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CHAPTER I, 

THE FALLS. 

It was the afternoon of a pleasant summer day. A carriage 

was slowly ascending a steep hill, Within were two gentlemen 

and a lady. 

“Do you see that cloud?” said one of the gentlemen. 

“Ves, I have been watching it,” said the other. 

“Shall we have a shower before we can reach home?” 

inquired the lady. 

“Yes, we must make up our minds for that. Ifwe can reach 

any place of shelter, we shall do well.” 

“T noticed a house as we came up, with an open shed near 
it,” said the gentleman who had first spoken. “If we can 

reach that place, we can drive under the shed. I think it can’t 

be far distant.” 

“Tt is nearly a mile from here. It is the refuge I have been 

proposing to reach, if possible, ever since I observed the 

shower approaching.” 

“Do you know the people who live there ?” 
Satesfied. B



'O Visitors to the Falls. 

“No, but I have no doubt its owner will be very willing that 
we should take shelter there. We can’t hurry until we get up 
this hill; then we will drive as fast as we-can.” 

Just behind was another carriage, in which were three 

young ladies. The occupants of the two carriages formed one 
patty. As they wind slowly up the hill, we will improve the 
opportunity to introduce them to the reader. 

The gentleman who is driving in the first carriage is Mr. 
Carver, whose home is about six miles distant. The gentle- 

man and lady who are with him are Mr. and Mrs. Grey, friends 
from the metropolis. In the second carriage, the young lady 
who is driving is the daughter of Mr. Carver, and the other 
two young ladies are nieces of Mr. Grey, and members of his 
family. 

The present excursion was planned by Mr. Carver and his 
daughter for the entertainment of their guests. The place from 
which they were returning was known in that vicinity by the 
name of The Falls. They were modest falls, boasting of no 
celebrity, yet they possessed a quiet, picturesque beauty of 
their own, which the true lover of nature could not fail to 
appreciate. 

The clouds were now rolling up dark and heavy, but the 
party soon reached the top of the hill, and hurrying on were 
quickly insight of their place of refuge. 

When they reached the open shed, they drew up and looked 
round, to see if there was any one to bid them welcome to its 
shelter. They were soon observed, and two young men left 
the house and came towards them. 

The taller of the two came forward, and bowing politely, 
said pleasantly, “ You are just in time.” 
“We shall be greatly obliged to you,” said Mr. Carver, “if 

you will give us shelter until the shower is over.” 
‘“‘With much pleasure,” said the young man courteously



“ What a Fine Young Man!” Il 

“Permit us to assist you,” as he took charge of the horse 

driven by Miss Carver, while the other assisted the ladies 
to alight. 

““T hope you will make yourselves quite at home here,” he 
said, as he conducted the ladies to a neatly-furnished parlour. 

““T must leave you for a little while, to assist the gentlemen 
about the horses, and see that everything is safe through the 

shower, which I think will be a hard one.” 

As he left, Mrs. Grey and Miss Carver stepped out to the 

portico to watch the clouds, and take a view of their surround- 
ings. Mrs. Grey’s two nieces remained in the parlour, the 

younger, because she felt no inclination to leave it, and the 

elder, because she wished to improve the opportunity for a 
few words with her cousin. 

“What a fine young man!” was her first exclamation. 

“ Don’t you think so?” 

“Which ?” 

“The taller, of course; the one who waited upon us 

to the house. He is so stylish, and has such an air. Who 
would have thought of finding one like him in this out-of-the- 
way place! JI don’t believe he belongs here.” 

‘“‘ He appears as if he were at home, more so than the other. 

He offered us the hospitalities of the house as if he had a 
right to.” 

“Yes, I observed that. He is handsome, is he not?” 
“Thardly know. Ihave but just seen him, and have thought 

nothing about it.” 

“JT dare say you haven’t. You are sucha mere child, it’s not 

to be expected that you will notice such things,” said the elder 

cousin, with an air which was an unspoken assertion of her 
own undoubted claim to be a young lady, fully competent 

to observe and judge of such matters. 

The “mere child” did not seem at all disturbed by the 
B 2



12 A Place of Shelter. 

remark, Alice Grey—for this was her name—was indeed but 
sixteen, and not, like some of her years, anxious to be thought 
a young lady. Even had she been sensitive on this point, 
she had heard similar remarks from her cousin, Mabel Osborn, 
too often to take any notice of her words at this time. 

Mabel was looking out of the window to see if she could 
catch another glimpse of him who had won her admiration. 

“T know you do admire him ; but you are such a sly puss 
you pretend not to have taken any notice of him,” she said, 
quite forgetting that she had just spoken of her cousin as a 
mere child, too young for particular observation of those 
whom she casually met. “I dare say, before we get away, 
you will contrive to let him know that you are an heiress.” 

Alice Grey, though so indifferent to the former remark of 
her cousin, was now thoroughly aroused. Her eyes flashed, 
and her whole face was suffused with the flush of indignation. 

“Now, Mabel Osborn,” she said, “you know very well that 
I never did such a thing, and would scorn to do it.” 

There was not time for another word, for at this moment 
Mrs. Grey and Miss Carver returned to the parlour, and © 
immediately after the young gentlemen entered, and also the 
lady of the house, who kindly greeted her guests, and expressed 
her pleasure that they could give them shelter through the 
shower. Soon after the gentleman of the house also came in, 
and the party seated themselves to await the end of the 
shower. 

Alice sat by a window apart from the rest, feeling no inclina- 
tion to participate in the conversation, It was not bashful-- 
ness, for though young and modest, she had been too much 
accustomed to society to feel either awkward or uncomfortable 
in the presence of strangers. Besides, she had a natural con- 

_ versational talent, which made it easy for her to converse with 
those much older than herself. She had been greatly vexed
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by the last remark of her cousin, and had not recovered from 
this vexation. It led her to feel disinclined for conversation 
with any one, and particularly disposed to keep as far aloof as 
possible from.the young man of whom her cousin had spoken 
in such glowing terms. She was resolved to let Mabel know 
that she did not care even to speak with him. Fora time 
she was occupied with her own thoughts. Though not pleasant 
ones, they were not altogether unfamiliar, for-many times had 

similar thoughts and feelings been awakened in a manner not 
very unlike the present. 

After a while she began to be more observant of those 
around her, and amused herself by watching the young 
gentleman who was talking with Miss Carver and her cousin, 
and trying to make up her own mind about him, simply as a 
means of diversion for the hour. 

Next her observations extended to the other young man, 
who had been quite overlooked by her cousin. She had not 
observed him long before she began to feel an increasing 
interest in watching his movements. There was something 
about him which interested her, though she hardly knew why. 

“He may not be what Mabel calls stylish,” she said to her- 
self, ‘but I am sure he is a gentleman.” 

During these somewhat protracted observations Alice had 
not encountered even a glance from the object of them, from 
which she inferred that he was quite regardless of her presence. 
But she was mistaken. His. observations had been quietly 
made before hers commenced, while she was yet absorbed in 
her own thoughts. 

His attention was first attracted by the circumstance that 
she was sitting quite apart from the rest of the party, and he 
observed her more closely to see if he could discover the 
cause. He soon made up his mind that it was not bashfulness, 
for her whole appearance indicated want of interest rather than



14 “ Would you like to look at it ?” 

want of courage. The study of faces, especially new ones, 
had become a habit with him. He liked to see how much he 
could discover in this way, and whether after-acquaintance 
confirmed the conclusions thus formed. 

He had ample time to study the face of Alice unobserved, 
while she sat busy with her own thoughts. The first impres- 
sion was certainly not altogether pleasing. The vexation 
faintly shadowed there gave to the countenance an expression 
which perhaps might be best interpreted by the word dissatis- 
fied. ‘The young man could not make up his mind whetner 
this was habitual or only transient. The face, on the whole, 
puzzled him, and for that reason he studied it with the more 
interest. He determined to improve the first opportunity to 
approach her. While awaiting the favourable moment, he gave 
his attention to the conversation of those around him, taking 
part in it as occasion offered; and thus it was that Alice had 
the opportunity to observe him, quite undisturbed. 

At length there was a movement in the little party. The 
elder gentleman stepped to the portico to observe the clouds. 
Miss Carver's attention was attracted by a shell unlike any she 
had seen before. The young man with whom she was con- 
versing immediately arose, and taking it from the shelf handed it 
to her for a closer examination. After that, it was passed round 
to the other ladies ; and when they had examined and admired 
it, the young man, who had been watching his opportunity to 
approach Alice, took the shell to her, and said, “Would you 
like to look at it?” 

She thanked him, and after inspecting it, simply said, “It is 
very curious.” 

After replacing it on the mantelshelf, he drew a chair 
to her side and sat down, commencing a conversation with 
the very commonplace inquiry, “How did you like the 
Falls?”
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Alice’s face brightened, and the air of indifference imme- 

diately vanished. 
“IT think they are very pretty,” she said, but immediately 

added with a blush, “ Perhaps you will think that term inappro- 

priate ; but they have nothing of the grandeur of Niagara or 

even Trenton, for I have visited America.” 

“Certainly not; they are very modest and unpretending.” 

“Vet there is a quiet beauty about them,” said Alice. “In 

some places the water bubbles softly over the rocks ; and where 

it dashes down in cataract style, it is only a modest miniature 

representation of its more pretending sisters.” 
The young man smiled. The description of what the young 

girl had seen and enjoyed was so correct, and given so simply 

and artlessly, that he found himself interested, and much 

inclined to draw her out still farther. 

“T am glad you were so much pleased,” he said. “I have 

taken great pleasure in visiting them. I have extended my 
walk thus far every day during the week I have spent here.” 

“JT was right in my impression that he does not belong 
here,” thought Alice. 

“TI suppose you saw them to-day for the first time?” he 

continued. 
‘«€ Ves, the first and the last, I presume. I never was in the 

neighbourhood before, but I am glad that I could be here 

this once.” 

“You have reason to be. You have one more scene of 

beauty to hang up in the picture-gallery of your memory.” 

“T think all its surroundings are pleasant,” said Alice. “It 

is such a lovely quiet nook. It makes one think of everything 

that is calm and peaceful.” 

Alice spoke with her usual freedom, for the enthusiasm of 

her nature had been awakened by the enjoyments of the day, 

and every vexation was now forgotten.



16 “ Are you Satisfied 2” 

“T hope it will have a tranquillizing influence every time you 
think of it,” said the young man with a smile. 

“J should think it might exert such an influence, to have 
one’s home amid some such surroundings. I thought, when J 
was there to-day, it would be a nice place for a hermit, such as 
T have read about.” 

“Yet you would not desire a hermitage there,” said the 
young man with a smile, adding, “ Doubtless you find many 
bright and beautiful things in such a life as yours ?” 

“That is true, yet I am not always satisfied, not even with 
the bright and beautiful things.” 

“ Would the hermitage satisfy you any better?” 
“T presume not. I don’t suppose there is any such thing 

as being satisfied in this world.” . 
“ There is such a thing.” 
“JT do not know any people who are so. All I know are 

much dissatisfied sometimes, and some of them are, I think, a 
little so all the time.” 

“Very likely. Still there is such a thing as being satisfied,” 
said the young, man, with a smile that went far to prove the 
truth of his assertion. 

Alice looked up just in time to catch the smile, and for a 
moment her eyes rested upon the face. There was something 
in its expression which led her without premeditation to ask, 
“ Are you satisfied P” : 

“Yes, I think so,” was the answer, so calmly spoken that 
Alice felt an intuitive conviction of its truthfulness. 
“What ! satisfied with yourself and all around you?” 

. “No, not with either.” 

“Then what are you satisfied with?” 
“With that which is within.” 
“What is the difference between being satisfied with your- 

self and satisfied with that which is within?” inquired Alice,
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whose deep interest in the subject led her to put questions 

which might have seemed bold, but for the unaffected modesty 

with which they were asked. 
“There is a great difference, but I have not time now to 

explain it, and perhaps you would not care to look at the 

question as I do, in the light of the Bible, though you 

doubtless believe the Bible.” 

“Of course I do,” Alice answered, somewhat lightly. 

“T am very glad to hear you say that.” 

Tt was not the words, but the tone which conveyed to 

the mind of Alice the shadow of a reproof, as if he thought 

believing the Bible a very weighty matter. 

He took out a memorandum-book and wrote on a scrap of 

paper :—‘ Luke xvii. 21.” Handing it to Alice, he said,— 

“Will you find this passage in your Bible when you return 

home, and see if you can make out any connexion between it 

and the subject we have been talking about ?” 

“Will it help me to understand what you have been saying?” 

Alice asked. 

“Tt will, if you get its true meaning.” 

“What if I don’t understand it?” 

“ Ask God to teach you what it means. That is what we all 

must do if we would receive aright His message to us.” 

There was time for no further conversation, for the rain was 

over, and the little party were preparing to leave their hospi- 

table refuge. Sincere thanks were returned for the shelter, 

and all felt that they had spent a pleasant hour. 

 



  

CHAPTER IL 

UNSATISFIED, 

MaseEL Osporn and Alice Grey were both orphans, and both 
wards of their uncle, Mr. Grey. Mabel had been left an 
orphan very young. She was but an infant when her mother 
died. Two years later her father died also, so that she could 
remember no other love, care, and guardianship than that of 
Qer uncle and aunt. 

For only one year had Alice Grey been an inmate of her 
present home. Her mother had lived until she was six years 
of age, so that she had some enduring recollections of maternal 
love and tenderness—memories which sometimes seemed very 
real, and at others dim and shadowy. 

When Alice was twelve her father died also, leaving her 
to the guardianship of his only brother, Mr. Lewis Grey, a 
city merchant. 

Alice was a girl of more than ordinary abilities. She had 
a warm, affectionate nature, with a touch of enthusiasm. 
She was one who could love devotedly and unselfishly. She 
was not only affectionate, but sensitive also, even to a fault. 
She could not find herself blamed, or even misunderstood, 
without being rendered unhappy. 

Unlike Mabel, she knew by experience the meaning of 
parental love, and sorely missed the affection she had known
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for so brief a space. Her uncle and aunt were kind to her. 

She had found in them all she had allowed herself to expect, 

perhaps more ; but they were not her parents, and she realized 

what it was to be an orphan without even fraternal ties, for she 

had been an only child. 

The remark was sometimes made to her that Mabel, dwell- 

ing under the same roof, and herself an orphan, must be to 

her like an own sister. But things are often quite unlike what 

they are supposed to be by those not behind the scenes.’ Her 

cousin was not to her at all like a sister. In fact, she was 

the cause of no small portion of the trials of her present 

situation. 

Mabel Osborn was three years older than her cousin. She 

had therefore reached the age of eighteen when the orphaned 

Alice came to share the home which had been hers so long. 

Could Mabel have opened her heart to receive her cousin with 

a warm and generous affection, this event might have contri- 

buted much to her happiness, and the two might have lived 

together in‘a sisterly affection which would have proved a rich 

blessing to both. 

Mabel had inherited from her father a modest competence, 

sufficient for the supply of every real need, and with it she 

had been satisfied up to the time of the entrance of Alice into 

the family. But Mabel was worldly and ambitious, and needed 

only an exciting cause to become envious also; and this was 

furnished when her cousin Alice became the ward of her Uncle 

Grey. 

The father of Alice was much more wealthy than Mabel’s 

father had been, and when she, not unfrequently, heard her 

cousin spoken of as the young heiress and the rich ward of 

her Uncle Grey, envy awoke in her heart, and it was not long 

before something very much like hatred began to manifest its 

presence there.



22 The Return Home. 

It must not be supposed that all this was open and undis- 

guised even to Mabel herself, She would have considered 

herself very much aggrieved had she been told that she often 

envied and sometimes hated her cousin. Deep in her heart 
these emotions were hidden, and only on rare occasions were 
they perceptible in word or deed. 

Alice Grey would gladiy have given her cousin the place of 
an elder sister in her heart, but she was not long in discover- 
ing that there was a barrier between her and Mabel. 

Alice grieved over this in secret, and when Mabel was posi- 
tively unkind, as she sometimes was, she was ready to think 
that, at least for the present, the wealth which would one day 
be hers brought more of unhappiness than of pleasure, and 
almost to wish that she were poor, for she thought Mabel 
would then be kinder to her. She could not see why her 
cousin should feel so. 

“I do not believe I should if I were in her place and she 
in mine,” she thought. ‘“ Love is better than money, oh, so 
much better! If I only had some one to love me, as I want 

to be loved, as I know my mother loved me!” 

After such thoughts Alice’s aching heart would try to relieve 
itself in tears. 

The day after the visit to the Falls, Mr. and Mrs. Grey, 

with their two nieces, returned to their home in the city. The 

next two or three days happened to be very busy ones with 

Alice, and the little slip of paper, given to her by the young 

man at the cottage, was not once withdrawn from the pocket- 

book to which she had consigned it. 

Alice had not been too busy to recall, many times, her visit 

to the rural spot which had charmed her so much, and also 

the hours spent in the cottage, and the conversation which 

had so greatly interested her. She had felt a momentary 
curiosity to know what the passage referred to could have to



A Day of Trial, 23 

do with the subject of which she and the young gentleman 

had been speaking. The fact that it was a Bible reference, 

it must be owned, abated her desire to know what it was, for 

Alice Grey had not learned to love that Book, so dear to the 

‘heart of every true Christian. 

Her uncle and aunt Grey were worldly people, paying out- 

ward respect to the ordinances of religion, while strangers to 

its life and power in thesoul. Mrs. Grey was coldly indifferent, 

and Mr. Grey secretly sceptical, allowing his mind, in those 

brief intervals when he had time to think at all, to entertain 

doubts of the truth and reality of much to which he had given 

outwardly respectful attention. 

The mother of Alice had been an earnest Christian, and 

her orphan child retained more or less distinct recollections 

of her teachings concerning the great themes of religion— 

memories which at times stirred within her soul thoughts and 

longings not in unison with the wonted tenor of her life. 

Her father, too, was a Christian, but his was one of those 

reticent natures which are generally silent about the things 

most sacredly cherished in the heart’s depths. 

One evening early in the following week, Alice fled to her 

room much earlier than her wonted hour for retiring. It had 

been a day of unusual vexations. . Mabel had annoyed her 

more than once, and to this not uncommon occurrence had 

been also added other trials. It is the last straw that breaks 

the camel’s back; so with Alice, it was the last grievance 

which proved too much for her self-control, though she cer- 

tainly would not have compared it to a straw, for its pressure 

upon her spirits was no light one. 

She was now alone in her chamber, in tears. Could she 

have carried all her troubles to the feet of Jesus, and left 

them there, with a humble and sincere prayer for His blessing, 

not only for herself, but for all who had that day caused her
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grief, His peace would have descended as dew upon the 

tender herb, and her soul would have been at rest. 

That afternoon Alice had received a call from Lucy 

Stevens, a schoolmate of the previous winter. Her visitor 

was taken up to her room, that they might have a school-girl 

chat together. 

After a little time Lucy said, “I’ve half a mind to tell you 

some of the things I heard this afternoon.” 

“Why half a mind? Why not a whole one?” said Alice. 

“To tell the truth, I overheard these things, and some 

might not think it quite fair.” 

“ How was that?” 

“Our teacher, Miss Grafton, called to see mamma. She is 

a friend of mamma’s, you know. I was in the back parlour, 

but they didn’t know it. At first I never thought of any harm 

in being there, as I didn’t suppose anything would be said 

they wouldn’t like to have me hear. After a while they began 

to talk about our school, and Miss Grafton spoke much more 

freely of some of the pupils than she would have done if she 

had known that she had a listener.” 

‘* And you sat and heard it all?” 

“Why, yes. What else could I do? Besides, I own I 

was curious to know what Miss Grafton would say. Would 

you not have stayed, if you had been in my place?” 

“Not without letting them know that I was there.” 

Lucy flushed. “I dare say you would,” she answered, a 

little tartly. “You have as much curiosity as any of us.” 

“Perhaps I might, if I had been caught as you were,” said 

Alice, not wishing to offend her visitor. “Whom did they 

talk about ?” she asked, after a little pause. 

“Ah, you would like to know,” said Lucy, caumvenantly 

“The partaker is as bad as the thief. It seems that you are 

auite willing to have a share of this stolen information.”
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“T own you have excited my curiosity, and I don’t think 
there would be any great harm done if you should gratify it.” 
“Mamma began it,” she said, “by making inquiries about 

one of the girls ; and then they went on to speak of others.” 
“They say listeners usually hear no good of themselves. 

Was that the case with you?” inquired Alice, archly. 
“I heard no ill; but probably this was owing to the fact 

that my.mamma was a listener also,” replied Lucy, laughing, 
“Did Miss Grafton say anything about me?” 
“Yes, indeed, she had a good deal to say about you. In 

fact, you were the young lady about whom mamma inquired.” 
“What did she say?” asked Alice, somewhat eagerly. 
“Perhaps I had better not tell you. I don’t think Miss 

Grafton would like it, if she knew that I overheard it, and 
then repeated it to you.” 
“Now you have told me so much, you ought to tell me 

the rest,” Alice urged. ‘It will not be fair if you don’t.” 
“There’s something in that, to be sure; yet, after all, I 

think I had better not tell you. If I should, you will very 
likely be offended with Miss Grafton. 

“Then she must have said something bad about me.” 
“And something good also. Wouldn’t I be proud if she 

had said anything half as complimentary about me! I will 
tell you that part, now I have gone so far. She said that you 
possessed more than ordinary abilities, that you had a decided 
talent for music, and the ability to excel in many things. Are 
you not satisfied with that?” 

“But that’s not all. You must tell me the rest. I don’t 
want to hear only half the story.” 

“Then I suppose I must. She said that, notwithstanding 
you had fine abilities, she doubted if you would ever really 
excel, for though you took care to maintain a respectable posi- 
tion in your classes, which you could easily do without much 

Satisyied. 
Cc
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exertion, you were too much disinclined to close application to 

put forth the effort necessary to the thorough acquisition of 

any branch of study. She said that you needed some motive 

sufficient to stimulate you to greater exertions. If you were 

a poor girl, seeking to fit yourself for a teacher, or if your 

heart and life were ruled by the higher motive of making the 

best improvement of every talent given, she had no doubt 

that you would soon become a fine scholar and an excellent 

musician. I believe I have given you her very words.” 

Lucy Stevens had been so intent upon giving her eager 

listener an accurate report of what she had overheard, that 

she had not noticed its éffect upon her companion; but now, 
observing her more closely, she saw that her face was flushed, 
and that tears just ready to drop stood in her eyes. 

“Pshaw, Alice,” she said, “don’t take it in that way. I 
should be delighted if she had said half as much in my favour 
—‘uncommon abilities,’ and so on; and as to the last part, 
it’s just like Miss Grafton. She’s always harping upon that 
string, talking to us about our responsibility for the improve- 
ment of the talents we have received. I would take the sweet 
and let the bitter go.” 

Alice did not follow this advice, but rather its opposite, 
for she took the bitter right home to her heart. The bitter 
is ofttimes more wholesome than the sweet, and though, per- 
haps, Alice that night got no good from it, yet in after-months 

and under more favourable circumstances the recollection of 
it proved in no small degree salutary. 

She felt most keenly these remarks, as reported to her by 
Lucy; so keenly that all the previous vexations of the day 
were well-nigh forgotten. She had fancied herself standing 

much higher than this in the estimation of her teachers, and 
it hurt her pride to be told that they regarded her as one 
who was falling below the attainments she ought to make,
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because unwilling to put forth the necessary exertions. She 
also felt the allusion to the enervating influence of her ex- 

pectations of future wealth, and all the more, because this 

time it did not come from her cousin, but her teacher, and 
could not spring from envy or dislike. Thus coming, it 
forced her to admit that there must be in it more or less of 
truth. ‘How vexatious!” she mentally exclaimed. “TI be- 

lieve I am out of sorts with every one to-night. I am vexed 
with Mabel for what she said to me in the morning, with 
Miss Grafton for the remarks she made about me to Mrs. 

Stevens, and with Lucy for overhearing and repeating these 
remarks, But after all, I believe I am most vexed with my- 
self. What business had I to listen to what Miss Grafton 
said? And the worst of it is, that I am afraid there is some 

truth in it. Is it not miserable to be so dissatisfied with 
everything, even with one’s self?” 

Dissatisfied. ‘The word recalled to her mind the interview 
with the young man at the cottage, and what he had said 
about being satisfied, and the Bible reference he had given 
her, which she had not yet examined. 

She opened her pocket-book and took out the slip of 
paper, and then, opening her neglected Bible, she found the 
passage and read, “ The kingdom of God is within you.” 
Three times she read it slowly and thoughtfully. 

. “Tam sure I do not understand it,” she thought. 
The book she held in her hand was a reference Bible, and 

she turned to the passages referred to, hoping they might 
help to make it plainer. The first to which she turned was 
this: “For the kingdom of God is not meat and drink; but 
righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost.” “Joy 
and peace,” she repeated, and something like a gleam of 
light entered her mind with these words. “I think one 
might be satisfied, who had joy and peace within. JI wonder 

€ 3
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if this is what that young man meant. How can the king. 

dom of God be within one? I never found anything within 

myself but myself” 

Then she turned to the next reference and read, “To 

whom God would make known what is the riches of the 

glory of this mystery among the Gentiles; which is Christ 

in you, the hope of glory.” “Christ in you,” she repeated. 

“This is called a mystery. How can I understand. it ?” 

These thoughts recalled to her mind the reply of the young 

man when she said:to him, “What if I do not understand 

it?” Each word of that reply she now distinctly remembered : 

“Ask God to teach you what it means. That is what we 

all must do if we would receive aright His message to us.’ 

She mused on the words. Had God taught this young 

man what seemed so plain to him, but was so dark to her? 

Would He teach her if she asked Him? She tried to pray, 

but of the prayer that asks and receives she as yet knew 

nothing. There was no faith in that cry for help. She was 

not able to realize the presence, or the love and mercy of 

the Being she addressed. Yet around and within, though 

she knew it not, was the ever-present Spirit, Even that 

sense of need, of ignorance or darkness, was the call of His, 

voice within her soul, arousing it from its sleep of death, and 

guiding these first gropings after Himself. 

Wearied and heartsore, Alice retired for the night, and 

the occurrences of the succeeding day banished from her 

mind both sad and serious thoughts. Yet questionings had 

been stirred within her heart, which would not long be laid at 

rest. 

 



  

CHAPTER III, 

AN INVITATION. 

A Few days later, Mr. Grey came into the room where his 
wife and elder niece were, holding in his hand an open 
letter. 

“Where is Alice?” he inquired. 
“In her room, I believe,” said Mabel. “ Why do you 

ask ?” 

“T have here a letter from Maysville, from her Aunt Ward, 
and within is one for Alice. Alice’s aunt wishes her to spend 
some weeks with her this summer. What do you think of 
the plan, wife? I am glad to have an opportunity to talk 
the matter over with you before Alice knows of the invitation,” 
he added. 

“What do you think of it?” said Mrs. Grey, who usually 
preferred ascertaining her husband’s opinion to giving her 
own. 

“T hardly know what to think of her going, just at this 

time. Of course it will be best for her to visit her aunt some 
- time, as Mrs. Ward is her mother’s only sister. But she 
cannot go now unless she gives up going with us to the 

seaside, and I hardly think she will wish to do that.” 

.Mabel’s face brightened at this suggestion. 

“T think this visit to Maysville will be just the thing,” she
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said, with animation. “ Alice would be much better off with 

her aunt, I’m sure.” 

Her uncle looked at her keenly, and there was displeasure 

in his tone as he replied,— 

“The idea of going to the seaside without your cousin 

seems to afford you satisfaction.” 

Mabel blushed and looked not a little disconcerted. She 

had been careful how she treated Alice in the presence of 

her uncle, and she was chagrined to find that she had now 

been so incautious, and revealed to him her envy and jealousy. - 

Had her judgment been clear, she would have seen how 

absurd it was to fear a rival in the modest, simple-hearted 

girl of sixteen. But envy and jealousy are not clear-sighted, 

and do not aid those influenced by them to see things as they 

really are. 

Though Mabel was disconcerted by her uncle’s words, she 

quickly rallied, and said, “I don’t wish Alice not to go. I 

thought she might like best to visit her aunt.” 

This declaration did not deceive Mr. Grey, and the sus- 

picion which had before arisen in his mind, that Mabel did 

not feel towards her cousin altogether as she should, gathered 

strength from this little circumstance. 

“6 Alice shall herself decide the question,” he said. ‘‘If she 

chooses to go to the seaside, it will give me pleasure to have 

her with us; and I hope, Mabel, you will be more discreet 

about showing what your own preference is than you have 

been this morning.” 

In a few minutes Alice entered the room. 

“ Here is a letter for you,” said her uncle. 

“ For me!” 

“Yes, from Maysville ; from your Aunt Mary.” 

