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THERE'S TIME ENOUGH.
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CHAPTER I.

A SHIP AT LAST.

HIS has been a hard month for
me,” th(aughtf .\Illl']l-_\‘ Scott, the
pilot, as he stood shading his

eyes from the sun, and gazing

anxiously out at sea. He hoped
to have caught a glimpse of ships in the
distance, for the winds had been very
contrary lately. Many ships: had been
obliged to pass by the harbor, unable to
get in, and the pilots had found very
little to do.

“That looks well,” he thought, bright-
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ening up, as he saw a busy little steam-
tug pufling along with a ghip in tow;
he knew a pilot would soon be wanted
to bring it safely into the docks. He
had not stood many minutes trying to
make out the ship, when he heard his
name called, and turning round, he saw
a boy running towards him.

* Here's the ‘Refuge’ at last, Morley
Scott,” said the boy; 'they want you
on bhoard directly, because they are com-
ing in to-night.”

Morley Scott put his hand in his
pocket, and gave the lad the customary
sixpence for his good tidings. * It's al-
most the last,” he said with a smile,
pointing to the sixpence ; “ but still the
news is cheap at that.”

« 1 ghould think it is,”” said the boy,

as he ran off laughing.
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Morley Scott walked quickly along the
pier until he came up to a row of boys,
who were sitting on the edge of the wall,
fishing. He stood for a moment to watch
them with an expression of amusement in
his good-natured face. They sat perfect-
ly still, afraid to speak or move, and
scarcely daring to breathe, lest they
ghould frighten away the fish, each boy
watching his own and his neighbor’s
line with feverish anxiety. Suddenly one
little fellow, in a state of great excite-
ment, began tugging at his line.

© Now then, Charlie Scott,” called a
big boy, who seemed to be the head of
the party, * what are you pulling in that
line for again? That is the third time
in less than ten minutes; how is it like-
ly we can catch anything?”

All the boys joined in a low chorus
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of *Yes, indeed;” A pretty fellow he
is to fish!” ** Serves us right for letting
him come with us.” The fact was, the
boys had been very unsuccessful that
afternoon ; they had taken nothing, and it
was a relief to have some one to lay
the blame upon.

“I am sure there’s something this time,
though,” said Charlie, still pulling away.
His manner was so confident that the
boys became interested in spite of them-
selves, and several nearly lost their bal-
ance, craning out their necks to see be-
yond each other.

At last up came the hook, with a jerk
that sent Charlie backwards; it had been
entangled in a large piece of sea-weed,
that gave way suddenly just as he got it
to the surface.

“It’s very strange,” he said, as he ex-
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amined the hook minutely, longing to find
something alive, no matter how small, —
“it's very strange; I'm always feeling
something, and yet I never catch any-
thing.”

“I tell you what it is, young Scott,
if you don’t mind what you're about,
you'll both feel something and catch some-
thing soon that you wont like, perhaps,”
grumbled the big boy.

“ Here, Charlie,” called Morley Scott,
seeing there was likely to be a quarrel,
“I want you to run on an errand for
me.” Charlie looked round, and seecing
his father, he jumped up readily. To tell
ltho truth, he was not sorry of the excuse
{to give up his fishing; he had been thor-
oughly tired of it for the last quarter of

an hour, although he did not like to own

it to the other boys. He was a bright,
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happy-looking little fellow, about eight
years of age, with light, waving hair,
merry blue eyes, and sunburnt face.

*“ What is it, father?” he asked.

“I want you to run and find Uncle
John; tell him that the * Refuge” is lying
off at sea, waiting for us. Ask him fo
come with you, because they want to be
into the docks to-night.”

Away ran Charlie with his message, and
soon returned with Uncle John. All three
then made their way to the docks, where
a number of small boats were moored.

*“Do take me with you, father,” pleaded
Charlie, as the two men jumped into one
of the boats and prepared to push off."

* No, no, Charlie, not this time,” said
his father; * remember you have your
lessons to learn; besides, I dare say you

have not had your tea.’
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*Oh, I can learn my lessons when I
come back, and I've got a large bun
here,” he said, lifting up his jacket to
ghow it; * Uncle John bought it for me as
we came along. Please do let me go,
it’s so miserable now, when you are away ;
I never like to go home, Mrs. Wood is
50 cross.”

*“'Well, jump in then,” said his father,
with a sigh. He knew how the boy missed
his kind, gentle mother. She had been
dead nearly six ‘months, and since then
Charlie and he seemed to have been with-
out a home. When his wife died, Mor-
ley Scott scarcely knew what to do for
the best. He had no relation who could
take charge of Charlic and of his house;
80 he thought it would be hest to sell his
furniture and go to lodgings. It seems he

had not been very fortunate in his choice ;
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for, according to Charlie’s account, Mrs.
Wood, the landlady, was often ill-tem-
pered.

The two men took their oars, and began to
pull in the direction of the ship that was
lying out some distance from the harbor.
Charlie had found himself a snug little
corner in the stern of the boat, and was
enjoying himself thoroughly in a quiet
way, catching at the bits of floating sca-
weed and chips, spreading his fingers out
like the arches of a miniature bridge, and
letting the water rush through them, oc-
casionally munching at his huge bun by
way of variation. :

For a wonder, Charlie’s busy tongue was
still. He saw by his father's countenance
that he was not in a mood for talking. It
wore a troubled, saddened expression. Ile

was living over the old sorrow that Char-
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lie's words had called up. His uncle, too,
seemed in deep thought, and rowed on in
gilence. Although they were unconscious
of it, perhaps, there is mno doubt that all
three felt the influence of that beautiful
calm summer evening.

The rich hues of the setting sun were
gradually fading out from the sky, yet
wonderful shades of crimson, rose color, and
gold still lingered lovingly amongst the
elouds, and rested upon the waters. All
the bustle of the town had been left far
behind; there was nothing to break the
gilence but the measured plash of the oars
and the soft rippling and murmuring of
the water as the little boat rode lightly
over the waves.

As Charlie gazed up at the glorious sky,
he began to wonder where the sun went to

-
every night, and how it was that there were
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always such lovely colors in the sky just
where it disappeared; at last he came to
the conclusion that the sun went into
heaven, and that beautiful golden and
rose-colored light streamed out when the
door was opened.

Charlie liked this i.(ll.‘:'l. so much that he
was quite disappointed when he learned
afterwards that it was not the case.

* What a grand place heaven must he!”
thought Charlie, remembering what he had
heard at Sunday-school. ' How splendid
God’s angels must look, floating about in
that beautiful light, with their white robes
and crowns of gold!” Charlie went on
thinking and thinking much in the same
strain, until at last the ship was neared.

Morley Scott brought in his oars with
a sudden movement, and springing up in

the boat, hailed the ship, ** Refuge, ahoy!”




CHAPTER 1I.
GOING HOME.
y T is more than an hour since we
left Morley Scott hailing the ** Ref-

uge.” How is it that the ship has

not been moved yet? And here

is the little boat turned home-
ward, and strangers have the charge of it.

Is Charlie asleep, that he lies there so
pale and still? he has not moved once
since we looked. And that something ly-
ing in the boat, covered by a ship’s
color, what can it be? The night air is
damp and chill, and the sea looks gray
and deadly in the twilight.

Vne of the sailors leans forward to look
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at Charlie. “Poor little one!” he mur-
murs, in a kind but sad tone.

] wish we were yonder,” said the
other sailor, moving his head in the di-
rection of the town. "I don't like the
look of that boy at all; it may only be
fainting, but it looks to me more like
death than anything else.”

It was almost dark when they reached
the harbor.

“You stay with the boat,” said the
sailor who spoke just before, *and Tl go
up into the town and see about help.”

A man who had noticed their arrival
sauntered up, curious to know if anything
was the matter.

* Morley Scott and his brother are
drowned.”

In answer to the man’s anxious ques-

tions, the sailor told him that wnen
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Scott's boat came alongside the ship, a
rope was thrown to them as usual to be
made fast, and, unfortunately, both Scott
and his brother sprang forward to catch
it; the boat gave a violent lurch, and in
a moment they were plunged into the
sea, Morley Scott’s head striking the
ghip's side as he fell. His brother was
pever scen again; they supposed he must
have come up underneath the ship, and
g0 met certain death.

Morley Scott’s body they recovered, and
had brought with them in the boat.

The sad news that two men had been
drowned soon spread, and before long
many anxious, awe-stricken faces were
gazing down into the boat at the object
which lay terribly still, covered by the
ship’s color.

When poor little Charlie was lifted up,
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many @ mother, with tears in her eyes,
love in her heart, and thouchts of the
little ones at home, pressed forward with
offers to take the boy. One woman wis
even more eager than the rest: ‘" Let me
have him,” she said, t*he's like my own
child, that I lost last year, come back
again;"” and trembling with emotion, she
took poor Charlie, who was still uncon-
scious, in her arms.

“T]l carry him home for you, Mrs.
Heedman,” said one of the men, kindly;
vit's a good way to your house, and
you'd find him heavy before you got

there.”



CHAPTER III.
FRIENDS.

)4 HEN Charlie awoke, as he thought,
m from sleep, he found himself, to

his great astonishment, in a neat

little bed with white curtains and
counterpane. A small table stood
near, with a glass, and bottles of medi-
cine, such as he remembered to have scen
when his mother was ill; and opposite his
bed hung a picture of the finding of Moses.
It was very strange. Charlie rubbed his
eyes, thinking he could not be quite awake,
surely, and looked again; but the things
were still there. Then he tried to remem-

ber whut happened before he went to sleep ;
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‘but his head felt so weak and light that
he could not think. He put his hand out
and felt the curtains ; they were real enough.
Just as he was making up his mind that
he would try to sit up and look about
the room, the door was gently opened, and
a pleasant face peeped in. Charlie remem-
bered at once that it was good, kind Mrs.
Heedman, who used to come and see his
mother when she was ill. She seemed
surprised and glad to see that he knew
her, and coming quickly up to him, gave
him a kiss, put his pillow to rights, and
told him he must not get up yet.

“ T feel very tived, Mrs. Heedman,” said
Charlie, languidly; *have I been asleep
long?”

“ You have been very ill, dear,” she
answered, gently,—so ill, that you_did

not know any one for a few days. Are
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you glad I brought you here to this nice
little bed, to take care of you?”

*QOh, yes, thank you,” said Charlie, ear-
pestly. Mrs. Heedman saw that he was
thinking and trying to remember something ;
g0, to change the current of his thoughts,
she poured out his medicine, and handed
it to him.

* Now drink this up, like a good boy,”
ghe said, *“then I will bring you some beef-
tea soon.”

Charlie rather unwillingly, and with a
wry face, drank the mixture. As he gave
her back the glass, his eye rested on a
picture that had been hidden before by the
curtain ; it was a ship and some small boats
at sea. In a moment the something that
he had been ftrying to remember flashed
upon him, and burying his face in the pil-
low to shut out the picture, he sobbed
out, * Oh, father, father!”




22 CHARLIE SCOTT; OR,

Mrs. Heedman stood quietly by, waiting
until the first burst of grief was over, and
asking in her heart for the help of God's
Holy Spirit to teach her what she had best
gay to comfort him. Presently the heavy
sobs almost ceased; but Charlie did not
move or speak. She took his hand in hers,
smoothing and caressing it, as if to assure
him of her sympathy.

© Charlie, dear,” she said, gently, L
is very sad, and very hard to bear; is it
not?”

Charlie did not speak. She sat down
beside him, still keeping his hand in hers,
and went on speaking.

“ Last year, when my own dear little
boy died—you remember Tom, don’t you,
Charlie ?—well, when he was taken from
me, I thought my heart would have

broken : it seemed as if T should never
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be happy again. I felt sad and ill and
weary of everything, just as you feel
now.” Charlie turned towards her, and
looked interested. **For some weeks I
was very unhappy, and thought no one
had such a trouble as mine; but after-
wards I learned how wrongz it was of
me to find fault with God’'s will; and
when I began' to count up all the bless-
ings I had received, and remembered all
that my dear Lord Jesus Christ had
done and suffered for me, I felt sure
that he who loved me so much would
not let me suffer any pain or sorrow
that was not necessary for my good.”
Charlie was listening attentively ; he quite
understood all Mrs. Heedman said. Iis
mother had often read to him out of the
Bible, and spoken to him of the Saviour.

