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CHAPTER I. 

La 
re ou my readers allow me to conduct 

them to the pretty village of ; 

near to the great seaport town of 

AS ce By boor ee particular spot we 

% intend to visit is The Elms, the old 

mansion-house of successive generations of the 

squires of P. , which is now let to Mr. Red- 

ford, a wealthy merchant in the city. 

We wonder, as we stand at the gate and look 

up the beautiful avenue, with its old and stately 

trees, that the present squire was not content to 

live here like his forefathers, but preferred to 

build a great hall, with no trees of any height 

near it, making it look as if it did not belong to 
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that part of the country, and had no business 

there. No doubt it would be a grand-looking 

house when the young trees grew to their full 

size; but it would take years and years before 

they reached a state of perfection, and the house 

would never be so beautiful as The Elms. 

Walking in at the gate, passing the lodge 

smothered with clematis and roses, and up the 

avenue, we come to the lawn, so green and smooth, 

that it is like velvet under your feet. Here we 

find a group of eight children busy at play, and, 

seated under the spreading branches of a noble 

walnut-tree, are two ladies. The time is early 

summer, and the soft west wind is scarcely felt, 

but fills the air with sweet scents, which mingle 

with the warbling of birds and the busy hum of 

insects, while butterflies flit around like frag- 
ments of the sunshine 

The two smallest boys are Bernard and Charles 
Redford, who, along with Herbert and Arthur 
Mortimer, the squire’s sons, are enjoying a game 
at cricket. The other four children are girls 
—Lily, Helen, and Marjory Redford, and the 
fourth is Emily Mortimer, who with her two 
brothers spend much of their spare time in the
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society of such congenial companions. It is _ 

Mrs. Redford and Miss Jones, the governess 

from the Hall, who are seated under the tree; 

and when the game is done, and the girls are 

released from ie laborious task of “fielding,” 

all the children fling themselves down to rest 

from their exercise at the ladies’ feet; and seated 

thus, we will join the group also, and listen to 

their conversation. 

“Oh! I do wish-we had a tree like this at the 

Hall,” said Herbert, rubbing his hot face with 

his handkerchief; “it’s so cooling. I’m sure I 

wonder papa ever left this place; I like it twenty 

times better than our house.” 

“But if your papa had not built the Hall, you 

would not have known us,” said little Helen. 

“We must then have lived in that horrid crescent 
in Liverpool; and we all hated it so much.” 

“Oh! don’t you remember how happy we 
were when papa came home and told us he had 

taken this house?” said Lily. 

“Yes, indeed,” said Mrs. Redford laughing; 

“we won't forget that day ina hurry. I thought 

my head would never recover from the screams 
of delight when papa mentioned the rabbits and
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poultry that could be kept, and especially the 

pony.” 

“Tt was such fun to see the girls,” said Charley. 

“They packed up their toys every day in a little 

box mama gave them, and unpacked it again 
every night; and such washings they had at their 

dolls’ clothes—they nearly drove nurse crazy.” 

“Tm sure, Charley,” said Lily, “you and Ber- 

nard were just as bad, for you had your fish-hooks 

constantly out repairing them; and if we did 

- torment nurse, you boys nearly made her mad 

by losing your hooks, and making her fancy 

they would stick into us.” 

“Tm so glad papa did build the Hall, though 
I don’t like it so well as this place,” said Emily. 

“Tt is so nice to have you here. We never heard 
of the games we play at now; and the nice 

picnics we have! Mama used to be so afraid 
to let us have one, for fear of cold; but she isn’t 

now. Oh! and that reminds me I have a message 

to deliver. Mama would like us to have a 
holiday on Friday; it is Arthur’s birthday. 

Would you, please, Mrs. Redford, allow all the 

children to join us and have a gypsying to the 
ruin? Mama wishes very much you would.”
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“Tt is very kind of your mama,” said Mrs. 

Redford, stooping to kiss the pretty, eager face; 

“if the boys are very industrious, and all are good, 

we may say yes.” 
“Oh! but do say yes now, dear Mrs. Red- 

ford,” said Emily; “and, please, mama would 

like if you and Mr. Redford would come also, 

as both she and papa mean to be there. Oh! 

do say yes.” 

“ Papa go a-gypsying!” said Bernard laughing. 

“Papa never takes a holiday now. I almost 

wish he hadn’t so much money, for then he 
might go with us an excursion, as he used to do 

sometimes with George and Dick; but that was 
before he made so much money.” 

_ At this moment a post-chaise was seen coming 

up the avenue at great speed, and drew up at 

the front door, when a gentleman got out, and 

hurried into the house. 

_ “It’s papa!” was the general exclamation from 
the Redfords. 

“He is home long before his time, without 
waiting for the dog-cart,” said Charley. 

Lily, who had been much nearer the house at 

the time, now came running back, almost out
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of breath, to say, “Can papa be ill, mama? I 

thought he looked pale, and he almost stumbled 

when he went up the steps.” 

Mrs. Redford rose at once, and hastened to- 

wards the house, while Miss Jones bade her pupils 

prepare to go home. 

“Remember to be very good, all of meek said 

little Emily; “we mean to have such a delightful 

time of it at the ruin; and, only think, mama 

says we may kindle a fire, and make tea all by 

ourselves, if we are very careful. Won't it be 
fun?” 

“ And, I say, Bernard, be sure and bring your 

rods,” said Herbert; “we shall try to catch some 

fish for you girls to cook for tea.” 

“Do not stay longer now, my dears,” said Miss 

Jones; “you will have plenty of time to make 
arrangements before Friday.” 

“But Mrs. Redford did not say yes, exactly,” 
said Emily; “and I ought to know that I may 
tell mama.” 

“Stay, PU run in Aa ask her,” said Charley; 

and away he ran, but returned in a very few 
minutes with a grave face to say, his mama was 
in the library with his papa. “Papa must indeed ~
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be ill,” he said, his lips quivering, “or else there’s 
something dreadful the matter, for mama looked 

so queer when she opened the door, and she 

pushed me away almost crossly, and bade me say 

none of us are to go near the room till she comes.” 

A shade of gloom seemed to fall upon the 

party; still, as they separated, they endeavoured 

to keep up each others’ spirits, by fixing the time 

for their next meeting, and talking as if they 

counted on all their projects being carried out. 

The Hall children now bade their friends 

good-bye, and the Redfords crept quietly into 

the house, and waited patiently for their mother’s 

reappearance. ‘The dinner hour arrived; but 

instead of bringing her, Miss Taylor, their gov- 

erness, took her place, saying, “their papa was 

not very well, and had gone to bed, and mama 

was sitting beside him till he slept.” 
Miss Taylor was not a particular favourite 

with any of the children, being rather severe and — 
exacting; but seeing how distressed they were 

about their papa, and how they scarcely took 
any dinner, she exerted herself to drive away the 

gloomy looks, talking lightly of papa’s illness, 
and of the probability of his being present at the
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picnic. She also planned how the lessons could 

be managed easily, so that, by the time for tea, 

they seemed as if nothing had oceurred to inter- 

rupt their happiness. 

Mr. Redford had received news of the failure 
of a great bank in the city, along with other 
speculations he was then engaged in, so that he 

found himself utterly ruined, which, for the time, 

prostrated him completely. Before the day fixed 
for the picnic, the children were informed of this, 
and also, that very soon they would have to leave 

the pleasant Elms, to settle down again in town, 
perhaps in a smaller and more crowded district 
than even the despised crescent. 

There is a saying that troubles never come 
single, and it proved true in the experience of the 
Redfords. They had searcely recovered from 
the first shock, when one morning a telegram 
was brought for Mrs. Redford. The children, 
at the time, were playing about the lawn, not 
quite so merrily as of old, perhaps, but it was not 
to be expected they could retain the dulness for 
any lengthened period in their young hearts. 
Indeed, if the truth were told, they felt rather 
happy than otherwise, for their two elder brothers,
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George and Dick, were to return from school im- 

mediately, without waiting for the holidays; and 

Maud, kind, loving Maud, their eldest sister, was 

coming home also from her school in London. 

With such a prospect before them, it was impos- 

sible to feel otherwise than happy. The sight of 

the boy from the telegraph office was nothing 
unusual at The Elms, for Mr. Redford was con- 

stantly receiving such despatches; but when 
Bernard heard it was for his mama, he called 

to Charley, and ran forward to see if he had 

heard correctly. Yes; there was not the slight- 

est doubt about it, and he hastened up the stair 

after the servant to his mama’s parlour. 

“A telegram for me?” said Mrs. Redford, 

“that is strange! It must bea mistake; it is for 
papa, no doubt.” 

“No, mama, it is for you,” said Bernard, 

- handing her the despatch; “see, there’s the word 
‘Mrs,’ written quite plainly.” 

Mrs. Redford opened the telegram, still doubt- 
ful of it being for her; but the next moment she 
turned so pale that Bernard, thinking she was 
going to faint, began to scream for help. 

“Hush, my boy!” said Mrs. Redford. “It is
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indeed for me—it is to tell me my dear father, 
your grandpapa, is dying, and he wishes to see 

me. Wynered is papa, do you know? I must set 

out at once.” 

“But, mama,” said Lily, who had been sewing 

beside her mother, “are we to be left all by our- 

selves? And what is Maud to do? She is com- 

ing to-morrow, you know.” 

“Yes, yes!_I know, dear. J am glad to think 

Maud is coming so soon. You must be good 

children, and help to amuse the little ones. I 

may be detained for some days.” 

Lily-and Bernard would have liked to have 

asked a few more questions about their grand- 

papa, but Mrs. Redford hurried away to give 
directions about the packing. All that the 
children knew about this grandpapa was, that 

his name was Eyton; that he lived in a very 
large house almost as grand as the Hall itself; 
and that he was the richest gentleman in all that 
county. The children had often talked together 

of this relative, wondering why neither their 
papa nor mama ever went to see him, and scarcely 
ever mentioned his name. Maud, too, who had 

once been on a visit to The Grove when a little
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girl, had very little to say, except that she dis- 
liked to speak of that time, not on account of her 

grandpapa, whom she seldom ever saw, he being 

confined to his roorn, but her Uncle Henry and 

his children were so disagreeable that she said 

no amount of money would every induce her to 

gonear them again. The children could not help 

feeling that some mystery existed, but were 

forced to let the matter rest, whatever it might 

be. 

That same evening, after receiving the tele- 

gram, Mrs. and Mr. Redford left by the night 

train, and the next forenoon Maud arrived from 

school, all the children being at: the door to 
welcome home the “old mother,” as the boys 
called her. She was a tall, delicate-looking girl, 
about seventeen, with fair hair, and blue eyes, 

and a peculiarly soft, gentle voice, that well 
expressed her amiable disposition. When she 
had read the hastily-written note her papa had 
left for her, and brushed away the tears that 
filled her eyes at the disappointment at not 
seeing her mama, she turned to the children, 
who had been clinging round her, and said, 
“Well, chickens, what are you all drooping your



16 THE REDFORDS: 

heads for; is it kind to receive your old mother 

so?” 

“Oh, Maud, we are so glad to have you back!” 

said Lily; “we have been so dull since mama 

left. I do hope she won't stay long.” 

“So do I, dear,” said Maud; “but we must 

not grudge mama going to see our grandpapa. 

Mama must feel so thankful that he sent for 

her, even at the last.” 

“But why did he never invite her to come 

before?” said Bernard. 
“After tea I may tell you,” replied Maud; “I 

know mama won’t mind me telling you bigger 

ones.” And accordingly, when Helen and Madge 

were safely under nurse’s care, Bernard reminded 

her of her promise. 

“Well, dears,” said Maud, as they drew round 

her, “you know papa was not always rich; 

indeed, at one time he was almost poor, but by 

his own patience and energy he became a rich 

man at last.. Of course, he has become poor 

once more, but that is his misfortune, not his 

fault; he could not help it, poor dear papa.’ 

Well, grandpapa Eyton liked him very much, 

but because he was poor, he would not give his 
(346)
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consent to mama marrying papa, and so they got 

married without his knowledge, which mama 

said was very wrong of her to do; but she loved 

papa so dearly, and she thought that, being his 

only daughter, grandpapa would forgive her; 

but he never did. Even after papa became a 

rich man he refused to see her, and he would 

not allow grandmama to see her either, though 

she wrote to mama constantly.” 

“Oh, how cruel of him!” said Lily; “he must 

have been a very unkind man to treat mama so 

harshly.” 

“But you went to see him, Maud,” said Bernard. 

“Did he invite you?” 

“No, it was grandmama; she hoped the sight 
of me might make him relent; but, though he 
was very kind, any time I was taken into his 
room, he never mentioned mama’s name. Poor 

grandmama! you know she died suddenly abroad, 

and so mama, never saw her.” 

“Tl tell you what,” said Bernard, “perhaps 
grandpapa means to forgive mama now; and 

when he hears of papa’s losses, he will give him 
a lot of money, and we won't need to leave this 
house, or sell the pony, or the rabbits, or any- 

(346) B
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thing. How glad Herbert and Arthur would be 
if we were to stay!” 

“Yes, indeed, it would be nice,” said Maud 

with a sigh. “Well, you boys must just try to 

work hard at your lessons, so that when you are 

a little older you can help papa. He will need 

us all to help him now.” 

We must now leave The Elms, and follow 

Mrs. Redford to her father’s house. When she 

reached The Grove she found that Mr. Eyton 

was just about dying; but he knew her quite 

well, and held out his hand towards her. He 

was so weak that he could hardly speak, but he 

tried to explain to his daughter something about 

his will. Though his voice had almost failed 
him, Mrs. Redford understood him to say he 
had made a new will, in which her name was 

included; and when she asked him if this was 

what he meant, he seemed quite relieved. “You 
will find it in—” he was just saying, when he 

was seized with a violent fit of coughing, and the 

nurse stepped forward to administer a strong 

opiate, and he then fell asleep with his daughter’s 
hand clasped firmly in his. Once more he opened 

his eyes, and raising himself up in the bed, looked
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long and steadfastly in her face; then he sunk 

back and gradually breathed his last. 

‘The funeral had taken place, and after that, 

Mrs. Redford’s brother produced his father’s 

will; but Mr. Hoskin, the attorney, on examining 

it, stated that a new will had been drawn up a 

few months before, properly signed and witnessed, 

in which old Mr. Eyton had left his daughter the 

half of his possessions. All the drawers in the 

various cabinets and bureaus were ransacked, but 

the new will was nowhere to be found, so that 

the old will, leaving everything to his son, which 

had been made shortly after his daughter was 

married, had to stand for the true will and testa- 

ment. 

The present Mr. Eyton was a thorough man 

of the world, and fearing that some claim might 

be made upon him by his sister, he treated her 
with careful but cold politeness, as if she had 
become estranged from the family. Old Mr. 
Hoskin, who had known Mrs. Redford and her 

brother since they were children, proposed that, 
as the last will of his old friend could not be 
found, Mr. Eyton should at least give a portion 
to his sister, considering the recent losses her ~
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husband had sustained. The only answer he 

could draw from Mr. Eyton, however, was that 

he would consider the matter, and write the 

result to Mr. Redford. : 

The father and the mother had been gone from 

The Elms for ten days, when Maud received a 

letter from her mama, stating that they would 

be at home the next evening, and requesting that 

George and Dick’s rooms might be in readiness 

for them, as they would be met on the way, and 

all would return together. 

_ It was not to be expected that the children 
could feel any sorrow for the loss of their grand- 

papa. They had never seen him, scarcely ever 

heard his name; and had. it not been for*their 

mother’s sad face they would have given vent to 
a loud demonstration of delight at the return, not 

only of their much-loved parents, but of their 
two lively and good-humoured. brothers. 

Mr. Eyton did not keep them long in suspense 

as to his intentions. He must have written by 

. the very next post after their departure, for it 

reached The Elms the evening after, just as they 

had all gathered round the cheerful fire that had 

been lighted, as the weather was damp and. chilly.
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Mr. Eyton stated briefly that, after due reflection, 

he did not consider himself bound to do anything 

for his sister; and it was plain, by her name not 

being in the will, that his father had intended to 

mark his displeasure at her disobedience. Ac- 

cordingly he thought it was-a sacred duty to the 

dead that his last wishes should be carried out. 
But considering the large family they had, and 

not wishing to be hard or ungenerous, he would 
agree to pay their passage out to some colony, 

where the children could be turned to good ac- 
count; and also, if this proposal were accepted, 

he would not object to advance a further sum to 
assist their engaging in some business suitable to 
the colonies. Henceforth, however, it was to be 

understood that no after claim was to be made 
upon him. 

“Oh, how cruel!” said Mrs. Redford, “to think 

of him treating his only sister so. Banish me 
- and my children to some savage country! I 

could not have believed my brother Harry would 
have been so hard-hearted.” 

Mr. Redford was silent for a little. All he 
said was, after a pause, “My dear, you have not 
learned till now how the world can harden the
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heart, unless it has been taught sympathy by 

suffering of its own.” Having thought for a 

little, he added, “Pride might lead us to reject 

such an offer—but duty urges rather to submit. 

Let us think of the children, my dear.” 

“Oh, mama! don’t look at it in that light,” 

said George. “So far as we are concerned, it 

would be first-rate, perfectly jolly; the very thing 

I should have liked myself.” 

“Thank you, Uncle Henry. Let’s go to the 

backwoods of North America,” said Dick. “We 

can shoot all sorts of game there, and a savage 

or two occasionally by way of a change, when 

we have followed on his trail and caught him.” 

