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“TRIED AND TRUE." 

LUCY HUTCHINSON. 

the year 1619, when King James I.’s reion was 
drawing to a close, our heroine, Lucy Apsley, 
afterwards to become Lucy Hutchinson, was 
born in the Tower of London, : 

Her father, Sir Allen Apsley, was Lieutenant 
of the Tower, a position of no little importance in those days, 
when the Tower was used as a state prison, and the cells and 

rooms were but too closely occupied. Those were troublous 
times for England; poets, warriors, and nobles, as well as 

country boors, were in turn committed to this prison. 
Queen Elizabeth herself was during her sister Mary’s reign 
a prisoner within these walls; and many were the great and 
noble names who (less fortunate than the Maiden Queen) 
only left their prison to suffer death on the little green of 
Tower Hill. Sir Walter Raleigh was one of these. He 
was for twelve years a prisoner in the Tower; but this 
great man showed to the world that 

“Stone walls do not a prison make, ~ 
Nor iron bars a cage.” 

  
He used his cell as a study, and finding himself com- 

pelled to retire from the world, he employed his leisure in 
writing books, which at this very day are remarkable for 
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the learning and knowledge they display. Besides this, he 
made various experiments in chemistry, the materials for 
which were provided by the generosity of the Lieutenant’s 
wife, the Lady Apsley. In return for this and many other 
services which Sir Walter received from the hands of his . 
kind and humane keeper, he taught Lady Apsley all he knew 
of surgery and the science of medicine, and by these means 
she becamé skilful in the healing of wounds and concoct- 
ing of simple remedies for the sick. It is said that she 
was as a mother to all the prisoners that came to the 
Tower. In sickness she would herself make them broth 

and dainty dishes, and would minister to their wants with 
her own hands; whilst those who were sick with sorrow— 
and this was no uncommon disease amongst the Tower 
-prisoners—she would console and comfort as best she could, 
and endeavour to let them feel none of the inconvenience 
of a prison. 

We must not forget that the people who were sent to 
the Tower were very different to the class of criminals who 
now fill our jails. Instead of being people of bad character, 
who had offended both God and man, the inmates of this 

fortress were then, as a rule, people of exalted station and 
gentle manners, and were generally imprisoned because 
they were believed to be opposed to the Government of the 
day; for at this time opinions that were in favour one 
week were declared to be seditious and dangerous the next, 
and a man who was once high in favour would suddenly 
find himself deprived of liberty for crimes of which he was 
often wholly unconscious. 

No wonder, then, that the gentle wife of the keeper of 
the Tower felt much womanly pity for the prisoners under 
her husband’s charge; and when her daughter Lucy was 
old enough, she would accompany her mother on her visits 
of mercy to the various cells. A childhood passed amid
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such scenes made an early woman of the little maid, She 
says that at the age of four she could read English per- 
fectly, whilst at seven years old she had eight tutors, who 
taught her various languages, music, dancing, writing, and 

needlework. . Naturally enough this child-woman did not 
much care for other children ; their games and toys seemed 
puerile to her who had already seen the dark side of life. 
She appears indeed to have been most precocious in many 
ways. Inthe short history of her life that she has left 
behind her, she says that before she had reached her teens, 

she was “the confidant in all the loves that were managed 
among my mother’s young women;” and she quaintly adds, 
“There was none of them but had many lovers.” When 
Lucy had reached her seventeenth year, the moment arrived 
when she was to have a lover of her own ; she had hitherto 
cared little for notice or attention from the gallants of the 
day ; probably the experience gained in childhood amongst 
her mother’s young women had warned her that— 

“Men were deceivers ever.” 

But now a grave divinity student fell deeply in love with 
her, and she on her part felt an equal affection for him. 
The friends on both sides were pleased, and the course of 
true love for once ran smoothly until the day of the be- 
trothal, when Lucy, gentle pretty Lucy, sickened with the 
small-pox. We in these days can hardly imagine what a 
dreadful disease small-pox was before the discovery of vac- 
cination, which has robbed it of half its terrors. At that 
time thousands of persons died yearly of its ravages, and 
those whose lives were spared were generally so disfigured 
that they were repulsive to look upon. Such was Lucy’s 
fate. When she recovered, she was, to use her own 
words, “the most deformed person that could be seen.” 
But John Hutchinson cared not for that; it was Lucy her-
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self, not her face, that he loved. “He was little troubled 

at it,” she writes, “but married her as soon as she was able 

to quit the chamber, when the priest and all that saw her 
were affrichted to look on her.” It is pleasing to know that 

in time she regained her good looks, though it was some years 

before she quite lost all traces of the malady. 
The early years of Lucy’s married life were passed quietly 

and happily, first in London, and then at her husband’s 

house of Owthorpe, in Nottinghamshire. Two sons were 
born, and Lucy then found her chief pleasure in the care of 
her babies and the society of her husband. He was much 
in his library, but those were troublous times for England, 
and soon the books of “school divinity” had to be put aside, 
and John Hutchinson set himself to understand the matters 

in dispute between the King and the Parliament. Civil 

war was then raging in our land; the people were divided 

into Cavaliers and Roundheads, so called on account of the 

different way in which the opposing armies wore their hair. 

The Cavaliers, who belonged to the King’s party, were 
adorned by the long flowing ringlets which we know so 
well in the pictures of Charles II, whilst the Roundheads 
prided themselves on keeping their hair short and close 

cropped. Mr, Hutchinson decided in his mind that the 
cause of the Parliament (or the Roundheads) was the most 
righteous one; but he had no wish to be concerned with 
the fighting on either side, and contented himself with 
praying for peace. His wife, however, did not like the 
term Roundhead to be given to her husband. She says: 
“Tt was very ill applied to Mr. Hutchinson, who, having 
naturally a very fine thick-set head of hair, kept it clean 

and handsome, so that it was a great ornament to him, 

although the godly of those days, when he embraced their 
party, would not allow him to be religious because his hair 
is not in their cut.” Zhe godly was a name by which the
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Roundheads frequently called themselves; and such was 

their bigotry, that it was deemed impossible for any one to 

be considered godly who varied in any way, either in dress 
or opinions, from the rules they had made. 

John Hutchinson seems, however, whilst espousing the 
cause of the Parliament, to have ever remained moderate 

and humane; and in this he differed so much from the rest 

of his party, that we are surprised to find him chosen as 

the governor of the old castle of Nottingham, and from 
henceforth he is always known as Colonel Hutchinson. 

In his new post he displayed both courage and skill; the 
castle, almost a ruin, is by his orders changed into a strong 

fortress, and for five days and nights it is held successfully 
against a large army of Cavaliers, who are at last driven 
from the town with great losses. 

Now is the time for Lucy to show of what stuff she is 
made. She has now the opportunity of putting into practice 
those lessons of surgery and medicine learnt as a little 
child in that prim old fortress of the Tower. We will give 
the historian’s own words on this matter :— 

“There was a large room, which was the chapel, in the 
castle; this they had filled full of prisoners, besides a very 
bad prison, which was no better than a dungeon, called the 
Lion’s Den. The new Captain Palmer and another minister, 
having nothing else to do, walked up and down the castle 
yard, insulting and beating the poor prisoners as they were 
brought up. In the encounter one of the Derby captains 
was slain and five of our men hurt, who, for want of another 
surgeon, were brought to the governor's wife, and she having 
some excellent balsams and plasters in her closet, with the 
assistance of a gentleman that had some skill, dressed all 
their wounds, whereof some were dangerous, being all shots, 
with such good success that they were all well cured in con- 
venient time. After our wounded men were dressed, as she  
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stood at her chamber door, seeing three of the prisoners 
sorely cut, and carried down bleeding into the Lion’s Den, 

she desired the marshal to bring them in to her, and bound 
up and dressed their wounds also; which while she was 
doing Captain Palmer came in and told her his soul ab- 
horred to see this favour to the enemies of God. She replied, 
she had done nothing but what she thought was her duty 
in humanity to them as fellow-creatures, not as enemies. 
But he was very ill satisfied with her.” Surely we have 
improved in Christian charity since those narrow-minded 
days. Now, like Lucy Hutchinson, we deem it a duty, nay, 
a pleasure, to nurse and feed our prisoners, and make no 
difference between them and the wounded of our own 
people. 

When peace was at length restored to this country, 
Colonel Hutchinson and his brave wife returned in thank- 
fulness to their country home at Owthorpe. They found if 
plundered of all that could be moved, and the building 
itself much damaged by the successive regiments that had 
passed that way. This was unfortunately the case with 
many other country houses, and Colonel Hutchinson wasted 
no time in idle regrets, but set at once to work to restore his 
home to its former comfort. He now led the useful life of an 
English country gentleman. The poor of the neighbour- 
hood ever found in him a trusty friend, one to whom they 
could apply in all their troubles, and whose time and money 
were ever at the service of those who most needed them. 
In all his undertakings, Lucy was ever his helper and 
wisest counsellor. She was as willing to assist with the 
laying out of a cottage garden as she had formerly been to 
succour the wounded; nothing that could help a fellow- 
creature came amiss to her womanly heart, and both she 

and her husband were greatly beloved by all their neigh- 
bours. Yet there were those who regarded with disfavour
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that quiet household at Owthorpe. The Puritans (to which 
party the Hutchinsons nominally belonged) looked with 

suspicion and dislike on the family where innocent joys 

and open hospitality were daily indulged in; while, on the 

other hand, the Cavaliers could not forget or forgive the 

persevering way in which the Colonel had held Nottingham 

Castle against the fierce attacks of their soldiery. 

For a time, however, the Hutchinsons were left undis- 

turbed in their retired life, occupying themselves chiefly 

with draining and planting the estate, and thus giving 

employment to many labourers who otherwise would have 

suffered great hardships. Other children were born to 
them, and their two eldest sons grew up to man’s estate, 

and showed themselves not unworthy of their parents. 

The Restoration, however, brought about a new order of 

things, and now the gallant defender of Nottingham Castle 

is summoned to London to appear before his enemies. 
Colonel Hutchinson seems to have been little surprised at 

this command, but prepared cheerfully to obey the sum- 
mons; and having a presentiment that he should never 

return to his happy Nottinghamshire home, he called 
together his labourers, and paid them off with kind words 
of farewell. They, honest fellows, wept bitterly at the 

thought of losing their good and generous master, but he 
comforted them with a smiling resignation; and, accom- 
panied as he had ever been by his devoted wife, he entered 
his coach and left Owthorpe, never to return. 

The journey to London took four long days; sad and 
dreary ones they must have been to the loving wife who 
was so soon to be separated from him whom she had 
devotedly followed during five-and-twenty years of good 
and evil days. Yet through them all the Colonel was | 
cheerful, nay, almost merry, telling his wife “It would 
blemish his innucence for her to appear afflicted, and if she
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had but patience to wait the event, she would see it was all 

for the best, and bade her be thankful for the mercy that 

she was permitted this comfort to accompany him in the 

journey.” 
The journey ended at the Tower Gates, and here, in the 

fortress where Lucy had first seen the light, was Colonel 
Hutchinson imprisoned. 

It was a bitter parting for the poor wife, and none the 
less bitter that she knew the harsh and exacting character 

of the present governor of the Tower. 
Lucy’s father had long since gone to his rest, and bad 

times had arisen for the prisoners. All things within the 
walls were now changed, and there was no longer any care 
or thought for the unhappy captives, except indeed the con- 

sideration of how much money could be wrung out of them. 
Colonel Hutchinson’s room was in the Bloody Tower; it was 
said to be the very room in which the young King Edward 
V. and his brother had been so foully murdered by their 
uncle’s orders, and just below was the chamber in which the 

Duke of Clarence had suffered death by being drowned in 
a cask of wine; so that that portion of the building certainly 
deserved its name. 

It was some time before Mrs. Hutchinson was allowed to 
visit her husband, who was as strictly guarded as if he had 
been some violent malefactor instead of an English gentle- 
man who had served his country to the best of his ability. 

He was frequently brought before his judges, and at last was 
sentenced to be imprisoned in the Isle of Man. This, to 
the poor wife, sounded as dreadful as banishment to New 

Zealand would appear to us, and she used all her influence 
to get the place of his imprisonment changed to one in a less 
unknown spot. She was so far successful that Sandown Castle 
in Kent was finally chosen for her husband’s prison, and 
certainly a more wretched spot could scarcely have been
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found. The castle stands about a mile from the town of 
Deal, on a low, flat, marshy shore, and every tide washed 
the foot of the castle walls. Naturally enough this made 
the rooms damp, whilst a broken roof and dilapidated 
walls completed the wretchedness of this dwelling. Still 
the Colonel kept up a brave heart, though every indignity was 
heaped upon him, and a low-minded man (also a prisoner) 
was lodged in his room. His faithful wife begged hard to 
be allowed to share his prison, but her loving request was 
rudely refused. She was, however, permitted to visit him 

during the day; so she and her eldest son and daughter 
took lodgings at Deal, and every day, through the rains of 
winter or the scorching summer sun, did the heavy-hearted 

trio trudge the weary road from Deal to visit the patient 
prisoner. They endeavoured, also, as far as lay in their 
power, to provide amusement for the lagging hours, which 
must doubtless have seemed doubly long to one who, like 
Colonel Hutchinson, had previously lived so much of his 
life in the open air. His wife and daughter picked up, on 
their daily walk to Sandown, the common shells which lay 
scattered on the sands, and these the Colonel would arrange 
and classify with a simple pleasure, in the same spirit as at 
Owthorpe he had taken delight in his beautiful collection — 
of agates and onyxes. These Kentish cockles were, it is 
true, common and worthless in the ordinary estimation of 
things, but they were, notwithstanding, the creation of 
the same God who had formed the ruby and the diamond, 
and not less worthy than these of man’s admiration and 
study. 

This was, however, merely the diversion of his leisure 
hours. His chief occupation was the study of God’s book, 
the Bible; and though his wife had, with some pains, ob- 
tained one or two of his favourite volumes for him to 
amuse himself with, he thanked her much, but told her 
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“that as long as he lived in prison he would read nothing 
there but his Bible.” 

After eleven months of this life, Mrs. Hutchinson was 

obliged to leave her husband to make arrangements for her 
younger children, who remained at Owthorpe. She quitted 
him with many forebodings, dreading lest, during her 

absence, he might be shipped off to some “ barbarous place.” 
It is, however, invariably the unexpected that happens. It 
was no rude jailer who carried the Colonel from his wife’s 
sight, but God’s gentlest angel. The Angel of Death came 
for the prisoner, and bore him far away from this world of 
strifes and dungeons. His last words were, “Alas! how 
will she be surprised!” and then with a gentle sigh his 
spirit fled. 

As soon as possible the news of his death was sent to 
Owthorpe, and the Colonel’s two eldest sons and all his 
household servants, with a hearse and six horses, went to 

the prison, and after some difficulty obtained permission to 
convey Colonel Hutchinson’s body to the family vault at 
Owthorpe. 

Thus ended the life of a good and brave Englishman. 
We may not agree with his political opinions, and we 

must certainly regret that he should ever have been so 
mistaken as to consent to sign the death-warrant of his 
lawful sovereign, King Charles I.; but, nevertheless, we 
cannot but feel as we read his life that, whether in bright or 
dark days, he was ever a mau strict in duty and patient in 
suffering. Above all, he displayed a childlike gladness of 
heart amid his many trials, and his religion was ever gentle 
and loving—a rare quality in those days of narrow creeds 
and religious intolerance. And Lucy, his devoted wife, a 

fitting helpmeet, what became of her? She long survived 
ber husband and ever mourned his memory—not idly, with 
clasped hands and useless tears, but wisely and lovingly.
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She erected a monument to his memory, and not content 

with graving his virtues on senseless stone, she fixed them 
firmly in the hearts of her children, so that they grew up 

endeavouring to imitate as well as revere the actions of 
their father. She wrote a history of his life for their 

benefit, and this book is one of the best of our English 

biographies. It is from its pages that this simple story has 
been taken. 

MADAME DE LAVALETTE, 

On the return of the Bourbons to the throne of France 

after the battle of Waterloo, the Count de Lavalette was 

imprisoned on the accusation of being an accomplice in 
_Bonaparte’s treason against the royal authority. 

As there was no hope of the captive being liberated 
alive, Madame de Lavalette proposed to her husband a 
desperate scheme of escape disguised in female apparel. 
Lavalette was at first disposed to reject the idea as utterly 
“impracticable, but the tears and anguish of his wife induced 
him finally to consent to it. 

It wanted only forty-eight hours to the time appointed 
for his execution, when this devoted, though almost heart- 
broken, woman presented herself in her sedan chair at the 
prison, requesting to be permitted to bid a last farewell to 
her husband. Her young daughter was with her, and the 
guards permitted them to pass on with looks of sympathy 
for the anguish before them. 

Madame de Lavalette was clad from head to foot in one of 
the rich pelisses which noble ladies wore in that day, while 
on her head was the towering erection of silk and feathers 
which did duty as a bonnet; underneath these garments,
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which she shortly intended handing over to her husband, 

she wore her usual indoor dress. 
There was little time to be lost when once she had been 

ushered into the prisoner’s cell; a few words more were 
needed to induce the Count to allow his wife to incur the 
risk of abetting his escape, a trembling adjustment of the 
cloak and bonnet, a fond committal of her treasure to God, 

and a recapitulation of directions, and then the brave woman 
gave directions to poor little Josephine, who had already 

been much agitated by bidding adieu for ever, as she thought, 
to papa. The mother had intended to dismiss the child 
before the critical moment of escape arrived, but now she 
thought that ber presence might direct the attention of the 

guards away from the disguised man, and with that view 

she retained her to accompany her father out of the prison. 
When Lavalette was dressed in the disguise provided 

for him, the mother asked Josephine— 
“What do you think of your papa?” 
The poor little girl only smiled sadly. 
“But will he do, dear?” demanded the anxious wife, 

obliged at last to make a confidante of the young girl and 
to claim her assistance at this agonising crisis. 

“Not very badly,” said the child, but her tones were not 

hopeful. 
Then Lavalette charged the brave woman he was leaving 

in the prison to go behind the screen in his room, and make 
some little noise as if moving the furniture, so that the 

jailer might imagine the prisoner was there still when his 
visitors had left. 

After that there was but time for one hasty adieu, and 
the prison doors were unlocked, and the relatives of the 
condemned man must leave him to his fate. Out went 

first Lavalette himself, greatly embarrassed by the strange 
dress and nodding feathers which were meant to personate
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his wife, but treading calmly, daring all for the sake of life 

and liberty and dear ones. After him stepped his little girl, 

her face pale with terror. 

In the next room he had to face a file of five seated 

jailers. Of course he was holding his handkerchief to his 

eyes ; but, to make matters more alarming, poor little trem- 

bling Josephine forgot her mother’s directions, and walked 

on the wrong side of her father. She should have been 

between him and the jailer; instead of which, the man came 

up as usual close to the supposed lady and laid his hand 

on her arm, a token of sympathy at the parting he supposed 

had taken place. 
“ You leave early to-night, madame?” he said; but neither 

the disguised man nor his daughter dare answer a word. 

Happily the jailer put it down to their intense grief. 

Then they arrived at a closed door, where sat the jailer 
who kept the keys. He looked steadily at Lavalette, 

but presently unlocked the gates, and they were outside 
the prison. 

But not safe! There was a staircase of twelve steps to 
traverse to reach a court where the sedan-chair was waiting 
for the fugitive, and at the foot of the steps stood twenty 
soldiers with an officer at their head, within three paces, 
waiting to see Madame de Lavalette go by. That was-an awful 

moment! Lavalette and the child got into the chair, but a 
bearer had failed. A sentry was staring at him, on whom 
Lavalette also fixed his eye, determining, on the least sign 
of suspicion or agitation, to wrest his musket from him and 
defend his recovered liberty unto death. Just then, how- 
ever, his faithful servant appeared, and the chair was taken 
up and carried down a street or two. When it stopped, a 
gentleman—Monsieur Baudres—came forward, and offering 
his arm to the supposed lady, said aloud, “ Madame, you 
know you have a visit to make to the President.” The
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chair porters had yet to be kept in ignorance of the burden 
they carried. 

In a little dark street close oe stood a cabriolet, into 
which Lavalette now sprang, dashing away for dear life. 

Poor Josephine stood watching her father for a moment 
with clasped hands, praying for his safety; and then, when 
she had lost sight of him, she got into the sedan-chair by 
herself, Very shortly after it was stopped and searched for 
the escaped prisoner ; but finding only the child in it, it was 
speedily abandoned. 

Lavalette discovered that the driver of the cabriolet was 
his friend the Count de Chassenon, and M. Baudres soon 

joined them again. The fur cloak and bonnet were changed 
in transit for a groom’s dress; and when the party alighted 
from the cabriolet, Lavalette found he was to be hidden in 

the very house of the Minister of Foreign Affairs, the Duke 
de Richelieu. A strange place of safety, and one to which 
he was indebted to the kindness of the wife of the cashier, 

Madame de Brisson, who, while he remained there, literally 

stole food from her own table for him, it being necessary to 

conceal his existence in the house from all save a very 
chosen few. 

From the windows of his room Lavalette could hear the 
price of his apprehension and the denunciations on those 
who harboured him shouted by the town-criers. 

Assisted by some Englishmen, Lavalette at last escaped 
from Paris disguised as a British general. He passed through 
many dangers before he found himself safely out of French 
territory, finally taking refuge in Switzerland. 

Some may wish to know how fared Madame de Lavalette 
after the success of her daring scheme. No sooner was her 
husband beyond the gates of the prison than the jailer 
peeped as usual into the room, but hearing some one be- 

hind the screen, went out satisfied. He returned in five
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minutes, however, and still perceiving no one, pushed.aside 
a leaf of the screen, and seeing only Madame de Lavalette, 
gave a loud cry and ran towards the door. She flew to 
prevent him, and in her despair held his coat so tightly 
that he left part of it in her hands. 

“You have ruined me, madame,” he exclaimed in his 
rage; and then burst from her, crying, “ The prisoner has 
escaped’ [e 

Immediately the closest and widest ssaaeh was made for 
the captive. Mounted gendarmes galloped wildly about, 
passing even the cabriolet in which Lavalette was seated ; 
but to no effect. Paris was baffled. 

Madame de Lavalette was questioned, reproached, in- 
sulted, an kept in harsh captivity for some time. The 
poor thing, in weak health, and now in a perpetual agony 
of suspense lest her husband should be retaken, suffered so 
severely at this time that her mind failed her; and though 
in after years she was restored to her husband, and he en- 
deavoured by the tenderest care to make up for her past. 
terrors and sufferings, she never entirely enjoyed her 
former health. Still, as her husband said, she was ever 

good, gentle, and amiable, and able to find enjoyment in 
the country. After an exile of six years, Lavalette was 
pardoned and allowed to return to France. It is pleasant . 

to add, after this tale of trouble, that little Josephine 

grew up and married happily, passing the later years of 
her life in a calmer atmosphere than she had known in 
youth,
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A HOSPITAL NURSE. 

HAvE you ever heard of the town of Walsall in Stafford- 

shire? Nearly all the men there are employed in coal or 
iron mines, or in the great foundries where the iron is 
wrought into shape. Many accidents naturally befall them 

in this their daily work. Broken bones, burns, and scalds 
of a terrible nature are perhaps among the most frequent of 
these ills. It was soon found to be inconvenient, as well 

as cruel, that these poor sufferers should be sent all the 
way to Birmingham to the hospitals. So in the year 1863 

a Cottage Hospital was established in Walsall, and a lady 
called “Sister Dora” was placed in charge of it. 

There was no flourish of drums or trumpets when the 
little hospital was opened. No one knew much about 
Sister Dora, who with one friend, an old servant, managed 

the entire concern—not much, at least, beyond the fact 

that she was a real lady, who for love of sick people had 
left her own comfortable pleasant home. But by-and-by 
people lying ill in dismal alleys, and miners struck down 
suddenly by some accident, found that a quiet sunny-faced 

woman asked permission to enter their houses. And she 
invariably brought with her hope and comfort. She did 
not say, “This broken limb must be bandaged; this angry 
wound must be bathed and attended to;” but she got out 
the bandages and fetched the kettle of water, and never left 
the poor sufferer till he was eased and refreshed. Then 

she would hurry back to her hospital home. There were 
eight beds at first in it, but there were sixteen and twenty 
very shortly afterwards. Besides this, there was a crowd of 
out-patients pressing daily for her attention. Sister Dora 
had not been brought up to this life. She had had very 
little to do with sick people till now, but she was determined
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to learn all she could of doctoring and nursing, so as best 

to help her poor friends in Walsall. Her own words at 

this time were, “Nobody could possibly be more ignorant 

than I was; I had everything to learn.” Yet in a very 

few years she became so clever in surgery that she could 

bandage a broken leg, draw teeth, and plaster broken heads 

as well as the doctor himself. 
She possessed at the same time one more valuable quality 

still, that of being able to make everybody trust her. In 

a very short time her patients came almost to adore her. 
Rough men and lads, they had never in their lives had such 
a sweet bright-faced woman moving about their sick-beds, 
doing the commonest work in such tender cheerful fashion 
as almost to make it seem that an angel had come down to 
comfort them in their trouble. The little hospital which 
saw the beginning of Sister Dora’s work in Walsall soon 
became too small for the increasing needs of that great 
town, and a larger hospital was built on a hill called “ The 
Mount.” To this Sister Dora contributed liberally in money, 
but that was little compared to her after gifts—her work 
and her life. The larger hospital contained twenty-eight 
beds in three large wards, so arranged that the sister could 
read prayers and be heard in all the three wards at one 
and the same time. The windows of the building looked 
on a fair-sized lawn and garden, where vegetables and 
shrubs managed to grow in spite of bleak winds and per- 
petual smoke, and beyond all this somewhat tarnished 
greenery stood out boldly the tall chimneys and great work- 
shops on which her patients gazed familiarly as the scenes 
to which they would return when restored to health, One 
more interesting object too met their eyes, the line of the 
South Staffordshire Railway, and many a sick man, especi- 
ally such as belonged in any way to the railroad, amused 
himself in watching the trains whiz by, and in speculating
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whether Jack or Bill were driving the engine. Jack and 
Bill too knew all about the eager white faces pressed 
against those hospital windows, and each had his special 
whistle by which he might be known. 

And so Sister Dora was comfortably settled at last in her 
new hospital, with her own good helper and servant Mrs. H., 
and two under-servants to do the scrubbing and cooking. 

Terrible cases were sometimes brought to that house on 
the hill. One fine healthy young man came with his arm 
so torn and mangled by a machine that the doctor declared 
the arm must be taken off immediately. The poor fellow 
looked first at the doctor and then at the Sister; and seeing, 
as he thought, something in her face that gave him hope, 
he cried out earnestly, “Oh, Sister, save my arm for me; 
it’s my right arm!” Working men and women know what 
aright arm means to a poor man. It means the power of 
making a living in this busy, pushing world of ours. 
Sister Dora had meantime looked the young fellow well 
over, and noticed his clear eyes and strong frame. She 
could save his arm, she fancied, if she might only try. The 
doctor thought her mad to dream of such a thing. But the 
poor lad hopefully clung to the suggestion. He was not 
afraid of pain, but he was afraid of being crippled in his 
youth, At last the doctor gave in so far as to say to the 
Sister, “Well, remember it’s your arm; if you choose to 
have the young man’s death on your conscience, I shall not 
interfere, but I wash my hands of him. Don’t think I’m 
going to help you.” After that speech a weaker woman 
would have given in; but Sister Dora was anything but 
weak, and she set. to work with a-will to save her arm. 
For three weeks she watched and tended it day and night. 
Do not think she was not cruelly anxious, strong-hearted 
though she was. “How I prayed over that arm!” she 
used to say afterwards. At the end of a month she way-
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laid the doctor and displayed to him “her arm,” straightened, 

healing, and in a fair way to become as good an arm as the 
uninjured one. “Why, you have saved it!” said the good 

man, “and it will be a useful arm to him for many a long 
year yet.” Sister Dora was bursting with joy and thank- 

fulness; she went away and cried, she was so happy. 
“Sister's arm” they called this man in the hospital. As 
you may imagine, he became one of his nurse’s most faith- 
ful admirers. She would not let him go back to his work 
till he was completely cured. Even after that he seized 

every opportunity to come up to the hospital and “let 
Sister have a look at his arm,” a proceeding which merely 
meant that he wanted to have a look at the woman who 
had done so much for him. 

Many of the Sister’s patients were not decent young 
fellows like this, but drunken brawlers, who in a street 

fight would get badly knocked about, and at any hour of 
the night would make their way to the hospital and ring 
the bell which stood over her bed-head. Then the Sister 
would rise, saying to herself, “The Master calleth for thee,” 
and flinging on her clothes, cap, and apron, would hasten 
down to let in her visitors. Not pleasant ones perhaps, 
but she would dress their wounds and sew up their cuts as 
gently and carefully as possible. Then, when they were a 
little more comfortable and sobered, she asked them “ why 
they did not behave like respectable members of society in- 
stead of fighting in the streets, and then getting her up at 
unearthly hours of the night to mend their broken heads 
and bones ?” 

When in hospital she always endeavoured to make an 
impression on these poor drunkards. One lad, brought in 
with a badly broken limb, the result of a drunken fray, 
faithfully promised her for the future never to touch drink 
any more. On his first day out of hospital he forgot him-
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self and came back very drunk, reeling up against the 

Sister herself. She laid her head down on the table and 
cried bitterly. But she was seldom so cruelly disappointed 

as this. Many men openly said that they owed the begin- 

ning of a better life to the time spent in hospital with 
Sister Dora. She not only gave general care and advice 
to all, but she went separately to each, praying for a man 

by his own bedside, and assuring him that even when he 
had left the hospital she should still go on caring for him. 

Neither was it all prayer and serious talk; as I have told 
you before, she was a woman of a sunny nature, whose 
jokes and laughter rippled like a stream in the hospital 
wards. “She'd make you laugh when you were dying!” 

said a big Irishman, delighted with his cheery nurse. 
No bad words or low conversation, however, were tolerated 

by this happy-natured woman. One man badly hurt swore 
terribly the whole time she was attending-to his wounds. 
“Stop that!” she said, shortly and sharply. The man did 
stop, but began again as the pain came on afresh. “What's 
the good of that?” said Sister Dora; “that won’t make 

it easier to bear.” “No, but I must say something when 
it comes so bad on me, Sister.” “Very well then; say, 
‘Poker and tongs!’” she answered, and ever after that if 
the Sister, walking up and down her ward, heard low mutter- 
ings coming from that bed, she would call out, “ Poker and 

tongs, mind! nothing else.” Another day, in the out- 

patients’ room, a pretty baby girl was brought to her with 

a badly set arm which would not mend. When the Sister 

began to undo the bandage the tiny thing broke out into 
a torrent of curses. The man who had carried the child to 
the hospital put his hand over her lips, saying, “Sister 

must not hear such words,” and would have silenced her 

more roughly if the Sister had not stopped him. Alas! it 

ig much to be feared that the small creature had learned
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the language from him, though he had the decency to be 
ashamed of it before a good woman. When the child had 
gone, Sister Dora turned to the other out-patients, rough 
men and women too, and asked them with flashing eyes, 
“Which was worse, that she should hear such language, 
or that innocent baby lips should be taught to repeat it?” 
Some of the patients slunk away, feeling guilty and crest- 
fallen, and let us hope determined to keep a guard over 
their lips for the future. 

But Sister Dora was not one to condemn a sinner. 
She generally found some gentler way of bringing him to 
a sense of his misdeeds. A patient gave her much trouble 
by trying to throw contempt on the religious observances 
of the hospital, talking during prayers, and rustling a news- 
paper to the disturbance of the rest. He was discontented 
too, and a grumbler, who infected the others in the ward 

with his complaints. As it happened, he took a bad turn 
and became very ill, and Sister Dora, always ready for 
the hardest work, sat by his bed’ night after night, turning 
his pillows, supporting the poor racked body, and trying in 
every way to relieve his suffering. He never thanked her, 

but one night he suddenly said, “I hope they pay you well 
for this.” “Yes,” she replied, “very well.” “Come now,” 
he went on, “what do they give you; I really want to 

know?” And then Sister Dora told him that she nursed the 
sick for her Master’s sake, and that her payment was the com- 
forting of the bodies of His poor, the saving of their souls for 
Him. No earthly gold went into her pocket for this loving 
service. The man said little then, but afterwards, instead 
of being noisy at prayers, he actually went so far as to say 
Amen to them, meaning to please Sister Dora. What was 
better, he tried to give as little trouble as he could for the 

rest of the time that he continued in the hospital. 

It is not every one who has so much bodily strength at
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command as Sister Dora was gifted with. She possessed, 
too, the largest share of good spirits and merriment ever 
probably bestowed upon woman. One minute she laughed 
so much while relating some anecdote concerning her 
sick, that one might almost think she must be heartless, 

yet the next she was choking with tears over the mention 
of some deserted children found starving in a lonely house 
with their dead mother. There was a poor servant girl 
in the hospital who had lost her leg by the old foolish 
trick of playing with a gun that she thought was unloaded. 
She was very deaf, and when Sister Dora put her lips close 
to her ear, the girl threw her arm round her neck, and 
pulled her down to kiss her, in a way that made one feel 
ashamed of ever thinking the Sister unfeeling. Sister Dora 
had other patients than servant girls, however. At this 
very time she was nursing a young man brought to her at 
midnight, having cut his own throat after attempting his 

sweetheart’s life in the same way. The doctors were all 
with the poor girl, and when the young fellow was found, 
and brought to the hospital, only the Sister was there; the 
man was all but dead, so they laid him in the hall, and 
thought there was an end of it, but Sister Dora did not 
think so, She sewed up his wound, and presently he began 
to breathe, so that by-and-by he could be moved into a 
bed. Once there she took him in hand body and soul, 
though a policeman watched him also day and night, and 
when on his recovery he was sent to prison, she wrote him 
several letters, begging him to behave well, and avoid bad 
company, and promising when he should leave the prison 
to lend him a helping hand. 

