"True, Walter; but we must guard against pride of self-conceit in our
knowledge. It is quite right to resolve, in the strength of God, never
to spend an unprofitable hour; it is quite right to try and improve our
talents to the very utmost, and to employ them to the best advantage;
but the motive throughout all should be, not an over-anxiety to appear
more clever than other people, or to obtain the praise of men for our
superior knowledge; but rather how we shall best be fulfilling God's
will in that path of life in which He has placed us."


"Mother, I think you know everything; I am afraid I did feel a little
conceited when talking to Willy Day, at least I know I thought how much
more I knew than he did. It is hard to think right thoughts, mother."


"God only can enable us to do so, my son. Jeremiah says, in speaking
of man's thoughts, 'The heart is deceitful above all things, and
desperately wicked.' And David earnestly prays to God that the
'meditations,' that is, the thoughts of his heart, may be acceptable in
God's sight."


"There's one thing I don't quite understand, mother; if God places us
in a 'path of life,' how can we be said to choose our path?"


Mrs. White took down her Bible, and turning to the second chapter of
the Epistle to the Ephesians, she bade Walter read the 10th verse:
"'For we are His workmanship, created in Christ Jesus unto good works,
which God hath before ordained that we should walk in them.'"


"St. Paul here plainly tells us that we were created by God unto
'good works.' When, through the disobedience of our first parents,
sin entered into the world, man's whole nature became changed and
corrupted, and he who had been made in God's holy image, became the
servant and slave of sin. But God's purpose still remained unchanged;
He had created us unto 'good works,' not unto 'evil,' and 'for His
great love wherewith He loved us, even when we were dead in sins,' He
now brings us nigh unto Him through Christ's blood, who is our 'peace'
with God.


"In God's strength, then, and through His Holy Spirit strengthening us,
we may still do those good works which He hath before ordained that we
should walk in; and it is when we are thus, for Jesus Christ's sake,
led by the Spirit, that we regain our lost place as God's children, and
walk in the path of holiness which He has appointed us. How many of us
resist God's Holy Spirit, and choose the path of sin! And how thankful
we ought to be when we are enabled to walk in the path of God's
commandments, which can only be through His grace helping us. 'For by
grace are ye saved through faith, and that not of yourselves; it is the
gift of God: not of works, lest any man should boast.'"


"I think I understand it all now," said Walter; and then, he added,
"Oh, mother, Gracie says she wishes her mother would talk to her as you
do to me."











CHAPTER V.



UNJUST SUSPICIONS.









WALTER was at work in good time the following morning, but the foreman
and Frank were both at the yard before him, and the foreman spoke
angrily to Walter as he entered the workshop. "If this is what is to
come of your going to the evening school, Walter, why I, for one,
should say the sooner you give it up the better."


As he spoke, he held up before Walter's astonished gaze a large chisel
and a fine saw, both of them covered with rust.


Walter and Frank took it by turns, for a week together, to put away
all the tools carefully before leaving the yard at night. It was then
Walter's week, and he felt sure that he had in no way neglected his
duty, and that he had left everything in proper order before going home
the previous evening.


The sight of the tools, rusted as they were by exposure to the damp
night air, puzzled him extremely.
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He held up a large chisel and a fine saw,

both covered with rust.









"I'm quite sure," he said, "that I did not leave those tools out last
night."


"Nay, nay, that is only making bad, worse. I found them myself lying on
the ground in the open shed yonder. You are generally such a careful
lad, that I was the more surprised when I learned that it was your
week. All I say is, be more particular for the future, or Mr. King will
find that your lessons will cost him dear."


"But, indeed," cried Walter, with a bewildered look, "indeed I put them
all away. I recollect perfectly doing so; and it is not so long ago
that I could be mistaken."


"I'll not hear another word," replied the foreman, angrily. "Facts
speak for themselves, and it is perfectly useless trying to make me
disbelieve my own eyes. Who do you think would come here and take the
tools out after you had put them away?"


"Who indeed?" thought Walter.


And at that moment he raised his eyes, and met those of Frank Hardy
fixed upon him with a malicious expression, as if rejoicing in his
trouble.


A strange thought flashed across Walter's mind: "What if Frank had done
it out of spite?" He looked him full in the face, almost inquiringly,
and Frank's eyes fell beneath the earnest gaze of his companion.


"Some one must have done it out of ill-feeling to me," said Walter
quietly.


"A very likely story!" said the foreman. "Did you never hear that a
bad excuse is worse than none? My advice to you is to hold your tongue
about the matter, and to be more careful for the future."


Walter saw that he was not believed; and when Mr. King came to the
yard, in the course of the day, he felt sure that the foreman had told
him about the tools being left out, as his master's manner to him was
not so cordial as usual.


"You be sure and see that all is straight before you leave this
evening," said Mr. King to Walter. "Your evening studies must not
interfere with your duty to me, remember."


Walter coloured deeply, knowing to what his master alluded.


"I never yet failed in my duty, sir, and I hope I never shall."


"The least said about that the better, Walter," said his master. "I am
quite ready, however, to make allowance for a first offence; only don't
let it happen again."


Mr. King left the yard as he uttered these words, and Walter turned
towards Frank with tears in his eyes.


"Do you know anything about the tools, Frank?"


"I! What should I know about them? It wasn't my business to put them
away."


"No, I know it wasn't; only I thought that perhaps you might have
wanted to use them after I had put them away; and, if you did so, I
would not say a word about it, Frank, if you would only just tell me;
for I feel so certain I put them all away, and it makes me feel so
unhappy to be suspected."


"I know nothing about them," said Frank, doggedly.


"What is the matter with you, Walter?" said his mother that evening, as
her son sat poring over the fire, and scarcely speaking a word.


"Nothing, mother, nothing; at least, nothing very particular," he added.


"Nay, Walter, it cannot be a mere trifle which has made you so
different from what you generally are. Tell me what it is, my son;
maybe I can help you."


"I never did yet keep anything from you, dear mother," said Walter;
"only, in this instance, I thought I might be mistaken, and I did not
like to say anything to you until I was quite certain."


Walter then told his mother all that had taken place at the yard that
morning, and ended by assuring her that he had left nothing undone when
he left work the previous evening.


"It is hard, mother, is it not, that both Mr. King and the foreman
suspect me?"


"And yet it is only one of the little daily crosses which, as servants
of Christ, we are called upon to bear," said Mrs. White. "If our
blessed Saviour, 'who did no sin,' suffered unjustly, we should think
it no strange thing that we should; and knowing how patiently and
meekly He bore insult and wrong, we should pray for His Spirit to
enable us to do so also."


Walter sighed; he felt that all his mother said was true.


"But yet 'Commit thy way unto the Lord; trust in Him, and He shall
bring it to pass. And He shall bring forth thy righteousness as the
light, and thy judgment as the noon-day' (Psalm xxxvii. 5-6). All will
come right, Walter, in God's own time; rest assured of that. Meanwhile
do your duty strictly to your master; bear no ill-will towards any one;
seek for no revenge, even if you come to be certain of the justice of
your suspicions; remember that Jesus Christ prayed for His enemies, and
that, in every action of His most sinless life, He left us an example
that we should follow in His steps."


"Mother, it always does me good to talk to you; and, indeed, I bear no
ill-will towards Frank."


"Would you go out of your way to do him a kindness, Walter?"


"I hope so, mother," replied Walter.


Several days passed by after the above conversation, and nothing
took place of any consequence in the yard. Mr. King and the foreman
appeared to have forgotten all about the tools, and behaved in their
usual cordial manner towards Walter, who regained all his former
cheerfulness, and had almost forgotten that anything unpleasant had
ever taken place.


They were very busy at the yard. Mr. King had a great deal of work
to do in the lower village, where several houses were being built
on the sea-shore, and they were working hard to get them completed
before the winter set in. Both Frank and Walter worked overtime every
evening, for which they were paid; but Walter never missed going to
the night school, although by so doing, he lost the extra pay he
would have received. His lessons were a pleasure to him, and he felt
sure they would hereafter be a profit as well. He was making great
progress in drawing, and also in mensuration and the higher branches of
arithmetic—all of which would tend to advance him in the trade he was
learning.


By degrees, all the boys and young lads of the neighbourhood had
joined the classes, with the exception of Frank and his brothers and
Tom Haines. Frank would often ridicule Walter for giving up all his
evenings to his lessons, and more than once, he mysteriously hinted
that he knew an easier way of making money than by fagging away at
books every spare moment, as Walter was doing.


