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THE BOY WHO WONDERED. 

CHAPTER I. 

JACK AND HIS GRANDMOTHER. 

Ar ten minutes to eight, on the first Sunday 

morning in July, an old woman and a little 

boy wended their way along the road which 

leads to the little church at Hartzburg, one 

of the largest places in the upper Hartz. 

Pastor Brauns, the minister, had to preach 

twice every Sunday in different churches, 

and he arranged that the time for the ser- 

vices should vary on alternate Sundays, so 

that the inhabitants of both districts might 

fare alike. Our story opens on the morning 

which was appointed for the early service at 

Hartzburg, and Jack and his grandmother,
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who lived at Schulenrode, were on their way 

thither. 

It was a pretty walk from the hamlet at 

Schulenrode to the church at Hartzburg, and 

the old woman, with her young companion, 

sauntered slowly along, enjoying the fresh 

morning air and bright sunshine. As they 

turned out of the narrow Jane which brought 

them into the high road they came upon a 

pretty view of the mountains around, and to 

a bubbling stream, which courses by the side 

of the Hartzburg road, and makes sweet 

music as it runs merrily along, now and then 

passing over a little weir. 

Jack and his grandmother were just in 

time. The clock was striking eight as they 

entered the church. The old woman took 
her usual place under the gallery, and Jack 

went to his own corner, and sat with the 

village children, who generally filled the 

pews on either side of the pulpit. 

The wooden church at Hartzburg is a 

primitive little place, with stone floor and 
cushionless pews. Its chancel-sereen is made
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of carved wood, and two vases of artificial 

flowers stand upon it. Its cloth is of plain 

blue material, covered with coarse white net. 

But though so homely, it is kept in exquisite 

order and cleanliness, and the simple adorn- 

ments of the church harmonise with the 

congregation who gather within its walls. 

Pastor Brauns was a kindhearted and 

truly Christian man, who was anxious to 

teach his people the only way of salvation 

through Christ. He entered the pulpit just 

after Jack and his grandmother had taken 

their places. The service commenced with 

singing a German psalm. Tivery voice 

joined in praising God, and it seemed as if 

the hearts of the people went with their 

voices. 

After the pastor had read a chapter from 

the Bible, and offered up an earnest prayer, 

he preached to his congregation upon the 

duty of teaching those with whom they 

associated. 

‘Some of you, my dear people,’”’ said he, 

“are content to keep this gospel of Jesus
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Christ all to yourselves. I want you to 

speak to others about the Saviour whom you 

have found, and declare to them how much 

Jesus has done for you.” 

Pastor Brauns looked an old man, though 

he only numbered fifty years; but he had 

had a difficult and struggling life. His 

family was large, his income small, and his 

parish wide. He had long distances to walk 

in rain and snow in order to visit the sick 

and tend his parishioners, and he possessed 

by no means a robust frame. 

By ten o’clock the service was over. 

Jack joined his grandmother at the church 

door, and exchanged many greetings with 

his friends, for Granny and her boy were 

respected and loved, and had a pleasant 

word for everyone. 

The old women who gathered round the 

church door after the service, were generally 

dressed alike. They wore stuff gowns, large 

cloaks made of print over them, and high 

pointed caps with long ribbons. A few of 

the younger ones had coloured caps, but
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not Frau Petermann, Jack’s grandmother: 

she had worn black ever since her husband’s 

death. Her silk cap fitted tightly round her 

head; it came into a point behind, and six 

ends of ribbon fell from it. After morning 

church she carefully laid her cloak and cap 

in her box, even though she knew they 

would be required in the evening, when she 

walked out with Jack; but they were too 

precious to be allowed to remain in the dust 

for even a few hours. 

Frau Petermann, like most of the women 

in the Hartz district, wore neither cap, nor 

bonnet on ordinary occasions, but faced 

burning sun and cold winds without any 

covering on her head. Sometimes, if it 

were pouring hard with rain, she would tie 

on a white handkerchief, but this was only 

on rare occasions. 

Jack and his grandmother did not loiter 

on the way home, for the boy had to learn 

his lessons for the afternoon school, and they 

dined at twelve. 

Frau Petermann and her grandson
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always had a treat on Sundays for dinner. 

It was the one day in seven when they did 

not feed on black bread and goat’s milk. 

In spite of their small means they managed 

to help one who was poorer than they 

were. Old Margaret always dined with Frau 

Petermann and Jack on Sunday. On the 

day of which we write she came in 

punetually at twelve o’clock, and the trio 

sat down to their meal, having first asked 

God to bless their food. Hach of them had 

a large bowl of beer soup, which was looked 

upon as a great luxury, and a thick slice of 

black bread in addition. 

As they took their soup the conversation 

turned upon the morning’s sermon. Old Mar- 

garet never went to church. We shall learn 

in another chapter how she spent her time. 

“ Jack,’ said Granny, “‘we must re- 

member what the pastor said. Don’t be 

ashamed to speak of Jesus at the quarry.” 

‘Oh, Granny,” replied the boy, ‘I dare 

not speak to the boys, for they'll be sure to 

laugh at me.”
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“¢ Never mind,” my boy, answered Frau 

Petermann, “do not fear the laugh of the 

wicked, but try and teach them to pray.” 

“¢T will, Granny,” answered Jack. “I 

know that I’m a great coward, but [ll try 

and turn over a new leaf from to-day.” 

“ Right, Jack,” replied his grandmother ; 

“when you feel like a coward remember the 

words which Pastor Brauns read to us from 

the Bible. ‘Whosoever, therefore, shall be 

ashamed of me and of my words, of him also 

shall the Son of Man be ashamed when He 

cometh in the glory of His Father, with the 

holy angels.’ ” 

‘The boys won’t care about the Bible, 

Granny,” answered Jack,  sorrowfully. 

“They are sure to mock me, and call me 

names.” 

‘* Better to be mocked by them, than sent 

away by Jesus,” said Frau Petermann. 

‘Choose the right time for speaking, and 

ask God to help you, and you will find the 

task an easier one than you imagine, Jack.” 

“JT must go now,” said old Margaret,
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rising, and thus interrupting the conversa- 

tion. ‘It’s time for me to be off to my 

work, or the girl will grow tired of waiting. 

Pye enjoyed my dinner, and I like to hear 

you and Jack talk ; but, oh dear, it all seems 

so far away from me. I’m too poor and too 

miserable to have any dealings with Jesus, 

and I work so hard I’ve no time to be good.” 

“You are wrong to say that, neighbour,” 

replied Frau Petermann, “ for you can think 

about Jesus whilst you’mind your geese. I 

wish, Margaret, you would believe that 

Jesus loves you.” 

‘¢T wish I could, but I can’t take itin, I 

suppose it'll all come right at last.” And 

with these words old Margaret nodded her 

head and left the cottage. 

Jack took out his lessons, and Granny 

cleared away the plates and basins, and then 

sat down to read her Bible. An hour later 

the lad prepared to go to the Sunday-school, 

and when he went to kiss Granny, as was 

his wont, he noticed that she had been 

crying,
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‘6 What's the matter, Granny ?” asked he, 

affectionately. 

“T’m sure there’s something wrong in me, 

Jack,” replied Frau Petermann, “or I 

should be able to teach Margaret that Jesus 

cares for her. We must pray for her. We 

need not go far to carry out Pastor Brauns’ 

sermon ; and if we can lead our neighbours 

to seek the Saviour we shall not be keeping 

the gospel to ourselves. But Jack, you 

must go, or you will be late. I will have 

coffee ready by the time that you return, 

and then we will walk into the forest and 

talk about many things.”
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CHAPTER II, 

FRAU PETERMANN’S HOME. 

Frau PrrerMann and her grandson rented 

asmall cottage at Schulenrode, which con- 

sisted of one good-sized room, a dark cup- 

board, where Jack slept, and a sort of out- 

house where wood was stowed away, and 

Dolly, the goat, lived. The latter had been 

purchased about a year ago, and she was 

much beloved by her young master, and 

followed him about everywhere. In the 

winter her milk afforded sustenance for 

Granny and Jack, who had to remain at 

home for many days together. 

This state of things made it needful for 

them to economize during the summer 

months; unless this was done their winter 

prospect was by no means encouraging. 

The outside of Frau Petermann’s cottage 

appeared very poor and looked shabby, but 

the inside was always clean, and although 

the furniture was scanty, and only made cf
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common wood, Jack managed to keep it 

mended, and Granny’s arm chair, with its 

cushion, gave a comfortable air to the sitting 

room. 

The hamlet of Schulenrode lies at the 

foot of the castle hill or Burg-berg. It con- 

sists of a cluster of some twenty houses, 

where very poor, hard-working German 

peasants live. Here stand the oldest houses 

in this district, and many centuries before 

our time wooden cottages were built on 

this spot, and inhabited by strong able- 

bodied men, with blue eyes and sandy hair, 

whose features may be traced in the fair- 

complexioned children who run about in our 

day. These men belonged to the Saxon 

tribes, and worshipped their own gods. Very 

little is known about them up to the eighth 

century, when Charlemagne commenced 

warring with these Hartz Saxons, and broke 

their idols to atoms. 

He built a school at Schulenrode, and 

endeavoured to establish Christianity on the 

spot. A few of the old grandmothers of this 

B
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district point out the site of the building, 

and narrate legendary stories which have 

been handed down from father to son for 

many generations. 

Trrau Petermann had a famous one about 

a spring which runs through Schulenrode, 

and supplies the inhabitants with pure water. 

Jack was never weary of hearing about it, 

and rarely passed it on Sunday evening in 

the summer time without saying, ‘‘ Granny, 

I should like to hear about the spring.” 

These words made Frau Petermann stop 

in the midst of her walk, beside the road, in 

front of the spring, and reply, “I don’t 

wonder that you like to hear my story, Jack, 

for this is a very marvellous spring, and its 

waters were once supposed to possess healing 

powers. When the people who lived here 

served their idols, they pretended that it had 

been visited by one of their gods, and that 

because of this its waters would cure any 

sort of lameness. Men and women came from 

long distances on their crutches, and always 

managed to leave them behind on the banks,
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for as soon as they stepped into the water 

their limbs became strong and quite straight. 

At last, so many crutches were left behind 

that a brewer collected them and carried them 

away to his brewery, and employed them to 

light the fire that brewed his beer. [rom 

that moment the stream lost its healing 

power, and it has never returned.” 

“Tt cannot be a true story, Granny,” was 

Jack’s usual reply; “but I like to hear it. 

If the people had known about Jesus in 

those days how they would have loved Him. 

Did they really believe that their gods would 

help them, and that the waters would heal 

them ?” 

«‘Yos, dear,” replied Frau Petermann. 

Tt wasa mistaken faith, and it was for want 

of knowing better. Lut what was more 

‘sad than this, was that these people used to 

burn their children cn their heathen altars.” 

“Oh, Granny, how dreadful!” answered 

Jack. “I wish they had known about 

Jesus. ‘They wanted a real angel to step 

down into the pool before it could heal them. 

B 2
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It seems impossible for people to believe in 

wooden idols.” 

“To you, my boy, it docs,” answered 

Frau Petermann; “but not to these poor 

creatures, who were ignorant about the 

Saviour having died on the cross, Lad, 

we ought to be more thankful than we are 

to know that we have a living, loving God 

in heaven.” 

Jack and his grandmother were not very 

rich; in fact, they were very poor. Frau 

Petermann had a rough, hard life, like all 

the other women in the Hartz district. She 

worked from five o’clock in the morning 

until six o’clock in the evening during the 

summer months, and was rarely seen with- 

out a large basket, shaped like a pannier, 

strapped on her back, and thus laden she 

went up to the mountains every day. Some- 

times she filled her basket with grass, which 

she cut and piled up very high, and then 

carried her load down into the villages 

around to sell. Sometimes she filled it with 

wood or fruit, for cherries are abundant,
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and wild strawberries plentiful. Bilberries, 

too, Frau Petermann had a good sale for; 

when stewed they are a favourite dish with 

the Germans, and as there are numbers 

of visitors frequenting Hartzburg during 

the summer months, there is no lack of 

customers. 

Gathering fruit, cutting grass, carrying 

heavy baskets of wood, and stooping for 

many hours in a burning hot sun made 

Granny Petermann a_ prematurely old 

woman. With her utmost endeavours she 

could only earn from ninepence to one 

shilling a day, and this, with Jack’s weekly 

stipend, which amounted to three shillings, 

was all they had to keep house with during 

the summer, and to save out of for cold 

winter days, when no work was to be had, 

and the snow lay deep upon the ground. 

We must now explain how Jack earned 

his wages. 

About a mile from Schulenrode, through 

the Radau valley, so named from the river 

which rushes along over stones and mosses,
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is a large quarry. The stone which is 
obtained from them is used for paving and 
macadamising roads, and is sent in large 

quantities by the railway to the principal 

towns of Norihern Germany. Some of the 
men sit in huts by the road-side, squaring 

the paving stones. They work with a thick 

glove over the right hand, and ean earn 

one shilling and ninepence a day. 

Children break up the fragments of stone, 

which are used as macadam, and there are 

trucks standing about the quarries, which 

have to be filled during the day. 

Jack was one among a number of boys 

who were engaged in breaking up the 

fragments of stone, and he and _ several 

others united together to fill one truck. 

These trucks go on two wheels, and are very 

originally constructed. They have a stout 

pole running through them that projects 

about six fect behind, and the boy or man 

who pulls the truck along by its shafts, lets 

it tilt backwards on to the pole, and scrape 

along the roads when the impetus becomes
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too great. Unfortunately, the road from the 

quarries into Hartzburg is down-hill, and 

the trucks, when full, run alone, and some- 

times move so quickly that the men and boys 

strain their arms and hands in trying to 

keep them to a moderate pace. 

Jack was not very strong, and he felt this 

hard straining work, for sometimes he had 

not strength enough to stop the truck when 

it was his turn to wheel it, and he often came 

home to Granny looking so pale and worn 

that she was made quite unhappy by the 

sight of his wan face. 

Jack usually sat at the cottage door after 

working hours, with Dolly by his side. He 

loved his books, and never wearied of reading 

aloud to his grandmother, who was always 

pleased to listen to her boy. Sometimes they 

strolled “under the oak trees,” on the very 

hot, long, summer evenings, for it was cool 

beneath the shade of their green leaves. 

“Unter den Eichen,” or under the oak 

trees, is the favourite resort of the Hartzburg 

people; it is a long shady walk, at the en-
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trance to the Radau valley; the river of that 

name adds to the beauty of this spot, and a 

mimic waterfall and charming fountain, have 

been constructed. The grass is very green; 

the paths are wide, and well kept; pleasant 

alcoves, with comfortable seats, are scattered 

about; and a good band of music plays for 

several hours every morning and evening. 

The families around gather here in large 

numbers, the women knit, the men read 

their papers, smoke their pipes or cigars, 

and chat, whilst the young ones play on the 

green and dance to the music. 

Jack and Frau Petermann enjoyed meeting 

their acquaintances, and Granny always com- 

pleted her winter stockings under the oak 

trees. Jack usually stretched himself on the 

grass, for he was too tired to play, and Dolly 

nibbled by his side. The goat had many 

admirers, her hair was so long, and silky, 

and white, and some of the village children 

could not forbear envying their friend Jack, 

and wishing that they had a pretty companion 

of their own as beautiful as Dolly.
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Granny and her boy never remained up 

late, for they began their day so early ; but 

they always thanked God together before they 

separated at night for the mercies he had 

sent them, and asked strength of Him for 

the future. Frau Petermann’s prayers were 

simple but heartfelt, and since Pastor Brauns’ 

sermon she had added this petition: ‘‘ My 

God, help me to teach old Margaret to love 

Jesus, and don’t let Jack and me be ashamed 

to confess Him before men.”
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OLD MARGARET. 

Op Margaret must have a chapter to herself. 

There were some in the village who thought 

this aged woman wanting in sense. It was 

not so; she had been a respectable servant 

once, but sickness had obliged her to leave 

her situation, and for the last ten years she 

had earned a bare subsistence. Thus poverty 

and eare had somewhat dulled her perceptions. 

During the summer the money she gained 

by taking care of the geese supplied her with 

common necessaries, and how she lived in the 

winter she hardly knew herself. Frau Peter- 

mann was her only true friend besides Sally, 

who took her place on Sunday at dinner-time. 

Old Margaret was not a woman to make 

many acquaintances; her temper was so 

irritable that often she did not speak civilly 

to anyone who crossed her path; conse- 

quently, these neighbours who might have
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given her an occasional dinner contented 

themselves by paying her a weekly pittance 

for taking care of their geese. 

When our story opens old Margaret lived 

in a kind of shed, which stood in the corner 

of a field bordering on the Harta forest. 

The poles which formed it were covered with 

the bark of the fir tree; the shape of it was 

conical ; in fact, it had been left there by a 

chareoal-burner. Tie knew the old woman, 

and pitied her hard life; he thought that. his 

quaint-like dwelling would be far preferable 

to the out-house where she had hitherto lived, 

so he gave her his hut, and the furniture in 

it, when better and richer days dawned upon 

him. We had laid some thick boards over 

the grass, and double-lined the sides of his 

hut, or it would not have proved a sufficient 

protection when the winter snows fell. 

