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CHAPTER I. 

What Amy fad. 

’N a shabby side street in 
the very heart of the great 
town of Dustleigh, stood a 
small house, built of dull 

red bricks, just like its 

‘neighbours on either side. 
In front it only boasted 
two windows, one above 

| the other, and a door; and there was 

_ nothing, except a card in the window, 
to attract the notice of the passer-by. 

: Yet three people called it ‘ home,” 
and loved it better than any other house 
in the street, or even in the town. 
Those three persons were Mrs. Miller 
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and her two children—Edward, a boy | 
of thirteen, and Amy, who was about | 
eleven years old. And it was no wonder | 
that they loved the old house, for the | 
children had lived there all their lives; _ 

and in the front room upstairs they had 
watched their father during his last 
illness, until he was called to a better 
home, and Mrs. Miller was left a widow. 

Since that time she had supported 
herself and her family by dressmaking. 
A very hard struggle she had to bring 
up her children, and give them a good 
education. But, by God’s help, she 
persevered bravely, and succeeded in 
her endeavour. 

The brother and sister were much 
unlike in disposition and character, but 

they were very fond of each other; and 
although they occasionally had their 
petty squabbles, they were soon over, 
and they usually agreed very well. 

It was a cold raw day in January, 
when Amy Miller, with her lesson-
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‘books in hand, entered the little house 
/ on her return from afternoon school. 

' “Tm glad you have come, Amy,” 
isaid her mother, who appeared in the 
' passage at that moment dressed in 
| bonnet and shawl, and carrying a bundle 
i in her arms. 

| “Are you going out, mother?” asked 
} the child.. 
| “Yes; so you must stay at home, and 
| get tea ready for Ned and me. I am 

| going to take this work home myself, 
for the people lon’t always pay promptly, 
and I think I shall be more likely to get 
the money. if I go myself than if I send 
Ned. Get tea ready in the kitchen, for 
I’ve got some particular work about in 

). the back room, and I want to take great 
| care of it,” she added, as she opened the 

door, and went out into the cold. 

Amy ran up to the bed-room, which 
she shared with her mother, took off her 

hat and jacket, put them away on their 
peg in the closet, and then went to the



8 Amy's Secret. 

looking-glass to smooth her hair and | 
arrange her dress, which had become |) 
disordered in her quick walk from school. | 

_ It is only true to say that she lingered | 
at the glass at least a few minutes more | 
than was necessary, for Amy had one 
fault, which had been rather encouraged 
than checked by the mistaken kindness 
of friends. She was a pretty little .girl, 
with bright sunny blue eyes, fair white 
skin, and a healthy rosy colour upon her 
round plump cheeks ; and her soft brown 
hair hung in graceful curls round her 
head, and rippled above her forehead. 
It was a pleasant English child’s face; 
but many persons had foolishly praised 
her pretty features and her long curls, 
until the little girl began to grow vain, 
and to assume a self-conscious air which 
did not at all suit her childish face. 
And she became so anxious to be 
admired that she would have done a 

_ great many foolish things in order to try 
to improve her appearance. 
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Amy was very fond of bright-coloured 
j ribbons and bows, and usually managed 

  

   
_ finery, even though it might be soiled or 
| crumpled. It was well that Mrs. Miller 
| had more sense than her child, for if she 
| had made Amy’s dresses according to 
| her wishes they would have looked 
) quite ridiculous. 
| “I wonder what dress mother has 
| been making to-day, that she is obliged 

to take so much care,” thought Amy, as 
she pinned a blue bow on her dress. “I 
think I will go and look at it.” 

Away she ran to the little back parlour, 
which was Mrs. Miller’s work-room. It 
was a small barely-furnished room, over- 
looking a narrow stone-paved yard, and 
never particularly cheerful at the best of 
times. A round table, covered with 
shreds and cuttings, stood in the middle 
of the room, and the walls were adorned 
with fashion-plates and paper patterns 
which had been used many times. A



10 Amy’s Secret. 

small sewing-machine and a few chairs 
completed the furniture of the room, for 
the floor was uncovered, in order that 
the scraps and cuttings might be more 
easily swept up. 

Directly she entered the room, Amy’s 
eyes fell upon a dingy wrapper which 
covered somethingon the table. She took 

' it off carefully, and gave an astonished 
“Oh!” as a dress of pale blue silk met 
her leye. 

‘““T must look at it, it is so lovely,” 
she said; “and I can easily fold it again, 
as mother has taught me how to fold.” 

She slowly unfolded the dress, and 
held it up at arm’s length, when she 
found to her surprise that it was a little 
girl’s dress just the right size for herself. 

“Oh, how beautiful!” she exclaimed: 

“T wish I had such a splendid dress.” 
It was not often that Mrs. Miller had 

a silk dress to make, for she was but 

a self-taught dressmaker. But some 
persons had found out that, although 
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| lower in her charges, she was able to do 
| her work quite as well as more expensive 
| dressmakers, and on this occasion she 

'} was entrusted to make a silk dress for 

  

) the child of a well-to-do grocer. 
“How beautiful! What a lovely 

) colour!” mused Amy; “I wonder if I 
| might try it on?” she exclaimed, as the 

idea struck her. ‘I should have time 
before mother comes back.” 

She closed the door, for she knew that 
she was doing wrong, as her mother had 
often forbidden her to touch any of her 
work. In another minute, Amy’s old 
brown dress was hanging on a chair, 
and she was arraying herself in the pale 
blue silk garment, and surveying herself 
in the small glass on the mantel-shelf. 

“T wonder what the girls at school 
would say if they could see me now,” 
thought Amy. “I look like a lovely 
young lady going to a party, only I] 
ought to have bracelets, and a gold chain 
and locket. Oh! how I wish the dress
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vas mine! I should never be tired of 
looking at it, the colour suits me so well. 
I dare say the young lady it is made for 
is not nearly so prettyasIam. I believe 
it is for that Miss King with the red 
hair,—she won’t look at all nice in it.” 
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CHAPTER II, 

The #Hsaster, 

LouD knock at the door, 
s followed by the clatter of 

feet along the passage, in- 
terrupted Amy’s soliloquy. 
She feared that her mother 
had returned, and moved 

e  hastily away from the look- 
ing- glass, so hastily that she overturned 
a small can of machine oil which was 
kept upon the mantel-shelf. It was not 
Mrs. Miller, but Ned who had just 
entered, and was startled by hearing a 
loud cry from the little back parlour, 
whither he hastened at once. 

“Hullo, Amy! what’s the matter? I 
thought you were half killed by the noise 
you were making. My goodness! what 
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a grand dress! What are you up to?” 
he exclaimed, as he caught sight of the 
blue silk dress. 

“Oh, Ned, I’m in such trouble. 

Promise me you won't ever tell,” en- 
treated the little girl, with tears in her 
eyes. 

“All right! Pl promise; but what’s 
up? Mischief, I’ll be bound,” replied 
her brother. 

“T’ve had a dreadful accident, and it’s 
all your fault; you made such a noise 
and startled me, and I upset some of the 
machine oil on this beautiful silk dress, . 

and—oh dear! what shall I do?” sobbed 
Amy. 

“Whose dress is it? Yours?” 
“No. Mother had to make it for 

some one, and I tried it on, and, and—” 

“Silly little vain thing,” cried the boy, 
contemptuously. ‘Well, I don’t see 
what you can do, except tell mother, 
and make a clean breast of it.” ; 

“Oh, I couldn’t do that!” gasped
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Amy, whose pride was hurt by the sug- 
gestion. “At least, I mean—I shouldn’t 
like to grieve mother, she would be so 
vexed. I know what I’ll do,” she said, 

brightening up, and drying her eyes; 
‘“you promised you wouldn’t say any- 
thing, and the oil has run in a straight 
line down this upper skirt not very far 
from the seam. [I'll just run it up inside, 
—it will only make the top skirt a little 
scantier, and no one will notice that, for 

they are worn very scanty now, and the 
under skirt is not hurt a bit. Oh, yes, 

I'll manage it.” 
“Well, do as you like; but I call ita 

horrid sneaking way of getting out of a 
scrape,—just like a girl.” 

“ But what else can I do, Ned?” ae 
asked, while the tears started again to 
her eyes. 

“You won’t do the right thing, I. 
know, you said so just now, and of course 
I shall have to keep my promise; but 
mind, I’m not going to tell lies, if any
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questions are asked me. Bother you and 
your dresses,” he added, not very kindly ; 

“I wish I hadn’t come near them.” 
“ And so do I,” echoed Amy. 
“Very well, then I'll go out. Tell 

mother I shan’t be home very early.” 
With that he quitted the house, slamming 
the door behind him, and leaving his 

sister to get out of the difficulty as well - 
as she could. 