But I must tell you how much the Sister loved little 
children, and how well she managed them. She felt like a 
mother to such as were brought to her hospital, not liking 
to trust them to any one’s care but her own, constantly tak-
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ing one, sometimes two children into her own bed, and once 

sleeping with a burnt baby on each arm! You, who know 

what it is to soothe and comfort one sick child, may guess how 

clever the person must be who could attempt this. One 

day a little girl nine years old was carried to the hospital 

so terribly burnt that to look at her was to see that cure was 

impossible. She was very quiet; there was no suffering now, 

but the child was frightened at the strange weakness she 
felt creeping over her. Perhaps she guessed it meant the 

approach of death. It was a case for quieting and comfort- 
ing, as Sister Dora at once saw, so she gave over her other 

patients to her helpers, and sat by the bed of the dying child, 

telling her about the loving Jesus and the happy heaven 
. above, in which He waited for little children, till the poor 

little thing left off trembling, and looking wistfully at the 
flowers on the table in the ward, murmured, “ When you 

come to heaven, Sister, I’ meet you at the gates with a 
bunch of flowers.” And so she died. A boy of ten with 
a diseased arm she kept happy and cheerful, by making him ~ 
of use in fetching the various articles she needed when go- 
ing her rounds, such as cotton-wool bandages, old linen, and 
so forth, One day his poor arm pained him so that he 
remained in bed crying softly under the clothes. This 
would do no good, his kind friend knew. So she bustled 
about her work, collecting her own materials, but saying so 
that he could hear it, “How I do miss Sam!” ‘The tears 

ceased immediately, Sam dressed himself in all haste, and 
came to help his dear mistress. ‘“ Now then, Sam, what do 

you recommend for this patient ?” Sister Dora would ask, 
half in fun. But Sam was always ready with a grave answer, 
and sometimes a right one. “Iodine paint,” he would say, 
or perhaps “ Zinc ointment.” He had seen these things 
used very often, and had got to know all about them. Of 
course Sister Dora nicknanied him “ Doctor:” she gave all
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her patients names of some sort; if amused them, and made 

a little fun in the sick-room. 
“ Cockney” was a London boy with a leg hurt in a coal- 

pit; “ King Charles” was a man whose face reminded the 
Sister of the picture of Charles the First—he had that name 
written on the egg brought up for his breakfast. Then there 

were Darkey, and Pat, and Stumpy, who all knew their names 
and answered to them. I really must put in here a letter 

she wrote to her dear patients in the hospital when she 
was away from them for many weeks, nay months, nursing 
even worse sufferers than themselves, those stricken with 

small-pox. . Here it is. Remember it is written to men, 

women, and children, all sorts of people :— 

“My DEAR CHILDREN,—What did you say to your 
mother running away? I dared not tell you, and I could 

not trust myself to come and bid you good-bye. You know 
how I love you all and care for you, and it is for this 
very love that I have left you. The small-pox was spread- 
ing in the town, and might have spread to your wives and 
families ; the patients would not come to this hospital until 
they heard I would nurse them, and then they were all 
willing tocome. There is not one who has come in that does 
not know me. I have got a lad here who is always wanting 
something just to keep me by his side. Tell my Irish 
friend in the corner, that I have a country-woman of his, 

and she is the plague of my life. Tells such accounts of 
cases of small-pox as would make your hair stand on end— 
how a cat can take it from one ward toanother. Tell John 
Dawson that to-morrow afternoon Sister must give him some 

paper, and he is to write me a letter, with a message from 

each of my children, and with it to send word how his foot 
is. Remember me to Isaac; he is not to leave ‘the Darkey’ 

too much. ‘ Everlasting’ is not to dance about. ‘ Delicate 
Man’ is to tell me how he sleeps, and if he does not miss me
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to arrange his leg and look after him. Tell my Irishman 
I miss his blessing—the man by the door: I will soon come 
and starch him (ae, his leg). Mr. Baker, I hope, is atten- 
tive to his duties and has broken no more pink cups. I hope 
‘Leg’ is getting on grandly, not sitting up toolong; ‘ Head’ 
is better; and ‘Thumb’ easier; ‘ Michael’ is as contented 

as ever. What shall I say to my beloved Sam? I wish I 
had my boy here. I send him twenty kisses, and hope he 
has been at church to-day and in time. He must not sulk 
all the time I am away. I have two blessed babies who 
alternately keep up music all day and night accompanied 
by my Irishman’s tongue, so I am not dull. Have you 
been singing to-day? You must sing, particularly ‘Safe in 
the arms of Jesus, and think of me. Living or dying, I am 

His. Oh, my children, you all love me for the very little I 
do for you; but oh, if you would only think what Jesus 
has done, and is doing for you, your hearts would soon be 
full of love for Him, and’ you would all choose Him for 
your Master. Now whilst you are on your beds read and 
study His life; see the road He went, and follow Him. I 

know you all want to go to heaven, but wishing will not 
get you there. You must choose now in this life; you can- 

not choose hereafter when you die. That great multitude 
St. John saw round the throne had washed their robes and 
made them white in the blood of the Lamb, which was shed 
for each one of you. God loves you; I know it by His 
letting you get hurt, and bringing you to the hospital. ‘As 
many as I love, I rebuke and chasten.’ Think over these 
things, my dear children; your mother is thinking of you 
and praying for you. And if it please God you should 
never see her again, will you make up your minds to walk 
in the narrow way, so that we may all meet in the green 
fields above? May God bring you all safe there, is the 
earnest prayer of your faithful friend, Sister Dora.”
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I have given you the whole of this letter, because I think 

it best explains to you, not alone Sister Dora’s work, but 

her character. She tells you in it why for the moment she 

had changed the place of her labours; but she does not make 

you fully realise the sort of hospital she has now under- 

taken. On the outskirts of the town of Walsall it stood, 

its only scenery huge cinder-heaps, its only neighbours the 

poorest and most wretched you could find, At the first 

sight of the spot even brave Sister Dora shuddered and said 
to the surgeon who conducted her there, “ Take me back, I 

cannot bear this dreadful place.” But he knew better, and 
answered, “Come in.” And she came, never going out 
again till she had learned to call it “ That dear Small-Pox 

Hospital!” She was a woman, you see, who always did 
her work so well, that in time she musé come to love it. 

The twenty-eight beds were soon filled with sick people 
in every stage of that dreadful disease; her helpers here 

were two workhouse old women to do the washing, and the 
porter, an old man who, though kind and attentive when 

sober, had a habit of too often going off “on the drink.” It 
would not do, however, to be too particular, as it was not 

every one who dare undertake work in a small-pox 
hospital ; so Sister Dora put up cheerfully with every one’s 
shortcomings, and did not complain in a hurry. Her bed- 
room was a tiny chamber between the two great wards of 

sick. Her patients, coming chiefly from among the lowest 
class in the town, were dreadfully dirty, and could only 
have their faces and hands washed because they were so 
ill; but the Sister does not mind. She says, “I cannot 

get a decent woman to come and help, though we pay well. 
One man is so delirious, I cannot keep my eye off him or 

else he is out of bed.” He did get away once, and Sister 
Dora thought he had run home, but they found him in an 
empty ward. Another woman was so wild with the fever
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that it took the porter as well as Sister Dora to hold her 
down. The Sister’s letters are so delightful to read, and 
they tell you so much about her work, in plain, simple lan- 
guage, that I should have liked you tohear them all. How- 
ever, I must give you some more extracts from them. This 
is to a friend of her own :— 

“You would laugh to see me washing my babies. Poor 
things, they are smothered in pox! I am obliged to put 
them into a warm bath. They are getting quite fond of me.. 
We have all the washing to do beside the night-nursing. 
Iam writing this while waiting for my potatoes to boil. 
My bedroom and sitting-room is getting to look quite gay 
with flowers. I find time to read to my patients. They 
have scarcely ever heard of Jesus, and they are so ill they 
cannot attend to much. I have no one to speak to, no time 
to read for myself, and my letters are my only company at 
meal-time.” To another friend she says:—“I have got a 
servant the plague of my life. It is good to have some 
cross, so I take her as such.” And later comes the news, 
“The servant walked off this afternoon, and went drinking, 
actually, in the middle of washing! It is now past seven, 
and she left me at two, and a boy raving. I am sure he 
will die, poor fellow.” Her porter, too, was often “at his 
tricks,” as Sister Dora called it, and once left all alone with 

a big, strong, delirious man, she had a hand-to-hand struggle 
with him to force him back into bed, and hold him there 
till the doctor came. 

When the last day of April found her yet in the hospital 
(she came there in February), she writes :—“I am stilla 
prisoner, surounded by lepers. I do feel so thankful that 
I came. ... I have had time and opportunity to spread 
the ‘glad tidings’ to many an ignorant soul who has been 
brought in here. I was quite touched the other night when 
one little boy said, ‘Please tell me some more of Jesus,’
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and his face lighted up as he -caught the idea of the 

wonderful redemption, and said, ‘Did He really die for me ?’ 

I thank God daily for my life here. I feel He sent me, 

and He has blessed it to my own soul; and I hope from 

henceforth that I shall indeed serve Him better, and be more 

zealous and earnest in winning souls for Christ. Oh, how 

sorry we shall be (if there be sorrow in heaven) if we should 

enter in at the gate, and enjoy ourselves to all eternity, to 
think how little we did to help others on the narrow way. 

When I think of it I feel as if I could be all day long on 
my knees praying for poor sinners; and I am overwhelmed 

with regret when I think of the hours I have wasted, the 
souls that have come and gone out of the hospital, and 
that I have not led to Christ. I thank Him for sparing my 

life a little longer, that 1 may do better.” 
Till the middle of August Sister Dora remained at her 

post, and then the last patient departed, the small-pox 

epidemic vanished out of the town, and she returned thank- 

fully to her own work in the Cottage Hospital. Hard work 
that was too; if not quite such trying or solitary work as 
the Small-Pox Hospital involved, it was sometimes quite as 
appalling. In the October of that very same year a fearful 

accident happened near Walsall. An explosion took place 
in some iron-works, and in a moment eleven men were 

covered with the molten metal. In their terror and pain 
they jumped into a canal that ran close by, from which they 
were with difficulty rescued, and borne all, save one, to 

Sister Dora's hospital, Such an incoming was surely never 
seen there! All but very serious cases were turned into 
the passages to make room for the poor burnt creatures, 
who cried, “ Water! Water!” in their agony. Some were 
already dying, others begging the Sister pitifully to dress 
them first, they were so bad. She answered tenderly, “ Oh, 
my poor men, I'll dress you all if you'll give me time.”
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One poor fellow, seeing her perplexity, hushed his moans 
to say, “Sister Dora, I want to be dressed very bad, but if 

there’s any wants you worse, go and do them first.” And 
then this unselfish sufferer was turned on his face; he was 
burnt so badly he could only lie thus, and died in the night! 
Another died in two days’ time, some lingered ten days ; 
only two of the number recovered. 

During all this sad time Sister Dora never left her patients, 
never went to bed even; many people offered to help her | 
and really meant to do so, but the foul air of the ward 
drove them away faint and sick, if the horrors of the scene 
did not do so, It is said that many of the poor fellows 
were more like charred logs of wood than human beings. 
One of the survivors tells of Sister Dora going from bed to 
bed talking, laughing, even joking with the poor men, tell- 
ing them stories to divert their pain, feeding them, comfort- 
ing them, and always pointing out to them the way to 

heaven. “ What we felt for her,” adds the man, “ I couldn’t 

tell you, my tongue won’t say it.” Every time he pro- 
nounced her name, he pulled his forelock, as though it were 
of some saint or angel that he spoke. Sister Dora called 
him “Burnty.” It was twelve months before he did another 
stroke of work, and then she paid for a special pair of boots 
for the shrivelled, distorted feet. 

I do not think I have told you a story which will show 
you how clever Sister. Dora was in small surgical cases. 
One day a boy came to her, having just chopped off one of 
his fingers. “Where's the finger?” inquired Sister Dora, 
quietly. “It’s at home,” replied the lad. “You stupid 
fellow! go and fetch it this moment, and mind you are 
quick.” Off he hurried, returning with the missing tip, 
when Sister Dora pieced it on, bound it up, and in process 
of time it healed perfectly, and became good for use. 
Amongst her hospital patients it was her sunshiny face
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and ready wit that first gained her a hearing, and once 
dear to her patients, it was easy to slip in the more serious 
words. Never, however, did Sister Dora try to cram religion 

down the throats of her poor sick, she would patiently wait 
for what seemed to be the right moment for speaking of 
holy things. 

A patient who had never thought much of his soul or of 
the world to come, woke one night to find Sister Dora 
kneeling by his bedside, and praying softly, yet fervently 

for his salvation. He was deeply touched; her great love 
and his own apathy forced themselves upon his attention. 
Many men who came into the hospital unbelievers or 
scoffers,; went out convinced that Jesus was the Christ, and 

it was the example of this one faithful servant of His that 
had worked upon them. As we have seen before, Sister 
Dora was a firm believer in the power of prayer; she 
always read prayers aloud in the ward, even if most of the 
patients had fallen asleep. “The prayers go up for them 
all the same,” she would say. She fully believed that 
what she prayed for would be granted, and if a poor fellow 
were brought to the hospital insensible from an accident, 
and unlikely to recover his senses, “ Well,” she would say, 

“we must pray.” And by-and-by, when every one else was 
in bed and sleeping, she would herself steal up to the 
dying man, and make her petition by his bedside. Her old 
servant who slept near her says she used to hear her pray- 
ing aloud for hours at night. No wonder that in the day 
her face shone with the light of these vigils, the light that 
is neither of the sun nor of the moon, but comes straight 
from the throne of God. 

And now I must skip a great deal of the story of Sister 
Dora’s working days to tell you of those when she too 
came to lie sick unto death waiting for her summons. A 
new hospital, a larger and better one, was to be built in
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Walsall; and when the old one had to be left, the Sister 
took so much pains in separating her possessions from those 
of the hospital that several of the Committee were surprised’ 
and said, “ Why, sister, one would think you were neve’ 

coming back to work the new hospital.” “Perhaps I never 
may,” she said shortly. She knew that, despite her seem- 
ingly undiminished strength, she bore about with her the 
seeds of a disease that must be fatal in the end, and 
might be fatal soon. She never did resume work in 
Walsall. She enjoyed a short pleasant summer holiday ; 
she went to Paris to become learned in sundry surgical 
matters, she came back to London to study under a celebrated 
surgeon, and then her health suddenly failed, and she 
learned that very shortly she was-to die. “Let me die 
among my own people,’ was now her cry. So they took 
her back to Walsall. She writes to a friend at this time :— 
“T wonder what you will say when you hear the decree 
has gone forth—Sister, put thy house in order, for thou 
shalt die, and not live. Such has been the verdict of the 
doctors, such is my own feeling this time... There 
is only Mount Calvary to climb by the ladder of sick- 
ness. . . . I have not had two hours’ sleep for four days 
and nights, but in the midst of the fiery furnace there was 
a form like unto the Son of God.” 

Yes, the busy, hardworking Sister-nurse was now to lie 
helpless on a bed of racking pain, her work in this world taken 
utterly out of her folded hands. “No hope, only a question 
of time,” that was the doctor’s verdict. And still sunshine 
lingered on the bright face, still laughter echoed from the 
sick-chamber. “I have so longed to go home,” are the 
last written words that mark the state of mind of the 
dying woman, “I am so happy. . . . God has taken away 
the fear of death and all sorrow at parting with life.” 
And though clouds now and again darkened her soul, she
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ever clung like a drowning man to the Saviour she had 
leaned on in life, and no billows were suffered to overwhelm 

her. To the last her hospital, her patients, her friends 

were dear to her, and she could take the deepest interest in 

all. Ags she lay a-dying, a Royal life ebbed away in such 
pitiful fashion that rich and poor alike grieved over the 
tidings. Our Princess Alice ! 

Sister Dora raised herself in her bed to speak her sym- 
pathy with the sorrowing Queen-mother, and then with a 
gleam of her old interest in all cases of sickness to ask 
particulars of the terrible disease that carried off the precious 
life. Ten days later she said, “I am dying.” It was 
early in the morning. While one attendant ran to summon 
aid, the other spake words of comfort—* Our Lord is stand- 
ing at the gates of Heaven to open them for you.” The reply 
came confidently, “I srz HIM THERE; THE GATES ARE OPENED 
WIDE.” She lingered a few hours, and then on that Christ- 

mas Eve her spirit winged its way to the country whose 
inhabitants no more say, “I am sick.” 

Her last wish was gratified, “I hope I shall sing my 
Christmas carol in Heaven.” 

Her funeral was a public one. She had specially asked 
that it should be very quiet and plain. How then came it 
that her wishes were so neglected? It is easy to explain, and 
perhaps Sister Dora herself would not have objected to the 
change, for the great crowd who would follow that flower- 
covered coffin to its last resting-place were those poor who 
had loved the Sister in life, who mourned her in death. 

The rich and great were there too; but the poor held 
the chief place among that weeping multitude. They 
had come to say “Good-bye” to the best friend they had 
ever known.
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CHAPTER L 

“These are Thy wonders hourly wroughé, 
Thou Lord of time and thought, 

Lifting and lowering souls at will, 
Crowding a world of good or ill 

Into a moment’s vision ; e’en as light 
Mounts o’er a cloudy ridge and all is bright ; 

From west to east one thrilling ray 
Turning a wintry world to May.”—The “ Christian Year.” 

ET me show you a pleasant scene——A long room, 
with a window at either end; half of it carpeted 
with dark crimson, and furnished with a round 

table on which stands an orange-tree; a sofa, 

an old-fashioned writing-table in the window, 
and arm-chairs of all sorts and kinds; the walls of the 

room are hung with pictures, china, bookshelves, and 

knick-knacks from many lands, making it look much like 
what it is—the young ladies’ sitting-room. The half of 

the floor which remains uncarpeted is coloured dark brown, 

and that portion of the room is simply provided with 
an ancient many-legged table, some quaint high-backed 
chairs, a huge cupboard, and an old oak chest; just now, 
however, it is furnished with something more—girls and 

primroses. Girls and primroses everywhere—the latter 
strew the floor, the chairs, the table, the piano, mixed up 
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with bowls of water, cotton-wool, and little squares of 

illuminated card. And larger and larger there grows out 

of the medley a store of primrose bunches with their feet 
wrapped round with wet cotton wool, and text-cards hung 
round their necks all ready for the two workers who are 
laying them carefully in a large hamper. ~Business goes 

’ on steadily, for the hamper must be packed and ready to 
send off by the five o’clock train if the flowers are to reach 
their destination fresh and unwithered ; and as all are work- 
ing in good earnest, there is not much time for talking. 
The conversation is something of this kind— 

“Where is:the cotton-reel ? ” 
“Oh! I am sitting on it.” 
“Do you want more cotton-wool, Annie ?” 
“These bunches must be dipped, but do not leave them 

too wet.” 
“Will somebody put the texts on to this heap?” 
“How are we getting on? Four o’clock:!—there! the 

hamper is ready, now we can send it off and go down-to 
tea!” 

It is not- about any of these girls that I am going to 
write. I have only given you a glimpse of them at their 
work as a contrast to the next place to which I am going 
to take you,—in 

THE BLACK COUNTRY. 

Black indeed it is, above, below, around. Over the sky 
is drawn a murky veil of smoke through which the sun 
shows, when it does show at all, round and yellow as 
through a piece of smoked glass; the roads are black, the 
grass and such poor plants as attempt a sickly existence in 

. the blackened soil are dull and grimy; the new red brick 
of the houses is dimmed, the very window-blinds look more 
grey than white, and on the doorsteps are the blackened
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footmarks of husbands and brothers who wring their daily 
bread from dark depths far from the light of day. Yes, 

truly, it is a black country. 
The cleanest spot, perhaps, for miles round the little 

town of Minely is the interior of the hospital which stands 

on a desolate-looking bit of ground not far from where a 
cluster of huge furnaces and chimneys pour forth volumes 

of smoke by day and a wide-spreading glare of red light 
by night. The outside of the hospital partakes of the 
general dinginess, but inside things are very different. Spot- 

less walls, well-scrubbed boards, clean sheets and bright _ 

coverlets, make the accident ward a more cheerful place 
than might at first be thought possible. But here one is 
reminded even more sadly than by the smoke outside that 
one is in the “ Black Country,” for in many of those beds 
lie strong men who have been struck down in an instant, 
never, it may be, to rise again in health and strength, by 
the falling of a block of coal, the bursting of a boiler, or 

one of the thousand accidents which put the life of a miner 
or iron-worker in continual jeopardy. Poor fellows! to 
them the cheerful hospital-ward seems little better than a 
dreary prison cell, and the hours are long and tedious as 
they creep painfully by. How welcome is any little in- 
cident that breaks the ‘monotony—anything or anybody 

that gives them something to think about. There is a 
something and a somebody coming now. 

The glass door at the end of the ward is slowly pushed 
open, and a figure enters in a neat dress and a white cap 

half covering the smooth brown hair, Under the cap 
is a beautiful face with grey eyes, lighted up just now 
with a joyous smile; in her arms she carries a large basket 
piled up with primrose bunches, a perfect foam of yellow 

flowers. It is Sister Grace, the Sister who has the charge 
of the hospital; she is known by no other name. She, has
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given up family and friends, and all the comforts of a rich 

home, that she may be a friend and helper to the sick and 
suffering, and to all who need care and sympathy, and so 
she is just called by everybody, “Sister Grace.” As she 

comes in, heads are turned towards the door, and a look of 

expectation lichts up many a face on which but a moment 

before weary lines of pain had been traced ; and as she begins 
distributing the sweet bunches, eager hands are stretched 
out with, “Give us a posy, Sister,’ and a stir and murmur 

arise as the-texts are spelt out. And so from bed to bed 
Sister Grace makes her way slowly round the ward with 

the wonderful, delicious scent gradually filling the room, till, 
at the foot of one of the beds she pauses a moment, as if in 

doubt, and looks at the figure of a man of about. five-and- 
thirty lying there, still and motionless, a hard fixed look 
on his face, even though his eyes are closed. If the Sister 
had not been so occupied she might have seen how intently 
those eyes had been watching her progress; but now they 
are shut, and she stands, doubting whether to offer her flowers 

here or no,—for Geff Rayner is the “hardest” case in the 

ward, the hardest indeed that Sister Grace has ever had to 

deal with. Rough and uncouth her patients might often 
be, but they were almost always grateful for her care, and 

she well understood all the odd little ways and signs by 
which they endeavoured to show their appreciation of her 

services; but from Geff Rayner came no such signs. He 
did not complain or grumble; he never spoke of the pain he 

suffered from a shoulder crushed in the mine, but, at the 

same time, he never expressed any gratitude for services 
rendered, and invariably refused all the gentle ministrations 
by which Sister Grace tried to help the souls of her patients, 
while she tended their bodies. Her efforts were always 
met by short and decided negatives, and the chaplain’s offer 
of prayer or reading had been opposed with such fierce
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determination, that there seemed nothing for it but to wait 

and see whether time and tender nursing would soften the 

poor fellow’s antagonism; and earnestly did Sister Grace 

pray for Geff, whose silent endurance of his sufferings and 

rejection of the comfort she was longing to give, made her 

grieve doubly over her stubborn charge. 

It was not surprising, then, that she paused, wondering 

whether her flowers sould meet with the same reception as 

her other attempts at consolation; and she stood a moment 

with her head bent over the nosegay she held in her hand, 

considering. Lifting her eyes she suddenly encountered 

Geff’s, and saw in them a look of actual suspense and longing. 

“Will you have one?” she said. 
A movement of his head answered in the affirmative, and 

she placed in his one free hand the bunch she had been 

holding. Geff caught sight of the little card hanging to 

the flowers. 

“What's this?” he said, “I don’t want no texts; you 

may take it off.” 

“No,” she answered quietly, “I don’t think I can do 

that—those who sent the flowers sent the text ; it wouldn’t 

be fair to cut it off,’ and she moved on, disregarding the 

scowl of displeasure on Rayner’s face. For a moment or 

two Geff tried in childish anger to detach the card, but it 

was fastened securely, and he had only one available hand ; 

he was weak too, and it seemed a good deal of trouble, 

so he contented himself with crumpling it up in his hand 
as he smelt the blossoms and laid their cool fresh heads 

against his face. Then he lay quite still as before, resting 

after hours of pain. His arm was easier, and there was 
something wonderfully soothing in the perfume of the 
flowers. It was so long—years and years—since he had had 

a primrose in his: hand, and ah, what memories came back 

with the scent !—vague at first, and confused, only bringing
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a feeling of freshness and sweetness and a dim sense that 
there had been a time far back in his existence when things 
were different, when the air was pure, and there were 
green fields, and hedgerows, and waving woods, and when 
he himself—surely it could not be himself of whom he 
was thinking, it could never be himself, hard and wearied, 

black in body and soul! Yet he sees some one living 
in those sweet old days that can have been no one else, 
and ever more and more clearly the figure comes out till 
he can watch it living and moving in that far-back life. 
He sees a boy—a very small boy, arrayed in corduroy, his 
first suit, which, having been so made as to allow for 
growth, is, very baggy, and but for the honour of the 
thing, much more cumbersome than the discarded petti- 
coats. The trousers are far too large, and are inclined to 
swallow up the remainder of his apparel, being tightly 
buttoned almost on the top of his shoulders, allowing no 
appearance of waist—still they are trousers and not petti- 
coats, and that makes all the difference ; the boots too, being 
made on the same foreseeing principle, are a world too wide, 
but then are they not made as nearly as possible on the 
model of “father’s” boots, with real nails and laces? The 
boy is happy and flops contentedly along through the long 
grass as, with eyes round and fixed, he skirts the hedgerow 
in search of spoil or prey. 

A nest! a chaffinch’s nest trim and neat, no disappoint- 
ing wreck of last year, but bran new and with egos, no- 
doubt, in its soft woolly cup. The ground is marshy under 
the hedge, and the big boots sink deep into the clay, and are 
dragged out with a clammy squeaking sound,—one iron- 
shod toe is stuck firmly into the bank, and the small body 
is hurled recklessly up against the hedge with hands clutch- 
ing wildly at the twigs. For a second anything may 
happen—success or failure are equal chances—then the
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toe on which all depends begins to plough its way, slowly 

at first but quickening as it goes, through the loose soil of 
the bank, quicker and quicker, the arms plunge helplessly 
forward, and behold, there is only a yard of corduroy lying 
prone in the quagmire with its scratched face buried in a 
root of primroses. 

Something very like a laugh coming from Geff Rayner! 8 
bed astonished his Seeing on ene side. 

The boy picks himself up at last, and even in that 
moment of desolation has presence of mind to make a grab 

~at the primroses. “He’s a terrible one for flowers, is our 
Geff!” his mother used to say, and he finds time to take 
sobbing sniffs at the blossoms and to press them against his 
hot smarting cheeks as he stumps home howling dismally, 
to receive a cuff and a kiss—a cuff for the muddied clothes, 

and a kiss for his own scratched face. 
And that boy was himself—Geff Rayner! Another 

recollection is brought by the primrose scent. 
An old church, dark and dim and cool within, and a boy’s 

start of surprised delight at finding it all decked out in 
spring flowers-—reading-desk, font, and pulpit, all transformed 
by the bunches of white and purple violets, red buttons and 
golden daffodils fastened on them; the very benches are 
adorned with posies of faint yellow primroses. There is a 
moment’s suspense as to whether “our bench” will have a 
bunch on it. Yes, it has; and what is more, the boy, kneeling 

at his mother’s side at the outermost end of the seat, finds 
it possible, by quietly protruding his head round the corner, 
to smell the flowers at intervals during the service. Easter 
Day it is—he knows that because of his own’ wisp of 
new tie and his mother’s bonnet strings—the words have 
conveyed little to his mind as yet, but to-day there is 
brought to Geff’s boy-soul an unusually joyous sensation, 
and the Easter anthem, “Christ our Passover is sacrificed
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for us,” gets somehow mixed up with the primroses and the 
scent of violets, and he feels a thrill of happiness quite in- 
comprehensible to himself. Very far away did that Sunday 
seem to Geff Rayner lying in his hospital bed—further off 
even than the birdnesting day. Surely the old flower- 
scented church and the organ swelling the chant “ Christ 
our Passover is sacrificed for us,” can be only a dream, and 
the boy, who under their influence felt himself “a good 
boy,” must have died long since. 

Another scene. 
A young man—the handsomest young fellow in the 

village, people’ call him—leaning against the side of a 
cottage gate, with his dark eyes fixed on the downcast face 
of a girl; a fair, pretty face all aglow just now with 
blushes. 

“Yowll never say me nay, Nancy.” 
There is no answer, and Geff bends down and grasps both 

her hands in his. 
“Tell me, Nancy. Don’t keep a fellow like this—you 

love me, don’t you, little Nan?” 

The biushing face is slightly raised and a whisper 
comes — 

“Tm half afeared, Geff.” : 
“ Afeared! never say it, Nancy—what should fear you?” 
““Geff, yowll be good to me, won’t you?” and the half- 

frightened blue eyes were raised to the young man’s eager 
face. 

“Good to you? aye, that I will, dear lass, as long as I 
live. Why, I love you, Nancy, more than a fellow can say 
as hasn’t many words with him. Come, say the word, tell 
me as you'll take me, or just give me the posy you've got 
there, and J’ll know that you love me and will be my wife.” 

With trembling hands Nancy took the bunch of primroses 
out of her apron string, and put it into Geff’s strong brown
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hand; then she turned and fled up the garden path between 
the gooseberry bushes, and into the house. 

Who so proud and happy then as Geff Rayner! He 
watched the figure of his little love till it disappeared, and 
then he strode away exulting. Did ever primroses smell so 
sweet as those he stuck in his button-hole? Did ever sun 
shine so brightly, or blackbirds sing so gaily, as on that May 
morning when he won his little Nan? Geff’s heart beat 
high with happiness and pride, for many and many a fellow 
had been after Nancy, and now he had beaten them all. Little 
did he guess how much this had to-do with his happiness, 
how much thought of self there was in the heart he fancied 
he had wholly given to Nancy. Very different scenes came 
crowding now into his mind; but it was not the scent of 
the primroses that brought them, they have nothing to do 
with sweet country life. 

He can see Nancy worn down into a pinched, sickly- 
looking woman, and her voice grown querulous and fretful 
as she upbraids him with having taken her from her country 

home, tempted by miner’s wages. And what is she the 
better for the high wages? the ugly little house already 
lacks some of the comforts they brought with them——where 
does the money go ? 

Things get worse and worse, times are bad, wages go 
down, and poor Nancy gets less and less for herself and her 
delicate boy. There are loud, angry words, too. Nancy has 

come to talk like the women about her, and uses lancuage 
which Geff would little have thought once to hear from his 

sweet little Nan ; now, however, he scarcely notices it; and he 

gives her back rude, violent words when he comes home 
from the public-house. Words! ah! if it had been no 
more than that! but Geff can remember times when, 

half mad with fury, he had—the recollection makes him 
shrink, and the words spoken on that May morning come 
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back, “ Good to you ?—Aye, that I will, dear lass, as long as 
I live!” A nurse passing by Rayner’s bed notices the 

expression of his face, and stops to ask if his arm is worse. 
She gets a rough “No,” and goes on, thinking, “ What a 
strange man that Rayner is, I don’t believe he has a spark 
of feeling in him.” You see people are sometimes mis- 
taken. 

And now Geff sees himself sitting idly smoking— 
tobacco has not failed, whatever wife and child have had to 

go without—beside the empty grate. A faint voice comes 
from the bed in the corner— 

“ Geff, I reckon I’m dying; could you get a parson to me, 
think you?” 

“A parson ?—I’'ll have no parson here! youll do well 

enough without parsons.” Geff said to himself that he 
wouldn’t have any one coming and preaching and frighten- 
ing the poor girl now ;—it would have been more true if 
he had said he didn’t want any one to come and frighten 
him about his wife. 

The faint voice spoke again— 
“T’ve been bad, Geff—I partly think it was you that 

made me bad—but now as I’m going I'd like to make it up. 
i-forgive you, lad; won’t you kiss me once as you used to 
do?” 

Geff rose and kissed the poor pale face, then returned to 
his seat, turning his back to the bed on which the boy sat 
huddled up, ready to give his mother the mug of water for 
which she kept asking. Selfish and cowardly, as men 
without religion are apt to become in times of trouble, Geff 
could not bear to see her die. 

Only once more Nan spoke. 
“ Be good to the boy, Geff.” 
And had he been good to the boy? Was it his fault 

that the child took the fever? What was it the doctor
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had said about care and better food? Well! he had left 
the boy what food he had for him before he went out 
in the morning—what more did they want? He couldn’t 
stop in the house to be haunted by the thought of Nan 

lying on the bed in the corner there. The lad was better 
off now, people said—and it might be so, he couldn’t have 
been much worse off at any rate than in those past days. _ 

- So Geff’s thoughts ran on. The flood of recollection bad 
set in, and nothing would stem it—memories which for a 
year past he had striven, by every means in his power, by 
work and drink and merry-making, by the excitement of 
‘dog-fighting and betting, to crush and stifle, now surged up 
in his mind with resistless force. All through the day the 
scenes of long ago haunted him by their contrast with those 
of later years ; he could not get rid of them, and at night, in 
the intervals of fitful sleep, they were there again, only 
jumbled up in bewildering confusion. 

Sometimes he fancied that the boy tramping through the 
grass after birds’ nests was his own little Jem, who, poor 

Jad, had never been birdnesting in the whole course of his 
life; then it was Nan in the next bed ill and dying; then 
-again she was standing beside him im all the beauty and 
‘sweetness of their courting days, and through all the words 
‘kept repeating themselves, “Aye, that I will, as long as I 
live.” 

Geff was fully awake when the day began to shine 
‘through the high windows; the fancies of the night were 
past, but in their place remained a sense of intolerable 
~wretchedness pressing him down like a dead weight in his 
~weakness. Remorse for the past, and utter hopelessness 
for the future, had taken possession of him, and he could 
have groaned aloud in his misery.: Was there no relief ? 
‘no getting rid of this terrible burden? Turning his head 
wearily on the pillow, he caught sight of the bunch of
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primroses lying faded on the coverlet; he took them up 
feebly to see if any scent yet remained in them, and the 
crumpled card was still hanging to their limp stalks. It 
would be a change even to read the words on that slip of 
card, so he flattened it out on the sheet, and then held it so 
as to catch the dim morning light falling from the window 
above his head. This was what he read: 

“Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as white as 
snow; though they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool.” 

CHAPTER ILI. 

SisreR GRACE, going her morning rounds, dressed Geff 
Rayner’s shoulder, smoothed his bed, and made him as com- 
fortable as she could. When all her arrangements were 
completed, she noticed that he was looking at the fresh 
bunch of primroses she wore in her dress. “Ah!” she said, 
“T have no right to these. There was one bunch over, so I 
took it for my wages and kept it alive in water, but you 
shall have them now. Yours are quite dead, poor things.” 

