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NOBODY’S OWN. 

I. 

THE HOP GARDENS. 

    

  

[eee little fellow, and whom do 
ba Ve | you belong to?” said Mr. 
ikea) Hammond.— Nobody, sir.’ 
“Nobody, eh? You mean that 

you did not come with any of these 
gangs, I suppose? But there is some- 
one who owns you, I expect? ’”’—‘‘No, 

sir, there is not,” replied the little 
fellow. 

“Well, but who are you, then? 

asked the farmer.—“ Charley, sir.” 
‘Charley what?” 
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The little fellow was puzzled with 
the simple question. His name was 
Charley, he said again. People called 
him Charley, and so he was. 

Mr. Hammond was puzzled too. He 
was a hop-planter and grower, and this 
was the first day of his setting people 
to work at hop-picking. A great many 
of these hop-pickers came from a 
distance: several families of country 
people from those parts of Kent, 
and Sussex, and Surrey, where hops 
were not grown, had arrived at Mr. 
Hammond’s hop-grounds, expecting to 
obtain at least a month’s profitable 
work. A few Irishmen, with their 
wives and children, had also made their 
appearance. They had come over to 
England at haymaking time; after that 
season was over they had worked at 
harvesting ; and now, the corn being 
all cut, they had found their way to the 
hop-growing parts of the country in 
the hope of adding to their former earn-
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ings. Thenthere were English tramps, 
who had no certain home anywhere, but 
who, all the summer long, were in the 

habit of wandering through the country 
with their donkeys and tents, and en- 
camping at night in green lanes and 
under high hedges, while in the day- 
time they made and sold mats or 
baskets, or common tin wares. ‘These 

wandering people had travelled into 
Kent to earn money by hop-picking. 
Besides these, were many poor per- 

sons whose home was generally in 
London, but who, every autumn, went 
into the hop-country for the sake of 
gain. 

It was a strange but lively scene that 
day, and for several days afterwards, in 
Mr. Hammond’s homestead, when these 

strangers from so many different places 

came flocking in, hoping to be employed 
by him without travelling any farther. 

And as this worthy man had rather 
extensive hop-grounds, and large crops
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that year, there was no difficulty in 
satisfying them. 

But Mr. Hammond had some diffi- 
culty respecting the little fellow who 

stood before him, cap in hand, waiting 
for his favourable reply. He was a 
little fellow—not more than eight or 

nine years of age, probably, and small 
even for that. He was very raggedly 

clad, but his hands and face were toler- 

ably clean, and his face, when he smiled, 
was not by any means unpleasing. It 

is of no great consequence, perhaps, but 
it may as well be put down here, that 
he had golden-coloured hair, which 
hung in tangled curls over his forehead, 

except when he pushed them aside with 

his hand, which he was constantly 

doing while Mr. Hammond was talking 

to him. 
‘* So you do not belong to any of these 

people, you say: where do you come 

from?’”—‘‘ From London, sir,” said 

Charley.
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“Well, whom do you live with there?” 

asked Mr. Hammond.— With lots of 
people in lodging-houses and such like,” 
said the boy, readily. 

“You have a father, have you not? ”— 
‘* Never knowed him, sir,” said Charley ; 

“he is dead, I reckon.” 

‘And your mother, does she not take 
care of you?” asked the gentleman. 
—‘ Mother’s dead, sir,” said the boy; 

and Mr. Hammond saw, or fancied he 

saw, tears glisten in Charley’s eyes as 
he said this. 

“Poor boy! you remember your mo- 
ther, then? How long ago did she die?” 

This was more than Charley could 
tell, for he was not very expert at keep- 
ing account of time. All he could 
recollect was that it was a good while 
since his mother died at a lodging- 
house in London. He remembered 
that day very well, and the day she was 
buried too; it was when he was “a 
very little fellow,” he said.
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“Why, I should say you are only a 
very little fellow now,” said the gentle- 
man, smiling, though not in ridicule; 

“but since your mother died you have 
had somebody to look after you, have 

you not ?”—‘*Not much of that,” said 

the boy: ‘‘you see, sir,” he added, 

‘people has mostly got their own to 
look after, and I am Nobody’s Own.” 

Mr. Hammond was a kind-hearted, 

Christian farmer, and he was touched 

by the last words of the poor boy. 

“Nobody’s own! Nobody’s own!” he 
said to himself; ‘‘and ‘nobody’ is a 

poor owner, I am afraid. Well,” he 

continued, ‘‘and so you have come all 

the way from London to try and pick 

hops; is that it ?’—‘* That is just it,” 

said Nobody’s Own, nodding his head 

once or twice. 

“What made you think of that?” 

Mr. Hammond asked.—‘ They told me 

of it in London,” said the boy, readily. 

* And you have walked all this way ?”
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Nobody’s Own nodded again. He had 
been pretty nearly a week on the road 
he said, but he did not mind that. And 

in answer to further questions from Mr. 
Hammond, he explained that he had 

obtained food, as much as he wanted, 

by begging as he walked along; also 

that he had slept two or three nights 
in cheap lodging-houses, where he 
could get a bed for twopence; once 
in an old lodge, where he found some 
straw; and once, when he had not 

been successful through the day in 
begging, and could find no lodge nor 
barn where he could rest his weary 
little body, he had slept beside a hay- 
stack, which partly sheltered him from 
the cold air. 

** Poor little Nobody’s Own!” said 
the kind farmer to himself again. 

But how is it you did not come in 
company with those other people from 
London?” he asked.—‘‘ They wouldn’t 
have me, sir,” replied the boy. “I
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wanted to come along with them, but 

they told me to go away ; but I followed 
them, because I knew they were coming 

down to hopping.” 
“JT will employ you, certainly,” Mr. 

Hammond began.—‘‘ Thank’ee, sir!” 

cried Nobody’s Own, brightening up. 

“T will employ you,” the gentleman 

said again; ‘‘but I shall try you fora 

day or two first, to see how you get on. 

You are a very little fellow to be work- 

ing on your own account, and I am 

almost afraid you will not earn money 

enough to do yourself any good.” —“ Tl 

work, sir,” said the boy; ‘‘may I go 

along with them, sir?” and he looked 

towards the other pickers whom Mr. 

Hammond had already engaged, and 

who were following his foreman to one 

of the hop-gardens. 

“No,” said Mr. Hammond, kindly; 

“you had better wait here, and I will 

take you myself.” He had a reason 
for this: he knew that his foreman,
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though an honest and valuable servant, 
was apt to be rough, and perhaps 

might not approve of being troubled 
with a ragged little boy, who had 
no one to look after him; and as the 

gentleman felt pity for the little fellow, 
he intended to let it be seen that he 
was, in some measure, protected by 
himself. 

“Perhaps you are hungry,” said Mr. 
Hammond; ‘‘ have you had any break- 

fast ?”—‘* A bit of bread, so big,” said 
Nobody’s Own, putting one hand across 
the other, so that only the fingers were 
visible. 

** And you have got nothing for din- 
ner or supper, I suppose ?’’—Nobody’s 

Own turned all the pockets of his rag- 

ged garments inside out, to show that 
there was nothing in them. 

‘But the hop-pickers bring their 
food with them, my poor boy, or a little 
money to buy it with ; how do you think 
of managing about that?’—‘I shall
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soon earn some money,” the boy said 
briskly. 

“Yes, but you will have to wait 

some time before you receive any, if 
you do earnit. And where will you 
sleep at night ?”—‘‘ Anywhere,” said 
Charley. 

“ Anywhere is almost as bad as no- 

where,” remarked Mr. Hammond with 

asmile. ‘‘ But come, never mind; I 

see I must take you in hand a little at 

first; and, to begin, here is sixpence 

for you; you can run into the village’ — 

this was about a quarter-of-a-mile off— 

‘‘and there you will find a baker’s 

shop. You can buy yourself a three- 

penny loaf, which will be enough 

for you to-day, and you will then 

have threepence for to-morrow.”— 
‘Thank’ee, sir,” said Nobody’s Own, 

gleefully, as he received the bright 
sixpence. 

“ But you will understand that I do 
not give you this; I only pay you in
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advance; you will have to work it out.” 
—‘ Yes, sir.” 

“Well now, run and get your loaf, and 
then come to me in the hop-garden; 
you will find me there.” 

The little fellow was sharp enough to 
understand the directions he received, 

and he lost. little time in attending to 
them. In less than half-an-hour he 
was at the good-natured hop-planter’s 
elbow; and, with a large basket before 

him, was receiving a few simple direc- 
tions about hop-picking, being told that 
he was to separate the hop-flowers 
carefully from the stalks without crush- 
ing them, and not to suffer any leaves 
to get into his basket. 
We shall leave him for a short time 

at this first hour’s employment, while 
we write a little about his former history. 
Let me say here, however, that Mr. 
Hammond did wisely in not making the 
little fellow a present of his first day’s 
dinner and supper, as he might have
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done. It was a good lesson to teach 

him, namely, that those who have 

hands to work, and work for their hands, 

should have no occasion to receive 

money or food in charity. 

Il. 

THE STORY OF A BOY FOR WHOM NOBODY 

CARED. 

The history which Nobody’s Own (as 

we shall continue sometimes to call little 

Charley) had given of himself, was true 
as far as it went. He had never known 

his father, and he had but a slight re- 

membrance of his mother. Afterwards 

in life, when he attempted to put his 
confused recollections together, he had 

reason to think that his poor mother’s 

home was a long way off in the country, 

but that she had livedin London more 

than a year before her death. How she 

obtained her living he did not at all
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know. All he knew was, that when he 

ecame motherless as well as fatherless, 

he had no one really to care for him, 
and he, perhaps, not more than five or 
six years old. 

You may well wonder how a little 
fellow, so young and friendless, could 
manage to live in London, or anywhere 
else, and to obtain food and clothing 
and lodging by hisown efforts. We are 
not sure that we can tell you, but we 
will try. 

As to lodging, the mistress of the 
lodging-house where Charley’s mother 
died, allowed himto remain there; but 
sent him out every day to get money, 
and made him give her a penny, and 
sometimes more, when he returned to 
his miserable home every night. 

And truly it was a miserable home! 
The house had seven or eight rooms in 
it; and every one of these, except that 
in which the woman herself lived, was 
let out to beggars and tramps, or very 

B
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poor travellers; so that as many as 
thirty or forty people were often crowded 

together in these rooms at night. Some 
of these people lived there constantly— 
that is, as long as they could pay for 
their lodgings; while others came only 

for a night or two, and then were seen 

there no more. 
This was little Charley’s home. His 

bed was in a garret, under a roof so 

leaky that on wet nights the rain dripped 
down upon him as he lay; and his bed 

was little better than a coarse bag stuffed 
with straw and shavings, with a rug to 

cover him. And yet, though these 

accommodations were so very poor, 
there were many others besides the 

little motherless boy who were. glad of 

them as wellashe. Very often seven 

or eight, oreven more boys slept in that 
wretched garret. 

We are sadly afraid, indeed we are 
quite sure, that some of these boys were 

not only ignorant, untaught, and as
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uncared-for as Nobody’s Own could be, 
but were dishonest also. They had no 

fixed work any more than they had any 
fixed homes. Who, indeed, would have 

employed them, when there was no one 
to speak even a good word for them, or 
give them a fair character ? 

