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THE OLD HOUSE 
AND ITS LITTLE INMATES. 

> - • • < ' — 

CHAPTEK I. 

WAITING FOR MOTHER ; OR, " MISCHIEF FOR 
IDLE HANDS." 

5 V y E B C I N G L Y cold and 
* r"^S'"T' ' ^w^ stormy, one day in 
r ^ "- ykM$mit March, the dark clouds 
tt^Eb ttSK^ were passing quickly 
HHL mBml' - across the sky, and a 
! 9 H K ^ H B ' " drizzly sleet was falling. 

"^BSI^Hffl '' ^ i e w'm<^ w a s s o high 
^i|MjBpjf that it whistled round the 

Old House, and shook the 
walls, while it sighed and moaned in the 
chimneys. 

If you had been walking along the high 
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road that evening, you would have thought 
it looked very dreary, standing back behind 
a few leafless trees, without any other house 
or building near. I t was black and smoky 
on the outside, with its row of staring win
dows, and its old and battered front; and 
the piece of ground beyond, which ought to 
have been covered with grass, was worn, 
and bare, and uneven. A few little lights 
were gleaming faintly in two or three of the 
windows, but there was no light in the 
corner room, where little Ned Gardner sat 
alone, watching and peering out into the 
gathering gloom. 

He was straining his eyes to catch sight 
of a figure coming along the road, and every 
dark object that came in view made his 
heart beat faster. At last he could hardly 
see anything but the branches of the strag
gling trees that stood beyond the green, 
and a weary feeling began to creep over 
him. 

He was cold and hungry, for his mother 
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was late in corning to-night, and Neddie 
wanted her more than usual. He had been 
dressing up the room, as best he could, with 
some branches of green and holly which 
he had picked up on the road, for the little 
fellow was anxious to surprise his mother 
when she returned from her day's work, 
and make the room look as cheery as he 
could. 

The fire was by this time very low in the 
grate, and Neddie feared every minute it 
would go out before she came in, and there 
were no more coals. Suddenly he jumped 
down, and fumbled in a little tin box under 
the bed. 

" 111 burn this old wee boat," he said to 
himself; " it's no use to anyone, and mother 
won't mind/' 

So he stuck it among the few red-hot 
cinders, and blew till his little cheeks felt 
as if they would burst. At last it caught 
fire and blazed up. 

" Oh, if mother would come now!" he 
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cried, as he ran back to the window. But 
he could not see anything outside; for the 
light in the room, caused by the blazing 
boat, and the quickly gathering darkness 
outside, made it seem far worse than 
before. 

A quick, hurried tap sounded on the 
door. 

" Moth-er," began Neddie, but he knew 
it was not her before he finished the word, 
and the next minute a rough boy's head 
was thrust in at the door, and two black 
eyes looked full at Neddie. 

" Go away, I don't want you, Dick," said 
Neddie. 

" Wait till you hear what I've got to tell," 
cried Dick, making some amusing grimaces. 

In an unguarded moment Neddie let the 
boy in, and listened to his story about a 
wedding that was to take place in the 
family. Dick led him on to talk about 
money, and finished up by asking Neddie 
where his mother kept hers. 
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"In that cupboard," said the little fellow, 
"but I never touch it. I've got a wee purse 
of my own, though ; and on my birth-day, 
I'm to get threepence in i t ! " As he said 
this Neddie laid his hand on the cupboard 
door. To his surprise it opened. 

I t had so happened that Mrs, Gardner 
had been counting over her rent money that 
morning, and in her haste had forgotten to 
lock the door, as was her custom. Neddie 
felt rather proud to be able to assure Dick 
that his mother was not afraid to trust him, 
and quite forgot her order not to let any 
boys in during her absence, so that in a few 
minutes Dick was standing beside him at 
the cupboard door. 

" See if she's got any money," said the 
boy, nudging Neddie with his elbow. 

Without thinking, Neddie climbed on a 
chair, and opened a square work-box of his 
mother's which lay on the shelf; just inside 
was a little scented silk bag, and, loosing 
the strings, he took out four half-crowns. 
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" She has all that / ' said he triumphantly. 
At this moment, some little prick of con

science told him he was not doing right, 
and a sound outside made him think his 
mother was coming. He quickly replaced 
the money, before Dick had time to ask 
the loan of it a minute, and cried out— 

"Oh, here comes mother! What will 
she say?" 

Dick Sharpe reached the door with rapid 
strides, and Neddie jumped down from the 
cupboard, and closed it. 

But they were mistaken. The sound 
they heard was only old Peter dragging his 
tired limbs up the stair, while his little 
grandchild, Molly, trailed his spade behind 
her. 

Dick, who lived a storey higher, was so 
afraid that it was Mrs. Gardner, that he 
did not stop to look back till he had reached 
the upper landing; and after satisfying 
himself from that distance that it was not 
Neddie's mother, began to slide down the 
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baluster, and soon reached the little fellow's 
door again. Ned, however, had turned the 
key, for the thought of his mother's return 
caused some misgivings as to his conduct to 
arise in his mind. The misgivings did not 
remain long, for Dick, who was outside the 
door, began to entertain him with accounts 
of the fun they were to get at the wedding, 
and a great deal about some money that 
was going to be given him, and he urged 
Neddie to try and get some too, that they 
might spend it together. He finished up 
by saying— 

"Don't say anything to your mother 
about the rent money, Ned, or she'll think 
you have been touching it." 

Then he ran off, and Neddie unlocked 
the door, and was left alone. He did not 
think much about Dick's words after he 
was gone, and he forgot all about the rent 
money, for he was a very little fellow, and 
planning and plotting were far from his 
mind. When he wanted anything, he asked 



16 THE OLD HOUSE. 

and asked, and often teased, for it, and 
though he was often naughty, like other 
little boys, he was truthful and affectionate, 
and he loved his mother dearly; so that, if 
Neddie was disobedient, it was generally 
more from forgetfulness than from wilfulness. 

He now set to work to make the fire blaze 
up again with another old toy, and then sat 
down and watched it, and gave a deep-
drawn sigh. Before he could give a second, 
he heard the well-known step at the door, 
then the handle turned, and in came his 
mother, and Neddie sprang to her side. 
He seized her hand and jumped up and 
down vigorously, while he cried— 

" Mother, do you see ? Do you see V 
" My poor little tired boy, how are you ?" 

she asked anxiously, as she stooped to kiss 
him. 

"I 'm fine, mother," he said, while he 
capered round. "Do you see? Do you 
see?" 

" What ? the blazing fire, do you mean ? 
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I'm very glad it hasn't gone out. Is that 
it, Neddie?" 

"No, no. Look up higher; over the 
mantelpiece, and on the pictures." 

Mrs. Gardner raised her eyes to an old 
engraving with a black wooden frame, and 
to the little wooden clock on the mantelpiece. 

" I see now," she said, with a smile, a» she 
sunk into a chair. " How pretty you have 
made the room look. I hope it has kept 
you from wearying over much." 

" Yes; me and Tina found some beautiful 
green boughs and this bit of ' horry,' and 
we stuck it there to s'prise you. She had 
to go a message, or she'd have been in here 
to see how you liked it." 

" I think it's splendid, and makes our 
little room look quite cheery; and now, 
Neddie, help me get tea ready, dear." 

B 



CHAPTER II. 

THE HAPPIEST HOUR OF THE DAY. 

*ITTLE Neddie began in 
earnest to help his 
mother. He set to 
work to mend the fire 
and set the tea out 
on the wooden table. 
The little tea kettle 

was soon boiling, and the 
candle lighted. Then 

Ned climbed on a chair and reached down 
his white mug and his mother's cup while 
she tidied herself for tea, and he nearly 
broke them both by tumbling over the cat 
in his eagerness to get things ready. 

"Now I'll toast you a bit," he said, 
while he began to hack away at the loaf; 
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but his mother took the knife from him 
and cut a slice, and told him not to be 
in quite such a hurry, or he would come to 
grief. 

This was the hour that the little boy 
looked forward to all day. He enjoyed 
to sit beside his mother when she came 
in from work, and get to his tea, and let his 
little tongue run on, first about one thing, 
then about another. As soon as the meal 
was over and cleared away, Mrs. Gardner 
sat down by the fire, and Neddie jumped 
on her knee. 

" How the wind blows!" he said. " We 
don't like tQ hear that, do we ? " 

" No, dear, not much," she said, with a 
little shiver. 

" It minds us of poor father on the sea, 
doesn't i t ? " 

"Don't, Ned; I can't bear it/' she 
answered, as the tears filled her eyes. 

" Well, but mother, p'raps father is with 
Jesus in the bright city, and we'll soon go 
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too," said the little fellow, turning com
forter. 

His mother kissed him and said, " Time's* 
going; we have only twenty minutes. What 
shall I tell you about?" 

" Noah! No, not Noah. Peter! No, 
not Peter, the progeling son! The pro-
geling son! The boy up there," he cried, 
kicking his legs with delight, and looking 
up at a print of " The Return of the Pro
digal," which was pinned upon the wall, 
and which had a few battered looking holly 
leaves stuck in the top. 

"The prodigal son," said his mother 
smiling. " Very well, we will have it over 
again." And she told the sweet story of 
old as her mother had told it to her, and she 
sat with her arms clasped tightly round her 
boy, and his head resting on her shoulder. 

Yes, it was the happiest hour of the day; 
and Neddie's wild spirits were quieted, and 
his little heart beat fast, and his chest 
heaved, and when his mother came to the 
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part about the son in distress in the far 
country, Neddie said, 

" Be quick, mother—the father ran ; you 
know he did, and I don't want to cry." 

But the tears did come; and Ned stole 
up one little red hand stealthily to brush 
them away, and when that part was told 
about the father's kiss, and the ring, the 
robe, and the fatted calf—the chuckles of 
joy which followed spoke of the feeling that 
had been working in Neddie's heart. 

While his mother cleaned the room and 
made things as comfortable as possible for 
next day, Neddie generally capered about, 
or sat and talked about the story he had 
been listening to. This evening, just as 
Mrs. Gardner put her little boy off her knee, 
there was a loud tap at the door. 

" It's Tina, it's Tina, mother," he cried, 
and ran to open for her. 

" Come in, Tina," said Mrs. Gardner. 
And Tina entered with a womanly air, 

snapping her eyes, and drawing her small, 
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worn, shawl round her shoulders. She was 
a thin pale little girl with dark eyes, and 
fair hair tucked behind her ears, and cut 
short like a boy's. Her feet were bare as 
well as her head, and she looked as if she 
had been existing lately without very much 
food. 

" I wanted to know how you liked the 
horry that me and Neddie found, Mrs. 
Gardner," she said, as she seated herself on 
the edge of the chair and put her feet up to 
the fire to warm. 

" I liked the holly very much, dear. I t 
looks quite like Christmas time to see the 
room dressed up. Where did you find 

itr 
"Must have dropped from a cart t A man 

was dragging some along. Neddie and me 
saw him pass, and then when we went into 
the road, here was a piece lyin\ How nice 
your fire is, Mrs. Gardner, it alius seems 
nicer'n, warmer'n ours." 

"You look cold enough, child. How is 
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Joseph to-night? I hear him coughing a 
great deal." 

"He's very bad," said Tina, with fast 
filling eyes. As she turned her little head 
on one side, and gazed sadly into the fire, 
she added, " Mother says she don't like the 
look of him to-night. She is going to get 
the doctor to see him. I think Joey would 
be far better in the Good Home, Mrs. 
Gardner." 

Mrs. Gardner was silent; only to herself 
she murmured, " Quite true." 

^ ^ ^ ^ 



3̂  ^ ^ ^ 

CHAPTER I I I . 
THE OLD HOUSE. 

>INA NICOL lived in 
-.̂  the next room to Neddie 

Gardner and his mother. 
Most of the Old House 
was let off in single 

rooms, but a few of the 
occupants had two apart

ments belonging to them. The 
Nicols had only one. They were 

an unfortunate family. Nothing went well 
with them. Their children did not thrive, 
their house was never very comfortable; the 
man was always getting out of work. I t 
did not seem to be exactly their fault, for 
things were always going wrong, and times 
were bad, and Mrs. Nicol was not strong, 
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and, the children caught all the childish 
complaints there were to be caught. They 
had already lost four, and the remaining 
three were very delicate. There was Joseph 
and Christina (or "Tina," as she was called) 
and little Jennie left, and now Joseph was 
very ill. Indeed, all of them were suffering 
frum whooping-cough, and Joseph had bron
chitis as well. 

Mrs. Nicol was a kind-hearted, well-
meaning woman, who never knew exactly 
what to do next. Her room was never so 
tidy and comfortable as it might have been, 
because she did not set to cleaning it with 
a good will. She did not feel very strong, 
and so she stayed in bed when it would 
have been better she had been up and stir
ring about. She was easily disheartened, 
and where many a mother would have 
patched the children's clothes in spite of 
the holes, she thought it was " no use " to 
patch. If her children were ill, she dosed 
and poulticed them as best she could one 
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day, and went out the next and left them 
to their fate. Yet she loved them, and 
fretted over the little ones taken from her. 

She was able to read, and this comforted 
her a great deal. Often by the flickering 
light of the fire, when the " bairns " were in 
bed, she would take out her store of tracts, 
given to her or the children at different 
times, and read them over. 

" My man is not eddicated; he knows 
nothing of books," she used to say; "but 
hell listen while I read, and that's some
thing." 

Mrs. Nicol felt very well satisfied with 
herself, on the whole. Not that she was 
self-righteous exactly, but she did not 
trouble to look beyond the present state of 
things. She hoped God would have mercy 
on her when she died, for she knew she was 
a sinner. So she read her " bits o' books " 
whenever she got the time, and said her 
prayers as regular as she could, and was 
very anxious to instruct her husband, for 
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she could not help feeling he might not 
stand so good a chance as herself in the 
future, having had no " eddication." She 
had not learned that without faith in Christ 
she was lost. 

Her husband did not trouble about these 
things at all. He was very tired when he 
came home of a night, and listened or sal 
quiet when his wife read, and dosed over 
when he could not keep awake. His spirit 
was nearly crushed by the loss of his chil
dren and his circumstances. 

Now for a word about the Old House 
before we return to Neddie and Tina. I t 
had once been an old mansion standing 
back from the high road, with meadows 
and fields behind it. A group of fine trees 
had once stood in front of the house beyond 
the garden, or rather short carriage drive. 

Many a merry Christmas and glad New 
Year's Day had been passed within those 
walls. Many young and joyous ones had 
danced with light and eager feet to the 
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sound of merry music there. Many a birth 
had taken place, and many a death, before 
it fell out of repair and repute, and was let 
off in single tenements to some of the 
poorest and most struggling of the country 
round. 

There are always people who are glad to 
flock to such places. The rents are low, 
and they are out of the way of the strict 
rules of the street. The women placed 
their clothes to dry on the green in front, 
or on the battered and ragged hedges; the 
children fastened ropes to the bare trees, or 
played at "having gardens" on the hard, 
barren soil and the mothers stood about 
the doorway in the summer evenings as the 
sun went down. A railroad ran along on the 
other side of the road, and a bare piece of 
ground on the one side was covered with 
the black stone dug out of the coal pits, 
after it had been separated from the coal. 
After a cart load had been thrown down,, 
children from the Old House, with little 
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bags or boxes used to come and pick it 
over, hoping to find bits of coal amongst it; 
and so they did, and often after diligent 
search would return with enough to kindle 
a fire. 

I might say some of the children from 
the Old House used to do this—for the 
most respectable of the inhabitants, and 
those in regular work would not condescend 
to that sort of thing. Neddie's mother did 
not like him to do it. Sometimes, how
ever, he helped the other children on the 
sly, and it seemed to him a little like seeking 
shells on the sea shore. 

Tina Nicol used to visit the coal field 
every day. They would almost have 
perished with cold at one time if she had 
not searched eagerly and steadily among 
the black heaps of refuse, and Neddie 
helped her when he could. 



CHAPTER IV. 

AWAY TO THE HAPPY LAND. 

OWN till within the last 
two months Mrs. Gard
ner had been supplied 
with needlework and 
with machine-made gar
ments to finish up in 

her own home, and she 
had had Ned under her 

own eye. This was the reason 
why he was so unlike most of the other 
children round about. His mother did not 
let him out to play much in those days 
unless it was with Tina or old Peter's little 
Molly. At last her employer would not 
supply her any longer with work in her 



AWAY TO THE HAPPY LAND. 31 

own home, and if she continued with him, 
he said she must come to the warehouse 
and work the machine there. 

Mrs. Gardner at first did not know what 
to do. She tried for home work and could 
not get it, and so in the end was obliged to 
leave Neddie, and go out every day. Her 
heart ached very much over it, and she shed 
some bitter tears. 

He would grow wild and rough now, 
she thought, and learn bad ways. He 
could not get into the large school near by 
for three or four months, and what would 
become of him meanwhile? At last she 
was able to cast her care on God; and 
though she sometimes took it up again, she 
left it with Him every morning. 

Neddie had leave to play outside if the 
weather was pretty good through the first 
part of the day, and then he ran in and 
out of Mrs. Nicol's room; but after two 
o'clock, when he had eaten what food his 
mother left him, he was to get the key 
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from Tina's mother, and keep in his own 
room till Mrs. Gardner came home at half-
past five. 

Then the little fellow used to get out 
his tin box, into which his mother dropped 
every odd thing she could find. Indeed 
she tried to put something fresh in each 
day, if it were only an empty reel, a button, 
or a sweetie drop, in order to keep Neddie 
happy through part of the long afternoon. 
Of course he had little visitors sometimes, 
but he was forbidden to let any in but the 
Nicols or Molly. 

Mrs. Gardner knew the Nicols were quiet, 
decent folk. They did not drink or use bad 
words, and kept their children and room 
pretty clean, and it was the best she could 
do to let Neddie in there when she was 
away. 

After Tina came in, Mrs. Gardner listened 
for a few minutes to the short, hard cough 
of the little boy in the next room, and then 
telling the two children to sit by the fire 
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till she returned, she rapped at Mrs. NicoFs 
door. 

" I am glad to see you, Mrs. Gardner, 
I was just coming to ask you to step in. 
Wee Joseph's very bad to-night. What 
do you think of him ?" 

Mrs. Gardner stepped up to the bed. 
The poor little fellow was lying with closed 
eyes and pallid cheeks, his yellow curls 
spread over the pillow. His breathing was 
more like panting, and the cough racked 
his tiny frame. The tears came into Mrs. 
Gardner s eyes, and she could not speak at 
first. 

" You will not keep him long," she said 
gently. " 0 Mrs. Nicol, if you can part 
with him, he would be better off." 

" I know he would," cried the poor 
woman, covering her eyes with her hands; 
" but it's awful hard, and he such a bonnie 
lad, and so 'biddable.' If ye'll stay by 
him a few minutes, 111 run for the doctor 
again." 
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A quarter of an hour elapsed, and the tall 
young doctor entered. He shook his head 
as he felt the child's pulse. 

" The boy has no strength left," he said. 
" Give him a little brandy and water when
ever you can. Get this bottle made up 
at once; it will soothe the cough. I am 
sorry for you/' he added kindly; " but I 
fear there is not much hope," and then the 
doctor took his leave. 