Walter recalled to mind the fact that twice, within the past few weeks,
Frank had wanted to borrow money of him, although he was earning more
money than Walter, on account of working overtime. This did not look
as if Frank was very rich, and Walter told him so, adding—"I'm quite
contented with my path, Frank, and I wish I could have persuaded you to
follow it also."


"Thank you for your good wishes," said Frank, laughing, as he took up
his cap and left the yard.


Walter heard him the next moment talking to Tom Haines, who had been
waiting for him outside. There was something about Tom which made
Walter shrink from any companionship with him. Once it had not been
so; he remembered, when his mother had first cautioned him against
being intimate with Tom Haines, that he had thought it a little hard,
having been flattered, as a great many foolish boys are apt to be, by
the attention of one who was several years older than himself. He had
obeyed his mother, however, as he always tried to do; and now, in this
case, as in every other, he had come to feel how right she was in the
advice she had given him.


There was something in Tom Haines' manner to Frank which struck Walter
particularly. It seemed to the boy as if Tom felt that he had Frank in
his power in some way or other, and could make any use of him he liked.
The following day, Frank paid Walter the two small sums he had borrowed
from him, and rattled some money, which sounded like silver, in his
waistcoat pocket, to show that he had more remaining.


"Are you sure you can spare it, Frank?" said Walter, as he held the
money in his hand.


"Don't you hear I have plenty more?" replied his companion, rattling
his pocket again as he spoke.


"Yes; but is it your own, your very own, Frank?" And then, feeling
ashamed of the suspicions which arose in his mind, he added—"I beg your
pardon, Frank, only I thought that perhaps you had been borrowing money
in order to pay me, on account of what I said yesterday; and I am in no
hurry, and would rather wait than—"


Here Walter stopped again, and seemed at a loss what to say.


"Don't be afraid, Walter; I earned it all, I tell you. Didn't I tell
you yesterday that I had found an easy way of earning money and a
pleasant way enough as well?"


Frank spoke in such a cheerful tone that, Walter thought he must have
been mistaken in thinking that there was anything wrong in the matter.
So he took the money, and thought how nice it really must be to be able
to earn money so easily. His mother wanted a warm cloak against the
cold weather set in; what if he could get enough to buy her one? He
almost felt as though he should like to ask Frank something about the
way in which he earned his money.


The lads were preparing to leave work, and, as Walter was hesitating
whether to ask Frank about his "easy way," Tom Haines put his head
in at the door of the yards and beckoned to Frank. There was a bad
expression on Tom's face.


"Make haste," he muttered; "I've been waiting ever so long."


Walter glanced at Frank. The lively, boastful manner was all gone, and
he looked pale and nervous.


"I'll come in a minute; I did not know it was so late." And then,
turning to Walter, he asked him to help in putting away the tools.


Walter at once complied with Frank's request, although it was the
class-evening, and he wanted to be home early.


He was ready to do Frank a kindness, even at inconvenience to himself.


"You are a good-natured fellow," said Frank.


"Don't talk so," said Walter. "We should always be ready to help one
another."


Then, looking round to see that Tom was not within hearing, he said,
in a low voice, "Oh, Frank, I wish you would not be so much with Tom
Haines; I am sure it is not for your good, and—"


"It's too late now, Walter; I must go on with it."


There was a sad, reckless tone in Frank's voice, and Walter fancied he
saw tears in his eyes.


"It is never too late to do better whilst God spares our lives. Frank,
can I help you?" whispered Walter. "Or can mother? She would in a
minute, I know, and I will ask her this very evening."


"No, no; it's too late, Walter." And Frank darted out of the yard into
the darkness.


"It is not an 'easy way' after all," thought Walter. "Thank God, I have
never been tempted to try it, whatever it may be."











CHAPTER VI.



THE SECRET OF SUCCESS.









THAT evening, on his way from the school, Walter called at the Mill
Cottage to inquire after Gracie, who had been very ill for some weeks
past, having caught a violent cold, which had settled on her chest.


The night was fine, and the moon at the full. A slight frostiness in
the air had strewn the roads with autumn leaves, telling the fast
approaching winter season.


When Walter entered the kitchen, there was no one there but Mrs. Hardy
and her daughters. Neither John Hardy nor Frank was visible. Walter
thought that Mrs. Hardy seemed put out at his coming, and answered his
inquiries about Gracie in a hastier manlier than usual.


"The child will do well enough after a bit. She wants better food,
though, than I can afford her; the doctor said she was to have
nourishing things. It's easy for such-like to talk."


"Has she been up yet?" asked Walter.


"I got her up to-day for a little while; but she said she was so tired
that she was glad to get to bed again."


"Is that Walter, mother?" cried a voice from an adjoining room.


Mrs. Hardy looked annoyed—she evidently wished to get rid of Walter as
quickly as possible.


"Yes, child, yes; but you ought to be asleep now," said her mother, not
in a very kind or gentle tone.


"Let him just come to the door; I want so to speak to him, mother."


Walter moved across the kitchen towards the door where Gracie's voice
proceeded.


"I am glad you are better, Gracie dear."


"I do hope I shall soon be well," cried the child; "it seems so long
since I had a talk with you. And oh, Walter, my little seat at the
bottom of the garden has got broken—and will you mend it for me? I know
you will, for you are so kind. When I was so very ill, it made me so
sad to think I should perhaps never see you again, Walter."


Here a violent fit of coughing interrupted Gracie's speech. And Mrs.
Hardy made a sign to Walter not to talk much more to her.


"I must go now, Gracie dear," said Walter, when the child's coughing
had ceased, "but I will come again very soon, and then I hope you
will be able to be up; and I will see what your seat wants this very
evening, so that it shall be ready for you by the time you want it.
The moon shines so brightly that I can see as well as by daylight.
Good-night, dear."


"Never mind the seat to-night," said Mrs. Hardy in a low voice, so that
Grace could not hear. "There will be plenty of opportunity to see to it
before Gracie will want it."


"It will not take me a minute, Mrs. Hardy," replied Walter, "and then I
can bring whatever is wanted with me when I come again."


Walter wished Mrs. Hardy good evening, and left the cottage. He had not
gone many steps along the little path leading to the water-side when he
heard a rustling among the bushes, and saw, or fancied he saw, one of
Gracie's sisters hastening in the same direction in which he was going,
but by another path.


Presently a low whistle was heard.


A minute afterwards, he had reached the little seat which he had put
up for Gracie. One of the legs had been wrenched off, evidently on
purpose. Walter had taken the size of it, and was about to return
towards the cottage, when, on looking towards the stream, upon which
the moon shone full, he saw several figures on the opposite bank. They
were either getting in or out of the boat; and again he heard the same
low whistle.


He had no desire to pry into other people's business, and, least of
all, did he care to have anything to do with the Hardys and their
mysterious doings. He turned hastily away to retrace his steps, and
in so doing nearly stumbled over a sack which lay partly concealed by
a bush at one side of the seat. The sack was full, and by the bright
moonlight Walter saw the tail-feather of a pheasant peeping out at the
mouth of the sack.


He felt quite glad when he was once more out on the high-road. Once or
twice he fancied he had heard voices calling after him; but he never
stopped for a moment until he had got clear of Mill Cottage and the
lane leading to it. Then he stood still for a moment to take breath.


"How right mother was to caution me against that Tom Haines!" thought
Walter. "And how I wish that Frank would be warned in time before he
gets into some terrible trouble, which he will do sooner or later."


Walter said nothing to his mother that evening about his having seen
the sack, but he told her about poor Gracie's illness; and Mrs. White
promised to make some broth and some light pudding for the sick child.
When Walter, after reading his Bible as usual by the light of the fire,
knelt down to say his prayers that evening, he prayed for Frank Hardy
that he might have grace given him to turn aside from the evil way upon
which he had entered.


It is to be feared that few of us act as if we felt the full value and
the great privileges of prayer—of intercessory prayer. We all can pray
when we want anything for ourselves, or for those who, by the ties of
relationship, are most near and dear to us; but how few of us pray for
our acquaintances, let alone our enemies. And yet what is our blessed
Saviour's express command?—"Pray for them that despitefully use you and
persecute you."