“My dear foolish boy,” said Mrs. Redford 
shuddering, “do not speak in that light way.” 

“ But there’s Australia,” said George, who was 

shrewd for his years. “Many people are going 

there. We could have a sheep run; and it pays : 
splendidly in the end.” : 

“Yes, but after how much toil and risk?” said 

Mrs. Redford, beginning to think of the pro- 

ject. 

Their father had seemingly been considering 

the whole matter, and he now gave his opinion.
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“New Zealand is a much better field for enter- 

prise,” he said, “in the case of those who have 

little money, and must begin as we should. I do 

not hesitate to decide on this, if you and the 

children resolve to encounter the voyage and the 

hardships that may follow. Indeed, I am ready 

to go alone, and have no fear but that soon I 

should be able to place you in comfort there. I 
could obtain the necessary aid from other sources. 

Tam thankful to say there are friends still left 

tome. Mr. Eyton would for the present, doubt- 

less, agree to supply the wants of his sister and 

little ones, when J, the great cause of offence, am 

removed.” Mr. Redford’s voice had towards 

the close almost given way, but he ended with 

firmness. 

“No, no, my dear Richard,” said Mrs. Red- 

ford, with strong emotion; “we go one and all, 

or never! This shall never be!” 

There was a chorus of exclamations from the 

children, from the eldest to the youngest, of “Yes! 
yes! None of us will stay behind! We will sail 
anywhere—will do all sorts of work—rather 

than be separated from dear papa!” 
Mr. Redford was almost unable to restrain
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his feelings, and he suddenly rose and withdrew 
to his own room, leaving the children to talk 
with their mother as they chose. The boys were 

so happy at the thought of the probable adven- 
tures by land and sea, that Mrs. Redford could 
not long resist joining in their plans. Even the 
girls were enthusiastic about the new life, Lily 
declaring it would be just like having a picnic 
on a large scale; and when Maud spoke of the 

fun it would be building their own house, and 
doing all sorts of work, both indoors and out, 

the boys fairly screamed with excitement. “Not 
that you, ‘old mother,’ will be allowed to work,” 

said George. “No; mama and Maud must still 
be fine ladies. We boys must work for them, 
and they must just give orders.” 

“Indeed, you are very kind, Master George,” 

said Maud laughing. “I mean to be the head 
of the home department, and look after the cow 
we shall have, and all the work indoors. Of 

course I shall expect you small boys to fetch 
wood and draw water, and catch game—if there 
as game to be caught in New Zealand, which I 
am doubtful of, but at anyrate there are wild 
pigs.”
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“Oh, such fun!” said Bernard; “but it’s the 

voyage will be the jolliest part.” : 

“Yes, once you get over the sea-sickness,” said 

Dick, which made them all laugh, for it was well- 

known that every time poor Bernard had been 

- on the water he had been very sick. It was 

therefore decided unanimously that their uncle’s 

offer should be accepted, and, as George and Dick 

said, the sooner they sailed the better. 

 



  

CHAPTER II. 

HE next day, the letter accepting Mr. Eyton’s 

offer was despatched; and now that it was 
really settled, Mrs. Redford began to take a 

more cheerful view of the matter than she had 

done the night before. It was impossible to 

resist being amused at the remarks made by the 

children at the breakfast table, and the sight 

of her husband’s face, now almost free from its 

expression of care, went further than anything 

to reconcile her to the great undertaking. 

“Herbert and Arthur must know at once,’ 

said Charley; “I was forgetting them altogether. 

Oh, how I wish they could go with us!” 
“We'll run over and tell them after lessons 

are done,” said Bernard; “we have a half-holiday 

to-day, you know.” 

“Ah! I fear there will be too many half- 

holidays now,” said Mrs. Redford with a sigh. 
But great was the delight of the children, Bernard
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and Charles especially, when they were told that 

after that week Miss Taylor was going to leave 

The Elms, and afterwards they were only to 

have a short morning lesson from their sister 

Maud. 

“Tf that isn’t almost as good news as the 

going to New Zealand,” said Bernard. “ What 

fun it will be to have Maud for our governess! 

Will the ‘old mother’ give us long columns of 

spelling to learn if we let our books fall by 

accident? or a page of history to write if we are 

but five minutes late?” 

“No!” said Maud, “she will not have time 

to spare for that; but she will have more 

severe punishments for any who are naughty. 

Miss Taylor has been far too lenient with you 

boys.” 

“Tl tell you what to do, Maud,” said Mr. 

Redford, trying to look very stern; “if any 
are disobedient, just turn them out at once, and 

have nothing more to do with them.” 
“No! no!” cried Helen, “we will never be 

naughty so long as the ‘old mother’ teaches us. 

It will just be like having a game at keeping 

school, Besides, Maud knows twice as much as
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Miss Taylor; at anyrate, she never grudges the 

trouble to make a difficult passage plain.” 

But Maud had only been installed as governess 

two or three days, when large hand-bills, with 

the names of several ships, and their time of 

sailing, arrived at The Elms. Mr. Redford 

had at first made up his mind to go to Auckland, 

in the earliest settled part of New Zealand; but, 

on inquiry, he found that good land was to be 

had more conveniently in the colony of Otago, 

the most recently colonized portion of the country. 

The first ship sailing from Liverpool was bound 

for this new colony; Mr. Redford, therefore, 

determined to take passages on board of The 

Jura, which was fixed to sail in two months. 

What a long time it looked to the children, but 

how short to Mrs. Redford! All thought of 

regular lessons with Maud were at once aban- 

doned, as the assistance of every one was required 

to pack the great cases their father sent from 

Liverpool; even Helen and little Madge were able 

to add their tiny amount of help by carrying the 

small things from one room to the other, and as 

for the boys, they were head over ears in busi- 

ness. They rose with the lark every morning,
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and set off to the village to take lessons from 
the carpenter and smith, and other tradesmen, 

who were all very willing to be of service to the 
kind-hearted family at The Elms, who had been 
so generous to the poor and sick folks in their 

days of prosperity; while Maud and Lily were 
equally busy receiving instruction from the house- 
keeper in the art of cooking and other house- 

wifely occupations. 

And now all was nearly in readiness for the 
long voyage.. There were the great deal boxes 

painted with the ship’s name and the family’s, 

which were to be put into the hold; there, too, 

from parlour to kitchen, and elsewhere, were 

gathered things to be put in bags for use at sea. 

The small box containing the children’s toys, 
roped and labelled, was placed beside a large 
market basket that little Helen and Madge had 

selected to put their pet kitten in, which no one 
had the heart to tell them must be left behind. 

Their favourite doll also was sitting by the 
basket, with hat and cloak on ready for the 

journey, a small hand-bag containing her luggage 

by her side; quite eager to be off, seemingly, and 
ready to play with her little companions all the
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world round. It is not our intention to speak 

of the parting with the Mortimers and other 

kind friends; suffice it to say, that much though 

the children longed to be off, yet, when the last 

day came, and they realized that the dear old 

Elms, where they had indeed been go happy, 

was to be looked upon for the last time, a bitter 

sense of the change was brought home to their 

inmost minds, even as to those of their parents. 

Still they could not, of course, enter into the 

pain which older people feel at leaving their 

own country, or almost conceive the swell of 

emotion which gathers at every stage, till the 

emigrant is fairly at sea. 

The Jura was a large, fine vessel, of about a 

thousand tons, taking out about four hundred 

steerage passengers, who, with those in the cabin 

and in the intermediate section, when added to 

the crew, made in all more than five hundred souls 

on board. Amidst the confusion and excitement, 

which may be imagined at the departure of such 

a ship, the Redfords saw the last of their friends, 

and were almost too bewildered to know.of how 

they left the river and spread sail down channel, 

and at last lost sight of old England. A mist of
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discomfort and sea-sickness hung over this period 
for them, and almost every one else, till they 

were far from sight of land. 
Mr, Redford had taken their passage in the 

intermediate section, much to the vexation of 

the boys, who had wished a steerage passage in 
order that enough might be saved to let their 
parents and the girls go into the cabin, But 
they now felt glad that their father would not 
agree to it, as they caught glimpses of the dis- 
comfort, confusion, and disagreeable crowding of. 

the steerage passengers’ compartment on the 

“tween decks.” Their own quarters were in a 
small deck-house in the middle of the ship, a 
temporary erection, divided into three paris, of 

which they had the largest one. It was certainly 
very much cramped for a whole family, but 

they had it to themselves, and were together. 
Their portion was not larger than the inside of 
a small caravan. Here they slept, took their 

meals, and, except in good weather, had to spend 

most of the day within it. At night a division 
was made by means of a matting designed for 

the purpose, leaving to Mr. Redford and the 
boys a space not nearly so large as a compartment
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of a railway carriage—in which, indeed, they 

could not have slept at all had it not been for 

the system of shelves, one over the other. The 

other divisions of this deck-house were still 

smaller, and were occupied by two families, the 

children of which were principally young, so as 

to require less room. One of these families 

especially, the Hoopers, was neighbourly and 

obliging; and, on the whole, they all got on well 

together. 

Living in this large ship, with so many people 

on board, and all its various occupations going 

on, whether sailors’ work or mere passengers’ 

pastime, was like living in a village, with the 

addition that it was always moving on its way. 

Now the sails swelled gently in the trade-wind, 

and now flapped or strained in the more fitful 

weather ‘that followed; and all the while the 

tediousness was broken by the little incidents 

that came out of so many people living so close 

together, heightened often by the curiosity every- 

body could not help feeling about everybody 

else, with the distinct effect it gave to people’s 

characters. It was singular, too, what an interest 

the sailors took in the children, especially those
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in the deck-house, who were most in their sight. 

But this was still more the case when Helen and 
Madge Redford brought out Dolly in full state, 
recovering from her supposed fit of sea-sickness, 
and now able to benefit from the fine weather. 
The rough men never seemed to be able to 

understand this enjoyment of the little ones; yet 
they would often turn to take a peep at it, or 
put their weather-beaten heads together in the 

distance, as if considering the matter. 

Madge, in particular, had been brought before 
the sailors’ attention by a trifling incident, which 
caused her some distress. Unknown to the 
whole family, and, indeed, in direct disobedience 
to her mama, she had secretly brought her own 
pet kitten to Liverpool, and then hidden it 

cleverly in a large basket of things for immediate 
use on the voyage. The kitten, however, had in 
some way escaped whenever the basket was 
opened, and ran off in terror amidst the con- 

fusion, no one knew where. She had conse- 

quently been in some disgrace with her mama, 

as the kitten, when found, would, it was under- 

stood, cost no trifling sum for its passage. 
Madge’s distress was much relieved by the sym- 

(846) c
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pathy shown by some of the seamen, who took 

opportunities to assure her that pussy would 

turn up ere long, and that they would do their 

best to find her before she got wild. 

But an occurrence soon took place which drove 

everything else out of mind. It was at the 

beginning of a fine quiet night in the tropics, 

when the first watch was set, and everybody else 

on board had settled to rest. It was very hot, 

and the hatches of the main-hold were partly 

open, when, in the silence, one of the steerage 

passengers thought he heard stifled groans from 

the dark space below. This was succeeded by a 

faint cry, and on the alarm being givén, a boy 

was found, who had managed in some way to 

conceal himself, before the ship sailed, among the 

cargo and stores, where he had also contrived to 

find food all this while. At the same time he 

had supplied himself with water by recklessly 

boring into the casks with a gimlet. The sur- 

prise and indignation were great; every one was 

roused in a moment, while the boy was brought 

sullenly a prisoner before the captain. He was 

a very disagreeable-looking boy, with a large 

head and stunted body, dirty, and, as the saying
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is, hang-dog looking. Indeed, he evidently 

belonged to the lowest and poorest rank, if not 

to a still worse class. But still his face had a 

wistful expression, and there was keen intelligence 
in the sidelong glance of his eye, which was in 
itself rather a pleasant blue. 

“So, you're a stowaway, sirrah?” said Captain 
Dewsberry, while the boy only hung his head 
the more. “What did you do it for? What's 
your drift?” 

“’Cos I wants to hemigrate, your worship,” 

was the husky reply. “I wants out to New 

Zealand.” 

“Do you know,” said the captain frowning, 

“T could send you back to prison by the first 
homeward-bound ship we speak? I shouldn’t 

wonder if it wasn’t the first time either! Why 

didn’t you try it honestly,and work your passage?” 

“T know’d ye wouldn’t take me, sir,” said the 

boy; “but I can work now—TI ain’t afraid, I 

ain't; not after sweeping the chimbleys that I 
has, not to say runnin’ along tiles promiscus like.” 

“You've bored into three water-casks, I hear,’ 

said the captain more severely, but inclining to 

soften a little. “Less might have served, surely,
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you young vagabond; we may be short of water 

yet.” 

“?Oos it was in the dark, sir,” was the faltered 

reply, “an’ I got hard put to it after my bottle 

was dry.” 

“What's your name?” inquired Captain Dews- 

berry. “What’s your age? Have you got any 

friends?” : 

“Tim Napper, I’m called, sir,” said the boy 

readily.. “I don’t know how old Iam, and I 

ha’n’t got no friends—leastways, he didn’t look 
like it when he kep’ me out to sell matches, and 

I'd got to steal to make it up, else I was whipped 

at night.” 

“Try him aloft to-morrow, Mr. Dale,” said the 
captain to the second mate; “and hark’ee, bo’sun, 

see him scrubbed the first thing when the decks 

are washed.” 

All the assemblage broke up; the quiet of the 
night was resumed; and next day Tim Napper 

appeared, making his trial of ship duty. He 

turned out a sharp and active boy aloft, though 

steadily holding to his strange notion to become 

an emigrant. Still the prejudice of his first 

discovery clung to him, both amongst crew and
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passengers. Poor Tim seemed to be excluded 
from among both, and never to have any proper 
place either to sleep in or eat. In his case all 
the hardness of sea-manners appeared to come 
out, while the selfishness of ordinary people 
amidst the annoyance of a voyage fell also upon 

him. He was thought ugly, cunning, and not to 
be trusted; at one time he would be seen taking 

refuge alone in the boats near the pigs; at another 
his resort seemed to be up aloft in the round-tops. 
But the wayward heart of little Madge Redford 
first drew to him in pity; then Helen shared the 
feeling; and their eldest sister Maud no sooner 
knew of his hard lot than she fully entered into 

their concern for him. Maud had been anxious 
that the children should not fall behind in their 
lessons, thinking, too, that perhaps there would be 

little time for school when they landed; so she re- 
solved to keep up their studies as much as possible 

during the voyage. For this purpose, when the 
weather permitted, she assembled not only her 

own sisters and younger brothers, but the other 
children of the deck-house, to a game of keeping 

school, and so attractive did she make this lesson-- 

hour, that all the children wearied for it to come
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round again. The captain greatly approved of 
this plan, and would often come to inquire who 

was the best scholar, and would produce some 

raisins or a fancy biscuit from his pocket to 

bestow as a reward; which was indeed a great 

treat at sea. 
At these times, if the boy Tim Napper hap- 

pened to pass, he would loiter near, seeming to 

take an odd interest in the proceedings, as if he 

had never seen such a thing before in his life. 

He was now trim and clean, looking a great deal 

better in the cast-off sailor’s suit that had been 

made down to him by the sailmaker. He was 

clever, too, at sailor’s work, and was considered 

the quickest boy on board; so that the captain 

and chief mate at least looked favourably upon 
him, and it might have been thought he was 
settling to a sea-life. His attention to Maud’s 
little school became at length so marked, that, 

with the captain’s approval, she invited him to 

- become one of her pupils; which he eagerly did, 

and would at any time have lost his dinner in 

order to secure his lesson. Poor Tim, indeed, 

scarcely knew more than the alphabet, which he 

said he had picked up when helping a bill-poster
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in Liverpool; but he soon became one of Maud’s 
aptest scholars. After a time she one day asked 

him if he meant to continue being a sailor. 

“No, marm,” said Tim very respectfully, “I 

does not. I likes it well enough, but I’m not 

one o’ themselves, d’ye see—nor never will be. 

They can’t take to me, like; p’raps its owin’ to 

the chimbleys, and matches, and sich like I’ve 

had to do with; but anyhow, I doesn’t take to 

them.” 

“How is that, Tim?” said Maud. “You seem 

quite cut out for it, I think!” 

“Why, marm, I wants to be a hemigrant, I 

do,” said Tim quietly. 

“That's a strange fancy ab your age,” Maud 

said. “What do you know about the new country 

we're going to?” 

“Well, I’m told, marm, a cove needn’t neither 

beg nor steal there, nor even sleep under dry 

arches and in holes. Then he can look to have 

a hoss of his own in no time, and he can build a 

house for hisself, and have sheep and pigs, and 

no end of things of his own making.” 

' If Maud could have said anything against this 

idea, she did not wish to do so.
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“Oh, it’s prime being a hemigrant!” said Tim, 

on more than one occasion. “I wouldn’t change 

for anything else.” 

It was strange that this fancy of Tim’s should 

have been like a light in his dark path—the only 

guide leading him to something better. It was 

for this he was so anxious to learn reading, and 

it seemed to increase his sense of the kindness 

shown him by the young Redfords.. His grati- 

tude was first marked by a service he rendered 

to little Madge. She had almost given up hopes 

_of seeing her kitten again; but one morning, 

when Lily opened their cabin door, there stood 

Tim with his jacket off, which was rolled round 

something that struggled and jumped in his arms 

in a most perplexing manner. 