Mrs. Gardner remained beside little 
Joseph the greater part of the night, and 
Tina stayed with Neddie. Once he opened 
his eyes and said faintly— 

" Tina, ' Suffer little children ' " and 
then he said no more. 

After a little while, his cough ceased, and 
only a heavy rattling sound continued in 
his chest. His mother had dozed over by 
the fire; she thought he was better. But 
Mrs. Gardner touched her. 

"Come and kiss him once again," she 
said; and the poor mother started up and 
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pressed her lips to his little forehead. I t 
was getting cold. 

"Do you mean that he's dying?" she 
asked. 

"Jesus will take the wee lamb/' said 
Mrs. Gardner gently. 

They roused the father, and in two or 
three minutes little Joseph was away—far 
away in the Happy Land. 

Tina had learned the verse! that her 
little brother had begun to repeat, and had 
taught it to him. She had learned it at 
the " Breakfast Meetings." I will tell you 
about them in a little while. 

^Shf f^M* 



CHAPTER V: 

THE LOST MONEY. 

k^ /VFTER Mrs. Gard-
/ * | ner had left for 

her work the next 
morning Dick's 
visit of the day 
before occurred to 

Neddie's mind, and 
pulled out his little purse 

to have a look at it. 
" I wonder if mother has 

locked the cupboard this 
morning/* thought he. " I quite 

"F forgot to tell her it was open." 
Upon pulling the little brass knob, it 

slowly opened, for the door fitted pretty 
tight. 
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Mrs. Gardner had had no occasion to go 
to it the night before, and therefore had 
not found out her mistake; and now her 
little treasure, the savings of a month, were 
left unguarded. 

If Neddie had thought about it, he 
would have protected his mother's rent-
money with all his power, and shut it up, 
and kept guard zealously. But Neddie 
did not think this time. He climbed in a 
chair and peeped at the money; then he 
suddenly determined to see if his little 
purse would hold it all; and, in the end, 
he thought it would be "jolly" to play 
at keeping shop with it. Of course, he 
would put it back again when he had 
finished playing, and he would lock the 
door when he went outside. 

Half-an-hour passed. Never had the 
little fellow felt so rich. Rarely had he 
enjoyed a game alone so much, He bought 
and sold all his toys, and the chairs and 
tables beside, and when tired of that he put, 
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the money and purse in his pocket and pre
tended he was a " rich gentleman," while 
he marched about with his mother's old 
jacket on instead of a greatcoat. In the 
midst of his play Molly rapped at the 
door. 

" Come Ned, quick, there's a organ man 
playin' outside, and he's got a monkey with 
a long, long tail and wee round eyes/' 

Off was dashed the greatcoat, out of the 
door flew Neddie, shouting, " Lock the door, 
Mrs Nicol," and the children disappeared 
down the stair while Mrs. Nicol came and 
locked the door. 

Neddie and old Peter's little Molly, with 
many other little ones, danced and capered 
about while the organ man played all the 
tunes he was able, twice over. They watched 
the monkey pull on and off his little cap 
and fire a tiny pistol, and walk round hold
ing a tray to collect pennies from the small 
crowd. Then they followed the organ-man 
a little way down the road; and stopped at 
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the next row of houses, where he began to 
play again. 

After they were tired of this they retired 
to the shed by the side of the green and 
played keeping shop. They collected all 
the things they could to make a store, stones 
for potatoes, weeds for cabbages, sticks for 
carrots, wood for fires, and then Neddie 
took off his jacket and hung it up to sell, 
and Molly did the same with her • hat. 
Neddie's purse did not fasten, and two of 
the half-crowns were loose in his little 
pocket, and the pocket was a very short 
one. As he took it off and shook it, and 
threw it down on the old barrel, the two 
half-crowns slipped out and fell quietly 
down on the earth behind the barrel. 

When the little boy came home for his 
dinner he began, as was his habit, to play 
with his tin box. Then his purse, and the 
money, suddenly flashed upon his mind. 
He felt in his pocket, took out the purse 
and opened it, and inside were only two 
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half-crowns—two were missing. The quick 
blood rushed to his face, his heart beat fast, 
he got a chair and climbed on it and felt in 
the little silk bag, lest by any chance they 
might be safely there. But no, it was 
empty, and a dreary sense of trouble came 
over poor Neddie's heart. 

I t seemed as if a great black cloud was 
all around him. He was not old enough to 
think it all over and what the consequences 
would be, but a faint picture of the past 
came up in his mind, of his mother sitting 
and crying, and when he asked her what 
was the matter, she had said, "O Neddie, I 
have not enough money to pay the rent, and 
the man is angry about it. You must be 
a good boy and not ask for butter to your 
bread or sugar to your tea for a long while." 

This had happened several weeks ago, 
but Neddie never forgot it. He turned his 
pockets inside out, but the money was not 
to be found, and then he sat down and 
began to think how naughty he had been. 
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After a while there came a knock at the 
door. Instead of opening it, Neddie turned 
the key. He guessed it was Dick, and he 
guessed right. Dick wanted to know if he 
had got any money, but Neddie had no 
heart to answer. He lay down on the mat 
before the little fire, and after a time cried 
himself asleep. 

He was wakened by Tina calling from 
outside. When he opened his eyes it was 
getting dark; the fire was low, and he was 
shivering with cold. Neddie opened the 
door to Tina, and telling her to come in 
began to pour his troubles into her ear. 

It was difficult for her to understand all 
his story, but it was enough for her that 
Neddie was in trouble. 

" Shall you tell your mother ?" she 
asked. 

" Oh, I can't, Tina, and promise you won't 
tell yours." 

" No, I'll not, unless she asks, but I think 
you had better, Neddie. She will find out, 
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and be very angry if you hide a tale from 
her." 

"O dear, I wish I was up in heaven 
with Joseph," sobbed Neddie. " I don't 
know what to do 1" 

" Don't wish to go and leave me," said 
Tina, with eyes full of tears; " it's very 
lonesome, now wee Joe is gone. I'll go and 
look about and see if you've dropped the 
money anywhere, if you like. You was 
standing watching the monkey ever so 
long." 

So it was agreed Tina should go and look 
about. Neddie always promised his mother 
to stay indoors through the afternoon, and 
he faithfully kept this promise. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A FRUITLESS SEARCH. 

r O P E L E S S L Y Tina 
searched and searched 
in front of the house, 
and as she was looking 
about in the darkness, 
Mrs. Gardner passed 
her. 

" What are you looking 
for, Tina ? " she said. 

Tina started. " Oh, I didn't see you, 
Mrs. Gardner. Never mind; it's sometllin, 

I can't find." . 
Mrs. Gardner passed on; but Neddie 

had been watching, and had heard his 
mother's footsteps. He looked round the 
room for somewhere to hide, for he felt he 
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could not face her. Under the bed he 
scrambled, and lay quite still. 

His mother opened the door. 
" Neddie/' she cried; but no Neddie 

answered She tried Mrs. Nicol's door, and 
inquired for her little boy. 

" He was in a minute since," she replied, 
and Tina, who was mounting the stairs, 
said the same. 

Mrs. Gardner entered the room again, 
and lighted the candle, but no Neddie was 
to be seen. So she took off her bonnet 
and shawl, and began to get tea ready. 
Once or twice she went to the head of the 
stair, and called Neddie, but received no 
answer. The second time she startled 
Tina, who was shivering outside in the 
darkness. 

" What are you waiting for, Tina, dear?" 
she asked kindly. " Do you want in ?" 

The little girl murmured something about 
" poor Neddie," and shook her head. 

Mrs. Gardner began to get anxious about 
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her little boy, and thinking Tina was the 
same, bade her run to the foot of the stair, 
and see if he was anywhere about; but 
Tina guessed the truth pretty nearly, and 
seemed reluctant to go. 

" Well, come in, then ; and if he does 
not turn up in a few minutes, we must go 
together and seek Trim." 

So Tina came in, and gazed earnestly 
round the room. 

" Poor wee boy, I hope he is not out in 
the cold. I can't understand it. You say 
he was here only a little while ago. He 
never was away when I got back from work 
before. Did he come to meet me, do you 
think ?" asked Mrs. Gardner. 

Tina was looking fixedly at the curtain 
round the bottom of the bed, and before 
she could reply, they both heard the sound 
of a low sob. 

Mrs. Gardner's eyes followed Tina's, and 
there was visible the half of a little foot 
from under the bed. 
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" Neddie, my boy, what are you there 
for ?" she cried, anxiously lifting the cur
tain. " What is wrong ? Are you ill ? 
O Neddie, tell me ? Come out, dear." 

But Neddie's long pent-up sobs broke 
forth, and he cried and sobbed as if his 
heart would break, while his mother drew 
him from under the bed. 

" Do you know what is wrong, Tina?" 
she asked. 

Tina only shivered and said, " Tell, Ned;" 
and then, as the little boy was fast getting 
beyond himself, and was writhing and cry
ing on the floor, she sunk down beside him 
and cried in company. 

Mrs. Gardner was quite puzzled, so she 
left them to cry together for a few minutes, 
and then lifted Neddie on to her knee. 

His sobs beginning to cease, she tried by 
coaxing to draw his trouble from him. After 
a little while he managed to gasp— 

"Your rent money! Oh, your rent 
money!" 
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His mother glanced to the cupboard door, 
and saw it was ajar. 

" It is not lost, surely, Ned?" she cried, 
and rose quickly. 

" Don't look; oh, don t look," he cried, 
holding her dress. 

But her anxiety was too great, and in 
another minute she had opened the door of 
the little cupboard, and reached down the 
silk bag. I t was empty. Neddie had, in 
his fright, forgotten to replace the two half-
crowns. 

" Where is my rent money ? Surely not 
lost or stolen ?" cried his mother, grasping 
him by the arm. 

" No; here's two monies here," sobbed 
Neddie, pulling out his little purse, and 
displaying half the little treasure. 

" But where are the rest ?" asked 
Mrs. Gardner, more hopefully, as she 
secured the two coins. "Come, Tina, 
you know, don't you ? Tell me all about 
it." 
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Then both children poured into her ear 
the story as best they could. 

" I was playin* very happy and good/' 
said Neddie, " at buyin' your best bonnet, 
and Molly called me to see the monkey, 
and we follered it, and its eyes were that 
bright, and it fired a piskel, and oh, it was 
such fun!" 

" But the money, Neddie/' put in his 
mother. 

" Oh-h-h, I don't know how I lost it, 
but when I got back I found it was gone. 
Perhaps the wee monkey stole it," he added, 
as if a very bright thought had struck him. 
The worst seemed over for him now that 
his mother knew about it; and after much 
questioning she managed to understand 
something of the truth. 

"Let's go and look about," said Tina. 
" Mother has a lantern, and we might 
find them." 

Mrs. Gardner shook her head, and the 
tears rolled down her cheeks. 

D 
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" How could you be so naughty, Neddie, 
as to touch the money though I did leave 
the door open ?" 

"Dick told me to see how much you 
had, and I wanted to take care of it for 
you/' replied Ned, hanging his head. 

" More naughty still of you to let Dick 
in; he is a wild boy, and will lead you 
wrong. Oh dear! how shall I manage with 
you when I am out at work ! And now my 
hard earned money is gone, and we must 
stint ourselves for weeks to make it up, 
and what will the collector say? Maybe 
he will turn us out, for I cant make it up 
for a long time. 0 Neddie!" and his mother 
shook him by the arm. 

ei I'll never do it again, mother, and I 
won't eat no butter nor sugar for lots o' 
weeks." 

But no smile came on his mother's face. 
Suddenly she rose, and going into Mrs. 
Nicol's room, where little Joseph's body 
lay, she told her trouble and borrowed 
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the lantern, and bidding the children 
come and help her to search, went out into 
the darkness. They searched for half-an-
hour in the direction the organ man took, 
but it resulted in nothing. Neddie did 
not think of the shed, and Tina did not 
know. 

They returned disheartened and sad. 
Mrs. Gardner put Neddie to bed directly 
after tea as a punishment, and followed 
him very soon, for she had no heart to set 
to her work. 

Neddie prayed hard to be forgiven as he 
lay in bed. Indeed his mother heard him 
pray, " Have mercy on me, O God. Have 
mercy on me; I have been a very naughty 
boy." 

Her heart was softened towards him after 
this, and she put her arm round him. Both 
his little arms went about her neck in a 
minute, and they cried together. And the 
two half-crowns lay quietly behind the old 
barrel! 
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" Let us ask God together to help us to 
find the money or to make it up somehow," 
said Ned's mother. 

" Yes, and ask Jesus to forgive me, and 
make me grow strong and big awful quick, 
so I can work for you, mother." 
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CHAPTER VIL 

GOOD TIDINGS. 

HEN Mrs. Gardner went 
out next morning it was 
with a heavy heart. She 
looked about a little, but 
the rain was falling, and she 
fully believed the money 
had been picked up. 

Neddie was standing 
very disconsolately by the 

side of the hedge outside the house an 
hour or two later, as a lady and her little 
boy passed by. She stopped at seeing 
Neddie's tear-stained face, and asked him 
what was the matter. 

Neddie looked up and met such a pleasant 
smile, that he answered at once— 
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" I lost two half-crowns of my mother's 
yesterday, and it was her rent money, and 
she's awful sad about it, and I don't know 
what we'll do. She was going to try and 
save up to get me a coat for cold days, 
and she can't now, and we can't have no 
butter and no sugar, and I feel mis'able, as 
my mother cries when she gets home." 

" Where did you lose it, dear ?" 
" I don't know, but I was looking at a 

monkey and a organ, and I oughtn't to 
have been playin' with her money, but she 
forgot to lock the cupboard, and I just took 
it for a lend." 

The lady was interested in Neddie's 
story. She lived near by the Old House, 
and had often seen the little fellow playing 
about, and had more than once remarked 
his bright intelligent face. She asked him 
several questions, and then told him if he 
followed her home she had a little warm 
half-worn coat of Ernest's lying by, and he 
should have it. 
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" I have been wanting to find a little 
boy that really needed one and would take 
care of it, and I shall give it to you," she 
said. 

Ernest begged his mother to take Neddie 
back with them that minute, and give him 
the coat, and so the lady did, and found a 
little cap besides that fitted him nicely, and 
Neddie felt very proud and happy as he 
walked back home, having made Ernest 
the very best bow he could. 

The lady said she should come in and 
see Mrs. Gardner in a day or two, and hear 
if she had found her money, and she put a 
sixpence into Neddy's hand as he left. 

The afternoon was fast passing away; the 
rain beat heavily against the windows of 
the Old House, and the wind howled round 
it again, but it mattered little to the chil
dren in room No. 8. They were as happy 
just then as they had been miserable the 
day before. The fire was blazing up—they 
had given it some impatient little pokes. 
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Neddie was dressed in his new coat and 
cap with his sixpence clasped in his hand, 
and Tina was sharing his pleasure with 
the two lost half-crowns tightly clasped in 
hers. If ever she ventured to peep at them 
Neddie cried— 

" Ah don't, Tina. Take care or they 11 
get lost again." 

When Mrs. Gardner came up the stairs, 
before she could enter the room, the two 
children nearly overpowered her. Each 
tried to tell the story, and could only end 
up with laughing and jumping for joy. 

" The half-crowns is found, and I've got 
a new coat and cap, mother," at last burst 
out Neddie, and then he tried to topple 
head over heels, but only fell sideways into 
the fender. 

" You tell about it, Tina, 'cos you found 
them," said Neddie, when he rose to his 
feet. 

" Well, we went to play in the shed and 
make a wee house, and we pulled the old 
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barrel away, and I saw the monies," added 
Tina. 

"You see, mother, Molly and I played at 
shops in the shed yesterday," put in Neddie, 
" after the monkey man left, and I had the 
half-crowns in my pocket, so when we hung 
up our jackets to play at selling 'em, your 
rent money must a dropped out, and kept 
quiet behind the barrel. It's a good thing 
no fieves went and stole them in the night. 
And I'm glad Tina asked me to play with 
her in the shed to-day. We had such a 
tug to get that barrel away, and then Tina 
and I saw the big monies, and didn't she 
pounce on 'em!" Here Neddie burst out 
laughing at the remembrance. Then he 
suddenly grew grave, and said, " I t was 
God took care of them, wasn't it ?" 

" I t was, it was, I am glad!" said the 
poor woman. " Let's thank Him just this 
minute, children." And they knelt down 
and thanked God for helping them out of 
their trouble, amid tears and sobs of joy. 
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" And you have a bonny new coat and 
cap, and you'll be fine and warm now, dear. 
How kind of the lady! Really good has 
come out of it I" 

" I wasn't such a very bad boy to lose 
the money, was I, mother?" cried Neddie, 
who was getting quite elated. 

His mother kissed him and got the tea 
ready, and then she went to her box and 
took out a little pair of stockings she had 
had given her for Neddie, and gave them 
to Tina to pull over her little bare feet. 

"You deserve them for finding the 
money, Tina, and now sit up and get 
tea with us to-night," and a very happy 
little party they were. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

A BREAKFAST MEETING. 

[T was about a week 
after little Joseph's 
body had been laid in 
the grave, that Tina 

knocked at Mrs. Gard
ner's door. I t was just 

eight o'clock in the 
morning, and when the 

door was opened, she said— 
" Let Neddie come along with me to the 

Breakfast Meetin', Mrs. Gardner. We'll be 
quite safe—really we will." 

" I hardly like him to go so far; but, as 
it is a fine morning, and I promised him he 
might go once, I think I'll say Yes, if you 
will take care of him." 
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" Thank you," cried Tina, clapping her 
little hands. " You see IVe made myself 
as clean as I can, cos I thought Neddie 'ud 
come; and IVe been up ever so early and 
give mother a cup o tea, as she isn't feeling 
well this morning. She promised me I'd 
get to the Breakfast if I took good care o* 
Jennie while she's away selling apples to
day; but Jennie's begun to cough, Mrs. 
Gardner." 

Here Tina was stopped by a violent fit 
of coughing, which ended in the whoop. 

" Wouldn't you be better to stay in with 
that cough, Tina?" asked Neddie's mother. 

"I don't think so/' said Tina shortly; 
"and it's so nice to see all the folks get 
their breakfast, and hear the hymns and 
the genkleman telling about Jesus." 

" Well, be careful of the crossings, and 
come back directly it's over," said Mrs. 
Gardner, as she put on Neddie's cap. 
"And, Tina, you may come and take tea 
with us to-night." 
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The sudden flush which spread over 
Tina's pale face, and the quick-drawn 
breath, told plainly how delightful such 
news was to her; and in about ten minutes 
the two little ones were away from the Old 
House, and running hand in hand along the 
high road. The morning was grey and 
cold, but they skipped happily along, and 
soon turned into the streets, where it was 
more sheltered from the chill breeze. 

" Tina," said Neddie, whenever he could 
draw breath, "do you think the Bright 
City will be anything like Breakfast 
Meeting' 

"I 'spect so, only better; but I don't 
know about the coffee," answered Tina. 
" But Joey knows, don't he V9 

" Yes," said Neddie; " and I wish I was 
Joey. I'm quite weary of the Old House 
and those trees, and that horrid tree, and 
mother bein' away all day, and trains 
puffin' past, and those coal fields. Ain't 
you, Tina? It wouldn't be so bad if we 
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could get to Breakfast every day, would 
it? But perhaps mother'll let me go 
with you often, if we don't come to no 
harm." 