No one can pray for his enemies and not feel kindly towards them. The
very act of praying for another is unselfish in itself; and it is
impossible to feel anger and bitterness towards one for whom we are
asking God's grace and favour. So that the praying for our enemies
brings down a blessing for ourselves by subduing in us the uncharitable
feelings which we might have previously entertained towards the subject
of our prayers.


When Walter met Frank the following morning, he looked confused and
uneasy; and, taking advantage of a few moments when the foreman was
absent from the shed, and the two lads were quite alone, he said,—


"What were you doing at our place last evening, Walter? And what made
you walk away so fast? Did you not hear me calling to you?"


"I heard some one calling, but I did not recognise your voice, Frank.
I had only gone down to the banks of the stream to see what was the
matter with Gracie's seat, and she had asked me to mend it for her."


Frank appeared relieved by Walter's open and straightforward answer.
Still there seemed something more upon his mind, although he hardly
knew how to put the question. At length he said, "I wish you were one
of us, Walter; it seems unnatural to have secrets from you; and if you
would only come with me some evening, I could put you in the way of
earning a nice little sum of money with very little trouble."


"I can never come with you, Frank," said Walter, earnestly. "I have
seen quite enough, and—"


"What did you see?" interrupted Frank, with a scared look. "What did
you see, I should like to know?" And then he added, in a quieter
tone—"You won't tell any one, will you, Walter? You won't?"


"Don't be afraid, Frank; I have nothing to tell. When I say I have seen
enough, I mean that Tom Haines' look last evening was quite enough for
me. I would not be in his power for all the world."


"I am not in his power," exclaimed Frank, angrily.


"Nay, Frank, I saw you quail beneath his eye when he told you to make
haste, and all your merriment seemed gone. Oh, Frank, it cannot be a
good friend who can have such power over you."


The return of the foreman put a stop to the conversation, and there
was no further opportunity for renewing it during the day, as Walter
accompanied his master down to the lower village, and was at work there
the whole of the afternoon.


Although so short a time had elapsed since the opening of the evening
school, Walter had already made great progress both in mensuration
and drawing; and he was now generally preferred before Frank to go
with Mr. King when he wanted any assistance. That afternoon they were
busy putting up the mouldings round the doors and windows of one of
the houses on the shore, which they were hurrying to finish, as the
gentleman who had purchased it wished to come and live in it as soon as
possible. They were busily at work, when a message came for Mr. King,
who was obliged to absent himself for a time.


"Can I trust you, Walter, do you think, to finish putting up this
moulding by yourself? I promised that it should be done this evening,
and I am obliged to go to the upper village for an hour at least."


"I can do it, sir, I know," said Walter, his eyes sparkling with
pleasure at the thought of being trusted; "you shall see that you can
trust me."


"Very well," said Mr. King, smiling. "You are a sharp lad, and a steady
one too, and will rise in the world, if I am not very much mistaken."


Walter worked on steadily. He was really fond of his business,
especially those parts of it which required peculiar nicety. Quite
absorbed in what he was about, and whistling merrily as he worked,
he was unconscious of the entrance of a good-natured-looking elderly
gentleman, who stood for some minutes watching Walter as he was
finishing a corner of a moulding which he had fitted with great
exactness.


"Well done, youngster," said a cheerful voice; and Walter started as he
looked up and saw the old gentleman watching him. "You are rather young
to be trusted with such work as that; but you seem to know what you are
about."


"Master was obliged to go away for a short time, sir, and he said I
might try how I could get on in his absence."


"I am sorry Mr. King is not here, for I wanted to speak to him about
putting some slight ornament in wood-work round that gable. I am
leaving Springcliffe this evening, and shall be away a week. I know he
could give me an idea of what I want on paper in a moment. I cannot
draw a stroke myself, more's the pity; for I have often felt the loss
of it, knowing quite well what I want, but being utterly unable to make
others understand it."


While the gentleman was speaking, Walter had taken up a smoothly-planed
piece of deal, which was lying upon the ground, and was drawing
something upon it. Strange to say, he had been lately copying some
designs for ornamental gables at the evening school, and he remembered
enough of some of the patterns to give a very fair idea in his sketch.


"Is this anything like what you mean, sir?" he said, showing what he
had just been drawing.


"It is something very like it," exclaimed the gentleman, with a look of
surprise. "Where did you learn to draw like this?"


"At the evening school, sir. I go there three times a week, and
practise at home besides."


"Your sketch does you great credit, my lad, and with a very little
alteration would be just what I want. Can you round off that corner a
little, and give that part rather more of a curve?"


Walter did as the gentleman suggested and his sketch was pronounced
perfect.
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"Is this anything like what you want, sir?"









"Is this your first attempt at drawing a design?"


"Yes, sir; except what I have done at school."


"It does you great credit, and I shall tell your master so." He wrote
a few lines on a card as he spoke, and putting it in an envelope which
he had in his pocket, he gave it to Walter to give to Mr. King. "Here
is half-a-crown for your first design, youngster," said the gentleman,
"and it will not be the last you'll get, if you go on as you are now
doing."


The gentleman left the house, and Walter worked doubly hard to make up
for the time he had lost. He was most anxious to get as much done as
possible before his master returned. When at last Mr. King did come
back, he was much pleased with all that Walter had done, and praised
him for his industry.


"But what is all this, Walter, eh?" said his master, as he opened the
envelope which had been left for him by the old gentleman. "Mr. Danvers
talks about a design of yours, with which he was much pleased. Where is
it?"


"It is nothing particular, sir," said Walter, colouring, as he showed
Mr. King the sketch he had drawn. "I took the idea from some designs we
have been copying lately at the class, and it seemed to be just what
Mr. Danvers wanted."


"I am very glad you are able to apply what you learn, Walter," said his
master. "Those classes will make a man of you, if you go on at this
rate."


Walter's face beamed with pleasure as his master spoke these words. He
showed Mr. King the half-crown which Mr. Danvers had given him.


"You deserved it, Walter, and I will add another to it," continued Mr.
King, taking his purse out of his pocket. "Now, put that five shillings
into the Post-Office Savings' Bank this very evening, Walter, as the
first fruits of the benefit you have reaped from having listened to
good advice, and from having sacrificed a little of your leisure time
to the laudable desire of improving yourself. I only wish Frank Hardy
deserved the same encouragement.


"By the bye, Walter—I don't want you to tell any tales—but do you know
how Frank employs himself in the evening? I rarely see him about the
village, and he is always in a hurry to leave the yard."


"I don't know much about Frank, sir," replied Walter—"at least, I mean
what he does after he leaves the yard; but I think he is a great deal
with Tom Haines."


"Just so," said Mr. King; "I fear so also; and a worse companion it is
impossible for a young lad to have; but why Tom Haines troubles himself
about Frank is a mystery to me."











CHAPTER VII.



THE POACHERS.









SHALL we explain to our readers what it was that made Tom Haines
"trouble himself," as Mr. King called it, about Frank Hardy? The reason
was simply this. Tom was mixed up with the gang of poachers of whom
Walter's mother had spoken as infesting the preserves on Squire Forbes'
estate.


Now, it so happened that the Mill Cottage was a place where the stolen
game could be very conveniently deposited, as nothing was easier than
to bring the spoil through the woods down to the other side of the
stream which ran at the end of the Hardys garden, and then to convey it
across in the boat, which was always lying there. This done, the stolen
game was concealed among some thick bushes in the garden until it was
transferred to the care of a carrier, whose tilted cart passed the end
of the little lane before daybreak every other day on its way to a
distant market town.


The carrier was in league with the poachers, so there was no difficulty
about him; the only thing was, how to secure the services of the Hardys.


"Leave that to me," Tom Haines had said; and he soon managed the matter.


He began by flattering Frank, who was weak enough to be flattered by
the notice taken of him by one so much older than himself, and then,
when once he had got Frank to commit himself, and to take part in one
of their midnight excursions, and even to accept a sum of money as his
share in the spoil, he turned round upon him, and dared him to refuse
to do anything he bid him.


"You are in my power now, Frank," said Tom.


And Frank knew it only too well, and became the tool of Haines and his
associates. At all times the bondage was very bitter; and some seasons
there were, too, when better thoughts would come over Frank, and he
would have given anything to have been free, to have been like Walter,
whose sunny face and blithe whistle would, at such moments, add to
Frank's miserable feelings.