And she took up the withered flowers, pausing an 
instant to read the words on the card—then she looked 
gravely at Geff. 

“Do you believe that?” he said sharply. 
“Yes, I do,” she answered. 

“T don’t, then!” 

“Why not, I wonder.” 
“ Because it ain’t likely. Js it likely now that a fellow’ll 

be forgiven when he’s gone to the bad like I have?” 
Sister Grace’s heart gave a bound—could it be that the 

ice was broken? She knew she must be gentle for fear of 
rousing Geff’s spirit of opposition, and after one quick 
thought of prayer she answered :
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“Tt does seem very unlikely certainly, but as God has 

said it, it must be so.” 

Geff was silent a moment, then he burst out violently: 
“T tell you it ain’t possible. I said Td have none of 

your texts, and I was a fool to read it. What call is there 

to forgive me? I never wanted to be forgiven, and I don’t 
know what’s set me on thinking of it now. It’s all them 

flowers.” . 
He was getting excited, and the Sister felt she must 

exert her authority to quiet him. 
“Rayner,” she said, speaking very firmly, “you know 

that is not the way to speak to me—I never allow it. Be 
quiet now, and listen. You say you cannot be forgiven— 
that it’s impossible—and so it would be if we had to get 
forgiveness by ourselves ; but see here what is on my card,— 
‘The Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all’” 

“Not mine,” said Geff. “You don’t know,—a lady like 

you ain’t likely to know what I am.” 
“No,” Sister Grace said, “I don’t know, but I suppose 

God knew what sins men would fall into, and yet He had 
those words written for them.” 

“T can’t even believe it means mine,” persisted Geff, but 
he spoke less violently. z 

“Well!” the Sister said gently; “I wouldn’t cut the 
card off the flowers to please you, and I can’t take those 
words out of the- Bible either. It says ‘the iniquity of 
us all, and so it must remain. You had better believe 
God, Rayner. Now I must go on; lie still and think it 
over, and God grant you faith, my poor fellow.” 

And for a long time Geff did think, or rather he fought, 
for the whole perversity of his nature seemed roused to 
reject the hope for which in the depth of his soul he was 
craving ; and, strange to say, the good that was yet left in O°? 

him took part against his peace. It was mean—so he 
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thought—for a fellow like him, knowing what he was, to 

get comfort out of a few good words which had come in his 
way, as it were by chance, without effort or wish of his; 

and Geff was not what his companions would have called a 
mean man. It appeared to him that to accept the hope of 
pardon then, just because he was brought down by weak- 
ness, was like trying to shirk the punishment he knew he 
deserved. So he tried hard to put the thought of recon- 
ciliation away, and to go back to his old sullen state; but 
it would not: do—he could not get the words out of his 
head, and he battled on till, when, some hours later, Sister 

Grace came to his bedside, he broke out vehemently : 
“J tell you it’s no use; you don’t think a chap like me is 

to get pardon in a minute just for the asking.” 
“ By believing and repenting,” said the Sister. 
“ By believing either then—TI don’t see as it’s likely.” 
“How else then?” And as Geff did not answer, she 

went on—* Look here, Rayner, don’t you see that, wait as 
long as you will, if you are to be saved at all it must be 
that way at last ? Suppose that for the rest of your life 
you were to live better than any man ever did yet, what 
would you do about the past? The stain of your sins 
would still be on your soul; how would you get rid of it ? 
First or last, you can only be saved by the Precious Blood 
of our dear Lord; and if He offers you pardon through It 
now, why wait? why not believe in Him now ?” 

“ But do you mean to say as it takes no more than that 
to get a fellow straight—just believing ?” 

“ No, I don’t mean that,” she answered gravely. “It takes 
a great deal more than that. What it has taken to save 
you was the Life and Death and Agony of the Son of God; 
what it will take to show your faith and thankfulness will 
be all you can do or bear for Him as long as God spares 
you here. Listen, while I read you what your salvation
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has cost;” and sitting down by the side of the bed, Sister 
Grace drew out her small pocket Bible and read aloud the 
23d chapter of St. Luke. As she closed the Book she 
repeated softly “ The Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity 
of us all;” and then she left Geff to himself. 

I cannot describe to you the thoughts that passed through 
Geff Rayner’s mind during the next few days. They were 
such as he could not himself have put into words, nor did 
Sister Grace question him or try to make him speak of his 
feelings. She believed that the best work often goes on in 
silence, and so she simply read a portion of Holy Scripture 

to him night and morning, and was allowed, without 

opposition, to kneel beside his pillow and whisper the 
prayers she thought would best speak the needs of the 
struggling soul. Whatever were Geffs meditations, they 
produced a change in his outward manner. Troubled and 
very sad he was at times, but the sullenness was almost 
gone; his brow was seldom contracted into its accustomed 
scowl; and at last a peaceful look came on his face, and 
Sister Grace could see tears shining on his eyelashes as 
she finished her reading. 

One morning, however, after a restless night, all the 

newly-found peace seemed gone, and to her gréat disappoint- 
ment an anxious, harassed look met Sister Grace’s morning 
greeting. 

“Have you had a bad night, Rayner?” she asked. 
“Yes,” he answered, turning his head wearily. “I say, 

it’s no use, Sister; you tell me as I can be forgiven, but you 
don’t know the half of it yet.” 

“ Why, Rayner,” she said smiling, “you talk as if it were 
I that had to forgive you—God knows the whole of it.” 

“Yes, and He can’t- forgive it—there’s one thing that 
can’t be got over.” He spoke very low and in a voice of 
utter despondency.
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“Will you tell me what it is?” 
“Tt’s Nan!” he said almost in a whisper. 
“Nan ?” 
“My wife,—she’d a’ been a good girl but for me. She 

were a good lass when I married her, but I’ve been the 
ruin of her, and that can’t be undone.” 

“Tell me about her, Rayner.” 
And Geff told all the story to the end—even to the sad 

deathbed scene. He made no comment as he went on, and 

uttered no word of self-reproach, only when he had finished 
he said in a low tone of despair,— 

“She’s gone, and it’s my doing, and there’s an end of it.” 
Sister Grace sat pondering, with her kind sorrowful eyes 

fixed on the despairing face. At last she spoke— 
“Tt is difficult to know what to say to you, Rayner; you 

don’t want me to give you false comfort, I’m sure; and it 
is no use telling you not to think of it, for you must and 
ought to think of it. You must tell this to the chaplain.” 

For an instant the old look of aversion crossed his face, 

but it passed, and he only said— 
“Yd a deal sooner hear whatever there is to hear from 

you, Sister.” 
“But I am not able to answer you rightly about this— 

the chaplain is the proper person to help us. You must let 
me tell him the story, Rayner, and ask him what he thinks ; 
only one thing I think I may say; your wife forgave and 
kissed you, and such forgiveness was no light matter.” 

Taking his silence for consent, Sister Grace laid the case 
before the chaplain, asking anxiously how much comfort she 
might truthfully give the poor fellow in the trouble she felt 
it so difficult to deal with. 

“J wish he would see you,” she said at the end of their 
conversation; “I am not the right person to guide and 
advise a man like this.”
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“Don’t distress yourself about that,” answered the chap- 

lain with a kind smile. “ Was it not a woman who found 
the lost piece of silver? And remember that a man will 

often say things to a woman that he would not to another 

man.” 
At her next leisure moment Sister Grace repaired to Geff 

with her answer, and his face showed how anxiously he had 

been awaiting it. 

“The chaplain tells me to say this, Rayner,” she said, 

shrinking a little at the stern opening of her message, 
“your sins against your wife must and ought to be a cause 
of deepest sorrow to you, and will be a source of lifelong 

repentance, but he bids you remember that she had the 
wish for reconciliation with her Heavenly Father, and also 

that she forgave you; we may not ‘therefore think that her 
God had forsaken her. Such forgiveness could only be the 
work of His Holy Spirit, and you must keep in mind that 

He who knew all the secrets of her heart longed more 

tenderly for her salvation than even you can long now to 
know her safe.” 

Geff heaved a deep sigh that was very like a sob, and 

muttered— 
“Thank you.” 
“The chaplain told me to say,” Sister Grace went on, 

after a moment’s silence, “that he does not intend to intrude 

on you against your wishes, but that if at any time you 
would like to see him you have only to send for him.” 

The courtesy of the message seemed to strike Geff, and 
after a pause he answered with another “Thank you—T ll 
send for him when I want him.” 

The tone was far more respectful than the words, and 
Sister Grace was satisfied. 

Before many days had passed the chaplain, for whom 
poor Geff in his ignorance had entertained such an aver
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sion, was sitting by his bedside, and he was telling him 
things he had never thought to speak of to any one. 

A very different Geff Rayner it was who at length left 
the hospital, from the one who had been brought in, silent 
and sullen, and with no higher thought than that of keeping 

his pain to himself, so that no one might come “ humbug- 
ging” about him. 

ff Goody Rayner,” Sister Grace said with a cheery 

smile; “remember the work is not done—you'll have a 
fight for it yet.” 

And Geff smiled ick at her as he answered shyly— _ 
“Please God, I'll not shirk, Sister.” 
It was hard work at first—very hard work; with return- 

ing health came the old longings for excitement, and the 
sad memories that greeted him in his lonely home. made the 
companionship of his former friends seem doubly desirable, 
and then to a man of his proud temperament their ridicule 
was hard to bear. It was a trial to be called “t’ Parson’s 
lamb,” and to be asked “how much he got a Sunday for 
going to church?” There were times when it all seemed 
too strong for him, and “his footsteps had well-nigh slipped ;” 
but Geff clung on to his new habits, and by prayer and 
dogged determination the victory was won, and the old 
temptations gradually lost their power. Then the chaplain, 

whose work at the hospital was over and above that in his 

parish, began to make Geff useful, and some of the evenings 
that had seemed so long and dull came to be spent in what 
he called “ going errands” for the Parson—for in his humil- 
ity it never occurred to him that he could be thought 
worthy to teach and help others. As the errands, however, 
were oftener than not to the sick and dying, it came about 
quite naturally that the thought of the love of Christ, ever 
uppermost in Geff’s mind, began to take shape in simple 
words of counsel and comfort for such as needed them.
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He never, as a rule, spoke of himself or of his conversion ; 

he was not one of those who seem almost to boast of their 
former wickedness, perhaps intending thereby to glorify the 
mercy of God, though too often it sounds sadly like glori- 

fication of self. Once, however, when a poor fellow was 

despairing of pardon, as he himself had once despaired, Geff 
broke through his reserve. : 

“ Eh, lad, never say it,’ he said; “why, He forgave me! 

you'd never think what I was; I reckon I don’t rightly 
know myself—but He knew and He forgave me.” 

In the depth of his penitence Geff truly believed that 

if he could be pardoned, none might despair. 
- Children were his special care. He seemed to think 

that by loving service to them he could in some way atone 

to his own little Jem for his neglect of him, and often 

during the dinner-hour some pale, wizened child might be 

seen perched on Jem’s three-legged stool, sharing Gefi’s 

mid-day meal. Then in the autumn Sister Grace had some 
primrose: roots sent from her own home for Geff to plant on 

the grave of his wife and boy, so that, as each spring came 

round, he had a posy or two for his child-friends; and the 

bunch of primroses and the hearty handshake which awaited 

her after the early Communion, came to be one of the plea- 

sures to which Sister Grace looked forward on Easter Day. 
For Geff did not stop short in his Christian course, 

content to take all the peace and comfort he could get from 

his Saviour’s love without ever obeying His dying command ; 

and after a time he was rarely to be missed from the band 

of the faithful gathered at the Holy Feast. 
It is a very happy life that Geff Rayner lives now, and 

it cannot be called a lonely one, for he has friends in every 
part of the town, and he can scarcely walk down any street 

without a shrill little voice coming from some open door, 

“Geff! our Geff!” while a pair of clumping feet bring their
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owner, bread-and-butter in hand, to receive the nod and 

smile he is sure to get, even if Geff has not time to stop 
and swing him up on to his broad shoulder for a ride to 
the end of the street. Then, too, in many a humble home 

the first thonght in sudden trouble (and sudden troubles 
are common enough in a mining district) is, “ Geff Rayner 
—we mun send for Geff!” Thus— 

“ Toiling, rejoicing, sorrowing, 
Onward through life he goes ”— 

most truly “bringing forth fruits meet for repentance.”
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VERWORKED? Of course he has overworked him- 
self; they all do. They can all work fast enough, 
but they have to learn how. Good evening, 
doctor—your advice shall be attended to.” 

I confess that, as a deacon of three months’ stand- 

ing, I was a little hurt at hearing the hard work which I 
certainly had found tolerably severe, spoken of as the result of 
youthful inexperience, and I suppose the Rector read some- 
thing of the kind in my face, for as he came back, after seeing 
the doctor out, he said, with a little twinkle in his eyes— 

“QOh—our feelings are hurt, are they? Never mind, 

Redford, give me the horse that wants the curb sooner than 

the one that wants the spur—he will be the better 
animal in the end.” Then laying his hand on my shoulder 
he added: “ After all, it’s not for me to lecture you, for I 
couldn’t have had my holiday in peace if I hadn’t known 

that you young ones were doing all my work as well as 

your own.” 

(The dear old Rector !—I fancy there was not one of us, 
“boys” as he always persisted in calling us, who would not 
have laid down our lives for him, if necessary, any day.) 

“At any rate,” the Rector went on, “the doctor says rest, 

and rest you must have; so you had better pack up your 

traps and be off to-morrow.” 
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“To-morrow! but, Rector,” I began, “ there’s the Mission- 

room Service and” 

“ And the mission school, and the clubs, and the library, 
besides Tom, Dick, and Harry, who cannot possibly get on 
without you. My dear boy, I know, but the case would be 
precisely the same this day twelve months—so to the 
country you go to-morrow.” 

I had to obey of course; and the next day I was whirled 
into a land of hill and valley, heather and stream,—and that 

was how I came to be standing in the particular spot which 
rises before my mind’s eye as I write, and which will never, 
I think, fade from my memory. How can I describe its 
loveliness ? or, if I could, how should I ever be able to con- 

vey the spirit of it all? Impossible! I can only try and 
tell of the help that came to me there in my. weariness and 
despondency. 

I was standing on a steep bank overlooking the turbulent 
brook, and about me was the sound of many waters, for 
upstream the topaz-brown water with crests of foam came 
tumbling down a rocky incline, to be split up and turned 
aside by sharp boulder-stones ; part of the stream too had 
been directed on to the great mill-wheel now standing 
motionless, so that the unused power of water rushed down 
from the wide wooden spout and added its share to the froth 
and fume. Down-stream the flow was calmer, and the dark 

water had only islets of many-coloured rocks to contend 
with, as it slipped away down the cool narrow gorge, so 
narrow that the walls of moss-covered rock on either hand 
almost met, and only a mist of lighter green glimpsed at 
between them, and a clearer light coming through interlacing 
branches showed that the stream widened out once more 
before joining the river in the “great leap,” which was one 
of the lions of the valley. There was no sunshine ; indeed, 
though scarcely felt where I stood leaning against the stem 
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of an ash tree, a light rain was falling, decking grass and 

fern with tiny sparkles, burnishing the leaves of overhanging 

trees, bringing out the thousand soft shades and tints in the 
wet rocks, and giving to the moss that peculiar intensity of 
green which seems almost to deepen into a “ glow” as one 
gazes at it. 

I was just in that state when outward things photograph 
themselves indelibly on the brain, without any conscious- 

ness of one’s own, for my mind was all the time busy with 
far different matters. Too weary to turn into other lines of 
thought, it kept beating along the old ones—-going over again 
and again the ideas and scenes that had occupied me during 
the last few weeks, although I instinctively felt it a 
desecration to bring them there into the cool tenderness 
and purity of the place, where a man might indeed go and 
wash, body and soul, and be clean. The contrast forced 
itself on me more and more strongly, and with it awoke a 
struggle, born, I trust and believe, of over-tasked bodily 
strength, and not of any real “looking-back” or regretting 
of the great choice I had made a few months before. There 
swept over me a dreary sense of the ugliness, the common- 
ness of my work viewed from without, and just then I 
could not rise to its inward meaning; it was so unutterably 
ugly and repulsive: dirt and squalor, sin, hypocrisy, and de- 
ceit—these had for long been my daily surrounding, and 
it seemed just then as if all the beauty to which I had 
always been so keenly susceptible were for ever shut out of 

my existence. I know in all honesty that I had no other 
intention in taking a London curacy than of working hard 
and conscientiously, buf in my ignorance I had cherished a 
secret hope that in the great city I should be within reach 
of some of the art and culture for which I had longed in 
my little country-town home. I had had visions of stealing 
away in moments of leisure for a blissful hour in gallery or
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museum; but somehow my leisure moments were few and 
far between, and I found that “stealing away” from the 

clergy-house at St. Ann’s, 8.E,, to Bond Street, was a longer 

business than I had thought; and if it took the form of 
omnibuses, it became expensive. “No,” I thought rather 

bitterly, “beauty either of nature or art is not for me—I 
have made my choice, and must abide by it, and leave 
other things to those who can enjoy them.” But what a 
discord it all seemed! to think of a place like this existing 

not only in the same world as, but only a few hours’ 
journey from, a certain court which I could recall with all 
its hideous characteristics. 

The rain was becoming heavier, and dutifully recollecting 
that I had been sent to acquire health and not bronchitis, 

I turned sadly away to seek shelter in the mill. Such a 
curious, old-world little mill! I had to cross a bridge of 
planks to enter the door high up in the long shed-like 
building, and found myself in a whitey-grey “interior,” with 
roof, floor, and all the quaint wooden fittings toned down 
into soft shades of grey, not by the dust, but by the flour of 
ages; and on a higher level, reached by some rickety steps, 
sat the soul of the body—the miller of the mill—chipping 
away at a great stone dish, the upper millstone, while near 
him lay the nether millstone of proverbial hardness. Having 
asked and obtained leave to rest awhile on a friendly plank, 
I watched the old man as he sat by the small window in 
the’ gable, the light showing his finely-cut face in relief 
against the dusky shadows of roof and rafter, and just 
touching the white hair scarcely distinguishable from the 
erey tones about it. He was deepening the grooves in the 
millstone, he told me, for the new wheat would be heavy, 

and would require a stronger draught of air to prevent its 
clogging. I was in a mood to take up grievances, so I took 
up that of the new corn. A sad ending it seemed to the
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erowth of months and the waving glory of the fields, to be 
brought here and ground into indistinguishable powder ; 
the ultimate result of bread was too comfortable an idea for 
my then state of mind, and I went on drearily musing and 
moralising as I watched the miller. Then I wondered 
whether he, living in this wild lonely spot, and working on 
in his daily round, ever troubled his head about the questions 
which underlie everything and rise up to harass us just 
when we seem least able to solve them. “His was a quiet, 
thoughtful face, and I thought I would try him. 

“It seems a curious thing that the corn should grow and 
flourish only to come to your grindstone at last,” I said. 

The old man paused a moment in his work, then went 
on again, curtly remarking: 

“T reckon it’s what it’s for.” 
Another silence—then the miller once more laid down 

his tools and turned his keen grey eyes on me. “I’m 

just a bit of a preacher on the Lord’s Day,” he said, “and 
to look at you, I should say you were the same.” 

A preacher! How I should have resented the term two 
months ago, and with what an elaborate definition of my 
office I should have tried to enlighten this old man! But 
just now I was too jaded to enter on a discussion—indeed, 
I felt as though it would be very restful to sit there and 
be preached to by the old man, so I meekly replied, “ Yes ;” 

and the miller continued: “ Well, as I sit working here or 

go about the mill, I think over things as I shall have to 
tell our folk on the Sabbath, and when I see the grain 

bruised and broken up till it comes out fine white flour, I 
just think how as the Lord seems to bruise most things as 
He intends to use for us—there’s the wood has to be 
chopped up and broken afore it can be made firewood of, 
and the coal has to be broken, and the iron melted in the 

furnace, and a sight of other things, And then I look at
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it this way—the Lord Himself was bruised afore He could 
save us.” 

I might well sit still and be taught; the miller knew 
more of these things than [—he had found the clue which 
I had lost. 

I went back, pondering deeply, to my ash-tree for another 
look down the cool green gorge; and, perhaps, because the 
old man’s words had raised my thoughts from myself to 
God, its beauty spoke to me now, and I could hear. The 
words came -to me, “ Without Him was not anything made 
that was made,” and then the thought of what the mind 
must be .that could devise such a scene as this; for was I 

not looking on a “ thought of God,” a thought of Christ made 
visible? Of Christ—of Him who was bruised that He 
might become our Life, our Bread in a far more real and 
literal sense than the old preacher probably knew. Then 
what must human life have been to Him, the deviser of all 

beauty !—the commonness of the carpenter’s shop, and the 
houseless, homeless wanderings; what must the touch of 
the beggar and the leper have been to Him, who had 
imagined the exquisite tenderness and purity of the tints 
and forms there before my eyes; and more than all, what 
must those details of the Passion, of which we read with 

such reverence as almost to lose sight of their real nature 
—the brutality, the ugliness, the degradation—what must 
these have been to Him! And I had dared to think the 
discord too great between the loveliness here and my own 
surroundings! I had thought it hard that my little feeble 
“feeling for beauty” should be crossed and thwarted, and 
in my heart I had rebelled against the small share of 
“bruising” which might one day make me fit to be used 
by my Master for the good of His Church and His people. 
I began to see how I had been getting to make myself the 
centre of my work, and to look at it as it affected me. What 
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wonder then, that it had grown repulsive! Apart from my 
Lord, how could it be otherwise? But where He is the 

Origin and Creator of all beauty of art or nature, surely 
nothing can be wholly ugly, wholly commonplace. “THe is 
the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever;” the Christ Who 

tells us that He is present to us in the poorest and weakest 
of His brethren, is the same without Whom were none of 

these things made that were made, the same Christ Who so 
used and conquered the humiliating elements in His own 
death and passion, as to make them for all ages the object 
of the reverent love and admiration of His people. 

Here is the harmony into which melt all the discords of 
life—all but sin itself. 

One look back before turning out of the quiet little dale. 
The stream was hidden from sight, but the air was filled 
with its music, the long line of the low mill-roof was 
drawn against the background of trees, and high above stood 
a heathery peak, its purple dimmed by the mist-wreaths 
passing across it. 

“Without Him was not anything made that was made.”



WHITLAR BOYS. 

—++—_ 

LITTLE world in itself !—That was the general 
remark of the visitors who now and then wan- 
dered curiously through the great Naval School 
at Whitlar. A school it was, in name and 

reality; and yet it was a ship, a huge un- 

wieldy creature, that rose and fell with the changeful 

waves of the great river at whose mouth it was moored. 

And here I must pause for one moment,-to say that if 

my readers think I am going to give an account of the 
workings of this great sea-school they are very much 

mistaken; they can guess for themselves what sort of 

business goes on all day there; and if I, who am no sea- 

man, were to pretend to know all about sails, and ropes, 

and such matters, the little cabin-boy who had only made a 
single voyage would soon find me out, and laugh at me. 
No; Iam going to write only of what I know,—and that 

is, a little of the life-story of two of the boys, out of the 

several hundreds who are in the school. In each case the 
old question from boy to boy, of “ Who’s your father?” met 
the brief answer ‘‘ Dead,’—but Harold Grey, the handsome 
lad, spoke up boldly, and added, “He was a gentleman;” 
while little Jamie Duncan’s eyes fell, and grew. dim, as 
he repeated the short sad word which meant so much 
to him, 
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Harold soon settled well to his work; he was strong 
enough to do easily what fatigued many others, and he had 
a smattering of book-learning and a good bold handwriting, 
which made him useful to the petty officers. 

Jamie Duncan, meanwhile, was lost in the crowd: a 

patient, striving boy, without much talent, he did his duty, 
and no one thought any more about him. Yet, for some 
reason, this quiet boy was constantly at Harold Grey’s elbow, 
listened eagerly to his voice, and did him many a little 
service without reward, or scarcely thanks. 

Harold liked the thought of a sea-life; and being a good- 
tempered fellow on the whole, his companions took na 
farther notice of his boastful laments over his past life, than 
to dub him “the Gentleman,”—a title Harold rather liked 

than otherwise. 
One terrible anxiety poor Jamie had for his friend—he 

felt sure that Harold left the ship at night with one or two 
others, though for what purpose, and where he went, he did 
not know. 

And now there came a sore trial to the poor sensitive 
boy. The usual day for the repair of the boys’ garments — 
came round, and under the charge of the master-tailor they 
were all seated on their chests, busily working. All except 
Harold, who as usual despised the needle, and declared 
there were no rents in any of his clothes. 

“Then take and mend this, for practice,” said the tailor, 

who had little patience with Harold’s airs, and he handed 
him a waistcoat belonging to the steward’s assistant. Harold 
dared not refuse, but he was obliged to pretend to do the 
work; more he could not do, since he had not the skill to 
execute the needed repairs. 

Little James was creeping up to him, intending to relieve 
him of his task, when he noticed a gold coin slip out of the 
pocket of the waistcoat as Harold turned it round. Harold
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saw the coin too, and his fingers closed over it, and then 

went into his pocket. 
Next day the bit of gold was inquired for,—the steward’s 

assistant felt’ sure he had left it in the pocket of the torn 
waistcoat. Jamie, to whom the neat repair was traced, 
answered that he had found no half-sovereign in the waist- 
coat ; and then he hoped to hear Harold tell how he had 
found it. But Harold never spoke ; “the Gentleman ” was 
utterly silent. And this was Jamie’s great grief, for how 

could he believe his friend to be a thief? 
Meantime the whole school was startled and dismayed by 

the declaration of a poor half-witted man, who helped the 
cook, that his money-box had been robbed, and his savings, 

amounting to two or three pounds, had been taken. Poor 
Mike was drowned in tears,—what mind he had, had been 

so devoted to these two or three gold pieces. 
While affairs were in this condition Jamie reccived a sum- 

mons from the sick ward: Harold was ill, he wished to 

speak to him. 

“T wish I had kept to you, Jamie, for a friend,” he said ; 
“then I might not have broken rules so much, and gone out 
at night. Sykes and Turner, they persuaded me; and first 
it was the theatre, and then a grand singer in Turner's 
brother’s public-house ; they got the boat, and managed it 
all, and I had to pay: you can’t tell, Jamie, how difficult 
it was for me, a gentleman’s son, to refuse: and then I 
was short of money,—-and mother’s letter never came,— 

and me 
“ And you took Adam’s half-sovereien,” said Jamie, 

calmly, trying to save Harold’s panting breath. 
Harold gasped “Yes. And when the row was made 

about it, Sykes lent me ten shillings to put in Adam’s berth. 
I guessed he could not have come honestly by the money, 
and now I am sure” 
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“That he took Mike’s money,” said Jamie, gravely. 

“Harold, you must tell all this to the Chaplain.” 

But Harold flushed up and _hesitated— Gentlemen 
never tell,” he muttered; “you don’t know, Jamie, it’s so 
different for me. What I wanted to ask you was, Could 

you lend me the money? and then I would pay Sykes, 
and he would perhaps put Mike’s money back, and all 

would be right.” 

Jamie shook his head; he was not a very clever boy, but 
he could see that it was all wrong. 

“J have no money, Harold, only one half-crown ; but 

please listen to me, and perhaps you will when I tell you 
that I am a gentleman too. My father was a clergyman, 

and he meant me to be one too; but fever came, and they 
died, father and mother; and Ellen and I had no money: 

so she is a governess, and I was sent to this school.” 
The next night Harold summoned Jamie to tell him,—* I 

can’t die, Jamie, I feel I can’t, till Mike has his money back. 
I heard the poor chap crying like a baby yesterday outside 
the door. I know the Chaplain and the Governor mean 
kindly ; they are hushing matters up till I am dead, but 
it won't do. I didn’t take the money, but I must get it 
him back. Oh, if only I had a bit of strength to write 
to mother, or do something!” and poor Harold groaned in 
anguish. 

“They have written twice,” said Jamie. “But stop, 
perhaps my sister,—we have very little money, Harold, but 
she might be able to get us some: I will get leave to-morrow, 
and see, for I think you are quite right to try and give 
Mike the money back.” 

That night Harold had a long sleep, the first for many a 
weary night. And Jamie got his leave, special leave, at 
the Chaplain’s request, and came to the sick ward next 
evening, bright and beaming. 
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“Tt’s all here, Harold,” he said, holding a little leathern 
purse. 

“All?” said poor Harold, feebly. 
“Yes,” said Jamie, proudly; “Ellen had just been paid 

her salary, and she gave it tome. Won't Mike be glad?” 
“Thank you, Jamie,” said Harold, “please give it Mike,” 

and turning round, he fell asleep directly. 
Next day Mike was all smiles again, his treasure was 

restored to him, and his poor wearied wits never puzzled 
themselves as to why or how, so he was perfectly happy. 

Affairs were managed very quietly at Whitlar: the same 
day that Harold, carefully wrapped up, and tenderly carried 
by a big sailor, was taken on shore to be nursed by his 
mother, Sykes and Thornton also left the school, never to 
return. After due inquiry it was thought best to dismiss 
them both from the ship. 

From that day there was no longer any chance of boys 
getting out at night. MHarold’s confession of his misdeeds 
had led to a change in the rules of the ship which put a 
stop to such pranks. No one exactly knew why at this 
time James Duncan come to be generally looked up to and 
respected, or how sundry whispers got about that he had 
been a real gentleman, even more so than poor Grey. 

And here my story really ends; though one sorrowful 
sentence, and one glad one, must be added. 

Harold only lived a year, carefully tended by his mother ; 
but, as far as we can tell, that year was well spent, in 

learning to be gentle, humble, and repentant. 
And Jamie is still at Whitlar. All his companions like 

him; and when a new boy comes to the school, Jamie is 

pointed out as in some mysterious way “a real gentleman.” 

And so he is. -
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A VILLAGE NEAR GENOA. 

A TRUE STORY. 

  

WO pupils in God’s school were slowly spelling 
G out the same lesson of Faith under the patient 

eye of the great Master. The one was a toil- 
worn middle-aged woman, and the other a very 

young boy. 
Beppo was doomed to watch those dearest to him as they 

faded one by one in wasting sickness from earth to the 
better home above. Peppina was called upon to resign her 

_ children, each and all, to friends beyond the sea; who 

promised them ease, comfort, and prosperity, in exchange 
for the life of obscure poverty to which they had been born. 
The lesson, although differently worded, was essentially the 

same. Peppina perhaps needed stronger faith than Beppo, 
for to the imagination of those simple peasants South 
America seemed a more unknown land than did the heaven 
of which they had heard from infancy. She was, in fact, 
being taught in a parable, like the immediate disciples of 
the Master. Like them also she was sometimes slow in 
learning the task set before her, but she never closed 
her ear to the divine voice, nor refused obedience to its 

precepts. 

The child and the woman, although not related, were 

near neighbours, dwelling in a village some few miles distant 
from Genoa, that grand and beautiful Italian city, of which 
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the churches and palaces rise on a mountain slope cut into 
terraces, out of the blue Mediterranean Sea. The town 

itself is bleak, but there are sheltered places in its neigh- 
bourhood where the climate is warm and brilliant for a 
great part of the year. Delicate invalids hence flock thither 
in numbers to escape the rigour of a Northern winter. Yet 
consumption and decline are very prevalent along that 
lovely coast, strange though the fact may sound to those 
who dream only of Southern skies, and balmy breezes, and 

orange-trees with white fragrant flowers and golden fruit. 
Few persons who have never been abroad realise that 
there is cold weather every year even in Italy. A sharp 
north wind blows from the snow-clad mountains, bearing 
frost and ice upon its wings; or deluges of rain, such as are 
scarcely known in England, flood the houses, which are built 
with small regard to warmth and comfort. In the palaces 
the floors are of rare inlaid marble; in the cottages, of rough 

grey slabs of stone; while through both whistles the keen 
blast from ill-made doors and windows, exposing the inmates 
to continual draughts. Carpets and fires are alike unknown, 
and the food of the peasants is not such as to develop 
vigorous frames. Many live chiefly on a kind of paste cut 
into tiny strips resembling fiddle-strings, and actually bearing 
that very name. A dish of this pasta, boiled in water with 
a little salt, is often the dinner or supper of a family, but 
although satisfying hunger, it does not contain sufficient 
nutriment to strengthen the body against disease. When 
these things are considered, we can scarcely be surprised at 
the number of poor Italians who die every winter in the 
very climate that so often restores health to wealthy and 
luxurious British visitors. 

Beppo’s life had been very sad, for he belonged to a 
consumptive family, yet there was no gloom in the merry 
weather-beaten face, so plain while in repose, so beautiful
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when lighted up with its brilliant Italian smile. He was a 

human sunflower, basking in every ray of gladness which 
pierced through the dark clouds of his many trials. 

The office of sick-nurse seems a strange vocation for a 
boy, but it was one to which Beppo had been called in very 

early childhood. Before he was eleven years old he had 

already watched beside the deathbeds of both parents, his 

two brothers, and his baby sister Rosa. No one else could 
be spared to attend them, for the time of the bread-winners 
was doubly valuable when sickness increased the expenses 
of the household. Then came a year during which Beppo 
went to school, and received the care of a mother from his 

eldest sister Angela, the only near relation who was left to 
him. There seemed some hope that her life might be spared, 

as she had passed her seventeenth birthday without showing 

any traces of the fatal malady. One day, however, Angela 
caught a slight chill followed by fever, in returning home 
from the silk-factory at which she was employed. She 

drooped for a few weeks, then grew rapidly worse, and was 
soon stretched upon the pallet where so many of those dear 

to her had breathed their last. Like theirs, her illness 

seemed to have been only caused by a neglected cold, yet 
no one doubted from the first that it must end in death. 
When Beppo looked upon her wasted form, he knew that 
she was very near the Unseen World, whither he should 
soon follow her. The humble neighbours were very plain- 
spoken, and had often said in the boy’s hearing, that though 
he might now seem stronger than the other children, he 
would never live to be a man. The thought was too 
familiar to alarm him, though he sometimes wondered 
vaguely who would watch beside him when it should 
become his turn to be the patient instead of the nurse. 
The doubt, however, was too passing to disturb him, and it 
never grew into a positive anxiety.
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Strangers sometimes suspected Beppo of indifference to 
the loss of those very friends whom he had so devotedly 
attended. He could smile at the grave, and on returning to 
the lonely house, eat his coarse food with youthful appetite, 
and sleep soundly upon the bed newly deserted by its 
moaning occupant. Nay, more, he could even enjoy a merry 
game when there was no immediate call upon his services. 
‘They did not realise that the poor child must long ago 
have sunk under his heavy load but for the very buoyancy 
which they: condemned. Why should his spirits droop 
when he and his dear ones would so soon be once more 
together in their Father’s home? Why should he not play 
innocently, as he had before worked heartily, while waiting 
for the summons of the Messenger ? 