"Watch your feet, Neddie!" cried the 
little girl, by way of answer, as they 
suddenly came on a large pool. " Here; 
shall I carry you over V and she prepared 
to encircle Neddie in her arms; but Neddie 
would not stand it. 

He was a boy, and she was a girl, and 
however much he liked Tina, he would not 
let her " mother " over him half as much as 
her warm little heart prompted. Besides, 
Tina was only two months older, and not 
nearly so stout as Neddie. It was a good 
thing he stepped boldly across, though he 
did dash into the water, for if Tina had 
tried to carry him over, they most cer
tainly would have rolled into the pool 
together. 

She was so used to shift for herself, run 
errands, take care of the children, and 
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mind the house, that she felt far older than 
Neddie, and it seemed very natural to her 
to protect him. A few steps further, and 
they reached the large hall, where the 
breakfast was ready prepared for those who 
had tickets given them. 

Tina's mother attended the Mission 
Meetings on Sunday evenings, and so she 
had two breakfast tickets given her every 
week, and these she generally gave to Tina, 
for she was not often able to use them her
self. Tina was always ready to go, however 
dark or cold the mornings, and many a time 
had trudged along alone. Here she had 
heard of a Saviour for little children and of 
the " Good Home" that she and Neddie 
loved to talk about. The two little ones 
passed up the flight of steps with others, 
who, with wan and hungry looks, were 
counting on the warm cup of coffee and 
rolls inside. Neddie shrunk back a little 
as they entered, and the buzz of voices 
sounded in their ears, and the bright light 
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from the gas showed up the long rows of 
tables, with the men and women and 
children arranged on each side. But Tina 
said, "Come along, Ned, it's all right," 
and giving up her ticket, she pushed her 
way through the people, and seated her
self and Neddie at the top of one of the 
tables. 

"Mother's ticket does for us two little 
uns," she said. 

I t was so strange to the little fellow that 
he was quite taken up with looking at all 
the people and the steaming urns of tea 
and coffee, and piles of bread and butter 
and rolls, and the platform with the gentle
men and ladies on it. 

Tina's thoughts, however, were centred 
on him, and she secured a cup of coffee and 
two slices of bread and butter for each ot 
them, and then, nudging Neddie, she 
said— 

"The genkleman's goin' to say grace; 
shut yer eyes." 
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Neddie shut them with a ponderous sigh, 
and then fell to and ate his breakfast. 

After the breakfast was over, a gentleman 
rose and addressed the people for about 
half-an-hour. He waa an elderly man, 
with grey hair and a kind, intelligent face. 
Tears stood in his eyes as he besought those 
toiling, struggling people to come to One 
who is the Bread of Life, and who is a Rest 
for the weary. He reminded them that 
the doors of the hall were closed at half-
past eight every morning, and none could 
enter and obtain breakfast after that, and 
he told them that as surely the gates of 
heaven would one day be closed, and the 
doors shut, that none could enter then; 
but that now they were wide open, and 
whosoever would might "drink of the 
water of life freely." 

He said, "Christ is the door, and by 
Him you may enter and find rest. You 
toil now, you are weary now, you have to 
struggle for your daily bread now, and 
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what prospect have you for the future ? 
Do not throw away such an opportunity, 
but come to the Saviour who died for 
you." 

There was silence for a minute, and some 
sighed deeply, a few drew their jacket 
sleeves across their eyes. Ned and Tina 
waited with wide-open eyes. Then the 
gentleman said— 

" Christ is knocking at the door of some 
of your hearts now! Will you let Him in? 
Will you open to Him? If so, He will open 
the gates of the Bright City to you another 
day. Do you refuse to open now ? Then 
you may have to stand and knock another 
day, when He will say it is ' too late, you 
cannot enter now/ " 

Noiselessly the children slipped out of 
the hall and away into the streets. 

" Did Jesus knock at your door, Tina?" 
asked Neddie. " He did at mine. I felt 
something going thump, thump!" 

"I've felt that before. I think He's 
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in my heart. I love Him," Tina answered 
gently. " Did you let Him in, Neddie ?" 

That was a confidence Neddie would not 
reveal to Tina, so he merely replied— 

"Me and mother's going to the Bright 
City some day, and I. just wish it was 
to-day." 



CHAPTER IX. 

TINA AND NEDDIE S SEARCH FOR COALS. 

N̂ the children reaching 
the Old House, they 
found Mrs. Nicol ready-
to start with a basket 
of apples to sell, so 
Jennie was given over 

fcT to Tina's care. 
"There are no more coals 

left," said her mother, " so you 
must go out and try and pick some up. 
Wrap Jennie in this shawl, and keep her 
warm; and when you have got enough, 
try and kindle a fire. I hope father will 
bring in something to-night/' 

Tina wrapped up little Jenny as warm as 
she could, and tied a wool handkerchief 

^^^^~-
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over her head. Then Neddie got the old 
basket, and they went out to the coal field. 
But the slate and stone had been pretty-
well picked over, and it was rather slow 
work. 

"Find a nice snug place for Jennie, 
Neddie, and I'll set her down while we 
pick." 

So Neddie looked carefully round. There 
was the old hedge on one side, and a wooden 
shed at the top of the field; the other side 
was all heaps and rubbish. 

"We won't put the wee dear down 
there," said Ned, in a fatherly way, point
ing to the heaps; "let's put her in the 
shed, if it's open." 

So they spread out an old sack, and sat 
Jennie down while they searched for the 
coal. It was the best they could do; but 
the cold air blew in, and Jennie's cheeks 
turned blue. 

"There's the cough coming on," cried 
Tina, after a few minutes, and she dropped 
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her basket, and ran and picked up the baby 
and held her while the fit lasted. 

" It isn't much use picking to-day/' she 
said. "What ' l lwedo?" 

" I don't know," answered Neddie, whose 
spirits generally fell the first. " Let's come 
up and see if my fire is out, or play ' Tottie's 
Ground.'" 

Tina shook her head. " I must try and 
find coal by the time mother's in. See, 
there's a coal cart coming; let's follow it, 
and perhaps some will drop." 

" The man would catch us," said Neddie. 
"No, no; I mean, follow away behind. 

He'll not care, or take any notice." 
This plan was finally agreed on, so, 

wrapping Jennie firmly round her with the 
shawl, and Neddie holding the basket, they 
sallied forth, and followed the cart some 
twenty yards off. 

How anxiously their little eyes watched; 
how they hoped the cart would get a good 
jolt, or the horse start quickly forward at 
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the sound of the whip! Presently a small 
piece fell. 

"Run, Ned, quick; but don't let the 
man see, or he'll drive us off, though he'd 
leave it behind anyhow." 

The man took no notice, and Neddie care
fully secured the prize. On they trudged 
again, and for some minutes none fell. Their 
spirits were at a very low ebb, when sud
denly the wheel sunk into a rut, and a good 
sized lump crashed into the road. Both 
children gave a cry of delight, and Tina 
forgot her aching arms. Neddie started 
forward, but unfortunately the man had 
noticed his loss this time, and coolly stooped 
down to pick it up; however, the lump of 
coal having broken, some good sized pieces 
were left behind, and these the children 
secured. 

" We've got enough to kindle a fire now," 
said Tina. " I don't Vlieve no more '11 fall, 
and my arms are tired; shall we take a wee 
rest?" 
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Neddie assented, and they sat down by 
the wayside. 

After a few minutes a stout, kind-looking, 
rosy-faced woman passed by, and halted in 
front of the little trio. 

" What are you doing here ?" she asked. 
" We ain't doing nothing," said Neddie; 

" but taking a rest, cos we're tired of looking 
for coal." 

" What are you looking for coal for. I 
don't see where you're to find any ?" 

" What drops from coal carts; we got 
this/1 replied the little fellow; then noticing 
the kind inquiring smile on the country
woman's face, he went on, " Tina's mother's 
gone away selling apples, and she hasn't 
any fire, and wee Jennie's got a cough; so 
we've been seeking coal." 

" Ah, I see now," answered the woman, 
" you're bad off" 

" Tina's badder off'n me; her wee brother 
died the other day; but he's gone to the 
Bright City, ain't he, Tina ?" 
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Tina nodded her head, and the good 
woman, who had disposed of her goods satis
factorily that morning at market, put her 
hand in her pocket, and gave each of the 
three children a penny, and bidding them 
take baby home, said " Good-bye." 

Oh, the joy those pennies gave! Oh, the 
talk on the road home! How quickly they 
scuffled along with baby and basket! Ah, 
a well-bestowed penny is often a great 
matter. Did they spend them on sweets ? 
No, no. Tina got a good sized basket of 
coals at the shed for hers, baby's bought tea 
for mother, and Neddie's bought two large 
scones, to be divided between them. 

Tina, though not six years old, could 
kindle the fire, and when her mother reached 
home, disheartened over her half-filled bas
kets, the fire was burning brightly, and the 
kettle singing on the hob. It was a pleasant 
surprise, and Tina felt well rewarded by her 
mother's words. 

"You're a good thoughtful child, Tina, 
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I dbn't know what I'd do without you, 
lassie." 

"Have you got any money, motherV9 

she asked. 
" Only got back as much as I gave for 

the apples, and dare not buy more'n a loaf 
with i t ; father'll want it for a start to-
moirer/' she replied with a sigh, taking 
Jennie up and cutting her a slice of bread, 
" but we must be thankful for this, and put 
our trust in God." 

**$$$&<-



CHAPTER X. 

A LITTLE BIT OF TEMPER. 

, /^FTER they had fin
ished their meal, 
Tina pinned on 
her shawl and 

&- took hold of the 
basket. 

"Let me go and see 
if I can sell some," 

said. " Do, mother, 
folks 11 buy off wee uns like 

me cos they've got wee uns 
their own, and don't like to 

'.shut the doors. T wont go faraway. 
There's a row of houses up Greenfield 
Street, which we haven't been to. May 
I, mother?" 
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" Well," said her mother reluctantly, 
" you're speaking wiselike. I wouldn't send 
you if I could help, but I suppose you'd 
better go, only don't stay long, and sell 
'em,—two big yins for a penny, or three 
small" 

Tina lifted the basket, and nodding back 
she started forth. First she stopped at 
Neddie's door, and told him. He was busy 
with his tin box knocking some tacks into 
a bit of wood. 

" I l l be home in time for the tea," she 
said, " and we'll have a fine time." 

What was it made Neddie turn perverse 
—Neddie who was so fond of Tina, and 
could not get on without her ? Ah, little 
reader, have you ever felt the same spirit 
rise up in you, a little contrary spirit, when 
you find the power on your side. The same 
little Neddie who cried on his mothers 
knee over a sad story at eventide, often 
yielded in the day-time to a little fit of 
temper. I t always made him unhappy 
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after, and very sorry, still he often yielded 
to it. 

Do you know, dear little girl or boy, 
what it is to feel so sorry for being naughty, 
when you are at your fathers or mother's 
side listening to their words, or to God's 
word, and to make up your mind you'll be 
good to-morrow, and then when to-morrow 
comes, and the temptation comes, you for
get and yield, or else you don't strive, and 
just let that troublesome temper have its 
way ? If so, you will have a fellow-feeling 
for Neddie. 

" Well have a fine time," said Tina. 
"Come and hold this wood for me," 

replied Ned, knocking away. 
"I can't, Ned, it's getting dark and I 

shan't be back in time. I must run as fast 
as I can with this heavy basket," and she 
turned round; "I'll do it when I get 
back." 

" If you don't hold it now you'll not get 
here to tea," said Neddie stoutly. 
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Tina's cheeks grew red and she put down 
her basket. 

" I wish you'd wait/' she said. 
" I can't wait. Hold it quick." 
Tina came forward and held it. 
" You're not doin' it right; see, put your 

foot on," replied the little fellow, engrossed 
in his ship. 

" I can't hold on any longer, or we'll have 
no bread to-morrow," and Tina went for her 
basket. 

"Well, I'm not friends with you any 
more, and you can't get your tea here," said 
Neddie in a temper. 

" You're awful unkind," answered the 
little girl lingering on the door step, but 
Neddie didn't look at her, so she went away 
and shut the door. 

He hammered on more loudly than before 
and banged on to his fingers. Conscience 
spoke very loudly; it generally began to 
speak to Neddie very quickly. 

He stopped and listened. He heard 
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Tina's footsteps down the stairs, and then 
he flung down his hammer and pushed 
" the horrid old things away." He opened 
the door very gently and peeped over the 
balusters, just in time to see her disappear 
and hear her cough as she passed out into the 
green. When he felt sure she couldn't hear 
he called, " Tina," and then he called again 
louder. Her mother opened her room door 
and told him she was away to sell apples. 
The sight of Mrs. Nicol revived Neddie's 
temper a very little, and he said in his out
spoken way,— 

" I'm not friends with Tina." 
"Are you not?" said she; "it 's a pity 

for you two to fall out, and Tina's the best 
lassie, I know." 

Then Jennie coughed and she went in, 
and Neddie crept up to his window to see 
if he could catch sight of Tina. He saw 
her in the distance, and he saw her turn 
and look up at the window and he bobbed 
down out of sight. 
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"Perhaps she won't come to tea now, 
and perhaps she'll stay out all the evening 
and we'll get no fine time," thought Ned. 
" Well, she ought ter helped me, I helped 
her this morning," and then conscience 
pricked him so hard he laid himself down 
on the little rug by the fire and kicked as 
hard as his legs could go. He was rather 
tired with his day's proceedings and so he 
fell asleep, while Tina toiled along with her 
apples, wondering how Neddie could be so 
cross, and as she firmly believed all he said, 
she thought she had lost her nice evening. 
Two big tears fell, and then she looked 
up and asked God to help her sell the 
apples, and make the people " kinder than 
Neddie," and while she pushed her trade 
she forgot her vexation. 

In an hour's time she had sold the rest 
of the apples. She was tired to be sure 
and cold, but her delight in gaining the 
shilling made up for that. Perhaps it was 
the pale patient face, or the pleading voice 
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in which she said, " Only a penny for two 
big uns," that made the people buy, or 
perhaps, as the little girl said, it was because 
they had " little uns " at their comfortable 
firesides. But they did buy, and Tina 
carried home an empty basket. 
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CHAPTER XL 

F B I E N D S A G A I N . 

T U R N I N G in an hour 
and a half after, Neddie's 
mother found him on the 
rug asleep, and almost 
his first words to her 

were, after his kiss— 
" " I ' m not in friends with 

Tina Nicol, mother." 
Neddie rarely kept back anything from 

his mother. He was too simple for that. 
He was not deceitful and did not look far 
ahead. 

Mrs. Gardner showed no surprise. She 
was used to this sort of thing, so she merely 
asked " Why ?" 
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"Because she doesn't do what I tell 
her/1 he answered. 

"Who has set you over Tina?" she 
answered. 

Neddie pondered a minute, and looked 
up and smiled; he saw through the ques
tion a little. 

" I'm sure she ought to do what I tell 
her," he answered. 

" Who said so ?" asked his mother. 
"Well, I'm sure if she doesn't she 

oughtn't to come to tea," he went on. 
" Who asked her to tea ?" 
Neddie pouted and played with his 

buttons. 
" Come, tell me all about it," said his 

mother, and thus invited the story was 
poured forth. 

" Well," said Mrs. Gardner, when he had 
finished, "shall we punish poor Tina for 
helping her mother and going out in the 
cold and toiling along with the apples by 
telling her she shan't get any tea with us, 
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and we will eat these scones I've bought all 
ourselves, and I'll tell you a story after tea 
all alone." 

Neddie's tender heart could not stand 
this; his lip fell, and a burst of crying 
followed. His mother let him cry for a 
minute, and then she said— 

" Were you wrong, dear ?" 
" Yes, I was" sobbed Ned, " and I'll let 

her come to tea." 
" Will you go and see if she's home, and 

ask her in ?" 
It was rather a hard thing to do, but 

Neddie was truly sorry, and after a few 
more words with his mother, and she had 
pointed him to the meek and lowly Jesus, 
he knocked at Tina's door. 

Tina was sitting at the fireside with 
clean hands and feet, and neatly brushed 
hair. She had put on a clean pinafore, 
and tied a faded ribbon round her head. 

Neddie walked inside the room, and said, 
without any ceremony— 
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"Come, Tina; come in to tea. Fm 
Mends with you now, and Fm not going 
to stop you selling apples again." 

The little girl rose up joyfully, and, run
ning forward, put her hand in Neddie's. 

" O Neddie, how glad I am," she said. 
"Til hold wood as long as you like now." 

" No, no, you needn't; we'll do something 
far better than that. Come quick, mother 
is getting tea. Did you think you wasn't 
coming really, Tina." 

" I thought you'd tell your mother I'd 
been a bad lassie, and she wouldn't let me 
come." 

"Mother thinks I was bad, and you 
were good to go and sell them apples to 
get bread," replied he. And so the little 
quarrel was made up. 

Perhaps they were all the more happy 
because their friendship was renewed; but 
however that may be, Ned watched Tinas 
cup as eagerly as she had done his in the 
morning, and her deep sighs of pleasure 
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and happy smiles, whenever she caught 
Mrs. Gardner's eye, showed how more than 
content she was. 

" Look in your tin box," said his mother 
to Neddie, when the toast and the scones 
had been eaten; and Neddie jumped down 
and pulled open his box. He found a little 
wooden horse for himself, and a pretty 
picture for Tina. 

" I shall pin it up on our wall," she cried 
with delight. 

It was a picture of Christ blessing little 
children; and as long as she lived Tina 
loved to look at it, and to think of the One 
who loved the little ones, and died to save 
them. 

" What shall I tell you about to-night ?" 
asked Mrs. Gardner, as they seated them
selves on little stools on the rug. 

" John the Bagpist, whose head was cut 
off," said Neddie. 

He generally got hold of strange words 
the wrong way. 
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"Think of something else," said his 
mother, "or, shall I choose?" 

" Yes," cried both at once. 
" Well, then, shut your eyes a minute, 

and imagine some large fields with high 
hills around, and you must imagine it the 
middle of a dark night. Some men were 
sitting on the green grass; it was not 
very cold, for what I am going to tell you 
occurred in a hot country. These men 
were shepherds, and were watching their 
flocks of sheep to guard them from wild 
beasts which might be hovering round. 
Suddenly a bright angel appeared in the 
sky, and a wonderful light shone round. 
Of course the shepherds were frightened at 
first; but the angel told them not to be 
afraid, for he had GOOD tidings of GREAT 

joy for them and all people, for that day 
was born unto the world a Saviour, Christ 
the Lord! And the angel told them that 
they should find the babe wrapped in 
swaddling clothes, lying in a manger. 
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Then suddenly, as if the angel host in 
heaven must burst into praise at the name 
of Christ, a multitude of angels were seen 
and heard praising Godl Such beautiful 
words they sang—'Glory to God in the 
highest, on earth peace, good-mil toward 
men/" 

" Where is it gone ?" asked Tina. 
"What gone, dear?" 
11 The glory and peace and good; I wish 

it had stopped, for there's none left here, 
Mrs. Gardner." 