Mrs, Heedman went on. “You must
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remember, Charlie, that you are now one
of God’s very dear children. We are all
his children, but he has especial love and
care for those whom he has been obliged
to leave without any earthly parents. God
promises in his own holy book, the Bible,
that he will be “a Father to the fatherless:’
that he will relieve the fatherless; that he
will help the fatherless; and that if the
fatherless ery unto him, he will surely hear
their ery. When you are stronger, I will
find the passages and read them to you,
and many others that are very comforting.
Now it is quite time that you had your
beef-tea; I will get it for you, and then
we can talk again.”

Charlie thought the beef-tea was deli-
cious. He was already beginning to feel
that relish for savory food that most fever
patients experience when they are recover-

o
ing.
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“It's very nice,” he kept repeating ; and
every now and then Mrs. Heedman met
his blue eyes gazing into hers with a
thoughtful, inquiring sort of look. At last
he said, ** Mrs. Heedman, do you think it
was God who put it into Your heart to
bring me here, and be so kind to me?”

“Yes, Charlie, I am sure of it

“Then T'm quite sure that God loves
me,” said Charlie, energetically. T can’t
help erying when I think about father,”
as he burst into another flood of tears,
“but,” he added, I will try not to think
any more that it was not kind of God
to let him be drowned, and leave me by
myself. I was thinking so a little while
since ;" and, dropping his voice, he went
on, “I want you, please, to tell me all
about it,— where father is, and Uncle

dJohn. I saw - them lift some one out of
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the water, dead, but I forgot what hap-
pened after.”

Mrs. Heedman told him as gently and
as kindly as she could about his father's
funeral,—who arranged it, and where he
was buried, and that his uncle’s body
had not been found. “When you are
better, Charlie, we will go and see the
grave, and you shall set some flowers on
it

“When I'm a man,” burst in Charlie,
“I shall buy a beautiful tombstone for
it,”

“Very well,” said Mrs. Heedman, get-
ting up. *“"Now you must fry to sleep
a little. How very good and merciful
God has been to you, Charlie, to spare
your life in this illness! If it is his
will, I trust I shall be able day by day
to teach you how to devote the life he

has given you to his service.”
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“Am I going to be with you always,
Mrs. Heedman?” cried Charlie, opening
his eyes very wide.

“Yes, I hope s0,” she answered. After
a little more talking, principally on Char-
lie's side, who confided to her his private
opinion of the cross Mrs. Wood, and his
pleasure to think he was not going
back to her any more, Mrs. Heedman

left the room, and Charlie went to sleep.




CHAPTER 1IV.

ADELAIDE ROW.

(/-/-‘g-:'_\-zlﬂ'] house of the Heedmans was the

( end cottage of a long row, built
2_0.
¢ f"““-_--,’ for and occupied by the miners
ke ‘
' Z:’y employed at the colliery that

i

you might see in the dis-
tance. There were several rows of these
cottages, but Adelaide Row, in which the
Heedmans lived, was certainly the best
in appearance. It was farthest from the
mines, and was sheltered from the coal
dust by its less fortunate neighbors.
The houses looked cleaner and brighter
altogether, and the little gardens flour-

better.

ished
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John Heedman's garden was the pride
of his heart, and the admiration and
envy of the rest of “the Row.” It cer-
tainly did look very gay and pretty.
There were bright China-asters, sweet-
scented stocks, French marigolds, rose
bushes laden with blossoms, little clusters
of candytuft, Virginia-stock, mignonette,
and many other flowers, contrasting well
in color, and grouped in such good
taste.

If John Heedman took a pride in his
garden, Mrs. Heedman certainly took a
pride in her house. Not that their fur-
niture was more expensive than that of
many of their neighbors, but it was in
good order and neatly arranged. Nice
white curtains were up at the windows;
a few sweet-smelling flowers stood in a

glnss; and in a corner were some book-
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shelves, made and painted by John Heéd-
man himself, ‘after work hours, and very
well stocked with good books; altogether
there was an air of cleanliness, comfort,
and refinement over all, that made you
wish to know the owners.

Mrs. Heedman often said in answer to
her neighbors’ remarks *that she must
spend a deal of money over her house,”
“It costs me nothing but a little thought
and extra work. The poorest of us may
indulge in order and cleanliness; indeed,
when you come to think of it, dirt and
disorder cost the most, because your fur-
niture gets soiled and knocked about and
destroyed.”

After Mrs. Heedman left Charlie, she
began to prepare her hushand’s tea in
the next room; and nicely she looked,

as she moved lightly about in her clean,
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light print dress and white collar, her
dark hair smoothly and plainly arranged,
and a smile on her face. It was a face
that made you look twice. Her eyes
were so calm, so full 6f peace, you felt
instinctively it was that peace which God
alone can give. Some people do not be-
lieve that Christianity can make them
happy; that is because they have never
felt it in their hearts. It is a peace
which passeth all understanding. She was
thinking of Charlie,

to love her, and please God; what a

how he would learn

scholar he would bhe, and how carefully
« she would train him. She was trying to
picture what he would be like if he
lived to grow up, when John Heedman
opened the door.

“ Tea will be ready in a minute, John,”

she said, looking up. * I've been sitting
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with that dear child, and the afternoon has
flown I searcely know how. He got a turn
for the better about one o’clock, and woke
up quite conscious and semsible,” and step-
ping softly to the door, she beckoned him
to follow. They both stood looking at
Charlie as he slept. He was very pale,
traces of tears were still on his face,
and one little thin, white hand hung list-
lessly over the side of the bed. John
Heedman stooped and touched it gently
with his own rough, strong hand. * Poor
little one!” he murmured.

That night, as John Heedman and his
wife sat at tea, they determined to adopt
Charlie, and make him as their own.

“1 think,” said John Heedman, * we
ought to accept this child as a sacred charge
from God, sent to us to be taken eare of and

trained for him. Our duty seems plain
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enongh. It is true we shall not be able to
save so much ; but perhaps there was a
danger of our getting too fond of our bit
of money; and God has seen this, and sent
the child, that through it we may lend the
money to him. We shall have our treas-
ure in heaven, instead of laying it up on
earth.”

*That is true,” said Mrs. Heedman.
* We shall be no poorer for what we spend
on the child; and as for our old age, we
will trust to the Lord; he will provide.”

In a week’s time Charlie was able to sif
up. His favorite seat was at the open
window, looking out into the pretty gar-
den. He would sit for hours watching
the gay butterflies and busy bees, roving
from flower to flower, and gazing up at
the ever-changing sky. The soft, fleecy
clouds that sailed along so gracefully,

3
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Charlie liked fo think were the robes of
angels on their way to heaven with little
children.

In a few weeks' time, to his great joy,
he wuas strong enough to go back to
school. He was fond of learning, and the
Heedmans were anxious for him to have
as much schooling as they could possibly
afford.

John Heedman had enjoyed a good
plain edueation himself. He was intend-
ed for a tradesman: but his father died
guddenly, and his mother and young sister
being left dependent upon him, he went
to work down in the mine, as the wages
wereé higher than he could get at any
other employment. It was a great disap-
pointment and trial to him, you may be
sure; but he very wisely made the hest

of it, and thought to himself, * Well, if
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I am only to be a miner all my life, it
does not follow that I need neglect my
learning ; it will always give me pleasure,
and oceupy my mind; and I shall be serv-
ing God better by improving myself and
using the powers he has given me.”

He carried out this idea, and became a
thoughtful, intelligent, well-informed man,
respected both by his employers and fellow-
workmen ; and, what was better than all,
he found favor in the sight of God. By
the grace of God, he was led to feel him-
gelf a poor sinner, and sought forgiveness
through the precious blood of Christ. For
a long while he groped in the dark, with
the burden on his shoulders; but reading
one day that passage in the third chapter
of John: “For God so loved the world,
that he gave his only begotten Son, that

whosoever believeth in him should not
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perish, but have everlasting life. For God
sent not his Son infto the world to con-
demn the world ; but that the world
through him might be saved,” the light
burst upon his mind, his prayers were an-
swered, and he became an earnest Chris-
tian, a faithful soldier and servant of the
Lord Jesus Christ; and he was rewarded,
—not with any great earthly gifts, but
with much peace in his heart; with great
strength and comfort in time of trial ; with
home happiness, and much that might have
made him the envy of princes, who had
ghut themselves out from the love of God.

He made the good choice in his youth.
He sought the Lord early, and found him,
and he escaped the terrible anguish and
suffering that attends repentance after a
long life of careless sin.

All through life he had the love of the
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Saviour to help and cheer him on his way ;
in temptation he had God to look to for
strength ; in sorrow he had the Saviour to
twrn to for sympathy and help. Each
night he asked forgiveness for the sins of
the day, and each morning he sought a
blessing and preservation, and went forth
with a light heart, praising God, and full of
thankfulness to him for his mercy.

There was no anxious care for the fu-
ture in his heart; he knew that his
heavenly Father would guide him and
care for him day by day.

It seems most unaccountable that any
one should willingly refuse all this hap-
piness; and yet how many boys and girls
there are who never pause to think what
choice they have made, and which master
they are serving! You must be serving

one, either God or the world. Which it
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is your own heart will tell you. Remem-
ber God will have no half service. He
has said, *““He that is not with me is

acainst me.”



CHAPTER V.
GOOD RESOLUTIONS NOT KEPT.

S OUR years of Charlie’s life soon

passed swiftly away in his pleas-

ant and happy home. He is now
twelve years of age, and has
grown a ftall, strong, healthy
boy. His blue eyes are just as merry,
and his frank, fearless face as sunburnt,
as when we first made his acquaintance
on the pier. Ie is generous, grateful,
and affectionate, and John Heedman and
his wife — his good *father and mother,”
as he calls them now—are very dear to
him.

I need scarcely tell you that they have
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never regretted adopting him, and could
not love him better, or be more proud
of him, if he were their own son. They
have found him from the first clever af
his learning, and painstaking; full of grat-
itude and love to themselves; honest and
truthful ; anxious to serve God, and real-
ly trying to do so, in his way. DBut one
thine has troubled them; for the last
two years they have seen him gradually
givine himself up more and more to the
dancerous habit of “putting off.” He
had become, unconsciously, a very slave
to it; it required quite an effort on his
part to do any duty at once.

Perhaps some boys who read this are
inclined to exclaim, **Was that all?” But
if they think for a moment, I am sure
they will see that it is very dangerous,
because they are inclined to think lightly

of it.
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o

Procrastination, or the habit of * putting
off,” is one of Satan’s great temptations.
Many a boy may be tempted to give way
to it who would shrink from telling an
untruth, or committing any flagrant sin;
but Satan knows well enough how soon
and how surely it will lead them into
sin.

Unfortunately, Charlie had no idea how
this habit was creeping upon him; he
always contrived to find some excuse for
putting off, that satisfied himself, if it did
not satisfy others; and when it led him
to do wrong, or into misfortune of any
kind, he always fancied that something or
gome one else was to blune.

*Charlie,” said Mrs. Heedman, one
mm‘ning just before school time, “did
you learn your lessons last night?”

[{ & \g Y . v
No, mother,” answered Charlie; “I




42 CHARLIE SCOTT; OR,

can learn them this morning; there's time
enough.”

“Do get your books then, and begin;
you bave only a quarter of an hour.”

“All right, mother dear,” he answered,
oayly ; “I'll get them in a minute; there’s
time enough:” but Charlie was very much
interested in teaching his dog Jumper to
sit up, and kept putting off until at last
the quarter of an hour was gone, and he
found he had only just time to get to
school. Grumbling at the time for flying
so quickly, he snatched up ome of his
school-books, threw his satchel with the
rest over his shoulder, and started off at a
quick pace, learning his lesson as he went.
Of course he could not always look where
he was going, and the consequence was
he knocked up against people, and trod

on their toes, and so far from apologizing
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in his ill-humor, he declared to himself
that “it served them right; why didn't
they get out of his way?”

The clock struck nine; Charlie was des-
perate; he quickened his ||:u:u almost to
a run, and taking a last glance at his les-
son as he furned the corner, he came
with a crash against a lamp-post, that
sent him backwards, his book flying out
of his hand, his forehead bruised, and his
nose bleeding.

Poor Charlie sat on the ground almost
stunned, and scarcely knowing for the
moment what it was, or where he was.
At last he got slowly up, gathered his
books together, and turned towards home,
holding his handkerchicf to his bruised
face, and feeling very miserable.

“It was all that stupid old lamp-post,
mother ! ™ he said, angrily, when he was
telling his tale to her.
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 No. no, Charlie,” said Mrs. Heedman;
¢ was it not that stupid Charlie Secott,
who did not look where he was going?”