Peppina’s history was even more sad than that of her 
little neighbour. Long ago her husband had deserted her 
and his five children, leaving her not only burdened with 
their care, but also with the charge of his father and her 
own mother, both of whom were advanced in years. The 
support of the old man devolved solely upon Peppina, as 
she was the only creature to whom he could look for help. 
The expense of her mother’s maintenance was shared with 

the devoted daughter of her brother; but as he was a poor 
fisherman, with four small children and uncertain gains, 
Peppina never felt able to count on his assistance. Her 
life became a hard struggle, and one which aged the comely 
peasant before she had reached her prime. At length a 
portion of the weight was lifted from her shoulders, although 
only to be transferred to her loving heart. The eldest girl 
married, and went with her husband to Buenos Ayres, where 

so many enterprising youths from Genoa seek and find an 
honest livelihood. Being steady and industrious, he soon 
succeeded, made a comfortable home, and encouraged his 

wife to send to Italy for her next sister, to whom he pro-
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mised a father’s care. Teresa sailed accordingly, and before 
two years had expired married in her turn, and sent for her 
only brother, Stefano, for whom she had already secured 
suitable employment. Meanwhile the worthless father had 
rejoined his prosperous children, that he might: drain their 
small savings, and force from them the few coins which had 
been treasured for their mother as the fruit of great self- 
sacrifice and arduous labour. But for him they might have 
risen more rapidly in the New World, but as the spendthrift 
was kept by their influence from vicious courses, they agreed 
to bear much rather than turn him adrift. 

Two little girls remained as yet in Italy under Peppina’s 
care, Carmela and Cecilia. Their ages were fourteen and 
eight, and the elder had already become very useful. -She 
nursed the old grandparents with whom she lived, watched 
faithfully over her little sister, mended and made the gar- - 
ments of the family, and tried to spend the scanty earnings 
of her mother to the best advantage. The poor commonly 
enjoy freer space in Italy than in England, as the land there 
is less valuable, and Peppina rented several tiny rooms at a 
less cost than would have to be paid for one in London. 
They were flooded by glorious sunshine and swept by pure 
breezes from the sea and mountains, but they could only be 
reached by seven flights of steps, so dark and dangerous 
that i¢ seemed wonderful no lives were lost in trying to 
mount or descend them. In order to support this small 
establishment Peppina’s life was an unceasing round of toil. 
She was maid-servant at an inn where many English visitors 
resorted for the winter, and which was filled during the hot 
months with Italians, who flocked to the seaside from the 

fever-stricken cities of the plain. It was a rambling old 
palace, with rich painted ceilings, and dim ghostly galleries, 
and marble staircases; and broad flat terraces, which over- 
hung the glittering sea. Nothing could be more unlike our
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idea of a hotel, but this mansion, like many others of the 

kind in Italy, had been let by its princely owner, who pos- 
sessed more residences than he and his relatives could 
occupy, to an innkeeper who desired to settle in the village. 
There Peppina laboured from four in the morning till eleven 
at night, living on the most scanty fare, taxed hourly far 
beyond her strength, bewildered by the many mistresses and 
masters whom she had to please, and never enjoying a 
single holiday, even at Christmas. True, the hotel was 

empty for a few weeks every year in spring and autumn, 
but she was then employed in house-cleaning on so vast a 
scale, that the demands on her seemed rather to increase 

than to diminish. Peppina’s fellow-servants came and went, 
seeking, for the most part successfully, to better their con- 

dition. She was compelled to remain, for so strong were 
* the ties which bound her to her native village that no work 
beyond it would have been available. Her payment at the 
inn, though small, was regular, and she was in the way 
there of receiving little presents from the visitors—money 
or left-off clothing—every article of which Carmela’s busy 
fingers turned to the best possible account. Despite such 
help, however, the poor maid began to sink under her 
burden ; and although the firm will never failed, her health 

was so enfeebled that she sometimes dreaded lest she should 
become a helpless invalid. 

While her heart was saddened by these forebodings, a 
letter arrived from South America renewing the offer, which 
she had already twice refused, of joining her family there, 

and taking with her the two little girls, to be adopted by 
their married sisters. To resist such a temptation called 
for Christian heroism, but she did not waver. The old 

mother, ninety years of age, was too childish to feel her 
loss, and Peppina could send part of her earnings home 
from Buenos Ayres to the brother who united with her to
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support his parent. Her real tie was the father of the man 
who had deserted her. How could she leave him friendless 
with no one who would take it to heart whether he lived 
or died? He loved her and would miss her personal care. 

Not even an increase of ease would make amends to his 
affectionate nature for her actual presence. When con- 
vinced of this by calm reflection, she turned with tears 

from the tempting prospect to face the steep uphill path of 
duty and self-sacrifice. 

Months rolled away. Peppina’s lungs grew delicate, 

and she was only saved from pleurisy by the timely gift of 
warm flannels from an English lady, who had noticed how 
the poor old woman was exposed early and late to the 
inclement weather. Then one cold February night came 
startling news from South America. The elder sisters had 
sent for the two little ones, whose passages were paid, and 
who would be protected on the voyage by a trusted, worthy, 
married sailor. The ship which brought the tidings was 
even then lying in the Genoa harbour, and they were to 
sail with her on her return to Buenos Ayres, which would 
be within four weeks. No wonder that the mother’s heart 
should sicken as she went about the weary tasks which 

scarcely left her any leisure to bestow upon her children’s 
needs. What anguish did she not endure at the thought 
that she must so soon be parted from her sole remaining 
treasures! True, she might not have been able much longer 
to maintain them, but they were the sunshine of her daily 
life. She did indeed expect to follow them sooner or later; 
but would they not be so changed as scarcely to appear 

like her own offspring? Carmela in her budding youth 
might indeed only have developed into mature womanhood, 
but would not bright little laughing Cecilia have grown 
wholly out of her remembrance? Perhaps it was the 

knowledge that she must for ever lose the childhood of this
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youngest darling which brought the sharpest pang to the 
mother’s heart. 
_One care which weighed heavily on Peppina was the 

question as to how she could secure a proper outfit for the 
little travellers. They were going to live with relations 

who moved in a higher sphere, and she was anxious that 
they should be neatly and respectably attired; yet to find 

money for their clothing was impossible, when even the 
house-rent was in arrears. 

Her now slender wardrobe was reviewed, and every 
garment which could be spared put aside, but the result 
proved so unsatisfactory that poor Peppina was disheartened. 
Happily unexpected aid poured in on her from several 

quarters. The old peasant woman had made friends among 

the English guests at the hotel, whose tastes and habits, 

which must have seemed so strange and unlike her own, 
she faithfully tried to consult. Those to whose comfort 
she had thus ministered felt they were only repaying a 

debt of gratitude when they agreed among themselves to fur- 
nish what was requisite for the outfit of the little maidens. 
Wardrobes richer than Peppina’s were laid under contribu- 
tion for gowns which could be adapted to their use. Under- 
garments were also provided, and new prints for Sunday 
frocks, and brilliant handkerchiefs for the head-gear which 
in Italy is the usual substitute for hat or bonnet among 
women of the poorer ranks. Nothing so tended to soften 
the pain of this bitter parting to Peppina as the knowledge 
that her children would neither disgrace nor burden the 
relations who so generously offered to adopt them. 

One afternoon the sorrowing mother chanced to meet 
Beppo in the street, and stopped him to inquire for Angela. 

“T think she will be leaving us about the same time as 
your children,” said the boy; nor did his answer strike the 
questioner as unusual,
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Beppo had become almost as skilful as the parish doctor 

in detecting the successive stages of decline. 
The next day, however, the physician called again, and 

gave a different verdict. Angela having survived the March 

winds, might now live until the autumn, provided she could 

have suitable nourishment. There was no mention of broth, 

wine, and other luxuries beyond reach of the patient, but 

the doctor charged Beppo to vary his sister’s diet, as the 
fidellint could no longer tempt her appetite. 

The poor child’s faith was now as keenly tested on the 
score of food as that of Peppina had been respecting ral- 

ment. Neither of them had as yet mastered the lesson 

taught us of the birds and lilies, at least not where the 
welfare of their beloved ones was concerned. The little 
brother knew that Angela was virtually sinking from star- 

vation ; for although there was no actual lack of provisions 
in the cottage, he had no means of procuring any suited to 

a dying girl, It seemed almost a case of being told to make 

bricks without straw, and Beppo sat down to consider ear- 

nestly how he could act on the doctor’s instructions. The idea 
of begging did not occur to him, for, like most of the honest 

Italian poor, he never forced his wants on others, nor even 

supposed they were such as to claim especial sympathy. 

Many, both in the village and around it, were as ill as 

Angela, and some more destitute, yet all patiently bore the 
hardships of their lot. His was no case for alms-seeking ; 

but it is very different to ask a service at the hands of a kind 
neighbour, and the only question was to whom it would be 

wisest to apply. 
There was his sister’s namesake, good old Angela, with 

her bent frame and her white locks flying like snowflakes in 

a March wind, and her cotton gown, which had been so fre- 

quently mended that it looked like a patchwork of many 
colours. She lived high among the vineyards in a four- 
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roomed cottage, with gay prints upon its walls, and windows 
of which each one framed a different landscape. On the left 

was Genoa, with its marble palaces piled one behind another 
on the hill-slopes, separated by exquisite gardens, while 
almost in the sea rose a tall lighthouse, and beyond stretched 
a beautiful headland, steeped in the soft gemlike colouring 
of Italy. In an opposite direction, looking towards France, 
the eye wandered over the long sweep of the Maritime 

Alps, chain beyond chain of graceful peaks, on some of 
which a silvery crown of snow stood out against the tender 
blue of the spring sky. At the rear of the cottage, and 

around it, the Apennine mountains raised their heads, the 

lower ranges terraced into gardens of figs, almonds, grapes, 

and olives, while the higher were covered with forests of 
- the stately umbrella pine trees, of which the rounded tops 

appear, as has been truly said, like dark-green islands set 
among the clouds. 

Angela’s was as fair a home as heart could wish, but 
sorely did she struggle to maintain it by the field labour 
for which she grew yearly more unfitted. Beppo knew she 
would gladly help him, but he did not like to ask her for 
the oranges, goats’-milk, or early vegetables which she sold 
at the hotels and villas. Later, when the strangers were 
gone, and garden produce was more plentiful, it would be 
different ; but meanwhile he was too considerate to encroach 
upon her slender store. 

The friend who always pressed assistance upon others, 
whether or not she could easily afford it, was Paulina, whose 
life was full of deep poverty and constant care. Her hus- 
band was subject to epilepsy, and when she saw symptoms 
of an attack, she dared not leave him for an instant, night 
or day. He was a gentle, lovable old man, whose face, 
innocent as a baby’s, often wore a fixed, vacant expression, 
which showed how much the brain had become affected by
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disease. Paulina kept him always neat and clean, and she 
herself was a pattern of tidiness, though how she contrived 
to be so remained a mystery to more than one slatternly 
neighbour. Both she and her husband, when the latter was 
able to work, earned a part of their clothing by oakum- 
picking, which was the employment of many beside them in 
the village. They were connected with a large rope-factory 
in the next town, attached to which was a warehouse for 

cotton fabrics, and the workers were paid in yards of print 
or similar materials instead of in shillings and pence. A 
little help was given them in money by a married son, and 
they also possessed another source of gain, though one far 
too uncertain to be counted upon as a regular addition to 
their income. 

At the end of the squalid open court in which they lived 
was the chief entrance to a nobleman’s estate, of which the 
key had been intrusted to Paulina by its absent owner. 
The hall and the private gardens were not shown to 
strangers, but all might freely wander through the wilder- 
ness of the park, which was, indeed, little else than a 
mountain-side partly enclosed, with here and there traces 
of cultivation. Nursery-maids and children, picnic parties, 
botanists, and sketchers availed themselves of this beautiful 

resort during the “English season.” But the neighbour- 
hood abounded with rival attractions, and sometimes Paul- 

ina would be deserted for days, or even weeks, by the 

capricious visitors. Most of these pleasure-seekers gave a 
copper to the sickly woman, who descended at their call 
from the top floor of a tall house that overlooked the stag- 
nant ditch which poisoned the surrounding atmosphere. 
Many did not bestow a thought on the gatekeeper, but the 
sympathising few witnessed a touching sight. The merry- 
hearted and indifferent saw only Paulina’s patient smile; 
but the first word of kindness, or a gift beyond her
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customary fee, so thrilled the overstrung sensitive nerves as 
to call forth a gush of tears. Paulina’s sorrowful existence 

had unfitted her for happiness, as the gloom of a dungeon 
unfits prisoners for the ight of day. 

Beppo knew she would give him her last penny, or part of 
her insufficient meal, but he had no desire to take advantage 
of such generosity. Several more cases were considered by 
the boy, only to be dismissed by the delicate tact of an ima- 
ginative nature, which enabled him to realise the circum- 

stances of his friends. How he longed to earn enough to buy 

Angela’s supper; but what way was open to a child whose 
presence could not be long spared from the sick-room? It 
was the girl herself who solved the difficulty, about which 
she had not even been consulted. “Beppo,” she said, 
stroking his hand caressingly, “I should so like a new- 
laid egg. Do you think Maddalena would let me have 
one ?” 

In an instant Beppo’s feet were flying down the staircase, 
and along the coast, where yellow sea-poppies waved in 
the breeze, and through the straggling village street, until 
he stopped at the house of the dressmaker. It was a small 
low dwelling, occupied by Maddalena, her fisherman-brother, 
two sisters, and several nieces, who, besides the needlework 

which was their chief employment, undertook the washing of 
lace and fine muslins for the visitors. They were contented 

people, earning rather more than sufficed for their wants, 
and always willing to relieve the needy. Beppo’s request 
was cheerfully granted, and two fresh eggs were placed in 
his little osier basket, together with some ripe lemons, a 

solace for which Angela often pined during her feverish 
nights. The dressmaker was arrayed in her picturesque 
Sunday garb for a friend’s wedding-feast, having at. an 
earlier hour attended the marriage procession, which is 
almost as common a spectacle in Italy as in the East. She-
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looked strikingly handsome under the black lace veil which 

fell around her like a cloak, while the gold earrings, which 
had been part of her dowry, glittered amid the dusky folds 
of her abundant hair. Her soft yet brilliant eyes sparkled 
with pleasure, and her gestures were full of excited interest, 
Maddalena knew how to enjoy a holiday, and her needle 
would fly only the more briskly on the morrow. 

While talking to Beppo, she suddenly pulled the latchet 
of the street door, and a long train of fowls began to patter 
up the staircase. Every crested head was raised high as 
its owner fearlessly crossed the workroom and passed through 
a doorway to a tiny hanging garden on the flat roof, 

‘ where these pet birds were allowed to feed and roost. It 
was just twelve, and punctual as the church clock were 

the feathered guests, who would shortly disperse, to return 
home for supper and bed when the sun dipped into the sea. 
Their time was generally spent upon the beach or in 
pecking at such stray fruits and vegetables as hung within 
reach of their beaks from the greengrocery stalls that lined 
the coast. 

Towards autumn many a tempting prize was wrested 
from these humbler fowls by the tall turkeys which then 
thronged the streets and roadsides in such numbers as to 
form a leading feature of the place. Everywhere they 

were to be seen, stretching their stately necks upward to 
the clusters of amber or purple grapes, or snatching at 

plums, peaches, even cabbage leaves, till they were driven 
away by the vendors with shrill outcries, which seemed 
scarcely to ruffle their dignity. Living upon this unsub- 
stantial fare, and sharing in most instances the dwellings 
of their owners, rendered the birds so docile that, far from 

being a terror to childhood, they were caressed by the very 
babies, and dragged unresistingly indoors or out by creatures 
whose plump hands could scarcely clasp around their swell-
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ing throats. Many a nursery group fresh from England 
stopped to watch the pretty sight, which was nearly as 
short-lived as it was attractive. On the day after Christmas 
not a trace of the children’s playfellows would be left, except 
masses of glossy plumage, or occasionally a hapless survivor. 

Beppo was too familiar with the ways of poultry to pay 
any heed to Maddalena’s favourites, though he did delay 
an instant to admire a parrot which a sailor-cousin had 
just brought her from Brazil. Then he went down the 
staircase with a caution unlike his usual impetuous rush; 
but once on level ground, he was skimming as fast as ever 
homeward, when he suddenly came to a pause and drew a 
deep breath of surprise. 

There was a group of strangers in front of the black old 
castle at the water's edge, which had been built more than 
eight centuries ago as a refuge for the women and children 
of the district against the fierce pirates of Algiers. A pretty 
English girl sat on a rock sketching the fortress, while a 
lady some years older, with two fair-haired children, stood 
beside an overloaded starving donkey, which was tethered 
to a post. The little ones were feeding the poor animal 
with pieces of white bread, which they drew from their 
pockets. Very stale it seemed, judging by the loud crunch 
with which the creature’s mouth closed over every morsel, 
but the sight of such extravagance astonished Beppo. A 
donkey fed upon these snowy rolls, which seemed too dainty 
for any but a sick lady! “And she must be a very rich 
lady,” mused the peasant lad, “or she could never afford 
such expensive bread except on Sunday.” 

Presently the younger child coloured and shrank close to 
her governess. 

“ Miss Ware,’ she said, “ why does that boy look at me 
with such large round eyes, just as though I were doing 
something naughty ?”
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Miss Ware turned, and was no less struck than her pupil 
had been by the earnestness of Beppo’s gaze. 

“ What is it, little fellow?” she asked gently in Italian , 
“do you like to see how the poor beast enjoys his meal?” 

“Js there any left, Signora?” rejoined Beppo, as he looked 
into the kind eyes which smiled down upon him. _ 

“ Any of these dry crusts? No, I believe not; but sup- 
posing there had been, what then ?” 

“T should have asked you to let me have my share, 
lady,” replied Beppo. 

“ Are you so hungry then, my poor child?” asked Miss 
Ware, compassionately. 

“Oh, no! I can eat anything; but Angela, my sister, is 
too ill to live on pasta, and the doctor says she will soon die 
unless I can find something to give her an appetite.” 

“This hard stale bread is not suitable for a sick girl, my 
little friend.” 

“TI should have made it into soup, Signora, with hot 
water and a drop of oil and plenty of garlic,” exclaimed 

Beppo, “and then Angela would have had such a delicious 
supper.” 

Miss Ware, who had never before been abroad, was amused- 

at the ideas of her new acquaintance on the subject of in- 
valid cookery, but she only said— 

“ Angela shall have something else instead, and you may 
come with me to buy anything which you think she would 
like.” 

“ Anything!” cried the child excitedly. “Oh, then, Sig- 
nora, let it be some pane dolce, if you please.” 

“That is what we get every evening at tea in the nur- 
sery,” remarked Hubert, who began to understand a few . 
words of Italian. His sister, Lucy, agreed with him that it 
was a very poor kind cf plumcake, not one-half so nice as 
that which was served twice a year on the vicar’s lawn to
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the school children, Beppo, however, held a very different 
opinion. 

“ Signora, pane dolce is very expensive,” he said warninely, 
as he followed the governess and her charges into a shop 
equally frequented by strangers and natives from the variety 
and excellence of its stores. Miss Ware smiled reassuringly, 
but the next moment her sweet face softened into a look of 
sympathy. Before the counter stood an aged’ man, bent 
nearly double, wistfully eyeing the pinch of coffee for which 
he had just exchanged two hard-won farthings. He sighed 
as he made way courteously for the ladies, and with feeble 
footsteps tottered out into the street. 

“Girolamo spends all his coppers on coffee for his sick 
wife,” observed the grocer, on perceiving that his wealthy 
customers seemed interested in the transaction. “ Little 
lady,” he added, addressing Lucy, “I have just received 
fresh jams and marmalade from London. Is there any 
way in which I can serve you this afternoon? Did you 
say pane dolce, madam? Here are some hot from the 
oven.” 

Miss Ware called Beppo to receive the largest of the 
whole collection. 

“ Enough to last Angela for a week!” he cried repeatedly. 
Then taking leave almost abruptly, he ran homeward at his 
utmost speed, eager to reach his sister’s bedside and relate 
to her his wonderful adventures. 

Miss Ware lingered to inquire old Girolamo’s address, and 
to purchase a good supply of coffee and moist sugar, which 
she hoped to deliver to him on the morrow. 

Peppina’s children sailed early in April, and she stood 
alone at a window of the palazzo, watching until the steamer 
which bore them away melted into the glory of the spring 
sunset. Like the rest of the emigrant passengers, they had 
been forced to spend many long hours on board before the
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vessel left. No doubt this was a wise and needful recula- 

tion, but the sense of nearness, combined with the actual 

separation, made the interval a trying time to all con- 

cerned. 5 
The little sisters sat on the deck hand in hand, almost 

awed by the splendour of the city, with its streets of pal- 

aces, and hanging gardens, and encircling mountains, which, 
although close to their birthplace, they had never visited 

before. They were so young and buoyant that their tears 
dried quickly, and their spirits rose amid the animation of 
the scene. But as the day wore on, with flagging streneth 

their hearts grew heavier, and when at length, coasting along 
the bay, they passed within sight of their village, their arms 

were outstretched with eager yearning, and the cry of home 
and mother escaped from their lips. Every link with the 

past seemed severed, and the new existence which opened 
before them was a blank. 

While they were speeding onward towards the gorgeous 
lands of the far West, Peppina was faithfully struggling 
to fulfil the duties for which failing powers increasingly 

unfitted her. Both sleep and appetite seemed to have left 

her with the children. The long strain on her nerves, and 
the aching void which succeeded, told even upon the quick 
intelligence which had hitherto made amends for want of 
early training in domestic service. She moved about the dim 
old painted chambers in a dream, conscious of a strange 
inability either to understand or recollect what every one 
expected at her hands. All seemed like a bewildering din 
of orders, for the most part contradictory, and of bells 

calling her in opposite directions, which haunted the 
feverish slumbers that stole on her from exhaustion just 
as dawn summoned her to resume the round. She rallied 
once when a note came, dictated by the elder girl and 

posted at Gibraltar, where the ship touched on its outward
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voyage. But soon the listless apathy returned, only to be 
dispelled when she began to count the days for the vessel 
to be due once again in Genoa. 

It came at length, bearing the wished-for letters which 
announced the safe arrival of Carmela and Cecilia, and bore 
tender messages of love to her from all. There the com- 
munication ended. There was not the least clue as to the 
employments or surroundings of her little ones; nothing 
to tell if they were living at the pole or in the tropics; 
no point upon which her fancy could seize to fill up the 
outline of their altered lives. The interchange of thought 
through correspondence, which among the educated brings 
distant friends close together, was a blessing denied to 
Peppina; but as she could not imagine its existence, so she 
did not mourn its loss. The little ones were well and 
happy, so the few lines from their guardians assured her. 
More than that fact she had never expected to learn. The 
tidings would have been almost as vague to her as if sent 
from another world, but for an interview with the old 
sailor under whose care her darlings had crossed the ocean. 
He gave further though still scanty information respecting 
the two households at Buenos Ayres, and aroused his 
listener by cheery predictions that the time would soon 
come when she should be free to join the circle of awaiting 
dear ones. 

When the doctor next went to see Angela, he was sur- 
prised at her improved condition. She was free from the 
hectic fever which had so long sapped her strength, and 
her pulse, though feeble, was quiet and regular. 

“You have been learning to eat, child,” he said approv- 
ingly, “and Beppo has invented something better than the 
Jidellini.” 

“JY should think so!” said Beppo proudly, as he opened 
the door of the cupboard and drew out a wing of chicken
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and a jug of broth: “the very smell gives Angela an 

appetite.” 
“You have rich friends then, children, I am glad of that. 

I suppose they must be among the foreign visitors ?” 

“They are the English people who feed donkeys on 
white bread, sir,” answered Beppo, much to the amusement 

of his questioner. “They are going soon to England, but 

they mean to come back for next winter, as the little lady 
whom they call Zueia is not strong.” 

“That is a happy prospect for you and the donkeys,” 
laughed the genial doctor as he took his leave. But his 
face clouded when he was alone, and he walked thought- 
fully along the cliffs in the direction of the house which 
came next on his list. There lay a woman about fifty, who 

had not, like Angela, inherited disease, yet who was now 

equally beyond help from human science. She was dying 

from the effects of scanty food and sleep, united to excessive 
toil. Exhaustion had first laid her low, and then an in- 

flammation of both lungs quickly reduced her to the ranks 
of the incurable. Hers was one of the most interesting 

cases in the parish to the doctor, owing to the fond hearts 
which seemed bound up with that frail existence. 

“Poor Barberina!” he mused almost audibly as he 
mounted the staircase; “I pray God her mother may be 
spared until that sailor-husband returns from Japan. Only,” 

and he sighed, “she cannot bear the expense much longer. 
I wish Beppo’s new friends could make her acquaintance.” — 

This desire was not destined to be gratified, yet upon 
entering the sick-room the visitor found signs of unwonted 
comfort. Barberina herself stood beside the pillow, and 
explained that she had just received a gift in money from - 
a family leaving the hotel in which she and Peppina were 
fellow-servants. She had obtained an hour’s leave of absence 
from her mistress, and had gone at once to buy meat for the
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soup on which her mother’s life chiefly depended. She could 

also afford to get coffee and sugar, and the cooling medicine 
which would prevent fever at night. Did not the signor 

dottore think the invalid would now do well, especially as 

the warm weather had begun ? 
The doctor said, with perfect truthfulness, that many 

months on earth might yet be in store for his patient, if 

the benefits which she now enjoyed could be continued. 

Barberina returned to the inn after receiving the physi- 

cian’s orders, and tried to throw all her energy into the 
laundry work, which was the duty that just then devolved 

upon her. She was a healthy young woman, but several 

successive nights of nursing, followed by arduous days, had 

rendered her so languid that her eyelids nearly closed as 

she stood at the ironing-board. In her hand was an elegant 
little frock, belonging to an English baby, and requiring the 

minutest care, as it was wrought with delicate embroidery. 
Beside her was a pile of linen garments of various descrip- 

tions, all to be done against time. It was the height of the 
flitting season for the Northern swallows, and the bustle of 
many departures surged through the hotel. Her occupation 

was such as to bring her seldom into contact with the guests, 
and hence she did not often receive the parting fees which 
made amends for increased labour.to some of the other 

servants. Now and then her painstaking skill was noticed 
and rewarded, but in general her only recompense was the 
approval of her Heavenly Master. None of those whom she 
served, however, were more light-hearted than Barberina, as 

she remembered the encouraging state of her mother, to whom 
she was bound by the most passionate affection. She could 
provide all that was requisite for the next fortnight, and 
she might soon expect the wages of her sailor, which were 
punctually sent whenever his ship touched at a convenient 

port. Her marriage was as happy as that of Peppina had
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proved miserable, although it involved the trial of prolonged 
and frequent separation. Pietro was the best of husbands, 
“just like a good boy,” as his wife expressed it, and he 
clung to his home and its inmates with a constancy which 
was the chief of safecuards against the temptations of a 
roving life. His dwelling was indeed one in which any 
man might feel an honest pride. It was among the most 
desirable in the village, and its rent was higher than the 
average, but both the husband and wife felt that such 
respectability was worth a struggle. Pietro had adopted 
Barberina’s family, and so united were their interests that 
the gains of each were for the benefit of all. Her brother 
was one of the operatives in a factory where he earned 
fifteenpence a day, and Rosalia, her eldest sister, who was 
parlour-maid in Genoa, contributed four shillings every 
month towards the rent of the home which would be always 
open to her in sickness or sorrow. 

The youngest girl, Marina, wrought in a cloth-mill two 
miles distant, where she was paid at the rate of fourpence 
for twelve hours during the winter months, and sixpence 
when the longer days admitted of earlier and later sittings 
at the loom. Of course this pittance barely sufficed for 
her food, but Barberina wisely thought that the industrious, 

steady habits thus acquired would enhance her sister’s use- 
fulness through life. As the walk to and from Marina’s 
mill secured to her fresh air and exercise, the vigour of 

fifteen would scarcely have been overtasked but for the 

arrears of domestic claims which had to be crowded into 
the evening. She must wait on the invalid and cook the 
supper, and undress Pietro’s rosy little boy, who, although 
only five years old, could be intrusted with the purchase of 
provisions, and was the sole guardian of his grandmother 
during the absence of the elders. Barberina was in general 
allowed to sleep at home, but.as she was not released from
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her post until eleven at night, and then only until six on 
the following morning, there could be no division of house- 
hold cares between Marina and herself. 

Miss Ware, Hubert, and Lucy remained until the end of 

_ June in the villa which they had occupied since the begin- 
ning of October. The other members of the family were 
making a tour of the Italian lakes, but it was thought best 
not to interrupt the regular routine of lessons for the 
schoolroom party. It was still cool enough to take long 
walks in search of the gorgeous wild-flowers which made 
all the hillsides look like a succession of conservatories. 
Most interesting of all to Christian eyes were the magnifi- 
cent flame-coloured lilies, sometimes deepening to blood- 
red, which, as the heat increased, began to blaze like flakes 
of fire in every grassy dingle. Miss Ware gathered them 
almost with reverence, for she knew they belonged to the 
same species as those “lilies of the field” in distant Pales- 
tine, of which the royal splendour surpassed “even Solomon 
in all his glory.” Beppo usually accompanied the ramblers 
to carry their baskets, guide them through the forest paths 
and winding valleys, or scramble up the rocks, where only 
his clinging bare feet could find a hold, in quest of rare 
exquisite ferns, such as in England are not to be seen 
except in hothouses. The boy was rewarded for these 
pleasant services, and every penny was carefully saved for 
Angela, that she might not want during the long period. when 
there would be nobody to provide for her except himself. 

At length Beppo’s friends received a summons to join 
the rest of their circle at Turin, and after they were gone 
the village was entirely deserted except by Italians. The 
child was however happy, since Miss Ware had left with 
him a small allowance for Angela’s comfort; and being a 
‘thrifty little fellow, he supported her on milk, eggs, fruit, 

and vegetables, at a very moderate expense. The sick girl
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nearly lost her cough, and although often languid from the 
heat, yet rallied so decidedly that the doctor began to hope 
her extreme youth might gain the victory over disease. 
Peaceful and sweet were these bright summer weeks to the 
brother and sister, who asked no enjoyment beyond that 
of each other’s society. Miss Ware had shaded Angela’s 
window with a green gauze curtain, which was a far 
greater protection against glare and insects than the flap- 
ping branches that Beppo had formerly waved over her 
couch. Their house was built at the edge of a cliff, and 
the invalid found constant amusement in gazing down a 
sheer precipice into the sea, and watching the fish leap out 
of the crystal waters. It was altogether a time of refresh- 
ment. Never had such a lull from present sorrow and 
care for the future occurred previously within Beppo’s re- 
membrance. 

That year the hot weather continued very late, and on 
Michaelmas Day Angela felt the lurid atmosphere more heavy 
and oppressive than even in August. Beppo, whose sturdy 
frame was not affected by changes of climate, leant out of 
his sister’s window, fairly shouting with glee at the gambols 
of two fisher-children underneath. The tiny figures, looking 
like a pair of statuettes sculptured in bronze, were rocking 
on the wavelets in a bright green boat, so small as to appear 
like the half-folded leaf of a pond lily. Sometimes the 
baby-mariners balanced themselves at seesaw on their fairy 
craft. Sometimes they overturned it, dived beneath the 
water, and with ringing laughter scrambled once again on 
board, only to recommence their joyous freaks, Even 
Angela smiled faintly as the tide of merriment increased, 
when suddenly Beppo’s ear caught some more distant sound, 
and breathlessly gasping, “ The little lady’s voice,” he darted 
from his sister’s side before she could rally from her astonish- 
ment,



24 A Village near Genoa. 

Miss Ware and her pupils were indeed climbing the 
staircase, and soon their familiar faces appeared in the door- 

way, where they were received with such a welcome as had 
greeted them throughout the village, making the strange 
foreign land seem like a second home. They had only 

arrived two days previously, and their first visit was to 
Angela, whose sunken eyes and wan cheek brightened at 
the sight of her kind English friends, They were the earliest 
of the winter colony, but others quickly followed, for despite 
the steamy heat which still brooded upon the coast, cold 
showers had begun to fall among the mountains. The hotels 
and villas filled even more speedily than usual, and the soft 
splendour of a southern autumn melted into Christmastide 

without bringing a change over the gold ond azure of the 
skies, or more than freshness into the invigorating air. 
But the New Year was ushered in with bitter frosts, which, 

far from softening into rain as was predicted, lasted for 
nearly six weeks with a rigour almost equal to that of 
northern latitudes. It was a terrible ordeal even for rich 
invalids, and fatal to many among the poor. Benedetta 
and Angela became very ill, and must have died but for 
the timely succour which was extended to them both 
through different channels, Peppina felt that she must 
soon succumb, though bravely did she wage war with the 
enemy, which threatened every mornirg to vanquish her 
before nightfall. At length, conscious that the hour was 
approaching when she could no longer meet even her own 
expenses, she sent word to Buenos Ayres that she would 
consent to join her children if they were still willing to 
receive her. The return mail brought dutiful letters, 
soothing hopes of a speedy reunion, and every assurance of 
continued love, but no definite invitation from the heads of 

either household. Peppina resigned herself to the dis- 
appointment. Two months more elapsed, and the next
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message she received was that all the arrangements for her 

voyage were concluded, and that she must sail for South 

America without any more notice than had been afforded to 

Carmela and Cecilia. 
This haste involved serious inconvenience, for there was 

no one to assist Peppina in winding up the affairs of a life- 

time for herself and others, and the three weeks which 

remained were not her own. Her labours at the hotel 

could not be suspended, as the house was full, and she was 

not to quit her post until the very day of her departure. 

Again English friends came to her aid with gifts of cloth- 

ing and a sum sufficient to provide for the immediate 

wants of the old couple whom she was leaving behind. 

