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CHAPTER I. 

T happened that business or pleasure took Mr 

Murray away from Mosswood immediately 

after the return of the party from the mountain. 

Mr Candlish was coming and going—not a fix- 

ture by any means, and Miss Eldon waited for 

Mr Murray. So for some weeks it fell out that 

there were no more talks on the Lord’s Prayer. 

Towards the end of September the children 

were greatly rejoiced by their uncle’s return. Of 

course there was a great deal to be told him; and 

the children seized the first opportunity, when 

they could have him to themselves, to discourse 

of what had been done and enjoyed in the mean- 

time. Esther and Maggie were the chief news- 

mongers. 
A
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“And Josie M‘Allister has gone away,” Esther 

said in the course of this talk. 

“That has to be borne,” said Mr Murray. 

‘I suppose she was bound to go some time.” 

“And Ras Saulmain is here almost all the 

time,” added Maggie. 

“Is he much of an acquisition to society ?” 

“JY don’t know what that is,” said Maggie. 

* He is with Fenton constantly. And oh! uncle 

Eden! what do you think? he has invited us all 

to a grand children’s party!” 

“At West Point ?” 

“Oh no, not at all; they are going home very 

soon now. Not at West Point at all; it is to be 

at Willow Brook—their beautiful place up the 
river.” | 

“Willow Brook sounds pleasant,” said Mr 

Murray. 

“There are to be a good many children and 

young people got together for the party; it is for | 
Rachel's birthday.” | 

“Who is Rachel?” 

“Rachel! why she is the sister of Rasselas and 
Zachary. Won't it be delightful, uncle Eden?”
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“Then you are going ?” 

“Oh yes. Mamma says we may go. It is to 

last two or three days; and we are to do all sorts 

of things—nice things,” 

“When is it to be?” 

“The first week in October—we are to be there 
on the seventh, and to stay till the tenth or 

eleventh, and do everything that is pleasant that 

you can think of,” 
“The ninth is Sunday,’ Mr Murray ob- 

served. | | 

“Yes, and I thought that was queer,” Esther 

said; “but the birthday comes on the eighth.” 
“And that is they Sunday; that is, it is their 

Sabbath, if they keep it, which I am afraid they 

do not.” 

“Saturday, uncle Eden?” said Maggie, 

“Yes, They are Jews, you know. Saturday 

is their Sabbath.” 

“Rasselas comes here Saturday just as much 

as any day,” said Maggie. | 

“Well,” said Mr Murray, “I don’t care, if only 

you are able to pray the Lord’s Prayer while you 

are there.”
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“Uncle Eden, what do you mean?” said 

Maggie wonderingly. ‘Why should we not?” 

‘You have learned to say ‘Our Father which 

art in heaven. The next thing is, ‘Hallowed be 

Thy name.’ Will you hallow it while you are 

gone?” 

“Uncle Eden,” said the little girl, “I don’t 

think I know just what that means.” 

Mr Murray smiled. “I thought we were 

coming to such a confession,” he said. ‘“ Don’t 

you know what the word ‘hallow’ means, my 

pet?” 

“I thought, uncle Eden,” said Esther, “ it 
means, to make holy.” 

“It does.” | 

“But how can we ‘ hallow’ that name, then? 

It is holy already, uncle Eden; we cannot make 
it more holy.” 

“No, But you can treat it as if it was holy, 
or as if it were not.” 

‘Then I think we always do hallow it,” said 
Esther ; “we never speak it carelessly,” 

“There are a great many ways of hallowing, 
or not hallowing, the Lord’s name,”
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“Are there?” said Maggie. “What ways, 

uncle Eden?” 

“T am going to set you and Esther to finding 

out. But first, my pet, you must know, the 

Lord’s ‘name’ stands for everything by which 

He has made Himself known.” 

“You mean, the name of Jesus?” said Mag- 

gie wistfully. 

“T mean all His names, that we call names, 

and more. Could you truly honour my name, 

and dishonour anything that belongs to me?” 

“No, uncle Eden !—oh no!” cried Maggie. 

“T wouldn't let anybody ill-treat your dog. I 

wouldn't let anybody hang up your coatin any 

but a good place. If I could help it, I mean.” 

Mr Murray smiled. “Thank you,” he said. 

‘“Now run away and see, you and Essie, how 

many ways you can find of hallowing the Lord’s 

name, or of showing that you do.” 

‘But uncle Eden,” said Maggie, “how many 

names has God?” 

“T do not know whether I can remember them 

all at this minute, Maggie. First, there was /o- 

him ; that was the name by which He was known



6 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

to the Jews as the God of creation and providence; 

the Power that does everything and rules over 

all, whom all the world fears. We translate 

that name, God. Then by the name of Fehovah 

He was known as their own covenant God, the 

promise-keeping, faithful, wonderful One; the 

God of His people, whom the world does not 

know. ‘Those are the two principal names of 

the Old Testament. The Jews were so afraid 

of not honouring this last beautiful name of 

Jehovah, that they would hardly ever speak it, — 

until at last the pronunciation of it was for- 

gotten.” | 

“Don't they know how to pronounce it?” 
said Esther. 

“No one knows now, for hundreds of years. 

We pronounce it after our fashion; but the 

sound of the Hebrew word is lost. Now 

Maggie, do you call ¢#at hallowing His name?” 

“JT don’t know, uncle Eden;—I think I do.” 

“Do you? Must they not have forgotten 

that it was their Father's name?” 

“Oh yes, uncle Eden; of course they must.” 

“Could that be the right sort of hallowing ?”
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The children were silent, and Mr Murray 
bade them run away and think about it at 
their leisure. 

The leisure did not come immediately; not in 

fact till the next day, when Esther and Maggie 
took their nuts after dinner to the beloved shade 
of the ash-leaved maple. 

“Have you thought much about it, Essie?” 
said Maggie, 

“About what?” 

“© Hallowed be Thy name,” 

“T haven't thought at all about it yet.” 
“I have tried,” said Maggie, “but it is very 

hard. I can’t think what ‘ways’ uncle Eden 

meant. Of course, I think people ought always 

to chink when they speak that name.” 

“Why, they do,” said Esther. 

“J don’t think they do, always,” said the little 
one, eating her nuts with a face of great gravity. 

“T do.” | | 
“Yes, and [do. But I mean other people.” 
“Who?” 

“People in church,” said Maggie mysteri- 
ously.
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“What people?” 

“People I hear there,” said Maggie. “People 

I see there. People—ever so many—that I 

know are not good people; and they say that 

name out very loud.” 

“ Swearing ?” said Esther looking horrified. 

“No, no, they don’t mean it for swearing; 

but they say,—don’t you know ?—‘Good Lord, 

deliver us!’ and ‘We beseech thee to hear us, 

good Lord!’ and ‘Christ, have mercy on us!’ 

Oh, I don’t like to hear them!” 

“Why, Maggie, why not?” said Esther, 

“They are only praying.” 

“TY don't believe they think when they say it,” 

insisted Maggie, shaking her head. “Iam sure 

I don’t believe they think.” 

“Why? You have no right to say so,” 

“If they know what they are saying, they 

must be making believe,” said Maggie. 

“Q Maggie, that isn’t right! That’s 
naughty. How can you tell? You shouldn't 
speak so.” 

‘Now, Essie,” said the little one, leaning for- 

ward and speaking under her breath, though
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there was nothing but the maple leaves to hear, 

“you know Major Lang—you know whenever 

he wants to say something funny, he swears; 

do you suppose he means it when he asks God 

to write all those laws on his heart? And old 

Colonel Bell, that father says gets half tipsy 

three days in the week; do you think Ze means it ? 

And they both speak the words out so loud!” 

“Why shouldn’t they mean it?” said Esther. 

“ Perhaps when they are in church they are sorry 

for all that.” | 

“They don’t speak as if they were,” said Maggie 

dubiously. ‘“ And besides, Essie, if they were in 

earnest and meant it, God would write all those 

laws on their hearts.” 

Esther quite stopped her nut-picking, to look 

at this statement of the case. 

“There are plenty of other people too,” said 

Maggie comprehensively. ‘Those two aren’t 

all.” 

Esther seemed very much ’mazed. Maggie, 
having delivered herself of these remarks, gave 
herself to picking out her nuts with great enjoy- 
ment,
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“T wonder if that zs what uncle Eden means?” 

said Esther, 

“Don’t you think it is?” 

“But then,” said Esther, “I wonder if it is 
right to sing hymns ?” 

  

“Sing hymns?” said Maggie looking up. 
“Yes, There are loads of things in the hymns 

that people don’t mean when they sing them.” 
“Are there? What?” 

‘Loads ofthings! Ican’tremember. I know 
f sing them without meaning them.” 

“Do you? What, Essie?” 

“So do other people. Why they would have 
to be very good to mean all the hymns say. 
Now that one— 

‘Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love’— 

I don’t love them.” 

“T guess I do,” said Maggie. 

“"Then— 

‘How tedious and tasteless the hours 
When Jesus no longer I see.’— 

People don’t feel so—except uncle Eden. 

And—
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‘I would not live alway ’— 

f would like to, I am sure.” 

“Then you’d never go to heaven,” said 
Maggie. “But there’s nothing in ¢hat about 
‘hallowing’ the name.” 

“Well,” said Essie, “there’s plenty of others. 
There is— | 

‘Sun of my soul, thou Saviour dear, 

—I forget how it goes on. People sing that in 
church ; and I don’t believe many of them mean 
it.” : 

“Qh that’s just what Z mean, Essie,” said the 
little one. 

“I do not mean it,” said Esther. ‘I do not 

know how Jesus can be the ‘sun’ of anybody’s 
soul, And I am sure a great many other people 
don’t know it either. Yet they sing the 
hymn.” 

‘That can’t be hallowing His name, then,” 
said Maggie decidedly. “Why, you wouldn’t 

like it if somebody were to come and say sweet 
things to you and not mean it?” 

“Then what are we to do?” said Essie. “Are 
people to stop singing hymns?”
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Whatever Maggie might have said was cut 

short by the hearing of some sounds which found 

their way just then to the shade of the ash-leaved 

maple. They were not loud sounds, as heard 

there, yet they made the two little girls prick 

up their ears, stop their nut-work to lsten, and 

finally throw down all that remained of their 

dessert and rush off towards the river. It was 

but a few hundred yards; and as they ran along 

down the path that led to the boat-house they 

heard the sounds more and more plainly; 

sounds of breathless, angry voices, and then of 

scuffling. The girls flew on light feet, one fol- 

lowing the other in a swift race for the boat- 

house dock. Before they got there they could 

see, what each knew she should see, two boys in 

angry struggle, at close fisticuffs, giving and re- 

ceiving blows with eager ill-will, They were 

Fenton and his new crony, Rasselas Saulmain. 

No voices now; not a word; it was sheer fight- 

ing; and the faces of the two combatants ex- 

pressed all, and more than all, that words could 

have said. Wrath, revenge, pride, and spite. 

The two were pretty equally matched in phy-
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sical power, and it seemed, in mental ill- 

will. 

The little girls expended all their remaining 
breath in exhortations and prayers to them to 
stop fighting; Maggie added a few tears. It 
was doubtful if a word was heard of it all; 
certainly not a word was listened to. Seeing 
this, Maggie set off on a run again homeward, 

as fast as she had come, and dashed into the 
room where her uncle and her mother were, 

but quite breathless from her speed and her 

errand. . 

“Maggie! what is it?” said her uncle. 
“Fighting !”—Maggie got out with one great 

sob and strangle in her throat. 

“Who is fighting ?” said Mr Murray, rising. 
“Down at the dock!” said Maggie panting— 

“Qh, make haste !—oh, make haste! I came— 

as quick—as I could.” 

Mr Murray threw on his hat and went off, 

and Maggie turned and ran after him; one with 
steady quick tread, the other with hurried, 
eager, little feet. Things at the dock were pretty 
much as she had left them; Fenton pushed a
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little more into a corner; the fury of the fray 

nowise diminished. Mr Murray came between 

the combatants and thrust them apart from 

each other. Holding them so, with a strong 

arm, he looked from one to another. 

“What is this?” said he. “To your guest, 

Fenton!” | 

Fenton was in too great a fluster to make 

any answer, panting with rage and exertion, 

Mr Murray looked to the other boy, and asked 

in his usual calm tones, “ What was the matter?” 

“ He struck me!” said Rasselas. 

“What for?” 

“Yes!” cried Fenton, “and I’d do it 

again! I would! I would! I wish you had kept 

away, uncle Eden. I’d ha’ pounded him! 

I’d ha’ licked him!” 

“You'd have taken a pounding first,” said 

young Saulmain. | 

“Why should you pound each other? Is 
there any reason?” 

“Yes!” said Fenton—“‘yes! I'll tell you, 

uncle Eden; I’ll tell you!” 

“ Be quiet, and tell me then,” said Mr Murray.



WILLOW BROOK. 15 

  

“Take breath, and don’t be in a hurry. There’s 

time enough. Now, what is it all about?” 

“We were sailing ships, sir,” said Rasselas. 

“We weren't!” said Fenton. ‘“ We were go- 
ing to.” | 

“Be quiet, Fenton, and behave as much like 

a gentleman as you can after what you have 

done. Now, Saulmain, go on.” 

“We were sailing ships yesterday, sir, and 

we were just going out to do it again, and 

Fenton was angry at the name I gave one 

of mine, I had a right to name it anything I 

liked.” 
“What is your statement of the cause of 

trouble, Fenton ?” 

“He hadn’t any right!” said Fenton hotly. 
‘Fe called one of his ships—and it was a mean 

little one too, with a mast broke—he called it 

‘The Candlish ;’ and I said he shouldn’t.” 

Mr Murray’s eyes went from one to the other 

and back, | | 

* What was your objection?” — 

“T wasn't going to stand him insulting papa!” 

said Fenton fiercely.
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“Do you think your father’s honour would 

have been hurt ?” 

“Yes !—No, sir, zt wouldn’t have been hurt; 

but I wasn’t going to let Ras Saulmain use his 

name in that way. And I won't!” 

“The best way to make other people honour 

your father’s name is to honour it yourself. 

Hush !—yes—I know what you would say ; but, 

my boy, the best way of honouring it is to bean 

honour to it, and you can’t do that when you 

forget yourself.” 

“And am I not to make other people honour 

it?” cried Fenton, tears of pride and vexation 

fairly dimming his eyes. 

‘The best way is the way I told you. The 

best way remaining, after you have forgotten 

yourself, is to make apology, and behave your- 

self like your father’s son for the rest of your 

life.” 

“T didn’t mean any harm, sir,” said young 

Saulmain., 

“That is sufficient on your part,” said Mr 

Murray. “Fenton forgot you were his guest and 

his friend,”
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It was plain Fenton had forgotten it; and 

more, he was nowise disposed to call back the 
remembrance. Mr Murray sat down on a rock, 

and for some time longer debated the matter 

with the boy ; it took all that while for Fenton 

tocool and come to reason, Finally, however, it 

was done. Rasselas volunteered to change the 
ship’s name; Fenton shook hands, and said he 

Was sorry, quite as much, it must be owned, like 

a person giving as like one asking forgiveness, 

and Mr Murray and the girls went back to the 
house. 

There was not much else talked of by the 
children that afternoon. But after tea, when Mr 
Murray was sitting on the terrace in the moon- 
light, they brought camp-chairs to either side of 
him. 

“Uncle Eden,” Maggie began, “I want to ask 
you a queer question. You know all that fuss 
this afternoon ?” 

“Ves,” 

“Was that ‘hallowing’ papa’s name?” 

“What?” said Mr Murray, coming out of his 
own thoughts. 

B
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“Fenton’s behaviour and fighting, It was very 

wrong, I know; but was it because he ‘ hallowed’ 

papa’s name?” 

“T should not give it just that word, Maggie; 

it was rather that he loved and respected it. To 

hallow—to hold not only dear but sacred—is 

something more deep and tender still. One thing 

may help you understand the other.” 

“Then, uncle Eden,” said Maggie after a 

pause, “does it make you feel bad when you 

hear somebody speak that doesn’t hallow God’s 

name?” 

“When I hear anybody speak His name in 

a way that shows want of thought or want of 

feeling, it goes through me like the stab of a 

knife, Maggie.” 

“Tt hurts you so?” said the little one looking 

up. And then there was a long pause. 

“Uncle Eden,” said Esther, “we have been 

trying to think of ways of hallowing His 

name.” a 

“What have you found ?” 

“We didn’t find much. We couldn't think of 

much, uncle Eden.”



WILLOW BROOK. 19 

  

“We thought it would be one way to never 

speak it without thinking,—that name, I 
mean.” 

“Uncle Eden,” said Esther, ‘“‘ wouldn’t it be 

a good plan to have one of those pretty illumi- 

nated cards hung up in our room, with ‘Hallowed 

be Thy name’ upon it?” 

Why ?” 

“To help us remember.” 

“What would it help you remember?” 

“ Wouldn’t it help us?” said Esther doubt- 

fully. 

“Tf making a courtesy would be obedience, or 
crossing yourself, as the Papists do, would be 

faith. Some people think that bowing at the 
name is honouring it.” 

“Well, isn’t it?” said Esther and Maggie 
both. 

“T have read of a man who always, when he 
passed a church, took off his hat; but he never 
by any chance was found inside of one. Do you 
think 4e hallowed the Lord’s name?” 

The children were silent, pondering these new 
views of things.
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“But a church isn’t God’s name, uncle Eden,” 

Maggie objected. | 

‘No. But ‘hallowing His name’ includes 

holding in honour whatever is known by His 

name, doesn’t it? If you love me very much, 

you would not let anybody make a football of 

my hat, would you?” 

“No, indeed!” said Maggie energetically. 

“Nor hahg up your coat in the wrong place. 

I said so. I guess I wouldn’t! Not if I could 

help it. But what is known by His name, uncle 

Eden? I don’t think I quite understand.” 

“Think, There is God’s Word—there is the 

Lord’s day—there are His works.” 

“ His works! the things He has made !” cried 
Esther. “Must one hallow ¢hose, uncle Eden ?>— 

the sky and the trees and the animals?” 

“ How do you feel about your mother’s paint- 
ings?” 

Esther was silent. | 
“ How do you feel about your father’s singing ? 

And about the plantations he has made, and the 
walks he has laid out ?” 

“But” said Esther. 
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“No, there is no ‘but’ about it, All this 

singing and planting and painting just makes 

known to you some things about your father and 

mother that you would not know else; and so 

they seem in a sort a part of themselves; and 

quite right. And just so, the Lord’s works show 

us things about Him, and area part of His name 

—that by which He has made Himself known.” 

“ And we are to honour them ?” 

“Tfyou love Him. You cannot help it.” 

“But then, uncle Eden,” said Maggie, “there 

are a great many ways of hallowing His name?” 

“So I was thinking, my pet.” 

‘There ’s Sunday—and the Bible.” 

Fenton was passing near them at this moment, 

and his uncle called to him. Fenton came. 

“Where away?” said Mr Murray. 

“Ras and I were going down to set our eel 

pots.” 

“Any imminent cause of haste?” 

“No, sir.” 

‘Do you want to join ourtalk ? Come round 

here. What do you mean when you say, ‘ Hal- 

lowed be Thy name’—in your prayers ? ” 

=~
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“JT don’t mean anything at all,” said Fenton. 

“Do you like to do what your father calls 

* parrot-work ?’” 

“It’s a fact I don't, uncle Eden!” said the 

boy. “I do despise it. It makes me feel small.” 

“Go along and set your eel pots; and when 

you come back, come into the library. We’ll 

be ready for you there. I give you fifteen 

minutes,” 

“What are you going to do, uncle Eden?” 
said Maggie. 

“Just have a little bit ofa talk and a reading, 

my pet. Get your Bibles, and I’ll see that the 
library lamp is lit.”
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CHAPTER II. 

‘i lamp in the library was hardly lit and 

the two little girls ready at the table, when 

Fenton came bounding in. 

“Tide so low, couldn’t get the boat out!” he 

exclaimed panting ;—“couldn’t do anything. 

Ras is outside, uncle Eden—he wants to know if 

he may come in?” 

“Comein? certainly. Never leaveyour friends 

outside, Fenton.” 

“Not outside of your room, uncle Eden?” said 

Fenton with his hand on the door. 

“ Outside of nothing, that can do them good. 

Ask him in.” 

Rasselas came in, with the air of a boy who 

had a great respect for Mr Murray. The girls 

looked at each other, as much as to say, “It’ll 

spoil our reading;” but it didn’t. Mr Mur- 

ray found Rasselas a Bible and a place at the
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library table, while he explained in a few words 
what was the matter in hand; and then bade 

the whole party find the tenth chapter of 

Leviticus and read the three first verses, Fen- 

ton read. 

“What has this to do with the Lord’s Prayer?” 

said he when he had finished. ‘I don’t see.” | 
“You see, the Lord says, ‘I will be sanctified 

in them that come nigh me,’ ” 

“But I don’t know what zat means,” 

“It means, that we are to hallow His 

name.” 

“I don’t know what all of it means, uncle 
Eden,” Maggie said ina perplexed voice. “What 
is strange fire?” 

“You remember, don’t you, that it was part 
of the priests’ duty to burn incense morning and 
evening upon the golden altar which stood before 
the vail inthe Holy Place?” 

“Yes, uncle Eden; I remember that.” 
“The officiating priest took with him a little 

gold dish of incense and another dish—or censer 
—of coals from off the brazen altar of sacrifice, 
where fire was always burning. These two young
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men, it seems, in a fit of drunken recklessness, | 

took coals from some other common fire.” 

“Well,” said Fenton, “ what difference? Coals 

~ are coals.” 
“Tt is at least equally true,” said Mr Murray 

dryly, “that commands are commands,” 

“ But what difference could it make?” 

“Tt made the difference of life or death to 

Nadab and Abihu.” 

“T don’t see why.” 

“For this reason, Fenton, that their action 

showed they did not hallow the name of the 

Lord.” 

“They did not do anything to His name.” 

“Yes, they did. For they showed that they 

considered the Lord’s incense a common thing, 

and His command a movable thing.” 

“ How was it the Lord ’s incense, uncle Eden?” 

Esther asked. 

“Tt was compounded and prepared for using 

in His service; carefully made of certain pro- 

portions of most precious materials. Any 

one making or using it for any other purpose, 

cut himself off from all the privileges and hopes
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of God’s people for ever. It was ‘holy to the 

Lord.’” | 
“But if the incense was all right, what 

signified the coals it was burnt on?” said Fenton 

again. | 

“You think there was no reason in the 

command ?” 

“T don’t see it.” 

“Ts it likely that settles the question ?” 

. Well, sir, if you see it, won’t you tell us?” 
“I'he Lord wanted to teach the people to 

hallow His name. Do you think, honestly, you 

would respect your father quite as much if he 

allowed you to call him ‘William,’ and permitted 
_ you to see him in the morning without saying 

‘good morning,’ or to speak to him at any time 
without saying ‘sir’?” 

“No, sir,” said Fenton, half laughing. 
“But besides that, children, there was another 

very deep, sweet reason forthat command, The 
tabernacle and its service were built on the 
pattern of heavenly things. The fragrant cloud 
of incense was a representation of Christ’s 
presenting Himself and His prayers for His
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people before the throne of God; and the Lord 

would have them and us know that even that 

sweet presentation depended upon that sacrifice 

of Himself which was daily figured forth upon the 

brazen altar. A coal from that altar must kindle 

the incense, or its odorous cloud could not please 

the Lord.” 

“T never thought all those old things had any 

meaning,’ observed Rasselas. 

“God does nothing without a meaning,” said 

Mr Murray. 

“But if Nadab and Abihu were drunk, they 

did not know what they were doing,” said Fen- 

ton. 

“Well?” said his uncle. 

“Why, Fenton!” exclaimed Esther, “that is 

just the same thing.” 

“Tf they had hallowed the Lord’s name, they 

wouldn’t have been drunk,” said Maggie. 

‘Now turn to the twenty-sixth chapter of 

Second Chronicles, children, and read that.” 

The leaves of the Bibles fluttered over quite 

eagerly ; the chapter was read through without 

any comment. Mr Murray explained then to
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the children the sort of plague that leprosy was, 

and how it rendered a man what was called “ un- 

clean ;” so that Uzziah was not only struck with 

disease, but rendered unable ever to come into 

the temple again—a miserable, sickly outcast, 

separated even from his own family, living alone 
in a house which his disease made his prison for 

the rest of his life. 

“Well, what had Uzziah done?” asked Fen- 

ton. 

“ Offered incense—or prepared to offer it.” 

“Well—wasn’t that worship ?” 

“ Was it?” 

Fenton pondered. 

“O Fenton!” said Esther; “you know better 
than that.” 

“Well, it was worship,” said Fenton, “for all 

I see.” 

“To do what was expressly forbidden? Only 
the priests might approach the temple to do the 
work of the most holy things; it was death to 

any other, and Uzziah knew that. Now turn 
back to the sixteenth of Numbers, and let us 

read that.”
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Rasselas grew interested, and followed the 
reading carefully, though he made no remarks. 

“You see, Uzziah was very gently dealt with,” 
said Mr Murray. “Very likely, the Lord was 
tender towards one who had long sought and 
trusted Him, though pride had got hold of the 
man,” | 

“But I don’t see why any one shouldn’t 
have burnt incense, as well as the priests,” said 

Fenton. “They had as much right.” 
“That is precisely Korah’s reasoning,” said 

Mr Murray. 

“Why shouldn’t mye said Fenton, stand- 
ing his ground. 

“Because the Lord would have people hallow 
His name. He would have them know and 
remember His holiness. The priests were 
specially set apart and consecrated to the ser- 
vice of God, and performed it with most solemn 
and sweet observance. None other might come 
near.” 

“We don’t have any priests now.” 

“One,” said Mr Murray smiling. “One great 
Priest, always in the presence of God for us;
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offering the real incense, of which the sweet 
cloud in the temple was only a picture. And 
He has offered the true sacrifice, and presented 
His own blood for us before God ; and zow, the 

way is open for the smallest and the meanest 
to come himself and offer and pray. His blood 
makes us clean.” 

“Offer what, uncle Eden?” said Maggie. 
“ Ourselves—our thanks—our service—our love | 

—all we have got, Maggie.” 

“And is that instead of incense?” 

“Tn the vision which John the apostle saw, 

Maggie, it is told that he saw an angel standing 
with a golden censer—‘ And there was given 
unto him much incense, that he should mingle 
it with the prayers of all saints upon the golden 
altar which was before the throne’ We come 
in the name of Jesus; and that name makes 
sweet all we do—‘ His name is as ointment 
poured forth.’” 

“Then the incense is always there,” said 
Esther. 

“And there is nothing to be afraid of any 
more,” added Maggie.
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“Nothing whatever. We are told to come 

boldly. But suppose anybody chose to come in 

some other way—not by Jesus?” 

“Does anybody ?” inquired Maggie. 

“ Fenton would like to come by himself.” 

“What then, uncle Eden?” said Esther. 

‘“‘ Nothing, my dear, except that his offering 

would not be sweet before God.” 

“But, uncle Eden” said Esther. 

“What, my dear?” | 

“ All this we have been reading don't tell us 

  

exactly how we are to hallow His name now? 

There is no incense to bring now in this world.” 

“But what we have been reading shows you, 

doesn’t it, that the Lord’s name is to be hal- 

lowed in other ways besides speech? You see 

that everything that is called by His name is 

to be honoured and held sacred?” 

“T see,” said Maggie. “Sundays, and the 

Bible, and church.” 

“ Now about bringing incense.—See the first 

chapter of Malachi—eleventh verse.” 

Fenton found and read. 

“« From the rising of the sun even to the going
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down of the same, My name shall be great among 

the Gentiles ; and in every place incense shall be 

offered unto my name, and a pure offering : for 

my name shall be great among the heathen, 
saith the Lord of hosts,’” 

“ But we are not heathen, sir.” 

“Yes, we are.” 

“ Fleathen, uncle Eden ?” 

“We are not Jews, except Rasselas here.” 
“T ain’t a Jew!” put in the boy hastily. 
“I wouldn’t disown my ancestry, if I had 

Abraham’s blood in me,” said Mr Murray. 
‘You had better make the most of it. The rest 
of us come from the Gentiles, who in Malachi’s 
day were all heathen.” 

““TIn every place,” Maggie repeated reading. 
“Then this is incense that we are to offer, uncle 
Eden?” 

“Yes, <A pure offering.” 

“What is it, uncle Eden ?” 

“David says in the Psalms, ‘Let my prayer 

be set forth before Thee as incense,’ ” 

“But incense is sweet, isn’t it, uncle Eden? 
Our prayers are not.”
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“Yes, they are.” 

“ Sweet, uncle Eden ?” 

“Tf they are true prayers.” 

“What is true prayer?” said Maggie, 

“Tt is the speech of a heart that loves God, 

and that comes to Him inthe name of Jesus. 

Do you think papa doesn’t find it sweet to have 

you come into his arms, and tell him all sorts 

of things?” 

“But God does not feel like that?” 

“Ves He does. Don’t you know, Jesus said 

to His disciples, ‘The Father himself loveth 

you, because ye have loved me.’ Never any- 

thing comes to Him in the name of Jesus that 

is not sweet to Him.” 

“Then He “es to have us pray to Him?” | 

“ Certainly, as He likes to have us love 

Him. But that is only one sort of the incense 

that we may offer. Find the twelfth of Romans, 

Esther, and read the first verse.” 

“*T beseech you, therefore, brethren, by the 

mercies of God, that ye present your bodies a 

living sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God, which 
C
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is your reasonable service. What does that 

mean, uncle Eden?” | 

“You know, in old time the worshipper brought 

a whole burnt-offering, as it was called, of an 

animal which was burnt entire on the altar. That 

signified that the worshipper gave himself wholly 

to God, to be all His, even as the whole sacrifice 

went up in smoke and flame to heaven. So we 

are to give ourselves now, to be not a burnt but 

a living sacrifice; living, but all the Lord’s just 

as much.” 

“ How, uncle Eden?” asked Maggie, looking 

puzzled. | 

“Give the Lord all you have got, my pet, and 

reckon it His and not yours,” | 

“What have I got?” said Maggie. “I have 

only a very few dollars, uncle Eden.” 

“You have got a heart ; that the Lord wants, 
above all the rest. Let Him have that, and all 

the rest will follow.” 

‘‘ What is all the rest ?” 

“Two hands to work with—two feet to go 
where the Lord sends them—two eyes to see
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what He wants done—a tongue to speak with 

—time to use—power over other people.” 

“That is a great deal, uncle Eden,” said 

Esther. 

Mr Murray was silent. 

“It is a great deal,’ Esther repeated. ‘“ Do 

you think anybody really gives all that, uncle 

Eden ?” 

“Everybody gives it all,” said Mr Murray. 

“ The only question is, to whom it shall be given, 

Some give it all to a child, or to a wife, ora hus- 

band. Manya one gives it all to himself. That 

is the general way of the world.” 

“T understand that the Lord likes ¢haz sort of 

incense,” said Maggie gravely. “It is only the 

way the love in their heart burns.” 

Mr Murray stooped and kissed the little 

speaker. | | 

“But I think it is very hard,” remarked 

Esther. 

“Tt is either impossible, or itis very easy,” said 

Mr Murray. “Maggie has given you the secret, 

Now for another sort still: look at Philippians, 

fourth chapter and eighteenth verse. Paul is
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speaking of help, in money or things, which 
the Christians of Philippi had lately sent him. 
Read, Maggie.” 

&< ‘But I have all, and abound: I am full, having 
received of Epaph ” Uncle Eden, what is it?” 

  

‘* Epaphroditus.” 

““ Flaving received of Epaphroditus the things 
which were sent from you, an odour of a sweet 
smell, a sacrifice acceptable, well-pleasing to 

God.’” 

“And Hebrews xiii. 16.” 

_ “*But to do good and to communicate forget 
not; for with such sacrifices God is well 
pleased,’” 

“Psalm 1. 14 and 23.” 

“‘Offer unto God thanksgiving, and pay thy 
vows unto the Most High.” — ‘Whoso offereth 
praise, glorifieth me,’ ” 

“ Well, little people, will that do?” said Mr 
Murray, closing his Bible. 

“Thank you, uncle Eden,” said Maggie, in- 
tent still over some one of the passages they had 
been reading. | 

“ But, uncle Eden,” said Esther, “ there is one
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thing yet that I want to ask. Is it—t mean, 

cant we ‘hallow’ that name without doing all 

this?” | | 

Mr Murray paused, and Maggie looked up at 

him. 

“Ask Maggie what she thinks.” 

“For instance,’ said Esther, “if I do not give 

all, \ike the burnt-offering, can I not hallow His 

name?” 

“What, in that supposed case, do you keep 

back ?” 

Esther hesitated. 

“First, your heart.” 

“No, uncle Eden; need I? I don’t mean that.” 

“If you give your heart, Esther, ¢/a¢ gives all 

the rest, and only wishes it was more.” 

“Well, if I don’t give a// my heart, can't I 

hallow His name?” | 

“You cannot give half a heart, my child; and 

who would accept it if you could? Something 

you must love best; either God, or yourself, or 

some other.” 

“Then if I don’t give my whole heart, uncle 

Eden, can I not hallow His name?”
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“You can curtsey when you pass a church— 

or when you hear the name of Jesus spoken.” 
“No, uncle Eden, but I mean, really ?” 

“How will you do it, Essie? I give you till 

to-morrow to think of it; for we have talked 
enough for to-night.”
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Cerca wee rere eS RE SABRES ACRE 

CHAPTER III. 

OME engagement of uncle Eden’s hindered 

any talk the next day; and it so fell out 

that one thing after another came in the way, 

and the subject was not taken up again for a 
week or two, not indeed until the evening be- 

fore the children’s journey to Willow Brook. 

Mr Murray had been away; he was not always 

at Mosswood, but just now more than usual be- 

cause of Mr Candlish’s absence in Europe. On 

his coming this evening, the children informed 

him with great glee that all was ready for them 

to set off the next day. 

“ And Betsey is going to take care of us,” said 

Esther. 

Mr Murray looked grave. 

“ How long do you propose to stay at Willow 

Brook?” 

“To-morrow we go, you know, and get there,
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and all that. Next day is Rachel’s birthday, 

Then comes Sunday, Monday there is to be 

everything done out of doors. I suppose we 

shall not come home till Tuesday.” 

“Everything done out of doors,” repeated Mr 

Murray. 

“ Everything you can think of,” said Maggie. 

“And oh, uncle Eden! they are going to act 

plays.” 

“Who?” - 

“Oh! the children. Won't it bea great thing?” 

‘What sort of plays?” | 

“Why, we can’t tell, you know, till we have 

seen’em. One is to be ‘ Little Red “udinghood 5 

and a boy isto be the wolf.” 

“T should like to know how he’ll manage it,” 

said Mr Murray. “TI have heard of a boy being 

an elephant’s legs—but a whole wolf would be 

more difficult to personate—for a boy.” 

“How could a boy be an elephant’s leg ?” 

said Maggie, 

“Stand in the skin.” 

“Well, I suppose this boy will get into a wolf’s 

skin, Oh! won't it be fun to see? And then,
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uncle Eden, they are going to play ‘ Cinderella,’ 

You know Cinderella ?” 

“T have heard of it.” 

“And Rasselas says they are going to have 

dresses and paintings and everything, to make 

the players look like the thing, you know. And 

Rasselas says his father has built a theatre for 

them. What is a theatre?” 

“T suppose it is something like the old Roman 

theatres. A level space of ground, called the 

arena, round which benches or seats were built, 

one rising behind another, so that the highest 

could have as clear a view as the lowest. In 

the centre the games used to be played. But 

we make the seats round only half or two- 

thirds the space, and give the other side to the 

players.” 

“What sort of games did they play in those 

old theatres, uncle Eden?” 

“ Races of men with one another, on foot and 

in chariots ; wrestling matches, boxing, throwing 

the disc; fights of men with one another and 

with wild beasts; fights of lions and tigers and 

bears and elephants and bulls. One of the best
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games of all was to see how the Christians would 

meet the wild beasts.” 

“What for? to fight ?” 

“No; to die.” | 

“Why, uncle Eden?” 

“Because they would ‘hallow’ that name 
that they loved.” 

“ How, uncle Eden?” 

“They had been commanded to disown Christ 

somehow—to dress the altar of Jupiter with 

flowers, or to do sacrifice to Apollo, and they 

chose rather to meet the lions.” 

“Was there no other way?” said Esther, 

“There was no other way. There never is any 
middle way between truth and falsehood.” 

‘There was a short silence. © 

“Uncle Eden,” began Esther, “you said, 
don’t you know, that one could not hallow that 
name without loving it?” 

“Do you think anything but love would con- 
sent to the lions rather than betray Christ ?” 

“Betray ?” said Esther. 

“Yes. Betray the trust of His truth and His 
honour, which was in their hands,”
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“But, uncle Eden, aren’t there other ways of 
hallowing that name?” | 

“Besides going to the lions? Ohyes. We 
need not do dhaz now, not in this country.” 

“But I mean—aren’t there ways of doing it 
without love?” 

“Can you think of any?” 

“I’ve been trying to think. Going to 

church ?—and reading the Bible?” | 

“What is the use of going to church?” 

Esther’s eyes opened, “Why, uncle Eden, 

all good people go.” 

“What do they go for? what do they go to 

do, I mean?” — 

But Esther did not answer, 

“They go to meet God—to speak to Him 
and hear Him speak to them; and they love 

to doit. And to praise Him together and in 

public; they love to do that too.” 

“But isn’t it right for everybody to 

go?” 

“Good for themselves. It is right to put 

themselves, and help to put others, in the way 

of hearing the truth. Is it any honour to God,
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do you think, to carry their bodies to church, 

while their hearts go dancing?” | 

Esther was silent. 

“Tow would your father and mother like 

kisses that had no love in them? Think them 

respectful?” 

“T don't think they would,” said Maggie. “J 

shouldn't.” 

“You don’t know yet, Essie, what the name 

of God is to His children. It is the most 

precious of all things. You have seen your 

mother’s diamonds? you know how greatly 

she values them? Many a woman has thrown 

her diamonds away that God’s name might 

be haliowed.” 

“I don’t see how throwing her diamonds 
away would hallow His name,” said Esther with 

a very astonished face. _ 

“Tt might. If she knew that His service 

needed the money they would bring; or if she 

thought she could do the Lord’s work better in 

a plainer dress.” 

“Do you mean it is wrong to wear diamonds, 

uncle Eden?” said Esther, whose brow was
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getting puckered with the perplexity of her 

thoughts, 

“To any one who feels so.” 

‘“ But do you think it zs wrong ?” 

“The Bible says, ‘Let every man be fully 

persuaded in his own mind.’ You can see that 

it would be wrong in sucha case as I have sup. 

posed. But of that each one must be his own 

judge.” . 

“Then things are only wrong if you ¢hink 

they are wrong ?” said Esther. 

“That won't do, Essie, so long as God has 

told us what He thinks about them.” | 

“Then I don’t understand you, uncle Eden.” 

“Suppose a faithful child of God does not 

know his Father’s will about certain things?” 

“How can he help it ?” 

“Habit and prejudice may have closed his 

eyes.” 

“But ought they?” 

“No.” 

“T should think he would get them open, 
then.” 

-“ That is apt to be the case, Maggie, when the
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person has a very single eye, and looks very 

steadily to see only what the Lord would have 

him do.” 

“ About what, uncle Eden, can habit and 

prejudice close people’s eyes so?” said Esther. 

“Almost anything, that society is agreed 

upon.” | 

“JT wish you would tell me one thing, for 

instance.” | 

“Drinking wine.” 

There was a pause. 

“Do you mean having champagne and claret, 

as we do at dinner?” 

“I mean that, and having it any way, except 

as medicine.” 

“Why, uncle Eden?” 

“Because, my pet, it ruins so many people.” 

“Tt don’t hurt papa?” 

_ “No, But somebody to whom he offers it 

may be destroyed by it.” 

“Papa don’t think so.” 

‘‘Heis so accustomed to seeing it on the table 

that he sees it as a matter of course. He does 

not think there is the least harm in his having it.
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If he did, he would stop it immediately. But 

leave the question of jewels and of wine. You 

know your mother holds nothing on earth so pre- 

cious as her children. There have been women, 

many of them, who have given even their 
children that God’s name might be hallowed. 
Long since men and women went to the lions 

in Roman arenas. Scottish men and women 

suffered the loss of all things and met death in 

other forms, for the same reason. And French 

and English and Spanish and Dutch, and people 

from among the heathen, have done the same.” 

“Then they loved that name better than 

everything,” said Maggie. 

“It comes round to what I told you, children, 

—only love caz hallow His name.” 

“But, uncle Eden,” said Esther, “all this is 

very far from us. We have no diamonds, and 

we don’t drink wine; there are no altars of © 

Jupiter to dress with flowers; what can we do?” 

“Love will find out,” said Mr Murray. “ But 

it is well to think about it. Meanwhile I will 

tell you a bit of a story.* 

“Oh do, uncle Eden!” cried the children; and
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Fenton, hearing the exclamation, came to see 

what it was about. 

‘““Not very much of a story, eicher,” said Mr 

Murray. ‘On the sixth of September, 1620, a 

little ship, called the J/ayflower, set sail from 

the old country to bring a set of pilgrims to 

America.” 

“T know!” said Fenton. 

“Why were they pilgrims?” Esther inquired. 

“They were wanderers from home and 

friends, in search of a place where they could 

setve God freely according to their consciences.” 