“Tf you please, miss,” said Tim, “ will you tell 

the little lady that I’ve found her cat—leastways, 

it’s a black-and-white kitten, if it ain’t hers; but 

it’s uncommon wild through living all alone, and 

huntin’ the rats and the cockroaches.” 

“Where did you get it, you good Tim?” eried 

Madge, rushing out. “Oh! how it has scratched 

your poor hands.” 

“Never mind, miss, so long as she’s safe,” said
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Tim; “but you'll ’ave to keep her close for a day, 
or mayhap two.” 

The kitten was now, by Mrs. Redford’s per- 
mission, placed in an empty basket, till she was 

tamed down once more, and Tim was dismissed 

with many thanks from all the children for his 
cleverness. 

But Tim had soon better opportunities of 

showing that their good offices had not been 
thrown away. Rough weather and heavily-rol- 

ling seas came upon the ship as they rounded the 

Cape of Good Hope, and it was seldom that the 

children, or indeed any of the passengers, could 
venture along the wet, sloping decks as The Jura 

rolled and pitched on her course. All schooling 

was at anend. It was often hopeless to get any- 

thing from the steward or the cook, or even to 

obtain a little water, or get a message conveyed. 

' On such occasions Tim Napper was always ready, 

nay, anxious, to be employed to serve the Red- 

fords, though he did not show the same willing- 

ness on behalf of others. His feet appeared equal 

to the oldest sailor's in balancing him; and if by 

any chance he was sent reeling, he always some- 

how managed to catch hold of something in time,
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and to save what he had in charge; whilst his 

grin of pleasure in succeeding expressed his 

kindliest good-will to the whole family. 

Once more the fine weather came, and The 

Jura steadily advanced through the warmer lati- 

tudes of the Indian and Southern Oceans, while 

the former occupations were renewed to while 

away the growing impatience of all on’ board. 

The influence of tropical weather brought back 

the necessity of depending on trifles for amuse- 

ment, along with the gossiping interest which all 

took in each other, now rather too closely joined 

to weariness. Slight bickerings would at times 

break out, and a disposition to ill-natured scandal 

would show itself. 

The passengers in the cabin were few, all gen- 

tlemen, with the exception of two ladies—one, 

Mrs. Rugby and her two little girls; the other, 

the. captain’s wife, a pretty young creature, 

scarcely older than Maud Redford. It was 

natural that Mrs. Dewsberry should, almost at 

first sight, have become friends with Maud, and 

that during the whole voyage they should be 

found often together. Mrs. Rugby was a lady 

with a rather disagreeable expression of counten-
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ance, and a harsh voice; and as her husband had 

been appointed head of one of the colonial schools, 
she considered herself much above the other pas- 
sengers, who were all going out on speculation, 
as ib were. From the very first she seemed to 

have rather a dislike to the Redfords, and re- 

sented the invitations they received to the cabin. 

She tried to rouse the jealousy of the other two 

ladies in the deck-house, who were not so often 

favoured; but both of them were kind, homely 

women, who were quite content with each other's 

society, and the treatment they received in gen- 

eral, They both declared they were glad when 

the Redfords had any attention shown them, 

for everybody could sce that Mrs. Redford was 
areal lady, though she put on no fine airs, like 

‘some, and that a more obliging family was never 

seen, All that Mrs. Rugby could do, therefore, 

was to keep her two little girls away from the 

other children, which was by no means an easy 

matter, as they were constantly finding their way 

back to the happy little group near the deck- 
house. Yet, strange to say, Mrs. Rugby was 

never visible during the hour Maud kept her 

little school, so that Polly and Sophie were never
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hindered from being of the number. There were 

some people who said that Mrs. Rugby knew 

quite well what her children were about, and 

who advised Maud to send them away. To such 

advice sweet, gentle Maud would not listen. 

But now, as they passed the tropics, and it was 

reported to the captain that they would really 

be short of water, Mrs. Rugby’s ill-nature towards 

the Redfords showed itself more plainly than 

before. 

“There might be a scarcity of provisions, too,” 

she would say; and it would be hard indeed if 

she and her children were made to suffer when 

intermediate passengers were feasted and féted. 
Every time Mrs. Redford or Maud showed them- 
selves, she would say something positively in- 
sulting, so that the former determined to keep 
away from the cabin altogether. They were then 
within a comparatively short distance of their 

destination, though the weather, being intensely 

hot, made every one feel the scarcity of water 

the more, and having none to wash with except 

what was drawn from the sea. 

But much though the passengers had to suffer, 
poor Tim Napper came off the worst of all, and
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if he was seen near the scuttle-butt, where a man 

was constantly stationed now, he would be ordered 

off with harsh and cruel words, because it was 

always brought up against him that he had a 

hand in the damage to the casks. The same took 

place when his allowance was served out to him, 

as if it was grudged even as a charity. But 

things instead of improving seemed to get worse; 

and Tim somehow appeared to be at the bottom 

of all the trouble. First one child in the steer- 
age fell ill with a fever, then another, till there 

were no less than a dozen ill. One was for sev- 

eral days considered by the doctor to be in ex- 

treme danger, and fathers could be seen to gaze 

overboard with gloomy eyes at the sea, as if 

looking forward to the dismal scene of a burial 
in the wide ocean; or perhaps some would glance 

back at poor Tim Napper as he passed, seeming 

to connect him somehow with their fears. While 

the child’s life was in suspense, Tim would over 

and over again make known to Maud Redford 

that he would willingly give up his own life to 

save the little one, and that he bitterly repented 

his unlawful entrance into the ship, with its con- 

sequences. Maud soothed him, and took pains
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to show that though a little thing often caused 

great distress, still he had not been so much in 

fault as this; but she took the opportunity to 

speak to him of One who overrules everything, 

and she taught him for the first time a little 

simple prayer. It was a quiet. Sunday, and the 

same night the poor boy was seen in a corner of 

the deck near the round-house, evidently repeat- 

ing this prayer, to which he earnestly added some 

words of his own, beseeching that the sick child 
might not die. 

The pleasant breeze came wafting them on 

their way. Rain fell plentifully from time to 

time. Happily, too, the ailing infant began to 

recover, and the others were fast regaining 

strength, when the cry of “Land” was given from 

the mast-head. It was only two rocks rising out 

of the sea, called the “Snares,” but next day the 

hills of New Zealand were plainly visible in the 

distance, resting on. ,the water like clouds. 

Hardly anyone went to bed that night. They 

waited to see the sky-rockets put off, and the 

cannons fired, that were to summon the pilot; and 

though this work was begun at three o’clock in 

the morning, it was not till three in the after-
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noon that a little boat was seen, sometimes rising 

on the top of a wave, the next moment disappear- 

ing, but in the end reaching the great ship, with 

its anxious throng of passengers. 

 



  

  

  

CHAPTER, III. 

HE Jura now received the pilot on board, 

along with his four native boatmen, of the 

once-terrible race of savages—Maories, as they 

are now called. These men attracted general 

interest; they were decently dressed and _ re- 

markably intelligent looking, though one had 

variegated patterns of blue tattooing on every 

part of his dark skin that was visible, as if con- 
tinued inside under his clothes; while another 

had only an imitation of a moustache drawn in 

the same way, and the rest had similar ornaments 

according to their fancy. All eyes were soon 
drawn, however, to the delight of their approach 

to land, with the novelties of the entrance to the 

new country, where most were to cast their 

future lot. 

Outside the “ Heads” of Otago, ag the entrance 

to the harbour is called, the aspect was somewhat 

_ barren and desolate, but when the ship had fairly
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got within the land-locked bay, the scene was 
changed. Few of the emigrants were not in 

raptures at its appearance, which had an especial 
charm for the many Scotch people on board—it 
reminded them so vividly of their own High- 

land lochs around the opening of the Clyde, only 

the mountains that rose to view on every side 

were even grander. The ship was too large, 

however, to go farther than Port Chalmers, the 

place of anchorage. Here they had now to wait 
while the government officers came and inspected 
the vessel. Fortunately all sickness had dis- 

appeared so long beforehand that they were not 
obliged to go into quarantine. Two small vessels 
had come down river from the town to take the 
passengers and their luggage, in addition to 

which some of the ship’s boats were placed at 
their service by the captain. One of the latter 
was preferred by Mr. Redford; a sailor was 
sent to steer the boat, and several young men 

from among the steerage passengers volunteered 
to go at the same time so as to give them assist- 

ance. The boat was thus almost as full as it 
could well hold, but a further addition was yet 

made in the person of the boy Tim Napper, who 
(348) D
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had either been unable to get off before, or still 

clung on to the Redfords, the only people who 

had shown him much kindness. 

The distance was nine miles up to Dunedin, 

and the river by no means easy to navigate, 

partly from the sand-banks, and still more, 

‘because the wind and tide are generally contrary 

to each other. The boat, at all events, soon 

proved to be the best mode of conveyance, for 

they soon passed both the schooners, which had 

successively stuck by the way; they themselves 

shortly after could not get on against the force 

of the wind, with the tide failing. Rain was 

also coming on, so that it was decided to fasten 

the boat, and shelter under the bank; when an 

incident took place that was almost as pleasant 

as it was unexpected. 

“Look, papa!” cried Bernard. “There must 

be a house up the side of that hill. Don’t you 

see the smoke?” 

“Tt’s nothing but a feathery tree,” said George. 

“Bernard’s eyes are always sharper than every 

one else’s.” 

“But Bernard is right this time,” said Dick; 
“for, see, there’s a man coming down towards



AN EMIGRANT STORY. B1 

us. He can’t be a savage, surely, though his 

dress is queer enough.” 

“ He’s making signs to show us where to land,” 
said one of the men; and, guided by this friendly 

stranger, the boat was soon in a suitable cove, 

where Mrs. Redford and the children were 
lifted on shore. The stranger was a settler, a 

young Englishman named Harkom, and he press- 

ingly invited the whole of the Redfords up to 
his house, or shanty, as he called it; while the 

men in the boat made themselves as comfortable 

as they could where they were. After scrambling 

for a few minutes up the wet hill they reached 
the house, or rather hut, which at first gave Mr. 

and Mrs. Redford, and even Maud, a rather 

startling idea of colonial accommodations. It 

was made of the rudest materials, and consisted 

only of one room, so small, that when they had 

all entered their host could hardly get in after 

them; however, he was so hospitable and good- 

humoured, and took it so easy, that they at once 

liked him, and enjoyed themselves very much. 

He first made tea at his little stove, putting in a 

quantity that might have served the whole crew 
of The Jura. He next brought out bread of his
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own baking, and as he would have it there was 

not enough, he next proceeded to mix what he 

called slap-jack, and fry it, when it turned out 

to be a kind of pancake. He now collected 

everything in the shape of a cup or tin that he 

possessed, and was going to pour out the tea, 

much to the delight of the children at his manner 

of doing it, when it suddenly occurred to him 

that Mrs. Redford should do this; which she 

readily did with all possible form. Mr. Harkom 

told them that he liked the colony much better 

than Australia, where he had previously been. 

Far from objecting to the number of Scotch 

settlers, in his opinion they were a kindly and 

worthy race of people; still it had seemed to 

throw a difficulty in the way of his making 

acquaintances, so that he looked upon the Red- 

fords, and his introduction to them, with peculiar 

interest. He said he now felt quite strange in 

ladies’ society, and had altogether forgotten how 

to get on with young folks; which made the 

whole family quite feel for him, though Helen 

and little Madge did not seem to agree with this 

notion of his, in spite of their first fears at his 

great beard, high boots, and cabbage-leaf hat.
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The rain being now over, and the wind some- 

what fallen, they returned to the boat, their host 
accompanying them, and giving Mr. Redford 
many valuable hints on the purchase of good 
land, some of which, he said, was to be had near 

him, and now was the time to see about it, as it 

was spring. Everybody else felt how odd it was 
to be hearing of September as spring. It made 
the boys recollect that they were at the Anti- 

podes, with the whole globe between them and 

Old England. The little girls reminded Maud 
that they were now standing with their feet 

towards the feet of the people about the dear 

old Elms; instead of standing upon their heads 
as they used to suppose. Helen laid most stress 

upon the fact that it was now night at home, 

and that everybody there would be asleep—-unless, 

to be sure, dear Adelaide Mortimer might happen 

to be awake, and think of them. Little Madge 

puzzled herself about what would happen if a 

hole were bored right through to the opposite 

side of the world, so that she could fly back 

suddenly; and where she would come out exactly, 

and what the Mortimers would think of it. As 

they parted from Mr. Harkom, he jokingly tried



54 THE REDFORDS: 

to bribe Madge to stay behind with him, and 

she, thinking he was serious, was sorry for him, 

but was obliged to refuse, saying she hoped they 

would see him some time again. Her mama ex- 

pressed the same hope, and so did Mr. Redford; 

upon which they pursued their way to the town. 

High hills rose on every side, many thickly 

clothed from top to bottom with trees in full 

foliage, in reality evergreens ; some of the nearest 

being covered with wild flax and strange ferns, 

‘or overrun with small brown bush, which gave 

them the appearance to the Scotch passengers of 

their own heath-clad hills. Suddenly the inlet 

terminated as if in another lake, smaller than 

the first harbour; and here the town of Dunedin 

appeared, only separated by some sand-hills from 

the ocean, which again lay beyond. Dunedin 

was laid out on the plan of regular streets, on a 

most extensive scale; but meanwhile the single 
chief street, consisting of wooden buildings, was 
the only one that could pretend to the name, the 

rest having but a few houses in each; so that, 

from many points, there seemed to be no con- 
nection between them, or they were almost lost 
sight of among the remains of “bush.”
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Mr. Redford succeeded in getting his family 
accommodated at a private house where board 

was given, though at a very high rate. The 

expense of this made him the more anxious to 

obtain land of his own at once; and on application 

at the proper office, he was advised to purchase 
a country section, belonging to a settler about to 

leave the colony, which he now did, and became 

in a few days the proprietor. 

Mr. Redford was informing his wife that all 

was ready for their removal, when his attention 

was drawn by hearing one of the boys desiring 

Tim Napper to do some piece of work in the porch. 

“Has that boy returned?” asked Mr. Redford. 

“T thought he had got some employment.” 

“Oh no,” replied Mrs. Redford; “he has been 

along with the boys, and made himself very 

useful about the boxes from the ship; and he 

persists in doing-all the little odds and ends we 
require here.” 

“We could never have got on without Tim, 

papa,” said Maud laughing. 

“T- think,” continued Mrs. Redford smiling, 

“that both he and the children have taken for 

granted that he is to continue with us.”
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Mr. Redford looked doubtful for a moment. 

“We must recollect the boy’s origin,” he said; 

“not to speak of the manner in which he left 

Liverpool.” 

“But, papa, all his conduct afterwards was 

good,” pleaded Maud. “Then he shows attach- 

ment, at least to us. Do let him stay, papa!” 

“Yes, do, my dear; on trial at all events,” said 

Mrs. Redford. 

“Well,” agreed Mr. Redford, “let it be so— 

indeed, it geems I have no choice left! It is 

really questionable what other employment the 

boy might get here; and, so far as we are con- 

cerned, it may be a benefit, for I hear that there 

is not a servant to be had just now. They had 

been all caught up before I applied. We shall 

have to wait for the next ship.” 

“Oh, I’m so glad!” said Lily; “it will be such 

fun doing all the work ourselves! and Tim is so 
clever!” 

The matter was thus decided, and Tim Napper’s 

lot was so far settled. As soon as the boxes and 

packages were brought up from the ship to the 

Dunedin jetty, they were placed in a boat pro- 

cured for the purpose, and meant to be retained,
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as the nearest way to their new home lay across 

Pelichit’s Bay at the end of the inlet. The boat 

was large enough to allow of the family being 

conveyed at the same time; and it was thus they 

reached Poatipa Hook, as the place had been 

called by its previous owner. Here a sledge and 

bullock were in waiting at the landing-place in 

charge of a native, or Maori, who had been in 

the habit of often acting as a labourer on the 
section, and who had agreed to do the same for 

Mr. Redford. He called himself William Tarakua, 

and was. a tall, rather good-looking man, in 

ordinary colonial dress, though his complexion 

was swarthy, with some marks of tattooing, 

The house, or “ warrie,” as the native called it, 

was not far off; and he pointed out to the boys 

& narrow opening in the thick bush, which, he 

said, was a foot-track to it, and would let them 

get there in a few minutes. 

The boat, with the heavy things, was mean- 

while left at the mouth of the creek, up which 

the full tide would afterwards enable it to be 

taken very near the house. “The bush,” which 

grew thick near the shore, consisted of under- 

wood, so close, and sometimes thorny, as to be



58 - THE REDFORDS: 

almost impenetrable; though here and there it 

showed the most beautiful tree-ferns, shrubs of 

curious colours, and flowering plants, while at 

other places it rose into tall gum-trees, or other 

timber. These were for the most part duller in 
their green than English trees; but they were in 

full leaf already, if not all evergreen: besides, 

their peculiarity made up for any sombre shade, 

and there were glimpses of the brightest-coloured 

birds fluttering about, although no four-footed 

animals were seen as yet. The party hurried 

through, however; glad of the track to guide 
them, and once or twice getting almost bewil- 

dered, till at length the “clearing” came into 

view, and they saw their place of abode before 
them. 