It was no use going to school that
morning. The bruises were doctored, and
Charlie, after learning his lessons, took
up an interesting book. He was fond of
reading, and was soon deep in the con-
tents.

© Just run into Mrs. Brown's, next
door, Charlie, —will you? —and ask if she
can let me have the bread tin I lent her
yesterday,” said Mrs. Heedman.

** Yes, mother, in a minute,” answered
Charlie, still reading on, and thinking
* There's time enough; I dare say the
bread is not ready.’ After a short time,
she spoke again, ** Come, Charlie, I'm
waiting."”

* Yes, mother, 'm coming,” said Char-
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lie, getting half off his chair, but still
keeping his eyes on the book. “T1 just
finish this chapter,” he thought; there
were only two sentences to read. When
it was finished, he looked up, and saw
his mother had gone herself for the tin.
She came in, looking weary and tired,
for she had had a busy morning, and
Charlie’'s conscience smote him. * Oh,
mother, 'm so sorry!” he exclaimed. 1
thought I had time enough to finish.the
chapter.”

* Charlie, I do wish you would Ilearn
to do a thing at once. I cannot bear to
hear you so constantly saying, ‘There's
time enough,’” said his mother; it
makes me tremble for your future. A
cousin of mine "was led into sin and mis-
ery and poverty, and at last died at enmity

with his father, and unreconciled to God,
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through *putting off’ He gave way to
the habit when he was a boy, and it
grew up with him unchecked.”

Charlie was rather I'rif__rhlvmul at hearing
this, and inwardly made some good reso-
lutions: but as they were made in his
own strength alone, you will not he sur-
prised to hear they were soon swept
away ; however, he made, as he thought,
@ very fair beginning. When he was
called to dinner, he laid down his book
and went at once,—I am afraid there was
not much credit due to him for that, for
he was very hungry,—and he got ready
and set off in good time for afternoon
school.

* Be sure you come straight home, Char-
lie.” said Mpys. Heedomn, as he was
going out; " your father's cough was worse

this morning, and I want you to run along
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to the pit with some warm wrappings for
him; the evenings are chilly now, and he
feels the cold, when he comes up.”

"All right, mother dear, I'll not forget,”
gaid Charlie, waving his cap to her as
he went oul of the gate. He was in an
extra good-humor with himself for having
made the good resolutions we told _\'U'Il of,
and for having done so well since, quite
forgetting that even the desire to do better
came from God.

The moment school was over, one of
the boys caught hold of Charlie’s arm,
and launched into a glowing description
of a ship, “mnearly two feet long,” that
had been made a present to him, finish-
ing off with, *She’s splendid, and that’s
Just all about it! I am going now to
name her, syl launch her in that big

pond in Thompson's field. Come along,”
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he said, drawing Charlie in the direction
of the field as he spoke; “‘you shall
give her the name, and I'll launch her.”

“Im afraid I can’t go,” said Charlie,
looking miserable, and making a faint
effort to wet his arm-from Tom DBrown's
grasp.

“Why?” asked Tom.

“ Because I promised fto go straight
home: and I have to take some clothes
for father to the pit.”

©Oh. that's it, is it?” exclaimed Tom.
“Well, then, look here, your father
wont be ready for nearly half an hour
yet,—1 know what time they come up,—
and youwll be wandering about there,
cooling your heels, when you might as
well be here.”

“If 1 hadn’t promised,” thought Charlie,
with a longine look in the direction of

the |rll|}‘|.
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*You needn't stay long,” urged Tom.
#*The ship is close by; I hid her
amongst some bushes, so as not to have
to go home again.”

“PDon't go; remember your promise,”
whispered Charlie’s conscience. " But I
want to go so much,” answered Charlie’s
selfish little heart.

“Pon’t go, it would be ungrateful;
think of your father’s kindness to you,”
whispered the voice again. “"I'm not un-
grateful, and I mean to take the clothes,”
Charlie’s heart answered, angrily.

The voice began to whisper again
gomething about it being a temptation,
and he ought to ask God’'s help, but
Charlie turned a deaf ear.

Tom Brown, seeing Charlie hesitate,
felt pretty sure he would give in. Leav-
ing loose of his arm, and moving ofl to-

4
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wards the field, he said, In a careless
tone, ""Come, make up your mind; do
one thing or the other. 1 don’t care
whether you go or not, only I can tell
you you'll not have such a chance again;
Joe Denton would have junped at it.”

This had just the effect Tom intended.
Charlie hurried after him, saying, * Well,
let us be quick then. T'll just stay five
minutes ; I dare say there's time enough.”

The scruples of Charlie’s conscience were
silenced. Conscience is a dangerous thing
to play with, and it should be the prayer
of every youth that God would strengthen
him to keep his conscience tender; mnever
mind if it be difficult sometimes to main-
tain a good conscience; in the end, as
years go om, you will be thankful to
find that it preserves from many a snare,
and gives a pleasure, and gains the con-

fidence of those around you.






Charlie and the temptation, Page 51,
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The launching went off most success-
fully, but the time had flown much quick-
er than the boys had any idea of. Char-
lie was in full enjoyment of the honor of
guiding *the Fairy” on her trial trip
round the pond, when he was terribly
startled at hearing the church clock strike
five. I a moment he had dropped the
string, caught up his satchel of books,
and started off towards home.

“Here, I say, wait a bit,” called Tom
after him; * what’s the use of hurrying
now? Your father would be at home
long since; you may as well stay another
hour now.” Charlie did not even stay to
listen, but tore along the dusty road,
angry with himself, and still more angry
with Tom. He reached home out of
breath, and found that his father and

mother had Jjust begun tea.
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* Charlie, my boy, you're late,” said
his father, in his wsual kind tone. His
mother did not speak, and Charlie noticed
that she looked sad; but she was as kind
as ever, and picked out one of his fa-
vorite little well-browned cakes for him as
he sat down to tea. Charlie felt unhap-
py and repentant as he thoughtahow ill-
he deserved all their care.

His father's cough was very trouble-
some; it was a loud, hollow, consump-
tive cough, most painful to hear, and still
more painful to suffer; but not a word
of complaint escaped John Heedman’s lips.
Charlie’s unhappiness and repentance in-
creased as he sat listening to it, and
heard his father say, in answer to a re-
mark made by Mrs. Heedman, * Yes, I
think the cold air has seized my chest;

that makes the cough worse just now.”
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Tea was out of the question with Char-
lie, and the little crisp cake lay untouched.
“If they would only scold me, or punish
me, or do something to me,” he thought,
T should feel better.”

“How is it you are not getting on
with your tea?” said Mrs. Heedman,
looking at his plate.

Charliec immediately laid his head on
the table, regardless of tea things and
everything else, and burst into a flood of
tears. ‘“ Oh, mother,” he sobbed out, *I
have been such a bad, wicked fellow to-
day! Why don’t you and father scold me,
or do something to me? you are far ton
kind; it makes me hate myself. I wish
somebody would take away my new crick-
et bat, or steal Jumper, I do!” There
Was a great sobbing after this, partly, we
think, at the mere thought of the terrible




o4 CHARLIE SCOTT; OR,

nature of the punishment his imagination
had Hll_‘_l'l'_{('ﬁll'l.l.

He went on, “I'm sure I meant to
come straight home, but Tom Brown took
and persuaded me to go and see his ship
launched, and 1 only meant to stay five
minutes, and 1 thought there was time
enough, and it seemed as if the elock
struck five directly. I'm so sorry! oh,
dear!” and down went his head on the
table again.

“I'm very sorry too,” said John Heed-
man seriously, —* very sorry. I am afraid
when you were making your good resolu-
tions about coming straicht home, you for-
got that you might be tempted to break
them, and did not ask for His help who
alone can give you strength to resist temp-
tation, and choose duty before pleasure.

Don’t you remember the words, * My son,



M
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if sinners entice thee, consent thou not,’
and the exhortation to pray lest ye enter
into temptation? Wipe away your tears
now, and get some tea; we will talk

about it afterwards.”




CHAPTER VI.
TURNING OVER A NEW LEAF.
l;;;'“,":xIIA\]H,H'Z'.".; heart felt a little light-
LK er for the explanation. When the

VAU _ :
‘“"“*—) lea 1|||i|;,:.‘a were cleared away, and

a nice little bright fire made up,

S for it was a chilly evening, Mrs.
Heedman sat down to her needlework, and
Charlie drew his chair cloge to his father's,
waiting for him to speak.

Taking Charlie’s hand in his, he began in
a kind tone, I want yvou to tell me just
how you felt while Tom Brown was per-
suading you, as you call it, to go with him.”

“ Well,” said Charlie, hesitatingly, I

felt T wanted to go very much, and I
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thoaght I would only stay five minutes,
there would still be plenty of time to
meet you; and something in my heart
kept on whispering, ‘ Don’t ;:nf;' but I
did go, you know,” he went on, in a sad-
dened tone, “and then the little voice did
not whisper again.”

* Now,” said his father, * you must think
well, and tell me what sins your sad way
of thinking there’s time enough has led you
to be guilty of in one short hour.”

Charlie thought a moment, and then
answered, without looking wup, * Disobe-
dience and ingratitude.”

“Yes,” said his father; * but there is
one more, — presumption. You know quite
well, Charlie, that warning voice in your
heart was placed there by God to teach
and guide you; yet you would not listen;

you turned a deaf ear; you. knew better
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than the great God who made you; you
put your own will before his, and treated
his Holy Spirit with contempt. It is a
most solemn and awful thought, that God's
Holy ' Spirit will not always strive with us.”

“What a terrible fate!” exelaimed Mrs.
Heedman, “to be left entirely at the
mercy not only of the temptation of the
world, but the sinful wishes and inclina-
tions of our own evil hearts.”

* Perrible indeed,” said John Heedman.
*Now, listen here, Charlie: The captain
of a ship was warned by the pilot on
board that the port they were making for
was almost surrounded by rocks, sand-
banks, and other hidden 1iillll'_"t'1"—'. and that
it would be certain shipwreck, sooner or
later, for the captain, as a stranger, f
attempt the direction of the vessel, with-

out the advice and j_fnil|:|l}i'l' of the piIul.
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who was aware of every danger, knew
exactly what was best to do, and could
alone bring them safely into the haven.
What would you think, Charlie; if I were
to tell you that that captain, after being
warned of his danger, refused to allow
the pilot to help him, turned his back
upon him, would not listen to his advice,
treated him with contempt, and determined
to take his own way, taking the helm
himself, and steering straight for the very
rocks he had been warned to avoid?”

1 should think he was mad!” ex-
claimed Charlie.

** Not a bit more mad than those who
risk the shipwreck of their souls, by re-
fusing the help and advice of the Holy
Spirit in passing through this world, so
full of danger and temptation.”

®*Oh, I see now, father; that is what

R — T —— e R T e
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my Sunday-school teacher calls an illus-
tration.”

“Yes,” answered his father; *and now
let us have a little talk about °there’s
time enough.” I dare say you will be
surprised when I tell you it is really
selfishness that makes you so fond of put-
ting off.”

“Oh, mother!” said Charlie, quickly,
“I didn’t think I was selfish. Do you
think I am?”

Mrs. Heedman could secarcely help smil-
ing at his tone of injured innocence. * I
think I shall wait and hear what your
father has to say before I give an an-
swer.”

John Heedman went on: “ You remem-
ber, Charlie, the French marigolds we
set; don’t you?”

“Yes, I do remember indeed: it was
b | 2
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s0 odd, mother, it was all the same sort
of seed, but when it grew up there was
such a difference in the form and shade
of the flowers, we could scarcely  find
two alike.”

“Well, then, you will understand me
when 1 tell you that in the heart of
every one there is the seed of selfish-
ness, which, as it grows, shows itself in
a different form in each person. In some
it shows itself as pride; in others, as
envy, greediness, jealousy, covetousness,
procrastination, indolence, and so on.
Every sin, if we trace it, we shall find
that it springs from the seed selfishness,

—from love of self. It is love of sclf

that makes us forget to feel for others,
careless, disobliging ; indeed, it would take
me an hour to go through the list of

evils that spring from that same love of
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self. Learn these things, my boy, when
you're young. People seldom change
their character and habits after they get
men and women. It is easier to bend
this twig than that tree in the road;
and as you place it, s0 it will grow.”

“What are we to do then, father?”
asked Charlie.

« Ask God to help you to watch for
it: and as it sprouts up, keep cutting it
down, trampling upon it, and rooting it
up, as you would some noxious weed
that threatened to spread over your gar-
den, smothering and stealing away the
nourishment from your flowers.”