Margaret thankfully removed to her new 

home, en really was very grateful to the 

kind chareoal-burner. The hut stood in a 

sheltered nook, being protected by the castle 

‘hill, and she always burned a wood fire when
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her day’s work was over. She did not mind 

about the air creeping through the crevices 

in summer, but she dreaded the cold weather, 

when for days together she cowered over her 

wood fire, not daring to face the bleak wind, 

and barely existing on a scanty supply of 

black bread. 

Old Margaret drove the geese, as we have 

said, in summer; the remainder of the year 

she sold cut grass, went errands for the 

neighbours, weeded in the fields, or chopped 

wood in the forest. 

~ We must now explain what driving the 

geese means, and in order to do this we will 

speak of the habits of the people who live in 

the district of the Hartz. 

Many of the inhabitants keep cows and 

geese in small out-houses adjoining their 

cottages, which they send out every day 

to feed. ‘The cows are collected thus. Soon 

after six o’clock in the morning a woman or 

the cowherd blows a horn, which isthe signal 

for every one who keeps cows to open thieir 

gate and turn them out. The cows stand in
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the road until their companions join them ; 

they usually wear a wooden collar round their 

necks, with a bell suspended to it. The dis- 

tant sound of the bells steals sweetly on the 

ears of those who are wandering on the 

mountains, or resting beneath the shade of 

the fir trees. 

Jack and Granny liked to be on the castle 

hill when the cows were feeding in the plain 

below; the music of the bells soothed them, 

though it sometimes made them almost sad. 

The old woman wandered away imperceptibly 

in her chat with her grandson, when she 

heard the distant sounds, into higher regions, 

and spoke to him of the beautiful music he 

would hear when the great multitude round 

God’s throne shouted, ‘ Alleluia: for the 

Lord God Omnipotent reigneth.” 

Yhe cowherd who takes charge of the cattle 

has two dogs with him; he collects the cows 

from the lower end of the village, and they 

inerease in numbers as he moves slowly on 

towards the mountains, and very often more 

than one hundred are committed to his
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charge. They are small, brown animals, 

and have usually very long horns. 

Later on, the calves are collected in the 

same manner; they have a smaller and less 

musical bell fastened round their necks. 

Soon after eight o'clock the geese are 

gathered into a large flock from the different 

houses, and old Margaret took charge of 

them in the days of which we write. She 

wore a short dress made of grey material, 

and had a small shawl pinned over her 

shoulders if the weather were cold or wet. 

On fine days she had no covering on her 

head. She twisted her hair into a knot 

behind, and braided it in front; as it was 

very thin, it did not afford her much pro- 

tection when the sun shone brightly, and 

sometimes she tied a second handkerchief 

over her head, which partially shielded her 

from intense heat or extreme wei. 

The geese remained all day on the Hartz- 

burg commen. When once old Margaret 

had driven them there she was able to lay 

aside her long thin stick, with its handker-



OLD MARGARET. ol 

chief lash, and take to her knitting. If any 

of the geese turned restive, woe be to the 

poor birds, for Margaret’s temper soon waxed 

hot, and a short thick stick which she carried, 

as well as her long pole, descended upon 

their wings. 

Old Margaret was always grumbling, and 

if Sally could spare five minutes during the 

day for gossip, she had to listen to her moans 

and groans; but she was such a good-hearted 

girl that she patiently bore with the irritable 

old woman, and tried to brighten her lot by 

telling her the various incidents of her own 

daily life. 

Frau Petcrmann longed to influence 

Margaret for good, she felt that if she 

could induce her to cast her cares on Jesus 

she would endure her hard life and its many 

privations more bravely; but Margaret had 

an idea that, because she lived without 

quarrelling and fighting, God had no fault 

to find with her, and it would come all right 

at last. Granny could not persuade her that, 

as she sat on the Harizburg common and
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watched her geese and knit her stockings, 

she might be holding communion with God, 

and getting strength from Him to fulfil her 

daily duties to His honour and Iis glory.
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CHAPTER IV. 

THE EDELMANN FAMILY. 

A pretty little cottage at Hartzburg had 

been empty for some time, but had found a 

tenant at last, and a few days before our 

story commences the family had settled in. 

Tt consisted of a man, his wife, and daughter 

Minnchen. 

Herr Edelmann took a long lease of this 

cottage, which was built of wood, and was 

situated on the high road. The front door 

was entered by a pretty little garden; the 

kitchen faced it, and was only used for cook- 

ing purposes, for the family room was next 

to;it. There was a best parlour up-stairs, 

only used on Sundays and gala occasions. 

It had three windows in it, two of which 

looked towards the castle hill and the line of 

the Hartz mountains, and the third into the 

high road. The parlour had a clean floor, 

with a square of carpet in the centre. In one 

corner stood an iron stove on a slab of stone, 

Cc
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which had two long flues ; it was about four 

feet high, and contained three shelves shut 

in by iron gates. Here Frau Edelmann 

kept her plates warm when she had a party 

in the winter, and in summer it served her 

for a store cupboard. 

There were three wooden tables in this 

best parlour, an antique chest of drawers, 

an old-fashioned sofa, and a small mirror 

between the windows. The walls were hung 

with engravings in black wooden frames, 

and some of the subjects which they repre- 

sented were very qnaint, and spoke of many 

years ago. 

The family sitting-room had only one 

large table in it, an iron stove, wooden 

chairs, and a brick floor. 

Just across the little garden were the dairy 

and the cowhouse, and behind them lay the 

kitchen garden, which occupied the greater 

part of Herr Edelmann’s time. 

Minnchen was a girl of eleven years of 

age, a smiling, round-faced, bright-eyed, 

xosy-cheeked damsel, who was always busy,
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ever ready to help her mother, and proud of 

being able to assist in domestic work. She 

longed for the day to come when she would 

be allowed to churn the butter and milk the 

cows, for her mother considered that she 

was only old enough to sweep and clean the 

rooms when we first make her acquaintance. 

When Minnchen acted the part of a little 

servant she wore a short brown frock, with a 

black and white jacket, blue apron, and grey 

knitted stockings. It was amusing to see her 

make her mother’s bedroom tily, or sweep 

out the best parlour; she used a queer old 

broom for the purpose and a large bird’s 

wing, which served as her dusting brush. 

She wore wooden shoes in the kitchen, but 

when she swept the best parlour she took 

them off and paddled about in her stockings. 

As soon as the day’s work was done in 

summer she put on a light-coloured print 

dress, plaited her hair up neatly, and pinned 

on a bright-coloured check shawl over her 

shoulders. 

Frau Edelmann and her little daughter 

c 2
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were very industrious; the mother taught 

her child to value time, and to take care of 

the golden minutes, and Minnchen profited 

by the good example set her. Herr and 

Frau Edelmann were very proud of their 

only child, but did not spoil her by over- 

much indulgence, and the little damsel was 

obedient and attentive to them, and very 

loving and tender in disposition though way- 

ward in temper. 

Her father was a quiet, hardworking man, 

who, like her mother, was never idle. He 

rose early every morning to clean out the 
cowhouse, milk his cows, and cut the 

vegetables in his garden, which he sold to 
the inmates of the bathing establishments 

that were full of visitors during the months 
of June, July, and August. 

Although the Edelmanns were a happy 
family in themselves, there was one thing 
that was needed to complete their joy: 
they wanted Jesus to be in their midst. 
They did not care about God; they did not 
acknowledge His daily care; they never
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prayed for Tis blessing to rest upon them. 

There was no difference made in their home 

between the Sunday and the working days, 

and neither Herr Edelmann, nor his wife, 

nor Minnchen had ever been summoned to 

God’s house by the sound of the bell. 

On Sunday morning Minnchen made haste 

to finish her work, and her mother and father 

were even quicker than usual, so that by 

twelve o'clock the duties of the day were 

completed, and they were attired in their 

best clothes, ready to receive company or go 

out for the afternoon. If friends came to 
visit them during the long summer days they 
dined at noon, and as soon as dinner was 
over they adjourned to the large tree in front 
of the door, where comfortable seats were 

placed: the husbands usually smoked, and 
their wives and daughters knitted stockings 
while they chatted merrily together and 
drank their coffee. As soon as the heat of 
the afternoon was passed they walked to one 
of the cafés on the top of the mountains, 

where they supped, and returned home in
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the cool of the evening singing, not hymns 

of praise to God, but jovial songs. 

In the winter, instead of the supper on the 
mountains, they danced or played at some 

game in the best parlour, and often fre- 

quented the theatre, for even Hartzburg has 

its small theatre, which is a place of frequent 

resort for the richer as well as the poorer of 

its inhabitants and visitors. 

Of course Herr Edelmann sent his cows to 

pasture with the great drove, and Minnchen 

very much enjoyed opening the gate and 

driving them out into the road every morn- 

ing. Inthe summer evenings she sat under 

the great tree in the garden, waiting to catch 

the tinkling of the bells which broke the 

stillness around. The little girl could not 

understand how the animals knew their way 

home, and so persistently refused to go one 

step beyond their own gate. 

Minnchen soon made friends with the 

village children, and she and Jack began to 
nod to one another, and exchange a few 

words of greeting. Dolly excited the little
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girl’s admiration, and after some weeks she 
ventured to stroke her silky hair. Then she 
watched the tidy old lady whom Jack 
always accompanied on Sunday to church, 
though it never entered into her head that 
she ought to be going there too, and that it 
was God’s day, to be devoted to His service. 
As soon as she had seen Frau Petermann 
and her boy pass the gate she resumed her 

occupation, which had been disturbed for a 
moment in order to give Jack a nod. 

The days between July and August passed 
quickly along, haymaking was over by the 

last week in July, the harvest commenced 
the first week in August, the fruit ripened, 
and Hartzburg was full of visitors who had 
come to spend the summer months among 
the mountains,
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CHAPTER VY. 

MINNCHEN’S BIRTHDAY. 

“ Minncuen’s birthday is on Wednesday,” 

said Herr Edelmann to his wife, ‘what treat 

shall we give her? We cannot have a party 

just now, so I think we had better go to the 

mountains after dinner and spend the re- 

mainder of the day. What do you say to 

this plan, my child ?” 

‘Oh, father,” replied Minnchen, “TI should 

like to go out with youand mother, but there 

is one boy I shall want to have with me. 

His name is Jack, and he has a goat called 

Dolly, and I should like to invite Jack and 

Dolly to dine here.” 

‘Who is Jack ?” asked Herr Edelmann. 

“T can tell you,” replied his wife; ‘he is 

the grandson of Frau Petermann, a tidy and 

respectable old woman, who often comes to 

sell me wild strawberries and bilberries. I 

like her very much, and I know that Jack is 

a nice well-behaved boy, for he is always so
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kind to his grandmother, and takes such good 
eare of her.” 

“‘ Where do they live?” 

“At Schulenrode. Jack told me so,” 

answered Minnchen ; “he works at the quar- 

ries.” 

“¢ How came you to know this boy, Minn- 

chen?” asked her father. 

**T’ve seen him on Sunday with his grand- 
mother, and have often spoken to him in 

the evening, for lie always passes here after 
his work is done, and sometimes looks so 

tired, that I am quite sorry for him,” said 

Minnchen. 

“You may invite the lad to spend your 

birthday here,” replied Herr Edelmann, “1 

see you have found a companion after your 

own heart in Jack, but I think he had better 

leave his goat at home.” 

“No, no ; please father, as it is my birth- 
day, do let Dolly come, she is so beautiful 

and so well-behaved.” 

Herr Edelmann smiled. ‘The goat may be 
included in your invitation, Minnchen, as you
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wish it so much,” he answered; “ they may 

come to dine here, and after we have drank 

our coffee we will walk up to the Molken- 
haus, and have our supper there. Dolly will 
enjoy nibbling the fresh grass on the top of 
the mountain, while you children have a 
game of play.” 

Minnchen clapped her hands with delight, 
and danced round the room in glee. In the 
midst of her rejoicings a knock came at the 
front door, and Frau Petermann entered with 
a basket of freshly-gathered bilberries, which 
Frau Edelmann had ordered her to bring the 
previous day. 

As soon as Minnchen recognised the old 
lady, she called out: ‘Jack’s to come on 
my birthday.” 

Frau Petermann looked as if she did not 
quite understand what Minnchen said, so her 
mother hastened to explain that her little 
daughter wished to have Jack and his goat to 
spend the birthday with her, if his grand- 
mother would consent to the arrangement. 

Granny was only too glad to say “Yes.” It,
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was such a new thing for her boy to have a 
treat, and she thanked Frau Edelmann for 
her kindness, and promised that Jack should 
have a half-holiday, and leave the quarry in 
time for dinner, 

That evening, Minnchen waited impatiently 
for Jack to return home from work, and 
could not help going into the road many 
times to sce if he were coming. As soon as 
she spied him walking slowly along, and 
looking very tired, she ran to mect him, 
and screamed out, “Jack, you are to spend 
my birthday here, and go to the mountains, 
and have supper, and Dolly, too.” 

Jack’s pale face flushed rosy red, and his 
eyes brightened with delight, for he had 
never been invited out to dine before. TIe had 
had the Sunday school treat to look forward 
to once a year, but not a dinner in the middle 
of the day at a strange house, and one which, 
compared with his grandmother’s, seemed so 

much finer, 

Frau Petermann and her grandson had a 

new topic to discuss that evening. How they
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hoped the weather would be fine for the birth- 
day outing. Jack asked Granny if she 

thought his clothes would do, and Granny 
replied, “ Yes, for the Edelmanns know you 

are a poor boy.” 

“What can I give Minnchen for a birth- 
day present ?” asked Jack. 

“ You must rise early,” said Granny, 
“and go to the mountains, and gather a 

plate-full of fresh strawberries.” So the 

matter was arranged. 

Jack received his invitation on Saturday, 

and he could not keep his thoughts from 
wandering many times on the Sunday. 

Monday and Tuesday dragged slowly 

along, and Wednesday, the important birth- 

day, arrived at last. Jack was up and dressed 
by four o’clock. He knelt in prayer to God, 

and did not omit to thank Him for his new 

friend, for the boy had a habit of talking to 
his Heavenly Father about every event of 

his life ; and could not live without commend- 

ing himself to the keeping of Jesus. He 

then unfastened Dolly, and bid her come with
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him to the mountains to find strawberries for 
Minnchen. 

Jack was home again by five o’clock with 
atempting plate of fruit, which Frau Peter- 
mann promised to take to his little friend, and 
away he went to work at the quarry. He 
thought the hours between six and twelve 
would never pass away, he so longed to com- 
mence his half holiday. 

A happier couple never trod the Schulen- 
rode road than Jack and Dolly on Minnchen’s 
birthday. The goat appeared to catch some 
of her master’s pleasure, for she gambolled 
and frollicked round him, and would not run 
quietly by his side. 

Dinner was just ready when they reached 
their destination, and Minnchen was waiting 
for her visitors at the gate. Dolly was tied 
to the great tree in front, and the children 
entered the house. A few minutes later Jack 
and Minnchen with Frau Edelmann and her 
husband were seated round the table. Jack 
had never eaten such a dinner before in his 
life; the sou. was rich, the boiled beef tender,
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the roast pork had delicious crackling, and 

a plum pudding crowned the feast. Frau 

Edelmann cut him a large slice of it, and told 

him to eat it all. 

The boy would fain have put half into his 

pocket for Granny, but she had cautioned him 

not to ask for anything, but to take all that 

was given to him without making a remark. 

As soon as dinner was over, Minnchen took 

Jack into the best parlour to show him her 

birthday table, which had been set out early 

in the morning. 

In the centre of it a beautiful cake was 

placed, which had been sent to her by her 

Uncle from Hanover. It was covered with 

iced sugar, and ornamented with little figures. 

Jack thought it must be a wedding cake, for 

he had once seen one like it in the pastry- 

cook’s shop at Hartzburg. 

The table was literally covered with pre- 
sents. Minnchen’s mother gave her a new 

dress; her father an enormous doll; and her 

uncles and aunts from long distances had not 

forgotten her. Jack’s strawberries were there
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too, and a nosegay of wild flowers, which 
Frau Petermann had gathered. 

Eleven small candles stood at equal dis- 

tances round the table, and Minnchen lighted 

them all to show her friend that she had com- 

pleted her eleventh birthday, whilst a twelfth, 
which was much larger, remained unlighted 
and proclaimed the year on which she had 
entered. 

When the children had duly admired the 
many pretty presents, they sat down to look 

at the picture books which liad been given ; 

by the time they had examined the coloured 

prints, and passed their opinion upon them, 

they heard Frau Edelmann call them to 

come and take their coffee, and then start 

away for the excursion. 

Minnchen called back, “We are coming 

” so the books were 
carefully laid on the table, and the children 

went back to the usual sitting-room, and 

in a moment, mother ;’ 

having each drunk a cup of coffee, Dolly was 
unfastened and ihe little party were soon 
passing under the oak trees,
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CHAPTER VI. 

TUE TRIP TO THE MOUNTAINS. 

&Tlave you ever been up to the Molkene 

haus, Jack?” asked Herr Edelmann, as 

they walked along the road. 

“ Yes, sir, many times,” replied the boy; 

“some of the best strawberries lie close by 

the dairy, and the bilberries grow thickly in 

the adjoining wood,” 
*‘ Then vou had better be our guide,” said 

Minnchen’s father, kindly; “for I am not 

quite sure that I know the nearest way. 