At first sight of it Maud was utterly silent, 
but Lily exclaimed in some dismay: “Oh dear! 

can that be it?—what a thing!” 
“Oh, how jolly!” cried Bernard, running for- 

ward with Charley; “such a funny place! Why, 
it’s just like one of the grottoes at Toxteth Park.” 

“ Or like a tool-house,” said Charley laughing. 
“What will mama think of it?” whispered 

Maud anxiously, as she leant on her father’s arm.
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Mr, Redford smiled and looked more con- 
fident, for he had of course seen it before. 

“We must try to make it better at once then, 
boys; before long I trust we shall have something 
rather more like a real house. We can at least 
do something to break the surprise to mama. I 
bought a tent in town the other day, along with 

two or three pieces of canvas awning, and had 
them sent on before; they are in the hut.” 

He and the boys at once proceeded to get 

these things out, and erect them at the intended 
points, which was easily done with the help of the 

stakes which the Maori had prepared beforehand. 
At one side of the rough little log-hut, or shanty, 
the tent was now raised and fixed; in front, over 

the door, a striped piece of the awning was firmly 
extended, so as to look something like a verandah. 
This quite magnified and brightened it up, 
especially at a little distance. Meanwhile Maud 

and Lily had been kindling a fire within in the 
wide chimney, which made the interior look 
really cheerful, with its rude benches on each 

side of the hearth. Maud next found an old 
"broom, and while Lily swept the floor she filled 

a kettle that was hanging on a hook over the
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fire, so that they might have a cup of tea along 

with the cold meat and bread they were to have 

for dinner whenever their mama came. 

“T can’t think how we are to find room to 

sleep,” said Lily; “the house is hardly larger 

than our cabin in The Jura.” 

“ And didn’t we sleep there, Lily?” said Maud. 

“Come, we must be cheerful, and make the best 

of it. In a few days we shall like the place very 

much, I daresay, and we must try to keep up 

.Mmama’s spirits. I am afraid both papa aoe 

mama will feel the change for a time.” 

Maud was interrupted by Charley shouting 

that the lazy bullock was turning the corner of 

“the clearing,” and in a minute or two more they 

had drawn up at the door. Mrs. Redford stood 

for a few minutes surveying the house. “It is 

much better than I had thought,” she said. 

Maud exchanged glances with her papa. 

“T am glad you have such a good impression 

of it, dear,” said the latter. “It is a poor place 

at best, but we shall soon have a very different 
one.” 

When Mrs. Redford moved forward, she could 

not help noticing how the favourable effect
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had been produced, and she fully appreciated the 

thoughtful kindness that had been at work to 

soften the first view of their rough life. The 

boys laughed as their two little sisters peeped 

and peered about, poking into the actual nature 

of their new residence. 

“Oh!” exclaimed little Madge, stopping short 

as they scampered round with Bernard and 

Charley; “Oh, I wish mama would allow me, 

just for once, to say “O how jolly!” 

“Well, but you know you mustn't,” said 

Bernard authoritatively. “You're not to use 

such words; they’re only for boys.” 

“Yes, I know,” said Madge with a toss of her 
sunny hair; “but there is no other word for 

what I mean.” 

The elder boys, with the help of the Maori, 

lost no time in getting the smaller boxes dragged 

from the sledge and placed round the tent for 

seats. They had a large one carried to the cen- 

tre for a table, while Maud and the girls, with 

Tim as leader of the party, were opening boxes 

and crates to proctire the crockery and provisions. 

With so many willing hands to assist, Maud was 

able to place quite a complete and almost elegant
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“cold collation,” as George called it, on the box- 

table. There were only two beds, or rather 

‘what had served for such, in the house, which 

were to serve for Mrs. Redford and the girls; 

and when dinner was over, the first thing the 

boys did was to go out with the Maori into the 

bush, where they cut a quantity of the ferns and 

wire-grass. This was brought in and made into 

the most delightful clastic beds for the boys and 

Mr. Redford; and as the spring weather was 

very mild, the boys assured their mama they had 

by far the best of it, and were really to be en- 

vied. 

Every one by this time was so fatigued as to 

be glad to retire early to bed; but before doing 

so, they all met in the tent while Mr. Redford 

offered up, for the first time in their new home, 

an expression of gratitude to God, and besought 

a continuance of His providential care: not only 

so, still more, that they might be the subjects of 

His spiritual grace. It was the first opportunity 

that poor Tim Napper had of joining on such an 

occasion, yet he seemed to have a conception of 

the privilege he thus enjoyed; so his troubles and 

lessons during the voyage had not been thrown
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away. It was curious, too, that Maori William 

evidently considered he had a right to be present, 

and knew quite well how to behave, though his 

manner conveyed more an impression of self-im- 

portance than of devout feeling. 

Next morning the first thing was to go down 

and see after the heavy luggage in the boat, 

which had been brought up the creek with the 

previous evening’s tide, and safely secured. The 

united strength of the whole party was scarcely 

equal to move some of the heaviest boxes from 

the boat into the sledge; but this difficulty was 

soon got over by Mr. Redford’s contrivance of 

an impromptu crane for hoisting, much to the 

approval of William especially. 

“That is very good job,” he remarked to George 

Redford as they went up with the last heavy 

load. “The master have got right stuff here,” 

tapping his forehead. 

“Well, yes, William,” said George carelessly; 

“)ut that’s nothing to what papa could do! He 

has quite an inventive genius.” 

The respect of the Maori for Mr. Redford 

evidently continued to rise. “Quite right for 

Englishmen to have comprehension,” continued
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he, in a rather dignified tone. “ Last settler here 

not got much comprehension—very nice man— 

but common fellow!” 
Meanwhile the most necessary things were 

being taken out, while the boxes were stored 

under cover. The sensation was great as each 

article of importance was displayed to view, or 

some stray thing had found its way into the 

wrong box. Some of them had never been seen 

before, while others were looked upon for the 

first time since leaving home. 

“Oh! mama,” said Helen, “there’s the dear 

little drawing-room stool among those dishes— 

and—yes! it’s the tiger rug, and the lovely china 

cups.” ; 

“And here’s mama’s pretty work-box, and 

Maud’s writing-case,” said Madge, “and ever so 

many of the nice drawing-room ornaments.” 

“Oh! we've no use for these things at present,” 

said Dick, “so I'll just fasten the lid down again. 

What a bore it is opening the wrong box.” 

But the greatest interest was drawn, at least 

among the male portion of the household, to the 

unpacking of the numerous tools which Mr. - 

Redford had provided. Dick, Bernard, and
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Charley shouted by turns, according to their 

~ various preference, at each parcel that was dis- 

closed. 

“The workshop will be of great consequence 

to us,” said Mr. Redford, who was himself fond 

of carpentering. “It will be some time before I 

can attend to it at all, but you, Bernard, have a 

turn that way, and Charley can help you.” 

“And what shall we make first, papa?” said 

the two in high glee—‘a nice work-table—a 
cabinet—no, a sofa!” 

“You forget that we haven’t even a rough 

table,” was the amused: reply, “nor a chair, nor 

stool, and even to these I am not sure you are 

equal.” 

“Just let us try, papa,” said Bernard. “ Don’t 
look for one whole day, then we'll show you!” 

To these conditions their father cheerfully - 

agreed, and for the present he had many other 

things to see about; even the improvements on 

the rude house had to be postponed to preparing 

ground and sowing seed, besides taking measures 

to procure the necessary live-stock, and to make 

the farm profitable in due time. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

HE weather had been very favourable on 

their first taking possession of the property, 

but two days’ incessant. rain showed Mr. Red- 

ford that the climate was by no means so settled 

as he had been led to believe. =, 

“Jt will never do for you to sleep in the tent, 

papa,” said Mrs. Redford anxiously; “you may 

_have a return of that dreadful rheumatic fever 

you had a few years ago. Something must really 

be done.” ; : 

“That's all very true, my dear,’ said Mr. 

Redford; “but we must get in the seeds, else 

we shall have but a poor harvest.” 

“But couldn’t we do something, papa?” said 
Bernard; “the hut here seems to be made so. 

simply, that I am sure Charley and I could build 
an improved addition ourselves, if you would ~ 
only draw out a plan.” ; 

“T have been thinking, papa,” said Maud, “ that
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if you and William could drive in the posts, 
Bernard and Charley and we girls could finish it 

off. Now, don’t laugh, Dick. Just let us try, 
papa. Iam sure we shall work wonders, if you 

only will let us have Tim to help.” 

The Maori approved of Maud’s proposal, and 

said that the boys were brave workers, and he 

was of opinion that the intended addition should 

be made on the plan of fern-tree warries. 

“We cannot work in the field till the ground 

is drier,” said George. “Hadn’t we better cut 

some posts and drive them in at once?” 

Accordingly, George and Dick set to work to 

cut down a quantity of fern-trees, and some 

young trees for posts, which were laid in the 

wagon, and driven over by Tim to the spot Mr. 

Redford had selected at one end of the hut. 

He himself then proceeded to drive in the frame- 

posts, with the assistance of William and the two 

younger boys. These posts were placed at regu- 

lar intervals; three rails were nailed lengthways 

across the outside, and the same thing was done 

on the inside; after which the stems of the fern- 

trees were pushed down upright between the two 

lines of ‘rail, so close together as to make a com-
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pact wall, with the additional advantage of its 

rough, hairy-looking bark, which helped to fill 

up a few chinks. 

~ “Oh! such a funny-looking wall,” said little 

Madge. “It’s just as if it had been made with 

bears’ legs.” : 
“How do you know that, Madge?” said Char- 

ley laughing. “I don’t believe you ever saw a 
bear, or its legs either.” - 

“Oh, Charley, how can you say so! Didn’t 

mama take us to see the Zoological Gardens at 

home?” . 
“T forgot that,” said Charley. “That was the 

time, Madgie, when you saw the splendid ‘girafte, 

wasn’t it?” 

“Come, come, Charley!” said Mrs. Redford, 

“Madge was only a very little girl then; but she 
can pronounce the name quite well now. I 

should like to know, however, the name of the 

boy who lost his new cap while teasing a small » 

monkey ?” 

Charley hung his head and scampered off after 
Tim and the wagon, for the subject of the cap 

was rather a painful one to him. 

“You won’t leave us girls much to do, papa!”
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said Maud laughing. “We must really be 

allowed to do something!” 

“And don’t you do a great deal, dear?” said 

Mr. Redford. “Could we work so well if we 

had to cook our own food, and look after the 

house? There will be plenty of work for you 

all, pasting the paper, and tacking on the calico 

inside the walls when we get the roof on.” 

“Tl tell you what the girls could do, papa,” 

said Bernard. “They could collect some stones 

into heaps down on the beach; then Charley and 

Tim and I could carry them up.” 

“What do we want the stones for?” said Lily. 

“ For the chimney, to be sure,” replied Bernard. 

“Tt is built outside with stones and mud. Didn’t 

you see Mr. Harkom’s? But, papa, what are we 

to do for a few bricks? Mr. Harkom said, you 

remember, that there ought to be three rows built 

inside.” 

“T must send William with the boat across to © 

the town,” said Mr. Redford; “there are a few 

other things we require besides.” 

“Oh, do let me go too, papa!” said Bernard; 

and Charley was also anxious to be of the party; 

so it was settled that the two boys, with William
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and Tim, should set out early the next morning, 
as the tide would then be in their favour. This 

was accordingly done, and the same afternoon 

they returned with the bricks in the bottom of 

the boat, along with the various small purchases 

for Mrs. Redford. The girls had been all the 

day at the beach collecting the stones into heaps, 

and were awaiting the arrival of the boat. When 

it drew near, Lily’s sharp eyes noticed they had 

a small boat, or skiff, in tow; but it was only 

after the sail had been lowered, and they were 

very close to the shore, that they discovered there 

were now five persons in the boat, instead of four. 

This addition to the number proved to be Mr. 

Harkom, who had met the boys in town, and thus 

heard of their settlement at the “ Hook,” with the 

various work now in progress there. As he had 

a boat of his own with him, he now came across 

with the boys to see if he could be of any service, 
either to help or advise. 

“T assure you, Miss Maud,” he said, as they 

walked up from the boat together, “that it is not 

an easy matter building a chimney; but I flatter 
myself I am rather an adept in that line,” 

“Then,” said Maud laughing, “we ought cer-
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tainly to be much obliged to you for coming to 

show us how it should be done.” 

“The chimney, in fact,” continued Mr. Harkom, 

“may be said to be the backbone of a New Zea- 

land house. I have seen many a one. that had 

been built by professed bricklayers blown down 

by the first gale of wind; but mine never give 
way, because they are done on right colonial 

principles.” 

“Then I only hope ours will be of that kind,” 

said Maud, “as it would not be agreeable to find 

one’s chimney falling down so easily.” 

Both Mr, and Mrs. Redford gave Mr. Harkom 

a hearty welcome; indeed, it was curious how 

much pleasure every one felt at seeing him again, 

as if he had been an old friend instead of a chance 

acquaintance seen for an hour or two. It was 

not only owing to the instinctive wish for com- 

panionship in a strange new scene, but they 

already began to be influenced by the hearty 

colonial feeling, which inclines to make a friend 

of every neighbour, and thinks but little of the 

class-divisions of society in the old country. 

The next morning the weather was very 

favourable for Mr. Redford proceeding with
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the cultivation of his ground; and seeing how 

anxious he was, Mr. Harkom bade him keep his 

mind quite easy, for he would superintend the 
finishing-off of the house, his own seed being 
already all in. It was not till the forenoon that 
the stones were required for the chimney, and all 

_ the morning Bernard had been amissing; but 
every one knew they must not inquire too closely 
into his whereabouts, as- there was some secret 

work a-foot. Miss Lily said she was certain she 

heard a saw working in the bush, and her idea 
was Bernard must be busily at. work upon the 

sofa he was always talking about; but Mrs. 
Redford laughed, and said they would all know 
in good time, When the whole family were as- 
sembled at dinner, Bernard appeared, and after 
a, whispered conversation with Maud, she slipped 
away with him, and présently they returned, 
carrying a most ingenious if rude hand-barrow. 
Bernard had got a small empty box from his 

mama, to-which he had fixed a pole at each side 
like a sedan-chair. 

“What in the name of wonder is this for?” 

cried George laughing. 

“Why, sir,” said Maud, “it’s to carry up the
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stones we have been collecting at the beach. I. 

could not have believed Bernard was half so 

clever. Just feel how light it is.” 

“We'll have to call him ‘Chips’ now,” said 

Dick; “he has earned the title of carpenter sure 

enough.” 

“Certainly it does you credit, my boy,” said 

Mr. Redford. “It will be much easier to carry 

the stones by the footpath, and will save our 

wheel-barrow on that rough beach.” 

Tim Napper now showed that he had not 

climbed and swept chimneys for nothing, and 

though he had never done more than repair one 

at home, he now wielded the trowel as if he had 

been a bricklayer all his life. This essential part 
of the new structure having been completed, the 

main difficulty was over, and the rest was soon 

accomplished by active hands and willing minds. 

The outside once done, the interior had to be 

plastered with mud and sand, made tougher by 

fibrous stuff from the fern-tree bark. When this 

was dry, all the paper that had been used in 

packing was’ brought into the service, and pasted 

firmly on the calico that was tacked round the 

walls, Along with a comfortable sitting-room,
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this new portion had a nice bed-room for Mr. and 

Mrs. Redford; and, for the purpose of making 

it handsome, Helen and little Madge had privately 

employed themselves in cutting out a number of 

pictures from all sorts of illustrated papers and 

stray magazines, which they now pasted all round 

the room, according to a plan of their own, before 

anybody could interfere. The effect somewhat 

surprised their papa at his first entrance, and he 

seemed for a moment to look forward with 

dismay to seeing so much of the woodcuts from 

the Illustrated London News, mingled with comic 

scenes from Punch, and plates of the fashions 

from ladies’ journals. But the delight of the 
children was so great, and their confidence in his 

_ admiration was so undoubting, that he could not 
find in his heart to do otherwise than praise it. 

“See, papa!” said little Madge, flourishing her 

paste-brush, “here’s Mr. Punch and Toby at the 
foot of the bed. I thought you would like to 

see him when you wakened; he is such a funny 

little man.” 

“ And look at this, papa,” cried Helen. “Tve 

put this picture called ‘The Morning Bath,’ over 

~ the basin-stand. I like to look at that boy with
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the drops of water all over his face, so much, 
Don’t you, papa?” 

They were interrupted by hearing an exclama- 
tion, or rather a cry of surprise outside, from 
George and Dick, who had just returned home 

from the “clearing,” as the fields were called; 

and Mr. Redford hurried out at once to see what 

it could be. 

We must explain that the new room was now 
ready to be occupied, and it had been arranged 

that that evening the piano they had brought 

out with them was to be taken from its case and 

placed in its appointed corner. Mr. Harkom was 

to leave the next morning early, but had post- 

poned his departure till this should be done. 
Mr. Redford had been called away by the chil- 

dren from helping Mr. Harkom and William . 

to get out the screws, and he now thought the 

cry he had heard was in connection with it. On 

reaching the door, however, there he saw Tim 

and the two younger boys bearing between them 

a rude sort of press, which they styled achiffonnier, 

constructed out of an old packing-case, and 

which Maud had covered neatly with dark-brown 

chintz. This they placed at the end of the room
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and hurried off, leaving the others to admire it 

at their leisure. In a few minutes they returned 

carrying an ottoman, which they loudly declared 

was the handiwork of Maud alone. 