"I never whistle like that now," he would say to himself; "once I used
to, but now—"


Yes, but that "once" was before Frank had sold himself to work
wickedness, since which time there had been no real happiness for him.


"There is no peace, saith my God, to the wicked."


Did John Hardy and his wife know what was going on? John's evenings
were regularly spent at "The Plough," whence he generally returned home
more or less the worse for drink. His son's absence from home at night
was, therefore, rarely remarked by him; and if occasionally a suspicion
had arisen in his mind, a bribe from Haines had made him conveniently
blind to anything that took place afterwards. Frank's mother also must
have known that something wrong was going on; but an occasional present
of a rabbit at a time when food chanced to be particularly dear kept
her silent, and thus caused her to aid and abet in her son's road to
ruin.


It was Frank's place to wait every night at the bank of the stream to
receive what the poachers might bring down through the wood. There was
no certainty at what time they might come; but Frank had always to be
on the alert, and ready at the first sound of the low whistle to push
the boat over to the other side of the stream, and receive the sack of
game, which was then hidden until the following morning, when he had to
be on the watch for the carrier, who always waited a few seconds at the
corner of the lane. The money he got was hardly earned, let him boast
as he might to Walter about his "easy way."


Many long, weary hours he had to spend in the wet and cold, with the
constant dread of detection hanging over his head, and the taunts and
threats of Tom Haines to bear if he ever failed to be at his post when
they wanted him.


Walter was right: it was no "easy way" after all!


When Walter left work that evening, the first thing he did was to
follow his master's advice, and to call at the post-office on his way
home and deposit his five shillings in the Post-Office Savings' Bank.
As he came out of the shop, he ran against Frank.


"Where have you, been, Walter?"


With pardonable vanity, Walter exhibited his bank-book, and told how he
had got the money.


Frank thrust his hand into his pocket in a bragging manner, and drew
out some silver. There were quite five shillings, if not more. "I can
earn money too, you see," he said with a laugh; but the laugh sounded
hollow to Walter's ears, and he caught his companion by the sleeve as
he was hastening on.


"Frank, it is not yet too late to join the night school; will you
make up your mind to come? I feel sure you would be much happier than
you are now if you would but come; and, as to the money," and Walter
shuddered in spite of himself, "I am certain you would be better and
happier without it than with it. Do come; say you will—there's a good
fellow." And Walter looked earnestly in Frank's face.


"It's of no use, Walter," cried Frank, as he freed himself from his
friend's grasp; "it is too late, too late." And he passed on with a
deep sigh.


That sigh haunted Walter all the evening, even while sitting at his
mother's cheerful fireside, and listening to her expressions of
pleasure at the sight of her son's bank-book.


Was Frank right? And was it REALLY too late for him to do better? Too
late for him to retrace his steps? Certainly not.





"While the lamp holds on to burn,

 The vilest sinner may return;—"






And as long as God spares our lives, so long is it in our power to pray
God for His grace to enable us to break the chains of our sins, and
to lead better lives. To say, then, that it is "too late," whilst God
gives us our life, is only another way of saying that we have not the
moral courage to make the effort which is required to do better, and
that we prefer remaining in our sins to taking any steps to be set free
from the power of them.


Frank Hardy was a moral coward, and preferred displeasing God to
incurring the vengeance of Tom Haines.


"I tell you what it is, mother," said Walter, that evening, as they sat
by the fire talking about Mr. Danvers and the ornamented gable, "if I
can only get on in the world so as to be able to keep you without your
having to trouble yourself any more with the shop, I shall be perfectly
happy."


"Nay, Walter, as long as I have strength to work, I will never be a
burden to any one, not even to my very dear son."


"A burden, mother! Why, it will be the happiest day of my life when I
can say to you, 'Shut up shop, mother.' What should I have done without
you all these long, long years, I should like to know; and it will be
my turn one of these days, mother dear; and, then, if I don't keep you
like a lady, why—"


"You are a good boy, Walter, and have always been an affectionate son
to me, and I'll take the will for the deed."


"Nay, mother, nothing short of the deed itself will content me, as you
shall see, if God only gives me health and strength."


———————


The next morning the village was in a state of the greatest excitement
in consequence of the news that there had been a desperate affray with
the poachers at Oak Glen during the night, and that the gamekeepers
had pursued them through the wood, and had captured three of the gang,
besides wounding several others. Thus much Walter heard on his way to
work; and his worst fears about Frank were realised when he found that
his companion did not make his appearance at the yard that morning.


When Mr. King came, he learned the whole truth. The gamekeepers had
chased the poachers down to the banks of the stream, and, after a
severe struggle, during which several shots were fired, they succeeded
in capturing three of the party,—namely, Bill Turner, who was known to
be one of the chief ringleaders, and Tom Haines and Frank Hardy, the
latter being taken in the act of receiving a bag of game from one of
the poachers. The whole party had been marched off to the nearest town,
there to be locked up until their trial.


Walter felt very sad all day. It seemed so dreadful to think that
he who had for so long worked at the same bench with him, and been
his daily companion, should now be a prisoner, awaiting his trial
and sentence for breaking the laws of his country! And yet amid all
Walter's grief, there arose a deep feeling of thankfulness to God, who
had kept him from yielding to a like temptation; for he knew that it is
by grace alone that we are able to stand upright, and that to God alone
belongs the praise.


An anecdote is related of Bishop Fisher, that, seeing a prisoner one
day being led handcuffed through the streets, he said to the friend
with whom he was walking,—


"There goes Bishop Fisher, but for the grace of God;" by which he meant
that it was through God's grace alone, acting upon his sinful nature,
that he was enabled to do right.


Walter was glad, too, when he thought that he had let no opportunity
pass by of endeavouring to turn Frank from his downward course. Had it
been otherwise, how bitterly would he have reproached himself!


When he went home to dinner, he heard that another great sorrow had
fallen upon the family at the Mill Cottage. John Hardy had broken his
leg that morning, having been caught by some of the machinery of the
mill-wheel. The neighbours did not scruple to say that he was scarcely
sober at the time of the accident; but be that as it might, he was now
laid up with a fractured limb, incapable of doing any work for some
time to come, and thus adding to the sorrow and anxiety of his wretched
wife.


There was an excellent club in Springcliffe, to which all provident
people belonged, and from which fund a good allowance was paid to any
member during the time of sickness or accident; but John Hardy had
spent all his spare money, and far more than he could or ought to have
spared, in the tap-room of "The Plough;" and now, in the hour of his
trouble, he had nothing whatever to fall back upon. Had it not been for
Farmer Giles, the whole family must have either starved or gone to the
workhouse during the long, long time of John Hardy's confinement to the
house with his broken leg.


It was, indeed, a wretched home! The eldest son a prisoner, and the
mother's conscience telling her, but too plainly, that she was very far
from being free from blame in the matter. Added to this, her husband's
accident, and the long illness of her blind child, from which she now
knew Gracie would never recover.


The doctor had told Mrs. Hardy plainly, when he last came to see
Gracie, that the little girl would never be well again. She might
linger for several months, he said; and as the small room in which she
lay was both confined and damp, he advised that the child's bed should
be removed into her mother's room, which was much larger, and the walls
of which were dry. So Gracie's bed was moved only a few days before her
father's accident.


Her kind Sunday-school teacher had been to see her the day she was
removed, and Grace had asked her to tell her the truth whether she
would ever get well again; for the child had overheard something that
the doctor had said to her mother during his last visit. Gently, very
gently and lovingly did the kind teacher break the truth to Gracie; and
she was almost surprised at the calmness with which the little girl
heard that she must die. But God had dealt very mercifully with Gracie,
and she had no fear of death. She knew that her Saviour had died for
her, and that for His blessed sake her sins would be forgiven her; and
God had given her grace to love and trust in her Redeemer, and to look
far beyond this fleeting world.


"There remaineth, therefore, a rest to the people of God." How much
that word comprises, every child of God can tell. Rest from toil; rest
from pain; rest from sorrow; rest from strife; and, greatest blessing
of all, rest from sin—from the constant warning against temptation,
which is the lot of every Christian during his mortal life. So when her
teacher spoke of that heavenly rest, Grade pointed upwards, and a happy
smile lighted up her pale face.


"All will be rest up there, teacher; rest and peace; no quarrelling;
no bad words! O teacher! I am quite, quite ready to go; only if father
would but learn to love me before I went, I should die happier."