You may be sure that Charley did not 
get goodfrom such boys asthese. Atfirst, 

indeed (by which we mean soon after 
his mother’s death), he was almost too 

young to know what these bigger boys 

were in the habit of talking about in 
their garret. Besides that, he was 
generally so tired with his day’s wander- 
ings as to fall asleep almost directly he 
lay down on his hard bed. But after 
a time, as he grew older, he under- 
stood them better, and became familiar 

with them; and as we know, both from 

the Bible and from what we see around 
us, that ‘‘ evil communications corrupt 
good manners,” there is every reason to 
fear that our little Nobody’s Own soon 

B2
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became corrupt in his mind and thoughts 
and feelings, as well as ignorant. 

This is not a very pleasant picture; 
but we wish to let our young readers 
see both sides of Charley’s character; 
and as we have shown him, first of all, 

as a civil, well-behaved little fellow, 
though a ragged one, and industriously 
inclined also, it seems right that we 
should next warn them not to expect too 
much from him. What he turns out to 
be, in the end, we shall see by-and-bye. 

But how could such a little fellow 
get a living for himself in such a place 
as London? ‘Truly we cannot tell you 
all the ways he had of doing this. He 
began, we think, by begging. Now, the 
child had never been taught that to beg 
is a disgrace; he did not blush at all 
with shame while following ladies in the 
streets, and telling them the pitiful tale 
(which, indeed, was in his case.a trué 

one) of having no father or mother ; and 
his simple looks and childish little figure,
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and half-crying voice, in those early days, 
often pleaded strongly in his favour. 
Then, as he grew a little bigger, he 
became expert in running alongside of 
coaches and carriages, turning heels 
over head as he kept pace with them. 
This was another form of begging by 
which he got half-pence to buy food, 
and to pay for his nightly lodging. 

At other times the friendless little boy 
really earned a few pence by small 
services for people who knew something 
of him in the street where he lived; 
and at other times, it is to be feared, he 

got money, or what to him was equal to 
money, by pilfering, when he could do 
this unobserved. Poor little Nobody’s 
Own! he knew very well that if found 
out in stealing he would most likely be 
punished ; but no one had ever told him 
that to stealis asin. He thought that 
it was really clever to take what did 
not not belong to him without being 
found out.
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There were few policemen in London 
at the time of which we are writing, so 

that there was not the sharp look-out 
kept after little beggar boys and young 

thieves that there is now. If there had 

been, it is very likely our little Chariey 
' would not have been allowed to go on so 
long in his wicked ways of life without 
a check. There were parish beadles, 
who walked about the streets in the 
day-time, as well as watchmen in the 
same streets at night; but these were 
generally old men, and not at all active, 
so that a nimble fellow like Charley 
could easily keep out of their way; and 
as he never was known to commit any 
offence much greater than those we have 
mentioned, people did not trouble them- 
selves much about him. Once, indeed, 
when he had slily run away with a loaf 
from a baker’s shop, he was caught by 
the baker, who threatened to have him 

sent to prison; but the baker altered 
his mind, and cuffed him pretty hard
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instead. This was the only time the 
little fellow had ever been punished for 

dishonesty. ‘I had not any money,” 
he said, “and I was so hungry; and 
there were lots more loaves in the 
shop; and why was not I to have 

one?” 
Poor little Nobody’s Own! He was 

naughty in stealing the baker’s loaf; 
but surely he was also to be pitied. As 
we have already said, no one had ever 

told him that stealing was a sin against 
God. We do not think that he had ever 
heard about God, only as he had daily 
and almost hourly heard the holy name 
misused in oaths and curses. He 
knew nothing of the Bible. He did not 
know why shops were shut up on Sun- 
days, or why churches and chapels were 
opened; or if he had been even told 
anything about these matters, it was in 
a way which made him believe that he 
had no concern with them. There were 
no ragged-schools at that time for poor
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neglected children; and there were no 

‘* shoe-black brigades” for rescuing poor 

boys from idleness and dishonesty, by 

putting before them a way of getting 

an honest living. So we think that 

Charley was to be pitied, though he was 

to be blamed. 

And now we have told you as much 

as is necessary about this little fellow’s 

early history. How it happened that 

he took the journey into Kent may 

easily be explained. In the course of 

his wanderings about London, and in the 

lodging-houses where he slept at night 

(for he did not always keep to that first 

one which has been described), he heard 

something about the money that could 

be earned at hop-picking, and the fun 

which: sometimes went on at hop-pick- 

ing time. Now, Nobody’s Own liked 

money when he could get it, and he 

liked fun too; so, for a change from 

always living in London, and having 

nothing certain to do beyond striving
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in any irregular manner to get a few 
pence from day to day, the little fellow 
made up his mind to find his way into 
Kent, and to one farm there which he 

had heard named. 

We think it showed some energy in 
the boy to make this effort; for, consider, 

he was certainly not more than nine 

years old. But the hardships of his 

childhood had taught him to endure 
much which others could not have 
borne; and having had to rely upon 
himself ever since the death of his 
poor mother, he had more confidence 
than some boys have who are many 
years older. 

We may here add, that it was a happy 
circumstance for Charley that he had 
this disposition to seek honest work 
while he was thus young, and before the 
bad habits of idleness and dishonesty 
had become stronger. Who shall say 
that this disposition was not put into 
his mind by God Himself, who had
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watched him in all his goings, and seen 
allhis troubles and sins? Ah, if Charley 
could have known this, and had thought 
about it, he would not have felt so 

strongly that he was Nobody’s Own. 
And now, before we return to the hop- 

garden, we would ask our young readers 

to think with gratitude on their superior 
advantages. You can read, which Char- 
ley could not; he did not know a single 
letter of the alphabet. You have been 
told the difference there is between right 
and wrong, so that you can understand 
that difference. We are almost sure 
that you know something of the great 
truths of the Bible, and have often heard 

of the great love of God in sending His 

Son into the world to die for sinners, 

that, by believing in Him, they might 

have eternal life; and you are acquainted 

with the promises of God to all who 
seek His mercy and help in the name 

of the Lord Jesus Christ, His Son,— 

His pardon for their past sins, and the
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help of His good and gracious Spirit 
for time to come. But of all this, 

which you surely know of, the pcor 
boy of whom we are writing was quite 
ignorant. 

How Nobody’s Own got on at the 

hop-grounds we shall find out in due 
time. 

III. 

MORE ABOUT THE HOP-GARDENS, 

It was a very lively and interesting 
scene which presented itself from day 
to day in Mr. Hammond’s hop-grounds. 
Those of my young readers who are ac- 
customed to the sight will agree with 
me in this; and, for the sake of those 
who have never seen a hop-gadren, I 
will try to describe what was as new 
to Nobody’s Own as it would be to 
them. 

First of all, you must fancy a large
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field, enclosed on all sides by tall 
thick hedges, which, in early summer, 

are very likely beautiful and blooming 
with wild roses and honeysuckle blos- 
soms, but which, in the hop-picking 
season, are rich with clusters of black- 

berries, ripe or ripening, and very 
possibly with hazel-nuts also. I need 

scarcely say, however, that nuts and 
blackberries soon disappear after hop- 
picking has fairly begun. 

Next, you have to fancy this field to 
be thickly studded all over with regular 
lines or rows of tall poles, in groups of 

four or five, almost close together; and 

these are covered over from bottom to 
top with the strong twining hop-plant, 
wich has large, rich, dark-green leaves, 

and. beautiful clusters of light-green 
flowers. There is not a handsomer 
plant grown by English farmers than 
the hop-plant, when it is in full and 
flourishing bearing, and the scent of 
both leaves and flowers is quite delicious.
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Then you must picture to yourself a 

number of bins—which are a sort of 
canvas bags, fastened on square wooden 
frames—or else large wicker baskets, 

or both bins and baskets, standing 
between the rows of hop-plants and 
poles, and surrounded by men, women, 

and children, all of them stripping with 

swift and busy hands the flowers from 

their stalks, while other men are equally 
busy with sharp hooks in cutting asun- 
der the stems of the plants near to the 
root, uplifting the poles, and laying 

them across the bins and baskets ready 
for the pickers. In Mr. Hammond’s 
hop-grounds, more than a hundred 
pickers were earnestly at work, each 
striving to earn as much money as 
possible every day. 

Now look round again. See, here 
is a basket close to one of the bins, 

which serves the purpose of a cradle 
for some poor woman’s infant, well 
covered up from the chill air; and
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there is a child’s waggon, which serves 

the same purpose. Here, again, a fire 

is burning, over which hangs a kettle; 
and there, under the hedge, is a blanket 

tent, low and snug and warm, which, 

if you were to peep into, you would see 
contains a little nest of children, from 

five years old and downwards. Then, 

listen to the voices of the hop-garden. 
Here, an infant crying, poor little thing! 

not knowing what to make of it, and 

the mother hushing it to sleep; or, 
perhaps, if she be rather impatient, 

scolding it a little, because she loses 
precious time every minute she is at- 

tending to baby; their children, too 
young to be at work, are playing and 
shouting and enjoying the fun. Here, 

again, is a merry party round a bin, 

or basket, talking and laughing while 

busy at work; and there, round another 

bin, they are grumbling loudly because 

the poles are not supplied to them at 

the very moment they are wanted.
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This is one scene in a hop-garden 

in picking-time ; but if you were to 
enter it at noon, or soon after, you 

would see all the bins and baskets de- 
serted, work suspended, and other oper- 
ations going on. It is dinner-time, 
and one fire after another having been 

previously lighted under the hedges, or 
in some other convenient place, pots 
and kettles are bubbling over them, 

while groups of families sit round en- 

joying their food, just as you may 
perhaps have seen gipsies sitting round 

their fires in green lanes and shady 
nooks, or by the road-side. Not much 

time is wasted in eating and drinking, 
however ; very soon work is commenced 
again, and continued till evening. 

And then, as well as at intervals 

through the day, the foreman, or mea- 
surer, goes round to empty the full 

bins, and take account of the number 
of bushels picked in each; and you 
may be sure that a careful, watchful
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eye is kept upon him by the pickers, 
lest he should press the hops down too 
tight as he measures them, and so 

make fewer bushels than they think to 
be fair, or lest he should make a mis- 

take in the reckoning ; while he, on his 
part, is equally sharp to detect any 
carelessness in the picking. Having 
measured the binful and put the hops 
into sacks, which are directly carried 
away, the foreman gives, not money, 

but tallies, to the pickers, which agree 

with the number of bushels picked by 
each, and when’ the “hopping” is 
over, these are exchanged for the money 
which has been earned. 

I should further explain that the hop- 
flowers when picked are taken to the 
drying-house, which is called an “‘ oast- 

house,” where they are carefully spread 
on a kind of open floor, covered with 
hair-cloth; and below this is a kiln, 

in which a charcoal-fire is continually 

kept burning. I might tell much more
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about hop-picking, but it would take 
up too much room to describe all the 
proceedings connected with it, and all 

the busy scenes which a hop-garden 

exhibits from day to day during the 

time picking is going on; and enough 

has been written to show how little 
Nobody’s Own was employed, and what 

he saw. Avery different life this was, 

you will say, from his life in London. 
Truly it was, and an improvement 
upon it, I think. 