“Couldn’t they do it in England?” 

“No, not in those times.” | 

“Well, uncle Eden,” said Maggie, “what’s | 
the rest ?” . 

“They had a voyage of sixty-five days.” 

“Two months,” said Fenton. 

“Which brought them to the early part of 
November, and the harbour of Cape Cod.” 

“I know where Cape Cod is,” said Maggie. 
“Do you know what Cape Cod was at that 

time? What would the pilgrims find there? 
Not Boston and Lynn and Nahant.”
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“What then?” said Maggie. 

“Why there were no white people there at 

all!” said Fenton; “there never had been. It 

was all wild, and nothing but red Indians.” 

“And the ninth of November,’ said Mr 

Murray; “and that, at Cape Cod, means raw, 

cold weather and winter very near.” 

‘No houses ?” said Maggie. 

“No, my pet.” 

“Then what would the people do?” 

“Flow many people were there?” Esther 

asked. ) | 

“About a hundred. But not men only; there 

were women and little children; whole families. 

You see, they were very much in want of a home 

and a shelter before winter and winter snows 

should burst upon them. And they did not 

know where to go,” 

“Why?” said Maggie, 

“Why,” said Fenton, “they had never been 

there before; how should they know? It was 

all strange land. Do you know, when you go 

down the river for a pic-nic, where is the best 

place to make the fire ?” 
| D
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‘“ And in the pilgrims’ case,” said Mr Murray, 

“the question was terribly important. Where 

they landed, they would make their first settle- 

ment. They wanted a sheltered place, and a 

place with good land about it, and conveniently 

near the shore; some spots would be very 

unhappy for them, difficult and unhealthy ; all 

would be difficult enough.” 

“What did they do ?” 

«Sent out a party in the ship’s boat to ex- 

plore. But the boat wanted repairs in the first 

place; and before the carpenter could finish 

them, more than another fortnight had gone. 

And then it was near December; and the first 

party that went in the boat hadahard time. All 

one day and night the weather was freezing, with 

wind, and snow falling ; and snow lay six inches 

deep on the land. Some of that boat’s crew 

never got over the exposure, but died the next 

winter. | _ 

“The first expedition determined nothing; 

they had not found what would do. So another 

party went out in the boat, to coast along shore 

and look fora place to disembark. By this time
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it was the sixth of December ; it had grown very 

cold; so cold that the spray which fell on them 

froze hard and made their clothes stiff with ice. 

They went down into the bottom of Cape Cod 

bay and landed some of their number, to see 

what they could find.” 

“Were there no houses at all, uncle Eden ?” 

said Maggie. | 

“No white people. Indeed they could see 

no people of any colour. They found a few 

empty Indian wigwams, and Indian graves ; but 

no place that would do for them to set up a 

home. Those who walked and those who sailed 

met at night on the shore and camped there, 

Next morning they were up before dawn ; but 

with break of day came an Indian war-cry and 

a shower of arrows to greet them. It did them 

no gréat harm, however, and they got into their 

boat again and pushed on. But difficulties were 

before them. They sailed a long distance with- 

out finding what they were in search of. The 

pilot, who had been in that region before, pro- 

mised them a good harbour further on; and on 

they went. But by and by astorm of sleet
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began ; the sea rose; the rudder broke, and they 

had to use oars to steer with; the day was wear- 

ing on, and in order that they might reach their 

landing place before night they carried all the 

sail they could, and more than they could; for 

their mast broke and the sail went overboard. 

By the help of the tide they were carried on and 
carried in, over the surf at the entrance of an inlet, 

and got at last into safe waters. It was raining 

hard then; and, wet and weary and cold, they 

were obliged to run the risk of being discovered 

by the Indians, and with great pains managed 

to light a fire. So they passed that night, 

hardly knowing where they were.” 

‘I should think they would have given it up 
as a bad job,” said Fenton. 

~ “Gone back to England?” | 

“Yes, sir.” 

‘But in England they could not be free to 
serve God as they felt they ought.” 

“If they couldn't, then they couldn’t, sir; and 

it wouldn't be their fault.” 

“But though they could not in Pagiand, they 
could in America.”
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“T shouldn't think it would pay,” said Fenton. 

“They thought differently. However,—those 

were hard days. They found, the next morning, 

that they were upon an island, in a harbour. 

They were in the greatest possible haste ; their 

friends, their wives and children, were waiting for 

them anxiously in the ship; longing for a home 

and rest on dry ground. But weary men must 

recruit, and repairs must have time to be made, 

and so that day unwillingly went. And that 

day was Saturday.” 

“Then the next day was Sunday,” said 

Maggie. 

‘What should they do 2?” 

“What did they want to do?” said Fenton. 

“You know the business they had come on. 

They wanted to land on the shore of the harbour, 

and see if that would be a good place for them 

to build houses and make a home. They were 

out to look for such a place.” 

‘Then I should think they would do it,” said 

Fenton. 

“Tt was Sunday.” 

“Well! they couldn’t go to church, or any-
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thing ; what was the use of sitting still in their 

boat? They might as well be doing some- 

thing.” 

“TI fancy they were busy, that day. But they 

did not land in the harbour.” 

“What did they do, uncle Eden?” Maggie 

asked. 

“Fenton thinks there was nothing they could 

do.” | 

“What was there?” said Fenton defiantly. 

“TI fancy they rested. I fancy they sought 

God’s guidance and His care, and thanked Him 

for all He had given them already.” 

—“T don’t see much they had to thank Him 

for,’ said Fenton. ‘“ They had had an awful 

time.” : 

“They had come over the sea safely; they 

had got to their desired land ; they were free, 

And it was the beginning of all this country’s 

happiness and greatness, Fenton, God’s blessing 

upon those men and their prayers. However,— 

they were determined to do one thing that 

_ Sunday, and they did it; they allowed His 

name.
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“But do you think it would have been any 

harm, uncle Eden, at such a time, if they man 

not kept Sunday ?” Esther asked. | 

“T know this, Essie; the Lord says, ‘Them 

that honour me, I will honour,” 

“Then did they land Monday?” 

“They landed Monday. And they called the 

place Plymouth. They brought the rest of the 

ships company there, and there builded their 

first houses. Some day perhaps we will go there, 

and I will show you the rock where they set foot 

first.” 

“The rock? Is it there yet?” said Esther; 

and Fenton laughed at her. 

“Rocks don’t melt away in the sea,” said Mr | 

Murray. 

“TI thought—it seemed like a story you were 

telling us, uncle Eden.” 

“It is a true story, my dear; lasting as the 

rock itself.” 

“Uncle Eden,” said Maggie, “doesn’t the story 

go on?” ) 

“Tt goes on, my dear; but I don’t think Zcan 

go on much longer this morning. Do you know
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now what is meant by ‘Hallowed be thy 

name’ ?” 

“T think I know, a little,” said Maggie. 

‘You see that nothing but love can do it?” 

“ But can’t a person keep Sunday because he 

thinks he ought to,” said Esther, “even if he 

does not love God?” 

“Tn a certain way he can.” 

“Isn't that hallowing His name?” 

“Tt looks like it,’ said Mr Murray. “But I 

don’t know, Essie, my dear. The service of fear— 

or the service of custom—it is not much like the 

Scripture ideal—‘If thou call the Sabbath a 
delight, the holy of the Lord, honourable; and 

shalt honour Him, not doing thy own ways.’ 
Besides; that is only one form in which the Lord’s 

name may be hallowed; and nothing but love 

will meet them all,” 

“ But isn’t it better to do that than nothing ?” 
said Esther again. 

‘“Much better. Always put yourself in the 

way to what is right, rather than in the way to 

what is wrong.”
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CHAPTER IV. 

HE seventh of October. 

“Essie, 1s your handbag all ready?” 

asked Maggie, who was very busy. 

“All ready.” 

“ Have you got your nightgown in?” 

“Of course Ihave! What should be inif my 

nightgown wasn’t?” 

“Well, I got mine almost packed, and then I 

remembered I hadn’t got any nightgown.” 

“You have got more in the trunk, child.” 

“Ts the trunk locked ?” 

“Yes, and strapped. What do you want? 

Maggie, I put in that illuminated card,’ Esther 

added with lowered voice. 

“What one?” 

“You know,—‘ Hallowed be Thy name,’ ” 

“What for? Uncle Eden said it wouldn’t be 

any use, didn’t he?”
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“Well—I thought I’d put it in,” said Esther. 

Mid-morning and the calmest of October days, 

and the children were in the little boat going 

up to the station, The baggage had been sent 

round by the cart. For at Mosswood you had 

your choice between land and water if you 

wanted to go anywhere; and in quiet weather 

the choice of the family was very apt to be for 

the river. The river was like glass to-day as 

they rowed up round the point of Mosswood ; 

and in it, as if it had been a great looking-glass, 

the parti-coloured hills were seen doubled. Two 
shores of beauty; two lines of changing woods, 

with spots of red maple and yellow hickory and 

brown cak and green hemlocks: one line above 

water, the other beneath, and both alike showy 

and bright. 

“I don't believe Willow Brook is as pretty as 

this place,” said Esther. 

“ Of course it isn’t!” said Fenton. 

“But they said it was very magnificent,” said 
Maggie. 

“Who said so?” 

‘Mother, and people.”
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“I’m glad it is,” said Fenton, “but it isn’t 

like ¢hzs, I can tell you.” 

It was October all along the line of the river 

however ; and when the three Candlishes got out 

of the cars at Tunneltown, the station for Willow 

Brook, October was all around them; in even 

deeper reds and yellows than they had left be- 

hind them further south. A carriage from Willow 

Brook was in waiting. 

“What a mean little village!” said Fenton, 

as they drove through the Irish settlement at 

the station. 

“Our village at home is ugly too,” remarked 

Esther. 

“Undercliff is a village, at any rate,” returned 

Fenton ; “and the upper part of it is very good. 

This is miserable,” 

It was soon passed, however; and then came 

a stretch of country road, not remarkable for 

anything. Pretty with glimpses of the river ; 

pretty with October’s colours in the trees; but 

the children voted it very tame, till the carriage 

turned in at the gate of the grounds. 

“No lodge!” said Fenton.
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“Flush! there’s the house,” said Esther. 

As the carriage swept round in front of the 

great steps, a sudden burst of colour and beauty 

took away Maggie’s breath. Flowers, flowers, 

right and left of her; green, bright, soft turf 

between the flowers; in front a wide outlook 

over low-lying meadows, miles of beautiful river, 

and miles of bordering hilly shores, There was 

no chance then to exchange sentiments, for it 

was necessary to go in and be welcomed; and 

then it was needful to have luncheon ; and after 

that, Esther privately informed Maggie, it was 

obligatory to go and be dressed. So the girls 

found their room, where Betsey was waiting for 

them. And then it took a great while, I am 

bound to say, to unpack dresses, and to choose 

what to put on, and to get properly curled and 

brushed and befrilled and beruffledand be-sashed. 

At last it was done; and joyfully Maggie escaped. 

from the house, and got out upon the green turf 

to make acquaintance with the flowers. They 

were in small beds or patches, scattered thickly 

about that part of the grounds; and notwith- 

standing the lateness of the season, they were
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very splendid. Roses and geraniums and 

tuberoses and colens and asters and dahlias, that 

Maggie knew, with a host of others that she did 

not know. From one to another flower-bed she 

went delighted and absorbed. So Mrs Saulmain 

found her. 

This lady was both stately and brilliant ; SO 

at least she seemed to Maggie; and not at all 

in her own mother’s style. Here were keen 

black eyes, large and sparkling, but that could 

look soft as well; and there was colour in the 

cheeks, and a wealth of black hair crowning the 

head. And hands glittering with jewels, and 

silk draperies that were very rich in hue; 

altogether this lady seemed like a living flower 

of larger size, something between a dahlia and 

a geranium. | 

“Busy with the flowers, my dear, and nothing 

else ?” 

“Oh, I don’t want anything else, ma’am, thank 

you.” 

“Tas Rachel lost sight of you? Where are 

they all, that they have left you alone?” 

“T don’t know where they are,” said Maggie.
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“Esther and I came out here a little while ago, 

and I don’t know where Esther went.” 

And then Mrs Saulmain sat down on the turf 

by the flower-bed which Maggie was admiring, 

and making her sit down too, they had a long 

talk together. Mrs Saulmain wanted to know 

about the camp on Eagle hill ; and listened with 

an amused face to all she could get Maggie to 

tell her. And then she asked about.Mosswood ; 

and she told the little girl she hoped she would 

be very happy at Willow Brook, and it was a 
great pleasure to hatve her there, 

“Do you know the children are going to have 
plays—Little Red Ridinghood, and Cinderella ?” 

“Yes, ma’am—Rasselas told us.” 

“Would you like to play? I think you would 

make the best Little Red Ridinghood we have 
got. Would you like to play, Maggie?” 

“Yes, ma’am.—I don’t care.” 

“You would just as lieve look on? I don’t 
know but that it is as good fun; but they all 
seem to like to play. Zach, come here.” 

Zachary was passing at the moment, and 

came at her bidding over the grass to where
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his mother was sitting. Maggie had not seen 

him before. The black hair and black eyes of 

the family were repeated in him, with an ex- 

pression of great life and activity. Maggie 

liked his looks. 

“Zach, J want you to give Maggie Candlish 

a ride on Don Giovanni.” 

“Now?” 

“Oh no, not now; she wouldn’t like it, and 

it’s too late. But to-morrow sometime. To- 

morrow morning. I think she would like it. 

The others will be busy preparing for the play, 

and she might be neglected. They have left 

her all alone now.” 

“Oh no, ma’am,” said Maggie; “nobody left 

me, except Esther, that I know of.” 

“Somebody must have been with Esther, I 

think. Now, Zachary, I want you to look after 

Maggie. I make her your charge.” 

“What shall I do for her, mamma? What’s 

Rachel about ?”’ 

“Rachel is busy arranging for the plays, I 

suppose. And as Maggie is not in them, that 

would not interest her. Do you play, Zach?”
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“T’m the Wolf, mamma!” 

“What a fierce wolf you will make!” said his 

mother, laughing at him. 

“Wait till you see. Do you want anything 

of me now, mamma?” 

“Where are you going ?” 

“Over to the lodge. Judy has got my skin, 

to sew it and fix it for me; and I want to go 

over and see if it’s all right.” | 

“Very well. Take Maggie with you.” 

Zach looked at his charge somewhat doubt- 

fully. However, the instinct of good nature and 

the habit of obeying his mother prevailed. He 

asked Maggie if she would go; and Maggie, who 

would have declined if she had been left.to her- 

self, was pushed into accepting by Mrs Saulmain’s 

words. So the two went off together, down to 

the stables. Here Zachary called for Don, and 

presently was brought out a little Shetland 

pony, brown and shaggy, with a wonderful know- 

ing look in his brown eyes. Him Zachary soon 

harnessed to a little phaeton that seemed as if 

it must have been built to match the pony; 

' low hung, and easy, but very light. Then Zach
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turned and very politely offered his hand to 

Maggie to help her in. 

Maggie was fast getting into the spirit of the 

occasion and forgetting her shyness. Such a 

pony and such a carriage were enough to put 

everything else out of a little girl’s head. She 

even found her tongue. 

“Is that Don Jo— ?” she asked as they set off. 

‘Don Giovanni,—Don, for short.” 

‘What does it mean?” said Maggie. 

“Mean? It doesn’t mean anything; only 

just a name. Names don’t mean anything, now- 

a-days. My name don’t mean anything, only 

me; and your name don't mean anything.” 

‘Margaret means a pearl,” said the little girl 

sedately. | 

“Well, so it does,” said Zachary laughing; 
“and Zachary means something too. I suppose 

names always did, in old times, But now nobody 

thinks of them.” | 

“What does Zachary mean ?” 

“It’s the short for Zacharias.” 

“That’s a Bible name. Don’t it mean some- 

thing ?” 
E
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“All those old names did,” said the boy. 

‘T can’t think why people made them so queer, 

  

How would it sound if everybody called you 

‘Pearl’ instead of Margaret ?” 

“Why, I think it would sound very nice,” said 

Maggie ; “ but nobody does call me Margaret. 

And then, if names meant something, I should 

want to be like my name. Shouldn’t you?” 

“ Depends on the name, I guess,” said Zach- 

ary. 

“ Does your name have a meaning ?” 

“Tt’s old enough,” said the boy. “Yes, it 

means something; and then you will want to 

know what. It means,‘remembered of Jehovah.’ ” 
“Does it?” exclaimed Maggie. “Really! 

Oh, but I should like to have such a name as 

that. It’s beautiful.” | 

“Nobody ever said so before,” said the boy, 

laughing again. But I fancy he was a little flat- 
tered by the compliment, for he was more and 
more kind to his little companion. 

They had been slowly walking out from the 
neighbourhood of the stables, and through a 
light screen of wood coming out upon the road.
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High upon an eminence just behind this point, 

they saw the glittering glass of the greenhouses 

and conservatories, grouped there at some little 

distance from the house; and on the wide and 

high flight of steps which led up to them, were 

scattered the young people of Rachel's party, 

They looked like moving flowers themselves, 

spilt out of the greenhouses somehow; sucha 

show of white and pink and blue and green and 

yellow wasthere. Maggie looked back at them; 

she was glad she was not among them ; nobody 

could be doing anything so nice as she was 

doing. 

Soon the greenhouses were lost to view; and 

the road brought them in sight of a lovely little 

lake, stretching along right and left before them. 

Long, but not wide; a bridge spanned it; on 

the bridge Zach drew up the pony that Maggie 

might look, 

“There are boats!” said Maggie. “And oh, 

what a pretty summer house! ” 

“That ’s just a boathouse,” explained Zach. 

“And do you go out on the lake in the boats 

sometimes ?”
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“Sometimes.” 

“We go on the river very often.” | 

“That’s much better,” said Zach. “The lake 

is stupid. It is always flat, you know.” ~” 

“Why the river is flat,” said Maggie, - 

“?Tisn’t sometimes. I’ve been on it when it 

was all up and down; and then it’s good fun. 

I’ve gone with a shad boat, when they were 

pulling up fish, and the wind blowing fresh ; and 

I tell you it was lively! Get on, Don!” 

“IT never saw anything so nice as Don in my 

life,” said Maggie. “We have only a donkey 

at our house. Fenton wants a pony very 

much.” | 

“Don is ever so strong,” Zach added, “though 

he is so little. He would carry you for miles 

and miles, and think nothing of it.” 

“Qn his back, you mean ?” 

“Ves, I mean on his back.” 

~“T should like that,’ said Maggie. 

“Well, to-morrow, or any time you like, you 

shall go. But don’t tell anybody; for I am 

not going to have ’em all riding and hectoring 

him round; and if one does, another will. I’m
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not going to have it. But you shall ride him just 

as much as you’ve a mind to.” 

Crossing the bridge, the road now wound 

through a woodland; up and down and round 

about ; a dressed woodland, with no unsightly 

rubbish or uncomely growth allowed in it. The 

summer sun played through the branches and 

made lovely light and shade below; and under 

the branches and through the light and shade 

the pony phaeton went. 

“This is a nice place,” said Maggie. “Does 

all this belong to Willow Brook ?” 

‘Of course.” . 

“Tt must be a large place,” said Maggie. 

“ But where is the brook ?” 

“Tt goes out from that end of the lake, and 

goes wandering about in the meadows down 

there, with lots of silver willows growing along- 

side,” 

“TI think it is the prettiest place I ever saw,” 

said Maggie, “except Mosswood. And how 

nice Don is!” 

“Never wants to be touched with a whip,” said 

Zach ; “he just knows his business and does it.”
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“And where are we going now?” 

“To the Lodge. That’s at the other side of 

the place—on the Merryville road.” 

“Who is at the Lodge?” 

“Oh, nobody but Judy Prynne. She is the 

lodge keeper, you know.” 

“What does she do there ?” 

“Opens the gate,’ said Zach, with a look at 

his little companion. “Don’t you have a gate 

opener somewhere?” 

“We haven't got any gates but one,” said 

Maggie, “and there’s nobody to open that. 

Only the people that come.” 

“We should have a precious run through our 

place,” said Zach, “if we didn’t keep somebody 

to look after it.” 

“Oh well,” returned Maggie, “there’s nobody 

comes to our gate but our friends, you know. 

It’s different.” | | 

By this time the phaeton had worked its way 

out of the woods, winding hither and thither; 

and now they were come out upon a broad level 

planted with young trees in groups and all along 

on both sides of the road. One day this would
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become a beautiful drive; just now the young 
foliage was too thin to bea screen from the heat 
of the sun. However, it was late in the day, and 
Maggie only thought how beautiful it all was. 
The light of the sun in the various leafage of 
different young trees, and upon the wide level 
turf, was very inspiriting. For a long distance 
the drive was between these young trees and 
over this plain. At last a fence, or a wall more 
properly, appeared; a gate also between two 
huge pillars; and close beside it the prettiest 
sort of a cottage. Brown, and low, and built 
with heavy timbers, massive gables and open 
lattice windows, it was unlike any house Maggie 
had ever seen, And when they went in, she 
thought it still more unlike. But first came out 
the figure of the gate opener. 

This was a tall, finely proportioned, fine 
looking coloured woman. She was not young; 

but her skin was smooth, black, and glossy, her 
eye was bright, and her carriage was stately. 
On her head was a marvel of a turban, made 

ofa gay-coloured bandana, imposing enough to 
have shaded the brows of the Shah of Persia.
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Maggie could look at nothing else of her dress 

but that. 

“No, Judy,” cried Zach; “we are not going 

out. I’ve come to see you.” Therewith he 
jumped from the little carriage and offered his 
hand to help Maggie. 

“T ’clar, Massa Zach, you ‘ll be lookin’ arter 
your wild beast here; ain’t you? Come in— 
an’ tell me ef it’s right. J don’t know how you 
want it fixed—ef it ain’t so.” 

Zach and Maggie followed her in. On the 
floor lay the wolf skin, which Judy had been 
tailoring in some extraordinary fashion, com- 
prehended only by Zachary. He went into 
careful examinations. 

“ All right, Judy, I believe.” 
“ Now, Mass’ Zach, what you goin’ to do wid 

dat creetur’ ?” 

“ Get into it, Judy, and be a wolf.” 

“Get into it!” said Judy laughing. “ Whar’ll 
you get in?” 

“Haven't you left a place? See here, Judy— 
I can’t get in ifit’s ad/ sewed up. You must rip
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me a piece here—along here. Rip away, and 

I'll try, and see when it’s big enough.” 

Judy ripped away, and Maggie’s eyes went 

round the room. It was very pretty and very , 

odd, she thought. Heavy timbers, like the out- 

side show of the house; large beams running 

across the ceiling and framing the windows, the 

little windows, with diamond panes of glass, set 

in deep recesses of the thick wall; the chimney 

piece massive oak. AI] brown, of the wood’s 

own colour, Then those pretty windows stood 

open, and roses and Virginia creeper wreathed 

around them; one or two late roses were 

blossoming yet ; and the October sunshine which 

came golden in found the contrasting light of a 

little blazing fire in the deep chimney place. 

Over the blaze hung a black tea-kettle. Maggie 

surveyed this arrangement with muchadmiration. 

Then her thoughts came back to the wolf skin. 

“That ’ll do, I believe, Judy,” said Zach, put- 

ting his head through the opening which had 

been made in the under part of the skin. 

“Do you expect you'll get all of you inside o’ 

dat ting?” said Judy with considerable disgust.
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“Must, you know, Judy. Wouldn't do te 

leave any of myself out. That wouldn’t be like 

a wolf, or like any other creature that ever lived.” 

“And what fordo ye want to be like a wolf ?” 

“Tn the play, you know. Little Red Riding- 

hood. You’ve heard of that, Judy. I’m to be 

the wolf, to eat Little Red Ridinghood up. Good 

set of teeth,” said Zach, displaying the grinning 

tusks of the whilome wolf. 

“ And you goin’ to put your head in dar?” 

Zachary nodded. ‘Hard times for me, I 

expect, Judy. The only fun’ll be to hear the 

girls squeal.” 

“Whar ’ll your arms be, den?” 

“ Here—in the legs. My arms are to be the 

wolf’s fore legs,” | 

“ And will ye get your own legs in dem oder?” 

“Of course. The wolf’ll stand a little high 
in his hind quarters—but it ’s a new kind of wolf ; 

that’s to be considered. The boy’s species. 

Canus knabes.,” 

“Massa Zach, when is dat play comin’?” 

“To-morrow, Judy. Mind, you don’t let any- 

_ body in through the gate but those that show the
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right blue tickets. There’ll be all the world 
here, if we’d let’em. You must be very careful. 

Keep the gate locked.” 

“I done got my orders,” said the woman 

quietly. ‘“ What’ll I say to de oders, Mass’ Zach 
—what hasn’t got no blue ticket ?” 

“Say anything you like. But keep the gate 
fast.” | 

‘“’Spects dere’ll be a heap of ’em?” 

“Would be, if they were piled up,” said 

Zach. 

“But, Mass’ Zach, what if suppos’n you didn’t 

hab a clar day; how den?” 

“A clear day? Yes, we shall have it clear,” 
‘“ Donno, Mass’ Zach—when it clar up in de 

night, like it did last night, dar ain’t no insurance, 
Suppose it rain?” 

“Then the play ’ll be put off—that’s all. 
Have it next day,” 

‘De next day am de Sabba’ day, Mass Zach?” 

said the woman anxiously, 

“ Sabbath ? well, what then ? To-morrow is the 

right Sabbath, for that matter,”
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“But Massa Saulmain, he don’t keep de Sabba’ 

day ob his people. 

“No, nor any other, Judy, you bet.” 

“Mus gib de Lord one day,” she said. “He 

say one day is His day, sure, Mass’ Zach. I 

allays gib de Lord His own, Judy mus’,” 

‘‘ Well nobody hinders you,” said Zach, 

* Den don’t let de play come next day, Mass’ 

Zach!” | 

“What’s the matter? Why not? It must 

come that day, Judy, if it don’t come to-morrow.” 

“Dere’ll be nobody to open de gate, I tell 

you,” 

“There'll be you, What ails you?” 

“Mus’ gib de Lord His day, Mass’ Zach. 
Couldn’t open and shut no gates on de Sabba’ 
day. I couldn't, nohow,” 

“You don’t have to, generally. Don’t be a 
fool, Judy. You know, when my father says a 
thing, it must be done,” 

“But de Lord, when He says a t’ing,—how 
den?” 

“Well, you’ve got to choose. You know
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what will happen if you don’t do what papa 
says.” 

“Mebbe de Lord will keep de storm ’way,” 
she said meditatively ;—“and mebbe no! Well, 
well—how folks do hallow His name wid what 
cost ’em not’ing !” 

Then catching Maggie’s wistful eager eyes, 
her tone changed. She looked down at the 
child with a smile. 

“Who’s dis, Mass’ Zach?” 

“ Somebody you ’d better be good to, fades ” 
“Come here, dear,” said she, “come here and 

see my cat,” | 

One glimpse Maggie had, of a great soft mass 
of grey and white fur; one touch of the ony 
pile; and Zach called teas away. 

“Maggie, we must go home. There’s a 
mile to ride, you know, and supper ’ll be 
ready.” 

“May I come again to see her?” said Maggie, 
appealing to the cat’s mistress. 

‘Judy ’s mighty glad to see you!” was the 
hearty answer. “I’se got bees, too, little missus, 
and honey. Mass’ Zach, he knows,”
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“Come away, Maggie,” cried Zach. “I'll 
send Tom down for the wolf skin, Judy. And 

don’t you be a fool for nothing.” 

“If I’se a fool,” said the black woman 

steadily, “it ll be for de name ob de Lord.”
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CHAPTER V. | 

““ DECLARE, I hope it wll be good 

| weather to-morrow!” said Zach as they 

drove away, 

“Do you think it will ?” 

“Never thought anything else, till Judy be- 

gan to talk; but I don’t like the look of those 

clouds.” ) 

“Why they ’re all bright,” said Maggie. 

“Yes, but they ’ve no business to Je there at 

this time; and they ’ll be grey. enough as soon 

as the sun gets down. ‘You see, we must have 

very good weather for the plays; it won’t do to 

have the least possible danger of rain; not the 

least in the world.” 

“T want to see how you’ll manage in the 

wolf skin,” said Maggie. 

“Yes, I want to see myself. It’s going to be 

rather fun, I expect, to somebody. Couldn’t
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stand it in summer, you know; it would be so 

stifling hot ; but in this weather I guess I could 

stand it. I hope Judy won't play fool while I’m 

playing wolf!” 

“What would she do?” 

“Keep the gate locked, and make everybody 

drive round to the other entrance ; or leave it 

wide open and let all the canaille come in.” 
“What ’s that ?” 

“People that have no business to be any- 

where.” | 

“Then, if it rains to-morrow, couldn’t you 

send some one else to attend the gate next 

day?” 

“YT could—and I would; but my father 

wouldn't.” 

“Why not?” 

“ Because it’s Judy’s business. She’s paid for 

it; and father’s been very good to her, too; he 

built that house for her, and made everything in 

it just as she wanted it. He don’t let people 

neglect their duties.” 

“What would he do, Zachary, if Judy would 

not open the gate on Sunday?”



WILLOW BROOK. SI 

  

“Send her about her business, and put some 

one else there to mind z/az¢ business. He’d be 

sotry, too, for he thinks all the world of Judy; 

but he’d do it.” 

“ And what would she do, then?” 

“YT don’t know. She’d be terribly cut up; 

because, you see, she thinks all the world of him 

and of mamma, and of us. But I shouldn’t 

wonder if she’d do it.” | | 

After this Maggie was in constant concern 

about the sky and the weather. To her it looked 

very fair. There was a dense fog, however, when 

she got up next morning. 

“OQ Esther!” she cried, “do you think it is 

going to rain?” 

“Rain? no; nonsense! it is nothing but fog.” 

“Tt is very thick!” 

“That ’s the way often with hot days, don’t 

you know? they begin in a fog. Those are the 

hottest.” 

“T don’t know, Miss Esther,” said Betsey, who 

was dressing them. “I’m afeard there’s some 

clouds ahint all that mist.” 

‘Oh, I hope not!.” said Maggie earnestly. 
F
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“T hope not! Esther, do you know what they 

will do, if the weather hinders the plays to-day 

in the theatre?” 

Nod. 

“They will have them to-morrow,” 

Maggie spoke under her breath. Esther 

stopped in her hair brushing and looked at 

her, oe | 

_“ How do you know ?” 

“Zachary said so.” 

“Well,” said Esther, beginning again with her 

brush; “TI can’t help it.” | 

“No, we cant help it; but what shall we 

do?” 
“TI don't know,” said Esther. “I shall wait 

and see. Maybe the sun will come out by and 

by. I think it will.” 
Maggie looked round the room. 

‘Where’s your card, Esther?” 

“Card?” said Esther, facing about again. 

“Yes — your illuminated card, — you know, 

—‘ Hallowed be’—’ 

“Oh,” said Esther interrupting her, “that’s 

in the trunk, safe.”
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“T thought you wanted to have it somewhere 

in sight.” 

“It’s safer there,” said Esther; “and I know 

what it is, without seeing it all the time.” 

“That’s what uncle Eden said; but, Esther, 

what will you do, if the plays are to-mor- 

row?” | 

“T don’t know anything about it,” said Esther, 
“T shall wait and see.” 

‘What about it, Miss Maggie?” inquired 

Betsey. 

“Why Sunday is to-morrow, Betsey.” 

“And certainly Miss Esther cannot prevent 

them, if they like to make their h’entertain- 

ments on the wrong day. They must do their 

pleasure.” 

“They will, I suppose; but, Betsey, we ought 

to do—the Lord’s pleasure.” 

“Do you think it’s not His pleasure that a 

parcel of children shouldn’t take their h’amuse- 

ment any peaceable way, and h’especially in the 

sunshine He has made for them ?” 

“But Sunday is zs day, Betsey.” 

“Well, what for, Miss Maggie? Isn’t it that



&4 | WILLOW BROOK. 

everybody should ’ave all the good he can? 

Don’t it please Him to have you pleased ?” 

“T think,” said Maggie slowly, “it would please 

me best, to please Him.” 

Betsey looked in some amazement at this 

speech, which she did not comprehend. Esther 

went on brushing her hair assiduously. 

“Don’t you think, Betsey,” said Maggie, meet- 

ing her look, “don’t you think God wants us to 

hallow His name on His day?” | 

“And what ‘arm would there be in the plays, 

Miss Maggie?” 

“T should like the plays very much,” said 

Maggie, her eyes going wistfully to the window, 

“if they could be on one of the other days; but 

that is the Lord’s day.” 

Betsey had got something to think of, perhaps, 
for she dropped the argument. 

Very anxiously Maggie watched the misty 

atmosphere that morning. At breakfast every- 

body was very gay, for it was expected that the 

sun would shine out presently. After breakfast 

people became very grumpy, for the sunshine 

did not appear. A doubtful grey fog, with un-
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doubtedly ¢ clouds behind it, kept even a <yilies 
gleam from cheering their eyes. There was a 
great confusion, of preparations for the plays. 
which might not come off, and preparations for 
the contingency of their zo¢ coming off. At last, 
about luncheon time, the mist did yield ; yellow 
gleams came through; rolls of cloud vapour 
could be seen parting, moving, scattering away ; 
a bit of blue here and there was unquestioned ; 
and with unbounded glee the announcement 
was received, that the plays would goon. One 
of them, at any rate. Two o’clock was the hour 

appointed, and luncheon had been earlier than 

usual to be out of the way. And now the gay 

little groups flocked to the theatre. It was a 

dainty place, arranged in a little round hollow 
of ground, surrounded and sheltered with a belt 
of trees. Round three sides of the hollow benches 

had been constructed, rising one behind another; 

the fourth side and the space in the centre was 
prepared for the actors. A level green floor at 
the bottom ; a green rising bank behind it; and 
not too high up on the bank, a screen of green 
baize with doors that hid whatever and whomso-



86 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

ever clustered beyond it. As the parties of 

children trooped down to this little wild theatre, 

they met other parties flocking thitherward; 

waggons and carriages were fast driving in; the 

benches were half filled already. But the very 

front and best places, it was found, were reserved 

for Rachel’s little party of home guests. Here 

Maggie, to her great satisfaction, got comfortably 

seated without any difficulty. She took breath, 

The yellow gleams from the sky were broader 

and brighter; the patches of blue were larger ; 

the mist looked more and more like a rolling 

away veil. Maggie was very content. Nextshe 

looked to see the people. How many there were! 

Ladies and gentlemen and children. The benches 

were getting full of a gaily-dressed crowd ; very 

happy and eager. It was a pretty sight, with 

* the sober green crown of trees around the edge 

of the hollow. Suddenly Maggie found that 

Zachary was speaking to her. 

“*Taint going to last,” he whispered. 

“What?” said Maggie. 

“The fine weather. Papa says it won’t hold 

out but an hour or two; and he knows. So
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there won't be but one play to-day. Papa says 

we must be done in an hour or so.” 

“ Which play will it be?” 

“°Twon’t be my play ; that takes a good deal 

of time, you know. The wolf has some dressing 

to do that ain’t exactly easy ; and it won’t do to 

be hurried. Cinderella takes time, too, but 

they ’ve got it all ready. And mamma is the 

fairy godmother, you know; so ms will all go 

off like smoke.” _ | 

‘Then you won't be the wolf at all?” said 

Maggie, much disappointed. 

“ To-morrow—we’ll have the rest to-morrow. 

As many of the people as can stay will stay, and 

sleep anywhere; and the rest will come again 

to-morrow.” | 

“But, Judy ?” said Maggie, 

“Judy won't be a fool, Or if she does, we’ll 

have to set somebody else to open the gate. 

Worse for her !—There!” 

‘“Who’s that?” whispered Maggie, as a door 

in the green screen opened, and a little unkempt, 

ragged, forlorn girl came out, and began to 

build a fire with some sticks she had brought in
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her arms. “How came that poor girl there? 

Don’t she know she mustn’t stay mete > What 

is she doing?” | 

“She is going to a a fire,” said Zachary 

_ soberly. 

“But don’t she know where she is? Don’t 

she see? What does she mean?” inquired 

Maggie anxiously. 

“Good!” said Zachary, greatly delighted. 
“If that isn’t first-rate! Did you ever see a 
play before ?” 

“Never!” said Maggie. Their conversation 
went on, it must be noted, in soft whispers. 

“That’s Cinderella,” said Zachary. “It’s 
Jane Horton.” 

“Cinderella!” said Maggie, in mighty sur- 
prise. 

“Ts that the girl who had ona — silk with 
ever so many flounces?” 

“T don’t know what you call flounces!” said 

Zach ; “she was as red as a rose yesterday.” 
“T shouldn’t know her a bit.” 
“You wouldn't know me in my skin, would 

you?”
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‘“‘T wish you were going to play that to-day,” 

said Maggie. “What is she doing?” 

“Cinderella is making a fire, to cook her 

supper, I suppose. There comes Cinderella’s 

sister,” 

A sufficiently dressed-up young lady came out 

next and stood by the fire. | 

“TIT thought Jane Horton hadn’t any sister 

here,” whispered Maggie. 

“Nor she hasn’t,” returned Zach. ‘It is only 

Cinderella’s sister. Hear how she goes on!” 

Maggie listened in extreme astonishment to 

the dialogue between the supposed sisters, 

wherein Cinderella was berated and scolded 

and ordered about, and finally left in tears. 

Then came in another dressed-up young lady 

and did some more scolding and hectoring, 

Then came a little old man in a flowery dress- 

ing-gown, with a tasselled cap upon his head, 

who shuffled about and asked questions in a 

cracked voice, and was very sharp, and at last 

caught up one of the sticks lying by the fire 

and laid it about Cinderella’s shoulders. That 

ended in Cinderella’s jumping up and running
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away, and the old man following her with his 

_dressing-gown flying. One after the other van- 

ished through the door. 

‘“Who was that?” Maggie whispered. 

Zachary burst into a laugh. “That was Ras.” 

“Rasselas ? your brother?” 

Zachary nodded, and laughed again. 

“But how did he make himself look so? He 

looked like an old man.” | 

‘“That’s dressing, and painting, and a wig. 

Hush ?” 

Cinderella came out again; sat down in the 

ashes and began to cry. 

“She’s a  poor-spirited creature!” said 
Zachary. ‘“That’s the way girls do when 

there’s something the matter; sit down and 

yell.” | 

“What do boys do ?” said Maggie. 

“somethine’ else, you bet!” said Zach. 

“There, now! see. that.” 

Maggie looked with charmed eyes, for at this 

instant there sailed out upon the scene a figure 

so extraordinary that she had not breath to do 
anything but look. A little old woman, bent
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over upon her stick, with a long cloak and a long 
peaked cap upon her head. And such a crooked 
nose and hooked chin as Maggie had ‘never 
known before to exist. : 

“That ’s mother,” whispered Zachary. 
“Mrs Saulmain ?—but it zsv’¢, Zachary—she 

don't look like that,” 

“T think I know how she looks,” said Zach, in 

supreme delight. “No, she don’t look like that 
exactly, But it’s she, sure enough. Ain’t she 
splendid !” 

They were both hushed again, to listen to the 

talk which went on between Cinderella and the 

old woman. Cinderella told her grievances, and 
explained how she would like to be dressed up 
for once and go to a party, as her sisters were 

going in the evening. They were going to a 

ball given by the king’s son; they would have 
such a good time! while she was all over ashes 

and tears. 

“Don’t cry, my child,” said the old woman ; 

“we can mend that. What sort of a dress do 

you want to wear?” 

Cinderella, amid much sobbing, expressed
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her liking for blue spangled with silver. Where- 
upon the old woman hobbled up nearer to her 

and began a furious muttering, at the same 
time striking or seeming to strike the girl on 
the head and shoulders several times. Maggie 
rubbed her eyes, for at this treatment, suddenly, 

she could not tell how, the ragged gown fell 
from Cinderella’s shoulders and an elegant robe 
of blue and silver appeared in its stead ; and at 
the same instant the unkempt mop of hair was 
gone, and ringlets nicely dressed fell down upon 
the neck of the young lady. The assembly 
broke out into a great burst of applause, so 
nicely the change had been wrought. 

“Wasn't that neat?” said Zach. 

“But what became of the old clothes?” said 
Maggie, who hardly knew whether she was 
dreaming or using her eyes. 

‘Changed into a ball-dress! don’t you see?” 
said Zach. | 

“But it couldn’t be really changed, could it ?” 
said Maggie. 

“Ah!” said Zach, “it’s difficult to say what
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couldn't be. Didn’t you see, Maggie, that it was 

changed ?” 

“Yes,” said Maggie, “it was changed ; but I 

do not believe that blue dress was ever. that 

ragged one.” * 

“You bet!” said Zachary, intensely amused. 

“What do you suppose, then, Maggie, became 

of it?” 

“Oh, hush !—wait—look !” said Maggie. 

Cinderella had been complaining that she 

could not walk comfortably to the party. “So 

one want brings another,” said the old woman. 

“Kun out into the garter and bring me a 

pumpkin.” 

“JT wish I had known what you wanted 

before,” said the blue and silver young lady; 

however, she did go out by one of the screen 

doors and presently came in again with a 

moderate sized squash in her hands, which 

she immediately deposited just within the 

door. 