Ned was very angry with Amy, for 
whose faults he hadvery little indulgence, 
as they were so entirely different from 
his own. No one would ever have 
thought of accusing him of vanity, for it 
was his mother’s lament that he paid no 
attention to his personal appearance, and 
it was with great difficulty that she could 
keep him decent and respectable; while 
as for deceit, no one scorned the idea of 

it more than Ned, who was naturally 

frank and open, and found it much easier 
to confess a fault than to hide it even. 
for a moment.
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But, brave and open as Ned usually 
was, he felt rather a coward at this 
moment. He had come away from 
home without his tea, and determined 
to remain out until late rather than meet 
his mother; for he was afraid that she 
would want him to carry the dress to 
Mrs. King’s, and he was not at all 
anxious to go. 

Not that he was usually unwilling to 
run errands for his mother, for he loved 
her dearly, and would have done a great 
deal for her; in fact, she often told her 
neighbours that she did not know what 
she should do without him,—he was such 
a good boy, and such a comfort to her. 

But Ned had an impression that the 
trick which his sister had played would 
be found out,—perhaps his tell-tale look 
would arouse suspicion that something 
was wrong,—and he did not want to 
have to carry a message from Mrs. 
King to his mother revealing Amy's 
foolish vanity and its consequences. 

‘ ci :
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While the boy was thinking the matter 
over, his sister was stitching away, en- 

deavouring to sew up the dark streak 
which the oil had made upon the delicate 
silk. Amy was a clever little needle- 
‘woman for her age, but she found that 

she had a difficult task before her. She 
ripped the seam, and began to run it up 
again, turning in several inches. Very 
swiftly her needle flew, for she feared 

every moment to hear her mother’s foot- 
step on the threshold; and when she 
had finished the seam she found that the 
‘piece she had turned in was so wide that 
she was obliged to cut off a wide strip 
of silk, which she burnt on the kitchen 
fire. Then flattering herself that she had 
quite hidden all traces of her disaster, 
and had in fact made the dress more 
fashionable than it was before, she folded 
it carefully, and placed it upon the table 
in the wrapper just as she had found it. 

The cups and saucers were set upon 
the table, and the tea was almost ready,
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when Mrs. Miller returned. She walked 
into the kitchen, sat down on the nearest 

chair, and exclaimed with a weary sigh, 
‘All that long walk for nothing!” 

“Didn’t they pay you, mother?” asked 
the child. 

“No, I must wait until next week. 
It is too bad, that it is,” she cried, indig- 
nantly; “they can’t wait a day or an 
hour for a dress, but I must wait for my 
money until they choose to pay me! 
But there,” she said, with another sigh, 

‘it’s of no use to talk about it. Where's 
' Ned ?” 

“He has gone out, mother; he said 
he should not be in till late.” 

* Tiresome boy! To go off when he 
might have known that J should be likely 
to want him. But, like every one else, 

he is selfish, and only thirks of his own 
pleasure,’ said Mrs. Miller, rather bitterly. 

She was disappointed and unhappy, 
‘for she had reckoned upon the money 
which was due to her to pay her week’s
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rent. It was a serious thing to her to 
be disappointed even of a few shillings, 
for she had a hard struggle to provide 
for herself and her children, and to bring 
them up respectably. 

Mrs. Miller, when “ put out,” was, like 

many other people, disposed to find fault 
with every one, and this was the cause 
of her speaking so sharply about her son. 
But in another minute she repented of 
her words, and said, ‘“‘ Well, he is not 
usually selfish; and I am glad that I 
have a little daughter who is so good 
and useful while I am obliged to be. 
out,” 

Amy hung down her head and blushed, 
from modesty at being praised, her mother 
thought, but we who are in the secret 
know that it was a very different feeling 
which caused that blush. She was 
ashamed to hear her mother praise her, - 
when she knew that she had both dis- 
obeyed and deceived her. But she made ~ 
no reply, and she and her mother began oe 

i.
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their tea in silence. When it was over, 
Mrs. Miller put on her bonnet and shawl, 
and prepared to go out again. 

“Tf Ned will not be back until late, I 
must take Miss King’s dress home my- 
self,” she said; “and I may as well go 
to try on Mrs. Blackman’s dress, as she 
lives close by. I shall be out some time, 
Amy, for I shall go into the draper’s on 
the way. Mind you keep the fire burning, 
and get supper ready, there’s a good girl, 

~ for.I shall be cold and hungry when I 
come back.” 

Mrs. Miller did not unfold the dress, 
but simply put it in the wrapper, and 
went out again into the cold, carrying 
her parcel. 

Amy’s mind was relieved from all 
fear, for she was sure now that the 

accident would never be discovered. 

~~ EES
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CHAPTER III. 

Wother and Haughter, 

. @ HAT is the time, ma? I[ 

(aeNd), think it is getting late.” 
“Yes, it is past seven, 

and your dress hasn’t come 
home yet. I hope the dress- 
maker won’t disappoint me. 

i can tell her that if she don’t bring it 
home to-night she won’t have any more 
of my custom.” =E. 

The speaker was Mrs. King, the wife” : 
of a rich grocer living in the High 
Street, and the young girl sitting with 
her, to whom she was talking, was her 
eldest daughter, Hortensia.. 

Although this young lady had. so fine 
a name, she was a quiet, plain, ordinary- . 
looking girl, with pale blue eyes, a nose _ 
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that would not turn down in spite of its 
owner's efforts to train it in that direction, 
and an abundance of decidedly red hair, 
but a good-natured, merry expression of 
countenance, which made one forget the 
irregular features and red hair, and gave 

one no surprise to find that Hortensia 
King was a general favourite among her 
schoolfellows. 

“It won’t matter so long as I have it 
-in time for the party to-morrow; and 
perhaps Mrs. Miller would have had to 
sit up very late last night in order to let 
us have it to-day,” she suggested, gently. 

“She ought at any rate to keep her 
_. ypomise, for she knows that I am one of 

‘er best customers,—one who pays her 
‘iberally, and never keeps her waiting 
for her money,” said Mrs. King. 

“Hark! there is a knock at the door. 
Perhaps she has brought it; shall I go 
and see?” asked Hortensia. 

’ “No, my dear, sit still. Jane will —” 
“If you please, ma’am, the dressmaker
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has brought Miss Tensia’s dress,” said 
the servant, entering the room with a 
large parcel in her hands. 

‘Where is she ?” inquired Mrs. King. 
“ She’s gone, ma’am; she didn’t wait.” 

“ How tiresome! I wanted her to see 
the dress on, and to make any alterations 
that may be necessary. Now, Hortensia, 
fty sib one 

“Oh, how lovely it is, ma! I’m afraid 
it is tog pretty for me, the colour won’t 
suit with my hair and face,” said the 
young girl, as she held the dress at 
arm’s length, and surveyed it with 
pleasure. 

“Nonsense, Hortensia. I can’t think 
why you should be always talking about 
your plainness. Your hair is no more 
red than mine is; in fact, every one tells 
me that there is a great likeness between 
us, though your pa doesn’t think that 
you'll ever come up to what I was when 
We were married.” 

Hortensia took off her dress, and put.
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on the pale blue silk skirt, and was en- 
deavouring to put on the polonaise. 

“What is the matter with this dress, 
ma? TI think it is too tight, I cannot 
get into it.” . 

“ Nonsense, the tighter it is the more 
fashionable it looks. I told the dress- 
maker to make it tight. Let me try,” 
she said, as she saw that her daughter’s 
efforts were vain. 

But although she tugged and strained 
the silk, she was obliged to confess that 
the dress was really too tight to be worn ; 
and giving it one more pull, which only 
succeeded in slitting the silk, she said, 
“It's of no use, my child; take it off, 
and let me see what the foolish woman 
has done to it.” 

“Well, to be sure,” she cried, “this is 
a pretty way to make a silk dress, the 
salvage cut off all down this seam, and 
not even overcast. And the thing is 
one-sided, the right side of the polonaise 
is narrower than the left one. I really
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didn’t think that Mrs. Miller was so 
stupid and slovenly ; but she wont make 
another dress for me in a hurry.” 

“ Martha,” she said, as the servant 
appeared in answer to a vigorous pull 
at the bell, “just run over to Mrs. 
Miller’s, and tell her that I want to speak 

- to her immediately about the dress she 
has made so shamefully.” 

The servant went at once to take the 
message, and returned about half an 
hour later, saying that Mrs. Miller was 
not at home. 

“Not at home? No, I suppose not. 
She takes care not to come in when she 
brings the dress, and to be out when I 
send to her. No wonder she was out; 
she knows that she has cut off that- 
handsome silk, and completely spoilt the 
dress, and now she is ashamed to see 
me.” 

“Do you think that it is quite spoilt, 
ma?” 

“Of course it is; and I’m sure I don’t
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know what you are going to wear at 
your party to-morrow.”. 

“My white muslin would ——- 
“No, that would not do atall. It is 

very tiresome, very annoying, and that 
_ dressmaker will never get any more 
work.from me. She has lost my custom 
through her stupidity and artfulness.” 

“Perhaps it was an accident,” sug- 
gested Hortensia; ‘the scissors might 

have slipped, or ——” 
“No, that is very unlikely. But the 

dress is quite useless, utterly spoilt in 
the making; and if Mrs. Miller don’t 
come here to-night I shall go to see her 
to-morrow, and tell her what I think of 
it. The odd thing is,” she added, ex- 
amining the dress again, “that it all 
seems done very well, except this side 
seam, and that is done very clumsily.” 