"Pray to God, Gracie dear," said her teacher at parting. "He will hear
you, and grant your prayer in His own good time."


A few days afterwards, when she had heard of Hardy's accident, and
found that he and his little dying child would be likely to pass some
time together in the same room, she felt as if God had already answered
the blind child's prayer, and was bringing about what she had so longed
for. And so it proved.


When John Hardy was first brought in to his cottage, helpless and
suffering, and was laid upon his bed, he made use of dreadful language,
wishing he had never been born, and saying such sad words that Gracie
trembled as she lay in her little bed in one corner of the room. For
some time she was afraid to speak, and then some feeling within her led
her to make an effort, painful though it was to her.


"Is it very bad to bear, father?"


The words were few and simple, but the little weak voice was full of
pity.


Her father made no answer, but lay groaning as terribly as before.


"Is it so very bad to bear, dear father?" repeated the child.


"Awful bad," groaned Hardy.


Grace said no more at the time; but her father heard her presently
murmuring, in a low voice—"O God, give father grace to bear his pain
well, and make him better, for Jesus Christ's sake!"


The doctor came shortly afterwards and set the limb, after which Hardy
felt somewhat easier; and, worn-out with pain, he fell into a sound
sleep. Grace listened to his heavy but regular breathing, and knew that
he still slept. Some hours passed away, and then she heard her father
move in his bed, and utter a deep sigh.


"Is the pain better, father?"


"A great deal better, Gracie; perhaps, after all, God heard your
prayer, child."


Grace did not until then know that her father had overheard her, and
a thrill of joy passed through her heart as she heard him call her
"Gracie," and speak more gently to her than he had done for years.


"God always hears our prayers, father," she said, her voice trembling
with emotion. "Let us both thank Him for having done so to-day."


"Amen," said John Hardy, as Gracie thanked God in her own childish
language for giving her father ease from his pain.


Her prayer was answered. During the many weeks he was confined to
the house, John Hardy learned to love his little blind daughter
dearly; and, better still, he learned to know and trust the God whose
commandments he had for so long a time set at naught. And so, when the
end came, and Gracie's ransomed spirit returned to the God who gave it,
the child died calmly and happily, feeling that, through God's grace,
her father would be a better and a happier man for the time to come.











CHAPTER VIII.



THE TWO ENDINGS.









THE trial came on very soon, and the evidence was quite clear against
all the prisoners. Turner, who had wounded one of the gamekeepers, and
had been committed on a previous occasion, was sentenced to twenty
years' transportation. Tom Haines, who was not proved to have used
violence, was condemned to five years' penal servitude; and Frank
Hardy, as the receiver of property known to have been stolen, was
sentenced to two years' imprisonment, with hard labour.


"I am going over to Forley to-morrow," said Mr. King to Walter, "and
shall try and get permission to see Frank before he is removed. You can
come with me if you like."


Walter gratefully accepted his master's offer. The prisoners were to be
removed to a distant part of England on the following day; but a letter
from the clergyman at Springcliffe to the governor of Forley Gaol
procured Mr. King's permission to see Frank.


The meeting was a very painful one on both sides. Short as the time
had been, Walter was shocked to see the change which had taken place
in Frank's appearance. His cheeks were haggard; his hair was cut quite
close to his head; and he wore a felon's dress.


He burst into tears at the sight of his old master and Walter.


"How good of you to come!" he sobbed. "Oh, what disgrace I have brought
upon myself and my family! You were right, Walter, and I was wrong;
yours was the right path after all, and mine has been my ruin. I didn't
deserve that you should come and see me, sir," he cried, seizing Mr.
King's hand. "I shall never forget your kindness; if I had only taken
your advice, if I had only kept from bad company, I should never have
been in this dreadful place."


"My poor boy," said Mr. King, who was deeply affected, "you are not the
first who has found out, alas! when too late, the folly and wickedness
of which they had been guilty. I am not come, however, to add to your
present suffering by any reproaches of mine; but rather to entreat you
to let this fearful lesson be a warning to you. If God spares your
life, a future will still be yours; during which, through His grace
strengthening you, you will have opportunity of proving the genuineness
of your present sorrow. Meantime, resolve to bear patiently and meekly
the punishment to which you are sentenced, and determine, should you
be permitted to begin life afresh, to shun bad companions, and to fled
from idleness as from the mother of all mischief."


"Have you seen father or mother, sir? I thought that perhaps they would
have come to see me; and little Gracie, how is she?"


Then Mr. King told Frank of his father's accident, and that his little
blind sister would never be well again.


"Ask them to think kindly of me sometimes, Walter. I know I have not
been a good son to them, and I can't expect them to care much about
me. How differently your mother would feel towards you, Walter, if any
trouble came to you. Ask father to forgive me, sir, and tell him, if I
am spared, I will try and be a better son to him hereafter; and Gracie,
poor little Gracie, I little thought I should never see her again! I
was never a kind brother to her; you were far more like a brother to
her than I was, Walter."


Walter could scarcely speak for tears, but he put into his old
companion's hand a small parcel, consisting of a neat pocket Bible.


"Will you keep it for my sake, Frank, and will you promise to read it
for my sake too?"


"I will promise, Walter,—and, Walter, I want to confess something to
you. It was I who left the tools out that—"


"Hush, Frank," interrupted Walter; "I'd rather not hear anything;
indeed I would. I think I can guess what you would say, and I forgive
you from my heart, and may God keep you in the right way for the time
to come!"


"There's only one right way, remember, Frank," said Mr. King.


"I know that now, sir, and Walter has chosen it."


Mr. King and Walter remained some little time longer with Frank, and
then came the moment of parting, and the prison doors were bolted and
barred, separating the two young lads who had for so long a time spent
the greater part of each day working side by side.


"The one shall be taken, and the other left." It is an awful thought!


Here were two lads, with precisely the same opportunities of
self-advancement: the one, by God's grace, keeping in the straight and
narrow way; the other, resisting God's Holy Spirit, and going the road
to ruin.


As Frank listened to the sound of the retreating steps of his master
and Walter, he threw himself upon his prison bed in an agony of remorse.


———————


During the two years that followed, Mr. King did not lose sight
of his former apprentice. From time to time he heard, through the
governor of Forley Gaol, that Frank was conducting himself well in his
imprisonment, and that the chaplain was pleased with the attention he
paid to his religious duties. As the term of his imprisonment drew
towards a close, it became a question with his kind, former master what
he would do when liberated.


There was a decided objection to his returning to his native village;
and, after much thought, Mr. King arranged with a friend of his, who
was captain of a merchant vessel, to take Frank abroad with him,
where he would have a chance of earning for himself a good character
in a place where the circumstances of his past life were unknown.
This benevolent plan was carried into effect, and Mr. King had the
gratification of hearing that Frank had obtained work abroad, and was
going on steadily.


Meanwhile, Walter had continued in the path he had chosen. When
the term of his apprenticeship was expired, Mr. Danvers sent him,
free of expense, to London, for the purpose of studying six months
at the School of Design. At the end of that period, he returned to
Springcliffe, where Mr. King, whose foreman had just left him, was glad
to take Walter in his place. In this position he remained a few years,
when Mr. King retired from business, and Walter succeeded him.


Springcliffe had, by that time, become a place of great importance, in
consequence of the railway passing within a quarter of a mile of the
village. This had given a great impetus to building; and Walter, whose
talents for drawing enabled him to combine the profession of architect
with the trade of a builder, had as much work as he could get through.


Some of the best and prettiest houses now in Springcliffe were designed
by him; and in one of them lives Mrs. White, who has long since given
up her shop, and concerning whom Walter's affectionate wishes have thus
been fulfilled. Walter lives with his mother, and so does Walter's
wife, the daughter of a respectable farmer in the neighbourhood. They
have three fine healthy children, and live in peace and contentment.


Frank Hardy remained abroad some years, earning a good character for
steady conduct, but suffering much from bad health, which kept him very
poor. Those two hard years of prison life had left their traces upon
a constitution never very strong; and there was no chance of his ever
being a robust man.
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"I will take Frank on directly, if he will come,"

said Walter.









At length his health failed so much that the medical men recommended
him to return to his native country, and, if possible, to his native
village. Frank wrote to Mr. King, who had, at that time, recently given
up his business to Walter.