“Tt is nothing to be proud of,” said Maud, “I 

had the box, and it was easy to tack on the 

chintz, and lay the cushion on the top.” 

_ “Oh! it will do famously till we get Bernard’s 

sofa,” said Dick laughing; “but, for my part, I 

can’t bear an ottoman—they seem only suited to 

stiff-backed old maids; though, Miss Maud, you 

do deserve credit for it.” 

“Ah! but wait till you see the last piece of 

work Mr. Harkom and the boys have been busy 

with to-day. You won’t complain of 7¢ making 

your back stiff, Mr. Dick, I am very sure.” 

Bernard now brought in and set by the side 
of the fireplace, what looked like a small easy 
chair; and on the chintz cover being pulled off, 

this proved to be a barrel cut down into the 

form of a chair and stuffed all round. When 
Mrs. Redford was seated in it, she pronounced 

it the most comfortable chair she had ever sat 

in, and would never desire a better. 

“Really, boys,” she said, looking round the
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room, “what with the white muslin curtains at 

the window, and the few old familiar pictures 
on the walls, and all these nice pieces of furniture, 

it is beginning to feel quite home-like: If we 

only had a table now, we should be complete.” 

“That can easily be supplied,” said Mr. Harkom, 

who beckoned to George to follow him out. 

Meanwhile Mr. Redford, with the assistance 

of the others, got the piano removed from its 

case; and while they were bringing it in, Mr. 

Harkom and George drove four posts into the 

earthen floor, on which they nailed the lid of 

one of the largest cases, which made a very 
serviceable table. 

“Necessity 7s truly the mother of invention,” 
said Mrs. Redford laughing. “I never thought 
a table could be produced so easily.” 

“Ah! Mrs. Redford,” replied Mr. Harkom, 

“we get to do without the polish in the colonies; 

and, as the old saying has it, we take what we 

have, and so never want.” 

The piano was now ready to be opened, and a 

box being set up on end as a stool, Maud was 

conducted over to it, with some show of ceremony, 

to play the first tune.
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“What shall I play?” said Maud. “One can’t 

help feeling quite nervous at the very idea of 

touching the keys again, after so much work and 

so many changes. What if it should be out of 

tune?” 
The boys called some for one tune, some for 

another, and Mr. Harkom, who stood near her, 

suggested one also, which Maud at once began to 

play. It was about the Maid of Llangollen—all 

about sweet “Jenny Jones,” and while Maud 
played the air sweetly and feelingly, Mr. Harkom, 

at their request, sang a verse or two. Tune after 

tune followed, till Maud, at her papa’s request, 

began to sing one of his old favourites. Unfor- 

tunately she had chosen the too trying one of 

“ Home, sweet Home,” which proved far too much 

for Mrs. Redford, as her eyes suddenly filled 

with tears, and a sob burst from her-irrepressibly ; 

Maud’s voice, too, gave way, and Lily began to 

ery outright, and everybody else was on the 

point of being carried away by the same emotion, 

except the younger boys, who were indignant. 

“This will never do,’ said Mr. Redford, con- 

trolling himself after an effort. “Let us have 

something cheerful.”
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“Miss Maud,” cried Mr. Harkom, “if you can 

play ‘Sally in our Alley, Ill sing it, though it’s 

twenty years since I’ve heard the air.” 

Thus the occasion was turned into cheerfulness 

once more; the rest of the evening passed very 

pleasantly, while they talked of their plans and 

occupations till a late hour, as Mr. Harkom was 

going off next morning too early for good-byes. 

When he was fairly gone, every one could not 

help. feeling very dull: even Tim looked melan- 

choly, and, as if to get rid of the feeling, he flung 

off his jacket, picked up his hatchet, and ran off 

to the bush. . 
Little Madge shed tears quite openly, and, 

though Maud reminded her that the pair of 

_ chickens he was to send her could not come 
unless he went away to look after them, she said 

she would rather not have them, if Mr. Harkom 

would but stay with them always. 

“T shall see him at church,” said Lily. “Papa 

has promised to take me on Sunday—that is to say, 

if it does not rain like these two last Sundays.” 

“T wish the road was not so far round by 

land,” said Mrs. Redford; “and so rough; I 

dislike the boat.”
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“Qh, mama,” replied Lily, “it is such a short 

way across, and our boat is such a nice, great 

strong one!” 

« All very true,” was the answer; “but I never 

did like boats all my life, and prefer to travel 

by land. Still more does it make me anxious 

when left behind.” 

“Well, my dear,” said Mr. Redford, “we shall 

know more about the road by and by. Perhaps 

the distance has been exaggerated. I must go 

to town soon about some cows Mr. Harkom was 

speaking of that are for sale; and some of us - 

may have to return by the road.” 

The children were delighted at the thought of 

having a cow; and the younger boys amused 

themselves with teasing Maud about aoe her 

dairy produce to market. 

“Tl tell you what it is,” said Maud, “I shan’t 

have a thing to sell if you boys don’t be active 

and turn that little broken-down shed at the back 

of the warrie into a dairy. Papa bought a nice 

churn, you know, with a wheel for making the 

butter; but I muse have a cool shelf to pee my 

milk-dishes on.” 

“Oh, yes, I know,” said Bernard; “we can
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get the few bricks left over from the chimney, 

and we are going to make you a new dairy. 

Tim is busy cutting down the trees to build the 

place. But he has got such a grand idea in his 

head besides; only it’s a secret a present.” 

“Let's tell the ‘old mother,” said Charley. 

“You won’t repeat it, mind. Tim wants to have 

a house of his own, and he is going to make a 

small hut to hold himself. It won't. be larger 

than a pig-house; but quite large enough for 

him. I suppose it will make him feel as if he 

were a ‘hemigrant’ in real earnest.” 

“ And does he mean to cook his own food, and 

eat it by himself,” said Maud laughing. 

“Well, I can’t exactly say,’ replied Charley; 

“but I rather think he does; only I don’t suppose 

mama will allow him, as it might affront William 

to be left by himself.” 

Having got over the chief work of sowing and 

planting, though much was still to do, Mr. Red- 

ford went over to Dunedin to procurethe necessary 

live-stock. He took Bernard and Maori William 

with him, while the others returned with the 

boat, after landing them at the town jetty. 

There was already a rough wagon-track round 
(346) F
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the head of the bay from town, and by this Mr. 

Redford brought back his present purchases, 

including a serviceable riding-horse, which was 

of use on the way. There were two good cows, 

one of them giving plenty of milk; also a pair 

of goats. There were two coops full of poultry, 

and some young pigs. Mr. Redford had also 

succeeded in obtaining a number of sheep to be 

added to the small flock he had bought with the 

property, and which were out on the run under 

the charge of their shepherd; but these were to be 

_ brought round from another direction. Bernard 

had so much to tell when he came home of the 

strange life in town that he made them quite 

lively. The English mail had just come in that 

forenoon, and he gave a humorous description of 

the people swarming like bees round the post- 

office, waiting to get their letters. As illustrative 

of the life in Dunedin at the time, he repeated a 

story he had heard; how some runaway sailors 

had been confined in the jail, or, as it was called, 

“in chokey.” The old jailer treated them so 

kindly, it seemed, that they looked upon him as 

a father; and one day when there happened to 

be some races in town, he gave his prisoners
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permission to go out and enjoy the sight, trusting 

simply to their word of honour. They found 

themselves so comfortable with him that when 

their term of imprisonment had expired they 

continued as boarders! 

“ But, stranger than all,” said Bernard, “I saw 

an old chief in town called Tyro, who has eaten 

white people long ago; and he says he won't die 

happy till he eats another white man. He had 

come to town to get his own and his wife's 

portrait taken.” 

“How I should like to see him!” said Charley. 

“Well, Eee you may, because he knows 

William.” 

“Oh, dreadful!” exclaimed Mrs. Redford. 

“William must be told not to encourage him to 

come here, or any of the wild natives.” 

“They are quite harmless,” Mr. Redford said; 

“but, by the way, you will be glad to hear that 

before long we shall have a tolerable road, so 

that you can go into Dunedin independently of 

the boat, as then it will be possible to drive.” 

“Indeed, that is good news,” replied Mrs. 

Redford; “for the boat is the worst evil of the 

place. I always dread some disaster from it.”
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“JT have another piece of news to relate,” said 

Mr. Redford, “that will please you all, I am 

sure. I met Mr. Harkom, and he told me he had 

“just sold his section and purchased another on 

our side of the bay, with only a hill or two 

between us. 

They were all so delighted at the thought of 
having Mr. Harkom for a neighbour, that it 

almost drove out of mind the interesting subject 

of the animals; though Madge was not quite 

satisfied when she heard that the actual distance 

between the two stations was fifteen miles, so 

that she could not walk to his house, as she did 

to the Mortimers’ at home. She became recon- 

ciled, however, when her papa explained that 
Mr. Harkom would think it no distance at all, 

and would doubtless ride over very often during - 
the summer. 

 



  

CHAPTER V. 

E must ask our readers to suppose some 

months to have passed over our friends 

the Redfords, so that when next we visit them 

they are beginning to look upon themselves as 

established colonists, and to get over the first 

difficulties which settlers feel in a country like 

New Zealand. Not the least of these difficulties 

had been the great expense of living, as long as 

everything required to be got from the town; 

the high cost of provisions, and the extravagant 

charges for every article of consumption. The 

colony of Otago, after being considered the most 

backward of the settlements, about this time- 

rose in general estimation, and made rapid 

strides. Every month large vessels arrived from 

“home,” crowded with emigrants, and loaded 

with goods; while at the same time, as if antici- 

pating the fresh attractions that were soon to 

distinguish the region, the throng was swelled by
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a constant influx of more experienced settlers 

from other parts. Prices rose daily, and for a 

time every item of housekeeping was a matter 

of careful consideration at Poatipa Hook. But 

they were now beginning to find the tables turned 

as their first harvest came to be gathered in, and 

their own produce could be brought into use, 

not only for themselves, but for the market of 

Dunedin. The butter made by Maud and Lily 

was in great demand even at the high price of 

two-and-sixpence a pound, and the eggs were 

bought up above the usual market price. 

One or two families came to settle beside 

the Redfords, who were very neighbourly and 

agreeable. After the daily labours were over, 
they would occasionally indulge in a little social 

intercourse, when the younger members danced 

and sang, and the elder folks talked over past 

days in the “old country.” Sometimes, too, they 

would have a whole holiday, and would join ; 

together to have a picnic up the river, or to the 

top of Mount Flagstaff, a distance of about six 

miles from Dunedin. There, when they had 

overcome the difficulty of climbing the steep 
mountain, which was not accomplished without
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much merriment and laughter at the various 

slips and falls some of the party made, they 

considered themselves amply repaid by the 

glorious view from the summit. Not only did 

they see the city of Dunedin, now growing large 

and populous, but the various streams, rivers, 

and lakes, with the great Taieri plain spread out 

like a panorama before them. There, too, was 

the blue Pacific Ocean, and the remarkable-look- 

ing hills called the Pig Ranges, undulating into 

all sorts of strange shapes and hollows, while 

beyond them is nothing but mountain and moun- 

tain again. 

At these times Mr. Harkom was cere to be 

present; indeed, he came so often to the Hook 

that he used to declare he had better build him- 

self a warrie, like Tim Napper’s, and settle down 

altogether. 

The house at Postipa Hook was still rote in 

its outward appearance, with all the features of 

~ an off-hand colonial dwelling, in the shanty or 

log-hut style; but it had been rendered more 

commodious by several additions as the necessity 

arose, and was found to suit all the present re- 

quirements. The situation was pleasant, though
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Mr. Redford talked decidedly of erecting a 

new house, at their first leisure, on the higher 

ground, which commanded a fine view of the 

bay. Meanwhile it was not likely that the said 

leisure time would soon arrive; and here they 
were conveniently placed, if not with an eye to 

the picturesque, which was a consideration that 
had given the original settler but little care. 
Bush was behind them and on either hand, 

and it stretched along to the adjoining creek, 
which was thus hidden; the fields of the clearing 
opened out on both sides, to which it was their 

future business to add more ground, as the rough 

soil could be brought into cultivation. Out- 
houses. of logs and wattle were put up about the 
back, forming a snug, homely inclosure, being 
more thoroughly supplied from time to time 
with the suitable live stock for turning the farm 
to account, and taking advantage of the profit- 
able market in town. There were already two 
or three excellent cows, and consequently a 
regular dairy was fitted up, over which Maud 
took charge, assisted by a rather rough, but 

willing Irish maid-servant, who had been engaged 

from the last ship. The younger girls had care
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of the poultry, to which no little attention was 

given, as fowls of all kinds sold high in Dunedin, 

and eggs were at famine prices. Even little 

Madge, in partnership with Charley, had their 
stock to take care of, in the shape of rabbits and 

pigeons, and a goat with two kids, which multi- 

“plied fast from the few they had got as pets at 

the beginning. A better idea cannot be given 
of their life at this time than by describing a 
day’s occupation at the Hook. 

First, Maud was up soon after dawn, and, 

most invariably to commence with, she had to 
rouse Biddy, the maid, among whose merits 
early rising could not be included. Biddy slept 
deeply, but at all events, there was no difficulty 

in knowing her exact whereabouts, for she snored 

outrageously. After she had been shaken up, 
the smouldering log in the hearth was stirred, the 

fire made, and preparation set agoing for break- 
fast. They then went out, milked the cows, and 

sent them by Tim to their pasture; next they 
arranged the dairy for the day, and returned 

indoors, bringing with them a supply of the 

delightful new milk. Biddy now made cakes, 

while Maud turned up her sleeves and mixed a
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sufficient quantity of flour for slap-jacks, as well 

as for the day’s loaves in the oven, at both of 

which she had become quite skilful. By this 
time her younger sisters were up. Mrs. Red- 
ford soon followed; and when the hungry party 

of workers came in from their hour’s occupation 

before breakfast, all were ready for a hearty 
meal. This over, they separated to their respec- 

tive labours in thorough earnest. 

“Come, now,” said Maud, “we must hurry 

with the clearing away, and get out immediately 
to hunt for those duck-nests. I am sure they 
must be down in the long grass by the creck.” 

“Yes,” said Lily; “and then we must set the 
turkey. Wasn’t it nice that Tim managed to 
get the eggs for her so cleverly?” 

“T do hope they will all come out,” said 
Madge. “What a nice lot of turkeys we will 
then have, and what a lot of money we will 
make by our eggs!” 

“How strange that the best season for eggs is 
Christmas!” said Helen; “and how surprised 
the people at home would be to see us having 
strawberries, and new potatoes, and green peas 
on Christmas Day!”
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” “But we have our plum-pudding too,” said 

Lily. “Iwas so glad mama decided to have it 

all the same, though it doesn’t look so nice 

coming in by daylight, and without the blue 

flame too.” 

“Come, now, no more talking,” said Maud, 

“we must hurry, and leave the tidying-up of 

the rooms to Biddy. Are you forgetting we are 

to go out to the run this afternoon to see the 

sheep folded for the shearing to-morrow?” 

“Poor sheep,” said Madge, “I am very sorry 

for them. Only think how strange they must 

feel without their fleeces.” 

“J think they must be very glad to get rid of 

them,” said Helen, “especially in hot weather; 

and, besides, if the wool turns out well, and papa 

makes money by them, we shall soon be able to 

go home again.” 

“Oh, Helen!” said Lily, “ you are always think- 

ing about going home. I like this place ever so 

much better. It’s such a dear, jolly place. Far 

better than the stiff old country; and I am sure 

we are all happy here. And papa never looks 

worn-out and tired as he did in Liverpool.” 

The dishes having been put away, and Biddy
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and the dinner set agoing, the four girls now 
proceeded to go in search of the missing nests, 

and after a hot hour’s work Helen was fortunate 

in finding one; and Maud, a few minutes after, 
another, so that they returned home with a 

prize, as there was a larger quantity of eggs 

than they expected. Making the cream ready . 

for Biddy to churn, and seeing to the contents of 
the cheese-press, which Maud was very anxious 
should turn out a success, took up the rest of the 
time till dinner was ready. The boys were not 

to return till night, but Mr. Redford came back 

to escort them to the hill-pasture; and Mrs. 

Redford being persuaded to go also, the bullock- 

dray was got out; and, when she and the three 
girls were comfortably seated, the little party 
set out, with Tim for driver, while Maud rode 

behind on her pony, along with her papa. The 
weather was really delightful, so pure was the 
atmosphere, though the heat was great, while the 

smell of the tree-ferns and gums filled the air, 

and the grass was full of wild flowers quite dif- 

ferent from those in England, not to speak of the 

sounds from various birds, the plumage of which 

was far gayer than anything seen in the old
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country—from the green paroquets to the blue- 

mountain parrots, the bronze-winged pigeons, 

and, occasionally, a white cockatoo. 

When they had got into the thicker part of 
the bush, they were startled by hearing a strange 

cry, as if from some one in distress; but Mr. 

Redford explained that it came from the “ more- 

pork” bird; and on listening again they heard 

it quite distinctly erying, “More pork!”—‘“More . 
pork!” 

“How odd!” said Maud laughing. “What 

does it put you in mind of, Lily?” 