“Tf you had brought me a bigger one, you 

should have had a grander Sere eey ’ said the 

  

old fairy ; “as it is.”
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She struck her cane violently against the 

squash, The effect was wonderful. There was 

a clatter and confusion of noises; a smoke, 

which Maggie thought seemed to come out of 

the squash, and which for a moment hid all 

that part of the stage; a tramp of hoofs and 

rolling of wheels; and when the smoke cleared 

away, lo! there was a little carriage, all overlaid 

with skins and draperies, and looking, as a boy 
near Maggie expressed it, “gorgeous”; drawn 
by a small pony, so bewitched with trappings 
and tassels that for a good while Maggie did not 
recognise Don. Doubtless Don it was, gay with 
blue and silver like the transformed Cinderella. 
Cinderella mounted into the carriage, drove in 
triumph round the arena two or three times, 
and finally disappeared through the door in the 
screen. ee 

There was a pause. The fairy old woman | 
had disappeared. The stage was empty. | 

“What are they doing now?” Maggie asked 
of Zach. 

“Getting ready for the next scene, I suppose. 
Cinderella is at the ball now, you know. When
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the clock strikes twelve she ‘Il have to run home ; 

all her finery will be gone.” 

“Oh yes, I know,” said Maggie. “The fairy 

told her she mustn’t stay till twelve o'clock, and 

she forgot, dancing with the prince. Shall we see 

her at the ball?” 

“T think not,” said Zachary ; “that would be 

a little too troublesome, you know. A ball, and 

a band, and all that. But you’ll see Cinderella. 

Hark, there ’s twelve striking !” 

Twelve resonant peals slowly sounded upon 

the ears of the assembly. 

“Splendid!” said Zach. “ Papa said he would 

do the clock himself. Wasn't that as good as 

the great bell of St Paul’s? There she 

comes!” 

And to be sure, in her rags and forlornness, 

unkempt hair and all, Cinderella came flying 

through one of the doors in the screen, ran 

hurriedly round the arena and out by the other 

door. 

“There! she’s dropped her slipper!” cried a 

chorus of young voices, all in a state of high 

delight.
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“Zach,” whispered Maggie, “I felt a drop of 

rain!” 

‘“‘Never mind—Cinderella ’s got to get home,” 

said Zach coolly. ‘‘ Here comes her prince!” 

A red and gold prince entered by the same 

door that had admitted Cinderella ; looked about 

hurriedly, then set off to run, following her tracks; 

suddenly stopped at sight of the slipper and 

caught it up. And then there was great laughter 

among the audience, the prince so played the 

fool with the slipper. He held it up and looked 

at it, kissed his hand to it, pressed it to his 

bosom, set it down on the floor and made bows 

to it; finally snatched it up again and ran off. 

“He'll never catch Cinderella, nor anything 

else, that way,” said Zachary. 

“But he wasn’t to catch her, you know,” said 

Maggie. 

“Ras did it pretty well,” said Zach contentedly. 

“Was the prince Rasselas?” said Maggie in 

sreat astonishment. Truth to tell, she had never 

associated the idea of Rasselas with anything 

so courtly. 

“ And Don was Don,” said Zachary. “Didn't
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you know him? I think it is the first play you 
ever saw, isn’t it?” 

“Oh yes!” said Maggie, sighing with the 
burden of her heartful enjoyment. “ What is 
next, Zachary ?” 

“T forget. Cinderella will be in the ashes 
again, I fancy.” 

And so it was. Just as at the first time, the 
forlorn girl came out and made her fire, and sat 

downtocry. Then came first one sister and then 

the other, scolding her, and telling by turns what 
a brilliant party they had had the night before, 

and how a most elegant stranger had danced 

with the prince and disappeared just at midnight; 

and how the prince had asked all the world to 

another ball, hoping to see her again. The talk 

between the sisters went on for some time, and 

was very amusing, Maggie thought ; and when 

the two fine ones went out, Cinderella of course 

could do nothing but sit on the ground and cry 

again. So out came the old woman with the 

peaked cap. She gave Cinderella another scold- 

ing, because her orders had not been obeyed; 

however, in the end she relented; tapped her 
G
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godchild on the head and shoulders, and changed 

her into a white and gold lady this time. 

“Qh, how beautiful!” cried Maggie. “Oh, 

how can she do it, Zachary ?” | 

“Sure enough ; how can she ?” said Zach. 

“But where are her old clothes gone? and 

her long taigled hair? They are gone, Zach.” 

“Certainly they are gone,” said Zach. “And 

I'll tell you what, Maggie—we’ll have to be 

- gone too, pretty quickly, if it is coming on to 

sprinkle like this.” 

“Oh, do you think it is?” cried Maggie, hold- 

ing her face up to feel how the drops touched it. 

“T don’t think it is going to rain, Zach.” 

“TY don't know what it is going to do,” said 

Zachary. “TI only know it zs raining. Other 

people are finding it out, too.” 

There began to be some stir here and there 

among the assembly ; shawls were drawn over 

one or two heads; but nobody had moved to go: 

away, when the old fairy, after calling for the 

pumpkin and sending off Cinderella in state 

again, came forward and made a little speech. 
She told the people that it was raining, and that



WILLOW BROOK. 99 

  

the clouds threatened more of it. That in this 

state of things the comfort and health of both 

audience and actors were endangered. ‘That, 

therefore, it would be expedient to finish the 

play at the present time. But that on the morrow, 
if fair,as no doubt it would be, the theatre would 

be again open to receive them at twelve o’clock ; 

when Cinderella would be performed anew from 

the beginning, and would be followed by the 

tragedy of Little Red Ridinghood; and further- 

more, that as their friends would be obliged to 

come so early to the ground, refreshments would 

be furnished them between the plays. All this 

Mrs Saulmain set forth in a neat and graceful 

little address, which gave universal satisfaction, to 

judge from the looks and words of the company. 

Meanwhile little raindrops were making ¢heir 

representations, cool and sweet, and urgent, the 

repetitions grew so frequent ; and under the effect 

of both causes, there was a very speedy and 

thorough breaking up of the audience. Hastily 

carriages were packed and drove off; eagerly the 

players gathered up their paraphernalia and ran 

off into the house. Don was seen, no longer in
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blue and silver, trotting off to the stables ; and 

servants took down the screen and folded it 

away. And down came the rain on the green 

theatre; where so many gay heads had been 

a half hour before,
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CHAPTER VI. 

HE little groups of pleasure-seekers gath- 

ered together in the house, all more or less 

dismayed at the stopping of the fun. Like a 

fleet of vessels when the wind has fallen suddenly 

to a dead calm, they had lost all their headway, 

and for the moment were aimlessly swaying 

about, waiting for a tide of some sort to catch 

them. Esther and Maggie drifted to their room; 

I believe, to make some change of dress. 

“T’m so sorry!” said the little one. 

“Tt does rain,” said Esther. 

“Tt won't rain five minutes more,” said Betsey, 

who had been summonéd. 

“Won't it? Oh, dear, I do believe it is going 

to clear up now, Essie! I see streaks of light— 

streaks of yellow, you know. Isn't it just too 

bad?”
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“Well, we had to come in,” said Essie. ‘*We 

should have been all wet if we had stayed.” 

“What are you going to do now?” 

“T dont know. I’ll go over to the Con- 

_servatory, I think, if it don’t rain. I haven’t 

half seen the flowers.” 

Maggie drummed on the window and pondered 

things, When Betsey left the room, she turned 

round to her sister and asked, half under 

breath— 

“ How are you going to do, Essie?” 

“ About what ?” 

“To-morrow is Sunday.” 

€Yes.. What of it?” 

‘What are you going to do?” said the little 

one very earnestly. 

“Do? Just what other people do, I suppose.” 
“But they are going to have these plays over 

to-morrow,” said Maggie whispering. 

“Well, I know it. I can’t help it. You 

needn't whisper. There’s nobody to hear you,” 
“But what are you going to do, Essie?” 

“Tam not going to do anything.” 

“ But about the plays ?’
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“T can't hinder their having them to-morrow, 

Maggie. Come, let us go down stairs.” 

“Wait! Will you go to see the plays?” 

“Why, I think I must, Maggie. I dare say 

we shall go to church in the morning; and then 

in the afternoon, if they have the plays, I cannot 

help it.” 

“Mrs Saulmain said twelve o’clock.” 

“T can’t help it if she did!” said Esther 

impatiently. 

“You can help going to see the plays,” 

said Maggie slowly, and as if enunciating some 

rather grievous proposition. 

“JT think it would seem very rude,” said 

Esther. “Everybody will be there but me, and 

they are all taking a great deal of trouble to 

give us pleasure; and if I were to stay away 

it would be like telling them that I thought it 

was wrong.” 

“You didn’t hang up your card, Essie,” said 

Maggie after a moment’s interval. 

“No, I didn’t, because there was no use in 

hanging itup. I know what it is, without seeing 

it all the time. I haven’t forgotten it.”



104. WILLOW. BROOK. 

  

“Do you think chat will be hallowing His 

name?” said Maggie slowly. | 

“Tt isn’t my fault!” said Esther. “ Of course, 

I wish the plays could be on another day; but if 

to-morrow is fine, and the people all come, and 
the plays are played, do you think I could 

stay in here all by myself alone? And. what 

use would it be? I could think of nothing else 

in the world but the plays. I might just as well 

be there looking at them. It wouldn’t take but 

a little while, after all, And I should feel as if. 

I was very rude not to go.” 

“I think it would be hallowing His name, 
though,” said Maggie wistfully. 

Esther stayed for no more parley, but opened 

her door and ran down stairs. Maggie lingered, 
looked out of the window and considered things 
a while longer ; at last went down with a step as 

decided if less in haste than her sister’s. The 
sprinkle of rain had all passed away; the mist 
was mist yet, but looked yellow. Maggie asked 
for Zachary. 

_ She had to go from one to another and ask 
again and again before she found him. He was
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down at the stables then, attending to Cinderella’s 

catriage, The blue and silver trappings struck 

sorrow to Maggie’s heart. 

“Zachary,” said she, “do you think I might 

have my ride now?” 

“Your ride? On Don, do you mean? but sup- 

pose it came on to rain again?” 

“Oh, I don’t think it will! Do you?” 

“Well, you see, I don’t know,” replied Zach- 

ary sagely. ‘I wouldn’t like to promise that 

those clouds would not gather up before night- 

fall. Then what would you do?” 

“Oh, I shouldn't be out till nightfall, Zachary ; 

and it’s very pleasant now; and you know I 

couldn't go to-morrow.” 

“Fact; you couldn't,” said Zach. “ Well, 

you shall try if you like; and if it rains, all 

you have to do is to come home.” 

The pony was soon saddled, with a little 

saddle and red housings, which struck delight to 

Maggie’s heart. Zachary mounted her, and gave 
a tiny whip into her hands. 

“Go off right down here,” he said, “over the 

bridge—where nobody will see you; or they’ll
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all be on Don, one after the other ; and you 

won't have any ride, neither.” 

“And when I come back, I’ll come right 

here, to the stable,” said Maggie; “and nobody 

will know anything about it.” 

“All right,” said Zach. “Go ahead.” 

It was almost a compensation for missing the 

plays! Don moved off with a ready step, quick 

and alert, shook his shaggy head once or twice, 

and then broke of his own accord into a nice trot. 

Maggie was elated. She knew well enough how 

to manage the reins, from riding the donkey at 

home; and Don was far nicer than Jack! He 

was smaller, to begin with; and Jack had no 

such pleasant, easy gait as this. Down the road 

went the little maiden, over the bridge, and 

began to thread the windings of. the pretty road 

through the woodland. Every step was so 

utterly satisfactory, Maggie had no thought but 

to take another; to turn and go back could not 

yet come into her contemplations. So the turn- 

ings of the wood road were one after the other 

passed, and she came out upon the long avenue 

which led to Judy’s lodge gate. Now it was
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only a good canter to get to Judy! And 
Maggie let Don know that she would like him 
to canter, 

I think that a far-off thought of- Judy had 

been in Maggie’s mind all along. Not that she 
clearly set the thought before her, as something 
she would try for; but only as a dim, secret, 

sweet possibility—too doubtful and far-off to be 

counted upon. Yet there is no doubt Maggie 

would have turned Don’s head that way and no 

other, of all the ways that were open to her; and 

it isas certain that when she found herself at the 

entrance of the long avenue, her little heart 

jumped with triumph and delight. Now for 

Juy’s lodge! | 

The avenue did not seemlong. Thetrees flew 

by her ; then the distant line of wall that bordered 

the road could be seen in glimpses; then the 

great gate. And Don never slackened his pace 

nor stopped, till he drew up in front of Judy’s 

door; and there he stood shaking his shaggy 

head, as if he thought he had done a good thing. 

Presently Judy came out. | 

“ Ah dis little lady ’s come again to see Judy!”
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she cried, in hearty gay tones, which were charm- 
ing to Maggie’s ears; and she jumped Maggie 

off the pony. “Is she come all de way by her- 

self?” | 

“Don brought me,” said Maggie, feeling very 

triumphant. 

“Was it along o’ Aim, den, dat you come?” 
said Judy. 

“Oh no! I wanted tocome. And he brought 
me so nicely.” 

“Don, ye want your sugar?” said Judy 
caressing him. And Don shook his head up 
and down, and seemed to say that he was quite 
ready for it. Judy went into the house and 
brought him out some; and then she led him into 
a little enclosure back of the house where he 
would be safe, and took Maggie in. Maggie 
shrugged her shoulders with comfort; this was 
what she had wanted,and the grey and white fluffy 
cat lay before the fire. Down went Maggie on 
the floor beside her. Judy stood and looked at 
them both. 

“Dere’s been great doin’s, I spect, up to de 
house ?”
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“The play 

was beautiful. And there were a great many 

“Oh yes, Judy!” said Maggie. 

people to see it.” 

“ Dey all’s went t'rough my gate,” said Judy. 

‘“Dere was a powerful sight of people, sure. And 

de rain done broke ’em up.” 

“Yes. Oh, I was so sorry, Judy; and every- 

body was sorry. The rain came so fast, we had 

to go in, with the play half finished ; and all the 

people had to go away.” 

“Dey was mighty feared dey’d get wet,” 

said Judy. ‘“ Dey was in an uncommon hurry 

for to get outside de gate. I had to laugh for 

seein ’em, Is de shows gone finish to-morrow, 

honey ?” 

Maggie looked sorrowfully up. “Yes, Judy. 

I wanted to come to tell you.” 

“TI reckoned dey would,” said the woman 

soberly. Yet she stood still, looking down at 

the child and the cat. But Maggie had forgotten 

how soft pussy’s fur felt. 

What will you do, Judy?” 

“Tl jest stan’ by and let de Lord do, chil’, 

He done let de rain come, and He knows,”
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“Yes, I know He let the rain come, Judy; 
and I thought He wouldn’t. I was so sur- 
prised.” 

“He knows,” repeated the black woman. 
“Dar’s whar de differ is. J don’ know nuffin. 
Jest let de Lord alone, honey ; He knows.” 

“But what will you do to-morrow, Judy?” 
“T°ll jest praise de Lord, honey.” 
“What for?” inquired Maggie a little wist- 

fully. 

‘“Dere’s lots to praise Him for, chil’.” 
“Yes, I know; but to-morrow, Judy? You 

know what Mr Saulmain will do, if you don’t 
open the gate.” . 

“T knows, well enough,” said the woman, 

“And Judy, aren’t you sorry?” 

“T’se done broke my heart about it, missie. 
For all, de good Lord, He’s done make me all 
up again, sound and strong. And He say, 
Hell take care o’ my heart. And I'll praise 
Him, dat He so good to send me one more trial.” 

“Why, Judy, do you thank Him for that?” 
said Maggie, sitting up and looking very much 
puzzled.
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“T’ank Hima heap, missie! He done give 
Judy a chance for honour His name, ’fore all de 
people.” 

Maggie got up from beside the cat and came 
and put her little handin Judy’s. Judy was sitt- 

ing down now, and somewhat, as it seemed to 
Maggie, in contradiction of her words, there 
were plain indications that the tears were gather- 
ing under her eyelids. Judy’s other hand went 
up more than once to get rid of them. 
“Where will you go, Judy?” said the child 

softly. 

“I won't go nowhar, chil’; I'll jest stay in my 
place; and I’ praise de Lord.” 

But here Judy drew her hand from Maggie’s, 

and foisting her pocket-handkerchief out of its 

recesses, buried her face in it. Maggie stood 

silently sympathising for a minute or two, that 

was all, before Judy looked up again. 

“T’spect I’se growing foolish!” she said. 
“Dear Judy,” said Maggie, venturing where 

an older person would have been silent. “I 
mean, where will you go, if you go away from 
here ? ”
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“Dunno, honey. De Lord, He don’t shew it 

to me yet. Hedon’t never gib only one step ata 

time. First step He’s gib me to honour Him to- 

morrow; den He'll pint out de next. But I’se 

boun’ to take de fust, fust.” 

“Judy, what do you think J ought to do to- 

morrow?” said Maggie. Judy left considering 

herself, at that, and considered her little visitor. 

“*Bout what, honey ?” 

“They are going to have those plays, you 

know,—Cinderella and Little Red Ridinghood. 

And I want very much to see Zachary dressed 

up for the wolf. Do you think it would be right 

for me to go, Judy?” 

“What does Missie think ?’ 

“Everybody else is going, Judy; even my 

sister Esther. If I don’t go, don’t you think 

they will say Iam very rude? It will be telling 

them I don’t think it is right, what they are 

doing.” 

And the two childish, wistful eyes looked trust- 

fully up into the black woman’s face. She put 

her arm round the little girl and gathered her 
up in a kind of large soft embrace.
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“It’s de Lord’s day, honey.” 

“Yes. I know. But I don’t want to be rude 
to Mrs Saulmain, and to Rachel.” 

““Pears like one can’t be ’spectful to every- 
body,” said Judy, looking down into Maggie’s 
face. “Dere’s de good Lord, honey; hadn’t 
yer better be ’spectful to Him? MHa’n’t He 
done tell us to honour Him fust ?” 

“Yes, Judy; I — so. But it’s very 

difficult.” 

“Dey ’s all for gwine to see de show?” said 

Judy. 
“Everybody; even my sister and brother. 

There will be nobody left in dies house at all; 

all that while.” 

“Suppos’n’ she come and spend de day wid 

Judy and de pussy cat?” 

“Oh, may I?” said Maggie, with great bright- 

ening of eyes, 

“T. reckon,” said Judy, “ missie kin do what 

she hab a mind to.” 

Maggie’s pleasure at this arrangement was 

unequivocal, and she immediately slid down to 

the floor to make further acquaintance with the 
H
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grey and white cat. Then soon remembered 

that it was late. | 

“T think I’ go home now, Judy, if you please, 

and I’ll come again in the morning early ; before 

they want Don in the play.” 

“Does dey hab de real live horse in de play ?” 

said Judy. 

“Oh yes! he was in it this afternoon, with the 

prettiest little carriage you ever saw, Judy, all 

covered with blue and spotted with silver.” 

“Deir heads is all done gone turned, sure,” 

said the black woman to herself. “Dere’s no 

room for no sense left in ’em. It’s rainin’, 

honey.” 

It was raining again; it would not do for little 

Maggie to try a mile long ride in it. She must 

wait, and they would send the carriage for her, 

Judy said. Maggie was quite content to wait. 

But the storm began presently to be a storm in 

earnest ; the wind rose, the rain poured down, 

it thundered and lightened in the distance., 

Seeing that Maggie stood beside her silent and 

wistful, looking out at the windows, Judy divined 

what might be the matter.
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“Missie ain't feared for de t’under ?” 

“No, Judy—but I don’t like to see the light- 

ning—do you?” 

“Come up here,” said Judy, lifting the little 

girl into her lap and wrapping her soft motherly 

arms round her. “What missie feared for? 

Don’t she know, Jesus done got all t’ings in His 

- hand?” | 

“Yes, Judy, I know; but then I never began 

to know much about Him till a little while ago. 

I haven't got accustomed to it yet.” 

“Better get customed to it right away, honey. 

I sees de Lord everywhar.” And wrapping 
Maggie close in her arms, Judy began to sing, 

** T need not go abroad for joy, 
Who have a feast at home. 

My sighs are turned into songs, 

The Comforter is come.” 

The air she sang was sweet and peculiar, both 

air and words strange to Maggie, who listened 

with. delighted ears. Henceforth never in her 

life would she think of them without the feeling 

coming back of the storm, the rain and thunder, 

and the warm shelter of Judy’s arms, within 

which she sat and heard it all.
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The daylight feli. The storm grew more 

violent as to wind and rain; the lightning and 

thunder faded away. There came in the midst 

of it all a great rapping at the door. A man 

had been sent out to look for Maggie. Nobody 

knew where she was, and Mrs Saulmain was 

extremely uneasy. She would send the carriage, 

the man said, as soon as she knew. Maggie 

looked doubtfully towards the window. 

“’Spose she stop all night wid Judy?” said - 

the black woman. ‘‘Den she'll be here in de 

mornin’! She shall haba nice little bed, in here 

by de fire; pears like it won’t be good nohow 

gettin’ home t’rough de dark and de rain.” 

‘* Oh, I should like that a great deal better! ” 

said Maggie. “But I must write to Esther and 

tell her—O Judy, have you got a piece of paper 

that I could have? I’ve got a pencil.” 

Judy fetched a nice sheet of note paper, 

“Den missie put in, to ax Massa Saulmain 

send somebody for to tend de gate?” she said » 
in a half whisper as she stood beside the child 

watching her. Maggie looked up, and then 

nodded ; and wrote a note which it took some
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time to accomplish; Maggie’s handwriting be- 

ing as yet hardly what one might call easy, and 

habits of composition scarcely formed. It was 

done and folded up at last, and directed, and 

given to the messenger, who stood at the door 

all the while in his wet waterproof coat, waiting. 

He led Don home too; Judy having first taken 

off the side-saddle and placed it in safe quarters. 

All this finished and settled, Maggie went 

down on the rug with the cat, feeling very 

much eased in her mind. The wind blew and the 

rain beat against the house ; but she was not to 

go out in it, and now she did not care about it. 

She liked it, for it made her excuse for staying 

where she was: and by this time Maggie had 

got very fond of the black woman, and her 

company seemed a sort of shelter. And Judy 

now fetched sticks and laid on the fire, and 

presently had a splendid blaze going up the 

chimney; and she filled her little black kettle 

and hung it over, 

“Ts that the way you boil your kettle?” asked 

Maggie looking on. 

“Dere aint no better way, dat ever I heerd
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on, said Judy contentedly. “Folks does hab 
de great iron tings fur to make deir fire in and 

to hide it. Don’t want no sich trash roun’ whar 

I be! Don’t missie like fur to see de fire her- 

self?’ 

“Oh yes, Ido, Judy. I think it’s lovely.” 

“T allays reckon to see my fire when I’se 

be cooking,” Judy went on; “can’t do nuffin 

wid dem shut-up places! How ye’re gwine to 

bake a sponge cake in dere, like to know! 

Can't doit! Mlissie like sponge cake ?” 

“OQ Judy, I think it is the very best cake 
there is.” . 

‘Den she'll get some fur her supper.” 
Maggie hardly knew what Judy was about, 

till she saw her bring out a wooden tray and a 

basket of eggs and a bowl of flour. She was 

absorbed first in wonder at another proceeding, | 
_A large, heavy iron vessel, looking she thought 
like a very wide and shallow kettle, on feet, was 
hauled out from somewhere and set on the hearth, 

over a hot bed of coals which Judy had pre- 
pared for it. An extraordinary looking iron 
cover for this pot, with the brim turned up a
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couple of inches high all round, Judy took by 

the tongs and laid right upon the fire. Then 

she tied an apron before her and began break- 

ing eggs into her bowl. Not till then did 

Maggie wake up to the meaning of what was 

going on, 

“Are you going to make cake, Judy?” 

“Yes, missie—reckon I will.” | 

‘Sponge cake?” 

‘Didn't missie say she like him?” 

“Sponge cake? Oh yes, very much; but I 

didn’t want you to make it for me, Judy.” 

“ Missie ain’t gwine take supper wid Judy and 

hab nuffin to eat,”’—said Judy competently. 

And getting her eggs all broken, she poured 

in white sugar as it seemed at haphazard, and 

feil to beating the mixture with a quick and 

strong hand. 

“Flow did you know how much to put in, 

Judy?” Maggie queried very naturally. 

“Mus hab sugar plenty,” said Judy. “’Tain’t 

good widout a taste o’ nuffin. I’ve seed sich— 

and reckon I don’t care about seein’ no more.” 

“But you didn’t measure the sugar, did you ?”
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“Measure! Never could be boddered wid 

measurin’, missie—I couldn’t make cake dat a 

way.” 

“Then how do you know what’s enough?” 

Judy laughed a short laugh, all the while the 

cake beater in her hand was flying back and 

forth at a great rate. 

“’Pears like I knows,” she said. ‘‘ Reckon so, 

anyhow.” 

She stepped to her fire and looked after the 

coals under her iron pan; then went on with her 

beating a little longer. The last thing was to 

sift a small quantity of white flour into her 

bowl ; and having stirred that lightly and slightly 

into her eggs, to Maggie’s great astonishment 

she poured the whole mixture, the whole bowl- 

ful, into the bottom of the aforesaid iron pan, 

which it covered nearly an inch thick. Then 

Judy wiped the ashes from the pan cover and 

set it over the pan, and upon the cover she care- 

fully heaped coals and ashes. She left that to 

do its work now, and began to set her table. 

Maggie looked on very curiously, very much 

interested, and very much at home; much more
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so, to tell the truth, than in the great house at 

the other gate. 

Judy’s table setting was rather dainty. First 

she laid a white damask cloth over the small 

table. Then a delicate china cup and saucer, 

crimson and white, and a pretty china plate of 

another pattern. Judy’s tea things on this 

occasion were certainly not a set; but J think 

Maggie liked it all the better. Next came a 

glass pitcher of milk; a little green plate with 

butter, and a nice looking, golden brown, little 

loaf of bread. Then Judy made a pot of coffee, 

which filled all the house with its delicious smell. 

When all this was ready, she took the tongs and 

carefully lifted a little bit of one side of the pan 

cover, and then took it entirely off. Maggie 

quite cried out with delight. For there at the 

bottom lay the sponge cake, puffed up to an 

enormous thickness, and baked to a delicate 

uniform brown gold colour. Judy set down the 

pancover. The cake was done. 

‘Now, Judy, how will you ever get it out >” 

said Maggie. 

Judy laughed again; and in a minute more,
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Maggie hardly saw sow, it was so quick, she had 

the whole great round thick cake out upon a 

napkin on a tray, unbroken and beautiful. But 

then she broke up some of it into great golden 

pieces, and set it on the table, and invited Maggie 

to come. 

In all her life Maggie would never forget that 

supper. Judy cut bread for her, and poured out 

a cup of coffee, and put the whole pitcher of 

milk at her disposal; and waited on her tenderly. 

Maggie was very hungry; and indeed the supper 

might have tempted anybody who was not. 
“But, Judy, aren’t you going to take some 

too?” said she, with a child’s innocent polite- 

ness, | 
‘I'll see missie hab her supper fust,” said Judy 

contentedly. “ Dere ain’t nuffin more wholesome 

dan dat cake, honey. You eat jest as much as 

you ’re mind to. Missie hab some more coffee ?” 

“Oh no, Judy, I musn’t. Mamma don’t let 
me take coffee generally,—only now and then. 

Did you make this bread, Judy ?” 

Judy gave a little chuckling laugh. 

“ "Speck, if I couldn’t make my bread, I’d hab
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to go widout none,” she said. “Who’s gwine 

make it for me?” 

“Butitisso good!” said Maggie. “Our bread 

at home isn’t so good as this.” She was eating 

itin her milk with great satisfaction. 

«Specks missie is hungry,” said Judy, witha 

little inarticulate chuckle again, which to older 

ears would have spoke very much, of secret pride 

and competency. “Don’t dey gib her nuffin to 

eat, up to de house?” And she set the cake 

nearer to Maggie, and looked on while she eat, 

with kindly, happy eyes that enjoyed the child 

and her supper alltogether. Judy’s own supper 

afterwards was taken in an irregular fashion, 

Standing and sitting, and while clearing away 

her pan and ashes from the hearth. But she 

managed to dispose in this way of her coffee at 

least, and to prove to herself that her cake was 

all it ought to be to keep up her reputation. 

The next thing she busied herself with, after 

putting away her dishes, was the preparation of 

Maggie's bed. Maggie watched her; it was as 

good as a play. 

~ The wind and the rain were as busy as ever
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outside; the firelight shone on the brown wood- 

work of the pretty, old-fashioned little room; and 

Judy's stately figure moving about, in her gay 

and stylish turban, was the finishing of the whole 

picture. A wide old lounge in this room she had 
decided should be Maggie’s sleeping-place. She 
drew it out from the wall and spread blankets 
and coverlets upon it to make it softer; then 
Maggie saw the clean white sheets go on, and 
the dimity spread, and the well-ironed pillowcase, 
tillit was a very tempting-looking couch indeed, 
Judy evidently had her own private stores of nice 
things laid up for occasions, and she was bring- 
ing out the best now. , 

“You are taking a great deal of trouble for 
me, Judy,” said Maggie. “You are very good!” 

“Shut up, chil’—I ain’t noways good; and 
Ise havin’ de fustratest sort o’ a time. Reckon 
missie ‘ll sleep pretty good dar.” | 
“And where do you sleep, Judy ?” 
“T’se in de next room, honey ; close to you.” 
Judy had a good many other preparations and 

arrangements to make before all was to her mind. 
It was well on in the evening by that time. She
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sat down then in a great rocking chair before the 

fire, and drawing Maggie into her arms, she 
again began to sing hymns. They were unlike 

all other hymns Maggie had ever heard in her life, 

and to tell truth, sung with a fervour Maggie had 

seldom if ever before heard; and she liked them 

very much. It wasagreatentertainment. She 

lay in Judy’s arms, contentedly looking into the 

fire, or watching the play of light upon the brown 

woodwork, and listening to the chorus. 

‘* Oh, had I the wings of the morning, 
‘I’d fly to my Jesus away!” 

It seemed to float all round the room, up and 

down, and sometimes seemed to go through the 

roof of the house, Maggie thought, andup. And 

once she sat up and tried to get a look at Judy’s 

face, and shecouldnot. It wasbent a little, and 

in the shadow. And then Judy sang “Swing 

low, sweet chariot ’°—and by and by, the sweet 

soothing tones and the quiet content of the hour 

were too much for Maggie's eyelids. They 

closed, and she lay in Judy’s arms asleep.
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CHAPTER Vii, 

HE morning broke as fair and clear and 

sweet as ever you saw an October morn- 

ing. True October; the sky was a quiet pale 

blue, with restful little clouds lying still upon it ; 
the air transparent to the furthest distances. All 
the mist and clouds and storms of yesterday 

were gone, to the Antipodes, one would have 

thought ; the day seemed so far removed from 

any connection with storms. 

Maggie woke up to find Judy making her fire, 
and lay in a very contented and amused state of 

mind looking at her; exceedingly well pleased 
to. be where she was, and very glad to be away 
from all the doings of the great house. Not but 

Maggie gave a sigh and felt a twinge when she 

thought of Cinderella’s glass slipper and Zach- 

ary’s wolf skin; it was hard to miss that! 

What a wolf he ‘would be! However, another
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thought made Maggie contented again; and she 
| got up quite cheerfully when Judy had all things 
in readiness for her. | 

It was a very delightful experience, this night 
and morning at Judy’s cottage ; to be ever so re- 
membered. Maggie’s couch had been luxurious ; 

and now Judy’s arrangements for her toilet were 

equally novel and agreeable. But there was a 
nice basin and fresh towels, and a funny little bit 

of aglass, in which Maggie seemed to see only 

half of her face at once. Then, when she was 

quite dressed Judy cleared all traces of sleeping 

and dressing from the room ; put the lounge back 

as a lounge; opened the door to the outer air, 

and began to get breakfast. 

Maggie went tothe door. It opened just at 

the side of the great gate and looked out upon 
that bit of the avenue, and through the gate upon 

the high road. So blue and still and golden the 

air and the earth were, it was hard to believe 

there had such a storm been beating over night, 

The sun was giving a touch of life to everything . 

but the world was all still, Sunday morning, 

No waggons going along the road; no teams at
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work in the fields. But by and by, what a rush 

of carriages there would be to that gate! Maggie 

was very sorry; yet after all she was very 

happy. She came back from the outer world 

to Judy. 

Judy was busy getting the nicest little breakfast 

  

for her. It was quite delightful to see it done; 

and then to see the table spread, with the same 

particular care as last night. And then Maggie 

was punctiliously served. And she found break- 

fast so good that she had small leisure for talk- 

ing, except to answer Judy. But when Judy, 

having fed her with all she could be persuaded 

to take, sat down to eat her own breakfast, 

Maggie’s tongue found something to do. Ina 
very comfortable state of mind, she was going 

from the door to the table and back again. 

“Do you live all alone here, Judy ?” 

“Ves, Missie.” 

“Don't you get very lonely, sometimes ?” 

“Doesn’t no nuffin’ bout dat, missie. Dere is 

allays. de folks comin’ and goin’, and I hasa 

heap to do. Glad when I locks de gate at night 
on de last of em. ’Clar, I be!”
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“But Sundays, Judy? People don’t come 
generally Sundays, do they ?” 

“No, missie. Dey don’t get no leave to go 
trough dis yer gate.” 

“And don’t you get very tired of being alone 
all day Sunday ?” 

“Dat’s my play day,” said Judy ; “when I sets 
de place in order and ax de Lord fur to come. 
And Heallays come. Lonesome? No, chil’! ” 
“How do you ask Him to come, Judy ?” said 

Maggie wondering, 

“Well, pears like He don’t want mech axin’, 
said Judy. “Reckon He mighty ready to come. 
And I allays listens hard on de Sundays, fur to 
hear Him speak.” 

“IT don’t understand, Judy,” said Maggie with 
a puzzled face. 

“Why, chil’, you know de Lord hab told us a 
heap o tings? But folks mus’ listen.” 

“Yes, in the Bible, I know. But how do you 
listen? Just read?” 

“TI does dis way, missie. I takes a little 
piece, and I pays tic’lar attention to dat at 
breakfast time. Den I takes anoder piece wid 

I
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de dinner. And allays anoder piece for de 

evenin’s. An’ I ax de Lord,*will He speak to 

me, and will He come and be wid me all day. 

And He do, missie. Bless de Lord! He do 

love to gib His chillen good tings, sure!” 

“Judy,” said Maggie, with growing profound 

veneration for her new friend, “‘ what piece did | 

you take for this morning ?” 

“’Clar, missie, I war so busy wid you, I done 

forgot all about my piece. ’Pears like de Lord 

hab sent you to help me to-day.” 

“But, Judy, I wish you would take a piece— 

you mean a verse, don’t you ?—and tell me 

about it. Won’t you?” 

“Dis yer’s been a runnin’ in my head, missie 

—reckon de Lord means we should ’member it. 

‘Dem dat honours me, I will honour dem.’ ” 

“Does He say that?” said Maggie. 

_ “Sure, He do,” said Judy. And rising from 

the table, she brought her Bible and laid it open 

at the words in Maggie's hands. . 

“Well, Judy, Zow will He honour those 

people, do you suppose ?” 

“’Speck de Lord hab heaps o’ ways.”
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“But what, Judy? I don’t know what it 

means,” 

“Reckon dere don’t no person know what it 

means,” said Judy. 

“But you think of something, Judy?” per- 

sisted Maggie. 

“T tinks o heaps o’ tings, missie. Jest read 

dis yer chapter out.” | 

She turned round from the table to reach her 

Bible which lay in Maggie’s hands, and turning 

over the leaves found the place she wanted. It 

was the twenty-fifth of Matthew. Maggie read 

it aloud slowly, while Judy going on with her 

breakfast in a leisurely sort of way, listened, and 

commented. 

“When de Lord say ‘well done,’ reckon 

dat ‘ll be ’nuff,” she said. 

“That will be a great while first, won't it, 

Judy? Not till He comes.” 

“Don’ know, chil’; mebbe de Lord finish up 

t'ings and come, before dey done ’spect Him. 

Pears like He will. But I’ll be gone home fust 

anyhow, Reckon Judy won't wait for dat ar time, 

- But when He say, ‘Come, ye blessed o my
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Fader,—reckon dat will be honour; and when 

we goes into de marriage supper, and has de 

white robes, and de crown ob life, won’t dat be 

honour too!” 

“What is the marriage supper, Judy? I don't 

know about it.” 

“When de Lord make de feast for His 

people,” said Judy, ‘‘and dey all comes in; and 

de Lord make de feast Himself, and gib’em 

each one what dey wants, It’s a comin’, chil’— 

de great supper ob de Lamb and His people; 

and dey’s be hungry no mo’, nor tirst no mo.” 

“And will that be honour?” said Maggie. 

“Will that be the honour the Bible means?” 
“Specks it’ll be pleasure,” said Judy wiping 

away a tear from her eye hastily. “And doesn’t 

missie t’ink it “ll be an honour fur to sup wid de 

King, and sit at de table wid Hisself ?” 

‘Will nobody else be there, Judy?” said 

Maggie very gravely. 

—“Dey’s all got de weddin’ garment on,” said 

Judy dreamily; “’speck dey all shine ’mazin 

bright. Dar ‘Il be white robes gub to ebery one 
o’ em, it says.” |
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“But won't it be to anybody du¢ those who 

have hallowed His name?” inquired Maggie | 
anxiously, 

““Dem dat honours me, I will honour,’ de 

King say, missie. ’Spose folks t’rows back de 

white robe, when de good Lord hands it to 

"em ?”’ 

“Will anybody do ¢hat, jae a 

“°’Spose folks tinks dey’s white enuff?” said 

Judy. | 
“But what do you mean by white a ? 

Real white dresses, do you mean ?” 

“?Specks it 711 be more like'de sunshine cod 

up into agarment,” said Judy. ‘’Pears like dat 

ar what de King wears ; and it say we’se be like 

Him. Dey’s all wash in de blood o’ de Lamb; 

reckon His blood wash whiter den Judy kin.” 

“TIT don’t understand, Judy!” said the child 

uneasily. Judy, however, was better acquainted 

with her Bible than able to explain herself; she 

turned to the story of the transfiguration, and 

bade Maggie take notice that the description is 

that “ His raiment was white as the light ;” and 

then she found another place where the declara-
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tion is that “we shall be like Him.” These 

two passages Maggie pondered deeply, turning 

from one to the other. 

“ Doesn’t missie tink dat’ll be honour?” said 

Judy, leaving her breakfast, and bending down 

with her elbows upon her knees in earnest con- 

templation of the book and the subject at once. 

“ Missie knows Miss Eunice’ diamond ring ?” 

“Who is Miss Eunice, Judy ? ” 

“Miss Eunice—Miss Rachel’s mudder—de 

missis up to de house. Missiesee her ring ? how 

it shine and gib out light, ebery way it turn? 

Speck when we gets on dem white robes, we’se 

be diaiaond all over!” 

This vision of brilliancy quite took away Mag- 
gie’s breath ; but to Judy it was an old fancy, and 

she went on talking, half to herself, 

“When de King come in glory,—reckon it’ll 

be honour fur to be like de King ;—fur poor ole 
black Judy anyway ;—reckon so!” 

“Well, Judy, you ave honouring Him to-day, 
for you are hallowing His name.” 

“Couldn't help it, missie! couldn’t help it no- 
how. ’Taint nuffin’ to do.”
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“ But it costs you something, Judy.” 

‘Pears, it nebber do cost much, missie, to do 

nuffin’ for de Lord. He do allays make it so 

easy. ’Spose I mought ha’ sat down and looked 

at tings to-day; but de Lord He send Missie 

to help me.” 

“Why do.J help you?” said Maggie with 

opening eyes. 

“Helps me a heap,’ said Judy, rising and 

setting about the work of clearing her table. 

“ Ain’t little missie honourin’ de Lord too? and 

don’t it cost er nuffin’? I’d be ashamed to 

worry—clar I would! I feels like praisin’ de 

Lord.” | 

This was a delightful view of things; and 

Maggie,in great contentment with such a thought 

to ponder, sat at the open door while Judy was 

busy, and looked out at the October morning. 

Still and sweet and fair; little insects making a 

kind of quiet concert of happiness in the air; a 

blue sky that somehow witnessed of heaven’s 

peace ; a sunlight that seemed to say that no- 

thing could go wrong with the Lord’s children. 

Maggie sat very happy, watching everything in
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much enjoyment of it; till through the Sabbath 
stillness came the soft, far-off, clear sounds of a 
bell. 

“Judy!” cried Maggie, “I hear a church bell.” 

“Reckon you does, missie.” 

“ Where is it?” 

“Dat’s over on de hill yonder—Mis’ Ellicott’s 
church.” 

“Does it belong to Mrs Ellicott ?” 

“Dunno, missie; dey calls it Mis’ Ellicott’s 
church; de folks says dat she done build it,” | 

“Do you go there to church ?” 

  

“ Dat’s whar I goes allays now, missie. It’s 
a mighty fine little church, and de preachin’ is 
powerful good. I’se mighty glad o’ dat little 
church, sure! ” 

“Are you going there to-day ?” 

“*Speck it’s too fur for missie to walk,” 
“For me? Oh no,” cried Maggie. “I can 

walk a great way, Judy. I'd like to go, ever so 
much. Dogo, Judy!” 

“T’se mighty glad to go, missie.” 

Judy upon this quickened her motions; 
tidied up her house; changed her gown for a
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smart black one, and replaced her gay turban 
with another more startlingly gay, starched and 
bright, and put on with a style and an air that 
nobody certainly in all that country could have 
rivalled. She locked up her house then, and the 
two set out through the big gate. 