“What would you ecall- the flowers of
the heart, father?” Charlie asked, with a
smile.

t Faith, hope, charity, peace, love, gen-

tleness, goodness,” answered his father,
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peadily ; “one can imagine all these flow-
ers, and many more, perhaps, that ¢
have not mentioned, clustering round the
fountain of prayer, depending upon it for
their life; and just as the crystal stream
of the fountain must ascend, before it
gan shower down its clouds of glistening
and rvefreshing spray upon the parched
and thirsty flowers round its brim, so
prayer must go up to heaven before it
gan bring down life and strength to the
flowers of our hearts.”

1 understand it all, father,” said Char-
lie, for he loved to “work out” illustra-
tions, as he called it. Ie went on:
* And if the fountain were neglected, and
ceased to flow, how soon the flowers
would be scorched up by the sun; they
would droop and wither and die. And
g0 will the flowers of our hearts, if we

neglect prayer.”
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“That is very well said, Charlic: but
we must take care not to be satisfied with
Just Znowing all this. We must have
‘deeds, not words.’ I hope to-day has
been a lesson to you that good resolutions,
made in your own strength, are of no use.
If the fuilure of to-day has not humbled
you, and shown you your own weakness,
God’s lesson has been thrown away upon
you. Let me see you make a fresh be-
ginning; turn a new leaf over, and sef
to work in earnest to overcome this dar-
ling fault of yours, in the strength of the

Lord, not in your own. It will not

be
}
all plain walking along a smooth road ;
you may often fall, through want of trust. "
or some failing of your own; but do not
be discouraged, remember *the greatest

honor consists, not in never falling, but

in rising every time we fall.’
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¢t You know how often we have watched
the tide rising, and how you wondered
at first that it did not come rolling on
without any stoppage; but then, we no-
ticed that although each wave fell back
a little, it gathered strength to come on
with redoubled energy much further up
the beach than it had reached before,
often catching up some lovely sea-weed
or shell in its backward course, to bring
with it and leave at our feet. Each
time you fall, then, remember the waves,
and determine, with God’s help, to rise
again, and veach a higher mark in your
onward course than you had attained be-
fore, bringing with you increased humil-
ity, trust, and love, to lay at your
Saviour's feet.”

* Thank you, dear father; I will tvy,
indeed,” said Charlie.

o
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“And now you had better learn your
lessons; after then you can amuse your-
self as you like. I don’t think we have
any locks or anything to oil or put to
rights to-night,” said his father, with a
smile; " so you had better have your new
pant-box out, I think.”

* Mrs. Brown wants you to look at a
lock in her house to-morrow, Charlie. It
will neither lock nor unlock. And the
bottle-jack has gone wrong; it went off
with such a noise when she was winding
it up yesterday. She wants you to sce
if you can do anything to it.”

Charlie’s face crimsoned with pleasure.
His great delight was in locks, eclocks,
engines, —anything mechanical, in fact; but
the only way in which he could indulge
his love for such things was in taking

off, oiling, putting to rights, and secrew-
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ing on again all the locks in their own
house, or any of the neighbors that would
let him. As he often conquered refrac-
tory locks, he became quite of importance
in ‘“the Row,” and was often sent for.
He had an old timepiece that some one
had given him, and would spend hours in
taking it to pieces and putting-it together
again; but he could not prevail upon his
mother to let him touch **the clock.”

The lessons were soon learned, and
then Charlie got to his painting. What
a happy night he had, cutting out pic-
tures from some illustrated papers, color-
ing them, and chattering incessantly, un-
less he was putting in any particular
tonches that he seemed to think required
profound silence and holding of the
breath !

*There, mother!” he exclaimed, hold-
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ing up in triumph a picture of a very styl-
ish lady that he had finished, * that’s the
way you should be dressed, if I had my
way. Isn't she a beauty?”

“She looks gay indeed, Charlie,” said
his mother, smiling; “but 'm afraid that
style of dress would not quite suit me,
Let me see, what has she on? A bright
blue dress, a scarlet cloak ” —** Like Mrs.
Greenwell’s, you know, mother,” interrupt-
ed Charlie— " And a blue bonnet with a
green feather on it.”

“ Wouldn't a blue feather, or a black one,
have looked better?” said his father, look-
ing up from his newspaper; * blue. and
green are not considered pretty together.”

“ Well, I don’t know why they shouldn’t,
father.”  Charlie felt touched at his taste
being called into question. ** The forget-

me-nots, the blue-bells, and the blue hya-
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cinths grow amongst green leaves and grass,
and I'm sure God would not have put them
there if they didu't look beautiful.”

*You have conquered me there, Char-
lie,” said his father, laughing; " still I am
not reconciled to the blue bonnet with the
green feather.”

When it was Charlie’s bedtime, he gath-
ered up all the cuttings of paper and burned
them, washed his paint-brushes, and put
everything tidily away into a drawer that
his mother had given him to himself, so
that he might have no excuse for leaving
things about. The contents of that draw-
er were miscellaneous indeed. There lay
his pet, the old timepiece, surrounded by
bits of string, screws, old nails, a ham-
mer, a screw-driver, old tops, bits of col-
ored glass, odd pieces of tin, brass, and

wire, two or three apples, a pair of pincers,
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an old padlock, curious pebbles, a dog’s
collar, packets of flower seeds, a couple
of door-knobs, two or three rusty keys,
and many other treasures.

When the putting away was finished,
he brought the Bible to his father, and
quietly took his seat. They made it a rule
to have prayers before Charlie went to bed,
that he might join them; and special men-
tion was always made of him, that he might
realize that every little thing connected
with his spiritual life was of the same con-
sequence to God as if he were a grown-up
person. To-night there was much to ask
for him, — pardon for the past, and help
for the future ; and Charlie’s heart was very
full as he listened to the simple, earnest
prayer that was sent up on his behalf,

" Good-night, my boy,” said his father.

as Charlie came round to him; * when you
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are dressing in the morning, remember that
you must also “put on the whole armor of
God,’ for you are going out to do battle,
tnot with flesh and blood, but with prin-
cipalities and powers ;' not with an enemy
that you can see, but with the gpirit of
darkness. * Resist the devil, and he will
flee from you.’ ‘Draw nigh to God, and

he will draw nigh to you.”




CHAPTER VII.
GOING OUT TO TEA.

W@ NE evening, about a month after
Al the events of the last chapter,
e Charlie was sitting near the win-
aAG :

My dow reading, when, to his aston-
X .

¢

garden-gate and walk to the door. It

ishment, he saw a lady open the

was Mrs. Greenwell, who lived in the
large house with the beautiful garden,
that was Charlie’s great admiration. He
knew Mrys. Greenwell quite well, beecause

had often stopped to speak to him,
and ask him about his school and the aar- :
den, and other things; indeed, she was
Charlie’s favorite lady; he was sure there

was not another in the place like her.
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You must not think he was vain, if we
tell you that he gave a hasty glance in
the glass to see if his hair was tidy, and
his face and collar clean. He need scarce-
ly have done so, for it was seldom that
either was untidy or dirty; he had so
5 often heard his mother say it was no dis-
grace to be seen in old clothes, so long
as they were well brushed and mended,
but it was a very great disgrace to be
seen with dirty hands and face and un-
brushed hair.

Charlie ran to the door, wondering very
much what M. Greenwell could have
called about. She spoke a few kind,
pleasant words to him, and asked to see
his mother. Charlie ushered her into the
best room, placed a chair for her with
great state, closed the door quietly, and

then hastened up-stairs to find his mother,
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taking two stairs at a time, missing one,
and coming down on his hands and knees
in a lump.

“ Dear me, Charlie,” said Mrs. Heed-
an, who had come in at the back-door,
md was standing at the foot of the stairs
looking on in amazement at hLis extraor-
dinary scrambling ; * whatever are you do-
ing? Is it a mouse?” remembering he had
once chased a mouse up-stairs with much
the same sort of noise.

“A mouse! No, mother,” said Charlie.
coming down very mildly. I wanted to
tul-l you that Mrs. Greenwell is here, and
waiting for you.”

Mrs. Greenwell's errand was to ask if
Charlie could be spared to attend a Bible
class at her house, twice a weeck. As
well as instruction in the Bible and cat-

echism, she intended to read instructive
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books to them on different subjects, —nat-
ural history, travels in foreign lands, Eng-
lish history, the lives of good and noble
men who had risen from the working
elasses, and on many other subjects, that
would be interesting and give them a
taste for reading. Charlie was younger
than most of the boys she expected, but
gshe knew he was more intelligent and
thoughtful than the generality of boys of
his age, principally because he had such
good home training.

Mrs. Heedman very gladly agreed for
him to attend regularly. As for Charlie
himself, his delight knew no bounds, espe-
cially when he heard that they were all to
have tea, and spend the evening at Mrs.
Greenwell’s the next day. The moment
she had left, and the door was closed,

Charlie broke into a dance of triumph
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round the room that would .have done
credit to a wild Indian, and kept it up so
long that Jumper became seriously con-
cerned; he stood at a safe distance, bark-
ing, as if asking for an explanation, or
expostulating with his master; but Charlie
only snapped his fingers at him, and went
on with his dance. Poor Jumper thought
it was an order to sit up, and sat up ae-
cordingly ; but soon finding his mistake out,
he dropped his fore foet disconsolately. At
last, as if a bright thought had struck
him, he made a sudden rush at poor puss,
who was sitting very upright with her
tail over her toes, gazing innocently at the
fire, and T am sorry to say he caught her
rather savagely by the ear, Jumper knew
puss to be his own particular enemy, and
whenever anything went wrong, he always
seemed to conclude that she must be ai

the }]tlr!“”l of it.
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This brought the dance of triumph to
an end, much to Mrs. Heedman's satisfac-
tion.

You should have seen Charlie the next
day, when he started for Mrs. Greenwell’s,
in his best suit, a shining white collar, and
new mnecktie, his brown hair arranged in
his best style, and his bright face lit up
with happy expectation. It was the first
time he had ever formally gone ‘“out to
tea.”

It would take two or three chapters to
tell you all that Charlie saw and thought
and heard on that eventful evening, but
we must be content with a hasty sketch.

When Charlie first went into the room
with its beautiful pictures, its handsome fur-
niture, its bright lights, and many strange
faces, he felt quite dazzled; but Mrs.

Greenwell came up to him, and taking
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him by the hand, led him up to a boy
about two years older than himself, who
was lying on a couch.

“This is my son,” she said, kindly ;
“he is quite anxious to know you, Charlie ;
80 you had better sit down beside him.”

Harry Greenwell shook hands heartily,
and made room for him, but did not rise
from the couch.

“He must be very proud, or very idle,”
thought Charlie; and yet, as he looked
admiringly at him, he felt that he did not
look as if he were either one or the other,
Charlie had seen him out driving some-
times, with his mother, but had never been
close to him before. Harry lay there quite
unconscious of Charlie’s opinion and admi-
ration, his delicate, expressive features full
of animation, and his eyes sparkling with

pleasure as he watched the boys talking
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and looking about them. He had begged
very hard that they might come into the
drawing-room. Harry liked to have pic-
tures and ornaments and beautiful things
round him, and he thought they would en-
joy it too.

* How happy he must be,” thought Char-
lie, *in this beautiful house, with servants
to do everything for him, a carriage to
ride in, and I dare say he chooses his
own clothes, and can have whatever he
likes for dinner! It must be very nice
to be him,” thought Charlie, rather envi-
ously.

Just then a move was made for the
room where tea was prepared. “You go
on, Charlie,” said Harry, in a kind tone;
“don’t wait for me; TI'll follow.” Char-
lie happened to glance back.

Harry Greenwell was lame. He told
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Charlie later in the evening how it hap-
pened. The two boys were standing to-
gether at a small table apart from the rest.
Harry, who had taken a great fancy to
Charlie, was showing some of his drawings.
There was genuine admiration in Charlie’s
face and tone, as he exclaimed, * How
splendid they are, Master Harry ! They
must have taken you a long time to do.”

“ Well, yes,” answered Harry. * You
see I have had a good deal of quiet
time to occupy ever since my hip was
hurt. I haven't been able to play at any
out-door games, like other boys, or even
to walk much. You can't think how
thankful T am that I have a taste for
drawing ; one ecannot always be reading,
and it makes the time pass so pleas-
antly.”

“*'Was it long since? How did it hap-
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pen?” asked Charlie, full of sympathy,
and wondering almost that Harry could
be thankful for anything under such ecir-
cumstances.