“Oh! Helen and Aunt Julia, to be sure,” replied 

Lily, laughing also. “Don’t you remember, 

mama, when Helen was very little, how she horri- 

fied aunt by the quantity of pork she ate; and 

when she coaxingly tried to get her to wait for 

- the nice rice pudding, Helen kept saying, ‘No, 

mo’ pork! mo’ pork, please!’” 
There were equally curious cries to be heard, 

however, in the bush, which helped to save Helen’s 

blushes, the most remarkable of which was the 

laughing jackass, a bird that seemed to imitate 

people’s mirth so wonderfully. But the ground 

now opened out into bare hillsides, with gray
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hollows winding through them up to the slopes 

of pasture, where sheep were to be seen in the 

distance. Maud and her papa rode on before to 

look for the boys, and found them beside the fold 

in the bottom of the valley, waiting for the shep- 

herd and his dog to gather the flock downwards. 

A lively scene it was till this had been done, af- 

fording the party no little amusement, in addition 

to the pleasure of the excursion among the hills. 

It was evening by the time they returned. This 

ended the day’s labours, making everybody 

heartily ready for supper—the most social and 

leisurely meal of all. 

The season passed rapidly in the various cares 

of the sheep-shearing, the hay-making, the cut- 

ting of the corn, and the gathering in of every 

crop. Then roots had to be secured, and fire-wood 

stacked, before the cold rainy weather, which 

went by the name of winter. This was the more 

social time, even beyond the outskirts of Dunedin; 

and the neighbourhood of the Hook was becom- © 

ing, happily for them, a favourite township, 

where several substantial settlers, both old and 

new, had taken out sections, as the phrase was. 

Within a space of three or four miles, several of
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these were to be found living in rough, but hearty 
comfort. Towards one point, two or three in- 
habitants were within easy reach of each other; 

and the establishment of a saw-mill there, added 

to the discovery of various useful minerals on 

the ground, promised before long to increase the 

population. At no part could it be entitled to 

the rank of a village, but the whole place went 
by the name of Poatipa; and it was pretty cer- 

tain that before many years a flourishing little 

town would be seen in the locality. The bullock 

tracks were already improved into tolerably 

decent roads, so long as the weather remained 

good. Mr. Redford’s property was likely to 

rise in value, and in the meanwhile they derived 

great benefit in a neighbourly point of view. 

One or two of the neighbours were on very in- 

timate terms, among these being the Campbells, 

who had come out in the same ship—the good 

old Jura. The Campbells’ place was, unfortun- 
‘ately, about five miles distant; but when the 

longer nights came, the intercourse between the 

two houses was frequent, sometimes even in 
spite of miry roads, late moonlight, and the 

danger from water-holes by the way.
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They were returning from this place one even- 

ing after having spent some very pleasant and 

merry hours along with young Campbell, who 

was to stay at the Hook all night, when George 

suddenly bade them be silent, for he fancied he 

heard a strange noise. They stood still for a few 

minutes, and then it became obvious that there 

was not only a peculiar crackling noise in the 

distance, but also a strong smell of burning. 

“There’s something on fire,” said George. “I 

hope it isn’t the Dicksons’ place, for it comes 

from that direction, I feel sure.” 

“We had better hasten home with the girls, 

and rouse papa and the others,” said George, 

“and then we can go back to see if any help is 

required.” 

“Oh! do let me go with you, George,” said 
Maud, clinging to his arm. “I may be of some 
use to dear Jane, and the rest of them;” but 

George would not listen to her, and they hastened 

on as fast as they could. By the time they 

reached the Hook, dense clouds of smoke were 

plainly seen curling slowly up from the west, 

while now and then a long tongue of flame 

writhed and twisted upwards through the smoke.
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Mr. Redford now joined the party outside the 

house, and with William and Tim set out at once 

to see where the fire really was. In avery short 

time they returned, trying to appear as composed 

as possible, but by their manner Mrs- Redford 
descried in a minute that something dreadful had 

taken place. 

“Oh! what is the matter, papa dear?” she 

cried; “George, Dick, what has happened?” 

“Tt is the bush some miles beyond the Dick- 

sons that has caught fire,” replied Mr. Redford, 

“but it is a great distance off as yet; only it will 

be necessary to collect as many valuable things 

as possible, and convey them with you and the 

children across the bay to a place of safety.” 

Mrs. Redford begged to be allowed to remain 

to the last; but seeing her husband was deter- 

mined, she got into the boat with Lily and 

the two children, and was rowed over the water 

to a friend’s house, who kindly gave them shelter. 

Maud remained behind, with her mama’s permis- 

sion, for she feared the boys would be doing 

something rash, and that Maud’s presence would 

be a check to them. 

“QOchone! ochone!” said Biddy, “sure it’s. a 
(846) G
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terrible country this. We can’t get leave to live 

in peace and quiet at all, at all. If them cows, 

now, are hurt, Miss Maud, or anything happens 

to the two calves I’ve whee such pains with, 

shure my heart will break. 

“JT hope the fire will burn itself out before 

long,” said Maud, who could scarcely speak, she 

was so excited. “We must ask God to help us, 

you know, Biddy; and He will, if it is his plea- 

sure, or if it is right.” 

“T’ve lost my beads,” said Biddy sobbing; “and 

the paters get all one a-top of the other. Ochone! 

What would the old father say to it?” 

On it came faster and faster, till the whole 

bush for miles round seemed to be one vast mass 

of fame and smoke. The settlers were driven 
back and back; forced to leave their dwellings a 

prey to the devouring element; and, in some in- 

stances, barely having time to save their cattle. 

The Hook was the last house for some miles, and 

it had been so well cleared that ‘hopes were en- 

tertained that at anyrate it might be saved; and 

all night they laboured, putting wet blankets 

over the buildings, for the heat was so-intense 

that it was feared some stray sparks might lodge
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on it. The wind had been in the west for some 
hours, but towards daybreak it began to show 
signs of changing; and, to the Redfords’ intense 
relief, the fire slowly turned in another direction, - 

and that to a point leading down to the water, 
where the brushwood was scant. 

No great harm had been done to Mr. Red- 
ford’s section; but the Campbells were found, 

with others, to have suffered some loss of stock; 

and the poor Dicksons had been regularly burnt 

out. All help was given to them, and they were 
accommodated by various neighbours, the Red- 

fords included. Happily, no damage to life or 

limb had taken place, and soon the only mark 

of the night’s ravage was to be seen in the 

unsightly effect upon the adjoining bush and 

wood, where the leaves had been shrivelled up, 

or even the trees stood all charred and blackened 

beyond the power of spring to restore them. 

It was. not long before an occurrence took | 

place, causing even more serious excitement at 

the Hook. One week a good deal of farm pro- 

duce had been got ready for market, and the 

boat was still used for its conveyance to Dunedin, 

though the change of the season was begun, .
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when rough weather might be looked for. The 

wind was regular, however, and as the Maori 

was experienced, while Tim had become a skilful — 

boatman, the short route by water was decided 

upon by Mr. Redford, who had occasion to go 

into town that day. Under his supervision Mrs. 

Redford could not decidedly object to the boys 

going too, though it was with. much reluctance 

that she was drawn into letting Maud and Lily 

accompany them. The tide was favourable and 
the morning fine, for the season, and the party set 

out in high spirits. Some hours afterwards rain 

began to fall, and the water looked murky, so 

that all day Mrs. Redford was in anxiety, 

looking out every now and then to watch what 

turn the weather might take. By the afternoon 

her fears seemed to her to be fully justified; the 

wind rose and came in puffs, and so concerned 

did she become, that she took the children with 

her and went down to the edge of the ores to 

look for the boat on its way back. 

The farm stuff had been disposed of, and 

various articles purchased and placed in the boat, 

which, though not such a heavy load as-they had 

taken, yet left little room, requiring care as to



AN EMIGRANT STORY. 101 

how the party sat or moved about. Mr. Redford 
had noticed, with some annoyance, that William, 

on his coming down from town with the last 
package of goods, appeared unusually silent and 
even moody, and it was evident that in some 

way he had been drinking. This was a thing 
most dangerous for any native to indulge in, and 
William had seemed to be on his guard against 
it hitherto; but on the present occasion it became 

plainer and plainer he had broken through his 

- rule. At the first reproof he grew sulky, and 

wished to return to Dunedin; but being forced 
to proceed in the boat he did his work carelessly, 

and at last, when the boat was in the act of 

tacking, he neglected to let go an important rope 
in time, the effect of which was, that the wind 

forced the boat over, the sail knocking about, 

and the packages shifting down, till they were 

in imminent danger of being swamped by the 

surge. At this critical moment Lily, who had 

started up, lost hold of Maud’s hand and was 

precipitated headlong into the water. A shriek 

from Maud and a yell from Tim Napper drew the 

eye of the distracted father to the sight of Tim 

vainly snatching with the boat-hook for the child’s
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rescue, But the Maori, who had for the moment 

seemed to become himself again, and who had a 

particular favour for Lily, sprang overboard at 

the instant, dived after her as she sank, and 

reappeared in a moment, holding her safe above 

water till he caught the boat-hook, and raised 

her on board, scrambling in himself afterwards. 

The boat had by that time righted herself, and 

they shot along by the help of the tide and wind 

towards the creek. Lily meanwhile was brought 

back to consciousness by care given her, with the 

help of restoratives, which were fortunately at 

hand. 

Mrs. Redford, from the shore, had seen the 

_ apparent danger of the boat, but, fortunately, 

not the peril to Lily. Her excitement was al- 

ready enough, and she could not control her 
feelings, as the boat came safely into the landing- 

place. She almost fainted when she saw Lily’s 

drenched figure and pale face; but no time was 

lost in getting her home, when the ordinary 

remedies soon restored her perfectly. 

“J was convinced some disaster would come 

of that boat,” said Mrs. Redford; “you shall 

never, never go by it again.” ;
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“Oh! mama, it was quite safe,” said Richard; 

“T could have let go the sheet myself. It was 

all that tiresome William’s doing; and it was 

only because he wasn’t sober, mama. It never 

could have happened otherwise.” 

“TI have always been suspicious of William,” 

said Mrs. Redford. “We can never trust him 

again. Ido hope you will get rid of him directly, 

papa.” 

“Well no, my dear,” replied Mr. Redford. 

“William is a good servant, and this, we may 

say, is his first offence. We must not be too 

hasty about dismissing him.” 

The only ill effect left from this incident was, 

that William continued to be sullen and moody, 

and looked as if he was still under the influence 

of drink, so that at last every one was certain he 

must be getting a further supply privately. The 

only way that this could be done was by an idle 

native of the wandering class who used to be 

seen in the neighbourhood; besides which, there 

was the old chief Tyro, who would sometimes 

camp out on that side of the bay, generally 

followed by his dingy wife and her gypsy-looking 

companions, young and old. The conduct of
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William became, at this time, even mad-like; 

and as he would not go away they were at length 
compelled to put him under restraint for a little, 
and afterwards to watch that he got no more 
spirits from any quarter. He then returned to 
his former sober habits, and no complaint could 
be made against his behaviour, except that there 
was a change in the pleasantness of his manner, 
and that he was not so cordial and hearty &s 
formerly. ‘ 

 



  

  

CHAPTER VI. 

AUD,” said Lily one morning, after they 

had all seated themselves in the parlour 

to sew, “you might as well be at a boarding- 

school, for we scarcely get a walk with you of 

an evening.” 

“T think,” said Helen, “I shall get to dislike 

Mr. Harkom. There is hardly a night this week 

—indeed this fortnight—that he hasn’t taken 

you away, Maud, from us; and it is very unkind, 

when he knows how little we see you during 

the day. It is nothing but work, work, now, and . 

no Maud to speak and walk with after the work 

is over. I don’t want to dislike him, really, but 

I know I shall, if he does it any longer.” 

“Not if he were to be your brother, Helen,” 

said Mrs. Redford, smiling at the little group; 

but at these words Maud suddenly snatched up 

her work, and was running out of the room 

when Mrs. Redford said, “Stay, my darling, we
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had better tell the children (they must know 

sometime), and perhaps they will not grudge 

you your pleasant evening walk.” 

“Very well, mama,” said Maud blushing, “ but 

I must leave you to do it—I’ve the butter to see 

to;” and Maud fairly ran off this time. 

The children now heard for the first time that 

Maud was to be married to Mr. Harkom at the 

end of the year; and though they were, at first, 

in some consternation at the idea of parting with 

her so soon, yet they began to be interested, and 

rather to delight in the notion of having a 

married sister with a house all to herself, where 

they could be invited to spend a few days, and 
have little tea parties besides. 

“Qh! it will be such fun to go to tea at Mr. 
Harkom’s!” said Madge. “He won't have any 
difficulty about pouring out the tea when Maud 
is there; but will he make slap-jacks and damper 
for us, as he says he does, and as he did for us 

before?” 

“T should think not,” said Lily indignantly; 
“of course Maud would never allow him to do 
work like that. It was only because he was a 
bachelor that he did it when we first saw him.”



AN EMIGRANT STORY. 107 

“Maud can ride over often to see us, can’t she, 

mama,” said Helen. “You know Mr. Harkom 

has got another horse; and he promised to bring 

it over for us to try when he had broken it in a 

little more. Oh! now I think of it, he must be 

going to give it to Maud’s very own self. For 

he said last week, ‘J’m sure you will like the 

bay mare; there is not a handsomer in the colony, 

and she was just picked out for you.’ I wondered 

what he meant at the time, but now I under- 

stand.” 

“Come, now,” said Mrs. Redford, “you had 

better run after Maud, and tell her you won't 

dislike Mr. Harkom any more. We must have 

a long afternoon at our sewing; and I am sure 

you will work all the better, if I tell you, the 

things we are making are for Maud’s house.” — 

“Oh! how nice, how very jolly!” cried Madge, 

getting up and skipping round the room; “how 

delightful to. help Maud with her outfit! And 

shall we have a party at the wedding—and can 

we get a bridescake here?—a real sugar one, you 

know?—and shall we wear white dresses ?—and 

go to church down to Dunedin?—and be Maud’s 

bridesmaids?”
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“Stop, stop,” cried Mrs. Redford laughing, “it 

would take a week and more to answer your 

questions. . Be off with you now; we shall have 
plenty of time to talk of the gay doings in pro- 

spect while we are working.” 

The labour of helping Maud was indeed a 
labour of love; and, during the long afternoon, 

the needles flew out and in, as if they were 

sewing for dear life; while the tongues prattled 
ceaselessly —speculating and chatting about the 

marriage—who was to be invited, and how they 

were to be dressed, &c., &e.; and they had not 

nearly exhausted the subject when Mr. Redford 
and the boys came home for the day. It was 
impossible to keep the little girls from repeating 
the delightful news to their brothers, though 
they imparted it at first as a secret; and even 

Tim Napper and William had it whispered into 
their ears, “that Maud was going to be married 
to Mr. Harkom, and after that’ she would not 

live at the Hook any more.” They seemed to 
be rather glad than otherwise, to Tim Napper’s 
great indignation, who declared that “if Miss 

Maud was not to stay at the Hook any more, he 
wished he had never thought of being a hemi-
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grant, that he didn’t; and he knew he’d not be 

able to get along without her.” He went about 

so listlessly for some days, that Mrs. Redford 

could not help noticing his melancholy counten- 

ance, and said, “Come, Tim, what is the matter 

with you; are you ill, or getting home-sick after 

all?” 

“No, marm,” said Tim respectfully, “I had 

never a home worth the speaking on till I came 
here; but what I says is, I can’t get along 

away from Miss Maud, and if she is going to 

leave the Hook, I'll have to hemigrate to another 

part.” 

“Well, Tim,” said Mrs. Redford, “it’s a good 

many months till that day comes, though it will 

pass swiftly away; and who knows but Miss 

Maud will let you go with her to her new home? 

You have been a good lad, Tim, and faithful to 

us all, and especially helpful to my dear Maud. 

If you wish to serve her still, neither Mr. Red- 

ford nor I will say anything against it.” 

“Td serve any one of the family, marm, most 

willing,” replied Tim, drawing his arm across his 

eyes, “and I'll be sorry to leave the Hook, but 

Miss Maud has been very kind to me, and has
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always shown me my duty, not to speak of the 

teaching me to read and write, and I’m not safe 

away from her, no ways; and Mr. Harkom has 

been kind, too, and he'll mayhap not object to 

give me a little bit of waste ground on his 

section, to build a warrie nigh-hand his house.” 

Biddy, too, seemed inclined to give notice to 

leave also, for, as she said, “How was she to 

turn out the butter if Miss Maud was not there 

to help?” But when Maud had’ promised to 

come down: occasionally on the ‘butter days, 

Biddy settled down, saying with a sigh, “ Well, 

it’s a blessed thing I’m not thinking o’ getting - 

married yet; for shure, now, what would become 

of the poor mistress if Miss Maud and I were to 

get married together?” 

Ever after, when things did not go well with 

her, this was her great threat, “That she’d have 

to leave, for she had a notion of getting married, 

and being mistress of herself.” And no amount 

of jokes and laughter at her, on the part of the 

boys, made’ her cease from making this deliberate 

statement. g 

Meanwhile, the small camp of Maories still 

continued on the Redfords’ section, and though
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they were tolerably quiet, and pursued their oc- 

cupation of weaving baskets to hold the potatoes 
and fish they sold in Dunedin, Mrs. Redford 

was always a little nervous about them, especially 

as the old chief Tyro, who had spoken of eating 

human flesh, was amongst them. William began 

to frequent their camp oftener than before, and 

would look as if he had been drinking overnight, 

so that Mr. Redford was a little uneasy about — 

hin. 