” 

—ABLFLERI HIF >
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CHAPTER IV. 

Piscovery, 

MY was not in a very happy 
state of mind that evening 

“ while her mother was out. 

She tried to learn her 
lessons, but her thoughts © 

moulels run upon the accident of the after- 
noon, and she wondered if it would ever 
be discovered. 

It was growing late, but neither her 
mother nor Edward had returned; and 

she was tired of staying in the house 
alone, when she heard a knock at the 

door. Being rather nervous, she grew 
frightened, and wondered who it could 
be; but the knock was repeated, and 

when she opened the door she saw, to  
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her relief, a respectable young woman 
standing before it. 

“Ts Mrs. Miller in ?” she asked. 
“No, ma’am, she’s been out all the 

evening,” replied Amy. 
“Will you tell her that missis wants 

to see her about the dress ?” 
“Yes, I'll tell her when she comes in,” 

said Amy, with a dreadful fear that all 
was discovered. 

The girl wished her good-night, and 
went away; and directly she was out of 
sight Amy remembered that she had not 
asked her the name of her mistress, and 

that after all it might not-be Mrs. King. 
But she could not put away the un- 

‘welcome thought that Mrs. King had 
found out all her naughtiness. Strange 
to say, she had never thought of her 
disaster, and the way she had tried to 
hide it, being discovered by any but her 
mother’s eye; and the thought of its 
being found out by a stranger so filled 
her with terror that she could scarcely
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bear to give her mother the message - 
when she came home, weary and worn 
with her day’s work. 

“Whose servant was it?” she in- 
quired. 
“JI forgot to ask.” 
“Then I cannot go to-night. I expect 

it was Mrs. Mordaunt’s servant, for I 
made Miss King’s dress quite according 
to her mamma's orders, and I don’t think 
there can be anything amiss with it. At 
any rate, I can’t go to-night, for I am 
dreadfully tired after so much work and 
walking.” 

Edward, who had just come in, and 
was sitting beside her, made no reply, 
only gave an angry glance at his sister ; 
and she at once took her candle and 
went to bed, saying that she was very 
tired. But, although she was tired, it 
was long before sleep came to her, for 
she tossed about restlessly, trying to - 
imagine what her mother would say if 
she knew all, and wishing—oh! so fer-
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vently—that she had never seen the 
pretty blue dress. 

The next day was Friday, the day of 
Hortensia King’s birthday party. Amy 
rose aS soon as it was light; but she 
found that Ned and her mother had been 
down some time, and had lighted the 
fire, and prepared the breakfast. ar 

“ Late again!” cried Ned; “I suppose 
you have been a long time over -your 
curls, or putting on your dress.” 

She did not answer, but sat down to 
-her breakfast, trying to keep back the 
hot tears and to check the choking sobs 
which her brother’s words had caused. 

Breakfast was soon over, and Ned 
had just started for school when a loud 
knock was heard at the door, which Mrs. 
Miller opened. A moment later Amy 
heard in loud tones the words, “I tell 
you it is spoilt—completely spoilt!” and 
she trembled as she listened. 

- “T can’t understand it, ma’am; indeed 
Ican’t, I thought it was made exactly
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as you ordered it,” replied Mrs. Miller, 
mildly and tearfully. 

“J don’t say that I can understand it, 
unless you have cut off and kept some 
of the silk. I only know that the dress 
is quite ruined, that my daughter is not 
able to wear it at her party this evening, 
and that Tam very much annoyed, and” 
shall expect you to make it good.” 

The next few words were inaudible ; 
but the little girl trembled with fright 
when she heard her mother’s voice 
calling, “Amy! Amy!’ 

She would have done anything, have 
gone anywhere, rather than obey that 
call, for now she was sure the truth 
would come out, and she wished very 
much that she had told her mother at 
once, It was therefore with slow and 
unwilling footsteps that she obeyed the 
summons, and entered the front room 
with downcast eyes, 

“You remember that I left a dress 
on the table in the back room yesterday
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afternoon. Did you touch it, Amy?” 
asked her mother. 

A flood of tears and a burst of sobs 
were her only answer; but they served 
to rouse the suspicions of her mother, 
who had never thought of Amy as the 
cause of the mischief, but fancied that 
some one might have done it in her 
absence. 

“ There, you see how it is,” exclaimed 
Mrs. King, “it is all this naughty child’s 
doing. I dare say she spoilt the dress 
on purpose to annoy me.” 

“No, I didn’t,” sobbed the child; “I 
only tried on the dress to see how I 
should look, and Ned came, and the oil 
was spilt on it, and then I cut it off and 
mended it up.” 

Mrs. King burst into a torrent of 
invective, but poor Mrs. Miller sat 
perfectly still; she was so grieved and 
shocked to find that Amy had been 
guilty of so many faults, and above all 
that she had deceived her. 

De
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“Tf I were your mother I should whip 
you’ well, and keep you on bread and 
water all day, you naughty child!” said 
Mrs. King, while Amy sobbed piteously. 
“As it is, Mrs. Miller,” she continued, 

speaking to the dressmaker, “I must ~ 
repeat what I said before, that I shall 

_ expect the dress to be made up as I 
ordered it, and that I shall not send you 
any more dresses to be tried on and cut 
and spoilt by your vain little girl.” 

So saying she took her departure, and 
Mrs. Miller quitted the room without 
saying a word, leaving Amy very tearful, 
and utterly miserable. 
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CAPA Re Ve 

A PWiserable Hay, 

f°r was Sunday, the day to 
« which Mrs, Miller’s children 
looked forward with great 
pleasure, for to them it was 
usually the happiest day of 
the week. It was their 

mother’s leisure day,—her rest day,—and 
very happy the children felt as they 
walked beside her to the house of God 
in the morning and evening. The after- 
noon Mrs. Miller spent at home, while 
Edward and Amy were at the Sunday- 
school; and in the evening, after service, 
they would gather round the fire and 
sing hymns, or listen while their mother 
talked or read to them. Sometimes there 
were wet: Sunday evenings; but these 
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were spent just as happily in reading 
from the large family Bible, or singing 
the Sunday-school hymns. 

Perhaps it would not be unfair to say 
that the plentiful supply of good whole: 
some food helped to make the day — 
attractive to Ned; for his mother was 

‘not rich, and a good joint of meat was 
not an every-day occurrence in that little 
household. Nor is it unfair to say that 
Amy felt the importance of wearing her 
best clothes, and was glad of such an 
opportunity of showing them off as the 
Sunday-school afforded. 

But such a dull, miserable, unhappy 
Sunday neither of them ever remem- 
bered. There was no hot joint for 
dinner, in fact, no meat at all, as Mrs. 
Miller had not received the money for 
her work, and it would cost a great deal 

to replace the silk dress which had been 
spoiled. The mother was very quiet . 
and sad, Ned cross and ill-tempered, — 
and Amy so very unhappy that she felt
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-no pleasure in wearing her best clothes, 
although she had a brand new hat to 
put on. 

The tears continually started to her 
eyes when she was reminded by her 

_brother’s contemptuous and angry looks 
of the mischief she had done a day or 
two before. He confined himself to 
looks, and scarcely took the trouble to 
speak to his sister. The boy was very 
fond of his mother, and so grieved to 

: see her looking sad and gloomy that he 
gave vent to his sorrow and displeasure 
by casting these reproachful sneering 
glances at Amy, who quailed under 

‘them, and felt as af her heart would 
break. 

But the most wretched day of one’s 
life must come to an end at last; and 

that miserable Sunday at length drew to 
a close, and Amy laid her head on the 
pillow, feeling very thankful that night 

‘ had come, and wondering how many 
more unhappy days she should spend,
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and if all her life would be dreary and 
miserable as that day had been. But 
there was to be a little ray of sunshine 
for her, even that night; for when her 

mother went up to bed, she noticed her 
little girl’s sad tearful face, and felt very 
sorry for her. She thought that Amy 

“had been punished enough by being 
under her displeasure for three days. 
So she went to her bedside, and said 
kindly, “Don’t cry any more, dear. I 
know you are sorry for the faults you 
have committed, and now I have quite 
forgiven you. Are you sure that God 
has forgiven you?” 

‘No, mother,” sobbed Amy; “I couldn’t 
pray about a—a dress.” 

_ “But you have sinned against Him . 
both by disobedience and deceit, and I 
believe you are sorry for those sins. 
Tell Him so, and seek His forgiveness 
before you go to sleep.” 
Amy crept out of bed, knelt down, 

and really prayed for the first time in
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her life. It was true that she had always 
said her prayers night and morning; 
but this was the first time that she 
‘prayed to God from her heart for what 
she really wanted; and in after days she 
often looked back to that evening as a 
turning-point in her life. 