* It was about three years ago, when I
was eleven years old. I was out riding,
something startled the pony, and he threw
me. You see my leg is not deformed,”
holding it out as he spoke, “but I walk
lame. The doctor says I must rest well
now, and not overtax my strength, or I
ghall never be any better. It pains me
a good deal even now sometimes.”

“Did you always feel as—as quiet
about it as you do now?” asked Charlie,
rather at a loss for the right word.

* No,” said Harry. * For a whole year
all sorts of wicked, bitter thoughts were
in my heart. I thought God was be-

having hardly and unkindly to me. I

6
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wanted to die, rather than live to be a
cripple. I almost hated people who were
well and strong. When mamma had vis-
itors, I kept out of the avay. Some-
times I stayed in my own room for wecks

together. 1 couldn’t bear any one fo sce

me. It was a great trouble to mamma.”
Harry was carried away by the recollec-
tions of that sad time, and had spoken
in a low, rapid tone, more to himself
than to Charlie.

The boys turned over the contents of

a portfolio in silence for a few moments.
Harry placed before Charlie a beautiful

engraving of our Saviour on the cross.

“He bore all that for me, and I am
trying to bear my pain willingly and pa-
tiently for his sake, hecause I love him;
and I know he loves me, and helps me

to bear my pain, and would not let me
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affer it at all, if it were not for my own

.En the end,” said Harry.

[ have let you listen to this little bit -
miet talk between Charlie and Harry

u may determine, as Charlie did,
to follow Harry's example, not to
ntcnted and . impatient in sickness
of any kind; to be often think-
f, and fecling thankful for, the bless-
od has granted you; to love the
- Jesus, and ftrust him.
‘must not suppose that the evening
. Greenwell's was passed in talking
After tea, which was thoroughly
ed by the boys, they looked at pic-
‘books, shells, and - other things.
Greenwell had so many little his-
to tell about them, and talked so
v, that the boys enjoyed it very

but the great wonder and attrac-
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tion was a microscope, or ' magnifying
glass,” as Charlie called it.

Many of the boys had never seen or
even heard of one before, and it puzzled
them very much to be told that what
looked to them very like a small lobster’s
claw was the foot of a fly.

" What beautiful little feathers!” exclaim-
ed one boy.

“You know the sort of dust that sticks
to your fingers, if you touch the wings
of a moth or a butterfly; don’t you?”
asked Harry.

“Yes, sir,” answered the boy.

*“Then that is some of it, magnified;
the wings are covered with those beauti-
ful little feathers, although we cannot
distinguish them without the miecroscope.”

But I cannot attempt to tell you one
half of the wonders that the microscope

revealed to them that night, or the  les-

|
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. it taught them of the power and

of the Creator. Mrs. Greenwell

out to them the immense inferi-

of man’s best and most careful
when compared with the simplest

~ of® God. A piece of delicately
gilk, of the finest texture, that

d perfect to the eye, when  placed
 the microscope, appeared rough,

o, and uneven, rather like a common
in fact; but the wing of a

Ys the hair of a mouse, the eye of an
, the scale of a fish, the dust of a

’s wing, the leaf of a plant,—any-
made by God, and owing nothing
r‘ﬂle. hand of man,—the more it was
pified, the more beauties you discover-
Examine by the microscope the
est and most minute of God's ere-

5, and you will always find beauty,

gr, and perfection.




CHAPTER VIII.
A SAD BIRTHDAY.

F)T is Charlie’s birthday : two years
t\i}t‘[) have passed away since the great
going out to tea at Mrs. Green-

EW:; well’s, and he is now fourteen years
old. It is a very quiet and a very

sad birthday for Charlie. His father is ill,
—his good, kind father. This illness had
been coming on for the last six months.
Many of his neighbors and fellow-work-
men had noticed for some time that ** John
Heedman had a bad look,” and would shake

their heads, and look significantly at each

other as he passed by, with his slow gait,

Lis stooping shoulders, and loud, hollow
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, now almost constant, and more padn-
than ever. Often when Charlie awoke
p night, he would hear his father pac-
the room, unable to rest, or even lie
The first time he heard him, he

sht, * Father must be ill; he has gone
irs,” and, springing out of bed,
erept lightly down to see what was the

--'s‘. shutters were thrown open, and the

1 pulled up to the top. Charlie saw it
a calm, still night, and that every
of the sky visible from the window
Bpangled with a countless multitude of
stars. His father stood at the win-
w,— he was leaning slightly forward, with
hands, and gazing up with eager,
oning eyes. Charlie felt that he was
e, and crept softly back. He sat

at the foot of the stairs to wait,
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ﬂ-ob'n;_; cold and Hhi\'l'l'j“_!_', and  with

strange fear at his heart.

"

He had not sat

many  minutes, when -he heard his father

then he called softly at the
" Are you ill, father?

moving, door,
Can I do anything
for you?»

“ Why, Charlie, how is this?" said his

father, taking him by the hand, and bring-

ing him into the room.

“I heard you down here, and I was

afraid you were jll. Are you ill?” asked
Charlie, anxiously,

* Not altogether ill, perhaps, Charlie.
My cough is very bad

to-night; I can g8et no rest. When I Jio

down, I feel as if I shoulc

and yet not well,

1 be suffocated.

But how eold you are, my boy! Run

away to bed,” he said, trying to speak

more cheerfully, * or we shall he having

you laid up next.”
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!I.'be' cheerful tone did not deceive Char-

Jie; he clung to him, * Father, you are
mse than you say; tell me all; do not
t me like a little child; I am nearly

teen years old.”

' His father stood for a moment undecid-
then he sat down and drew Charlie
him and told him all; how he had
lately that his cough was getting
and worse, and his whole frame
ker; that he was afraid some disease
the lungs had taken a firm hold, and
he intended to take a rest the next

t and see a doctor, if he did not
any better. **You must not think I
going to die at once,” he gaid, feel-
Charlie tremble; *even if I havo

¢ of the lungs, I may live a long
thile yet, if it is God’s will. I want

'you to be a brave boy, and mnot let
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Your mother sce you going about griev-
ing and looking sad, and adding to her
sorrow, but do all you can to help and
comfort her. If you love me, you will
try to do this.” Charlie promised to try,
and after a fow more words of comfort
and  encouragement, John Heedman per-
suaded him to go to bed. “My dear
boy,” he said, “you know that your
love is a great happiness to me, but you
must not come down again if you hear
me up in the night; it will make me
unhappy if I think I keep you awake.”

After this, although Charlie often heard
his father of a night, he never came
down again; but he crept softly out of
bed and knelt down and prayed for him.
He asked God to grant—if it were his
will—that his father might get better ;

. if not, that he would help him to bear

S N ——



THERE'S TIME ENOUGH. 91

his pain, for Jesus Christ's sake. It was
at all a grand, well-worded prayer,

it was simple, earnest, and heartfelt,

& On the morning of Charlie’s birthday,
' a fortnight after that night he went

to his father, John Ieedman was

_'_' te unable to go out to his work; he

__ been obliged to give up at last, and
fhe doctor was called in. When Charlie

- iru'a sent out of the room until the doc-
'%t’s visit was over, he rushed out of the
house, unable to bear the suspense, and
“wandering down to the beach, he lay
Eovm to think with his face hidden in his
np, as if to shut out the too-joyous sun-
" As he listened to the low, mournful
ill'gmg of the waves, all his past life
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seemed to rise up before him; he remem-
bered with Dbitter Sl‘]l‘-l'l'i_ll‘llil('h how ill he
had repaid the love and kindness of those
dear ones at home; how often he had
caused his mother hours of anxiety by his
carelessness and procrastination, — for Chay-
lie had not altogether suceeeded in conquer-
ing his great fault; how selfish he had
been in every way. He remembered with
shame how he had begged and worried
for things without caring or thinking
whether they could uﬁ"{u‘ll it; he had
denied himself nothing, and now all this
expense of his father's illness was coming
upon them. If they had not taken him
to keep when he was friendless, they
would have had plenty of money saved,
and would have wanted for nothing.

As Charlie thought of all this. he de-

termined that he would be a burden to
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no longer; he would try to earn

a money ; there were boys far younger
himself, he knew, at work, and if

he only earned a small sum at first, it
would help. Full of this determination,
he made his way home. The doctor was

just leaving as he went in, and Charlie
'- from his mother that he held out
ho hope of his father’s recovery ; the dis-

ease had gone too far. He was on no
l'isntmnt to go down the mine again, even
’# he fancied he felt strong emough; the

o air had already aggravated the dis-

The doctor had said that if he

_ Ib&ps be spared to them for some time.

 Charlie’s heart was too full then to
‘speak to his father; he went into his own

' .;ﬁom, shut the door, and St{-JOll for a mo-

_;~imnt, as if uncertain what to do. e 1f
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only Mrs. Greenwell had been at home,”
he thought, I could have told her all
about it, and she would have advised me.”

“Tell it to God; he is always to be
found, and can help as well as advise,”
something within him seemed to whisper.

He listened” to the voice, and kneeling
down, poured out all his trouble and sor-
row and anxiety, asking God to help him
for Jesus Christ's sake. He then got up,
bathed his face in cold water, for his eyes
were swollen with tears, and started off to
the chemist’s with the doctor's prescrip-
tion that his mother gave him.

“ Wait for the medicine,” she said, **and
bring it home with you.”

He was waiting in the shop umtil it was
ready, and turning over all sorts of plans
for the future in his mind, when one of

Mrs. Greenwell's servants came in.
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*Js that you, Charlie Scott?” she ex-

med. ' Master IHarry was just inquiring

fer you, if you had been at the house

y.”

" How long have they been at home?”
he asked, in surprise.

~door; “'I'll soon be back.”




CHAPTER IX.
CHARLIE DECIDES A TROUBLED QUESTION.

m ARRY GREENWELL saw in a

I

%/ was in trouble, and asked anxious-
b,

moment by Charlie’s face that he

ly what was the matter. Ile

liked Charlie, and from the first
they had been as close friends as the dif-
ference in their station and education
would allow.  Charlie always went to
Mrs. Greenwell and * Master Harry™ when
he was in trouble; indeed, Mrs., Green-
well had succeeded in making all the hoys
who went to her Bible class feel that she
was their friend, and interested in all

concerning them; and many of them were
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kful for her advice and kind, encour-
words, when they were in trouble

- anxiety.
‘Charlie told them of his father’s illness,
" his own selfishness, his repentance, his
reproach, and his anxiety to do some-

to help at home.

# My dear boy,” said Mrs. Greenwell,

am so glad you have come to me;
I trust you have already luid all this
your great Friend and Father in
*Oh, yes, maam,” answered Charlie;
1 feel so ashamed of having so often
ask God to forgive me, I feel almost
that he “will be tired of me, and

to listen.”

8. Greenwell, " if we asked forgiveness

I our own unworthy names, — if the Sav-

7
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iour had never died for us. But, as
you know, he came into the world to
save sinners. He gave himself for our
sins. ‘He was wounded for our trans-
gressions; he was bruised for our iniqui-
ties, and with his stripes we are healed.
‘The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us
from all sin.® He has said, * Whatsoever
ye shall ask the Father in my name, he
will give it you;’ and if we doubt his
word, we are lost. If we repent, and are
sincerely sorry for our sin, and ask God
to forgive us, for Jesus Christ’s sake, he
will do so, no matter how often we go
to him. It is Satan who tries to put
hard thoughts of God into our hearts.
And now, in your trouble, Charlic, you
do not know how the Saviour loves you,
and sympathizes with you. He knows

what it is to suffer. He is waiting at
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¢ door of your heart, longing to come
in and help and comfort you. He says,
shold I stand at the door and knock.’

Pears stood in Charlie’s eyes when Mrs.

enwell finished  speaking, — tears  of

ankfulness for such a Saviour, and of
gratitude to Mrs. Greenwell.
“ When they began to talk of what Char-

could do to help at home, and earn

money, Harry asked him what he

and machines, and those things,”
Charlie. ** Father meant me to be an

peer, — a working engineer, — if all had
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*Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. Greenwell,
turning over all sorts of plans in her mind.
“You 'see,” she went on, * errand boys
get so little, and tradesmen will not give
wiges to inexperienced boys for shop work,
when they can get apprentices. Haven't
you thought of anything yourself?” she
asked, after a pause.

“There’s the pit,” answered Charlic,
with a sigh; “I could get six shillings a
week, as trapper, directly. Joe Denton
gets more than double that now.”