“What do you think about it?” said her uncle, after Alice 

had read the letter.
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“About what?” said Alice, looking up. 
“Your aunt’s invitation to visit her.” 
“Then you know about that,” she said. 
“Yes ; your aunt wrote me a few lines, expressing her wish 

to receive a visit from you, Doubtless you will want to go 
some time, but the question is will you want to go now, or will 
you prefer to go to the seaside with us, and visit your aunt at 
another time ?” 

“I don’t know,” said Alice, thoughtfully. 
“You can take time to think of it, and decide what you 

will do. I want you to spend this vacation in the way that 
will give you the most pleasure. If you prefer to go with us, 
do so by all means, and I will make arrangements for you to 
visit your aunt at some other time. But if you choose to go 
now, you shall do as you wish.” 

“Thank you, uncle, you are very kind;” and then, after a 
pause, “I wish I knew more about my aunt.” 

“You will after you have made this visit,” said her uncle, 
smiling. 

“T wonder if she is at all like my own dear mother!” 
“‘T have seen very little of her. My impression is, that she 

# quite different from your mother. She is called a nice 
woman, and a very clever one. She has written to you before, 
has she not?” 

“Only once, after my father’s death. I wonder she 
has not written more, when my mother was her only 
sister.” 

“I presume she is one of the many who are not much in 
the habit of writing. She has been a hard-working farmer’s 
wife, which, no doubt, is one reason why your Uncle Ward has 
been so prosperous as a farmer. I-have been told that he has 
left his farm and built him a very pretty house in the village 
of Maysville, and furnished it nicely. I presume it is a
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pleasant home, and that you will enjoy a visit there sometime, 

if you don’t go now.” 

Alice at once took the subject into consideration. She was 

no stranger to the watering-place the Greys were about to 

visit, for she had been there several times with her father. 

There was not, therefore, the charm of novelty in this pro- 

posed trip. For her, there would be more of novelty in a few 

weeks’ sojourn in a quiet country village, for it would be 

unlike the surroundings of her past life. But it was not this 

consideration which turned the scale in favour of a visit to 

her relatives in Maysville. 

“She is my mother’s sister,” she said to herself. “They 

once were children together. How they must have loved 

each other in those days! for I am sure, if I had a sister, I 

should love her very much. I think Aunt Mary will love me 

for my mother’s sake. She wants me to come and see her, 

and I want to go; indeed I do.” And thus taking counsel of 

her heart, she decided in favour of Maysville. 

“T think I would like to go and see my aunt,” Alice said to 

her uncle the next day. “If you and aunt were going there, 

I should like it a great deal better than to go to the seaside.” 

“Tf you really wish to go you shall not go alone,” said her 

uncle, “J will go with you myself, and remain a day or two, 

till you get acquainted with your relatives, so as not to feel 

like a stranger. Will that do?” 

“Vou are very kind, uncle. If you will go with me, I shall 

be glad indeed to go.” , 

“Then it is all settled. I think you will have to go early 

next week if I go with you, so that I can get back in time for 

this seaside trip. You had better write at once to your aunt, 

unless you prefer that I should write for you.”’ 

“JT would much prefer it, for they seem so like strangers. 

When I have once been there it will be very different.”
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“Very weil. It shall be as you desire, and I hope that you 
will enjoy your visit so much that you will have no cause to 
regret your decision. By the way,” he added, turning to 
his wife, “has this young lady all she needs for her visit to 
Maysville?” 

“TY hardly know,” said Mrs. Grey, “but Iam inclined to 
think that she is not as well prepared for Maysville as for the 
seaside. Judging from what I saw during our late visit to the 
country, I presume she will not be satisfied until she has ex- 
plored every nook within walking distance. I don’t think she 
has any dresses quite suitable for that purpose, but there is 
hardly time to supply the deficiency.” 

“Tf she has one dress suitable for such expeditions, it will 
be all she will need during the few weeks she will remain 
there,” said Mr. Grey. “Just purchase the material for such 
a dress, and let her take it with her. I daresay she will find 
some one in Maysville who can fit and make a dress of that 
kind as well as it would be done here.” 

“That will do very well, I think,” said Mrs. Grey. “TI will 
purchase the goods the first time I go out, and Alice must get 
the dress made as soon as she can.” 

Early in the following week Mr. Grey and Alice took the 
train for Maysville, which they reached in about four hours. 
It was a pleasant secluded village, abundant shade-trees giving 
it a cool, inviting appearance in the warm days of summer. 
One of the neatest and freshest of its dwellings was the 
residence of her Uncle Ward; and Alice thought, as she 
approached it for the first time, that it looked very nice, quiet, 
and inviting, at least for one who loved quiet. Alice herself 
liked it pretty well, for a girl of her age, though she was some- 
what apprehensive that she might here get too much of it. 

The house was pleasantly situated on an elevation, com- 
manding a fine view of groves and meadows, and a village
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beyond these about three miles distant. Alice was quite 
charmed with this view, and thought she should not soon tire 
of looking at it. It was only from the front of the house 
that it could be seen. There were but two rooms in front— 
the parlour and the guest-chamber above it. The other rooms 
were so situated as to afford no view of anything but the 

_ immediate neighbourhood. 

Mr. Grey had promised to spend one day with Alice in 
Maysville, so she had no fear that the next day would bring 
home-sickness for her. It was very pleasant, and was spent 
in walks, drives, and social intercourse, which Alice enjoyed 
very much, for Mr. and Mrs. Ward spared no pains to enter- 
tain Mr. Grey while he was with them. Alice knew that the 
time of trial for her would be when her uncle should take his 
leave. 

The next morning she was called to a breakfast prepared 
at an early hour for the accommodation of her uncle, who 
wished to take the first train to his home. She was conscious 
of a choking sensation in the throat when he bade her good- 
bye, but she tried to be brave and not let her uncle and aunt 
perceive how she felt. 

She soon, however, found that the only way to keep her 
secret was to make a hasty retreat to her own room till she 
had gained a surer command of her feelings. After half an 
hour spent in earnest, determined effort to put aside uncom- 
fortable thoughts and feelings, she was so far successful that 
she began to plan for spending the morning in the most agree- 
able way she could think of. 

Her Uncle Grey had advised her to take with her a good 
supply of reading, as she might not find what she wanted in 
Maysville ; and with his usual thoughtfulness, he had himself 
seen that she was prov:ued with as many books and magazines 
as it was convenient for her to carry. ‘These she had not yet



Alice's Plans upset. 35 

taken from her trunk, but she now resolved to select the most 
interesting she could find as the best diversion she could at 
that time command. 

Having made her choice, she descended to the parlour, 
hoping she might enjoy the next hour or two, seated by one 
of its pleasant windows, dividing her attention between the 
book and the beautiful view she so much admired. The door 
was closed. Pushing it gently open, she was not a little sur- 
prised at the change which had taken place since she left the 
room a little more than half an hour before. Every blind was 
tightly closed and the curtains dropped. Every article which 
had been in the least disturbed by the recent occupancy of the 
room had been carefully restored to the place intended for it, 
and seemed to say, “Who. dare touch me now?” 

Alice ‘looked around quite disconcerted by the unex- 
pected change. The room which had seemed so airy, 
cheerful, and home-like, one hour before, now looked gloomy 
enough. 

Her first thought was that she would open a blind, draw a> 
comfortable easy-chair near a window, and have a long read 
of her book. But on second thoughts she decided this would 
not answer. It was evident that her aunt had occupied the 
first halfhour after the departure of her recent guest in 
arranging everything as she now found it, and Alice reasoned 
that she would not have left all the other work of the morning 
to do this if she had not wished things to remain as she left 
them. She would at least make no alteration without con- 
sulting her aunt. Leaving the book on the parlour-table, she 
went in search of her aunt, and found her busy with her 
domestic cares. 

“T see the parlour is all shut up, auntie,” she said. 
Something in the manner of Alice led Mrs. Ward to suspect 

that she was not pleased with this arrangement.
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“Of course it is,” she said; ‘I didn’t suppose you would 
wish me to treat you as a stranger.” 

“ Certainly not, auntie,” said Alice. 
‘So I thought. You are to make us a long visit, and be 

ani one of the family.” 

“Yes, aunt; but don’t you ever open that pleasant room 
except when strangers are here 2?” 

“T never open it unless I have company. What would be 
the use?” 

“It’s so pleasant, I should think you would wish to enjoy 
it yourself.” 

“Ido enjoy having such a room for my company when 
they come. Your uncle and I have worked hard enough to get 
it to enjoy it. There’s not a pleasanter parlour in Maysville.” 

With Alice, the feeling of personal annoyance was now 
exchanged for one of curiosity to know how her aunt managed 
these things; so she next inquired, “Do you have company 
very often?” 

“Often? No, indeed! at least not any one I think of 
opening that room for. When folks come in a neighbourly 
way, I never think of making such strangers of them. The 
other rooms are quite good enough for all that sort of thing, 
When I have a party, or when strangers like your Uncle Grey 
come here, then of course I use the room, and am glad 
enough I have it to use.” 

“And how often do you have occasion to use it?” inquired 
Alice. 

“ Perhaps some half a dozen times a year.” 

“Why, aunt,” said Alice, “you can’t mean that you don’t 

use that pleasant room more than six times a year!’”” 

“JT do mean it. When people have worked as hard as 

your uncle and I to get nice things, they know how to take 
care of them.”
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Alice could not help thinking that they did not know how 
to enjoy them; but she kept these thoughts to herself, fearing 
she had already said too much on the subject. 

Seeing that her aunt was very busy, she left the room. 
Returning to the parlour for her book, she began to think 
what disposition she should make of herself and of that for 
the next hour or two. She concluded that she would go up 
to the room her uncle had occupied, for as that was over the 
parlour, she thought it must be very pleasant. She found the 
door of this room closed, but opened it and looked in. The 
room wore that peculiar air of desolation which is the usual 
aspect of a guest-chamber after it has been deserted by one 
guest and has not yet been prepared for the reception of another. 

Alice hastily closed the door. She could not go there. It 
would make her home-sick at once, and she was near enough 
to that now. She would go to her own room, and if nothing 
pleasant could be seen from its one window, it would make 
little difference while she was engaged with her book. But 
as she turned, she noticed the large hall window near which 
she was standing. As it was a west window, it was very cool 
and pleasant during the morning hour. She stepped up to it 
and looked out. 

“Ah, this is pleasant!” she exclaimed. “How absurd it 
is,” she thought, “to do as Aunt Mary does. The house is 
so situated that only the front is pleasant, yet all this part is 
shut up—as gloomy as a prison, and of no use to any one 
except on rare occasions. It is a strange way of enjoying 
what one has worked hard to obtain. Iam glad there is one 
little nook that I can enjoy. It shall be my reading-room 
and boudoir, and I will make the most of it, for it is really 
very pleasant, the pleasantest window in the house. I will 
take away this stiff, hard chair, and bring the easy-chair from 
my room to put in its place.”
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This arrangement was quickly made, and Alice seated her- 
self, book in hand, with a more satisfied feeling than she had 
known since her uncle left. The possession of this little nook 
seemed to give her a comfortable home-feeling. It had been 
chosen as a nice place to read, and yet she made little progress 
in this, for she was more in the mood for thinking than for 
reading. Her uncle and aunt came in for a large share of 
these thoughts, and she tried to analyze the impression they 
had made upon her during this brief acquaintance.”+ Her 
uncle did not puzzle her much. She thought she understood 
him, and liked him, too, not a little. He was social and kind, 
a little blunt, perhaps, but with a playful, unexpected way of 
saying things, that continually amused her. 

When she thought of her aunt, her mind was in more con- 
fusion. There was the disappointment she felt at finding her 
so dissimilar to the recollections she had of her own dear 
mother. Her Uncle Grey had in part prepared her for this; 
still she had hoped to find more traces of resemblance. Her 
aunt had received her kindly. She believed that she wished 
her visit to be a pleasant one, and that she loved her for her 
mother’s sake as much as it was in her nature to do; and’ yet 
she felt disappointed in her aunt, without being able to tell 
exactly why. 

Mrs. Ward was what is called a model housekeeper. 
Under her vigorous reign neither dirt nor disorder was 
tolerated. A well-kept house is a great blessing, and the 
trouble was not that Mrs. Ward was a thorough house- 
keeper, but that she was so little besides. The heart that 
might have blessed other hearts by its warm love and tender 
sympathies, had been narrowed and dwarfed by a too exclusive 
and selfish devotion to domestic duties. 

Something of this Alice saw and felt, without being able to 
define it.
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The fit of musing into which she had fallen was at length 
interrupted by the sound of her uncle’s voice downstairs. 
As she was not inclined for reading, she determined to 20 
down, feeling sure that he would have something cheerful to 
say. 

 



  

CHAPTER IV. 

NEW ACQUAINTANCES. 

Mr Warp was leaving the kitchen just as Alice entered, 
but he suddenly turned back when he heard her step. 

“‘ Where are you going this morning, uncle?” she said. 
“Up to the farm,” he replied. 
“Can’t I go with you? I should like it very much.” 
“T don’t know about it. I shall have to get out the 

carriage when I take. such a fine city lady as you to ride 
with me, and this morning I am going in the old farm- 
waggon, to get some early potatoes and one or two things 
besides.” 

“JT don’t mind going in the waggon. I think I should 
like it better than the carriage. It would be more of a 
novelty.” 

“J dare say it would to you,” said her uncle, laughing. 
“ Well, I will take you if you will go and put on a decent 
dress.” 

Alice looked down upon the light, delicate robe she called 
her morning wrapper, and said in some surprise— Why, 
uncle, what do you call a decent dress?” 

“One suitable for the occasion on which it is worn is what 
' Tcall a decent dress. That’s my notion of things, though it 
may bea very old-fashioned one. Now that flimsy thing,



      

                              
    

**T DON’T MIND GOING IN THE WAGGON.” 

Satiofen.



 



The New Dress. 43 

though I can’t deny that it’s very becoming, isn’t suitable for a 
ride in the old farm-waggon, and for a good ramble about the 
old place when we get there.” 

“But really, uncle, I have nothing more suitable. Aunt 
Grey said I was not quite prepared to come out here, for she 
knew I should want to explore every nook, and I had no dress 
quite suitable for that kind of business. She purchased the 
material for one, but that was all she had time to do. She 
thought I might get some one here to make it.” 

“Tf that is so, I would advise you to go about it this very 
morning.” 

“Let me go with you this morning, and wear the dress I 
have on.” 

“IT shall do no such thing,” said her uncle, in that good- 
humoured, droll way of his, which enabled him to say almost 
anything he chose without giving offence. “ ‘ Business before 
pleasure’ is my motto. The first thing for you to do is take 
that piece of goods up to Mrs. Carroll, and tell her that you 
want a dress made as soon as possible. If you help her, I 
dare say it can be finished in a day or two.” 

“Why, uncle, I never put a stitch in a dress in my life.” 
“TI should say it’s time you did, then. I believe in girls’ 

learning how to work, even if they do have lots of money. It 
makes them feel comfortable and independent all through life, 
let their circumstances be what they may. Money may be 
lost, but if one is trained to be equal to any emergency, that 
is something which can’t be lost. It’s a great deal surer than 
bank stock or railroad bonds. There is the case of Mrs. 
Carroll, the lady who I said would make your dress for you, 
and do it well. Once she no more thought of sewing for a 
living than you do. When she was a girl she had about all 
she wanted, and expected always to have it, and it was much 
the same after she was married. But things went wrong with 
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her husband about money-matters, and after his death it was 

found there was not much left for the widow and her son; so 

the pleasant home was sold, and she took to dressmaking. 

You see how things sometimes go in this world. But I mustn’t 

stop to talk any longer, or I shall not get up to the farm or 

you to Mrs. Carroll’s this morning. Your aunt will show you 

where she lives.” 

’ “But, uncle, I’m a stranger, and would not like to go alone. 

I would rather wait until Aunt Mary is at leisure to go with 

me. Aunt Grey always sees about such things for me.” 

“Nonsense! What if you are a stranger? Your feet can 

carry you there all the same, and your tongue can ask if she 

will do the work for you. Your aunt has always such lots of 

work on hand, that it takes her a long time to get started 

anywhere. I would advise you not to wait for her. You're 
old enough to begin to act for yourself, and you had better 

begin this morning.” 
If some other person had said all this to Alice, she would 

have felt either offended or wounded, but her uncle had such 

a way of saying it that she was neither. So she came to the 
wise resolution to follow his advice; and as soon as he had 

left for the farm, she went up to her room to get ready for the 
walk. When she came down, her aunt went with her as far 

as the gate, to point out the house. 
After her aunt turned back and Alice was left to pursue her 

walk alone, it must be owned that she felt a little shy and 
uncomfortable, for she was not only a stranger in a strange 
place, but this was nearly or quite the first time she had gone 
out on an errand of business, so free had her life been from 
the slightest pressure of care. But the feeling was not very 
oppressive, for though the position was a new one, Alice had 
been no recluse, and was not unaccustomed to meet with 

strangers ; and, moreover, thoughts about herself were mingled
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with other thoughts, most prominent among which were those 

that had reference to what her uncle had just told her about 

Mrs. Carroll. It seemed to her that she must be very unhappy 

after sustaining such bereavements and losses, and being com- 

pelled to resort to the needle for her support, when she had 

known what it was to have every want supplied. Alice 

wondered a little what she could ever do, if such things were 

to happen to her, and how she could bear it, and she quite 
made up her mind that the woman whom she was about to 

meet must wear a very sorrowful face, or at least a very dis- 

contcnted one. E 

When she reached the house, the door was open, and as 

Alice stood on the step she was met by a somewhat rough- 
looking man. She asked if Mrs. Carroll was at home, and 

received the very laconic reply, “ Upstairs.” Mrs. Ward had 

neglected to tell her niece what part of the house was occupied 

by Mrs. Carroll. ; 

Alice ascended the stairs, and when she reached the top was 

met by a lady so unlike the picture her mind had formed of 

Mrs. Carroll, that she at once decided she had not yet found 

the person she was seeking. She soon, however, discovered 

her mistake, for a voice sweet and gentle said,— 

“TJ heard you inquiring for me at the door. This way, if 

you please.” 
Alice followed her conductor into a pleasant parlour, and 

was seated by a window commanding much the same view 

that she so admired from the front windows of her aunt’s 

house. 

After seating her visitor, Mrs. Carroll resumed her own seat 

by another window, and took up the work she had just laid 

down. Hardly had she done so, when some one called her 

name, and she went out to meet a person who wished to speak 

with her on the stairs.
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While she was absent Alice improved the time by looking 
around, both without and within. The scene without was not 

new, at least that portion of it which she most admired, so her 
attention was soon transferred to the scene within. The fur- 

niture was not new, though it was quite nice and well pre- 

served, and she at once concluded that it had been the purchase 

of those better days of which her uncle had spoken. It was 

very neatly arranged, and books and flowers and little adorn- 

ments gave to the room an air of culture and refinement which 

Alice was not, slow to appreciate. ‘There was nothing of the 

touch-me-ifyou-dare expression which seemed to pervade her 

aunt’s. shut-up parlour; but everything spoke of careful use 

and wise enjoyment, and as the young girl looked around, 

there came over her such a home feeling as she had not had 

since she came to Maysville. She had no time then to analyze 

it, for Mrs. Carroll had re-entered the room, and as soon as she 

was seated Alice made known her errand, and was much 

pleased when told that her dress could be done at once, as 

work was not pressing at that season of the year. 

“T have only this dress to finish,” said Mrs. Carroll. “I 

wish to complete it before laying it aside, as it may be called 

for at any time. Ican finish itin half an hour. Will it be 

inconvenient for you to wait that time?” 
“Not in the least,” said Alice, who was secretly glad of this 

detention. 
She soon found herself engaged in an interesting conver- 

sation, suggested by surrounding objects. They talked of 
flowers, of books, of the beautiful landscape which lay spread 

out before them, and of the beauty of the country a: that time 
of the year, and winding in and out of their conversation on 
these subjects were the threads of Alice’s own secret thoughts 
about Mrs. Carroll herself, and what her uncle had that morning 
said of her past history.
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As Mrs. Carroll’s work required close attention, Alice 

improved the opportunity to study the face which bent over 

the work. Could that calm, serene face, that manner so 

quiet and yet so cheerful, belong to one who had suffered the 

losses and bereavements of which her uncle had spoken? 

These thoughts suddenly recalled the conversation with the 

young man at the cottage in which they had taken shelter from 

the rain on their return from the Falls. She remembered the 

very tone of the voice in which the one word “ satisfied” had 

been spoken, and it now seemed to her that this word would 

best describe the expression of the face before her. Here was 

another satisfied one. Of this she felt sure. Yet why was it 

so? It could not be from the things without, for only half an 

hour before Alice had made up her mind that this woman’s 

outward circumstances must necessarily make her very sorrow- 

ful, if not discontented. If it was not from the things without, 

then it must be, even as that young man had said, from some- 

thing within. What could that something be? What was this 

secret, this happiness springing neither from outward circum- 

stances, nor yet from satisfaction with one’s self, and still giving 

such calmness, sweetness, and serenity that even the counte- 

nance and the very tones of the voice were the unconscious 

witnesses of this inward composure ? 

Very soon the dress was completed and laid aside, and 

Mrs. Carroll told Alice that she was now ready to take up her 

dress. Some conversation followed about the use for which it 

was designed and the mode of fitting and making it. 

“T shall have to detain you but a little longer,” said Mrs. 

Carroll. 

Alice was sorry to hear this. She had been too well enter- 

tained to be in any haste to leave; besides, she had her fears 

that:time might hang heavily on her hands after her return to 

her aunt’s.
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*\WWhen shall you want me again ?” she asked. 
“Not until to-morrow.” 

“T wish I could sew upon the dress,” said Alice; “but I 

don’t know anything about working on dresses, though Uncle 

Ward says it’s time I did,” she added archly, as she remem- 

bered her uncle’s words. 

Mrs. Carroll smiled. “I suppose you know something 

about sewing ?” she said. 

“Oh yes; I can sew some things neatly, but I have never 

worked on dresses.” 
“Tf you can sew well, you could easily do some parts of the 

dress with the aid of a few simple directions.” 
“Do you think so?” said Alice, with an eager look which 

showed that the thought gave her pleasure. 

“T have no doubt you would find itso. If you would like 

to spend the rest of the morning here, I will prepare a part of 

the dress for you and show you how it is to be done.” 

“Thank you. I should like it very much,” said Alice, 
pleased with the thought of helping forward the work, 

and still more to have an excuse for remaining longer 
with Mrs. Carroll, towards whom she felt herself strangely 

drawn. 

As they plied their needles Mrs. Carroll seemed at no loss 
for subjects of conversation. Some incidental remark showed 
Alice that she knew something of her past history, and when 

the fact of her orphanage was touched upon, there was an 
added gentleness on Mrs. Carroll’s part. 

Alice saw and appreciated this. Never since the death of 

her mother had she met with one who had so impressed her, 
to whom she thought it would be so easy to give an almost 

filial love and confidence. Her Aunt Grey, though kind, was 

not one to win a large share of these. She had come to 
Maysville with the secret hope of finding such a one in her
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Aunt Ward. How easy it would be, she thought, to open her 

heart to her aunt, if she were only like Mrs. Carroll. 

Their conversation was presently interrupted by the entrance 

‘of a young girl a little older than Alice, who came for the dress 
Mrs. Carroll had just completed. She was introduced to Alice 

as Miss Emma Foster. 

“T hoped you would come this morning, Emma,” said 

Mrs. Carroll, ‘that I might have the pleasure of introducing 

you to Miss Grey, for I feel sure you will enjoy each other’s 

society while she remains in Maysville.” 

‘“‘T have been counting upon that,” said Emma, with a bright, 

frank smile, which at once gave Alice a favourable opinion of 

her new acquaintance. ‘Mrs. Ward told me, two days ago, 

that she expected her niece to spend some time with her; and 

I was very glad, for I think summer visitors make the place so 

lively and cheerful, and, as Miss Grey is about my age, I had 

a special interest in her arrival.” 

Alice was well pleased to hear that any one had taken an 

interest in her coming, and she felt sure that she should like 

the young girl who seemed so ready to welcome her to 

Maysville. 

“My brother came last night,” continued Emma. “He wiil 

be at home through all the long summer vacation. Shan’t we 

have nice times?” she added gaily. 

“T have no doubt you will,” said Mrs. Carroll, with that 

ready sympathy which won for her so many youthful friends. 

“We have such fine rides when he is at home,” continued 

Emma. “By the way, we have one planned for this afternoon, 

and we shall be very glad to call for you Miss Grey, if you will 

accompany us;” to which informal invitation Alice gladly 

assented. 

“When shall I come again?” said Alice, as she was about 

leaving Mrs. Carroll at noon.
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“Would you like to sew more on the dress?” 

“Indeed I should, if it is not too much trouble to give me 

the necessary instruction.” 

“Tt isno trouble, but a pleasure. You are engaged for this 

afternoon. Come as early to-morrow as you like, and we will 

spend the morning together.” 

“Thank you,” said Alice; “that will be delightful.” 

Alice returned to her aunt’s house feeling that everything 

wis wearing a very different aspect from that which the morn- 

ing had presented. She had much enjoyed the time spent with _ 

Mrs. Carroll, and she had there met with one of her own age, 

who, she was sure, would prove an agreeable acquaintance. 

She had before her the prospect of a pleasant drive that after- 

noon, and the next morning was to be spent with Mrs. Carroll, 

Certainly things were very much brightening. There was a 

fair prospect that she might even yet enjoy herself in Mays- 

ville, and have no cause to regret that she had chosen to come 

there. 

“T like Mrs. Carroll very much,” Alice remarked at the 

dinner-table that noon. 

“T am glad to see that you’re such a good judge of character,” 

replied her uncle. “There isn’t a woman in Maysville more 
highly esteemed than Mrs. Carroll. The course she has taken 

since the death of her husband has won for her the esteem of 

all sensible people. But how is the dress progressing? I feel 

an interest in that.” 

“Oh, finely. Iam to go there to-morrow morning and help 

sew upon it.” 

“That’s sensible, I’m sure. I told the people at the farm 
that I should bring you up the next time I came; so I shall 
hope to find you in readiness. They asked why I didn’t bring 
you to-day.” 

“What did you tell them?”
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“JT told them that you were like the heroine of a certain 

popular ballad who had ‘nothing to wear,’” said her uncle, 

with a comical smile. 
“Why, uncle! what did they think?” said Alice, hardly 

knowing whether to be amused or vexed. 

“ Don’t trouble yourself about that,” said her aunt. ‘ They 

have known your uncle some time longer than you have, and 

know how to take him. He always will say just what he has a 

mind to, and yet people never take it amiss.” 

“I suppose that’s because they fail to discover any ‘malice 

aforethought,’” said her uncle, laughing; and Alice was 

strengthened in the previous impression that she should get 

on very well with her Uncle Ward. 
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CHAPTER V. 

MRS. CARROLL'S STORY. 

Nor long after breakfast the next day, Alice started for Mrs. 
Carroll’s. She counted upon a very pleasant morning spent 
with her, and was not disappointed. The ride of the after- 
noon before was one of the first subjects of conversation, after 
they were well settled at their work. 

“TI suppose you had a pleasant time?” said Mrs. Carroll. 
“Very pleasant,” Alice replied; and then went on to give 

various particulars of their ride. 
“We passed a cottage at the upper end of the village that I 

admired very much,” she said; “it looks so neat and home- 
like. I noticed it when I rode out with my uncles the day 
that Uncle Grey spent here. There is something about it that 
takes iny fancy. I think I should like to live in just such a 
house in the country myself, at least during the warm season.” 

Alice described the situation. 
“TI ought to know the place well, for it was the home of my 

married life,” said Mrs. Carroll, quietly. 
“Ts it possible!” said Alice. ‘Was that delightful place 

your home? and were you obliged to leave it?” 
“Not quite obliged to, but I thought it best to sell it.” 
“I am sure it must have made you very unhappy.” 
‘“No, my dear. It was certainly a trial to leave a home I
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loved so much, but the circumstances were such that it would 
have made me more unhappy to keep it.” 

“ Flow could that be?” 
“TJ will tell you. Perhaps you know that I have a son.” 
“No,” said Alice, ‘*I did not know it.” 
“TI have, and he is now at college. Arthur was at school, 

preparing for college, when his father died. He gave himself 
to God and His service at an early age, and it was his earnest 
desire to spend his life in preaching the Gospel. ‘This was 
also the desire of his parents, and what they had long hoped 
and prayed for. 

“‘My husband met with some serious losses not jane before 
he died, and after his death it was found that very little 
remained to us except our home. This we might have retained, 
if Arthur had given up his studies and entered at once upon 
some remunerative employment. But to this I could not 
consent. By selling the place and taking the rooms I now 
occupy, and in .part supporting myself in the way I now do, 
Arthur would be enabled to pursue his studies without inter- 
ruption, until he was prepared for the work on which we‘had 
so wished that he should enter. I was not long in deciding 
upon this course.” 