"Read this, Walter," said Mr. King, without further comment, "and tell
me what you think of it, and what had better be done."


Walter read it through, and did not take a moment to consider.


"I will take Frank on directly, if he will come to me," he said.


Mr. King sent money out for his passage home, and Frank returned to
Springcliffe.


He was greatly changed, and he found great changes in his native
village. His father was dead, and his mother had removed to a distant
part of the county. Walter alone seemed unchanged. He received his
former companion with real kindness, and shielded him, so far as lay in
his power, from any unkindness on the part of his fellow-workmen. He
gave him constant employment, and, by degrees, Frank's health improved
considerably; but he never was himself again; and the want of a little
more education when he was a lad prevented his ever rising above the
rank of a common workman.


If not a very skilful, he proved, at least, a very trustworthy servant
towards his master, towards whom his gratitude knew no bounds.


"It has all come true!" he would say to himself, with a sigh, as he
contrasted his inferior position with that of Mr. Walter White, now one
of the most prosperous men in Springcliffe.


Frank did not forget the promise he had made Walter in prison, that if
God spared his life he would be a better son to his parents than he had
been. His mother, now his only remaining one, was very badly off, and
was glad to return to Springcliffe, where Frank took her to live with
him, and was able to make her old age comfortable.


Affliction had been blessed to Mrs. Hardy. She and her son Frank became
regular worshippers in God's house; and they both felt how much they
had to be grateful for; and in humble thankfulness they blessed God,
who had called them out of darkness into His marvellous light.












THE END.














THE EIGHT BELLS



And Their Voices



——————









IT was on a winter's evening, in Henry Ekworth's early childhood, that
the first voice of the Eight Bells fell upon his ear. He was seated
by a comfortable fireside at home, close to his mother's knee, when a
neighbour entered the room with a tale of horror which thrilled through
his young heart, though its full import was imperfectly comprehended
then.


It was a tale of death. An unhappy lady had that day been found
lifeless in a neighbouring river, and report spoke of self-destruction.


Henry had seen that lady, had heard her speak, had received trifling
gifts from her hand. Terrible it was to him to think of that hand as
cold in death—and such a death!


"The Eight Bells caused it!" said Henry's gentle mother, as she broke
out into sorrowful lamentations. "If it had not been for the Eight
Bells, this might never have happened."


Henry did not understand the connection between the Eight Bells and the
lady's violent and sad death.


The next day the child walked by his mother's side, and with her
entered a house of mourning. He clung closer to her hand when the
threshold was passed, for a painful scene was before them.


He saw a group of children gathered round a small smouldering fire—a
fire, it seemed, without heat. The little ones looked scared and awed;
traces of tears were on their faces; but the first outburst of grief
had ceased. Only one, the eldest, sobbed as though her heart would
break when Henry's mother spoke kindly and compassionately to her,
in subdued whispering. She was a fair and lovely girl, but thin and
sorrow-worn.


Henry's mother had a basket in her hand, and from it she took food, and
offered it to the children; and oh, how eagerly they clutched it!


"How hungry they must be!" thought the wondering child.


The unhappy children were thinly clad, and the room bore the look
of abject poverty. The uncarpeted floor, the worn-out rusher of the
chairs, the small and cracked looking-glass hung against the wall—if it
had not been cracked, it would not have been there—everything spoke of
destitution.


As Henry's mother spoke comforting words to the poor children, an inner
door slowly opened, and a woman mysteriously beckoned to the visitor,
who, rising to the summons, would have left her boy behind, but that he
clung still closer to her—terrified, he knew not why.


After a moment's thought, the mother moved slowly on, gently leading
her boy. They ascended to an upper room, and there, on a bed, lay the
lifeless body of the drowned lady, clothed in its coffin dress. Oh, how
sharped and pinched the features! How deep and hollow the eyes! How
thin and sharp the lips! Henry's mother was weeping bitterly; and the
boy, wondering what it all could mean, wept too.


They retired from the chamber silently; and when they re-entered the
room below, a man was there with a soiled and rusty coat. He was dirty
and unshaven, and his watery eyes glared restlessly on all around
him. He was seated by the fire, with his hands on his knees; and his
children—for he was the father of the children there—had dispersed
themselves, hither and thither.


Henry looked at the unhappy man, and dimly recognised in him a
gentleman whom he had sometimes met when he was walking with his
mother; but surely it could not be the same!


Yes, the same gentleman, for his mother spoke to him by name; and Henry
remembered the name; and it was the name of the lady, too, who now lay
pale and dead in the room above. The man groaned deeply when Henry's
mother spoke, and tears fell fast down his cheeks; but he answered not
a word.


Oh, how glad the child was to escape from that wretched dwelling!


They passed, on their way homeward, a house in the street, in front of
which was suspended a large sign-board, gaily painted. Henry looked up
at the sign, and his mother looked up too, and sighed deeply. It was
the sign of the Eight Bells.


There were sounds of laughter and music within, as they hurried by its
open door, and Henry wondered what his mother had meant last evening
when she said, "If it had not been for the Eight Bells, this might
never have happened!" What had the Eight Bells to do with the poor
lady's fearful death?


That evening Henry's father called him to his side, and pointing to a
passage in the Bible which lay open before him, he said, "Read, my son."


And Henry read, "'Look not thou upon the wine when it is red, when it
giveth his colour in the cup, when it moveth itself aright. At the last
it biteth like a serpent, and stingeth like an adder.'"


Henry's father then guided his son's eye to another passage on the same
page, and the boy read, "'Hear thou, my son, and be wise, and guide
thine heart in the way. Be not among winebibbers; among riotous eaters
of flesh: for the drunkard and the glutton shall come to poverty:—'"


Henry's father then turned over the pages of the Bible till he came to
a part of the New Testament; and once more, he pointed to a verse.


And Henry went on reading, "'Nor thieves, nor covetous, nor
drunkards, . . . shall inherit the kingdom of God.'"


The father took the child on his knee, and said, "The man whom you saw
to-day in that sorrowful house is a drunkard. By this he has brought
himself to poverty and shame, and the poor unhappy mother to death; and
except God should bring him to repentance, he cannot, when he dies,
inherit the kingdom of God; for God's Word says so. There is no room
for drunkards in heaven. Let us pray that God will forgive that unhappy
man; and that you, my dear boy, may always be kept, by God's grace,
from being a drunkard."


Henry heard in after years the history of that miserable man; how he
had sunk from a favourable position in society by becoming a sot;
had become a daily visitor at the Eight Bells, first at evening, and
then in broad daylight also; had forfeited a lucrative situation; had
sold his furniture and his garments, and, at length, even his wife's
and children's, to satisfy his appetites, till, driven to insanity by
ill-usage and destitution and despair, the poor lady had committed
self-destruction.


This was the first voice of the Eight Bells; and Henry never forgot its
awful warning tone.


———————


A few years passed away, and the boy heard a second voice, which seemed
an echo of that which he had heard as a child.


It was on a bright summer's day, as Henry, returned from school, that
he met a crowd in the street, slowly moving onward, while from open
doors and windows gazed men and women as it passed. And one said to
another, "This is what is got by going to the Eight Bells."


Henry looked on, and as the crowd partially opened, he saw a young man,
pale, and agitated with fear or remorse, led on—and he staggered as he
went—by other men whom he knew to be the peace officers of the town.


Henry felt a cold chill creep over him as he saw marks of blood on
the garments of the prisoner, and was told that he had grievously and
treacherously wounded a man in a fierce drunken quarrel at the Eight
Bells.


Henry passed on; and the next day it was told that the wounded man
was dead, and the manslayer was in prison. The tragical deed had been
wrought under the excitement of intoxication. There was a trifling
dispute; thence had arisen taunting words, then a blow was struck, and
then a stab with a knife was returned. The wives and children of the
slayer and the slain were plunged at once into the deepest woe. The men
had, until the fatal quarrel, been close companions and friends.


The slain man was buried, and, a few weeks later, the manslayer had
received sentence of transportation; and when Henry heard this, the
words once more came into his mind which he had first read as a child:
"'Look not upon the wine when it is red: at the last it biteth like a
serpent, and stingeth like an adder.'"


And he prayed in his soul, "'Lead me not into temptation, but deliver
me from evil.'"


———————


Other years passed away, and a third voice sounded in the ears of the
youth, like those which he had heard as a boy and a child; it told of
shame and guilt, and a prison's walls.