“Oh, Charlie!” exclaimed Harry, ' surc-
ly you will not have to go down those
terrible mines?”

Mrs. Greenwell reminded Harry that
was mwot the way to help Charlie. 1
know he will feel it hard at first, if he
goes, but still T am sure he is a brave

boy, and will not shrink from it, if he
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&els it to be his duty. You would not
.. have him idling about at home, thinking
~only of his own comfort, and picking and
~ ¢hoosing his work, when his father, who
_3,.h'ns done so much for him, is suffering
. from a lingering illness, and wanting so
~ many little comforts that cannot be bought
without money?”
After a good deal of thought, Mus.
Greenwell said, "I believe, Charlie, it is
~ the only thing for you. It will be a great
trial to you, I know, to give up all your
dreams about engines and machines, and

~ being a clever man, and getting rich, and

~ having instead to go down into a dark,

~ dreary coal-pit, day after day, to a life of
* hard toil; but it appears, as far as we
- ean see, to be God’s will and your duty.
" You remember those words of our Sav-
Cdour, ‘If any will come after me, let
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him deny himself, and take up his eross
and follow me.’ We have all a cross
of some kind to bear, and this is your
cross, Charlie; take it up patiently, brave-
ly, and willingly. He will not give you
more than you ecan bear. Trust him.
There is no doubt some great blessing is
in store for you, if you do not shrink
from this trial of your faith.”

Charlie had two or three very busy
days before Saturday night came. As soon
as he had decided to go down the mine,
he went to a fellow-workman of his fa-
ther’'s, Hudson Brownlee, and asked him
if he would permit him _to go down with
him the first time. Brownlee was a kind-
hearted man, and took an interest in Char-
lie. He promised to see about his work
for him, and call on Monday morning at

ten o'clock. Charlie kept it quite a secret
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his father and mother until Satur-
day night; then, pufting on some of his
oldest clothes that he had routed out ready

made a bow, twisted himself muml in
&ont of them, and with a cheery face and
'rry tone, said, “Do I look like work,
father? Shall I do?” At first they looked
at him in amazement, but gradually his
meaning came upon them.
n My dear boy,” said Mrs. Heedman,
Iquulg down her knitting, ° what do you
~mean?”

“] mean this,” said he, putting down

* his lamp; and taking each of their hands
"din his: *1 am not going to be an idle,

gelfish fellow any longer. It's all settled
. and done. I am going down the pit on
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.\hindn_\', with Hudson Brownlee, and |

shall have six shillings to bring home oy

Saturday night. Think of that, mother,

and I shall soon get twice as much.
Father shall want for nothing.”

Tears of love and pleasure stood in John
Heedman's eyes, for he kuew what it must
have cost Charlie to make up his mind to
it.  "You know how happy it makes your
mother and myself to hear Yyou speak so
bravely and gratefully,” he said; * but are
You quite sure, Charlie, that you have
counted the cost? Take another week to
think of it; thank God we are not like-
ly to want for some time, there is a little
store put by. Remember it is g hard
and th'v:n'y life to ga Young, ambitious
spirit ; think it over again.”

*I have thought of it, father, ever

since the doctor came to see you on Tues-
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lay ; it is quite settled. Mrs. Greenwell
Master Harry both seem to think it

j&¢ my duty. They say I can serve God
game, and I shall be just as dear to

if T was ever such a rich engi-

eer; and no honest work is a disgrace.”
That is true,” his father began; he

‘was going to say something else, but

~ “Master Hurry says, father, I must

of what I have been taught, and

to do my duty in that state of life

ik e says if I am obliged to work with
‘my hands, I can work with my head

£ Master Harry has offered to give
e lessons in the morning before I go
to work, and he will lend me books fo
| read, and I shall have that to think about

‘whilst I am down the pit. It wont
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seem  half so dreary when I have busy,
pleasant thoughts.  And, father, Mys.
Greenwell says I have had such good
training at home, and been able to got
to Sunday-school and Bible class so regu-
larly that I ought to be quite a mission-
ary amongst the boys I shall meet, who
have not had such opportunities.”
Application was made for him to be
engaged -at the pit, and it was agrecd
that Charlie should begin his new duties

on Monday.




rhAPTER X.

DOWN THE MINE.

know the pleasure

of drawing up to a nige, bright
sparkling fire, on a cold winter
night. They give little shivers
of comfort, and say, ‘ What-
should we do without a good fire,

a2

weather as this? But we dare say

few give a thankful thought to the

_ Perhaps some who read this do not

ive in a mining country, and have not
reéad or heard much about coal mines.

[ s0, we think they will like to follow
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Charlie, as he goes to his work op
Monday morning. Hudson Brownlee call-
ed, as he promised, but we are sorry to
say Charlie kept him waiting full five
minutes whilst he searched for a com-
forter. His mother had told him to get
it ready on Saturday night, but he put
off until Monday morning, then he put
off until he got back from Harry Green-
well's.  Harry kept him longer than he
expected, and he came tearing along just
as Hudson Brownlee reached the door:
then the comforter had to be found. Af
last they started. When Charlie stood
near the great, dark, gaping mouth of
the pit, and remembered that he had to
go down there, he certainly felt as he
afterwards described it, “very queer,” —
not afraid, oh, no, but queer,

The cage, as it is called, had Just
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wen let down, with its number of six-

feen men; when it came up again, Hud-

son Brownlee, Charlie, and some other
men and boys got in. If Charlie felt

tqueer” before, he felt still " queerér”

mow, and when the cage began to
scend, he felt almost sick with the
tion; it seemed to him as if they were
ver going to reach the bottom. Down,
wn, down they went, the clatter of the
sine above and the creaking of the
making Charlie fancy, every now

1 then, that the rope was giving way,
‘and that in another second they would
wll be dashed to atoms. Whenever he
Jooked up, and remembered that all their
‘weight was bearing upon that rope, he
*- pwed himself up into the smallest pos-
‘gible compass, as if that would make

n!lill:l lighter. He could scarcely see any-
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thing at first, the change %oun. bp.g
daylight to the glimmering ligkt of the
lamps that the men carried was so great.

“Are you all right, my boy ?”*  saig
Brownlee's cheery voice; * keep up yom
heart, we shall soon be out of this.
He’'s a new hand,” he said, turning to
the others.

“Who is it?” they asked.

*“Why,” said Brownlee, lowering  his
voice, "it's that young one that John
Heedman took to keep; his father was
drowned, you'll remember, — Scott the
pilot.”

On hearing this, most of them were
silent, but one boy thrust his lamp  for-
ward, and stared rudely in Charlie’s face.

“Why, if it isn’t that Miss Nancy fel-
low, Scott!” he exclaimed, in either real

or pretended astonishment. * But

it can’t
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he went on, in a mocking tone,
®and yet it is; why, however has it hap-
that such a nice, good boy, the

jes’ pet, has come down amongst us

I thoucht he was going to be
“ o (=]

n't got his white collar on; and his

mother isn’t with him!”

- Come, hold that saucy tongue of yours,

-
“White Bob,” said Brownlee, in an angry

‘hne, “or it will be worse for you.”
 The boy’s proper name was Bob White.
He was a tall, thin, singular-looking lad,
wbout fifteen years old, with a pale face.

When he first went to work in the mine,
‘some of the boys called him White Bob,
in nonsense, and the name had stuck to

 him.

He was certainly silent after Brownlee

-';-Ilp_o'ke to him; but he kept throwing back
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his head, lifting up his hands, turning yup

his eyes, and expressing his mock aston-

ishment in so many odd ways that the

rest of the boys, although they bore pe

ill-will to Charlie, were convulsed with
laughter. As for Charlie himself, he was
in a great passion. It was fortunate that

Just at this moment the cage reached the
bottom, and, in the general scramble to
get out, he lost sight of Bob,

" Now, my boy, keep close to me.”

said Brownlee. " Never mind those fol-

lows. Keep your temper, and they’li soon
tire of it. Now look about you. You
are many hundred feet under ground.”

It was a strange scene to Charlie. Look

where you would, nothing but black met

the eye, — black walls, black floor.

groups
of black men standing about ; every one

and everything was covered with the bright
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eoal-dust that glittered and sparkled in the

ays of the lamps, like black diamonds.
. " Now,” said Brownlee, * we must get
to work. Tl take you to your place,
’as it is in my way;” and they turned
'up a sort of road or gallery that had
Mhoon cut out of the slate and coal. On
*each side of this branched, right and left,
other roads or galleries that had been
formed by the taking away of the coal;
from these again branched other roads,
~and so on, that you might walk for miles
~ under ground, in and out of the workings
‘of the mine. As the coal is hewn away,
‘the roof is' supported by props of wood.
s!n some places it was so low that Brown-
Jee had to walk stooping. Of course
,',‘-@mrlie did not find all this out at first,
. for they only had the light given by their
~lamps to guide them and relieve the in-

tense darkness.
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“What is that?” asked Charlie, as a
little spark of light like a glowworm ap-
peared in the distance, and a low, rum-
bling noise met their ears.

s

“You'll see in a minute,” said Brown-
lee, smiling at Charlie’s wonder.

The light came gradually nearer and
nearer, and then Charlie saw it was a
lamp carried by a boy who had churwe
of a little pony and some coal tubs, —
sort of square tubs on wheels. Brownlee
told him that the boys who had that work
were called putters; they were oceupied
in taking empty tubs to the men who
hewed the coal, and in bringing away the
full tubs, and that they earned good
wages. They had a shilling a score for
the tubs they removed.

“1 should think the poor ponies have

a hard life of it,” said Charlie. * Do
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fhey take the tubs right away to the
‘mouth of the pit?”
. “No; they only go so far, then the
engine pulls them to the shaft, and they
are drawn up to the bank to be emptied
~ and sent down again.”
¢ We seem to have come a long way,”
said Charlie

- ® About a mile,” answered Brownlee ;

L% put we've worked a deal further out
that way,” pointing to the left. *“ We're
‘either under the sea or close at the edge,
‘out there.”
~ Charlie gave a little shudder. ™ Where
is my work, please?” he asked.
* Oh, we've passed your place; the door
we came through last is the one you have
fo take care of. I'm just taking you

round a bit, as youw're new to it. Mind

your head,” he called, as they turned up
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@ low gallery to the right, and they hoth
went along stooping. “ Stop there,” said
Brownlee, creeping along by himself a lit-
tle further, and sitting on his heels oppo-
site. & wall of bright coal. * There.” he
suid, " how would you like to sit cramped
up like this for six hours, hewing coal,
and hearing the stone above you erack
like a gun, and move about as you work,
expecting every moment you'll have to run
for your life, —that is. if you have the
chance? 1 had a narrow escape last win-
ter,” he said, as he joined Charlie aguin ;
“two of us were \\'nrking together, and
all of a sudden there was an awful crack,
like a cannon going off. It was who cottld "

scramble up and run quickest, I can toll

you. It was my luck to be last. and

down came a tremendous piece; the end

of it just dropped on my foot, as I was
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yunning, and it held me as fast as if a

‘mountain had been on top of me, although
1 was free all but my foot. None of them
. durst venture to me for a good bit, for
there was an awful noise going on round
‘me, and there I lay as fast as could be,
expecting every moment would be my
last.”
“ What dangerous work!” exclaimed
" Charlie. I should think nobody durst
~ do it, if they didn’t know they had God
| -'t';o protect them and take care of them.”
“Pll see you to your work now,” suid
- Brownlee, turning the subject, ** Here we
i'm,” he said; “do you sec this seat be-
" hind the door? then all youw've got to do
is to sit here and pull that rope that
. opens the door, when the putters or any
" of the men want to come through. The

boys stay down twelve hours, but I'll see
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You again before I go up. It'll be lone-
ly for You at first,” he said, ]\'imlly.

" Rather,” said Charlie ; “but I must re.
member that I am not alone.”

Brownlee looked at him inquiringly.

‘1 mean, You know, that we are never
alone; that He is always with us,” said
Charlie, simply, with an upward glance
and movement of the head,

*Oh, ay,” said Brownlee, !u_-:ail;tlin_g!_\.

and moving off, as if he felt it was a sub-

ject he could not say much upon.
) 1

It was strange: how that thought clung
to the miner, — not alone, not alone ! It
haunted him, and often as he worked e
glanced uneasily over his shoulder into the
darkness beyond, with a sort of feeling
that he was being watched, — that there
Was a presence, an invisible something or
some one, hovering near, and listening to

his very thoughts,
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It was quite a relief when a putter or
any one came near that he could speak to.
Hudson Brownlee had known perfectly well,
ever since he was a child, that ** God is
everywhere,” but he had never thought
about it; he was realizing his presence for
the first time, and it made him nervous to
feel that he was alone with God, who was
powerful, and whom he had neglected.