“Then you gave up your home for your son’s sake,” said 
Alice, deeply interested in the story. 

Mrs. Carroll reflected for a moment, and then said rever- 
ently, “No, not for his sake, but for Jesus’ sake. I am not 
so sure it would have been right for me to give it up for 
Arthur’s sake only.” 

“Tt must nave been hard for you to leave that pleasant 
nome ee 

“It was indeed a trial, for I loved the dear place.” 
“Tt was giving up a great deal,” said Alice. 
‘God’s promise is,” said Mrs. Carroll, “that a hundredfold
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shall be received for all that is given up for His sake. Our 
self-denial was small compared with that of many others, and 
yet I think we have already received the hundredfold. We 
are both so much happier than we should have been, had we 
come to a different conclusion, it is so sweet to think that 
all we have and are is devoted to Christ’s service; and we are 
both well satisfied.” 

Alice looked up quickly as the last word was spoken, and 
Mrs. Carroll saw that she was moved, but there was no time 
for further conversation, for just at that moment they were 
interrupted. 

What was said that morning furnished food for many after- 
thoughts and questionings with Alice—such thoughts as had 
not been wont to visit the mind of the young girl, but, having 
once found a place there, were not easily dislodged. 

The next day the dress was finished. Alice was both glad 
and sorry—glad to have it done, yet sorry that she should 
now, as she thought, have no further excuse for seeing one 
who had so won her regard and affection. 

“Don’t be in haste to go,” said Mrs. Carroll; “I shall be 
glad to have you sit avails with me, if you have no other 
engagement this morning.” 

During the hour thus spent, Alice took up a pack lying upon 
the table, which she had not before seen. 

“ Arthur sent it to me,” said Mrs. Carroll. ‘I received it 
last night.” 

Alice looked it over; and as she was fond of reading, soon 
became quite interested in its contents. 

Mrs. Carroll perceived this, and said, “You are quite wel- 
come to take it home with you, if you would like to read it. 
You must have a great deal of leisure for reading, and no 
doubt you will finish it before I shall be ready to commence it.” 

A sudden thought entered the mind of Alice. “If you
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only had some one to read it to you while you were at work,” 

she said, “you would not have to wait for leisure to enjoy it, 

and I should enjoy reading it to you.” 

“Indeed!” said Mrs. Carroll, with a heartiness that left no 

doubt of her sincerity, “that is just the nicest plan possible, 

and I have no doubt that we shall both enjoy it better than 

to read it by ourselves. If you can come for an hour or two 

in the morning, we shall not be liable to interruptions.” 

Alice was well pleased with this arrangement. She would 

now have an excuse for spending a part of each day with Mrs. 

Carroll for some days to come; and when the book was 

finished perhaps there would be another to read, or they 

would become so well acquainted that she might venture to 

call without any excuse for doing so. 

That afternoon Alice went with her uncle to the farm, and 

was conducted by him all round the place which had been his. 

home for many years. She enjoyed it very much. She was 

introduced to the people who lived on the farm, and found 

them well-disposed and very agreeable. 

The next Monday morning, when Alice went down to break- 

fast, she found that it was waiting for her uncle. 

“ He will be here in a moment, when he has put out the 

horse,” her aunt said. 

“You have taken an early ride, uncle,” said Alice, as her 

uncle seated himself at the table. 

“Yes, ’ve been to take the clothes up to Aunt Nancy, as 

I do every Monday morning. You see your aunt is so parti- 

cular that she can’t have a girl in the house. I tell her some- 

times she has done hard work enough to take life easy now, 

but she says that it would be more trouble to put things 

straight after one of those girls than they are worth; and it 

might-be so with her. But Aunt Nancy is so nice that even 

my wife can find no fault with her work; so we employ her
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for the washing and ironing every week, and I am not sure 

but it’s on the whole the most comfortable arrangement that 

we could have. By the way, you must make the acquaintance 

of Aunt Nancy. She is the best woman in Maysville.” 

“ Better than Mrs. Carroll?” said Alice. 

Her uncle laughed. “ Well, to be sure they are not much 

alike,” he said. “Mrs. Carroll is an intelligent, refined, and 

cultivated woman, fitted to adorn any society, while Aunt 

Nancy is poor and ignorant ; but if the Lord were to come to 

Maysville to count up His jewels, I don’t believe that poor 

old Aunt Nancy would be accounted as second to any of 

them.” k 

“Where does she live?” 

“Very near the old place,” as Mr. Ward always designated 

the farm on which he had lived so long. ‘The house is in 

plain sight as we'go up there. Probably you did not notice it. 

It is just a little way on the road that turns to the left. I will 

take you with me when I go after the clothes, and then you 

will have a chance to make Aunt Nancy’s acquaintance.” 

“Thank you, uncle.” 

A part of that morning and the next were pleasantly spent 

with Mrs. Carroll in reading and conversation. In the after- 

noon her uncle looked in, and inquired if Alice was ready to 

go with him to see Aunt Nancy. 

“ Are you quite ready?” 

“No, but I shall be in two minutes.” 

“JT will be ready in that time,” said Alice; and she was as 

good as her word. 

“There is the house,” said Mr. Ward, as they came to the 

road turning to the left. 

“What! the best woman in Maysville live in that little 

tumble-down house!” said Alice, half seriously, half playfully. 

“The Bible says. ‘Hath not God chosen the poor of this



Aunt Nancy's Home. 57 / 

world rich in faith, and heirs of the kingdom?'” said Uncle 
Ward. 

“Rich in faith,” Alice repeated to herself; but to her it 
seemed a very intangible kind of riches. 

It was near sunset, and Aunt Nancy, weary with the day’s 
toil, was resting for a little while. Busy with her thoughts, and 
not.as quick to hear as she had been in her younger days, she 
knew nothing of the approach of Mr. Ward and his niece 
until they stood in the doorway. When she saw them, she 
made an unsuccessful attempt to rise. 

“ Don’t get up for us, Aunt Nancy,” said Mr. Ward. “It is 
something of a job for you, and quite unnecessary. This is 
my niece. I have brought her along, thinking you might like 
to see a young miss arrived fresh from the great city.” 

“Yes, indeed. The sight of young folks always does my 
old eyes good, they are so bright and cheerful-like.” 

“As to the last, I don’t believe any of them can beat you,” 
said Mr. Ward, laughing. 

“Maybe not,” said Aunt Nancy. “When I have so much 
to make me cheerful, it would be a sin and a shame not to 
be so.” 
“So much to make me cheerful,’” Alice wonderingly re- 

peated to herself, as she looked around upon the bare, unpainted 
walls and scanty furniture ; but she had little time then to 
think about it. 

“J suppose the basket is ready,” said Mr. Ward. “TI will 
leave Alice here while I go and speak to Mr. Leeds, who, I 
see, is at work in the next field;” and in a moment he was 
gone. 

“IT have two or three light articles to lay on the top, and I 
will do it now, as your uncle may be back in a few minutes,” 
said Aunt Nancy. 

Again she attempted to rise from her chair; but she tried 
Satisfied. E
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more than once before the effort was successful, and when she 

was fairly out of it, her first steps were so tottering that Alice 

sprang forward to her assistance. 

“Never fear, young lady,” said Aunt Nancy, “I shall go 

-well enough when I once get started. This rheumatism makes 

me very lame and stiff, and yet I can goas long and do as much 

work as any woman of my age in Maysville.” 

“ But is it not very hard for you?” 

“Not half so hard as not to be able to work. I don’t have 

much pain this time of the year. In the winter, sometimes, 

when I have to go out a good deal in the cold and snow, the 

pain is mighty hard, nights especially ; so you see I know how 

to be thankful for the long sunny days, when I am quite 

comfortable-like.” 

Mr. Ward now returned, and the basket being ready, Alice 

had no opportunity for further conversation with Aunt Nancy 

at that time and on that occasion. 

“T don’t like to think that poor lame old woman has to 

wash and iron for me,” said Alice, as they rode home. 

“She seems to take it very cheerfully,” said her uncle. 

“Ves, she seems to have a wonderful way of taking every- 

thing cheerfully ; but it don’t seem as if one ought to give her 

hard work to do.” 

Mr. Ward laughed. “I don’t think she would consider it a 

kindness to take away her work,” he said. ‘‘She has a good 

deal of honest independence, and would consider it neither 

pleasant nor right to eat the bread of charity, as long as she 

can do anything for herself I do try to come round her a 

little in this respect ; I pay her a certain sum of money every 

week, and make up the rest by letting her have things raised 

on the farm. When I carry her flour, potatoes, and other 

vegetables, and she says, ‘It’s too much, Mr. Ward; I don’t 

earn it,’ I always tell her she ought to be satisfied if I am,”
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“She finds a good friend in you, I have no doubt,” said 

Alice, who before this had discovered that her uncle was kind. 

hearted. 

“Jt would be a shame to Maysville if she did not find 

friends among those who have known her so long.” 

“Does every one here call her Aunt Nancy?” inquired 

Alice. 

“She is pretty generally known by that name.” 

 



  

CHAPTER VI. 

TWO BIBLE LESSONS, 

Tuat week passed rapidly and pleasantly with Alice. She 

enjoyed the morning readings with Mrs. Carroll, the rides 

with her uncle to the farm and elsewhere, and pleasant 

rambles through woods and fields with Emma Foster and her 

brother, and other young people with whom she was becoming 

acquainted. Every day she was more and more pleased with 

her decision to come to Maysville. 

But amid all this she did not forget the thoughts that fol- 

lowed her home after her brief interview with Aunt Nancy, 

together with similar thoughts which had been awakened by 

other incidents of the summer. Never before had she enter- 

tained such serious thoughts about the soul’s inner life, and 

what constitutes true happiness. Very different are the 

methods by which the soul is awakened to its first serious, 

earnest thoughts about the things that concern its everlasting 

peace. Some are aroused by a sense of danger, others are at 

once convicted of the sinfulness of their hearts and lives. 

Alice had been zon to serious thoughts on these subjects by 

her converse with some of God’s dear children, who lived so 

near to Him as to enjoy habitually the light of His counte- 

nance and the joy of His salvation. The great lesson of her 

own exceeding sinfulness and need of pardon and cleansing,
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she had yet to learn; but she had been led to feel that there 
was a source of strength and peace and sweet content, of 

which she knew nothing. She could not understand the 
secret, yet there was in her heart a growing conviction that 
she needed to know it. 

The night she returned from Aunt Nancy’s she thought she 
would tell Mrs. Carroll all about her call there, the next day, 

but the book she was reading, and various subjects of conver- 
sation, took up the time; and this continued for several days, 
But on the morning when the book was finished, while Alice 
still lingered, something was said that reminded her of the 
call at Aunt Nancy’s, and she told her new friend all about it. 

“Only think of her saying that she had so much to make 
her cheerful,” said Alice. ‘To me it seemed as if she had 

nothing ; and I can’t understand how any one can be so happy 
without a great deal to make her so.” 

“You are right about that,” said Mrs. Carroll. “No one can 

be so happy without a great deal to make him or her so.” 
“Do you mean that you think Aunt Nancy has a great deal 

to make her happy?” 

‘“T certainly do think so.” 
‘* But she is very poor !” 

“ And very rich also. Her riches are unseen and eternal. 
Jesus said to Pilate, ‘My kingdom is not of this world,’ and it 
is true of His followers now, that ‘the kingdom of God is 
within’ them.” 

Alice was almost startled by these words, so forcibly did 
they remind her of the hour at the cottage more than a year 
ago, on the way back from the Falls. After a moment’s 
thought, she said—“I do wish, Mrs. Carroll, you would 
explain that to me.” ; 

“Explain what?” said Mrs. Carroll, who was not quite sure 
that she understood the request.
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“The meaning of that passage, ‘The kingdom of God is 
within you.’ I cannot understand it at all.” 

“Then you have tried to understand it?” 
“Indeed I have; but I can make nothing of it.” 
“Then I would most earnestly ees you to ask God to 

teach you what it means.” 
“This is indeed strange,” said Alice, more as if she were 

speaking aloud her own thoughts than addressing Mrs. Carroll, 
“What is strange?” inquired Mrs. Carroll. 
“This is the second time I have been told just that.” 
‘Will you tell me about the first time?” said Mrs. Carroll, 

who hoped to draw from Alice something that would be a clue 
to her thoughts on this subject, and thus aid her in giving 
timely instruction and counsel. 

“Do you remember my telling you about my visit to the 
country with uncle and aunt and cousin Mabel, and our ride 
to those charming little Falls ?” 

“T remember it very well.” 
‘On our return we were overtaken by a sudden and violent 

shower, and were obliged to seek shelter in a cottage. We 
found the inmates very hospitable, and also very intelligent 
and agreeable people. There were two young men at the 
house. After a time one of them drew a chair to my side and 
entered into conversation with me. He began by talking 
about the Falls, but soon the conversation took a strange 
turn.” 

“What do you mean by a strange turn?” 
“I mean it was very unlike any conversation I ever had 

before with any one, and some things were said that I shall 
never forget, We were talking about being contented or 
satisfied. I said that I believed every one was sometimes dis- 
satisfied, and that there were really no contented people in 
the world. He said that I was mistaken, that there was such
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a thing as being satisfied, as he knew by experience ; and 

when he saw that I seemed surprised, he wrote on a slip of 

paper a reference to the very words we have just been talking 

about, and asked if I would not some time look out the pas- 

sage, adding that if I understood it it would help me to 

understand what he had just said, and that if I did not I 

must ask God to teach me what it meant. Now it seems 

quite singular that you both should tell me the same thing.” 

“Why?” 
“J should think if any one himself understood the meaning 

of these words, he might explain it to others.” 

“Tf this young man did understand the true meaning of 

these words, it was because God Himself had taught him. 

He knew that none but God could teach him this, and that 

none but God could teach you. It is the same with me, and 

therefore I do not think it singular that we should both have 

said the same thing.” 

“ Alice was silent fora moment; then she said, “I begin 

to believe there are a few people in the world who are really 

satisfied —that is, they are contented and cheerful.” 

She was thinking of the young man at the cottage, of Mrs. 

Carroll, and Aunt Nancy, though she mentioned no names. 

“JT don’t understand it, however,” she added. “There are 

times when I am very much dissatisfied.” 

“What is the cause of this dissatisfaction ?” 

“Various things. My cousin often says vexatious things, 

and sometimes things really unkind. I hoped she would be 

like a sister to me, but I don’t find her so. Sometimes it 

seems as if she really didn’t love me at all, and I half suspect 

the reason, though it is something that isn’t my fault. Then 

sometimes everything goes wrong, and I am for a while 

thoroughly wretched.” 

Mrs. Carel had so won the confidence of Alice that she
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opened her heart to her as she had never done to any one 

since the death of her parents, and in this instance confidence 

was not misplaced, as it so often is. 

“Ts this wretchedness entirely the result of unkind words, 

disappointments, and vexatious occurrences? Are these the 

only cause of your unhappiness?” 

“No,” said Alice, frankly. ‘After a time I begin to see 

how foolish it is to let such things trouble me so much, and 

how wrong some of my own thoughts and feelings have been ; 

and then I end with being thoroughly vexed with myself, and 

ashamed, too; and that’s the worst of the whole, for it’s the 

most uncomfortable of all uncomfortable things to be out of 

sorts with one’s self.” 

“ That is very true, my dear,” said Mrs. Carroll. 

“Indeed it is. It’s the very worst sort of dissatisfaction ; 

and that’s what makes me think that I shall have to be very 

much changed before I can be like those people.” 

“This is true, too, my dear girl, and this change is a 

much greater one than you have now, probably, any con- 

ception of.” 

Alice was not prepared for this answer; in fact, she was a 

little startled by it, and began to wish that she had not been 

quite so confidential with Mrs. Carroll. 

“Do you think I am so.very bad?” she said, in a tone 

that partly betrayed her feclings. “It’s very seldom that I 

get out of sorts and all wrong in this way.” 

“That may be,” said Mrs. Carroll, very gently, “but do 

you therefore infer that all is right with you at other times?” 

“Why, not exactly,” said Alice, hesitatingly. “I don’t 

know what is the real truth about it,” she added, after a 

moment’s thoughtful silence. 

“We must go to the Word of God to learn that,” said 

Mrs. Carroll, “From His Word we must learn whether we
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are wrong only occasionally, or whether this is true of every 

day and hour.” 

“Ts any one so bad as that?” asked Alice quickly. 

“The true answer to that question must also be found in 

God’s Word. There we learn what is required of us at all 

times. If we meet those requirements, all is right; but 

something is wrong with us every day and hour in which we 

violate this just and holy rule of life. Shall I give youa 

short Bible lesson on this subject? ” 

Alice assented. 

“Tt shall be short, only three little verses,” said Mrs. 

Carroll, as she handed Alice a slip of paper on which she 

had indicated the place where each verse was to be 

found. ‘Study them some time when you are alone in 

your room,” she said, “and ask God to teach you their true 

meaning.” 
There was a hard shower just before sunset that night, 

which prevented Alice from going out, and she retired early 

to her room. When there her thoughts soon recurred to her 

conversation with Mrs. Carroll and the slip of paper she had © 

given her. She drew it from her pocket, and after glancing 

at ita moment, took up her Bible to look out the passages 

referred to. The first was in the twenty-third chapter of 

Proverbs, the last clause of the seventeenth verse: “ Be thou 

in the fear of the Lord all the day long.” 

This did not seem to her so hard to understand as the 
passage referred to by the young man at the cottage. She 

thought it meant that all the day we should fear to disobey 

or displease God. It was evident, however, that one could 

not obey this precept unless God was much in his thoughts; 

but certainly it was not so with her. Taking the previous 

day, for example, she could not recollect that she had had 

one thought of God, unless it was during the morning hour
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spent with Mrs. Carroll, who, though never obtrusive in the 

mention of religious subjects, was habitually so full of God’s 

Spirit and presence, that it was not often one could spend 

an hour of familiar converse with her without being in some 

way reminded of Him. For the rest of that day Alice felt 

that all her thoughts, feelings, and purposes might have been 

just the same, had there been no God in the universe. And 

what was true of that day had been more emphatically true of 

very many days in past weeks, months, and years. Before 

‘she had done with that verse, she began to see that she must 

abandon the thought that she was in the wrong only occa- 

sionally. The subject was certainly wearing a serious aspect, 

but she thought she would turn to the next verse, and perhaps 

that would not so much condemn her. 

This was in Ephesians, and finding it, she read, “Be ye 

therefore followers of God, as dear children.” This certainly 

was a sweet, gentle, loving admonition; but, as her thoughts 

dwelt upon it, she felt that, if possible, it condemned her 

more than the first had done. She had, she thought, some- 

times been withheld from sinful words and acts by the fear 

of offending the Lord, but never had she followed Him as a 

dear child. She remembered well how she had loved and 

obeyed the dear parents who had been taken from her; how 

often, even now, her imagination pictured the life she would 

have lived with them, could they have been spared to her; 

how devoted her love would have been, and how constant 

her efforts to please then. Something like that, she was 

sure, must be meant by the precept to follow God as dear 

children; yet never for a single day of her life had she felt 

towards God anything of this spirit of filial love and obedience. 

Yet she felt assured there were those who thus followed Him. 

She believed that Mrs. Carroll was one of them, and Aunt 

Nancy also. Ah, these living epistles, what a gospel they
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often prove to those inquiring the way of life! Would that 
there were more of them. 

Alice sighed heavily as she turned to the next passage 
marked by ‘Mrs. Carroll, and read, “Thou hast commanded 
us to keep Thy precepts diligently.” There was no comfort 
for Alice here. She knew these precepts were found in the 
neglected Book she held in her hand, which often had not 
been read at all for months together, or if read, it was in 
the most careless and formal manner, leaving hardly an im- 
pression upon her mind. She had not even read these pre- 
cepts constantly, earnestly, diligently ; and certainly she had 
not kept them. The Spirit of God was flashing conviction 
through all her soul. 

She recollected what Mrs. Carroll had said, that each one 
was in the wrong every day and hour in which these just 
and holy precepts were not obeyed. If this was so, and 
reason and conscience told her it was, then surely she had 
been in the wrong every day and hour of her life. The 
longer she thought of these things, the deeper grew this 
conviction. She began to see that there was a mine of evil 
within her soul, the length, breadth, and depth of which were 
known only to God. She no longer wondered that she had 
so often been dissatisfied with herself; she only wondered 
that she had not been continually thus dissatisfied. She 
began to understand why Mrs. Carroll should speak of the 
necessity of a very great change. “It must be a change 
indeed,” were her thoughts. “Can such a change ever come 
to meP Can I ever become like Mrs. Carroll and Aunt 
-Nancy ?” 

Alice retired that night with a heavy heart, and when she 
arose the next morning it was not much lightened. 

Mrs. Carroll had invited her to come often. “ Don’t stay 
away because the book is finished,” she said. “ We can find
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plenty to read and talk about. I shall be very glad of your 

company while I sit here sewing.” 

Alice had received this kind invitation gratefully, assuring 

Mrs. Carroll that she would be very glad to come, for she 

never enjoyed herself better than when with her, and she 

found a good deal of leisure time in Maysville, especially 

during the long summer mornings. She had intended to go 

that morning, but now she hesitated. She wished to see her 

friend, wished to tell her of all that was passing in her mind, 

and yet was conscious also of a feeling of reluctance to do so. 

For a time the two sentiments seemed evenly balanced, but at 

last the latter prevailed, and Alice did not go to Mrs. Carroll's 

that morning. 

As the shades of evening drew on, she suddenly determined 

that she would go. She thought the twilight hour just the 

time to tell her friend of the dark and troubled state of her 

mind, if indeed she could get courage to do so at all. She 

received from Mrs. Carroll the usual cordial welcome. 

“I expected you this morning,” she said, as soon as Alice 

was seated. 

“T thought of coming, but—I may as well own the truth at 

once—I was so unhappy I did not care to see any one.” 

“So unhappy?” said Mrs. Carroll, interrogatively. 

“Ves,” said Alice; ‘those Bible verses made me so. Oh, 

Mrs. Carroll, I never saw it so before. Instead of being, as 

I thought, a little wrong sometimes, I now see that I have 

been all wrong my whole life.” 

The tears sprang to the eyes of Mrs. Carroll. “Iam very 

glad,” she said; and her voice was very tender, yet there was 

in it an undertone of deep gladness. 

“Glad that I am so bad and miserable?” exclaimed Alice. 

“No, not that, but glad that you are learning the truth about 

yourself, and very thankful that God Himself is teaching you.”
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“Teaching me !” said Alice, in a tone of surprise. “Thad 

not thought of that. It was those verses I read that made me 

see it all.” 

“Have you not read those same verses before more than 

once or twice ?” 

“No doubt I have.” 

“But you did not learn from them what you have now 

learned.” 

“ Indeed I did not.” 

“ And the reason of the difference is this. God Himself is 

now teaching you, by His Spirit, these most important, though 

painful lessons. It is true, yet a blessed truth, that God will 

enter such hearts as ours, to teach us lessons that of ourselves 

we can never learn; for He is able, by His Spirit, to lead us 

into all truth. Other lessons He will yet teach you, if you 

will listen to His voice and yield yourself to His teachings.” 

“ This has been a very sad one,” said Alice. 

“Yes, but a most needful one. Shall I give you another 

Bible lesson, a different one?” 

“If you please,” said Alice. 

‘ Here are three more verses for you to study this evening,” 

said Mrs, Carroll, as she handed Alice another slip of paper. 

“T know you will read them thoughtfully, and I ly hope 

you will ask God to teach you their true meaning.” 

On her return, Alice went directly to her room to study this 

second Bible lesson, given to her by her end oe faithful 

friend. She turned to the first verse, and read: ‘ Ask, and it 

shall be given you; seek, and ye shall find ; ae and it 

shall be opened unto you.” Then to the second: “For God 

so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that 

whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, but have ever- 

lasting life.” Then she read the third: “ Come now, and let 

us reason together, saith the Lord: though your sins be as
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scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though they be red 
like crimson, they shall be as wool.” 

_ Alice read these verses again and again, but they brought 
neither help nor comfort. God had chosen another instru- 
mentality by which to bring home to her heart the knowledge 
of His abounding grace, even to the chief of sinners. Again 
she retired for the night with a heavy heart. 

Awaking next morning some time before the usual hour of 
rising, she lay thinking of all these things, her heart full of con- 
tending emotions. In a kind of half despair, she would 
reason that she was too great a sinner to be saved, and next, 
with the strange inconsistency of the unbelieving heart, was 

- ready to murmur that God did not hear her cry, and grant to 
her the mercy and grace which she had besought with many 
prayers and tears. Then, falling into the mistake so often 
made, of confounding feeling with believing, she would intensely 
desire to /e/ that she was saved, forgiven, and cleansed, accord- 
ing to the promise, and weary herself in the vain struggle ¢o 
feel all this, instead of simply believing that God would surely 
fulfil His word. 

In such thoughts and struggles the early morning hours 
were passed. 

 



  

  

  

CHAPTER VII. 

A CALL UPON AUNT NANCY. 

ALICE was just debating the question whether she should spend 

an hour with her friend Mrs. Carroll, when her uncle said to 
her,— 

“T’m going to the farm this morning. Will you go with 
me?” 

Suddenly Alice determined that she would go with him and 
give Aunt Nancy a call. She did not, indeed, propose to 
confide to her the secret struggles, doubts, and fears which 
were rendering her so unhappy, yet, without stopping to reason 
about it, she had a secret feeling that it might do her good to 
see the good woman and hear her talk, even though she should 
herself keep silence in regard to what was passing in her mind. 

“T think I will call upon Aunt Nancy this morning, while 
you go on to the farm,” said Alice to her uncle as they 
approached the turn in the road. 

“Just as you like. I see you're taking a fancy to our old 
friend. You're not the only one. She’s such a cheerful body, 
that one is almost sure to feel better for spending a few 
minutes with her, and you look, this morning, as if you needed 
something to brighten you up. I will call there for you as I 
come back.” 

As Alice standing in the open door bade Aunt Nancy good 
Satisfied. F
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morning, the latter looked keenly at her for a moment, fur, 
like many good people, she was not quick to recognise those 
who were almost strangers to her. 

“It’s Miss Alice,” she said after a moment. “I’m very glad 
to see you.” 

“T thought I would stop this morning, and sit with you while 
uncle is gone to the farm.” 

“That's right. I shall be glad to have you stop whenever 
you can content yourself for a while in my poor old house. 
I’m sure it must seem very poor and old to a young lady from 
the city, who has been all her life used to fine things, though 
it does not seem so to me.” 

“You certainly contrive to be very happy in your home,” 
said Alice, 

“Why, yes, miss, indeed I am, and why shouldn’t I be? 
I’ve spent many happy hours in the old place. Long ago my 
Saviour used to make me a visit here now and then, but of 
late years it just seems He stays all the while, and that’s a 
happy home where He is, if it is a humble one.” 

Alice listened with much interest, but not knowing very. well 
how to bear her part in such a conversation, she remained 
silent. Aunt Nancy continued,— 

“Tt’s wonderful what a feast of love and grace God 
spreads for us poor sinners, when we are willing to listen 
to His voice and let Him come into our hearts. Will you 
allow a poor old woman to ask if He has come into your 
heart ?” 

‘I don’t understand these things. I wish I could take a 
lesson from you,” said Alice, in a tone which betrayed her 
interest in the subject. 

Aunt Nancy was quick to observe this, and looking wistfully 
at Alice, said,— 

“T can’t teach you, my dear young lady ; only the Lord can
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do that. He’s taught me, a poor, ignorant woman, and He'll 

teach anybody who'll ask Him.” 

“ But it is all dark to me, Aunt Nancy. I can’t understand 

it.” 
“Then go to Jesus and tell Him so. Tell Him just what 

you've told me.” 

Alice knew this was Aunt Nancy’s way of directing her to 

pray, but it was so expressed as to give her new thoughts about 

prayer. “Go and tell Jesus just what you have told me,” she 

had said, as if prayer was just talking with Jesus. Alice could 

not doubt it was that to Aunt Nancy. If it could only be 

the same to her ! 

“ He Himself says,” Aunt Nancy continued, “‘ Behold, I 

stand at the door, and knock: if any man hear My voice, and 

open the door, I will come in to him, and will sup with him, 

and he with Me. If you are willing to open the door, Jesus 

will certainly enter your heart. I’m sure that He’s knocking 

loudly. at this very time.” 

“What makes you think so?” asked Alice in some 

surprise. 

“What youve said to me this morning. [ve seen young 

ladies who had nothing to say when I talked about Him. 

It’s because He is secking you, that you are so different from 

them. You may be sure that He is now beseeching you to 

open the door to Him. Will you not let Him in?” 