Kfow long will it take to walk there ?” 

“ About an hour, sir,” answered Jack, 

“if we go up all the short cuts, along where 

the cows sometimes go.” 

It was a beautiful walk through the Radau 

valley to the border of the Hartz forest, and 

in about twenty minutes the outside paling 

which runs round it, was reached. This 

fence is placed to guard the cattle in the
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villages from the inroads of the wild boar. 
Jack opened the gate, and when Herr 
Edelmann, his wife, Minnchen, and Dolly 
had passed through he closed it carefully 
again. 

The day was intensely hot, but the foilage 
of the pines afforded cool shade nearly the 
whole length of the walk. The little party 
did not hurry along, and it was nearly a 
hour and a half before the Molken-haus was 

reached. Here is a very large dairy, and it 
is a great place for making Hartz cheeses. 
A farmer resides in a house close to the 
dairy during the summer, and he furnishes 
dinner, coffee, or supper to the many pe- 
destrians who pass this way on their road 
to the Brocken, the highest mountain in the 
Hartz, as well as to the inhabitants and 
visitors at the various villages round, who 
enjoy an occasional walk, or ride on a mule 
as far as this point. 

As soon as the dairy was reached, Herr 
Edelmann selected a table, round which were 
placed several chairs. Frau Edelmann took 

D
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one, Minnchen a second, and as soon as Jack 
had tethered Dolly to a tree he came and 
sat down by his little friend’s side. When 
Herr Edelmann had ordered fresh milk, he 
lighted his long pipe and occupied the chair 
next to his wife, and Jack and Minnchen 
being left to themselves, began to converse. 
In the course of the conversation Jack told 
the little maiden about his daily work, his 
kind old grandmother, that they were very 
poor, and that Dolly had been bought the 
last summer with some money that Granny 
had saved during harvest time; and he also 

said that, if it had not been for the supply of 
milk she afforded them in the intense cold of 
the last winter, poor Granny would only have 
had black bread and snow water to exist on. 

After the children had drained their cups 
empty twice, they sauntered along to the 
Monkseliff, which is about five minutes’ 
walk from the Molken-haus. Here they 
enjoyed an exquisite scene. The atmosphere 
was extremely clear, and the dark outline of 
the trees was finely marked against the blue
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sky. The grasshoppers were chirping in a 

little field to the right of where the children 

stood, and they listened for a moment to 

their loud singing, which intermingled with 

the distant sound of the cow bells. After- 

wards they moved on to a little rock, and 

looked down into the Ecker valley, which 

lay in a deep gorge, and the river of that 
name ran chattering and bubbling through 

it. 

Jack and Minnchen were evidently im- 

pressed by the scene, for they scarcely spoke 

to one another for several minutes. 

At last Jack heaved a deep sigh, and 

turning to his little companion, said, ‘I 

wonder—” and there he stopped. 

“What do you wonder, Jack?” asked 

Minnchen. 

The boy coloured. ‘I forgot,” he an- 

swered. ‘ I am always saying my thoughts 

out loud to Granny. I forgot she is not 

here.” 

“ But won’t you tell me ?”’ said Minnchen, 

half pouting. Remember, it is my birth- 

D2
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day, and every one ought to do what I bid 
them. Now, Jack, what were you going to 
say?” 

“¢T wonder,’ 

“7 wonder if heaven will look like this, and 

9 answered the boy, timidly, 

if there will be trees there, and rivers, and 
cows, and grasshoppers ?” 

“Ts that all you wonder at, Jack?” said 

Minnchen, looking much disappointed. “T 

never think about heaven ; it would make me 

so miserable. I don’t like people to die.” 

“Oh, Minnchen, do not say that,” an- 
swered Jack, looking very grave. ‘ Would 

you not like to go to Jesus, who loves you?” 
“No,” said Minnchen, stoutly; ‘I’ve 

plenty of people to love me here, and I 

never like to think about anything that 

makes me unhappy. Mother says she is 

miserable if she talks about religion, and I 
feel just the same; so please, Jack, as it’s 
my birthday, let us laugh instead of being 

sad. The cows are coming home, and after 
we have looked at them we will take Dolly 
for a run.”
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Jack turned in the direction to which 
Minnchen pointed, and saw the forty cows 
which belonged to the farmer coming slowly 

up the hill. Minnchen and Jack waited for 
them and followed them into the large cow 

house, and watched them being milked. 
By this time many people, tempted by 

the beautiful evening, had strolled up from 
different directions, and the chairs and tables 
under the trees were almost all occupied. 

Herr Edelmann ordered supper as soon as 
Jack and Minnchen appeared; and while it 

was being prepared they joined several other 
children in a round game, and Dolly was 
left in peace and quietness. 

So the evening wore on until eight o’clock 
came. Then Herr Edelmann and his wife, 

the children and Dolly, prepared to walk 
home. Jack took leave of his kind friends 
at the corner of the lane that turned up to 

Schulenrode, and reached his grandmother's 

cottage soon after nine o’clock. When he 
had put Dolly to bed he narrated every 
detail of the day’s enjoyment to Frau
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Petermann. Nor was a description of the 
wonderful dinner which he had eaten for- 
gotten among the other particulars. He 
also mentioned the conversation which he 
had held with Minnchen in the Monkscliff; 

and when he kissed Granny and said “ good 
night,” he whispered, “I must try and 
not keep the gospel all to myself, but tell 
Minnchen about it. She has not been 
taught to honour the Saviour. I hope I 
shan’t be a coward.”
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CHAPTER VII. 

OLD MARGARET LOSES HER TEMPE 

“Ou, Granny,” cried Jack, running home 
to Frau Petermann a few evenings later, “I 
have just seen Minnchen, and she says that 
her father is very angry with old Margaret, 
for she has nearly beaten one of his geese to 
death.” 

“T did not know that Herr Edelmann 
sent his geese on to the common,” said 
Frau Petermann. 
“Te has only done so for a few days, 

Granny,” answered Jack; “and now he 
will never trust old Margaret with them 
again, for he declares that she is a wicked 
old woman. Minnchen took me into the 
kitchen to see the poor goose, and its wing 
is broken and its eye hurt. Frau Edelmann 
wrapped it up in flannel, and laid it in front 
of the kitchen fire.” 
“Tam sorry to hear of this,” said Frau
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Petermann. “ Poor old Margaret does not 
improve in temper as she grows older. If 
she trusted in Christ she would be different. 
I must go and see her, and try and make her 
peace with Herr Edelmann before to-morrow 

morning. Dear me, I am so grieved to hear 

your story, Jack. Go and feed Dolly whilst 
I step over and see Margaret, and hear 
how all this came about.” 

Granny walked up the road and reached 

the old woman’s hut ina few minutes. She 
found her sitting with her head in her hand, 
and seemingly buried in thought. 

‘* Well, Margaret,” said Frau Edelmann, 

“how are you?” 
“ Don’t ask me how I am,” answered the 

old woman, sharply. ‘ I know what you’ve 

come about. Herr Edelmann declared that 

all the village should hear that I am a 

wicked old woman, and not fit to be trusted 

with the care of the geese. He said that he 
would try and take away my customers, and 

that he would never let his geese be driven 

by me again.”



OLD MARGARET LOSES HER TEMPER. 57 

Frau Petermann sat down on a wooden 

stool, and asked this question quietly: 

“Margaret, canI help you? I came to see 
how I could make peace for you with Herr 

Edelmann. Tell me how all this trouble 

came about. I did not know that Herr 
Edelmann allowed his geese to go on to the 

common until a few minutes ago.” 

“Tt was only last week that he stopped 

me at his gate, and told me that he wished 

his geese to run with the others. He cau- 

tioned me to treat them kindly, and said 
that he had not allowed them to be under my 

charge before because he thought I did not 
always keep my temper, though he always 

felt that the common and the large pond 
were better for them than being shut up in 

the yard all day.” 

“ Well, what then?” 

‘¢ All went on very well until to-day, when 

the goose that 1s hurt would persist in stray- 

ing away from the others. I kept my temper 

all the way down the road, and as soon as I 

got them safely on to the common it per-



58 THE BOY WHO WONDERED. 

sisted in running close under the hedge, 

instead of keeping with the flock. At last I 

grew so angry that I gave it a good knock. 

I struck it harder than I expected.” 

“Oh, Margaret, it’s the old story, your 

temper getting the better of you,” said Frau 

Petermann, sadly. 

‘Well, I suppose it is, but I really was 

very sorry for what I had done, and I got 

Sally to mind the flock whilst I carried the 

poor bird home. You have no idea how 

anery Herr Edelmann was. He called me 

bad names, and would not give me time to 

speak, though I wanted to tell him that I 

would try and save up to buy him another 

bird in its place; but he went on so awful 

at me that I grew angry, and declared he 

might take his geese out himself, and that I 

wished I had killed the lot. This made him 

still more angry, and he said that I was a 

wicked old woman, and he would let everyone 

know my true character. I’ve been here 

longer than he has; he dare not take away 

my means of living.”



  

  
MARGARET AND HER GEESE. 

page 58.



OLD MARGARET LOSES HER TEMPER. 59 

‘Oh, Margaret, I’m very sorry to hear 
this history,” said Frau Petermann; “you 
know what you have met with before, be- 
cause of your temper. If you loved Jesus, 
you would be kind to the dumb animals 
which God has made.” 

“ Don’t preach to-day, Frau Petermann,” 
said old Margaret, crossly, “ ’ve enough to 
bear without that.” 

“‘But, Margaret, just answer me_ this 
question. Were you right to let your temper 
conquer you?” asked Granny, kindly. 

“TI tell you I was sorry. It was Herr 
Edelmann who made me cross again.” 

“Herr Edelmann might have been less 
violent, perhaps,” said Frau Petermann; 
“but put yourself in his place, and imagine 
that he had hurt one of your geese. What 
would you have said ?” 

Old Margaret was silent. 

“Now, come with me, and beg Herr 
Edelmann’s pardon,’ continued Granny, 
“and before we go we will ask God to 
help us to say the right thing to him.”
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“I go and beg his pardon, after he called 
me such bad names! Never!” answered 
Margaret. “TI had rather die of starvation 
than ask him to forgive me.” 

“Oh, Margaret, what am I to do?” said 
Frau Petermann, almost crying. ‘ How is 
it that I cannot teach you something about 
that gospel which tells us to bear and to 
forbear, and to forgive as we hope to be 
forgiven ?” 

Old Margaret looked almost ashamed of 
herself, and answered more quietly, “ You 

are very good to come to me, neighbour, and 

I know you mean to be kind, but I can’t 
have anything to do with your religion. I 
shall come straight at last. God will not 
expect much from an ignorant old woman 
like me.” 

“ Margaret, your excuses will avail nothing 
when you stand before God. He will not be 
satisfied unless you give yourself to Him. 
You are withholding from your heavenly 
Father that which He has a right to claim 
from you, for you are not your own, but
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have been bought with the precious blood of 
Christ ; and yet you refuse to follow Him.” 
“You are beyond me now, Frau Peter- 

mann. It’s no use talking to me, as I’ve 
told you many times; leave me to go my 
own way. I’m sure I’m obliged to you for 
all that you’ve done. As for Herr Edel- 
mann, he must go his way, and I’ll go mine; 
he won’t find it so easy to run me down.” 

Frau Petermann left old Margaret’s house 
with a heavy heart, and went to Minnchen’s 
parents, whom she entreated not to make the 
matter public, telling them that old Margaret 
had no other means of subsistence but that 
which she earned with her own hands. 

Herr Edelmann was not an unkind man, 
though very irritable; he readily promised 
all that Frau Petermann asked, and Granny 
walked back again to old Margaret to tell her 
the good news, and then she returned home 
feeling much fatigued. 

Jack and his grandmother chatted over 
the events of the evening, and before they 
separated for the night Frau Petermann
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prayed for Margaret, and besought God to 
induce her to accept the gospel of Christ. 

The next morning Margaret passed along 
the road driving her geese as usual. In 
spite of her pretended unconcern, she was 
very glad to go by Herr Edelmann’s house 
without seeing him. As she sat at her 
knitting on the common that day, while 
her geese were feeding, she could not help 
thinking that there must be something very 
wonderful about God and Christ if her love 
to them could make Granny Petermann take 
so much trouble on her behalf. 

Frau Petermann had gained a step when 
she made old Margaret thus think within 
herself,
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CHAPTER VIII. 

MINNCHEN MAKES AN APPOINTMENT. 

“ Morner,” said Minnchen, entering the 
kitchen one Saturday morning, “I was 
talking to Jack last night about the church 

and the Sunday school. He says that he 
likes attending them both, because he hears 
about Jesus, and that it does not make 
him sad, but much happier. May I go 
to church with Frau Petermann next 

Sunday ?” 

“Tf you care about it, you may,” replied 
Minnchen’s mother; “but I do not think 

that either the church or the Sunday school 
are much in your way. You will have to 
sit very still, and hear about grave things 
which will not interest you much. There is 

plenty of time for you to think about religion 

when you grow older.” 

“But, mother, Jack says nobody ought to 

put off loving Jesus, for that children are his
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lambs, and Tic calls himself the Good Shep- 

herd, and is unhappy if his little lambs do 

' not love him.” 

Frau Edelmann did not know how to 

answer Minnchen; so, by way of getting 

rid of more questions, she said, “ Child, 

you may go to church if you like, but mind, 

if you are tired or cross when you return 

home, it is your own fault and not mine. 

You must sit still.” 

Minnchen was satisfied; she waited at 

the gate for Jack to come past at least half 

an hour before there was any probability of 

his appearing after his day’s work was over, 

and he had deposited his truck of stones in 

the village. 

As soon as the little maiden saw her play- 

fellow in the distance she ran to meet him, 

and seized him by the hand, saying, “Jack, 

mother says I may go with you and Frau 
Petermann to church on Sunday; but she 
does not believe that I shall like it one bit, 

for I shall have to sit so still, and I am 

never still at home. Mother thinks, too,
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that there is plenty of time for me to learn 

about Jesus when I grow older.” 

““Granny does not say that to me,” 

answered Jack. ‘She only teaches me to 

love the Saviour early. She says that when 

people get old they do not care to love him 

any more than when they are young. Old 

Margaret always tells Granny that she is 

too tired to think about religion after a hard 

day’s work.” 

“¢ But Jack, Margaret is really wicked ; she 

killed our goose,” said Minnchen, gravely. 

‘¢ Are you always good?” asked Jack. 

“No, not quite always,” replied truthful 

Minnchen. “ But that has nothing to do 

with Jesus, for father and mother look after 

me and scold me, and they forgive me if I 

say that I am sorry.” 

“ But don’t you know, Minnchen, that 

you make God very sorry when you are 

naughty ; just as sorry, Granny says, as I 

make her if I am disobedient ?” 

“JT don’t believe that, Jack. God does 

not care about children being naughty ; it’s 

z
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only those who are going to die, and old 
people who need be good.” 

“Your mother must have made a mistake, 
Minnchen, for Granny and Pastor Brauns 
say that God cares just as much about little 

children loving Him and being good as He 
does about grown up people. I wish you 
would come with me to the Sunday-school 
as well as to church.” ; 

“*T cannot promise to do that, Jack; but 

I will go to church with you, if you will call 
for me. Is the service at eight o’clock or 
ten, to-morrow ?” 

“Ten,” said Jack. TI shall not forget 
you, and you'll be sure to be ready. Why, 
Minnchen, you've never been inside the 
Hartzburg church since you’ve been here.” 

“Never, Jack. Don’t you understand 
why ? Mother never goes, and then we 

always have friends on Sundays, or go out; 
but I shall not forget you. Surely those 
are the cow-bells in the distance. The cows 
are coming home earlier than usual, are 

they not?”
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“No,” said Jack. ‘‘ We've been talking 

here so long. How pretty the bells sound, 

Minnchen. I can’t think why they some- 

times make me feel inclined to ery. 

‘“‘ Because you are silly, Jack, and tired. 

I know you work too hard. But see, the 

cows have turned the corner; I must open 

the gates. How I should like to be the 

cowherd to drive them.” §o_ saying, 

Minnchen left her companion. 

Jack followed her, but did not remain 

until the cows passed. He called out ‘ Good 

bye,” and went slowly home to Schulenrode. 

The boy could not explain the reason to 

himself, but as soon as he turned the corner 

towards his home the tears would come. He 

hardly understood whether it was the sound 

of the bells, or the sweet calm still evening, 

or his own sense of weariness that made him 

sosad. Jack had been growing more and 
more tired of late; he felt the strain of 

wheeling his truck home every night. He 

had been unusually depressed all that day, 

and he could not help thinking that some 

BQ
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morning he might wake up and feel too ill 
to do any more work. ‘If it were not for 
Granny and Dolly,” thought he, “I should 
not mind getting out of this hard life and 
living with Jesus, for there is no aching in 
heaven, the Bible says.” 

He dragged his steps slowly home. The 
goat, hearing his footsteps, bounded out to 
meet her master; and Granny called from 
the door, ‘Jack, I’ve such a treat for 
supper!” His sad thoughts soon gave 
way to brighter ones, and when Granny 
brought out a delicious Hartz cheese which 
she had bought for her boy, Jack thought it 
was pleasant to be so loved, and he forgot 
that half-an-hour before he had wanted to 
die. 