A prison for debtors! Henry went there as a visitor, and in company
with a messenger of mercy. Long before, in the days of his boyhood,
Henry had one playfellow whom above all others he loved. Frank,
open-hearted, and affectionate was Albert; and Henry loved him.


Albert's father was in business, and he was deemed to be a prosperous
man; but there had been one drawback to his prosperity—a worm in
the bud; and, at length, after many years of downward progress, his
business was closed, his family scattered, and himself an imprisoned
debtor.


The prisoner was moodily pacing the narrow yard of the debtor's court,
over the high spiked walls of which gleamed some doubtful rays of
autumnal sunshine, when Henry and his father approached him. Henry drew
back while his father spoke to the ruined man, and did not seek to know
the subject of their conference; but he perceived that tears glistened
in the prisoner's eyes, which told of thankfulness, and it might be
also of expressed contrition.


"Ah, Mr. Henry," said the imprisoned debtor, when the conference was
ended, and he held out his trembling hand to the youth as he spoke,
"your father is noble and generous. I shall never forget his kindness,
though I shall never have it in my power to return it. And Mr. Henry,"
he added, in a low, agitated tone, "look at me now, and think of what
you knew me to be in appearance and character once, and take warning;
it is the Eight Bells—ah, you know what I mean, I see—it is the Eight
Bells that brought me to be what I am."


And saying this, the unhappy man wrung the hand of his young visitor,
and then turning away, he wept.


———————


It was not many months after this that Henry accompanied his father to
London; and as they passed through one of the streets, Mr. Ekworth's
eye fell upon a countenance with which, as it seemed, he had once been
familiar; for he suddenly stopped, and spoke to the man by name. The
man was ragged and filthy; long straggling grey hair hung over his
haggard face; his eyes were red, his lips purple, and a bright red
spot on his cheek, while it contrasted with the death-like pallor of
his forehead, told of disease. His voice was broken by a short and
continued cough, and his hand trembled as he leaned it for support
against the buttress of a wall, as he stood.


"You seem ill, Hallet," said Mr. Ekworth, compassionately, after he had
expressed surprise at the unexpected meeting.


"Yes, sir, I am ill," said the ragged man.


"Have you been ill long?" inquired Henry's father.


"A long while, off and on, sir," said the man; "I have not been able
to work more than a day or so at a time for a good many weeks, or
you would not see me as I am now, sir," he added, looking down with
confusion on his tattered garb.


"You are in distress, I am afraid, Hallet," said Mr. Ekworth.


"Indeed I am, sir," said the poor man, with a deep-drawn sigh. "I am
indeed."


"And yet," rejoined Mr. Ekworth, slowly and sadly, "you have not
forsaken your old destructive habit. Your breath betrays you. And I
fear you are going on in the Eight Bells' fashion, bringing ruin on
your body and soul."


"It was only a drop, sir," said the man, hastily interrupting his
monitor, and speaking deprecatingly; "if you will believe me, sir, it
was only a drop that I had just now, to keep me from sinking in the
street. I was so faint, sir; and it was the last penny I had got. Ah,
sir," he went on, "I cannot do as I used to do, if I wished it ever so
much. I haven't the money, and I haven't the strength."


"I see you have not, my poor friend," said Mr. Ekworth, sorrowfully;
"and you are finding by terrible experience, 'the end of these things
is death.'"


The man did not reply in words; the muscles of his countenance moved
convulsively.


"Oh, Hallet," Mr. Ekworth continued, "if I could but hope that you had
seen the sinfulness of your past course, as you must have felt its
wretchedness."


"I know its sinfulness, and I feel its wretchedness, sir," said the
convicted man, in a tone of self-abandonment, as he looked down upon
the pavement; "and I see you have got the measure of me, Mr. Ekworth,
just as you used to have; but where is the use of talking? I am like
them that said, 'There is no hope: no; for I have loved strangers, and
after them will I go.'"


"Alas! And you can quote Scripture thus to your own condemnation! But,
my poor friend, far gone as you are in misery and sin, there is One who
can subdue your iniquities, and who says, 'Return unto Me, and I will
return unto you.' Think of Him, Hallet; and go to Him, even now, at the
eleventh hour."


The poor man shook his head despondingly and helplessly, and tears ran
down his cheeks.


"I dare not relieve you now and here," said Mr. Ekworth, after a
moment's painful hesitation; "for if you should promise not to misuse
the gift, I could not trust to your strength of mind to resist
temptation. But is your wife living?"


"She is, poor thing—she is," said the wretched man.


"Tell me where you live, then, Hallet."


"It is not a fit place for you to go to, sir, it is not indeed," said
Hallet, eagerly.


"I am sorry for it, for it is only through her that I can assist you."


The man's eager countenance fell. "I will tell you where we live, then,
sir," said he, reluctantly; "but you will find what I say is true; it
is not a fit place for a human creature to live in."


"I will call on you and your wife this afternoon," said Mr. Ekworth,
when he had obtained the information he sought. "Stay; you say you have
expended your last penny, and it may be you are hungry; or if you are
not, your wife may be. Will you carry home a loaf?"


"Oh yes, if you will trust me with it, sir," said Hallet, earnestly;
and the loaf having been obtained at a baker's shop close by, the poor,
wretched man hastened away, and Mr. Ekworth and his son went on.


"You do not remember that man, Henry," said Mr. Ekworth, after a short
silence. "He lived in our town when you were a child. He was a thriving
mechanic then. Poor Hallet!"


"The old story, I am afraid," said Henry; "the Eight Bells."


"Yes, my dear boy; this is another voice from the Eight Bells."


"Hallet," repeated Henry to himself; "I think I must have heard the
name."


"You have heard it, no doubt, Henry. Poor Hallet used to work for us;
he was a carpenter, and, as I have said, a prosperous man till he
became a sot. He had joined the church too. You may judge what he is
now, for you heard what he said. Poor Hallet! He came to London, as
he said, to better his circumstances; but I fear it was that he might
sin with less restraint. His character was already gone, and he had
apostatised. Poor Hallet!" Mr. Ekworth repeated with a sigh.


———————


It was early on a spring evening that Henry Ekworth and his father took
their way towards one of the eastern outskirts of London, and striking
out of the main and thronged thoroughfare of the busier streets, they
found themselves, after many windings and turnings, and some inquiries,
at the place they sought.


This place was a wretched, dirty court, containing about a score of
dilapidated dwellings, and hemmed in on all sides by higher buildings,
which shut out both light and air.


A thick, murky gloom hung over the court, and the broken ground beneath
their feet was covered with black, slimy mud. The sight was depressing,
and the odour was sickening.


There was life in that court. Half-naked children, many of them
bare-foot and bare-headed, with dishevelled hair, and coated with
filth, were playing, screaming, quarrelling, and fighting in the
road-way and on the pavements; and men and women, some fierce in
aspect, some moody, some dejected, but all dirty and miserably clad,
were moving to and fro, or lounging at the open doors and windows of
the houses.


The men were, most of them, smoking short black pipes; and at the
entrance of the court was a gin-palace, which, in its gay, flaunting
exterior, presented a strong contrast to the neighbouring dwellings.
Mr. Ekworth and his son noticed, as they passed by the half-open,
swinging double doors of the "palace," that it was thronged with just
such looking men and women as seemed to compose the population of the
court.


They passed on, and, after some difficulty, found the house.


"Does a person named Hallet live here, my little fellow?" asked Mr.
Ekworth of a boy who was sitting on the door-sill.


The child was probably eight or nine years of age, but from the
precocious cunning of his looks, he might have been an old man. He was
disgustingly dirty also, and pale and sallow.


"What will you give me for telling?" he asked, with a sly leer.


"Here is a penny, my poor child," said Mr. Ekworth, compassionately,
taking the coin from his pocket. "Now, will you tell me what I want to
know?"


The child's eyes glistened at the sight of the penny; and telling the
visitors that if they went "right up the stairs, as far as they could
go," they would find the person for whom they inquired, he ran off
with his prize, and Mr. Ekworth, with his son, slowly and cautiously
ascended the dark and broken stairs.


A violent fit of coughing from an apartment just beneath the roof of
the house guided Mr. Ekworth to the home of the Hallets; and on gently
knocking at the door, it was opened by the wife.