“JT don’t know how,” said Alice, the tears filling her eyes. 

“JT don’t understand what it means.” 

“Then tell Him so; tell Him all about it. He always 

hears the cry of poor lost sinners, and leads them out of 

darkness into light. His word is sure; and that word is, 

‘Whosoever shall call upon the name of the Lord shall be 

saved.’” i 

After a few more questions of this kind, and short Scripture 

F 2
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answers from Aunt Nancy, new light began to break in upon 
.- the mind of Alice; but there was not time for any long 

conversation, for she soon heard her uncle’s voice, and knew 

that he was waiting for her in front of the house. 

Once more in her own room, Alice again opened the Bible 

which she had so lately begun to study, with an earnest 
purpose to find in it the way of life. And now she kneeled 

and prayed that God Himself would teach her. She turned 

first to the passages quoted by Aunt Nancy, and next to the 

verses of the last Bible lesson given her by Mrs. Carroll. 

Their meaning became more clear to her, and their fitness 

to her own case. She saw and believed in God’s infinite 

willingness to save, in the free, full offering of mercy to every 

repenting sinner, in the infinite love which was waiting to be 

gracious. It was, indeed, to her soul, a new revelation. It 

was “the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in the 

face of Jesus Christ.” 

As Alice sat in her room, shedding those tears which flow 

at the soul’s first view of forgiving love, did not some angel 
wing his way above, to bear the good news to the mother who 

had left her child to the sure mercies of a covenant-keeping 

God at the tender age of six years ? 

The next morning, as Alice was preparing for a call upon 

her friend Mrs. Carroll, whom she much wished to see, her 

uncle came in to ask if she was ready for another ride to the 

farm. Alice instantly accepted the invitation. She would 
gladly call upon Aunt Nancy instead of Mrs. Carroll, feeling 

that there was no one to whom she could more easily speak, 

for the first time, of the new hopes and joys, the new life that 

was dawning upon her soul. 

As she sprang lightly into the waggon, her uncle said, “1. 

am glad to see you looking so bright this morning. You have 

looked rather downcast for two or three days, and I was
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making up my mind that you were pining for the seaside and 

sorry that you ever came to Maysville.” 

‘Oh no, indeed; you are quite mistaken. Iam so thank- 

ful I came here.” 

There was a touch of feeling in the tone which led her 

uncle to give her one of those keen glances with which he 

sometimes seemed to read her very thoughts. 

Alice wanted to tell him why she was so thankful, but 

timidity prevented. She thought she could more easily tell 

that story for the first time to Mrs. Carroll or Aunt Nancy. 

As they neared the turn of the road, she said, “ Do you think, 

uncle, that Aunt Nancy will get tired of me if I spend the 

time with her this morning ?” 

“No fear of that ; she likes to see the young folks.” 

As Alice, after leaving her uncle, walked towards the house, 

she began to think how she should tell the story of what the 

Lord had done for her soul. She little thought that there 

would be no need of words. 

Aunt Nancy, after giving one keen glance at her visitor as 

she met her at the door, exclaimed,— 

“Oh, Miss Alice, you have found Jesus!” 

“How can you know that, when I have not spoken one 

word?” asked Alice in surprise. 

“Your face tells the story. I’m sure I’m not mistaken.” 

“Indeed you are not mistaken. Since I saw you last I 

have found how ready God is to have mercy on every penitent 

sinner. It is wonderful.” ; 

The hour that followed was such a one as Alice had never 

before spent, while the aged saint and the youthful convert 

talked together of the love of Jesus and the blessedness of a 
life devoted to His service. 

That evening Alice again chose the twilight hour for a visit 
to Mrs. Carroll This interview was a very precious one to
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Alice, as were also many that followed. Her admiration for 

this truly Christian lady, which had commenced with their first 

meeting, had ripened into warm and confiding friendship on 

the part of Alice, while Mrs. Carroll found that the gentle, 

sensitive, and confiding orphan-girl was winning a large place 

in her warm motherly heart. 

Earnest desires were now awakening in the mind of Alice 

to do something for Him who had given Himself for her, and 

she began in some degree to realize that the true Christian 

life on earth is a life of service; but she found some diffi- 

culties in answering the practical question what she herself — 

could do. 

“What can J do for Jesus?” was the question she asked 

of her friend, Mrs. Carroll, as they sat conversing one 
evening. 

“That question you must yourself ask Him every day,” 

said Mrs. Carroll. ‘*‘ My sheep hear My voice, and I know 

them, and they follow Me.’ These words of our Lord mean 

‘a great dealto me. It is not a small thing for our naturally 

wayward hearts to learn to follow Jesus by daily, simple, 

child-like obedience to His Word and providence—to be 

willing that He should lead us in every step of life. ae 

“Some think that they are willing to do a great deal for 

Jesus, but they want to do it in their own way. They want 
to mark out their own course and form their own schemes, and 

then have Jesus go with them in ¢Ae’y way and give success to 

their plans. When His own dear children make this mistake, 

He soon begins to teach them that they must follow, not lead. 

Some are long in learning this lesson, and are taught it 

through many sorrows and disappointments. 

“ Never till it is learned can we be ‘followers of God, as 

dear children.” When it is learned the Christian life takes 
on those beautiful, child-like forms of simplicity and godly
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sincerity, which so honour the Master, and render His 

followers living epistles, ‘known and read of all men.’ 

“ This is the principle of the Christian life, ever to be kept 

in mind, and is the first and most important answer to your 

question. But I would also suggest that much of your 

present work lies in preparation for future service, for you are 

now laying the foundations of future character, influence, and 

usefulness. What we are, and what we may become by the 

diligent and faithful improvement of the opportunities God 

has given us, are of much greater importance than what we 

have, as the outward circumstances of our lives in this 

changing world are liable at any time to change. 

“ You have one grand opportunity now to improve. God 

has given you the means of acquiring an excellent education, 

and this is especially the work He is now giving you to do, 

for your education may be not only of great value to yourself. 

but a means of much usefulness to others. ‘ Knowledge is 

power,’ and when used in the service of Christ, it becomes a 

great power for good.” — 

Alice looked thoughtful. These words reminded her of the 

remarks of her teacher, which had been reported to her by 

her schoolmate. 

“T know I have not been as diligent as I might in the 

past,” she said, frankly. 

“ You have a new motive for diligence now, the best and 

highest of all motives, and it should be the most powerful.” 

“Tt certainly should be so,” said Alice, very thoughtfully. 

“But while improving opportunities from which a rich 

harvest may be reaped in the future, if such should be the 

will of the Master, be careful not to live in the future, but in 

the present. 

“One great secret of a holy life is a simple, humble 

obedience to the will of God, as it is daily and hourly made



80 A Mistake that is made. 

known to us by His Word and providence. It is a great 
mistake to neglect the smallest present duty, because the 
mind is preoccupied with the future, and with that wider 
field of usefulness which it is supposed that future may have 
in store,” 

 



  

  

    

  

  
      

CHAPTER VIII. 

CONFESSING CHRIST. 

Tur weeks passed rapidly, and the time spent in Maysville 

seemed too short, when the summons came for Alice to return 

to her uncle and aunt in the great city. 

She had enjoyed much in Maysville, and she could not part 

from it, and from those whom she loved there, without some 

regretful feelings. She looked forward, however, to a renewal 

of these pleasures and this friendly intercourse in the following 

summer, for her uncle and aunt had said that she must then 

visit them again, and remain as long as other engagements 

would permit. This she had promised to do, and the anticipa- 

tion made the present leave-taking far more cheerful than it 

would otherwise have been. 

When Alice reached town, she did not find her Uncle Grey 

at the station. He was too busy, and sent in his stead George 

Willis, one of the clerks in his employ. This young man had 

been in his warehouse some two or three years. He was the 

son of an old friend, and Mr. Grey treated him almost as one 

of the family, inviting him to spend an evening with them 

whenever he had leisure and inclination. 

These evening calls, and the frequent special commissions 

with which he was intrusted, led to his passing in and out 

‘quite as one of the household, without a shadow of formality.
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As he had often acted as escort both for Mabel and Alice 

when they had need of one, and their uncle was too busy to 

fill the office in person, Alice was not at all surprised to find 

that he was her uncle’s substitute on this occasion. 

Her uncle, however, honoured her arrival by returning 

home to dinner ten minutes before his usual time, and Alice 

appreciated this mark of attention. She knew it meant 

something from one who was always so busy, and who 

understood the mercantile value of ten minutes in business 

hours. 

When Alice heard her uncle’s step in the hall, she ran down 

to meet him. | 

“Right glad to see you,” he said. “How bright you are 

looking. I declare there are country roses on your cheeks. 

I am sure you have enjoyed your visit to Maysville.” 

“Indeed I have,” said Alice. 

“TJ am glad to hear it, for I must confess that I have had 

_ my misgivings. I was afraid you might regret that you did 

not go with us; and had it been so, I should have regretted 

it too.” 

“T have not regretted it, unless it was the day you left me. 

I have spent a very pleasant summer.” 

“ Did you like your Aunt Ward so very much ? and did she 

succeed in making it so pleasant for you?” 

“Not exactly that,” said Alice, hesitatingly. “TI think Aunt 

Mary was just as good to me as she knew how to be; but if I 

had not a good deal besides to make it pleasant, I could not 

have enjoyed it as I did.” 

“What were the things that made it so pleasant ?” 

“IT found some very pleasant people, and I enjoyed the 

walks and rides very much. I explored every nook, just as 

‘Aunt Grey said I would.” 

“J daré say you did that,” said her uncle, laughing, and
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seeming quite satisfied with the account given of the things 
which had made the summer pass so pleasantly. 

But if Mr. Grey was satisfied, Alice certainly was not. She 
had given some reasons why she was glad that she had spent 
the summer in Maysville, but had omitted the one which, 

not only in reality, but also in her own estimation, far out- 

weighed all the others. Was this frank and truthful? Was it 
indeed anything less than being ashamed to confess Christ 

before her uncle? 

The heart of Alice recoiled with dismay from the thought 
of such a beginning ; yet it was not easy to say what had been 

left unsaid. If it had been Mrs. Carroll or Aunt Nancy, it 

would have seemed the most easy and natural thing in the 

world ; but to her uncle, a man of the world, who could not 

have the smallest sympathy with the new life that had dawned 
in her soul, it certainly was not easy to speak of it. Instantly 

she lifted up her heart in such a cry for help as is never uttered 
in vain. ; 

So rapid is thought, that all this passed through her mind 

almost before her uncle was conscious that there was a pause 

in the conversation. Little thought he of the temptation, the 

struggle, the prayer, the victory, which had preceded the words 
when Alice said,— 

““T have not yet told you the greatest reason I have for 

being thankful that I went to Maysville this summer.” 

“Tell me about that, by all means,” said her uncle, lightly. 

Alice no longer hesitated, but said simply, ‘‘ I gave my heart 
to God while in Maysville. It was there I found the Saviour ; 

and I shall always be thankful I went there.” 

“Ts the Saviour in Maysville more than anywhere else ?” 
asked her uncle, in a tone half playful, half serious. 

“No, uncle,” replied Alice, in a tone wholly serious. ‘“ He 

is evervwhere ; but I think we never realize this till we receive
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Him into our own hearts, and this I never did until I went to 

Maysville.” 

There was time for no more words, as others now entered 

the room, but there had been time for a transaction of the 

utmost importance to Alice. It is hardly possible to over- 

estimate the value to her of this first confession of Christ in. 

her city home. Had the first step been wrong, what weak- 

ness, darkness, and doubt might have been the result. But 

she had not been ashamed of her Master. In the first hour 

of trial she had proved loyal to Him, and had also proved 

His power to give grace and strength in the moment of need. 

Sweetly calm and peaceful were the remaining hours of that 

day, in the blessed consciousness of a Presence that was with 

her in her home at her uncle’s as well as in Maysville. 

Before Alice left the country, her regret at parting with her 

Christian friends there had not been unmingled with appre- 

hension, as she thought how much she would need their 

counsel and help amid the trials and temptations which must 

await her in the city. 

Something of these forebodings she at one time expressed 

to Mrs. Carroll. 

“ Christ will be with you there; and He is all,” was the 

reply. ‘He can give you the counsel and aid of Christian 

friends to assist you, or He can help and strengthen you 

without them, just as He sees fit. But I have no doubt that 

you will find Christian friends in your city home. There is a 

heavenly attraction, by which such souls are drawn to each 

other, and I shall be surprised if you do not find yourself 

thus drawn to some whom you will meet.” 

Alice soon proved the truth of these words. Among her 

aunt’s friends was one, who, being a near relative of the 

family, was quite an informal, if not a very frequent visitor. 

Soon after the return of Alice, this lady, Mrs. Newman, calied
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to spend an hour with the family. Alice soon found herself 

observing the lady with an interest she had never felt before. 
A remark dropped now and then, a something scarcely defin- 

able in look and tone, touched a responsive chord in the 

heart of the young Christian, and before Mrs. Newman took 
leave that morning, Alice began to cherish the hope that 
she would prove one of those Christian friends whom Mrs. 
Carroll was so confident that she would find. 

Nor was she disappointed in this expectation. In a few 
days Mrs. Newman called again, this time, as she said, 

on special business. Many were the visits she paid to the 

homes of the sick, the sorrowing, and the destitute; and 

when cases of need brought to her knowledge proved too 
much for her own resources, she sought to enlist the sympathy 
and aid of others. 

It was on such an errand she.had come that morning. In 
her visits of mercy she had found a family whose case moved 
her deepest sympathies. The father, injured by a serious acci- 
dent, had for months been laid aside from work, and though 

slowly recovering, he was not yet able to labour. This misfor- 
tune had reduced the family to poverty, and obliged them 
to seek shelter in a miserable tenement with the most depress- 
ing surroundings. 

To these accumulated misfortunes had recently been added 
the severe illness of the eldest daughter. She had been sick 
with a fever, but now seemed sinking in a rapid decline. 

‘Tt is my own opinion that the girl may be saved,” said Mrs. 
Newman, “by removing the family to a comfortable tenement 
and providing for their necessities until the father is once 
more able to work.” 

Alice listened to all this with deep interest. She was sup- 
plied with a liberal allowance of spending money, though a 
somewhat thoughtless use of it had left little in her hands at
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the present time. She, however, instantly resolved to do what 

she could. 

Mrs. Newman was gratified at the sum placed in her hands 

by the young girl, but still more by the warm interest mani- 

fested in this tale of suffering. The latter prompted her to 

ask Alice if she would not accompany her when she went to 

visit the family the next day. 

Alice hesitated, for she shrank from a visit to this wretched 

abode and the sight of so much suffering ; but in a moment 

she thought, “Ifmy Master was on earth, would He decline 

such an invitation, and if I follow Him shall I not accept it?” 

and without further hesitation she thanked Mrs. Newman and 

told her that she would go. 

Alice never forgot the lesson she learned during that after- 

noon with Mrs. Newman, and that first visit to the wretched 

abodes of city poverty. She found a personal visit a very 

different thing from reading the reports of those employed to 

seek out and relieve destitution, or even listening, as she had 

sometimes done, to the verbal descriptions of those familiar 

with such scenes. It gave her a very different conception of 

the poverty and sorrow which, in a great city, everywhere 

abound. 

It was her only visit to that miserable abode. The next time 

she went to call upon the family, they had been removed to 

more comfortable quarters. Alice continued to aid in supply- 

ing their need, often at the cost of some self-denial on her part, 

until the good days Mrs. Newman had so confidently prophesied 

dawned upon them: the father able once more to return to his 

usual employments and the daughter restored to health, they no 

longer had need of the helping hand without which they could 

never have safely passed through the.dark days. 

Alice found in Mrs. Newman a true and faithful Christian 

friend. She found others also, as Mrs. Carroll had predicted.
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In the sanctuary, too, in the Sunday-school, and the weekly 

prayer-meeting, she learned that there were green pastures and 

still waters in her city home, as well as in Maysville. 

Her thoughts often turned to the home-circle, with earnest 

longings to see its inmates gathered, with herself, into the fold 

of Christ ; but here she found little to cheer and encourage 

her. 

In the Sunday-school of which she was a member, was a 

large class of young men. She seldom had her attention 

drawn to this class without thinking of George Willis, and 

wishing that he were a member of it. She had thought of this 

many times before she found courage to speak to him on the 

subject; but at last, seizing a favourable opportunity, she 

summoned courage to do so. 

“ Why do you not join Mr. Arthur’s Bible-class?” she asked. 

“Tam sure you would like it. I have heard one or two speak 

of him as the best teacher they ever had.” 

“T dare say,” Willis replied, somewhat carelessly. 

“T wish you would go,” persisted Alice. 

“J will think about it,” said the young man. 

For several succeeding Sundays Alice watched this 

class, to see if George Willis was there, and each Sabbath 

saw with regret that he was not among the pupils. She 

resolved that she would not give up her desire without 

_one more effort, though it cost her not a little to speak the 

second time. 
“T have looked for you in Mr. Arthur’s class, and I have 

been disappointed not to see you there,” she said. 

“Do you mean that you have cared so much about it, that 

it has been a real disappointment not to see me there?” he 

asked in some surprise. 

‘“*T do indeed mean it.” 
“Then, I will go, if it’s only to please you.” 

Satisfied. G
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Young Willis was as good as his word, and the next Sabbath 

found him in Mr. Arthur’s class. 

Alice was pleased to have gained even this point, and perhaps 

the more so, as it seemed to her the only influence for good 

that she had been able to exert within the home-circle. She 

could not get on at all with Mabel, who persistently turned the 

conversation whenever Alice attempted to speak of those 

things which now lay nearest her heart. As to her uncle and 

aunt, it seemed to her that she could not even hope to do them 

good, when their relative position was such, that they naturally 

expected to lead and influence her, rather than to be led and 

influenced by her. She little thought that the few words she 

had spoken to her uncle on returning from Maysville had left 

any impression. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

BENEVOLENT PLANS, 

A LARGE portion of the following summer was spent by Alice 
in Maysville. It is unnecessary to describe this second summer, 
in many respects so like the first. There were the rides with 
her uncle to the “old place” and many other places, the hours 
spent with her friend Mrs. Carroll, who constantly became more 
dear to her, and the frequent calls upon Aunt Nancy when she 
went with her uncle to the farm, besides many pleasant hours 
spent with Emma Foster and other companions of her own 
age. 

When with Mrs. Carroll, Alice spoke freely of all that had 
interested her during the winter. She told her how much more 
she had enjoyed her school and her studies since, by increased 
diligence and application, she had been able to master each 
difficulty as it presented itself. She also spoke of the pleasure 
she derived from the approbation of her teachers, and from the 
consciousness that she was doing faithfully this part of present 
duty. 

She had also much to say of Mrs. Newman and her many 
benevolent plans, and of her own interest in them. 

‘“My first gift was from mere impulse,” she said ; “but when 
I began seriously to look at the great work to be done in this 
direction, I was tempted to feel that it was useless for me to 

G 2
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attempt anything while so little of my money was at my own 

disposal. I began to indulge in many plans about the good I 

would do when I could spend money as I chose. But then I 

recollected what you had said to me about living in the present, 

not in the future, and how you had spoken of the folly of 

occupying the mind with plans and dreams, to the neglect of 

what seems even the most unimportant of personal claims. 

Then I saw clearly that, for me, the work of the present was to 

do all in my power with the money now placed at my disposal, 

for the poor and needy, by self-denial and shunning needless 

expenses.” 

“T am thankful, indeed,” said Mrs. Carroll, “if any words of 

mine have helped you to take such right views of present duty. 

Nothing can be more uncertain than the future, with all of us. 

It would be sad indeed if, by trusting to that uncertain future 

and neglecting present opportunities, however small, we should 

at last fail to be found among those to whom the King will 

say, ‘I was an hungred, and ye gave Me meat: I was thirsty, 

and ye gave Me drink: I was a stranger, and ye took Me in: 

naked, and ye clothed Me: I was sick, and ye visited Me: I 

was in prison, and ye came unto Me. ... I say unto you, 

Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the least of these My 

brethren, ye have done it unto Me.’ 

«¢ ¢ every hour that fleets so slowly 

Has its task to do or bear. 

Luminous the crown and holy, 

If thou set each gem with care,’” 

For several years Alice spent a portion of each summer in 

Maysville. Sometimes it was only two or three weeks, but 

whether longer or shorter, these seasons were greatly enjoyed. 

Nor was Alice the only one benefited by them. The 

neighbours said Mrs. Ward was getting to be a different waman



  

LR 
UN AN 

Ky 
NX 
\ SN 

=e Ce 
\ A 

yg 

AN 

i 

IN 

                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                  
      
  
              
    

    
        

“ DOESN'T BENNY GROW ANY BETTER?” ALICE ASKED ({. 95). 
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since her niece spent so much time there; that a young person 

in the house was just what she needed, At all events, Mr. 

Ward was sure it was just what Ae needed, and these visits 

were a positive delight to the cheerful, genial old man. 

During the winters spent in the city, Alice did not lose her 

interest in the needy and destitute, and by many a little self- 

denial, known only to Him who searcheth all things, she did 

what she could for the relief of these suffering ones. 

One winter she became deeply interested in the case of a 

poor widow, whose only son, a lad of about eight, had long 

been ailing, and now seemed to be slowly wasting away. 

There was much in Mrs. Draper that excited the sympathy 

and regard of Alice. She was so patient and uncomplaining, 

and showed such devoted mother-love for the feeble child who 

was her all. She also gave proof of neat and orderly habits, 

notwithstanding the disadvantages under which she laboured 

in the very undesirable tenement which was the best she could 

afford to occupy. She was a Christian, too, Alice felt sure, for 

though she said little, she certainly manifested the grace of 

Christian patience and resignation. 

“Doesn’t Benny grow any better?” Alice asked one day 

when she called to leave some toys, which she hoped would 

help to while away the weary hours. 

The poor mother shook her head sorrowfully. Benny was 

himself too much occupied with a new picture-book to heed 

what they were saying, and Alice went on. “ Can nothing be 

done to help him?” she asked. 

“J fear not,” said Mrs. Draper—‘at least, nothing that I 

can do.” 

“Ts there anything that would help him if you could 

do 1t?” : 

“Perhaps not, though the doctor says if I could take him 

into the country it might save him ; but that I can’t do.”
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“TJ wish it could be done,” said Alice, thoughtfully; but 

Mrs. Draper only sighed, as she cast a loving glance at the 

child, who, for the moment, had lost all sense of weariness or 

pain in the delight afforded by the bright pictures of the book 

whose leaves he was slowly turning. 

As Alice left Mrs. Draper, she resolved that she would have 

a talk with her friend, Mrs. Newman, on the subject. But 

this resolution was not carried into effect. In a few days 

Alice left the city for her usual summer visit to Maysville, and 

several things conspired to render these days very busy ones, 

so that she scarcely had time even to think of Mrs. Draper and 

poor Benny, until she found herself quietly seated in the train 

that was swiftly bearing her toward the country village which 

had become dear to her. 

The sight of the green fields and leafy woods brought back 

a very vivid remembrance of the poor city boy and the wish 

she had felt that he might find a home in the country. Some- 

thing of selfreproach mingled with these thoughts, True, she 

had been very busy, but if she had made the effort, she thought 

she might at least have managed to call upon Mrs. Newman 

and have a talk with her on the subject. She feared she had 

been selfish in allowing her mind to become so engrossed with 

her own affairs as almost to forget the poor widow and her 

son, and she feared that Benny’s pale, wan face would haunt 

her when she crossed the green fields or wandered in the 

favourite groves of Maysville. But such thoughts were all put 

to flight when once she reached her uncle’s house, and met the 

warm greeting there awaiting her. There was too much to 

hear and say to leave much room for thinking. 

As Alice sat at the tea-table with her uncle and aunt, she 

said, “I have not yet inquired after Aunt Nancy. How is she 

getting along?” , 
“ Aunt Nancy is going down hill pretty fast,” replied her
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uncle, in a tone of unusual gravity. “I fear she had rather a 

hard time of it last winter. It will never do. to let her live 

alone in that house another winter. Some one must be found 

to stay with her ; but who that can be, is what puzzles me.” 

Suddenly there flashed upon the mind of Alice a plan to 

meet this emergency, one that might help dear old Aunt Nancy 

and some one else at the same time. It seemed so feasible 

that even the thought of it lighted up her countenance with a 

gleam of pleasure. 

Then in rapid words Alice told the story of Mrs. Draper 

and poor little Benny, and how the doctor had said that if the 

boy could go into the country it might save him. She told 

how patient and uncomplaining Mrs. Draper was, and how 

devoted to her son, and then she unfolded the plan which had 

so suddenly flashed upon her. She thought if Mrs. Draper 

could live in Aunt Nancy’s cottage, Benny might get well, and 

be a joy and help to his fond mother all her remaining days. 

Mrs. Draper could do the work for the Maysville people, which 

Aunt Nancy was no longer able to do, and Aunt Nancy could 

have some one to live with her, and see that she did not suffer 

When the cold weather returned again. 

When Alice had finished what she had to say, she waited 

for her uncle to speak, but he was so busy with his own 

thoughts that he still remained silent. 

“ Now, uncle, I hope you will not call all this the romance 

of a young, foolish girl, who knows nothing about practical life,” 

Alice went on to say. ‘1 will write to Mrs. Newman and see 

_ what she thinks aboutit. She is very practical and judicious.” 

“Would it not be better to consult Aunt Nancy first?” said 

Mr. Ward, looking up with one of his arch smiles. 

“T dare say I have hold of the wrong end,” said Alice, 

laughing, “and if so, it’s not the first time.” 

“«“ Well, I'll tell you how we will manage it. You shall take
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hold of one end of the business, and I of the other, and see if 
we can meet in the middle I will consult Aunt Nancy 
myself. Ithink I can best manage this end. If she is in- 
clined to favour the proposal, you can write to your city 
friend and find out what she thinks of it.” 

The next morning Mr. Ward went to see Aunt Nancy, and 
Alice eagerly awaited his return. 

“What did she say?” was her first eager question when her 
uncle entered the house. 

“T doubt if she thought favourably of ‘it at first,” said Mr. 
Ward. ‘You know it would be a great change for her to take 
in these-strangers from the city. But when I told her of the 

miserable city home, where not a breath of what we call pure 

air was to be had, and of poor Benny, who was pining for it, 

and his sad mother, who watched him wasting away month 

after month, with the bitter thought that she could do nothing 

for him, Aunt Nancy suddenly exclaimed, ‘Who knows but 

this may be the way in which God will provide for more than one 
of His dear children?’ I do believe that she has already taken 
poor Benny into her great loving heart. At all events, she is 
quite willing that you should write to Mrs. Newman and see 

what she thinks about it. Be sure you ask if she thinks Mrs. 
Draper would be good and kind to Aunt Nancy.” 

Alice lost no time in writing this letter, and the answer, so 
eagerly expected, was not long delayed. Better still, it proved 
very satisfactory. Mrs. Newman wrote that she knew Mrs. 

Draper well, and had confidence in her as an honest, kind, and 

Christian woman. Mrs. Draper herself was ready to do any- 

thing that might benefit her child, and Mrs. Newman, on her 
part, offered to see everything arranged in the great city, and 
Mrs. Draper and her boy placed in the train for Maysville, if 
Mr. Ward would undertake the charge of them when they 

reached that place.
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Alice soon had the pleasure of seeing everything satisfac- 

torily arranged. Before she left Maysville, Mrs. Draper and 

Benny were nicely settled in Aunt Nancy’s cottage, apparently 

much to the satisfaction of all parties. 

It did her heart good to see the boy sitting on the green 

grass under the large oak, watching Aunt Nancy’s hens and 

chickens and enjoying all country sights and sounds. Her 

uncle assured her that he had no doubt Benny would make a 

stout boy yet, able to work on a farm, where a boy was much 

needed, and inthis way he would soon bea help to his mother. 

On his own account he was very thankful that his sleep, the 

next winter, would not be disturbed by the thought that Aunt 

Nancy might be suffering through the long, cold nights, with 

no one to care for her. 

 



  

  

  

CHAPTER X 

LAST WORDS OF COUNSEL. 

Tue period which to Alice had seemed so long in prospect was 

now passed. Her school-days were ended. She had passed 

with high honour, and was now on the eve, not of a school 

vacation for the summer, but of a new period of life, ignorant, 

as we all are, of what the future might have in store for her. 

The first event in anticipation was a visit to dear old Mays- 

ville. It must be a very short one, for her Uncle Grey had told 

her that he should depend upon her spending this suramer with 

them at the seaside. Alice could not consent to give it up 

entirely, for she so much wanted to see her uncle and aunt, 

and dear Mrs. Carroll, who was becoming dearer every year, 

and Aunt Nancy, too. Her desire to see the last-named of 

these friends seemed most urgent of all, for she had been in- 

formed that the aged saint was now failing fast, and so weak 

that she was unable to leave her bed. 