After supper Jack told Granny that 
Minnchen was going with them to church 
next morning, and Frau Petermann ex- 
pressed her pleasure, and added, ‘I hope, 
Jack, Pastor Brauns will say some truth 
from God’s Book, which will sink deep into 
the little maiden’s heart.”
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CHAPTER IX. 

MINNCHEN GOES TO CHURCH. 

Mrisncnen was dressed in her Sunday frock, 

eagerly watching for Jack and Frau 

Petermann, long before the time came for 

the service to begin; but she was looking 

forward to a new pleasure, and although she 

had been warned many times by her mother 

that she would grow weary and sleepy long 

before the sermon was finished, she pro- 

tested stoutly that she would enjoy going to 

church. 

The moment that she caught sight of 

Jack and his grandmother turning the 

corner of the road which led from Schulen- 

rode she flew out of the gate and ran to 

meet them. 

Granny smiled at the impetuous child 

who, with a hasty “Good morning,” took 

hold of her grandson’s hand, and said, 

“Jack, here am. I told you I’d be ready
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for you. Tm going to be very good, and sit 
very still. Jack told me you would be very 
angry if I did not behave myself,” she 
added, looking up laughingly into Frau 
Petermann’s face. 

Granny smiled pleasantly back. She 
would have found it hard to withstand that 
merry look, even if she had been so inclined. 

Minnchen tried to walk to church, but 
found it a difficult feat to accomplish, for 
she could not help skipping a few steps in 
advance every now and then in spite of 
Jack’s efforts to hold her back, and induce 
her to move along as steadily as he thought 
proper. 

Minnchen followed Granny, and sat down 
by her side, while Jack took his seat among 
the Sunday-school children. She glanced 
over at the little girls, and when she saw 
them so well behaved she tried to compose 
her limbs into quietness. She listened 
attentively to Pastor Brauns’ sermon. He 
told his congregation about Christ healing 
the sick; but though she was interested for
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the moment, she did not apply the words 
of Jesus to herself, nor Pastor Brauns’ 
remarks on the need that everyone had to 

be healed of their sin. The thought, as 
she sat and heard him preach, that it was 
like a pretty story, to hear what this good 
Christ did, and if she had been sick of 
course she would like to have been cured; 

but she was quite well; she had no aches 

and pains, she hardly remembered ever to 

have had a headache. Her mother was 

quite right: what was the use of her wor- 
rying herself about religion now? There 

was plenty of time when she was quite 
grown up. It certainly was rather dry stuff 
to listen to for such a long time; it could 
not be meant for children, but only for old 
people, and those who were likely to die.” 

Jack joined Minnchen at the church door, 
and the children walked home together in 

advance of Frau Petermann. The boy was 
very anxious to hear how Minnchen liked 
the service, and that he was not altogether 
satisfied with her answers we shall see later.
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“How do you like church, Minnchen ?” 

he asked. 

“ Pretty well,’ answered his companion. 

‘T enjoyed hearing the stories Pastor Brauns 

told about sick people being made well; but 

when he got so serious about Christ I did not 

care to listen. I’m too young and strong to 

want healing.” 

‘* But, Minnchen, supposing that you were 

to be very ill, would you not like to have a 

doctor to cure you. Granny says there are 

other things which need curing besides sick- 

ness. She has often told me that our hearts 

are hard and wicked, and our sins many, 

and that we want curing; and you heard 

Pastor Brauns say that the young ones in 

his congregation wanted healing as well as 

those who are old.” 

“Of course he must say that, Jack,” 

answered Minnchen; “because pastors al- 

ways speak seriously, and ought to do so. 

Mother says they are brought up to preach 

to people.” 

“Qh, Minnchen, that’s not right; we all
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ought to love Jesus, and we all want healing. 

I often ask Jesus to cure me and give me a 
new heart.” 

“T don’t a bit believe you need ask that, 
Jack. You are always fancying that you 
are doing wrong, and you are never 

naughty. JI do not think that what the 

pastor said to-day was meant for you.” 

“Indeed, indeed it was,” replied Jack, 

earnestly. ‘I wish I could make you think, 

dear Minnchen, that you do need healing.” 

Minnchen shook her head and did not 
answer. By this time the children had 

reached Frau Edelmann’s garden gate, and 
the little girl ran in quickly after bidding 

Jack a hasty good-bye, for she saw an old 
friend’s face looking out of window. 

Jack turned back to await his grand- 
mother, who saw that her boy looked 
troubled ; so she asked no questions. 

Old Margaret came in almost as soon as 
they reached home; and after dinner was 
over Jack learnt his lessons for the afternoon 
school. No mention was made of Minnchen
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until Granny and her boy walked out, as 
was their wont every Sunday evening. 

They turned their steps towards a shady 

seat which was placed at one of the 

entrances into the Hartz forest. Here they 

sat down, and could catch the distant sounds 

of the band, which was playing under the 

oak trees, where the great mass of the 

Hartzburg people were congregated, and 

then Jack told Granny of his conversation 

with Minnchen, and how she prided herself 

on her youth and health. And he added, 

“T can’t help thinking there are as many 

young as old who sleep in the cemetery.” 

“Yes, dear,” answered Frau Petermann ; 

‘ death claims all ages as its own.” 

“Let us go home through the cemetery,” 

said Jack, “the walk up there will be 

beautiful this evening. Oh, Granny, if 

Minnchen would but love Jesus I should 

be so glad.” 

“You must pray for your little friend, 

Jack,” answered Frau Petermann; “we can 

all pray. If we are to walk home by the
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cemetery we must start at once. See, the 

sun is already beginning to set. Let us 
go directly.” 

Jack helped his grandmother to rise from 

her seat, and took hold of her hand. They 

turned in the direction of the oak trees, but 

before they came to the band they veered off 

to the right, up a narrow pathway, which was 

the most direct way to the cemetery. 

Jt was prettily situated on a sloping hill 

side ; the roses were blooming on several of 

the graves, andimmortelle garlands hung upon 

many headstones. Here and there were tiny 

gardens, filled with sweet flowers, which 

spoke of love and care lavished by the living 

ones over the dust of those with whom they 

had once associated. There were the graves 

of little children, young men and maidens, 

those in middle life, and the aged. 

Jack and Granny lingered at the cemetery 

for some time, it was so calm and peaceful; 

there was scarcely a sound to be heard, for 

the birds were hushed to rest, the cows were 

home, the geese were housed, the railway did
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not come near enough for its whistle to be 
heard, and no horse’s hoof disturbed the 

profound stillness of that evening. 

Granny and Jack silently pressed each 

others’ hands, and Granny said, impressively, 

“¢ Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord. 

My boy, may you and I, and all whom we 

love, and God’s great family, be found in 

Jesus at last.”
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CHAPTER X. 

PASTOR BRAUNS’ TREAT. 

“Jack, I hope you are invited to Pastor 

Brauns’ treat,” said Minnchen, a few days 

later to her friend. The pastor has been to 

see mother, and ask her to allow me to go 

with him, and all the children in the village 

about my age to drink tea in the Radau 
valley near the waterfall, and we are to have 
music in the evening, and march home with 

our coloured lanterns. 

Minnchen was so eager that it took Jack 
some moments to understand all she said, for 

he was not so quick at comprehension as his 

friend. She was growing impatient, when 

he replied, ‘* Yes, Minnchen, the pastor has 

invited all the boys and girls who work in the 

quarry, and are as old as I am.” 

“That’s capital, Jack,’ answered Minn- 

chen; “ we are to start at three o’clock from 

the place where the band plays, under the 

oak trees,”
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“Jack, you had better come and dine 

here,” called out Frau Edelmann, from the 
kitchen window, who had overheard the 
conversation, which passed between the chil- 
dren, “then you and Minnchen can go to- 

gether.” 

The day was glorious, and Pastor Brauns 

was waiting with his wife to receive his little 
guests under the oak trees. They formed 
themselves into a long line, and walked 
quietly through the Radau valley, past the 
quarries, and came at last to the Radau 
waterfall. 

Pastor Brauns did not linger at the little 

restaurant which supplies coffee and ‘provi- 

sions to the many visitors who come here to 
while away an hour or more in the beautiful 

summer evenings beneath the shady trees 

which overhang the road side, and commands 

a pretty view of the waterfall that comes 

dashing and splashing down the mountain 
side. He conducted the children to a sloping 

green bank opposite to it, up through a little 
bit of pine forest, and then he bade them sit
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down on the ground, for he wanted to say a 
few words to them. 

-There was a little bustle before the children 

were seated; each of them wanted to sit 

beside his or her most intimate friend. They 

formed a pleasing group at last, and ranged 

themselves in a circle round the good pastor, 

who asked them to listen to him attentively. 

He then gave out a pretty hymn, which ran 

thus : 

“ Like a ship in full sail, so buoyant and free, 
Like the clouds which o’ershadow the land and the 

sea, 

Dear children, uncertain may here be your stay, 

The Saviour may call you, and you must obey. 

“The flowrets are pretty, so fragrant in spring, 
When birds in the branches so lovingly sing ; 
Their blosoms may wither, the frost of a night 

Their beauty may tarnish, their sweetness may 
blight. 

* And this is the lesson, dear children, for you, 

To build your best hopes on foundations more true, 

Beyond earthly tempests, in regions more pure, 

Where safe with the Saviour the rest is secure.” 

The children sang these verses softly, and 

their voices echoed sweetly to those who were
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walking along the road. As soon as the last 
notes died away, Pastor Brauns addressed his 
little flock thus : 

“¢ My dear children,—I have not brought 
you here to-day to lecture you, nor to preach 
a sermon, but because I want to give you a 
little pleasure. We may ask God to smile 
upon us as we are sitting here, and we may 

pray to Him to keep us, in all our enjoyment, 
from doing or saying that which will meet 
with our Heavenly Father’s disapprobation. 
Remember, dear little ones, that the hymn 
which we have just sung applies to us all. In 

the midst of life we are in death; we know 

not what a day may bring forth. This time 
last year we sang this hymn, and in the 
twelve months, three who were the merriest 

and gayest amongst us have gone to their 
rest. You may see their graves in the ceme- 
tery. Who can tell how many will pass 
away in the next year? If you love Jesus, 
my children, it does not matter how soon He 
calls youhome. You will be able to say, like 
little Samuel, ‘Speak, Lord, for thy servant
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heareth.’ Children, I love to see you here. 

Tenjoy having you gathered round me, and 

if one word that I have said to-day falls 

on an attentive ear, and on a spirit which 

has hitherto refused to love Jesus, I shall 

be indeed thankful. And now let us pray 

God to help us and bless us.”’ 
Pastor Brauns allowed a few minutes to 

elapse before he rang his bell, which was a 

signal to the landlord at the restaurant that 

he wished coffee to be served. Then the 

clatter of the little voices began, but they 

were hushed in eager expectation as the 

children watched the large cans of coffee 

and great baskets of cake being carried 

up through the pine forest. 

Jack and Minnchen sat side by side. The 
latter had listened to Pastor Brauns, and 

Jack hoped that she would remember his 

words ; but she was so full of excitement that 

the impression passed away with the sound 

of the bell; and she was almost cross with 

Jack because he sat so still. 

There was plenty of cake consumed that 
EF
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afternoon, for the children were very hungry 

after their walk. By the time that the meal 

was over it was nearly six o’clock. 

“You may run about until I ring the 

hell,” said the kind pastor. “ I expect you to 

ittend to my summons, and return at once to 

his spot when I call you.” 

Then the games began. The whole forest 

round echoed with the young voices of the 

children. The cows appeared to be aston- 

ished as they passed along the road, and 

their bells were lost in the merry shouts of 

laughter; even the pine trees would have 

expressed their wonderment had they been 

able to speak. There were screams all round 

them, and merry faces peeped out from their 

grim old trunks playing at hide and seek. 

Some of the boys chased the beautiful but- 

terflies, others captured the enormous grass- 

hoppers which chirped loudly, and jumped 

farther and farther away from their young 

pursuers. A few of the quieter children 

gathered sweet wild flowers, which they wove 

into garlands, and placed on their heads, for
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the little girls wore no hats nor bonnets ; their 

hair was neatly plaited, and only a few of 

them had a_ bright-coloured handkerchief 

pinned over their heads. 

Jack and Minnchen were among the quiet 

ones, for Jack was too tired to run, and 

Minnchen wished him to make her a garland 

to wear. 

About eight o’clock Pastor Brauns rang the 

bell, and in a quarter of an hour his little flock 

were gathered round him. Lach of them 

had a large slice of cake, and afterwards they 

prepared to descend to the restaurant, where 

the band was now playing, and many of the 

parents of the children waiting to receive 

them. 

Pleasant greetings were exchanged between 

Pastor Brauns and his people. Frau Edel- 

mann was there, but not her husband ; he was 

too deeply engaged in business, and Granny 

Petermann did not go, for she was too weary 

with her day’s work to walk so far. 

Minnchen and Jack received a present of 

a coloured lantern from ]'rau Edelmann ; they 

Bw 2
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were sold at the restaurant for twopence or 
threepence, or hired for one penny. Jack’s 

was a great beauty; it was made of green and 

gold paper, and Minnchen’s was variegated. 

Both of them looked smart when lighted up. 
The lanterns were suspended on a long 

stick by means of a little bit of string, so that 

the children could lift them high enough over 

their heads, for them to be seen by all who 

were there. By the time that they were 

lighted, the band struck up a lively tune, and 

in a few minutes the fountain was illumi- 

nated, and presented a bright red appearance. 

As the colour gradually faded away, it looked 

still more beautiful. The water seemed turned 

into snow, and the trees appeared to be 

covered with frost; and as the last faint 

streaks of colour died out, all became dark 

round the fountain, and only the splashing of 

the water was heard, and the outline of the 

pines were visible against the clear sky. 

The band then marched into the road, and 

played merrily while the children, lanterns in 

hand, formed into line, and kept time to the
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music, Their coloured lights looked very 

pretty, and voices, laughter, and merriment 

were heard all along the Radau valley. When 

the quarries were reached, there appeared 

brilliant red, green, blue, and yellow lights. 

A loud hurrah came from the children, and 

those who had their hands unoccupied clapped 

vigerously. At length the oak trees were 

in sight, and as soon as the band reached 

g, and Pastor 
oS) 

Brauns mounted on the raised platform 
the fountain it ceased playin 

usually occupied by the musicians, and 

addressed a few last words to his people. 

Then he wished them good-night, and the 

company dispersed after one more hearty 

clap and shout. 

Jack bade adieu to Minnchen at the corner 

of the road that turned to Schulenrode, and 

was soon at home and in bed, dreaming of 

coffee and cake, the red lights, a storm on 

the ocean, and Minnchen drowning.
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OLD MARGARET DIES. 

“ Wire, four of my geese are dead,” said 

Herr Edelmann, coming into the kitchen 

before breakfast. “ Old Margaret has had 

a hand in it, I know. She shall be punished 

as she deserves.” 

Minnchen and her mother left their work, 

and accompanied Herr Edelmann into the 

yard, where the four geese lay dead. He 

had found them extended on the ground in 

the cowhouse, quite stiff and cold. 

“ But, father,’’ said Minnchen, “ you lock 

the cowhouse door every evening ; how could 

Margaret get ‘in ?” 

‘Where there’s a will there’s a way,” 

replied Herr Edelmann. ‘She could get 

through this hole, Minnchen,’ and he 

pointed to a trap-door. “It’s not large 

enough for the cows to come out of, but 

large enough for old Margaret to enter by.
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This time she will not get over me. I shall 

wait for tlie passing of the geese, and as soon 

as I hear them I shall go to the gate, to be 

ready to give her a bit of my mind.” 

The quacking of the geese announced the 

approach of old Margaret. She came along 

the road very slowly, seemingly guiding her 

birds as usual, but within was burning fever, 

for she was really ill in body and mind. She 

had caught a violent cold one evening, when 

she was overtaken by a heavy storm on the 

mountains, whither she had gone to fetch her 

wood, and this soon told on her weary frame. 

She had gone on with her work, each day 

growing weaker and weaker, and as she 

walked down the Hartzburg road on this 

morning she muttered to herself, “I must 

give in, I can’t drive my geese any more. 

Sally must take my place to-morrow. She 

will soon meet me this morning, I hope. I 

asked her to come as early as possible.”’ 

Herr Edelmann stood at his gate, and 

watched Margaret coming up the road. As 

soon as she drew near enough to hear his
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voice, .he thundered out: ‘‘ You wicked old 

woman, look at my geese lying dead. How 

dare you kill them! The police shall hear 

of this, and you shall spend a few days in 

prison, and see how you will like it.” 

“What do you mean, Herr Edel- 

mann?” asked Margaret, looking very 

much frightened. ‘I have not hurt your 

geese, except that one; and since then I 

have tried to be kinder to the birds.” 

“You won’t come over me,” said Herr 

Edelmann, angrily ; ‘‘ you may expect to see 

the police on the Hartzburg common to take 

you to jail to-morrow.” 

“¢ What do you mean, sir? Pray tell me ; 

T’ve never done any harm to your geese.” 

“You shall hear later,” said Herr Edel- 

mann, turning away into his garden, and 

going on with his work. 