" W e don't see much of it, but it is 
because men would not have that Saviour, 
that Lord, who came down from heaven. 
There mil be greater glory another day, 
though—glory to God, and glory for those 
who trust in Jesus now. There is peace, 
Tina; peace in the hearts of all who know 
Him as their Saviour and Lord, and God 
shows His goodwill to man every day, and 
invites whoever will to come and take the 
water of life freely. And so the shepherds 
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went to Bethlehem, and found the Babe 
and Mary, his mother, and they worshipped 
Him, and returned full of joy.1' 

" I'd have liked to go and see Jesus with 
those shepherds/' said Neddie. 

"Open your heart now, dear, and let 
Jesus in, and then you will have the peace 
the angels told of." 

" I did,19 answered the little fellow, rais
ing his eyes, " I letted Jesus into my heart 
at the tea meeting, mother," and his cheeks 
flushed as he remembered the pleasure of 
the morning. 

Mrs. Gardner took him on her knee, and 
kissed him, and thanked God that the work 
she had prayed for was begun. 

-*&&*-



CHAPTER XIL 

OLD PETER'S ACCIDENT. 

KLD Peters little Molly 
lived up the next flight 
of stairs. She was well 
taken care of by her old 
grand- parents. They 

%f would rather have wanted 
^themselves than that Molly 
should hrtve gone without 

'"" her little comforts. Molly had 
been left to their care when such a tiny 
baby that the old granny hardly dared 
lift her. She had to put her in a little 
box, wrapped in a flannel by the fireside 
for nearly a month. Molly had been to 
them like a live doll at first, but she grew 
and grew, and after a few months began to 
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thrive, and now at seven years old, though 
rather small and " old fashioned/' as they 
called her, was a healthy, merry little thing, 
and repaid their care by her love. She was 
specially fond of grandad, and if it were 
possible followed him wherever he went. 

The old folks had four shillings a week 
coming in regularly to them. I t was some
thing of a pension for service Peter had 
rendered in the army in former days. Now 
he was employed mending the roads on the 
railway line, and had three or four days' 
work at it in the week. It was not hard 
labour. The old man, with his barrow and 
his spade, use to walk leisurely about the 
roads, stooping here and there to pick up 
loose stones that had been kicked by the 
horses out of the middle of the road on to 
the sides or pavement. He used to fit 
them into little holes in the road and beat 
them down with his spade, while he sprinkled 
mould over them to settle them. 

Often Molly went too, and then she used 
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to seat herself triumphantly in the barrow 
and with a shrill little voice call out, " See, 
gran, there's a lot o' stones there, and two 
nice holes to put them in," or she would 
busy herself collecting them and carry the 
stones in her " pinny " to the barrow. 

It was the morning after Tina had been 
taking tea with Neddie that Molly and her 
old grandfather were out mending the roads. 
The old man was stooping about picking up 
the stones very leisurely and fitting them 
into holes. I t was a frosty morning and 
the ground was very hard, and on one side 
of the road was an ugly hole which had 
not been filled up. Peter was generally 
very careful, but somehow he stumbled acd 
caught his foot in this hole, twisting it and 
hurting his ankle badly. He cried out with 
the pain it caused him, and falling forward 
dropped the stones he had been gathering. 

" 0 grandad, what is it ?" cried Molly, 
jumping out of the barrow and coming to 
try and help him up. 
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" Oh, my foot!" he cried, " it's sore hurt. 
What shall I do ? O dear, O dear! " 

"Gran, don't cry, you nice old gran," 
said Molly, crying herself. " Let me pull 
ye up. Struggle hard, while I pull," and 
she seized the old man's rough horny hand 
in both her tiny ones. But she might as 
well have tried to pull up a fallen horse; 
the more he struggled the more he cried 
out with pain, and was no nearer gaining 
his legs. 

" O dear, dear; what shall we do," 
screamed Molly. " Are you dying, gran ?" 

" I'm not dying, Molly; but I shall, if no 
un comes to help me up. Cry out c Help' 
as loud as ye can." 

Thus urged, Molly screamed again with 
her shrill voice, and soon a boy's head 
appeared round the corner of the road. 

" It's Ned Gardner," cried the little girl, 
and again she screamed " Help !" 

Neddie ran up now, and learning what 
was the matter, said— 
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" I'll go and call a man to come and help 
you; but ask Jesus, who lives in the sky, 
not to let your old gran die while I'm 
gone." 

Molly knew very little about Jesus. 
Her grandparents never spoke of Him, but 
she thought best to attend to Neddie's 
instruction, so she kept saying over and 
over—" Jesus, who lives in the sky, don't 
let gran die afore Ned Gardner comes 
back;" and old Peter stopped moaning, 
and listened. 

In a few minutes, little Ned appeared 
with two men whom he had found mending 
the road a little way off, and they quickly 
raised the old man, and, finding he had 
sprained his ankle, they placed him in 
his barrow, and wheeled him away to the 
Old House, followed by sympathizing Molly 
and Ned. 

Upon reaching home, old Peter was put 
to bed, and carefully attended to; but it 
was very certain that he would be obliged 
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to give up mending roads for some time, 
and rest his lame foot. He was so grateful 
to Neddie for his help, that he took quite 
a liking to the little boy; and, whenever he 
came to hear how " old Peter was," asked 
to see him. 

The next day Ned called, and Molly 
said, "Come in and see gran. He says 
you were an awful good boy to run so 
quick and tell them men; he might a died, 
ye know, if ye hadn't." 

" No, he wouldn't," said Ned, positively. 
" cos you asked Jesus not to let him." 

"Does Jesus do whatever you ask Him?" 
inquired Molly, with wide-open eyes. 

" Mostly," replied Ned, " if they's good 
things; and that was good. I'm sure you 
wouldn't have liked your gran to die in 
that there hole?" 

Molly shook her head. 
" But I never asked Him anything before. 

Will He make gran better and quite well 
again if I ask Him V 
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" Maybe, unless He wants your gran up 
in the sky; if He does, He'll let him die. 
Does he love Jesus ?" 

" I don't know; I'll ask," said Molly. 
"Come in." 

So Neddie stepped inside, and looked in 
a very awed manner at the old man lying 
in bed. 

"Grandad, do you love Jesus?" asked 
Molly. " Ned Gardner wants to know." 

" I s'pose so," he said, after a pause; " I 
s'pose everybody does. Whatever does he 
want to know that for ?" 

"Everybody doesrit!" cried Ned, forget
ting his momentary shyness. "Lots of 
people don't—people as drinks, and says 
bad things, and doesn't read the Bible. I 
mean, is He your Jesus, like He is mother's, 
and mine, and Tina's? Do you love Him so 
if you die you'll go to the Bright City, and 
be quite washed clean—whiter'an snow?" 

The little fellow's eyes sparkled, and he 
got nearer and nearer to old Peter. 
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Peter was quite taken aback. He had not 
a word to say. He began to wonder what 
it all meant Molly took it up. 

"You see, gran, Ned says Jesus could 
make you quite better if He wanted to, and 
if He doesn't, Ned says, Hell take you to 
the Bright City. Wouldn't that be nice. 
And I dare say He'd take me and grannie 
too?" 

Molly folded her hands after making this 
nice little arrangement, and waited to see 
the effect on her grandfather. He shook 
his head and muttered a little uneasily. 

" I said Jesus would take your gran if 
he loved Him," said Ned. "My little 
verse says— 

' That I might go at last to heaven, 
Washed in His precious blood/ 

You must be washed, Molly, and old Peter 
too; you couldn't get in if you wern't 
washed." 

" Why not," asked Molly, looking rather 
crestfallen, while the old man raised his 
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eyebrows and waited the answer, and the 
old woman turned off the water from the 
tap and looked round. 

" Cos," said Neddie, pausing,— 
"' Nothing that's naughty, 

Nothing that's naughty 
May enter there/ v 

There was silence for a minute. 
" How'll you get in ?" asked the grand

mother with a smile; "I reckon you do 
naughty things at times, my laddie." 

"I know," answered the boy stoutly, 
" but IVe let Jesus into my heart you see. 
He knocked one day and I let Him in, and 
He washed my sins away." * 

Tears filled the old woman's eyes, and 
she murmured,— 

" God bless the lad, I wish I could say 
as much." 

At this minute Neddie heard his mother's 
voice calling, and he ran down to tea; but 
the old folks could not forget the child's 

* A true answer of little Ned's. 
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words—indeed Molly would not let them; 
she was talking and questioning about "the 
precious blood and the Bright City" all that 
evening. 

When she was gone to bed, her grannie 
said— 

" Peter, we must look up the Bible and 
see what it says. Molly is growin' real 
clever; she'll want to know all them things 
soon, and she's none but us to teach her." 

And for love of the child—to say nothing 
of a little uneasy feeling in her own heart 
—old Janet went to her trunk and looked 
up the Bible, and did her best to find out 
some verses. After turning the leaves 
over and over, she lighted on one in the 
Revelation. 

" These are they who have washed their 
robes and made them white in the blood of 
the Lamb." 

" Neddie was right/' she said. 
" A little child shall lead them." 



CHAPTER XIII. 

WHAT CAME OF THE CHILDREN S BREAKFAST 
MEETING. 

M3UR little children with 
nothing to do. Neddie, 
Tina, Molly, and Jennie 

£. were loitering about the 
green in front of the Old 
House ready to do some
thing, if there were some
thing to do. Mr. and 
Mrs. Nicol were out trying 

to earn a trifle; Mrs. Gardner was, as 
usual, at her work, and old Peter needed 
perfect quiet in order to get a nap, so all 
the little children were turned adrift. 

The sun was struggling through the 
large fleecy clouds which nearly covered the 
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sky, and cast bright beams occasionally on 
the little group. Neddie was tired of 
nothing to do, so he began to throw stones, 
and unfortunately one of them struck a 
window on the ground flat. I t did not 
crack it, but it might have done. A cross 
old woman lived there, and in a minute she 
was out after Neddie. 

He was too brave to run, especially as 
the little girls were looking on, so he stood 
his ground, and she seized him and shook 
him roughly. But Neddie's temper could 
not stand this, so he pushed her and lifted 
his foot to kick. Tina sat Jennie down, and 
caught hold of the woman's dress behind, 
and pulled at it as hard as she could. 

"Let him alone, Mrs. Snapp," cried 
Tina. 

A slight crackling sound was heard, 
and the gathers of the gown gave way. 
This exasperated the woman still further, 
and after giving Neddie a parting shake 
that nearly brought him out of his jacket, 
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she turned and administered a sound box 
on the ear to Tina. 

Poor little Tina! I t almost stunned 
her. She staggered backward and then 
burst into tears. Neddie followed her 
example, and Mrs. Snapp, as she retired, 
had the satisfaction of seeing the whole 
party in distress, for Jennie and Molly 
speedily followed the examples of the 
others. 

Ned's whole face quivered with passion. 
" She is a bad wicked woman, and I wish 

I was a big boy, and I'd thrash and thrash 
her till she couldn't stand. I hate women 
like that." 

Tina had partly recovered the stunning 
effects of the blow, and was frightened at the 
boy's passion. 

" Stop, stop, Neddie, you look as if you 
was bad. It isn't right to say that. You 
know there is Someone wouldn't like it." 

" You don't look as if you was washed 
white now," sobbed Molly. 
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Shame was quickly written on Neddie's 
face, shame and anger mixed. 

" Wicked people deserve to be punished," 
he said. 

" She was very, very cross, and it's made 
a pain come in my head," answered Tina, 
"but she didn't think perhaps how all our 
mothers are away from us getting food, and 
I think she'd be sorry if she knew me and 
Jennie hadn't had no breakfast this morn
ing. I'm sorry her dress tore, but I didn't 
like to see her shaking of you, Neddie, 
like that." 

" My breath was nearly all away. She 
nigh choked me," said Ned with a frown, 
sticking out his lips, " but you shall have 
half my dinner, Tina, for you did pull hard, 
and I'm glad her dress ," but the words 
died away. 

" Neddie," said a little voice within, 
"Who was it when He was struck and 
mocked, prayed for the people who did it V 

The boy heaved a deep sigh. " We won't 
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think any more about it," he said, " and 
we'll share my dinner between us, Tina, and 
when your mother comes home she'll give 
me a piece if I'm hungry." 

" If she's got any I" murmured the child. 
They all agreed to play at a " breakfast 

meeting " after this; so Molly ran up-stairs 
for a slice of bread and syrup. 

Neddie being the boy, was to teach them 
a hymn, and to do his best at telling a Bible 
story. So Tina, Molly, and Jennie sat in a 
row under the shabby hedge near the gate, 
and Neddie portioned out the pieces of 
bread. 

" It's a pity there's no hot coffee/' said 
poor little Tina, who looked as if she 
needed something to warm and nourish her. 

"There's some cold tea mother left, that's 
better than nothing," cried Ned, running off 
to fetch it. He soon returned with a mug 
full, and in doing so knocked up against 
Mrs. Snapp, who was coming out to empty 
ashes at the back. The soothing influence 
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of the " breakfast meeting " was upon him, 
and as she cast a keen look in his direction, 
he said— 

" I didn't mean that stone to hit your 
windy, and I dare say yer sorry for shakin' 
me now, for I begin to feel sorry your frock 
was torn.,, 

"Ay, my good dress/' muttered the 
woman, " much you care !" 

"But I do care, now. There's Some
one has made me care," answered Neddie, 
earnestly. 

" Well, I'm glad if the shakin' did ye 
good," said the woman, as she turned out 
her ashes, "there's something in a good 
leatheiin' for boys, after all." 

" I t was not you, nor the shakin* either, 
that made me sorry," said Ned. " Shakin's 
make me feel as if I could kill people. It 
was Jesus made me sorry. When men 
putted a crownd of thorns on His head He 
was meek, and Tina minded me of that, 
and I began to feel sorry. But we are 
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going to have a breakfast meetin' now, 
cause Tina hasn't had any this morning. 
That's her you boxed, and made a pain 
come in her head!" 

Neddie uttered the last words reproach
fully, and looked full at the woman to see 
the effect. 

" You're a funny boy," she said, " but if 
you don't ever throw stones at my window 
again, I shan't shake you." 

"All right," cried Neddie, walking off 
with the tea. " I t won't be done with a 
' tention,' if I do." (He meant intentionally.) 

After the cold cheer, which was much 
enjoyed by the hungry children, the "meet
ing" began. Their weak cracked little 
voices joined in singing, 

" There is a happy land 
Far, far away," 

while Ned waved his arms about to keep 
time. 

Unperceived by them, a lady was watch
ing the children through the hedge. I t 
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was Mrs. Deane, who had given Neddie 
the coat. She listened while they finished 
singing the hymn; then she heard Neddie 
say— 

" Now, you poor people at the Breakfast 
Meeting, I am going to tell you about 
Jesus feeding a lot of hungry folks. 

"You hadn't any breakfast before you 
came here, and these people hadn't had 
their tea. But Jesus knew they was 
hungry, so He gave His disciples bread and 
fish to hand round to them. Don't you 
wish Jesus was here to give us fish, Tina?" 

"Do you think He would?" asked 
Molly. 

" Of course, 'cause He knows we haven't 
had enough. He never lets people starve 
that loves Him." 

" Why doesn't He send it now, then," 
persisted Molly. 

" Well," replied Neddie, "we're not starv
ing yet, and perhaps He will give Tina's 
mother something nice to bring home." 
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Mrs. Deane had heard enough; she left 
the field she had entered, in order that she 
might better see the little group, and came 
round to the front and entered by the gate. 

"This is my little friend who lost the 
money, is it not ?" she asked. 

" Yes," replied Ned, blushing with plea
sure. 

" And are these your little friends ? " 
Neddie nodded. 
" And what are you playing at ?" 
" We are playing at breakfast meetings/' 

answered Tina, rising. " We hadn't noth
ing to do, 'cause our mothers are away, and 
so we thought if we "— 

" If you what, dear ? " 
" If we talked about what we hear there, 

it would make us happy." 
"What do you hear?" 
"About Jesus, and Him dying for us, 

and how He'll take us away to His home, 
one day," went on Tina. 

" That's nice. Now, would you like to 
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come across to my house ? The little boy 
knows where it is. I will see that you get 
a nice warm breakfast, and after that I will 
tell you a Bible story." 

Their bright eyes and glowing cheeks 
showed the pleasure they could not express, 
and in a few minutes the little ones were 
following Mrs. Deane to her house, which 
was not far distant. I t stood back from 
the roadside, and was rather dull-looking 
in the front, for one or two large trees 
almost shaded it from sight. 

Mrs. Deane led them round to the back, 
where there was a pleasant garden, with a 
nice piece of grass, and some flower beds. 

" Come and sit down in the kitchen 
first/' she said, "and then you shall take 
a walk round the garden before you go 
back." 

The three children followed shyly, Tina 
carrying Jennie. A fit of coughing pre
vented her entering with the rest. 

"Poor little girl, what a bad cough!" 
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Then turning to a pleasant-looking young 
woman, Mrs. Deane said— 

" Mary, I want you to give these little 
children something nice to eat. I found 
them playing at breakfast meetings, singing 
hymns outside. I fancy they are hungry. 
Get them anything you can; there's a good 
girl!" 

Mary looked at the children, and fixing 
her eyes on Tina said— 

" That one looks little but skin and bones; 
she needs a good warm breakfast anyhow, 
and HI do my best, ma'am. A slice of beef, 
ma'am?" 

"Yes, and bread and butter, and hot 
milk," replied her mistress. " Jesus fed 
the hungry multitude. He would not have 
us overlook such as these. They were talk
ing about it when I found them/' 

" Well, I never did ! You don't mean it, 
ma'am. HI see to them, while you take off 
your bonnet." 

And while Mrs. Deane went upstairs to 
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undress, Mary bustled about. She set them 
in a row before the fire, and made a good 
blaze ; then she got a loaf of bread, and cut 
it into some nice buttered pieces; after this 
she fetched in a joint of roast beef, and made 
sandwiches with the slices. Each of the 
children had one given them to begin with, 
while Mary heated the milk, and then she 
served them with mugs of the warm drink. 
You may be sure they enjoyed it all, and 
when Mrs. Deane returned Neddie was 
saying, " This is sent to us instead of fish, 
Molly." 

After they were satisfied, Mrs. Deane 
said, "Well done, Mary; and now, children, 
I am going to talk to you a little before 
you leave. I t must be a short story, 
because your mothers might be anxious if 
they returned and found you absent." 

She told them the sweet story of Jesus 
blessing little children. How He took 
children—young children—and infants in 
His arms, and invited them to come to Him. 

H 
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" He has gone up on high now," she said, 
"but He loves you as much as He did 
them, for He says, ' Blessed are they who 
have not seen and yet have believed.' You 
have sinful little hearts, and you need to be 
made fit for heaven. Every time you sin, 
it is as if a black blot were made on your 
hearts. No one can enter heaven with one 
sin left in them. What is to be done? 
Why, Jesus came from heaven to earth to 
bear our sins, and put them away. He 
bore them on the cross, and puts them away 
by His precious blood. So that whoever 
believes in Jesus, and what He has done to 
save sinners, is washed white and clean. 
When you speak to Jesus, do not think He 
is far away, like the 'Happy Land* you 
were singing about, but think He is near to 
you—close beside you—so close, that if you 
whisper He will hear." 