Maggie was extremely happy. This long 
walk to church through the open country was 
something delightful beyond what she had bar- 
gained for. And then she left Willow Brook 
and all its complications behind her, for the time, 

and escaped questions and remonstrances, No- 
body could reach her now, to beg her to go to 
the play. She was safe and away. 

The way followed the high road for a little 
piece, and then plunged down a side road which 
branched off to the east. And presently this 
went down in good earnest, following the descent 
of a long hill into the bottom of a deep gully, 

and then climbing up another long hill on the | 

other side. It was slow going, but very pretty. 
The banks were green, except just the clay cuts 

by the side of the road; trees stood scattered 
here and there; and at the bottom of the hill,
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where the road made a sharp turn to go up again, 

a brook was spanned by a rude wooden bridge. 

Maggie and Judy stood still a minute on the 

bridge to rest and take a view. The mellow 

October light made the green bank sides lovely 

to look upon. Not a creature in sight; down 

in the bottom of the dell where they were they 

could see nothing but those green sides of the 

dell, with the road winding down on one hand 

and curving up again on the other, and a few 

trees on the upper level that standing near the 

edge were in sight from below, and shewed their 

tops against the wonderful blue sky. Across 

that sky lay little threads of white cloud; not 
moving apparently; at rest on the blue; as if 
there were not so much as even the disturbance 

of a wind anywhere. 

“This is a pleasant place, Judy,” said Judy’s 
little companion. “I’m so glad we came. 
Judy,” she added wistfully, with her hand in 
Judy’s as they began slowly to mount the 

opposite hill—“where do you think you’ll go, 
if you go away from Willow Brook?” _ 

"Speck de Lord ain't ready fur to take me
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home,” said Judy; “and I hain’t got no oder 

place, missie.” 

“No other place where you would like to 

go?” 

“Wouldn't like to go nowhar,” said Judy 

decidedly; “if I couldn't go dar. But de Lord, 

He hab His plans all right, missie; ’speck He 

done fix it already. By’m by He let me 

know. I’se jes’ a fool, to want to know. 

fust.” . | 

“But you can’t “ef wanting to know,” said 

Maggie. 

“Dar!” said Judy energetically, “ don’t want 

ter know; ’clar, I don’t! I jes’ leave it to de 

Lord. I’se His chil’, and He put me jes’ whar 

He want to. I’se satisfied.” 

Maggie was not in quite so restful a state 

on the subject, and she walked on cogitating 

deeply and busily for some distance. When 

she could look about her again they were going 

along a lane between farms and meadows; here 

and there a very brown farmhouse, with its 

barn and barnyard adjoining. Cattle grazing 

in the meadows. Now and then a country
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waggon came by, with people in Sunday attire. 

Woods began to appear before them, and a low 

lying ridge of a hill. On and on they went, 

nearing this hillside; then the road turned and 

skirted it. The bell, which had been silent since 

Maggie sitting at Judy’s door heard it first, 

sounded now a sweet clear call over the country 

far and near; and the church comers began to 
roll past in numbers, in waggons and buggies of 

all sizes and sorts. Soon the church came in 
sight. It was so brown and small that for a 
while Maggie did not see it, perched up on the 
hillside. A very small, very brown affair, it was 
though it was pretty too, with its little belfry. 
However, when Maggie got in, her one thought 
was of its prettiness. Nothing could well be 
more simple, to be sure; yet the brown wood- 
work was so elegant, the deep windows and the 
raftered roof and the small pulpit and the pews 
were wrought in such a pleasant combination of 
the comfortable and the picturesque, and it was 
so very different from any church Maggie had 
ever seen in her life, that she was amazingly 
delighted. She looked for the heavy carpetings
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which had always received her footfall in the 

aisles ; and lo, a clean wooden floor. Her eyes 

went where she had been accustomed to see rich 

velvet drapery with massive fringes and tassels 

and a luxurious desk cushion ; she could hardly 

believe her eyes. No cushion at all! only a little 

brown desk, and certainly a very plain Bible lying 

upon it. Wonderingly she looked to the windows. 

And there, instead of the rich kaleidoscope view 

of colour and blue and red and yellow bands of 

light filling the place like bits of a stray rainbow, 

the casements stood wide open and the gentle 

air floated in. No colour was there at all, but 

the blue sky and the green branches of trees and 

the golden sunshine. It was very strange. And 

yet Maggie liked to see the sky through the open 

windows, and felt that the tree branches were 

pleasant company ; and the song of a bird that 

trilled his joyous little notes very near, somehow 

made her feelglad. It was the only music. The | 

steps of the people coming into the church were 

not softened by any felt laid down in the aisles ; 

you could hear every one; the heavy foot of a 

countryman in thick boots, the patter, patter of
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a child’s tread, and the brisker step of a woman. 

It was all new and strange; yet Maggie was not 

prepared for anything so strange as what came 

afterwards, 

The minister gave out a hymn, and read it, 
with the accompaniment of the bird’s song and 

the puff of the soft breeze that came in at the 

window. No voluntary followed from the organ, 

nor anything else; in fact, the organ did not 

sound at all. Maggie did not know that was 

because there was none. Instead thereof, the 

whole little assembly rose to their feet and burst 

out into song, the minister leading them. 

Maggie liked that very well, as soon as she got 

used to it. Judy’s voice beside her rose high 

and clear in the hymn, but that was not the only 

voice that sang it with a will, The tune was 

quick, lively, and sweet ; the words Maggie had 

never heard before. Every verse, however, she 

soon made out, ended in a kind of chorus— 

** Only Jesus will I know 
And Jesus crucified.” 

How they sang it! How the notes rose and 

fell in glad and willing cadence; and in the
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pauses between came the bird’s song trilling 

outside. | 

Mag¢gie’s conclusion was of hearty satisfaction 

in the whole thing. She settled herself to make 

the best she could of the sermon, which was 

generally so much lost time in her estimation. 

It was not entirely the case to-day. She was 

attracted by the minister. He was a young 

man, with a good face and a very pleasant fine 

eye. Maggie watched him, and presently began 

to catch somewhat of his words. For he was 

speaking simply and naturally and earnestly ; 

that will do for a child. She listened when she 

could understand; and when she could not 

understand the preacher’s words, she studied 

his face. Unconsciously little Maggie became 

quite absorbed in this strange minister; she 

liked what he said very much, and she liked to 

watch his looks. Once or twice she met his big 

serious eyes, and enjoyed it; they looked at her 

SO earnestly and so winningly too. She forgot 

even Judy, who had been a great object of in- 

terest to her all day. | | 

But if things hitherto had been novel and re-
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markable to Maggie, what did they become when | 

the service was over! She was surprised that 

Judy sat down again after the benediction was 

given, and sat quiet, while many people were 

leaving the church. 

‘“Aren’t you going, Judy?” she ventured to 

whisper at last. 

Judy,whohad seemed iheisichsiti inherthoughts, 

suddenly roused up. “Is missie in a hurry?” 

she asked. | 

‘““No—oh no; but isn’t it done? What are 

these people staying for?” 

“Dey ’s waitin’ fur de class.” 

“Ts it a Sunday school?” 

“No, missie. ’*Taint no Sunday school.” 

Maggie was obliged to wait to have her curio- 

sity satisfied; and the satisfaction of it began 
presently. The minister came down from the 

pulpit and took his stand just at the head of the 

aisle, and then he began to sing again, without 

giving out a hymn or giving any notice. Down 

sat Maggie in her seat and was as still as a mouse 

thereafter. What was this they were sing- 

ing? |
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“ Help me, dear Saviour, Thee to praise, 
And ever faithful be ; 

And when Thou sittest on Thy throne, 
Dear Lord, remember me!” 

That went very sweetly, Maggie thought; she 

could quite comprehend that; she thought she 

knew how Judy was feeling as she sang it. The 

woman sat upright, with arms crossed on her 

bosom, her head a little bent, singing low. This 

singing was followed by a prayer; and then the 

minister came walking down the aisle, speaking 

to every one as he came along and listening to 

what each one had to say to him. Maggie could 

not quite make out what they were about. Some 

people spoke so low and indistinctly that she 

could not hear the words; and those she did 

hear, though English words, had very much the 

effect of an unknown tongue to Maggie. Till 

the minister in his progress came to where she 

and Judy sat, and Maggie looked at him very 

hard as he stood there and asked “sister Prynne” 

how she did to-day. 

“TI’se nebber better, massa,” said Judy, look- 

ing up. “I’se done prove de Lord; and He 

tell me He keep all His promises. Dar’s not 
K
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one of ’em can be broken; dey’s a sure founda- 

tion fur de poor and de needy to trust to; an’ 

I’se fixed, trustin’ in de Lord.” 

“That’s good news,” said the minister smiling; 

“but what have you done to prove the Lord. 

lately, sister? You’ve trusted Him a good 

while.” 

“De Lord done try me, massa. He send me 

a big temptation; and den He shew me Hisself. 

And de temptation go away, like into smoke, 

and I don’ see de temptation no more; an’ I 

see only Jesus. An’, massa, de sky am more 

clear arter de cloud clear away, den before de 

cloud come.” | 

“It’s very often so,” said the minister. 

“*Nothing shall by any means hurt you.’ 

‘Even the hairs of your head are all numbered.’ 

‘He knoweth them that trust in Him? 

‘** Oh, who’s like Jesus! 
From sins and fears He frees us. 

He died for you, 

He died for me, 

He died to set poor sinners free 
Oh, who’s like Jesus !’” 

This was sung with great feeling by all the
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people present ; and it pleased Maggie so much 

that she forgot herself, and unconsciously she 

was smiling while she looked at the minister. 

And he caught the look and the smile. 

- Returning the smile, he bent a little towards 

her as the hymn ceased. “Can this little 

woman sing that yet ?>—with her heart?” 

Maggie flushed and hesitated; she felt very 

queer indeed; and between speaking and not 

speaking she did not know which were the 

sreater difficulty. | 

“We are all talking about Jesus, and what 

we owe Him, and how we love Him,” added 

the minister. “Do you know anything about 

ite” | aE 
“Not much,” said Maggie softly. “Just a 

little.” | 

“Not much, but just a little,” the minister 

repeated aloud. ‘“ How much do you know, my 

dear?” | 

“JT don’t know much, sir,’ Maggie said again. 

“ Only—I have opened the door and asked Him 

to come in ;—and He’s come.” 

She did not know why the fine eyes she was —
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looking into were all suffused with tears, as he 

turned from her to the rest of the people. 

“Do you hear what this little girl says?” he 

spoke out to them. “She says she has opened 

the door and asked Jesus to come in—and He 

has come. Isn’t that the whole story in three 

words? Why should anybody confuse what is 

so simple?” 

And then they sang, “Mercy’s free!” | 

The talk and the singing went on some time 

longer. It would have been very interesting to 

Maggie if she could have always made out the 

words the people spoke; when she could, she 

listered eagerly. It was all over in an hour or 

so; and the assembly scattered. 

As Judy and Maggie stood at the door of the 

little church, two of the last to get out, the 

minister came out behind them. 

“How do you do, Judy?” said he, shaking 

hands with her heartily. “Did you walk all the 

way here?” | 

“Oh yes, massa, Dat ain’t nuffin.” 

“Ts it nothing to this little girl either ? #ten t 

you tired, my dear ?”
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Maggie said “a little,” but she thought she 

was tired with sitting still. 

“Tt will do you no harm to be sitting a little 

longer—and it will not be exactly sitting still 

either, Let me take you home in my waggon.” 

Judy made no objection, and Maggie liked 

the notion. It was close quarters in the little 

waggon; Maggie had to sit upon Judy’s lap; but 

in that way she heard all the talk between Judy 

and the minister; and the drive was delightful. 

Nothing was said about the Sunday work going 

on at Willow Brook; and when they reached 

the great gate all was as quiet as usual there. 

It was between one and two o’clock by this time. 

“Mrs Prynne,” said the minister, “don’t you 

think you could let me come in and take a bit 

of bread and milk with you?” 

“T reckon you kin, massa!” answered Judy 

with a smile which spoke the rest. 

“T have work to do this afternoon which will 

leave me small chance of refreshment, unless I 

get it here,’ the minister went on. “And one 

cannot work all day very well upon the strength 

of one’s breakfast.”



150 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

“Reckon ’twarn’t much of a breakfast nohow,” 

remarked Judy somewhat scornfully. “ Dese 

yer folks don’ know nuffin. Come in, den, Mass’ 

Martyn, and let’s see what Judy kin gib you.” 
Judy unlocked her door and threw open her 

windows, and next built her fire. All this took 

her about five minutes. Mr Martyn came in 

like one at home there, and sat down on the 

_ lounge by the open window; looking amusedly 
at Judy and pleasantly at Maggie. 

“This is a little lady I have not seen before,” 

he remarked. | 

“No, sir,” said Maggie; “I’m only a visiter.” 
“A visiter to Mrs Prynne?” 

“No, sir. Yes, sir; Iam, too; but I came to 
Willow Brook to make a visit.” 

“And dere’s goin’s on, over yonder,” said 
Judy; “and de chil’, she stay wid me to be 
out ob de way o’ temptation.” 

The minister drew little Maggie into his arms 
and asked her about it. His face was so plea- 
sant that Maggie stood very quiet beside him 
and told him, in answer to his questions, what 
the matter had been. Meanwhile, Judy, with a
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kind of noiseless efficiency which yet did not 

seem in the least in a hurry, had covered her 
table, had made a cup of tea, and done some 

_ mysterious cooking in a little skillet; and now 

she called her guests to the meal. Mr Martyn 

- came, but he made Judy sit down with them, 

Maggie for the first time in her life saw a person 

of Judy’s station in life treated with the same 

respect that is held due for those who stand 

higher in the social scale. Judy served her — 

guests all the same, to her heart’s content. She 

made Mr Martyn’s cup of tea, and then ladled 

out of the skillet a golden- -looking compound of 

eggs, which Maggie thought when she tasted it 

was very delicious.. Besides that, Judy had 

_ slices of cold ham, and nice bread and butter, 

and bowls of milk. Maggie was hungry after 

her walk, but her deep content in the company 

quite outwent her satisfaction in the meal. 

“As you had a friend with you this morning, 

perhaps you did not seek for your usual Bible 

feast with your breakfast, Judy?” said the 

minister.
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“ We’se no mind to lose dat, massa,—no, sir! 

—and little missie and me we hab it togedder.” 
“What was it?” 

“We was a considerin’ de Lord’s words and 
meanin’s when He says dat dem dat honours Him 
Fle will honour. Maybe Massa Martyn help us 
to know more about it,” 

“TI don't know, Judy. There’s nothing like 
proving the Lord’s words, for finding out what 
they mean. ‘If we suffer, we shall also reign 
with Him.’” | 

“Dat’s it!” said Judy. “I knowed dar was 
more about it, but I couldn’t jes’ ’member what 
“twas.” 

“There is a great deal more about it. ‘Blessed 
are ye when men shall revile you, and persecute 
you, and shall say all manner of evil against you 
falsely, for my sake; .. for great is your reward 
in heaven.’ ” 

We was a tryin’ to mirnate on dat 
reward,” said Judy. 

“And how much could you make out?” said 
the minister, not at all despising the “specula- 
tion” of the old black woman and the little child.
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“Couldn’t make out nuffin, massa; only cotch 

a little shine o’ de glory up dar. Won’t Massa 

Martyn go on and tell us mo’?” 

- “I canbut tell youthis. ‘If ye be reproached 

for the name of Christ, happy are ye; for the 

spirit of glory and of God resteth upon you.’” 

“ Ain't dat wonnerful!l ” said Judy with eyes 

glistening. 

“Wonderful—and glad,” said the minister 

thoughtfully. ‘‘‘Thatwhen His glory is revealed, 

ye may be glad also with exceeding joy!’ And 

itsaysalso of His faithful servants,thatthe Master 

Himself in that day will gird Himself, and make 

them to sit down to meat, and will come forth 

and serve them. There will be honour, Judy.” 

“It’s mos’ too much, massa.” 

“Too much to believe?” said Mr Martyn 

glancing at her. 

“No, massa. De more ’stonishin’ de Lord is, 

de more I bilieves Him. He’s been a learnin’ 

me dat a mighty long time.” 

“Then it’s all right,” said the minister getting 

up; “and I have only to thank you for my din- 

ner, sister, and to go on my way.”
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CHAPTER VIII. 

S O he mounted into hislittle waggon and drove 
off; and Maggie watched him go down the 

sunny quiet road, while Judy cleared her table. 
Then came in the other direction, that is, from 

within the grounds, a rider on horseback. Mag- 
gie thought it was one of the visiters to the play 
returning. But he stopped and dismounted. 
“And then she saw that it was Mr Irad Saulmain, 

her friend of Eagle Hill.” 
9) ! “Why, here you are!” said he as he came up. 

“Looking out for somebody to come and release 
you?” 

“I haven’t seen you before, Mr Saulmain,” 
said Maggie as she gave him her hand, | 

“No, I’ve been away; only got home last ° 
night. And I was very much astonished to find 
only Esther and your brother, and not you.” 

“I came here before the rain,” said Maggie.
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“You went away after it. For when some- 

body came this morning to fetch you, there was 

nothing but a shut-up house.” 

“We were gone to church.” 

“Indeed. Where did you go?” 

“ Over to the little Hillside church.” 

“T can’t imagine where that is,” 

“Don’t you know Mis’ Ellicott’s church, Mass’ 

Irad?” Judy spoke out from within. 

“Hollo, Judy! are you there?” 

“T’se here, Mass’ Irad,” 

“Well, what I want to know is, why you were 

not here this morning ?—at your post? Do you 

think my father is going to stand that sort of 

thing ?” 

“ Nebber knowed Massa Saulmain stand any- 

ting he didn’ like, ye?,” said Judy. 

“Well, look here. What do you put yourself 

in his way then, for?” 

“Do Mass’ Irad know de word dat say, "Dem 

dat honours me, I will honour; and dey dat 

despise me shall be light’ esteem’? ” 

“ That ’s out of an old book, Judy.”
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“Hab de Lord done make any new book 

since ?” 

“Come, now, Judy, you ought to be more en- 
lightened. Don’t you know, we were never 

commanded to hold the first day of the week in 

_ reverence ? it was the seventh,” 

“’Speck it depends on whar you begin to 
count, massa.” 

“Well,” said the young man laughing, “we 
begin to count on the first of the week.” 
“Reckon dat ‘ll do jes’ as well,” said Judy, 

“if you honours Him when de day comes 
roun’.” 

“But then we are not bound to observe the 
first day, you know.” 

“No, massa; but I is.” 

“ That’s bad, Judy.” 

“ Reckon nobody nebber find it bad to honour 
de name ob de Lord,” said Judy quietly. “When 
de reckonin’s all made up, nobody find he lose 
dat a way.” 

“Do you know my father has had to put - 
another gate keeper here all the morning ?” 

“T heerd so, massa.”
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“Do you think he will keep a servant at a 

post he will not fill?” 

“No, massa; and de Lord He won't neider.” 

“Well, you know you’ve got to choose.” 

“No, Mass’ Irad; t’ank de Lord, I has chose 

long ago. I’se de Lord’s servant. I’se Massa 

Saulmain’s too, so long’s he want me; but I’se 

de Lord’s for eber and for eber; and whar de 

Lord puts me, I’se gwine to stay, or to go, jes 

as He please.” 

“Well,” said the young man rising, for he had 

sat down beside Maggie in the doorway, “1m 

very sorry, Judy. Icant help you. Now, little 

one, are you ready to go home?” 

“To Willow Brook house?” said Maggie 

wistfully. 

“Ves, of course. Not any further. Oh no, we 

are not ready to let you go any further yet.” 

“ Are the plays done, sir?” 

‘Cinderella, and so on, you mean? Why no, 

they are not done, by any means, I came after 

you, to fetch you, that you might have your 

share of the fun.” 

“Thank you, sir,’ said Maggie,
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“Have you got any preparations to make?” 

“No, sir,” said Maggie. “But I—I keep 

Sunday too.” | 
‘You? you mite of a creature,” said the 

young gentleman. “What do you mean by 

keeping anything ?” 

‘Only to honour the name of the Lord,” said 
the-child, ‘I watit to-do it.” 

“Look here,” said Mr Saulmain, half curious, 

half provoked, “don’t you want to see Zachary 

transformed into a wolf?” 

‘TI should like to see it, very much, : answered 

Maggie wistfully. | 
“Then get your hat, and I will take you up 

on my horse, and we will have a grand gallop 

home, just in time. They were at luncheon 

when I came away.” 

“Tam very much obliged to you, sir,” said 

Maggie gravely. “TI should like the ride very 

much, And I should like the whole of it—if it 

wasn’t Sunday. I did see part of Cinderella - 

yesterday.” 

“Wasn't it good ?” 

* Oh, it was beautiful!”
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“Don’t you want to see Little Red Riding- 

hood?” 

“T would like it.” 

“Then come! Get your hat, and we'll be 

off.” . 

“T can’t, Mr Saulmain.” Maggie shook her 

demure little head. 

“ Because it is Sunday ?” 

_ Maggie nodded and said, yes. 

‘Who has been putting such stuff into your 

head ?” 

“But it’s Bible stuff, sir,” said Maggie. 

“What if itis?” said he laughing and look- 

ing vexed, “Suchanice little girlas you ought 

not to have her head full of whimsies. Come 

back with me, and be natural!” | 

“De Lord’s chillen ain’t natural,” said Judy ; 

“dat ar am a fact.” 

“What are they, then?” said young Saul- 

main. 

“Dey’s done got anoder sort o natur, 

massa.” . 

“Rather an obstinate sort, isn’t it?” 

“ Dey isn’t ‘strong to do evil,” said Judy.
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“Well,” said the young man turning to 

Maggie again, “when shall we send for you? 

You'll come by and by, I suppose, after the 

plays are over. The young ones will be having 

all sorts of games in the house.” 

“Will they in the evening?” said Maggie 

anxiously, . 
“Magic lantern in the evening, I believe. 

Shall we send for you to dinner ?” 

Maggie struggled with herself. She felt as if 

she would like to be among the children again, 

seeing and hearing, and joining in all the fun; 

and if there was one thing more than another 
that was her delight, it was a magic lantern. 
Maggie was hard pressed. She had denied 
herself so much already. In the difficulty of 
answering anything, she suddenly ran into the 

house to Judy, and threw herself into her arms 

with her face hidden. 

“Well?” said Mr Saulmain looking in; “ what 

does that mean ?” 

“ Go ‘long, Mass’ Irad!” said Judy ; “ ain’t de 

way hard enough, wiout you’s comin’ fur to
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make it harder? Dis chil’s gwine fur to stay 
wid me.” 

“Why, what have you to do with it, Judy ?” 

“T’se got a charge fur to keep dis chil’ out o’ 

de way o’ temptation. You go ’long, Mass’ 

Irad ; you’s been here long ’nough. De debbel 

hab folks enough to help him, widout you.” 

“Complimentary, Judy!” said the young 

man. “Look here, Maggie; what am I to tell 

Esther?” 

Maggie looked up. 

“What do you want me to say to Esther? 

and to my mother?” 

“T’ll come to-morrow morning, Mr Saul- 

main,” said Maggie gravely, leaving Judy, and 

shewing a steady front. 

“Are you going to lose the games, and the 

lantern too?” — 

“Yes, sir. I must.” 

“No ‘must’ about it. Look here; has this 

old woman been talking to you?” 

“Yes, and I have been talking to her.” 

“Has she put this nonsense in your head ?” 

“When de Lord come to make up His 
L
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jewels,” said Judy, preventing Maggie’s answer, 

“den, Mass’ Irad won’t tink it’s nonsense fur to 

be one ob’em. Nor dis chil’, no mo’.” 

“You are a nice-looking jewel, aren’t you, 

Judy?” 

“Speck I will be, massa, when de Lord’s done 

finish His work on me.” ‘There was a tone this 
time in Judy’s voice that told of feeling, deep 
and hidden, but much at work. 

Mr Saulmain got up off the doorstep and 
unhitched his horse’s bridle. “Good bye!” 
said he. “I am sorry I can’t have that ride 
home with you, Maggie. And I am sorry for 
you, Judy.” 

He threw himself on his horse and rode off, 
and Maggie watched him, on the whole very 
contentedly. She had hardly been tempted; 
but the right course had been made a littie 
difficult for her, Now he was gone, and she 
was glad. Yet the sweet October sky and calm 
clear beauty without did suggest that the play- 
goers must be having a grand time. How still - 
it all was! Nothing stirring but crickets since 
the ring of Mr Saulmain’s horse’s feet on the
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hard gravel had died out in the distance. Why 
must the wrong be so easy, and the right so 
hard? Why must the wrong be often so delight- 
fully pleasant, and the right so often involve 
some sort of a force done to one’s liking? It 
was a puzzle to Maggie, and she mused over it, 
gazing idly out upon the sunny world; uncon- 
scious that Judy, sitting in the chimney corner 

with her head against the wall, was secretly 

and silently weeping. But when after a while 

Maggie’s eyes came round to see where her 
friend was, she took in the state of things at 
once. It was her turn to be the comforter. 

She came to Judy’s side, and laid her little 

arm timidly on Judy’s shoulder. How to say 

anything, Maggie did not know. Judy pulled 
herself up. 

“What’s little missie gwine fur to do now?” 

she said brightly, while at the same time she 

had to wipe a wet spot on her cheek. 

Judy,” said Maggie, “don’t you be troubled. 

There ‘ll be some way.” 

“Yes, missie!” The answer came with a 

sigh,
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“Do you think Mr Saulmain will be so hard 

as to do as they said.” | 

“ Nebber knowed him fur to break his word,” 

said Judy. ‘“ Nebber did, nohow.” 

“But this would be very wicked.” 

“Pears like Massa Saulmain tink his own 

way ain't wicked. And he’s boun’ to hab his 
own way. Dat ar’s right ’nough, chil’.” 

“Tt wouldn't be right, O Judy! to turn you 
out of your nice little house, for what you’ve 
done to-day.” 

“De house b'longs to him,” said Judy. “ An’ 
I bilongs to de Lord. Dere ain’t nuffin’ goin’ 
wrong, chil’, You hush, ’Spose missie come 
and read to me, to keep up our sperrits.” 
Maggie eagerly agreed to this proposal, and 

she and Judy established themselves at the 
opposite sides of the table with the Bible lying 
before Maggie. 

“Where shall I read, Judy?” 

_ “Whar missie likes.” 

“But I'd rather read where you say.” 
“It s all sweeter dan honey,” said the black 

woman.
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So, being left to herself, Maggie turned to the 

book of Daniel, and to a very favourite portion 

of it, the third chapter. It was not so familiar 

to Judy; and her curiosity was a good deal 

excited. She wondered how great that image 

of gold might have been. Maggie tried to tell 

her; for she herself had read the story so often, 

with Miss Eldon and with Mrs Ponsonby and 

with her uncle, and had heard so many explana- 

tions, that she knew a good deal about it. But 

it was not easy to make Judy understand the 

height of three-score cubits. 

“What did Nebuchezzar do dat ting for?” 

she asked. “What did he want o’ all dem 

folks ?” | 

“T guess he wanted his own way, Judy.” 

“Reckon it cost him a heap o’ money.” 

“That golden image? Qh yes, it did. I sup- 

pose it cost as much as all Mr Saulmain has got, 

and a great deal more.” 

_ “Massa Saulmain mighty rich man,” said Judy 

thoughtfully. 

“And it’s a flat country, Judy; as flat as this 

floor; and the image standing up so-high could
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be seen by everybody ; and with the sun shining 
upon it, it would be splendid, you know.” 

“Didn’t all dem folks know no better dan to 
fall down and worship dat ar?” 

“I don’t think they did, Judy; but if they 
did, they were afraid to disobey the king. They 
had their own gods; but they were obliged to 
worship Nebuchadnezzar’s god.” 

“T see,” said Judy. “ What you call him?” 
“ Neb-u-chad-nez-zar.” 

“Mighty long name!” said Judy under her 
breath. “’Pears like he want to hab all dem 
folks worshippin’ 27m, Jes’ like folks now-a- 
days, honey.” 

“People can’t be put in a fiery furnace now 
for not doing it,” remarked Maggie content- 
edly. 

“Dunno,” said Judy. “Mebbe dey kin, missie.” 
“Tn a burning fiery furnace?” said Maggie, 

starting, | 

“Dey’s all sorts,” said Judy meditatively. 
“Reckon dat ar fire o’ N’ezzar’s, heat’ seven 

times, reckon ’t’ud burn up a man in two min- 
utes,”
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“Well?” said Maggie opening her eyes. To 
her such a view seemed dreadful enough. 

“Dey is fires dat takes a heap longer,” said 
Judy. “Yes, missie ! Burn and burn, till de heart’s 
mos’ burnt out. Rather hab two minutes o’ it, and 

be done.” . , 

‘But those three didn’t have one minute of it, 

Judy. Their coats weren’t even singed.” 

“Dat is a comfortin’ story,” said Judy. “It 

certainly is!” | 

“And only think—they had Jesus with them 

in the furnace, Judy.” | 

“Reckon dat was mighty great honour, missie,” 

Judy said with her eyes reddening. | 

“And they had been honouring His name, 

hadn’t they, Judy? I didn’t think of that before. 

That is just what they had been doing. Just 

the same thing that we have been doing to-day ; 

you and I; only it was greater, of course. But 

it was the same sort of thing.” 

“*Taint jest de same sort o’ furnace,” said 

Judy. “ Mass’ Saulmain don’ make it so hot as 

dat. Iis’shamed wid dat story—I certainly is!” 

Maggie had not thought about the application
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of it, when she began the chapter; she now sat 

meditating ; connecting together different things 

that her uncle or her father or Mrs Ponsonby 

had told her. The book of Daniel was found so 
interesting, however, that she was soon lured 

on to read more; and she and Judy had a very 

delightful afternoon over it. Until, late in the 
day, the carriages began to stream back from the 
play, and rattled and rolled, one after another, 

past the lodge and out through the gate. A 
man was stationed there to open and shut it. 

“Tt would all have been over now, if I had 

been there, Judy,” said —— thoughtfully. 

“De play part, missie.” 

“Yes, and the rest wouldn’t have been plea- 
sant at all. Oh, there’s Essie and Fenton!” 

Maggie rushed to the door. A little vehicle 
had driven up, which did not go through the 
gate, but stopped ; and out of it tumbled hastily 
first Fenton and then Esther. They came 
eagerly in. 

‘“Q Maggie! here you are. Oh, we’ve had 

such grand times! Why weren’t you there? 
Come, get your hat, and we’ll go.”
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“Go where?” said Maggie, in no hurry. 

“Why, back with us. Of course. Where 
should we be going? We'll have dinner pre- 

sently, and O Maggie! you don’t know what 
in the evening !” 

“What kept you here?” said Fenton looking 

round with great disgust. 

“But come, Maggie!—why don’t you get 
your hat ?” 

“T’m not going, Essie,’—Maggie said in a 
gentle little voice. 

“Not going! What kept you? I know, the 

storm last night ; but why didn’t you come home 
_ this morning, Maggie? where were you? The 
carriage was sent for you, and there was nobody 

here, and the house shut up.” 

“T was gone to church.” 

“To church!” echoed Esther, her face chang- 
ing alittle. “Why, where did you go to church, 

Maggie?” 

“How did you go?” said Fenton. “Who 

went with you?” 

“We walked,” said Maggie. “We had, oh, 

_ such a lovely walk! and the most beautiful little
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church you ever saw, and the nicest time; and 

then the minister broughtus homein his waggon.” 

“What minister? and who did you go with?” 

said Fenton imperiously. 

“I went with Judy. She took me there, and 

the minister brought us back.” 

“What did you do that for, Maggie?” said her 

sister. 

“Why it’s Sunday,’ Maggie answered. And 

Esther was silenced for a moment; but Fenton 

broke out— 

“Then you were a little goose for your pains! 

I can tell you that. You’ll never see again 

what you = have seen to-day ; not if 7 

live fifty years.” 

“It was splendid, Maggie,” said Esther, 

“We ’se gwine fur to see somefin’ more splen- 
did,’ said Judy, who had been listening. 

“We’se gwine fur to see de King in His glory ; 

and little missie and me, we wants to hab our 

garments clean, so we’se be ready.” 

The two older children stared very much at 

this explanation and at the giver of it, and did 
not at first know what to make of either,
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“We’re going to have the magic lantern by 

and by, in the evening, Maggie,” Esther said 

then half in a whisper. 

“Better look t’rough de Lord’s glass,” said 

Judy, “and see what tings you'll see dar.” 

_ “What things?” and “What glass?” asked 

Esther and Maggie both in a breath. 

‘‘"Spose little missie and master sit down, and 

I tell ’em,” said Judy very pleasantly. “And 

Esther was half inclined to accept the invitation; 

but Fenton declared dinner would be ready and 

he wasn’t going to stay for anything. 

“ Aren’t you coming with us, Maggie ?” Esther 

said wistfully. | 

“Tt’s Sunday,” said Maggie. “I can’t.” 

“But you haven't got to do anything ;— only 

sit still and see the pictures. And you can’t go 

to church in the evening. What’s the harm, 

Maggie?” 

“Uncle Eden wouldn’t shew us the magic 

lantern Sunday evening, Essie. You know he 

wouldn’t.” | 

“But we cant help Mr Saulmain doing 

it.”
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“We can help seeing the pictures,” said 
Maggie. 

“What good will that do?” asked Fenton 
scornfully. 

“Don’t you remember, Fenton,” said his little 
sister with a grave face,—“don’t you remem- 
ber when Nebuchadnezzar set up the golden 
Image?” 

wees. 

“nd don’t you remember the three Jews, 
with their queer names, who wouldn’t fall down 
and worship the golden image ?” 

“Of course, I know the story,” said Fenton, 
“What then ?” 

“I want to do like them.” 
“Do like them!” cried Fenton. “ That’s 

good. How are you going to do like them? 
Where’s your golden image, and your fiery 
furnace ?” 

“I don’t mean ¢hat,” said Maggie sedately. 
“But I mean, to hallow His name. There are 
different ways of doing that.” 

“There are different ways of being a creat 
fool,” said Fenton very impolitely. “Come
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along, Esther! I’m not going to wait any 

longer.” 

Esther looked troubled. But she kissed her 

little sister and went after Fenton. 

“You know,” she said, “Z couldn’t help their 

having the magic lantern, if I didv’t stay to see 

it.” And she ran off. | 

Maggie watched them get into the waggon 

and drive away, looked wistfully after them 

as long as they could be seen; and then 

came back to Judy with somewhat the air 

of a little child wanting comfort. How much 

Judy herself might be in want of comfort, did 

not appear. She looked full of it, to the 

eyes of her little guest. 

“What things did you mean that you saw, 

Judy, in that other glass ?”’ 

“Heaps o’ t’ings, missie.” 

“You mean the Bible?” 

“Dat ar’s de mos’ wonnerful glass, missie. 

’Pears, I sees eberyt’ing dar.” 

“T wish you’d tell me some of the things,” 

said Maggie wearily. “I don’t think I see any- 

thing.” | | |
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“Come, sit “long here den,” said Judy, “and 
we ‘se get a good look.” 

She took the little girl into her lap and 
wrapped her soft arms about her, and with 
Maggie’s eyes fastened upon her face, expect- 
ant and content, she went on. 

“Dere ’s wonnerful clouds in de sky, missie.” 
“Now?” said Maggie starting up. 

“No,” said Judy laughing a little; “’taint 
now. Put your head down agin, chil’. I’se 
lookin’ t’rough dat ar glass.” . 

“I didn’t know but you meant really,” said 
Maggie. “Go on, Judy.” 

“"Speck dey’s real clouds,” said Judy; “but 
‘taint right now. Dey’s wonnerful clouds ; 
nobody neber see sich a light in ‘em afore.” 

“Brighter than the clouds are sometimes 
when the sun is setting, Judy ?” 

“Reckon dat ’s only a little shine to dis yere. 
Dey’s all a white glory. An’ on de cloud I 
see Jesus sittin’, and comin’; and round about 

Him and fillin’ all de sky, back, furder’n 
you can see, dere’s de angels; and ebery 
one o’ ’em shinin’, And dere’s mo’ dan de
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angels ; dere ’s crowds and crowds o’ de Lord’s 
chillen’,’ 

“ Little children} ?” said Maggie. 

‘““Dere’s a heap o’ dem; but dey’s little ana 

big and all sorts. An’ dey’s all done got white 
robes, and dey’s all shinin’ like de King; and 

He’s comin’ in de clouds o’ heaven wid power 
and great glory, and all de holy angels wid Him, 
and all dem dat is sleepin’ in Jesus. Waked up 
now! dey’s a comin’ along wid Him,” said Judy 

_ dreamily. 

“Coming, where?” said Maggie, 

“Comin’ down, I ’speck ; like’s He’s went up. 
Comin’ nearer and nearer. And de folks is jest 

wild, and crazy like.” 

“What folks ?” 

“De folks on de eart’, who don’ want to see 
Him, Dey’s runnin’ to de mountains and axin’ 
de rocks to fall on ’em. — dere’s heaps o’ 
trouble roun’!” 

“Why do they, Judy ?” 

“Dey don’ want fur to see de Lord’s face. 
Dey goes fur hidin’ in de caves and dens o’ de 
eart’, to get out o’ de way o’ de eyes o’ Him dat
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sitson de cloud. Reckon ‘taint no use. ’Speck 
dose eyes goes t’rough eberyt’ing.” 

“ But everybody won't be afraid ?” 

“Not de folks dat loves His appearin’, 
Dey’s mighty glad. Dere’s no mo’ bad times 
for sich, Reckon dey is ready to jump for joy. 

Dere is no mo’ curse for dem; no mo’ pain, nor 

aches, nor tears, nor deat’; and dey knows dat. 

‘Speck dey zs glad, sure! An’ den, I see de 
angels, a heap of ’em, flyin’ all over, goin’ to all 
dem places whar de mis’able folks is tryin’ to 
hide deirselves, and cotchin’’em away and flyin’ 

off wid ’em.” 
“Where ?” 

“Dunno, chil’; de Lord will send His angels 
and gather out o’ His kingdom all t’ings dat 

offend and does iniquity ; dey’s done gone, and 
I don’t see ’em no mo’. And, chil’, I see de 
t’rones set.” 

: What * s that, Judy ?” 

“Dey is seats ob glory, Massa ett says, 
And den,—dere is comin’ sich a cloud o’ glory 
I kin hardly look. Dey’s de witnesses for 
Jesus”
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“Who are they, Judy ?” 

“O missie, dey’s what loved Him in dis yere 

world, and what wouldn’t go agin His word 

nohow. Dey stood for de trut’; and de world 

nated ‘em; and dey was treated all ways, but 

good ways, for de name ob Jesus. Dey was 

beaten, and killed, and driven out; dey was 

stoned ; dey was sawn in two; dey was slain 

wid de sword; dey was wanderin’ about in 

sheepskins and goatskins, and heaps o’ t’ings 

happened to ’em. Dese yere be de-folks what 

wouldn’t worship de beast nor his image, and 

dey wouldn’t hab his name in deir foreheads nor 

in deir hands.” 

“What do you mean, Judy?” 

“Dunno, missie; ’pears like dese yere folks 

who does what de debbil bids ’em, ’pears like 

dey gets his mark on ’em. MReckon dey does. 

I tinks I kin see it sometimes; ’clar, I do! 

*Speck, de old debbil, Ze kin see it anyhow, easy 

’nough,” 

“T suppose ereryuaey will see it then?” 

said Maggie. | 

“Dey ’s all done gone out o de pictur,” said 
M
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Judy, in a dreamy fashion again; “don’t see dem 
no mo’, missie; but I see dese yere shinin’ ones, 
all dress’ in de white robes, and dey’s got palms 
in deir hands. Dey’s done suffer wid Christ, 
and now dey is reignin’ wid Him. Dey’s done 
got de better resurrection. Dey is come to de 
great reward in heaven. Dey knows, dey is 

allays wid de Lord now; no mo’ goin’ out. Dey 
has de Lord’s name in deir foreheads, and dey 
is His own chillen. De sun goes no mo’ down 
on dem. ‘Speck dey is so glad dey couldn’t 

. Sleep.” And the old black woman cried a few 
tears for sympathy. 

“That will be honour, Judy,” said Maggie. 
“Tt’s wonnerful, missie!” | 

_“ Those will be the people that hallowed His 
name when they lived here.” 

“Yes, missie. De Lord keep His word allays; 
He certainly do! An’ He say, ‘dem dat honours — 
me, I will honour.’ ” | 

“I don’t see why everybody don’t honour ~ 
Him, Judy,” said Maggie after a thoughtful 
interval, and with a sigh. But Judy made no 
answer,
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“Judy,” Maggie said again, “I should think 

the people who do honour Him and hallow His 

name, would be glad zow ; for they know what 

is coming.” 

“Dat ar am certainly true, missie. ’Clar’, I is 

’shamed o’ myself!” 

“But I think you ave glad, Judy.” Maggie 

had roused herself up to look at her friend ; and 

her conclusion was drawn from what she saw. 

Judy laughed a little. 

“Sure’s I go to lookin’ trough dat ar glass, 

missie, I don’t see no trouble no mo’. ‘Speck I 

has no right to look nowhar else. De Lord, He 

look at de whole.” 