“J must improve the time, this visit is to be so short,” 

said Alice to her aunt the day of her arrival. “I must call 

upon Mrs. Carroll this evening, and go to see Aunt Nancy in 

the morning.” 

The next morning, as she approached the dwelling of Aunt 

Nancy, she saw Benny in the yard amusing himself by drawing 

a little waggon loaded with stones back and forth between the
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door and the gate. Alice was delighted to see in his move- 

ments so much of strength and activity. 

“Why, Benny! you are growing strong and well, are you 

not?” she said. 

“That I am,” said Benny, with a bright smile. ‘Mr. Ward 

says I shall be strong enough to pick up potatoes by the 

autumn, and next summer I can work on the farm and so help 

mother.” 

“ Where is your. mother ?” 

“‘She’s gone to the shop to get some things, and she said I 

mustn’t go out of the yard till she came back, for Aunt Nancy 

might want something.” 

Alice passed into the house, and when Aunt Nancy saw who 

it was, her thin, pale face lighted up with pleasure. 

“Oh, Miss Alice, is it you?” she said, with glad surprise. 

“Tam sorry to see you so ill,” said Alice, sympathizingly. 

“T heard at home that you were not able to sit up.” 

“You know, Miss Alice, that the ‘earthly house of this 

tabernacle’ must be dissolved before we can possess the ‘ build- 

ing of God, an house not made with hands, eternal in the 

heavens.’ The taking down is hard, but the heavenly house 

will never have to be taken down.” 

“JT hope you have everything needful for your comfort,” 

said Alice. “Is Mrs. Draper kind to you?” 

“She is very good. It is wonderful how the Lord has pro- 

vided for this time. I used to think about it years ago. It was 

natural to think what would become of poor Nancy when she 

was old and helpless, with neither kith nor kin to care for her. 

But the Lord taught me years ago that it was His work to care 

for me and all the rest of His children, and that it was sheer 

presumption to be asking how He was going to do it, and thus 

meddling with what is none of our business. After that, when 

the devil asked me, as he sometimes did, if I knew how I was
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going to be taken care of in my old age, I just told him that I 
didn’t know anything about it, but the Lord did, and that was 
enough forme. When the time came, the Lord brought it all 
about so easy, that it seemed the most natural thing in the 
world. If I had thought about it, and contrived this way and 
that for the last twenty years, I could not have managed it half 
so well. 

“And now, Miss Alice, I want to tell you one thing. You 
have just entered, as it were, on the road, while I have travelled 
it all over, and I want to say to you, never fear to trust the 
Lord, whatever may come to you in this life. You will find 
yourself in tight places before you get through this world. It 
don’t make so much difference about that, whether one is rich 
or poor. ‘The Lord trieth the righteous, and He tries every 
one of them, too, for in His Word it says, ‘Whom the Lord 
loveth He chasteneth, and scourgeth every son whom He 
receiveth.’ 

“When the trials and the chastening come, let your heart 
put its trust in the Lord, and know assuredly that all is sent in 
love, to draw you nearer to Himself and fulfil your heart’s best 
desires.” 

Mr. Ward now came in, and Alice had no more conversation 
with Aunt Nancy that day, but when she took leave, she pro- 

. mised that she would certainly call again before she returned 
home, and though she found much to occupy her time, this 
promise was not forgotten. 

“Tt does my old eyes good to see you again,” said Aunt 
Nancy. “T have forgotten a great many things, but I have not 
forgotten the morning you came here with a face that told so 
plainly, before you had spoken a word, that you had found 
Jesus.” 

“T can never forget that morning,” said Alice; “ but, Aunt 
Nancy, I have not been such a Christian as I then thought
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I should be. [ thought I should be like you and Mrs. 
Carroll.” 

“ And what kind of a Christian have you been?” asked Aunt 
Nancy, tenderly.” 

“T have not been like that, It seems as if you and Mrs, 
Carroll walked continually in the light of God’s countenance.” 

“ And so may you, if you will.” 
“Oh, Aunt Nancy! I desire it more than words can 

express.” 

“ But that’s a very different thing from doing it. You might 
desire to return to the great city, but if you went no farther 
than wishing, you wouldn’t see home this summer. We were 
just speaking about that morning when you came here in the 
joy of a new-found Saviour, and this makes me think of a text 
which may help you to see what is wanted. It’s what Paul said 
to the Colossian Christians: ‘As ye have therefore received 
Christ Jesus the Lord, so walk ye in Him.’ How did you 
receive Christ that morning? Didn’t you feel that you were 
wholly lost and undone, and couldn’t do anything to save your- 
self? and didn’t you trust wholly in Him to save you?” 

“Oh yes!” said Alice, with emotion; “that was just the 
way I felt ; helpless, lost, and undone.” 

“That’s the way in which we all receive Him, and it’s just 
the way we ought to walk in Him every day and hour of our 
lives. But many, in a little while, begin to trust partly in Him 
and partly in their own efforts, struggles, and resolutions. 
Then, indeed, they find a rough road, and grow troubled, 
anxious, and almost discouraged.” 

“T fear it has been so with me,” said Alice; “for though 
there are times when I seem to be at rest in Him, I am often 
anxious and troubled, yielding to temptation, and stumbling in 
my Christian course. I wish you would teach me the blessed 
secret of so walking in Christ.” 

Sairafied. a



106 Death of Aunt Nancy 

“God alone can do that, my young friend. He will do it, if 

youask Him. But you must give up everything to Him, and 

be willing that He should lead you in His own way. He is 

leading you, I am sure. If your heart yearns for a closer 

walk with Him, it’s because He Himself has awakened these 

desires. 

*¢ © When God inclines the heart to pray, 

He hath an ear to hear.’ ” 

These precious words of counsel were the last to which Alice 

was permitted to listen from the lips of Aunt Nancy. Before 

she again visited Maysville, this aged saint, so ripe for glory, 

had been released from the trials of earth. She had, indeed, 

like the great apostle, esteemed them “ light affliction,” bearing 

them with heavenly patience ; and now that ‘ exceeding and 

eternal weight of glory” was hers, which these afflictions ever 

work out for those who “look not at the things which are seen, 

but at the things which are not seen.” 

    

 



  

  

  

  

  

CHAPTER ‘XI. 

DARK DAYS. 

Tue next two or three years were very uneventful ones with 

Alice. They were numbered among those quiet and peaceful 

years which, though often most enjoyed, furnish few events 

that seem worthy of record. Such years are the green and 

level plains of life, easily travelled over, not rough and thorny 

to the feet, yet in very many cases failing to supply all that is 

needed for moral and spiritual culture and discipline, and the 

full development of all the graces of the Christian character. 

Therefore it is that in almost all lives there are times when 

the even tenor of such a path is broken in upon by some 

unexpected and startling event—a bereavement, a change of 

circumstances, or a sore trial in some form, which stirs the 

soul to its lowest depths, and fulfils the inspired declaration, 

_“ The Lord trieth the righteous.” These are often the times 

of real soul progress, when the soul passes through transition 

states, which bring it out on a new plane of life, and by the 

grace of God a higher plane, where less of the earthly and 

more of the heavenly atmosphere is breathed. 

Such days were approaching for Alice, when her outward 

life would no longer flow in a peaceful current. The first 

event which broke in upon her quiet was the illness of her 

Uncle Grey. He had not long been sick when Alice became 

H 2
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convinced, from what she saw and heard, that not only her aunt, 

but the physician also, regarded his illness as very alarming. 

Alice’s whole heart went out in tenderness and sympathy 

- for her uncle. She truly loved him, for in many things he 

had been as a father to her since the death of her own 

father. He was, indeed, like many men, so thoroughly en- 

grossed with business, that he had little time or thought to 

spare for home pleasures or the enjoyment of home affec- 

tions. Yet he had been kind in word and act, in those 

moments in which he had given his attention to her, and she felt 

assured that he wished to promote her welfare and happiness. 

There was often a cloud of care upon his face and a deep 

abstraction in his manner, and Alice had of late observed 

that the cloud grew heavier and the moments of abstraction 

more frequent, and she had often wished that her uncle had 

less business and more time for rest and recreation. 

His severe illness brought into activity all the affection 

Alice cherished for him, and her one absorbing desire was to 

do all in her power for his help and comfort. 

But her thoughts went far beyond the frail body and her 

desire to alleviate its sufferings. She had long wished to 

see her uncle a sincere and earnest Christian, and now that 

his life was in such imminent danger, this strong desire grew 

almost to agony of soul for him. In secret she wept and 

prayed, while in the sick-chamber she sought with gentle 

cheerfulness to minister to his comfort. 

But just here came a most unexpected and bitter disap- 

pointment and trial. It soon became evident to Alice that 

her presence was not desired in her uncle’s room. At first 

she was slow to believe this, but she could not long resist the 

conviction that it was indeed so: In her presence her uncle 

seemed restless and ill-at-ease, and she could not but see 

that he availed himself of any pretext to send her away. It
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was very evident that he much preferred Mabel’s attendance. 

Mabel saw this, too, and it gratified her very much, nor was 

she slow to express her triumph and satisfaction. 

One day, when Alice left the breakfast-table to go to her 

uncle’s room, Mabel rose also, saying, “I will go. It is very 

plain that uncle prefers my nursing to yours. The rich are 

not always the best nurses, you know.” 

It was a cruel thrust for Alice. She did not go to her 

uncle’s room that morning, but to her own, to spend the 

time in tears and prayers and anxious questionings as to what 

might be the cause of the present painful state of affairs. 

Her eager questionings threw no light upon the subject. She 

was, indeed, younger than Mabel, but she felt sure that as a nurse 

she was the more experienced of the two, having had such 

practice during her father’s protracted illness as Mabel had 

never known. Why, then, should Mabel be preferred to her? 

Whenever Alice was allowed to minister in the sick-room, 

she redoubled her efforts to prove so acceptable an attendant 

that her uncle would desire her presence. But it was all in 

yain. It was too evident to be doubted, that her uncle was 

best satisfied when she was absent; that he was even annoyed 

by her expressions of interest and affection. 

At this juncture she received a letter from her Uncle 

Ward, containing a pressing invitation to make them another 

visit.. Mr. Ward had become much attached to his niece, and 

so much desired a visit at this time, that he undertook the 

unwonted task of writing her a letter, in the hope that it 

might procure him the wished-for pleasure. 

The first decision of Alice was that she could not think of 

leaving her Uncle Grey in his present state, even for a short 

visit to Maysville; but second thoughts led her to ask if it 

might not be best to go for a few days. She seemed of no use 

where she was, and it was all so painful to her, that perhaps
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this visit would in some way bring strength and comfort. 

She needed a friend to whom she could open her whole heart, 

and such a friend she had in Mrs. Carroll, whose wise and 

Christian counsel would doubtless help her. She might go 

for a few days, not staying long enough to be missed. 

She told her aunt and cousin of the invitation, and that she 

thought of going just for a few days, if she could be spared. 

“You had better go,” said her aunt, kindly. “You can 

be spared for a short visit, and it will do you good. Mabel 

and I can do for your uncle all that is needed.” 

“ Of course we can,” said Mabel. “ You can be spared as 

long as you want to stay.” 

Alice was grieved and hurt by these words. Mrs. Grey 
cherished no unkind feelings towards her younger niece, yet she 
was not quick to perceive the wounding nature of many of 
Mabel’s speeches. Such was the case on the present occasion, 
so she simply said, “Yes, we can spare her as long as she 
wishes to stay.” 

Her preparations were soon completed; yet it was with a 
heavy heart that she sat watching for the carriage which 
was to convey her to the station. 

“J hope you will enjoy your visit,” said Mabel at parting. 
“To be sure, I could not take a moment’s comfort to leave 
Uncle Grey at this time; but people take things so differently. 
I don’t suppose it will prevent your enjoyment.” 

Under other circumstances Alice would have given way to . 
tears, but the carriage was at the door, and she must go at 
once. She had little time to think until she was quietly 
seated in the train, and then the tide of bitter thoughts and 
memories swept over her. 

“Flow can Mabel be so unkind to me in this hour of sorrow 
for us both?” she thought. “She must know how dearly I 
love my uncle. and how such words wound me.”
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Aride of a few hours brought Alice to Maysville, and she 

was soon at her uncle’s house. She received a very cordial 

welcome from her uncle and aunt, which cheered her a little, 

yet her heart was still heavy. 

It was not long ere Alice had told Mrs. Carroll everything, 

as the young and frank are apt to do when once they begin to 

open their hearts to those whom they love and thoroughly trust. 

Mrs. Carroll listened with the deepest interest. 

“ My dear young friend,” she said, “this is indeed a time of 

trial with you. Vou can feel the bitterness of such an hour, 

but I think you have yet to learn its sweetness.” 

“Its sweetness!” The tone was full of surprise and inquiry. 

“Yes, my dear. It is not all bitter. The Christian who 

has never been sorely tried knows little of the infinite tender- 

ness and compassion of Him who was Himself ‘a man of 

sorrows, and acquainted with grief’ Nothing brings us con- 

sciously so near to His heart of infinite love as the sorrow He 

sends to draw us near to Himself.” 

“But I don’t find this nearness,” said Alice, sadly. “Iam 

involved in a mist of uncertainty and perplexity, and sometimes 

it is so dark that I can’t even realize the presence of Christ.” 

“J don't doubt it. Such is the frequent experience of the 

tempest-tossed soul. On that stormy night when the disciples 

were on the sea in their frail boat, Jesus was not with them.” 

“But He came to them.” 

“ He did indeed; yet at first they knew Him not, but were 

more afraid of the approaching Presence than of the heaving 

waves. Jesus has many ways of drawing near to His disciples. 

Sometimes He comes to them in providences which cause them 

to cry out with fear. It is not often that His sweet and com- 

forting presence is fully realized in the first hours of bitter grief. 

“ Especially is this true of those who have not been taught 

and chastened in the school of sorrow, but have all its
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precious lessons yet to learn. But if they will seek Him with 
all their hearts, and trust Him even in‘the darkness and the 
tempest, they will ere long bless Him for the sorrow that has 
brought Him so near, and given them such new discoveries of 
His infinite love and tenderness. 

“You remember how often we have sung together, — 

‘** Nearer, my God, to Thee, 
Nearer to Thee ; 

E’en though it be a cross 
That raiseth me, 

Still all my song shall be, 
Nearer, my God, to Thee, 

Nearer to Thee.’”’ 

“Yes, my dear Mrs. Carroll, 1 remember it well. I always 
thought it was beautiful, but I fear I didn’t understand its true 
meaning. I didn’t think much about the cross. I only thought 
how sweet it would be to be brought nearer to God.” 

“It isa great lesson to learn, to be willing that God should 
bring us nearer to Himself in any way that He may choose. 
Often we mark out a way for ourselves, and when He takes us 
by the hand to lead us in His way, not our own, we draw back, 
and in our hearts say, ‘Let it not be so.” 

Tears started afresh to the eyes of Alice. “You are de- 
scribing my case exactly,” she said. 

“It is not strange if I am,” said Mrs. Carroll, with a tender 
smile, “The pilgrim who has travelled the road all over may 
well know how to describe it. ‘Ag in water face answereth to 
face, so the heart of man to man.’” 

“T believe you know where I am better than I know my- 
self,” said Alice. “I know that I have not been willing to be 
led in this way, it is so dark and mysterious. It is so trying 
not to be allowed to prove my love for my uncle in this time 
of sickness and sorrow. Day and night I torture myself in
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vain to imagine what the cause can be, and go over all the 
past weeks and months to see if I can find that cause in any- 
thing that has occurred.” 

“ All is darkness on that side; but there is light, there is 
strong consolation, if you will reccive it, in the thought that 
this is God’s way of bringing you nearer to Himself—God’s 
way, not yours.” 

““God’s way,” Alice softly repeated. ‘ What a thought that 
is! Is there not light and comfort in that thought ?” 

~ “Jndeed there is. Hold it fast, my dear young friend. 
Your part is to let God take you by the hand and lead you in 
His way. Let your heart say,— 

*« «Fe knows the way He taketh, 

And I will walk with Him,’ ” 

“T have said little of that which is most in my thoughts,” said 
Alice. ‘I have so much desired to see my uncle a Christian, 
and this serious illness has added intensity to this desire. I 
did hope there might be times when I should be permitted to 

read to him God’s Word, if I could do no more : but even this 

is denied to me, and there is nothing I can do.” 
“You can pray for him.” 

“That I have long done.” 

“You know not but God may be preparing the way for a 
gracious answer to these prayers by these very dispensations 
that now seem to you so dark and trying. 

““¢ Far, far above thy thought 
His counsel shall appear, 

When fully He the work has wrought 
That caused thy needless fear,’ ” 

“Alice was strengthened and comforted by this interview with 
her friend, and led to exercise a more child-like faith in Christ, 

and more entire submission to Him who doeth all things well.



  

  

  

CHAPTER XII. 

SEED BEARING FRUIT. 

ALIcE was glad that she had come to Maysville, but she could 

not linger there. Even if permitted to do very little for her 

uncle, she could not, by her absence at this time, give him any 

just occasion to infer that he was otherwise than very dear to her. 

Her uncle and aunt Ward were disappointed that they were 

to have only a visit of three days, instead of the long one they 

had hoped to receive ; yet they could not but admit that Alice 

was right in feeling that she ought not to tarry, and therefore 

forbore to urge her. 4 

As her visit to them was to be so short, Alice would not long 

absent herself from them, even to spend the fast-passing hours 

with her dear friend Mrs. Carroll, Her next call, therefore, 

was not made until the twilight hour of the second day. 

“TI have been looking for you all the afternoon,” said’ Mrs. 

Carroll. “Do you still intend to return the day after 

to-morrow ?” ; 

“Ido, I could not enjoy myself to remain any longer.” 

“What would you say if I should propose to go with you?” 

“That would be delightful. Do you really mean it?” 

“Yes, my dear, I really mean it. This morning I received 

a letter from Arthur. We have planned to spend a week or 

two of his present vacation with a friend, who has kindly urged
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our doing so. In my son’s letter, received this morning, he 

proposes that I should meet him in the city, as it will save 

expense. I havea friend there with whom I would like to 

spend two or three days. If I return with you, there will 

be just time for this before Arthur will be ready to meet 

me.” 

“That will be such a nice plan for me,” said Alice. 

“ Quite as nice for me as for you,” said Mrs. Carroll. “ To 

tell the truth, I have travelled so little of late that I don’t 

like the idea of going to the city alone.” 

Alice went back to her uncle’s house greatly cheered by 

the thought that her dear friend would return with her on her 

journey. She would not only have her company for the ride 

home, but she would see her at least once during her stay in 

the city, for so they had together planned it. “ It will be such 

a comfort,” she repeated to herself again and again. She was 

beginning to learn how our compassionate Saviour, when His 

infinite wisdom sees a need be that the bitter cup should be 

given us to drink, delights to lessen its bitterness, ofttimes, by 

some sweet drop of blessing, some gracious arrangement of 

His providence, some mercy mingled with the trial. 

To Alice it seemed an omen of good. Her soul began 

to be relieved of a part of the weight that had borne it 

down. All was as uncertain as ever, but the light of Christian 

hope and trust and submission was gleaming athwart the 

darkness. 

“ May our dear Lord help and bless you,” were the last words 

spoken to Alice by Mrs. Carroll before parting with, her when, 

they reached their journey’s end. 

“‘ Pray for me, my friend,” said Alice. “If I could only help 

my dear uncle now—I mean, if I could only do anything to 

lead him to Jesus—it seems to me that I would be willing to 

give all I have, even life itself.”
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“ Cast all your burden upon Jesus, my dear. He is mighty 

to save. He loves your uncle far more than you can do.” 
It was nearly night when Alice reached her home, but she 

could not retire without going for a few minutes to her uncle’s 

room. 

“ Have you come back so soon ?” was his salutation. 

The heart of Alice sank, for in the tones of the voice she 

detected, not pleasure, but disappointment, and felt sure that 

he was not glad to see her. But she said calmly,— 

“Ves, uncle, Iam back again. I could not think of leaving 

you long when you were so ill.” 

“You might have stayed longer,” said her uncle. “JI am 

sorry that you hastened back.” 

The tears started to the eyes of Alice at this unwelcome 

reception, and as soon as she could she retired to her own 

room, there to pour out before the Lord her renewed sorrow 

and grief. Again and again she repeated to herself, “This is 

God’s way, God’s way. Though it is very dark, it is still His 
way. O Father, take Thy child by the hand and lead me in 

Thy way.” 
The cry was not in vain. In the depths of her soul was 

heard the tender voice of her Saviour saying, “It is I; be not 

afraid.” A strange calmness came over her soul, a sweet, inex- 

pressible delight in the thought that the will of Godwas supreme, 

and that nothing could happen contrary to His own gracious 

purpose concerning her. Instead of sinking overwhelmed in 

the waves of sorrow, she seemed to be sinking into the sweet 

will of God. 

And yet the sorrow was not removed. God’s mighty arm 

was her support, not to take her out of it, but to save her in it. 

The floods were all about her, but did not overflow. She was 

in the midst of the fire, yet was not burned. J all these 

things she was more than conqueror, through the grace and



Interview with Willis. 117 

love that are in Jesus Christ. Oh, blessed mystery of our holy 

religion, known only to those with whom is the secret of the 

Lord. 

Alice never forgot that hour, its sacred, inexpressible nearness 

to Christ, its new revelation of the ministry of sorrow and of 

the infinite grace and power that in all these things can make 

us more than conquerors. 

The next morning she determined to go again to her uncle, 

for she did not think it best to seem to understand that her 

presence was wholly unwelcome. She would watch and wait 

in the patient hope that the present state of things would not 

long continue. 

Just as she was about to go, George Willis came in, and went 

to her uncle’s room. Alice knew that George was her uncle’s 

confidential clerk, and the one on whom the chief responsi- 

bility rested, now that Mr. Grey was absent from his business, 

and she therefore did not think it strange that almost daily 

interviews, relating to business, should take place between 

them. 

This interview was of unusual length. Alice was in the 

parlour when Willis came down. Instead of passing directly 

out, as she expected, he looked in, and seeing her there, 

advanced towards her. 

“Your visit to Maysville was a short one,” he said, after the 

usual greetings. 

“JT could not think of leaving my uncle long when he is so 

ill,” was the reply. 

“JT knew you would feel so,” said George; and after a 

moment of hesitation, he added, “ Will you allow me to express 

the sympathy I feel for you in this time of trouble ?” 

Alice looked quickly up, and their eyes met. There was the 

passing of a telegraphic message, which could not easily have 

been translated into words, Alice felt much more than she
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could interpret. It was not the words that were hard of inter- 

pretation. These might refer only to her uncle’s illness, as 

they seemed to do. But the air, the manner, and that quick 

glance of the eye, seemed to her to bear another message. 

: She felt as if he might have looked and spoken thus had he 

: known the trial of the past three weeks. Could it be possible 

that he did know more than she thought—that this young man, 

her uncle’s confidant, possessed the key to that: which was 

such a mystery to her? Something like this came like a flash 

into the mind of Alice, and her eyes drooped and her face 

flushed painfully. He, too, was evidently embarrassed. 

For a moment there was an awkward silence. The young 

man was the first to break the silence. 

“Miss Alice,” he said, “I owe much, very much, to you, 

and this morning I wish to express the gratitude I feel.” 

“ What have I ever done for you?” Alice asked in surprise. 

“This morning I have heard that an old associate of mine 

has been committed to prison for defrauding his employer.” 

Alice again looked up. She thought this a strange answer 

to her question, but as she read the deep emotion visible in 

the young man’s face, she felt sure that, in his mind, the ques- 

tion and answer had a close connection, and she waited quietly 

for him to explain. 

“Do you remember the time when you asked me to. join 

- Mr. Arthur’s class ?” he inquired, after a moment’s silence. 

Alice remembered it well. 

“That was the time when I began to associate with this 

young man and others not unlike him. I was of a social dis- 

position, craving companions, and in this way was coming 

within the circle of a moral influence far from healthful, when 

you kindly urged me to become a member of that Bible-class. 

You seemed so much to desire it, that I resolved to go, if it 

were only to please you. I also knew that it would please a
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dear mother and a sister at home, and for their sakes, too, I 

went. 

“Soon, from my acquaintance with the teacher and some of 

the pupils, quite another class of influences began to sur- 

round me. Aftera time, as you know, God’s Spirit in a special 

manner visited our class, and, through infinite mercy, I was led 

to consecrate all to Him who loved me and died for me. 

“The first step to all this was my joining that class, and 

this I probably should never have done, but for the kind manner 

in which you pressed me to go. I tremble this morning to 

think what the consequences might have been had I not done 

so. Such pleasures and such a life as the young men with 

whom I had been associating were pursuing lead to extrava- 

gance, and extravagance leads to dishonesty. I dare not say 

that I would not now have been where he who was once my 

friend is, if a gracious Providence had not thus turned my feet 

into a safer path. 

“Vou see I have reason to feel that, under God, I owe 

much to you. Will you permit me now to say, that if in this 

present trial or in any future sorrow I can be of the slightest 

assistance to you, it will be a source of great satisfaction to me 

thus to manifest the gratitude I shall ever cherish? You will 

remember this, won’t you?” 

“Thank you,” said Alice; “TI shall never doubt that I may 

trust you as a true friend.” 

A moment more and he was gone, and Alice was left alone 

to think of all he had said. 

Her thoughts went back to the time when she had sum- 

moned all her courage to enter upon the work of persuading 

this young man to become a member of that Bible-class. She 

felt truly grateful that the humble service, undertaken in weak- 

ness, and not without some failing of heart, had proved a 

blessing. It was another drop of comfort for this hour of
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trial, and she saw a kind Father’s hand in it all. It was 

indeed sweet to think that she had been able to exert even 

the smallest influence in turning the footsteps of a fellow- 

creature from the paths of temptation and sin. 

But after a little time her thoughts wandered from this back 

to the questioning which had been awakened by the look and 

manner with which George Willis had first addressed her that 

morning. She tried to think it was mere imagination on her 

part ; that he had alluded only to her uncle’s serious illness, 

which he must suppose would be a sore affliction to one who 

had so few relatives to whom her heart could cling. 

But reason the case as she would, there still remained an 

intuitive conviction that something more than this was in his 

mind when he first addressed her, and when parting he spoke 

of present and future sorrow. What could that something be? 

Trials of patience and submission were before her that day. 

After Willis left, she thought it best not to go to her uncle 

that morning, as she knew he must be fatigued, and she could 

not hope that her presence would soothe or refresh him. 

Other hindrances also arose, so that only one brief visit was 

made to the sick-room that day, during which he seemed 

scarcely to notice her presence. 

Another disappointment awaited her. After a cloudy morn- 

ing it commenced raining very hard about noon, and Alice 

was compelled to give up all thoughts of seeing her friend 

Mrs. Carroll, as she had intended to do that afternoon. It 

was a trial indeed, but she bore it patiently. 

“This is God’s way,” she again whispered to herself, and 

the thought brought sweet and trusting submission. 

“My friend has helped me so much, because she has led 

me nearer my best Friend,” she thought. “ Surely if I cannot 

go to her, I may go directly to Him.” 

Oh! blessed secret, this of going directly to Jesus! Hard
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may be the trials by means of which it is learned, but it will a 
thousand times repay all the suffering, all the chastening which 
for the present is “grievous,” but which afterward yieldeth this 

blessed fruit. Alice was learning that the kingdom of God is 
within. Something of this she had discovered already, but 

she was now entering into its meaning as She had never 

before done. The kingdom of God within her that day was 

“righteousness, and peace, and joy in the Holy Ghost ;” and 

in the midst of her sorrows, as she whispered to herself, “It is 

God’s way,” she felt that she was SATISFIED: she possessed 

the earnest of that “fulness of joy” for evermore which awaits 

the believer when he awakes with God’s likeness, 

  
Satisfied. I
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CHAPTER XIII. 

AN UNEXPECTED EXPLANATION. 

Tur next morning Alice heard her name called by her aunt, 

and very promptly obeyed the summons she had received. 

“ Are you at all busy this morning ?” her aunt asked. 

“No, aunt, I am entirely at your service.” 

“Then I would like to have you sit with your uncle for 

half an hour. Mabel is obliged to go out, and I have a letter 

to write which should be written immediately.” 

Alice heard this request with much satisfaction. Perhaps 

something might come out of it which would help to clear up 

the mystery. Lifting up her heart for strength and guidance, 

and expressing to her aunt the pleasure it would give her to 

comply with her wishes, she went at once to her uncle’s room. 

She spoke to him tenderly yet cheerfully. After a few 

moments her uncle requested her to go and call Mabel. ° 

“Mabel has gone out,” said Alice. 

“Then call your aunt, if you please.” 

«“ Aunt is very busy writing a letter, and she wished me to 

sit with you for half an hour. Can’t I do as well as Mabel?” 

she asked with a beating heart. 