There had been no witnesses to this con- 

versation except Sally, who appeared in sight 

when Herr Edelmann came to the gate, and 

Minnchen and her mother, who stood under 

the tree in the garden.
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As soon as the geese had passed, Frau 

Edelmann joined her husband in the kitchen 

garden. He was busy weeding up some 

strange-looking green weed, which he threw 

on the pathway. 

“ Husband, I am not quite sure that old 

Margaret has had a hand in this business,” 

said Minnchen’s mother; ‘she appeared to 

me to be more surprised than guilty.” 

“J don’t agree with you, wife. If ever I 

saw a guilty woman it was old Margaret; she 

looked quite livid. I shall give notice to the 

police to-day as I return from Brunswick, 

for I am not going to overlook her wrong- 

doing a second time.” 

‘“ But, father, she is such an old woman,” 

pleaded Minnchen. 

“ Old in years and in sin too,my child. But 

we will not talk about her any more. Carry 

that weed to the yard, Minnchen, and give 

it to the geese. I cannot understand why it 

spreads so. I threw a large quantity away 

last night, and it appears to have grown 

again. However, the geese enjoy it.”
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Minnchen was busy cleaning for the next 

two hours, and her mother was churning 

fresh butter to send to Brunswick, so they 

did not observe that the geese looked very 

strange. One of them was lying panting, 

and another, seemingly in great pain, with a 

large green weed hanging out of its beak. 

Minnchen was the first to discover the 

fact, and her exclamations brought her father 

and mother to her side directly. 

“What has happened, Minnchen?” they 

asked. 

“Oh, look, look,” cried she. 

Then they noticed the state of the geese. 

‘They have eaten some poison,” said Herr 

Edelmann. “ Drive the other four into the 

cowhouse, wife; they seem healthy enough ; 

but we shall lose two more. It must be the 

green weed that has killed them.” 

‘And the weed killed those four last 

night,” exclaimed Minnchen. “I saw them 

enjoying it just before I drove them in for 

the night. Old Margaret did not kill them ; 

Tam so glad for Jack’s sake.”
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‘So that is your reason for wishing her 

well!”’ said her father. ‘* Wife, we shall 

have to be saving; it’s no joke to lose six 

geese in twenty-four hours. I must make 

peace with Margaret. Watch for her return 

home, will you, and tell her that the police 

will not be informed. I am sorry I spoke so 

harshly to her. But it’s getting late ; I shall 

lose my train if I do not start at once.” 

There was a great bustle to get the baskets 

ready, and Minnchen and her mother had to 

help to carry the butter down to the station. 

On their return home they met a friend who 

had come from some distance to spend the 

day, so that old Margaret was quite forgotten. 

It was not until the next morning that Frau 

Edelmann said, ‘“‘ Dear me, I forgot all about 

Margaret. 1 meant to have told her that she 

was innocent, but V’ll meet her at the gate. 

Do you know, husband, that our old friend 

said, yesterday, she had known of many 

geese being poisoned by that green weed.” 

We must now see how old Margaret fared 

after she left Herr Edelmann. She was very
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angry at being so falsely accused, but she felt 

almost too weak and ill to contend. As soon 

as she reached the Hartzburg common she 

cowered down in fear and trembling, for one 

thing remained painfully vivid to her heated 

brain, and that was, a policeman would come 

to fetch her. It was a fearful day for the old 

woman; she shivered if a stranger crossed the 

common, and a sigh of relief escaped her as 

the footsteps passed by. So the day wore 

wearily on. Sally helped her home to her 

hut; she almost carried her in, and laid her 

on her wretched bed. The kind-hearted girl 

had resolved to spend the night with her aged 

friend, for she felt assured that she was very 

ill. When morning broke Margaret was 

rambling, and the gaunt spectre which 

haunted her dreams was—a policeman. 

“Go, go!’ she screamed; “I have not 

hurt the birds. Once, only once, I hit one.” 

When the world began to stir, Sally went 

to fetch Frau Petermann, and the latter took 

up her post by the beside, and awaited the 

coming of the doctor, who had been sum-
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moned. He shook his head when he saw his 

patient, and said, * J can do nothing for her. 

She is past human help. You ought to have 

sent for me before.” 

Herr Edelmann stood at the gate, watching 

for the geese to come the next morning. He 

was anxious to atone to Margaret for falsely 

accusing her. ‘‘Where’s Margaret?” he 

asked of Sally, as she passed with her 

noisy charge. 

“Very ill,” replied she; ‘so ill, that I 

don’t believe she will ever get up again.” 

“T am sorry to hear that,” replied Herr 

Edelmann ; “‘ I wanted to see her.” 

‘* She has been feeling ill for several days ; 

but last night she was so much worse that I 

did not leave her, and now Frau Petermann 

is there, and the doctor thinks she will never 

get up again.” 

“Wife, I wish you would go and see 

Margaret some time to-day,” said Herr 

Edelmann, ‘She is not driving her 

geese, and Sally believes she is very ill. 

The doctor thinks she cannot get better.
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I wish I had not said what I did to her 
yesterday.” 

“So do I, husband,” answered Frau 

Edelmann. ‘ Poor old creature,. she has 

had a rough life, I imagine, and enough to 

endure without having any false accusations 

hurled at her head.” 
“Take her some nourishment, wife, and 

mind you tell her that I ask her forgiveness, 

and am very grieved to have been so unkind 

to her.” 

“1 will do my best, husband,” replied 

Frau Edelmann; “and as soon as I have 

finished churning I will go and see her.” 

It was afternoon before Minnchen and her 

mother started away to visit old Margaret. 

They carried a fresh loaf, a pot of butter, and 

a few new-laid eggs with them, to tempt the 

invalid’s appetite, also a bottle of home- 

made wine. The door of old Margaret’s 

hut was opened by Granny Petermann, who 

looked astonished when she recognised who 

were the visiters. 

The sick woman lay on her miserable bed,
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and appeared to be wandering in mind. She 

kept starting up and saying, “Is he coming ? 

I have not killed the geese.” 

‘“‘She has been saying this to me many 

times,” said Granny to Frau Edelmann. “I 

can’t understand what she means.” 

Frau Edelmann did, and informed Granny 

of what her husband had threatened. “Is 

she very ill?” she asked. 

“Very ill, indeed,” replied Granny. “ The 
doctor thinks she will not live through the 

night.” 

‘¢ What brought her illness on?” 

*‘ Hixposure to intense heat, and getting 

very wet. She came down from the moun- 

tain in a heavy thunderstorm, and has daily 

grown more and more ill from the cold which 

she took. Fever has been almost hourly 

increasing, and now she does not know 
me.” 

* Can she take any nourishment ?” 

“ Nothing,” replied Granny. “ Oh, would 

that she had made her peace with Jesus. She 

wants the friend who never fails, Frau Edel-~
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mann. She has always delayed acknowledg- 

ing Him. Now I fear it is too late. She 

has no longer any sense left.” 

“Go home, Minnchen,” said Frau Edel- 

mann, ‘ Get your father his coffee, and you 

may come back later, with Jack, who, I 

suppose, will be here as soon as he returns 

from work. I shall remain with Frau 

Petermann.” 

Old Margaret moaned uneasily, and no 

change for the better took place as hour after 

hour passed. Minnchen met Jack on his 

return, and told him what her mother had 

said; afterwards the children walked towards 

the poor woman’s hut, chatting as they went 

along. 

“ Jack, you are very sad this evening,” 

said his companion. “Do you like old 

Margaret ?” 

“JT think I do,” replied Jack; ‘I shall 

miss her if she dies. I am so sorry for her. 

If she loved Jesus I should not mind so 

much, for heaven would be far better than 

her hard life; but she has always put away
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all thoughts about God, and now perhaps it 
is too late,” and Jack began to cry. 

‘Please don’t cry, Jack,” said Minnchen, 

“or I shall cry too. I am very sorry for 
her.” 

“* Minnchen, will you take warning by 

this, and make Jesus your friend while you 
can? You may be ill and die, and not go to 
heaven because you put off serving Christ 
until too late.” 

“T will try and be religious,” answered 
the little girl; ‘but it’s very difficult to be 
good, and very troublesome.”’ 

By this time the children were near to the 
hut, and as soon as they reached the door 

Jack pushed it open, and they entered. 

‘“ How is she ?”” whispered the boy to his 

grandmother. 

“ Dying,” replied Granny. 

It was quite true. Old Margaret was fast 

sinking. She was wandering still, but not 

about a policeman now. She was a little child 

again, rambling over the dear Hartz moun- 

tains, gathering flowers and wild strawberries. 

@
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So her spirit passed away, and a few minutes 

later Granny, Frau Edelmann, Jack, and 
Minnchen watched by a corpse. 

“Tf it were not for leaving you alone, dear 

Jack, I could say, would God that I had died 

for her,” said poor Granny. ‘ Minnchen,” 

laying her hand on the child’s head, “re- 

member not to put off the day of repentance. 

Give yourself to Christ now; let His service 

be your delight. If you do not make the 

Master your friend and elder brother, death 

may find you, too, unprepared.” 

Frau Edelmann and Minnchen walked 
quietly home. Granny’s words did not fall 

on idle ears, for the mother and daughter 

were softened and thoughtful. When Frau 

Edelmann told her husband all the details of 

old Margaret’s death, he too appeared struck 

with Frau Petermann’s earnestness ; but they 

needed yet more teaching before they surren- 

dered themselves as little children to the 

blessings of the gospel. 

Old Margaret was buried in the cemetery. 

Granny and Jack followed the body to its
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last resting-place, and the boy planted her 

grave with wild flowers, Minnchen helping 

him. 

The charcoal-burner’s hut was pulled 

down, and in a few months the old woman 

was forgotten by all but Frau Petermann 

and Jack. Sally took charge of the geese, 

and thus Margaret’s place was soon filled 

up. 

So is it ever in our world, one dies and 

another rises up to fill the vacant seat. 

@ 2
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CHAPTER XIL 

HARVEST TIME. 

Harvest time in the Hartz mountains is just 
as busy as in England and other places, the 
only difference being that the women do all the 
hard work; they drive the carts, cut the wheat, 
barley, and oats, and bind up the sheaves. 

Granny Petermann had more than enough 

to do during the harvest, and so had Jack, 
for the moment that his work at the quarry 

was over he ran off to the fields to help 
Granny to glean, and by the sale of the corn 

to add to the winter's nest-egg. 

When the end of September came, all the 
fields round Hartzburg were quite bare. 

Granny Petermann sold her corn to Herr 
Edelmann, and thus she had not to carry it 

to the market at Brunswick in order to get a 

good price, which entailed extra expense and 

fatigue. 

Jack and Granny had no need of wheat for
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their own use; black bread was their staple 

food, which is made from rye, and Granny 

found it was quite as cheap for her to buy at 

the baker’s as to heat her large oven, which 

consumed so much fuel before it would bake 

bread. 

Minnchen grew impatient because Jack 

could not wait to speak to her after his work, 

and told him one evening that he was very 

unkind to forget her, and not care to see her. 

Jack only laughed, and declared that he must 

work hard while there was work to be done, 

and lay by a store for the winter, when 

Granny had rheumatism and the quarry was 

snowed up. ‘I must get a good pile of 

wood, Minnchen,” he said, ‘‘ so that we may 

at least be kept warm.” 

The corn was gathered in at last, the 

gleaners had done their work, the wood was 

piled up in a large stack, and Minnchen, as 

we have said, became impatient. 

* Jack, when will you come and play with 

me?” she asked one day, looking almost 

crossly at her young companion.
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“ Very soon now, Minnchen,” he replied. 

“ Dolly’s stable will be full of wood this 

evening, so that if winter sets in quickly and 

the snow falls, Granny will not get cold for 

want of fuel for the stove.” 

Minnchen was satisfied. ‘‘ Then to-mor- 
row, Jack,” she answered, “ you must go 

with father and me to the Sehn Hiitte, for 

the Swiss and his goats are going home in a 

few days.” 

Jack looked very much pleased at the 

prospect of the visiting, and as there was a 

general half-holiday at the quarry on the 

morrow, he arranged to be with Minnchen 

at two o’clock. 

We must explain now what the Sehn 

Hiitte means. It is a pretty little chalet 

kept by a Swiss, who lives there during the 

summer months. He keeps forty goats, 

which pasture on the mountains around, and 

they are brought from his own country 

every summer. He prepares what is called 

molken with their milk; it is considered 

good for invalids, who repair to Hartzburg to
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take it during the warm weather. Some of 

them walk to the chalet, others drink it under 

the oak trees before breakfast. 

The Sehn Hiitte is prettily situated ; it lies 

in a hollow just within the Hartz forest. The 

goats climb up the sides of the hills, and are 

prevented from straying beyond their pre- 

scribed limits, by an invisible wire. The 

balcony ouside the chalet commands a beau- 

tiful scene, and many of the goats are so 

tame that they come to be fed with biscuit. 

A narrow pathway runs up one side of the 

hill close to the house, and from here is a 

splendid echo. This was the spot that Minn- 

chen longed to visit with her little companion 

Jack. 

It took Herr Edelmann and the children 

an hour to walk to the Sehn Hiitte from 

Hartzburg. Jack was very happy; he was 

full of chat by the way, and also interested in 

plying the Swiss with questions and receiving 

answers. He asked him if his mountains 

were as glorious as the Hartz. The stranger 

laughed at the boy as he glanced round upon
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the scene. ‘It is pretty here,” he said, 

“but not like my own land; not to be com- 
pared to my Alps with their everlasting 

snow-tipped peaks, which tower right up to 
the blue sky.” 

Jack and Minnchen helped to drive the 
goats into their sheds, and Minnchen rather 

offended Jack by telling him they were hand- 

somer than his own white Dolly at home. 

“Perhaps you may be right,” answered 

the boy, ‘‘ but not one of them is as good- 
tempered as my Dolly.” 

Minnchen agreed to this, for she loved 

Dolly, though not in the same degree as Jack, 

who looked upon her just like a friend. Ie 

treated her to all his sighs and groans, plea- 

sures and pains, and talked to her as if 

she could understand and sympathise with 

him, and Minnchen declared that if Dolly 

were sad she was sure to find Jack 

sad too. 

When Herr Edelmann had completed his 

business, he called to the children to come. 

Minnchen gave a loud answer, which rang



HARVEST TIME. 105 

round and round, repeating itself again and 

again. 

“ Now Jack,” said the sprightly little girl, 

‘one more shout from you before we go 

down. Call out something funny, Jack. You 
have been so serious to-night.” 

Jack could only laugh and try to obey. 

He shouted Dolly, Dolly, and the word 

echoed, and re-echoed round and round, and 

returned again and again, first loud, and then 

more softly, until another call from Herr 

Edelmann made the children run down the 

hill and join him. 

It was moonlight when Jack reached 

Schulenrode, and the air had grown quite 

chilly. Granny was ready to go to bed, but 

had waited to see her boy return safe and 

sound, and Dolly was sitting by her side. 

Jack told her about the snow mountains in 

Switzerland, and Granny thought that they 

must be very wonderful. “ But after all I 

don’t believe Jack,” added she, “that I 

should find them prettier or grander than my 

own dear Hartz. very one likes their own
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eountry best. I have looked on these moun- 

tains all my life, and have learnt to admire 

every stone. It is right for the Swiss to love 

his own land the best, and God loves them 

all, for He made them, and if we could only 

remember Him when we look on his beau- 

tiful world, we should be much happier.” 

“So we should, Granny,” replied Jack, “1 

wish that Minnchen would love to think 

about God a little bit more; but she gets 

almost angry with me if I speak about reli- 

gion.” 

“Praying is better than speaking, my 

boy,” said Granny, kindly. ‘ Pray for your 

little companion, and ask God to help you 

to speak the word in season at the right time. 

Good night.”
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CHAPTER XIII. 

WINTER. 

Writer in the Hartz is intensely cold. The 
villages lie covered with snow, the roads are 
almost impassable for carts and carriages, the 
fir trees are heavily weighted, and the chil- 
dren have sledges. Many of them skate from 
their homes to school, over the hard frozen 

surface of snow. Old men and women al- 
most fear to move out, lest some accident 

should befall them, but the young ones enjoy 

the fun. Minnchen liked the cold better than 

Jack, because she was more thoroughly pro- 
tected against the cutting wind with warm 
furs. 

At the end of November the quarries were 
abandoned, and Jack’s work ceased until 

spring. By this time Jack and Minnchen 
had grown into warm friends. Jack had 

prayed earnestly for his new friend, and 

God had heard his prayer. Granny had
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encouraged him to pray without ceasing, and 

had strengthened his feeble faith many times 

by words of encouragement from God’s book. 

One Sunday morning, the first in Decem- 

ber, when the wind was bitterly cold, and the 

snow was falling, Minnchen met Jack at the 

gate, as he was going to church, and said 

she intended to go to the school witlr him in 

the afternoon. 

“Do you really mean what you say?” 

asked Jack, in some surprise ; for Minnchen 

had often told him she would never go to the 

school to be lectured. 

“OF course I do, Jack,” replied the little 

girl. 

‘* Then God has heard my prayers.” 

‘What prayers, Jack ?” 

‘The prayers that I said to Him when I 

asked God to make you think more about 

Jesus.” 