We must now go back to Charlie. His
duty, if it was dull and lonely, was sim-
ple and easily attended to. He had opened
the door for a great many boys and men,
but he had not seen anything more of Bob
White. Charlie remembered he was an old
enemy, and had often waylaid himself and

the other boys on their way to Mrs. Green-

well’s class, and ridiculed them. His sau-

ey, mocking tongue made him the terror

of mbst of the boys in the mine. He had
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had the run of London streets for ten years,

before his mother removed into the north,

and was more than a match for most of

the north country boys in a battle of

words.
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Charlie and the pie




CHAPTER XI.
NOT ALONE.

HARLIE'S morning had passed
away pretty well, and he began to
think it must be dinner-time ; at
any rate, he folt hungry, so he sat
down and looked to see what his

" mother had packed up for his dinner.

ji‘hem was a nice little beefsteak pie, just

" about as much as he could eat, and two
or three of his favorite little round cakes
“$o finish with; s0 Charlie, in high glee,
‘spread the cloth they were wrapped in
I over his knees, said grace, asked himself
| very politely if he would take a little pie,
suid Thank you, and took the dish. IHe
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had eaten about half of it., and Was ene-
Joying himself very much, when whom
should he see coming along but Bob White,
What should he do? Should he try to
wrap his dinner up and put it out of sight,
or go on eating? But before he could
decide, Bob was upon him.

“ Why,” exclaimed Bob, pretending to
start with surprise, " if here isn’t the la-
dies’ pet! and getting his dinner, too,”
said Bob, stooping down to look curiously
in the dish that was on Charlie’s knee.

“ Pie,” he remarked, ** and very good
it looks. What else? Oh, cakes! well,
I'm in luck’s way to-day, I am,” break-
ing a piece off one and putting it in his
mouth. * What's in the can?” he asked,
pointing to it with his foot.

“ Water,” answered Charlie, trying hard

to keep his temper.
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* Well, you're a one to know manners,”
" gaid Bob, “never to offer one a place to
" git down on; move along. I'll hold the
dish:” and suiting the action to the
word, he snatched it up, and before
Charlie had recovered himself, the rest of
the pie was balf eaten.

* ive me that dish,” gaid Charlie,

~ trembling with passion.

Bob paused, and put on an injured
countenance. ** Can’t you wait until I've
finished ? — shouting out for the dish like
that.”

Unseen by them both, a gentleman was
standing in the shade, watching the whole
affair, and just as Charlie was rushing
upon Bob like a little whirlwind, he stood
out in front of them in the lamplight.
Bob dropped the dish in his fright, and

Stood with his hands hanging down, and
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his mouth. open, staring in dismay at M.,
Carlton, the viewer,

Mr. Carlton took out his note-book,
and, turning to one of the pages, quietly
said, *“This is the third time, White,
that T have found You quarrelling with
and tantalizing boys yYounger than your-
self, and neglecting your work. Now,
this shall be the last time. You leave
on Saturday night.”

All the impudence had faded out of
Boly's face. “Oh, sir,” he begoed, c]:mp~
ing his hands in his carnestness, **please
look over it this once! What shall T do if
you turn me off? I dare not tel my
mother; yon know, sir, that she is ill,
and what I earn is all we have, I

deserve it, perhaps, sir, but she doesn’t,—

just this once!” he pleaded.

Mr. Carlton felt some one touch his
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‘glecve; it was Charke. *“I beg your

|I pardon, sir,” said Charlie, in a low tone,
®hut will you, please, forgive him this”
time?” 5

Mr. Carlton looked at him with sur-
prise. “Are you begging for him? Have
“you forgiven him?” he asked.

b

*Yes, sir,” answered Charlie. “I am
* yery sorry I lost my temper so. I have

been well taught, and perhaps he hasn’t.”

Mr. Carlton considered for a moment.

Bob could not hear what Charlie was
saying, but he fancied from his manner
that he was telling his wrongs, and a
sullen, angry expression spread over his
face.

**Come here, White,” said Mr. Carl-
'. ton, I have consented to look over
your bad conduct once more; but remem-

" ber: you owe it to this boy,” putting his
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hand  on Charlie's shoulder; "he has
pleaded for you; he has returned  you
good for evil; see that You are mnot up-
grateful.” He then loft them, after ask-
ing Charlie his name.

Bob stood still, feeling  and luui;in;__{
very awkward. Charlie went up to him,
and held out his hand. “You'll shake
hands and be friends, Bob; wont you?”

Bob shook hands, shyly, and turned
away to his work without speaking ; but
Charlie fancied he saw tears in his eyes.

Soon after, it was time for the men to
leave. They came pouring out in all
directions from the workings of the mine,
and  Charlic was kept busy. Hudson
Jrownlee came nearly last,

“How do yon get on?” he asked, kindly.

“Oh, pretty well; I'm getting more

used to it alveady.”
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* Good-by,” said Brownlee, taking a
“gtep forward, and then standing still.
#¥*What was it you were saying about
"not being alone?” pufting on a careless,
"oﬂ'-h:md tone.

* Oh,” said Charlie, "I meant I should
not feel lonely or afraid, because I knew
J_-God was with me. I remember father
reading out of the Bible, ‘Fear not, for

"I am with thee;’ and I know it is true;

~ don’t you?”
i *“No,” said Bréwnlee, thoughtfully, i
" can’t say that I do.”
*If T had my Bible here, I think I
- could find the words directly.”
* Ah,” said Brownlee, ' that's a book 1
" don’t know much about. You see I'm no
gcholar. I was careless about learning

when I was young, and what little I did

know I have almost forgot. It takes me
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such a while to spell out the words that
I lose the meaning.”

“ What a pity ! ” exclaimed Charlic. * You
see, it’s almost impossible to get on richt
at all without the Bible, because God tells
us in it what we are to do, and what
we're not to do,” he went on, impetuons-
ly. "I was just thinking, as we came
along down here with our lamps, about
that text: “Thy word is a lamp unto my
feet, and a light unto my path. If we

had not had lamps, we should have been

roping about in the dark, stumbling over

&7 2
things, knocking up against the props,
hurting ourselves, and losing our way ;
but our lamps showed us the right path,
and how to keep out of danger. And we
should go groping and stumbling throush
the world in darkness, too, falling: into all

sorts of sin and temptation, hurting -our
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souls, and losing ourselves altogether, if
‘we had not the light of God’s word to
guide us.”

“ Where do you get all your learning
from? You seem to know a deal for a
boy,” said Brownlee.

* Oh, father reads these things from the
good book every day. I dare say he feels
them comforting to himself when he’s in
the pit. Besides, I've been to a Sunday-
school.”

“ Well, they are true,” said Brownlee,
thoughtfully ; he held up his lamp and
looked at it. ' For twenty years this has
been the only sort of lamp I've troubled
myself about, but please God, if it's not

too late—* Charlie could not hear the

rest, for he waved his hand and followed

the other men.
At the end of the twelve hours, Char-
9
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lie was preparing to follow some men and
boys to the shaft, when Bob White made
his appearamce. **It’s rather queer,” said
Bob,. shyly, * finding your way about here ;
will you go up with me?”

“Thank you,” said Charlie, heartily,
setting off with him, and talking away
as freely as he could, to put Bob at his
case,

You may be sure Charlie was very glad

to get home and rest, after he had told

his father and mother what he had seen
and done. So ended his first day down

the mine.




CHAPTER XIL
A NEW FRIEND.

FTER the conversation with Brown-
lee about the Bible, Charlie took
his pocket Bible down the mine
regularly ; his father wished him to
read a little every day, at his din-

ner-time. He was one of those people who
never like to waste a minute, and in his
dinner-time he managed, generally, to have
something to read that was worth reading.
Bob was really gratefal to Charlie for in-

terfering in his behalf, and lost no oppor-

tunity of showing it. It was astonishing

how he improved, —so much good in him

that had been lying dormant was called
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out under Charlie’s better influence. Some-
times he seemed half ashamed of his good
behavior, and would break out for a time
into the old reckless way; but one night,
on their way home, Charlie was talking
in his own loving way about his dear fa-
ther and mother, and their kindness to
him; how his plans for being an engineer
had been put aside by his father’s illness;
how he hoped soon to get more wages for
their sakes, and so on, when, in some
unaccountable way, DBob’s whole nature
seemed softened, and, as if he could not
help it, he poured out to Charlie his home
troubles and all his old life, — how he had
fallen amongst bad companions, and grew
up to be hardened and reckless, almost
without even a wish to be better. Some-
times, when he saw Charlie and the other

boys going to Mrs. Greenwell's class, look-
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ing so happy and clean and orderly, the
wish that he was like them would creep
into his heart; but he drove it away and
called after them with mocking words. All
this, and much more, he told Charlie with
tears streaming down his face, and his
voice broken by sobs.

It almost frightened Charlie to see mock-
ing, reckless Bob give way so completely.
He was just wondering what he had bet-
ter say to him, when Bob bade him good-
night abruptly, and turned off home.

After that night, Bob never again at-
tempted to keep up his care-for-nothing-
or-nobody tone before Charlie. He gener-
ally brought his dinner now to eat beside
Charlie. The first time the Bible was
brought out, when they had finished, which

required a little courage at first, Bob got

up and sauntered away; the second time
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he sat still and whistled popular song tunes
in a subdued tone, while Charlie read to
himself; the third time he sat quietly;
the fourth day the Bible was brought out,
he shuffled about uneasily, and at last said,
“You may as well read out, if you must
read; it's dull sitting here without any-

body to speak to.”

Charlie gladly agreed: ' Let us read in

turns,” he said.

Bob did not object, for he read well,
and was rather proud of it. After this
the Bible reading was an established cus-
tom, and Bob got very much interested
as he read the history of Joseph, Moses,
and others. Hudson Brownlee, happening
to pass one day, stopped to listen, when
he saw how they were occupied, and soon
a third was added. regularly to the little

party. After a parable, or any striking
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passage had been read, they would each

give their- own idea of its meaning and
teaching, spending much thought upon it
in their eagerness to give it in the best
and clearest way. Often during their
work, Hudson Brownlee, Bob, and Char-
lie, too, would ponder over some passage
they had heard or read, comparing the
different opinions upon it, applying it,
thinking it out, and turning it over in
their minds, until some great truth
would stand out from the rest, fixing it-
gelf immovably in their hearts and under-
gtandings. And so this study of the
Bible, begun without. any real religious
feeling (on Bob and Brownlee's part, at
any rate), led them to higher things, —
to a knowledge of God's holiness, of their
own sin and unworthiness, and their need

of a Saviour.
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But this was a work of time, and we
must now go back a little in our his-
tory.

When Charlie had been about two
months down the mine as a trapper, he
was advanced to a higher post and better
wages as a putter. He might have had
the increase of wages quite a month be-
fore; but he put off applying for the
Place until it was too late, and another
boy had heen appointed. Harry Green-
well lent him some elementary books on
mechanics; for his old love for such
thiugs was as stmug as ever, and, now
that he was putter,. he had many -oppor-
tunities of examining the working of the

“engine stationed down the mine. Those

were glorious days for Charlie when it

was out of order, and the engineer had

to come dewn. He would hover round
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him, holding the tools for the men, help-
ing to lift or carry anything, glad of any
excuse to be mear. His questions were
so sensible and thoughtful, and his sug-
gestions sometimes, for a youth, so good,
that the engineer became quite interested
in him, and explained to him thoroughly
the working of the engine, giving him
really valuable teaching in mechanics; and
this knowledge stood him in good stead,
as you will hear.

On coming down to his work one morn-
ing, he was surprised to find his favorite,
the engine, at a standstill. A number of

the miners were near it, all talking to-

gether, trying to account for the accident,

and deploring the absence of the engineer,
who was away for a day or two's holiday.
Mr. Carlton, the viewer, looked vexed

and annoyed; he was asking the overman
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to send to a mine a few mijles off for
their engineer. Charlie made his way to
the engine, and soon saw what was wrong.
It was not much, and he felt sure that if

he had the help of a pair of strong arms,

he could get it into working order.

In his excitement, he pushed his way to
Mr. Carlton, and exclaimed, " I know what
is wrong with her, sir; if you will Just
come and look, sir, I'll show you.”