The chamber told of destitution. It was neat, however, and tolerably
clean, so was the poor woman, who wept when Mr. Ekworth spoke to her.


"I could not have thought, twenty years ago, sir," said she, when her
visitors had entered, and had with difficulty been accommodated with
seats, "that you would ever come to see my poor husband and me in a
place like this."


"What is the use of talking in that way, Susan?" interposed Hallet,
before Mr. Ekworth could reply. "We are born, but we are not buried
yet; and nobody can tell what they may come to before they die."


"We will not speak of what is past, and cannot be recalled," said Mr.
Ekworth. "Your husband appears to be very ill, Mrs. Hallet," he added;
it seemed the best way of opening a conversation with the unhappy pair.


"Yes, he was very ill," said the poor woman, "and had been failing in
health a long time." He had never, since they came to live in London,
been the man he was before; and now he was fit for nothing. It was a
bad thing for them that they ever came to London, she added.


The man again interrupted his wife, by asking, in a querulous tone,
"what occasion there was to talk about that?" He came to London, he
said, to better his circumstances; and if things had not turned out as
he expected, he did not want to be told of it.


Mr. Ekworth once more soothed the evidently perturbed feelings of the
irritable invalid, and led the poor wife to speak of their present
circumstances and means of support.


They were very poorly off, she replied to his inquiries, and often had
not enough to eat. They should long since have been starved, she added,
only that she was able to go out to work, and had got into regular
employment in some few families as a charwoman.


"You had two sons and a daughter before you came to London. Are they
not living; and is it not in their power to help you?" asked the
visitor.


The poor woman shook her head despondingly. Their children were all
living, she said; but, she did not know how it was, the boys, as they
grew up to be men, got into bad ways, and were often worse off than
themselves. The girl had married respectably, but she seldom came near
her parents. The poor woman spoke this with evident reluctance.


"She is an unnatural child," said Hallet, impatiently; "and I hope she
may find out some day what it is to have one of the same sort herself."


"Don't, John, don't!" remonstrated the wife in a low voice. "You know
there is a reason why she does not come here."


Mr. Ekworth hastened to change the subject. He did not wish to learn
more of the family history of his old workman.


It was not difficult to guess it. The boys, misguided by their father's
example, had probably followed in the course which had brought ruin
on him and them. And the daughter, he afterwards discovered, after
having borne much suffering, and privation, and degradation also, the
consequences of her father's evil habits, left home for service, and
eventually married.


It is true that she did not often visit her parents' miserable home;
but she often, though unknown to her father, relieved their pressing
necessities.


It was some little time before Mr. Ekworth could approach the subject
on which he had lightly touched when, earlier in the day, he had
unexpectedly fallen in with poor Hallet.


It was plain that his had been a downward course, that intemperance
had ruined him in his circumstances, had ruined his sons too, by evil
example, had alienated his daughter, and even the wife of his bosom,
from his affections, and was hastening him to the grave.


Cautiously, at length, the visitor endeavoured to rouse the conscience
of the wretched man, by speaking of his present position and prospects
for eternity.


In a low, but earnest voice, as he drew himself to the invalid's side,
he reminded Hallet of the days when he professed to know something of
the love of the Saviour, and the power of divine grace.


"It was all a delusion, all a delusion!" exclaimed the poor man,
impatiently.


"I fear it was, indeed," said Mr. Ekworth, sadly; "but the gracious and
omnipotent Saviour—"


"Don't talk about it, Mr. Ekworth," exclaimed the agitated man; "I told
you this morning what my state is; and there's a voice that says about
me, 'He is joined to idols; let him alone.' I know what the end will
be; you need not tell me about that. Don't talk about religion, sir;
anything but that."


"I must talk about it, my poor friend," said Mr. Ekworth, in some
distress of mind. "I came on purpose to tell you that Jesus is willing,
and waiting, and seeking to save the lost, and is able to save to the
very uttermost. Think of Him, my friend; and the more you think of Him,
the less reason will you find for despairing of His mercy."


The man wept. "I tell you what it is, Mr. Ekworth," said he, "I have
thought about it all, again and again. And I have made resolutions, I
cannot tell how often; but it has been of no use. I am like those whom
the apostle describes, 'Clouds without water; . . . trees whose fruit
withereth, . . . twice dead, plucked up by the roots; raging waves of
the sea, foaming up their own shame; wandering stars—' you know what
follows, Mr. Ekworth." And the man rocked himself in his chair, and
groaned deeply.


Once more did the pious visitor speak. "You cannot," he said, "surely
you dare not give up everything as lost! Think of eternity—of the
blackness of darkness for ever! and then flee to the strong for
strength. You have made resolutions in your own strength—you have not
sought the help of His Holy Spirit. You know you have not. I reminded
you this morning, I tell you again, that there is One who can subdue
your iniquities, and can cast all your sins into the depths of the sea.
Go to Him."


"It is of no use," said Hallet, impatiently. "There is nothing you can
say, sir, that I do not already know; but you do not know how hard my
heart is. I know as well as you can tell me, that I have brought ruin
on myself and my poor wife and family, and am killing myself by inches;
and you know well how it began, Mr. Ekworth, for you warned me twenty
years ago, when you first knew of my goings on at the Eight Bells; but
it is of no use. I am just what I have made myself; and know where it
is said, 'He which is filthy, let him be filthy still.'"


It seemed useless to urge with one who, while he knew what the
consequences of his sins had been—what the eternal consequences would
be, yet loved them too well to relinquish them; and at length Mr.
Ekworth gave up the contest.


"I cannot say more to you, Hallet," he said, "but I must pray for you
and with you."


And kneeling down, he poured out earnest supplications for the unhappy
slave of sin, and then he rose to depart.


He did not take leave, however, till he had, unobserved by the
infatuated sinner, placed a small sum in the hands of the poor wife as
she accompanied him to the door.


Henry Ekworth seemed to breathe a freer air when he emerged into the
dismal court below.


"I told you, Henry," said Mr. Ekworth to his son, as they walked on
towards their lodgings, "that poor Hallet's history is another of the
voices of the Eight Bells."


———————


Henry Ekworth had been a year or two in a solicitor's office. His
duties sometimes compelled his attendance at criminal courts.


One day, when he entered, a young man stood in the prisoner's dock
on trial for robbing his employer. Such trials, alas, are fearfully
common; and Henry would have paid little attention to the proceedings,
if, in the youthful prisoner, he had not recognised his old playfellow,
Albert.


With a heavy heart, he listened then. The trial was short, for the
witnesses were few, but the evidence was conclusive; and, without
leaving the box, the jury pronounced the prisoner guilty.


Henry Ekworth left the court in great distress of mind; and on the
following day he visited the young convict in prison.


"Ah, Henry!" said the unhappy youth. "If I had been brought up as you
were, I should not be here now. It is all the fault of my father."


"Do not say that, Albert," said Henry; "it is not, cannot be, right to
indulge in such thoughts."


"You would say, I suppose," returned Albert, "that the Bible tells us
to honour our fathers and mothers. Well, I have nothing to say about my
mother. She is dead; and if she had not been, this would have killed
her. But as to honouring my father, I cannot, and will not. And I say
that it is his fault that I am here."


Henry was much shocked, and he said so.


"I dare say you are, Henry," replied the young man, "but you need not
be so much surprised. I don't say that my father taught me to steal;
but you know how he came to ruin himself, and all of us. And if he did
not teach me to steal, he taught me to drink, and I say it is all his
fault; and now I do not care what becomes of me."


Yes, it was true enough, said the convicted prisoner, he had robbed his
employer.


He had pleaded "not guilty" at the bar, because he was advised to
do so, and it was a matter of course to do it; but he was guilty
notwithstanding. As to why he did it, it was infatuation, he supposed.
He had learned to like strong drink from his father's example, and had
stolen to obtain the means of buying it.


This was Albert's story; and as Henry Ekworth heard it, he thought of
the Eight Bells and their mournful voices, and this, not the least
mournful of them all.


Again and again did Henry visit his unhappy former companion, and in
kindly, affectionate tones did he strive to lead him to penitence
and prayer; to rouse him to hope; and to gird him—not in his own
strength—to strong resolutions for time to come.


Such are some of the voices of the Eight Bells; and many more were
heard, of which no record has been kept on earth; but which, in other
and more enduring records, will tell of shame, poverty sorrow, guilt,
death, and after that the judgment.
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