Although her fault was forgiven, the 
consequences of it still remained; the 
blue silk dress was still quite spoilt, and 
upon her mother rested the task of buying 
another in its place; while one of her 
best customers had left her, and, what 
was worst of all to Amy, Ned still con- 
tinued angry and petulant. Indeed, as 
his sister’s smiles returned, and her face 
grew brighter, he seemed to be more 
sullen and cross.- He usually met her 
with a scowl upon his brow, and answered 
her cheerful little remarks in a harsh, 
snappish manner. 

In vain his mother reasoned with him, 
and told him how it grieved her to see 
him cherish such an unforgiving spirit
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towards his sister. He only replied, “It 
is all very well for you to forgive her, 
mother, for you are so kind and good- 
natured you would not hurt anybody.» 
And I would forgive her if it were only 
me she has injured. But when I see 
you toiling and slaving away to get the 

* money for that precious dress which she 
spoiled through her vanity, I feel down- 
right mad. Ifshe were a boy, I’d give 
her a jolly good thrashing, and have it 
over; but I can’t do that sort of thing 
with a girl, so I make her feel it another 
way. But forgive her I can’t.” 
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CHAPTER VI. 

fiow Red went Sliding. 

       
4 S'S January grew older, 
oF FL and the days length- 

ened, the cold weather 

increased in strength. 
Icicles hung from the 
windows, water froze 

indoors, snow came 

down and covered the 
houses with a clean 
white robe, and made 

the streets slippery and unsafe both for 
horses and foot-passengers. Every pond 
in the neighbourhood was a sheet of 
thick strong ice, and numbers of skaters 
were to be seen every day making their 
“way to the ponds; while those who were 
not fortunate enough to possess skates 
went out to slide.
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Early one Saturday morning, Edward 
told his mother that if she did not want 
him to run errands for her, he should 
like to go out sliding with some of his 
schoolfellows. Mrs. Miller was quite 

_ willing for him to go; and he had just 
started, when Amy ran in to tell her 
mother that several of her young friends 
were going also, and to ask if she might 
accompany them. She obtained per- 
mission, and went upstairs to put on her 
hat and jacket, then started off as fast as 
she could to overtake her friends. 

For two whole weeks, Edward had 
continued to nurse his feeling of spite 
and anger, and to take every opportunity 
of making Amy feel how much he de- 
spised her. Instead of being cheerful, 
frank, generous, and full of fun, he grew 
sullen and silent, seldom speaking to his 
sister in his usual manner. 

It happened that he and one of his 
companions were walking behind the rest 
of the party, so that Amy, panting and
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out of breath, had to pass him in order 
to walk with the others. 

“Now then, Amy, where are you 

running to ?” he cried, angrily. 
“Tam going to the pond with Jessie 

and Annie,” she panted. 
“Indeed you are not going with us,” 

he replied; “you'll be sure to get into 
mischief.” 

“ But mother said I might go,” pleaded 
Amy. 

“T wonder you were not ashamed to 
ask her,” said her brother. “If you had 
a spark of feeling for her, you wouldn't 
leave her alone on Saturday morning, 
when she’s been slaving all the week to 
make up that money for the dress you 
ruined through your stupid vanity. No, 
if you want to go, go alone; at any rate _ 
you shan’t go with us,” he said, roughly 
pushing her aside, and running off round 
the corner of the street to rejoin his 
companion, who had left the brother and 
sister to settle their dispute alone.
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The push was more violent than 
_.dward meant it to be. Poor Amy fell 
heavily to the ground, and was stunned 
by the blow. As she fell her foot slipped 
from the pavement into the road, anda 

man in a baker’s cart, driving rapidly by 
at the moment, had not time to pull up 
his horse before the wheel passed over 
her foot. The pain aroused her for one 
instant ; she gave a piercing shriek, and 
then fainted away. A crowd soon ga- 
thered round her; and one or two kind 
persons raised the child, and began to 
talk of taking her to the hospital. 

When Amy opened her eyes again, 
she was conscious of a terrible pain in 
her foot, from which the boot was being 
removed; while a crowd of strangers, 
both sympathetic and curious, stood’ 
looking on. The baker had been stopped, 
and was loudly declaring to a policeman — 
that it was quite an accident, and that . 
he was not to blame. 

“What is the matter?” asked a plain
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but handsomely dressed little girl, who 
happened to be passing at the moment, 
of a woman:in the crowd. 

“ A little gal run over, miss,” was the 
reply. “A boy pushed her down; and — 
the baker, he run over her foot before 

he could stop his ’orse.” 
“Poor child!” said Hortensia King, 

as she made her way through the crowd 
“Why, it is Mrs. Miller's little girl!” 
she cried, as she caught sight of Amy’s 
pale face, just as she opened her eyes. 

“Do you know her, miss?” inquired 
two or three voices. ; 
“Yes, she is our dressmaker’s little 

girl. Oh dear, what trouble she will be 

in, poor woman! Shall I run and tell 
her about it ?” 

“If you know where she lives, it will 
be the best thing you can do,” said a 
woman standing near. “ You see they’ve 

~ got a cab, and they are just going to 
take her to the hospital ; the doctors will 

soon see what is the matter with her,”.
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Hortensia set off at once, and ran to 
the dressmaker’s house in such haste 
that when she reached the door she was 
quite out of breatn. 

Mrs. Miller came in answer to her 
knock; but the girl. stood a moment 
trying to regain her breath, and then 
said, “Oh, Mrs. Miller, I am so sorry, 
but will you go to the hospital? Amy 
has hurt her foot, but they hope it isn’t ' 
hurt badly.” . 

“My Amy?” cried the poor woman, ~ 
who had expected to hear some un- 
pleasant message from Mrs. King about 
the damaged dress. 

“Yes,” said Hortensia, who. could 
speak a little less hurriedly now, “a boy 
pushed her down, and a cart went over 
her foot, and she fainted; but they’ve 
taken her to the hospital now.” 

“Oh dear! oh dear! what shall I 
do?” cried poor Mrs. Miller, as she 
hastened to put on her bonnet and 
shawl and set out for the hospital.
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Hortensia meantime made her way 
home, and began to tell her mother what 
had happened, and how she had taken 
the news to Mrs. Miller. 

“Was it that fair-haired little girl who 
“spoilt your dress ?”.asked Mrs, King. 

-“ Yes, mamma; but don’t think any 
‘more about it now, the poor little girl is 
in so much pain, and I am sure that her 

mother is in dreadful trouble about her. 
Can you think of anything we can do 
for her?” 

“T have no doubt that the surgeon at 
the hospital will do everything in his 
power; but if you like I will speak to 
Dr. Arnold, and.ask him to look at her, 
and see if anything more can be done, 

when he pays his next visit to the 
hospital.”



CHAPTER VII. 

Poor Amy! 

pT was very late in 
the afternoon when 
Edward returned 
from the pond where 
he had been sliding 
merrily and enjoying 
himself, scarcely giv- 
ing a thought to the 
little sister he had 

so roughly sent home that morning. 
The street lamps were lighted, and the 
cold frosty air in which he had been for 
so many hours had given him a keen 
appetite, and he ran down the street in 
a great hurry, so that he might be in 
time for tea. 

To his surprise he found the house 
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dark and silent. The front door was 
fastened, and his loud and continued 
knocking was not answered. He could 
not understand it, for his mother was 
usually at home at that hour; but a boy 
who was passing down the street shouted, 
“Tt's no good for you to knock, there’s 
nobody at home; and your mother’s gone 
to the hospital to see your sister.” 

“To the hospital? Oh, what is the 
matter ?” cried Ned, in alarm. 

“She was run over,” said the boy 
abruptly, as he went down the street 
whistling. 

Poor Edward was horror-struck. He 
had never known until that moment how 
much he loved Amy; and now that he 

heard she was injured (how seriously he 
did not know), the remembrance of his 
unkindness to her that morning came 
before him like a flash of lightning; and 
although he little thought that 4e had 
been the cause of the accident, he was 
sorry that he had sent her home alone. 

E 87
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He walked slowly down the street 
in the direction of the hospital, half- 
hoping, half-fearing, to meet his mother, 
and hear from her if his sister were very 
much hurt. But he had not gone far 
before he met her carrying a large parcel 
of work. She saw him directly, and 
hastened to meet him with a faint attempt 
at a smile. 

“Well, my boy,” she said, looking 
closely at him in the light of a street 
lamp, “I see you have. heard of the 
accident.” 

“Yes, mother. But tell me, is she 

hurt very much?” 
“ Not so much as I feared at first, dear. 

It seems that the cart-wheel only went 
over her foot; and although that is in- 

jured,” she said, with a quiver in her 
' voice, *‘still we hope that it may not be 

very bad, and that she will soon be well 
again when the shock to the system is 
over.” 

“Ts that all? Is it only her foot?’
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asked Ned. “Well, I am glad it is no 
worse.” 

He had scarcely dared to think how 
much Amy might be hurt; and now that 
he heard it was only her foot, all his pity 
and penitence took flight. 

It was just like Amy, he said to him- 
self, to upset mother, and make such a 
fuss just because she had hurt her foot. 
What a stupid little cry-baby she always 
was! How silly of her to get in the way. 
of a cart and be run over! But perhaps 
she had been well frightened this time, 
and really was punished for all her stupid 
vanity. He might have guessed that she 
was not hurt very much. 