Mr. Carlton, surprised and amused, f{o]-
lowed him, and Charlie, stooping down
and pointing up, full of animation, ex-
plained so clearly und“iqtelligvnﬂy the na-
ture of the misfortune, and how it might
be remedied, that Mr. Carlton, no longer
with the amused expression on his face,
called to one of the men, *“Come here,
Shields, and help him.”

In an hour's dime, Charlie’s pet was

working away as hard as ever.,
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» gaid Mr. Carl-

ton; *tell me where you picked up all

*Well done, my boy,

this knowledge.”

The men were gone off to their work,
and Mr. Carlton soon drew all Charlie’s
little history from him. He made no re-
mark, excepting that when Charlie made his
polite bow, and turned off to his work,
he asked him where his father lived.

In the evening, when Charlie got home,
he thought his father and mother looked
very smiling and mysterious, and after
they had kept him guessing what was the
cause for a little while, they told him that
Mr. Carlton had been there; he thought
they would like to hear of Charlie’s suc-
cess with the engine.

¢« And here’s good news for you,” said

his mother. * Mr. Carlton says that if you

like to work as a putter six hours a day,
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you may help the engineer, and learn all

you can, the other six; and he will give

you the same wages as you earn now.”

Charlie threw himself into a chair, and

sat quite still for a few moments. *Isn't

it wonderful, mother?” he said at last, —

*isn't it wonderful? When I went down
the pit, there seemed no chance of my ever
doing anything else all my life. The otker
seemed impossible; and yet how God has
brought it all about! I shall be an en-
gineer after all; and I have good wages,
too, to begin with. If I hadn’t given up
all thoughts of it, and gone quietly down
the pit, because God made me feel it was
my duty, I should have lost all this. I
hope I shall never doubt him after this.
Wont it be capital, father?” he went on,
getting excited. * When I get a plenty of

money, you shall have such a beautiful
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garden and greenhouse. I think you're
feeling better for the rest already ; are you
not?"

John Heedman could not bear to damp

Charlie’s happiness, so he turned off the

question by saying, “Mr. Roberts, the

clergyman, was here to-day. I told him
about Brownlee and Bob White; he was
very pleased to hear about you all meet-
ing for Bible reading, and he is going to
look out for them, and get them to a
Bible class he has every week, and to
the house of God.

The only drawback to Charlie’s happi-
ness now ‘was the increasing illness of his
father. Sanguine and hopeful as he was,
he could mnot blind himself to the fact
that every day his father got weaker and
wealker.

A visit to John Heedman was a lesson
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in Christianity to any one. His wonder-
ful patience wunder suffering ; his perfect
trust in the Saviour; his quiet waiting
for the end,—happy to go, yet happy to

stay and suffer so long as it pleased God.




CHAPTER XIII.

SORROW, HUMILIATION, AND REPENTANCE.

(ﬁf:j) E are quite sure that you have
Ay
(i1}

3l

been very glad to read of the
progress which Charlie has made
since we first met him on the
pier, a little sunburnt boy, only
eight years old. You have seen what
good, kind friends he met witly; how well
he was trained; how nobly he came out
when his father was ill, in denying him-
self, and going down the mine, and how
he was rewarded; and you have seen, too,
how he tried to do something for God in
helping Brownlee and Bob White, — and

yet, we are so sorry to have to tell you
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ous leak, which, if it remained unnoticed

and unstopped, would soon bring confusion
and destruction upon the ship, gay and
gallant though she looked.

We may often be deceived in our-
selves, and think that we are going on
well, but God cannot be deceived. He
gees us as we really are, not as we ap-
pear to ourselves and to others. He is
training each one of us, and he saw in
Charlie’s case that a fiery trial was need-
ed to burn out of him that besetting sin
that had been so long indulged. Just as
gold is purified by being passed through
a fiery furnace, so our hearts need to be
purified, sometimes by great sorrows, by
fiery trials; and so it was that Charlie
had to suffer a most bitter, a most sad
and humiliating fall.

Eleven months had passed since John

10
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Heedman first called in the doctor; he

had lingered so long, but now the end

was very near. . He would not hear of

Charlie staying away from his work, al-

though Mr. Carlton had kindly offered to

let him have a few days at home.

One evening, when Charlie came in
from work, his mother gave him a letter.
“You had better go straicht to the post
with it,” she said, afraid that he would
put off. “Your father is very anxious
it should go by to-night’s post. Now,
Charlie, do take care,” she said, anxiously.

Charlie’s good opinion of himself— his
pride — was touched.

“I wish, mother, you wouldn’t talk to
me as if you thought I didn’'t know what
I was about,” he said, in an angry tone,
slamming the door after him as he went

out. He had not gone far when he met
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Bob White, who was going with a note

from the clergyman to get some books out
of the library. * Come with me,” said
Bob, *“and wg¢'ll have a look through
the books.”

“Ive got to go to the post-ofiice,”
said Charlie; “"but there’s time enough
yet; I'll go with you.” He argued with
himself, * What's the use of putting the
letter in ever so long before post time?
It wont go a bit the quicker.” He was
in an irritable humor, angry to think
that %e should have been doubted. If he
had been like Tom Brown, or Joe Den-
ton, or any of those careless fellows, it
would have been a different thing.

Arrived at the library, hoth the boys
were soon interested in looking over the
books, and time flew rapidly. “Tl just

glance at these,” thought Charlie, taking
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out two more with very attractive titles,
“and then I must be off to the post.”

Charlie took up a third, determined that
it skould be the last, Wh(.:u Bob said, "I
think you had better inquire how the time
goes.”

“It's nothing like time for the post to
close yet; is it, sir?” he asked of the li-
brarian,

“It only wants three minutes to the
time; it is not possible for you to save
it, I am afraid.”

Charlie dashed down the broad steps
and along the streets as hard as he could
run; but he was too late, the post had
just gone, and he was obliged to drop the
letter into the empty box. He walked
slowly home, out of breath and out of
temper, hoping no questions would be

asked. “I don’t see why I should say it
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was too late, unless I'm asked,” he argued,
shrinking from confessing to his mother

that she was justified in doubting him.

Nothing was said about the letter that
night; his father was much worse, and
everything else was forgotten. Charlie
was almost heart-broken to see him so ill,
and miserable at the thought that he was
deceiving him about the letter.

The next morning, as he was leaving the
room to go out to his work, his father
called him back: **Charlie,” he said, "I
am expecting a sister of mine to-night,
and I want you to go to the train and
meet her; she would get the letter you
posted last night this morning, and will
have time to get here by the half-past
eicht train to-night.” He paused for a
moment. Why did not Charlie undeceive

him about the letter ¢ once? He made
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up his mind to tell him, but put it oft

until his father had finished all he had

to say.

“I have not seen my sister for years,”

said John Heedman; *she is the only

relative I have living, but some mis-
understanding rose up between us after
my mother’s death, —at least, she took
offence, and I do not know the reason
even mnow. I wrote several times, but
she did not answer. That letter you
posted last night was to her; she will
come, I know, when she hears that I

am so near death. There must be some-

thing to explain away, and I am anxious

for a reconciliation before I die; indeed,

it is the only earthly wish I have left.”

He said this so earnestly, and with sech

an anxious, longing expression in his eyes,

that Charlie was obliged to turn away ;

he could not bear it.
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How could he tell him that she had not
oot the letter? If only he had confessed
his neglect the same night, before he
knew the contents of the letter, it would
not have been half so bad.

“You had better go now, my boy,”

ee

said his father, kindly, *or yowll be
late at work.”
Charlie went. I need mnot tell you that

he had a miserable day.

At night his father called him into his

room and gave him as careful a descrip-
tion of his sister as he could to guide
him in knowing her. Charlie dressed and
went to the station, and walked up and
down the platform until the train came
in, gazed at the people, and walked home
again. It seemed as if he could not help
it; instead of recovering himself after the

first false step, he had gone on sinking
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deeper and deeper into sin and deception ,

he seemed powerless to help himself.

“Hasn't she come?* exclaimed his

mother, seeing he was alone. “Oh, dear!

what will your father do? He has been

almost living upon the expectation of sce-
ing her these last fow hours; he has
watched the door ever since you went
out. T'm afraid the disappointment will
throw him back sadly.”

Charlie could not trust himself to speak,
but turned into the sick-room. His father
was propped up with pillows, and looked

eagerly to the door when Charlie entered ;

he still waited in expectation until Mrys.

Heedman came in and elosed the door.

“Where is she?” he asked, — " where

15

Jane ?

*“She has not come,” said Mrs. Heed-

wan, gently; * perhaps to-morrow mori-
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ing will bring her. You posted that let-
ter in time, Charlie?” she asked.

** Yes, mother,” Charlie answered, in
desperation, and in a very low voice.

]

* It will be too late to-morrow,” said
John Heedman, sinking back on his pil
lows exhausted, —"it will be too late.”
He lay so still for about an hour that
Charlie thought he slept; after that he
called Charlie to him, and wished him to
sit up that night with his mother. He
spoke very tenderly and lovingly, and told
Charlie how happy his gratitude and love
and obedience had made him, and how
he thanked God that Charlie had never
told him an wuntruth or deceived him,
although he had still grave faults to over-
come. He spoke for some time, every

word sending a pang to Charlie’s heart,

who knew how unworthy he was of his
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confidence and praise. He sobbed hyster-
ically, but was unable to speak.

What a night that was for Charlie, as
he sat there with his mother, hour after
hour, in the still and darkened room!
His anguish and remorse became unbear-
able. How could he let his father die
without ﬁnduc('i\'ing him and asking his
forgiveness? He could not; he must not.
Oh! if he had only spoken at first, whan
the first false step was taken, he would
not have been led into all this sinful de-
ceit, and that terrible lie would never
have been told. Now it was such a dif-
ficult task,—and yet he must do it.
He glanced at the timepiece. When the
hour had reached one, he would tell him.
He would think now what he had better
say,—how he should begin. How fast

that hour seemed to fly! It was one
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o’clock, and he had nothing ready to say.
He dare not begin. He would wait until
two, perhaps his father would be awake
then. Two o’clock came. HHis father still
slept, looking so calm and peaceful. How
could he disturb him to listen to his sad
tale of sin and shame?

Soon after his father awoke. He start-
ed up, and looked anxiously round.
Charlie and his mother felt instinctively

that it was death. In his terror, Charlie

sprang towards him. ' Father, forgive

me,” he burst out, in an imploring tone.
“T did not post the letter in time. I
told a lie — forgive me — speak to me!
pray forgive me!” A look of unuttera-
ble anguish passed over his father's face.
Charlie waited for an answer, but none
came. His father was far away from
him, — he was at rest; he was in that

home where sin and sorrow cannot come.
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It is wuseless attempting to describe
Charlie’s misery, it was so great. His
father, who had so loved and trusted
him, had, at last died, with his hope ip
him crushed, his confidence in him broken
His father had died, listening to his con
fession of sin and deception, and without
being able to judge whether his repent-
ance was sincere. The confession came
too late for his forgiveness or counsel.

The thought of all this completely
crushed Charlie. For hours he sat
crouching on the floor in his own room,
without a single comforting thought. Ie
had not only deceived his father, he had
offended God. He sat in his misery,
feeling careless whether he lived or died.
No tears came, but his heart throbbed
with a dull, aching pain that was un-

bearable.
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It was a bitter, bitter lesson to Char-
ie; but it did its work. It led him to
think and pray more earnestly, and to
watch; and, by degrees, the darling sin
that had been so long indulged was
crushed and rooted out.

You will be glad to know that he
grew up to manhood, admired and re-
spected by those who knew him, not only
for his talent as an engineer, but for his
upright, Christian character.  One thing
he was noted for, that was punctuality.
“ No fear of Scott being behind time, or
putting off,” would often be said of him.

His good mother lived many years to
see and share his happiness; and Harry
Greenwell, who had always insisted that

Charlie would come out well in the end,

was delighted to see his prophecy fulfilled.

Yet, in the midst of his prosperity,
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how often Charlie's thoughts went back
to that sad, sad time; all the old feel-
ings of pain and regret would come back
at the remembrance of his sin, and that
look of anguish on his father's face, that
could never be forgotten. Yet, although
these thoughts left him saddened for a
while, they also left him full of thank-
fulness to the Saviour, whose blood
cleanseth from all sin, and grateful to
the all-wise and merciful God, who had
sent the trial to him in kindness and
love. He saw clearly that if he had only
humbly watched af first, that Dbitter day

would have been spared.
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