Ernest, Mrs. Deane's little boy, came 
running in from school before the children 
left, and he took them round the garden, 
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and gave them each some pretty yellow 
flowers that grew in clusters about the 
borders. Then the children returned to the 
Old House warmed and satisfied. Mrs. 
Deane told them that she was going from 
home for a time, but that when she came 
back she hoped to see them again. There 
were great changes before that time. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

A WALK AND A TALK IN THE MOONLIGHT. 

FT was at this time that 
I, the Nicols were in great 
^"straits. The man could 

get no work, and though 
his wife tried to sell a 
few articles from door to 

door, it only brought in 
a few pence occasionally. 

Meanwhile, poor Tina and 
Jennie fared badly ; they were poorly clad 
and poorly fed, and often went without 
fires. Had it not been for the crumbs 
which fell from Mrs. Gardners table, they 
must have almost starved, and yet she could 
but ill afford to give anything away, for 
times being bad her pay was reduced, and 



A WALK AND A TALK IN THE MOONLIGHT. 117 

she worked an hour less a day. Neddie 
needed boots and warm shirts, but she 
could not get them yet. 

Mrs. Gardner's heart was often deeply 
grieved to see Tinas pale face and wistful 
eyes, and to hear her bad cough; but there 
was One above who saw, too, and who was 
going to do the best thing for little Tina. 

There is a land where little children are 
never hungry, and where they are never 
cold and weary, and the Good Shepherd 
folds many of His little lambs in His bosom, 
and takes them early away from want and 
misery here to the green pastures above. 

Little Tina went to the breakfast meet
ings still, whenever she could. Her mother 
was glad for her to get the hot coffee and 
rolls, and sometimes she went too. She 
was learning a little more of her own lost 
state, and God's remedy for i t ; and in 
spite of her great poverty, she was able at 
times to look off to Him who is above all. 
She always said, " He'll help us through." 
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Tina was a great comfort to her; she was 
not very strong just now, and the little 
girl, though delicate enough herself, used to 
rise and light the fire, and get her mother 
a cup of tea, and tell her all the verses she 
knew, and say, " Mother, I think c Suffer 
little children' is the best verse ; I wish I 
could go to Jesus' home." 

There was a kind lady at the breakfast 
meetings, who was fond of little Tina, and 
who used to come and see her occasionally, 
and she brought a little help from time to 
time to the family, or they would have 
been in deep distress. 

Tina was never so happy as when she 
was with Neddie, or listening to Neddie's 
mother during his " Happy Hour," but 
often now she had to turn out to beg a 
piece of bread, with Jennie in her arms. 

One day, when her mother was out, and 
her father seeking work, little Jennie began 
to cry for " piecy b'ed." Tina did not know 
what to do, for the last crust was gone. I t 
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was raining hard, and a cold wind was blow
ing. She waited for some time, and at last 
could not bear to hear her little sister cry-
any more. Then she reached down her 
mother's shawl, and bound the child in it, 
drawing it round her own shoulders, and 
started forth to beg. 

Staggering beneath Jennie's weight, she 
begged from door to door, till she had 
gained enough for them both, and then she 
returned quickly. But she was wet through 
and shivering from cold; and when her 
mother returned home an hour or two after
wards she was frightened to notice Tina's 
chattering teeth and shaking limbs. She 
put her to bed, and kindled a fire, and gave 
her a hot drink; but little Tina was very ill. 

While Mrs. Nicol was attending to the 
little girl, and doing her best to make her 
comfortable, Neddie was watching at the 
window for his mother's return from work. 
The rain had ceased to fall, and the moon 
was rising before him behind the trees, and 
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at first he could not think what it was, it 
looked so large and strange and round, and 
it was rising just behind that tree that the 
people talked about. No leaves grew on it 
in the summer time, and they said the 
reason of this was because a man, who once 
owned the " Old House," had been a soldier, 
and had hanged himself on it. Neddie 
didn't like to think about i t ; so he began 
saying one of his little verses over to keep 
the thought out of his mind— 

" He loved and gave Himself for me.'' 

" I'm sure if He gaved Himself, He won't 
let that horrid tree hurt me," said Neddie, 
trying to console himself. " I wonder if 
that moon comes out of heaven, and if 111 
get playing with it some day when I go up 
to the City Bright. I hope it won't be 
burned when God sets the world on fire. 
Mother says, He's goin' to burn the world, 
but I shan't be here—I shan't be here," said 
Neddie, beginning to sing, " I'll be up in 
the sky—up in the sky." 
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At this point he dashed from the window, 
opened the door, scampered down stairs, and 
ran out on to the green, crying, " Mother, 
it s you. 

He had forgotten all about the old tree. 
His mother opened her shawl, and folded 
him inside. 

" Bless you, Neddie. Would you like a 
walk with mother ? I am going up the 
road a bit to Mrs. Carlton's, to carry home 
some work, and if you put on your cap and 
scarf, well take a piece of bread and butter 
with us, and get tea when we come home." 

Neddie clapped his hands, and in a few 
minutes they started. I t was freezing hard 
now, and the ground was covered with 
snow, which began to get crisp beneath 
their feet. Neddie's spirits were very high, 
and he finely enjoyed his walk, with his 
hand clasped in his mother's, whilst he 
jumped over any stones that came in his 
way. At last his mother told him he must 
walk more steadily, as her arm was quite 
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tired, so Neddie sobered down, and began 
to look about him. The moon was rising 
higher and higher, and looking clearer and 
clearer, and the bare trees gleamed in the 
pale clear light. 

" Mother, I'm sure God put that moon 
away up in the sky to light us along this 
road." 

" Yes, and to light everybody that goes 
out in the night; not us alone, Neddie." 

" No-o; but I'm sure it is sent for you 
and me. Do you know what makes it so 
bright, mother ?" 

'' Yes, I think I do; folks say it gets its 
light from the sun somehow." 

" No," said Neddie, shaking his head, 
" that isn't the way ; folks don't know, but 
I do." 

"Well, how?" 
" Why, God is there, of course, and He 

shines out of it, and makes it light, and He's 
shining right down on us. ' God is light,' 
mother, arn't He ?" 
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" He is, and in Him is 'no darkness a t 
all/ the Bible says/' 

" I hope the moon won't burn when God 
burns up the world, and I was wonderin' 
and wonderin' what will all the Bibles do. 
Surely God will not let His 'Holy Bible' 
get burnt. Jesus' words will never burn. 
He'll take care of them, won't He, and keep 
them safe ?" 

The little fellow looked up so earnestly, 
and seemed to take it so much to heart that 
his mother was a little puzzled how to 
answer him. 

" c Heaven and earths pass away, but my 
word shall never pass away/ " she repeated. 
" God has taken care of His Book for such 
a long while, Hell take care of it to the 
end." 

As to the number of Bibles in the world, 
Mrs. Gardner did not feel equal to say what 
would become of them ; but Neddie was 
quite satisfied, and said triumphantly— 

" I knew that." 
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Mrs. Carlton's house was reached now, 
and Mrs. Gardner was asked to wait a little 
while, as the lady was busy. 

"Just step in the nursery a minute, 
please," said the pleasant housemaid, and 
she opened the door of a room, where two 
little children were playing. 

They stopped their play as Neddie and 
his mother entered, and stood looking at 
their visitors. Mrs. Gardner began to speak 
to them after a little while, and the little 
boy, who was named Frank, left his sister, 
and came to her side. 

" Is that your boy ? " he asked. 
" Yes, and his name is Edward/' 
" That's my big brothers name. What 

does he do ? " 
" I have to leave him all day alone, 

and he often gets very tired, so I brought 
him here for a change." 

" Til show him my horse and cart," said 
Frank, pulling the toy along. " How many 
toys has he got ?" 
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" Not any like them/' said Neddie, with 
heightening colour, " if I had got nice toys 
like you, I'd play all day, and never be 
tired." 

"I 'm tired sometimes/' replied Frank, 
" and I don't care for my old toys. I'll give 
you one if you like. Here comes mamma, 
and I'll ask her. 

So Frankie laid the case before his mother, 
and she said— 

" Certainly, give the little boy one, if you 
like. I think he would like that puzzle of 
animals to put together, and you are tired 
of it." 

So the box of animals was handed to 
Neddie, and he received his present with 
delight, and perhaps there was not a happier 
little boy in the world than he, as he carried 
it home that night. 



CHAPTER XV. 
'THERE IS ONLY ANOTHER WEEK, MOTHER. 

IT T E R reaching home, 
Mrs. Gardner was called 
in by Mrs. Nicol to see 
Tina, and she helped 

'i the poor woman to get 
her little girl a hot drink 

and put on " a poultice." 
" I t ' s just a chill she has 

taken, and she'll be better in 
the morning/' said Mrs. Nicol, but she felt 
uneasy through the night to hear the 
child's constant cough, and she had to 
rise several times, and lift Tina up, for 
it seemed as if she would be suffocated 
before the " whoop" came. As morning 
dawned, she became easier, and slept; so 
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Mrs. Nicol was comforted a bit, for she was 
very fond of Tina. When the little girl 
opened her eyes, she raised herself and tried 
to get out of bed. 

" Lie still, Tina, you're no well," said her 
mother. 

" I want to get you your cup o' tea, and 
light the fire," answered Tina dreamily. 

" No, no; I'm up this morning, and will 
give you a nice sup o' porridge in bed if you 
lie still. You were no well last night, but 
you're better, lassie." 

" Am I ; I don't know," said Tina, be
ginning to cough, " why does all the things 
go round and round when I lift my head." 

" You're a trifle weak after the poultice, 
but if you keep warm, you'll be quite well 
to-morrow" 

The little girl did not answer, but she 
said a few minutes after— 

" Let Ned Gardner come and stay beside 
me a little while, mother," and her mother 
went and called him. 
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Neddie brought in his new puzzle, and 
Tina was very pleased to see him put the 
pieces together. When it was all laid out 
it was called the " Animals of the Bible," 
and showed "David killing the Lion," 
" Balaam and the Ass," " The Dogs licking 
Lazarus' Sores/' "Saul of Tarsus on Horse
back," and what the children liked best, 
"Jesus on the Ass," and "Jesus as the 
Good Shepherd in the midst of the Sheep 
and Lambs." 

Little Jennie joined them too, and sat by 
Neddie's side at the little table, which was 
drawn up close to the bed, with her " poosie 
ta t" in her arms. And so part of the 
morning passed happily away. At last 
Tina got tired and fell asleep, and Neddie 
played with Jennie on the floor till she 
wakened. She woke with a start, and 
cried out— 

" Mother, I want to go away to the 
Good Man's home. He said, ' Suffer little 
children.' Oh, I want to go." 
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Two or three days passed, and Tina grew 
no better; indeed, her cough was worse. 
She needed strengthening things, and there 
were none to give her. Her father could 
not bear to see her sinking away, so he kept 
out of the house as much as he could, look
ing for work and picking up small jobs. 
They had little firing or household com
forts, and little Jennie was far from well. 
At last, when Tina seemed worse, her 
mother sent for the doctor. 

He came and said she had bronchitis and 
whooping cough together, that she was much 
in the same way as her little brother had 
been, but not so far gone. Then he looked 
at Jennie, who was coughing, and he knitted 
his brows and sighed, and told Mrs. Nicol 
to give them strengthening things and keep 
them warm; and when he left, after giving 
medicine for Tina, he slipped half-a-crown 
into her hand. 

" Mother, I think I'm going where Joey 
went, to the Good Man's home," she said 
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that day. (She often called Jesus the Good 
Man.) 

" Don't leave me, Tina/' cried her poor 
mother, as she sat and sobbed with Jennie 
m her arma 

" I must, mother," said Tina, simply. 
That night she was worse, and had no 

strength to raise what nearly choked her. 
Mrs. Nicol went for the doctor again 

next day. He came and shook his head. 
" Her strength is failing fast," he said, as 

he felt the thin wrist. 
Tinas eyes were shut, but she heard all 

he said. 
" I may as well tell you the truth. She 

is dying; but I can give you a bottle of 
medicine that will keep her here another 
week, I believe, but she will not live longer 
than that. You will know when the end is 
coming by hearing the rattle in her throat." 

Little Tina heard and thought over it, 
and the next day, when she was a little 
revived, she said— 
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" Mother, there's just another week before 
I go to Jesus' home. I'm so weary, I want 
to go." 

And another time, when the cough was 
coming on, she surprised her mother by 
saying— 

" Come and listen, mother; I think the 
rattle's here; put your ear down;" and a 
few minutes after she said, " The week'll 
soon be up now. Oh, I'm so weary!" * 

Neddie could not be much with her these 
last days, or rather speak much to her, for 
she could not talk; it brought on the cough, 
but he liked to stay in the room. He had 
very mixed feelings about Tina. He did 
not want to part with her, but he thought 
it was so nice for her to go and be with 
Jesus, and see all the wonderful things in 
heaven. And then poor little Tina would 
never be hungry or cold or tired any more, 
and perhaps she would watch for him to 
come. He used to stand and look at her, 

* A fact. 
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when he went in to see her, and wonder if 
she would suddenly fly away. 

Two or three times, as the week drew to 
a close, she would beckon her mother to her 
side, and say, " Listen, mother, is it come ? 
Is the noise here ? I blieve it is." 

She was impatient to go; death was no 
terror to her. She trusted Jesus for all. At 
last, one morning, while her mother was 
watching by her side, she turned her eyes 
upward, and making a sign to her to bend 
down, she gently said— 

" It's come now, mother," and with an 
effort to cough, little Tina passed away— 
away, to be with Jesus, whom she loved. 

" I don't know what to lay her out in," 
said the poor mother to Mrs. Gardner next 
day, " the very best I've got belonging to 
me aint good enough. To think how shed 
rise and make my tea of a morning, when I 
wasn't fit to do i t ; and if you'd seen her of 
a night prayin\ She never would get to 
her bed without kneeling down and puttin' 
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up a prayer. IVe heard her whisperin' to 
Jesus, ' Bless me, Jesus Lord, as You did 
them wee children when You lived here, do 
bless me/ and after a fit of coughing the 
other day, she looked up and said, * Kind 
loving Jesus watching me.'" 

Here Mrs. Nicol broke down into tears. 
" Well, she is safe and happy with Him 

now, dear Mrs. Nicol," said Mrs. Gardner, 
weeping with her, " but it's a great loss for 
you. Come and see if I can find anything 
to dress her little body in. I won't spare 
my best." 

So Mrs. Gardner pulled out her square 
box from under the bed, and after laying 
out one article after another she found a 
little white night-gown of Neddie's with a 
piece of open work about it. For a minute 
she hesitated; she had made it in "better 
days;" then she passed it to Mrs. Nicol. 

"Neddie wore it two years ago, but I 
think it will be large enough to put upon 
her; you are quite welcome to it." 
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" It's real bonny, but I don't like to take 
it from you, Mrs. Gardner." 

" Please do; she was one of the Lord's 
lambs, and it's the last thing we can do." 

And so they put on the little dress, and 
though it was worn by Neddie when he was 
three years old, yet it was large enough; 
for Tina had wasted away during the last 
week till she was a mere shadow. 

She lay calm and peaceful in her coffin; 
her hands folded on her breast like a little 
picture of Resignation. The marble brow 
was without a line, and the face was with
out a ruffle or shade of suffering now. She 
looked, indeed, young as she was, as if she 
had passed through want and care; but 
the little spirit was safe on the other side, 
and not a trace of past impatience could be 
read on the childish face, so touching in its 
simplicity. I t was a peaceful sight to gaze 
on, and Mrs. Gardner could hardly leave 
the coffin's side. 

" I should like Neddie to see her," said 
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Iris mother, " there is nothing there to 
frighten him/' and she went to fetch him, 
and came back after a time holding him by 
the hand, and he carried with him a little 
white flower. 

Neddie was perfectly silent for some 
minutes, and passed the flower to his mother 
to put into Tina's little hand. 

" That's not my Tina now," he whispered, 
uShe's different; she looks as if she be
longed all to Jesus. Can't she speak, 
mother ? " 

" That's only the little body left behind. 
Her happy little soul is away—away with 
Jesus—the soul is what thinks and speaks. 
She won't speak here any more." 

" She has a ' sorry' look; perhaps it's for 
me, cos I'm sorry," said Neddie, sobbing. 
" I wish she would come back." 

His mother drew him away at last, but 
it was some time before he could be com
forted. 

Mrs. Nicol grieved very much for the loss 
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of Tina, and for some days Neddie fretted. 
They were sad days for the little boy, for 
Jennie was very ill too, and her mother was 
very unhappy. The doctor gave but little' 
hope that the baby would get over the 
cough, for she was teething, and was thin 
and weak. I t was not till months after 
that the poor woman was able to say, when 
telling out the troubles she had passed 
through,—"The Lord did what was best 
for the wee ones, and so He just took them 
to Himself; and I know He'll take care of 
them better nor I. Many a time I've 
thanked Him, though I feel awful dull at 
night without them." 

^M^t> 



CHAPTER XVI. 

AN INVITATION TO FERN FARM. 

• ^ T - I G H T E E N months be
fore this story begins. 
Neddie's father had left 
home on a voyage to 
China, in August. The 
vessel returned the fol

lowing July, bringing the tidings 
that Mr. Gardner had been left 
behind ill of a fever; but that it 

was hoped that his return would only be 
delayed two months, for if well enough he 
would start in the Dover, and be home the 
beginning of September. In the meantime 
Mrs. Gardner had a letter from him, saying 
he was better, and the day after he wrote 
was to sail in the Dover. September and 
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October passed, and brought no tidings of 
the ship, except that part of a wreck, 
bearing the letters Dov., was picked up by 
a passing vessel. 

Poor Mrs. Gardner wrote to China, and in 
time received a reply that her husband had 
left by the Dover. The ship was struck off 
the shipping list, and Mrs. Gardner was at 
last obliged to believe that her husband had 
gone down to a watery grave. At first she 
was overwhelmed with grief, and for many 
a night she lay awake mourning over her 
loss. But at last she was compelled to 
rouse herself and earn bread for herself and 
Neddie. So they left the nice little cottage 
they had lived in up to this time, and in 
December came to the " Old House." 

Her husband's friends lived more than 
forty miles away, in a little village in the 
interior of the country. They had never 
taken much notice of Edward and his wife 
since the marriage. She was too religious 
for them, and they considered that Gardner 
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would have done much better if he had 
married Rose Rutherglen, a girl in the 
village. Mrs. Gardner was an orphan when 
Edward Gardner proposed to her; and now 
that he was supposed to have been lost at 
sea, the only notice his friends took of it, 
as far as she was concerned, was to offer 
to adopt Neddie. But the mother would 
not give him up, and this caused more 
offence. 

I t was now the beginning of May, and a 
change had taken place at Fern Farm. 
One of its inmates, the father of the family, 
had been called away. It was he who had 
most opposed his son's marriage, and being 
a stern unyielding man, his other children 
had learned to fear him, and not to bring 
up a subject which generally displeased him. 
Now the remaining inmates of the little 
homestead were five, the old lady, with her 
silver curls and kindly smile; Will, the 
second son, who had helped his father to 
manage the farm; Mattie, or " Mat/' the 
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busy energetic elder sister, who superin
tended the house-work, the poultry, and 
the dairy ; Jack, the lively mischief-maker, 
who ought to have worked hard on the 
farm, and didn't; and Kate, the youngest, 
just sixteen, who helped Mattie in the house, 
and was learning to be a dressmaker. 