_ “T think the letter can wait, and you had better call your 

aunt.” 
Alice felt that she must obey, but her heart was very full,
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It was very tender, too, and as she turned to leave the room, 

she burst into tears. The sick man was evidently unprepared 

for such a betrayal of feeling. Just as his niece laid her hand 

upon the door knob he called, “ Alice.” 

There was nothing for her to do but to turn her tear-stained 

face towards him. iY 

“ Alice, come here.” 

She came to the side of the bed. Her uncle looked at her 

intently for a moment, and then said, ‘ Alice, what are you 

weeping for?” 

She had no time to think of any evasion, even had she 

wished it, no time for anything but the simple truth. 

“Oh, uncle, dear uncle! it grieves me so that you do 

not like me to do anything for you, that it seems to trouble 

you even if I am in the room, I, your own niece, who loves 

you so.’ 
For a moment the tears that would not be restrained were 

so blinding that Alice could not see her uncle’s face, but when 

they were a little checked, she was startled to see the look of 

pain, even of anguish, which that face wore, such a look as 

she had never before seen there. 

“Oh, uncle! don’t look like that,” she exclaimed. “ What 

have I done? What have I said?” 

The question that followed, so commonplace as it was, 

‘tended to restore Alice to calmness and self-possession: “ Did 

you say that Mabel had gone out?” 

“Ves, uncle.” 

“ And your aunt will be occupied with her letter for the 

next halfhour?” 

“ Yes, uncle.” 

“Then, Alice, I want you to stay with me. I have some- 

thing to say to you, and now, when we shall be safe from 

interruption, is the time to say it. Sit down here.” 

I 2
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Alice did as she was bidden, and a painful silence followed. 

Whatever the something was that her uncle had to say, it was 
evidently not easy for him to say it. At last he broke the 

silence. 
“Tt is true, Alice,” he said, “ that it has troubled me when- 

ever you have been in my room since my illness, but I was not 
aware that I had so plainly manifested this feeling. I did not 
intend that you should know it.” 

“Oh, uncle! what have I done that my presence should 

trouble you? I want to be a comfort to you, more than 

words can express. What can I have done to forfeit your 

love?” 

“Nothing, my dear Alice. You have done nothing to 

offend or grieve me, and I was never before so conscious of 

my attachment to you as I am at this present moment. You 

have been a dutiful and affectionate niece to me.” 
Alice’s face brightened perceptibly, and these words would 

have made her very happy, had she not seen the expression 

of sadness in her uncle’s face, and felt sure that he was very 

unhappy. 

“What then is it, dear uncle?” she said. 
“Tt is hard to tell you, and so abruptly, too; to have it 

come suddenly, with no preparation. And yet I do not 

know what I could say or do to soften the hard bitter truth, 

and I suppose I may as well tell it at once. I have been un- 

faithful to my trust, Alice, as your guardian. I have betrayed 

the confidence reposed in me by those who have passed 

away.” 

“ Why, uncle! you have ever been kind and good to me.” 

“Ves, to you personally, perhaps; but you well know that 

a large sum belonging to you, quite a fortune indeed, was 

intrusted to my care; and I have lost it; yes, Alice, lost it 

all.”
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Surprise kept Alice silent, for this was certainly something 
she had not expected to hear. 

“Do you wonder, now, that it was torture to me to have 
you enter my room ?” her uncle asked. 

This question aroused Alice from the stunning effect of the 
information just received, and she said, “ You surely were not 
to blame, uncle, You didn’t mean to lose it.” 

“The last is true, but not the first. I did not mean to 
lose it, yet I was to blame, greatly to blame. I had no right 
to run any risk with that which was not my own. If I 
chose to risk my own property, that was quite another 
thing.” 

“ And you have lost all that was your own ?” 
“Ves, Alice, everything—at least, I have no doubt that so it 

will prove when everything is settled up.” 
“Tam sure you didn’t expect to lose it,” said Alice. 
“No, Alice, I did not. Ihave had much success of late, 

and it caused me to grow presumptuous, Everything in 
which I engaged seemed to prosper. At first I used only 
money that was strictly my own, but after a time I grew 
venturesome, Some of the money I had recently invested 
had doubled. ‘Why should I not double the fortune of my 
niece?’ I reasoned. The idea gratified my pride. I would 
like to have it said that my niece’s fortune had doubled in my 
hands ; so I rashly removed it from places where it was safely 
invested, risking a modest certainty for a brilliant uncertainty. 
‘Had I been successful, I presume my conscience would never 
have upbraided me. Success covers a multitude of sins, at 
least in the business world, but failure has forced me to see 
how wrong it was. Misfortune followed misfortune, and loss 
was added to loss, until all was wrecked.” 

“Tt will be as hard for others as for me,” said Alice, 
thoughtfully. “My dear aunt, for instance.”
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“Yes, it will be hard for her; yet she has relatives who will 

never see her want for anything, but you, my poor lamb, will 

be left almost alone in the world, with no one on whom you 

will feel that you have any right to depend.” 

. Alice was not one to centre every thought upon herself, and 

iy next concern was for her cousin. Had she too lost all? 

She hesitated about asking her uncle this question, but at last » 

she said interrogatively,— 

“ And Mabel?” . 

“‘Mabel’s money is all safe.” 

“T am so glad,” said Alice. . 

Her uncle looked at her in surprise. “ Glad!” he repeated 

in a tone which also indicated surprise. : 

“Yes, uncle, glad for her sake—and for yours, too,” she 

added after a moment’s hesitation. 

“ And you do not even demand an explanation of the fact 

that her money is safe while yours is lost, when both were 

committed to the same guardianship. That: is not much 

like what Mabel would have done, were she in your place. 

You may well say that for my sake you are glad hers is not 

lost. 

“ But the explanation you do not demand shall be given. 

Your father, my own brother, trusted me so entirely that I 

was left to do whatever I thought best with your money 

without any restrictions as to the manner of. investment ; ‘but 

Mabel’s father, my brother-in-law, had more prudence, and 

though I was appointed guardian, it was under such restric- 

tions that I could not have used her money as I have yours, 

if I had wished it. It is just this which brings such keen self- 

reproach: that I should have been so trusted, and betrayed 

that trust, the most sacred trust in the world, that reposed by 

the dying in those who are left behind !” 

“Dear uncle, don’t reproach yourself so severely. You
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meant it for good, though you may have been mistaken. 

Don’t for a moment suppose that I shall feel unkindly towards 

you. 
“ Hush, Alice, I can’t hear such words from you to-day. 

Don’t tell me this morning that you forgive me. Wait till 

you have well considered what it is that you have to forgive. 

You cannot at once take it all in. You can hear the words, 

‘All is gone!’ but you must have time for reflection before 

you can take in their full meaning, and realize what it is to 

be left alone in a hard, cold world, with nothing between 

you and absolute want but your own personal exertions. 

You must realize this, and that it all has come upon you 

through the recklessness of your uncle and guardian, before 

you can truly know what your feelings will be. I will have no 

hasty words of forgiveness spoken this morning and repented 

of to-morrow. Leave me now, and take at least twenty-four 

hours to think of all this before you come to see me again. 

Don’t speak now,” he said, as he saw that Alice was about to 

do so. “TI insist upon your doing just as I have said; and if, 

by this time to-morrow, you shall feel that you cannot forgive 

me, I will not blame you, for I have indeed done you a great 

wrong.” 

“Tf at this time to-morrow my mind is unchanged—” 

Alice began. 

“Tf from the bottom of your heart you can then forgive,” 

interrupted her uncle, “you may come and tell me so; but 

if you cannot, I would rather that you should not be much 

with me, for it will be painful for us both—Hark! I hear 

your aunt coming up the stairs. - Now leave me without 

another word, and remember that twenty-four hours must pass 

before you again come to my room.” 

Alice did as she was bidden, quietly slipping out of the 

room just as her aunt entered it.



  

  

    

CHAPTER XIV. 

AN HOUR IN THE SICK-ROOM. 

BANISHED from her uncle’s room for the next twenty-four 

hours, Alice sought her own chamber, there to think and pray 

over all that had passed. 

The cloud of the previous night, that cloud of mystery and 

of fear that her uncle was displeased with her, had indeed 

passed away; but another, dark and threatening, had arisen in 

its place. Her uncle had spoken truly when he said, that 

without time for reflection she could not take in the full 

import of what she had heard that morning, and its bearing 

upon her future life. 

She had been reared in luxury, and in the full expectation 

that the abundance of the past would continue to be her 

portion without care or labour on her part. Now all was 

changed. At one blow she would be deprived of the wealth 

which had seemed so secure, and also of the care and 

guardianship of her uncle, on which she had so much 

relied. 

It was indeed a bitter trial, and at first she could see on the 

earthward side no light. But it was not in vain that she had 

drawn near to God on the previous evening, and though for 

awhile she seemed well-nigh overborne by the suddenness 

with which the storm had burst upon her, the sweetness of
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full submission to the will of God soon poured its balm into 

her heart. 

“This way, so unexpected, so dark and thorny as it seems 

in prospect, is still God’s way,” she said to herself. “ Surely 

the tender and loving Saviour would never have led me in this 

rough path could His infinite wisdom and love have chosen a 

better. Ican trust Him, and I will praise Him that He has 

given me a heart to do so.” 

Thus trusting in the Lord, her spirit was reassured, and its 

gloomy forebodings were dissipated. Gleams of light began 

to shine even from the earthly side of this dark cloud, and 

thoughts and plans for the future arose in her mind, leading 

her to feel that many earthly blessings were still spared to her, 

and that much still remained to be consecrated, as never 

before, to Him who had given Himself for her. 

On the afternoon of that day Alice called upon Mrs. Carroll. 

It was her last opportunity, for on the following day her friend 

expected to leave the city. 

“My dear Mrs. Carroll, are you disengaged? Have you 

an hour to spend with me?” asked Alice when they met. 

“ Certainly, I shall be glad to give you more than that, and 

we shall not be interrupted here.” 

“Tam very glad, for I have so much to tell you. I feel as 

if I had lived half a lifetime since I parted with you, if life 

may be measured by the soul’s history, and the wide reaches 

of mountain and vale through whick it travels.” 

“J understand you,” said Mrs. Carroll, “There are few 

whose lives have not known something of this, Tell me all 

you can about it.” 

Alice confided to this trusted friend all that had taken place 

since they last met. She first spoke of the evening after her 

return from Maysville. 

“When I retired to my room that night, all was dark
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indeed,” she said. “I could only hear the roaring of the 

wind and the dashing of the waves. But after awhile your 

sweet words came to my mind, ‘It is God’s way.’” 

She then proceeded to tell Mrs. Carroll of the next morn- 

ing’s interview with her uncle, and the startling disclosures of 

that hour. 

“ This is indeed very unexpected,” said Mrs. Carroll, when 

Alice had told herall. ‘Yet even this is God’s way. Could 

you, my dear girl, still take the comfort of this to your heart 

under a trial so sudden and unlooked for?” 

“Tt was indeed, as you say, both sudden and unexpected. 

When I first began to take in its full meaning, I trembled 

lest I should be quite overwhelmed. But I could not so 

soon forget-the refuge in which I had found such sweet- 

ness and calmness. The earthly prospect seemed dark 

indeed, but as I looked at the light beyond, it grew brighter 

and brighter, and I felt that I could still say, ‘It is God’s 

way.’ 

“But I have had many thoughts and feelings such as never 

stirred my heart before. Things seemed so changed ; I used 

to think I would do so much for Christ’s cause with my 

money when it should be at my own disposal. Now I see 

that it is myself He wants, my heart, my life, my all; and 

He shall have them.” 

“My dear girl, had you come to me to-day to tell me that 

your fortune had been doubled, according to your uncle’s 

ambitious desires for you, it could not have given me any- 

thing like the pleasure I now feel in hearing these words. 

Far beyond all else does our Lord value the heart and life 

wholly consecrated to Him, yielded without reserve to His 

will and service.” 

“ All this has been made very clear to me since we last 

met,” responded Alice.
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“Do you remember what your parting words were at that 
time ?” inquired Mrs. Carroll. 

“TY remember, I think, that they were about my uncle.” 
“And your ardent desire to be permitted to do even the 

smallest thing which might be instrumental for good to his 
precious soul.” 

“God alone knows how I have desired that.” 
“Who.knows but it may be in this very way that God will 

graciously fulfil this desire? You have so craved the oppor- 
tunity to read His Holy Word to your uncle, but if He gives 
to you the grace to manifest a truly Christian spirit in this 
trial, you may yourself be to your uncle Christ’s epistle—one 
which he cannot but read, and which may touch his. heart 
more than the reading of the written Word.” ; 

Tears started to the eyes of Alice. “Such thoughts. seem 
almost like presumption,” she said. ‘‘How can this be true 
of one so unworthy as myself?” : 

“T)o you remember the passage where Paul calls the 

Corinthian converts the ‘epistle of Christ’? ” 

“T do.” 
“ And he adds words of deep significance, which cannot be 

too prayerfully pondered, when he says, ‘ Written not with ink, 

but with the Spirit of the living God; not in tables of stone, 

but in fleshy tables of the heart.’ The Divine and all-power- 
fal Spirit, and He alone, can make any of us epistles of Christ. 
Remember this, dear Alice, and let all your hope be in Him, 
and your prayer be for His continual indwelling.” 

‘“‘T believe He teaches you to speak the ‘ word in season,’ ” 

said Alice. ‘‘ You have so often spoken that word to me.” 
“Tfany ofus are permitted to do that, we have indeed cause 

to say, ‘Not I, but the grace of God which was with me.’” 
Alice bade her friend good-bye with most sincere thanks 

for her words of sympathy and help.
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The next morning she intended to go to her uncle’s room as 
soon as the time named by him had expired, but she was 
unavoidably detained another hour. Light as was her step, it 
reached ears that had been waiting to catch the sound, and a 
faint smile passed over her uncle’s face as she entered. 

“You have come,” he said. 
“Ves, uncle. I wanted much to come before, but have 

been hindered a whole hour; and now you will let me be 
your own loving, helpful daughter, will you not ?” 

‘Do you really wish it?” he asked, looking intently at her. . 
“Indeed I do.” 

“ Alice, you are a noble girl,” were the first words her uncle 
uttered when they were left alone. 

“T fear I have done nothing to merit that term,” said Alice, 
gently. 

“Ts it nothing so freely to forgive where there is so much to 
be forgiven? ” 

“You know, dear uncle,” said Alice, “that you have been 
very kind to me. All you have done has been kindly intended, 
though you inay have erred in judgment. If, instead of this, 
you had been my enemy, seeking to do me harm, forgiveness 
might then have been a hard and a noble thing.” 

“ Do you think you could have forgiven in such a case as 
that?” 

“Tm sure I could not of myself, for ’m naturally. selfish 
and resentful, and have many times resented very small 
injuries ; but He who has given us His command, can give us 
grace to keep it, and with the help of His grace we can forgive 
and love even our enemies.” 

“Pardon me, Alice, if I say that such talk has always 
seemed to me like cant. It’s quite out of the range of my 
comprehension. J can understand facts, but not fancies, -J 
know that you are in this room because I see you.”



  

                                                                                            

  
    
  
              

‘ALICE, YOU ARE A NOBLE GIRL.”
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‘ But you are not more sure of this than you are of the fact 

that you love my aunt with a deep and strong affection. And 

you would consider that man very unreasonable who should 

regard this love not as a fact, but only as a fancy, because you 

cannot show the love itself, though you may give very con- 

vincing proofs of its existence.” 

“That is very true,” said her uncle. 

“So it is with me about those things of which we have been 

speaking, as far as I have had experience of them. I know 

that I was once resentful and easily offended. A thoughtless 

remark of a schoolmate, a just reproof from a teacher, or some 

taunt from Mabel, would arouse a perfect tempest of anger and 

resentment. When it was past I would feel that I had been 

foolish and unreasonable, and resolve never again to be over- 

come by such feelings. But my resolutions were all in vain ; 

they were indeed as ropes of sand. 

“ But all has been much changed since I have learned that 

Jesus is my help and strength. When J look to Him, He 

gives me grace to overcome, and love and forgiveness drive 

out resentment and anger. All this is a part of my inner 

consciousness, and therefore I am as sure of it as you are of 

the love of which we have been speaking.” 

Silence fell between the two for a little while. Mr. Grey 

was busy with his own thoughts, and so was Alice. Many a 

time, in her anxiety for her uncle, she had imagined a con- 

versation between them on this subject, but had tried in vain 

to think of fitting words that might be spoken. She had now 

spoken as freely and unconstrainedly as she would have done 

on any other subject, even revealing something of her secret 

heart-history, bearing her personal testimony to the fact that 

she had found Christ able to save her. When it was all past, 

it was not strange that it should seem like a wonder even to 

herself. It was indeed one of the wonders of God’s rich grace.
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Alice had given herself up to the Saviour to be led and guided 

by Him, and to find in Him her strength and her all, and He 

was fulfilling to her the exceeding great and precious promises 

made to all who sincerely do this. 

Her uncle was the first to break the silence. In a tone of 
unwonted tenderness, he said,— 

“T can never forgive myself, Alice, for my betrayal of the 

trust reposed in me. Yet I must say that your forgiveness 

and affection have comforted me more than I can express. 

Perhaps it ought not to be so, for it don’t alter anything, or 

undo what has been done.” 

“That may be,” said Alice, gently ; “neither will it alter 

anything for you to continue to make yourself miserable 

about it.” 

“That is true, my wise, sweet child,” said Mr. Grey, with a 

half-smile. 

“Then, dear uncle, promise me that you will do so no 

longer.” 

“Flow can I help it, when I remember that by my rash- 

ness, my infatuation—for infatuation it was—all has been 

lost?” 

“No, uncle, all is zof lost. Indeed you are mistaken 

there.” 

“JT am not mistaken, Alice,” said Mr. Grey, with. much 

gravity. ‘Everything is exactly as I stated to you yesterday 

morning.” 

“That may be, dear uncle, and yet there remains quite a 

capital with which to commence a life-work.” 

“T don’t understand you. Is this fact, or only fancy?” 

“J am not dealing with fancies, but with facts, this morning. 

This money, under your wise direction, has procured for mea 

very thorough education. In this respect I have had all the 

advantages that money could procure.”
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“T know you have, and have well improved them, too.” 
“ This is my capital now. Many young ladies would con- 

sider themselves well off with such a capital. In our school 
there were young ladies toiling with this end in view, asking 
only for an education that would fit them for desirable posi- 
tions as teachers. All is not gone while this is left to me.” 

“But teaching is hard work.” 
“Tdon’t wish tobe a drone. I can’t be faithful to my Master 

without earnest work of some kind; and as He has prepared 
me for this, I think it is the work that He will give me to do.” 

“You take a cheerful view of the subject ; I fear you don’t 
realize the difficulty of finding desirable situations, and the 
difficulty of filling them when found.” 

“In regard to the first, I must tell you what the principal of 

our school said to me just before I came away: ‘I almost 

wish you were not an heiress, because, if you were obliged to 
teach, and wanted a situation, I could recommend you so 

heartily. You have been very thorough in all you have 

undertaken, and your musical education is so complete, not 
only in the practice, but in the science of music, that I could 
easily obtain for you an excellent situation with a large salary.’ 

“T thanked him for the compliment, and told him that I 

should be sure to apply to him for a recommendation, should 

I have need of it. They were words lightly spoken on my 

part, for I had then little knowledge of the uncertainties of 

life, and the reverses to which all are exposed. But yesterday, 

as I recalled his words, they gave me hope and courage for 

the future. I would not have repeated them to you under 

other circumstances, but now perhaps they may help to com- 

fort you.” 

Though her uncle did not in words admit that such was the 

effect,.yet Alice had the satisfaction of seeing that he appeared 
more cheerful. 

Satisfied. K



  

  

  

CHAPTER XV. 

THE HONEST HOUR. 

Two or three days later, after the business of the day was over, 

George Willis came in for an interview with his employer. He 

was waiting below until Mr. Grey was ready to see him, when 

Alice entered the room. 

“J wished to speak with you while you are waiting,” she said. 

“ Certainly,” said the young man; and then seeing that 

Alice hesitated, he added, “Is there anything I can do ?” 

“ My uncle has told me of his misfortunes,” said Alice, after 

a moment of embarrassed silence. : 

“Tt is very sad,” said the young man, at the same time 

wondering if she had been told the whole truth. 

After another silence, which showed that there was some- 

thing upon her mind not easy for her to put into words, Alice 

said, “I suppose that in my uncle’s illness much devolves 

upon you, much of care and of responsibility also.” 

“That’s very true, Miss Alice. I feel that I occupy a 

responsible place for one so young and inexperienced ; but it is 

my earnest purpose to fulfil every duty with Christian fidelity, 

and my earnest wish that everything may be conducted in an 

honourable and Christian manner.” 

Alice looked up quickly, a grateful expression in her eye. 

“That is just the thought, the desire, I have been wishing to
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express,” she said ; “ but I hesitated to speak of it lest it might 
seem to imply a doubt that such were your wishes and purposes. 
I had no doubt of that, but I felt that it would be:a relief to 
give expression to my desires. My uncle’s honour is very dear 
to me. He has been unfortunate, perhaps imprudent, but I 
should grieve much if any dishonour should attach to his name.” 

At this moment Alice was called away, and the young man 
was left to his own thoughts. 

Can it be that Mr. Grey has told Alice the whole truth?” he 
asked himself. 

He recalled all that Alice had said. 
There had been no allusion to herself, not a word that implied 

the knowledge that she was a sharer in this misfortune. Could 
it be possible that she knew it all, and yet, in her unselfishness, 
had expressed only anxiety for the preservation of her uncle’s 
honour, and of Christian integrity in the settling up of this 
painful business ? 

Perhaps she did not know. .Perhaps her uncle could not get 
courage to tell her all, at once, and had told her of his misfor- 
tunes as a preparation for the knowledge of her own. If this 
were so, a trying ordeal was indeed before her. But if, on the 
other hand, she did know all, the ordeal was passed, and she 
had indeed come out like gold tried in the fire. 

He had not long to think upon the subject, for he was soon 
informed that Mr. Grey was ready to see him. 

At the close of the interview, instead of going directly out, the 
young man paused at the door of the waiting-room, and seeing 
Alice sitting alone, he came to her side. “I have just learned 
from your uncle that you know the whole truth. I was before 
uncertain about that,” he said. 

i\lice looked up. The face of the young man expressed more 
than sympathy, and she was in no doubt as to what he meant 
by the whole truth. She answered simply,— 

K 2
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“Poor uncle, he feels very badly about it.” 
“Well he may,” was the reply. 
‘There was a moment’s pause, and then Mr. Willis went on 

to say, “ Miss Alice, I should have learned to-night, if I had 
not known it before, how wholly you are to be trusted, and 
I wish to ask permission to speak to you of your uncle’s affairs, 
May I do so?” 

“ Certainly.” 
“T wish to tell you something of my present efforts and plans, 

Within a few days some things have turned out more favour- 
ably than has been expected. I do not mean that this will 
affect the final result, but it may delay the crisis, so that it may 
be some time longer before it will be necessary that the state 
of affairs should become publicly known. It seems to me very 
desirable to secure this result, and to this end I shall bend all 
my energies. If present claims can be met, my hope is to keep 
things along until—I mean for the present.” 

Alice understood him. She well knew what would naturally 
have followed that word “until.” How the lips shrink from 
pronouncing the name of the dread messenger, from anything 
more than a very indirect allusion to the great change which 
must soon come ! 

Oh, it isa change indeed, winding up in a moment so much 
that is closely linked to the life slowly ebbing away. On the 
earthward side all is darkness. In that first bitter hour how 
often does all the warmth, the brightness, the sunshine of life, 
seem passing away with the last breath of the loved one. 

There was silence for a moment, while the mind of each was 
occupied with the sad thoughts that had been suggested. 
George Willis broke the silence. - 

“T think it is very desirable to accomplish this, if possible,” 
he said in a tone almost as low and hushed as if the words had 
been spoken in the chamber of death. ‘ Every business man
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knows that if a man is taken away from his business at a critical 

time, when things are going wrong with him, the result is often 

insolvency, when it would be otherwise could he himself, with 

the tact and experience gained by long acquaintance with the 

business, have steered the ship through the breakers. Knowing 

this, the business world is lenient in its judgment under such 

circumstances.” 

“ Do you think it can be done ?” said Alice. 

“T do think so. I shall certainly use my best endeavours to 

that end.” 

“Tf it can be done, will it not prevent any shade of dis- 

honour from falling upon my uncle’s memory?” Alice asked, 

“Tt will certainly do much towards it,” replied the young 

man, somewhat evasively, for he could not tell that noble girl, 

to whom her uncle’s honour was so dear, that the one thing 

which would not escape the world’s censure, when it should be- 

come known, was the manner in which her money, held in trust 

by that uncle, had been imprudently risked and lost. 

From that time a great change was manifest in Mr. Grey in 

regard to the presence of his younger niece in his sick 

chamber. Instead of being manifestly annoyed when she was 

there, it was now evident that her presence gave him pleasure, 

and he was never more satisfied than when she was ministering 

to his wants. 

The first time Alice read to her uncle a chapter from the 

Book which was so precious to her, it was at his own request. 

How it thrilled her heart to hear that request. 

“Do you remember our conversation the day after I found 

courage to tell you all?” he said to Alice one morning. 

Alice remembered it well. 

“T could not get over the argument you that day used,” 

continued her uncle. “Indeed it was not an argument, but a 

simple relation of facts, the facts of your own experience. Very



142 Seeking Salvation. 

modestly you told me what Christ had done for you, and that 

was something I could not gainsay. I could not but feel that 

you had found a source of strength to which I was a stranger. 

But now, Alice, I want to find what you have found, if it is not 

indeed too late.” 

“Oh, uncle, do not think that,” said Alice, with emotion. 

“Have I not heard ministers preach about seeking too late, 

about the door being shut, and the season of grace past? I 

have heard such things, Alice, many times, I think, though I 

did not then much heed them.” 

“T am no theologian, dear uncle, but I know the Bible says 

that ‘whosoever will,’ may come, and that ‘every one that 

asketh receiveth,’ and ‘he that seeketh findeth ;’ and I know 

that this must be true in every case, because God says it is so. 

If any have passed the day of grace, it must be that they have 

reached a point where they will never, never come to Christ, 

fer the promise is sure that ‘ whosoever shall call on the name 

of the Lord shall be saved.’” 

“ Find that promise and read it to me,” said Mr. Grey. 

Alice found and read it, afterward reading others equally full, 

rich, and free. It was soon very evident that the mind of Mr. 

Grey was becoming deeply interested in the all-important sub- 

ject which he had so neglected while engrossed in the multiplied 

cares and schemes of business. Even his conversations with 

his confidential clerk were not all confined to business matters. 

Mr. Grey found that George Willis was an earnest, conscien- 

tious Christian. In the responsibilities which had now so sud- 

denly been thrown upon him, he had showed a wisdom, 

prudence, and business tact beyond his years, which surprised 

his employer, though his confidence in him had been great ; 

and Mr. Grey, in his present thoughtful state of mind, began to 

perceive that it was the strength of Christian principles which 

had made the young man so worthy of confidence.
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Mabel had been well pleased to see that her presence in the 
sick-room was preferred to that of Alice, though she was quite 
ignorant of the cause. She was now quick to note the change, 
and was not a little annoyed by it. She had, indeed, no cause 
of complaint, for her uncle treated her as kindly as he had ever 
done ; but when she began to see that the presence of Alice 
now gave him pleasure, the old feelings of envy and jealousy, 
so easily excited, were once more aroused. 

One day when Alice was in the room, Mabel asked, “Shall 
I not take care of you for the next hour, dear uncle? I have 
come on purpose to do so, as my aunt is engaged elsewhere.” 

“Thank you, Mabel,” said Mr. Grey, “but Alice has just 
come in. You can take your turn another time.” 

Mabel turned quickly and left the room. Alice, recollecting 
something she wanted to say to her, followed her to the door. 
At that moment the heart of Mabel was full of bitterness 
towards Alice, and without pausing to reflect upon the un- 
reasonableness of her present feelings, she gave vent to them 
by saying, in an undertone not intended for any ear but hers, 
“Tf I were the richer niece, I suppose I should be the 
favourite,” and without giving time for a reply she darted away. 

The next day, when Mabel was alone in the room with her 
uncle, he said to her, “ There are some things I wish to say to 
you, Mabel, and as I often do not feel able to converse much, 
I will improve the present opportunity. Come and sit by my 
side, will you not?” 