These hard, unkind thoughts filled 
his mind as he walked silently home 
beside his mother, and helped her to 
light up the fire and get the tea; while - 
she, poor woman, fancied that he was 
Overcome with sorrow on account of the 
accident. 

“Poor boy!” she thought, “he is very”
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unhappy. I won't tell him the worst 
to-night, or he will lie awake and fret. 
I am sure he is very sorry he has treated 
her so badly lately.” 

- She tried in vain to swallow a morsel 
of bread and butter, but it seemed to 
choke her ; and even Edward’s appetite 
left him as he looked at her sad face. 

“ Mother,” he said at length, “ you are 
tired and worried to-night; will you go 
to bed, and let me tidy the rooms for 
you ?” ney 

“Thank you, my boy,” she said, 
gratefully, “you are very good and 
thoughtful.” - 

She wished him good-night ; and after 
he had done all he could to save her 
trouble in the morning, he went to bed, 
his mind still full of impatient and 
-unkind thoughts. 

How quiet the house seemed the next 
morning without Amy’s lively chatter, 
and her footsteps about the house as she 
dressed herself for Sunday-school.



Poor Amy! 53 

Both mother and son thought of her 
very much; and Edward was astonished 
to find how much he missed her, 
especially when he set off down the 
street alone. It seemed as if she must 
be coming just after him, as if she were 
only waiting to put on her new hat ora 
pretty ribbon. But it was when he 
returned home to dinner that the absent 
one was missed most of all, when he sat 
opposite his mother, and saw her sorrow- 
ful face and eyes that looked full ot 
unshed tears. 

“Mother,” he cried, as she helped 
him to a slice of meat, “mother, I can 
see you have been fretting this morning, 
I wish you wouldn’t worry about Amy. 
I’m sure she has given you trouble 
enough without this, and I can’t think 
how she managed to get under the 
horse’s feet.” 

“Some unkind boy pushed her down 
at the corner of St. George’s Street, and 
before she could rise the wheel passed
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over her foot. I don’t know what I 
could do to that boy,” she said, with 

unusual energy and severity; “I’m sure 
no punishment could be too great for 
him.” 

“But you don’t think her foot is hurt 
badly ?” asked Ned, in a husky voice, 
while his face was working strangely. 

‘So badly that the doctor told me he 
was afraid she might have to lose it, and 
that’ my darling may be a cripple for 
life!” she replied in an unnaturally 
steady voice; while Ned gasped out, 
“Our Amy lose her foot? A cripple 
for life!” 

“Yes,” said Mrs. Miller, whose tears 
were now flowing freely, “I am going 
to see her ae afternoon, the operation 
may be over.” 

“Mother!” burst from the boy’s lips 
in a bitter piercing cry, as the truth 
flashed before him, and throwing down 
his knife and fork beside his untasted 
dinner, he rushed away from the table, 

i
s
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upstairs to his own little room, where he 
turned the key in the lock, which had 
grown rusty from disuse, and threw 
himself on his bed in an agony of grief 
and remorse. He knew now the extent 
of the injury which Amy had received, 
and at the same time the fact that he 
had caused it; and he could not bear to 
think of it. 

In vain his mother rapped at the door, 
and begged him to come down to finish 
his dinner. He could not bear to see 
her and to know that she had been 
hiding the terrible fact from him on 
purpose to save him pain, while he had 
been thinking such unkind thoughts 
about his suffering sister. 
Amy a cripple! How should he ever 

bear to see her about the house, and to 
know that it was all his fault, that it was 

her brother's hand which had dealt the 
blow which caused her lameness? He 
thought of her affection for him, and 
how patiently she had borne his re- 

a
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proaches, and what meek replies she 
had made to his sneering remarks, until 
he hated himself, and abhorred the 
sullen, unforgiving spirit he had shown 
towards her. 

“And I thought I was right all the 
time, and that I only did it for mother’s 

sake,” he said. “Oh, what a wretch | 
have been! I am sure she can never 
forgive me. But I will run away,—I - 
can't stay here when she comes home— 
lame. No, I will go away, and earn 
money for her and mother, and see if I 
can’t do something to make up for my _ 
unkindness. Oh! if I had only known 

_what was coming, how differently L 
would have acted.” 
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Amy's Recovery,     ae did not stir from 
his room all the afternoon, 

and it had grown quite 
dark when he heard a tap 
at his door. 

~ “Let me in, Ned,” said 

his mother'’svoice, “I have 

-good news for you, my 
boyeaee 

He unlocked the door, 

and his mother enteréd the room, looking 

so much happier than she had been at 
dinner time, that Ned felt hopeful at once. 
_“T have been to the hospital, and 

have seen our pet,” she said, softly 
“She is getting on very well. God has 
been very good to us, dear; the doctor 
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says that she will not lose her foot, as he 
feared yesterday ; and she is much better 
than he could have expected.” 

“Thank God!” burst from the boy’s 
lips. 

“Yes, we will thank Him, He is 
indeed good to us. I am sorry that 
I told you of the doctor's fears; but I 
did so because I feared to keep it from 
you any longer.” 

“But, mother,” he cried, interrupting 
her, “do you know, has Amy told you 
who—who pushed her down ?” 

- “No, dear, I don’t know; and Amy 
will not tell me, although she confesses 
that she knows his name. Don’t trouble 
to find it out, my boy. She forgives 
him. Let us do the same, and not think 
of revenge.” 

“But Z know, and I can’t bear it. Oh, 

mother, can you believe it? Don’t look 
at me,—but—but—I did it! No, she 
can’t forgive me, and I know that you 

' must hate me.”
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“T don’t understand you, Edward,” 
- said Mrs. Miller, half bewildered. 

“TI pushed her away, because I 
wouldn’t let her come sliding with us. 
It is all my fault,” he said, between his 
sobs. 

_ His mother could hardly believe it; 
but when she saw how thoroughly dis- 
tressed he was, her heart ached for him, 
and she tried to comfort him by saying, 
“Amy forgives you: she sent her love, 
and hopes to see you soon.” 

Those kind words were too much for 
the poor boy, and he sobbed, “ You’re 
too kind, mother. How can she forgive 
me, when I’ve been so cruel and un- 
forgiving to her?” 

‘But she does forgive you,—fully. 
Oh, my boy, let us thank God for His 
goodness in making her better, and 
preventing what might have been a 
life-long sorrow. Our Father has been 
very merciful to you.” 

They knelt down with hearts full of
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thankfulness, which Mrs. Miller tried to 

express in a few words; and both went 
downstairs with lightened hearts and 
happier faces. 

Mrs. King did not forget her promise, 
but spoke to the doctor about Amy. 
He took particular note of her case when 

he paid his next visit to the hospital, 
and gave a very favourable report to 
Mrs. King, who really felt very sorry 
for the poor child. 

Kind-hearted MHortensia paid her 
several visits, carrying with her a bunch 
of early flowers or a pot of snowdrops, 
to brighten the ward, which was a dull- 
looking place, in spite of the illuminated 
texts upon the walls. 

Every Sunday afternoon, Mrs. Miller 
and Ned went to see her. How bright 

_and happy she always looked during 
their visits, although the long week days 
passed rather slowly at first. But she 
regained her health so quickly, and 
her foot grew so much better, that her
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brother’s old smile came back when he 
saw her able to move a little without 
help, and knew how thoroughly she 
forgave him. 

At last-came the happy day when the 
doctor pronounced her well enough to 
return home. How thankful she was to 
leave the hospital with her foot nearly 
cured, and what a joyful reception they 
gave her in the dull little house! It 
seemed as if her mother and Ned could 
not make enough of her ; and the neigh- 
bours came in one after another to see 
her, and to say how well she was looking. 
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Soanclusion, 

-T was in the sweet 
spring-time that Mrs. 
Miller, having saved 

~ enough money to pay 
for the unfortunate blue 
dress, went at once to see 

Mrs. King, to discharge 
the tiresome debt. 

But when she made 
known her errand, Mrs. 

King feokedt annoyed and vexed, and 
said that she had only spoken in the 
heat of the moment, and never really 
meant to take the money. “In fact,” 
she said, “ Hortensia does not wish for 
another silk. She is a strange girl, and 
prefers plain stuff dresses, and she - 

     
   

te
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declares that when she grows up she 
will be a hospital nurse.” 

_ But Mrs. Miller scarcely liked to take 
back the money, which she had been so 
many weeks in saving, until Hortensia 

came into the room, and suggested that 
- it would be enough to pay for a week's 

holiday at the sea-side, and that she was 
sure the change would do pe a great 
deal of good. 

It was such a charming project that 
Mrs. Miller joyfully consented; and a 
few weeks later, when the busy season 
was over, the hard-worked dressmaker 

and her two children spent a happy and 
long-remembered week at the sea-side, 

where the breezes blew a colour into 
their pale cheeks, and gave them fresh 

~ health and vigour. 
The very day after their return, Mrs. - 

King sent two dresses to be made; and 
her husband, hearing from Hortensia, 

who was ever ready to say a kind word 
~ for every one, that Edward was about to
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leave school, and was anxious to help 
his mother, offered to take the boy into 
his shop without any premium, an offer 
which Mrs. Miller very gladly accepted. 