Peppina was torn by conflicting feelings. She had fancied 

her whole heart weaned from her birthplace, and trans- 

planted to the country which held her children, and she 
now discovered that its every fibre was still firmly rooted 
in her native soil. Strive as she might, she could not 

reconcile herself to the idea of thus drifting away from all 

ties and associations into the regions of the unknown, 

She tried to have her passage-money transferred to the next 

steamer, and the attempt was warmly seconded by her em- 

ployers, who were anxious to retain her services as long as 
possible. The answer given at the office of the ship’s 
company was, that such a concession could not be made 

except in the event of illness. She was strongly urged to 
make that plea, which would indeed have been partially 
true, but she shrank from the least vestige of deception 

with the loyalty of an upright and candid soul. 
The vernal equinox was raging wildly when Peppina, 

amid sobs re-echoed by the moaning winds and waters, 
passed away from the haunts of her childhood into the 
white seething tempest which blotted out earth and sky. 
Humble although she was, her virtues had won for her a
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position which the proudest might have envied among those 
of her own race and station.’ Even British strangers felt 
that something was taken out of their lives when that 
quaint figure vanished from the ghostly galleries, never 
again to be seen gliding within their shadow. All those to 
whom Peppina had endeared herself rejoiced in the happi- 
ness to which she was hastening through clouds and ¢loom, 
as loving friends rejoice when they turn from a death-bed. 
Would not her blessedness be indeed a symbol of that to 
which we aspire in the land beyond the grave? Twelve 

weeks elapsed before these questionings could be set at 
rest, and then the information which arrived was startling. 
The voyage had been safe and prosperous, and when Pep- 
pina disembarked, all the beloved ones were waiting upon 
the shore to welcome her; even the faithless husband was 

among them, seeking for a reconciliation, Nothing marred 
outwardly the full significance and beauty of the parable; 
only in one essential point its meaning failed. Every 
report of Peppina, every line which she dictated, bespoke 
the keen anguish of the exile, and heart-sickening yearnings 
for Italy, and such an aching void as neither ease, pleasure, 
novelty, nor even her children’s companionship could fill. 
It was a natural, almost inevitable consequence of being 
thus transplanted in mature age to a foreign soil, but none 
the less were those who had followed her history disappointed. 
They need not have been so. She had, after all, only ex- 
changed one phase of earthly trial for another. 

Next to Peppina’s aged charges, there was probably no 
one who missed her to the same extent as Barberina. 
They had long been intimate, and each found in the other's 
sympathy a solace for many privations. The younger 
servant was promoted from the laundry to the more Ilucra- 
tive office which her fellow had left vacant; but even this 

solid benefit was little compensation for her loss. All
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lesser pangs were soon, however, to be merged in a more 

poignant sorrow. Benedetta had a dangerous relapse, and 

hovered for several days on the brink of death, Again, the 

poor maid felt the strain of overwork unbalanced by regular 

sleep, for the night-hours were spent in applying remedies, 

and she could not venture to close her eyes except when 

sitting upright at her mother’s pillow. 

By slow degrees hope dawned for Benedetta. The attacks 

ot bleeding at the lungs grew less severe and frequent, and 

the appetite of convalescence began to repair her wasted 

strength. The spirits of the watcher rose with a rebound 

of gladness. Not alone was her mother yet spared to her, 

but she might soon expect Pietro, whom she had not seen 

for fourteen months, during which interval his ship had 

sailed nearly round the globe. True, he could not stay 

very long with her, but while he was on shore she should 

devote herself entirely to him only, returning to the hotel 

after his departure, as had been agreed between the land- 

lady and herself. The vessel had been overdue a fortnight 

before she was signalled at Marseilles, but Barberina scarcely 
began to be seriously anxious ere her wanderer appeared on 

his own threshold. Their meeting was one‘of such pure 

happiness as seemed like a foretaste of Paradise. Absence 

had wrought no change on either, unless to enhance their 

mutual affection. Soon the great sea-chest was unpacked, 
and its accumulated stores from many lands displayed to 

view. All were remembered in the distributions—her 

employers at the inn; English guests there who had .be- 
friended her; neighbours in poverty, sickness, or trouble ; 

every one, in short, who had a claim on her pity or grati- 

tude. Very few of Pietro’s offerings were left to embellish 

his own dwelling, but that gave him small concern so long 

as Barberina was contented. 

Even in this short holiday the husband and wife were
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not idle, nor could they contrive to be always together 

while engaged in their several pursuits. Pietro was a most 
delightful inmate, happy from morning until night, and 
occupied unceasingly for the welfare of those he loved. He 
hired himself out to the fishermen, thus winning his share 
of a favourable “haul.” He roamed among the rocks, 

_ collecting for sale the “sea-fruits,” or shell-jish, which are 

so esteemed in Italy, and undertook such whitewashing 
and carpentry as were needed in his own household. Bar- 
berina meanwhile had ample scope for her energies in 
cleaning the rooms which had been so long neglected, and 
in renewing the wardrobe of her sailor, which she found 
reduced to a hopeless condition. How respectable and neat 
all her surroundings looked when the substantial furniture, 
and pretty crockery, and other trifles had been disposed to 
the best advantage. How delightful it seemed to be mis- 
tress of her own humble establishment, free from those 

jangling bells which had distracted her at the inn, and at 
liberty to arrange the day’s routine according to her own 
convenience. 

When Pietro had been with her for about a month, the 
dreaded trial’ of her mother’s death overtook Barberina. 
There had been so much pain towards the last, that no one 
could desire it should be prolonged, and it seemed merci- 
fully ordered that the blow should fall while the wife was 
sustained by her husband’s strong yet gentle presence. 

When Benedetta had been laid under the cypress trees 
of the churchyard upon the hill-top, there were grave and 
anxious consultations on the part of the survivors. Pietro 
had been notified that he must soon be ready for a two 
years’ voyage, and who would be the centre of the family, 
and keep watch over its younger members as the invalid had 
hitherto done despite her helplessness? Clearly there was 
only one way, namely, that Barberina should give up the hope



A Village near Genoa. 29 

of earning money for the present, and be satisfied to save it. 
She must sacrifice her situation for the sake of the brother, 

sister, and little child who needed her care so imperatively. 
Their food might often be scanty as well as coarse, and 
many a struggle would it cost her to make both ends meet ; 
but it was finally decided to try the experiment. Her 
face beamed with satisfaction at the thought of living among 
her own people, and Pietro felt equally thankful as he took 
his hand-net and went down among the rocks, eager to 
capture a few of the small fish, with whose haunts he was 
acquainted. Barberina had been busy during the discus- 
sion in converting her oldest print gown into a summer suit 
for her boy to wear at school. Clothing must be utilised 
to the uttermost, as she did not know when any could be 
purchased, and there would be none of the timely supplies 
which had been of so much assistance while she was in 
service. Laying aside her needle, she began to cook the 
dinner, which consisted of rice boiled in milk and water, 

with a pennyworth of chestnuts chopped fine to give it a 
flavour. There was no dish which Pietro liked so much, 

and it would be a treat for Angelino when he came back 
rosy and ravenous from his school. It was more expen- 
sive than the jidellini, but Pietro would not be with them 
much longer, and she should like to feel, when he was 

far away, that she had tried to consider his tastes and com- 
fort. 

After a short reprieve the heavy parting came to that 
united pair, but they bore it courageously. Barberina 
cheerfully began a new chapter of life, by no means a lonely 
or sad one, for never, so she declared, were there such civil 

and obliging neighbours as the six large families gathered 
beneath the same roof as herself. Perhaps the secret lay 
in her sweet readiness to share their burdens, and unfailing 
sympathy towards young and old. Babies were her espe-
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cial darlings, and.some of her spare minutes were spent 
in making swaddline-bands for mothers who were too poor 

to provide them, or miniature patchwork quilts for covering 

the infant when it was strapped on its board. Very un- 

comfortable seemed the tiny creatures, but both Barberina 
and her friends had undergone a like process, and she could 
scarcely believe Pietro when he first assured her he had 
never seen a trace of any similar instance in England. 

The fair spring-tide of Italy had reached its height; 
delicate pearly tints gleamed on the hills; the sunsets 
displayed those wonderful shades of lilac and pale green 
peculiar to warm climates, and a perfect rain of wild-flowers 
appeared to have been showered upon the earth. There 
were strange orchises like mimic insects, and sunroses like 
imprisoned sunbeams, and forests of tall Mediterranean - 
heath, with its minute waxen bells, varying from tender 

rose colour to silvery grey. Most of these specimens Miss 
Ware had known as stunted hothouse plants in England, 
and she revelled in their wild luxuriance beneath a Southern 
sky. ‘Far and wide did she wander with her pupils through 
the radiant Italian landscape, but Beppo could no longer 
accompany them, for Angela was fading so rapidly that the 
little brother could not be spared from her bedside. One 
afternoon the ramblers were charmed by the discovery of 
‘the lady tulip, striped scarlet and white, with a heart like 
a glowing ruby. Hubert set down his basket of purple 
flags, and was about to scramble for the prize, when a 

familiar voice said, “ Let me get them for you, little Signor,” 

and on turning quickly he saw Beppo at his side. 
The boy had a careworn expression which saddened his play- 

mates, though they scarcely understood it, and his blanched 
cheeks spoke of close confinement to a darkened room. 

“The doctor saw you take this road, and bade me fol-
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low,” he said timidly. “Angela is just going, and wishes to 
say good-bye.” 

“Poor little one! what will become of you?” exclaimed 
Miss Ware, while the tears started to her eyes. 

“The doctor promised Angela to find a place for me on 
board some vessel. He says if I stay on shore, I shall be 
certain to die very young.” 

An awestruck silence fell upon the healthy children as 
they listened to these words, but Beppo’s manner was calm 
and serene, and when he next spoke, it was on a different 
subject. 

“ Angela’s favourite flower has just opened; we shall find 
it in this valley; I must take some to her,” he said. 

“The white iris!” cried Miss Ware. “How pure! how 

splendid! I never beheld anything so heavenly. But, 

Beppo, surely these must have been planted here; they 
cannot really grow wild in this region.” 

“The Signora will see them next week springing up all 
over the hillsides. Angela loves them.” 

Beppo’s hands were soon filled with the treasure. “ Will 
the ladies come with me to Angela?” he repeated quietly. _ 

When they arrived, the kind physician was awaiting 
them. “My child,” he said to Beppo, “the Great Captain 
sent an hour ago for your sister. He was ready to protect 
her on the voyage, and she could not delay until your 
return.” 

Noiselessly they went to the solemn chamber. Angela 
reclined upon her couch, looking so natural that Hubert 
and Lucy felt no chill at this their first experience of death. 
Fair and sweet as the irises she lay, with her hands clasped 
together like their folding petals. Some of those which 
Beppo placed upon his sister’s breast were withered, and 
suggested a pathetic harmony between the faded human 
flower and the flowers of the field,
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“They will revive in water,” whispered Lucy to her 
governess; and Miss Ware answered in the same low 
voice — 

“She too will bloom afresh beside the River of the 
water of life.” 

“ Sionora!” exclaimed Beppo earnestly, “Peppina was 
not happy when she got to the end of her journey. It 
will be different with Angela. I know that she will never 
wish to come back after she has reached the Golden City.”
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OLIVER BRANSCOMBE, 
OR, THE TRUTH—THE WHOLE TRUTH. 

  

CHAPTER I. 

HE August sunshine—sunshine too bright, too 
glorious, one would think, for aught but the 
ripening of billowy lengths of corn, or sending 
shafts of light athwart interlacing branches, or, 

at worst, for turning London smoke into a haze of dusky 

gold—was pouring its rays through a small, high window, 

crossed and barred with iron. They touched the brown 

head of a young man leaning with folded arms against the 

whitewashed wall beneath, and bathing, in their radiance, 

another figure seated by the bare deal table, struck the floor 

through the door, left open by a merciful turnkey, who, 

withdrawing to the further end of the corridor, had allowed 

the “two poor young gents” a few moments of comparative 

privacy. 
And the occupants of the prison cell look, in the vigour 

and strength of their young manhood, as little in keeping 
with their surroundings as the sunshine itself, Which is 

guest and which host in the dismal reception-room? There 

is pain enough in the contracted brow of the elder man 

leaning against the wall, and in the eyes fixed with such 

intensity of sorrow on his brother, to mark him as the 
(224) , A 
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“unfortunate” one; pain enough truly, but the countenance 
lacks the sullen, dreary wretchedness which marks the other 

face as it turns slowly towards the light, and which seems 
to more than obliterate the five years’ difference in age 
between Robert Branscombe and his brother Oliver. Hard, 
weary lines are traced on the young face, once so nearly 
perfect in form and colouring with its deep blue eyes and 
waving auburn hair. 

“Then you will not help me?” said the younger man, 
breaking a short yet distressing silence — 

“T can’t, Rob; you know I can’t;” there was a sharp 

sound of pain in Oliver's voice. 
“T fail to see it in that light; I see no impossibility; at 

any rate, I fancy most men would not find it so difficult to 
suppress a trifling fact which will send a brother to—to— 
well! it is scarcely pleasant to speak particularly. 

« What can I do, Rob?” 

“Do? why cloud your memory a little, that’s all; you 
used not always to have such an inconveniently accurate 
recollection of things, Oliver.” 

“ And perjure myself?” 
“Well, yes! since you seem to find pleasure in hard 

names—be it so, only I, and I fancy most people, would 

prefer to call it a noble lie.” 
“ But still a lie.” 
“Ah! perhaps your spiritual advisers do not allow the 

distinction; in their eyes you would still be classed with 
the ‘boy who told a lie.” What was his doom? I forget 
those early lessons—something dreadful, no doubt. And 
do you really mean,” he went on bitterly, “that this is the 
religion you have tried to cram down my throat? This is 
holiness, is it ? (there was a horrible sneer in his tone as he 

pronounced the word), and this is the sort of sacrifice it 
requires. It is sin, is it, for a man to risk his own safety to
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save a brother from disgrace and ruin, for that is what you 
are afraid of, I suppose, endangering your own precious 

soul? And then you talk of a just and merciful - ie 
“Don’t, Rob, don’t, for pity’s sake.” 
“Pity! there is not much question of that between us, I 

should say.” 
Oliver's hands were locked, wrung together in the inten- 

sity of the struggle; it was a moment_of terrible temptation, 
but at last he spoke low and hoarsely-— 

“T don’t expect you to see it as I do—it is a sore temp- 
tation, Rob, to do as you ask me, but—TI cannot.” 

“ That being so,” Rob answered in a cold, hard tone, more 

cutting than any reproaches, “we had better dismiss the 
subject, and proceed to business; perhaps you will be kind 
enough to see that—this—goes back to the giver.” 

His voice shook for an instant, and his hands trembled as 

he took off his watch and detached a tiny locket from the 
chain, but the terrible quietness returned as he continued, 

pushing the trinket towards his brother— 
«You will have it all your own way in that quarter now. 

Did you really suppose I did not see? Iam not as young as 
I once was, you know.” 

“Rob! you dare?” Oliver burst out, starting- forward 
with flushed face and clenched hands, but, recollecting him- 

self, he drew back muttering, “Poor lad! poor lad! Look 
here, Rob!” he went on, speaking very earnestly, “TI tell 
you solemnly—I swear—that, God helping me, no word or 

act of mine shall ever show her what—-what I-may have 

felt once. She chose you, and by no word or act will I seek 

to change ber feelings towards you. Do you believe me, 
Rob? O lad! say you believe in me. Say you believe 

that I would change places with you now thankfully—that 
I would die to prevent what is coming. Say it, Rob, only 
one word;” and as he heard the step of the approaching 
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turnkey, he put his hands on his brother’s shoulders, as 

though he would have shaken the answer out of him. “Say 
it, lad, say it.’ But the only reply to the passionate appeal 
was a slight drawing back, and the sentence— 

“ Deeds are more encouraging than words, Oliver.” 

“Time’s up, gentlemen.” 
Oliver’s hands fell helplessly down, and he stood for a 

few seconds as if in a maze, then he turned and left the 

cell stumbling along the whitewashed passages, out into 
the air and along the busy streets; walking on as one in 

a dream, jostling up against the foot-passengers, and only 
gradually recalled to his senses by the repeated remon- 
strances of his victims. Then he stopped and looked help- 
lessly round him, and taking in, by degrees, where he was, 
continued his way rapidly, conscious of an overpowering 

longing to hide himself from all eyes. The door of a 
church opened as he passed and some one came out; it 

looked dim inside, dark indeed compared with the glare 
of the street all aglow with the afternoon sun. Almost 
involuntarily, Oliver turned, and pushed open the door; 
how silent and calm! with only a few kneeling figures to 
break the solitude; stealing noiselessly along the side- 
aisle, Oliver found a nook screened from all eyes by a 
pillar, and threw himself on his knees, crouching rather 
than kneeling, with his head pressed against the stone. 

At first he felt nothing, knew nothing, but gradually the 
weight lifted from his brain, and thought began her remorse- 
less work. 

“Had it come to this, then? was this the end of it all? 

was it for this that the young brother had been given over 

into his keeping, that he had made Rob the object of his 

life?” “Take care of Rob,” had been the dying injunc- 

tion of both father and mother, and now it had come to 

this that he must speak the words which would consign
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his mother’s darling to a felon’s punishment; he who 
would any day have given his life for his brother. It was 

too horrible, too cruel. If it must be, why could it not 

have been some one else? Why had nothing happened to 
prevent his looking into that desk, the old school-desk, 

once his own property, and now a sort of receptacle for 
stray papers. It had never in their boyish days. held a 

darker secret than a dormouse, how could he guess that it 

contained private matters of Rob’s? and such a matter! 

He buried his face in his hands in the vain endeavour to 
shut out the haunting sight, the sight that would not let 
itself become less vivid, the roll of crisp, new bank-notes 
half pushed, as by one in haste, into an envelope. It all 

came back with agonising acuteness ; the surprise, and then 
the terror that would possess him as he noted that the 

envelope, though stamped and addressed in the familiar 

handwriting of their employer, was new and unsoiled, the 

night of sleepless cogitation, the determination to speak to 
Rob, and the finding him gone out of his room in the early 
morning. Then the weary office hours and the crash in the 

evening, Rob’s arrest as he crept home late, on suspicion of 

having abstracted a letter containing money from those 
prepared for the post at his office. 

And Oliver was subpeenaed as a witness on the approach- 
ing trial So far as he could see, it was his evidence only 

that could convict his brother, but that evidence would be 

conclusive. Then the tempter began to whisper: “ Was he 
bound to give it? Was he, after all, so sure about the 
envelope and handwriting ? so sure as to be able to swear 

to it? As Rob said, he had not always been famous for 
the accuracy of his memory; might there not be some 
mistake?” He shut his eyes and tried to think, but he 

only seemed to see it all more clearly, more unmistakably. 
But even then, was he bound to reveal what he had seen ?
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Would it not be nobler, as Rob had suggested, to take upon 
himself the guilt of perjury for his brother’s sake? Some 

would say so. How would the other fellows at the office 

look at the matter? “The truth, the whole truth, and 

nothing but the truth” ran the oath he would have to 
take; the words rang hard and stern on his ears—*the 
whole truth.” “God help me; O God, help me!” the cry 

went up from the depth of his heart, repeated over and 

over in his agony. Yes, the word we use so lightly, taking 

it indeed in vain, that word alone could describe such an 

hour, it was truly an “agony,” a wrestling with flesh and 
blood as well as with powers of darkness. And the victory 
was won; not indeed triumphantly or consciously, for the 
determination to do the right at whatever cost, seemed 
but a plunge into keener wretchedness before physical 
exhaustion brought on a dreamy state something like re- 
pose. Quieter thoughts came, thoughts of Rob and him- 
self in the old rectory garden, at school, and in London 
where at first he had worked for both, teaching Rob in the 
intervals of office hours; then came another period when 
the younger brother had been taken on in the same office, 
and they had kept house together on more equal terms, 
Oliver, however, still retaining a kind of parental authority 
over the boy; then the change in Rob, at first almost in- 
sensible, so that Oliver looking back could scarcely tell 
when or how it arose. Rob began to choose friends of his 
own, rightly and naturally as Oliver told himself, in a set 
not precisely the same as his brother's, a younger and 
cleverer set, with a dash of literary and artistic talent 

about it, made up of young men professing culture, who 

from their superior eminence freely criticised everything 
dating further back than their own artistically trimmed 
moustaches. 

Oliver had been a good deal diverted by Rob’s little airs,
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and did his best to satisfy, so far as their means would 
allow, his aspirations after the “beautiful and the true” in 
matters of decoration and appointments in their tiny abode. 
Rob’s criticisms, too, amused him, till they began to be exer- 

cised on subjects which honest Oliver believed to be quite 
beyond the sphere of criticism, and he became troubled as 
he heard his brother touch with graceful scepticism on 
themes which to himself were matters of life and death, 

and found his “old-fashioned” weapons powerless against 
the clever-sounding modern phrases with which Rob threw 
airy doubts on everything, from the merits of a picture to 
the truth of the Bible—* enlightened criticism” he called 
it. Preaching to the lad would do no good, Oliver knew, 
he could only try to keep him in the old paths as long as 
he might, though the conviction soon forced itself upon him 
that Rob only accompanied him to church out of a sort of 
compassionate respect for his elder brother’s prejudices. Even 
this came to an end in time, and Oliver had to go to church, 

and, indeed, spend his Sunday alone, for Rob preferred 
passing it in the society of a few kindred spirits, devoting 
its hours to culture, the reading of occult modern poetry, 
and the practice, followed by but small perfection, of classical 
music. So the gulf widened between the brothers, and for 
the last year Rob had maintained a strict reserve as to his 
ways and manner of life, though from hints now and then 
accidentally dropped, Oliver had reason to believe that the 
prosecution of “culture” included pursuits and employments 
which he had been but little accustomed to associate with 

it; and where the money came from for such expensive 

amusements was a mystery which all his efforts were unable 
to solve. So complete had been Rob’s reserve, that Oliver 
could not even guess what were his feelings towards their 

old playmate, Mabel Wood, and whether he still considered 
himself bound by the boy and girl engagement which wise
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folk had laughed at, but which had nevertheless continued 
through years and absence. The returning of the locket 
seemed to show that it had not been relinquished, and 
Oliver groaned as he said to himself that it was well that 
something had come to end it—well for the loving, trusting 
girl that she should be free. Free! a sudden pang warned 
him to turn from the thought. 

A blaze of light startled Oliver. The church was being 
prepared for evensong. His first impulse was to rise and 
go, but weariness made him pause a moment, then he sat 
down, not with any wish or intention of joining in the 
service, of which he felt quite incapable, but partly from 
a dread of returning to the lodging which had grown hateful 
to him, and partly from a longing for the soothing which 
music had always the power to bring. And soothed he 
was by chant and psalm, though no word of their meaning 
pierced his brain; his thoughts became calmer, and then 
took a quietly speculative turn. 

“What was the reply to Rob’s bitter taunt about the 
risking of his soul’s safety? Where was the fallacy? for 
fallacy there must be, it sounded too plausible to be true. 
Might a man risk his soul for another, and if not—why ? 
He had made up his mind how to act, but he would like to 
know the answer. A man’s soul being his own, why might 
he not—but stay—is a man’s soul his own? ‘Ye are not 

your own, for ye are bought with a price,’ was that it? 
‘Therefore glorify God in your body and in your spirit 
which are His,” he went on dreamily. It seemed plain 

enough—a man cannot sacrifice what is not his own, what 
belongs of right to another. And for Oliver there was no 
doubt as to Whose he was, body, soul, and spirit, and to 

Whom belonged the honour which some might call it noble 
to sacrifice for his brother. Two wrongs would not make a 
right, and as to poor Rob’s rash imputation of the love  
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and justice of God—the God of truth could scarcely need 
a creature's lie for His vindication. 

Oliver went home miserable enough, it is true; but at 
least the bitterness of doubt was past for the time. “Ye 
are not your own, ye are bought with a price,” there was 
rest in the thought, rest for him whose faith was clear; but 

would Rob ever see it ? 

CHAPTER II. 

“THEY say if you hadn’t known, you couldn’t have told 
which was prisoner, and which was witness, to look at 
them.” 

“No; Oliver Branscombe looked as guilty as his brother. 

I got in for an hour at noon, just as he came into the 
witness-box; he was deadly white, and you could scarcely 
hear him speak.” 

“Awfully hard lines on him. And the other poor 
fellow 2?” 

“ He looked bad enough, but hard as nails. Poor Brans- 
combe never once looked at him; couldn’t, you know. And 

then, when they got out of him all about having seen the 
notes in the desk, it was awful—made a fellow feel queer, 
I can tell you. I wished myself anywhere else.” 

“They say he fainted afterwards.” 
“T don’t know how Oliver Branscombe could bring him- 

self to do it,” chirped a small clerk from his perch on a high. 
office stool, a fair, pink-faced youth, who rejoiced in “ad- 
vanced” views; “I couldn’t have done it.” ai 

“ Possibly not. To do what Oliver Branscombe has done 
takes more of a man than you are ever likely to be, 
Liliford.” aie 

(224) AQ
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The last speaker was a senior clerk, who, entering at 
the moment, went straight to his desk and began sorting 
some papers. He was a tall man, of a grave countenance, 
a good deal looked up to by the others, both as senior in 
their department, and also from his belonging to a rather 
higher social standing than themselves. 

“One for you, Lily,” laughed one of the young men. 
“ Ah! Mr. Marton, perhaps, admires this sort of thing— 

Brutus and all that,” the chirpy voice continued, as its 
owner turned himself round pivotwise on his stool. “For 
my part, I confess that it seems to me unnatural, and in my 

eyes Nature ‘is sacred; she should be reverenced as” 
“Jn plain English, tell lies when convenient,” some one 

put in. 
“That not very delicate mode of expression is doubtless 

meant to be crushing,” replied Mr. Liliford, “but I am not 
crushed; on the contrary, I maintain that a noble lie, when 

in harmony with nature, has in it a certain element of truth, 

and consequently ” 
“ Perhaps, in his leisure moments, Mr. Liliford will oblige 

the world by undertaking the revision of the dictionary; in 
those moments which are not his own at present, he will 
kindly give his attention to business.” Mr. Marton spoke 
very quietly, and without raising his eyes from his work, 
but his words had the effect of silencing the junior clerk, 
though not immediately. He made one more declaration 
of opinion, remarking as he pivoted himself into a position 
that would enable him to follow the suggestion as to work, 
“J am still bound to confess that I should have liked 
Branscombe better if he had not given that evidence.” 

“ Hush !” 
Oliver entered the office at this moment, and an em- 

barrassed silence fell on the idle youngsters. His face was 
white and set, none the less so that Mr. Liliford’s last speech 
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had clearly reached his ears as he passed the open windows, 
and taking it to express the opinion of the meeting, he felt 
it keenly. He walked straight up to his desk, looking 
neither to right nor left, so missing Marton’s friendly nod, 
and intent only on crushing sensation in hard work. 

How that work was accomplished Oliver never knew. 
Happily it was such as could be done almost mechanically, 
while an under consciousness went hammering on in endless 
thoughts, plans, and speculations. “Five years’ penal servi- 

tude.” It was quite true, he had fainted when he first 
heard the sentence, but now it seemed strangely familiar, 

so much so as to have no particular meaning, except as its 

echo fell on his own life; for there was but one thing left 
to him now-—to live and to toil for Rob, to provide a 
maintenance for him when the term of imprisonment should 

be over, to make up in some way to his brother for the 

terrible injury he had done him. The strain of sleepless 
nights and days of wretchedness was beginning to tell on 

him, and he could not see things as plainly as he had done; 
he had even come to use the words “ expiation”” and “ resti- 

tution” in thinking of the future, and to take a sort of 

fierce pleasure in mapping out for himself a course of life 
which should not be so very unlike that to which Rob was 
condemned. It was morbid and overstrained, of course, 

but the need there would be of maintaining his brother 
when good name and employment should be wanting was 
sober fact enough, and Oliver only desired to begin on the 
rigorous plan he had formed. 

First, however, he must see Mabel Wood—that was due 
to her—to-morrow, Saturday, he would run down to Oak- 

’ field, get a Sunday’s rest, and then begin in good earnest on 
the Monday; that is, if this interminable Friday ever did 

come to an end. It did so at last, and at any rate the 
dreaded ordeal of his first reappearance at the. office was
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past. He had resolved to get it over as soon as possible, 
and had refused the leave of absence offered him for the 
vemainder of the week. 

Tea was ended, and shadows were beginning to gather in 
the corners of the tiny cottage parlour; outside, the sky 
was all aflame in the August sunset, and the figure of 
Mabel Wood at the window open to the ground, stood out 
clearly defined against the crimson back-ground, a slight, 
green-robed figure surmounted by a waving outline of light- 
brown hair. Her face could not be seen clearly just then, 
being turned inwards towards the room as she watched 
Oliver’s movements; he was helping Mrs. Wood to carry 
her working materials from the sofa to a chair nearer 
the window, and seemed inclined to linger even after 
the gentle, little lady was comfortably established. Then 
Mabel spoke, and there was a ring of impatience in her 
voice. 

“Oliver! please come out.” 
“Mabel, child, you must have a shawl on,” said her 

mother, “here, Oliver, take her this.” 

He wrapped the soft woolly cloud round her and followed 
her out into the sweet evening air. ~ 

“Now, tell me, Oliver; from the beginning.” 
And, pacing to and fro, he went through the whole sad 

story. What a tale to be telling a young, innocent girl, 

walking in that quiet little carden amongst heavy-headed 
roses and scented mignonette! It seemed so strange and 
yet wondrously soothing ; the very act of putting the terrible, 
distorted scenes and images into one connected history, so - 
as to make it comprehensible and yet not needlessly harrow- 
ing to his companion, was in itself a relief, and helped to 
restore to the different facts their right proportion in his 
own mind. When the recital was ended, he paused a
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moment, before, without trusting himself to speak, he 
silently placed the little locket in Mabel’s hands. 

She looked up with a white startled face, then a strange 
smile quivered on her lips. 

“Yes—I see—of course it was right of him, but” 
Oliver gazed at her in eager questioning, and words of 

entreaty, of true-hearted, loyal entreaty on Rob’s behalf 
sprang to his lips, but he shut them resolutely back; such 
words must not be spoken, the girl must not be bound by 
her love and sorrow. 

Mabel seemed to read his thought, for she said low and 
quietly — 

“No, I know it would not be right to say anything, to 
promise anything, I must wait—but oh, Oliver, I cannot 

give him up yet, not just yet; all this is some terrible dream, 
it will be different some day, he will come back to us and 

be the same again, he will, he will, Oliver!” 
“Pray for it, Mabel! pray! it is my best hope,” Oliver 

said; but within him was a sense of great hopelessness. He 
knew that the Rob Mabel still cherished in her heart was 
the old Rob, so beautiful, so taking, the Rob that every one 

had loved and petted; she did not know him as he was 

now; and what he would be, who could guess? 

The two walked on in silence, and this time, as they 

passed the wicket gate leading into the fields, Mabel opened 

it, and they wandered out among the yellowing corn, dim 

and colourless now in the twilight, with only here and there 

a poppy glowing between the stalks. The sky was all one 

soft subdued tint of blue-green, except where, low down in 

the west, clouds still lay in burning streaks of crimson and 

gold; to the east, masses of black rounded woods separated 

the dim tints of earth and sky over which the twilight was 

drawing like a veil. Lovely and peaceful it was, and should 
have been peace-giving, but it only awoke in Oliver’s heart 
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a jarring sense of discord; all so sweet here and still, save 
when the breeze stirred the corn as it swept over the fields 
at will, and Rob in prison! It seemed so wrong, so sadly, 
terribly wrong. And deeper yet, another chord was set 
jarring by the stillness and beauty without, it should have 
been Rob walking here in the summer twilight—Rob, who 
might have fearlessly looked into the clear eyes which 
Oliver dared not meet—Rob, who might have drunk in the 
sweetness of the presence which only made his pulses throb, 
and the hot flush come and go on his face, as he walked 
moody and silent at her side, with no word of kindness for 
the sorrowing girl, Mabel noticed and wondered at his 
manner, so unlike the old brotherly ways, and felt a little 
pang of remorse. “Poor Oliver, he has suffered almost as 
much as Rob, and I have not given him a word of sympathy,” 
she thought, and then said, timidly looking up with dewy 
eyes, as they paused at the stile— 

“ Oliver, I am so sorry for you.” 

It was more than he could bear, and his reply was almost 
rough— 

“Never mind, don’t think of me, Mabel, I shall be all 
right; but you ought not to be out now with nothing on 
your head, come in,” and he strode back to the house 

scarcely waiting for Mabel to follow. “There must be no 
more of this sort of thing,” he said to himself. 

Sunday was always a busy day with Mabel Wood. Ser- 
vices and Sunday-school left her but little leisure, so that 
“this sort of thing” was easily avoided. Oliver spent the 
afternoon on the grass under a tree, feeling it truly a day 
of rest and refreshment, and letting the quiet and sweetness 
do its work on him like one recovering from illness. After 
evening service he left Mrs, Wood and her daughter at the 
church door, saying he would take a stretch before return- 
ing to the cottage, and make the most of his taste of
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country air. He walked for a mile or two, skirting round 

the village and along the wall of the old rectory garden, 

once his home and Rob’s; he would not go in, but struck 

off into the fields, returning purposely at last by the path 

he had trodden with Mabel the evening before. Resolutely 

he crossed the stile, allowing himself no moment of linger- 

ing, and walked slowly and steadily along the narrow green 

strip between the corn rows—there was more trampled 

under foot as he went than the daisy and poppy heads in 

the dewy grass. 
Only once more was Oliver alone with Mabel. In the 

bright light of the morning he could trust his self-com- 
mand, so he stood in the sunlit garden watching her as she 

went from bush to bush gathering the roses he was to take 

back with him to London. It was a shame, he said, to 

send them to pine and die in the smoky air, but she in- 

sisted; it had ever been the custom when the brothers 

came down to the cottage for a country Sunday, only the 
flowers had always. been given to Rob, and there was a 
wistful look in the girl’s eyes as she placed the fragrant 
bunch in Oliver’s hands. 

“Mabel,” he said, “you forgive me; you do not blame 
me in all this misery ?” 

“ Blame you, Oliver, how could I? You could not have 

done otherwise.” 
“TI suppose not,” he answered; “but I feel very like 

Cain at times, and I fancy some of the fellows look upon 
me as not much better.” 