“You've prayed for me, Jack! Why 

didn’t you tell me of it?” 

‘Tt would have been no use, Minnchen. 

Granny said, ‘ Pray on, your prayer will be
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heard at last.” And so it has. Minnchen, you 
will try and love God ?” 

**T think I shall, Jack ; but I’m not nearly 
good yet.” 

“Nor am I, Minnchen, but God will help 
us both. You will be so much happier be- 

cause you will never do anything without 

asking God.” 

The afternoon cleared up, and Minnchen’s 
father proposed that she should have a ride 
in her sledge. This was a great temptation, 

- but she could not disappoint Jack; so she 

refused the offer so seriously that Herr Edel- 

mann began to laugh, and bid his daughter 

please herself and go to the school, which he 

did not much fancy would be in her way. 
“Our Minnchen has certainly improved 

lately,” said Herr Edelmann to his wife, as 

they watched her join Jack in the afternoon, 

and almost slide along the Hartzburg road, it 

was so slippery.“ 1 do think Jack has done 

her good ; he is a nice steady boy, and I 

always see that he looks grave if he thinks 

she acts in a wrong manner.”
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Herr Edelmann was pretty right. Jack 
had improved Minnchen; but what had im- 

proved her still more was that she was 
trying to conquer herself, because she knew 
that God wished her to be more Christ-like, 
and she began to understand something about 
heaven. She had read her bible, and it had 
taught her not to be quite so impatient as 
hitherto. 

It so happened that Pastor Brauns ad- 
dressed his school children on this Sunday, 
and questioned. them from this text:—“< But 
Jesus called them unto Him and said, Suffer 
little children to come unto me, and forbid 
them not, for of such is the Kingdom of God.” 
Luke xviii. 16. ; 

“¢ Dear young people,” he said, “ try and 
answer the questions [ ask you. To whom 
were these children brought?” 

“To the Lord Jesus Christ,’? answered 
many voices. 

‘Who is the Lord Jesus Christ ?” 
“* He is the Son of God.” 

“What did He do for us?”
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There was silence. Jack alone held up 

his hand to show that he knew. 

“6 Well, my boy, what do you say?” asked 
Pastor Brauns. 

“ He died on the cross for us. He is our 

redeemer.” 

“You are right. The Lord Jesus Christ 

left His Throne of Glory in heaven, and came 

on our earth. He suffered for our sins on the 

cross, and opened for us the way of salvation. 

Now tell me, children, how did Jesus spend 

His time on the earth?” 

“He healed the sick, and taught the 

people to love God and their neighbours,” 

said Jack. 

“Right; but did He only spend his time 

with old people ?” 

‘6 No, pastor,” exclaimed many voices; “He 

called little children to Him.” 

‘“‘T wish Ihad lived then,” said Minnchen, 

aloud; I would have loved Him and served 

Him if I had seen Him.” 

“‘ Certainly, every one would,” answered a 

little girl who sat next to Minnchen. “J
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often think how easy it would be to be 
good if Jesus were here to help us.” 

“But, my children,” said Pastor Brauns, 

“do you not think that you can just as well 

hear Jesus now as when he lived upon earth?” 

‘‘ Jesus Christ is in Heaven,” said a tiny 

boy; ‘‘ He cannot hear us.” 
“Tf you had a friend a long way off, how 

would you tell him that you loved him?” 

“ By writing,” answered a chorus of voices. 

‘ Jesus Christ has written, by the mouth of 

His servants, a great many things that he 
wishes you to do, and He speaks to you 

through them although he is in Heaven.” 

‘ But He never writes letters, nor do we 

write to Him,” said Minnchen, who was 

puzzled to know what the pastor meant. 

“ Jack, will you explain?” asked Pastor 

Brauns, looking kindly at the lad. 

“ God has written the Bible for us,” replied 

Jack, slowly; “the Bible is the letter that 

He has sent. When we read it we must 

remember that God is sending a message to 

us in its pages,”
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“Quite right, Jack. If any of you, my 

dear children, wish to know what Jesus would 

have you do, you must consult your Bible. 
Although He is in Heaven, He is as ready 
and willing to listen to you as when He lived 

upon the earth. How must you approach 

Christ now that He is in Heaven?” 

“By praying to Him,” answered the 
qhildren. 

“Yes; if you pray with your hearts, and 

ask for what God thinks is good for you to 

have, He will grant it if you come to him 

in Christ’s name. Children, did you all pray 

to Him this morning?” asked the pastor, 

earnestly. 

There was a profound silence. 

‘*T will not press that question. If there 

are any who do not know how good it is to 

pray, let me entreat them to go home and 

pray now. Jesus invites you all. He has 

asked little children to come to him. Will 

you, my flock, refuse his generous invita- 

tion ?” 

“Then you believe, sir, like Jack, that 

H
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God will really hear my prayer, and give me 
what I want?” said Minnchen, in a tone just 
lond enough to catch the pastor’s ear. 

“Yes, my child. God is teaching you by 
Ilis spirit that He is your father, and that 
you may pray to Him and ask Him for what 
you want. Talk to Him as you would to 
your mother.” 

“TY will try, sir,” said Minnchen, looking 
very grave. 

“Come to Him now, dear ones,” con- 
tinued the pastor, addressing the children in 
a louder voice; ‘tell Him your griefs and 
joys. Think of this blessed Saviour as you 
go about your daily work; the more you 
meditate upon His love to you the more you 
will learn to love Him.” 

The children joined together in singing a 
hymn ere they separated. Some of them 
went off to skate and ride in their sledges ; 
others to their homes to think and pray. 
Among the latter number were Minnchen 
and Jack. 

““T mean to pray to-night, Jack,” said the
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little girl. ‘I don’t believe that after all I 

shall be so very miserable if I try to love 

God.” 
Jack went up the road to Schulenrode 

with a lighter heart than he had had for some 

time. Minnchen had been to the Sunday 

school, and he had left her after she had 

made a resolution. Jack prayed that God 

would hear his little companion’s first prayer.
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CHAPTER XIV. 

JACK’S SORROW. 

“ Granny, Granny,” said Jack, rushing to 

Frau Petermann, one morning, instead of 

bringing in the wood and lighting the stove, 

as was his wont, “ Dolly’s gone! Dolly’s 

gone!” 

This was a few days before Christmas Eve. 
“Dolly is gone! What do you mean, 

Jack ?” asked Granny. 

‘The wood-house is empty, Granny,” 

answered Jack; ‘there is a big hole in it; 

she must have run away.” And in spite of 

the boy’s effort to be brave he burst into tears. 

“ Dolly would not leave us of her own 

accord, Jack,” said Granny; “she loves us 

too well. You must run all round to the 

villages, and I will go over and see if Herr 
Edelmann can give me any advice as to 
how to find my poor Dolly.” 

‘Granny, don’t go out, please; it’s too



JACK’S SORROW. 117 

9 slippery for you,” said Jack, forgetting his 

sorrow for the moment, so mindful was he of 

the old woman, and so anxious that no harm 

should come to her. 

“ Nonsense, Jack ; with my stick I shall 

do very well; but you shall see me to the 

gate, if you like.” 

Jack did so, but his heart was too full to 

bear Minnchen’s questions. He ran off as 

soon as Granny entered Herr Edelmann’s 

house, and inquired after Dolly at every 

probable and improbable place; in every 

village and every stable; but no one had 

heard or seen a stray goat. 

A thief in the district of the Hartz is a 

strange visitor, and Jack could scarcely 

realize that his darling had been stolen. He 

went into the forest, thinking she might have 

wandered there, and called aloud, ‘ Dolly.” 

No Dolly answered; but he could hardly 

think she would choose to stay there when 

the firs were covered with snow, and the 

green grass quite hidden. No, Dolly knew 

better than to wander there, and Jack felt
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more and more convinced that she must have 

been stolen. 

In the meantime Granny had told her story, 

which had been listened to sympathetically by 

Herr and Frau Edelmann, and with open 

mouth and tearful eyes by Minnchen. En- 

quiries had been set on foot by the police, 

but one, two, three days passed, and no Dolly 

returned. 

Poor Jack felt very lonely when he sat 

beside the wood fire on the evening of the first: 

day after he missed Dolly. He had no pet 

to fondle; he wanted the goat to rub her nose 

against him, and to sidle up to the warm fire 

and lie down by his side. He could hardly 

go into the wood-shed, for he was reminded 

so much of his dear favourite ; then he knew 

that Granny would miss the nourishing milk, 

and that they had no money to spare to buy 

any. He need not have sorrowed about that, 

for the afternoon of the day after Dolly was 

missed, Minnchen came sliding along the 

road with a can in her hand, which she took 
in to Granny, and said that her father would
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send the same quantity of milk every day 

until Dolly came home again, and Jack was 

to fetch it; thus Granny would not suffer, 

but be supplied with fresh rich milk from 

the cow, so there was a little brightness in 

the dark cloud. 

Jack had so few pleasures in life, no wonder 

he missed his Dolly so much; and besides this, 

he had a sort of dread lest she should have 

fallen into cruel hands, and be unkindly 

treated and beaten. Even the prospect of 

spending Christmas eve with Minnchen, and 

going out for a visit, did not console Jack. 

Herr and Frau Edelmann had invited him 

to come, and Granny too, to pass Christmas 

eve and Christmas day with them, and as 

Granny was so old, and the weather so in- 

clement, kind Frau Edelmann had insisted 

on her sleeping in the house. 

It was all in vain for Granny to plead that 

she had no finery, and Jack no good suit of 

clothes; Frau Edelmann would take no ex- 

cuse, and Jack and Granny agreed to go. 

The boy had been happy enough at the
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prospect of the visit at first, but this was 

before Dolly was stolen ; now he could hardly 

think of it with pleasure, for Dolly and 

Minnchen were so associated, and Dolly 

was to have shared the cowhouse for those 

two Christmas nights, so that she might be 

there to be played with. 

Poor Jack needed to bring all his philo- 

sophy to bear to be patient, and what is more, 

his Christianity, and he was obliged to pray 

many times that he might not murmur be- 

cause he had lost his pet, for Granny had 

told him that perhaps he had loved this dumb 

creature too much, and had forgotten to love 

God in his eagerness to play with her and 

fondle her. This made Jack think and ques- 

tion himself, and the questioning did him 

good; it roused him up to remember that 

after all it was only a goat that was gone. 

Granny was left, and if he had her he had 

some one to love who was far more precious 

to him than a dumb animal. 

This may sound silly argument to some 

children, but it was not silly to Jack, who
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tried to bring his religion into all he said, or 
thought, or did; and God helped him, as He 
will help all who seek his assistance in every 
matter connected with their every day life 
that troubles them. 

Jack was not forgotten, as we shall see.
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CHAPTER XV. 

WHAT HAPPENED TO DOLLY. 

Dotty was sleeping quietly on the night 
which preceded the morning when Jack 
missed her. She was aroused in the midst 
of her dreams by a rough hand pulling the 
wood paling on one side of the outhouse, and 
she found herself violently seized. She had 
been seen during the day, and marked as 

a prize by a man who was a thief, and who 
came to disturb the quiet of Hartzburg by 
stealing the villagers’ property. He really 
aimed at higher spoil than a goat, but Dolly 
looked plump and white, and he thought not 
of the old lady whom he had seen feeding 
her, nor of the sickly young boy whom he 
watched fondling her in the dusk of the 
winter’s day. He merely waited until the 
village of Schulenrode was hushed to rest, 
before he dragged Dolly from her home, and 

hid her far away from Jack’s sight. He con-
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veyed her to Brunswick, and sold her to a 
butcher. Dolly had a few miserable days of 
half feeding, no kind words, and only cuffs 
and knocks, and then she was taken into the 
Market-place and put into a kind of pen with 
some sheep, to be sold. 

This occurred two days before Christmas 
eve, and on that day Herr Edelmann went to 
Brunswick to buy and sell. He had several 
presents which he needed for Minnchen’s 
Christmas tree, and he had determined to buy 
Jack a good warm coat for the winter. He 
loved the lad, and he had prospered since he 
had come to live at Hartzburg, so out of his 
abundance he wished to make the widow and 
her boy glad. 

As he passed the market, he stopped to 
look at the sheep, and then his eye fell upon 
Dolly, who knew her tried friend when she 
heard her name called. 

“Why, master,” said Herr Edelmann, 
“this goat has been stolen! I know who 
it belongs to. Let me take it back to its 
owner.”
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“* Are you mad?” asked the butcher; “I 
bought her, and I gave a good long price for 

her; but as I want to make up some money 

you shall have her for one thaler more than I 

gave for her, and that won’t pay for her keep 

since I’ve had her.” 

Herr Edelmann did not hesitate, but con- 

cluded his bargain at once, and led the goat 

triumphantly away with him. 

That night Dolly was lodged at Hartzburg, 

and Minnchen was feeding her; but her 

father would not permit her to tell Jack that 

his goat was found until Christmas eve, when 

he promised that she should lead Dolly to 

Jack with a new pink ribbon tied round her 

neck, 

Then Herr Edelmann displayed the coat 

which he had bought for Jack, and the new 

warm shawl for Granny. Frau Edelmann 

was quite as pleased as Minnchen, and the 

little maiden was so glad that she could 

hardly sleep for thinking of what Jack would 

say, and how he would look, when Dolly was 

introduced to him.
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As to Dolly, she seemed as if she could not 

quite settle down, but kept starting up as if 
she expected some one to come; and Minn- 
chen laughed merrily when she saw her, 
and said, ‘You will soon be very happy, 
Dolly;” and then the goat rubbed her nose 

against the little girl, as if to thank her for 
her kind words. 

Minnchen was happier on that Christmas 
eve than she had ever been before, and she 

was teaching her parents. They watched her 

narrowly, and heard her oftentimes pray for 
them, and God was speaking to them through 
their little daughter. They began to promote 
her going to the Sunday school, and Herr 

Edelmann even listened to all that she had to 
narrate about Pastor Brauns’ service, and he 

told Minnchen that he thought he would go 

one morning with her to church. 

“There is truth inGranny’s religion,” said 
he to his wife. ‘ Why, the poor old woman 
can even ask God to help her to find her 

goat.” This was said when Dolly had not 
been heard of,
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Good words and good example had their 

weight with Frau Edelmann. She no longer 

declared to her daughter that religion made 

people sad ; on the contrary, she felt that if 

it brought so much calm and rest to Granny, 

it must be real. The dying scene with old 

Margaret would often cross hermind. Good 

Frau Petermann’s earnest words had not been 

lost upon her; in truth, this little household 
were moving onward to God.
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CHAPTER XVI. 

CHRISTMAS EVE. 

Poor Jack! He rose on the morning of 
the day which he was to spend with Herr 

Kidelmann with a sad heart. He missed his 

goat more and more, and could not endure 

to think of her as buried among strangers. 

It would doubtless have made him happier 

to know that Dolly was safe, but Herr Hdel- 

mann wished to surprise him, so he chose to 

give back Jack’s pet into his safe keeping in 

his own way. 

Granny rallied her boy on being down- 

hearted, and spoke of all the pleasures of the 

evening, and when Jack saw that she was 

distressed at his sorrow, he tried to throw it 

off, and to be gay for her sake. 

Granny and her boy started off to Herr 

Edelmann’s at eleven o’clock. They locked 

up the house, and Frau Peterman took her 

grandson’s arm, and leaned upon her thick
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stick, which helped her along the slippery 
road, 

Minnchen received them with a glad smile, 
and Herr and Frau Edelmann were not be- 
hind in offering their welcome. 

Granny had a comfortable room, and was 
treated like the most honoured guest, and 
Jack was to sleep on a sofa in the sitting- 
room. The best parlour was locked up, 
because it contained the Christmas tree, and 
no one was allowed to see it until the evening. 
Pastor Brauns, his wife, and children, were 
amongst the guests who arrived in time for 
the two o’clock dinner, and there were several 
other acquaintances and friends who came 
from the neighbourhood. 

Jack almost forgot his sadness in the merry 
party ; Minnchen was so kind and loving to 
him; her eyes danced with pleasure when 
she thought of what awaited him in the even- 
ing, and she found it very hard to keep silent 
for so many hours, She was to give Dolly as 
her present to Jack, and nothing ever afforded 
her such intense delight as that.
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The dinner passed off pleasantly, the food 

was very good, and all the company were 

very jovial. 

Pastor Brauns liked Herr Edelmann ; the 

latter had shown him so much kindness since 

he had resided at Hartzburg, and the two had 
had many serious conversations of late. The 

good pastor hoped that the time would come 
when Herr Edelmann would avow his love 

for Jesus. He was always trying to drop a 

word in season, and these words had their 

weight at last. 

Coffee followed immediately on the dinner, 

and afterwards the tree was lighted up by 

Frau Edelmann, and the company went in 

to receive their presents. 

Minnchen found a bountiful supply of 

gifts, and Granny could hardly believe that 

the warm shawl was for her, it must have 

cost so much ; but when Jack put on his new 

coat, and Herr Edelmann said that he gave 

it to him because he acted so kindly and 

honestly, Granny’s tears could not be re- 
strained,
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Then the bonbons were cut down, the 

crackers were drawn, anda general scramble 

for the sweets ensued. At last the candles 

were nearly burnt out, and the tree was 

removed. As soon as the room was cleared 

of it Herr Edelmann called aloud to 

Minnchen: ‘ Little woman, where is your 

present for Jack ?” 