If you are curious to know how so 
many strangers could dispose of them- 

selves during the night as well as find 
work through the day, I must tell you 

that some few of them obtained lodgings 

in the village where Charley had bought 
his two three-penny loaves. But, for 

the greater part of them, Mr. Hammond 
had fitted up an empty barn and an— 

out-house as sleeping-places, and in one 

of these the men and boys were not 
uncomfortably lodged, while the other 

c
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was reserved for the women and chil- 

dren. This was a rude and rough 
makeshift, no doubt, for those who 
were accustomed to better home ac- 
commodation; but as to poor little 
Nobody’s Own, he quite enjoyed the 
clean, sweet straw on which he lay, 
and the coarse sheets provided for his 
use. And so it is no wonder that, with 
the novelty of industrious work, the 
sweet and fresh country air, the whole- 
some bread on which he dined and 
supped the day before, and broke his 
tast the morning after, and the refresh- 
ing sleep he had enjoyed in the barn, 
—it is no wonder, I say, that on the 
second day of his new toil, he wished 
hop-picking would last all the year 
round. 

There are more sides than one to 
every true picture of life, however; and 
my description of a hop-garden in pick- 
ing-time would not be complete if I were 
not te speak of wet and uncomfortable,
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as well as of fine, dry, and sunny days. 

Sometimes the cold air, especially in 
the morning, is very nipping, and the 
hop-pickers are glad to wrap themselves 

up in coats and cloaks to keep them- 

selves tolerably comfortable. Worse 
than this, thick mists or fine drizzling 

rain cover them with moisture, or a 

pouring rain descends, and drives the 
hop-pickers to take shelter where they 
can. These are some of the disagree- 
able things of a hop-garden. 

It happened, however, thatthe autumn 
at which our story begins was very fine, 

and Charley was not subjected to much 
inconvenience from the weather. 

Mr. Hammond kindly fulfilled his pro- 
mise in at first taking the little fellow 
in hand, and letting it be seen that he 
took an interest in him. He took care 
to provide him with a berth, or sleeping 
place, in the barn with the other men 
and boys; and on the second day 
Charley was paid a little more money 

C2
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in advance for the purchase of food. 
So far, therefore, little Nobody’s Own 
got on very happily and well. It was 
almost the first time in his life that he 
had known anyone to care for him in 

ever so slight a degree, and the feeling 

it produced in his mind was a very 
strange one. 

But Iam sorry to say that the poor 

boy did not receive the same kindness 
from every one around him. ‘There was 

Martin, the foreman, who was a little 

jealous of the notice taken of Charley 

by his master, and who spoke roughly 
to him, and found more fault than was 

perhaps quite necessary with Charley’s 

picking He did not choose to think 
that it was new work to the boy, and 
that gentle words would have done 

more good in this case than harsh 
blame. 

There were others also who were not 
very good-natured to Nobody’s Own. 
They spoke of him as a common va-
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grant and vagabond, and called him a 
“young beggar,” and wanted to know 
what business he had to be working 

with decent people. I fear it was 
Charley’s friendless state which promp- 
ted them to be thus unkind. They 
might perhaps have looked round and 
seen in the hop-garden others whom 
they could as justly have called va- 
grants ; but these had companions who 
cou'd have taken their part, and No- 
body’s Own had, as they. thought, 
nobody to take his part, at any rate 
when Mr. Hammond was out of sight 
and hearing. 

They were a little mistaken in this, 
though. Very near the little fellow, 
as he stood at work, was a poor woman, 
whose home was in the village. She 
was a widow, and had _ experienced 
much sorrow in the course of her life; 

but her troubles had not hardened her 
heart and blunted her feelings for others, 
and she soon began to feel great sym-
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pathy towards the poor little orphan 
boy by her side. She felt for his lone- 
liness, because she herself was lonely ; 

and she pitied his ignorance, because 
she saw that he was in danger of 
perishing for lack of knowledge. 

Mrs. Smith (for that was the poor 
widow’s name) was a humble, loving 
Christian; and she was one of those 

who are not satisfied with being Chris- 
tians themselves, but are anxious that 

all around them should know the bles- 
sedness of having God for a reconciled 
Father, through faith in the Lord Jesus 

Christ. No wonder, then, that this 

Christian woman felt for poor little 
Nobody’s Own, and was not ashamed 
to show him such little kind acts as 
were in her power. So at dinner-time, 
when the boy had only his dry bread 
to eat, Mrs. Smith made a point of 
giving him a cup of tea out of her little 
teapot, and at other times she ad- 
dressed a few gentle wordstohim. This
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went on for several days, and then the 
poor widow had it in her power to 
befriend Nobody’s Own yet more effec- 
tually. How it happened we must 
now tell, 

IV. 

HOW CHARLEY FOUND A GOOD FRIEND. 

We are now to tell how Mrs. Smith, 

the poor widow, became more and more 

the friend of Charley. The little fellow 
was quick and active, and was desirous 
of earning as much money as he could; 

but, somehow or other, he did not get 

on very well. It was strange work to 
him, and he did not pick as many 

bushels in a day as he wished to do. 

It was such slow work, he began to 

think, and he was in a fidget to get 
away from it; he got quite tired of 

standing so long with the basket before 

him, and wanted to have a good run, to
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stretch his legs and cheer his spirits. 
Now all this was very natural, for little 

Nobody’s Own had never, in all his life, 

been so confined to one spot from day to 

day; but had been in the habit of roam- 
ing about wherever he pleased, with no 
one to stop his movements. 

You will not much wonder, therefore, 

that, after a little while, the poor boy 
became careless in his work. He was 
worse than careless. ‘‘ What’s the use 
of being so particular?” he thought to 
himself; and so, by design, he heaped 
his basket with almost entirely unpicked 
bunches of flowers, hoping that the 
measurer would not find out his trick 
of filling his basket without trouble. 
But Charley was mistaken; and the con- 
sequence was that Mr. Martin scolded 
him very severely, as well as ordered 
him to go over his work again. He 
also threatened that if he had any more 
trouble with the ‘‘ young vagabond,” as 
he called the boy, he would turn him
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out of the hop-garden, whether Mr. 
Hammond liked it or not. 

Mrs. Smith heard all this, and she 
tried to speak a word or two on the 
boy’s behalf. 

“T do believe you would speak up 
for anybody, Mrs. Smith,” said Martin. 

‘J don’t know about that, Mr. Mar- 
tin,” said the widow; ‘‘but it is plain 
to be seen that little Charley has not 
had much good teaching, and we should 
make allowances for him.” 

“Tt is all very well to talk about 
making allowances,” grumbled the fore- 
man, as he walked away to the next 
bin, “but I reckon if you had to 
measure instead of pick, you would not 
stand being cheated more than any of 
the rest of us.” 

Mrs. Smith did not think it necessary 
to answer Mr. Martin,-—in truth, she 
was paying more attention to the boy, 
who was sullenly walking away. In 
another moment, the kind woman had
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followed him, and laid her hand gently 
on his arm. 

‘Where are you going, Charley?” 
she asked. 

“Right away,” said Nobody’s Own, 
angrily, and his countenance was dark 

and angry too. 
“Ah, I thought so; and you do not 

mean to work any more, is not that it?” 
“Yes; Iam not going to stand being 

scraped down, as that man scraped me 

down,” said Charley. 
“You mean that he scolded you; and 

you do not like being scolded, I dare 
say. But then you should remember 

that you deserved it; you deserved it 
a little, did you not, Charley?” 

“*T don’t care!” said the boy’ 

“‘Oh, I would not say that, if I were 

you, Charley. I am sure you will care 

when you think a little more about it. 

And, you know, if you go away and 

leave your work, you will lose the money 

you have already earned.”
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Nobody’s Own had it on his tongue 
to say again that he did not care; but, 

strange as it may seem, he refrained 

from doing so, because he knew Mrs. 
Smith did not like to hear him use those 
words. 

“And what will you do if you go 
away without any money, Charley?” 
Mrs. Smith asked. 

“Tl go back to London,” he said ; 
“T can beg my way there.” 

“Charley, don’t do that,” said the 

poor widow, tenderly. 

“Why not?” he demanded, looking 
up into his kind friend’s face with a sort 
of mixed curiosity and doubt. It wasa 

tone in which he was very little used 
to be spoken to. ‘Why not?” he 
repeated. 

‘“* Because it would make me very 
sorry, Charley.” 

“TY don’t know why you should be 
sorry about me,” said Nobody’s Own; 
“JT aren’t anything to anybody.”
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“Yes, you are, Charley; you are 
something to yourself, you know; and 
you are something to me, too; and I 

should be very sorry for you to go away 
in this manner.” 

“* Why ?” asked the boy, with increas- 
ing wonder. 

“Because I feel for you, poor Char- 

ley; and—and Charley, don’t go away. 
I want you to stop and earn money like 

an honest, good boy; I don’t want you to 
be an idle beggar-boy.”” And the gentle- 
hearted woman took Charley by the 

hand, and looked down upon the puzzled 
face which was turned up inquiringly, 

as though to meet her gaze. 

Oh, there is such power in loving 
looks. and loving words! Nobody’s 
Own felt this power. His kind friend 

did not hold him tightly at all; but 

he had no wish to break away from 
her. 

“What does it matter?” he said, at 

length, looking down on the ground.
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“*\Will you stop to please me, onan 
ley?” asked the widow. 

‘There was a little struggle, and then 
Nobody’s Own felt himself conquered. 
He suffered himself to be led back to 
his basket; but Mrs. Smith had not 
yet done with him. 

“Come now, Charley,” she said; 
‘let us see why Mr. Martin found fault.” 

‘his was easily seen; and between 
laughing and crying, the boy stood by 
while his friend held up one long bunch 
after another of unpicked hops, and col- 
lected handfuls of leaves as well, which 
he had dropped into his basket. 

‘*No wonder Mr. Martin scolded,” 
said Mrs. Smith; “suppose we see 
what we can do to quiet him;” and 
then, with Charley’s help, removing the 
basket close to her now empty bin, she 
carefully picked the hops again. Itwasa 
sad waste of time, but it was done at last. 

I think this act of kindness had even 
more effect upon Charley than Mrs,
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Smith’s kind words. ‘ Words,” he 

might have argued, ‘“‘do not cost any- 
thing; but to give an hour of precious 
time, and lose money by it, when there 

was no occasion for her to be troubled 
about me—that is something I do not 
understand.” 

No, the poor ignorant, vice-nurtured 
boy, did not understand it. e did not 
know that where the love of Christ is 
shed abroad in the heart by God’s good 
Spirit, it makes the heart soft and loving 
towards all men; so that a true Chris- 
tian will be kindly affectioned, and for- 
giving, and helpful, not only to the good 
and gentle, but to the froward. 

But though the boy did not wder- 
stand it—being so different from anything 
he had ever before seen—he could and 
did feel it. ‘It is very good of you, 
Mrs. Smith, it is,’ he said, when she 
had completed her task; ‘‘and I’ll do 
them better next time.” 