One evening, a few of the neighbours came 

over to take tea at the Hook, and as it was a 

fine moonlight night, the elder boys proposed to 

escort them a part of the way home. Jane 

Dickson was on a visit to Maud, and they both 

agreed to go also. Mr. Harkom had been ex- 

pected; but had never made his appearance; and, 

as Jane said, “As he was not there to make any 

objection, Maud might consider her own pleasure. 

‘He is such a careful fellow,” said Jane laughing, 

“he'd be sure to object; for he has never trusted 

us since we lost ourselves on that memorable 

occasion; but with George and Dick to escort us 

we need fear neither man, woman, nor child.” 

_ The little party accordingly set out in great
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spirits, laughing and joking with each other, as 

young folks do after spending a few merry hours 

together. The path they had chosen led close to 

_the Maori camp. When they passed it, they 

noticed there were some women sitting round the 

' fire, and the old chief was standing with his pipe 

in his mouth giving his orders to the women in 

a loud voice, but these were quite incoherent to 

the party for the screaming and yelling of a 

great pig that was being driven to its place of 

security for the night. On coming closer still, 

they observed William sitting on one of the 

potato baskets, and when he saw George looking 

steadily at him he tried to skulk off behind the 

patch of flax at his side. 

“Come, come, William! no hiding! You were 

told not to go out to-night by the master.” 

William muttered something about wishing to 

see his friends, but it was quite evident by his 

husky voice he had been drinking. Seeing this, 

and knowing what the man really was when 

so affected, it would have been wiser had George 

let him alone, and walked on with hig friends; 

but George was rash and hasty in temper, and 

had never thoroughly trusted William from the
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beginning. He therefore said in a peremptory 

way: “Just you go home now, and let us have 

no more of your skulking. You've been drinking 

again, that’s plain; and my father shall be told 

of it.” 

They then passed on, leaving William appar- 

ently put down, as he stood with lowered head; 

but one of the gentlemen of the party said: “I 

wish you had not spoken so hastily, George. 

It does no good to rouse half-drunken men, any 

more than sleeping dogs—especially half-tamed 

savages. Besides, you ought to have remembered 

we had ladies with us.” 

George pooh-poohed the idea of there being 

any occasion for caution; but both Maud and 

Jane Dickson said they would not go further, 

and expressed a wish to return by a different 

path. The opening to the other road was so far 

away, that they were compelled to keep by the 

one they had come, and as the girls seemed to be 

really nervous, both George and Dick good- 

naturedly walked as quietly as they could, 

promising that they would slip past the Maories 

like very cowards if such was the wish of the 

ladies. 
(346) H
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The Maories were now making a great noise, 

and when our little party came in sight, they 

observed one of them, who was unmistakably 

William, dancing a sort of war-dance round the 

fire, and yelling, while he flourished a large stick 

over his head. 

“He's getting quite mad,” said Dick in a 

whisper. “Come, girls, we must hasten on to 

warn my father, and get Tim in from his warrie 

to help to bind him when he returns.” 

At that moment William must have caught 

sight of them in the waning moonlight, and 

giving a wild yell as only a savage throat can 

utter, he darted across the piece of clearing, as if 

intending to cut off their further progress. 

“Run, girls!” cried George; “well have to 

make a stand against the fellow.” And seeing it 

was the only thing they could do, they ran as 

fast as they could. Maud was very soon quite 

out of breath, and she with difficulty got Jane 

persuaded to run on regardless of her, to secure 

assistance for the two lads. 
Jane, being fleet of foot and stronger than Maud, 

was not long of reaching the Hook, where she 

found Mr. Redford standing at the door, and
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Mr. Harkom just dismounting from his horse. 

In a very few words Jane made known what had 

happened, and when she had promised to try to 

keep Mrs. Redford from being too much alarmed, 

Mr, Harkom dashed off on horseback, leaving 

Mr. Redford and Tim to follow as fast as they 

could. 

In the agitation of the moment Jane had 

forgotten to mention that Maud was on her way 

back, and Mr. Harkom thought she was with her 

' brothers. When he came up to the Maori camp 

he found William already bound hand and foot, 

as his condition had not enabled him to make 

any violent resistance. George and Dick, who 

had succeeded so far, were now engaged in a 

hand-to-hand fight with two natives, while the 

old chief and some of the women were looking 

quietly on, taking no part with either side, either 

stupefied by drink, or determined not to, get 

themselves into trouble with the white-faces. 

At the same time it was apparent that, in case 

of triumph to their own friends, they might be 

quite ready.to take advantage of this, however. 

barbarous and cruel. 

With Mr. Harkom’s assistance the two men
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were now beaten off, and then he hastily put the 

question, “ Where is Maud?” 

Maud had gone away with Jane, her brothers 

said, and would no doubt be home long ere this; 

but nevertheless they hastened on, leaving William 

lying bound where he was. Mr. Redford now 

appeared, but he had not met Maud on his way; 

and hearing this, Mr. Harkom dashed his spurs 

into his horse and rode off at a tremendous pace 

back to the Hook. Maud had not returned, and 

Jane then told where and how she had left . 

her. A great dread now took possession of Mr. 

Harkom’s mind—what if she had fainted, and in 

his hot haste he had ridden his horse over her? 

He tried to remember if his horse had stumbled 

over anything; but his brain reeled when he 
attempted to think, and his voice was so husky 
he could scarcely ask Jane for a lantern. With- 

_ out replying to her question of “What was it he 

feared?” he was away once more, but ata quieter 
pace. ; 

They searched for two hours, but no Maud w. 

visible; and though they made the woods resound 

with their cries, no sound was heard in reply; 

for even the birds had forsaken that part of the
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bush ever since the fire. Tim, who had been peer- 

ing all round, now suddenly cried out he had 

found a scarf that had been dropped, and that Miss 

Maud must have taken the wrong turning, and 

wandered down to the beach. As this was very 

likely they followed Tim, who professed to know 

this footpath, as it was not the one they usually 

frequented. Another cause of fear presented 

itself when they came to the beach. The tide 

was now full in, and if Mand had come this way 

two hours ago, she would no doubt walk along 

the beach thinking to reach their own path. 

No one liked to suggest the possibility—what if 

she had been overtaken by the tide? This part 

of the coast having high rocky banks, and the 

tide coming close in, there was no alternative but 

to return home and get the boat out, and go 

round by the river, if Maud was not safely 

housed already. 

Not a word was spoken till they came within 

sight of the warrie, when George gave a loud 

shout, and looking in the direction where he 

pointed, there they saw the figure of a man 

trying to set fire to some wood at the end of the 

house. Mr. Harkom drew out a small pocket
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pistol from his breast, and levelling it at him, 

fired. It was William that rose suddenly to his 

feet, and with a howl of pain sprang over the 

garden fence and was lost sight of in a moment. 

When they tried to open the door, they heard 

Biddy saying, “And is it yourself, master? Sure 

now, and we've had a time of it with that black 

varmint; yell just have a moment’s patience 

now, for I've put everything that was handy 

against the door to keep the ugly cratur out.” 

There was a sound as of falling tin pots and 

pans, and then some heavy articles were drawn 

away, and the door opened. Mrs. Redford was — 

discovered to be in a dead faint, with the children 

erying round her, and Jane Dickson bathing her 

face and hands, while she tried to cheer the 

children as well as she could. Every one glanced 

hastily round, but no Maud was there. Mr. 

Redford and Dick were now compelled to stay 

_at home to protect the house, in case William 

should return, perhaps assisted by his native 

friends. 

The boat was not long of being got out, and 

was pulled into the river without a word being 

uttered by any of the anxious men. They had
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not rowed far, however, from the mouth of the 

creek, when Mr. Harkom fancied his shout was 

answered; and on repeating it again they dis- 

tinctly heard a faint ery, which proved to come 

from Maud. She was discovered to be safely 

ensconced in a little nook up the steep bank, 

where she had climbed out of reach of the rising 

tide. Mr. Harkom was not long of bringing her 

safely down, and in a few minutes more Eee 

were all at home. 

.. Tyro and his friends removed their camp the 

next day. Whether William was fatally wounded, 

or only slightly hurt, could not be discovered, as 

he did not appear at the Hook again, to the great 

relief of the female portion of the family. 

Mr. Harkom had felt so much distress at what 

had happened to Maud, and was so anxious lest 

some further evil should come out of it, that he 

pressed for an immediate marriage, and managed 

to overcome every objection. It was therefore 

finally settled, that the event was to take place 
in a month’s time. There was much stir and 

bustle at the Hook in consequence; but every one 

of the neighbours lent a willing hand, and Mrs. 

Redford was made to promise that she would
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give herself no concern about the marriage 

breakfast, as it would be seen to by all the in- 

habitants of the creek. 

Maud’s marriage morning was as bright as a 

morning could well be; and the novelty of the 

marriage party having to go to church by boat, 

added to the mirth and amusement. After the 

ceremony was over, Maud and Mr. Harkom drove 

round by the road in a buggy hired for the occa- 

sion, while the rest of the party returned by 

water in time to receive the bride. There they 

found their plain wooden house turned into the 

gayest of marquees. The neighbours seemed to 

have vied with each other in sending the largest 

amount of eatables to the marriage feast, for the 

numbers of roast chickens, and the quantities of 

pastry of all kinds, was something wonderful to 

behold. The flowers, too, that had been sent 

from far and near, would have filled every dish 

and basket in the house, and served beautifully 

for decorating the walls, both outside and in, 

The little Redfords, like all children, enjoyed 

this marriage beyond everything; but when the 

breakfast was over, and Maud had retired to her 

room to put on her riding-habit, the little girls
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began to feel that a marriage was not quite “so 

jolly” as one had fancied. Maud, the good, kind 

daughter and sister, was going away, and could 

never be to them what she had been before, . 

though her new home was scarcely fifteen miles 

from them. It was a great relief to everyone to 

have Jane Dickson with them to remind them, 

that for their mama’s and Maud’s sake they 

ought not to cry, nor even look melancholy. 

But tears did fall, even from Jane’s eyes, though 

they were mixed with laughter from all, when 

Madge said: * 

“Oh! I am so glad I'm not Mr. Harkom, for 

he must feel like a great big naughty thief, to 

steal our Maud away.” 

The horses were reported to be in waiting at 

the door, held by Tim Napper, who looked radi- 

ant in a suit of new clothes, with a bright scarlet 

flower in his botton-hole and in his cap. He 

seemed to be more than happy, provokingly so, 

as Biddy thought; but then he was to stay with 

Miss Maud, which made all the difference. The 

good-bye was hurried over, as good-byes at mar- 

riages generally are, and with an extra long em- 

brace from her mother, Maud was lifted to the
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saddle by her brother George, who laughingly 

claimed the privilege, and with the hearty cheers 

of the party she rode away. 
The inmates of the Hook very soon began to 

realize how much they would feel Maud’s absence, 

and as Lily said, after a week had passed, it was 

the longest she ever remembered. A few days 

after, Mr. Redford had occasion to go to 

Dunedin, and as the little girls seemed so thor- 

- oughly miserable, Mr. Redford told them to go 

a part of the way to meet him on his return. 

They had not gone very far, however, when Mr. 

Redford came riding up, and they saw at once 

by his manner that something had happened. 

They naturally fancied that it must. be in con- 

nection with Maud; but their papa hastened to 

explain he had received letters from England 

which had excited him a little, but they would 

hear the news presently. — 

It turned out, that, only a few months ago, the 

will made by Mrs. Redford’s father had been 

found, and the lawyer wrote to tell him that she 

had in reality been left an equal share of the 

property with her brother, and would be put in 

possession on her return. He urged upon Mr.
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Redford the necessity of coming home at once, 

as many papers would require to be signed, and 

the great distance was against a speedy settle- - 

ment. 

“Go home, my dear! Impossible!” said Mrs. 

Redford. “Think of leaving Maud alone!” 

“We don’t want the money, papa,” said Char- 

ley; “we're quite happy here; we never were so 

jolly at home, though we had some famous days 

with the Mortimers, I'll own.” 

“Tf it is only the delay, papa,” said George, 

“could it not be arranged by letters? It would 

be a pity to go home now when we have got 

used to this kind of life, and like it.” 

Mr. Redford said there was no alternative, 

it was necessary that they should go—at least, 

their mama and he must; but if the elder boys 

would prefer to remain and take charge of the 

farm and stock during their absence, he had no 

objections to offer. 

“Indeed,” said Mr. Redford, “it would be 

hardly fair to run away from the colony that 

has served us so well in our days of adver- 

sity. Dunedin has been good to us, and it is 

my duty to stand by her now, though, I must 

oa
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own, I should like to see my native land once 

more, before settling down here for good and 

all.” 

It was finally settled that Mr. and Mrs. Red- 
ford, with the two younger boys, along with 

Helen and Madge, should go home by the first 

ship sailing, and, after getting the business ar- 

ranged, return to Dunedin. The money that had 

been left to them would enable them to have 

many comforts that had been denied before, and 

the idea of building the new house on the site 
long marked out for it, brought up a variety of 
pleasant anticipations. Mr. Redford would 

much rather that his eldest sons had followed 
out their interrupted course at college, but he 
knew that the life of freedom they had enjoyed 
of late had quite unfitted them for any other 
pursuit. It was arranged also that Lily should 

remain and keep house for her brothers. It 

would not be so lonely for them, or for Maud 

either, and the boys would not be left to the 
entire mercy of a servant, for Biddy, at any - 

moment, might bring her threat into execution, 

and get married really. 

Before the ship was ready for sailing, rumours
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of gold being discovered in the colony began to 

spread, and the very week before they left, the 

rumour had passed into a certainty, and hundreds 

of men had left their regular employments to try 

their fortunes at the gold-field. Mr. Harkom 

had been attacked with “the gold fever” before, 

and could speak from experience of the extra- 

ordinary fascination there was about it, as well 

as of its hardships; and at his and their father’s 

earnest request, George and Dick solemnly pro- 

mised that they would not leave the farm for 

any temptation of excitement or novelty which 

might arise. 

Though they had got accustomed to think of 

it as a mere passage, it was with sorrowful hearts 

that the whole family stood on the jetty waiting 

for the steamer that was to take the voyagers to 

the ship outside the bar. The elder portion could 

not but contrast the present time with that other 

parting, when they were about to set out for a 

strange land, and had to trust to their own 

energies for their maintenance. They had now 

no fear of the future; the money left to them 

would place them far above the need of doing 

any manual labour themselves. The money had
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come, it was true, when they had got to learn to 

do without it, and had only brought trouble and 

separation; yet all of them felt that the separation 

was not to be long protracted, and that the late 

pleasant independent life would be resumed with 

increased .zest, and under still more favourable 

circumstances, if God spared them. 

There is no need to dwell upon the parting 

itself, nor follow the father and mother on their 

voyage back to “the home country.” We can 

understand how bitter the trial was, even though 

they were strengthened by the sense of duty to 

their children. We would rather, if time and 

space permitted, have followed the fortunes of 

those left behind. An opportunity may be 
afforded at some future time to speak more 

minutely of Maud’s joys and sorrows; of how 

she, by her industry and careful management, 

prospered in her new home; and how, by her 

gentleness and goodness, she became endeared to 

many friends and neighbours. We would like 

to visit Lily at the Hook, where she makes a 

brave young housewife, with Biddy as her right 

hand, who is faithful to her young mistress in 

spite of the numerous offers she receives from
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fortunate diggers, which might turn the head of 
a wiser than Biddy. 

The Hook, with its various surroundings and 

stock, makes progress, and prospers under the 

careful stewardship of George and Dick, as well 

as if the eye of its master was superintending, 

And lastly, there is Tim Napper, whose liking 

for Maud, and love of being an emigrant, was 

not strong enough to keep down the thirst for 

the bright gold-dust. Poor Tim! would not his 
adventures and various ups and downs fill a 

book itself? Suffice it to say, that wherever he 

went, the lessons he had been taught by Maud, 

and the good he had gained from intercourse 

with the Redfords, made him keep honest, 

intelligent, and well-behaved, and, in the end, he 

had many reasons to be thankful that his love 

for emigration had prompted him to become a 

stowaway on board the old Jura. 

THE END.
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startling episodes, and yet conveys a splendid moral throughout.”—Schoolmaster. 

Sturdy and Strong: Or, How George Andrews made his Way. 
By G. A. Henry. : 

“The history of a hero of everyday life, whose love of truth and innate pluck 
carry him, naturally, from poverty to affluence.”—The Empire. 

Gutta-Percha Willie: The Working Genius. By Guorcz Mac 
Dowatp, LL.D. 

‘Get it for your boys and girls to read for themselves, and if they can’t do that 
read it to them.”—Practical Teacher. 

The War of the Axe: Or Adventures in South Africa. By 
J. Percy-Groves. j 

“The story is well and brilliantly told, and the illustrations are especially good 
and effective."—Literary World. 

The Eversley Secrets. By Evenyy Evzrnrr Gruen. 
“Ts one of the best children’s stories of the year.” —Academy. 

The Lads of Little Clayton: Stories of Village Boy Life. By 
R. Sreap, , 

“A capital book for boys, and may be read to a class with great profit.” —School- 
master. 

Ten Boys who lived on the Road from Long Ago to Now.. By Janz 
ANDREWS. With 20 Illustrations. ; 

“Really attractive and brightly written.”—Saturday Review
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued. 