Minnchen nodded gaily. ‘ I will fetch it,” 

she said. 

A silence ensued, for several of the guests 

had been let into the great secret of the 

evening, Dolly’s restoration to Jack. In a 

few moments a little bell was heard to tinkle, 

and the door opened and showed Minnchen 

leading in a white goat by a pink ribbon. 

“Its Dolly—it’s Dolly!” cried Jack and 

Granny. 

At the sound of their well-known voices 

Dolly sprang forward to her young master, 

and Jack’s arms were round her neck, and 

he was covering the silky coat of his darling 

with innumerable kisses. ; 

Yes, kisses and sobs mingled, and some of



                                                                                                                                                                      
    

“It’s Dolly! it’s Dolly.” 
page 131
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the elder ones turned away from the touch- 

ing sight, for they were sorely tempted 

to mingle their tears with Jack and Granny 

Petermann’s. 

Minnchen looked on silently for a few 

minutes. At length she whispered: “ Jack, 

God brought Dolly home: He put it into 

father’s heart to buy her away from the 

butcher for you.” 

These words recalled Jack to himself. He 

came to Herr Edelmann’s side, and lifted up 

his pale honest face, and said: ‘Thank 

you, sir; I can never repay you for all you 
have done. I hope at some time I shall be 

able to prove how much I feel your goodness 
to me.” 

“ All right, my boy,” replied Herr Edel- 

mann, kindly. ‘ My money is well spent. 

You will despise the milk from my cows now 
that Dolly has returned.” 

Granny smiled through her tears. “ We 
have enjoyed it very much,” she said: “T 
do not think I should have been so well 
without it.” 

1?
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Pastor Brauns had witnessed this scene 

with great satisfaction, and he now said to 

Minnchen: “ Child, you have learnt the 

meaning of the words, ‘ It is more blessed to 

give than to receive.’ ” 

“T am only learning, sir,’ answered 

Minnchen; ‘“ Jack has been teaching me: 

before I knew him I always thought about 

myself and no one else.” 

“Some one else taught Jack. Who, 

think you, Minnchen ?” 

*¢ Jesus Christ, sir,” replied the little girl. 

‘“‘ May He teach you too, my child,” said 

the pastor, kindly. ‘Go on as you have 

begun, and learn to be daily more like your 

Saviour.” 

That was a joyous Christmas-eve at Herr 

Edelmann’s, and before the party separated 

Pastor Brauns proposed that they should 

unite in thanking God for the goodness 

which he had vouchsafed to them; a proposal 

that was joyfully acceded to by all present ; 

and every heart responded warmly to the 

prayer which was offered on their behalf, and
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every voice joined in singing the Christmas 
hymn which spoke of the babe in Bethlehem, 
and the great joy which came into the world 
when the child Jesus was born in a manger, 
because there was no room for Him in the 
inn,
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CHAPTER XVII. 

SICKNESS. 

January and February were gone, and 
March had set in; cold, bleak March, when 
the wind blew pitilessly, and the old people 
in Hartzburg cowered close to their stoves 
and longed for spring. 

Granny and Jack had felt the great comfort 
of their warm Christmas gifts, and Herr Edel- 
mann had kindly employed the boy, so that 
a little income had been realized through the 
worst months of the year, when work was so 
difficult to procure. 

Herr Edelmann grew very fond of Jack, 
and it often crossed his mind whether he 
could not employ him during the whole of 
the year, and thus spare him the hard stone- 
breaking at the quarry. 

One morning in March, when Jack had 
gone on some errand to the village for 
Granny, he stopped at Frau Edelmann’s
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door to ask, as was his custom, if she had any 
business for him to transact. Minnchen 
usually accompanied him ; the children had 
often skated hand-in-hand for some miles 
over the snow during the winter. Symptoms 
of its disappearance were evident now in the 
valleys and the sunny spots on the hill-side, 
but the tops of the mountains were clothed 
in white. 

Jack was very much astonished not to see 
Minnchen, and still more surprised to hear 
her mother say that her rosy-cheeked girl 
was laid low with a feverish attack. The 
doctor had just left, and his opinion was that it 
would be some days before she was out again. 

Minnchen heard Jack’s voice and called 
out to him to come up. Jack obeyed, and 
followed Frau Edelmann upstairs. The little 
girl was lying on her bed tossing about, with 
very red cheeks and bright eyes. 

“It’s come, Jack,” she said, ‘it’s come 
at last.” 

“What has come, Minnchen?” asked her 
friend,



136 TOE BOY WHO WONDERED. 

“‘ Why, sickness. You have often told me 

that I might be ill, and that then I should be 

sorry that I did not love Jesus if I were 

going to die.” 

“Oh, Minnchen,” answered Jack, “ you 

are not going to die yet.” 

“No, Jack, I don’t mean that,’ replied 

the little girl, “but I mean that you have 

said many times to me, ‘ Do not put off loving 

God until you are ill;’ and I have been only 

half trying to love God. Now, Iam going 

to be very ill, and I shall learn to love Him 

quite.” 

Frau Edelmann listened to her daughter 

in astonishment; she could not understand 

her. Jack did, better. He remembered one 

time when he had spoken with Minnchen 

and she had refused to listen to him ; and he 

had said, ‘If you were ill you would learn 

to love God better, because you are well you 

will put off serving Him:” and he asked 

himself, ‘‘Is God really going to let my 

dear little companion be so very ill?” He 

felt at this moment that it was far easier to



SICKNESS. 137 

talk about such a misfortune as that happen- 
ing, rather than have it overtake Minnchen 

and that it would be very hard to bear if she 

were really laid aside, and unable to run 

about with him. 

Frau Edelmann saw that Minnchen grew 
excited, so she forbade her holding a further 

conversation with Jack, and sent him away 

on an errand. 

‘Come back again,” said the little girl, as 
her companion left the room. 

Jack executed his commissions, and re- 

turned in an hour. He had to listen to 

Minnchen’s regrets again, and he thought 
she was growing worse, for her face looked 

hotter and her eyes brighter. The boy learnt 

a lesson when he heard his companion speak 

about himself, and quote his words over 

and over many times; and he was glad 

to be dismissed by Frau Edelmann, for 

he wanted so much to tell Granny, and 

hear what she thought about the little girl’s 

illness. 

“Granny, Minnchen’s very ill in bed, and
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the doctor says she won’t be better for many 
days,” he exclaimed breathlessly, for he had 

run nearly the whole way home. 

‘Tm very sorry to hear it, Jack,” replied 
Frau Petermann, stopping from knitting her 
stocking, and looking very troubled. “ What 
is the matter with her ?” 

“ Fever, Frau Edelmann calls it. She got 

a chill a few days ago, and yesterday she was 
caught in the rain, and, Granny, she says that 
she expected to be ill.” 

** Perhaps she has been feeling weak, Jack, 

for some days.” 

“ No, it’s not that, Granny ; but she thinks 
that she needed the illness to make her love 

God. She has a sort of idea that I wanted 
her to be ill to teach her to love God, but I 

did not wish that, for I can’t bear Minnchen 

to suffer.” 

“No, dear Jack, I know you will miss 

your companion,”’ said Granny, as if musing 

to herself; ‘“‘ but God’s ways are not as our 

ways, and who knows what may come out of 

this illness ?”
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“ But, Granny, you don’t believe I made 

her ill by what I said,” asked Jack. 

“ You, my boy!” replied Frau Petermann ; 

“certainly not. How could you? Life and 

death, sickness and health, are in higher 
hands than yours.” 

“ Still, Granny, I wish I had not said 

anything to Minnchen about being ill, for 

it shows I only spoke at random. I can’t 

bear her to be in bed.” 

“Tt will teach you, dear boy, not to speak 

hastily,” said Frau Petermann, kindly ; ‘ but 

you may take comfort in remembering that, 
even if this illness of Minnchen’s should be a 
dangerous one, she is fully alive to the need 

of seeking a Saviour. Truly, dear Jack, I 

believe that a great change has taken place 

in your little companion of late; so you must 

pray to God to spare her life and teach her to 

love Him better.” 

Jack could not rest that evening without 

going to inquire after Minnchen. ‘“ No 

better,” replied Frau Edelmann, looking very 

sad ; and this was the answer that he received
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for many weary days. He was not allowed 

to see her, but Granny went to help nurse, so 

that he heard of every change which took 

place in the little invalid. 

At last Herr Edelmann asked his neigh- 

bour to lock up her cottage and come to his 

house with Jack. He said that the latter 

could take his daughter’s place and tend the 

cows. Dolly was invited too, to share the 

cowhouse. 

Frau Petermann knew that she was 

useful to Minnchen and her mother, so 

she consented to leave her cottage for a time. 

It was locked up again; but this was not 

on a joyful occasion, as at Christmas. 
Then it was vacated for enjoyment, now for 

sickness. 

The fever did not abate for many weeks, 

and when Minnchen did not know her father 

and mother she was erying for Jack. At 

length the doctor said that the boy had better 

go to her bedside and see if his presence 

would calm the little girl Minnchen grew 

quiet as soon as Jack spoke to her, and after
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he appeared she was quite content to lie with 

her hand in his for many hours of the day ; 

and the boy was never so happy as when he 

was allowed to remain in the sick-room. 

Herr and Frau Edelmann profited by 
Granny’s experience, and by her religion too. 
They prayed to God to spare their Minnchen, 

the light of their home, the darling of their 

eyes. God did spare her, but in a different 

manner to what tl.ey expected. Minnchen 

was given back to them, but no longer to flit, 
and dance, and carol through the long summer 
days, as she did but a short year ago ; but as 

a little invalid, who needed great care for 
many days before her health was restored and 
the bloom returned to her cheeks. 

But they were thankful to have their child, 

and were glad of the hope which the doctor 

gave that one day she might be the Minnchen 

of former years. 

Never the same Minnchen, in one sense, 

again ; there was a softness about the invalid 

which the ruddy child never possessed; a 

gentleness about her tone of voice, and
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manner of speaking, which showed that 

she had learnt a lesson of love to God, and 

a sense of dependence upon Christ, which 

were unknown to her in the days when she 

laughed all care away.



CHAPTER XVIII. 

CONVALESCENCE. 

Ons beautiful morning in June a little girl, 
lying on a kind of bed on four wheels, was 
pushed along the Hartzburg road towards the 
forest by a young boy. 

We recognise our old friends Jack and 
Minnchen, and not far behind them follows 
Dolly the goat, looking fresh, white, and 
plump. Jack had wonderfully improved in 
health, for he had had no hard work this 
spring, and since he had left the quarry and 
the warmer weather had set in he had become 
increasingly strong. But how came this 
change of employment? for, as we know, 
Jack had to help Granny, and was not an 
idle boy. It all came out of Minnchen’s 
illness. 

Jack and Granny had given up their 
cottage at Schulenrode, and lived with 
Herr Edelmann, and Dolly lived with the
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cows. Granny became indispensable when 
Minnchen had the fever, and was found 
equally useful now that she was better, for 
she helped Frau Edelmann to churn and 
clean, and do such work as her little daughter 
formerly had done; and Jack was equally 
useful in amusing Minnchen during the long 
weary days of convalescence. The little girl 
was by no means unhappy; loving hands 

ministered to her comforts, and Jack became 
nurse, instructor, and friend. 

“Stop here, Jack,” she cried, as they came 
beneath the shade of a beautiful fir tree in the 
forest. ‘‘ Gather those sweet anemones for 
me, and let us talk for a little while. See, 
Dolly is nibbling the fresh grass; how she 
does enjoy this warm day!” 

Jack obeyed the little maiden’s behest, and 
then he threw himself down on an old trunk 
of a tree and began to weave a garland for 
Minnchen. 

“Tell me, Jack, are you very happy with 
us?” she asked. 

“Very happy. Minnchen,” replied the boy,
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“now that you are getting well again. See 
how strong I am now to what I was this time 
last year, or at Christmas, when I had only 

just left off working so hard. I think we had 
our first heavy fall of snow later than usual 
last year. I remember thinking that the 
quarry work would never end, and I used to 
wonder if my strength would hold out; and 
yet I was so anxious to earn as much money 
as I could. And how well Granny looks! 
she has never been in such good health since 
I can remember. We have so much better 
food now. And as to Dolly, she is too 
fat. How can I be other than happy, 
Minnchen ?” 

“‘T'm so glad to hear you speak so, Jack,” 
answered the little girl, “ for father says you 
are always to be my little companion, and we 
are to grow old together. I wonder if I shall 
ever run about again. It seemed very hard 
at first to have to lie still all day, but I am 
more accustomed to it now, and Jesus so 
often comes to me to help me to be more 
patient. Many, many times in my illness I 

J
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felt as if the dear Saviour were putting his 

hands upon me, and telling me to be still 

and not to murmur, for He was there. I do 

love Him so much now, Jack.” 

“Yes, Minnchen,” replied the lad ; “ you 

have often said that I teach you; now I can 

say that you teach me. You are so patient. 

Why, I learn many lessons from you every 

day.” 

“ But, Jack, if you were not following 

Jesus yourself you would not know that I am 

trying to serve Him,” answered Minnchen. 

‘¢ Pastor Brauns is very kind to us both, and 

he has often said words to me which have 

helped me to try and be good.” 

“Yes, Minnchen, he has made many 

things plain for us to understand which as 

children we should not have been able to 

learn. Do you remember that address about 

little children coming to Jesus ?” 

“Indeed I do, Jack; it made me think 

almost as much as it did you, only I forgot it 

again. Since my illness many remembrances 

have returned tome. I ean’t think how I



CONVALESCENCE, 147 

should bear not being able to run about, if it 

were not for Jesus.” 

“YT often watch you, Minnchen, and I 

know how hard you try to be patient, for I 

notice that you stop suddenly if you feel 

inclined to be irritable.” 

“Yes, it is quite true, Jack. And father 

and mother too, how different they are! 

They felt very sorry at first when they saw 

that I could not walk, but now they are quite 

happy about me. Father says he enjoys 

going to church now, and mother likes it too. 

And, Jack, I want to propose a plan to you. 

Will you push me in this to the afternoon 

school? I can be here just as well in the 

church as in the open air, and I shall hear 

you repeat your lessons, and also what 

Pastor Brauns says; and when I am 

stronger I shall try and learn my Bible and 

hymn.” 

“Tndeed I will, Minnchen,” answered 

Jack, with beaming eyes.  “ I know that i 

ean wheel you through the back door of the 

church, right up to where Pastor Brauns 

ae
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stands. And why should you not go to the 
morning service sometimes in your carriage ? 
If it will go through the door in the afternoon 
it can do so in the morning.” 

“T shall enjoy going very much, Jack, if 
Pastor Brauns does not object; of course we 
must ask him first.” 

“ Yes, we will,” answered Jack. “ Now, 
Minnchen, I will push you along, and we 
will take the road half-way up the Castle 
Hill; just as far as that beautiful view of 
the country all round, which you can get 
through the opening of the forest. How I 
do enjoy being out with you again!” 

“So do I enjoy being with you, Jack,” 
_ replied Minnchen, gratefully. I am quite 
ready to be pushed on. Come, Dolly, you 
have eaten enough grass.” And the little 
girl held out her hand to the goat, who came 
close to her, obedient to her call. 

The children had a most enjoyable morn- 
ing, and only returned in time for dinner. 
After dinner Minnchen went to bed for a few 
hours, and in the evening she sat in her little
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carriage and watched the cows go past and 
the geese come home. 

Minnchen went to the Sunday school the 
next week, and when she grew stronger to 
church. And after her first appearance there, 
no curiosity was excited among the people or 
the children when she was wheeled in by Jack. 

Before the long days were over she was 
able to walk a little distance, and Jack 
became so well and strong that he could push 
his companion for many miles into the forest. 
Sometimes they were out from morning until 
evening, and carried their dinners with them. 
In this way they visited the Molken-haus and 
Sehn Hiitte; and Jack, Minnchen, and Dolly 
were well known for many miles round the 
village of Hartzburg. They had friends 
among the rich as well as the poor, and 
numbers of visitors who came to take the 
baths and drink Molken, made acquaintance 
with the children, who were inseparable, and 
who always returned their greeting so cour- 
teously, and seemed so grateful for any atten- 
tion they received.
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Dolly, too, came in for a sufficient amount 
of notice and love to gratify her young 
master and mistress, for Jack protested that 
Minnchen must go shares with him in the 
possession of the silky goat.
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‘CONCLUDING CHAPTER. 

We have not much more to add to the history 
of Jack and Minnchen, whose lives were so 

strangely interwoven with each other. Granny 

never regretted giving up her home, for Herr 

and Frau Edelmann treated her as if she 

were their own mother. She lived to a ripe 

old age, long enough to see Jack and Minn- 

chen grown up, and become a happy man 

and wife, for in this manner they cemented 

their long-standing friendship. 

When Granny slept the sleep of death they 

buried her near to old Margaret, and her 

words and sayings were long remembered, 

even after Herr and Frau Edelmann had 

passed away, and Jack and Minnchen had 

advanced to middle life. 