Maggie sat amused, quiet and content, rocking 

her head about on Judy’s breast. The day was 

going down now ; the sunbeams came slant-wise; 

a still peace had taken the place of all the 

bustle and going to and fro of carriages which 

had filled parts of the day. 

“I guess we’ve had the best Sunday, after 

all, Judy,” was Maggie’s conclusion. 

“ Sure we has, missie,” Judy answered. 

“But oh, Judy,” said Maggie suddenly rous-
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ing up with a new question, “do you think 
you 'll have to go out of your pretty little house 
to-morrow ?” 

Judy was silent a bit. | 
‘Speck Mass’ Saulmain won’t be in no sich 

hurry as dat,” she finally said. “He won’t get 
me out o’ dis house to-morrow!” 
_“Where will you go, when you go, Judy?” 
“Reckon, de Lord, He knows all about it, 

missie ; and when I’ll go, and all. ’Speck dere 
is sumfin, somewheres, dat He want me to do. 
An’ J is ready, my Lord!” 

Maggie was hushed a good while. What her 
little brain was revolving, she did not say. But 

the sunbeams came slant and went away alto- 
gether; and soft darkness began to gather on the 
outside world. Judy had been very still, too, for 
some time. At last she roused up. 

“ Dey ‘ll be after you, missie, de fus’ t’ing in de 
mornin’; you’s boun’ to get a good sleep ’fore 
dey comes. Mustn’t go to bed widout your sup. 
per. “Spose missie sit on the sofy a little bit.” 

Maggie went to the lounge, and lolling about 
on the cushions watched Judy’s operations, which
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were always a source of much curiosity and much 

pleasure to her, The October evening was cool 

enough to make the sight and feeling of a fire 

very agreeable ; and when the red flames lighted 

up the brown little room and glowed into every 

corner, Maggie thought there was no pleasanter 

place, short of Mosswood, than the place where 

she found herself. She did not at all wish that 

she was at the big house, looking at the magic 

lanternand feeling uncomfortable about it. Then 

Judy’s tea kettle was a very sonsy and happy 

looking kettle ; Maggie was sure it would boil 

verysoon. Inthe meantime, Judy was spreading 

her cloth by the firelight, and setting Maggie’s 

plate and cup, as well as her own. Then came 

the nice white bread ; and then came a dish of 

golden honey; and that brought Maggie to 

her feet and to the table. | 

“Did your — make that honey, Judy ?” 

‘* Yes, missie,” 

“Flave you got a great = a 

“Dere’s t’ree hive of ’em,’ 

“And do they make a great deal of 
honey ?”
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“Dey’s pretty good, for bees,” said Judy. 

“Dey doesn’t gib me no mo’ trouble den dey kin 

help; and dey makes as much honey as dey kin.” 

“Don’t you like honey, Judy?” 

“?Speck I knows somebody else does,” said 

Judy. 
“JT think it’s the best thing,” said Maggie. 

‘ How do the bees make honey, Judy ? Couldn’t 

you make it ?” 

‘ Dere isno man, nor no woman, dat kin make 

it,’ said Judy. “ Nobody knows how, ’cept de 

Lord ; and He make it in de cups o’ de flowers; 

don’t missie know ?”’ 

“Tn the cups of the flowers? Does it all 

come from there? I knew there was honey in 

the flowers ; but it don’t seem like this, Judy.” 

“ Dat’s whar de insects gits it, missie.” 

“All of it ? all this ?” 

“Ebery drop, and ebery drop dere is in all de 

hives.” 

“And did God make it in the flowers for the 

bees ?”’ 

“ Reckon He do; and a little of it for missie 

too. And ’spects a little ob it’s fur Judy.”
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“For me and you? Oh yes, our Father 

makes it all for us, Judy; the bees and all. 

_ That’s part of the nice things He has put in our 

house for us; only I didn’t know He made the 

honey, before. I guess there is a great deal in 

our house that we don’t know, Judy.” 

_ Perhaps Judy did not exactly follow this 

reasoning, for she did not answer. She was 

making her own cup of coffee; and presently 

she and Maggie sat down to their supper. 

Maggie had some of the golden honey and the 

white bread and a bowl of rich milk. And Judy 

drank her coffee. And after supper, and when 

Judy had cleared all away, they sat and sang 

hymns till it was quite time to go to bed— 

hymns that Maggie had never heard in her life 

before, but she liked them very much for all 

that, and thought they were a great deal better 

than some of those she was accustomed to hear 

in church at home. There was “Swing low, 

sweet chariot !”—and “O the Lamb, the loving 

Lamb!” and “In the morning, chillen, in the 

morning ”"—and a great many more. Judy was 

never tired,
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CHAPTER IX. 

AGGIE looked to be sent for the next 

_morning before breakfast; but it was no 

such matter. Nobody came, and Judy and 

- Maggie had their breakfast in peace and good 

fellowship alone. Judy was brisk and cheerful, 

now that the crisis was over; she seemed to 

have thrown her care away; and Maggie, though 

expectant, was content. When at last some- 
body came, it was Mrs Saulmain with the 

carriage. She asked, from the window, whether 

Maggie would choose to go with her? she was 

driving to Merryville on business. Perhaps 

Maggie would have hesitated; but Judy 

answered for her; brought the child’s bonnet 
and wraps, and put them on hastily. 

“And oh, Judy! shan’t I see you again?” 

said Maggie while this was doing. 

“Maybe missie ‘ll ride over some oder time.”
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“Oh, but I am going away to-morrow.” 

“?’Speck ye’ll fin’ out old Judy somewheres,” 

said the woman contentedly. “ By’m, honey, 

—‘when all de saints get home.’ I’se be lookin’ 

out for you dar. See you come, and don’ disap- 

| pintme. Now go ”—— 

And Judy pushed her off to the carriage, and 

put her in. 

It was a change, social and moral, and Maggie 

felt it so, to find herself alongside of Mrs Saul- 

main’s silks and velvets on the satin cushions 

of the landau. She did not know how to speak, 

and so wisely did not try. She waited. And 

Mrs Saulmain waited too, after the first saluta- 

tions, and let the carriage roll on in silence. 

Was she angry, Maggie wondered. But when 

she did begin to talk, there was no symptom of 

anger; she was easy and kind as usual; and it 

was not till the business at Merryville was done, 

and they were returning to Willow Brook by 

another road, that the Sunday’s doings and 

Maggie’s absence were brought up. 

“We were very sorry to miss you from all our 

games yesterday,’ Mrs Saulmain said.
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“T was very sorry, maam,” said Maggie. © 

“ How happened it, my dear?” | 

“It didn’t happen at all, ma’am. I couldn’t 

come,” : 

“We sent for you.” 

“Yes, ma’am. I know you did.” If Maggie 

had been a few years older she would have 

added the customary formula of gratitude. 

But she only said instead—“I was sorry I 

couldn’t come.” ; 

Mrs Saulmain smiled. ‘I did not under- 

stand,” she went on, “ wy you could not.” 

“Esther and Fenton knew.” 

“They did not tell me.” 

Mr Irad Saulmain, however, had given the 

lady a hint. | 

“ Do you wish me to tell you, ma’am ?” 

“By all means—if you have no objection,” 

said Mrs Saulmain. 3 

“TI have no objection,” said Maggie, Yet she 
did not go on. 

“What was it then, dear?” 

Maggie felt it difficult to say. How was she 
to quote the New Testament to a person who



WILLOW BROOK. 187 

was a Jewess? But Mrs Saulmain waited 

attentively. 

“Tt was only—that it was Sunday,” said 

Maggie, 

“Sunday. Yes, What then?” 

“And—you know, ma’am—the command- 

ment.” 

Mrs Saulmain knew ; and she did not answer 

by a quibble about the change of days, She 

sat back among her cushions and for a minute 

was silent. | 

“And do you mean to tell me,” she said when 

she began again, ‘that you—a little child— 

stayed away from all those plays yesterday that 

you might keep the commandment ?” 

“N—o, maam,” said Maggie puzzling,—‘“I 

don’t think it was the commandment so much, 

as that I might hallow His name.” 

“What?” said Mrs Saulmain. 

“T think it was that,’ Maggie repeated. 

“What, my dear ?” 

“To hallow His name, ma’am.” 

“My dear, did you think we were Cea Slat 

that name?”
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“The Sabbath, ma’am,” said Maggie, 

“Tt isn’t our Sabbath. And if it were, what 

has that to do with what you said ? ” 

“Isn't it the Lord’s day, ma’am?” 

‘Where did you cet such notions ?” said Mrs 

Saulmain looking at her. “Your sister and 

brother had no difficulty. They enjoyed the 

games with the rest of us.” 

Maggie was silent, and looked troubled. 

“How is it worse for you?” asked Mrs Saul- 

main. 

~“T couldn't help it, ma’am,” said Maggie. 
“Didn't you have a forlorn day over there, 

with Judy?” 

In answer to which, Maggie brightened up, 
and declared the contrary with such energy that 

Mrs Saulmain was forced to believe her. 

“Then, perhaps, the attractions of Judy’s lodge 

were better than anything we had to offer?” she 

remarked. | 
“Better? Oh no, ma’am!” said Maggie. 

‘I wanted to see—I would have liked to see 
Zachary and the plays ever so much!” 

“ Pure principle, then,” said Mrs Saulmain.
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“I don’t know what that is, ma’am,” said 

Maggie. 

The lady did not explain; and no more 

passed on the subject, till the carriage turned in 

at the gate, not Judy’s, and wound up towards 

the door. Maggie wondered what the young 

ones were all about. None of them were in 

sight. Where were they all? Mrs Saulmain de- 

manded of the servant who opened the door. 

“Down to the lake, ma’am.” | 

“Oh, they are gone a-boating. Yes, that was 

the plan. Will you follow them, Maggie, you 

know the way?” 

There was nothing else to do, and Maggie 

trotted off by herself to the lake. She heard 

voices in. laughter and talking before she saw 

anybody ; but, getting to the bridge, found that 

most of the party were already on the water. 

Several boats were rowing about in different 

parts of the lake, all filled with the gay little 

crowd, ‘The day was fair and sweet, the woods 

bordering the water and reflected in it were 

clowing with red and gold; the water was still 

as glass; it looked very pleasant, and Maggie



190 WILLOW BROOK. 
eS 

  

wished for a place among the boating crews, 

In vain; the boats were all at a distance, and 

would not come in to pick her up; did not 

know she was there. Of course, if she wished 

to play with the rest, she should have been with 

the rest; that was plain; and Maggie felt a 

little bit left out in the cold, even though it were 

her own doing. It was better with Judy than 

this. She made her way off the bridge and 

round to the little boathouse, which looked so 

attractive ; it was close to the edge of the 

smooth water, very pretty, with its gay painting 

and coloured tile floor; a lovely place to play, 

if there had been anybody to play with; but 

there were only a group of boys busy with a 

game of marbles on the smooth tiles. Maggie 

sat down and looked at them, and looked over 

the water to the distant boats. Would there be 

time, perhaps, for her to have a little bit of a 

row when the boats came in? No, no; the 

boats were away out on the lake, coasting the 

pretty shores, crossing from side to side, dis- 

porting and enjoying; there would be no time 

for more when at last they got tired—if they
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ever got tired—and came in; and there would 
be no inclination either. It would be luncheon 
time, and they would all want luncheon. Poor 
Maggie had not counted upon this, and she was 
sadly disappointed. She had hoped, when 
Monday morning came, that she should plunge 
back again into the stream of amusements as 
well as the little world of society ; and behold, 
she had been away two nights and a day, and 
they had forgotten her. It made no matter to 
them if she had slipped out of existence; their 
plays had no need of her help, nor had any of 
the players. Maggie did not understand this, 

and was terribly cut up by it. Salt tears came 

slowly from under one and the other eyelid, and 

rolled down her cheeks: she was ashamed to- 

wipe them off, and so kept her face turned away 

from the marble players; and the salt tears 

made salt streaks upon her face which dried in 

the sun. And this was the last day at Willow 

Brook ! Maggie’s hazy eyes lost the view of the 

lake, boaters and all, for a time. 

As the hour for luncheon drew near, the boats 

came pulling in towards the boathouse. Some
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of the girls were singing ; and many were dipping 

their fingers in the bright water as they came 

along. So they got to the landing place. 

“Why, who’s this?” exclaimed Rachel Sul- 

main as she set foot on the steps. “Somebody 

that didn’t go along. Why, Esther, I believe it’s 

your little sister. Aren’t you a Candlish, child ?” 

“What did you stay away for ?” said another 

girl whom Maggie knew. “Oh what lots and lots 

you have lost! You'll never get it again, either. 
You can’t,” 

_ “People never do get again what they lose,” 

said Fenton, who came next, and who would 

take Maggie’s part against anybody but him- 

self. “Don’t you know that, Sarah Stokes? 

The worse for them, of course, What made 

you come back at all, young one? I’d have 
stayed for good, if I stayed at all.” 

“T couldn't stay any longer, Fenton,” said poor 

Maggie. | 

“OQ Maggie, what you ’ve lost!” said Esther as 
soon as she landed, “ The loveliest row! Why 
didn't you come a little sooner? We’ve been all 

round by the shores ; and we could see the little
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fish down, down toward the bottom. Why didn’t 
you come in time? How long have you been 
here ?” | 

“Don’t, Essie!” said Maggie, whose tears were 
quite uncontrollable now. “Come along with 
me, and tell me. I couldn’t—help—it. O Essie! 
I—couldn’t—help it.” 

Maggie’s distress was so hearty and evident 
that Esther was touched. She put her arm 
round her little sister and tried to comfort her 
as they walked to the house. But that was no 
easy matter. , | 

“T should think you might have—waited— 
just a little—for me!” Maggie said with a great 
sob. 

“Waited to go to row? But we couldn’t, 
Maggie ; we didn’t know when you would come. 
How could we wait ?” 

“T have lost everything !” cried Maggie, with 
another great sob. | 

“Oh no, Maggie! And besides, whose fault 

was that? Not ours; you know you would not 
come back with Fenton and me. Of course, you 
could not stay at that queer little house and 

N
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have all the fun we were having, at the same 

time.” | | 

“But it wasn’t right,” urged Maggie a little 

querulously ; “and you ought not to have been 

playing games yesterday! It was very wrong, 

Uncle Eden wouldn't have liked it.” 

“Uncle Eden could not have helped it, no 

more than we could. Come, Maggie—what’s 

the use of talking so? we couldn’t help it, you 

know.” 

‘It don’t change the right,” said Maggie; “‘and 

you didn’t do right. You didn’t any of you do 

right. If they had plays, you ought not to have 

seen them. O Essie! do tell me about the wolf.” 

“He was splendid. Oh the wolf was splen- 

did!” 

“T knew he would be,” cried Maggie, with a 

new burst of tears. 

“But if you had seen it, you know it would be 

over now, Maggie. I wouldn’t cry if I were you.” 

“YT wouldn’t cry either, if I Zad seen it,” said 

Maggie; “ but now I never shall. Do come into 

our room, Esther, and tell me all you can about 
it 3
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Esther submitted so far as to go to their room 
and let Betsey put them in fresh order; but re- 

_ marking that they must go down to luncheon. 
“The bell hasn’t rung yet. O Essie! what was 

the end of Cinderella ?” 

“Cinderella ? why, you saw that.” 
“No, I didn’t; only the first part.” 

“Well, you know the story.” | 

“Oh, but tell me what they did, Essie; in the 

play.” 

“ Well—Cinderella lost her slipper, you know, 
and the prince picked it up; and there was 

another ball” | 

“ Did they have the ball ? ” 

“No, no! only the fairy dressed Cinderella 
for it the third time, and then she ran home 

  

again. And then, when she was sitting in the 
ashes, you know, and her father and her two 
sisters telling her about the ball and the lady— 
that was herself, you know—the prince came 
with the slipper and fitted it on, and carried her 

away to make her his wife.” 
“ That was Rasselas ; and Rachel is his sister ; 

he couldn't make her his wife.”
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“Qh, that’s all the play, child; it’s only the 

play. Come! the bell will ring.” 

“Let it ring,” said Maggie. “That won’t do 

any harm, that I know of. I think you don’t 

tell it very nicely, Essie. I wanted to hear the 

whole.” 

“The whole would be very long, Maggie; it 

would take me a great while.” _ | 
“I wish it would take you a great while. 

Did it take them a long while to play it?” 

“T guess it did! Hours and hours.” 
' “Why wasn’t you here to h’enjoy it, Miss 

Maggie?” Betsey inquired in her cool tones, 

Maggie was not cool, and they gave her a check. 

She began to think. Why had she not been 

' there? And ifthe reason had been and appeared 
good and sufficient, both at the time and _after- 

wards, what was the meaning of her discom- 

posure now? Did she mean to take back what 
she had done, so far as feeling could do it? 

Maggie did not mean that. She was a little 

ashamed. 

“T believe I am foolish, Betsey,” she said 
after a pause, in a much modified tone of voice.
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“An’ if you ‘ll pardon me, I was thinking so,” 

said the old servant. “What call had you to 

_ stay away, Miss Maggie, when they were all 

h’enjoying themselves like kings and queens, and 

you might ’ave been among them ?” | 

“Oh, I didn’t mean foolish in ¢Zat way, Bet- 

sey, —Maggie began, but so did the luncheon- 

bell begin its loud clangour, and Esther hurried 

her down. 

Luncheon was enjoyable. But it still seemed 

to the little girl that she was very much left out 

by the company. They were full of what they 

had been doing, which Maggie could not talk 

about, since she had not shared it; or of what 

they were going to do, in which it appeared they 

did not reckon upon her society or help. Even 

Esther was taken up with the new associations 

formed during these two days; and Fenton of 

course was quite engrossed with his own friends 

and pursuits. Maggie ate her cake and fruit, 

listening to talk which did not open to let 

her in, hearing plans in which she had no share, 

and exchanges of sympathy in which she could 

take no part. She thought it somehow strange ;
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she felt it certainly very trying. And this was 

the last day at Willow Brook! 

She could not seem to get back her toil 

ground. The day was to be finished with a gay 

dance in the evening; and nothing particular 

was laid out for the afternoon, except the young 

ladies’ dresses; and the consideration of them 

and the arrangement and choice of flowers and 

ribbands was, for so many hours, entertainment 

enough, But Maggie was not educated to the 

point of fully entering into this; and she was 

not old enough to be consulted by the others ; 

she still felt left on one side. Wandering 

about, she encountered Zachary. 

“So you’ve got back,” said he, cavalierly 

enough, like a boy. ‘“ What a jolly time you 

must have had with old Judy!” 

“T don’t know what you mean by jolly,’ said 

Maggie. “I had a very nice time indeed.” 

“You did not care about seeing me in the 

character of a wild animal,” 

“Oh yes, I did, Zachary ! I cared a great 

deal. I wanted to see you so much, I didn't 

know what to do,”
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“It was very easy to know what to do, if you 
did want to see me. All you had to do was to 
come along.” 

“Ah, but that was what I couldn’t do.” 

So you say.” 

“sAnd so I mean,” said Maggie, with dig- 
nity. 

“Well, you lost a sight, more than you know.” 
“Ah, Zachary, tell me about it.” 
“T showed my teeth.” 

“Oh, I saw them—the wolf’s teeth. They 
were very ugly.” 

7 — Red Ridinghood was of the same 
Opinion.” 

“What else did you do, Zachary > Did you 

walk in the wolf skin ?” 

“T tumbled around a good deal, and howled 
some,” 

“ Do wolves howl ?” 

“Of course,—always, when they are going to 

eat people. You know I had to eat Little Red 
Ridinghood.” 

“How did you manage that ?” said Maggie, 

with an appearance of great interest,



200 WILLOW BROOK, 

  

“It was difficult, that’s a fact,” said Zachary. 

“With all her clothes on, you know.” 

“Oh, but you didn’t doit. I mean how did 

you seem to do it?” 

Zachary laughed. 

- “Well,” said he, “she ran, and I ran; and 

when we got out of sight I howled to the top of 

the tree, and she screamed so, there was no 

doubt left on the minds of any of the spectators 

what had happened.” 

Maggie could not help laughing too. 

“T do think you are avery clever boy,” she said. 

‘Zachary took off his cap and made a bow. 

“YT am sorry I don’t think you are a very 

clever girl,” said he, “or you would have been 

here to see, What dzd make you stay in that poky 

old place? Had somebody offended you?” 

_“ Offended me? why, no!” 

“ Mother thought perhaps something had been 

done that you had gone off in a huff.” 
“Ina what?” said Maggie. 
“In a huff. Don’t you know what that 

is?” 

“No.”
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“Just as well,” said Zach. “Some people 

call it a sulky.” | 

“Oh !—that’s a little carriage with a seat for 

only one person.” 

“Just so,’ said Zachary. 

“But I thought only gentlemen got into them.” 

Zachary had got into such a fit of laughter 

by this time, that he was incapable of continu- 

ing the conversation. He rolled off; and 

Maggie, seeing nothing else to engage her 

attention, went upstairs to their room where 

Esther and Betsey were in consultation. 

Esther was in grave doubt whether to wear a 

blue barége with white chrysanthemums, or a 

white merino with scarlet salvias, Maggie sat 

down and looked. Esther was hard to satisfy, 

and in a great puzzle. 

“What does it matter, Esther?” asked her 

little sister. 

“Matter?” repeated Esther. “What does it 

matter how I am dressed at a ball?” 

“Ves, Idon’t see. Boththe dresses are nice.” 

“Nice!” quoth Esther. “ Don’t you know, I 

want to look as well as I can, child?”
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“ Every lady does as h’ever I ’eared on,” said 
Betsey. ‘The looks of the ladies is their for- 

tunes,” 

“Esther's looks are not her fortune,” replied 

Maggie, a good deal disgusted. ‘ She has for- 
tune enough without that. And I shouldn’t 
think she, or any one, would want to dress to 
make her fortune. And how could she, Betsey?” 

“Didn’t Cinderella catch the prince?” said 
Betsey. “Why shouldn’t Miss h’Essie, who is 
full as sweet-looking?” 

“Esther,” said Maggie furiously, “are you 
going to dress to catch anybody ?” 

“Not now, Miss Maggie,” said Betsey sooth- 
ingly. “Miss h’Essie is young yet. But by 
and by—when she is h’older ”>— 

“She won't do it then!” said Maggie hotly. 
“She would be ashamed to do it, or she ought 
to be ashamed. Nice people don’t do such 
things, Betsey.” 

“ An’ what do they dress and bedeck them- 

selves h’out for, then ?” said the old servant. 

Maggie was not ready with an answer, and 
pondered and studied the matter all the while
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Esther was dressing in the evening. About her 

own appearance she was not at all concerned ; 

Maggie never was. She had always looked 

‘upon the whole subject as a thing of course, as 
much as her dinner; now she began to question 

and argue with herself. It was no use to ques- 

tion with Esther, who dismissed her words either 

impatiently or scornfully. Maggie pondered 

whys and wherefores while she saw the white 

merino go on, and the scarlet salvias gleam in 

Esther’s hair and at her breast. Each young 

lady was to have a different flower that evening, 

and to be called by the name of her flower. 

“And what is yours, Miss Maggie?” inquired 

Betsey. <u 

“T don’t know. I haven’t thought about it.” 

“You must think pretty quick,” said Esther. 

“Fere’s the list. Everything is made out, 

pretty much.” 

“For everybody but me,” said Maggie. 

“Well, of course! We had to settle things ; 

and you were one of the smallest ; of course the 

older ones had to choose first.” 

“T don't care,” said Maggie.



204 WILLOW BROOK. 

‘But what will you be then, Miss Maggie? 

and what dress is it too?” 

Maggie felt left out again. She could not 

think of any flower which had not been appro- 

priated by some one. Betsey dressed her in the | 

companion frock to Esther’s white merino, and 

she went downstairs unadorned. Some time in 

the evening Zachary found her sitting by herself. 

‘“What’s the matter?” said he. 
“Nothing at all,” said Maggie. 

“Why are you not dancing?” 

“T have been dancing two or three times.” 
“And got tired? Look here—where’s your 

flower? have you dropped it? The other girls 

have got whole stacks.” 

“T haven't had any yet.” 

“Not a flower!” said Zach, who had a liking 
for the little girl his mother had recommended 

to his care. “Howcomes it? That won’t do. 
Let us go over to the conservatory—come !—it’s 

jolly there, better than it is here. Come, and 

we ‘ll get you a flower.” 

The evening was sweet and mild; the con- 
servatory was lighted up and showed brilliant
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under the stars. Zachary and Maggie ran 

across, it was but a little way, mounted the great 

flight of steps, and entered the warm, perfumed, 

glass house. Southern palmetta and far-away 

_ palm were suddenly over them; scents of tropi- 

cal regions mingled in the.air, heavy with de- 

lights ; colours of tropical regions blazed and 

burned around under the gas lights. Nobody 

but themselves was there. Maggie exclaimed, 

“Oh, how much better it is here than in the 

house!” 

“Better than the dancing, eh?” said Zach. 

“Now, here we are, and here are the flowers— 

which will you have?” | 

“Oh, everybody has got everything,” said 

Maggie. “I don’t care. Oh, it’s so nice, It is 

like fairyland and a palace.” 

“But you must have a flower,” insisted Zach- 

ary. “Suppose this red stuff?” 

“That ? I know what that is. Miss Marshall 

has got Bouvardia.” 

“She may have it, then. You can’t have 

geranium, I know; nor any of these things, 

How would this lily do?”
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“ Miss Ellenwood has got it.” 

“Violets?” 

‘‘ Miss Brown is the violet.” 

“Well, this then?” 

‘Somebody has got that, I know. I’ll tell 

you, Zachary; just give me a bunch of some- 

thing green; will you ? it will do just as well.” 

‘Come along, then ; we’ll go where the ferns 

are, and get some pretty ones.” 

Zachary was really very kind about it, and 

chose a graceful fern frond, two or three of which 
made a very elegant adornment upon Maggie’s 

white dress. ‘Now, you’ll be a polypoddy,” 

said he. 

“Ts that the name?” 

“T don’t know! It’s the name of some of 
them, but they have lots of names.” 

“Zachary,” said Maggie, pursuing her medi- 
tations as the two strolled softly through the 
warm greenery, “what do you think is the use 
of ladies dressing themselves so as they do?” 

“The use?” said Zachary, staring hard at her. 
“TI can’t find the use of it. Why should they 

do it? Gentlemen don’t.”
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“T should think not!” said Zachary. “I should 

look well in a white dress with a bunch of green 

‘in my buttonhole!” 

“T think you would,” said Maggie gravely. 

“Do you?” said Zachary. “That sort of thing 

will answer for a circus rider.” 

“But it does for a lady too. Why?” 

“Fim,” said Zachary. “Ladies ought to 

know.” 

“T never thought about it,” Maggie went 

on. ‘But now I do think about it, I don’t 

see the sense of it. I don’t see why I ought 

to be dressed a great deal more to see you 

to-night, than I was to see you to-day. You 

have seen me, at any rate, and know how I 

look.” 

Maggie’s reward for this speech was a burst 

of most delighted laughter from Zachary. He 

twisted himself about in his ecstasy, and shouted 

“Bravo!” and “ First-rate!” 

“‘ What’s first-rate?” said Maggie. 

“Ask ’em in there,’ Zachary went on, “how 

they'd like that idea.” 

“T know they would not like it at all. But
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that makes no difference. Why can’t you ex- 
plain it to me, Zachary ?” 

“J never explain anything that I can bales 

Come, we must go in and see what + they are 
doing.” 

Maggie submitted to the necessity, though 
she would have preferred to stay among the 

brilliant tenants of the conservatory, and in its 
warm perfumed air talk to Zachary at her leisure. 
They went in to the dancing. And Maggie had 
a good dance with somebody; not Zach, he would 
not dance; and she enjoyed it. Then came at 
last’ supper; and all the young folks had got a 
great appetite by that time; and ices and fruits 
and coffee and chocolate and birds and salads 
took a long while to discuss properly. It was 
already quite late when the little company re- 
turned to the drawing-rooms. 

“Are they going to dance any more? or 
what?” Maggie asked Zachary, who was near 
her. | 

“I think itll be what,” said Zachary. 
“What?” said Maggie, | | 

“Yes,” said Zachary, “That. Not dancing.
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Something else. Wait, Maggie; you/’ll see. 

Have you got your fern fronds all right? Yes. 

Mind, you are the ‘Lady fern’ now. I had it 

“put down on the list, all right > but — 

knows who the ‘ Lady fern’ is.’ 

“What do you mean? what are you ahied 

about, Zach ?” 

“Wait. You'll see. Listen.” 

There seemed to be a general pause. The 

music did not start up, to invite to the dance; 

Mrs Saulmain did not bid good night, to uci 

to their rooms. Presently Mr Irad made him- 

self conspicuous; and desired the company 

to take seats or otherwise arrange themselves 

around the walls of the room. When this was 

done, and the little confusion had subsided, and 

every eye waited in expectation for what was 

to come next, Mr Irad stood forth and drewa 

paper from his pocket. 

“The festival being at an end,” he began, “ it 

only remains to set our seals upon it. In other 

words, to put a little mark upon the time, so 

that all our kind friends may keep in memory 

the October days at Willow Brook. I hold in 
O
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. my hand a list of the company, disguised. Not 

a name is here, but- the name of a flower; and 

none but each young lady herself knows what 
flower represents her. But to each flower my 

mother has something to say. I will ask the 
Bouvardia to come forward to the middle of the 
room,” 

Miss Marshall, wearing quantities of a red 

variety of the flower, advanced accordingly to the 
centre cleared space, where Mrs Saulmain met 
her. Mrs Saulmain was attended by Rachel 

and Kasselas, each bearing an open basket 
covered with an embroidered green cloth. The 
effect was quite Oriental; the basket bearers 

were dressed in white, and Mrs Saulmain herself 

in crimson, From under the green covering of 
one of the baskets she took a package with the 
Bouvardia label, and gave it smilingly to the 
young lady; first stripping off the enfolding 

paper. It was an elegant box of French bon- 

bons. 

_ Mr Irad called for the white Carnation ; and 
a sweet, blushing little girl in a blue dress with 

white carnations at belt and bosom, came up and
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received her present. A little Swiss chalet, in 

pretty Swiss carving. 

The red Salvia got a Japanese paper-weight. 

The Fuschia received a Scotch work needle case. 

Geranium and Verbena and Stevia and Violet 

had trinkets of wood and bronze. The delight 

was universal. At last the Lady fern was called 

for,and Zachary gave Maggie a push. Thelittle 

sirl hardly believed her senses as she stepped 

towards those mysterious green-covered baskets. 

Mrs Saulmain was ready for her, however, and 

tore the paper from a flat largish thing which 

excited Maggie’s curiosity mightily. Lo, it was 

a lovely photograph of Landseer’s “ Dignity and 

Impudence.” All Maggie’s soul came up in her 

face, and with cheeks of crimson delight she 

thanked Mrs Saulmain and went back to Zach- 

ary. 

“Do you like it?” said he. , 

“Like it? Oh,somuch! I’m so glad!” 

“Soam I,” said Zachary. “I was afraid you 

might get something you would not care for.” 

“Oh, I care for it very much!” said Maggie, 

almost hugging her picture. “ You are so good!”
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“Then it’s all right,” said Zachary. “I was 
on a fidget till I knew what you would get.” 

However, by some happiness either of selection 

or arrangement, everybody seemed to be equally 

well suited ; and the whole little company went 

to their sleep that night with happy heads press- 
ing their pillows. The festival was over. The 
next day, cars, steamboats, and carriages, swept 
them all away.
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CHAPTER X. 

HE young ones got home to Mosswood, if 

not tired, at least a little satiated with 

pleasure and relaxed therewith beyond the possi- 

bility of exertion in any other cause. That day, 

indeed, exertion was not asked of them. Butthe 

next day Miss Eldon found the lessons drag and 

attention fail. Arithmetic seemed to be beyond 

the power of calculation possessed by ordinary 

mortals; and history was looked at as a very 

musty recital of what could have interested no- 

body at the time of its enacting. Heavy-eyed 

listlessness prevailed ; and even fingers ceased 

to be dexterous in handiworks long familiar, 

Miss. Eldon was human and had patience; but 

at the end of the lessons that day she made re- 

presentations to her pupils. 

“Well,” said Fenton, “it’s all a horrid 

bore!”
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“What, if you please ?” 

« All this muddling with books and things,” 

“ Muddling with anything is, I grant you,” said 

Miss Eldon laughing; “but why should we 

make a muddle of our work ?” 

“Can't help it,” said Fenton. “It zs a 

muddle.” 

“Something the matter “ere,” said Miss Eldon, 

tapping her forehead. ‘“‘Come, Fenton, let us 

have clear heads and clean work to-morrow. I 

excuse you to-day.” 

That evening Mr Murray got back from New 

York, where he had been ever since the children 

went uptheriver. The eager welcome he always 

got was intensified on this occasion, if possible; 

the children always loved to make him a depo- 

sitory of their experiences, and now had great - 

experiences to relate, and some counsel to take 

with their uncle. It all had to wait till the late 

dinner was over, and Mr Murray had satisfied 

the demands of the older portion of the family 

which came upon him for his own and the public 

news; but later in the evening there was a lull 

in the busy interchange of sympathy and opinion,
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and Mr Murray was found in the library looking 

at a map. 

‘“‘ Here heis!” cried Maggie peeping in; “and 

he’s doing nothing. And now—oh where’s my 

‘Dignity and Impudence’?” 

“Vou left them at Willow Brook,” suggested 

Fenton. | 

Maggie was too busy searching for her picture 

to hear or heed this taunt; and presently came 

with her treasure to Mr Murray; and the talk 

about it and the telling how she came by it, led 

easily into a recital of all the great doings of the 

festival. Fenton was open-mouthed too, for he 

had his adventures to relate, and he as well as 

the girls liked to talk into the sweet, strong face 

from which he expected and got always both 

appreciation and sympathy. Even Fenton’s 

father would not always listen to him; his 

mother often would not be bothered with him 

but. his uncle never refused ear and eye and 

help. So he attended now to all-that the eager 

little speakers had to say to him. Their com- 

munications were very full; they dwelt at large 

upon all that had been done and enjoyed during |



216 WILLOW BROOR. 

their visit, with one single exception—an excep- 

tion observed by all the children. 

“Let me see,” said their uncle at last. “You 

went away Friday, and came back Tuesday, 

was it? How did you manage about Sun- 

day ?” , 

There was a pause. Maggie looked at the 

others. Esther looked into the fire rather 

blankly. Fenton kicked the end of the rug up 

and down. Mr Murray waited. 

“It was troublesome, uncle Eden,” Esther 
said at last. 

. “So I feared you would find it.” 

“It was. It don’t do to be rude, you know, 

uncle Eden.” 

“That seldom answers, I agree with you. 
Happily, it rarely is necessary.” 

“Do you think it ever is necessary, sir?” 
“Perhaps not. It may now and then be 

necessary to be what the devil calls rude.” 

“Don’t he like people to be rude, sir?” asked 
Fenton suddenly wheeling about. “I thought 
he did.” | 

~ “Yes, when it does not hurt his plans. It is
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a very frequent device of his, however, to whis- 
per that if in some particular you do right, you 
will be wanting in polish of manner.” 

“Tsn't it true, sometimes, uncle Eden?” Esther 
asked. | 

“Ever since the time of Adam and Eve, Essie, 

it has been safe to take the command of the 
Lord against all suggestions of the devil.” 

Esther looked rather troubled. Fenton burst 
out. 

“At any rate, there was but one thing to do 
at Willow Brook. We hadn’t any choice.” 

“What was the question ?” 

“Why, you see, uncle Eden,” Esther began, 
“the rain came on Saturday just in the middle 
of the plays, so they had to finish them on Sun- 
day.” 

“Where do you get that ‘had to,’ Essie?” 
“Well, sir, you know our Sunday is nothing 

to them.” | 
“Pass, for their part of it. How did the 

question come up to you?” | 

“What we should do, you know, sir.” 
“ About what ?”
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“Why, the plays.” 

“Well, go on;—I don’t see the difficulty 

yet.” 

“Why, what we should do, uncle Eden,” ex- 

claimed Esther. “There were the plays, and 

the people ; everybody from all round the 

country. What should we do?” 

“ How did you settle it?” 

“Fenton and I went,’ said Esther. 

“And Maggie?” | 
“Maggie wouldn’t go; or at least she wouldn’t 

come back. She had got caught in the storm 
at the gate-keeper’s lodge, a mile off; and so 
she stayed there.” 

“Caught, when?” said Mr Murray looking at 
Maggie, 

“ Saturday evening, that was,” said Esther. 
“And stayed till when ?” 

“Till Monday morning ; so she was out of it 
all,” said Fenton. 

Maggie was tempted to speak, but a con- 
sciousness that her brother and sister had 
the worst of it kept her generously silent. 

“What sort of quarters had you, Maggie?” said
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her uncle, with, she knew, a smile in his eye for 

her, though his face was grave. 

In answer to that, Maggie’s lips opened; and 

_ she poured out a eulogy on Judy, and the lodge, 

and the day they had together, which was al- 

most too eager to be coherent. But at the end 

of it Mr Murray folded the little speaker in his 

arms, and was silent, and his blue eyes had a 

tear in them. 

Both the silence and the tear condemned the 

others, and feeling this they burst out to justify 

themselves, — | . 

“Uncle Eden, we were older. Wecould not 

run away, said Esther. 

“We could not help what other people did,” 

said Fenton. _ 

Mr Murray was silent still, and kissed Mag- 

gie. 

“What could we have done, uncle Eden ?” said 

Esther, very ill at her ease. 

“You could have prayed, ‘Hallowed be thy 

name,’ if the feeling had been in you.” 

“And do you think it was zo#, uncle Eden?” 

said Esther, her tears starting.
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“What do you think the Lord thinks?” 

Esther opened her mouth, and shut it again ; 

and more tears came. 

“It would have been very rude, wouldn’t it, 

sir,” asked Fenton, “ for us two to stay away from 

the plays, and so tell everybody else that we 

knew better than they?” 

“Did you find that Maggie’s absence was so 

regarded ?” 

“She had a good time enough!” said Fenton, 

somewhat irrelevantly. 

“And she found fault enough when she 

came home,” said Esther ; “if that was all. She 

didn’t keep her temper, if she kept Sunday.” 
_“ How is that, Maggie?” inquired Mr Murray 

oravely. 

“And she scolded me,” Esther went on, “and 

made as if she was the only right one. People 
may as well do one thing as another.” 

“Ts it true, Maggie?” asked her uncle. 

“Uncle Eden—it’s part true.” 

“Tt’s whole true!” said Esther. ‘ And it is 

just as bad to be cross and proud, as to—be a 

little accommodating.”
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Mr Murray lifted up his head and looked at 

Esther, as if a little astonished. 

“Ts there any relation or connection between 

the two things, Essie?” 

“Yes, uncle Eden; I — you would say 

that they are both wrong.” 

“ But is the one thing affected by the char- 

acter of the other ?”’ 

“T don’t understand, sir.” 

“Ts the fact of one wrong thing, excused or 

altered by the fact of another wrong thing ?” 

“Why, yes, sir,” said Fenton. 

“Will you have the goodness to explain? 

This is a code of morals I am not used to.” 
“Why, sir,” said Fenton, “it makes a thing 

less bad, if everybody does it.” 

“Indeed! But if I understand you, the as- 

sertion made is that it makes a thing less 

bad, if everybody—or anybody—does some- 

thing else.” 

“T didn’t say so,” Fenton returned. 

“To come to plainer language,—is one person 

excusable for swearing because another steals ?” 

“No, sir.”



222 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

“How, then, is Essie’s fault made less by 

Maggie's?” | 

“No, uncle Eden,” said Esther; “only 

she needn’t say anything about me in that 

case.” | 

“T did not hear her say anything.” 

“No, but I did; at Willow Brook; she said 

we oughtn’t to do what we did.” 

“ Let us look into it. What is it you describe 

as being ‘a little accommodating ?’” 

Esther hesitated, and hung back, and Fenton 

pouted. Maggie was still in her uncle’s arms 

and held fast there; and both the elder ones 

looked at her, But their uncle was a person of 

too much honour in the family, and in their 

hearts, to have any of his words slighted. Sothe 

answer at last came. 

“Do you think it is so bad, uncle Eden, to do 

what everybody around you is doing ?” 

“Answer my question, and then I will try to 

answer yours.” 

“Well, sir, all the people up there, the Saul- 

mains, were taking a great deal of trouble to 

give us pleasure; and by being accommodating,
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I meant, that we should give up p something for 

them.” 

“What did you give up?” 

Another pause; then Esther said, rather low, 

“We gave up Sunday.” 

“Was it yours to give up?” Mr Murray asked 

very quietly. 

“Yes, sir!” said Fenton. 

Esther ?”’ 

‘No, uncle Eden,” said the little girl softly. 

“So you were ‘accommodating’ to your friends 

the Saulmains, with something that did not 

belong to you. That is cheap benevolence—or 

politeness,—as I have heard it remarked.” 

“But, sir,’ said Fenton, “we may do what we 

like with Sunday?” | 

“You can do what you like with it. So in 

the old time people could do as they chose about 

paying the tenth of their property for the main- 

tenance of the Lord’s ministers and temple 

service; but when they chose not to do it, the 

Lord called it robbery, and robbery of Himself. 

‘Will a man rob God?’ He said. ‘Yet ye have 
999 robbed me.



224 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

“Well, but, uncle Eden,” said Esther, and 

stopped. Mr Murray waited, but more came 
not. 

“JT think you understand that,” he said. “Now 
run away. I want to talk with Maggie.” 