“IT am glad to hear you say so,



NOBODY'S OWN. 47 

Charley,” said she, with a smile; ‘ and 

if you would like to come and pick with 
me—this is a double bin, you see, and 
there is no one at the other end—I’ll 
ask Mr. Martin to let you. Then I 
shall see if you do it all right.” 

After that time, Charley took his 
stand with Mrs. Smith at the same bin; 
and, perhaps, for the first time almost 
in his memory, he began to feel how 
pleasant it would be to be Somebody’s 
Own, instead of Nobody’s Own. 

For the poor widow had a pleasant 
way, not only of talking herself so as to 
interest the boy, but she induced him 
to talk too, and so he was drawn on to 

tell his new friend about his various 
adventures in London. Much of this 
was scarcely worth telling or hearing, 
truly ; and many things which he told, 
with a kind of wicked glee, were 
what he would probably have been 
ashamed to boast about if he had not 
been a very ignorant boy. But it was
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in patiently listening to him that Mrs. 
Smith gained his confidence, and gave 

her the opportunity of telling him what 

was indeed worth hearing, but which had 

never before entered into his thoughts. 

You may be sure that this friendship 

between Mrs. Smith and Nobody’s Own 

did not pass without some remarks from 

those around; and there were those 

who sneered and professed to wonder 
who their neighbour would ‘‘take up 

with next.” But the kind woman did 

not answer their sneering remarks. I 
dare say she remembered that, when the 
Lord Jesus Christ was on earth, He 

was sneered at too, and called ‘‘a friend 

of sinners,” because He went about doing 

good, and did not turn from those who 
were ‘‘ignorant and out of the way.” 
And she might have remembered (I think 
she did) that, in this as well as in other 

respects, He set His disciples anexample 

“that they should follow His steps.”
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V. 

SUNDAY ON THE HOP-GROUNDS. 

Sundays on hop-grounds arefrequently 
not only idle, but mischievous days. 
The people who are gathered together 

are not generally disposed to “improve 
the day that God has blessed.” Those 

who come from a distance, and espe- 
cially the tramps and wandering hop- 
pickers, of whom I have spoken, are 

little inclined to attend public worship ; 
and they have an excuse ready at hand, 

namely, that they have no clothes fit to 
goin. If they have Sunday garments, 
they do not bring them to the hops 
gardens. It is to be feared, however, 

they have no disposition to attend to 
religion. Of course, it isnot so with all, 

but Iam telling of the many, and am 

writing of what I have seen and known. 
Instead, therefore, of making the 

Sundays days of rest and refreshment 
D
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to their souls and bodies, many of the 

hop-pickers make use of them for roam- 
ing about without any object but that 

of ‘‘ killing time,” which hangs heavily 
on their hands. Others have even a 
worse object than this in view, for they 
are tempted, by the sight of gardens 
and orchards of fine fruit, to be dis- 

honest. Others, again, engage in sports 

and games, which are sadly opposed 
to the design of the Lord’s-day; and 
yet, others, or perhaps the greater part 
of them, spend as much of the day as 
they can, and as much money as they 
can as well, in neighbouring public- 
houses, and, of course, in drinking. 

Meanwhile, the women are employed 

in minding the children they have 

brought with them, and in sitting in 

the sunshine, gossiping, or often in 

mending clothes. Sundays, too, in 

hop-picking time, are often quarrel- 

some days; for when the people have 

no useful occupation for hands and
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minds, and no desire to learn what is 

good, they generally practice what is 

bad, and this leads to quarrels. 
Mr. Hammond knew all this, and as 

he was a pious man he did what he 

could to remedy the evils of hop-picking 

time on his own farm. For one thing, 
he required his pickers to leave off work 

at noon on every Saturday, that they 
might have time to prepare for the next 

day, and that any who came from the 
distance of a few miles only might re- 

turn home if they pleased. On Sun- 
day morning he was up early, and walked 
into his hop grounds with a supply 
of tracts in his hand, which he dis- 

tributed to those who could read; and 

as he selected interesting narrative- 
tracts, there was no difficulty in getting 
rid of them profitably to those who re- 
ceived them. Through the day, might 
be seen at intervals, little groups of the 
pickers gathered round one of their num- 
ber, who was reading aloud to the rest. 

DZ
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Then, some time after breakfast, the 

pious hop-grower made a point of walk- 
ing again into his grounds, and inquir- 
ing if any of the people were going to 
public worship; and as the answer he 
received in most instances was the ex- 
cuse I have already mentioned, or some 
other, he was in the habit of proposing 
to read out of the Bible to as many as 
were disposed to listen to him. In this 
way he was sure to get a good many 

hearers ; and it was pleasant to see the 
employer standing under the shade of 
a large tree, with men, women, and 

children, some standing and some sit- 
ting on the ground quietly around him, 
while he read some portion of the Gos- 
pels or Epistles, in a clear voice, and 
sometimes spoke a few words to them 
about what he was reading. 

Mr. Hammond did this on the first 
Sunday after Charley became one of 
his hop-pickers, and the little fellow, 
being curious to know what was going
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on, first of all joined the group, and 
then gradually crept into the inner 

circle, very close to his master, just 
as he was opening his pocket-Bible. 

‘Nice manners you’ve brought with 
ye,” said a man who was standing by ; 
and he would have thrust Nobody’s 
Own back again, if Mr. Hammond had 

not prevented him. 
“No, no,” he said, kindly, ‘‘ there is 

plenty of room here. Let the little 
fellow stand by me.” Charley then 

stood close by while Mr. Hammond 

read a chapter or two from one of the 

Gospel narratives. He listened very 

attentively; and when Mr. Hammond 

had finished reading, the poor boy went 

away by himself. 
There was a shady copse on one side 

of the hop-garden, where the pickers 

had been at work during the week, with 

a pleasant stream running through it, 

and thither Nobody’s Own turned his 

steps. I do not know why he chose
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to go there, but perhaps it was because 
he felt lonely, and wished to get away 
from those who did nat seem to care 
for him. 

He very soon reached the place, and 
then he sat down on the bank of the 
stream, close to the foot-path, and 
began to turn over in his mind all that 
had happened to him since he left 
London. He thought of his weary jour- 

ney along the dusty roads; the repulses 
and threatenings he had sometimes 
met with when he begged on his way; 
his night’s rest under the haystack ; the 
unkindness of some in the garden, and 

the kindness of his master and the poor 
widow. Then he thought of what he 
had just been hearing. He did not un- 
derstand:-it all, indeed he understood 

but little of it, for the poor boy was 
very ignorant, and the very plainness of 

the Bible was new and strange to him, 
for he had lived to be nine years old and 

did not even know what a Bible was.
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But what he had heard and partly 
understood filled him with wonder, and 

gave him much to think about. He 
had heard of Him whom Mr. Hammond 
called Jesus, of whom kind Mrs. Smith 

had once or twice spoken, and the same, 
he supposed, whose name he had some- 
times heard in the streets or lodging- 

houses mixed up with oaths, but before 
this in no other way. Well, he had 

heard of Jesus having healed a man 

who was very bad with the leprosy 
(what that meant, he did not know), 

and had cured a woman who was very 

ill with the fever, only by touching them. 

What was more wonderful still, Charley 
remembered this same Jesus had made 
aman well, whom He did not see, by 

only speaking a word. And yet (and I 
dare say this was the most wonderful 
part of it all to Nobody’s Own) Jesus 

had declared Himself to be so poor as 

not to have a place in which to lay His 

head.



56 NOBODY’S OWN. 

“Tf I had been in His place, wouldn’t 

J have made them pay me for curing 

them!” thought he; and this was what 
the poor boy did not understand. 

But the very poverty of which he had 
heard gave a sort of charm to the story. 
He could understand that, and it came 

into his mind that if Jesus were to come 
along now, he would not mind speaking 

to Him. He didnot suppose, from what 
he had heard, that this wonderful Being 
would be too proud, as many were, or 
ashamed, to be seen talking to a poor 
boy, whom nobody owned or cared for. 

And then the little fellow began to 

cry. He was unhappy, though he did 

not know what ailed him. Perhaps the 

scenes through which he had passed, 
and the knowledge which had come to 

him, little as it was, overpowered him, 

and made him feel more helpless and 

more alone in the world than ever. 

He began to wish he had not come 
away from London.
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Charley was in the midst of his dis- 
tress, when he heard himself called by 
name, and, looking back, he saw the poor 

widow close by. 
She had come to seek him. Poor, 

simple Christian that she was, she had 
been thinking much of the little London 
vagrant all the morning. While at 
public worship, his image had come 

before her mind, and she had reproached 
herself that she had not asked him to 

her cottage that day. In short, Mrs. 

Smith thought so much about Nobody’s 
Own, that she could not be satisfied 

without looking after him as soon as 

the service was over. She had accord- 
ingly sought him among the other hop- 

pickers, but in vain, until some one told 
her that the boy had gone towards the 
copse. Thither, therefore, she followed 
him. Where she met him, and how 

she comforted him, will be related in 

our next chapter.
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Vi. 

MORE ABOUT THE HOP-GARDENS. 

You may wonder what there could be 
in a child like Nobody’s Own to induce 
any one to notice him; and I can only 
account for the poor widow’s conduct 
by repeating that she was, in heart and 
soul, a disciple of a very kind and loving 
Master, and loved to follow Hisexample. 
Now, the Lord Jesus Christ said, when 

He was on earth, that He came to seek 

and to save those who were lost; and 

Mrs. Smith could but know that Charley 
was a poor, sinful, lost boy ; and she felt 

a strong desire to bring the knowledge 
of Jesus home to his heart, as well as 

to show. kindness to him in other ways. 

So Mrs. Smith sought the poor lonely 

boy; and when she saw that he was 

crying, she asked what ailed him. 

He did not. know, he said; and he 

seemed so ashamed at having been found
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in tears, that the widow wisely took no 
further notice of this fact, but told the 

boy, in a cheerful, encouraging voice, 
that she had come into the hop-garden 
on purpose to ask him to go home with 

her and share her dinner. 
Nobody’s Own started to his feet at 

once, and said he was ready to go; but 
before he had taken another step, he 
looked down and hesitated, and said, 

‘No, I think I’d better not.” 

“Why not, Charley?” his friend asked. 
‘Because I am not fit to go into 

your house, or anybody’s,” said the 
boy. He was evidently comparing his 

ragged, dirty garments with the neat 
and tidy dress of the poor widow. Mrs. 

Smith saw why he hesitated. 
“Never mind about your clothes, 

Charley,” she said; ‘‘I do not mind it, 

and there will be no one else to take 
any notice of you. And, by-and-bye, 

when you get your hopping money, you 

will be able to buy better.”
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Charley did not make any further 
objection, but went with Mrs. Smith 
to her home; and, for the first time in 

his life, he sat down toa dinner-table 

with a clean cloth upon it; and though 
the fare was very homely, it was delicious 
to him, especially as it was accompanied 

by so much kindness. 
It should, however, be said, that 

before they sat down to dinner, the 
generous woman induced her little guest 

to wash himself well with soap and 

water, and took the trouble to comb his 

tangled hair; and this made a great 
improvement in his appearance. 