It was one evening, a month after the 
father's death, and a week after Neddie 
had parted with little Tina that they were 
sitting round the fire, and Mattie said, in 
her short decided way— 

" We don't trouble ourselves much about 
poor Edward's wife and child. Shouldn't 
we let her know ? " 

" Yes," said Will quietly, "it should have 
been done before; I'll see to it. Poor Ellen, 
she must have had a hard time lately." 

" I should like to see Neddie; I believe 
he's a real nice wee boy, if he keeps anything 
like the picture you have of him, mother, 
when he was a year old," added Kitty. 

" What do you say to asking him here 
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for a little time, it would cheer us up to see 
the little fellow," said the mother, whose 
heart had often yearned after her little 
fatherless grandchild. 

All agreed that if it could be arranged, 
and that if little Neddie's mother would 
part with him, he should be invited to 
spend a month at Fern Farm. 

" I hope he will not be a troublesome 
child, and that he will do what he is bid/' 
said Mattie. 

" If not, you shall be the one to thrash 
him, Mat. I believe you could do it real 
well," cried Jack. 

" Some one would require to make him 
mind, and see that he did not follow you 
into mischief, Jack; for he would be drowned 
in the horse-pond, or hurt in the machines, 
if he were left in your charge." 

Had not Jack been a bit sobered by the 
recent sad event, he would have made a 
dive at Mattie, and she would have had to 
pay for her remark; as it was, he contented 
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himself with giving her arm rather an un
merciful grip. 

" How long is it since we wrote to Ellen V 
asked the mother. 

"It must be four months, or more," 
answered Will; " for it was when we sent 
the money at Christmas." 

" If she had heard any news she would 
have written. Of poor Ted, I mean," said 
the old lady, wiping her glasses. 

" I don't think we shall ever hear any
thing more in this world," said Will, with a 
sigh. 

" Oh," gasped Kittie, " if we only might 
hope to see him again." 

" Hush—h," put in Will; "it can do no 
good to talk so—it only troubles mother." 

The tears were rolling down the cheeks 
of the old lady; when the girls saw this, 
they rose up and wiped them away, and 
put their arms round her neck, and talked 
about little Neddie's visit, to make her 
forget. 

K 
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"Neddie," said his mother, two days after 
the conversation at Fern Farm, "there is 
the postman coming up to the house; see 
who the letter is for, dear." 

Neddie dashed to the head of the stair. 
As the postman very seldom called at the 
Old House, it was a matter of great import
ance when it did happen. 

" Gardner," said the man, and handed 
the letter to Neddie. 

His mothers heart beat high, the colour 
mounted to her cheek, once rosy and clear, 
now getting pale and thin, and her hand 
shook. Something rose in her throat, and 
made her feel as if she would choke. She 
turned giddy and faint. 

" A letter for you, mother," cried the 
little boy, joyously. " Don't you like it ? 
Are you ill?" 

She grasped the letter, gave a quick look 
at the postmark, and burst into tears. Then 
she put the letter from her, and covering 
her face she sobbed aloud— 
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" I did not expect one from them. I 
thought—oh, I thought it might be some 
news of— " 

Neddie climbed on her knee, and took 
her hands down. He tried to wipe her 
tears away with his rough little coat. 

" You expected it was about my father, 
didn't you, mother ? Never mind, Jesus 
has got him, and He'll soon be taking us 
to see him, and if He doesn't, I'll soon be a 
father myself and take you on the sea with 
me when I go." 

For answer he got a tight, tight hug, and 
a sobbing laugh from his mother. Then she 
said quickly— 

" Perhaps they have news of him; it's 
a black edge," and she tore open the 
letter. 

But no ; it told of the old man's death, 
and proposed that Neddie should come over 
and stay with them at Fern Farm, and they 
would pay his expenses. 

And then began a double battle between 
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those two, who were all in all to each other. 
The mother said to herself, " How can I 
give him up, my own wee boy, even for a 
month! What will it be, when I come 
home of a night, to find the room lonely, 
the little chair empty ! No little arms to 
clasp round my neck—no little eager face 
upturned while I tell a Bible story—no 
little warm body to hug through the long 
cold night. No; they shall not have my 
boy. The old man would have little to do 
with us when he was alive. Why do they 
want him now ?" After a while, the other 
side of the picture rose up before her. The 
long dreary day for the child, with no little 
Tina to keep him happy. The poor food 
and lack of care. She thought how little of 
brightness there was in his life; how he 
would delight in the horses and cows and 
poultry, and she felt sure he would win his 
way among them all, and that they would 
learn to love him. So she determined to 
pray to God about it, and to ask Him to 
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direct her, and make her willing to give him 
up if it was best for her boy. But first she 
read the letter to Neddie, to see what he 
would say. 

" Me; is it me that's to go ? Oh, jolly ! 
That's where Chip the dog lives, and Shag, 
and the hens and ducks and horses; isn't 
it, mother ? Oh, yes; and—and you'll go 
too, mother ?" 

" No; they haven't asked me, and I 
could not leave my work. The master 
would turn me off altogether if I did, and 
then we should have no home when we 
came back." 

Neddie heaved a deep sigh and looked 
out of the window. " I should be away 
from that horrid tree, that's one good thing, 
but you couldn't get on without me, mother. 
There'd be no one to pull off your boots and 
warm your shoes, and put coals on the fire, 
and—and kiss you and wipe your tears," 
said Neddie, with quivering lip, " and Jesus 
wouldn't like me to go, cos I've promised 
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Him to be your wee comfort till you see 
father." 

" It's a nice place, Neddie, pretty flowers 
about, and a farm yard, where your father 
used to live ; and grandmother is kind, and 
so is uncle Will I should like you to go, 
if I could just part with you, though I'm 
afraid it would be hard." And to herself 
she said, " I t would break my heart, I think. 
We'll say no more about it till after ten, 
and then well ask God." 

After Neddie was safe in bed, she thought 
it all over, and decided it would be best to 
let him go. I t was too good a chance to be 
lost, and she would try and be brave and 
work for him while he was away, and the 
time would soon pass. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

LEFT BEHIND. 

]OOD-BYE, Neddie; be 

#5 y^YtrMPm^ i them to write, and tell 
me how you go on, and 
keep that scarf round 
your neck, and don't 

lean on the door of the train, 
and eat the biscuits when you 

I are hungry, and don't lose the 
ticket round your neck, and 

mind what the lady says; and don't forget 
mother," said Mrs. Gardner, giving Neddie 
one last fond embrace, while her eyes were 
brimming over with tears, "and be sure 
and come back," she added. 

Neddie was just going to be lifted into 



152 THE OLD HOUSE. 

the train by the porter, but he turned, and 
throwing his arms round her neck, said— 

" Take me back with you. I don't wish 
to go." 

a The train is going, dear; and here is 
twopence for you to keep. Yes, yes; you 
want to see Chip and Shag, and I shall 
soon see you again. Perhaps I'll come and 
fetch you," said his mother, the vague hope 
crossing her mind in her desire to cheer 
Ned. 

Neddie was lifted into the train, and the 
" lady" promised again to see him safely to 
his friends, the whistle sounded, and away 
they went, leaving the mother behind. 

We all know the dreary sense of being 
"left behind" some time in our lives. I t 
is not half so bad for those who go. They 
go into other scenes and interests, and it all 
helps to keep the spirits up. Mrs. Gardner 
hardly knew how she got home, and cleared 
up the little room, and put Neddie's things 
away, but she was fully conscious of the 
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long, long cry alone, when feelings pent up 
for months had their way, and when her 
heart felt as if it would break before it was 
eased, while she mourned for her two absent 
ones. At last quiet came, and she hardly 
knew herself, the burden seemed almost 
away, and she went to her half-day's work 
with a strange light-heartedness that sur
prised her. In two days came news of 
Neddie's safe arrival and happiness, and 
then she was glad she had had the courage 
to part with him. 

Old Peter was very anxious to hear about 
Neddie, and he sent Molly to learn from 
Mrs. Gardner how he reached his journey's 
end. Mrs. Gardner was glad of the little 
girl's company for half an hour, and Molly 
made herself quite at home in front of the 
fire, with her dolly on her knee. She had 
Neddie's tin box to look at, and his Sunday 
picture book, and Mrs. Gardner was glad of 
the opportunity to tell Molly about the 
pictures. There was one of Jesus blessing 
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little children, and another of the storm a t 
sea, and Lazarus being carried by the angels 
up to heaven. 

" It 's a pity your wee boy and me wasn't 
alive then, Mrs. Gardner. He'd have patted 
us on the head, maybe, and took us along 
with Him to heaven," said Molly, pointing 
to the picture of Jesus. 

" He has promised to take all the children 
there that love and trust Him. Now, Molly, 
He loves you and Neddie as much as H e 
did them, and He has died to save you too, 
and He will bless you as well as them." 

,c Neddie said that to Gran. He said 
Jesus would take up the folks to the Bright 
City that was washed, and Gran often says 
it over, and there's a verse about it some
where in the Bible, about being ' washed in 
the blood of the Lamb.' I don't know it 
all, but Grannie tries to teach it to me. I 
wonder if Gran's going; he's awful thin, 
and he don't sup porridge, and the doctor 
says his leg don't heal right. 
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" I'm sorry for that, Molly, but I should 
like to come and see your grandfather ; 
perhaps he would like me to read to him 
sometimes. I have more time, now Neddie 
is away, and he must be very dull lying all 
the day." 

" So he is, but he doesn't grumble much 
about i t ; he lies awful quiet, and keeps 
saying bits of verses over that Grannie 
reads to him. She says she thinks it's a 
kind o' warnin\ "What's a warning Mrs. 
Gardner ?" 

" Grandfather is getting old, Molly, and 
perhaps God is letting him know his time 
is short. Old people can't have very long 
to live." 

" Would the angels come and carry 
him up like this poor beggar man?" asked 
Molly. 

" Yes, if he is washed in the blood of the 
Lamb," answered Mrs. Gardner. 

After a little more talk, Mrs. Gardner 
took Molly home, and went to see the old 
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man. The fall had shaken him greatly, and 
his ankle had inflamed, and did not seem 
likely to heal quickly; besides, lying so 
long in bed had weakened him very much. 
But old Peter had had time to think, and 
he found out that he was not prepared for 
the journey before him, and that he had 
put off the thought of eternal things too 
long. Neddie's simple words sounded in 
his ears—"IVe let Jesus into my heart. 
He knocked one day and I let Him in, and 
He's washed my sins away." And one night 
the old man thought Jesus knocked at the 
door of his heart. I t was hard work for i t 
to open, for it had been firmly closed so long, 
and " the weeds and ivy vine, with their 
dark and clinging tendrils, ever round the 
door-way climbed." But he feebly said, 
" Come in, Lord," and it was enough. 

Mrs. Gardner read a few of those precious 
promises to old Peter which the Lord 
uttered when upon earth. " Come unto me 
and I will give you rest." " If any man 
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thirst, let him come unto me and drink," 
and he listened attentively. 

"May I be so bold as to ask how you 
learned these things, ma'am," he asked. 

Mrs. Gardner hesitated, and then an
swered, " I t was some years ago. I was 
young and foolish, and I was engaged 
to a young man who was the same, but 
he was suddenly taken ill, and became 
rapidly worse. The doctor told him he 
had but a little while to prepare for death, 
and his friends urged him to ' come to the 
Saviour/ But he cried out, ' I cannot, 
there is no time now I' We all begged 
him to prepare, but he cried again and 
again, ' There is no time now!' and so he 
died/1 

All in the little room were quiet, and 
Mrs. Gardner said, " I found I was not 
ready for death, and his words kept to 
me; and I determined whatever else I left 
undone I would be ready, and I never 
stopped till I found Christ as my Saviour." 



IIlWI«|il 
CHAPTER XVIII . 

NEDDIE AT THE FARMHOUSE. 

fE left little Neddie in the 
train under " t h e lady 's" 
care, and though his tears 
flowed at first, and he felt 
a few little heart-aches a t 
leaving his mother; yet 
the novelty of the journey, 
and the pleasant sights 
around soon cheered him 

up, and when the train stopped at his 
station he was in his usual spirits. 

A white pocket-handkerchief was tied 
round his arm, according to agreement, 
that his friends might know him, and the 
guard handed him over to a porter till 
they came up. After a few minutes of 
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suspense, he was seized upon by Cousin 
Kitty and Jack." 

" This is him; see the handkerchief. 
You are Neddie Gardner, arn't you ?" cried 
they, giving him a hearty embrace, while 
Jack added, " What a jolly little chap he 
looks." 

Hardly waiting for a reply, they seized 
his neat little bundle, and thanking the 
porter, whom they knew quite well, they 
carried Neddie off to the spring pony-cart, 
which was waiting outside. Then the little 
fellow found his tongue, and, slipping his 
hand into Jack's, he asked, "Is that Shag ?" 
and pointed to the 'rough pony in the 
cart. 

" Of course," cried Jack, "and you'll get 
rides on him, too, and feed him; and I'll 
give lots of fun if you aren't a cry baby." 

" I aren't," replied Neddie decidedly. 
" I cried when I lost mother's half-crowns, 
of course; but so would you if you'd lost 
your mother's rent money, and saw her 
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crying wouldn't you ? I don't cry when I 
tumble or hurt myself, but I do a little 
when mother tells about the progeling son 
—that part when he's far away, you know; 
but I'm sure you did, too, when you was a 
little boy like me, and sat on your mother's 
knee." 

" I believe you are a young brick," said 
Jack, who partly understood Ned's mean
ing ; " anyhow, we'll have fine times, and 
Mattie shall tell you stories." 

Kitty put her arm around him and kissed 
him, and said, " I am so glad he's come, 
Jack." 

Dinner was spread in the large kitchen 
at Fern Farm when the cart drove up, and 
the rest of the family came out to welcome 
Ned. They were all pleased with the 
honest, good-tempered face of the little 
boy, and did their utmost to make him 
feel at home. He was not troubled with 
shyness, and in a few minutes was chatting 
to them freely of the Old House and his 
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mother, and asking innumerable questions 
about all he saw. 

" Did my father used to ride on Shag ?" 
he asked. 

"Yes," answered Will, when he could 
command his voice; " he did when he was 
a lad." 

" He'd like to see me here and know I 
was going to ride on Shag, too. Perhaps 
he can see me—perhaps Jesus will let him; 
I hope so," said the little boy, as he put a 
spoonful of sweet pudding into his mouth. 
When he had swallowed it, he added— 
" I wish mother could taste this; she 
would 'joy it. We never get sweet pud
dings." 

Grandmother heaped another spoonful 
in his plate, and quickly drew the back of 
her hand across her eyes. 

" Fancy the poor little fellow never get
ting pudding, and Edward used to be so 
fond of it." 

The afternoon was taken up with looking 
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round the little farm, and Jack had a holi
day for the occasion. So they visited the 
pig-styes and the cow-house, and saw Betsy 
and Mopsey, the two favourite cows. Jack 
lifted Neddie on the back of the cart 
horses, and he had a ride in the waggons. 
He chased the ducks and hens, and saw 
where they laid their eggs. He patted 
and caressed Chip the house-dog, and 
threw stones in the pond, and climbed up 
into the loft, and so happy was Neddie, 
that not a shadow of regret passed over 
his mind. 

Then came tea in the large clean kitchen 
again, with smoking hot toast and tea 
cakes made by Mattie, and Neddie had a 
pretty little mug full of new milk to drink. 
It was delightful to him, and everything 
tasted delicious, but after he had eaten a 
little, and was sitting quiet for a few 
moments, he remembered the Old House 
and his mother sitting alone at the little 
table and eating plain bread and butter. 
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A lump rose in Neddie's throat, and though 
he tried hard to keep back the tears, they 
would come, and at last a deep sobbing 
sigh drew the attention of Jack. 

" What's wrong, old fellow ?" he asked. 
"I 'm not a cry baby, I'm sure, but I 

can't help it. You've got your mother all 
safe, but I haven't, and I wish I hadn't left 
her; she'll be awful lonely." 

" Don't cry, and you shall go with me 
and seek the hen eggs to-morrow, and get 
more rides on the horses," said grand
mother. 

" And I will get you a wee kitten for 
your own," added Kitty. 

" And I've got lots of funny things to 
show you in my room," exclaimed Jack. 
" Cheer up, my boy." 

Neddy wiped his eyes, but he could not 
smile. His own happy lot made his 
mother's look more lonely and gloomy. 
Never had the Old House looked so dull, 
or their little room so small and bare, as 
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memory pictured it. And the thought of 
his mother coming home in the wet as she 
had often done, was unbearable; he won
dered how he could have borne living there 
so long. 

"Our room is very small, you know," 
he said, looking round, " and we don't keep 
big fires, and our table isn't so nice as this 
—we don't get hot cakes and coffee, and 
there's no flowers peeping in at the windows 
or pretty fields about, and no nice cocks 
and hens—-just a coal field, and horrid 
puffin' trains, and a thin, thin old donkey, 
with half its tail cut off. No wonder 
mother is dull." 

Mattie, who was generally considered 
very matter of fact, took out her handker
chief and used it vigorously, then she put 
some jam in Neddie's plate, and said, with
out consulting anyone, 

" Would you like your mother to come 
down here and stay with you some day, 
soon ? Very well, we'll write a letter to 
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her, and you shall send a message, and 
when she coines, you take her and show 
her all the things. Just wait till she has 
saved up a little money to come with first." 

Mattie had found the right key to 
Neddie's heart. 

" Oh, jolly!" he cried, " I love you, 
Aunt Mattie, you are the kindest of all; 
111 show her Shag and Chip, and all the 
things. Won't she like it. When will 
you write ?" 

" To-morrow, dear, when you have had 
your breakfast, we will send the letter off." 

This sealed Aunt Mattie's and Neddie's 
friendship. Though he was very fond of 
them all, yet from this time Aunt Mattie 
became his protector and friend. Uncle 
Will, too, was very kind to the little fellow, 
and used to take him on his knee and read 
him stories or talk to him of all the won
derful things he saw, for he had been much 
attached to his eldest brother, and his 
orphan child seemed to have a double claim 
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upon him. And so for some days Neddie's 
life was a smooth and happy one. He slept 
at night in a snug little bed in Mattie's 
room, and she used to go upstairs with him 
of an evening and put him in. Kitty 
offered sometimes, but Mattie always went. 

The first night Neddie sat on the side of 
the bed after he was undressed, and looked 
very sober. 

" What is it ?" asked his aunt. 
" I was thinking how kind God is to give 

us this world to ourselves, Aunt Mattie, and 
put cocks and hens in it I" 

Aunt Mattie laughed. 
" You seem very fond of cocks and hens." 
" So I am, and like to see the cocks stand 

on their hind legs and crow like this," said 
Neddie, stretching out his neck and doing 
his best to imitate them. 

Aunt Mattie laughed again. 
" Now, get into bed as quick as you can/' 

she said, and she toppled him over on to 
his pillow. 
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But he stopped short and said gravely— 
" No, no, it would never do ; it would be 

a 'prayerless pillow/ and it would not be. 
comfor'ble all night. See," he said, laying 
his head down and poking into the pillow, 
" it's not a bit nice, and I shouldn't sleep 
happy if I did not pray." 