They had a group of loving children of their 

own, rosy-cheeked girls and stalwart boys, 

who enjoyed seeing the cows go to pasture,
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and the geese being driven on to the common, 

just as their parents did before them; and 

who delighted in the beauty of their beloved 

Hartz forest, and could not be persuaded that 

any land furnished more charming scenery 

than their own, which was so rich in stories 

of robbers and fairies, witches and sprites. 

Minnchen’s children loved to hear legends 

of the past, and their mother indulged them 

with a tale of wonder sometimes, but she 

more often gathered her children around her, 

and told them the story of Bethlehem ; for 

Jack and his wife had a way of telling Bible 

histories which made them quite as interesting 

to the young ones as the more adventurous 

histories connected with their Hartz Forest. 

THE END. 

— 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, Belle Sauvage Works, London, E.b. 
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The Children’s Album. Containing Coloured Frontis- 

piece and nearly Two Hundred beautiful Engravings, with 
Short Stories by UNCLE JonNn. Also several Pieces of 
Music. TZhirty-ninth Thousand. 368 pages, cloth gilt, 
38. 6d. 

“Exactly meets a want. A capital book.” —A ¢heneum. 

The Children’s Sunday Album. ji Edition, En- 
larged. By the Author of ‘¢A Trap to Catch a Sunbeam.” 

(A Companion Volume to ‘The Children’s Album.”) Con- 
taining upwards of One Hundred and Fifty Engravings, 
with Simple Stories. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

“The merit both of author’s and artist’s work is above the average.”— 

Daily Telegraph. 
  

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris, and New York. 
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The Berrie Heart. Second Edition. Being a charming 

Collection of the Old Favourite Nursery Rhymes and Short 

Tales. Illustrated with Eight full-page Coloured Plates 

from Designs by WALTER CRANE, and 100 Illustrations by 

ERNEST GRISET, F. BARNARD, and others. Cloth gilt, 

gilt edges, price 3s. 6d. 

The Happy Nursery. By Evus A. Davipson. Con- 
taining familiar Nursery Games, Devices for Toys, New 

Games, Pieces of Poetry and Prose Reading, &c. &c. 

Feap. 4to, with numerous Illustrations and Designs for 

Tovs. 35. 6d. 
“ Will be found invaluable.” —Guardian. 

Scraps of Know‘edge for the Little Ones, Ziird 
Edition. By JANET Byrne, Author of ‘Picture Teach- 

ing.” With One tHundred Illustrations. Feap. 4to, 3s. 6d. 

“As a book for children, richly illustrated with most beautifully drawn 

pictures, this book has seldom been equalled.”—Weekly Times. 

Home Chat with Gur Young Folks. By Crara 

Martaux. Third Edition. With Two Hundred En- 

gravings. Feap. 4to, cloth lettered, 260 pages, 55. 

“Never was instruction mere admirably given than in this attractive 

volume.”—British Quarterly Review. 

Picture Teaching for Young and Old, Second 
Edition. With more than Two Hundred Iustrations. 

4to, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Picture Natural History. Second Zdition. With 
upwards of 600 Illustrations. Edited by the Rev. C. 

BouTELL, M.A. to, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

Little Fables for Little Folks. Containing a large 

Collection of Fables suitable for Children, and lilustrated 

with Four Coloured Plates. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

The Swiss Family Robinson, In Words of Onc 

Syllable. With Eight Coloured Illustrations from Designs 

by GrIsET, Crane, and others. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Evenings at Home. In Words of One Syllable. With 

Eight Coloured Illustrations from Designs by DOWNARD, 

Bayes, &c. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, Loudon, Paris, and New York. 
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STORY-BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. iy 

  

Little Red Shoes, and other Stories. With Coloured 
Plates. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

“CA pretty story, extremely well illustrated.”— ohn Bull. 

The Holidays at Llandudno. With Coloured Illus- 
trations. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

Hid in a Caves; or, The Lost Child. With Coloured 
Illustrations. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, Is. 6d. 

“A pleasant little tale.”—Sfpectator. 

Algy’s Lesson, By S. E. Dr Morcay. With Coloured 
illustrations. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, Is. 6d. 

« A very pretty little tale."—Staxdard. 

Tyr. Savory’s Tongs. With Four Coloured Illustrations. 

Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 
“A collection of stories clear and amusing in the extreme.”—Church and 

Sunday-School Magazine. 

The Hop Garden: A Story of Town and Country Life- 
With Four Coloured Plates. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

Autobiography of a Lump of Coal, a Grain of 
Salt, &e. &e. By ANNIE CAREY. Second Edition. 
Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

** Miss Carey’s autobiographies are delightful.” —A ¢henwuzm?. 

Stories of the Olden Time. Beinga Selection of some 
of the chief Historical Episodes from the Chronicles of De 
Joinville and Froissart. Arranged by M. Jones. Cloth 
gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

*€ A'series of pleasantly-told episodes in history. Books of this kind have 

a very useful effect, as they convey information in a form which gives it a 
chance of being perused by young readers with sufficient interest to be 

remembered afterwards.” —Standard, 

Love and Life in Norway. By BJORNSTJERNE 

Byjornson. ‘Translated by Hon. AuGUSTA BeTHELL and 

A. PLESNER. Illustrated. Cloth gilt, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 
“A charming little tale.”—Graphic. 
“The story is clever and interesting, full of tender sympathics and noble 

thoughts.” —A chenwus. 

The Magic of Kindness; or, The Wondrous Story of 

the Good Huan. By the Brothers MAYHEW. With Eight 

Plates by WALTER CRANE. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 
  

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris, and New York* 
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CHOICE GIFT-BOOKS FOR CHILDREN. 

The Child’s Book of Song and Praise. With 250 
Illustrations, and Thirty-four Pieces of Music with Accom- 
paniments, together with Hymns, Songs, and Poetry. 4to, 
cloth, 5s.; cloth gilt, 6s. 6d. 

... *Cassell’s ‘Child’s Book of Song and Praise,’ in arrangement, selection, 
illustration, paper, print, and cover, is beyond measure attractive. The 
tunes are really children’s tunes, little melodies that run on, and with a 
truth and natural continuity ; something to be remembered, and that can be 
remembered.” —A theneunt. 

Little Songs for Me to Sing, Mew Zuition, Ilus- 
trated by J. E. Mitiats, R.A.; with Music composed 
expressly for the work by HENRY LESLIE. 36 pp. super- 
royal 16mo, Dedicated to Her Royal Highness the 
PRINCESS OF WALES, by Special Permission. Cloth 
gilt, 5s. 

Fairy Tales Told Again. Being a Collection of the 
old Favourite Fairy Tales, newly Edited and Revised, by 
the Author of ‘* Little Red Shoes,” &c. With Twenty-four 
full-page Plates by GUSTAVE Dork. 144 pp., cloth gilt, 
imperial 8vo, price 6s. 

Beauties of Poetry and Gems of Art. With Thirty- 
two Illustrations by J. C. Horstey, R.A., C. W. Core, 
R.A., F. R. PickrerscInt, R.A., &c. With Ornamental 

Borders, &c. Cloth gilt, 7s. 6d. 

Favourite Poems by Gifted Bards, Comprising a 
Choice Selection of the best Poetry. Illustrated with 
Twenty-four Engravings by CORBOULD, THOMAS, SELOUS, 
and other eminent Artists. Fcap. 4to, 90 pp., cloth, gilt 
edges, 7s. 6d. 

Jewels Gathered from Painter and Poet. With 
Thirty-two Hlustrations by Copr, PICKERSGILL, FRANKLIN, 
TOWNSEND, &c. Ornamental Borders. Fcap. 4to, 88 pp-, 
cloth, gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Aisop’s Fables, Second Edition. A New and carefully 
Revised Version of these Fables, by J. B. RUNDELI.. 
With 100 Illustrations by ERNesT Griser. Imperial 8vo, 
236 pp., cloth, 7s. 6d.; full gilt, gilt edges, ros. 6d. 

“This will be the popular edition of these inimitable fables with all who 

have to make book presents or receive them.” — British Quarterly. 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, Loudon, Paris, and New York. 
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BOOKS OF TRAVEL AND ADVENTURE. 

Off to Sea. A strikingly interesting Story, containing sound 
moral teaching and _ practical advice for Boys. By W. H. 
G. Krneston. With Illustrations printed in Colours. 
Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

‘A very capital book for boys.” —Fohn Budl. 

The True Rebinson Crusoes. A Series of Stirring 
Adventures. Edited by CHARLES RuSSELL, With Twenty 
full-page Illustrations. Cloth gilt, 3s. 6d. 

“Mr. Russell has done his part of the work skilfully and ably, imparting a 
polish to many of the stories, and assisting in the production of a most read~ 
able book.” —Leeds Mercury. 

On a Coral Reef. Second Edition A Sea Story for 
Boys. By ARTHUR LOCKER. With Eight Plates. Cloth 
gilt. 3s. 6d. 

“Closely written, cleverly designed, and ending in the right way at the 
right moment.” —A ¢henez7. 

At the South Pole. A New Story. By W. H. G. 
Kincsron. With Forty Engravings. Crown 8vo, cloth 
gilt, price 5s. 

** A very capitally written book. The book is thoroughly interesting.” — 
Scotsman. 

The Story of Captain Cook. By M. Jones. Illus- 
trated with about Forty Engravings. Cloth gilt, 6s. 

“A capital book, both from a literary and artistic point of view. The 
illustrations are abundant, and striking both for spirit and execution ; and 
the book altogether supplies a distinct want.”—Daily Telegraph. 

Peoples of the World. By Bessrer Parkrs-Brttoc. 
Imperial 16mo. Iustrated with about Fifty Engravings. 
Cloth gilt, 6s. 

“ Any intelligent boy or girl will be delighted with so excursive, so 
interesting a work, which cannot but be welcome wherever good books are 
read.”—Birmingham Daily Post. 

Robinson Crusoe, Life and Adventures of. New 
Edition, complete. 406 pp., and One Hundred Illustra- 
tions. Royal 8vo. Cloth plain, §s.; full gilt, 6s. 6d. 

“Tt is splendidly illustrated, of a handy size, and readable type, and is 
certainly very cheap.” —Manchester Examiner. 

Swiss Family Robinson. New Edition, complete. 
374 pp. royal 8vo. One Hundred and Forty Tlustrations, 
and Coloured Frontispiece. Cloth plain, 5s. ; full gilt, 6s. 6d. 

“This is by far the best edition we have seen of this popular interesting 

book for young readers.” —The Rock. 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris, and New York. 
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SELEGY. DUS FROM CASSELL, PETTER, AND GALPIN'S 

STANDARD ILLUSTRATED VOLUMES. 

Vicar of Wakefield, The, and Gotpsmrrn’s Poems. 
Beautifully printed on Toned Paper, and Ilustrated with 

108 Engravings. In One Handsome Imperial 8vo Volume, 
378 pp., bound in cloth, 7s. 6d. ; ditto, full gilt cloth, with 
gilt edges, 10s. 6d. 

Foxe’s Book of Martyrs. Edited by the Rev. W. 
BRAMLEY-Moort, M.A. With 181 Engravings by Joun 
Givpert, Morten, Epwarps, &c. &c. Imperial 8vo, 

732 pp., bound in plain cloth, 12s.; full gilt cloth, gilt 
edges, 15s. 

Bunyan. The Pilgrim’s Progress, With 100 
Illustrations by SELous and PRIOLO. Imperial 8vo, 

400 pp., plain cloth, 7s. 6d.; full gilt cloth, gilt edges, 10s. 6d. 

Bunyan. The Holy War. Uniform with above, and 

same price. 

The EBook of Sacred Poems. . With about 200 Tllustra- 
tions. Edited by the Rev. R. H. BAYNES, M.A. Imperial 

8vo, 400 pages. Cloth, 7s. 6d. ; cloth gilt, gilt edges, 10s, 6d. 

Crusoe, Life and Adventures of, With 100 Illustra- 
tions by Marr Morcan, HARRISON Weir, R. P. 

Letrcy, G, H. Tuomas, &c. Imperial 8vo, 400 pp., 

cloth, 7s. 6d. ; full gilt, 10s. 6d. 

Gulliver’s Travels. By Dean Swirr, Illustrated with 
Eighty-eight Engravings by Morren. With an Introduc- 
tion, Annotations, and a Life of Swift, by J. F. WALLER, 

LL.D., M.R.I.A. Imperial 8vo, 400 pp., plain cloth, 

7s. 6d. ; full gilt cloth, gilt edges, ros. 6d. 

Iustrated Travels: A Record of Discovery, Geography, 

and Adventure. Edited by Hl. W. Bares, Assistant- 

Secretary of the Royal Geographical Society. _ Containing 

Records of the most recent L’xplorations made by Cele- 

brated Travellers, and profusely Illustrated by Eminent 

Artists. Vols. I., IL, and LILI. are now ready, each com- 

plete in itself, containing nearly Two Hundred Engravings 

in each volume. Royal 4to, price 15s. cloth, or 18s. cloth 

gilt, gilt edges, each. 

    

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris, and New York. 
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CASSELL’S 

“LITTLE GEM” SERIES, 
Cloth, 6.3 or cloth gilt, giit edges, 1s. each, consist of 

1. Shall we Know One Ancther? By the Rev. J. C. 
Ryie. Fourteenth Thousand. 

2. Home Religion. By the late Rev. W. B. MAcKENzIE, 
M.A. Fifteenth Thousand, 

8. The Voice of Time. By J. Stroup. Sourteenth 
Thousand. 

4. The Grounded Staff. By the Rev. R. Macuire, 
M.A. Second Edition. 

5. Words of Help for Every-day Life. By the Rev. 
W. M. Sratuam. Second Edicion. 

6. Pre-Calvary Martyrs, and other Papers. By the 
Rev. J. B. Owen, M.A. Second Edition. 

¥% The six Sixpenny Volumes can be had in cloth box, 
gilt lettered, price 35. Od. 

  

CASSELL’S 

“GOLDEN CROWNS” SERIES. 
Being a Series of Short Tales for Sunday Reading. By Rev. 

COMPTON READE, M.A., Chaplain of Magdalen 
College, and some time Vicar of Cassington, Oxon.  Ilus- 
trated with Frontispiece in each book, and bound in cloth, each 

book being complete in itself. Price 6d. each. Comprise— 

1. The Maiden’s Crown, The Widow’s Crown. 
2. The Wife’s Crown. : 
8. The Orphan’s Crown, The Sister’s Crown. 

4. The Father’s Crown, The Sinner’s Crown. 

5. The Little Girl’s Crown, The Servant’s Crown. 

6. The Poor Man’s Crown, The Rich Man’s Crown. 
  

Second Edition now ready, cloth, ts.; cloth gilt, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

The Children’s Birthday Text-Book, 
with an appropriate Text and Verse for Every Day in the 
Year. Interleaved with Writing Paper. 

Cleth limp, price 6d. 

The Children’s Daily Text- Book, 
with Motto for Every Day in the Year. 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris, and New York, 
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CASSELL, PETTER, & GALPIN’S 

SERIAL PUBLICATIONS. 

BIBLE, The Family. Monthly, 7d.; Weekly, 14d. 
BIRDS, Brehm’s Book of. Monthly, 7d. 
CASSHLL’S MAGAZINE, Monthly, 6d.; Weekly, 1d. 
COMMENTARY, Matthew Henry’s. Monthly, 

7d. ; Weekly, 13d. 

DON QUIXOTE. _ Illustrated by Gustave Dorit, 
Monthly, 7d.; Weekly, 14d. 

DORE BIBLE. Monthly, 9d. 
EN aay Illustrated History of. Monthly, 7d.; 

eekly, rid. 

BOXES BOOK OF MARTYRS. Monthly, 6d. ; 
eekly, rd. 

LITTLE FOLKS. Ulustrated. Monthly, 6d.; Weekly, 1d. 
MILTON, Illustrated by Gustave Dorit. Monthly, 2s. 
NATURAL HISTORY. Monthly, 6d.; Weekly, 1d. 
POETS, The British. Large Type. Monthly, 6d. 

FOPULAR EDUCATOR. Monthly, 7d.; Weekly, 13d. 
QUIVER. Illustrated. Monthly, 6d.; Weekly, 1d. 

THCHNICAL EDUCATOR. Monthly, 7d.; Weekly, 14d, 
TRAVELS, Illustrated. Monthly, 1s. 
WAR, The, between France and Germany. _ Illustrated, 

Monthly, 7d. ; Weekly, 13d. : 

WIT and HUMOUR. Illustrated. Monthly, 6d. 
TIME TABLES, Cassell’s. Monthly, 2d. 

ep Post free on application, 

Cassell, Petter, and Galpin’s Descriptive Cata- 
lovue, containing a complete List of their Works, classified as follows : 
—Bibles and Religious Literature, Children’s Books, Dictionaries, Edu- 
cational Works, Fine Art Volumes, Hand-Books and Guides, History, 
Miscellaneous, Natural History, Poetry, Travels, Serials, Annuals. 

Cassell, Petter, and Galpin’s Educational Cata- 
logue, containing a description of the numerous Educational Works, 
&c., published by them, with Specimen Paces and ILLusTRATIONS, 
including their Elementary and Technical Series, together with a List of 
their MATHEMATICAL INSTRUMENTS, WATER Co.ours, &c. 

Cassell, Petter, & Galpin, London, Paris,and New York. 
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