Mrs. Smith’s cottage was small and 

scantily furnished, but it was clean; 

and to Nobody’s Own, who was familiar 

only with the most wretched and filthy 

lodging-houses of London, it seemed a 

very desirable place to live in; and 

presently, when he began to feel him- 

self at home (which did not take long 

to bring about), he said so.
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“it is a comfortable home for me, 

Charley,” said the poor widow, ‘and 

I hope I am thankful for it. But I 
have had some trouble to go through 
here; and she sighed. 
‘Have you, though ?” said the boy. 
‘*Yes, indeed. When I first came 

to live here I was a youn woman, and 

had a good husband; then after a time, 

IT had a dear little baby.” 

“They were not troubles, were they?” 
asked Nobody’s Own, briskly. 

*“ No, indeed, Charley; they were. 
great blessings and comforts. But 
God saw fit to take them away, first 
my little girl, and then my husband” 
—the widow’s voice faltered a little 
when she said this; “and then, when 
my husband was gone, I was very poor.” 
Mrs. Smith then went on to tell the 
listening boy, in her simple way, how 
she had been supported by her Heavenly 

Father, and was able to rejoice, even 

in the midst of sorrow.
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“ But I did not bring you here to tell 
you about my troubles,” she added; 
and then she asked him if he liked 
looking at pictures 

Charley was somewhat at home on 
this subject, for one of his few amuse- 

ments in London had been to look in 
at the windows of picture-shops; so he 
said gaily, ‘Don’t I!” adding, ‘I 
like the funny ones best.” 

Mrs. Smith made no remark upon 
this, but she took down from a shelf an 

old volume of the “‘ Pilgrim’s Progress,” 

which had a great many curious, old- 
fashioned engravings init. And Charley 
was soon occupied in examining them, 
while the widow sat opposite to him, 
partly reading her Bible, and partly 

watching the countenance of her young 
visitor, who occasionally broke out into 
a cry of delight when he found any- 
thing very amusing 

** Would you like to know what the 
pictures are about?” asked Mrs. Smith.
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Charley thought he should; and, thus 
encouraged, the good woman gave the 
little fellow a sort of outline of Christian’s 
journey from the City of Destruction to 
the Celestial City, and explained what 
it meant. She took occasion, while 

doing this, to show Charley that all 
people are born in the City of Destruc- 
tion; and that the Bible is given to 

them to show how they may escape 

from the wrath to come. These sub- 
jects are very likely familiar to the ears 
of our young readers, and perhaps to 
their thoughts; but they must remem- 
ber that poor little Nobody’s Own had 
never heard of them until within a few 
days of that Sunday. No wonder, 
therefore, that his mind was confused, 

and that he mixed up in his thoughts 
the London he had left behind with the 
City of Destruction ; and was curious to 
know whether the way to the Celestial 
City lay through Kent. 

Mrs. Smith smiled at first, and then



64 NOBODY’S OWN. 

sighed, when Charley put this question. 

She smiled at the address of the ques- 
tion, and sighed at the deep darkness 
of mind it showed. Perhaps, also, she. 

felt a little troubled to think that her 
attempts to instruct the poor boy were 
so imperfect. She was not mortified, 
however, for the poor widow was hum- 
ble, and had a low opinion of her own 
abilities. 

“T tell you what, Charley, you and 

Thad better go up to Mr. Hammond’s 
large kitchen this evening,” she said. 

‘“What for?” Charley wanted to 
know. 

“Why, have they not told you that 
Mr. Hammond opens his great kitchen 
every Sunday evening, all the while hop- 
picking lasts, for reading the Bible?” 

“No, they never told me,’ said 
Nobody’s Own. ‘This was indeed true; 
but if he had stayed a little longer after 
Mr. Hammond had finished reading in 
the morning, he would have heard it.
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“Well, it is so, whether you have 

heard it or not,” said Mrs. Smith; 

‘‘and it is done that the hop-pickers 

who come from a distance, and will not 

go toa place of worship on Sundays, 

may have the opportunity of hearing 

the Gospel, and so not go away as 

ignorant as they came.” ‘‘ But, poor 

boy,”—thought the widow to herself,— 

“T suppose he does not know what I 

mean; it isall so strange to him.” And 

Tammuch mistaken if the pious woman 

did not then put up a prayer to God 

that He would be pleased to open little 

Charley’s eyes, so that he might see 

wondrous things out of His law. 

Whether he understood Mrs. Smith 
or not, Nobody’s Own made no objec- 

tion to her proposal; and accordingly, 

after what she called an early cup of 
tea, she put on her bonnet and shawl, 

and, leading Charley by the hand, 

walked across the fields to Mr. Ham- 

mond’s farm. And it was pleasant to 
E
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see how the little wayward fellow, who 
had never before submitted to any 
guidance but that of his own will, 

yielded himself up to ‘his newly-found 
friend, and did as she desired. Harsh- 

ness and scorn would have had no 
other effect upon him but that of hard- 
ening his heart against instruction; but 
kindness and Christian love melted 
him. 

But do not think that it was alto- 
gether naturally pleasant to Mrs. Smith 

to be seen walking hand in hand with 
a ragged little boy, and so provoking 

the laughter, and almost the contempt, 

of every one she met; and it so hap- 

pened that she fell in with a good many 
of her fellow-villagers that fine evening, 

who did notatallconceal the amusement 
they derived from the sight. No person 
likes to be ridiculed; and Mrs. Smith 

felt pained, though not ashamed; and I 
think she was more anxious to keep the 
little fellow from perceiving the atten-
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tion they excited than to avoid notice 
on her own account. 

Mr. Hammond’s large kitchen was 

very well filled with the hop-pickers 
that evening. Iam sorry to say, how- 
ever, that poor little Nobody’s Own did 

not hear much of the Bible reading; 
for soon after it was commenced, he 

closed his eyes through weariness, and 
before it was finished, he had sunk into 

a deep slumber, with his head on the 

widow’s lap, as he sat on the floor at 

her feet. 

VII. 

CHARLEY'S HOP-PICKING COMES TO AN 

UNEXPECTED END. 

One afternoon in the following week, 
Mr. Hammond was going round his 

hop-garden, and looking on at the hop- 

pickers, when he came to Mrs. Smith, 

who was alone at her bin. 
“I do not see your little companion, 

E2
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Mrs. Smith; he is not playing truant, is 
he?” 

“No, sir; Charley has been very 

poorly ever since the morning; he has 

a dreadful bad headache, and looks heavy 
and scared-like ; so I gave him a little 
tea, and wrapped him up warm.” 

“Where is he, then ?” 

He was lying under the hedge, the 

poor widow said, and if her master 

would be kind enough to look at him, 

she would feel obliged, for poor Nobody’s 
Own seemed to her to be really ill. 

Of course Mr. Hammond would look 

at the boy, and he went directly with 

the poor woman to the place where she 

had laid him. He had not made a fuss 

about nothing, that was plain, for his 

face was fevered and flushed, his eyes 

were heavy, and he groaned feebly, 
while he kept on saying, ‘‘ Oh, my head, 

my head!” 

‘“What is to be done with the poor 

little fellow?” asked Mr. Hammond,
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stooping down, and taking Charley by 
the hand. 

Mrs. Smith did not very well know, 
only she thought it would be no harm 
if the doctor were to see him. “He 
may have got a fever,” she said. 

‘“He has a fever, I am afraid,” said 
Mr. Hammond in a low tone, so as not 

to be overheard by any besides the poor 
widow. 

‘And it may be catching, you know, 
sir,” continued Mrs. Smith, in an equally 
guarded tone. 

“Do you mind staying by him till I 
return with the doctor?” asked Mr. 
Hammond, adding that he would pay 
her for, the trouble and loss of time. 
The poor widow did not need this in- 
ducement, however; she sat down by 

Charley’s side, and tried to comfort 
him; but his pain was evidently in- 
creasing, for he moaned more sadly than 
before, and closed his eyes, which could 
no longer endure the light. It was a



70 NOBODY’S OWN. 

great relief to Mrs. Smith when her 
employer returned with the doctor. 

“You must not let anybody come 
near the boy,” said this gentleman, 
when he had examined his tongue and 
skin and eyes, and felt his pulse. 

“Ah! I was afraid,’ Mrs. Smith 

began; but the doctor did not listen 

very patiently. 

“Where has the boy been sleeping 
lately?” he asked. 

“In my barn,” replied Mr. Ham- 
mond. 

“He must not sleep there again,” 

said the doctor; ‘‘and I will not be 

answerable now for any mischief that 
may already have been done. How 

could you—-I mean it is very unfor- 
tunate. The poor fellow has some 
friends with him, I suppose.” 

‘**T am sorry to say he has no friends, 
either here or anywhere else, Iam afraid. 

He says he is Nobody’s Own,” replied 
Mr. Hammond.
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‘*Nobody’s Own, indeed! Hewill be 

somebody’s own soon, I should not 
wonder, if we do not take care,” said 

the doctor; and by this I suppose he 

meant that poor Charley was danger- 
ously ill, And having said this, he 
drew Mr. Hammond aside. They spoke 
together very long and earnestly: then 
they returned to where the boy was 
lying, and the widow saw that her em- 
ployer was much agitated. 

““He must not be allowed to perish 
for want of care and attention,” he said. 

“Of course not, sir; but the question 
is, what to do with him,—where to take 

him. If you send him to the parish 
workhouse,—you know what sort of 
place that is,—the disease will spread 
through the house, and then—” 

‘No, no,” said Mr. Hammond; ‘“‘he 

must be carried to my own house; and 
we must do the best we can for him 
there.” 

“You must not do anything of the
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kind, sir,’ said the doctor. ‘‘ You have 

a house full of young people and ser- 

vants; and if they should take the 
disorder you would never forgive me, 
nor yourself either.” 

*‘T should never forgive myself if I 

were to allow this poor boy to die,” 
said Mr. Hammond. 

Mrs. Smith heard this conversation, 

and she looked so anxiously and inquir- 
ingly towards the gentlemen that Mr. 

Hammond observed it. ‘‘ IT understand 
you, Mrs. Smith,” he said; ‘but Iam 

afraid you can do nothing to help us 
here.” 

‘I beg you pardon, gentlemen, for 
being so bold,” said the widow; ‘‘ but 

may I ask what you think ails the poor 
little fellow ?” ; 

“Can you keep asecret, Mrs. Smith?” 
asked the doctor. 

‘Tf there is any occasion, sir, I can,” 
she replied. 

“Well, I think you can; and there is
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occasion; so I may as well tell you at 
once that the boy seems sickening for 
the small-pox,” said the doctor, looking 

round first to make sure he could not 

be overheard. ‘‘ And another thing is,” 
he continued, ‘“‘we don’t know what to 

do with him.” 

‘* Poor little fellow !’? murmured the 
widow; and then she added, firmly, 

“Til take him in, sir.” 

“You, Mrs. Smith!” cried her em- 

ployer; “‘ you do not mean that you 
will take him home with you ?” 

Yes, she did mean this; she was a 

solitary woman, she said; and she 

had a spare room in her cottage, and 
was willing to take charge of the sick 

boy. 
“But think again;—if this should 

turn out to be what we fear, think of 

the danger.” 
‘*Somebody must risk that danger, 

sir,” said the widow ; ‘‘and I am willing 

to doit. And perhaps there would not
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be any danger to me; for I believe Iwas 
vaccinated for the—” 

“You need not mention the word,” 

said the doctor, hastily. “‘ They say 

that leaves have ears; and we may be 

mistaken, you know.” : 

“Well, sir, any way, if you will 

trust the boy with me, I will nurse him 
as well as I can,” she said. 