So he jumped out and knelt down and 
asked God to take care of him, and thanked 
Him for all His mercies; and as he prayed 
for his mother his lips quivered, but he asked 
that she might come soon and see him at 
Fern Farm; and then he sprang into bed, 
and, laying his head down again, pronounced 
it " a very comfor'ble pillow," and soon fell 
asleep. 

^ ^ ^ ^ 



CHAPTER XIX, 

SCHOOL DAYS. 

) E N T on fulfilling her 
promise Mattie wrote to 
Mrs. Gardner, saying 

they hoped she would be 
able to come and take 
Neddie back when the 

time for his return home arrived. 
Mrs. Gardner could not decide 

about it all at once on account of 
her work; but the possibility of a little 
change into the country with Neddie was 
very delightful, and it helped to cheer her 
up, while the little boy talked every day 
about his mother's visit to Fern Farm. 

After he had been with his grandmother 
a week, it was decided that Neddie should 
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go to the village school in the mornings, for 
they were all afraid that if he had too much 
liberty he might come to grief. And as his 
mother had already taught him many little 
words of one syllable it would not be such 
drudgery for him as if he were quite a 
beginner. He had two or three times 
during the week " got into scrapes," as Jack 
called it, and Aunt Mattie's prophecy had 
nearly come true, for Neddie wanted to see 
all that could be seen, and he peered into 
every nook and corner, and so he had one 
or two severe falls, and had come in once or 
twice with very wet feet from playing in 
water. He had done nothing really naughty, 
but as both his aunts were busy through 
the morning, and could not pay him much 
attention till the afternoon, they thought it 
would be a nice thing for Neddie to go to 
school from ten till half-past twelve. 

" Goodbye, Grandmother," said he, as he 
started for school the first morning. "I 
shall be quick and get on, and learn my 
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lessons, and grow a father so I can earn 
money for mother." 

He had on a nice little straw hat and 
clean collar of Aunt Kitty's ironing. Grand
mother patted his cheek, and put a bun into 
his pocket to eat on his road home, and he 
started off with Aunt Kitty, who was to 
see him safely to his class. 

The schoolmaster, who was rather a spare 
dried-up looking man, examined Neddie a 
little before sending him to his form, took 
up the little first penny reader, and inquired 
if he knew his letters. 

" O yes," replied Ned, excitedly, " long 
ago'9 

" Hum-um, then you can read a little ?" 
"Yes, lots of words." 
" Well, what does this spell, my man?" 

he asked, pointing to the word h—e— n. 
Neddie sighed rather deeply, snapped his 

eyes, and then triumphantly cried out 
" chicken." 

Kitty burst out laughing, and the master 
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faintly smiled. So the little boy, after one 
or two rather more successful trials, found 
his place among some little ones who were 
beginning words of three letters in the first 
book or " low penny," as they called it. 

For a few days he came home very 
happily, and went to school quite readily 
each morning, and all were pleased with the 
success of the plan; but after a little there 
was a cloud on Neddie's face, and he seemed 
very unwilling to go in the morning without 
making any actual objection. He came 
home panting for breath at times, and in a 
great heat; once his face was all bespattered 
with mud, and once or twice the traces of 
tears were on his cheeks. When questioned 
he would hardly reply, or say, "Never mind; 
Aunt Mattie will wash off the mud." So 
they began to think that Neddie must 
quarrel with the other children, or be up to 
mischief, as he did not like to say anything 
about what happened. 



CHAPTER XX. 

HOW NEDDIE LOST HIS TREASURES. 

xkwti 

FTER Neddie had gone 
to bed one night, Mattie 
spoke to Jack about the 
strange way he came in 

from school. 
" This morning/' she 

said, "his hair was damp with 
heat, his face was red, and he 

puiifceu iur breath, and looked so 
frightened, but he would say nothing. And 
once or twice I have missed little things 
belonging to him, and I cannot get him to 
say anything about them. There's a little 
pen I gave him he was so proud of, and a 
lead pencil, and the picture of the robin 
you gave him. He just says, * They are all 
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away, but I can't tell you where/ I t is 
so strange." 

" There's some reason for i t ; perhaps a 
boy has been ' humbugging' him. I'll tell 
you what, Mat; I'll watch the school out 
to-morrow, and see what's up." 

" Yes, do, for I can hardly believe Ned 
would be up to mischief every morning; and 
to-night, when he said his little prayer, 
he added something to himself, and then 
added, 'It's someone I want to pray for, 
Aunt Mattie; I wish I could tell you about 
it, but perhaps I should be killed if I did/ 
and he would not say any more." 

The next day Jack started forth to meet 
the children as they came out of school. 
Unfortunately he was two or three minutes 
late, and as he turned the corner of the 
road, he saw that they had been dismissed. 
Most of the children went home in a dif
ferent direction from Neddie, so that Jack 
soon discerned his little figure coming along 
as fast as his legs could carry him, and 
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behind was another and bigger boy trying to 
make up to him. Jack drew back into the 
hedge to watch. In a minute or two his 
pursuer overtook Neddie, and placing him
self before him, stopped him from getting 
any further. The boys were nearly in front 
of Jack's hiding-place. 

" Now, then, you thought you'd escape 
me, did you ? but you are nicely mistaken I 
Ha! ha I my chicken, turn out your pock
ets, and let's see what you've got to-day, 
or else it 'ill be the worse for you. I could 
easy pitch you over the hedge into the 
ditch, and you'd be killed, and no one 
could find your precious little body in a 
hurry. Come, be quick." 

Neddie began to cry and turn out his 
pockets. 

"I've got nothin' to bring you. I've 
give you all the things I've got: my dear 
little pen, and pencil, and that robin." 

"Haven't you a bun? Now, hand it 
out at once if you have. I told you to 
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bring somethin' to-day, if you wished to 
escape a thrashing." 

" I know, and I tried to find something, 
but I can't steal grandmother's things. Do 
let me go home, and you can take this 
biscuit Aunt Mattie gave me; I saved it 
for you. Let me go, for I didn't tell on 
you." 

" You'd better not; if I hear youve told 
a word to anyone, I'll give you what I 
promised, and if you don't bring something 
with you to-morrow, worth having" added 
the boy, pocketing the biscuit, " it will be 
the worse for you. And take that." 

He raised his hand, but before it de
scended Jack had darted from the hedge. 
His blood was at boiling pitch, and he with 
difficulty restrained himself from felling 
Bill Bowling to the earth. As it was, he 
flung him to the side of the road, and 
standing over him administered cuffs pretty 
freely about his ears. 

"So it's you, is it, that teases and frightens 
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wee Neddie Gardner, you coward you; but 
it's the last time. If I'm not mistaken you 
shall suffer for this. Bah ! I can't touch 
you, get along," he added, as the boy got 
to his feet blubbering and scowling, and 
then darted off round the corner. 

Neddie's surprise at seeing Jack come 
forward to his rescue was great. He could 
do nothing for the first minute but watch 
Jack's actions with breathless excitement. 
When Bill found his level in the ditch, 
Neddie cried out— 

" Don't hurt him, Uncle Jack, please 
don't." 

" Why ? What do you need to care for ? 
He has been bad enough to you," said Jack. 

" He threw me down once, and I know 
how awful frightened I was," answered the 
child as Bill made off round the corner, then 
his lips quivered, and clinging to his de
liverer he sobbed aloud. 

Jack just took him up in his arms and 
ran home with him as fast as possible, for 

M 
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Neddie was too overcome to speak. He 
did not stop running till lie had carried 
him right into the middle of the kitchen 
and set him down in the arm chair. 

Mattie was making bread, and the sleeves 
of her dress were turned up to the shoulder, 
and a large white apron was tied round her 
waist. 

"What is the matter?" she asked, pausing 
in her work at the sight of Neddie's distress 
and Jack's indignation. " I hope neither of 
you have been doing anything wrong." 

" Wrong! there's plenty of wrong, but it's 
not us, Mat; it's that Bill Bowling," and as 
soon as he could gain breath, Jack began 
his story, and told all he knew. When he 
finished Ned slipped off his chair, and 
edging his way to his grandmother, he 
said— 

" I'd better go home to the Old House, 
and to my mother, for that boy will pay me 
out now, and if she heard I was in the 
'police office/ she'd think I'd been bad, 
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and Bill said lie should put me in there if 
I told, but I didn't Uncle Jack found it 
out." 

Grandmother lifted him on her knee, and 
promised that Bill should not hurt him 
again, and after some coaxing, Neddie was 
induced to tell how the naughty boy had 
treated him. 

" He said if I ever told of him, he would 
hurt me far worse, and I should die for it, 
or go to the pol-lice office, or something 
like that; and, Aunt Mattie, every day I 
have to bring him one of my best little 
treasures, and now all my treasures are 
gone, or he wouldn't let me home if I didn't. 
My dear pen and robin are away, and I have 
prayed to God to get them back, but I 
dared not ever tell you, or my teacher 
either." 

" Poor little Neddie, what a shame! It's 
best always tell those things, but you 
didn't know. Never mind, we will take 
care of you, and we will see that boy never 
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hurts you any more. Was that how you 
came by the mud on your face ?" 

" Yes, he frowed it at me, and made me 
run, run, ever so fast, and I fell and cut 
my knee, and—and he laughed" sobbed 
Neddie, " and I was mis'able." 

" What shall we do," cried Jack; " can 
we punish him ? I should like to duck him 
in the horse pond, and pitch him." 

" Steady, Jack," said his mother, wiping 
her glasses, "we will talk it over soon. 
Let Neddie get his dinner now." 

And Neddie did get his dinner, and was 
pulled extra close to Aunt Mattie, and all 
that afternoon one and another tried how 
best they could make up to him for his past 
trouble. 

The next morning, Aunt Mattie accom
panied Neddie to school, and when the 
children were all assembled, they entered 
together. She walked straight up to the 
master, and after asking him to excuse her 
for detaining him a few minutes, she related 
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to him how the poor little fellow had been 
ill treated, and asked if he would so deal 
with Bill as to prevent such conduct in the 
future. 

The master was very angry, and calling 
Bill out of his form, spoke to him before the 
whole school, and then he gave him several 
sharp cuts with the cane, which made him 
roar out. 

" That's enough!" cried Neddie, " please 
stop now; he won't do it again, I'm 
sure/' and at Neddie's pleading the master 
stopped. 

" As long as Edward Gardner is here, 
you will be kept in ten minutes every day, 
so as to allow him time to get home/' said 
he. 

Bill then went back to his seat, and being 
a real coward he never offered to molest 
Ned again. But the little boy continued 
to pray at night that God would keep Bill 
from hurting him, and he sometimes added, 
" Make him turn a good boy." 
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About a week after, Jack gave him two 
slate pencils, and Neddie's face flushed with 
pleasure, while his eyes sparkled with a 
sudden thought. As he jumped into bed 
at night he said— 

" Aunt Mattie, that boy is gowing kind 
now." 

" How is that?" she asked. 
"When we was on the play ground a 

girl shoved me up against him—and he did 
nothing—but I was a wee bit frightened, so 
I pulled out a slate pencil, and asked him 
if he'd like it, and acshually he said, € No, 
thank you.' Wasn't it good of him ?" 

Aunt Mattie agreed that he might have 
done worse. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

A DABK CLOUD ON A BRIGHT MORNING. 

BEAUTIFUL summer 
mornings were now come, 
and Neddie was wakened 
up by hearing the birds 

sing, and as soon as he 
. v . was dressed he would run 
x into the garden, and smell 
flowers, and gather one or two 

sprigs of mignonette for grandmother. Then 
he used to go to a little bag at the bottom 
of one of the cupboards, and take out some 
handfuls of corn, and throw to the hens 
and chickens, and in a few minutes he 
would be surrounded by about fifty of 
them. 

" There was a beautiful white hen at first, 
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Aunt Mat, and it never comes now; where 
can it be ?" asked Neddie one morning. 

"Well, I don't know, I'm sure; but 
certainly I have not seen her for some 
time. I wonder if she is sitting in a nest 
somewhere. Black Bess and Jake are 
both sitting, I know. You must look 
about, Neddie." 

And Neddie did look about, and after a 
half-hour's search he dashed in, all excite
ment— 

" Yes, she is sitting in a nest in the old 
barn, and when I came in she got off, and 
there's lots of eggs under her, nearly fifty 
I should think." 

Aunt Kitty laughed heartily, and allowed 
herself to be dragged by Neddie to the spot, 
where she found the " White Lady," as they 
called her, with a nest of eleven eggs. On 
her own responsibility she promised the 
little boy two of the chickens when they 
were hatched, and he watched anxiously 
for the day when they should make their 
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first appearance in the world. At length 
he was rewarded, and one fine morning the 
White Lady marched forth followed by a 
fine brood. Neddie chose a little jet black 
one for himself and a pretty yellow one for 
his mother; for he lived on, day by day, 
with the hope that she was " soon coming." 
Aunt Kitty used to write a letter from him 
to her every week, and always received one 
back on a Monday morning. Monday was 
much looked for by Neddie, but the letters, 
though very carefully written, used gener
ally to upset him a little, and it was no 
uncommon thing for him to mourn at inter
vals through that day. However, his time 
was much taken up, for he had a little 
garden of his own, and before and after 
school hours it was his delight to work in 
it, though I must say that the poor flowers 
could not flourish, for he used to pull them 
up, to examine the roots, too often, or 
change their place in the garden. He used 
also to help his grandmother to weed the 
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front beds, and go with Uncle Jack to dig-
up potatoes. And if his mother could 
have seen him, she would have been very 
thankful for the nice change he was 
getting. 

But one day Neddie got into trouble, and 
this is how it happened. The afternoon 
before had been wet, and as he was shut 
indoors, he explored the house, and amongst 
other places a cupboard where some things 
of Jack's were kept. Here he found a cane 
with a little horse's head on the top made 
of ivory. He played with it for some time, 
and then put it away. But this morning 
he suddenly remembered it again, and with
out waiting to think if he had a right to 
get it, he took possession of the cane, and 
walked off into the garden with it. He 
began to slash the bushes as he went along, 
and walked about aiming occasionally at 
a stray leaf that stuck out beyond the 
other. 

With very little thought of what the 
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consequences might be he tried to see how 
near he could strike at some flowers without 
hitting them. Mrs. Gardner prided herself 
upon some of her plants, and had placed a 
row of them, which were in pots, on the 
garden path to catch the sun. Neddie 
approached, and whisked his cane in front 
of them. It went very near the pretty 
flowers, but it did not touch them, so he 
did it again, but this time, sad to say, two 
beautiful double geraniums were snapped off 
and fell to the ground. Neddie stood 
aghast. What should he do ? He picked 
up the flowers and stood irresolute. His 
first impulse was to run in and tell, but at 
that minute he heard Bob the stable-boy 
coining whistling along, and dreading to face 
him with the broken flowers he threw them 
behind a shrub and ran away ; as he ran he 
caught hold of the wrong end of the cane, 
and it swayed up and down with the weight 
of the ivory head. The next thing Neddie 
knew was that it had struck on a stone and 
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was broken off at the neck just where the 
head ended and the cane began. At this 
second calamity poor Neddie felt stunned. 
He picked up the head, and in a paroxysm 
of grief and anger dashed to the bush where 
he had flung the flowers, and sent the cane 
after them. Then he set off as quick as he 
could go, and ran out along the road, across 
the little bridge, and into the hay meadow. 
Here he flung himself down by the side of 
the hedge into the sweet-smelling hay and 
cried bitterly. The bees buzzed over his 
head, and the lark sang up in the sky his 
joyous morning song; the buttercups and 
daisies opened their blossoms to the sun
shine, but Neddie didn't care. He was 
miserable. 

" They are so kind, and Jack saved me 
from Bill, and now I've broken his cane and 
grandmother's beautiful flowers," he sobbed, 
" and they will never love me again. Could 
I get to the Old House, I wonder ? Mother 
would be sorry, but she'd be glad I'd come." 
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Then Neddie lay and thought it all over. 
" God had seen him, and He wouldn't be 
pleased if he ran away and didn't tell." So 
he shut his eyes and asked for help to do 
right. 

"But oh! I can't tell," he cried, "Jack 
would be so angry." It was past Neddie's 
school time, but still he did not move, and 
it was ftdly two hours before he got up his 
courage to rise and walk towards the 
house. 

He had not been missed; they supposed 
he had run off* to school, and as he returned 
about the usual time nothing was said, 
and Neddie was standing by the window, 
screened by the curtains, when his grand
mother came in and exclaimed in much 
grief about " her beautiful flowers that 
were broken." 

" Who can have done it ? They are the 
best I have," she cried. " Neddie has been 
at school all the morning, and I saw him 
run straight into the house; besides, he 
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never touches the flowers. It must be Bob, 
he is so careless. I shall have to send that 
boy away." 

As she spoke, the grandmother saw 
Neddie. 

" You did not pluck the flowers, did you, 
Ned?" she asked. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

A LETTER FROM THE OLD HOUSE. 

*HE little boy had made 
.:v his mind to confess 

about it, but when he 
aid grandmother say 
Neddie never touches 

the flowers," a big lump 
%T came in his throat, and it 
seemed impossible to telL So 

that when he was asked if he iC plucked" 
them, his head gave a little quick decided 
shake, and Neddie said "No." He was 
wavering for an instant before telling the 
whole truth, when Kitty came in, holding 
up a letter. 

" It's a letter for Master Edward Gard
ner," she cried, and Edward dashed forward 
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to get it. Flowers and everything were 
forgotten for the moment, and grandmother 
too smiled to see his excitement. 

He broke the seal, and shaking out the 
folded sheet, asked who would read it for 
him. 

"You, please, Aunt Mattie," he said, 
deciding the question himself, and she took 
him on her knee, and began to read as 
follows:— 

" THE OLD HOUSE, 

" June 16th. 
u MY DARLING BOY, 

" I am so glad to hear you are 
keeping well and happy, and that your 
Aunt says you are a good boy. I am very 
glad you enjoy yourself in the country so 
much, seeing all the fine sights and the 
birds and flowers. I have not been very 
well, but am better now. Molly sends her 
love to you, and wants you back again. 
Her gran, is very weak, and the doctor says 
he won't get about much longer. I hope 

N 
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he will go to the * City Bright/ where Tina 
has gone, for I think he trusts Jesus now. 
You will be sorry to hear that little Jennie 
died last week. Her mother is very sad 
about it, but she has got another little baby, 
and I hope it may comfort her a bit. Little 
Jennie cried out, 'Sing Joyful, mother/ the 
day before she died. You and Tina used 
to sing that, you know. The Old House 
seems very sad now, Neddie, and 1 almost 
wish you didn't need come back, but I want 
you very, very much, and I shall do what 
I can to make you cheery, dear. I've saved 
a little money, and I shall buy you some
thing to play with when you come back 
that will keep you company,—a dog or a 
bird perhaps. 

" You will be sorry to hear Dick is in 
prison; he stole something the day his 
brother was married, and he was taken off 
while in the midst of their fun. Poor Susan 
and Jessie, who used to go about in rags 
cleaning door steps and bare footed, were 
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dressed up in white muslins and ribbons. 
They have been starving for some time to 
save up enough to dress out. 