Mabel promptly complied with this request. 
“T think you have no doubt of your uncle’s love for you, 

Mabel,” he said, looking earnestly into the face of his niece. 
“Oh no, uncle, indeed I have not.” 
“Then, for that love’s sake, I trust that you will listen 

kindly to what I have to say. I heard some words of yours 
yesterday which I am sure were not intended for my ears. I
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refer to what you said to Alice when you left the room 
yesterday afternoon,” i 

Mabel flushed to crimson, but she did not reply, for she 
knew not what to say in self-defence. : 

“Tam afraid you have envied your cousin many times,” said 
Mr. Grey, not reproachfully, but tenderly and regretfully. 

“Oh no,” said Mabel, unwilling to admit the fact, 
“ Perhaps you are hardly conscious of it, but T feel persuaded 

that I am not mistaken. I have seen evidence of it ever since 
Alice came to live with us. But I must now tell you that, if 
you have envied your cousin for her money, you will no longer 
have occasion to do this,” 

Mabel looked up in surprise, for she as yet knew nothing 
even of her uncle’s misfortunes, The surprise was indeed 
so great that it caused her, for the time, quite to forget the 
‘nnoyance she had just felt at what her uncle had said to her. 

“What do you mean, uncle?” she said, 
“T mean that your cousin Alice has lost everything ; lost it, 

too, through the imprudence of the uncle to whom she is daily 
ministering with the most devoted love and care, though she 
knows the whole bitter truth.” 

Mabel seemed incapable of taking it allin. “Do you mean 
that Alice has lost everything?” she said. 

“Yes, everything, and so has your uncle.” ; 
Mabel was silent for a moment, as if trying to comprehend all 

that was involved in this startling intelligence ; then suddenly, 
as a new thought entered her mind, she became first pale and 
then flushed, and in atone which seemed to demand rather than 
inquire, she said, “And what of my money? Is that lost, too?” 

The manner of Mabel, rather than the question itself, caused 
a faint flush to suffuse the pale cheeks of the sick man, and 
there was a moment of silence while he strove for entire self- 
control, after which Mr. Grey replied,—
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““No, Mabel. For my sake as well as for your own, Iam 

glad to be able to tell you that your money is quite safe.” 

It is seldom that a person, acting under the influence of 

thoroughly selfish feelings, is conscious of the selfishness often 

betrayed in word and act. Thus it was with Mabel at this 

time. Engrossed with the selfish fears which had, for the 

moment, filled her mind, she but faintly realized the lack of 

consideration for her uncle’s feelings which her manner‘had 

betrayed, or the covert reproof that lurked in his reply. 

“T don’t understand why all that was left to Alice should be 

lost, while mine is safe,” said Mabel, after a short silence. 

“Were you in the place of Alice, you might well demand an 

explanation, but now that your own is safe, I do not see that 

you have the right to call for any,” said Mr. Grey, with«some- 

thing of the old manner with which he had been wont to repel 

questions which he regarded as uncalled for. 

Though Mabel too often acted from the impulse of wholly 

selfish feelings, yet she was by no means incapable of more 

generous emotions; and now that her selfish fears for the 

safety of her own possessions were laid at rest, she was not 

_ incapable of feelings of sympathy and regret for her uncle and 

' for Alice. Her next words, after a thoughtful silence, were the 

expression of such feelings. In a tone softened by these more 

generous emotions, she said,— 

“Tt is very hard for you, dear uncle, and for Alice also.” 

“Ves,” said her uncle. “I have had great mental suffering 

for the last few weeks. So far as it has been occasioned by these 

misfortunes, the keenest suffering by far has been caused by 

the thought that, through my imprudence, your cousin has lost 

all. Alice has acted most nobly. Nothing could be more 

delicate and considerate than every act and word of hers has 

been, comforting me by the assurance that she knew I had 

meant only kindness to her. I did indeed so mean it, but I
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bitterly regret my imprudence in running such risks, and 
suffering past success to blind my mind, and turn it from the 
due consideration of possible reverses. 

“ Alice has, indeed, been a wonder to me for the last two 

weeks. She has convinced me perfectly of one fact, and it is 

of this I wish to speak. I am sure that she possesses some- 
thing that you and I have not, and that we both need, Bear 

' with me, Mabel, if I speak plainly to you on this subject, for I 
am a dying man, and these are among my last words.” 

“Oh, uncle, don’t say that!” 

“Tt’s true, and why should I not say it? Surely only the 

truth should be spoken by a man in my place. The subject 
about which I now wish to speak is one of infinite importance, 
not only to me, who have but a short time to live, but to you 

also, my dear niece. I used to think that religion might be a 
very good thing to die by, but was not needed to live by; but 

I see now how great was my mistake. We all need religion 
to live by. How sadly have I needed it! 

“ Alice, too, has needed it, oh, how much! to enable her to 

bear these painful reverses, and still maintain a calm, unselfish, 

and Christian spirit, And she has not only needed, but she 
has had it. I think you must be conscious, my dear Mabel, 

that you could not have borne the trial as she has borne it, 

had it fallen to your lot. 

“Forgive me if I speak very plainly, for a dying hour is an 
honest hour, an hour in which a man wishes to be honest, not 

only with himself but with others also. I want to warn you 
not to put off the subject, as I have done, until the hour when 

you shall be prostrated with your last sickness.” His strength 
was quite spent, and as he sunk back exhausted, he could only 

add, ‘Think of these things, dear Mabel. Promise me.” 

Mabel readily gave the required’ promise, for her heart was 
much touched by her uncle’s earnest words.



  

CHAPTER XVI. 

A NEW PATH OPENING. 

Tur next few weeks brought to the troubled household such 

changes as only combined bereavement and misfortune can 

bring. Mr. Grey passed away from all the places which had 

so long known him. 5 

Alice deeply felt her uncle’s death; and yet with this bitter 

cup of bereavement mercy was mingled. She was permitted 

again and again to hear him express his humble yet steadfast 

confidence in the Friend of sinners, and his heartfelt regret 

that his long neglect of that Friend had deprived him of the 

unspeakable privilege of devoting his life to His service. 

George Willis had been faithful to the end, and had been 

able to accomplish the work he had undertaken, so that it was 

not until after the death of Mr. Grey that the public were made 

acquainted with the true state of his affairs ; and then, through 

the same unremitting diligence, everything was arranged to 

give satisfaction to his creditors. 

It was arranged that the family should leave the house soon 

after the death of Mr. Grey, and that nothing should be changed 

until after their departure, the creditors showing a most con- 

siderate regard for the feelings of the bereaved family. Mrs. 

Grey was going to her own family friends, by whom she would 

be kindly cared for. Mabel had engaged board in the family
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of one who had once been her schoolmate, and since those 
days her particular friend. In this retreat she had reason to 
expect a pleasant home and a life of independence, for though 
the sum left her had been much less than that inherited by her 
cousin, it was still sufficient for the supply of every real want. 

Alice had received a pressing invitation to come to Mays- 
ville, and this she had accepted, although in her own mind she 
had purposed that it should be only a visit, and not a long 
one. She had already written to her former teacher, remind- . 
ing him of the conversation that had passed between them. 

“Perhaps,” she wrote, “you will remember I then told you 
that if I should ever be in need of a situation, I should cer- 
tainly apply to you. I said it very lightly, little thinking that 
such would ever be the case; for I was unacquainted with life’s 
changes and with the reverses to which all are liable. But the 
supposition has now become a reality. The loss of all my pro- 
perty renders it necessary that I should use the education I 
have acquired, not only as a means of pleasure and usefulness, 
but also as a means of subsistence.” Then followed the 
request that her old teacher would take her case into con- 
sideration, and procure her a situation, if it was in his power 
to do so. She also requested that the answer to this letter might 
be sent to Maysville, which would for the present be her abode. 

Alice did not leave her city home quite as soon as she ex- 
pected when this letter was written. Ever thoughtful of others, 
she proposed that Mabel and herself should remain until after 
her aunt left, as this arrangement would be the least trying 
one for her. Her aunt’s going had been delayed for two or 
three days, and Mabel and herself had remained also. 

On the morning of the day of which we write, Mrs. Grey 
had left, bidding a tearful adieu to her old home and the nieces 
who had shared it with her so long. Mabel and Alice had 
completed their preparations for leaving, and were waiting for
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the carriage that was to take them both to the railway station. 

Mabel was to leave at once on reaching the station, while 

Alice would wait half an hour for the train which she was to 

take to Maysville. Both felt it to be a sad parting, but, like 

all of earth’s scenes, it was quickly passed. Alice soon found 

herself borne rapidly towards Maysville, and away from the 

place which had been the scene of so much both of joy and 

sorrow, and the school where her heavenly Teacher had been 

disciplining and training her, not only for her final home above, 

but also for years of future service for Him on earth. 

From her uncle and aunt Alice received a welcome so 

cordial that she might well be comforted by it. 

“You will make us a long visit this time, I hope,” said her 

uncle, as they were sitting down to the tea-table two or three 

hours after her arrival. 

“T don’t know how long,” said Alice. “It may be some 

weeks in length.” 

“ Weeks!” said her uncle. “I was not talking about a visit 

of weeks, but of months or years.” 

“Thank you, uncle ; but you know we have something todo 

in life besides making such long visits,” said Alice, gently. 

“J should like to know what you have to do more important 

than to cheer up your old uncle and aunt. But this reminds 

me of something I had forgotten until now; we’ve had so 

much to say of things sad and things pleasant. There’s a letter 

here which has been waiting for you these two days.” 

« A letter for me !” said Alice, with a little start, which was 

not unobserved by her keen-sighted uncle. 

_ Yes; and, by the way, I wonder if this same letter has not 

something to do with that important life-work which will not 

admit of long visits,” said her uncle, with an arch look. ‘It’s 

from a gentleman, that’s plain; some young fellow, no doubt, 

who is trying to make you think that he needs you a great
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deal more than your poor old uncle and aunt. Don’t you 
believe him, Alice.” 

“T see you have not forgotten how to tease,” said Alice, 
with a smile and a blush. 

“But now, truly, can’t you guess whom the letter is from, 
and don’t you want to see it very much ?” said her uncle. 

“T can guess whom it is from, and I do want to see it very 
much,” said Alice, laughing. 

“TY think you had better stop teasing and give it to her,” 
said her aunt. 

“Tl do the first, but I shall not do the last until Alice has 
finished her tea, for she’d fly directly to her room with it, and 
you'd lose all the labour with which you have prepared her 
favourite dishes in expectation of her arrival,” said her uncle, 
glancing around the well-filled table. 

Alice felt sure that if a letter had preceded her to Maysville, 
it must have been sent by her teacher. Being confident of 
this, she was indeed very desirous and somewhat impatient to 
know its contents; but checking this impatience, she waited 
quietly until tea was over, giving no outward sign of her desire 
to have that time arrive. 

As they rose from the table her uncle left the room, and in 
a moment returned with the letter in his hand. 

“ Here it is,” he said; “and now, if you want to run to your 
room with it, you shall have full permission to do so.” 

Alice glanced at the address, and recognised in a moment 
the well-known handwriting. Was this prompt reply bringing 
to her the realization of her hopes, or the reverse of all this? 
It was her first venture in this untried field, in which so many 
of her less fortunate sisters had had such large experience, and 
she felt that she would prefer to be alone when she opened 
the letter, which must bring -her first disappointment or her 
first success in a life so new to her.



The Situation accepted. 151 

“ Thank you, uncle; I will accept your permission and take 

it to my own room,” she said, in a way which left her uncle 

half suspicious that he had really hit upon the truth. 

In the solitude of her room Alice sat down with her letter. 

Knowing that what it contained might turn the whole current 

of her future life, and feeling this sensibly, it was not until 

she had lifted up her heart to her ever-present Friend in the 

earnest petition to be prepared for whatever might await her 

in life, that she found herself able to open it with calmness. A 

hasty glance at its contents served to show her that it was suc- 

cess, not disappointment, that it announced. 

“Your letter was very timely. Only two days before, I 

received an application for a teacher to fill a very desirable and 

remunerative situation: I was undecided what reply to make, 

as I could at the time think of no candidate who I felt confi- 

dent would give satisfaction. I have the most entire confidence 

in your ability to do this. Though feeling deep sympathy for 

the changes which have led you to make this application, I am 

glad that it is in my power to respond to it with the offer of 

a situation so desirable.” 

This introduction was followed by all necessary information 

relative to the situation which was now awaiting her acceptance, 

and a request for an early reply. 

This called for immediate action, as there had been a delay 

of two days already. After a few moments’ reflection, she 

resolved to pen a reply, and send it that night if she could. 

Taking out her writing materials, she wrote briefly a grateful 

acceptance of the situation which was offered. 

Having finished the letter, she put on her shawl and hat, to 

take it at once to the office. As she ran down the stairs, she 

saw her uncle sitting at the door with a paper in his hand. 

“ The letter I have received requires an immediate answer. 

Shall I be in time to send this to night?”
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“T think so, though there will not be much time to spare.” 

“T will be as expeditious as possible,” said Alice, as she 

passed her uncle to hasten on her way to the office. 

She was not too late, and was soon back again by her uncle’s 

side. 

“T must say that you have a very prompt way of answering 

important letters,” said her uncle, with one of his arch smiles. 

“J have half a mind not to tell you anything about this 

business, to pay you out for teasing me so,” said Alice. “ I would 

do so, if you were not so much older than I, and my uncle, too.” 

“Y’m glad you have so much consideration for my grey 

hairs and my uncleship,” said Mr. Ward, laughing. 

“You shall read my letter for yourself,” said Alice, drawing 

it out and placing it in his hands. 

Without more words Mr. Ward put down his paper and 

proceeded to read the letter. He read it twice, very deli- 

berately, before he looked up, and then returned it to his 

niece with an expression in which surprise, disappointment, 

and pleasure were curiously mingled. 

“Well, indeed,” he said, “and so it seems that this nice 

little air-castle of mine, about having a niece to take care of 

me in my old age, has all fallen to pieces. I never dreamed 

that you would be up to any such thing, and so soon, too. 

And yet, though I don’t like to acknowledge it, in the fresh- 

ness of my disappointment, I must own I am proud of you.” 

“ Proud of me, uncle?” said Alice, interrogatively. 

“Yes, proud of the readiness with which you have accepted 

the situation in which you have been so unexpectedly placed, 

and so promptly laid your plans for a useful and independent 

life. If I were not so proud of you, I would give you a good 

hearty scolding for doing all this without even consulting 

your poor old uncle, who would have been so glad to give you 

a home for the rest of his life.”
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A smile and a tear both came to Alice. ‘I know, dear 

uncle, how sincere you are in the kindness you have medi- 

tated, and also in your appreciation of what I have done, and 

I am sincerely thankful for both.” 

“Well, Alice, one can’t quarrel with you, even if he wants 

to; so we shall have to make the best of things as they are, 

and rejoice that we have such a niece, even if we can’t have 

her all to ourselves, as we had fondly hoped. But when do 

you go to this place ?” 

“Tn four weeks, uncle; so you see I shall have those four 

weeks to spend with you; and then, you know, there will be 

long summer vacations to be disposed of in some way.” 

“To be always spent with us; remember that,” interrupted 

her uncle. 

“See if I don’t manage it so that you will be very glad 

that they are not still longer,” said Alice, gaily, for she saw 

that her uncle was really disappointed, though his judgment 

approved the course she had taken. 

Mr. Ward smiled faintly. He was not in his usual mood 

for enjoying a little pleasantry. 

Alice saw this and said seriously, ‘‘ You know, uncle, I have 

an excellent education, which I think ought to be put to 

some good use. I shall have little money to do good with, 

therefore I must be the more earnest to use in God’s service 

all that remains.” 

“No doubt you are right,” said her uncle, in that serious 

tone which, when occasion required, took the place of the 

light, bantering manner that was frequent with him. “I am 

sure you will have tHe blessing of Him whose will you are 

seeking to do. ‘You are fatherless indeed, and now doubly 

bereaved, but you have a Father in heaven who never for- 

sakes those who put their trust in Him, It’s plain to me that 

He is guiding you even now.” 
L2



  

CHAPTER XVII. 

WINNING SOULS. 

ALICE was very desirous to see her friend, Mrs. Carroll, to 
whom she had so much to communicate, but she would not 

leave her uncle and aunt on this first evening of her arrival. 
Mr. Ward suspected this, and kindly opened the way for her. 

“It is a beautiful moonlight evening,” he said; “a nice 
time for you to call on your friend Mrs. Carroll. I am sure 
you are longing to see her, and would like to give her a sur- 
prise before she hears that you are here, so I think you had 

better go. Now give me the credit of being a little unselfish, 

won't you?” 

“Yes, uncle, indeed I will. It seems hardly fair to leave 
you and aunt the first evening, though I cannot deny that 

I very much wish to see Mrs. Carroll.” 

“ Off with you, then,” said her uncle, in his old playful 

manner, “and you had better not give us too much credit for 

unselfishness, for if we seem at all deficient in the opposite 
quality to-night, you may be sure that you will see enough of 
it for the next four weeks.” 

The meeting of the two friends was full of tenderness. There 
was that in the look, tone, and manner of Mrs. Carroll which 

showed a continual mindfulness of all her young friend had 
felt and suffered in the last few weeks, an unspoken sympathy
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far more soothing and grateful than any mere words could have 

been. 

Alice had much to tell her of the events of deep interest 

which had transpired since they last met; and as the past 

was so vividly recalled, the present was for the time almost 

forgotten. When it was brought to mind by some remark of 

Mrs. Carroll, Alice told her of the letter which she had that 

evening received. 

“Tt was so much more than I have dared hope for,” she said. 

“T know that some young ladies seek for a situation a long 

time before they obtain one.” 

“We must receive all these things as from the Lord,” said 

Mrs. Carroll. “It has pleased Him to send you many trials, 

and His loving-kindness delights to mingle mercies with trials. 

It does not surprise me that He is doing so in your case. 

He has also given you a heart grateful for the mercies, 

instead of murmuring, as some would do, at these reverses.” 

“TJ know,” said Alice, thoughtfully, “ that many speak of it as 

a great hardship for me to be compelled to undertake the labour 

of teaching, when, as they say, I have been brought up to such 

different expectations. It does seem to me a serious change, 

but I don’t think it is the hardship that makes it seem so, as 

much as some other things.” 

“‘ What things, my dear?” 

“T don’t know that I can make these thoughts quite plain 

to you, but I will try. Since I have given myself to Christ, 

I have thought much about doing good with my money when I 

should have the disposal of it. But now all that is changed. I 

shall have little money to spend, and yet I feel that all my life 

must be service for Him, so far as I can serve Him with my 

personal efforts, my character, and my example.” 

“ These,” said Mrs. Carroll, “are the offerings most precious 

in His sight, far more so than gold and silver laid upon His altar.”
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“Tt may be so, and yet this view of life leads me most 
seriously to feel my own deficiencies, my weakness and 
nothingness.” 

“Your weakness is in yourself, but your strength is in Him. 
The Christian’s watchword should ever be, ‘I can do all things 
through Christ which strengtheneth me.’ What is it that you 
desire to do more than all besides ?” 

“Win souls to Christ,” Alice answered reverently : “ but itis 
just this which makes me feel so weak. I might have joyfully 
given my money to aid those skilful in winning souls, but to 
win them myself, oh, how can I do that, so weak and inex- 
perienced, and with no gift to speak out in words what my 
heart often feels?” 

“You must not think, my dear Alice, that those only can 
speak for Christ, and win souls to Him, who can preach an 
eloquent sermon or are gifted in private conversation. A 
single word from a yearning heart, a sentence earnestly and 
feelingly spoken, has often been blessed of God to this end. 
Keep near to Christ, and let His Spirit dwell in your heart ; 
then watch for opportunities, with continual prayer that you 
“may use them wisely. Do this, and your life-work will be one 
that shall assuredly win the approval of the Master. Money 
may be made a means of great usefulness, but if its possessor 
puts the use of it in the place of personal service for Christ, he 

' makes a sad mistake.” 

“T might have made just that mistake, if this expected 
wealth had come into my possession,” said Alice. “It may 
be altogether best for me that it did not.” 

“There is no ‘may be’ in the case, my dear young friend. 
We can be absolutely sure that it is for the best, or it had 
never been. ‘All things work together for good to them 
that love God.’ There is no possibility of any exception to 
that rule.”
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“T am very glad that I have had this conversation with you, 

my dear Mrs. Carroll,” said Alice. “You have helped me, as 

you always do. I shall not forget what you have said about 

the blessing that may follow a few words for the Saviour. It 

places the matter in a new light.” 

It was indeed a seed of truth bearing fruit in the future. 

Several months later, in a letter to this dear friend, Alice wrote: 

“T must tell you of something that has interested me deeply ! 

One of my music pupils has a brother of whom she is very fond. 

He was taken ill several weeks since, and the symptoms were 

such as to awaken serious apprehensions. He is an interesting 

young man, with qualities that have won for him a large circle 

of friends. His Christian friends have been deeply anxious for 

his soul’s welfare, and some of them would gladly have con- 

versed with him on the subject had they been allowed to do so. 

But the family feared that any conversation of this nature 

might cause him to infer that his case was regarded as critical, 

and thus lead to an excitement and agitation which would 

prove injurious to him, for they still clung to the delusive hope 

that he might recover. 

“ Having met him several times, I was somewhat acquainted 

with him. One day his sister asked me if I would not go home 

and play for her brother, who was very fond of music. I con- 

sented, and after prayer, resolved that if I could not speak to 

him on the subject, I would at least sing to him of the 

Saviour. 
“ After playing several pieces, which were chosen either by 

him or his sister, I sang and played a piece of sacred music 

which, it seemed to me, was just suited to his case, as it was 

full of the love of Christ. The young man listened attentively, 

and when I left made me promise that I would come again. 

“J did not long delay. ‘What shall I play this time?’ 

T asked, as I took my place at the piano. ‘I want to hear
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what you played when you were here before,’ he answered 5 
‘those are the songs for me; I do not care to hear any 
other.’ 

“He has since sought conversation with Christian friends, 
and manifested the deepest interest in the subject of his soul’s 
salvation. It is now thought that he cannot live many weeks, 
but his friends hope that he is prepared for an exchange of 
worlds. I am very glad that I could sing to him of Christ at 
a time when friends were forbidden to mention the ‘name 
which is above every name.’ ” 

Some months later Alice again wrote: “I told you, my 
dear friend, in my last letter, of the work of grace, quiet, 
yet deep, which has been going on in this school during the 
latter portion of the winter, and in which so many of our 
dear young ladies have hada share. I have also mentioned 
our little prayer-meetings that have been so precious. I 
must now tell you about the prayer-meeting of last evening. 
The teacher who conducted it proposed that each of the 
young ladies who had that winter consecrated all to Christ 
should briefly relate something of the way in which she had 
been led, and especially mention what was the first thing 
that had directed her attention to the subject. Our little 
meeting has always been one of great freedom, and the 
young ladies readily responded to this request. I cannot 
tell you what I felt when two of these dear girls mentioned 
some little thing I had said as the first thing which had led 
them to serious thoughts and purposes about this subject. 
Never in my life have I felt more humbled. The instrumen- 
tality was so feeble, and the grace seemed so wonderful that 
could employ such means in the infinite work of saving souls. 

“It made me think of the conversation I had with you 
about winning souls for Christ. I must tell you more about 
it, that you may with me give God all the glory. The first
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who spoke was Mary Carter. She is an orphan, like myself. 

This has very much drawn my heart towards her. One day 

her room-mate had received a joint letter from her parents 

which had given her great pleasure, so great that she wished 

to share it with others ; and with a face aglow with happiness 

she repeated a part of its contents to her room-mate and me. 

I looked at Mary. Tears stood in her eyes. Seeing that I 

observed them, and feeling that I would understand their 

cause, she said mournfully, ‘I have no parents to write to 

me.’ J knew how to feel for her. Placing my hand upon a 

Bible which lay on a table by our side, I said, ‘ This is your 

Father's letter to you, dear Mary. He has promised to be the 

Father of the fatherless.’? This was all I said. It was little, 

indeed, yet it pleased God to bless these few words spoken in 

weakness, for last evening the dear girl said that from that 

time she never rested until she could feel that God was indeed 

her Father, and that the Bible was His letter to her. 

“ The second was Lucy Lee. She is a warm-hearted girl, 

and I seemed at once to win her love. In her warm, im- 

pulsive way she said to me one day, ‘My dear Miss Grey, 

you don’t know how much I love you.’ ‘My dear Lucy, I 

said, ‘I am very glad, for I greatly prize your love. You 

have a warm, loving heart, just such a heart as the Saviour 

wants. Will you not give it to Him?’ Lucy mentioned in 

the meeting last night what I then said to her, and the im- 

pression it had made upon her mind. 

“TI could not have written of this to any but yourself, but 

Iam sure that you will not misunderstand me, and it is in 

this assurance that I always write so freely to you. Besides, 

it was you who led me to see that a word spoken in weakness 

may be blessed of Him who is able to make the weak things 

of this world show forth the riches of the glory of His grace 

in Christ Jesus.”



  

  

  

CHAPTER XVIII, 

A SURPRISE 

THE time was drawing near for the long summer vacation, which 
Alice expected to spend in Maysville with her uncle and aunt 
and her dear Mrs. Carroll. Only a few weeks still remained of 

the term, when she received a letter from Mrs. Carroll contain- 
ing unexpected information. 

“Two weeks since,” she wrote, “my son was appointed 
minister of the church at Leyham, a pleasant village in this 
county. There is a very neat parsonage. Arthur proposes 
to take possession of this at once, and wishes me to leave 
my home here and preside over the parsonage. Of course I 
do not expect or wish to be its mistress long, for I think that 
every pastor, both for his own sake and that of his parish, 
should have a wife. But Arthur says that his home must, from 
this time, be my home, We shall be well settled by the time 
your vacation commences, and I shall insist upon your spending 

the first week of it with me, as I cannot consent that my 
leaving Maysville should deprive me of the pleasure of seeing 
you during the coming holidays.” 

Two or three weeks later another letter from Mrs. Carroll 
informed Alice that they were snugly settled in the parsonage, 

and were much pleased with their new home. The former 
invitation was repeated with increased urgency. “You really
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must come,” wrote Mrs. Carroll. It will be such a comfort 

to see you, now that I am so far from all my former friends. 

Do not disappoint me. I fear that I shall find it hard to 

forgive you, if you do, unless prevented by some obstacle 

which cannot be overcome. I am sure you will be pleased 

with our home, and it shall not be my fault if you do not 

enjoy the visit. Write what day I may expect you, and I will 

meet you at the railway station, which is only a short distance 

from the parsonage.” 

Alice could not resist an invitation so warmly pressed, 

especially as it would be a great disappointment to her not to 

see Mrs. Carroll during the vacation. She therefore arranged 

to spend a week in Leyham, on her way to Maysville. 

On reaching Leyham, a quick survey of the group on the 

platform served to show that her friend Mrs Carroll was there, 

waiting to receive her; and she no longer felt like a stranger 

in a strange place. 

“ You are really here,” said Mrs. Carroll, grasping her hand. 

“ This is indeed pleasant. I was so desirous to see you that I 

feared a disappointment. The distance is so short we shall 

not need acarriage. I will give directions to have your trunk 

sent up, and then we shall be ready to go.” 

This was soon done, and Alice found herself making her 

way through a pleasant street to the new home of her friend. 

“ Arthur is gone,” explained Mrs. Carroll, as they walked 

along; “so there is no one to meet and welcome you but 

myself. I hoped that he would be here also, but yesterday he 

was unexpectedly called from home, and will not return until 

about this time to-morrow. There seems to be some fatality 

about your meeting him. You have come near it several 

times, and have just missed it, and now that you are here, he 

is absent. Never mind, we will have the next twenty-four 

hours all to ourselves ; and perhaps our little confidences will
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be exhausted by that time, so that the presence of a third 
person will be no interruption.” 

Alice was well pleased to have her dear friend all to her- 
self for a time, without the presence of a stranger. 

The hours passed all too soon, so Alice thought, shrinking 
from the meeting. She hardly knew why, but it seemed 
almost awkward to meet asa stranger one who was so near 
and dear to her own dear friend; yet mingling with this reluc- 

‘tance was a feeling of no little interest to see one of whom 
she had heard so much. 

“The train is coming,” said Mrs. Carroll, “my son will soon 
be here,” and she went to the door to meet him. 

Alice’s cheeks glowed and her eyes betrayed unwonted 
emotion, when, a moment later, she took the hand extended to 
her by Arthur Carroll, and responded as well as she was able 
to his cordial greeting. 

The young minister, however, saw nothing of all this, except 
that the blush with which the young lady received his greeting 
was decidedly becoming; but his mother, who knew her 
thoroughly, saw much more than this. She saw that the usual 
quiet self-possession of her young friend was a little disturbed. 
Never had she seen that expression in the eyes of Alice, except 
when something had touched her feelings, and she much 
wondered what was now in her thoughts. The mystery was 
soon explained. 