“And oh, uncle Eden, I want to talk with 

you!” said Maggie, as the others closed the 

library door behind them. “I have ever so much 

to talk about.” 

“But first _— this Paes, Maggie, Tell 
me how it was,” 

. “Uncle Eden’”’—said Maggie, and she stopped. 
“Tell me how it was.” 

“Uncle Eden, I think it was a good deal true 
what Esther said.” 

“How?” 

“TI believe I did think they had done wrong 
and I had done right; and I suppose I didn’t 
speak just asI ought. I daresay I was disagree- 
able.” 

“When was that?” 

‘When I had come back from Judy’s house, 
Monday morning.” Maggie’s blue eyes were 
swimming now in grave tears,
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“ How came you to say anything about it?” 

“Oh, I felt bad, uncle Eden,—I suppose. 

They had gone out to sail on the lake before 

I got there, and I missed it, and it looked so 

pretty; and I somehow felt lonely, and said 

Esther might have waited for me; and it was 

unjust, for she couldn’t wait, of course.” 

“And about the plays?” 

“Oh, then I said, I don’t remember just what; 

but I suppose I wasn’t very pleasant, and Esther 

and Fenton didn’t like it.” 

“T think I understand. What is your own 

judgment about your behaviour then, Maggie?” 

“T wish I had been quiet and said nothing; 

or at least, that I hadn’t been disagreeable.” 

“And proud, Maggie?” 

“T don’t know, uncle Eden!” said the little 

girl, bursting into more frank tears and hiding 

her face in her uncle’s arms. He was silent for 

a minute or two, caressing her tenderly ; then he 

spoke cheerfully. - 

“Maggie, now I think we have got at another 

lesson on hallowing the Lord’s name,—haven’t 

we?” 
P
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“What, uncle Eden?” said Maggie, looking up 

and drying or brushing away the tears. Mr 

Murray’s face was very gentle and loving as he 

  

went on. 

‘Don’t you know, the Lord’s people are called 

by His name? They are the Lord’s people.” 

“Yes, I know.” 

“Then—the more lovely and blameless they 

are, 1s not the name of their Master the more 

honoured ?” 

Maggie's eyes grew dry, as her little head took 
in this thought and went to work upon it. Mr 

} Murray waited, and she cogitated. 

“Why, yes, uncle Eden!” she said, looking up 
again, 

“You see that?” 

“ Of course, uncle Eden. Because people that 
don’t know Jesus, see them.” | 

“And so judge of the truth and of the Lord 
of truth by what they see in His servants,” 

“ And so, uncle Eden, do you mean that I. 
dishonoured His name one way as much as I 
honoured it the other?” 

“I do not mean to say any such thing, my
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pet. Ido not think it. I do not believe your 

animadversions on Fenton and Esther were very 

severe. But the lesson is precious for yourself. 

Christians should hallow the name they bear, by 

being beautiful and spotless; ‘walking worthy 

of the Lord,’ as the word is. Now, my pet, what 

was it you wanted to say to me about something 

else?” 

Maggie hereupon launched out into a fuller 

detail concerning Judy and her house and the 

day spent with her, than she had yet given to 

anybody ; and concluded with an earnest appeal 

to Mr Murray whether he did not know of some 

place or home for Judy, supposing that Mr Saul- 

main should prove unforgiving, and she should 

have to leave the lodge at Willow Brook. 

Mr Murray listened with a very attentive face, 

and seemed to take Maggie’s question into con- 

sideration. 

“Maggie,” said he finally, “I will tell youa 

bit of news. I have been buying a house.” 

“You? For your owz, uncle Eden?” cried 

Maggie, with her eyes big. 

“For my own.” —
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“Where is it?” 

“In the country ; about an hour or two from 

New York.” 

“On the river?” 

“No; on the Sound.” 

“Ouncle Eden! But are you going to live 

there?” 

“ Flouses are made to live in,” said Mr Murray 

gravely, 

‘But to go away from Mosswood ?” 
“T have never lived at Mosswood, you know. 

I hope to be here as much as ever.” 

“Then who will live in your house, uncle 
Eden?” 

“Why I might, occasionally; and you might 
come and see me.” 

“In your house! O uncle Eden, do they 
all know about it?” 

“Fenton and Esther do not.” 

“Have you got a garden, uncle Eden?” 
“A large one.” 

“And plenty of flowers?” 

“I mean to have plenty. Ali your favourites 
shall be there. You must make me a list.”
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“And,—is there more ground besides the 

garden?” . 

“Yes ; meadows and fields and woods ; a very 

large playground indeed, Maggie. And when © 

you come there, you shall tell me all sorts of 

things that you think would be pleasant to have 

or to make there.” 

“ Pleasant for you, uncle Eden, do you mean?” 

“Or for you.” — 

“Oh, thank you, uncle Eden! Oh, how de- 

lightfull” cried Maggie. “And may I ask 
Esther, too ?” 

“ Certainly.” 

Maggie pondered a minute, her head too full 

of thought for talking, 

“ Have you had this house long, uncle Eden ?” 

“Not very long.” 

** And, uncle Eden, who keeps house for you ?” 

“What do you think of your friend, Mrs 

Prynne?” 

““ Judy ?—O uncle Eden,” said Maggie clasping 

her hands,—“ isn’t that just too good!” 
The child’s face was brilliant. 

“Why, Maggie,” said Mr Murrav, “ you have
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become very fond of Judy, for a two days’ 
acquaintance,” 

“Yes, uncle Eden. When you know her, you 
won't wonder at all.” 

“Well, I will try to know her. I think you 
and I will take a run up to Willow Brook and 
see how the case stands, and whether Judy is at 
liberty.” 

“ How soon?” 

“As soon as wecan! But I must go back to 
New York to-morrow.” 

“When will you come back here again?” 
“I cannot tell. In a week or two, I hope.” 
“But a week or two! Judy may be gone by 

that time.” | 

“Then we can follow her, or write to her. It 

will be all right, Maggie. I do not think she 
will be gone from Willow Brook in so short a 
time; but, my pet, delays that we do not make 
ourselves, we should never fret about.” 

“Why, uncle Eden?” 

“Do you think it is right to fret about any- 
thing ?” 

“But, uncle Eden, you meant something more.”
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“Ves, I did. Delays that we do not make 

ourselves, are in the Lord’s hand, and will not 

do us any harm. It is written, ‘He that 

believeth shall not make haste.’ ” 

“Why?” 

“Why! he will not be anxious, or impatient 

or despondent; don’t you see? he will just 

wait upon the Lord.” 

“But, O uncle Eden, you’ll come as soon as 

you can, won't you, to go to Judy?” 

“As soon as I can,” said Mr Murray smiling. 

“I do not approve of delays that I make my- 

self.” 

The children had a great deal now to speculate 

about. Maggie was important; she made outa 
pretty long list of flowers for her uncle’s behoof, 

and held consultations with Esther upon all 
imaginable appliances and means for pleasure 
which might be had and contrived at the Bay 
House, as Mr Murray’s new purchase was named. 
The children even questioned their mother and 

aunt respecting the place and its owner’s intent 
in buying it; but beyond the fact that Mr Mur- 
ray was not going to be married, they could get
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little additional light. Their desire to see it grew 
immense; but this and everything had to be 
waited for a good deal longer than Maggie or 
her uncle had counted upon. Business held him; 
and it was not till November had fairly come, 
that he at last made his appearance at Mosswood 
again and announced that he was ready to set 
off immediately for Willow Brook. 

Mrs Candlish’s consent was easily obtained to 
Maggie's being her uncle’s companion on this 
journey. So next day they took the cars and 
steamed up to Tunneltown. It was perfect con- 
tent to any of the children to be or go anywhere 
with Mr Murray; and Maggie’s satisfaction on 
this occasion was doubled. It was doomed to 
receive asevere check. Mrs Saulmain welcomed 
them with even warm courtesy, and was especially 
pleased to see Maggie; but as soon as Judy’s 
name was mentioned, her face clouded over. 

“Judy is gone,” she said with lips com- 
pressed, 

Maggie uttered a half exclamation in dire 
dismay. Mr Murray made a further calm 
inquiry,
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“She has been gone now ten days, I think. 

Where? Really, Mr Murray, I do not know. 

Gone was gone, for me and Judy; and I cared 

little, as it mattered little, whither. That she 

was gone, was fact enough. Somebody pro- 

bably does know; though none of the house ser- 

vants, lam afraid. Your friend Zachary, Maggie, 

is the likeliest person to ask about Judy.” 

“Where is he, ma'am?” 

“All over! I am sure I can’t tell. But I 

will send to see and find him—if he can be 

found.” 

Mrs Saulmain’s hand was on the bell-rope, 

when Mr Murray suggested that she should 

allow them to save trouble by going out into the 

grounds and finding him themselves; and this, 

as Willow Brook was a show place, was easily. 

assented to. Maggie drew her uncle directly 

and first of all to the stables, where in her 

experience Zach was so often to be found. And 

there he was, with one foot in the stirrup, just 

ready to ride forth on Don. But the foot came 

out of the stirrup very quickly when he saw who 
it was; and when he learned their errand, his
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tongue was loosed, though his face, like his 

mother’s, grew clouded. 

“She played the fool, and now he’ s got a 

fool’s pains,” said the boy. “She had nowhere 

to go to; she’s just pulled down her own roof 

over her head. Father would have taken care 

of her, and given her her house and everything 

she wanted, as long as she lived.” 

“She has another Master, who will take care 

of her, as long as she lives and longer,” said Mr 

Murray ; “and He has provided a home for her, 

and Iam sent to bring her news of it. Now, 

my dear fellow, where can we hear of her?” 

Zachary pulled out his pocketbook and sought 

among its plethoric folds, till he found the scrap 

of paper with Judy Prynne’s name. 

“York Street,” he said. “She’s gone to New 

York, to No. 21 York Street—if you know where 

that is. I don’t.” 

“T do,” said Mr Murray. 

“That’s where she is,” said Zach looking up. 

“Are you going to see her?” This last was 

addressed to Maggie. 

“If uncle Eden will take me.”
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“Thank you,’ said Mr Murray. “Yes, we 

are going to see her. Do you wish to send her 

any message ?” 

Zach pulled a little branch of cedar to pieces 

vigorously and unconsciously, and at last threw 

it away and said it was no use. Mr Murray and 

Maggie bade good morning, and made the best 

of their way back to the station again, to catch 

the next down train. 

Maggie was very much afraid her mother 

would refuse permission for her to go on to New 

York with her uncle. Mrs Candlish granted it, 

however, even though the invitation included 

a visit to the Bay House. She fancied Maggie 

was looking a little thin and pale after the hot 

summer, and was willing she should have 

change and amusement, or anything, with her 

uncle. So Maggie and Mr Murray set off a day 

or two later to go to New York. 

To describe Maggie’s exultation and delight 

would be a vain task. She was alone with her 

uncle; he had not asked Esther and Fenton, or 

if he had, the request had been declined. And 

Maggie was dearly fond of the company of her
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brother and sister; yet there was something of 

unwonted dignity and something of quite new 

_ adventure in going alone with her uncle on a 

journey, and being his sole companion and guest 

ona visit, and being the very first of all the 

family to see the new place which had become 

such an object of interest to them all. Maggie’s 

head was in such a whirl of pleasure and excite- 

ment, that if it had not been a very steady little 

head it would have been in quite a useless con- 

dition for its owner; but Maggie was steady. 

| They rowed down to the station on a cloudy 

grey morning in the beginning of November. 

The leaves were gone from many of the trees; a 

fitful wind swept over the river now and then, 

bringing a chill with it; the landscape was dark. 

But the little girl was well wrapped up; and such 

a fire of love and hope and gladness was at her 

heart as made all creation seem warm and bright. 

She had no need of the newspaper wherewith 

Mr Murray solaced himself on the journey; she 

had so many plans and projects to go over in 

her own mind that the way seemed short enough. 

Yet she was amused, too, with the various
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scenes and figures which flit by one on a journey. 

The fat old countrywoman, with a basket, and 

a bonnet made nowhere ; Maggie wondered why 

she did not put on a larger shawl while she was 

about it, and not be constantly pulling together 

such a scant one as she wore. Then the young 

lady, her sister or cousin, perhaps, who had a 

whole gardenful of flowers in er bonnet, vines | 

and all, which went straying down her back 
looking for some place to bring up. And 

Maggie scanned the countenances of the boys 

who cried “fresh candies” “and popped corn” 

through the cars; and marvelled with innocent 

marvelling what sort of homes they dwelt in, and 

if they could possibly make a living by their 

trade. The baggage express agent was another 

study to her, and the people, one by one, whose 

checks and orders he received. Maggie went 

into odd speculations about these, quite uncon- 

sciously ; imagined from their dress and manner 

and number of checks what kind of people they 
might be, and what kind of streets and houses 

their baggage was probably going to. So all 

this while the cars were whizzing and rushing
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along; and by and by Maggie saw to her joy 

that the Palisades were on the opposite side of 

the river and New York must be near ; and soon, 

at lessened speed, the train was moving into 

the city through some very disagreeable ap- 

proaches. 

Here Maggie’s pity and disgust were un- 

limited. For the men and women and chil- 

dren she saw along the streets, and for the 

places they dwelt and worked in. How could 

people breathe long in such an atmosphere? and 

why must women be so forlorn and slatternly, 

and children so dirty and unkempt? Must it 

all be? and why must it all be? These thoughts 

kept Maggie busy, till the train came to a halt 

in 29th Street. 

Those were not the days of the Grand Central 

Depot; Maggie and Mr Murray had to make 

their way from the extreme west of the city, 

where the cars came in, across to the pleasant 

and habitable region which she was accustomed 

to see when she was in town, So they packed 

themselves into an omnibus, with as many other 

people as could get in, and rattled and jolted
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away down to 23d Street, and up 23d Street to 

Broadway ; and then took another omnibus to 

the nice private boarding house which was Mr 

Murray’s home in the city. 

“Tired, Maggie?” inquired her uncle. 

“Qh no, uncle Eden! not a bit. Is here where 

you live?” 

“Tow do you like it? This is my drawing- 

room and dining-room and study; and now we 

will have our dinner and teain one. You may go 
into that other room and take off your things.” 

Maggie concluded upon a little survey that 

her uncle’s dwelling-place was very nice. Large 

and airy and comfortable and very neat; and 

his drawing-room, as he called it, was an old- 

fashioned, pretty place, with bookcases and 

cabinets and nice easy chairs. Into one of these 

Maggie sank, and watched the cloth laying for 
dinner, with a sense of the most utter and com- 

pleted happiness. Mr Murray was at another 

table, opening letters; a soft coal fire was blaz- 
ing in the grate; the servant let fall the dark 

curtains over the windows, and went on with 

making the dinner-table ready. Two plates;
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how elated Maggie felt! two cups and saucers ; 

it was like a fairy tale. Then the woman brought 

- ashining little brass teakettle and lit a spirit- 

lamp under it; and leaving his letters and 

papers, Mr Murray himself came and made the 

tea. And dinner was served; and he placed 

Maggie near him at the table, and smiled at her. 

“This is a great holiday, Maggie, for you and 

me.” 

“For me most, I guess, uncle Eden.” 

“T don’t know; it seems like a holiday to me 

too. Now are you going to eat a piece of beef- 

steak and keep me company?” 

Maggie did not generally care for anything so 

substantial as beef. However, on this occasion 

she felt that she could attack anything, and she 

allowed the piece of beefsteak accordingly. Mr 

Murray gave her a cup of tea and a roll, and a 

roast sweet potato; and Maggie was ready to 

dispose of them all. | 

“ Now is a good time to talk about plans, isn’t 

it?” said Mr Murray. 

“Plans about your place, do you mean, uncle 

Eden ?”
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“Yes. What have you thought of ?” 

“Uncle Eden, you wanted me to think of 

things, you know, that / would like.” 

“Precisely. I can tell what I would like, for 

myself.” . 

“T madeagood long list of flowers, uncle Eden.” 

“That may do for spring work. I cannot 

plant flowers just now. What else, Maggie?” 

“But, uncle Eden, there are no children at 

Bay House?” 

‘*Mageie, I hope there will be many children 

there by and by. I am going to bring home to 

Bay House every child I find who is cast upon 

the world like little Jeremiah.” 

“Poor children!” cried Maggie. 

“Rich children would not want it. Yes, poor 

children ; such as are left alone in the world. I 

want to make Bay House a home for some of 

them.” 

A home for poor children. Maggie had 

thought of it as ahome for ker. She wasa good 

deal taken aback. 

“What will you do with them, uncle Eden?” 

she inquired. 
Q
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“What do your mother and father do with 

you? Give them a good time, and teach them 

what they ought to learn in order to become 

useful men and women by and by.” 

“Uncle Eden,” said Maggie with portentous 
gravity, “do you think ¢hat is what mamma 
means?” 

“What ?” 

“To make us learn that we may be use- 
ful?” 

“Will you be content with being ornamental, 
Maggie?” 

Maggie went to thinking. But the study was | 
too difficult for her, or something else was 

more interesting, for her thoughts ran off the 
track. 

‘Is Jeremiah there ?” 

“Not yet. Heis with his mother still, and 
she is still with him.” 

“But, uncle Eden, I thought those poor chil- 
dren are not nice? mamma don’t let me have. 
anything to do with poor children.” 

“She is quite right, not to let you have any- 
thing to do with people she does not know.
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But the children I hope to bring to Bay House 

are not the wicked ones, Maggie; only the deso- 

late ones.” 

“Aren't some of the wicked ones deso- 

late?” | 

“Terribly. That is the reason why they are 

so ill-behaved.” 

“Then, uncle Eden, couldn’t something be 
done for the bad children ?” 

“Yes, little one; and a good deal is done for 

them ; to get them away from their forlornness 

and establish them in good country homes, 

where they may have kind friends and pleasant 

surroundings, But it would not do very well to 
mix the bad and the innocent, you know; and 

Bay House is, in the first place, for poor sick little 

children who have no fresh air, that they may 

be comforted and cured up; and then for home- 

less and friendless ones, who maybe would be 

driven to wickedness the next thing for want of 

a home.” 

“OQ uncle Eden, that is nice!” said Mag- 

gie, 

“So you see why I want you to think of every
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nice thing you can, that such children would 
like, or that would help them.” | 

Maggie looked delightfully wise, and so 
profoundly considering, that she even laid 
down her knife and fork and forgot her beef- 
steak, 

“Will there be boys and girls, uncle Eden?” 
“Ves.” 

“Uncle Eden, have you got a carpenter’s 
shop? There is hardly anything Fenton likes 
so much as a carpenter’s shop.” 

“I have thought of that,” said Mr Murray. 
“Tam sure it is a good suggestion. And I shall 
have a boat, and fishing-nets. But these are for 
the boys, Maggie. What shall I have for the 
cirls ?” | 

“Iwas thinking. Esther and I don’t have 
anything,” | 

“Don't you!” said Mr Murray. “I thought 
few little people of your age had more.” 

“Oh, some things!” said Maggie. “We have 
Miss Eldon, and lessons, and dresses, and books : 

oh yes, a great many things; but not the things 
poor children want.”
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“Why not?” 

“Why,—they are too poor, I suppose.” 

“Too poor to have them. I am talking of 

what they want, Maggie.” 

“Are you going to let them have a governess, 

and books and lessons, at Bay House?” 

‘Not exactly Miss Eldon. Somebody to 

teach them; and certainly books, such as their 

education and their pleasure may require. And 

playthings too, Maggie.” 

Maggie went back to her beefsteak, feeling 

that her uncle was going to do a thing entirely 

beautiful and satisfactory; and in the future 

comfort of the future children at Bay House 

already rejoicing herself, Maggie enjoyed her 

present supper wonderfully. After they had 

left the table, she came into her uncle’s arms 

and kissed him, 

“What’s that for, Maggie?” said he. “Good 

night?” 

“No,” said Maggie. “The next is for good 

night, uncle Eden. This is for the poor children 

at Bay House. Now I will kiss you for good 

night.”
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Maggie went off to bed, very tired with excite- 

‘ment and her journey; and Mr Murray’s eyes 

brimmed over again and again that evening, 

apropos of nothing. I think he was thinking of 

that kiss for the desolate children, already come 

to his lips.
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CHAPTER XI. 

AGGIE was all bright and refreshed the 

next morning ; and thought the break- 

fast with her uncle the pleasantest thing in the 

world. After breakfast they got into a carriage, 

and went to find York Street and Judy. 

York Street was easy. Mr Murray knew well 

enough where to look for that. It was not a 

very long street, running up to the back of an 

old-fashioned square; deserted now by the 

wealth and fashion which once had filled its 

respectable streets and mansions. Mr Murray 

and Maggie alighted from the carriage and 

walked up York Street, looking for No. 21; 

for numbers in that place were not painted on 

plate glass or engraved on silver door-plates, 

However, Mr Murray found what he thought 

must be the house, and knocked at the door, 

A coloured woman of decent appearance opened
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it presently. Mr Murray asked “if Mrs Prynne 

lived there ?” 

“There ’s a heap o’ folks lives in the house, 
sah. Don’ jes’ know who they all is.” 

‘“Mrs Prynne is lately come; she has been 

here, if she is here, but a little while.” 

“Ts she a nurse?” | 

“I do not know what she is doing at present. 
She is a tall, large woman.” 

“Oh, they ’s all sizes,” said the door-opener ; 
“little and big. You can walk in and see for 
yourself, There’s two upstairs, and two on 
this floor; but she ain’t here, ’cos I’m one 
myself, and the other is Mis’ Watson; she 
takes washing. There’s one in the cellar; 
and there’s gen’ally some one back of the 

yard,” 

Mr Murray satisfied himself in the first place 
that there was no sickness in the house or 
neighbourhood; and then he and Maggie went 
down into the cellar; a low, very poor, but quite 
clean dwelling, where they found a couple liv- 
ing. The man opened oysters for a restaurant 
in the city ; the woman took jobs of housework 

~
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and cleaning. Mr Murray and Maggie came up 

out of the cellar, to which they had descended 

by outer stone steps; entered the house again 

and passed through to the “ back of the yard.” 

A little paved space was all the yard there was; 

and at the further side of it stood yet a small, 

tumbledown wooden cottage; its roof in all 

sorts of lines, its windows and doors flaring 

apart from each other, yet still holding its place 

and capable of giving shelter. Maggie thought 

Judy could not be there. But when Mr 

Murray knocked at the door, it was opened 

by Judy. 

Maggie’s shout of delight was only equalled 

by Judy’s look of astonishment. She had no 

hand to give her little visiter; her sleeves were 

rolled up above the elbows, and arms and 

hands were foamy with soap suds which showed 

creamily upon her dark skin. A savour of 
warm soap suds came through the partly open 

door, in vapoury fumes. 

“Tt’s little missie!” Judy exclaimed at 

last. 

“OQ Judy, we have come to see you! Iam
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so glad we have found you. This is my uncle 

Eden, Judy ; we have come to see you.” 

“Quite true, Mrs Prynne,” said Mr Murray 

smiling. “ Have we come at a bad time?” 

“ Dere ain’t no bad time for de Lord to send 

His angels,” said the woman, casting a glance 

back at her room; “but, ’clar! dere’s no place 

here for a gen’leman, Dere ain’t no room for 

nuffin but dese yer tubs.” 

“Never mind; we have something to talk 

about, Mrs Prynne. May we come in?” 

Judy pushed open the door, as a mute sign 

that there was no hindrance of her making; 

and bestowed some energetic lifting and push- 

ing upon the tubs of clothes to get them some- 

what into a corner; only, as Judy observed, 

“dere was nuffin in de room ut corners.” Mr 

Murray seeing what she was about, himself laid 

hold of the handle of a heavy wash-tub and 

helped her to deposit it safely on the floor. 

Judy said never a word, but when the tub was 

down, turned and curtseyed to the gentleman. 

Then she dried her arms and hands, gave the 

visiters a chair and a bench to sit down upon ;
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and came and stood before Maggie. Judy’s 

turban was all in order : her dress faultless, in 

its tidy fitness for a washing day; she had 
nothing to be ashamed of. 

‘“‘ How’s little missie?” she said with a tender 

accent that was partly gratitude and partly 

affection. | 

Maggie’s answer was to spring into her arms. 

“OQ Judy!” she said, “I was so afraid we 
shouldn’t find you. I’m so glad!” 

Judy’s arms came round her, in the old, 

motherly way, but she spoke not. 

“We went up to Willow Brook to find you, 

And Mrs Saulmain told us you were gone. 

Then we went to Zachary, down at the stables, 

and he told us where you were. And I came 

down with uncle Eden yesterday on purpose to 

come and see you; because you knew me and 

didn’t know him.” 

“Pears like de Lord mean to make me 

’shamed,” said Judy, hastily getting rid of a stray 

drop that wet her eyelashes. 

“JT guess He has sent us, Judy. And I guess 

He has something for you to do.”
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“Reckon He want to learn me some’fin, missie, 

I’s willin’ to know what it is.” 

“Perhaps He does,” said Mr Murray now; 

“Dut I hope, Mrs Prynne, Maggie is right too, 

I have come to ask you to go and be my house- 

keeper.” 

Judy curtseyed, for all answer, and stood 

waiting to hear what would come next. 

“Will you sit down?” said Mr Murray 

gently. “We have, I think, a good deal to 

talk about.” He himself had not taken a 

seat yet. And Judy was too polite to demur. 

She found a seat for herself on a trunk, and 

Mr Murray took the chair she had given. 

“This cannot be a very comfortable place for 

you, he said looking around, “after your quar- 

ters at Willow Brook.” 

“Twas glad to get it, sir. Dere ain’t no dis- 

comfort like havin’ no place!” 

“Any home rather than none. I agree with 

you. But I have come to try to get you to 

change again.” 

“Will the gentleman say what it is?” 

“I have a house in the country, about an hour 

@
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and a half away from New York: a house and 

a farm. I am sometimes there, and often not 

there ; and I want a person, like what I suppose 

you are, from Maggie's account, to take charge 

inside the house; see that all goes right, and 

look after whoever happens to bethere. I want 

a servant of Christ, for no other can do it.” 

‘“T’s dat, t'ank de Lord!” said Judy. 

“T intend to bring to this place of mine, from 

time to time, as I find them, any children of 

poor parents who are ailing and want fresh air; 

and any children with no parents at all, who 

would presently go to the bad for want of some- 

body to love and teach them. There will be 

persons to teach them and train them outside 

the house, to give them schooling and set them 

at work fit for them; but in the house I want 

you to see that they are well fed and content, 

clean and comfortable; and that at bed time 

and meal times and all sorts of times, they be 

taught to remember the Lord Jesus. It is a 

private house entirely, you understand; not an 

institution. I only want to make some of the 

Lord’s poor happy ; and you see I need help.”
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“O Judy, won't you go?” said Maggie, who 

had watched with the eagerness of doubt Judy’s 

quiet face, which she was not able to read. But. 

Judy was uncommonly quiet. 

‘“’Scuse me, sir,” she said at length, “ but, 

‘pears like dere ain’t no missus for to take de 

rule ob de house ?” 

“No,” Mr Murray said. “I want you to be 

the mistress in the house, Mrs Prynne. All the 

care indoors I want to entrust to you. What do 

you say to it?” 

Judy sat still and twinkled away another tear 

or two. Then suddenly she rose up and dropped 

a curtsey to Mr Murray. 

“Sir, I is greatly oblige.” 

“You agree to it, then ?” 

“It’s a mighty heap too good for me! But 

if de Lord say, Go, and I gib you all dis,—what 

am Judy to do? De Lord, He knows best—sure 

He do !—but it’s wonnerful.” 

‘Then you are going, Judy, aren’t you?” 

echoed Maggie in glad tones, “I thought you 

would!” 

“T’se a gwine, jes’ as soon as I gets dese yer
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clothes back to deir place,” she said, looking 

round on her tubs ;—“ if de gen’leman wants me. 

Dere is nuffin to stay for; reckon dere ain’t! 

Drs yer house ain't much count!” 

“Uncle Eden is Mr Murray, Judy,” said 

Maggie in introduction. Judy got up and 

curtseyed again. 

“Speck I’ll not forget, no mo,” she said some- 
what significantly. 

“We haven't said anything yet about your 

wages, Judy,” said Mr Murray smiling. 

‘Mass’ Murray,” said Judy seriously, “I 

neber trouble about de wage. I allays find, 

when I work for de Lord, He sees to de wage; 

and I ain’t got to trouble nohow about it, and I 
neber does, mass’r, Oh, why am de Lord so 

good to me!” she exclaimed, breaking down all 
ofasudden. “I tought, for sure, when I come 

to dis yer place, I say to myself, Judy, de Lord 

hab a lesson for to gib you here: now you mind 

and get it. An’ ’stead o’ no lessons, He hab 

come pouring de good t’ings roun’ me, till ’pears 

like I hasn’t no sense to t’'ank Him, nor to say 

nuffin. I feels like a fool—I certainly does.”
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She felt a little too much, it was plain, for 

her comfort in presence of strangers; and Mr 

Murray rose up. 

“We will leave you now, Mrs Prynne, and 

come again to arrange matters. I suppose it 

will take a day or two to get all these clothes 

dry ?” 

“ Dey kin be all gone home to-night,” said 

Judy, standing again before him now with a 

curious quiet dignity, though she was a poor 

washerwoman with her tubs behind her. “ When 

does Mas’r Murray want me?” 

“The sooner the better. I would take you 

home to-morrow if you were ready, and if it 

would not hurry you too much.” 

“Reckon I’s in a hurry too,’ said Judy. 

“Mighty little to stay for ere, unless it was 

work for de Lord: and He hab gibn me my 

work somewheres else. I’s gwine to tank Him, 

when I gets my head back.” | 

So the visiters took leave, Maggie springing 

to Judy’s neck for a kiss first. They left her, 

and went back to where the carriage was waiting 

for them.
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“Now, uncle Eden,’ Maggie began, “we 

cannot go to Bay House till to-morrow. Shall 

we go to-morrow ?” 

‘“T hope so,” Mr Murray said smiling. “And 

the question in your mind is, what we shall do 

with to-day ?” 

“Yes,” 

“ Judy will have enough to do with it, I should 

think! Meanwhile, you and I will go and get 
things.” | 

“What sort of things?” 

“All sorts, nearly. You will see.” 

Maggie was quite content. And in fact the 

business and the scenes of that day’s wanderings 
were as good, and much better, than a fairy tale, 
Shops, and wares of which the little girl had 
hitherto known nothing as wares, were now dis- 
played before her fascinated eyes. A cabinet- 
maker’s was the first place they went to. Mr 

Murray’s errand there, it is true, was only to pur- 

chase a few little plain cot bedsteads; but Maggie 
knew what they were for, and they took a charmed 

value in her eyes. She coveted nothing else she 
saw there for the joy of those little cots. 

R
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Next they went to a drygoods store, to get 

sheets and blankets and pillowcases and cover- 

lets for those same little beds. But first Mr 

Murray went to the calico counter, and bade 

Maggie choose patterns. 

“For them?” Maggie inquired significantly. 

Her uncle nodded. 

“But there are none at Bay House now?” 

“What then?” 

“T don’t see why you want the stuff for their 

dresses.” 

“Suppose we wanted it all of a sudden, and 

no calico nor anything else in the house?” 

“Oh!”’—said Maggie with dawning intelli- 

gence. | 

“They might need a decent and clean dress 

first of all, you see; and it would take some 

time to send to New York for it then.” 

‘But, uncle Eden, wouldn't they want other 

things beside dresses? petticoats, and stockings, 

and nightgowns, and aprons, for instance?” 

“We are going to get a supply for all 

those.” ? 

Maggie turned to the calicoes with a great
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access of business in the expression of her 

face. 

“How many, uncle Eden ?”’ 

“Patterns ? Oh, several. We don’t want 

them all alike.” 

So Maggie looked anit and chose a pretty 

red, and two blues which took her fancy, anda 

green and a buff; but she opened her eyes a 

little at the order she heard her uncle give for a 

quantity of each of them. 

This work was better even than the plays at 

Willow Brook. Not Zachary and his wolf skin 

could give Maggie the intense satisfaction of this 

shopping. With inexpressible secret importance 

and delight she left the calico counter and went 

to another department of the business where 

woollen goods were displayed. Not so pretty 

to look at; but Maggie in imagination saw little 

figures warm with flannel petticoats, and revelled 

in the soft yellow-white folds as they were un- 

rolled before her. But Mr Murray went on to 

buy coloured flannel also; dark blue, and red. 

“What is this for, uncle Eden?” Maggie 

whispered,
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“Tt is getting to be cold weather for calicoes, 

Maggie; isn’t it?” 

“Oh!” said Maggie. “Uncle Eden, you 

do think of everything.” 

They went then to the muslin counter; and 

here the business was a large one, Not only 

muslin for wunderclothing; but sheets and 

pillowcases for the little beds. And then they 

went and chose blankets and towelling, and got 

some neat little coverlets also, 

“Uncle Eden, I guess all this will cost you a 

good deal,” said Maggie sagely as they left the 

store. ~ 

“Ves,” said Mr Murray smiling. “But 

not as much, Maggie, as the price of one 

great bedstead with its furniture in your 

house.” aoe | 

Maggie looked surprised ; but just then there 

was no time to meditate. “Where are we going 

now, uncle Eden?” 

“To get you some luncheon.” 

“Home?” 

“No, not home; it is too far off. We will go 

to a restaurant.”
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“A rest—?” said Maggie. 

_ “T hope it will be a rest too,” said Mr Murray, 

‘Aren’t you tired, my pet?” 

“Oh no! At least,—yes, I think I am, uncle 

Eden ; but I didn’t think of it.” 

“ You will not think of it any more, I hope. 

Here we are.” 

All was new to Maggie. They went into 

what seemed at first glance a baker's shop; 

bread and cake of all beautiful sorts were so dis- 

played. Then Maggie saw also a great dish of 

sandwiches on the counter; and ladies were 

standing here and there making an extraordi- 

nary meal on éclairs or some equally light and 

wholesome pastry ; and as they went further in, 

Maggie saw cold meats appetisingly prepared 

and displayed on another counter. Further in 

still, there were a number of little tables, covered 

each with its white tablecloth; and French waiters 

were running about. Mr Murray placed himself 

at one of the tables, and gave Maggie the chair 

opposite to him; and her handing the bill of 

fare, told her to choose what they should have. 

“But won't you choose, uncle Eden?” |
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“After you o— sedan T will; if I want 

anything more.’ 

Another piece of distinction for Maggie! 

She turned over the leaves, and presently got 

lost in the bill of fare. Mr Murray watched her 

and smiled to himself; she looked so intensely 

busy. | 

Maggie turned the leaves over and over. 

Minutes and minutes passed. 

~ “Can't decide, Maggie ?” 

“Uncle Eden,” said Maggie looking up with 

her business face, “there are muffins.” 

“T have no doubt of it. And very good 

ones.” 

“ And wouldn’t you like some coffee? And 

don’t you think I might have just one cup? I 

haven’t had a bit since we were on Eagle Hill, 

except at Judy’s lodge.” 

“ And, suppose, a mutton chop, Maggie} a 

“7 don’t like it, uncle Eden,” said Maggie 

shaking her head. | 

“What do you like?” : 

“Oh, I like anything,’—said Maggie, not very 

consistently. 
_
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“That is what people say when they will not 

eat fish or mutton or beef.” 

“T’ll eat anything you please,—if I can, uncle 

Eden,” said Maggie. 

Mr Murray compounded for a_beefsteak. 

While they were waiting to be served, and they 

had to wait some time, Maggie was so amused 

that she forgot she was hungry. People were 

coming and going all the while ; and all sorts of 

people. Not all sorts, either, for people without 

money could do nothing at that place, unless 

beg; the customers were well to do, but of them 

there was a great variety. Maggie watched a 

little boy in black velvet shorts and a gold- 

banded cap, with a whip in his hand; whose 

other hand accommodated a cream cake, to the 

imminent peril, Maggie thought, of his black 

velvet. Moreover she wondered that the human 

mouth, while still not full grown, could contain 

as much as she saw forced into this. She was 

glad when his mother took him away, having 

herself devoured a great piece of meringue pie, 

of which she remarked to a friend, ‘she never 

could get enough.” Her place and Maggie’s
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vision were next occupied by a young man with 

long spindle legs and his hat on one side, who 

appeared to be using his legs as a pair of 

compasses to measure off the floor in different 

directions, he went about so aimlessly from the 

door to the counter and back and forth—all 

the while with a piece of pie between his finger 

and thumb, and eating as he went. Maggie 

wondered if he could enjoy his lunch so; but 

then her attention was called home. One of the 

waiters was setting a cup for her and another 

for Mr Murray ; next came a tin pot of coffee, 

smoking hot, with a pitcher of hot milk; and 

then the muffins and the beefsteak were set on. 

And Mr Murray granted the cup of coffee, and 

Maggie found that she was extremely hungry. 

With a secret smile of pleasure Mr Murray saw 

how the sometimes fickle appetite was asserting 

itself, 

“Have we got anything more to do to-day, 

uncle Eden?” 

“Are you tired ?” 

“Ohno; but I thought, maybe, you had done 

everything.”
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“Not quite, yet. I must have some materials 

for Judy’s housekeeping.” 

“You mean sugar and tea, uncle Eden?” 

“T mean sugar and tea, and other articles in 

the same category. We will go to Park and 

Tilford’s or Cummin and Wells’, and see what we 

cando. And, Maggie, I doubt there is not much 

in the way of cups and saucers at Bay House.” 

“What zs there, uncle Eden ? ” 

“T hardly know.” 

“Then we shall have to find out and come 

back to buy.” 

“Perhaps.” 

‘‘And shall we go to get cups and saucers this 

afternoon ?” 

“T am sure of wanting those.” 

It was great fun. Maggie and her uncle 

finished their luncheon, and went forth to 

Cummin and Wells’ grocery store. Maggie 

had scarce ever been in such a place before 

now; and it was vastly curious to her. The 

odd mingled smell of all sorts of things at once 

struck her at first as disagreeable; then she 

began to separate and discern things and to
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conclude that what was so good in detail could 
not be bad in the combination. The golden 

cheeses looked so beautiful, and barrels of 

apples, red and green and yellow, were so 

suggestive of pleasant times ; hams and tongues 

were in such sumptuous array, companioned by 

sausages of noble size. The fish Maggie would 

have dispensed with ; but, on the other hand, the 

tin boxes of tea and of sugar revealed delicate 

materials enough. But how busy the people 

were! weighing and measuring and filling 

orders, At last Mr Murray got the ear and eye 

of a shopman, and Maggie listened in admira- 

tion and wonder to the list of comforts that were 

ordered to be sent to Bay House. Certainly 

everything Judy could want for the most boun- 

teous housekeeping, she thought, and supplies 

for sick and well; arrowroot and barley and 

broma and tamarinds went along with flour 

and sugar and coffee and a hundred other 

matters. It took some time to arrange all this 

business, and next came the china store; and 

for this they had a mile or so to go in one of the 

horse cars.
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The china store was a delight ; for Maggie 

was fond of pretty things. The delicate forms 

and colours of many kinds of painted cups took 

her eye and her fancy; however, Mr Murray 

hardly looked at these; and bought instead a 

supply of good strong white stone ware. And 

then, basins and pitchers and mugs and yellow 
jugs, and quantities of common things, of which 

Maggie scarce knew the uses. “Judy would 

know,” her uncle told her. 

The afternoon was well worn away, when at 

last the business in the china shop was done, 

and Mr Murray and Maggie went home. Home, 

that is, Mr Murray’s rooms, looked extremely 

comfortable to tired people; a nice fire, a well 

laid table; white damask and glass and silver 
on which the fire shone; clean, quiet, instead of 

the crowded and dirty streets and dusty stores ; 

books and maps and engravings refreshingly 

speaking of rest and study and a different sort 

of pleasure from the sort they had been enjoy- 

ing. Maggie got rid of her wrappings and put 

herself in nice order for dinner, while Mr 

Murray on his part did the same; then he took



268 WILLOW BROOK. 

an easy chair, and Maggie came into his 

arms, 

“Where do you suppose are the children, 

uncle Eden ?—the children who will go to Bay 

House, I mean.” 

“We shall be soon ready for them, Maggie,” 

her uncle said with a smile. 

“Yes, but I don’t see where you will get the 

children.” 

“Jeremiah Stetson will be quite alone in the 

world in a few weeks more. Then he will 

come.” 

“And you will take care of him?” 

Nes” 

“YT am glad,’ said Maggie thoughtfully. 

“He'll have a good home, won’t he? But I 

don’t see where all the others are to come 

from.” 

“No, my pet, Iam glad you do not see yet. 

Your eyes are too young to bear it. There 

will be only too many, Maggie; more than Bay 

House can hold. Perhaps a little German boy, 

whose parents have died and left him alone ina 

strange land; perhaps a little American girl,
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whose mother has struggled on to make a living 

for them both until the power of struggling has 

gone, and she has given it up, and died, worn 

out with the fight. Such as these.” 

“Do you know any like these, uncle Eden ?” 

“T know both cases,” | 

“Oh! and are *y coming to Bay House ?” 

“T believe-so.” 

“ To-morrow?” 

“Perhaps. But no; I think not till next 

day.” 

“Oh, Iam very glad!” said Maggie. . “ And 

suppose they didn’t go to Bay House—what 

would they do, uncle Eden ?” 