“That is nonsense.” 

The commonplace expression produced stronger conviction 

than all his weary self-communings, and brought the first 
shadow of a smile that had lighted his face for many a day. 
“ Look here, Mabel,” he continued ; “I may not have much 

leisure now” (how sweet it would have been to have
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elicited just one word or look of sympathy for his own 
‘share of the five years’ sentence; but he put aside the long- 
ing and went on quietly), “so that I may not be able to 
run down here again for some time, but you will write ? 
you will let me know what you are doing, and if you want 
help in any matter ?” 

“ Of course, Oliver, you must always ‘be my brother.” 
“Yes, always your brother.” 
She little knew how solemn a renewal of his vow to 

Rob lay in the few simple words, nor how much they cost 
him.- Oliver went back to London, and began work in 
good earnest; he was almost tempted to wish he had done 
so before taking his holiday, while the exaltation was still 
upon him, which would have imparted a kind of morbid 
pleasure to the necessary sacrifices, dreary and prosaic 
enough when undertaken in cool blood. He could not, of 
course, keep on the comfortable lodgings which had not 
been beyond the joint means of the brothers, so, preferring 
to remain for the present where he was. known, he 
mounted, much to his landlady’s distress, to a three pair 
back with a sort of cupboard to serve as a bedroom. 
When Rob came back, it might be well to find a home 
unconnected with the past. Next came the disposing of 
sundry knick-knacks in furniture and china, which had 
been acquired of late; it was sad work, but Oliver felt it 
to be only justice, as sundry bills of Rob’s kept finding 
their way into his hands—the larger debts had apparently 
been paid off by the notes, as those that turned up were 

.for inconsiderable sums, though worrying to Oliver, since 
they necessitated diving into the precious fund accumu- 
lating in the bank, the fund that by magic processes of 
interest and compound interest, was, in course of time, to 

assume magnificent proportions. By October, Oliver was 
pretty well able to gauge his own expenses, and a large
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share of his quarter’s salary was added to the store; if any 

spur were needed to keep him up to his resolutions, he 

found it in his first interview with his brother, three 

months after his conviction. The hardness and sullenness 
were gone, and Rob seemed to harbour no ill-will towards 

Oliver, appearing, indeed, too entirely possessed by de- 
spondency and self-pity to have room for any other feeling, 

and uttering complaints, which in any one but Rob Oliver 

would have been condemned as weak and unmanly, but 

which wrung his heart, and sent him back to London full of 

gratitude at feeling himself forgiven, and more remorse- 

fully bent on self-immolation than ever. Regarding his 
present existence as one of sinful indulgence compared 
with his brother’s (though in truth Rob’s allowance of 

prison-fare probably far exceeded the amount of food he 

permitted to himself), he still further curtailed his meals, 
and became yet more chary in the matter of fuel; more- 

over, he took in copying, at which he toiled late after office 

hours, so that before the winter was half over, he looked 

worn and haggard enough to make Mr. Marton resolve on 
taking him in hand, whether he would or no. Disre- 
garding the landlady’s looks of surprise and damping 
remarks as to Mr. Branscombe’s not seeing visitors, the 

head clerk penetrated into Oliver's lodgings, and began 
the weary ascent of endless flights of stairs, pausing on 

each landing in the certainty that he must at length 
have reached the right one, and making inward ejaculations 
of dismay and pity as his guide continued her panting 

ascent. 

“Come in,” an impatient voice answered to the landlady’s 
knock, and without waiting to be announced John Marton 

presented himself before Oliver’s dazed eyes; he was sitting 
in a great-coat writing at the table, which was drawn up 
before the-meagre apology for a fire. He looked pale and
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tired, and his expression was scarcely one of welcome as he 

rose to greet his guest. 

“Thank you, don’t disturb yourself,” John said, as 

Oliver dragged forward the only other chair, “I see you 

are busy.” 
“Yes,” said Oliver, colouring up. 

“T won’t keep you. I just looked in (an airy manner 

of describing his recent climb) to ask if you will dine with 

us some evening this week.” 
“Thank you, I cannot. I am always busy in the 

evening.” 

“Well, but Sunday. I suppose you do not write all 
Sunday.” 

“Thank you—but it is impossible.” . 
“Branscombe, I know you think me an intruder, pos- 

sibly an impertinent one, coming prying here, but just 
listen a moment; of course I know what you are doing, 

and from my soul I honour you; but no good can come of 

. your knocking yourself up with overwork and hard living. 
No—stop! let me go on. [I tell you, Oliver, nothing in 
this world can be of the value to your brother that you 

yourself will be, and you are in a fair way to make your- 
self useless to him when—when— in the future. Don’t 

you see that you, in your own person, will be everything to 
him ?” 

Oliver’s head fell dejectedly on his hand, his annoy- 

ance had melted away before John Marton’s kind, frank 
manner. 

“T must work, it is all I can do,” he said drearily. 
“Work, yes, but don’t kill yourself.” 
“Tt won't kill me; I shall get accustomed to it.” 
“Scarcely, in the way you are going on now. Forgive 

me, Branscombe, but you are neither eating nor sleeping 
enough for a man of your age; now, are you?”
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“Tf one man can—has—to do without luxuries, another 

can.” 
“JT think you are mistaken in your estimate, not con- 

sidering the difference between mental and physical exer- 
tion ; anyhow, you have only to look in your looking-glass 
to see the effect which your mode of existence is producing 
on you; and if you intend to be permanently useful to your 
brother some change will be absolutely necessary. My 
prescription would be change of scene and relaxation from 
time to time; and I strongly advise your looking in on us 
on Sunday evening ; it will be only tea, you know, we dine 
early on Sundays.” 

“ Mr. Marton, thank you,” Oliver said huskily. “TI feel 

your kindness, but don’t you see how matters stand? My 
future must be Rob’s, and things will be different for him 
and must be for me, and it is no use starting a pleasant. 
easy life that can’t go on, and will only unfit me for work.” 

“No fear of its being too easy, I should say,” said John, 
glancing round the dismal room, “but you need not make 
it utterly miserable. Just try us, Oliver; we are plain people, 
but we wish to be friendly. Pay us one visit, and if you find 
it interferes with your work you can drop us.” 

“You are very good. Don’t think me ungrateful,” said 
Oliver, beginning to relax; “it is only that I am afraid to. 
begin anything like society.” 

“Just try us,” repeated John, rising; “ you are a good 
fellow to stand my lecturing you in this way, but I am 
older than you, and how sorry for you words cannot say.” 
And as he spoke he put his hand on Oliver’s shoulder for a 
moment, then went towards the door saying more lightly, 
“ All right, then, we shall expect you at 6.30, and I can 
introduce you to my wife; you will not repent it.” 

And no more he did. The society of a refined and 
lively woman like Mrs. John Marton proved inexpressibly
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delightful to Oliver after the solitary and secluded life he 
had been leading of late; she was undeniably a very 
charming little lady—a direct contrast to her husband, of 
course—being small, bright, and piquante, and possessing a 
tenderness and power of sympathy which prevented her 
quick, outspoken ways from wounding. She vanquished 
Mr. Branscombe’s shyness and reserve in so surprising a 
fashion that one evening, as John slept peacefully in his 
arm chair, Oliver found himself led on by her gentle ques- 
tions and manifest sympathy to tell her all about Rob, 
describing him as he was in the old happy days, till, when 
she said softly, “ Poor fellow, poor fellow! he must have 
been very wretched before he came to that,” Oliver could 
have laid his head down on the table and sobbed like a 
child in mingled pity for his brother, and joy to hear any 
one speak of him thus tenderly. Then she drew from him 
little revelations as to his own life, and even confessions of 

how “dull a business he found that eternal copying, and 
how hard it was sometimes to see other fellows ”—there he 
pulled himself up, ashamed of his weakness and fearing to 
to be made “soft” by Mrs. Marton’s pity. Of Mabel he 
said nothing, at least as yet; but there came a day when the 
death of Mrs. Wood left her alone in the world, and the 
cottage had to be given up. Mabel accepted an engace- 
ment as governess in London, and then Oliver told Mrs. 
Marton all her story, and was thankful for the friendship 
which emboldened him to bespeak her kindness for the 
orphan girl. An introduction was accomplished as Mabel 
aired her charges in Kensington Gardens, and was followed 
by an invitation for the Sunday tea, at which, however, 
Oliver failed to appear, and Mrs. Marton was not long in 
discovering that to say that Miss Wood had promised to 
spend the evening with her was certain to elicit an excuse 
from Oliver. “ Poor things,” she thought, “after all that



The Truth—the Whole Truth. 21 
  

has passed, perhaps it is painful to them to meet ;” and she 
made Saturday Mabel’s day, while Sunday evening remained 
Oliver’s property. 

So the five years passed—years of toil and drudgery and. 
of the weariness of perpetual, stern self-restraint—truly 
years of “servitude,” though without the “penal” sting, and 
brightened to Oliver Branscombe in a way that he could not 
have dreamed of as possible by the friendship of John Mar- 
ton and his wife. And as the last and longest of the five 
drew to its close, it became needful to look about for lodg- 
ings—for a home for Rob—and to consider how much might 
be abstracted from the precious “fund” for the making it 
homelike to prison-wearied eyes. 

“JT suppose you expect me to ask the convict to tea,” Mrs. 
Marton said to her husband. 

“T expect nothing,” John answered, smiling. 

CHAPTER IIL 

AUGUST again—not the sunny August of five years ago, but 
one of those of which we have had frequent experience in 
our changeable climate—chill, rainy, and windy. Not that, 
beyond a passing hope that his landlady would remember 
his injunctions as to a fire,-the state of the weather much 

troubled Oliver Branscombe, as the cab conveyed him through 
glistening lamp-lit streets ; for was not Rob beside him ? his 

own lad come back. 

“What's this ?” a voice asked as the cab stopped. “ Home, 
Hep the old place, though.” 

. No more was said until coats and wraps had been taken 

off and the brothers stood together before the cheerful blaze, 

which set off to the best advantage Oliver’s carefully con-
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sidered arrangements, and the tea-table adorned with flowers, 

Mrs. Marton’s contribution to the general effect. 
“ Well! you seem to be living in clover here,’ was Rob’s 

remark, 
It jarred sadly on Oliver, though he told himself that he 

was foolish and unreasonable. A convict establishment is 
not the best school for delicacy of feeling ; and he only said, 
as he busied himself with the tea-kettle— 

“T am glad you like the room, Rob.” 
And what change had the five years wrought in the 

young brother? All the difference in the world, Oliver 
thought, and it was difficult to believe that it really was 
Rob. It spite of its thinness, the face seemed to have 

grown larger, the eyes were sunken and lustreless, and of 
the auburn waves nothing remained save a dusty looking 
mat of short hair, His hands, and indeed his whole frame, 

had a lank, bony appearance, according ill with the clothes 
which had replaced the prison fustian. Altogether, the 
stranger-brother was very embarrassing as he ate and drank 
silently but voraciously, and as though thoroughly appre- 
ciating the good fare before him. It was difficult, too, to 
know what to say to him, and much relieved did Oliver feel 

when, on his suggestion of a good night’s rest, Rob acqui- 
esced and followed his brother to the cheerful room, fitted 

up with what was positive luxury compared to the scanty 
comforts of the tiny den reserved by Oliver for his own 
use. 

The elder brother went back to accomplish his nightly 
task of writing, sitting late over it spite of weariness and 
excitement; and before going to his room he was fain to take 
a last look at Rob, and assure himself that he had really got 
him back. Rob was asleep, and in the softened lines of his 
face Oliver thought he could trace a faint resemblance to 
the young brother of the past, and he leant over him with
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the yearning which, if he had been his mother, would have 
prompted him to bend down and kiss the sleeping face. 
Rob stirred and half opened his eyes, then with a muttered 
oath hid them from the light. 

Sick at heart, Oliver went to his own room. Was the 

lad gone for ever? would he ever be the same again? In 
the sore despondency, born of weariness and disappointment, 
he threw himself on his knees in heart-broken prayer for 
wisdom and guidance, for faith and patience, in dealing with 
the soul once more given into his care. 

And great need was there of faith and patience, as the 
days went by with so slight a change in Rob’s dull, stupid 
manner, that to Oliver’s longing eyes it was almost imper- 

ceptible. Yet change there was; little by little interest 
began to awaken, and it was a marked day when Oliver, 

coming home, found Rob reading the newspaper, which was 
daily laid beside his chair. Then a remark would be made, 
or a question asked, which brought on something more like 
conversation than the one-sided “talk” which poor Oliver 
had racked his brains to supply without touching on un- 
pleasant topics; and when the door-mat had become once 
more a head of hair, Rob was enticed into daylight walks 
instead of the twilight prowls which was all he could at first 
be asked to encounter. And one Sunday Oliver resolved 
on making a bold stroke before his brother’s dogged kind of 
follow-the-leader-docility should vanish as energy revived, 
and he said— 

“JT am for church, Rob—come with me.” 

Rob coloured, but followed as usual, and they went to a 
church selected by Oliver for the perfection of its architec- 
ture and music, in the hope that Rob’s once beauty-loving 
mind might find pleasure if nothing else therein; but he 
longed, at the same time, with almost painful anxiety that 
there might be words for Rob, some of the words he felt
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himself so powerless to utter. And they were spoken— 

loving,-pleading words of yearning over sinning men, and 

Oliver’s whole heart went with them as he mentally applied 

them to the one sinner who was all the world to him. One 
glance he stole towards him, but—Rob was asleep. 

Little did Oliver guess that his brother was just be- 

ginning to read a sermon which, being a living one, would 

touch him with a deeper power than that now falling on 

his unheeding ears, a sermon that would have to be read 

backwards, so that only in time would he arrive at the 

text. 

Here are some of its pages :— 
Rob was sitting by the fire one evening with a book, 

not, however, reading much, for his eyes kept straying to 
watch Oliver, who was writing as usual, not copying to- 
night, for having successfully sent some papers to a maga- 

zine, he now and then varied the monotony of his work by 

original composition. 
“ Always at it, Oliver,” Rob said at last; “you used not 

to work at night.” 
Oliver paused a moment before replying— 

“It was not necessary then.” 
His brother gave him a quick look, then returned to his 

book, pretending to read, but in reality thinking, for Oliver's - 
words had given a point to ideas which had been vaguely 

floating in his mind for some time: “Not necessary then. 

What made it necessary now? Himself, Rob, without 

doubt. So Oliver was working for him, toiling on night 

after night; could he have been doing so all these years ? 

and what was to be the end of it? He had so stupidly 

accepted his réle of a man ruined and undone that only 

lately had it occurred to him that in this character he 

was leading a strangely easy and comfortable life—*at 

Oliver’s expense,” he added ta himself now. And this was
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true enough, for though Rob’s small patrimony was lying 
untouched at the bank, Oliver had resolved that it should 

remain so until absolutely needed for a new start in life. 
After a while Rob got up, and approaching the table, began 
nervously playing with some papers, and then asked in a 
low, hesitating voice— 

“Ts there anything I could help you with, Oliver? T’m 
not good for much, but I used to write a decent hand 
once.” 

“You will be good for a great deal if you can get 
through this bothering bit of copying for me,” Oliver 
answered, speaking lightly, to hide how deeply this first 
effort of Rob’s had touched him. “It has been on my mind 
for days past; it is not long, but the handwriting is horrible, 
a ‘blue’ lady’s, I should fancy.” 

Each evening after that, Rob took his share of the work, 
and right proud was Oliver to hand over to him the profits, 
but Rob put it aside. 

“ Not mine, Oliver, it is yours.” 

“ Ours, then, to split the difference,” said Oliver, rejoicing 
in the pronoun. 

Further discoveries came to enlighten Rob; indeed, now 

that his curiosity was aroused, he took pleasure in studying 
his brother, and in finding out in what fashion he had spent 
the five years of which he had hitherto considered himself 
the only victim. 

Laying down the paper one day, he abearvad= 
“This new actor at the Lyceum seems to be making a 

stir; what is he like?” 

“JT don’t know, I haven’t seen him.” 

“Why, I thought you would go any distance to see 
Shakespeare acted.” 

“So I would, and we will some day, Rob.” 

“Do you mean you haven’t been to the play since ?”  
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“J haven’t had time for that sort of thing.” 
It was the same with everything, and Rob finally came 

to the conclusion that Oliver’s five years had passed as 
guiltless of amusements as his own, with this difference, 
that his brother’s abstinence was voluntary and not, like 
his own, compulsory. Once, and once only, was a tenderer 
chord touched upon. As the two walked down Regent 
Street one day, they stopped to look in at a shop-window 
full of prints and coloured photographs; they had lingered 
long, looking at some favourites of old days, when a sudden 
movement of Rob’s drew Oliver’s attention to a small 
picture on which his brother’s eyes were fixed. It was the 
figure of a girl with waving light brown hair, and with, 
yes, just a look of Mabel Wood in form and colouring, 
enough to account for the heavy sigh with which Rob 
turned from the window. He was very silent as they 

walked home, and the dejection from which he had been 
emerging of late, began to settle down on him as the 
evening advanced; he shook it off with an effort, however, 

and set himself manfully to work, but just as they were 
about to separate for the night he said, speaking so low 
that it was with difficulty that Oliver caught the 
words— 

“Ts she married ?” 
Oliver shook his head. 
“Don’t think Iam so mad as to have any thoughts of 

her; I have sunk low enough, but not so low as that. 
Where is she ?” 

“In London. Since Mrs. Wood’s death she has been 
living in a family as governess.” 

There was a pause, and then Rob asked wistfully— 
“Ts she much changed, Oliver ?” 
“Not much, I should say—but I rarely see her—she is 

happy, I believe, in her present position, and has friends
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through whom I hear of her; but I have seen hardly any- 
thing of her.” 

Their eyes met for an instant; both were thinking of 
that vow made in the prison cell, but no more was said 
beyond a husky “Good night, old fellow,” from Rob as he 
tcok his candle and left the room. 

“What a life!” he thought. “Iwas always fond enough 
of old Oliver, but I couldn’t have done it. I should have 

done what he wouldn’t do for me then, but as to slaving 
and working through these years, and all alone too, I 
couldn’t have held out. I wonder where the difference lies 
—if it’s in religion, there must be more power in it than I 
thought.” 

So Rob read and pondered over the sermon which Oliver 

had been unconsciously writing for him, till at last he came 
to the text and found that it was—love; not mere natural, 

easy love, but something akin to His who said, “As I have 
loved you, that ye also love one another.” Love such as 
Oliver’s, that endures, giving or taking suffering as the 
Father wills, is formed on no human model. And Rob 

came to see this, and as there dawned upon him some com- 
prehension of the strength of his brother’s love, faith in the 
Source from which it was drawn sprang up too, and with 
these came such depth of humiliation and self-abasement as 
his five years’ punishment had been powerless to produce. 

“They must meet,” said Mrs. Marton. 
“Meet? But dear Mrs. Marton, ought they ?” 
“T think so, certainly; the poor child has never given 

him up, and it must have an end one way or another, which 
it never will unless she sees him again.” 

“But should we be justified in exposing Mabel to such 
an ordeal ?”
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“For pity’s sake, Mr. Branscombe, don’t be pompous; it 
is a shocking habit, and I have observed it creeping on you 

—and do not tallk of Mabel as if she were a new carpet 

that mustn’t be ‘exposed’ to the sun. She is not a child, 

remember, aud as she cares for Rob—your brother, I mean 
—as much as ever, or at any rate some one she believes to 
be he, she had much better see the reality.” 

Oliver laughed; his laugh had a wonderful ring in it of 

late. “Well but, without being pompous, Mrs. Marton, it 
is rather a serious look-out; though,” he added gravely, “I 
verily believe the present Rob to be worthier than the one 
to whom she has been faithful all these years. I can see 
the change, but how it has come I know not.” 

“How it has come! Why by living with you, I should 
think,” spoke out Mrs. Marton. 

Oliver looked at her in unfeigned astonishment. 
“Mrs. Marton! do you know I haven’t said a syllable of 

that sort of thing to Rob since he came back ?” 
“Very likely—there are other things besides talking. 

But now about these two—it must be here, and they must 
not lnow, or they will refuse, at least your brother will, of 

course, and they ought to be alone. It would be too hard 
on Mabel to meet him suddenly before other people.” 

So the conspiracy was arranged, and the following Satur- 
day fixed for the meeting. Oliver went home not a little 
doubtful as to its prudence, though confident that Mrs. 
Marton knew what was best for Mabel. “If it comes to 
the worst they might emigrate,” he thought. 

Mabel found Mrs. Marton immersed in flowers when she 
entered the room on the fateful evening. 

“That's right, Mabel,” she said, “I am glad you have 

come early—look at these roses just arrived from home; I 
have barely had time to put them in water, and now I want 
those two vases for the dinner-table—Mr. Branscombe is 
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coming, and I want it to look nice—I have nearly finished 
this one, will you do the other?” 

Nothing loth, Mabel knelt down by a low table, and began 
her task, with fresh, fragrant roses lying all about her. She 
sighed a little as they reminded her of Oakfield, and she 
could not help kissing their red and yellow heads for love 
of old times ere she placed them in the tall glass. Never- | 
theless she smiled to herseli—it was pleasant to think of 
seeing Oliver, even though he would probably never mention 
Rob—only from that very injudicious Mrs. Marton could 
any information on that subject be wrung. 

Mabel Wood was but slightly changed—she was, perhaps, 
a little thinner, and the stubborn waves of hair were more 
tightly pressed into their coils than of old, as became a sedate 
instructress of youth, but the face had the quiet steadfastness 
which is slow to change, even though the eyes may have 
learnt a wistfulness which used not to be there. 

“There is the door-bell!” exclaimed Mrs. Marton. “TI 
will take this vase down to the dining-room, bring yours 
when it is ready, Mabel,” and away she sped, hoping her friend 
had not remarked the flush which the sounds of arrival had 
brought to her cheeks. 

“Mr. Branscombe” was announced, and Mabel looked 

up, smiling. Mr. Branscombe it was truly, but not the one 
she had expected, and a little cry broke from her as, still 
kneeling, she gazed with scared eyes at the figure of Rob, 
who, standing for a moment as if petrified, muttered— 

“ T did not know,” and turned to leave the room. 

“QO Rob! don’t go; itis so long, so long!” and she stood 
up with arms.stretched out imploringly. “Rob, don’t go.” 

He wavered, and then came towards her. 

“Can you bear the sight of me?” he said. “I never 
meant to bring my unworthiness into your presence. - I 

must be hateful to you, Mabel! Do not look at me like
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that ; do not look at me so pitifully!” He stopped, afraid | 

of what he might say, and a silence followed full of confu- 

sion; utter shamefacedness had seized upon Mabel, and she 
stood there covering her burning face with her hands and 
trembling in every limb. The sight roused all the man- 
hood in Rob, and a longing sense of protection towards the 

_ girl; he drew a chair towards her, and said, speaking very 
quietly — 

“Sit down, Mabel, and listen. Don’t be frightened; I 

only want you to listen to something I must say.” 

She sank down on the chair, and, with her face still 

hidden.in her hands, waited for Rob to speak. It was so 
new to be obeying Rob. In the old days all the element of 
protection and of command had been on her side; the new 
tone in his voice was wonderfully sweet. Rob stood looking 
down on her, and spoke rapidly, but in a voice controlled 

to perfect gentleness. “Don’t be frightened,” he repeated; 
“don’t think I am going to take advantage of your startled 
words. All I want is, to ask your forgiveness for ever 
having dared to love you, knowing that even now, ruined 

and disgraced as I am, a man who can only stand here 

before you on sufferance, I am not more utterly unworthy of 
you than I was when I dared to take your love as my right, 
and in my shallow presumption had no thought of making 
myself worthy of it. It is for this I want your pardon. 

Only say you forgive me, andI will go. Can you, Mabel?” 

“Do not leave meagain, Rob!” The words came almost 
inaudibly from the bent head, and Rob’s voice, as he went 
on, betrayed the effort it cost him to speak quietly ; but he 
was determined that no show of emotion on his part should 
lead her to say what she might afterwards repent. 

“ Mabel, you do not know what you are saying. Remen, 
ber what I am—a convict. You cannot link your fate with 
mine; no woman could.‘ 

   
| 
} 

| 
|
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“Then I must be different from other women,’ Mabel 

said; and now she raised her face, and, though it was wet 

with tears, a faint smile broke over it as she looked up at 

him; “for I never gave you up. I hold you to your word, 

Rob.” 
“Mabel, listen. It is madness; at least you must take 

time, you must try me. The bare hope would seem to me 

incredible if Oliver had not shown me how people can love, 

and at the last you must be free to reject me when and how 

you will, You can never owe me anything, Mabel. ‘The 

hope is far more than I deserve, the joy is too great; and 

yet,” he said, almost in a whisper, “I never truly felt my 

punishment until now. You cannot guess what it is to a 
man to have only a dishonoured name to offer the woman 
he loves.” 

“Hush!” said Mabel, “remember it is Oliver’s name.” 

Then she took her flowers and fled. 

Meanwhile the conspirators awaited the result of their 
scheme with no small anxiety in the dining-room. Mrs. 
Marton was outwardly far more nervous than Oliver, who 

leant silently against the mantelpiece, while she moved 
restlessly about the room in so irritable a frame of mind 

that when he innocently remarked, “I hope she has not 
been frightened,” she replied tartly— 

fe How you go on about Mabel; she can quite well take 
care of herself, and I have made it faite easy for her to come 

down to me. One would think it was you who are in love 
with her,’ and then a look on Oliver’s face made her repent 
of her flippant speech. “So that has been it,” she thought ; 
“was there ever such a noble soul!” 

In a little while Mabel crept in carrying the vase of 

flowers; Oliver quickly vanished, and in another moment 
the girl was clinging with her arms round her friend’s neck, 
uttering scarcely audible explanations.
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The evening was rather a trying one, but Mrs. Marton, 
conscious that she had only herself to thank for it, surpassed 
herself in her endeavours to make it pass off in tolerable 
comfort, and then, after a silent walk, the brothers found 

themselves in their own sitting-room. 

Rob sank into a chair with a sort of dazzled look on his 
face, and Oliver stood gazing at him with his heart full—he 
was thankful to realise it—of a joy more perfect, more un- 

alloyed than he had ever known. At last he went up to 

his brother, saying— 
“J know it is all right between us, Rob, but I want to 

hear you say it,” and he put his hands on Rob’s shoulders as 

he had done that terrible day, years ago; “say it, lad—say 

that you believe in me.” 
Rob looked up at him. 

“T believe in you, Oliver,” he said, “and through you I 

believe in the mercy of God—thanks be to Him.” 

“Thanks be to Him,” repeated Oliver; “then it ¢s all 

right, lad.”
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Local Art Notes, a review of the month’s Music and Drama, a depart- 
ment for Photography, papers on Art Abroad, Foreign Correspondence, Art 
Literature, Queries and Replies, and Art Travel Papers. i 

Monthly, price 67. ; post free for a year, 7s. The yearly Volumes form | 
a complete history of the Art World. to. cloth boards, 85. 6d, | 

° The only newspaper of the Art World publishel,; and a very good one too.’ 
JOURNALS AND JOURNALISM. 

BAIRD.— Works by the late Rev. Witrtam Barro, M.A. | 

THE DAYS THAT ARE PAST: A Manual of Early Church 
History. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 25. 67. 

THE INHERITANCE OF OUR FATHERS: Plain Words 
about the Book of Common Prayer. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 
35. 6d. 

WATCHING BY THE CROSS: Prayers, Readings, and 

Meditations for Holy Week. Royal 32mo. 6¢.; cloth boards, 

   
  

red edges, Is. [Fourth Edition. 

BERTHA’S SCHOOL-FELLOWS. With Coloured Illustrations. 

18mo. cioth boards, Is. A Collection of Short Stories from ‘SUNDAY.’ 

BIRLEY.—WE ARE SEVEN. A Tale for Children. By Caro- 
LINE BiRLEy. Coloured Illustrations by T. Pym. Square 16mo. extra 

cloth boards, 1s. 6d. 

‘ Delightfully quaint and full of life.’ GUARDIAN. 

BOODLE. — Works by the Rev. R. G. Boopre, M.A., Vicar of 
Cloford, Frome. 

THE LIFE AND LABOURS OF WILLIAM TYRRELL, 
D.D., First Bishop of Newcastle, New South Wales. With Portrait, 

two Maps, and Illustrations, Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 75. 6d. 

‘ upossible not to recognise in him a thoroughly devoted, single-hearted 
worker on the side of righteousness. '—PALL MALL GAZETTE. 

WAYS OF OVERCOMING TEMPTATION: With a Form 
of Self-Examination and Prayers. Royal 32mo. paper cover, 6¢.; 
cloth boards, Is. F : {Ninth Edition.
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BOURDALOUE.—EIGHT SERMONS FOR HOLY WEEK 

AND EASTER. Translated from the French of the Rev. FATHER 

’ Louris BourRDALOUE. By the Rev. G. F. CROWTHER, M.A., of St. 

John’s College, Oxford. Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 

BRAND.—THE LIFE OF WILLIAM ROLLINSON WHIT- 

TINGHAM, Fourth Bishop of Maryland. By W. Francis BRAND. 

With Portrait and Fac-similes. 2 vols. imp. 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 

245. 

BRETT.—LEGENDS AND MYTHS OF THE ABORIGINAL 
INDIANS OF BRITISH GUIANA. Bi the Rev. W. H. Brert, 
B.D. Illustrated, crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 67. 

BRIGHT THOUGHTS FOR THE MORNING: A Book 
of Simple Meditations for Young People. Printed on Toned Paper, 

with Frontispiece. Square 16mo. extra cloth boards, Is. 

These little Meditations ave arranged so as to form Readings for a Month, 

and are intended as a Help to Young People in their Daily Devotions. 

‘Fresh, hopeful, and to the point.'—CHURCH BELLS, 

BROOKS.—LECTURES ON PREACHING. By the Rev, PHILLIPS 
Brooks, Rector of Trinity Church, Boston, U.S.A. Crown 8vo. cloth 

boards, 3s. 6d. {sth Thousand. 

‘Nothing more really helpful has ever appeared,’—-NEW YORK CHURCHMAN. 

BUCK.— JEM MORRISON THE FISHER-BOY, and THE 
TRIALS OF A VILLAGE ARTIST. By Rutru Buck. With 

Coloured Illustrations, 18mo. cloth boards, Is. 62. 

BULLEY.—GREAT BRITAIN FOR LITTLE BRITONS. By 
ELEANOR BULLEY. With numerous Illustrations of Places and People. 
Crown 8vo., cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. [3rd Thousand. 

‘A very pleasant device for making geography agreeable.'—GUARDIAN. 

Te: Great pains have been taken with this book, and it contains abundance of 
tnformation.'—SPECTATOR. 

‘A capital story-book, and withal eminently tnstructive. Its tales are tales 
of the sea and land, of brave men and noble boys, of fox-hunting and whale- 
catching, of girl printers, and of the dinner feasts our princesses used to cook 
ae serve when they were happy little girls at Osborne House.'—NATIONAL 
HURCH.
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BURROWS.— orks by the Rev. H. W. Burrows, B.D. 
Canon of Rochester. 

THE EVE OF ORDINATION. Fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, 15. 6d. 
[Third Edition. 

LENTEN AND OTHER SERMONS. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 

2s. 6d. [Second Edition. 

‘ They are striking, simple, brief, and impressive.’—CHRISTIAN WORLD. 

“A brevity, born not of poverty, but of fulness.|\—CHURCH TIMES. 

CALTHROP.— /Vorks by the Rev. Gorvon Carruror, M.A. 
Vicar of St. Augustine's, Highbury. 

THE BRAZEN SERPENT, and other Sermons, preached be- 

fore the University of Cambridge. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 

MEMORIALS OF THE LIFE AND MINISTRY OF THE 
REV. W. B. MACKENZIE, M.A., late Vicar of St. James’s, 
Holloway. With Portrait. Crown 8yo. cloth boards, 6s. ; 

[Second Edition. 

' His distinctiveness layin the piety of his personal character, the devotedness 
of his pastoral consecration, and the simplicity, earnestness, and success of his 
preaching,'—BRITISH QUARTERLY REVIEW. 

CARPENTER.— SHORT OUTLINE LESSONS FOR EACH 
SUNDAY IN THE CHRISTIAN YEAR. By the Right Rev. 
W. Boyp CARPENTER, D.D., Bishop of Ripon. 16mo. 6d. 

CENTRAL AFRICA.—A Monthly Record of the Work of the 
Universities’ Mission. 8vo. Monthly. 1¢. Volumes, cloth boards, 2s. 

CHATTERBOX,— Weekly, One Halfpenny; Monthly, in Wrapper, 3¢. 
Annual Volumes, containing about Two Hundred Full-page Illustrations, 
Mlustrated paper boards, cloth back, 3s.; extra cloth, bevelled boards, 
gilt edges, 5s. Cloth cases for binding, 15. each. 

A few copies of the following Volumes are still in print :— 
3. Edition— 1872, 1875, 1876, 1878, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884. 
55. Edition— 1870, 1875, 1878, 1879, 1882, 1883, 1884. 

The most popular children’s magazine ever published. In a review of 
children’s books the TIMES says of the volume edition: ‘Chatterbox is one 
of the best children’s books we have seen.’ 

CHILD-NATURE.— By one of the Authors of ‘Child-World.  Ilus- 
trated. Small square 16mo, cloth boards, gilt edges, 35. 6¢. 
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CHILD’S OWN STORY-BOOK.—In» short Words and Large 
Type. With Coloured Plates by T. Pym. Square 16mo. extra cloth 

boards, 1s, 6d, [Second Edition. 

CHURCH CONGRESS REPORTS. 
BRIGHTON, 1874. 8v0. paper covers, 55, 6¢.; cloth boards, 65. 6d. 

STOKE-ON-TRENT, 1875. 8vo. paper covers, 55. 6¢.; cloth boards, 
6s. 6d. 

PLYMOUTH, 1876. 8vo. paper covers, 55. 6¢.; cloth boards, 6s. 6d. 

  

CHORISTER’S ADMISSION CARD.—Contains Reasons and 
Motives for joining the Choir, with space for name, &c. On Card in Red 
and Black. 2d. 

CLARKE.—COMMON-LIFE SERMONS. By the Rev. J. ERSKINE 
CLARKE, MVA., Vicar of Battersea, Hon. Canon of Winchester. Feap. 
8vo. cloth limp, 2s.; cloth boards, 2s. 6d. [6th Thousand. 