“T am happy to meet you at last,” said Mr. Carroll. “TI 
have heard my mother speak of you so often that you cannot 
seem like a stranger. I think it is strange that we have not 
met before.” 

The answer was most unexpected. 

“Indeed, Mr. Carroll, we have met once before, and I have 
good reason to remember that interview. Do you recollect, 
years ago, a party visiting the beautiful Falls in the neighbour-
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ing county, who. were driven to take shelter from the rain in 

the cottage where you were a guest ?” 

“I remember it well. The morning was very fine.” 

“‘ Perhaps you remember that one of the party was a young 

girl with whom you had some conversation.” 

“TI do remember it. I have thought of that conversation 

many times since. Can it be possible you are the young lady 

I met at that time?” 

“Tt is evenso. I recognised you the moment I saw you 

coming up the walk, and it was a great surprise.” 

“Vou must have changed very much,” said Mr. Carroll, 

“ or else the recollection I have retained of your countenance 

is much less distinct than of a part of our conversation that 

day. I have wondered many times whether that young lady 

had been taught of God the meaning of the passage to which 

I then referred her.” 

“That question is already answered,” said Mrs. Carroll. 

“ Alice has told me of that interview and its enduring effect 

upon her mind; but I little thought my own son was the young 

man whose privilege it was to speak that word in season.” 

“And Jas little thought that the seed then dropped would 

afterwards be watered by the counsels and prayers of my own 

precious mother. This is most gratifying news.” 

“Tt has given a very unexpected character to our meeting 

to-day,” said Mrs. Carroll. “ How thankful we ought to be 

when we think of the wonderful ways in which God can make 

us, in our weakness, a blessing to each other.” 

Years had passed since the little seed was dropped by one 

whose continual prayer was that he might be made wise to win 

souls. Other seeds, too, had been dropped there by other 

labourers in the vineyard, and all had been tended and watered 

by the great Husbandman. In love He had drawn this soul 

to Himself, and in love unfathomable He had employed the
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ministry of sorrow to soften and purify and bring the heart to 
a more complete consecration to Himself. 

Tt surely was not strange that the young pastor watched with 
interest the Christian character thus developed. As he saw 
how the Lord of the harvest had fitted this young disciple to 
work in His vineyard, there grew in his heart a strong desire 
that she should be his helper in the field where he was called 
to labour, that together, sometimes in joy and sometimes in 
tears, they might sow the precious seed which, watered by the 
dews of heaven, should spring up and yield fruit unto eternal 
life, 

Mrs. Carroll, who had tong ago given to Alice almost a 
mother’s love, was weil prepared to share largely in the joy of 
her son when this desire was granted, 

THE END. 
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1s. Gds each (continued). 

THE BRITISH BOYS’ LIBRARY. mee A NLS 

A New Series of 1s. 6d. books for boys. 
Lilustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. 

“The Bell Buo > OF, The Story of a Mysterious Key ¥ 
By F. M. Holmes. 

*Jack. A Story of a Scapegrace. By E. M. Bryant. 
*Hubert Ellerdale: A Tale of the Days of Wicliffe. 

~ By W. Oak Rhind. 

THE BRITISH GIRLS’ LIBRARY. 

A New Series of 1s. 6d. books for girls. 
Ltlustrated. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. 

*Sweet. Kitty Claire. By Jennie Chappell. Ey 
*The Maid of the Storm: A Story of a Cornish 

Village. By Nellie Cornwall. 

*Mistress of the Situation (The). By Jennie 
Chappell. 

*Queen of the Isles. By Jessie M. E. Saxby. 

NEW PICTURE BOOKS. Sa 

“Happy and Gay: Pictures and Stories for Every Day. 
By D. J. D., Author of ‘Stories of Animal Sagacity,” etc. With 
8 coloured and 97 other Illustrations. Size 9 by 7 inches. Hand- 
some coloured covers, paper boards with cloth backs. 

“Pleasures and Joys for Girls and Boys. By 
D. J. D., Author of ‘Anecdotes of Animals and Birds.” With 
8 coloured and 111 other Illustrations. Size 9 by 7 inches. Hand- 
some coloured cover, paper boards and cloth back. 

Anecdotes of Animals and Birds. By Uncle John. 
With 57 full-page and other Illustrations by Harrison Weir, etc. 
Feap. qto. 128 pages. Handsomely bound in paper boards, with Animal 
design in to colours, varnished. (A charming book for the Young.) 

Stories of Animal Sagacity. By D.J.D. A com- 
panion volume to ‘‘ Anecdotes of Animals.? Numerous full-page 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound in paper boards, with Animal subject 
printed in 10 colours, varnished. :
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1s. Gd. each (continued), 

ILLUSTRATED REWARD BOOKS. 

Crown 8v0, 160 pages. Cloth extra. . Fully Illustrated. 

Bileen; or, “The Love of Christ Constraineth Us.” By 

Laura A. Barter, Author of ‘Harold ; or, Two Died for Me.” 

Claire; or, A Hundred Years Ago. By T. M. Browne, 

Author of ‘* Jim’s Discovery,” etc. 

Duff Darlington; or, An Unsuspected Genius. By 
Evelyn Everett-Green. With six Illustrations by Harold Copping. 

Everybody’s Friend ; or, Hilda Danvers’ Influence. By 
Evelyn Everett-Green, Author of ‘ Barbara's Brother,” etc. 

Fine Gold; or, Ravenswood Courtenay. By Emma 
Marshall, Author of ‘ Eaglehurst Towers,” etc. 

Her Two Sons. A Story for Young Men and Maidens. 
By Mrs. Charles Garnett, Author of “ Mad John Burleigh,” etc. 

Jack’s Heroism. A Story of Schoolboy Life., By Edith C. 

Kenyon. : 

Lads of Kingston (The). By James Capes Story. ” 

Marigold. By L. T. Meade, Author of “Lady of the 

Forest,” etc. 

Minister’s: Money, The. By Eliza F. ‘Pollard, Author 

of ‘* True unto Death,” etc. 

Nobly Planned... By M. B.. Manwell, Author of 

, Mother’s Boy,” etc. 

Nature’s Mighty Wonders. By Rev. Dr. Newton. 

Nella; or, Not My Own. By Jessie Goldsmith Cooper. 

Our Duty to Animals. By Mrs. C. Bray, Author of 

« Physiology for Schools,” etc. Intended to teach the young kindness 

to animals. Cloth, 1s. 6d.; School Edition, Is. 3d. 

Raymond and Bertha: A Story of True Nobility. By 

L. Phillips, Author of “ Frank Burleigh ; or, Chosen to be a Soldier.” 

Rose Capel’s Sacrifice; or, A Mother’s Love. By Mrs. 

Haycraft, Author of “ Like a Little Candle,” ‘‘ Chine Cabin,” etc. 

Satisfied. By Catherine M. Trowbridge. 

Gisters-in-Love. By Jessie M. E. Saxby, Author of 

_ © Dora Coyne,” * Sallie’s Boy,” etc. Illustrated by W. Rainey, RI. 

Ted’s Trust; or, Aunt Elmerley’s Umbrella. By Jennie 

Chappell, Author of “ Who was the Culprit?” “Losing and Finding.” 

“Thomas Howard Gill: His Life and Work. . By Eliza 

: F. Pollard, Author of ‘‘ Florence Nightingale,” etc. 

Tamsin Rosewarne and Her Burdens: A Tale of 

Cornish Life. By Nellie Cornwall.



12 S, W. PARTRIDGE & CO’S 

: Is. each. 

ONE SHILLING REWARD BOOKS. 

Fully Illustrated. 96 pages. Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. 

*The Farm by the Wood. By F. Scarlett Potter, 
Author of ‘‘ Phil’s Frolic,” ete. 

“His Majesty’s Beggars. By Mary E. Ropes, Author 
of ‘* Bel’s Baby,” etc. . 

Always Happy; or, The Story of Helen Keller. By 
Jennie Chappell, Author of ‘‘ Ted’s Trust.” 

Arthur Egerton’s Ordeal; or, God’s Ways not Our 
Ways. By the Author of ‘ Ellerslie House,” etc. 

Birdie and her Dog, and other Stories of Canine 
Sagacity. By Miss Phillips. 

Birdie’s Benefits; or, A Little Child Shall Lead Them. 
By Ethel Ruth Boddy. 

Band of Hope Companion (The). A Hand-book for 
Band of Hope Members: Biographical, Historical, Scientific, an 
Anecdotal. By Alf. G. Glasspool. ; 

Caral’s Gift; or, “ What Time I am Afraid I will Trust in 
Thee.” By Jennie Chappell, Author of ‘‘ Without a Thought,” etc. 

Brave Bertie. By Edith Kenyon, Author of “Jack’s» 
Heroism,” ‘‘ Hilda ; or, Life’s Discipline,” etc. 

Children of Cherryholme (The). By M.S. Haycraft, 
Author of “Like a Little Candle,” “ Chine Cabin,” etc. 

Cared For; or, The Orphan Wanderers. By Mrs. C. E. 
Bowen, Author of “ Dick and his Donkey,” etc. 

Chine Cabin. By Mrs. Haycraft, Author of ‘“ Red Dave,” 
“Tittle Mother,” etc. 

Dulcie Delight. By Jennie Chappell, Author of “ Her 
Saddest Blessing,” “ For Honour’s Sake,” etc. ; 

Frank Burleigh; or, Chosen to be a Soldier. By L. 
Phillips. 

Frank Speneer’s Rule of Life. By J. W. Kirton, 
Author of “ Buy Your Own Cherries.” - 

Grannie’s Treasures, and How They Helped 
Her. By L. E. Tiddeman. 

Harold; or, Two Died for Me. By Laura A. Barter. 
How a Farthing Made a Fortune; or, ‘Honesty is 

the Best Policy.” By Mrs. C. E. Bowen. 
Jack the Conqueror; or, Difficulties Overcome. By the 

Author of “Dick and his Donkey.” - 4 
Jemmy Lawson; or, Beware of Crooked Ways. By E. 

C. Kenyon, Author of ‘ Jack’s Heroism.” 3 
Jenny’s Geranium; or, The Prize Flower of a London 

Court.
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ise each (continued). 

SHILLING REWARD BOOKS (continued), 

dim’s Discovery; or, On the Edge of a Desert. By 
T. M. Browne, Author of ‘‘ Dawson’s Madge,” etc. 

Little Bunch’s Charge; or, True to Trust. By Nellie 
Cornwall, Author of “ Tamsin Rosewarne,” etc. 

Losing and Finding; or, The Moonstone Ring. By 
Jennie Chappell, Author of “Who was the Culprit ?” etc. 

Little Woodman and his Dog Cesar (The). By 
Mrs. Sherwood. : 

Little Bugler (The): A Tale of the American Civil War. 
By George Munroe Royce. New Edition. 

Lady Betty’s Twins. By E. M. Waterworth, Author of 
** Master Lionel,” ‘‘ Twice Saved,” etc. | 

Marjory; or, What Would Jesus do? By Laura A. Barter, 
Author of “ Harold; or, Two Died for Me.” 

Marion and Augusta; or, Love and Selfishness. By 
Emma Leslie, Author of ‘ Ellerslie House,” etc. 

Mother’s Chain (The); or, The Broken Link. By Emma 
Marshall, Author of ‘‘ Fine Gold; or, Ravenswood Courtenay,” etc. 

Nan ; or, The Power of Love. By Eliza F. Pollard, Author of 
“ Avice,” “ Hope Deferred,” etc. : 

Old Goggles ; or, The Brackenhurst Bairns’ Mistake. By 
M. S. Haycraft, Author of “ The Children of Cherryholme,” etc. 

Our Den. By E. M. Waterworth, Author of “ Master 
Lionel, that Tiresome Child.” 

Raymond’s Rival; or, Which will Win? By Jennie 
Chappell, Author of ‘‘ Losing and Finding,” etc. 

Ronald Kennedy ; or, A Domestic Difficulty. By Evelyn 
Everett-Green, Author of “ Everybody’s Friend,” etc. 

Recitations and Concerted Pieces for Bands of Hope, 
Sunday Schools, etc. Compiled by James Weston. 

Sweet Nancy. By L. T. Meade, Author of “Scamp and 
I,” “A Band of Three,” etc. 

Twice Saved; or, Somebody’s Pet and Nobody’s Darling. 
By E. M. Waterworth, Author of “ Our Den,” “ Master Lionel,” etc. 

Temperance Stories for the Young. By T. S. 
Arthur, Author of ‘ Ten Nights in a Bar Room.” 

Three Runaways. By F. Scarlett Potter, Author of 
‘© Phil’s Frolic,” ‘* Hazelbrake Hollow,” ete. 

Wna Bruce’s Troubles. By Alice Price, Author of 
+“ Hamilton of King’s,” etc. Illustrated by Harold Copping. 

Under the Blossom. By Margaret Haycraft, Author 
of * Like a Little Candle ; or, Bertrand’s Influence,” etc. 

Wait till it Blooms. By Jennie Chappell, Author of 
“Her Saddest Blessing,” etc. 

Who was the Culprit? By Jennie Chappell, Author 
of “ Her Saddest Blessing,” ‘“ The Man of the Family,” etc.
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Iss @ach (continued). 

POPULAR SHILLING SERIES. 

Crown 8vo, well printed on good paper, and bound in attractive and 

tasteful coloured paper covers. Fully Ilustrated. 

Louie’s Married Life. By | Living it Down. By Laura M. 
Sarah Doudney. Lane, 

‘The Strait Gate. Eaglehurst Towers. By Mrs. 

The Better Part By ope aS al 
2 Seanee Annie | Without a Thought. \ ye 

ar kag Descorousts S. Her Saddest Blessing. dents, 
Yow, 

Grandmother’s Child, | Swan. | Fine Gold; or, Ravenswood 
and For Lucy’s Sake. Courtenay. "By Emma Marshall. 

The above can also be had in fancy cloth, price Is, 6d, 

  

CHEAP: REPRINTS OF POPULAR STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 

Crown 8vo. 160 pages. Illustrated. . Cloth boards, is. cach. 

*Rag and Tag: A Plea for the Waifs and Strays of 
Old. England. by Mrs. E, J. Whittaker. 

“Through Life’s Shadows. By Eliza F. Pollard. 

*Prue’s Father ; or, Miss Prothisa’s Promise. By Ethel 
__F. Heddle. 

*The Little Princess of Tower Hill. By L. T. 
Meade. 

-*Clovie and Madge. By Mrs. G. S. Reaney. 

“The Safe Compass and How it Points. ) 

*The Best Things. 

*Rays from the Sun. 

Ellerslie. House: A Book for Boys. By Emma Leslie. 

Manchester House: A Tale of Two Apprentices. 
By J. Capes Story. 

Like a Little Candle; or, Bertrand’s Influence. 
By Mrs. Haycraft. : 

Violet Maitland ; or, By Thorny Ways. By Laura M. Lane. 

Martin Redfern’s Oath. By Ethel F. Heddle. 

Dairyman’s Daughter (The). By Legh Richmond. 

By 
Dr. Newton
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Is. each (continued). 

PICTURE BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Feap. ato. With Coloured Covers, and Full of Iliustrations. 

*Frolic and Fun: Pictures and Stories for Every One. 
By Uncle Jack, Author of ‘‘ Follow the Drum,” etc. Four full-page 

coloured and numerous other Illustrations. 

*Merry Playmates: Pictures and Stories for Little 
Folks. By C. D. M., Author of “ Brightness and Beauty,” etc. 

Four full-page coloured and numerous other Illustrations. ee 

Follow the Drum: Pictures and Stories for Cheerful and 
Glum. By Uncle Jack, Author of “Bright Beams and Happy Scenes,” 

etc. Four full-page coloured and numerous other illustrations. 

Off and Away: Pictures and Stories for Grave and Gay. 
By C. D. M., Author of “Brightness and Beauty,” etc. Four full-page 

coloured, and numerous other Illustrations. 

Bible Pictures and Stories. Old Testament. By D. J. D., 
Author of ‘ Pets Abroad,” etc. With Forty-four full-page Illustrations. 
Coloured paper boards, 1s. ; cloth gilt, 1s. 6d. d 

Bible Pictures and Stories. New Testament. By 
James Weston and D. J. D. With Forty-five beautiful full-page 
Illustrations by W. J. Webb, Sir John Gilbert, and others. New 

Edition. Feap. 4to. Illustrated boards, 15. ; cloth, extra, Is. 6d. 

Bright Beams and Happy Scenes: A Picture 
Book for Little Folk. ByJ. D. Four full-page coloured and numerous 

other Illustrations. Coloured paper cover, 1s. ; cloth, Is. 6d. © 

Holiday Hours in Animal Land. (New Series.) 
By Uncle Harry. Four full-page coloured and numerous other 

Illustrations. Coloured paper cover, Is. 3 cloth, ts. 6d. 

Merry Moments. A Picture Book for Lads and Lasses. 
By C.D. M. Four full-page coloured and many other Illustrations. 

Coloured paper cover, 1s.; cloth, Is. 6d. ; 

BOOKS BY REV. DR. NEWTON. 

New and Cheap Edition. 160 pages. Crown 8vo, Prettily bound in 
cloth boards, 1s. each. 

Bible Jewels. | Bible. Wonders. 

Rills from the Fountain of Life. 

The Giants, and How to Fight Them. 

Specially suitable for Sunday School Libraries and Rewards, 

*Cicely’s Little Minute. By Harvey Gobel. Long 8vo. 
Illustrated Title Page. Cloth extra. Is. nett.
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Is. each: (continued). 
The Master’s Gifts to Women. By Mrs. Charlotte 

Skinner. Small 8vo. 112 pages. Cloth. 
The Master's Messages to Women. By Mrs. 

Charlotte Skinner. (Uniform with the above. ) 
Some Secrets of Christian Living. Selections 

from the ‘‘Seven Rules” Series of Booklets. Small 8vo, cloth 
boards. 

Brave and True. Talks to Young Men. By Thain 
Davidson, D.D. Small Crown 8vo. Cloth. 

Daybreak in the Soul. By the Rev. E. W. Moore, 
M.A., Author of “The Overcoming Life.” Imperial 32mo. 
144 pages. Cloth. — ; 

My Guest Chamber; or, For the Master's Use. By 
Sophia M. Nugent. Imperial 32mo. 144 pages. Cloth. 

Steps to the Blessed Life. Selections from the 
“Seven Rules” Series of Booklets. By Rev. F. B. Meyer, B.A. 
Small Crown 8vo, cloth boards. 

Thoroughness: Talks to Young Men. By Thain 
Davidson, D.D. Small Crown 8vo. Cloth extra. 

Women of the Bible. (Old Testament). By Etty 
Woosnam. Third Edition, Royal 16mo. Cloth. 

Women of the Bible. (New Testament.) By the 
same Author. Royal i16mo. Cloth. 

. Od. each. 
NINEPENNY SERIES OF ILLUSTRATED BOOKS. 

' 96 pages. Small Crown 8vo. Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers. 

*The Babes in the Basket; or, Daph and Her 
Charge. ; 

*How Paul’s Penny Became a Pound. By Mrs. 
Bowen, Author of ‘Dick and his Donkey.” 

*How Peter’s Pound Became a Penny. By the 
same Author. 

Paul, A Little Mediator. By Maude M. Butler. 
A Flight with the Swallows. By Emma Marshall. 
Boy’s Friendship (A). By Jesse Page. 
Bel’s Baby. By Mary E. Ropes. 
Benjamin Holt’s Boys, and What They Did for 

Him. By the Author of “A Candle Lighted by the Lord.” 
Ben’s Boyhood. By the Author of “ Jack the Conqueror.” 
Ben Owen: A Lancashire Story. By Jennie Perrett. 
Cousin Bessie: A Story of Youthful Earnestness. By 

Clara Lucas Balfour. - 
Dawson’s Madge; or, The Poacher’s Daughter. By T. 

M. Browne, Author of ‘‘ The Musgrove Ranch,” etc. 
Five Cousins (The). By Emma Leslie. 

 



CATALOGUE OF NEW & POPULAR WORKS. 1} 
  

9d. each (continued), 

Foolish Chrissy ; or, Discontent and its Consequences. By 
Meta, Author of '‘ Noel’s Lesson,’’ etc. 

For Lucy’s Sake. By Annie S. Swan. 

Giddie Gariend: or, The Three Mirrors. By Jennie 
Chappell. 

Grandmother’s Child. By Annie S. Swan. 

Jean Jacques: A Story of the Franco-Prussian War. By 
Isabel Lawford. 

John Oriel’s Start in Life. By Mary Howitt. 

Little Mother. By Margaret Haycraft. 

Left with a Trust. By Nellie Hellis. 

Letty; or, The Father of the Fatherless. By H. Clement, 
Author of “ Elsie’s Fairy Bells.” 

Love’s Golden Key; or, The Witch of Berryton. By 
Mary E. Lester. 

Master Lionel, that Tiresome Child. By E. M. 
Waterworth. 

Man of the Family (The). By Jennie Chappell. 

Mattie’s Home; or, The Little Match-girl and her Friends. 

Sailor’s Lass (A). By Emma Leslie. 

  

Gd. each: 

WEW SERIES OF SIXPENNY PICTURE-BOOKS, 

Crown quarto. Fully Illustrated. Handsomely bound in DEDED, boards, 

with design printed in Eight colours. 

*Sweet Stories Retold. A Bible Picture-Book for 
Young Folks. 

“After School. 

*Doggies’ Doings and Pussie’s Wooings. 

Under the Umbrella, Pictures and Stories for Rainy Days. 

Rosie Dimple’s Pictures and Stories for Tiny 
Folk. - 

Playful Pussies’ Book of Pictures and Stories. 

Little Snowdrop’s Bible Picture-Book. 

This New Series of Picture Books surpasses, in excellence of illustration 

and careful printing, all others at the price,
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Gd. each (continued), 

THE “RED DAVE” SERIES. —<—— 

New and Enlarged Edition, with Coloured Frontispieces. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth boards. 

Mother’s Boy. By M.B.Manwell. 
A Great Mistake. By Jennie 

Chappell. 
From Hand to Hand. By C. 

J. Hamilton. 

That Boy Bob. By Jesse Page. 
Buy Your Own Cherries. By 

J. W. Kirton. 
Owen's Fortune. 

est. 

Only Milly ; or, A Child’s King- 
dom 

Shad’s Christmas Gift. 
Greycliffe Abbey. 
Red Daves; or, What Wilt Thou 

have Me to do? 
Harry’s Monkey: How it Helped 

the Missionaries, 

By Mrs. F. 

Snowdrops; or, Life from the 
Dead ead. 

Dick and his Donkey ; or, How 
to Pay the Rent. 

Herbert's First Year at Bram- 
ord. 

Lost in the Snow; or, The 
Kentish Fisherman. 

The Pearly Gates. 
Jessie Dyson, 
Maude’s Visit to Sandybeach. 
Friendless Bob, and other Stories. 
Come Home, Mother. 
Sybil and her Live Snowball. 
Only a Bunch of Cherries. 
Daybreak. 
Bright Ben: The Story of a 

Mother’s Boy. 

  

THE MARIGOLD SERIES. 

An entirely new and unequalled series of standard stories, printed on g00d laid paper. Imperial 8vo, 

Pride and Prejudice. 
Jane AUSTEN. 

From Jest to Earnest. By E. 
P. Ror 

128 pages, 
vignetied design printed in EIGHT COLOURS, 

Iitustrated covers with 
Price 6D. each, NETT. 

By | The Wide, Wide World. By 
Susan WarneER, : 

4d. each. 
THE TIHY LIBRARY. 

Ae ey 

Books prinied in large type. 

Little Chrissie, and other Stories. 
Harry Carlton’s Holiday. 
A Little Loss and a Big 

Find. 2 What a Little Cripple Dia. Bobby. 
Matty and Tom. 

Cloth. 

The Broken Window. 
John Madge’s Cure for 

Selfishness. 
The Pedlar’s Loan. 
Letty Young’s Trials. 
Brave Boys. 
Little Jem, the Rag Merchant.
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4d. each (con finuedl), 

NEW FOURPENNY SERIES 

of Cloth-bound Books for the Young. With Coloured Frontispieces. 
64 pages. 

Poppy; oF, 
Saint Bride’s. 

Carrie and the Cobbler. 
Dandy Jim. 
A Troublesome Trio. 
Perry’s Pilgrimage. 
Nita; or, Among the Brigands. 

School Days at 

CHEAP ‘‘ PANSY ’’ SERIES. 

Many Illustrations. Imperial 8vo. 64 pages. 
Five Colours. 

*Miss Priscilla Hunter and 
other Stories. . 

*Wild Bryonie. 
*Avice. A Story of Imperial 

Rome. 

A Young Girl’s Wooing. 
Spun From Fact. : 
A Sevenfold Trouble. 
From Different Standpoints. 
Those Boys. . 
Christie’s Christmas. 
Wise to Win; or, The Master 

Hand. 

Four Girls at Chautauqua. 
The Chautauqua Girls a) 

Home. 

Ruth Erskine’s Crosses. 
Ester Ried. 
Julia Ried. , \ 
Ester Ried yet Speaking. 

  

Well Illustrated. Handsome Cloth Covers. 

The Crab’s Umbrella. 
Sunnyside Cottage. 
Those Barrington Boys. 
Two Lilies. 
The Little Woodman and 

His Dog Cesar. 

Robert's Trust. 

Cover printed tn 

An Endless Chain. 
Echoing and Re-eehoing, 
Cunning Workmen. 
Tip Lewis and His Lamp. 
The King’s Daughter. 
Wise and Otherwise. i 
Household Puzzles. \ 
The Randolphs. 
Mrs. Solomon Smith Looking 

On. 

Links in Rebecea’s Life. 
Three People. 
Interrupted. 
The Pocket Measure. 
Little Fishers and their Nets 
A New Graft on the Family 

. Tree. 

The Man of the House. 

3d. each. 

THE PRETTY ‘* GIFT-BOOK ”" SERIES. 

With Coloured Frontispiece, and Illustrations on every page. Paper 

boards, Covers printed in Five Colours and Varnished, 34. ; cloth 

boards, 4a. each. 

My Pretty Picture Book. 

Birdie’s Picture Book. 
Baby’s Delight. : 
Mamma’s Pretty Stories. 
Tiny Tot’s Treasures. 
Papa’s Present. 

Pretty Bible Stories. 
Baby’s Bible Pieture Book. 
Ethel’s Keepsake. 
Out of School. 
Pictures for Laughing Eyes. 
Cheerful and Happy.
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ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY PERIODICALS. 

  

; OnE PENNY aon 

THE BRITISH WORKMAN. 

An Illustrated Paper containing brightly-written Articles and Stories on 
eeeion, Temperance, and Thrift, short Biographical Sketches of Self-made 

en, étc, 
‘the Yearly Volume, with Coloured paper boards, cloth back, and fuil of 

Engravings, 1s. 6d. each; cloth, 2s. 6d. 

One Harrreenny MontuHty. 

THE BAND OF HOPE REVIEW. 

The Leading Temperance Periodical for the Young, containing Serial and 
Short Stories, Concerted Recitations, Prize Competitions, etc. 

The Yearly Volume, with Coloured Cover and full of Engravings, cloth 
back, 1s.; cloth gilt, 2s. each. 

  

One Penny MonrHty. 

THE CHILDREN’S FRIEND. 
The Oldest and Best Magazine for Children. Excellent Serial and Short 

Stories, Prize Competitions, Puzzles, Music, etc. A charming Presentation Plate. 
in colours, is given away with the January number, 

The Yearly Volume, Coloured paper boards, cloth back, rs. 6d.; cloth, 2s. ; 
gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

  

One Penny Montury. 

THE INFANTS’ MAGAZINE. 
Full of charming Pictures and pleasant Rhymes to delight the little ones, 

Printed in large type. Asplendid Coloured Presentation Plate given away with 
the January number, 

The Yearly Volume, in Coloured paper boards, cloth back, zs. 6d. 3 cloth, 
: 28.; gilt edges, as. 6d. : 

One PENNY MontTHLy. 

- THE FAMILY FRIEND and MOTHERS’ COMPANION. 
A beautifully Illustrated Magazine for the Home Circle, containing Serial and 

Short Stories by the leading writers of the day. Also crisply written ‘Articles on 
popular subjects, Notes on Dressmaking, etc. 

The Yearly Volume, with numerous Engravings, Coloured paper boards, 
cloth back, 1s. 6d.; cloth, 2s.; gilt edges, es. 6d. 

One Penny Monruty. 

THE FRIENDLY VISITOR. 
AN ILLUSTRATED GOSPEL MAGAZINE FOR THE PEOPLE, 

Contains striking Gospel Stories and Articles, in large t: beautifi 
illustrated, An invaluable help to District Visitors, Mission EWarcera aie may, 

The Yearly Volume, Coloured Cover, cloth back, 1s. 6d.; cloth, as. ; gilt 
edges, 2s. 6d. 
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