** Really,’ rejoined the doctor, ‘‘ Iam 

sure we cannot do better than accept this 
offer. Mrs. Smith’s cottage stands by 

itself; and we can trust her discretion.” 

“Tf it must be so, it must,” said Mr. 

Hammond; ‘‘and I will take care that 
Mrs. Smith shall have all the help I 

can give; but I do not like it. The 
poor boy is in my employ, and it seems 
selfish in me to—” 

“Tt is better that he should be in my 

cottage than in your house, sir,” said 

Mrs. Smith; “‘ and, if you please, gentle- 

men, we had better take him there at 

once.”
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I shall not repeat any more of this 
conversation; it is enough to say that 
Nobody’s Own was, that same hour, 

taken to the widow’s cottage, and laid 
on a comfortable bed, while Mrs. Smith 

devoted herself to the duty she had 

undertaken. 
Poor little Nobody’s Own! He was 

scarcely conscious how he got there; 

and before many hours had passed 

away, he knew still less of all that was 
going on around him. But there was a 

confused and strange feeling in his mind 

that he had got into a new kind of world 

—a world in which somebody, instead 

of nobody, cared for him. 

VIII. 

NOBODY'S OWN HAS KINDNESS SHOWN 

HIM BY STRANGERS. 

Nobody’s Own—but I shall not call 

him by this name any more, for it is no
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longer suitable; so I must begin afresh. 
Charley, without another name, was 

very ill indeed. He became rapidly 

worse after his removal to Mrs. Smith’s 
cottage; and in a few hours it was 
beyond doubt that he had the small- 
pox. . 

It was never known how he became 
infected with this sickness; but it was 

the doctor’s opinion that he brought it 

with him from London, or “ picked it 
up,” as he said, on his way down. 

However this might be, I may say here 
that it did not make its appearance 

among the other hop-pickers after 

Charley was removed. This was a great 

wonder to Mr. Hammond, and a cause 

for much thankfulness. 
Yes, the little fellow was very il; 

and for more than a week his recovery 

was scarcely expected. It was sad to 
see him in such pain as he endured, and 

his countenance so swollen and altered 
with disease. He was very restless,
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too; and often, when so delirious that 

he did not know where he was or what 

he said, he seemed to fancy himself tor- 

mented by ugly things, which he said 
were swarming in his bed, and mocking 
him with horrid looks. At these times 

he declared that he would not lie there 

any longer for anybody, but that he 
would get up and run away back to 

London, where he should be safe. 

The poor widow, therefore, had a 

painful and difficult task in nursing the 

wayward boy, but she did not regret 
having undertaken it. And when, after 

more than a week of very anxious watch- 

ing almost night and day, the little 
fellow began to amend, and to express his 
lively gratitude to his good nurse as soon 
as his consciousness returned, she felt 

more than recompensed for all her 

trouble and fatigue and care. 

Very nearly the first thing Charley 

asked for when he was only just strong 
enough to sit up in bed, was to be
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allowed to look at the picture-book he 
had seen on that Sunday afternoon of 

which we have spoken; and accordingly 
his good nurse put it into his hands. 

“Them’s the ugly things,” said the 

boy, as he turned over the pages till he 
stopped at one particular engraving. 

“What ugly things are you speaking 
about, Charley ?” 

He pointed to the picture; it was 

a representation of Christian passing 
through the Valley of the Shadow of 
Death. Those children who have read 
the ‘ Pilgrim’s Progress” will remem- 

ber, most likely, that Christian is said to 

have been much affrighted there with 
‘‘hobgoblins and satyrs and dragons of 
the pit.’ And in the picture which 
attracted Charley’s attention were seen 

a number of strange figures like nothing 

that anyone ever saw on earth, flitting 

about and crawling on the ground, very 

close to poor Christian. 

“Them’s the ugly things that crowded
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about the bed and a-top of me,” said 
the boy, shuddering at the remembrance. 

It was plain from this that the picture 
had made a great impression on his 
mind on first looking at it, and that 
his memory returned to it in his ill- 
ness. 

The nurse told him that it was only 
his disordered fancy; but Charley was 
at first hard to be persuaded that he 
had not been persecuted in that way. 
** T saw them as plain as anything,” he 
said; presently he admitted that he 
might be mistaken, he was, no doubt, 
if Mrs. Smith said he was. 

The pious woman began then further 
to tell Charley, as far as she was able, 

what the picture really represented. She 
read a few pages of the book to him, 
and explained that good people, even 
those who love God, are sometimes 

troubled with temptations and evil 

thoughts and suggestions, as they travel 
onwards in the spiritual journey; and
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that often, in the prospect of death, their 

fears are very great, but that God is able 

to deliver them from both temptations 
and fears, and to lead them safely to 
His heavenly kingdom. 

“T must read to you what a good 
man once set down about this,” she con- 

tinued, as she exchanged the book she 
had been holding in her hand for the 
Bible. And then she turned to the 

twenty-third Psalm, and read to Charley 
what is written there, ending with: 
“Yea, though I walk through the valley 
of the shadow of death, Iwill fear noevil; 

for thou art with me: thy rod and thy 

staff they comfort me.” 
Charley listened attentively, but he 

seemed to understand but little of what 
he heard; poor boy, his mind was very 
dark. All these things were so new to 
him, and so very, very strange. He was 

willing to believe that it was allright in 

some way, because Mrs. Smith told him 

about it, and he was ready to take for
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granted all that she said; but he could 
not understand it. 

At another time, when he was yet a 

little further recovered, Charley began 
to talk again about the book out of 

which his kind friend had read to him 
that Sunday afternoon, and also about 

what he had heard Mr. Hammond read 
on the Sunday morning. It was plain 

that these things had made an impres- 
sion on his mind, and that during the 

most painful part of his illness they 
had returned to it unbidden again and 
again. And this discovery encouraged 
Mrs. Smith to tell the poor boy more 

about the great love of God in sending 

His dear Son into the world to die for 
sinful men, and to recount the history 

of the Lord Jesus Christ from His birth 
at Bethlehem to His death on Calvary; 

and then to tell how Christ rose again 

from the dead and ascended to heaven, 

to carry on His great work of love and 
mercy there; and to send down the 

FP
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Holy Spirit to bring sinners to Himself, 
and to sanctify the souls of all who 

believe in Jesus. 
And the good and earnest teacher 

never failed—and oh, how lovingly !— 

to tell Charley that it was just such as 

he that Jesus came into the world to 
save and to bless; that His condescen- 

sion and compassion were so great that 

little children were encouraged to go to 

Him ; and that His gracious promise to 

them, as to all, is, ‘‘ Him that cometh 

to me I will in no wise cast out.” 

‘There were times when these instruc- 
tions seemed to make a strong impres- 
sion on the little fellow’s mind; and his 

great ignorance certainly began to give 
way as the simple knowledge of Bible 

truths entered into his mind. The pious 

widow was thus encouraged to go on, 

by little and little every day, as the 

invalid was able to bear conversa- 

tion without weariness. But at the 

same time she very well knew that all
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her teaching, or her’ attempts to teach, 

would be in vain without God’s blessing; 
and I have no doubt that, with many 
tears of anxious solicitude for the little 

homeless and almost friendless boy, she 

prayed that God, by His Holy Spirit, 

would fasten instruction upon Charley’s 

soul. 
I shall shortly have to tell how God 

was pleased to hear and answer these 

prayers; but I must now for a little 

while turn to another part of my story. 

Before I finish this chapter, however, 

it is right that I should say that Mr. 

Hammond did not neglect the sick boy. 

Every day through his illness he called 

to ask how he was getting on, and never 

without staying a few minutes to speak 

afew kind words to him as well as to 
the widow, and also to kneel down to 

utter a few earnest petitions to God on 

behalf of the sufferer. And he did not 
neglect his promise to supply Mrs. Smith 
with all that was necessary for the poor 

F 2



84 NOBODY’S OWN. 

boy in the way of nourishing food, which 
it was out of her power to provide. 

None of this could be done by the far- 
mer without a sacrifice, for at the busy 
time of hop-picking every moment was 
of value to him; but he did it cheer- 

fully, because the love of Christ was in 
his heart. 

It was Mr. Hammond, also, who en- 

gaged to pay the doctor for his services, 
though he might perhaps have thrown 
this burden upon the parish. But he 
would not do this, because the poor boy 
had been taken ill while in his service. 
It need not scarcely be added, that the 

just and honourable Christian farmer 
took care to make up to the poor widow, 
as far as money could do this, for the 
loss of her hop-picking earnings.
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IX. 

BREAD CAST UPON THE WATERS. 

“If you please, these are not my 
clothes,” said poor Charley. 

“Yes, they are, Charley. Master 
sent them for you. Your old ragged 
things are put quite away. We had 

to burn them, for fear of mischief when 

you got about again. You would not 
wish for anyone else to have taken the 
disease from your old clothes?” 

‘“No, I don’t want anyone else to 

have it; but—” and Charley was so 
very puzzled that he stopped short in 
what he was saying, and began to hold 
up one garment after another to the 
light. He could not hide the tears 
which came to his eyes. 

It was more than a month after the 
commencement of hop-picking, and the 
season was now over. The hop-gardens 

were deserted and bare, and the tall
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poles which had supported the hop- 
plants were standing in stacks against 
the wall. The hop-pickers, who had 
come from afar, had returned to their 

homes, so that, of them all, only little 

Charley remained behind. 
His illness had lasted long; but he 

was now slowly regaining strength, and 
had asked Mrs. Smith to allow him, 

not only to sit up in a comfortable 

chair, wrapped in a blanket, but to put 

on his clothes. She had therefore 

brought a bundle into the little bed- 
room, and at once opened it before him, 

for him to look at. 

No wonder Charley was astonished. 
Instead of the ragged garments in 
which he had made his first appearance 
in Mr. Hammond’s homestead, was a 

suit of stout new fustian, with bright 

yellow buttons, and warmly lined; three 
new shirts, and as many pairs of stock- 

ings; a pair of good shoes for his feet, 
and a new cap for his head.
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“They are yours,” repeated Mrs. 

Smith, after enjoying for a moment 

the boy’s surprise. ‘Mr. Hammond 

bought them for you. He said if you 

had not been taken ill you would have 

earned as much money as would have 

bought all these; and as it was not 

your fault that you were ill, and as we 

had to burn your old clothes, why, he 

thought it was only right, you know.” 

Charley did not reply. He seemed 

troubled in his mind 
“Don’t you like your new clothes, 

Charley?” asked the widow, rather 

disappointed, if the truth were known, 
that the little fellow did not break out 
at once into a burst of gladness. 

“Yes,” the boy murmured softly; ‘I 

should think I do!” And there was no 

doubt that he did. He put the new 

clothes on, however, with a little of his 

nurse’s help, and then said he should 

like to walk out of doors, if he might. 