CLARKE.— Works edited by the Rev. J. ERSKINE CLARKE, M.A, 

CHILDREN OF THE OLD TESTAMENT. With numerous 
Full-page Illustrations. Royal 4to. paper bds., 1s. 6¢.; cloth gilt, 25. 6. 

CHILDREN’S HOME HYMN-BOOK. Royal 32mo. 14.; cloth, 2d. 

CHILDREN’S SCHOOL HYMN-BOOK. Royal 32mo. 1d; 
cloth, 2d. 

GOOD STORIES. The earlier numbers, consisting of 180 Complete 
Stories. Illustrated, in an Ornamental Cover, 3¢. each. A List for- 
warded on application. 

The following Volumes, strongly bound in cloth boards, Is. 3¢. each, will 
be found most useful in Village and Lending Libraries :— 

ALICE AND HER CROSS, and Other Stories (Temperance). 

COLONEL ROLFE’S STORY (Soldiers). 

CONSULTING THE FATES, and Other Stories (Young Women). 

FOUR LADS AND THEIR LIVES, and Other Stories 
(Confirmation). 

GREGORY OF THE FORETOP, and Other Stories (Sailors). 

JACK STEDMAN, and Other Stories (Young Men). 

MARTIN GAY THE SINGER, and Other Stories (Temperance). 
NETHER STONEY, and Other. Stories (Temperance). 

RHODA’S SECRET, and Other Stories (Young Women). 
THE FORTUNE-TELLER, and Other Stories (Young Women) 

THE RAINHILL FUNERAL, and Other Stories (Tradesmen).
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CLARKE. — Works edited by Rev. J. ERSKINE CLARKE. — 

( Continued.) 

THE PARISH LIBRARY. [Illustrated. 18mo. cloth boards, price 
1s. each, 

DEB CLINTON, THE SMUGGLER’S DAUGHTER. 

LUCY GRAHAM. 

OLD ANDREW THE PEACEMAKER. 

THE CLOCKMAKER OF ST. LAURENT. 

CAN SHE KEEP A SECRET? 

THE PARISH MAGAZINE. Illustrated, Monthly, 1@.; post free 
for a year, Is. 62. ; 

The following Volumes are still to be had, and will be found very 
popular for School Libraries, Prizes, and for Lending to Sick Folk :— 

1s. 6d, Edition— 1859, 1851, 1864, 1866, 1867, 1869, 1872, 1876, 1879, 

1881, 1883, 1884. 

2s, Edition—1859, 1861, 1864, 1865, 1867, 1869, 1870, 1871, 1872 
1873, 1874, 1877, 1879, 1881, 1883, 1884. 

This was the fir:t and the most popular Magazine adapted for localisation. 
Both the Archbishops, and nearly the whole of the Bishops, have front time to 
time contributed to its pages. ‘Hints on Localising the Parish Magazine’ 
will be forwarded on application, 

THE PRIZE, For Boys and Girls. Monthly, 1¢.; illustrated 
with numerous Engravings and one Coloured Picture. Post free for a 
year, Is. 6d, 

Each Volume contains about One Hundred Illustrations, 
Volumes, Is. 2d. paper cover; 1s. 67, Illustrated paper boards ; 

2s. cloth boards; 2s. 6¢. extra cloth boards, gilt edges. 

Some copies of the following Volumes are still in print :— 

5, 2d, Edition— 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884. 

1s. 6.2. Edition— 1873, 1877, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884. 

2s, Edition— 3874, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884. 

2s, 62. Edition— 1877, 1879, 1880, 1881, 1882, 1883, 1884. 

_ 

A New Scries, with Coloured IMustrations, commenced with the faruary 
tssue for 1882. The Volumes are most attractive, and contain Thirteen 
Coloured Piates and numerous Engravings, 

4 well-illustrated monthly serial of such literature as is calculated to please 
and benefit the younger boys and girls of our Sunday-schools. ‘‘ The Children's 
Prize” ts a meritorious and useful publication. For its special purpose— the 
reward and encouragement of industry and intelligence in the classes of schools 
Jor poor children—no better work lies upon our table, —THE ATHENEUM,
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COBB:— Works by James F. Coss. 
THE WATCHERS ON THE LONGSHIPS: A Tale of Corn: 

wall in the Last Century, Illustrated by Davidson Kitowles. 
Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 35. 6d. [Twelfth Edition. 

‘A capital story, and one we heartily commend to boy readers, both gentle 
and sinple.'—GUARDIAN. 

MARTIN THE SKIPPER. A Tale for Boys and €ea-faring 
Folk. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

‘ We should imagine those queer folk indeed who could not read this story 
with eager interest and pleasure, be they boys or girls, young or old. We cannot 
sufficiently commend the style in which the book is written, and the religious 
Spirit which pervades it.'\—CHRISTIAN WORLD. 

OFF TO CALIFORNIA. A Tale of the Gold Country. 
Adapted from the Flemish. Illustrated by A. Forestier. Crown 8vo. 
cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

CONVOCATION REPORTS. 
THE SALE OF ADVOWSONS AND THE AUGMENTA- 

TION OF SMALL LIVINGS. Second Report of the Lower 
House of the Convocation of Canterbury, July 1879. 4d. 

THE RELATIONS OF CHURCH AND STATE. A Full 
Report of the Committee of Convocation of Canterbury, July 1879. 4d. 

THE RUBRICS OF THE BOOK OF COMMON PRAYER, 
The Report of Convocation of Canterbury, as presented to Her 

Majesty the Queen, in obedience to the Royal Letters of Business, on 

July 31, 1879. Is. 

CORAL MISSIONARY MAGAZINE.—A Record of Mis- 
sionary Work among the Working Classes and in the Church 

Missionary Schools and Stations abroad. Monthly, 1¢.; Post free | 

for a year to all parts of the world, 1s. 62.3 Volumes, cloth, 15, 6d. each 5 

cloth cases for a year’s numbers, 8d. 

  

COWIE.—THE VOICE OF GOD: Chapters on Foreknowledge, 
Inspiration, and Prophecy. By the Very Rev. B. Morcan COWaEy 

B.D., Dean of Exeter. Crown 8vo. cloth boards. 55. 

‘Not merely valuable, but indispensable, to the student of prophecy.’ 
LiteRARY CHURCHMAN 

CROMPTON.—A TALE OF THE CRUSADES. By SARAH 
CRoMPToN, Feap. 8vo. cloth buards, ts. 

Sir W. Scott’s ‘Talisman’ in Short Words. 

GCUBDESDON MANUAL OF INTERCESSION FOR MIS- 
SIONS. 16mo. 4d. [Fourth Editiom 

a2
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CUTTS,.—THE BREAKING OF THE BREAD: An Explana- 
tion of the Holy Communion, with Notes on the Communion 

Service. By the Rev. E. L. Cutts, B.A., D.D., Vicar of Holy Trinity, 

Haverstock Hill. 18mo, extra cloth boards, red edges, 25. 

THE DAISY: A Service of Song suitable for Sunday Schools and 
Temperance Societies. 8vo. ad. 

DANIEL.— Works by the Rev. Evan Dawret, MA., Principal of 
the National Society's Training College, Battersea ; 

ffon, Canon of Rochester. 

THE PRAYER-BOOK: Its History, Language, and Contents, 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 6s. [Tenth Edition. 

‘We need say little more of Principal Evan Daniel's work than that its 
eighth edition is now before us. It is, if we rightly recollect, less than four 
years since we heartily commended the first edition to the notice of our readers. 
So large, wide, and speedy a circulation is proof at once of the interest which the 
subject possesses, and of the high merit of this treatise on it... . The '' glos- 
Sartal notes” on the -Prayer-book version of the Psaluts are a peculiar and valu- 
alle ingredient in this serviceable volume, so also are the condensed, but 
pregnant, remarks upon the ‘* Propria”’ for each of the Sundays and festivals, 
which will often furnish most valuable hints and references for the Sunday- 
School teacher and the preacher.'.—GUARDIAN. Second Notice, 

THE DAILY OFFICES AND LITANY. Being an Intro- 
duction to the Study of the Prayer-Book. Specially designed 
for the Use of National Schools and Sunday Schools. Feap. 8vo. 82. ; 
cloth boards, ‘tod. [5th Thousand. 

DE TEISSIER.— THE PARABLES OF GUR LORD JESUS 
CHRIST PRACTICALLY SET FORTH. By the Rev. G. F. 
De Tetssier, B.D., Rector of Church-Brampton, Fcap. 8vo, cloth limp, 
2s. 6d.; cloth boards, 5s. 

DICTIONARY OF THE ENGLISH CHURCH, 
ANCIENT AND MODERN. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 7s, 6d. 

‘Besides containing much information, ecclesiastical and historical, is also 
of considerable practical utility, The writer is tmpartial and trustworthy.’ 

SPECTATOR, 

DIVINE FELLOWSHIP.—A Daily Text-Book, 18ino, cloth 
‘boards, ge. ’ -
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DIX.— SERMONS, DOCTRINAL AND PRACTICAL. By the 

Rev. MorGAN DIX, Rector of Holy Trinity, New York. Crown 8vo. cloth 

boards, 35. 6d. 

DUMBLETON.—PRAYERS AND MEDITATIONS FOR THE 

MORNING AND EVENING OF EACH DAY OF THE 

WEEK. Chiefly in the Words of Holy Scripture. Arranged 

by the Rev. E. N. DuMBLETON, M.A., Rector of St. James’s, Exeter. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 6d, 

FORMS OF PRAYER to accompany Sermons and Instruc- 

tions, for use in Churches and Mission Rooms with the 

approval of the Ordinary. Crown 8vo. 9¢. 

DYER.— Works by the Rev. A. SAuwoERS DYER, M.A. 

SKETCHES OF ENGLISH NONCONFORMITY. With Intro- _ 
ductory Letter by the Bishop of Winchester. Crown 8vo. cloth, 15. 6a, 

‘We recommend the work to Churchmen and Nonconformists.’ 
ECCLESTIASTICAL GAZETTE. 

OUR CLASS MEETING: A Bible-class Manual. 3¢. 

AN OFFICE FOR NEW-YEAR’S EVE. Id.; 65. per 100. 

EDITH VERNON’S LIFE-WORK,.—3y the Author of ‘ Harry's 
: Battles,’ ‘Susie’s Flowers,’ &c. &c. Crown 8vo. extra cloth boards, 3s. 6d, 

[Tenth Edition. 

‘A very pretty story, very well told. .... It is somewhat crowded with 
incident, but it is really well written ; the lessons inculcated are excellent, and 

sone of its characters are such as we shall not easily forget.'—LITERARY 
CHURCHMAN. ‘ 

EWING.—A WEEK SPENT IN A GLASS POND. By the 

Great Water-Beetle. Written by Mrs. Ewinec, Author of ‘Six to 

Sixteen,’ ‘We and the World,’ &c. With upwards of Forty Illustrations 

in Colours by R. ANDRE. 4to. Pictorial Cover, cloth back, paper boards, 

35. 6d. 

‘A clever little fantasia on. the keeping of an aquarium, by Mrs. J. A. | 
Ewing, than whom a better qualified author on the subject could not have been 
found.'—MORNING Post. : 

EDMUNDS.-—SIXTY SERMONS: Adapted to the Sundays and 
Principal Holy-days of the Christian Year. By the Rev. JOHN 

Epmunps, M.A., formerly Fellow of the University of Durham. Feap- 

8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 7
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FAMILY WORSHIP FOR BUSY HOMES. 0n Folding 
Card, in plain type, 2d. 

FARRAR.—THE CHRISTIAN MINISTRY: A Manual of Church 
Doctrine. By the Rev. THoMAs Farrar, Rector of St. Paul’s, Guiana. 

Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 6s. [Third and Enlarged Edition. 

‘Mr. Farrar's book is one which we would gladly see in the hands of ale 
Readers, District Visitors, Teachers, and young men preparing for Holy Orders; 
for the selections have, for the most part, been made from writers who are both 
Zearned and clear,,—CHURCH TIMES. 

FAVOURITE STORY = BOOK, — A Book for the Littl Ones. 
Profusely Illustrated with Large Pictures, and Easy Reading. The Illus- 

trations are printed in Sepia. Small 4to. paper covers, 15.; cloth boards, 2s. 

“A most attractive volume for Juvenile readers. The stories would do very 
well to read out in school as exercises in composition. The book is handsome 
enough, however, to deserve a place on the drawing-room or parlour table, where 
even the older folk might dip into its contents with satisfaction,’ 

SCHOULMASTER 

FLYING LEAVES.— With Prefatory Note by the Rev. the Eart oF 
MULGRAVE. 32mo. fancy cloth boards, 9d. 

‘ These little leaves are sent out into the world with the earnest prayer that 
one of them ai least may be wafted to some weary soul, and carry with it oné 
little ray of comfort and hope.’—INTRODUCTORY CHAPTER. 

THE FIRST LADY OF THE LAND AND OTHER 
STORIES. Ten full-page coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, 35, 6c, 

FOLLOWING CHRIST: Short Meditations for Busy People: 
Adapted from the French. 18mo. cloth limp, 15. 

‘ Thoroughly practical,’—SPECTATOR, 

FOOTPRINTS: A Little Book of Choice Extracts. 64mo. fancy cloth’ 
boards, 9a, 

FORDE.—THE OLD SHIP; or, Better than Strength. By I. Av 
Forpe With Full-page tinted Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled’ 
boards, 3s. 6a. ;
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FULTON.— Works by the Rev. Journ Furtron, D.D., LL.D., 
Rector of St. Georges Church, St. Louis. 

INDEX CANONUM. The Greek Text, an English Translation 
and Complete Digest of the entire Code of Canon Law of the 

undivided Primitive Church. Impl. 8vo. cloth boards, 10s. 6d. 
[Second Edition, Revised and Enlarged. 

THE LAWS OF MARRIAGE: Containing the Hebrew Law, 

the Roman Law, the Law of the New Testament, and the 

Canon Law of the Universal Church, concerning the Impedi- 

ments of Marriage and the Dissolution of the Marriage 

Bond; Digested and Arranged with Notes Scholia. Crown 

8yo, cloth boards, 75, 6d, 

GOOD STORIES.—New Series. Each with a Coloured Frontispiece, 
Monthly, 3¢.; Series, containing four numbers, bound in extra cloth 

- boards, Is. 6¢.; Five Volumes, extra cloth boards, gilt edges, 5s. each. 

Most suitable for Prizes or Presents. 

GOSPEL MISSIONARY.—Containing Missionary News, Anecdotes, 
and Verses suited for Young People. [Illustrated. Monthly, $¢. 

Published under the Direction of the S. P. G. 

GRAIN OF MUSTARD SEED; or, Woman’s Work in 
Foreign Parts. Monthly, 1¢. Post free for a year to all parts of the 

world, 1s, 6d. 

Published by the S.P. G. Ladies’ Association for the Promotion of 
Female Education among the Heathen. 

HARRIS.—GOLDEN STEPS: Lectures to Communicants’ Classes. 
By the late Rev. G. C. Harris, M.A. Royal 32mo. 6¢.; cloth boards, 

red edges, Is. [Third Edition. 

HAP PY SUNDAY AFTERNOONS.-—A Series of Bible Outlines, 
printed on Superfine Lined Paper, for the Little Ones to colour and 
write about. Crown 4to. Is.; cloth boards, 15, 6d. 

‘ The publishers improve on the educational idea, which ts at the root of the 
Kindergarten system, of making children teach themselves in thetr amusements. 
In “ Happy Sunday Afternoons Jor the Little Ones” this firm, so pleasantly 
associated with a long history of juvenile recreation, supplies the means of self- 
zmprovement by a series of simple Bible outlines, to colour or write about either 
Jrom memory or by reference to the Scriptures themselves.’ 

THE DAILY TELEGRAPH. 

HELEN MORTON’S TRIAL, AND TIMID LUCY. 
With Coloured Illustrations, 18mo, extra cloth boards, Is. 6d.
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HELP AT HAND; or, ‘ What shail we do in Accidents or Ill- 

ness?? By the CounTEss CoWPER. With numerous Illustrations. 

Fcap. 8vo. [Zn the press. 

HELPS BY THE WAY,— 
I. MY MORNING HYMN. Ill, MY WEEKLY QUESTIONS. 

II. MY DAILY RULES. IV. MY CONFESSION TO GOD. 

Printed in red and black, 8vo. 1d. [Second Edition, 

-HER GREAT AMBITION,— A Story for Little Boys and Girls. 

With Thirty Illustrations, - Small crown 4to. cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 67, 

HIGH WAGES AND OTHER STORIES. Ten full-page coloured 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 35. 6. 

HINTS TO CHURCH = WORKERS.— Square 16mo, cloth 
boards, Is. 4d, 

THE SAME AS TRACTS. 

HINTS TO CHOIRMEN, including an Office for the Admis- 
sion of a Chorister, 1d, [Fifth Edition, 

HINTS TO SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHERS. tv. 
[Third Edition, 

HINTS TO LAY READERS, with the Form for Admitting 
Readers. 2d. 

HINTS TO TEACHERS OF ADULT CLASSES. w., 

HINTS TO. LAY MISSIONERS, wd, 

HINTS ON VISITING THE POOR AND SICK. 1d, 

HINTS TO BELL-RINGERS. 1d. 

Published under the Direction of the London Diocesan Lay-Helpers' 
Association. 

HOBART.— Works by the Hon, Mrs. C. Hosarr, nie N.P. W. 
THE CHANGED CROSS. With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. 

MILEs, Square 16mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15. 6d. 
[Twentieth Edition, 

THE CHANGED CROSS. Set to Music by GEORGE CARTER. 45. 
THE CLOUD AND THE STAR. With Outline Illustrations by 

HJ. A, Mitus, Square 16mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15. 6d. 
[Second Edition. 

HOBSON.— AIDS TO THE STUDY OF THE BOOKS OF 
SAMUEL. By the Rev. Epwin Hopson, M.A., Principal of St. 
Katharine’s College, Tottenham. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2 vols. Is. 6d, 
each, or I vol. complete, with Map, 2s. 62, 

‘No difficulty is left unexplained, and the contents of the book are admirably 
summarised,’—THE SCHOOLMASTER,



WELLS GARDNER, DARTON, AND CO. 13 
  

HOME REUNION SOCIETY’S PUBLICATIONS. 
1. TWO PAPERS UPON THE RELATIONS OF THE 

ENGLISH CHURCH TO NONCONFORMITY. 37. 

z. I. THE CHURCH AND THE NONCONFORMISTS. 
By Joun SHELLY. .II]. THE CHURCH IN RELATION TO 
HOME REUNION. By jJoun Trevartuen. II. THE 
CHURCH AND DISSENT. By Rev. Canon Hote. 2d. 

SERMON. By the Lorp Bisiiop oF WINCHESTER. ad. 

4. A LECTURE. By Ear. Netson. And Accounts of Two 
Meetings on Home Reunion at Salisbury. 3¢. 

5. ON THE PROMOTION OF A BETTER UNDER- 

STANDING BETWEEN CHURCHMEN AND. NON- 

CONFORMISTS: An Address at Ipswich Conference. Ly 

R. DENNY URLIN. Price 2d. : [Out of print. 

6. A PAPER ON PRIMITIVE EPISCOPACY. By Ear 

JELSON. 3d. ‘ . 

7. ‘PEACE IN THE SACRAMENTS,’ The New Congrega- 
tional Hymn-book compared with the Book of Common Prayer. By 

the Rev. J. FoxLey. 2d. 

8 ‘AN EIRENICON FOR THE WESLEYANS.’ Two Prize 

Essays under. the above title. By W. T. Mowsray and the Rev. 

V.G. BORRADAILE. 34. 

9. ‘WHO IS RIGHT?’ A Friendly Conv versation between a Methodist 

and a Churchman, By the Rev. CANon Buck, Rector of St. Dominick, 

Cornwall. 6a. 

10. TWO PAPERS READ AT THE DIOCESAN CON- 

FERENCE AT TRURO. By Eart NELSON and Rev. (Canon 
BusH. 2d. 

11, THE DOCTRINE OF THE INCARNATION: Its Study 

the Key to the Knowledge of ‘ The whole Counsel of God,’ 

and thereby to the Attainment of Reunion. By the Rey. H.C. 

PowELL, M.A,, Rector of Wylye, Wilts. 4d. 

12, PRIMITIVE CHURCH PRINCIPLES NOT INCONSIS- 

TENT WITH UNIVERSAL CHRISTIAN SYMPATHY. 

By the Rev. W. A. BuTLER, M.A. 2d, 

HOLINESS TO THE LORD: The Character of the Christian 
Priest. Adapted from the French of the AnBE Dusots, for the use of the 
English Clergy. With an Introduction by the BisHor oF CaRLIsLe, 

Crown 8 8vo, cloth boards, 7s. 67, -
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HONOR BRIGHT; or, The Four-Leaved Shamrock. By the 
Author of ‘One of a Covey,’ ‘Robin and Linnet,’ &c. With Full-page 
Tinted Illustrations. Crown 8va. cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6:7. 

{Fourth Edition. 
‘A cheery, sensible, ang healthy tqle.'—TIMEs. 

HOPKINS.— Works dy the Rev. W. B. Horxins, B.D., Vicar of 
Littleport, Cambridge. 

HOLY SCRIPTURE: Temperance and Total Abstinence. Fcap. 
8ya. cloth boards, Is, [Third Thousand. 

‘Ht will repay study either by the total abstainer or moderate drinker.’ 
DAILY REVIEW. 

THE POSITION AND DUTY OF NON-ABSTAINERS 
WITH REFERENCE TQ THE TEMPERANCE CAUSE, 
8vo0, 4, [Second Edition. 

HOW.— Works by the Right Rev. W. Warsram How, D.D., 
Bishop of Bedford and Suffragan of London. 

THE BOY HERO. A Story founded on Fact, Tlustrated by 
H, J. A. Mies, Oblang, paper beards, 15, 6:7, ° 

A PRAYER FOR THE PARISH. On Card, in red and black. 1d. 

A SERVICE FOR THE ADMISSION OF A CHORISTER. 
In red and black. 2¢, 

GCANFICLES POINTED FOR CHANTING, WITH AP- 
PROPRIATE CHANTS. 4to. paper covers, ry. 

DAILY FAMILY PRAYER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 6a. 
[Twelfth Edition. 

faz A Sixpenny Edition, in large type, cloth boards, is now ready. 
This volume will be found most suitable for parochial distribution, and is 
the cheapert book of Family Prayers yet published. 

HOLY COMMUNION. For those who need Encouragement. 6d. per 
~Packet of Twenty. [153rd Thousand. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYER FOR A CHILD. 
Cloth, 1d. 

NOTES ON THE CHURCH SERVICE. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, 9d. 

PASTORAL WORK. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2s. 6:/. 
‘There 7s not a dull page among the 150 which make up ‘' Lectures on 

Pastoral Work,” by the Bishop of Bedford. Tn six lectures, originally delivered 
ta Divinity Students at Cambridge, Dr. Walsham How deals with the clergy- 
man's‘ Louipment,” his '' Dangers and Difficulties,” his duty of \' Visitation,” 
his‘ Dealing with Infidelity,” his‘ Preaching,” and the help he may get from 
the_'' Pastoral Epistles.” Here is a pregnant quotation from the lecture on 
" Preaching”. , . ,|—GUARDIAN, . i
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HOW.— Works by Right Rev. W. Warsuam How.—( Continued.) 

PASTOR IN PAROCHIA. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 67, With 
the Appendix. Cloth boards, red edges, 4s. 6d.; calf limp antique, 
tos. 6d, Also morocco plain, and best flexible morocco, red under gold 

edges, [Fifteenth Edition, 

PLAIN WORDS. First Series. Sixty Short Sermons for the Poor, 
and for Family Reading. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, turned in, 2s.; cloth boards, 

red edges, 2s, 6¢, Large-type Edition, cloth boards, 35. 6d. 
[Forty-ninth Edition. 

PLAIN WORDS. Second Series. Short Sermons for the Sundays 
and Chief Holy-days of the Christian Year. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, turned 
in, 2s.; cloth boards, red edges, 2s. 6¢. Large-type Edition, cloth 

boards, 3s. 6d. [Thirtieth Edition, 

Vols, I. and II., in one vol. cloth boards, 45. 6d. 

PLAIN WORDS. Third Series. Forty Meditations with a View to 
the Deepening of the Spiritual Life. Fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, 2s.; cloth 
boards, red edges, 25. 6¢. Large-type Edition, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 

[Seventeenth Edition. 

PLAIN WORDS. Fourth Series. Forty Readings for those who 
desire to Pray Better. Fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, turned in, 2s.; cloth 
boards, red edges, 2s. 6d. [Seventh Edition, 

Vols, III. and IV. in one, cloth boards, 4s. 6d. 

PLAIN WORDS, as Tracts. Series I.-III., in Large Type, 2s. 6. 

each Series. - 
A Selection from ‘ Plain Words,’ for Parochial distribution, in 

smaller type, Is. per packet: three kinds, 

PLAIN WORDS TO CHILDREN. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled 
boards, 2s. 6d.; fcap. 8vo. cloth limp, turned in, 2s. [Third Edition. 

PRAYERS FOR SCHOOLS. Royal 32mo. paper covers, 3¢.; 
cloth, 6d, 

PRIVATE LIFE AND MINISTRATIONS OF THE PARISH 
PRIEST. Royal 32mo. cloth, 6d. 

RESOLUTIONS FOR THOSE RECOVERING FROM 
SICKNESS. On Card, in red and black, 12 copies in packet, 6d, 

REVISION OF THE RUBRICS. An Historical Survey of all 
that has been done since the issue of the Ritual Commission in 1867, 
Demy 8vo. Is. 

SCRIPTURE READINGS. Selected Passages for Reading to the 
Sick. The Appendix to ‘Pastor in Parochia.’ Fcap, 8vo, cloth 
boards, Is, 6d, 

a3
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HOW .— Works by Right Rev. W. Warsram How.—( Continued.) 

SEVEN LENTEN SERMONS ON PSALM LI. Fceap. 8vo. 

cloth limp, turned in, 1s. [Eleventh Edition. 

SUGGESTIONS FOR OBSERVING THE DAY OF IN- 

TERCESSION. 12; 6s. per 100, [1oth Thousand, 

THE EVENING PSALTER POINTED FOR CHANTING. 
Oblong cloth limp, 6d, 

TWENTY-FOUR PRACTICAL SERMONS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
limp, turned in, 2s.; cloth boards, red edges, 25, 6¢. [Twelfth Edition. 

TWO ADDRESSES ON HOLY MARRIAGE. td. 

VESTRY PRAYERS WITH A CHOIR. On Card, in red and 
black, 1d. 

HOW.—WEEK-DAY SERVICES IN COUNTRY CHURCHES. 

By the Rev. F. Douctas How, M.A., Rector of Evershot, Dorset. 6d. 

HOW TO PRAY THE LORD’S PRAYER.—32mo. tz.; 
6s. per 100. [10th Thousand, 

‘In the plainest type and language. We can earnestly commend it for dis- 
tribution as likely to be most useful.|—GUARDIAN, 

INGELOW.— Works by Jean IncELowW. 
STUDIES FOR STORIES FROM GIRLS’ LIVES. Illustrated. 

Crown 8vo, cloth boards, 3s. 6d. {Sixth Edition, 

A SISTER’S BYE-HOURS. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
35. 6d. [Third Edition, 

MOPSA THE FAIRY. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 6. 

JONES.— Works by C. A. Jowes. 

COUNT UP THE SUNNY DAYS. A Story for Boys and Girls 
Illustrated. Small crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 35. 67. 

FOUR LITTLE SIXES: A Story for Boys and Girls. Illus- 
trated.. Square 16mo. cloth boards, 15. 6d. 

ONLY A‘GIRL: A Story of a Quiet Life. A Tale of Brittany. 
Adapted from the French. With upwards of Forty Illustrations, 
Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 35. 6¢. 

‘We can thoroughly recommend this brightly written and homely narrative. 
SATURDAY REVIEW. 

UNDER THE KING’S BANNER. Stories of the Soldiers of 
Christ in all Ages. With Introduction by the BisHop or BEDFORD 
Outline Illustrations by JoHN SADLER. Square 16mo. cloth boards, 
2s. 6d,
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KING.—ADDINGTON VENABLES, BISHOP OF NASSAU. 
A Sketch of his Life and Labours for the Church of God. By the 
Rey. W. F. H. Kinc, M.A., Commissary to the late Bishop. With Por- 
trait, Map, and Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

‘His life was one of utter self-denial and sheer hard work for God and His 
Church,'—JOUN BULL. 

KIP.—THE DOUBLE WITNESS OF THE CHURCH. By the 
Right Rev. W. INGRAHAM Kip, D.D., LL.D., Bishop of California. 
Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 35. 6d. 

This Edition of Bishop Kip’s popular Lectures on the Principles of the 
Church is reprinted from the 22nd American edition, revised by the Author. 

LAND OF LIGHT: A Transcript from the Rhythm of Bernard 
de Morlaix, With Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. MILEs, Square 

16mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 1s. 6d. 

Oniform with * The Changed Cross.’ 

LAY.—STUDIES IN THE CHURCH; Being Letters to an Old- 
Fashioned Layman. By the Right Rev. Henry C. Lay, D.D., 
LL.D., Bishop of Easton, U.S.A. 18mo. cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 

‘We heartily commend this little book. . . . Full of clear sound common 
sense and manly piety, which cannot but enlist the reader's sympathy. The 
Bishop deals with his subject from an intellectual, doctrinal, and practical point 
ofview.... Laymen cannot but appreciate his broad sympathies.'—GUARDIAN. 

LEA.—THE SUCCESSION OF EPISCOPAL JURISDICTION IN 
ENGLAND AT THE EPOCHS OF THE REFORMATION 
AND REVOLUTION, Exhibited in a Series of Tables. With an 

Introduction by JOHN WaLTER Lea, B.A., F.G.S., &c., Fellow of the 

Royal Historical Society. Fcap. 4to. cloth boards, 5s. 

‘LEFT TILL CALLED FOR.’—Bythe Author of ‘From Do- ~ 
nothing Hall to Happy-Day House.’ ‘With Outline Illustrations by 
J. SADLER. Oblong, cloth boards, Is. 

The story of a little boy left at a ralway station on Christmas Eve. 

LEFT TO OUR FATHER: 4 Story for Children. By the Author 
of ‘Clevedon Chimes,’ &c. With Illustrations by H. FRENcH, Square 
16mo. extra cloth boards, 15, 6d.
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LETTER OF COMMENDATION: A Card in Red and Black 
for giving to Parishioners on leaving a Parish. 6¢. per packet of 12. 

LEWIS.—YOUNG MEN’S BIBLE CLASSES AND HOW 
‘TO MANAGE THEM. By M.A. Lewis. Paper covers, 6d. 

LITTLE FABLES FOR LITTLE FOLKS, which Great 
Ones may Read. With Nineteen Illustrations. 18mo. cloth boards, Is. 

LITTLE HELPS FOR DAILY TOILERS.—By a Working 
Associate. of the Girls’ Friendly Society. With Prefatory Note by the 
BisHoP OF BEDFORD. Royal 3zmo. fancy cloth boards, 9d, 

LITTLE LAYS FOR LITTLE LIPS.—With Outline Illustrations 
by H. J. A. MILEs. Square 16mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15. 6d. 

[Seventh Edition. 

A LOST PIECE OF SILVER. By the Author of ‘ Edith Vernon’s 
Life-Work,’ &c. Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards extra, 35. 6d. 

‘This is asimple, pathetic little story, which has the look of being true, true, 
that is, in the sense of being faithful to life... . Told without exaggeration, 
without any fine writing, but with very considerable power.'—SPECTATOR. 

LYTTELTON.—AIDS TO CHRISTIAN EDUCATION: Being 
a Brief Manual of Christian Doctrine and Practice. By the late 
Hon. and Rev. W. H. LyTre.ron, M.A., Vicar of Hagley, Canon of 
Worcester. Vol. I. THE BAPTISMAL COVENANT. Fcap. 8vo. 
cloth boards, 2s. 6. 

This Volume is published in separate parts for Confirmation 
Candidates. 

MACLAGAN.—WORDS OF COUNSEL ADDRESSED TO 
CONFIRMATION CANDIDATES ON THE EVE OF 
CONFIRMATION DAY. By the Right Rev. W. D. MacLacan, 
D.D., Bishop of Lichfield. Feap. 8ve. 3d. 

MACRITCHIE.—BY THE SEA OF GALILEE. A Poem. By 
Marcaret S. MacRircuir. Tinted Outline Illustrations by H. J. A. 
MILEs. Square i6mo, cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15, 6@,
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MARRIAGE SERVICE.—Printed in Red and Black with Illustrations, 
and a Marriage Chorale. Bound in White and Gold. 6¢.; or White 
Silk, 5s. 

MAY.—THE CHRISTIAN COURSE; or, Helps to the Practice 
of Meditation. By the Rev. THomas May, M.A., Vicar of Leigh, 
Tunbridge. With Preface by the Bishop OF BEDFORD. Royal 8vo. cloth 
boards, 55. [Fourth Edition, Corrected and Enlarged. 

MILES.— Works Illustrated by Hl. J. A. Mizes. 

FROM DO-NOTHING HALL TO HAPPY-DAY HOUSE, 
By the Author of ‘ Left till called for,’ &c. Daintily printed in the best 
style of Chromo-lithography. Illustrated cover, cloth back, coloured 
edges, Is. 6d, 

‘A very pretty allegory for children. The illustrations are exceedingly 
chaste, and are most natural.’—THE ARTIST. 

OUTLINE PICTURES FOR LITTLE PAINTERS. 4to. in 

chromo-lithographic wrapper, Is.3 cloth, 1s. 6d. Printed in sepia on 
gray paper specially made for the purpose. 

MISSION FIELD.— Containing a variety of Missionary Information, 

with a Record of the Proceedings of the S. P.G. Monthly, 2¢. Post free 

for a year to all parts of the World, 3s. 

MISSION LIFE.—Monthly Record of Home and Foreign Church Work. 
Monthly, 6¢. Post free for a year to all parts of the World, 7s. Cloth 
cases for binding six months’ numbers, Is. 

The following Volumes are still in print :-— 

1867-1870, reduced to 3s. 6d. each; 1871 (Part II. only), 1872-1884, 3s. 62. 
each vol. of six months. 

‘A well-edited repository of news from every part of the Mission field.' 
NONCONFORMIST. 