Winnie’s Secret: A Story of Faith and Patience. By Katz Woop. 
“* A very pretty tale, with great variety of incident written precisely in the style 

that is surest to win the hearts of young folks.”—-Pictortal World. 

A Waif of the Sea: Or the Lost Found. By Kars Woop. 
*‘A very touching and pretty tale, full of pathos and interest, told in a style 

which deserves the highest praise.”— Edinburgh Courant. 

Insect Ways on Summer Days in Garden, Forest, Field, and 
Stream. By Jennurtr Humeureys. With 70 Illustrations. 

“A charming book for young people, written in a very lively and attractive 
style, and sure to awaken an interest in insect life and habits.”—Schoolmaster, 

The Joyous Story of Toto. By Laura E. Ricuarps. With 80 
humorous and fanciful Illustrations by E. H. Garrerr. 

“Tt should take its place beside Lewis Carroll’s unique works, and find a special 
place in the affections of boys and girls.” Birmingham Gazette. 

Miss Willowburn’s Offer. By Saran Doupyey. 
‘‘Miss Doudney is seen at her best in Miss Willowburn's Ofer. Itis a careful, 

well executed, and cheery study of English still life.” —Academy. 

A Garland for Girls. By Lovisa M. Atcort, 
“These little tales are the beau ideal of girls’ stories.”"—Christian World. 

Hetty Gray: Or Nobody’s Bairn. By Rosa Mutuontanp. 
“A charming story for young folks, Hetty is a delightful creature—piquant, 

tender, and true—and her varying fortunes are perfectly realistic.”— World. 

Brothers in Arms: A Story of the Crusades. By F. Bayrorp 
Harrison. 

“One of the best accounts of the Crusades it has been our privilege to read. The 
book cannot fail to interest boys,”—Schoolmistress. 

The Ball of Fortune. By Cuarres Prancz. 
“‘ A capital story for boys, There is plenty of incident, and the interest is sus- 

tained throughout."—Journal of Education. 

Miss Fenwick’s Failures. By Esué Srvanrr. 
“¢A girl true to real life, who will put no nonsense into young heads.”—Graphie. 

Gytha’s Message: A Tale of Saxon England. By Emma Lusiiz. 
*‘A charmingly told story. The sort of book that all girls and some boys like, 

and can only get good from.”—Journal of Education. 

My Mistress the Queen: A Tale of the 17th Century. By M. A. 
PavLy. 

“The style is pure and graceful, the presentation of manners and character 
shas been well studied, and the story is full of interest.”—Scotsman.
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HALF-CROWN SERIES—Continued. 

The Stories of Wasa and Menzikoff: The Deliverer of Sweden, 
and the Favourite of Czar Peter. 

“We think very highly of this idea of giving to our younger boys, in a readable 
form, a series of books which will lead up to Plutarch’s Lives, &c., in a year or 
two,” —Schoolmaster. 

Stories of the Sea in Former Days. 

Tales of Captivity and Exile. 

Famous Discoveries by Sea and Land. 

Stirring Events of History. 

Adventures in Field, Flood, and Forest. 

Jack o’ Lanthorn: A Tale of Adventure. By Henry Fait. 
“The narrative is crushed full of stirring incident, and is sure to be a prime 

favourite with our boys.”—Christian Leader. % 

The Family Failing. By Darury Dats. 
“Tt is at once an amusing and an interesting story, and a capital lesson on the 

value of contentedness to young and old alike.”— Aberdeen Journal, 

  

BLACKIE’S TWO SHILLING SERIES. 

In crown 8vo, with Illustrations, cloth elegant, 2s. 

Susan. By Amy Watton. 
“A clever little story in which the authoress shows a great deal of insight into 

children’s feelings and motives.”—Pall Mall Gazette. 

Linda and the Boys. By Czcrzta Seupy Lownpss. 
“Ts not only told in an artless, simple way, but is full of the kind of humour 

that children love.”—Liverpool Mercury. 

Swiss Stories for Children and those who Love Children. 
From the German of Mapam Spyri. By Lucy WuxELock. 

“Beautiful stories of goodness and charity, with lifelike descriptions of Swiss 
homesteads and country.”—Practical Teacher. 

Adventures of Mrs. Wishing-to-be. By Atice Corkran, 
“Simply a charming book for little girls.”—Saturday Review. 

Our Dolly: Her Words and Ways. By Mrs. R. H. Reap. 
“ prettily told and prettily illustrated.”—Guardian. 

Fairy Fancy: What she Heard and Saw. By Mrs. R. H. Reap. 
“The authoress has very great insight into child nature, and a sound healthy 

tone pervades the book.” —Glasgow Herald.
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TWO SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 

Aboard the ‘“‘Atalanta:” The Story of a Truant. By Henry 
Frits. 

“We doubt if any boy after reading it would be tempted to the great mistake 
of running away from school under any pretext whatever.”—Practical Teacher. 

The Penang Pirate. By Joun C. Hurcunson. 
“A book which boys will thoroughly enjoy. It is rattling, adventurous, and 

romantic.”—Aberdeen Journal. ; 

Teddy: The Story of a “Little Pickle.” By Jonny C. Huronnson. 
“There is real humour in the tale.”—The Times, 

Four Little Mischiefs. By Rosa MutHoranp. 
“A charming bright story about real children.”— Watchman. 

Warner’s Chase: Or the Gentle Heart. By Anniz S. Swan. 
“There is nothing sentimental and no sickly goodyism in it, but a tone of quiet 

and true religion that keeps its own place.” —Perthshire Advertiser. 

New Light through Old Windows. A Series of Stories illus- 
trating Fables of Alsop. By Grecson Gow. 

“Most delightfully-written little stories.”—Glasgow Herald. 

Little Tottie, and Two Other Stories. By THomas ARcHER. 
“The book is a most alluring prize for the younger ones.”—Schoolmaster. 

Naughty Miss Bunny. By Crara Mouiuoxnanp. 
“This naughty child is positively delightful. Papas should not omit ‘Naughty 

Miss Bunny’ from their list of juvenile presents.”—Land and Water. 

*°A Pair of Clogs:” And other Stories. By Amy Watton. 
“These stories are decidedly interesting, and true to nature. For children 

between nine and fourteen this book can be thoroughly commended.”—Academy. 

The Hawthorns. By Amy Watton. 
“A remarkably vivid and clever study of child-life. '— Christian Leader. 

Dorothy’s Dilemma: A Tale of the Time of Charles I. By Cano- 
_LINE AUSTIN. 

‘An exceptionally well-told story, and one that will be warmly welcomed by 
children.”—Court Journal. 

Marie’s Home: Or, A Glimpse of the Past. By Carozine Austin. 
* “An exquisitely told story. The heroine is as fine a type of girlhood as one 
could set before our little British damsels of to-day.”—Christian Leader. 

The Squire’s Grandson: A Devonshire Story. By J. M. Catt- 
WELL. 
“‘Cannot fail to favourably impress all young readers,” —Schoolmaséer.
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TWO SHILLING SERIES—Continued. 

Magna Charta Stories: Or Struggles for Freedom in the Olden 
Time. Edited by Artaur GILMAN, A.M. 

‘A book of special excellence, which ought to be in the hands of all boys.”— 
Educational News. 

The Wings of Courage; Ano Tan Croup-Srinnur. Translated 
from the French of Guoren SAnp, by Mrs. Corkran. 

“Mrs, Corkran has earned our gratitude by translating into readable English 
these two charming little stories,”"—Athen@um. 

Chirp and Chatter; Or, Lussons rrom Frenp anp Trex. By 
Autor Banks, With 54 Tlustrations by Gorpon Browne. 

“A most delightful book for youngsters, and a nicer present for a child one 
could not select.”—Glasgow Herald. 

BLACKIE’S EIGHTEENPENNY SERIES. 

In Crown 8vo, cloth extra, each with Tinted or Coloured Illustrations, 

Joan’s Adventures at the North 
Pole and Elsewhere. By ALICE 
CORKRAN. 

Filled with Gold, By JEnnin PER- 
RET, 

Edwy: Or, Was he a Coward? By 
ANNETTE Lyster. 

The Battlefield Treasure. By F. 
BAYFORD HARRISON, 

Yarns on the Beach. By G. A. 
Henry. 

ATerrible Coward. By G. M. Fenn. 

The Late Miss Hollingford. By 
Rosé MULHOLLAND. 

Our Frank, and other Stories. By 
AMY WALTON, 

The Pedlar and his Dog. By Mary 
C. RowsEh, 

Into the Haven. By ANNIE S. SWAN. 

Tom Finch’s Monkey. By J. ©. 

HUTOHESON. 

Our General: A Story for Girls. By 
ELIZABETH J. LYSAGHT. ; 

Aunt Hesba’s Charge. By ELiza- 
BETH J. LYSAGHT. 

By Order of Queen Maude. By 
Lovisa Crow. 

Miss Grantley’s Girls, and theStories 

she told them. By THOS. ARCHER. 

The Troubles of Little Tim. By 
GREGSON GoW. 

Down and Up Again, 
Gow. 

The Happy Lad. By B. BsérNson. 

The Patriot Martyr, and other Nar- 
ratives of Female Heroism. 

Madge’s Mistake. By ANNIE E. 

ARMSTRONG. 

Box of Stories. By Horace Happy- 
MAN, 

By GREGSON 

When I was a Boy in China. By 
Yan PHou Lee. 

“We are able to recommend one and all of these; their excellence is remark- 
able.”—Schoot Guardian.



6 BLACKIE AND SON’S BOOKS FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 

BLACKIE’S SHILLING SERIES. 

Square 16mo, 128 pp., elegantly bound in cloth, with Frontispieces in 
Colours. 

In the Summer Holidays. By Jun- 
NETT HUMPHREYS. 

How the Strike Began. 
LESLIE. 

Tales from the Russian of Madame 
Kubalensky. 

Cinderella’s Cousin. By PENELOPE. 

Their New Home. By ANNIE 8. 
FENN. 

. Janie’s Holiday. By CHRISTIAN RED- 
FORD. 

The Children of Hayecombe. By 
ANNIE 8, FENN. : 

The Cruise of the ‘‘Petrel.” By 
¥F. M. HoLMEs, 

The Wise Princess. 
M. CapPEs. 

A Boy Musician: Or, the Young Days 
of Mozart. 

Hatto’s Tower. 
SELL. 

By EMMA 

By HARRIET 

By Mary C. Royw- 

Fairy Lovebairn’s Favourites. By 
J. DICKINSON. 

Alf Jetsam. By Mrs. Gro. CUPPLES. 

The Redfords. By Mrs. G. CuppLEs. 

Missy. By F. B. Harrison. 

Hidden Seed. By EMMA LESLIZ. 

Jack’s Two Sovereigns. By A. 8. 
Fenn. 

Ursula’s Aunt, By A. 8, FENN. 

A Little Adventurer, 
Gow. 

Olive Mount. By Miss Frenn. 

Three Little Ones. By Cora LANG- 
TON. 

By GREGSON 

Tom Watkins’ Mistake, By 3B. 
Lusiin, 

Two Little Brothers. By Miss 
CAPES. 

The New Boy at Merriton. 

The Blind Boy of Dresden. 

Jon of Iceland: A True Story. 

Stories from Shakespeare. 

Every Man in his Place. 

Fireside Fairies and Flower 
Fancies. 

To the Sea in Ships, 

Little Daniel: a Story of the Rhine. 

Jack’s Victory: Stories about Dogs. 

Story of a King: By one of his Sol- 

diers. 

Prince Alexis, or Old Russia. 

Sasha the Serf: Stories of Russian 
Life. 

True Stories of Foreign History. 
  

GORDON BROWNE'S FALRY TALES. 

With Pictures in Colours, 

Hop o’ my Thumb. 

Beauty and the Beast. 

“The stories are without exception highly interesting, and all enforce some 
feeble truth. Teachers should make a note of this excellent series."—Teachers’
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THE NINEPENNY SERIES OF BOOKS FOR 
: CHILDREN. ' 

Neatly bound in cloth extra. Each contains 96 pages and a Coloured 
Illustration. 

The Queen of Squats, By IsabeL | A Little Hero. By Mrs. Mus- 
HORNIBROOK. GRAVE. 

Shucks: A Story for Boys. ByEmMA | Prince Jon’s Pilgrimage. By 
LESLIN, JUSSIN FLEMING. 

Sylvia Brooke, By M. HarrmrM. | Hapold’s Ambition. By JENNIE 
CAPES, PERRETT. 

‘The Little Cousin. By A. S. FEny. 
In Cloudland. By Mrs, MUSGRAVE. 

Jack and the Gypsies. By Kats 
‘Woop. 

Hans the Painter. By Mary C. 
ROWSELL. 

Little Troublesome. By ISABEL 
HORNIBROOK. 

My Lady May. By Harriet Boutt- 
WooD. 

Sepperl the Drummer Boy. By 
Mary C. ROWSELL. 

Aboard the Mersey. 
GEORGE CUPPLES. 

A Blind Pupil. By ANNIE S. FENN. 

Lost and Found. By Mrs. Carn 
ROTHER. 

Fisherman Grim. 
ROWSELL. 

By Mrs. 

By Mary .c. 

“The same good character pervades all these books. They are admirably 
adapted for the young. The lessons deduced are such as to mould children’s 
minds in a good groove, 
lence.” —Schoolmistress. 

We cannot too highly commend them for their excel- 

  

SOMETHING FOR THE VERY LITTLE ONES. 

Fully Illustrated with Woodcuts and Coloured Plates. 64 pp., 832mo, 
cloth. Sixpence each. 

Tales Easy and Small for the Youngest of All. 
By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. letters than three. 

In no word will you see more 

Old Dick Grey and Aunt Kate’s Way. Stories in little words of not more than 

four letters. 

Maud’s Doll and Her Walk. 
more than four letters. 

By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

In Pieture and Talk. In little words of not 
By JENNETT? HUMPHREYS. 

In Holiday Time. And other Stories. In little words of not more than five 
letters. 

Whisk and Buzz. 

By JENNETT HUMPHREYS. 

By Mrs. A. H, GARLICK.
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THE SIXPENNY SERIES FOR CHILDREN. 
Neatly bound in cloth extra. 

NEW VOLUMES. 
Dew. By H. MARY WILSON. 
Chris’s Old Violin. By J. LockHarr. 
Mischievous Jack, By A. CoRERAN. 
The Twins. By L. E. TrppEmAn. 
Pet’s Project. By Cora LANGTON. 
The Chosen Treat. By C. Wrart, 
Little Neighbours, By A. 8. FENN. 
Jim. By CHRISTIAN BURKE. 
Little ea Or, A German Christ- 

mas. B: “M. CALLWELL. 
SAL the Wt Wool-gatherer. By W.L, 

Fairy Stories: told by PENELOPE. 
ANew Year’s Tale. ByM. A.CURRIn. 
Little Mop. By Mrs. Bray. 
The Tree Cake. By W. L. Rooper. 
Nurse Peggy, and Little Dog Trip. 
Fanny’s King. By DarLEy DALE. 

Each 64 pages. Illustrated. 

Wild Marsh Marigolds. By D. DAE. 
Kitty’s Cousin. By Hannan B. 

MACKENZIE. 
Cleaves. at Last. 

A Year ‘with Nellie, By A. 8. Funn. 
Little Dolly Forbes. By Do. 

The Little Brown Bird. 
The Maid of Domremy. 
Little Erie: a Story of Honesty. 
Uncle Ben the Whaler. 
The Palace of Luxury. 
The Charcoal Burner. 
Willy Black: a Story of Doing Right. 
The Horse and His Ways. 
The Shoemaker’s Present. 
Lights to Walk by. 
The Little Merchant. 
Niecholina: a Story about an Iceberg. 

By JULIA Gob- 

A SERIES OF FOURPENNY REWARD BOOKS. 

Each 64 pages, 18mo, Ilustrated, in Picture Boards. 

A Start in Life. By J. Looxnart, 
Happy Childhood. By AIMKE DE 

VENOIX DAWSON. 
Dorothy’s Clock. By Do. 

Toddy. By L. E. TIppEMAN. 
Stories about my Dolls. By Frrtora 

MELANCTHON. 
Stories about my Cat Timothy. 
Delia’s Boots. By W. L. Rooper. 
Lost on the Rocks. By R. ScorrEr. 
A Kitten’s Adventures, By Caro- 

LINE STEWART. 
Holidays at Sunnyeroft. By ANNIB 

8. SWAN. 
By Do. 

By Do. 
Climbing the Hill. 
A Year at Coverley. 

Phil Foster. By J. LOOKHART. 
Papa’s Birthday. By W. L. Roopmr. 
The Charm Fairy. By PENELoprE. 

Little Tales for Little Children. 
By M. A. Currim, 

Worthy of Trust. 
KENZIE, 

Brave and True. By Greason Gow. 

The Children and the Water-Lily. 
By JULIA GopDARD. 

Poor Tom Olliver. By Do. 
Maudie and Bertie. GruasoNn Gow. 

Johnnie Tupper’s Temptation. Do. 
Fritz’s Experiment. By Lrriria 

M‘LINTOCK. 

Lucy’s Christmas-Box. 

By H. B. Mao 

*,% A Complete List of Books for the Young, prices from 4d. to 7s. 6d., 
with Synopsis of their Contents, will be supplied on Application. 

LONDON: BLACKIE & SON; GLASGOW, EDINBURGH, AND DUBLIN.
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