“Tam afraid to say. Frederic would pro- 
bably take to one of the street trades ; brush 

gentlemen’s boots, or sell newspapers, or wait 

about wharves and railroad stations for jobs in 

carrying baggage. And he might rub along and 

be honest, as some of them do; or he might fall 

into the temptations of poverty and bad com- 

panions, and find his home in the City jail.” 

“Do they ?” said Maggie. 

“Very many of them do.”
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“Then—how many will your house hold?” 

“T do not know.” 

“But you can guess, uncle Eden. About how 

- many?” | 

“T can hardly guess, Maggie. The present 

house will hold, I ‘guess,’ thirty or forty, if I 

had them. If more come to my hands, I will 

build some more rooms,” - 

“Thirty or forty,” repeated Maggie. “Then 

even if you built as much more, it wouldn’t take 

in a hundred ?” 

“No.” | 

“And how many such boys and girls are 

there, do you think, uncle Eden ?” 

“ Homeless and friendless ? Oh I do not know, 

Maggie. They count by thousands in this city 

alone.” | 

“Then, uncle Eden, what will become of all 

the rest ?” 

“Homeless and friendless, Maggie! Yet 

there are two or three societies of good people 

who reach some of them; gather them out of the 

streets, feed and clothe them, and as soon as 

places can be found send them away into the
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country; out of New York temptations and 

miseries.” | 

“To places like Bay House?” 

“Not exactly. Rather to farmers’ homes, 

where they work for their living and are kindly 

treated and have a chance to become respect- 

able.” | | 

“Ts that what you will do with your chil- 

dren?” 

“Possibly—with such as are fit for nothing 

better. But I purpose to train and teach them 

first, Maggie, and give them the best they are 

fit for.” 

“Uncle Eden,” said the little girl after a few 

minutes of thinking, “why did you never do 

this before ?” 

“T never thought of it, Maggie.” 

“What made you think of it now ?” 

“Little Jeremiah Stetson—and our talk one 

day up on Eagle Hill. Or rather, a word in 

the Bible which came up in our talk.” 

“What word was that, uncle Eden?” 

Mr Murray opened his Bible, and showed 

Maggie this passage in the 58th of Isaiah—
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“Is not this the fast that I have chosen? 

... Isit not to deal thy bread to the hungry, 

and that thou bring the poor that are cast out 

to thy house ?” 

Maggie read it and looked at it, and then 

turned and put her arms round Mr Murray’s 

neck. | 

“T do love you very much, uncle Eden!” she 

said. | 

Perhaps Mr Murray took it as the representa- 

tive benediction of all the children whom he 

was thinking to benefit; for he was very 

silent and very still under it; only he returned 

Maggie's kiss,
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CHAPTER XII. 

HE next morning Mr Murray sent a car- 

riage to York Street to fetch Judy and 

her properties, while he and Maggie stepped 

into a horse car and were conveyed up to the 

New Haven railway station, There, to Mag- 

gie’s huge joy, Judy arrived in due course, safe 

and sound, and smart as a turban could make 

her. The greeting was very warm between the 

two. | 

“Did you get all that washing done, Judy?” 

Maggie whispered. 

‘‘ Ebery bit, missie. Ebery piece ironed last 

night afore I slep’, and toted home dis mornin’ 

‘fore de people was wake’ up.” 

“T don’t see how you could do it.” 

“Ah, missie,” said the woman, “ you neber 

kin tell what you kin do wid de help o’ de 

Lord.” 
S
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“Do you think He helps you with such things, 

Judy?” 

“Don’ make no difference to de Lord, missie. 

When His chillen want help in mighty little 

tings, He mighty great to gib it.” 

“That’s very true, Judy,” said Mr Murray. 

“Come, we must take our seats.” 

What a delight that morning’s journey was 

to Maggie! It was a fair, pleasant morning ; 

the sun shone on the houses and flats of Harlem, 

and glittered on the water of the river; and 

indeed there was nothing but sun in all Maggie’s 

sky. She was anxious to know whether Judy’s 

was as bright. 

“ Are you glad to be going with uncle Eden, 

Judy?” she said in a pause of the rumbling, 

turning to speak to Judy who was in the seat 

behind her. 

“T’se mighty glad, missie. Reckon de Lord — 

mighty good to me.” 

Maggie was satisfied, and spoke no more till 

the train reached a place at which they were to 

change cars. The new cars were to be waited 

for a while, and the party went into the station
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house. Here they were met by disturbance. 

A little child was filling the air with its lamen- 

tations and some utterances that nobody under- 

stood. It was a poor child, as its dress showed, 

though pretty clean ; and Maggie was consider- 

ably astonished to see her uncle coax the little 

creature into his arms and walk with it and 

talk to it, until the weary little head dropped 

upon his shoulder and the cries were hushed 

in sleep. Maggie was a little confounded ; for 

the head that now lay on Mr Murray’s shoulder 

at rest, was covered with nothing better than a 
Dutch or German knitted cap of blue wool. 
Meanwhile, nobody claimed any right to inter- 

fere or to thank him. 

‘“Where are this child’s parents?” said Mr 

Murray, walking up to the open window of the 
ticket office. | 

“Hain't got none, by this time, I should say,” 
answered the man. , 

“What’s the matter?” 

“There was an accident—their own fault. 
They ran their waggon across the track, and stood 

there to have it taken off by the locomotive.”
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“ How happened that?” 

“ Baulky horse.” 

‘Who were in the waggon?” 

“Child’s father and mother, avd child.” 

“Were they killed ?” 

‘Man stone dead. Woman nearly, I s’pose, 

and distraction finished her. She’s dead by 

this time, likely.” 

“What friends had they? p” 

“Hadn't any. They was a kind o’ furriners, 

and settled over on a bit piece o’ land; sort o’ 

garden work they did; riz vegetables and 

brought ’em into town.” 

“Nobody to take care of this child?” 

“Nary one. They hadn’t been here long.” 
“And that was all the family ?” 

“That was all.” 

“What will be done with this child ?” 

“Go to the poorhouse, I s’pose — with- 

out somebody’ll take it. Can’t stay here, 

bawlin’.” 

Mr Murray walked up and down, with the — 
child’s head on his shoulder. 

‘Mrs Prynne,” said he at last, “will you take
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care of this little thing, while I attend to some 

business ?” 

Judy received the sleeping child into hei 
motherly arms, without waking it, and Mr 
Murray strode off, out of the station house. 

Maggie looked curiously at the poor little 
creature. The Dutch cap gave it a strange 

outlandish look in her eyes; however ‘the little 
face was plump and rosy, and the dress gener- 

ally was fairly clean, though faded and mended 

and speaking of poverty. Judy looked at the 
child too; but I think she saw only the human 

creature, not its dress. Somehow neither of 

them spoke to the other for a considerable time, 

“Judy,” said Maggie at last, “I think that’s” 
our train. I wonder where is uncle Eden? I 
wish he’d come.” | 

“If dey knowed, dey’d wait,” responded 
Judy. “’Pears like dey would.” 

“Oh, trains don’t wait for anybody,” said 
Maggie, peering anxiously out of the window. 

“Den, reckon we’s be de ones dat’ll wait,” 

Judy said contentedly. “Can’t go leave dis 
yer picaninny; can’t nohow.”
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“T wonder what uncle Eden will do with 

her?” said Maggie, somewhat nonplussed by 

the condition of affairs. 

Judy wisely made no remark upon that; and 

just then Mr Murray came hurrying in. The 

train had lingered still; clearly that was not in 

a hurry. | 

“We have time to get in,’ said Mr Murray. 

“Come, Maggie. Bring her along, Judy.” 

Which order Judy probably expected, she 

was so very ready to obey it; and Maggie 

had hardly time to wonder, before they were 

all deposited in the car and the train was 

moving off, It was a little branch train, not 

carrying a great many people, and the accom- 

modations not of the first quality. Maggie 

began here. | 

“This isn’t so nice a car as the one we were 

in, uncle Eden.” 

“Not by any means. In fact, I should call 

it rather shabby, Maggie.” 

“Is there no better that goes to your 

place ?” | 

“No,” said Mr Murray smiling. ‘ The
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people that live along the way to Jenyn’s 

Creek and the people that live there, do not 

for the most part desire stylish accommoda- 

tions.” 

Maggie thought ie was a pity. | 

“What are you going to do with this little 

girl?” 

“What would you selina age 

Maggie hesitated, and looked at the Dutch 
cap and the round, unconscious face, in Judy’s 

arms. 

“Do you mean to see her, uncle Eden ?” 

“What ought I to do with her? She has 
nobody that loves her, except the Lord Jesus.” 

“Do you think fe loves her?” said Maggie. 

“He loves all. And who said He was the. 

Father of the fatherless ?” 

Maggie looked at the child again. The 

Dutch cap bothered her. It seemed to put 

the little creature who wore it as far from 

the Lord’s ken as Jacob thought the rocky 

desolation and distance of Bethel put him. 

If it had been a daintily-dressed child, Mag- 
gies sympathies would have been all awake.



280 WILLOW BROOK. 

  

Yet Jeremiah Stetson’s rags had not alienated 
her. 

“Is there nobody to take care of her but 
you, uncle Eden?” 

“There seems to be no one, Maggie. And 
I am glad; for I think I shall take better 
care of her than her chance would be with 
some people.” 

“Oh, I am sure you will. But are you 
going to keep her?” | 

“T think you are forgetting what Bay House 

is for,” said Mr Murray, a little puzzled. 
“Then, uncle Eden,” said Maggie slowly, “do 

you think Jesus brought you here this morning 
_ just that you might take care of this little girl?” 

“What else canI think, Maggie? Here we 
are, and here is the little girl, If the accident 
had happened yesterday, I should not have 
known of it; and if Judy’s trunks had been 
delayed or her washing had not got done, so 
that we had been obliged to take a later train, 
the child would have been in the poorhouse, or 
somewhere else,—out of our way—before-we 
got here.”
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Maggie looked at her uncle very gravely and 

considerately, thinking of things. | 

“Then, uncle Eden,” she began. 

“What? I thought you would have been 

pleased, Maggie?” 

“Then, uncle Eden,” said Maggie again 

casting a look upon the Dutch cap and patched 

clothing,—“I was thinking of this. Do you | 

mean that you suppose, whenever we see any- 

thing like this, or anything that wants to be done, 

—do you think then always the Lord has brought 
us just there that we should do it?” 

“What do you think, Maggie? Why else has 

He brought us just there, just at that time ?” 

“ All sorts of things?” 

“T do not understand you.” 

“TI mean! is that true about all sorts of 

things?” 

‘All sorts of things to be done? I think so. 

What else can I possibly think, Maggie?” 

“But, uncle Eden,—how do you know? 

Maybe there was some one else at that place, 

who would have taken care of this little girl if 

you hadn't.”



282 _ WILLOW BROOK. 

  

“Perhaps. But all I know is, that / was there. 
My Master gave me the opportunity to do this 
work for Him. That looks, to me, as if He 

wanted me to doit. And I could not lose my 

chance.” 

“IT guess,” said Maggie, looking with a some- 
what mollified eye over at the little sleeper, 
‘* I guess people miss chances very often.” 

“Look out, then, Maggie, lest you do.” 
“Uncle Eden, then if that is true, it must be 

that Jesus is always wanting us to do things?” 
“The work He wants done. Yes; the world 

is full of it, Maggie. The kingdom of heaven is 
like to a man travelling into a far country, who 
called his own servants and delivered unto them 
his goods, saying, Occupy till I come.” 

“The man travelling into a far country,— 
that is Jesus, gone back to heaven, I know. And 
we are His servants. What does ‘ Occupy till 
I come,’ mean?” | 

“It means, ‘stand at your posts, take care of 
my property and my interests ; feed my sheep ; 
do my work while I am gone’” : 

“ ffts work?” said Maggie.
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‘His work ; the work He came and lived and 

died for—the work of saving and blessing men.” 
Maggie said not another word for a long time. 

In fact, not till the train stopped at J enyn’s 

_ Creek, and the party got out. The little Dutch 

girl was awake now; but quiet. If her mouth 

had opened for lamentation Judy had —— it 

with a sweet cake. 

Jenyn’s Creek station was a rather bare and 

desolate place, not promising much. The 

waters of the Sound glittered coldly on one 

side; on the land the prospect was of a sort of 

bare downs, very little enlivened with human 

habitations. © However, they did not stay 
long to look at that. A comfortable, large 

rockaway was in waiting, with a pair of sleek, 

strong brown horses. Mr Murray packed 

his party into it; indeed there was plenty of 
room to spare ; left the man to bring on the bag- 
gage and express packages in another vehicle; 

and himself took the reins. Now Maggie’s 
satisfaction grew extreme. The air was fresh 

and inspiriting, if it was cool; the sunlight 

brightened all the sober-looking landscape ; the
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horses travelled well; and Maggie was mentally 

on tiptoe, watching for the first sight of Bay 

House. But she had to watch for seven miles 

nearly. The road took them inland, away from 

the Sound for atime; then curving towards it 

again brought them over a low hilly ridge 

wooded with a rather low growth of oaks and | 

cedars. Descending this now, they had a 

beautiful view of the Sound waters in the dis- 

tance and also near, lying spread out wide and 

bright before the eye. At the foot of the hill 

this view was lost; for they were driving through 

a wood still, of better and denser growth than 

could find sustenance on the bleaker and barrener 

rocky hill top. The wood was large and pretty; 

the drive through it was tantalising, it lasted so 

long; or Maggie found it so. Coming out at 

last upon open ground, the Sound was close in 

front of them, distant not more than a quarter 

of a mile; and between the water and them rose 

up a large brick building, not very handsome, 
Maggie thought, though imposing from its size, 
having a huge piazza running all along the side 
toward the water, and a group of maples and



WILLOW BROOK. 285 

  

chestnuts shading and shielding it on all sides. 

This was Bay House. Looking very critically 

about her, Maggie saw that capacious barns and 

stables were at a little distance behind, and a 

light paling fence enclosed a large area around 

the house. It was empty at present; no flowers 

were to be seen; but indeed it was November, 

and they could not be reasonably looked for. 
There was room for them, plenty. 

Maggie could hardly wait to get out of the 

carriage ; and then stood with the greatest con- 

tent upon “uncle Eden’s. ground.” A sort of 

sacred soil to her. Next for the house! 

“We had better go in this way, I fancy,” 

said Mr Murray, leading them round to a side 

_ entrance. This let them into a very roomy, 

cheerful kitchen, where an open fireplace was 

all shining with the fire which was blazing in it, 

Judy looked about her here, with a rapid 

examining glance, which ended in a sort of 

inarticulate grunt of approbation and satisfac- 

tion. Large wooden tables offered their broad 

surfaces for her convenience; a great dresser 

opposite the windows had indeed pretty empty
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shelves but plenty of them ; cupboard and closet 

doors gave promise of the roomy quarters which 

housekeepers love. To Maggie the place seemed 

exceedingly unfurnished ; but Judy’s eyes roved 

about approvingly. 

“There is no fire anywhere else,” said Mr 

Murray; “you must content yourself here for 

awhile, Maggie, or come out with me; but I 

think you had better stay in and rest until we 

get some dinner. What can we do in that line, 

I wonder ?” 

‘“Reckon we kin scare up a dinner,” said Judy, 

—‘“s’pose de larder ain’t totally empty.” 

“T don’t know about that,” said Mr Murray 

laughing. “What there is, I will put in your 

hands, Judy; but there has been nobody here 

yet except the wife of my man Dobkins; and 

she seems to have disappeared; and to have 

left nothing behind her except the fire.” 

They searched the pantries and opened all 

the cupboard doors; in vain, so far as anything 

to eat was their object. A sack of flour in a 

corner, a plate half full of cold potatoes, a piece 

of cold boiled salt pork, were all that came to 
a,



WILLOW BROOK. 287 

  

light, besides a bag of salt. Mr Murray laughed 

at his own carelessness. _ 

“T might have guessed!” he said. “But I 

am so accustomed to seeing my roast and boiled 

walk in when I ring for it, that I have forgotten 

it is not done by magic. My poor little Maggie, 

you will be half starved. But as soon as Dob- 

kins arrives with the horses,—no ! I have horses 

here. I will drive off myself to the nearest farm- 

house and find something.” 

“ Dere’s chickens,” said Judy. “I hears ’em 

roun’, Mebbe we kin find a dinner yet, Mas’r 

Murray no jection to a chicken ?” | 

“Take whatever you can find, Judy! I give 

you free leave ; do what you please. I will go 

off meanwhile and do what J can. Will you 

ride with me, Maggie? no, you have had going 

enough for one day; you had better keep still.” 

Mr Murray went out; and Judy, committing 

the little Dutch girl to Maggie’s care, went off 

also at the other side of the house. Left alone 

thus, the round little face which had been lately 

under a sort of spell of content, puckered up 

into all sorts of little wrinkles, preparatory to a
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new beginning of tears. This would not do. 

Maggie did not want her to cry; there was no 

help but she must come to the rescue. 

“ Never mind!” she said, crouching beside 

the squat little figure where Judy had left it on 

the floor,—“ Judy will be back again in a minute 

to get us some dinner. Don’t you want some 

dinner? See what a nice fire. Hold out your 

little hands; they are cold; there! warm them. 

Isn’t that good? Now presently we shall have 

Judy and some dinner.” 

Maggie even took hold of the little hands and 

held them out towards the blaze, and rubbed 

them in her own, not so very much larger; and 

whether the child understood her words or un- 

- derstood merely the child contact, the effect was 

wrought. The wrinkles smoothed out; the 

mouth closed before a cry issued from it; the 

round eyes gazed at Maggie and the fire alter- 

nately. From that hour Maggie loved her. 

They were getting on admirably, when, a 

quarter of an hour later, Judy re-entered the 

kitchen, bearing a couple of fowls in her hand. 

“Masr Murray know a heap,” she said
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chuckling ; “but he don’ know what folks kin 

do when dey hasn’t nuffin to do nuffin wi’. 

Reckon our dinner’ll be ready de fus’, now; 

if Mas’r Murray don’ be mighty quick.” 

“He has got a good way to go, Judy, I 

know,” said Maggie. 

“Den we'll ’stonish him when he comes.” 

Both the children now were in a state of 

fascination. Maggie had never in her life seen 

a fowl picked ; Judy’s motions were remarkable 

to her. They would have been somewhat re- 

markable to anybody; with such dexterous 

swiftness the feathers came off, Judy sitting ata 

corner of the fire with a huge basket under her 

hand. In a wonderfully few minutes the chickens 

came out white and fair, like chickens from 

market; and then in a trice Judy had them 

cleaned and prepared to cut up. She moved 

like a witch, for quick doing of work; yet she 

was in no hurry; apparently she took her time; 

but she did not take much. Pausing at this 

part of her operations, she set about laying the 

cloth, Here came a dilemma. 

“Dere ain't no china in none o’ de closets,” 
T
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she said to Maggie; “can’t eat dinner off de table. 

Neber heard o’ no gen’leman takin’ dinner so.” 

‘What shall we do?” said Maggie, ‘‘ Uncle 

Eden won’t get cups and plates; he did get 

them in New York, too, yesterday. Oh, there’s 

Dobkins come with the things, Judy! the basket 

of china is there, I know, for I saw it; marked 

‘Glass, with care. We can have all we want 

now.” 

“Dunno,” said Judy. ‘‘Folks wants a heap 

o’ tings, missie.” But she bustled out on the 

instant, and soon was seen coming back with 

the basket of china between her and Dobkins. 

Dobkins looked, when he set it down, in a state 

of amazement. 

“ Now you kin take off dem ropes,” said Judy 

coolly, “while I set on de kettle agin.” She 

poured her kettleful of boiling water into one 

or two pans, and proceeded to refill the kettle 

and hang it over the fire, “ Whar’s your wife 

gone?” she asked as she did this. 

“ Ain't she here?” said the man stupidly. 

“Hain't seen her. I see cows out yonder; 

whar’s de milk?”
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Dobkins rose slowly from the basket which he 

had unroped, and led the way along by an out- 

side covered gallery toa door near the end of 

the house ; which let Judy, and Maggie who had 

followed her, into a large brick-floored room fur- 

nished with hanging shelves, and also stored 

with several pans of milk. 

“Hm!” said Judy between indignation and 

content. ‘I know’d we hadn’t seen all dere was 

to be seen. Two or t’ree days mo’, and we’se 

hab some butter.” | 

She whisked back to the kitchen ; unpacked 

the china, with some of Maggie’s help; or at 

least so much of the china as might serve the 

present purpose; washed it; and soon had her 

dinner-table looking like a table; though still 

she had not found any knives and forks, Judy 

trusted that they would come to light; and now 

went on with her cookery. Bits of the fat pork 

she cut up and fried; then laid her pieces of 

chicken in the pan; how she managed it J can- 

not tell you, but when Mr Murray came back 

from his drive, with bread and butter and coffee, 

Judy had such a dish of fried chicken for him as
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nobody but a Southern woman can toss up. By 

this time they were all very hungry, and the 

day had worn well on. | 

“Come and sit down, Judy,” said Mr Murray, 

when Judy had got everything ready and was 

turning away. “ Come and take your dinner 

with us. I know you are hungry, as we are. 

Never mind for to-day.” 

Judy would have excused herself from this 

honour and run off, but her new employer was 

peremptory. Greatly to the surprise of Maggie, 

he insisted that Judy should sit down with them, 

saying that it was far too late in the day for any 

ceremony or observance. Maggie fairly laid 

down her knife and fork, which she had taken 

up preparatively, and looked in astonishment. 

True, she had seen Judy sit down with herself 

and Mr Martyn at Mr Martyn’s desire, and she 

had not been offended; it was Sunday, and it 

was in Judy’s own house, and Mr Martyn was 

her minister. But Mr Murray was another 

thing, and Mr Murray’s house. To be sure it 

was very convenient to have Judy at the table 

to pour out the coffee and take care of the
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Dutch little stranger; and not a little care did 

Judy take of herself; but Maggie’s ideas were 

in a sad state of confusion all dinner time. | 

Dinner made a delightful difference in her 

condition generally, she found. The air was no 

longer chilly; the sunlight no longer .glinted 

upon a bleak world. _ Now the glitter upon the 

waves of the Sound was suggestive of all sorts 

of delights; the brown land took on warm 

colouring. Maggie felt it impossible to stay 

any more indoors; and Mr Murray gave her 

leave to wrap up well and go out. He himself 

was going to be busy all the afternoon with 

Judy and Dobkins, unpacking groceries, dry 

goods, and hardware. 

A. wide piazza stretched all along that side of 

the house which looked to the water. Maggie 

stood still there to take a view.’ Wide and | 

bright the waters of the Sound rolled before her; 

curling and whitening under the power of the 

fresh wind that blew. Maggie drew her shoulders 

together ; the wind was quite too fresh to allow 

of much standing still; but in summer how very 

charming this view and the air from the sea would
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be! Maggie shrugged her shoulders again, and 

set off to run across the intervening fields, to see, 

first of all, what the shore was like, and how the 

water looked close at hand. There was only one 

fence in her way, and that she easily managed 

to cimb over. Nothing but short brown grass 

covered these fields; probably they had been 

green in summer. A few minutes and Maggie's 

quick feet carried her at a run over them; and 

she came to the edge of the Sound where the 

water rolled up in green waves and rippled with 

a little line of foam upon the stones of the 

shore; they had not the size or the dignity of 

surf breakers. Nevertheless to Maggie’s eyes 

they were imposing and very beautiful. She 

forgot about the wind. That endless succession 

and variety of little billows rolling in, the soft 

plash of their greeting to the stones, the green 

and brown and white of the forms they took, 

made them most bewitching companions to 

Maggie. And lifting her eyes to look a little 

further, it seemed as good as the ocean itself; 

the opposite shore of the Sound was at sucha 

distance that she could in this light hardly see
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it. Maggie's heart swelled with a sense of the 

greatness and desirableness of her uncle’s new 

possession. She could have stayed there till night 

to see the waves break overthe wet stones and 

creep up and up the shore, every one coming 

further in; and the white gulls, with their 

curved wings careering round and round in the 

wind. Maggie liked to stand just at the edge of 

the water line and run back when a fresh wave 

threatened to wet her shoes. However, though 

the gulls did not mind the wind, she found after 

a time that she did. Little shivers of cold were 

creeping over her; so at last she gave up the 

shore for that day and ran back again to the 

house. Not to go in, by any means. Maggie 

was on an exploring expedition. She passed 

round the house to the inland side and crossed a 

wide enclosure which lay between it and the 

barns. A gate in the paling fence let her out 

of this enclosure into a lane, and another gate in 

the fence. on the other side of the lane let her 

into the barnyard. Across the barnyard to the 

barns Maggie went. Nobody was there, but the 

doors of one stood open, and within she saw the 
dn
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heads of the two brown horses. They were in 

their stable, which was simply shut off from the 
rest of the space by the height of their cribs; 

the brown heads looked over the cribs at Maggie. 

Maggie went in. It was a good large barn; 

the sides stuffed with hay; one or two fowls 

were walking about. Maggie went to the other 

barn and with some trouble opened a small door; 

but the place was rather dark and she was not 

tempted to stay. She thought there was a sleigh 

there ; the rockaway stood out in the yard. 

Maggie went from one thing to another, from 
one place to another, with a grave critical face 
of business, examining, so far as she could, into 

all details of her uncle’s new property. She 
was infinitely interested ; and it was not till the 

growing dusk drove her in that she could think 
of giving up her examination. Indoors, how- 
ever, she found her discoveries were not ended. 

She was directed by Judy out of the kitchen, 

along a passage, to another door; and there she 
found Mr Murray seated before a blazing wood 

‘fire, in a matted and chintz furnished room, 
looking rather summery in its dress to be sure,
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but altogether cosy and comfortable. Maggie 

uttered a cry of joy. , 

“Oh, you Zave got something in order besides 

the kitchen!” she said. “Oh, how nice this 

is!” | 

“Come in,” said Mr Murray. “Why, Maggie, 

Iwas just thinking that I must ae after you. 

Where have ~~ been ?” 

** Oh, all over.” 

“All over! How do you ee 168 

“Oh, I like it very much, uncle Eden,” said 

the little girl, who was now where she was 

content to be, in her uncle’s arms. “What 

room is this?” ~ 

“T don’t know,” said he smiling. “I rather 

think it will be my special room, being some- 

what out of the way. Why? It is yours and 

mine for to-night.” 

‘Are we going to have tea here ?” 

“Ves,” 

“You and I, just alone?” 

“Ves, 

“Tam glad.” 

“Why, Maggie,” said Mr Murray, as she
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nestled closer to him with an expression of 

great comfort-taking, “I do not usually live 

in the kitchen.” | 

“No, uncle Eden, I know you don’t; but to- - 

day you did.” 

“What? Live in the kitchen ?” 

“No, sir; but you took dinner there.” 

“Where would you have had me take it? 

There was not another warm spot in the house. 

I would rather take a dinner in my kitchen any 

time, than take a cold in my parlour.” 
“Yes. Oh yes, uncle Eden. Of course I 

didn’t mean that.” 

“What did you mean, Maggie?” 

‘“ Oh, I was thinking—Uncle Eden, you won’t 
mind if I say what I was thinking about ?” 

“Not at all. I always like to know what you 

are thinking about.” 

“Then, uncle Eden, I was thinking that 

mamma would have been very much surprised 

if she had seen us,” 

“At dinner ?” 

“Ves, sir.” 

“Perhaps. J was very much surprised at
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Judy's dish of chicken. What would have 

surprised your mother, Maggie?” 

“Why, you know, uncle Eden. She would 

have thought it strange that you let Judy sit 

down with us.” Maggie spoke a little slowly 

and doubtfully ; however Mr Murray did not 

seem at all displeased. 

“Now we have got at it,’ he said; “and we 

can examine the subject. You thought I was 

going to inaugurate a new system of things at 

Bay House?” 

“T didn’t know, uncle Eden.” 

“Well, let us look at it, Maggie. First, 

will you tell me why you think Mrs Prynne 

should not have taken her dinner with you and 

me?” 

‘Why, uncle Eden,” said Maggie again, “she 

is a servant; she had been cooking the dinner 

and setting the table.” 

“But Betsey is a servant, and does a servant’s 

work; and yet I have seen your mother, on a 

journey, give Betsey luncheon at the same time 

she was taking it herself.” 

“Oh, well, that was luncheon,” said Maggie.
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“ And this was dinner. Why not one as well 

as the other?” 

“But you sit down to dinner,” said Maggie ; 

“and that was in the cars; and Betsey is 

different.” 

“How?” 

Maggie was not ready with an answer. 

“Mrs Prynne had been travelling all day, like 

ourselves. She was hungry, like ourselves. Be- 

sides, she had been very actively engaged in 

providing the food we all wanted. I did not 

feel that I could sit down and eat and bid her 

let her hunger wait till I had done.” 

Maggie was silent. 

“Would you have let Betsey wait ?” 

“Mamma would. But then, Judy isn’t like 

Betsey.” 

“No, she is not. There is this difference, 

Judy is one of my Father's children, whom He 

loves. She is my sister in the kingdom of 

heaven, whom I am bound to honour for her 

relationship and for the name she bears. She 

is a fellow-heir of the glories of the inheritance 

by and by; I hope to sit down with her there,
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Maggie; do you think I can feel myself dis- 

honoured by sitting down with her here ?” 
“ But, uncle Eden, do you think poor people 

and rich people ought to be together, just 

alike?” 

“Tf poverty and riches are all that make the 

difference between them.” 

“ But—black people?” said Maggie doubt- 

fully. | 

“Black and white are not the only colours. 

There is the yellow of the Chinese, and the 

copper of the Indian, and the swarthiness of 

the Moor and the Arab, neither black nor 

white. Who has set the white face above 

all other faces? God gave each one the 
skin it pleased Him, and one is as good as 

another.” | 

“ Oh, uncle Eden! not as good ?” 

“Before Him. And among men too, Maggie 

Each likes his own.” 

The little girl was silent, doubtful and pon- 

dering. 

“ Maggie,” her uncle began again, “if I truly 

do hallow the name of my Lord, I must hold in
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respect all His work. I must love His likeness, 

where I see it; and honour the broken image of 

Him where I find only that.” 

“The broken image ?” Maggie repeated. 

“You know, man was made in the image of 

God. He has it still, though in many people it 

is sadly broken and defaced. I cannot hallow | 

the name of the Lord, and dishonour or ignore 

that image, in the least or in the poorest.” 

“That little Dutch girl”— said Maggie, as if 

she were finding reasons for her uncle’s action in 

that direction. 

“Yes,” said Mr Murray smiling, “that little 

Dutch girl, if you please. But another reason 

comes in there, Maggie. For her, and for every 

one, the Lord Jesus has died; He loves them, 

and wants them in His kingdom. I must love 

what my Lord loves; and I must work to do 

what He wants done; what it costs, is a matter 

of no sort of consideration—though it costs me 

nothing but pleasure.” 

Maggie looked gravely and lovingly into her 
uncle’s face, as if following out his reasoning by 

researches there; and at last nodded her little
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head in content and satisfaction. After a while, 

however, she remarked— 

“You said we were to have tea by ourselves, 

uncle Eden ?” a 

~ “Yes; and breakfast. What then?” 

“Then you will not have Judy always?” 

“Not at my table. There is no occasion.” 
‘Then you don’t mean to let her and the 

other servants be any different at Bay House 

from what they are at Mosswood?” 

Mr Murray smiled. “You are afraid for 

my dignity?” said he, “Maggie, if the world 
were not as it is; if the lost image of Jesus were 

restored perfectly in us all; there would be no 

reason for keeping apart from them, or for rais- 

ing any distinction, except that of best love and 

most service. But because it is not so, and men 

are such as they are, it is best on many accounts 

that my servants should give, and I receive, 

certain tokens of respect. It is best I should 

not live with them. And I should not enjoy the 
habits of thought and manners of society which 
Tshould find in my servants, and they would not 

enjoy mine, in such constant companionship,”



304 WILLOW BROOK. 

“But even if they were perfectly good, uncle 

Eden, as you said,—you wouldn’t ?” 

“Yes, I should, Maggie. Perfect love to God 

and man would bring the highest refinement 

and the truest good manners, And even now, 

my child, in the household.of Christ there is no 

real elevation of one over another, except in so 

far as he has got nearer his Master; and in that 

the poor man is very often before the rich, 

Look here” 

Mr Murray fetched his Bible, and bade Mag- 
gie read where he showed her the place. 

“< Blessed be ye poor; for yours is the king- 

dom of God.’” 

“ But more than the rich, uncle Eden ?” 

Mr Murray silently turned over the leaves 

  

and pointed to another place. 

“* Por ye see your calling, brethren, how that 

not many wise men after the flesh, not many 

_ mighty, not many noble, are called’ "— 

“And read here, Maggie ”— 
He made her read the first part of the second 

chapter of the epistle of James, ending with— 

“‘If ye fulfil the royal law according to the
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Sea 

Scripture, Thou shalt love thy néistbions as 

thyself, ye do well; but if ye have. respect to 

persons, ye commit sin, and are convinced of 

the law as transgressors,’ ” 

“Uncle Eden,” said the little girl looking up 

from the page with so bewildered a face that Mr 

Murray was tempted to smile,—“ does this mean 
that we ought to make no difference? ” 

“Among Christians, that is. Do not ask me 

what it means, Maggie; what does it say? The 

Bible always means what it says.” 

“Why it says, uncle Eden,’— 

Maggie's tongue was stopped, for at this 

instant Judy came in to set the table for tea. 

Maggie took a new view of her, as it were. 

Neat as a pin; stately as a duchess; graceful 

even, with her picturesque turban; and humble 

as a child; what was there in Judy that said 
she ought to be kept at a distance? Vet she 

was a servant, and she was setting cups and 

plates on the table. Along with Judy the little 

Dutch girl had trotted into the room, and was 

looking with round eyes at all before her. And 

next thing, she was on Mr Murray’s knee, and 
U
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he was making her happy with some pleasant 

sweet words, A bit of a smile was creeping in- 

to the corners of her mouth and dimpling the 

fat cheek. Maggie felt extremely bewildered. 

All her world seemed to be turning topsy 

turvy ; and what was the right of it all? And 

would the little girl stay there to tea? That 

question mingled uneasily with the rest. But 

she did not. Maggie was relieved to see her 

taken out with Judy when the latter had com- 

pleted her preparations; and Maggie and her 

uncle sat down alone, with only the companion- 

ship of the dancing firelight. Maggie breathed 

more freely, and enjoyed her supper; and they 

talked of other things. When they turned 

away from the table, however, Maggie came to 

her uncle’s arms again and brought the open 

Bible along with her. 

“ Now, uncle Eden ! ?— | 

“Well, Maggie! - What is it? I have almost 

forgotten. State your cause; for I see you 

have a cause to state.” 

“I don’t know what that is, sir. But I want 

_ to know what this means, uncle Eden, ‘If ye
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have respect to persons, ye commit sin ’—what 

is ‘respect to persons’ ?” 

“The Bible says we are to give ‘honour to 

whom honour is due;’ so this word does not 

mean to forbid that. The verses going before | 
explain it, Maggie. ‘Respect to persons’ is 

treating people according to their circumstances 

and not according to themselves.” 

Maggie looked up gravely at her uncle, and 

then very gravely down at the page before her. 

Presently she looked up again. 

“Uncle Eden, ought poor people, poorly 

dressed people, you know,—real foor people,— 

ought they to have the best seats at church ?” 

“What does the word say, Maggie ?” 

“Tt doesn’t say they must have the dest but 

it seems to say they ought to have part of the 

best, or as good as anybody. Do you think it 

means that ?” + tn 

“Why not, Maggie?” 

“ But people don’t do so?” 

“Don’t do how?” | 
“They do not give the good places to the 

poor.”



308 WILLOW BROOK. 
ren ne cea re Ltr oT NE TED 

  

“What is the conclusion?” 

“And does it mean, uncle Eden, that we are 

to behave exactly the same to poor people?” 

“The same as what ?” 

“As we ought to do to other people?” 

“What do you mean by ‘behaving the 

same’ ?” 

“I mean, behaving, uncle Eden,” said Maggie, 

shrugging her shoulders in the difficulty of 

explaining herself. ‘ Ought we to speak just 

the same, and bow and curtsey just the same, 

be just as polite, and treat them just alike?” 

Mr Murray smiled and sighed. 

“Why not, Maggie?” 

“Nobody does, uncle Eden,” said the little 

one earnestly, | 

‘Which is right, everybody, or the word of 

God?” 

Maggie did not reply. 

“Is a child of God less to be respected, be- 
cause he has to work for his living in this world ? 
Is an heir of the kingdom of heaven less honour- 
able, because she takes in washing ?” 

still Maggie listened, open-eyed, but silent.
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“One thing is clear, Maggie; God does not 

think so. And He has told us what He thinks, 

and bade us feel as He feels about it. Mind, I 

am talking now of His children. Among them 

there is just one rule, and that is, love.” 

“But, uncle Eden,—the servants ”— 

“Yes, Maggie, there-is right in that too. We 

are to render ‘honour to whom honour is due.’ 

Parents and governors and teachers are to be / 

honoured for the place they fill and the work 

they do; they are appointed to rule. It is fit that 

my servants should honour me, because I am 

the head of the house and give law in it. But 

it is also fit that I should honour them, be- 
_ cause they are God’s workmanship, and Jesus 

died for them. See here’— 

Mr Murray turned to the twelfth of Romans, 

and bade Maggie read. 

“<Mind not high things, but condescend to 

men of low estate.’” 

“And see here, Maggie” — 

“And he answered them, saying, Who is my 

mother, or my brethren? And he looked round 

about on them which sat about him, and said,
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Behold my mother and my brethren! For who- 

soever shall do the will of God, the same is my 

brother, and my sister, and mother.” | 

“What do you think, Maggie? Shall I 

not honour the sister and brother of my 

Lord ? And what will He say to me, if I 

do not?” | 

“Uncle Eden, why don't people do so, 

then?” said Maggie, wrinkling her brow in 

perplexity. 

“The reason is, my pet, that people look for 

advantage from the favour of the rich and 

creat.” 

“Yes”—said Maggie, thinking very hard. 

“And that confuses them.” 

“And you only want to do what God says? 

And that is hallowing His name, isn’t it ?” 

“T do not see how we can hallow His name, 

and not hold in honour those who bear His 

name, Maggie.” 

“T will do so too, uncle Eden.” 

“T hope you will.” 

“Uncle Eden, I ¢hznk, you are hallowing His 

name more than anybody I know.”
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“You do not know a great many people, 

Maggie,” said her uncle smiling. “But see 

that you make another example.” 

THE END. 
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8. HOME AND FOREIGN SERVICE; or, Pictures in Active 
Christian Life. 

9. LIFE: A Series of Illustrations of the Divine Wisdom in the 
Forms, Structures, and Instincts of Animals. By P. H. Gossz, F.R.S. 

10. LAND AND SEA. By P. H. Gossz, F.R.S. 

11. JOHN KNOX AND HIS TIMES. By the Author of “ The 
Story of Martin Luther.” 

12. HOME.IN THE HOLY LAND. By Mrs Finn. 

13. A THIRD YEAR IN JERUSALEM: A Tale Illustrating 
Incidents and Customs in Modern Jerusalem. By the same. 

14 and 15. THE ROMANCE OF NATURAL HISTORY. By 
P. H. Gossz, F.R.S. First and Second Series. 

16. BYEWAYS IN PALESTINE, By James Finn, Esq., M.R.A.S., 
late Her Majesty’s Consul of Jerusalem and Palestine. 

17. BLOOMFIELD: A Tale. By Exizaseta Warren, Author 
of “‘ John Knox and his Times,” &c. 

18. TALES FROM ALSACE; or, Scenes and Portraits from Life 
in the Days of the Reformation, as Drawn from Old Chronicles. 
Translated from the German. 

19. HYMNS OF THE CHURCH MILITANT. Edited by the 
Author of “The Wide, Wide World,” &c. 

20. THE PHYSICIAN’S DAUGHTERS; or, The Spring-Time 
of Woman. A Tale. 

21. WANDERING HOMES AND THEIR INFLUENCES, By 
the Author of ‘‘The Physician’s Daughters.” 

  

THE WORD. 
By ExizaBetH and ANNA Warner, Authors of “The Wide, Wide 

World,” &c. 

Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, each 3s. 6d. 

«The aim of this series of volumes is so to set forth the Bible incidents and 
course of history, with its train of actors, as to see them in the circumstances 
and colouring, the light and shade of their actual existence.” 

1, WALKS FROM EDEN: The Scripture Story from the Crea. 
tion to the Death of Abraham, 

2. THE HOUSE OF ISRAEL: The Scripture Story from the 
Birth of Isaac to the Death of Jacob. 

3. THE STAR OUT OF JACOB: The Scripture Story illus. 
trating the Earlier Portion of the Gospel Narrative,



february, 1874. 

A SELECTION FROM 

JAMES NISBET AND CO,S 

CATALOGUE. 

SELECT REMAINS OF ISLAY BURNS, D.D., of 
the Free Church College, Glasgow. Edited by the Rev. JamEes C. Burns. 
With Memoir by the Rev. Professor BLAik1z, D.D. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

New Translation, and with some of the Original Expositions re-examined in a 
Classified List. By Professor JoHN MILLER, Princeton. Demy 8vo, 14s. cloth. 

  

CROSSING THE RIVER. By the Author of “The 
Life of the late Rev. Dr. Marsh,” ‘‘ Memorials of Capt. Hedley Vicars,” &c. 
Crown 8vo, 1s. cloth limp. 

A COMMENTARY ON THE PROVERBS; Witha 

A THIRD SERIES OF SERMONS PREACHED AT 
KING’S LYNN. By the late Rev. E. L. Hutt, B.A. Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth. 