The mother felt that she had indeed 
great cause for thankfulness when she 
looked at her two children, and saw Amy 

running about, and looking as well as 
ever, and knew that her boy’s future 

was so kindly provided for; but more 
than all did she rejoice to see how well 
they agreed together, and how, as young 
disciples of Jesus, they tried to help each 
other in the Christian way, seeking the 
smile and approval of their Heavenly 
Father. 
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‘A delightful book of anecdotes of Animals, very 
=» well illustrated, and interesting to all, old or young, 

who are happy enough to have a genial love for 
birds and beasts.’ —Guardian. 

“Interesting anecdotes, illustrated by spirited 
pictures, make up a pleasant book.” —SZectator. 

** Amusing as well as instructive.”"—Lnelish Churchman. 
“A first-rate book for children.” —Presbyterian Messenger. 

ALKATIVE FRIENDS 
IN FIELD, 

FARM, AND FOREST. 

By MARY E. ROPES. 
Author of “Tons Bennie,” “ Till 

the Sugar Melts,” etc. 

_ Profusely Illustrated. A simi- 
Jar Volume to ‘‘Our Pets and 
Companions.” Small qto. 2s. 

cloth boards, 

“ The juveniles always like to read about 
animals talking, especially when they say 
what is worth hearing.”"—7he Queen. 

“A capital book, full of illustrations.” 
British Weekly. 

~ “Quite enticing for the little people.” —Sunday School Chronicle. 
a ‘ 
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Reduced frout “TALKATIVE FRIENDS.”  



1 The Book of Books: The Story 
of the English Bible. 

2 Springfield Stories. 
3 Little Dot. By Mrs. WALTON. 
4 John Thomson’s Nursery. 
5 ‘lwo Ways to begin Life. 
6 Ethel Ripon. By G. E. Sar- 

GENT, 
7 Little Gooseberry. 
8 Fanny Ashley,and other Stories 
9 ‘the Gamckeeper’s Daughter. 

10 Fred Kenny; or, Out in the 
World. 

11 Old Humphrey’s Study Table. 
12 Jenny’s Waterproof. 
13 The Holy Well. An. Irish 

Story. 
14 The Travelling Sixpence. 
15 The Three Flowers. 
16 Lost and Rescued. 
17 Lightbearers and Reacons. 
18 Little Lottie ; or, the Wonder- 

ful Clock. 
19 The Dog of St. Bernard. 
20 Isaac Gould, the Waggoner. 
21 Uncle Rupert’s Stories for Boys 
22 Dreaming and Doing. 

  

id 

with COLOURED 

FRONTISPIECE. 

Dom 
SERIES 

| Of Books for 

7 Children. 
23 Many Ways of being Useful. 
24 Rachel Rivers; or, What a 

Child may Do. 

25 Lessons out of School. 
26 Setma, the Turkish Captive. 
27 Show your Colours, 
28 True and False Friendship. 
29 Always Too Late, and other 

Stories. 
80 School Pictures drawn from 

Life. 

31 Soldier Sam. 
82 Stephen Grattan’s Faith. By 

the Author of ‘‘ Christie Red- 
fern’s Troubles.’’ 

83 David the Scholar, 
34 Tired of Home.' 
35 Setting out for Heaven. 
36 The Stolen Money, and other 

Ballads. 

37 Helen’s Stewardship, 
38 Pat Riley’s Friends. 
39 Olive Crowhurst. A Story for 

Girls. 

40 The White Feather.   sf



   

   

44 The Raven’s Feather. 
45 Aunt Milly’s Diamonds, and 

Our Cousin from India. 
46 My Ladys Prize, and Effie’s 

Letter. 
47 How the Golden Eagle was 

Caught. ji 
48 Emily’s Trouble, and what it 

taught her. 
49 Adopted Son, and other Stories 
50 Till the Sugar Melts. By M. 

E. Ropes. 
51 Story of a Geranium; or, The 

Queen of Morocco. 
52 The Flying Postman, and other 

Stories. 
53 The Money in the Milk. 
54 Cowslip Ball, and other Stories. 
55 Little Model, and other Stories. 
56 Mary Sefton. By the Author 

of ‘‘ The Two Roses.” 
57 Tales from over the Sea, 
58 Lisetta and the Brigands; or, 

Saved by a Mule. 
59 Bessie Graham. 
60 In his Father’s Arms. 

side Story. 
61 Cosmo and his Marmoset. 
62 Talks with Uncle Morris. 
63 ‘The Patched Frock 
64 Herbert and_ his Sister; or, 

Not in One Shoe. 
65 Lucy Miller’s Good Work. 
66 Little Andy’s Legacy. 
G7 How the Gold Medal was Won, 

and The Young Drovers. 
63 Master Charles's Chair, and 

How it was Filled. 
69 Little Kittiwake; or, The 

Story of a Lifeboat. 
70 Squire Bentley’s Treat. 
71 Jessie’s Visit to the Sunny Bank 
72 Amy’s Secret. By Lucy ByER- 

LEY. 
9% 73 The Children in the Valley. 

SERIES—continued. 
ES 

41 Steenie Alloway’s Adventures. 
42 Angel's Christmas. By Mrs. Watton. 
43 Cottage Life ; its Lights and Shadows. 

A Sea- 5 

  

    
  

  

       
74 Florence and her Friends. 
75 The Two Roses. 
76 Little Tenpenny; What she 

did, and How she did it. 
77 Six China Teacups. 
78 His Own Enemy. 
79 Three Firm Friends. 
80 Empty Jam-pot. By the Author 

of “ Lost and Rescued,” etc. 
81 Patty and Brownie; or, ‘The 

Lord will Provide. 
82 ‘T'wo Weeks with the Greys. 

A Story of American Home 
Life. 

83 A Tale of Three Weeks. By 
EGLANTON THORNE. 

84 My Brother and I. 
85 The Blessed Palm. 
86 Hubert’s Temptation. A Story 

from Real Life. 
87 Pretty Miss Violet. 
88 The Queen’s Oak. 
89 Story of a Yellow Rose. Told 

by Itself. By Jessz PaGr. 
90 The Blacksmith’s Daughter ; 

or, The Little Comforter. 
91 Daisy's Trust. By E. S. Pratr 
92 The Runaways. 
93 Jack Silverleigh’s Temptation. 
94 May Lynwood. A ‘Tale of 

School Life. 
95 Tom’s Bennie. By M.E. Ropes 
96 The Captain of the Schocl. 
97 Miss Pris. 
98 The Story he was Told. 
99 Gerty’s Triumph. 
100 The Missing Jug. 
101 Granny's Darling. 
102 Galen! Peter's New Year’s 

ift. 
103 A True Story of Long Ago. 
104 The Little Midshipman, and 

other Stories. 
105 How Arthur Found out the 

Secret. Xa 

    

    
      
          

    
           

            
       

     
        
       

         

    
    

           

         

       

           
     

     
        

     

       
      

         

     
      

     
     
    

  

   

  

   

  

     

    

     

  

    

    

    

    

      

  

   



  
bible Pictures for our Pets 

Part J. OLp TESTAMENT PICTURES. 
Part II. New TESTAMENT PICTURES. 

With large Illustrations drawn by SELOUS, STANILAND, 
Wess, Watson, HARRISON WEIR, DownarD, Dori, 

and other well-known artists. 

Quarto. Each Part complete in itself. In ornamental boards, 
with cloth backs. 2s. each Part. Complete in One Volume, 

4x 4s. handsomely bound, with medallion on side, gilt edges. 
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JICTURE BOOKS 
For Little Children. 

The Sweet Story of Old. A: 
Sunday Book for‘the Little Ones. 
By Hessa_Srrerton, author of 
- Jessica's First Prayer,” ‘Bede's 
Charity,” eic. With Twelve Col- 
oured Pictures. 3s. 6d.cloth boards, 
coloured edges. 

My Own Picture Book. 
First and Second Series. Each 
Part complete in itself, 2s, 6d. in 
coloured boards; or, in one hand- 
some Volume, gilt edges. 4s. 

(25) Watts’s Divine and Moral 
Songs. New Edition. With many fine Coloured Illustrations. 
2s. 6d. cloth boards. 

My Holiday Picture-Book. Comprising : Holiday-time 
in the Country—Contented Johnnie—The Children of the Bible— 
The Busy Farm ; or, a Visit to our Country Friends—Amy’s Birthday 
Preseut—The Bible Picture Alphabet. With Coloured Pictures, 
2s. 6d. cloth. 

My Coloured Picture Story-Book. With Twenty-four 
full-coloured page Pictures and Forty Vignette. Comprising : Our 
Pretty Village—Little Antoine and the Bear—Rosa, the Little 
Cousin from India—The Blackbird’s Nest. 4s. handsomely bound 
in cloth boards, full gilt. 