It was a bright, warm day for that
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time of year, which was October, and 

Mrs. Smith thought it would perhaps 
do him good. ‘But do not go out of 
my little garden,” she said. 

“Not a little way on the road?” 
Charley asked. 
“You had better not, I think; do 

you not know why?” 
No, he did not, he said; only, if his 

nurse thought him not strong enough, 

he was sure he could walk farther than 
she fancied. 

That was not the reason, she said; 
and then, after a moment’s consider- 

ation, she took down a little looking- 
glass, and told Charley to look at his 
reflection in it. 

Was ever such a change in so short 
a time as poor Charley saw in himself 
then? He started back in alarm. “I 
know that isn’t me!” he said; for 
though you may suppose that the little 
fellow had never indulged in the luxury 
of dressing before a glass, he had often
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caught glimpses of his reflection from 

the looking-glasses in London shop 

windows, and well he might be aston- 
ished at his altered appearance. The 
very form of his countenance was 

changed, as he believed, and his hair, 

which was cut short when he was in the 

worst of his illness, had not yet grown 

again; all this, and more, Charley saw 

for the first time, and he understood 

why his kind nurse did not wish him 

to be seen by anyone on the road. 

And when convinced of this, he sat 

down and said, very despondingly, ‘‘ It 

is reg’lar spoiled, I am, anyhow.” 

“You will not be always like this, 

Charley,” said the widow, in a soothing 

tone; ‘‘as you get quite well and strong 

your natural colour will return, and you 

yourself will be accustomed to the 

change. But till then, you see, it will 

be better not to expose yourself too 

much to others. And, Charley, if your 

face is a little altered for the worse, as
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you may think, and your heart should 
be changed for the better, don’t, you 
think it will be all right then? For, 
Charley, my poor boy, it is only man 
that looks at the outward appearance: 

God looks at the heart.” 
But still Charley did not speak. It 

was not sullenness that kept him silent, 
nor ingratitude, nor disappointment, nor 
grief. The truth is, so many strange 
things had happened to him since he 

left London, and so much which he did 

not understand was going on not only 

around but within him, that he scarcely 
felt himself to be the same uncared-for, 

untaught boy, he had all his life known 
himself to be. It was this which kept 
him silent, and caused him to wonder 

in his heart what other strange things 

would next befall him. Huis mind was 

in confusion, and it was not all at once 

that he could disentangle his thoughts 

and feelings. 
te Se ae Rv a tt Hs a
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About a week after Charley had 
taken his first walk out of doors since 

his illness, he was sitting with his kind 

nurse in her cottage. It was in the 

dusk of evening, and having been read- 

ing and talking to Charley for some 
little time, Mrs. Smith now sat quietly 
watching his countenance in the fading 

light, for she thought he had been, and . 

still was, greatly moved that evening. 
The first to break this silence was the 

boy himself, who said, very abruptly, 

“These will not be of much use to me 

when I get there again.” 

“What do you mean, Charley?” 
asked his friend. 

‘“These clothes,” said he, looking 

down upon himself. 

“* When you get where, Charley?” 

“When I get back to London. Why, I 

shall soon be robbed of them, and—’’ 

somehow, he could not get on, the 

words would not come. . 

‘But what has put into your head
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that you are to get back to London? 
Are you so tired of living with me?” 
said Mrs Smith. 

Tired of living with her! Charley’s 
looks expressed more astonishment at 
the question than can well be put into 

words. 
“And why are you in such a dreadful 

hurry to get back to London?” she 
asked again. 

Charley sobbed out that he was not 
ina hurry to get back at all; but, of 
course, he would have to turn out now 
that he was well enough, and where 
was he to go but to London? it was 
the only place he knew anything about. 

“ And what shall you do, and where 
shall you go, when you get there?” 
Mrs. Smith asked still further. 

Charley did not know. He should 
have to go back to one of his old 
lodging-houses, he supposed, ‘‘ and— 
and be just Nobody’s Own again,” he 
added, in a subdued tone.
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“Charley, would you like to be Some- 
body’s Own?” 

“Yes; indeed I would, if I could.” 

“Would you rather go back to Lon- 
don, or would you be satisfied with 
staying here?” 

The boy looked upeagerly. ‘I would 
never go back to London if I could 
help it,” said he, sorrowfully. 

‘* Would you like to stay with me 
always, Charley?” continued the poor 
widow, with glistening eyes. 

“Tf you please, don’t,” pleaded the 
little fellow; ‘‘you are only making 
game of me,” and he looked very 
sorrowful. 

“But Iam not making game of you, 
Charley. I want you to stop here with 
me. You would be a comfort to me; 
and—and I cannot bear to think of 
your going back to that naughty London 
you have told me so much about. Stay 
with me, Charley—do!” 

It needed no more. In another
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moment the boy was leaning on his 
nurse’s arm sobbing — sobbing — but 
they were glad tears which he shed 
there. He was Nobody’s Own no 
longer. 

There is only a little more to tell, and 
that little may be told in a few words. 
A text is to be found in the Bible which 
says, ‘Cast thy bread upon the waters: 

for thou shalt find it after many days.” 
(Eccles. xi. 1.) The meaning ofthis is, 

that true-hearted and unselfish kindness 
is almost certain of some kind of return. 
And so the Lord Jesus Christ tells us 
that with what measure we mete, it 
shall be measured to us again—‘‘ good 
measure, pressed down, ‘and shaken 

together, and running over.” (Luke vi. 
38.) Especially when Christians, out 
of the love they have for their Lord and 
Master, strive to do good to the souls 

as well as the bodies of their ignorant 
and distressed fellow-creatures, we are 

quite sure that they will not lose their
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reward, though sometimes the good 
seed they sow may seem to remain 
long in the ground. 

Mrs. Smith never had reason to re- 

gret the kindness she had shown to the 

poor little outcast of the hop-garden. 
Long afterwards, when Charley was a 
man, he was the support as well as the 

comfort of her age; he called her his 
mother, and she loved him as her son. 

This was happiness to her; but, better 

even than this, the seed of heavenly 

truth which she had planted in his soul 
sprang up, by the Divine blessing, to 
bring forth fruit unto everlasting life. 

And those who in after life knew Charles 

Smith (for by this name he soon came 
to be called), as an intelligent, active, 

loving Christian man, would scarcely 
have conceived, until assured of the fact, 

that the early years of his boyhood were 
passed in scenes of vice and wretched- 
ness in a large city, when he was 
Nosopy’s Own.



PRAYER FOR DIVINE ASSISTANCE. 

ESUS, my Almighty Saviour, 
Prostrate at thy feet I lie; 

Humbly I entreat thy favour: 

Condescend to hear my cry. 

When I was to thee a stranger, 
Wandering in forbidden ways, 

From the paths of sin and danger 

Thou didst call me by thy grace. 

Let not, then, my foes confound me; 

Thou art allmy help and hope; 

Let thy arms of love surround me, 

Let thy mercy hold me up. 

Gracious Saviour, never leave me, 
While my toils and conflicts last; 

To thy kind embrace receive me, 
the storms of life are past! 

ONWIN PROTHERS, PRINTERS, LONDON AND CHILWORTIE.
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Neatly bound, and, with few exccptions, illustrated 

   

  

with Engravings, Nearly all are to be had at 

TILLINGS AND SIXPENCE, extra 

boards, gilt edges. - 

The following are by the Author of ‘ Jressica’s 
Firsr Prayer.” Fe cap. Svo. Engravings. 

  

Enoch Rodews Training. 

Designed to rebuke a presumptuous confidence 
in Prov idence, rectify the mistakes of an unen- 
lightened. mind, and encourage trustfulness in 
the ways and word of God. 

Fevit's Hollow. 

A story of humbie Iife, illustrating the power of 
faith in seasons of disappointment and loss, and 
the watchful care of God’s providence over those 
who fear him. The characters are sketched ina 
natural and vigorous manner, 

Pilgrim Street. 
It describes the homely life, the joys and sorrows, 
ofa poor Manchester family ; and in the rescue 
from the streets, and from a life of vice and crime, 
of two outcast lads, shows how much good eyen 
the humblest may effect.



4 Books for the Young. 
  

The Children of Cloverley. 
An interesting story, enforcing submission to God 
in all his ways, and obedience to his will from 
Christian principle. 

The Fishers of Derby Haven. 
A. tale, whose scene of action is in the Isle of 
Man; it tells of the adventures and perils of 
fishermen, their habits of life, and is intended 
to illustrate the importance in the young main- 
taining a strict adherence to principle, and to 
consecrate their youth to Christ. 

  

THE FOLLOWING ARE PRINTED IN SMALL ROYAL 

OR 18MO, ILLUSTRATED WITH ENGRAVINGS. 

Abel Grey. 
The history of a poor lad, led by the providence 
of God to associate with an aged Christian, and 
who was brought to a saving knowledge of the 
truth. 

Dora Hamilton; or, Sunshine and 
Shade. 
A tale of a merchant and his family who are re- 
duced from wealth to poverty. Their trials and 
sorrows, and the triumph of faith. 

Historical Tales for Voung Protestants. 
From the ample records of church history these 
stories, connected with the rise and progress 
of scriptural Protestantism, have been selected. 
It is sought to fortify the minds of the young 
against soul-destroying error, and of establishing 
them in those doctrines in the defence of which 
their forefathers suffered.
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Helen Maurice; or, the Daughter at 
fTonte. 
Portraying the affectionate solicitude and self- 
denying efforts of a daughter in sustaining a 
widowed mother. 

Life's Battle Lost and Won; or, Robert 

Foys Victory. 
Tracing the career of a lad, easily led astray by 
evil companions, till at length he is arrested by 
the providence of God, and led to true repen- 
tance. 

Lilian’s Talks with Mamma. 
Conversations between a mother and child about 
the Sun, Moon, and Stars. Tinted plates. 

Little Ben Hadden. 
By W. H. Kinesron, 

Adventures of a young sailor, who starts in life 
with the motto, ‘*Do right, whatever comes of it.” 

Little Serena in a Strange Land, 
Story of the Canadian life of a child who passes 
through many vicissitudes in the ‘‘ strange land.” 

Ludovic ; or, the Boy’s Victory. 
Displaying the inner life of a large school, by one 
who is thoroughly familiar with their habits of 
thought, their codes of honour, their perplexities, 
and their ambitions. 

May Coverley, the Young Dressmaker. 
A tale of a young girl who enters on life as a 
dressmaker’s apprentice, with the temptations of 
her situation, and the influence of true piety in 
overpowering them,
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Natures Wonders; or, God’s Care ae 
fans Wants. 

and illustrations of nature’ sounds, na- 
varicty, nature’s stores, nature’s elegance, 

nature’s colours, ete. 

    

Necessity and Contrivance. 
The barbarism-and civilisation, articles of diet 
and means of shelter, clothing, fuel, furniture, 
weapons of war and tools of peace, literature, 
fine arts, cic., of various lands, in different ages 
of the world. 

  

Ques May; or, Stories for Village 
Girls. 
Each story aims to point out a special danger 
to which such young persons are liable, in regard 
to both worldly and spiritual prosperity. 