THE TRIUMPH OF FAITH. The Substance of 
Addresses on the Book of Joshua. By STEVENSON A. BLackwoop. Crown 
8vo, 2s. cloth limp; as. 6d. boards. 

INSTRUCTIONS ON THE CHURCH CATECHISM. 
Being Fifty-two Short Lessons for Bible Class, Sunday School, &c. By the 
Rev. Row.Ley Hitt, M.A. In Four Parts. Part I, ad. 

LONG EVENINGS, AND WORK TO DO IN 
T HEM. By Mrs. ae Author of “Ragged homes, and how to mend: 
them.” Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d, cloth. 5 
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THE CHURCH IN THE HOUSE. A Series of Les- 
sons on the Acts of the Apostles. By the Rev. Witttam Arnot, Edinburgh, 
Author of ‘‘ Laws from Heaven for Life on Earth,” &c. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

“Racy and readable, based upon solid study, and brightened with facts gathered 
by an unusually observant eye, and with the fancies of an active imagination.”— 
British and Foreign Evangelical Review. 

THE HEALING WATERS. OF ISRAEL; or, The 
Story of Naaman the Syrian. An Old Testament Chapter in Providence and 
Grace. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D., Author of ‘“‘Memories of 
Bethany.” Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. cloth. ; 

“Told with all his vigorous power of enforcing Scripture truth, and bringing it 
home to the heart and conscience. It teaches, in a striking manner, many most 
useful lessons.” —Christian Observer. 

DARK SAYINGS OF OLD. Being an attempt to Eluci- 
date certain Difficult Passages of Holy Scripture, in a Series of Ten Lectures. 
By the Rev. J. B. McCaut, Honorary Canon of Rochester, &c. Post 8vo, 
5s. Cloth. oe he ; 

“‘A valuable contribution to current theological literature, and wel! adapted to 
counteract some of those erroneous opinions on sacred subjects which are sadly too 
prevalent in the present day.”-—-Church of England Magazine. . 

\ 

THE LITTLE CAMP ON EAGLE HILL. By the 
Author of “The Wide Wide World,” &c. Coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. cloth. 

** Well written, full of dialogue, and clever.”—Nonconformist. 
**An excellent tale for the young, with a distinctly Christian tone.”—Our Own 

fireside. | 

THE RELATIONS OF THE KINGDOM TO THE 
WORLD. By the Rev. J. OswaLp Dyxgs, D.D., Author of ‘‘ The Beatitudes 
of the Kingdom,” &c. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

**For a certain nervous clearness of style, delightful freshness and vigour of 
thought, he has few equals in the Presbyterian Church.”— North British Daily Maite. 

THE GATES OF PRAYER. A Book of Private 
Devotion for Morning and Evening. By the Author of “ Morning and Night 
Watches.” 16mo, 2s. cloth. 

“The prayers of which this volume is composed are of a high order, and will be 
found full of suggestions.” —Rock. 

THE INGLISES; or, How the Way Opened. By Mar- 
GARET J. RosBEeRTSON, Author of ‘Christie Redfern’s Troubles.” Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. . 

**Full of the little details which give vitality and interestingness to a story, and 
introducing characters queer, quaint, and peculiar, as well as those of a higher 
type.” — Sunday School Teacher.   
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MEMOIR OF JOHN LOVERING COOKE, Formerly 
Gunner inthe Royal Artillery, and late Lay-Agent of the British Sailors’ Insti- 
tute, Boulogne : with a Sketch of the Indian Mutiny of 1857-8. By the Rev. C. 
H. H. Wricut, M.A. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

**Mr. Wright has done well in writing this memoir. J. L. Cooke was one of those 
remarkable men whose memory should not perish without record.” —Wonconformiust. 

BLACK IVORY. A Tale of Adventure among the Slavers 
of East Africa. By R. M. Battantyne, Author of “The Lifeboat,” ‘‘ The 
Norsemen in the West,” &c. Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 
5s. cloth. : 

“ A captivating story, and likely to do good withal, with incident and information, | 
the picturesque and the practical, adventure and pathetic appeals, skilfully mingled 
for a good purpose.” —ecord. 

THE CHRIST OF GOD. By the Rev. Horarws 
Bonar, D.D., Author of ‘‘ Hymns of Faith and Hope,” &c. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. cloth. oa 

‘Thoughtful, reverent, earnest. and practical. It.breathes a truly devout spirit, 
and can scarcely fail to be profitable.” — Watchman. 

THE WORD OF LIFE. Being Selections from the Work 
ofa Ministry. By the Rev. Cuartes J. Brown, D.D., Edinburgh. Post 
8vo, 6s. cloth. f : ; 

“Good specimens of the higher class of sermons given from the Scottish pulpit,” 
—-Edinburgh Courant. 

THE GOSPEL AND ITS FRUITS. A Book for the 
Young. By the Rev. J. H. Witson, Edinburgh, Author of ‘‘ Our Father in 

Heaven,” &c. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. ; ; 
‘‘The book is quite unique. Full of sound doctrinal teaching, illustrated by 

anecdote and hymn and picture, it commands and rivets attention.” —Dazly Review. 

TALES OF ADVENTURE ON THE SEA. From 
‘Ballantyne’s Miscellany.” By R. M. BaLitantyne, Author of ‘‘ The 
Lighthouse,” &c. With Illustrations by the Author. Second Edition. 

Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth, Conrents: 1. Fighting the Whales. 2. Fast in- 
the Ice. 3. The Cannibal Islands. 4. The Battle and the Breeze. ' 

‘* A better prize for the deserving school-boy could not be found than this pleasant- 
‘leoking book full of seafaring experience and tales of heroism.”’—Zzglish 
Lndependent. 

THE MINISTRY OF SONG. By Frances Riprey 
HavercAL, Author of ‘‘ Bruey,” &c. Cheaper Edition. 32mo, 1s. 6d. cloth. 

“* Exquisite poems.”—Our Own Fireside. 
‘Full of real poetry—rich, deep, true, sweet, and brave thoughts.”—Woman’s 

Work. 

LIGHT FROM CALVARY IN THE SEVEN LAST 
WORDS OF JESUS. By the Rev. R. H. IRELAND, Author of “The Rainbow 
on the Head of Jesus,” &c. Crown 8vo, 2s. limp cloth. 

‘Written in an able, sound, and practical manner, and is fraught with light, 
comfort, and hope to the Christian believer.” —A berdeen Free Press. ©   
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ALICE L’ESTRANGE’S MOTTO: And how it gained 
the Victory. By Rasy Hums. With Illustrations. Royal 16mo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

‘** A beautiful story.” — Watchman. 
** Nicely written and well told.”— South London Press. 

MEMOIR OF THE REV. J. J. WEITBRECHT, 
Late Missionary of the Church Missionary Society in Bengal. Compiled by 
his Wripow from his Journals and his Letters. With a Preface by the late 
Rev. H. Venn, M.A. Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“The book ought to have a place in every library that has a missionary depart- 
ment.”—Literary World. 

LITTLE MAGDA. The Story of a Child. By Roser 
Burrowes. With Illustrations. Royal r6mo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

*“A charming picture of bright childhood.”—Guardzan. 
‘A beautiful and true picture of child-life,”"—Aaznzburgh Courant. 

A YEAR WITH THE EVERARDS. By the Hon. 
Mrs. CLiFFORD-BuUTLER, Author of ‘‘ Little Elsie’s Summer at Malvern,” &c. 
Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

““One of Mrs. Clifford-Butler’s pretty graceful stories for children.”—Court 
Circular. 

NIDWORTH AND HIS THREE MAGIC WANDS. 
By the Author of ‘‘ Stepping Heavenward,” “‘ Little Susy,” &c. Royal 16mo. 
With Illustrations, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

** The writing is pure and the lessons valuable.” —Chvistian World. 

THE WELL IS DEEP; or, Scripture illustrating Scrip- 
ture. Arranged as Morning and Evening Bible Readings for Every Day in the 
Year. 32mo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

OUR FRIENDS IN HEAVEN ; or, The Mutual Recog- 
nition of the Redeemed in Glory Demonstrated. By the Rev. J. M. 
KriutLen, -D.D., Author of ‘‘Our Companions in Glory,” &c. Fifteenth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“A full, earnest, and conclusive investigation of the entire subject.” British and 
foretgn Evangelicad Review. 

CHRIST GIVEN, RECEIVED, AND USED; or, 
Gratuitous Redemption: How we have it, and how to live on it. By the | 
Rev. BEEDAM UHARLESWORTH, M.A., Minister of the Memorial Church, 
Clifton. Second Edition, with additional Sermon. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

THE FOUR HAPPY DAYS. By Frances Ruvtey 
HAVERGAL, Author of *‘ Bruey,” &c. Royal 16mo, rs. cloth. 

““A pretty little story. . . , There are four little hymns with suitable - 
children’s music.”’—Glasgcw Herald. 

LIGHT AND LIFE IN CHRIST. By the Rev. F. 
WHITFIFLD, M.A., Author of ‘‘ Voices from the Valley,” ‘‘ Earthly Shadows 
of the Heavenly Kingdom,” &c. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth.    
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THE CHILD OF THE CHOSEN PEOPLE. A 
Tale. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

CHILD LIFE. A Collection of Poems. Edited by Joun 
GREENLEAF WHITTIER. With many Illustrations. 4to, 6s. cloth, gilt 
edges. 

**Turning over its leaves, it appears to us a charming volume, and we know of no 
other which strings together so many gems of the like water.”— 77zmes. 

THE LITTLE PREACHER. By the Author of “ Little 
Susy’s Six Birthdays,” ‘‘ Stepping Heavenward,” &c. 16mo, with Illustrations, 
1s. 6d. cloth. 

““A grave though interesting tale. . . . The teaching is done quictly and 
pleasantly.”—Edinburgh Courant. 

SERMONS AND LECTURES. By the late Rev. James 
Hamitton, D.D., F.L.S., Author of ‘‘ Life in Earnest,” ‘*The Great 
Biography,” &c. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

LOWENCESTER. A Tale. By Sypvey Hamppen. Crown 
8vo, 5s. Cloth. Pe: at 

‘A clever tale. . . .« The hook is interesting and Christian.”"—Wiaichman. 

SOLDIERS AND SERVANTS OF CHRIST: or, 
Chapters on Church History. With Preface by the Rev. F. V. Matuer, M.A., 
Vicar of St. Paul’s, Clifton, and Canon of Bristol. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 
5s. cloth. 

‘An exceedingly valuable book. . . . The narratives embrace chief names 
from the rst to the 16th century, and are so told that they will interest young people.” 
—Christian Observer. 

QUESTIONS OF THE DAY. By the Rev. Jonny Hatt, 
D.D., of New York, late of Dublin. Crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. cloth. 

““ A volume of admirable papers, full of acute thinking, attractively expressed. A 
section would make admirable fireside reading in the family.”—&ritish and 
Foreign Evangelical Review, 

BLENDING LIGHTS; or, The Relations of Natural 
Science, Archeology, and History to the Bible. By the Rev. W. Fraser, 
LL.D. Second Edition. Post 8vo, 6s. 6d. cloth. 

** A very able volume. It is the fruit of much research, scientific, historical, and 
Biblical." —Quarterly Fournal of Prophecy.” 

THIS PRESENT WORLD. Sketches from Nature and 
Art, takeninthe Vacations of a Professional Life. By the Rev. WILL1AM ARNOT, 
Edinburgh, Author of ‘‘ The Parables of our Lord.” Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

** A delightful little book, and one likely, we think, to be very useful.”—Zazz- 
burgh Courant. ; 
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THE STORY OF THE LIFU MISSION. By the 
Rev. S. McFar ang, Missionary of the London Missionary Society. With 

Illustrations. Post 8vo, 6s. cloth. 
‘One of the most fascinating missionary books that has been published for some 

time past.”"—Liuglish Independent. 

SERMONS ON OLD TESTAMENT SUBJECTS. By 
the late Rev. Epwarp WALKER, D.C.L., Rector of Cheltenham. Edited by 
the Rev. T. P. Bouttsegz, LL.D. Crown 8vo, ss. cloth. 

‘Full of sound Gospel truth, these sermons are marked by great earnestness and 
directness of appeal.”—fock, 

CHRIST CRUCIFIED. Lectures on 1 Corinthians 1. 
By the Rev. ApoLteH Sapurr, B.A. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

‘*A valuable commentary.”—Sword and Trowel. . 
‘An earnest, forcible, luminous presentation of the mind of the Spirit.”— 

Literary World. 

COMFORT YE, COMFORT YE. Being God’s Words 
of Comfort Addressed to His Church, in the last Twenty-seven Chapters of 
Isaiah. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. Second Edition, Small Crown 
8vo, 5s. cloth. 

‘‘ Every page is full of beauty, and the book will certainly be found useful and 
su ggestive by all into whose hands it may fall.” —/rock. 

THE EVERLASTING RIGHTEOUSNESS ; or, How 
shall Man be just with God? By the Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D. Second 
Edition, Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. ? 

‘** A rich book, suggestive, gracious, full of holy unction.”—Sword and Troweé. 

VOICES FROM THE VALLEY TESTIFYING OF 
JESUS. By the Rev. F. Wuitrie.p, M.A., author of “Earthly Shadows 
of the Heavenly Kingdom,” &c. Seventh Edition, Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. 
cloth. 

‘‘ Eloquent, evangelical and simple, we cannot express too high an opinion of 
these expositions of Scripture.” —Our Owz Fireside. 

THE NORSEMEN IN THE WEST: or, America 
before Columbus. By R. M. BALLANTYNE, author of ‘The Iron Horse,” 
&c. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth, with Illustrations. 

‘* A book that cannot possibly be laid down till the very last word of the last 
line has been read.” —<A theneumt. 

THE LAWS Of THE KINGDOM. By the Rev. J. 
Oswa.Lp Dyxzs, D.D., Author of ‘‘ The Beatitudes of the Kingdom.” Second 
Edition, Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

**An expositor worthy of the theme . . . . We recommend the book 
heartily.” —Edinburgh Courant.  
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SYNOPTICAL LECTURES ON THE BOOKS OF 
HOLY SCRIPTURE. First Series—Genesis to Song of Songs—Second 
Series—Isaiah to Acts. By the Rev. DonaLtp FRASER, D.D., Marylebone. 
Crown 8vo, each 6s. cloth. . 

“* Singularly interesting, instructive and comprehensive lectures.”—Record. 

SCRIPTURE ITSELF THE ILLUSTRATOR. A 
Manual of Illustrations, gathered from Scriptural Figures, Phrases, Types, 
Derivations, Chronology, Texts, etc., adapted for the use of Preachers and 
Teachers. By the Rev. G. S. Bowzs, B.A. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“Evidently the result of attentive and persevering study .. . . We 
strongly recommend it to the notice of preachers and teachers, feeling sure that: 
they will derive many suggestive hints from it.”—Church of England Magazine. 

PULPIT DISCOURSES, EXPOSITORY AND PRAC- 
TICAL, AND COLLEGE ADDRESSES. By MicuarL Wiis, D.D., 
LL.D., Emeritus Professor of Divinity, and Principal of the Knox College, 
Toronto, and formerly Minister of Renfield Church, Glasgow. Post 8vo, 
7s. 6d. cloth. 

“* Remarkable specimens of exegetical exposition and defence of truth, which 
students of theology would do well to read, ponder, and inwardly digest.”—Jiverness 
Courter. 

BRUEY, A LITTLE WORKER FOR CHRIST. By 
FRANCES RipLEY HAvERGAL, Author of ‘‘The Ministry of Song.” Third 
Edition, Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

*“ Written in a fascinating style."—-Woman's Work. 
“A peculiarly interesting volume.”—Churchman’s Shilling Magazine. 

PAPERS FOR HOME READING. By the Rev. Joun 
Haut, D.D., New York. Second Edition, Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“Lively, practical, and earnest, and on themes of the deepest moment.”— 
English Independent. 

“The whole collection is excellent.” —Presbyterian. 

MORAG; A Tale of Highland Life. Second Edition, 
Small-Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. : : 

‘‘One of the most touching children’s stories we have for a long time read.”"— 
Nonconformtst. 

TALES FROM ALSACE; or, Scenes and Portraits from 
Life in the Days of the Reformation, as drawn from old Chronicles. Trans- 
lated from the German. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“We can assure readers of this volume a genuine treat. . . . Young and old 
will be arrested by their charm, and touched by their pathos.” —English Independent. 

THE CIRCLE OF THE CHURCH’S LIFE. Trans. 
lated from the German of Dr. Tholuck by the Rev. RoperT Menzizs, D.D, 
small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

‘Whatever be our views of these ecclesiastical days, we. will find our faith 
strengthened and our devotional feeling quickened by the calm and careful pertsal 
of this excellent volume.”—Dazly Review. 
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MATTHEW FROST, CARRIER; or, Little Snow- 
drop’s Mission. By Mrs. Marsuati, Author of “Stellafont Abbey.” 
Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“A pretty story told with all the author's well known charm  manner.”— 
Watchman, 

THREE PATHS IN LIFE. A Story for Girls. By 
ELLEN BaRLEE. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“Written especially for girls, who will find in it some pleasant reading as well 
‘as much good sensible advice.” —Guardian. 

THE DEATH OF SELF, THE LIFE OF. SER- 
VICE. Lectures on Isaiah vi., preached in Portman Chapel, during Lent, 
1872. By the Rev. J. W. Reeve, M.A. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“ Weighty truths expressed with much earnestness and plainness.”—Church of 
England Magazine. 

“Can hardly be too fervently commended to the attention of the Christian 
reader.”’—Record. 

THE BEATITUDES OF THE KINGDOM. By the 
Rev. J. OswaLp Dykes, D.D. Third Edition. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“The purity of Mr. Dykes’s language and the lucidity of thought and expression, 
combine to render this one of the choicest contributions to Christology which we have 
lately met with.” —Nonconformist. 

OUR FATHER IN HEAVEN. The Lord’s Prayer 
Familiarly Explained and Illustrated for Children. By the Rev. i - dA; 
WItson, Edinburgh. Crown 8vo, as. 6d. cloth, with Illustrations. 

“‘One of the most interesting and successful expositions of the Lord’s Prayer in 
our language. It abounds in illustration and anecdote, and cannot fail to be a 
favourite with young people.”—Lvangelical Magazine. 

ANNALS OF ENGLISH PRESBYTERY, FROM 
THE EARLIEST PERIOD TO THE PRESENT TIME. By the Rev. 
Tuos. McCriz, D.D., LL.D., author of “Sketches of Scottish Church 
History,” &c. Small Crown 8vo, ss. cloth. 

*“ A valuable historic contribution.’ —Czristian Work. 
“A book full of interest.”—Record. 

CHRISTIAN INSTRUCTION FOUNDED ON THE 
CATECHISM. OF THE CHURCH OF ENGLAND. In three suc- 
cessive Steps. By the Rev. W. Darton, B.D. Twelfth Edition. Small 
Crown 8vo, 2s. cloth. Also, separately, ist Step, 2d.; 2nd Step, 8d.; 3rd 
Step, rod. 

TRUTH IN CHRIST. By the Rev. F. WHITFIELD, 
M.A., author of ‘‘ Voices from the Valley.” Third Edition, Smal! Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. cloth. | 

_ +,“ His readers will find his notes and comments very valuable when perused in 
conjunction with the passages on which they are founded.” —R ack. , 
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HEAVENLY PLACES. Addresses on the Book of 
Joshua. By STEvENSon A, BLiackwoop. Second Edition. Small Crown 
8vo, 2s. cloth limp; as. 6d. boards. 

“* Sound, earnest, and practical enforcement of Evangelical truth.’—vangelical 
Magazine. 

AN EXPLANATORY AND PRACTICAL COM- 
MENTARY ON THE NEW TESTAMENT. Intended chiefly as a help 
to Family Devotion. Edited and continued by the Rev. W. Datton, B.D. 
Fourth Edition. 2 vols. 8vo, 24s. cloth. 

THE IRON HORSE; or, Life on the Line. A Railway 
Tale. By R. M. Batiantyne, author of ‘ The Lifeboat,” &c. Second 
Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, ss. cloth. 

“* A captivating book for boys.” —Guardian. 
‘“ A most engaging tale, in which there is also a substratum of very useful prac- 

tical information.” —Jzverness Courter. 

ST. PAUL IN ROME; or, the Teachings, Fellowships, 
and Dying Testimony of the great Apostle in the City of the Czsars. Being 
Sermons preached in Rome during the Spring of 1871. With a copious Intro- 
duction, containing details of Local, Historical, and Legendary interest, 
gathered on the spot. By the Kev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. With Photograph. 
Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 4s. 6d. cloth. 

** Simple, earnest, and evangelical.” Evangelical Magazine. 

THE CULTURE OF PLEASURE; or, The Enjoy- 
ment of Life in its Social and Religious Aspects. By the author of “The 
Mirage of Life.” Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth. 

‘* A very readable, enjoyable and profitable work.” — The Daily Telegraph. 
‘* A pleasant volume to read; full of anecdote and illustration. It has a flavour 

of the raciness of the Doctor of Southey and of the philosophy of the Lacon of 
Colton.”—The English Churchman. | 

INCIDENTS IN THE LIFE AND MINISTRY OF 
THE LATE REV. A. R. C. DALLAS, M.A., Recror or WonsTon. 
By His Wipow. With Portrait. Third Edition. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

“* An important and well-timed contribution to the religious biography of the 
nineteenth century.”—Chvristian Observer. ’ 

STORIES OF VINEGAR HILL.  Itustrative of the 
Parable of the Sower. By the author of ‘‘The Golden Ladder.” With 
coloured Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“An admirable example of the way in which the teachings of Scripture, and 
especially'the parables of the Lord, may be used so as to engage the attention and 
sympathy of children.” —Nozcon/formist. 

  

THE SONG OF THE NEW CREATION, AND 
OTHER PIECES. By the Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D. Author of 
“Hymns of Faith and Hope.” Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. Cheap Edition, 32mo, 
1s. 6d., cloth, circuit or gilt edges. 

* Fresh specimens of that poetic power by which the author has often driven 
away evil spirits from the hearts of men and cheered them in the dark.”"—Byritish 
and foreign Evangelical Review.
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TALES OF THE WARRIOR JUDGES. A Sunday 
Book for Boys. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. Foolscap 8vo, 2s. 6d. 
cloth. With Illustrations. 

** Told with freshness and force.” Evangelical Magazine. 

LITTLE SUNBEAMS. Stories by Joanna H. Marttuews. 
With Coloured Jllustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“* Many important lessons are taught in its pages, which, while never dull, are 
always instructive.”—/ock. 

A TALE OF TWO OLD SONGS. The. Bridge and 
the Village Blacksmith. By the Hon. Mrs. Ciirrorp-BuTLER. Second 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, as. 6d. cloth. 

ALSO 

A SUNBEAM’S INFLUENCE; or, Eight Years After. 
By the same Author. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

‘This lady writes very pleasantly and without exaggeration.”—vening 
Standard. ‘“ Well-written and somewhat pathetic tales.”—Record. 

THE MIRACLES OF OUR LORD. A Course of 
School-room Lectures. By the late Rev. E. WALKER, D.C.L., Rector of Chel- 
tenham. Edited by a Member of the Congregation. Crown’ ENO} 5s. Cloth. 

‘Model examples of what, we think, deserves to be called ‘preaching the 
Word,’ "=-Our Own Fireside. 

WITHOUT AND WITHIN. A New England Story. 
With coloured Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

‘The story is well told; the characters are well delineated; the pathetic and 
the humorous are skilfully blended.”—Waryland Church Record. 7 

MEMORIES OF PATMOS:; or, Some of the Great 
Words and Visions of the Apocalypse. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. 
With Vignette. Fifth Thousand. Post 8vo, 6s. 6d., cloth. 

‘Dr. Macduff has given us a volume of beautiful thoughts, and has clothed 
these thoughts with language which is at once elegant and forcible.’"—Rock. 

MOSES THE MAN OF GOD. .A Series of Lectures 
by the late James Hamitton, D.D., F.L.S. Second Edition. Small Crown 
8vo, 5S., Cloth. ' 

“ Graceful description, imaginative reconstruction, unconventional, and often 
very ingenious, sometimes learned disquisition, with the light graceful touch of 
poetic style and delicate fancy.”—British Quarterly Review. 

LAYS OF THE HOLY LAND. Selected from Ancient 
and Modern Poets by the Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D. New Edition, 
with Illustrations from original Photographs and Drawings. Crown 4to, 
12s., cloth. 

“The Holy Land is a subject to which ail great poets have devoted some of 
their best endeavours, and these are now brought together and adorned by illustra- 
tions worthy of suchatext. . . . The volume will long remain a favourite.”— 
Limes. 
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THE ATONEMENT ; in its Relations to the Covenant, the 
Priesthood, and the Intercession of our Lord. By the Rev. HuGH Martin, 

Post 8vo, 6s. cloth. 
Z **A volume written with remarkable vigour and earnestness.” —British Quarterly 
eview. 

“ Well worthy of a careful perusal, and we cordially recommend it to all our 
readers, and especially to ministers and students of theology.’—Zvangelical Witness. 

THE FLOATING LIGHT OF THE GOODWIN 
SANDS. A Tale by R. M. Batitantyne, Author of “‘ The Lifeboat,” &c. 
With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

*“‘ As full of incident, as healthy in tone, and as fresh and vigorous in style as 
any of its predecessors.” — Scotsman. * 

THE LIFE OF THE LATE JAMES HAMILTON, 
D.D., F.L.S. By the Rev. WitLt1am Arnot, Edinburgh. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
cloth. With Portrait. 

*“We rejoice to recommend this volume as a congenial and worthy record of one 
of the noblest and most fruitful lives with which the Church of Christ has been 
blessed in modern days. The editor’s work has been done with admirable judgment.” 
—Weekly Review, 

A MEMOIR OF THE LATE REV. WILLIAM C. 
BURNS, M.A., Missionary to China. By the late Professor IsLay Burns, 
D.D., Glasgow. Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth. With Portrait. Cheap Edition. 
small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

‘* A more apostolic life has rarely been spent. . . °. Itis impossible to esti- 
mate too highly the good that may flow from this record of Christian life and labour.” 
—Sunday Magazine. 

THE LORD’S PRAYER. Lectures by the Rev. Apotpu 
SAPHIR, B.A., Greenwich, Fourth Edition. Small Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

**A work so wide in its range of thought, and so concentrated in its doctrinal 
teachings, so rich and well packed, yet so simple and interesting, and so clear, pure, 
and intelligible in expression does not often make its appearance.”—Chvristian 
Work. 

THE SHEPHERD AND HIS FLOCK; or, The Keeper 
of Israel and the Sheep of His Pasture. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. 
With Vignette. Eleventh Thousand. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

‘* A remarkably well-written volume, eminently practical and devout in its tone, 
and one which spiritually-minded persons will read with both pleasure and profit.”— 
Fournal of Sacred Literature. 

LIGHT AND TRUTH. Bible Thoughts and Themes— 
First, Second, Third, Fourth, and Fifth Series—1. THE OL_p TESTAMENT. 
2. THE GOSPELS. 3. THE ACTS AND THE'LARGER EPISTLES. 4. THE 
LESSER EpisTLes. 5. THE REyELATION OF ST. JOHN. By the Rev. 
Horatius Bonar, D.D. Crown 8vo, each 5s. cloth. 

‘* Rich in matter and very suggestive.” —Christian Advocate. 
‘Valuable work. It contains a series of brief expositions well suited for private 

use, or for family reading.”—ecord. :  
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SERMONS.  Preached at King’s Lynn. By the late Rev. 
EK. L. Hurt, B.A. First and Second Series. Post 8vo, each 6s. cloth. 

. ‘*'This new volume of twenty sermons has all the claims of the first—the same 
happy use of Scripture, the same clear and firm grasp of the principle of every text 
he selected, the same earnest longing after the beauty and holiness on which he has 
now entered, the same play of imagination, the same freshness of thought, and 
fitness of utterance.”’—Freeman. 

STEPPING HEAVENWARD. By Mrs. Preymiss. 
Author of ‘‘ Little Susy’s Six Birthdays,” &c. With Coloured Illustrations. 
Seventh Edition. Small Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. cloth. 

“A faithful diary, recording the experiences of a good and gentle soul in its 
onward march to a better land.”—fock. 

BOOKS FOR WAYFARERS. By Anna Waryer, Author 
ofthe “‘ Golden Ladder.” 32mo, cloth. 1. WAYFARING Hymns, ORIGINAL AND 
SELECTED. 6d. 2. THE MELopy or THE TweNTY-TuIRD Psat. 8d. 3. 
THE OTHER SHORE. Parts I. and II., 8d. each; complete, rs. 

“There is an unction and a beauty about the books that well fit them to be 
pocket or table companions.” —/reeman. 
“Two little books, beautiful without and within."—Zxglish Presbyterian 

Messenger. 

MEMORIALS OF THE LATE JAMES HEN- 
DERSON, M.D., F.R.C.S.E., Medical Missionary to China. With Appendix. 
Seventh Edition. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. With Portrait. Also, Cheap 
and Abridged Edition, 16mo, 1s. cloth limp. 

“The memorials of Dr. Henderson form as beautiful and exhilarating a little 
history as it has been for some time our task or pleasure to read. . . . . Itis 
the story of one of those noble lives before which power and difficulty recoil, and 
give up the contest.”—Zclectic Review. 

NOONTIDE AT SYCHAR;; or, The Story of Jacob's 
Well. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. With Vignettes. Ninth 
Thousand. Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

“One of the most attractive of the many pleasant and profitable religious studies 
published by Dr. Macduff.”—Dazly Review. 

DEEP DOWN A. Tale of the Comeh Mines. By R. M. 
BALLANTYNE, Author of “The Life-Boat,” etc. With Illustrations. Small 
Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

** This is just the subject for Mr. Ballantyne, whose stories in connection with 
that enterprise and adventure which have made England great are amongst the best 
of modern days.”—Dazly News. 

THE WORKS OF THE LATE JAMES HAMILTON, 
D.D., F.L.S. Complete in Six Vols., Post 8vo, each 7s. 6d. cloth. | 

‘More than most men he has embalmed his qualities in his writings. . . They 
well deserve to be published in a permanent form, and this handsome library edition 
will be a great boon to many families.” —/reeman.
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FROM SEVENTEEN TO THIRTY. The Town Life 
of a Youth from the Country; its Trials, Temptations, and Advantages. 
Lessons from the History of Joseph. By the Rev. Tuomas Binney. Fifth 
Edition. Small Crown 8vo, 1s. 6d. cloth. 

** Nothing can exceed the quiet dignity, beauty, and simplicity of style in.which 
this book is written. Not only is it a model of wise Scriptural exposition, but we 
cannot at this moment recall anything that approaches it.”—English Independent. 

MEMORIES OF OLIVET. By the Rev. J. R. Macourr, 
D.D. With Vignette. Seventh Thousand. Post 8vo, 6s. 6d. cloth. 

“The almost photographic clearness with which every point around Jerusalem is. 
described, and the frequent though unobtrusive illustration of the sacred text from 
Eastern life, together with the vivid realization of the movements of our Saviour 
during the last few days of his earthly career, make the Memories of Olivet a most 
valuable companion in the study of the preacher and teacher, and in the chamber of 
the home student.” —Record, ! 

THE LIFE OF THE LATE REV. DR. MARSH, 
of Beddington, By his DauGutTeEr,. Author of ‘‘English Hearts and Eng- 
lish Hands,” etc. With Portrait. Eighth Edition. Post 8vo, 1os. cloth ; 
Fourth and Cheap Edition, Small Crown 8vo, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

**'We have read this volume with much interest, and can recommend it as an ex- 
cellent account of Dr. Marsh’s life and career, and of the associations connected with 
them.” — 7 z77es. , 

PLAIN SERMONS ON THE GOSPEL MIRACLES. 
By the Rev. ARTHUR Roperts, M.A. Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

**Plain and simple, without attempt at critical disquisition or philosophical 
inquiry, they are earnest, scriptural, and attractive. The style, with nothing lofty 
in it, is pleasant, and the sermons are thoroughly readable.”—Church of England 
Magazine. 

THE SHADOW AND THE SUBSTANCE. A Second 
Series of Addresses by STEvENSon A. BLAcKWwoop. Small Crown 8vo. 
2s. Cloth limp, 2s. 6d. cloth boards. 

‘A very thoughtful and thoroughly scriptural view of the Passover. ... To 
those who wish for useful reading to adult classes, or to mothers’ meetings, we com- 
mend this book.”—ecord. 

THE PROPHET OF FIRE; or, The Life and Times of 
Elijah, and their Lessons. By the Rev. J. R. Macpurr, D.D. Eighth 
Thousand. Post 8vo, 6s. 6d. cloth. ) 

** Full of incident, rich in illustration, smooth and pleasing in style, and abounding 
in practical lessons."—ugtish Presbyterian Messenger. 

ST. PAUL; His Life and Ministry to the Close of his: 
Third Missionary Journey. By the Rev. Tuomas Binney. Crown 8vo, 
5s. cloth. 

‘Mr. Binney has elaborated into a volume his magnificent lectures on St. Paul’s 
Life and Ministry. . .Mr. Binney’s books need no commendation of ours.’”— 
Quarterly Messenger Young Men's Christian Association.
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FIFTY-TWO SHORT SERMONS FOR FAMILY 
READING. By Horatius Bonar, D.D. . Crown 8vo, 6s. cloth. | 

*“These are short plain sermons for family reading, and are admirably fitted for 
so good a purpose.” —Lzelish Presbyterian Messenger. 

HYMNS OF FAITH AND HOPE. By Horatws Bonar, 
D.D. First, Second, and Third Series, Crown 8vo, each 5s. cloth. Also, 
Pocket Editions, Royal 32mo, each 1s. 6d. Also a Royal Edition, printed at 
the Chiswick Press, and handsomely bound. Post 8vo, 7s. 6d. cloth. 

*“There is a freshness and vigour, an earnestness and a piety in these compo- 
sitions, which is very gratifying. The language is highly poetical.”—Zvangelzcal 
Christendom. 

ILLUSTRATIVE GATHERINGS FOR PREACH- 
ERS AND TEACHERS. By the Rev. G. S. Bowzs, B.A. First and 
Second Series, Small Crown 8vo, each, 3s. 6d. cloth. 

**Its tone is thoroughly evangelical and spiritual, and it is fitted to furnish useful 
hints and illustrations to the Christian teacher.” —Christian Witness. 

ENGLISH HEARTS AND ENGLISH HANDS; or, 
The Railway andthe Trenches. By the Author of ‘‘ Memorials of Captain Hed- 
ley Vicars.” Smali Crown 8vo, 5s. cloth. Also a Cheaper Edition, 2s. cloth 
limp. 

“The Memorials of Vicars and these Memorials of the Crystal Palace Navvies 
are books of precisely the same type, and must not be overlooked. We recognize 
in them an honesty of purpose, a purity of heart, and a warmth of human affection, 
combined with a religious faith, that are very beautiful.” —TZzmes. 

THE EXETER HALL LECTURES TO YOUNG 
MEN, from their commencement in 1845-6, to their termination in 1864-5, all 
uniformly printed, and handsomely bound in cloth, and embellished with por- 
traits of the Friends and Patrons of the Young Men’s Christian Association. - 
Complete in 20 vols., price of each volume, qs. ; or the whole series for £3. 

MATTHEW HENRY’S COMMENTARY ON THE 
HOLY BIBLE, comprising upwards of 7000 Pages, well printed (the Notes as 
well as the Text in clear and distinct type) on good paper, forming Nine 
Imperial 8vo volumes, and handsomely bound in cloth. Price £3 3s. 

*,.* The work may also be had in a variety of extra bindings, particulars of which 
_ will be forwarded on application. 

THE REV. THOS. SCOTT’S COMMENTARY ON 
THE HOLY BIBLE, comprising Marginal References, a copious Topical 
Index, Fifteen Maps, and Sixty-nine Engravings, illustrative of Scripture 
Incidents and Scenery. Complete in 6 vols. 4to, published at £4 4s., now 
offered for 42 ros. 

THE BIBLE MANUAL: an Expository and Practical 
Commentary on the Books of Scripture, arranged in Chronclogical Order: 
forming a Hand-book of Biblical Elucidation for the use of Families, Schools, 
and Students of the Word of God. Translated from the German Work, 
edited by the late Rev.: Dr. C. G. Bartu, of Calw, Wurtemberg. Third 
Edition Imperial 8vo, res. cloth. ; 
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THE WORD SERIES. 
{ By ELIZABETH WETHERALL and ANNA Loturop, Authors of ‘‘ The Wide Wide 
: a World.” With Coloured Illustrations, Crown 8vo, each 3s. 6d. cloth. 

1. WALKS FROM EDEN: The Scripture Story from the 
Creation to the Death of Abraham. 

2, THE HOUSE OF ISRAEL: The Scripture Story 
from the Birth of Isaac to the Death of Jacob. 

3. THE STAR OUT OF JACOB: The Scripture 
Story Illustrating the Earlier Portion of the Gospel Narrative. 

THE GOLDEN LADDER SERIES. 
Uniform in size and binding, with coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. 

1. THE GOLDEN LADDER: Stories Illustrative of the 
Eight Beatitudes. By ELizaABETH and ANNA WARNER. 3s. 6d. 

. THE WIDE WIDE WORLD. By Enxizaseru 
WARNER. 35. 6d. 

QUEECHY. By the same. 3s. 6d. 
. MELBOURNE HOUSE. By the same. 3s. 6d. 
-» DAISY. Bythe same. 33s. 6d. peers 

. THE OLD HELMET. By the same. 3s, 6d. 

. THE THREE LITTLE SPADES. By the same. 
2s. 6d. 

. NETTIE’S MISSION: Stories Illustrative of the Lord’s 
Prayer. By ALIcE GRAY. 

: a IN THE FIELD. By Euizasery Warner. 

STEPPING Peabo alee a By Mrs. Prentiss, 
Author of ‘‘ Little Susy.” 2s. 

. WHAT SHE COULD, AND OPPORTUNITIES, 
Tales by ELIZABETH WARNER. 35. 6d. 

. GLEN LUNA. By Anna Warner. 3s. 6d. 
. DRAYTON ee Stories Illustrative of the Beatitudes, 

By Avice Gray. 

WITHOUT AND WITHIN. A New England Story. 
: VINEGAR HILL STORIES. Illustrative of the 

Parable of the Sower. By ANNA WARNER. 35. 6d. 
. LITTLE SUNBEAMS. By J. H. Marruews. 3s. 6d. 
. THE HOUSE IN TOWN AND TRADING. 45. 6d. 
. THE LITTLE CAMP ON EAGLE HILL. By 

ELIZABETH WARNER. 3S. 

. WILLOW BROOK. By the Author of “The Wide 
Wide World.” 

. DARE To" “DO RIGHT. By the Author of 
“* Nettie’s Mission.” 3s. 6d.  



    

    
    

    

    
    

   

     

    
     

    
    

   

   

   

  

16 WORKS PUBLISHED BY JAMES NISBET AND CO. 

THE SELECT SERIES. 
Crown 8vo, each 3s. 6d. cloth, Bound by Burn. Most of them with Illustrations. 

1. DERRY. A Tale of the Revolution. By Cuartorre 
ELIZABETH. 

2, THE LAND OF THE FORUM AND THE 
VATICAN. By the Rev. Newman Hatt, LL.B. . 

. THE LISTENER. By Caroume Fry. 

- DAYS AND NIGHTS IN THE EAST; or, The 
trations of Bible Scenes. By the Rev. Horatius Bonar, D.D. 

. THE HOLY WAR. By Joun Bunyan. 

. THE -PILGRIM’S PROGRESS, By Joun Bunyan. 

. THE MOUNTAINS OF THE BIBLE; Their 
Scenes and their Lessons. By the Rev. Joun Macraruane, LL.D. 

. HOME AND FOREIGN SERVICE; or, Pictures 
in Active Christian Life. 

g. LIFE. A Series of Illustrations of the Divine Wisdom 
in the Forms, Structures, and Instincts of Animals. By Puiu H. 
GossgE, F.R.S: | 

10 LAND AND SEA. By P. H. Goss, F.R.S. 

11, JOHN KNOX AND HIS TIMES. By the Author 
of “‘ The Story of Martin Luther,” etc. 

12, HOME IN THE HOLY LAND. By Mrs. Finy. 
13. A THIRD YEAR IN JERUSALEM.: A Tale 

illustrating Incidents and Customs in Modern Jerusalem. By Mrs. Finn. 

I4&15. THE ROMANCE OF NATURAL HISTORY, 
By P. H. Gossez, F.R.S. First and Second Series. 

16. BYEWAYS IN PALESTINE. By James Finn, esd: 
F.R.A.S., late H. M. Consul of Jerusalem and Palestine. 

17, BLOOMFIELD. A Tale by Exuimzasera Warren, 
Author of “ John Knox and his Times,” &c. 

18. TALES FROM ALSACE; or, Scenes and Portraits 
from Life in the Days of the Reformation, as drawn from old Chronicles. 
Translated from the German. 

19. HYMNS OF THE CHURCH MILITANT. Edited 
by the Author of ‘‘ The Wide Wide World.” 

20. THE PHYSICIAN’S DAUGHTERS: or, The 
Spring Time of Woman. By the Author of ‘‘ Wandering Homes and their 
Influences,” &c. 

21. WANDERING HOMES AND THEIR INFLU- 
ENCES. By the author of ‘‘ The Physician's Daughters.” 
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