Bible Stories and Pictures. With Twenty-four Col- 
oured page Pictures and Forty Vignettes. With simple letterpress 
in large type. 4s. handsomely bound, cloth gilt. 

Harrison Weir's Pictures of Birds and other Family 
Pets. With Twenty-four large Coloured Pictures. 5s. handsomely 
bound, with side in Gold and Colours. 

Storyland. By Srpney Grey. With Thirty-two Ilus- 
trations by Ropert Barnes. Engraved and Printed in Colour by 
Epmunp Evans. 6s, handsomely bound in coloured paper boards.         

  

Little Dot and Her Friends, With Twenty-four Col- 
oured Pictures and Forty Vignettes. 4s. cloth boards, gilt. 

Pictures for our Pets. I.--Home and Country Scenes, 
etc. II.—Birds, Beasts, Fishes, etc. Profusely Illustrated. 4to. 
Second Edition. Each Part is complete in itself, in fancy coloured 
boards, 2s. ; or together, handsomely bound in cloth, gilt edges, 4x6 
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The Children of Cloverley. Illus- 
trated. 2s. cloth. 

Little Meg’s Children. Illustrated. 
1s. 6d. cloth. 

Alone in London. Illustrated. 
Js. 6d. cloth. 

Bede’s Charity. Illustrated. 
2s, 6d. cloth. 

Carola. Tustrated. 8s. 6d. cloth. 
Cassy. Illustrated. 1s. 6d. cloth. 
Cobwebs and Cables. Illustrated. 

5s. cloth, gilt. 
The Crew of the Dolphin. Illus- 

trated. Is. 6d. cloth. 
Enoch Roden’s Training. Illus- 

trated. 2s. cloth. - 
Fern’s Hollow. Illus. 9s. cloth. 
Fishers of Derby Haven. Ilus- 

trated. 2s, cloth. 
Friends till Death. 9d. cloth. 
Jessica’s First Prayer.  Illus- 

trated. 1s. cloth. 
Sam Franklin’s Savings Bank. 

“ 6d. cloth. 
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VESBA 
STRETTON 

Author of 

“Tessica’s First Prayer.” 

— Se 

The whole of the books forming this 
most popular Library are now re-issued in a 
new and greatly improved style. 

and new Illustrations, with specially attractive binding, will make these 
books more than ever suitable for prizes, birthday gifts, etc. 

New type 

The King's Servants. 1s. 6d. cloth. 
Lost Gip. Illus. Is. 6d. eloth. 
Max Kromer. <A Story of the 

Siege of Strasburg. 1s. 6d. cl. 
Michel Lorio’s Cross. Illus. 6d. 
No Place l:ke Home. Illus. 1s. cl. 

Pilgrim Street. A Story of Man- 
chester Life. 2s. cloth. 

The Storm of Life. Illus. Is.6d. cl. 

A Thorny Path. Illus. 2s. cloth. 
Under the Old Roof. Illustrated. 

Js. cloth. 
A Night and a Day. 9d. cloth. 
A_ Miserable Christmas and a 
Happy New Year. 9d. cloth. 

The Worth of a Baby. 6d. cloth. 
Left Alone. 6d. cloth. 
The Christmas Child. 6d. cloth. 
Only a Dog. 6d. cloth. 
How Apple-Tree Court was Won. 

Gd. cloth. 
The Sweet Story of Old. 

oured Pictures, 
Col- 

3s. 6d. cloth. 
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ILLUSTRATED BOOKS BY 

Mas. 0. K. WALON. 
Angel’s Christmas. 

NANNY 

NY 
\\ . 

  

  
Reduced from ‘Curistie’s OLp OnGan.” 
  

16mo. 6d. cloth. 

Christie's Old Organ ; 
or, Home, Sweet 
Home. 1s. cloth. 

Launch the Lifeboat. 
With 44Coloured Pic- 
tures or Vignettes. 
4to. 3s. col. cover. 

Little Dot. Coloured 
Frontispiece. 6d. cl. 

Little Faith; or, the 
Child of the Toy-stall. 
1s. cloth. 

Nobody _ Loves 
1s. cloth. 

Me. 

Olive's Story; or, Life 
at Ravenscliffe. 2s.6d. 
cloth, gilt edges. 

A Peep Behind the 
. Scenes. Imp. 16mo, 
8s. 6d. cloth, gilt 
edges 

Poppie’s Presents. 
Crown 8vo. Is. cloth. 

Saved at Sea. A J.ight- 
house Story. Is.clcth. 

Shadows. Scenes in the 
Life of an Old Arm- 
Chair. Imp. r6mo. 
4s, cloth, gilt edges. 

Taken or Left. Crown 
8vo. Is. cloth. 

Was I Right? 3s. 6d. 
cloth, gilt edges. 

Our Gracious Queen: 
Pictures and Stories 
from Her Majesty’s 
Life. With many En- 
gravings. New and 
Revised Edition. 1s. 
cloth boards. 

tad 
 



  

1/6 BOOKS ww LARGE TYPE. 
FOR YOUNG READERS. 

Each in very large type with Engravings. Small 4to. 1s. 6d. Cloth 
boards, gilt edges. 

Sto ries of Bible Children. A Sunday Book for very 
Little Children. By Mrs. E. M. Waterworth, author of “ Walking 
with Jesus,” etc. In very Jarge type. With Illustrations. 

Listening to Jesus. A Sunday Book for the Little 
Ones. By E. M. Waterworth, author of ‘Sunday Afternoons at 
Rose Cottage.” With Illustrations by W. S: Stacy. 

Sunday Afternoons at Rose Cottage. Bible Talks 
with Mamma. By Mrs. Waterworth, author of ‘ Blessings for the 
Little Ones,” etc. In very large type. With Illustrations. 

Blessings for the Little Ones. 
Walking with Jesus. A Sunday Book for Children. 
The Three Brave Princes, and other Bible Stories. 
The Beautiful House and its Seven Pillars. By 

Frances M. Savill. 

Readings with the Little Ones. By Agnes Giberne. 
The Children’s King, and other Readings for the Young. 

ONE SHILLING EACH. 
Picture Stories for Children. With a picture on every 

opening, and with letterpress in large type. Crown 8vo. 1s. 
attractively bound in cloth boards. 

Picture Book for Children. With a picture on every 
opening, and with letterpress in large type, well printed. Crown 8vo. 
1s. attractively bound in cloth. 

SIXPENCE EACH. 

THE ROYAL PICTURE BOOKS. 
The First of a New Series of Picture Books for very Little Children. A 

Picture on every page; the Letterpress in very large type, and in 
words of one and two syllables. Engravings by the best Artists. 
Imperial 16mo. 6d. each in cloth. 

1.—Our Queen, and other Pictures. 
2.—Charlie and his Pet, and other Pictures. 
3.—Little Kittens, and other Pictures. 
4,—Mamma’s Darling, and other Pictures.    



   
FOURPENNY 

BOOKS 
Each with Itlustira- 

tion. Well printed, 
and tastefully bound 

an cloth boards, and 

blocked with colowred 

ainks. 4d. each. 

  

    
   

     

    
    

    

    

  

    
  

          

       
           

           

         

        

      

         
             

  

1. Short and Sweet. 18. Lily’s Adventure. 
2. I Never Thought of it. 19. Made on Purpose. A Story of 
3, Father's Joy, and other Series. Russian Life. By Salem 
4. A Sprig of Holly. Hall. 
5, Barbara’s Revenge. 20. The White Rosebud, and the 
6. Shrimp. Birthday Present. 
7. Edith’s Second Thought, and | 21. Carl’s Secret. 

- other Stories. 22. Made a Man of. 
8. Jack and Shag. 23. Winnie’s Golden Key; or, 
9. ‘VhePrincess in the Castle,and The Right of Way. By J. 

other Stories. With many Saxby. ‘ 
Engravings. 24. Trapped on the Rocks; or, 

10. Andy and his Book; or, the Only a Word. 
Orphan Friends. 25. Susie Wood’s Charge. By 

11. Jessie's Roses, and other Mary E. Ropes. 
Stories. 26. Fisherman Niels. By Mrs. G. 

12. The Village Shoemaker. Gladstone. 
13. The Message of the Bells, and | 27. Katy’s Resolution. By Jennie 

other Stories. Perrett. 
14. The Lily of the Valley, and 28. Watchman Halfdan, and his 

other Stories. . Little Granddaughter. By 
15. Tony the Tramp; or, Good for Mrs. George G!adstone. 

Nothing. By Mary E. Ropes. 29. In Golden London; or, Raised 
16. Made Clear at Last; or, The from the Dead. By Mary E. 

Story of a Ten-Pound Note. Ropes. 
By Mary E. Ropes, Author | 30. Sprats Alive Oh! By Harriette 
of “Tony the T'ramp,”’ etc. E. Burch, Author of ‘¢ Wind 

17. Chrissy’s Glad News; or, A and Wave fulfilling His 
Little Child shall lead them. Word,”’ etc.      
         



   
HEAP BOOKS 

. School Rewards, etc. 