MISSIONARY CONFERENCES.—REPORT OF THE 
MISSIONARY CONFERENCE HELD AT LONDON, 1875. 

Crown 8vo. paper, 25. 6d.; cloth, 35. 

REPORT OF THE MISSIONARY CONFERENCE HELD 

AT OXFORD, 1877. Crown 8yo. paper, 25, 6,3 cloth, 3s.
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MISSIONARY PRAYERS FOR THE EXTENSION OF 
CHRIST’S CHURCH AT HOME AND ABROAD. For 
Private and Family Use. 18mo. paper covers, 6¢.; cloth boards, Is. 

MITCHELL.—THE SUFFERER’S GUIDE. By ELizaBETH 
Harcourt MITCHELL, Author of ‘The Beautiful Face,’ &c. Edited by 
the Rev. T. T. CARTER, M.A. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 6d, 

This Volume consists of Three Parts:—On Suffering in General—On 
Spiritual Sufferings—Suffering a Means of Perfection. | [Second Edition. 

MOBERLY.—SACRIFICE IN THE EUCHARIST: A Conver- 
sation. By the Rev. G. H. Moperty, M.A. Crown 8vo, Is, 

MONTH BY MONTH.—Poems for Children, With Twelve Ilus- 
trations by T. PyM. Sq. 16mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15. 6a. 

‘We hardly know which to praise most, the quaint little illustrations or the 
poetry.'\—CHURCH TIMES. 

MOORE.—SIMPLE GUIDE TO CHURCH DOCTRINE: Being 
an Explanation of the Church Catechism in Question and 
Answer, with Notes and Scripture Proofs. By BLANCHE Moore. 
16mo. 4d, [Third Edition. 

MORNING STAR: Daily Texts for Little Children. Printed in 
red and black, 32mo. extra cloth boards, 9d. 

The texts selected are specially simple and plain, 

MOTHER’S UNION.—Containing Morning and Evening Prayers 
and Four simple Resolutions, in Red and Black, 14,; 6s. per 100. 

N. OR M.-—By the Author of ‘Honor Bright,’ ‘Peas-Blossom,’ ‘One of a 
Covey,’ &c. With numerous Illustrations by H. J. A, Mites, Crown 8yo. 

cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6a. 

NORTON.— Works by the Rev. J. G. Norron, M.A., Rector of 
Christ Church Cathedral, Montreal. 

HEARTY SERVICES: or, Revived Church Worship. Crown 
8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. [Third Edition. 

WORSHIP IN HEAVEN AND ON EARTH: Responsive, 
Congregational, Reverent, Musical, and Beautiful. Demy 8vo. 
cloth boards, 12s. 6d,
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O’BRIEN.—Svories by Mrs. Coariorre O'BRIEN, 

-MARGARET AND HER FRIENDS. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 

MOTHER’S WARM SHAWL. With Coloured Frontispiece. Fcap. 
8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 

OLIVER DALE’S DECISION. With Coloured Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, Is. 

ONE OF A COVEY.-—By the Author of ‘Honor Bright,’ ‘ Peas- 
Blossom,’ &c. With numerous Illustrations by H. J. A. Mites. Crown 
8vo. extra cloth boards, gilt edges, 35. 6¢. 

‘ Full of spirit and life, so well sustained throughout that grown-up readers 
may enjoy tt.as much as children, . . . It is one of the best books of the season.’ 

GUARDIAN. 
‘ One of the chief characters would not have disgraced Dickens’ pen.’ 

LITERARY WORLD. 

THE OLD, OLD STORY. By the Author of ‘ Heart to Heart,’ &c, 
With Outline Illustrations by II. J. A. Mites. Square 16mo. cloth, 
bevelled boards, gilt edges, Is. 67. 

O’REILLY.— Works by Mrs. Roperr O'Reiity. 

CHILDREN OF THE CHURCH: or, Short Lessons on the 

Church Catechism for Infant Children. 18mo. cloth boards, 
Is. 6d. [Eighth Edition. 

CHILDREN OF THE CHURCH. Second Series. Lessons 
on the Collects. 18mo. cloth boards, Is. 6d. 

STORIES THEY TELL ME; or, Sue and I. With Illustra- 
tions by H. J. A. MILEs. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d. 

‘A thoroughly delightful book, full of sound wisdom as well as fun.’ 
ATHENEUM. 

OUR BOYS AND GIRLS BOTH GOOD AND BAD.— 
Edited by the Author of ‘Great Britain for Little Britons.’ With Thirty 
Illustrations. Small crown 8vo, cloth, bevelled boards, 2s, 6. 

OUR WAIFS AND STRAYS.—The Monthly Record of the 
Work of the Church sok England Central Home for Waifs and 

Strays. 1d,
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PALMER.—TRUE UNDER TRIAL. By FrANcEs PALMER. With 
Tinted Illustrations from Drawings by G. L. SEymMour and W. A. 
CRANSTON. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6¢. [Fourth Edition. 

‘One of the best boys’ books we have seen for along time. Written with a 
rare combination of religious spirit, with a perfect abstention from cant, and 
so well put together, that we believe no reader who once took up the book would 
put tt down without finishing it,—STANDARD. 

‘A well-written story.’ —TIMES, 

DOGGED JACK. With Full-page Coloured Ilustrations. Crown 8vo. 

cloth, bevelled boards, 3s. 6d, {Second Edition. 

PAPAL CLAIMS CONSIDERED IN THE LIGHT OF 
SCRIPTURE AND HISTORY. With an Introduction by the 
BisHor oF Beprorp. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2s. 

PARABLES OF THE KINGDOM.—our Lord's Parables 
Simply Told for Children, By the Author of ‘Voices of Nature,’ 
‘Earth’s Many Voices.’ With 46 Illustrations in Outline by H. J. A. 
MILes, Square 16mo. cloth, bevelled boards, 2s. 6d. 

‘ Teachers will tind this a valuable help.'—CHURCH BELLS. 

PEAS-BLOSSOM.—By the Author of ‘ Honor Bright,’ ‘ One of a Covey,’ 
&c. With numerous Illustrations by H.J. A. MILEs. Crown 8yo. cloth 
boards, gilt edges, 35. 6d. 

‘A delightfully written book for boys about twelve. The best book of the 
season,'—STANDARD. 

PLAIN TEXTS FOR DAILY USE.—With Introduction by the 
BisHor oF BEDFORD. 64mo. cloth boards, 4d.; Persian limp, 9¢.3 calf 
limp, Is. 6d. 

POTTER.— A PRESENT CHRIST: Daily Ten Minutes’ Read- 
ings for Four Weeks on the Incarnation. By the Rev. J. Hastocn 
Potter, M.A., late Editorial Secretary to the Church of England 
Temperance Society. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 2s. 6d. [Second Edition. 

Specially suited for use at Daily Services or Family Prayer,
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POTTER. —SERMONS OF THE CITY. By the Rey. Henry CG. 
Porter, D,D., Secretary to the House af Bishops, U.S.A, Crown 8vo. 

cloth boards, 3s. 61. 

PRESCOTT.— Works by the Rev. G. F. Prescorr, M,A., Vicar 

of St. Michaels, Paddington, 

COUNSELS ON PRAYER. Royal 32mp. 6¢,; cloth boards, 15, 

HINDRANCES TQ SPIRITUAL LIFE: A €ourse ef Lent 

Lectures. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, Is. 6d, [Fourth Edition, 

LECTURES ON THE LORD'S PRAYER, Crown 8yo, cloth 
baards, fs. 6¢, 

THE ‘PRIZE’ BIBLE.—Numerous Iilustrations. . Twelve Coloured 
Chromo Plates. Large-type Letterpress, and printed on Toned Paper, 
4to. extra cloth, bevelled hoards, gilt edges, 125. 61, 

PYM ,—</“ustrated Works by T. Pym. 

OUTLINE ILLUSTRATIONS FOR THE LITTLE ONES 
TO COLOUR. Fcap. 4to. 15,5; cloth, 11. 6¢, 

MORE OUTLINES for the LITTLE ONES TO COLOUR, 
Feap, 4to. 15.3 cloth, 1s. 6¢. 

These Outline Picture-books are printed in sepia, on tinted paper 
expressly made for the purpose. 

CHILDREN BUSY, 

CHILDREN GLAD, 

CHILDREN NAUGHTY, 

CHILDREN SAD. 

With Stories by L. C. An Illustrated Book of Child-life, printed in 
the best style of Chromo-lithography. Bound in an Illustrated cover, 

paper boards, cloth back, 3s. 6d. 

‘A most charming book for children. The pictures are very pretty, and the 
children represented in them look like real children as they are seen in nurseries, 
which is not always, nor even often, the case in books of this sort. Good writing 
also is not abundant in literature for the young, and for this reason the excellent 
stories by L. C. will be the more attractive. They display a delicate fancy, and 
will be read with real pleasure for their liter ary merit by grown-up people as 
well as children.'—TIMES,
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PYM —Ldlustrated Works by T. Pva.—(Continued.) 

PICTURES FROM THE POETS. A Book of Selected Extracts 

from Ancient and Modern Sources, illustrated by Child-life, carefully 

printed in Chromo-lithography in Brown and Red Tints. Oblong 4to. 

_ Illustrated cover, cloth back, 3s. 6¢. 

‘7. Pym has fully established his reputation, . . . A succession of charming 
illustrations, admirably produced,'—NONCONFORMIST. 

‘ This volume will afford pleasure to every one who can admire good artistic 
work.’ —SCOTSMAN. 

THE SNOW QUEEN. By Hans CHRISTIAN ANDERSEN. Beau- 

tifully printed in the best style of Chromo-lithography, The Illustrations 

represent Gerda and Kay’s adventures in various countries, as contained 

in one of the most popular of Hans Andersen’s stories. Fcap. 4to. 

Wustrated cover, cloth back, coloured edges, 55, 

THE QUEEN’S SHILLING AND OTHER STORIES.—With 
Ten full-page coloured Illustrations, Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 
35, 6d. « 

THE QUIET HELPER. ‘Text, Prayer, and Hymn for Four 
Weeks, and for the principal Holy-days. Printed in large type for 
hanging on the wall. On roller, 3s. 

READINGS AND DEVOTIONS FOR MOTHERS. With 
Introduction by the BisHor OF SaLispuRy. Feap. 8vo. cloth limp, 15. 6:. 

‘ This little book certainly seems to supply a want which has not exactly been 
supplied before, and as the Bishop of Salisbury observes, it has done it in a 
way most likely to prove useful,'—CUURCH TIMES, 

ROBIN AND LINNET. By the Author of ‘Honor Bright,’ &c. With 
Coloured Illustrations by T. PyM. Square 16mo. extra cloth boards, 15, 6. 

[The adventures are very amusing, and the story will be a favourite with 
children, who will delight to fancy themselves roaming on the beach, or dabbling 
in the pools in such liberty.’—GUARDIAN, : 

ROCHESTER DIOCESAN DIRECTORY. With Coloured 
Map of England and Wales, divided into the Dioceses. Published by 
Authority. Small crown 8yo. paper boards, cloth back, 15. 6¢,
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A ROUGH DIAMOND AND OTHER STORIES,—Ten 
full-page coloured Illustrations. Crown 8vo. cloth, bevelled boards, 
35. 6d. 

ROWLEY .— Works by the Rev. Henry Row ey. 

THE RELIGIONS OF THE AFRICANS. Fcap. 8vo. cloth 
boards, 35, 6d. 

TWENTY YEARS IN CENTRAL AFRICA. The Story of the 
Universities’ Mission, from its Commencement under Bishop Mackenzie 

to the Present Time. ‘With Map. Crown 8vo. ¢loth boards, 35. 6@. 

* The volume abounds in thrilling incidents,’ AMERICAN CHURCHMAN. 

RUTH HALLIDAY ; or, The Adopted Daughter. A Tale founded 

on Fact. Feap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 

ST. AUSTIN’S COURT; or, The Grandchildren. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. 18mo, cloth boards, Is, 

SHADOWS OF TRUTH; or, Thoughts and Allegories in Prose 
and Verse. By G.M.C. Fcap. 8vo., cloth boards, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

[Third Edition. 

SHERLOCK.—THE AMETHYST: A Selection of Temperance 

Readings in Prose and Verse. By FREDERICK SHERLOCK, Crown 

8vo, cloth boards, Is. 

SIDEBOTHAM.—THE DISCIPLINE OF TEMPTATION, and 
other Sermons. By the Rev. H. SIDEBOTHAM,. M.A., Canon of 

Gibraltar and Chaplain of St. John’s, Mentone. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 
Is. ; 

SIKES.— Works by the Rev. T. B. Sixes, M.A, FP. R. His, Soe., 
Rector of Burstow, Surrey. 

ENGLAND’S PRAYER-BOOK. A Short and Practical Ex- 
position of the Services. 18mo. cloth boards, 25. 6d. 

HISTORY OF THE CHRISTIAN CHURCH FROM THE 
FIRST TO THE SIXTEENTH CENTURY. 18mo. cloth 

boards, 3s. 6d. ‘ 

THE HOLY COMMUNION, Cloth, 64
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SILVERMERE ANNALS; Tales of Village Life. By C. E. B 
With Coloured Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s, 

SISTER LOUISE, The Story of her Life-Work. With Portrait, 
Feap. 8vo, cloth haards, 2s. 6¢. The Sister Dora of America, 

SKEY.—DOLLY'S OWN STORY. Told in her Own Words, By- 
L, C. Skey, Tlustrated in Outline by J, SADLER, Square 16mo, cloth, 
boards, 15. 6¢, 

SLATTER.—STUDENTS’ GOSPEL HARMONY. Being the Four: 
Gospels in the Original Greek, arranged in parallel columns so as to show: 
the consentient portions together, with a Preface and Analytical Tables. 
By the Rev. JouHn SLaTrTer, M.A., Vicar of Streatley, Berks, and Hon. 
Canon, Christ Church, Oxford. Demy 8vo. cloth boards, 12s. 6d. 

‘Although, in many cases, the assignation of a passage toa particular place 
in the ‘‘Harmony” must involve a choice of difficulties, there is evidence throughout 
that all the conditions of the problem have been fully considered, In short, a 
student who follows Canon Statter will hardly go wrong.’ —DAILY NEWS, 

SNOWDON. — Works by Jasrer W, Swowvon. 

ROPE-SIGHT: An Introductien te the Art of Change-Ringing. 
Crown 8vo. paper cover, Is. 67. [Second Edition. 
‘Very much wanted, . . . Mr. Snowdon is peculiarly fitted for the post op 

teacher,'—CHURCH BELLS. 

STANDARD METHODS inthe ART of CHANGE-RINGING. 
With a Book of Coloured Diagrams. Crown 8yo. paper covers, 2s, 6d, 

A TREATISE ON TREBLE BOB, 
Crown 8vo, paper cover.—Part I., 1s.; Part II., 2¢, 

Part IL—History of Treble Bob — The In:and-Out-of-Courses of the 
Changes— Pricking Touches and Peals— Qualities of Peals— Transpo- 
sition of Peals—Proof of Treble Bolh—Lackwood’s System—Con- 
ducting and Calling Round. 

Part II.— Collection of 1000 Peals— Five-part Peals— Two-part 
Peals—One-part Peals—Peals with Tenors parted—Treble Bob Royal 
and Maximus— Composers’ Names. — 

SONGS AND LYRICS FOR LITTLE LIPS. With Musical 
Contributions by W. H. Cummincs and others. Illustrated by G. L. 
SEyMourR and others. 8vo. cloth extra, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 6s. 

‘A collection of some of the choicest little poems for children that we possess— 
some old, some new—with appropriate music and charming “pictures.” We 
can imagine no more delight/ul present to a child six or seven years old.’ 

7 : ‘ GUARDIAN,
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SPECIAL SERVICES. 
SPECIAL SERVICE OF INTERCESSION FOR THOSE 

AT SEA. td.; 6s. per 100, 

Approved by the late Archbishop of Canterbury. 

A SPECIAL SERVICE OF PREPARATION FOR HOLY 
COMMUNION. 50 Copies for 2s. 

Many churches have adopted this Service for use on a week-day cvening. 
Lt is now published with the view of an extended circulation, and ts sanc* 
tioned by the Bishops of Winchester, Exeter, and others, 

FORM OF INSTITUTION AND INDUCTION. 3s. per too; 

As prepared by a Committee of the Lower House of the Convocation af 
Canterbury. 

FORM OF SERVICE FOR THE DEDICATION OF 
CHURCH BELLS. 2s. 6¢d.a packet of 50 copies. 

AN OFFICE FOR NEW-YEAR’S EVE. Id.; 6s. per 100 copies. 

Approved by the Bishop of Winchester. 

STEVENS.—LOVE IS OF GOD, and other Sermons. By the 
Right Rev. W. Bacon STEVENS, D.D. LL.D., Bishop of Pennsylvania. 

Crown 8yo. cloth boards, 35. 6@. 

STONE. — Works by the Rev. S. J. Srowe, M.A., Vicar of 

St. Paul's, Haggerstone. 

DEARE CHILDE. A Village Idyl. With Outline Illustrations by 

H. J. A. MILEs, Square 16mo. cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 15. 6d. 

[Third Edition. 

‘We scarcely know whether Mr. Stone—whose devotional poetry needs n 
praise—or Miss Miles has most happily caught the spirit that should animate 
such a memorial. Both are so true as to be almost painful—at least, to those 
who have loved and lost a little child.'—NONCONFORMIST. 

HYMNS FOR THE DAY OF INTERCESSION. 2s. 6d. per 

- 100, [80th Thousand 

‘STORIES & EPISODES OF HOME MISSION-WORK. 
With a Preface by the late ARCHBISHOP OF CANTERBURY Crown 8vo 

cloth boards, 3s. 6a. 

‘STRACHAN.—FROM EAST TO WEST; or, Glance at the 
Church’s Work in Distant Lands. By the Right Rev. J. M 

Srracuan, M.D., D.D., Bishop of ea Illustrated crown 8vo. 

cloth boards, 3s. 6d.
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SUNDAY.— Weekly, One Halfpenny ; Monthly, in Wrapper, 3¢.' 
Annual Volumes, with upwards of Two Hundred Illustrations, illus- 
trated paper boards, cloth back, 3s.; cloth, bevelled boards, gilt edges, 55. 

A few copies of the following Volumes are still to be had, in extra cloth, 

bevelled boards, gilt edges, price 5s. each :—1878, 1879, 1881, 1882, 1883, 
1884. 

‘Uf this Magazine finds its way to the glance of a child, woe be to the parent 
or friend standing by who does not chance to have the disposition or the means for 
purchasing it. It is absolutely full of charming pictures and interesting read- 
tng. The pictures are unquestionably better than those which one finds in sone 
signilar periodicals.'—CHRISTIAN WORLD. 

‘ We know of no better magazine of its kind, and we imagine no handsomer 
gift at Christmas time to bestow upon a child.'—CHURCH TIMES, 

SWAYNE.—THE MINISTER OF CHRIST IN THESE LAST 
- DAYS. Five Addresses to Candidates for Ordination. By the Rev. 
ROBERT S, SWAYNE, M.A., Chancellor and Canon Residentiary of Salis- 

bury Cathedral. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 2s. 

TAYLOR.—OUT OF THE WAY. A Village Temperance Story. 
By H. L. TAytor. With numerous Illustrations by A. H. Collins. Crown 
8yo, extra cloth, boards, gilt edges, 35. 6d. 

‘A favourable specimen. ... We were half way through the book before 
we found out that it was a temperance tale at all,’—GUARDIAN. 

‘ The book deserves warm praise ; we wish there were more temperance tales 
like it,,—CHRISTIAN WORKD. 
‘ This ts a very readable and unusually well-writien tale.'—CHURCH BELLS, 

TEMPERANCE HYMNS AND SONGS. With Accom- 
panying Tunes. To which is prefixed a short Opening Service. Demy 8vo. 
paper covers, Is.6d.; cloth boards, 2s.6¢. [New and Enlarged Edition. 

Published under the Direction of the Church of England Temperance 
Society. 

This is the most comprehensive and the cheapest book of its kind yet issued, 

THORNE.— Works by Z. H. Torn, late Organist of Chichester 

Cathedral. 

A SELECTION OF SINGLE AND DOUBLE CHANTS. 
Oblong, cloth limp, 1s. [Twenty-third Edition. 

PSALTER and CANTICLES, Pointed for Chanting to Anglican 
Chants, with Accents and Marks of Expression. 18mo. cloth limp, 1s. 

THOUGHTS FOR THE SICK AND INFIRM ON THE 
DAY OF INTERCESSION. With Commendation by the BisHop 
OF BEDFORD. -Id,3 65. per 100,
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THREE CUPS; or, The Girls of St. Andrews. By the Author of 
‘Marty and the Mite-Boxes.’ Illustrated. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
35. 6d. 

‘Ut appears there ts @ Chinese proverb, ‘When you have three cups to drink, 
drink your three cups,” and this gives the quaint title of “The Three C wee to 
a pleasant little American book.'—GUARDIAN. 

TITCOMB.—PERSONAL RECOLLECTIONS OF BRITISH 
BURMA. By Right Rev. J. H. Titcoms, D.D., First Bishop of Ran- 
goon. Illustrated. Demy 8vo. half cloth, 2s. 6d. 

TOPSEY TURVY. By Attzsys. With numerous Illustrations by 
H. J. A. MILEs. 4to, extra cloth boards. [Lie the press. 

TROYTE.—CHANGE-RINGING. An Introduction to the Early 
Stages of the Art of Church or Handbell Ringing, for the Use 
of Beginners. By CuHarites A. W. TroyTE, of Huntsham Court, 
Devonshire ; Member of the Ancient Society of College Youths, London. 
Crown 8vo. paper covers, up to ‘ Six Bells,’ 15.3 Complete Edition, cloth, 
limp, 25. 6d. 

TROYTE.—THE CHANGE-RINGERS’ GUIDE TO THE 
STEEPLES OF ENGLAND. With an Appendix, containing in- 
formation on many subjects interesting to the Exercise. Compiled by Rev. 
R. ACLAND-TROYTE and J..E. ACLAND-TROYTE, Members of the Ancient 

Society of College Youths, the Oxford University Society, &c. Cr.8vo. 15.6d, 

TUCKER.— Works by the Rev. H. W. Tucrer, M.A., Secretary to 
the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. 

MEMOIR of the LIFE and EPISCOPATE of EDWARD 
FEILD, D.D., Bishop of Newfoundland, 1844-1876. With Prefatory 

Note to the Author by the Right Hon, W. E. GLapsToNE, M.P. 
With Map of Newfoundland. Cr. 8vo. cloth boards, 5s.° [Third Edit. 

‘A record of a devoted life, PALL MALL GAZETTE, ~ 

‘MEMOIR of the LIFE and EPISCOPATE of GEORGE 
AUGUSTUS SELWYN, D.D., Bishop of New Zealand, 1841= 

1869; Bishop of Lichfield, 1867-1878. With Two Portraits, Map, 
Facsimile Letters, and Engraving of the Lady Chapel of Lichfield 
Cathedral. Two vols. 8vo. 800 pp., cloth boards, 245. 

Popular Edition, 2 vols. crown 8vo. cloth boards, 12s. 
‘Of more than ordinary interest. . . . We shall rejoice if our endeavour te 

depict hin shall send many to the pages of his Biography for fuller information.' 
QUARTERLY REVIEW: 

TUCKWELL.—-THE MAGDALEN PSALTER. The Psalms, 
Canticles, and the Athanasian Creed, pointed for Chanting. By 

the Rev, L. S. TucKWELL, M.A., Rector of Standlake, and J. STAINER, 

M.A., Mus.Doc., ie of St, Paul’s Cathedral. 18mo. cloth boards, 

Is. 6d, ; [Fifth Edition.
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TUTTIETT.— Works by the Rev. LAWRENCE Turrierr. 
COUNSELS OF A GODFATHER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth, bevelled 

boards, 25.6¢@. Or tn Five Parts. [Second Edition. 

HOUSEHOLD PRAYERS FOR WORKING MEN. 18mo. 
cloth, 6d. [10th Thousand. 

PLAIN FORMS OF HOUSEHOLD PRAYER for Four Weeks. 
Chiefly for those Engaged in Necessary Business. In large type, fcap. 
8vo. cloth boards, 2s. 6d. [Fifth Edition. 

THE TRUE PENITENT: Reflections on the Penitential 
Psalms. Feap. 8vo, cloth, 1s. 6d. 

TURNING-POINT OF LIFE, and THE DOUBLE WAR. 
FARE: Two Confirmation Stoties. Illustrated. 18mo. cloth boards, 
gilt edges, Is: 

UNDER MOTHER’S WING. By L. C., Author of the Stories in 
‘Children’ Busy.’ With Coloured Illustrations on every page by J. K. 
4to. Illustrated Cover, 45. 

VENABLES.— Works by the Rev. Georce Vewasces, S.C.L. 
Vicar of Great Yarmouth. 

CHURCHMAN’S MANUAL. 32mo. cloth boards, 15. 
[Third Edition. Enlarged, 

FIVE OFFICES FOR PAROCHIAL USE.— Sunday «school 
Teachers, Opening and Closing Schools, Meeting of District Visitors, 
Mission-room Services, Cottages, &c. Feap. 8vo. 6d. 

OFFICES OF HOLY BAPTISM, CONFIRMATION, 
SOLEMNIZATION OF MATRIMONY, AND BURIAL 
OF THE DEAD, with Explanatory Observations. Royal 
16mo. 3d. each. Or the Four in one vol. paper cover, Is.; cloth, 2s. 

OUR CHURCH AND OUR COUNTRY. Crown 8vo. paper 
covers, 6d. [Sixth Edition. 

TEACHING OF JESUS CHRIST UPON MANY SUBJECTS 
OF THE CHRISTIAN VERITY. Fcap. 8vo. paper, 15.; cloth 
limp, 25. 6d. 

THREE EXTRA SERVICES FOR USE IN CHURCH— 
an Office for Communicants, a Service of Song, and an Office for a 
Catechetical Service. 24mo. 4d. 

VERNON.—KALENDAR NOTES: Short Devotional Comments 
for Every Sunday and Holy-day of the Christian Year. By the 
Rey. J. R. VERNON, M.A., Rector of St. Audrie’s, Somerset. Feap. 8vo. 
cloth boards, 35. 

‘Brief readings—terse and thoughtful,|—LITERARY CHURCHMAN. 

VIDAL.— Stories by Mrs. Vioar. 
LUCY HELMORE. Coloured Illustrations. Feap. 8¥0. extra cloth 

boards, 2s. 6a, 

THE TRIALS OF RACHEL CHARLCOTE. With Coloured 
Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth boards, 15,
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VOICES OF NATURE. By the Author of ‘ Parables of the Kingdom,’ 
‘Earth’s Many Voices,’ &c. With Illustrations. Square 16mo. extra cloth 
boards, 15. 6d. 

WAYNE.— OLD PATHS: Sermons on the Apostles’ Creed. By 
the Rey. E. F, Waynz, M.A. Fcap. 8yo. cloth boards, 3s. 

WHITWORTH.— Works by the Rev. Wo Arrenw WuHitworrn, 

M.A., Fellow of St. John’s College, Cambridge. 
A BIBLE-CLASS MANUAL —Offces, Prayers, and Intercessions for 

Members of Bible Classes. Royal 32mo. 4d.; extra cloth, red edges, 6d. 

THE DIVINE SERVICE. Holy Communion according to the Use 

of the Church of England, with Explanatory Notes and Helps to Private 
Devotion. Fcap. 8vo. paper boards, 8d. ; cloth boards, Is. 

[Second Edition. 
The same book, in cloth boards, bound with My PRIVATE PRAYER-BOOK, 

containing spaces for notes of Special Intercession, 1s. 6d. complete. 

‘The office is printed in larger type at the top, and the notes and helps in 
smaller at the bottom of each page. There is careful instruction on preparation 
and thanksgiving. A book we can recommend.'—LITERARY CHURCHMAN. 

IS IT PEACE? Words of Encouragement for Anxious Souls. 16mo. 
6¢.3 extra cloth, Is. 

‘A rousing little book,'—GUARDIAN. 

MY PRIVATE PRAYER-BOOK. Containing spaces for notes of 
Special Intercession. Fcap. 8vo. 3d. 

SEVEN PRAYERS ON THE SEVEN WORDS FROM 
THE CROSS. For Distribution on Good Friday, or for use during 
‘The Three Hours.’ Fifty copies in packet, 15. 9d. 

THE CHURCHMAN’S ALMANAC FOR EIGHT CEN- 

TURIES (1201 to 2000), giving the Name and Date of every 

Sunday. Small folio, 25. 6d. 

THE NECESSITY OF PERSONAL TESTIMONY IN 
SEEKING THE CONVERSION OF THE UNGODLY: 

and A Plea for Open Prayer-Meetings. Two Addresses on Home 

Mission Work. Demy 8vo. 6a. 

WILBERFORCE.— SPEECHES ON MISSIONS. By the Right 

Rev. SAMUEL WILBERFORCE, D.D. Edited by the Rev. Henry Row Ley. 

8vo. cloth boards, 7s. ' [Second Edition. 

‘This book may be considered an instruction-book, not only by its provision of 
so muuch material ready to hand, Lut the lessons it gives as to the real importance 

and stirring interest of many facts and figures which seem uninteresting enough 
as generallyread in missionary periodicals. It teaches the speaker or the preacher 
how to provide himself well with materials, and then how to infuse life and 
warmth into them,’—CHURCH BELLS. 3 :
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WILKINSON.— Works by the Right Rev. G. H. Wrrexiwson, D.D. 

Bishop of Truro. 

ABSOLUTION: A Sermon. 8vo. paper covers, Is. 

BE YE RECONCILED TO GOD. id.; 6s. perioo. [New Edit. 

CONFESSION: A Sermon. 8vo. paper covers, Is. 

FIRST STEPS TO HOLY COMMUNION. The Substance 

of Four Simple Instructions after Confirmation. Fcap. Svo. 6d. 

A Superior Edition in Old Style, bound in white, 15. 

HINDRANCES and HELPS to the DEEPENING of the 

SPIRITUAL LIFE AMONG CLERGY and PEOPLE. 3¢. 

HOLY WEEK AND EASTER. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, Is. 
[Fifth Edition. 

HOW TO KEEP LENT. Notes on Quinquagesima Sunday 
Address. 3¢. [11th Thousand. 

HOW TO DEAL WITH TEMPTATION. A Lenten Address. 
Feap. 8vo. 3:2. 

INSTRUCTIONS IN THE DEVOTIONAL LIFE. Fcap. 8vo. 
price 6¢, A superior edition, Is. [52nd Thousand. 

INSTRUCTIONS IN THE WAY OF SALVATION. Fcap. 

8vo. price 6¢. A superior edition, 15. [26th Thousand. 

LENT LECTURES. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. [15th Thousand. 

MORNING AND EVENING PRAYERS FOR CHILDREN. 

On Card, 1d. 

PENITENTIARY WORK: Its Principles, Method, Difficulties, 

and Encouragements. © Fcap. 8vo. price 6d. 

PRAYERS FOR CHILDREN. 32mo. 2d. 

‘THE CHASTENING of the LORD.’ Four Bible Readings 
given at St. Peter’s, Eaton Square. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, Is. 

: {9th Thousand. 

‘THE COMMUNION OF SAINTS.’ A Help to the Higher 
Life of Communicants. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, Is. 

[22nd Thousand. 

THE POWER OF SUFFERING: A Thought for Holy Week. 

6d. per Packet of Twelve. 

THE POWER OF WEAKNESS: A Thought for Good Friday. 

Fcap. 8vo. 3d. 

THOUGHTS for the DAY of INTERCESSION. 
Id.; 65. per 100. [15th Thousand. 

THOUGHTS ON CALVARY. ‘The Substance of Two Good 
Friday Addresses. Fcap. 8vo. 3d. 

TWO ADDRESSES TO COMMUNICANTS. Fcap. 8vo. 6d.
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WILKINSON.— £aited by the Rt. Rev. G. H. Wiixiwson, D.D. 

BREAK UP YOUR FALLOW GROUND. A Help to Self- 
Examination. Price 3d. 

SELF-EXAMINATION QUESTIONS. Founded on the Ten 
Commandments and the Church Catechism. Price 2d, 

SIMPLE PRAYERS FOR DAILY USE FOR YOUNG 
PERSONS. Price 2d. 

WILLIAMSON. —THE OUTSTRETCHED HANDS: ‘Good 
Friday Addresses, By the Rev. ARTHUR WILLIAMSON, M.A., 
Vicar of St. James’s, Norlands. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 1s. 

WILSON.—SACRA PRIVATA: Private Prayers and Meditations. 
By the late BisHop WILSON. 24mo. paper covers, 6d. 

WOOD.— NUMBER ELEVEN, and Other Stories. By FRANCES 

H. Woop. Illustrated. 18mo. cloth boards, 15, 6d. 

WOODHOUSE.— Works by the Rev. F: C. Woonnouse, ALA., 

Rector of St. Mary's, Hulute. 

A MANUAL FOR ADVENT: a few Thoughts for Every Day, 

and for Christmas and the New Year. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 
35. 6d. [Second Edition. 

A MANUAL FOR LENT: Meditations for Every Day, and for 
the Sundays and Eastertide. Crown 8vo. cloth boards, 3s. 6d. 

; [Third Edition. 
Besides several notices from the Church papers, the CHRISTIAN WORLD 

says: ‘ This is a remarkably good book; thoughiful, striking, earnest, and 
deeply interesting. It is far superior to the books of its own class which usually 
come under our notice. Lt is not scrappy and incoherent, but really full of power 
and suggestiveness. The style is always clear and cultured. We believe it to be 
a book which preachers and intelligent laymen will prize greatly, and read with 
profit and pleasure. Ali we can add ts—happy the people who have the pri- 
vilege of listening to such a helpful and thoroughly interesting ministry.’ 

WYNNE.—SPIRITUAL LIFE IN ITS EARLIER STAGES. 
Five Lectures for Lent. By Rev. G. R. Wynne, A.M., Vicar of 
Holywood. Fcap. 8vo. cloth boards, 15, 6d. 

THE YOUNG STANDARD-BEARER. An Illustrated Tem- 
perance Magazine for Children. Price One Halfpenny Monthly. 
Volumes, cloth boards, 1s, 6¢. each. 1881-1884. Cloth cases for 
binding a year’s numbers, 62. — 
Published under the Direction of the Church of England Temperance Society.
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