Lhe Orphans of Gler Eide: 
Narrating the hi ce of two orphan children, 

ho are taken charge of by an aunt, and remoy ed 
by her from a garret ne her cottage in Glen Elder. So a 

The Tivo Litile Bruces. 
Pointing out some of the faults and foibles of - 
every- “day family life, and how they may be 
avoided. 

  

    

    

Village Science. 
Popular descriptions of the theory of sound, the 

rinciples of optics, the laws of motion, nature’s 
geometry and chemistry, ete.    

Walks with MManziia. 
{In the form of conversations between a mother 
and a child, in their daily rambles, a variety of 
information is giyen in natural history, 
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BOOKS at ONE SHILLING 

AND SIXPENCE. 

They may be also had, with but few exceptions, in 

extra boards, gilt edges, at TWO SHILLINGS, 

They are generally illustrated with Engravings, 

and printed in small royal or 18mo, 

A Book about Pictures. 
This book describes the process from rude picture 
writing to the hieroglyphics of Egypt and the 
letters of the alphabet, to seals, coins, and medals ; 
and from these topics to a greater variety of in- 
teresting facts relating to pictures, 

Alone in London, 
By the Author of ‘Jessica’s First Prayer.” 

Story of a poor boy, without friends in London, 
who becomes an inmate of a children’s hospital. 

Bertie’s Birthday Present; or, Patience 

Rewarded. 

Illustrating the nature and value of faith and 
patience. 

Blossoms and Fruit. 

Conversations on the lives of young people who 
became eminent for their piety ; proving that all 
those who give their childhood to God do not dic 
in early life,
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Childs Book of Py try. 
Original and Selected. 

Simple, entertaining, descriptive, and sacred, 

  

  

Cicely Brown's Trials. 
By Mrs. Prosser. 

Showing how she got into them; how she got 
out of them ; and what they did for her. 

City Cousins. 
Teaching the young disciple how to discharge 
the difficult duty of being ‘‘not of the world,” 
while in the midst of the temptations of the pre- 
sent life. 

Columbus and his Times. 
It faithfully exhibits the skill and perseverance 
of Columbus. 

Down in a Mine; or, Burted Alive. 
The first part is a narrative of some men who 
were imprisoned for five days by the falling in 
of a portion of the works. The second part is a 
graphic and touching record of the fearful accident 
at the Hartley Colliery. 

English Peasant Girl. 
The volume shows how an English peasant child 
may be useful and happy as a child; and how 
she may gain confidence and respect when she 
grows up to be a young woman. 

Frank Netherton; or, The Talisman. 
The course of a lad, whose conduct is regulated 
by Bible principles, is marked out as leading 
to established piety, happiness, and usefulness,
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Fuel for our Fires, 
A description of coal and its uses, coal-pits and 
their dangers, and eminent colliers. 

Eva and Bertie. 
It details the ordinary incidents of a young family 
—their little misunderstandings and wrong-doings, 
and how they are overcome by Christian kind- 
ness, 

Gilbert Gresham. 

The course of a country lad, who came to London 
to seek his fortune, with his rise to wealth and 
position. 

Golden Mushroom. 

Incidents in the life of an orphan, from child- 
hood to a calm and pious old age, illustrating the 
gracious providence of God. 

Grandmamma Wise; or, Visits to Rose 
Cottage. 

Its contents are: Grandmamma and the Roses— 
The Lovely Walk—Patty Parsons and the Plum 
Cake—Waste Not—Very Clever Children—How 
to be Useful—Grandmamma’s Last Words, etc. 
Three Coloured Engravings. 

Serinons for Children. 
By the Rev. E. GARBETT, A.M. 

Containing much valuable instruction conveyed 
in a serious and interesting manner.
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Fosey the Runaway. 
Pointing out to the young the evils connected with 
forming bad companionships. 

Max Kromer. 
A thrilling story of the siege of Strashourg, by 
the Author of ** Jessica’s First Prayer,” 

Fohuny M Kay. 
A story of an Irish boy, whose principles were 
brought to the test, and whose integrity was 
rewarded by the patronage and confidence of 
those who knew him, 

Kardoo, the Hindoo Orphan. 
Mlustrating the domestic and ‘social life of the 
Ilindoos, especially depicting the sorrows of 
native females. 

Louis Michaud. 
Illustrating the effect of religious principle, 
springing from evangelical motives, in the case 
of a French orphan boy, who was the means 
of bringing others from the errors of Romanism. 

ed, Wh naan 
Lifes Morning. 

Its chief aim is to encourage youthful Christians 
in their Christian life and warfare. 

Lilian. 
The story relates to the days of persecution in 
the reign of Queen Mary. The scenes of suffering 
presented are founded on fact,
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> Little Georges First Sourney. 
What he said and saw by the way, his letters to 
his mother, his visit to the grandfather’s house, 
the lessons he was there taught, and his return 
home. ; 

Little Redcap. 
Narrating the adventures of an adopted boy, his 
honesty, industry, and perseverance. 

Little Sea Bird. 
The ‘‘little sea-bird” is the name given to a 
child saved from a wreck, and who, after strange 
adventures, is restored to her parents. 

Little Meg’s Children. 
By the Author of ‘Jessica’s First Prayer.” 

-The interest of the story lies in the determined 
. struggles of a poor girl to keep a dying mother’s 

charge, and to be faithful to her young brother 
and sister, * 

Look up; or, Girls and Pies. 
Pleasing stories, conveying important lessons con- 

> nected with flowers. 

Lyntonville ; or, the Irish Boy in Canada. 
The toils, temptations, and adventures of emi- 
grants, with the results of patient labour, are 
exhibited in the framework of a tale which will 
supply some valuable lessons to the young reader. 

My Poetry Book. 
Poetical pieces, lively, ‘descriptive, instructive,



  

and religious, well suited for the youngest readers, 
and for committing to memory. Coloured En- 
gravings. 

Patty Batley ; or, Who knows Best ? 
Pointing out the dangers and temptations of 
young persons in service, particularly those that 
arise from self-will, the love of dress, bad com- 
panions, and the habit of prying. 

Quality Fogg’s Old Ledger. 
By Mrs. PRosser. 

Inculcating the duties of truthfulness, honesty, 
and industry. 

Stories of School-boys. 
2 vols. Tirst and Second Series. 

The lights and shadows of school-boy life : on the 
one hand, envy, covetousness, extravagance, and 
moral cowardice, are portrayed; so, on the 
brighter side, will be found magnanimity and 
forgiveness, moral courage, and sincere piety. 

Stories for Village Lads. 
Rural life and village characters are described in a 
graphic manner; and morals are drawn which 
are-suited to the classes for whom the work is 
designed. 

The Wood Carvers. 
Anaccount of the way in which a fretful, envious, 
and impatient boy became meek, loving, and 
resigned to the will of God.
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Three Months Under the Snow. 

The record of the hopes, fears, resources, and 
contrivances of a shepherd of the Jura Mountains 
and his grandson, whose hut was covered by a 
succession of snowstorms from November to the 
spring of the succeeding year. 

Tom Tracy of Brier Hill, 
The story of a truthful and honest boy, but of 
high and passionate spirit, who labours to correct 
his faults by the formation, under good teaching, 
of Christian principles. 

Trades Described. 
It describes the processes of the builder, brick- 
maker, carpenter, shoemaker, tailor, cabinet- 
maker, hatter, paper-maker, printer, type- 
founder, ropemaker, watchmaker, etc., etc. 

While they are With Us. 
Illustrating right and kindly conduct, from 
Christian motives, in some difficult circumstances 
of life. 

OLD HUMPHREY’S 

WORKS. 

Few writers of works of home life, or for the young, 
have obtained a wider popularity, or have exercised 
a more useful and wholesome influence than OLD 
Humpurey. Te wrote for nearly all classes of per- 

sons, under different assumed names, but chiefly the
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one now mentioned. His papers are varied in subject 
and style, being descriptive and didactic, light-hearted 
and grave, in prose.and in verse. Some of his pieces 
are marked by much tenderness of feeling or a racy 
quaintness, others by energy, and all by practical 
wisdom. They are designed to promote the interests 
of peace, temperance, humanity, the cultivation of 
the minor morals of life, and of evangelical piety. In 
sentiment, spirit, and aim they are highly Christian. 

Small royal, ts. 6d. boards; 2s. extra 
boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Addresses. 
Observations. 
Thoughts for the Thoughtful. 
Country Strolls. 
Pithy Papers, 
Half-Hours. 
Friendly Appeals. 
Calls of Usefulness. 

ss Country Pictures. 
43 Learning to Think. 
“ Learning to Feel. 

Learning to Act. 
Learning to Converse. 

23 

29 

a3 

> 

29 

2 

9 

2 

2 

Small royal. ts. boards. 
Old Humphrey’s Present in Prose. 

Pleasant Tales. 
Tales in Rhyme, for Gils. 
Tales in Rhyme, for Boys. 
‘Tales for Young Thinkers. 
Lessons worth Learning, Boys. 
Lessons worth Learning, Girls. 
Country Tales for the Young. 
Budget for Little Girls. 

2 

29 

2d 

2 

2 

a 

2
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Old Humphrey’s Aunt Upton. 
5 Alan Grey. 
“s Footprints of Popery. 
a3 Play Hours. 
Sy Chapters for Children. 

1670. 2s. boards. 

Old fHumphrey’s Wanderings in the Isle of Wight. 

16m0. 2s. 6d. boards. 

Old Humphrey’s Loiterings among the Lakes of 
Westmoreland and Cumberland. 

1610. 35. boards. 
Old Humphrey—The Indians of North America. 

16mo. 38. 6d. boards. 

Old Humphrey—The Old Sea Captain. 

Memotr of Old Huniphrey ; with Glean- 
mgs frou his Portfolio,in Prose and 
Verse. 

Portrait. is. 6d. boards; 2s. extra boards, 
gilt edges; 2s. 6d. half-bd. ; 5s. morocco. 

A sketch of one who was not only worthily 

esteemed as the writer of more than two hundred. 
books and. tracts, but as an example of cheerful, 
intelligent, and consistent piety. It presents the 
man, the Christian, and the author: traces his 

early life, his literary career, and the incidents 
which marked his course to his last days. Nearly 
50,000 of this Memoir have been issued.
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NEW STORY BOOKS, 
NINEPENCE EACH, 

Neatly Printed and Bound, and Illustrated with 
Coloured Frontispieces. 

A Flower from a London Court; and 

other Stortes, 
The principal tale is a touching narrative of 
children in a ragged school, showing the in- 
fluence of the love of Christ in the hearts of the 
youngest and lowliest. 

Little Gretchen the Peacemaker. 
Describing the happy results in a family through 
the peace-loving spirit of a young daughter. 

Nobody's Own. 
The story of an outcast boy, who is brought, 
through the Christian teaching of a poor woman, 
to the knowledge of the Saviour. 

Susie Bell, 
Showing the power, in a family group, of a q aoe 
self-denying, and loving temper. 

The Little Acrobat. 
A narrative of a German boy, who is in the 
service of a troupe ef travelling gymnasts, his 
adventures, hardships, and subsequent deliverance 
from an evil course of life. 

Onele Fohn'’s Farm. 
An account of a visit of two London children to 
a country farm, with what they saw there ; 
alike interesting and instructive.



 



 



 