Re ic 

Threepenny Reward Books. 
A Series of mo. Books for the Young. With Covers printed, 
back and front, in Colours, on silver ground. Each book in clear type, 

with a Frontispiece Engraving. 

        
  

      

        
     

1 Phil Harvey’s Fortune. 13 Trixie and Her Cousin. 
2 His Little Hetty. 14 Kitty’s Concertina. 
3 Jock the Shrimper. 15 In Father’s Place. 

    

4 My Master’s Business. [Found | 16 Hilda and Her Pet. 
5 How Charlie was Lost and | 17 The Way to Win. 

  

     
     
        

        
     

6 Bessie Morton’s Legacy. 18 The Story of Nika. 
7 Johan’s Christmas Eve. 19 Addie’s Children. 
8 Johnny’s Dream. 20 How Tom Gained the Victory. 
9 Old Bagnall’s Ricks. 21 Gaspard’s Promise. 

10 Widow Martin's Son. 22 Lucy of the Hall. 
11 The Soldier's Legacy. 23 The Oatcake Man. 
12 The Flat Iron. 24 Squat and his Friends.       
  

Twopenny Reward Books. 
Each containing 48 pages of clearly printed Letter-press, in simple 
language for Children. With numerous Engravings, and in attractive 

coloured Covers. 2d. each.           

            

           

           

        
      

  

1 Children’s Stories. 13 The Round Robin. 
2 Little Stories. 14 Elsie in the Snow. 
3 Pretty Stories. 15 Mabel’s Mistake. 
4 Pretty Stories. 16 The Jackdaw’s Christmas Tree 
5 A Mother’s Stories. 17 Angel Rosie. 
6 A Sister’s Stories. 48 Faithful Andrew. 
7 A Friend’s Stories. 19 Tim's Little Garden. 
8 Pleasant Stories. 20 Between Sickle and Scythe. 
9 Simple Stories. 21 Freddie’s New Home. 

10 True Stories. 22 Kit and his Violin. 
11 Useful Stories. 23 Flip, Mish, and Another. 
12 Farewell Stories. 24 Jenny Wren’s Mite.     
  

     Aunt Mary's Packet of 2 Aunt Mary's Pretty Pages 
Picture Stories we for Little People. 

Each Packet contains Twelve Books with Glazed Covers, in Gold. Full 
of Pictures. Crown 8vo. 1s. the Packet.        

  

New Penny Story-Books. 
A New Series of Twelve attractively got-up Reward Books, each com~ 

yaerising 32 pages, with Cover in Colours, and Illustration. Is. the Packet 
ay 
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25, 
26 
27. 
28, 
29, 

32, 
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1 
2 

3. 
4 
5 

6 
7 
8 

9. 

IN iW 

NINEPENNY 

Johnny. 
Tiger Jack. By Mrs. Prosser. 

. Alice Benson’s Trials. 
+ Charlie Scott ; or, There's 
Time Enough. 

. The Peacock Butterfly. 

. Where a Penny went to. 
. The Young Folks of Hazel- 

brook. 
. Miss Grey’s Text; and How 

it was Learned. 
Basil; or, Honesty and In- 
dustry. 

- Ben Holt’s Good Name. 
Lisa Baillie’s Journal. 

« Northcliffe Boys. 
. The Little Orange Sellers. 
« Georgie’s Prayer. 
. Saddie’s Service. 
. Nils’ Revenge. Tale of Swe- 

dish Life. 
Harry Blake’s Trouble. 

- Cousin Jack’s Adventures. 
- Hungering and Thirsting. 
The China Cup; or, Ellen's 
Trial. 
How Tilly found a Friend. - 
Charity’s Birthday Text. 
The Rescue. ' 
Little Nellie’s Days in India. 
The Young Hop-Pickers. 
Motherless Bairns. 
George Wayland. 
The Cinnamon Island and its 
Captives. 

. Caleb Gaye’s Success. 
Dark Days of December. 
The Big House and the Little 
House ; or, The Two Dreams. 
Tim and his Friends, , 
Ned the Barge-boy. *."" 

. Ragged Robin. By Mary E. 
Ropes. 

  

SERIES. 
36. 
387. 

38, 

39. 

40. 

41, 

42. 

* a 

50. 

51, 

53. 

Coloured Frontispiece and Wood Engravings, 
Attractively bound with Medallion on side. 

+ Bessie Mason’s Victories. 
- Dame Buckle and her Pet 

The Gable House. 
The Dangerous Guest. A 
Story of 1745.~ By Frances 
Browne. 
Fruits of Bible Lands. By 
Mary K. Martin. 
May’s Cousin. By Acthor of 
‘“Reuben Touchett’s Grand- 
daughter. ’ 
Billy the Acorn Gatherer. By 
Florence EK. Burch. 
The Banished Family, and the 
Bohemian Confessor. 
The Golden Street; or, The 
Fisherman’s Orphans. By 
Sidney Grey. 

. The First of the African Dia- 
monds. By Frances Browne. 

- The Royal Banner; or, 
Dragged in the Dust. By 
Emma §, Pratt. 
Brave Archie. By Author of 
‘Stories of Life in Italy,” etc. 
There’s a_ Friend for Little 
Children. ByCharlotteMason. 
Michael the Young Miner. 
A Hungarian Story. 
Bob's ‘Trials and Tests. By 
Mary E. Ropes. 

. Tim Peglar's Secret ; or, The 
Wonderful Egg. By Miss 
Tandy. 
Under the Snow. By the 
Author of “Heroes” and 
Famous Men of Old.” 
The Lost Baby. A Story of 
the Floods. By Emma Leslie, 
Author of ‘Out of the Mouth 
of the Lion,” etc. 
Squirrel ; or, Back froma Far 
Country. By Florence E. 
Burch, Author of ‘How 
Tilly found a Friend,” etc. 
Rescued from the Burning 
Ship ue  



" AN ILLUSTRATED MAGAZINE for” 
Little Bovs and Girls. 

OdR LIK DOS. 

PENNY 
MONTALY. 
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“Parents in search of a Mon- 
thly Magazine for infants will 
not find a better than ‘Our Little 
Dots.’ ”—Lnglish Chive chman. 

"Just what children will 
like.”"—Church Sunday Schoot 
Magazine, y 

‘Good pictures and reading.” 
Spectator. : : 

“ Delightful.” —LEcclestastical 
Tou siunees Fact aut w vatonerae me oe Gazette. : 

“ A valuable little magazine, which is just the thing for the small folk 
of the family—full of engravings, little tales in large type and small words, 
the ‘ tee Dots’ could wish for nothing better.”—Somerset County. 
Herald. 

OUR LITTLE DOTS’ 
AITNUAI | 

Lhe Yearly Volume of 

‘Our Lari Dens.? 
Full of Pretty Pictures and Little Stories 

in Large Type. Is. 6d. attractive col-° 
oured boards; 2s. neat cloth; 2s. 6d. 

eae ome cloth gilt. 

  

     

  

      
      
   



 



  

    
   

JUVENILE INSTRUCTOR. 

especially noticeable for the editor's 
sensible practice of giving children credit for 
being able to understand something better than 
mere jingles and childish things."—The Daily 
News.    

SS \ ' poetical pieces.” Bookseller. f 

“As charming as ever.”—Zcclesiastical 
Gazette. 

“THE 

CHUDS COMPANION 

Juvenile Instructor Annual. 
Contains a New Story in Twelve Chap- 

ters. By Mrs. O. F. Walton, author of . 
“‘Christie’s Old Organ,” ‘* A Peep Behind i 
the Scenes,” etc. It is full of pretty Z 
Pictures and interesting reading for young folks, with a 
Coloured Frontispiece, 1s. .6d. attractive coloured boards : 
2s. neat cloth; 2s. 6d. handsome cloth, full gilt. 

  

    
  

LONDOX: KNIGHT, PRINTER, MIDDLE STRBET, ALDEKSCATE, E,C, 

“A pretty little illustrated periodical, | 

“A perfect treasury of interesting articles an 35 

  



  

  

  
    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

       

   

   
   

    

   

  

Sa Captive. 
SS Show your Colours. 

True & False Friendship: 
Always too Laté. Sara 
School Pictures drawn from Life 
Soldier Sam:- : 
Stephen Grattan's Faith. 
David the Scholar. 
Tired-of Home. 3 

Ao Setting out forHeaven. ———— aN The Staten Money. aay 
—— Helens Stewardship. 

Pat Riley's Friends. 
Olive Crowhurst. 

sa The White Feather. 
Steenie Alloway Adventures. 
Angels Christmas. 
Cottage Life; its Lights@ Shadows 

# The Raven's Feather. 
Aunt Millys Diamonds & Our. 

|. Cousin from India.’ 9 
i My Ladys Prize & Effie's Letter. 

j How the Golden Eagle was Caught 
4 EmilysTroubleéwhat it taught her yg 
TheAdopted Son. eet 

   

   

       
       

     

     

     

  

  

   
    

       

    

    
       

    

  

    
    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

 



  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    
  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  
  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

    

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

  

   



 