" I hope, Neddie dear, you do not forget 
to pray to God to help you to do right, and 
that you often think of the One who died 
to save you. May Jesus protect you and 
keep you in the narrow way. Do you think 
of mother sometimes, and will you soon 
come home again ? 

" Love and kisses from 
" YOUR MOTHER. '* 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

CONFESSION BRINGS COMFORT. 

)Y the reading of the last 
part of this letter a ten
der chord in the heart of 

Neddie was touched. He 
thought of the flowers, and 
swallowed his tears, 

must send that boy Bob 
away," said Mrs. Gardner at din

ner. He is very idle, and I feel 
sure he broke off the flowers. Neddie says 
he did not, and Neddie wouldn't tell a 
lie." 

Oh how he longed to tell all about it. 
Yet each minute it became harder. Re
member that, little reader, and confess at 
once when you do wrong. 
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" Bob's wages are such a help to his poor 
old mother, if we sent him away in disgrace 
I don't know what she would do. She 
would almost starve. We had better ask 
him about the flowers first. After all, it 
was not a wicked thing to do, unless he 
stole them/' and Aunt Mattie looked full 
at Neddie, who was colouring very much. 

Neddie threw down his knife and fork, 
and burst into tears. Thinking perhaps he 
was fretting for his mother, Kitty tried to 
comfort him. 

"No, no," he sobbed. "Mother wouldn't 
think I was in the ' narrer way' if she was 
here. Don't send Bob away, nor let his 
old mother starve. He didn't stole the 
flowers." 

"O Neddie, it wasn't you?" asked grand
mother. 

" I didn't stole them nor pluck them, but 
I did knock their heads off by 'a stake,' 
and I haven't been to school; I was too 
frightened." 
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"Why, where have you been V asked one 
or two at once. 

" In the meadow, crying and crying; 
but I feel better now IVe told you, if you 
won't punish hard this time." 

" I don't want to punish you if it was 
an accident. If you had done it on 
purpose, I might have patted your hand. 
Perhaps " 

"But you'd have kissed me before I 
went to bed, and I'd have said I was 
sorry," said Neddie, as if he were making 
a bargain. 

" Never mind," put in Jack, laughing. 
(He had a fellow-feeling for a fellow-
creature.) " I'll give mother a jolly flower 
of mine, if she wants one. You didn't 
mean it, and another1!! soon grow; cheer 
up, old man." 

Neddie looked him full in the face, and 
heaved a tremendous sigh. " You wouldn't 
be so kind if you knew about your best 
cane with the horse's head on—off, I mean." 
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" More mysteries!" said Aunt Mattie. 
" What about the cane ?" 

" I haven't a cane," said Jack. 
" Yes, you have," cried Neddie, thankful 

that Jack had forgotten he possessed one. 
"In that cupboard up stairs there was a 
cane with a beautiful horse's head on, and 
I took a lend of it; and it was it that made 
the flowers' heads come off, and then it fell 
on a stone and knocked its own head off." 

"What a lot of 'heads/" said Uncle 
Will, with a laugh. Some of the others 
laughed, too, in spite of themselves. 

" It wasn't my cane at all; it was one of 
your father's that we always kept in the 
cupboard," said Jack. 

"That's a pity," exclaimed grandmother; 
" but I'm glad you've told the truth, 
Neddie." 

"My father's!" cried he. "Well, I'm 
glad, because, you see, he doesn't want it 
now, and he won't be angry, cos peoples are 
never angry in heaven, are they?" 
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No one on earth seemed inclined to be 
angry, so Neddie volunteered to lead the 
way to the bush where he had flung the 
treasures, and was considerably relieved to 
hear that the cane could easily be mended, 
and to find that grandmother rather enjoyed 
seeing the geranium blossom in a glass jar. 
He was very glad he spoke the truth, after 
all. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

THE OLD CHURCH. 

* I T T L E Neddie's visit 
seemed drawing to a 
close, for his mother 
wanted him home, and 
he was beginning to 
long to see her again. 

Aunt Mattie had 
grown very fond of the 

little boy, and did not 
like to part with him. 

"Put on your hat," she said, the last 
Sunday that Neddie had to stay, "and take 
a little walk with me. We will go and 
see a poor little boy that's ilL He cannot 
walk or run, and has to lie in bed all 
day." 
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Neddie ran for his hat and started forth 
with Aunt Mattie. They walked through 
the fields of sweet-smelling hay and young 
corn, with a blue sky overhead and a fresh 
sweet breeze blowing in their faces. Neddie 
plucked the dog roses that grew on the 
hedges as they went along, and could hardly 
contain himself for joy. Sometimes he 
began to sing some of his favourite little 
hymns, such as, " There is a Better World 
they say, O so Bright." 

" If it's a better world than this it must 
be very beautiful," said he. " I t could easy 
be better than the ' Old House world,' but 
I know one thing that makes it better than 
this. Do you, Aunt Mattie ?" 

" Tell me what you think makes it better," 
she replied evasively. 

" Jesus is there, isn't that it—Jesus who 
died, and is the Good Shepherd, and He 
wants us beside Him else He wouldn't have 
died to save us. Then people will never be 
naughty there, and spoil things like I did 
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the flowers, or break canes. Though that 
morning was as nice as this I was so mis
erable, and it worried me to hear the 
bees hum/' 

Aunt Mattie knew only too well what 
Neddie meant. She had felt as he felt, and 
many a bright sunny Sunday there had been 
a load at her heart when she heard of the 
" Better Land," and she had asked herself, 
" Shall I be there, I wonder ?" 

" Are you sure you'll be there, Neddie." 
" Sometimes when I'm naughty I wonder 

for a minute, but mother says I belong to 
the Good Shepherd just the same, only I've 
wandered like the lamb in the picture. 
One night I was telling mother I thought 
I'd be lost, and she said, 'Jesus died to 
save lost children;' so it is all right, you 
see, and I'm not afraid now, and He 
knocked at my heart one day at a breakfast 
meeting, and I letted Him in. What's 
that pretty house, Aunt Mattie, covered 
with leaves ?" 
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" That's an old church, Neddie." 
" Do you ever go there ? " 
"No ; you know which we go to. No 

one ever goes there now. It's too old." 
" What does the minister do, then ?" 
" He's dead. He married my father and 

mother, but he died some years ago, and 
no one has preached there since." 

" Does that bell ever ring," he asked. 
" No, not now; when I was a little girl 

it did, and people were married there, and 
folks were buried in the churchyard. Many 
who were married in the church are buried 
in the churchyard." 

" I hope the minister told them to come to 
Jesus and get saved, cos if they did they are 
happy now, arn't they, Aunt Mattie ? I t 
seems so quiet and sad—something like 
the Old House; the people that used to live 
in it are dead, only other folk live there 
now, and it seems lonely in winter nights 
to hear the wind blow and think of it. I 
like best to think of Tina." 
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"Where is she?" 
" c Safe in the arms of Jesus,' like hers 

and my hymn says." 
Aunt Mattie walked on without speaking 

after this, and Neddie sang snatches of his 
hymns. 

After a short time they reached a gate 
which opened on to an avenue with a large 
house standing at the end. Mattie rang 
the bell at the side gate, and it was opened 
by a woman from the lodge, who asked her 
and Neddie in, telling Mattie she was very 
glad to see her. 

" We want to see Georgie, and hear if he 
is getting any better, Mrs. Brown," said 
Mattie, as she sat down. 

The woman shook her head, and showed 
them into an inner room, where a pale thin 
boy lay asleep on a bed. He was partly 
paralyzed and suffering from an affection 
of the spine. On the floor were two 
other little ones, and an infant in the 
cradle. 
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" He sleeps away a great part of his time. 
The doctor says he may last for months, 
but he will never walk. I am obliged to 
give up the place I hold here at the lodge, 
as I cannot attend to the duties since baby 
was born, and I find my husband's ship 
comes no further than London now, so I 
must go there to live. I am sorry for 
some things, but you see poor Georgie and 
the children take up all my time, and Mrs. 
Fortescue is not altogether satisfied with 
what I do." 

" Have you given notice yet?" asked 
Mattie. 

"No, I was thinking of speaking to-day." 
" Well, if you could wait for a few days, 

I should be very glad. I have a thought in 
my mind, that the place would suit Neddie's 
mother well, and if we could get her into 
it, it would be so nice to have them both 
here/' 

"So it would. Well, I'll say nothing, 
Miss Mattie, till I hear from you." 
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After some more talk about the duties of 
the place, Mattie left; and it was not long 
ere she laid her plans before her mother, 
who fiilly agreed with her, that it would be 
very nice to have Mrs. Gardner and Neddie 
living near them. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

MRS. GARDNER AT FERN FARM. 

~ RETURNING home, 
Aunt Mattie tried to 
make Neddie under
stand her thought, that 
his mother should try 
for the place at the 

Lodge. 
NorMie was very much excited; 

he gave his Aunt no rest until she had 
taken out her desk to write, and when she 
had finished to the satisfaction of them all, 
he wished to send a message. 

"Tell her to come to-morrow, and I'll 
carry my chickens and all the plants out of 
my garden to the little cottage. Tell her 
it will be far nicer here than at the poor 
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Old House, and that I and Jack will take 
Shag to the station to cany her safe to the 
Lodge." 

The message was sent, but Neddie was 
told that perhaps it could not be arranged, 
and he must not set his mind on it. 

All the family were very anxious that 
the plan should succeed. They had grown 
so fond of the little boy that they did not 
like to part from him, and could not bear 
to think of his going back to the u po-or 
Old House." 

Mrs. Gardner was begged to consider the 
proposal in every way. The duties were 
comparatively light. The lodge-keeper had 
to take in messages, keep the gates, and 
iron and get up the fine linen, and to be 
ready to perform any little duties for the 
housekeeper at certain hours. After some 
deliberation, Mrs. Gardner sent word back 
that it was just the thing she would like, 
and if i t could be arranged she would come 
down and see after the situation. All were 

o 
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ready to help Neddie's mother now, and 
Mattie undertook to speak for her to Mrs. 
Fortescue as soon as Mrs. Brown gave notice 
to leave. 

Mrs. Fortescue had known the Gardners 
as a most respectable family for a long time, 
and she said she would be very glad to 
speak to Neddie's mother about the place. 

She would have liked better to have en
gaged a man and his wife for the Lodge, as 
she said her gardener was not likely to re
main long with her, but she would not allow 
this to stand in Mrs. Gardner's way if she 
was suitable in other respects. 

Uncle Will sent a pound-note to pay his 
sister-in-law's expenses down, and he said if 
she did not obtain the situation, she must 
spend a week or two with them before she 
returned. If, however, she should be en
gaged by Mrs. Fortescue, he said he would 
undertake the expense of removing her few 
articles of furniture. 

And so one fine morning, Neddie, with 
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Jack and Kitty, started forth in the pony-
cart to meet Mrs. Gardner at the little 
country station. 

"Neddie I can it really be you?" she 
cried, as the rosy-cheeked, bright eyed boy 
sprang towards her, while she held him at 
arm's length to feast her eyes upon him. 
" How well you look, and how you have 
grown!" 

They all gave her a kind welcome; and 
Neddie was delighted to introduce his 
mother to all his pets and treasures. After 
tea, when all were sitting out of doors in a 
shady nook in the garden, Neddie, with a 
child's thoughtlessness, said, 

" If father were here now, how nice it 
would be. It is a pity his ship got 
drowned 1" 

For a minute there was a painful pause. 
This was the first mention of their common 
loss. 

" Hush—sh," said Will, reproachfully. 
" But we should have been so happy, 
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shouldn't we, Aunt Mattie ?" persisted 
Ned. 

" See the roses! Run and gather some 
for mother, Neddie!" answered Aunt 
Mattie. 

Neddie jumped up to get them, but the 
" turn off" did not answer with regard to 
the rest. A tender spring was touched, 
and the quivering lip and eye could not be 
stilled. Mrs. Gardner covered her face and 
sobbed aloud. All around reminded her of 
a visit she had once before paid "Fern 
Cottage/' when the now absent husband 
was beside her. Grandmother caught the 
infection, and did not try to keep back her 
tears, while Kitty cried into her handker
chief. 

Will and Mattie struggled hard to show 
no outward signs of grief, but it was 
difficult work; and while Mattie rose and 
busied herself with the branches of a laurel 
bush, Will wrung his sister-in-law's hand 
and said, "We will do all we can to make 
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you happy here," and then walked off to 
the farm. 

"Poor Edward, he was a fine lad, my 
firstborn!" sobbed grandmother, who had 
been very low-spirited at times since her 
husband's death. 

" It is hard; so hard to give him up 
without one word," sighed the poor wife. 
" Still, I know He doeth all things well." 

" Yes, yes; but it's natural, quite natural, 
to grieve. We can't help i t ; and, as you 
say, if we had just heard about it, it would 
have been easier." 

Neddie now returned with the roses, and 
cheerfulness was restored, but the former 
reserve was gone, and they were all drawn 
nearer together by their common grief. 

Before he went to bed, Neddie brought 
the Bible to his mother, as had been his 
custom at the Old House. " I can't let 
you off, mother; you must tell me one 
of our old friends of stories, like you 
used," he said, jumping on her knee. 
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She could smile cheerily on him now; and 
with great pleasure in the midst of that 
beautiful country scene, told him the story 
of "Abraham offering up his son, his only 
son, whom he loved," and ended by saying, 
" God was so kind that He stopped Abra
ham, and did not let him slay his son," but 
when it was necessary that Jesus should 
die to save sinners, God did not spare His 
Son—His well-beloved Son—but gave Him 
up for us all. Ought we not to love Him, 
Neddie?" 

Ned gave a hearty response, and Mrs. 
Gardner had more than one attentive 
listener that night. 

"If the ministers were to speak a little 
more like that, they might do more good," 
said Mattie decidedly, when Mrs. Gardner 
had left the room to put her boy to 
bed. 



CHAPTER XXVL 

HOMEWARD BOUND. 

'ABLY next day Mrs. 
Gardner called at Stan-
more House, and had 
an interview with Mrs. 
Fortescue, who was very 
pleased with all she saw 

the "young widow/' and 
after a little conversation it was 
agreed that she should enter 

upon her new duties immediately, as Mrs. 
Brown would be glad to remove at the end 
of the week. 

So "Uncle Will" started with her the 
next day for the Old House, and it did not 
take long to get Mrs. Gardner's few pieces 
of furniture removed to the Lodge. She 
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was sorry to say good-bye to Old Peter and 
little Molly; for the poor man was getting 
very feeble, and wandered in his mind, but 
he had got hold of the words, " He paid my 
debt," and Mrs. Gardner hoped she would 
meet him again in a better world. She 
asked Mrs. Nicol if any letters should come 
to her to send them on to the Lodge, and 
left an envelope with her new address on it, 
with the forlorn hope that some tidings 
might reach her regarding the life or death 
of her husband. 

Only two days after this the postman 
called at the Old House with a letter for 
Mrs. Gardner. 

" I am to take in any letters that come," 
said Mrs. Nicol to the postman, u as I have 
her new address left with me." 

So the man handed in the letter, and ran 
down the stairs. Mrs. Nicol went back into 
her rather untidy kitchen, and began to 
look for the envelope Mrs. Gardner had left, 
but she could not lay hands on it. She 



•3ffe 

fry 
1 

^ 

m 



218 THE OLD HOUSE. 

turned the drawer in which she had put it 
upside down, but could find no address. 
So she put the letter up on the mantelpiece 
for the present. 

Just a week after Mrs. Gardner called on 
Mrs. Fortescue, she took up her abode at 
the Lodge with Neddie. They had a plea
sant little piece of garden to themselves, 
and a small yard where they could keep 
hens and pigeons if they pleased. Neddie 
was able to attend the school every day, for 
it was only a short distance from Stanmore 
House, and his mother's pale face grew 
brighter at once as she breathed the fresh 
country air, and was no longer anxious on 
Neddie's account. The family at the House 
spoke very kindly to the little fellow, and 
it was a great pleasure to him to stand at 
the cottage door, and take his cap off as 
they drove past in the waggonette, or scam
pered by on their ponies. 

About a fortnight after they were com
fortably settled in their new home, Neddie 
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came in from the morning school, and found 
his mother busy ironing. He began to talk 
about some pretty butterflies he had seen 
as he came along, when he suddenly said, 

"Mother, did I tell you about my 
chry-salis that I had at grandmother's." 

" No, I think not," said his mother. 
" Well, it makes me dislike the sparrers." 
" How is that, child; they are such 

pretty little things ?" 
" Well, I had a chry-salis, and I kept it 

under a glass, 'cause Aunt Kitty said a moth 
would come out of it; and one day a beau
tiful moth did come out, and I put it on the 
grass to let it fly away and be happy, and 
just that moment a sparrer came down, and 
flew off with it in its beak, and gobbled it 
up. Oh, I think sparrers are cruel little 
thingsP 

Mrs. Gardner was just going to reply, 
and tell Neddie that it was the nature of 
the little sparrows to do so, when he cried 
out, " Here's the postman." They expected 
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he would just bring letters for Stanmore 
House, but there was just one letter for 
Mrs. Fortescue and one for Mrs. Gardner. 

The envelope was directed in Mrs. Gard
ner's own handwriting; it was the one she 
had left with Mrs. Nicol, which had been 
found at last, and sent on with the. letter 
inside which the postman had left at the Old 
House. 

Hurriedly Mrs. Gardner burst it open, 
while Neddie stood by watching her, but 
when she saw the inside letter she began to 
tremble and turn very white. The letter 
was directed to the little cottage they first 
lived in. Then it had been re-directed to 
the " Old House." 

" I cannot—I dare not open it," she 
said. 

"Why not, mother?" asked Neddie, 
almost crying. 

" You do not know that writing, but—I 
—do. Run to the farm, Neddie, and call 
Aunt Mattie. I feel so strange." 
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Neddie began to start, but at a word 
from his mother he stopped. 

" Wait! " she said, " don't go. Bring me 
some water. There! I shall be better now." 
Then she opened the letter, and her eyes 
fell on these words:— 

"THE 'VICTORIA/ 
" PORT NATAL, May 14th. 

" DEAR WIFE, 

" I am afraid you have 
not got my last letter. I wrote Fern Farm 
and enclosed one for you, and I asked you 
to address to me at the Cape, but as I find 
no letter for me, and we are to stop here a 
fortnight, I send this on to Burns' Cottages, 
hoping it may reach you. As I told you 
before, I now tell again, dear wife, that 
after many dangers I am alive. I have 
suffered much, and am rather weak in 
health, but I hope you and the boy are well 
I have thought of you, in my lonely hours, 
on that rocky shore where I and three 
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mates were cast. We were in an open 
boat for six days after the ship went down, 
and then we landed on a wild shore, and 
lived there on eggs and birds and roots till 
we were picked up four months ago; but 
the ship was going out to Australia, and 
we were obliged to go too, and I wrote home 
from there, but perhaps my letter did not 
reach, as I gave it to a fellow to post. Now 
I am homeward bound, and thought I might 
get a letter from you here, but I expect to 
see you, if all be well, about the end of 
July." 

Then the letter closed with loving mes
sages to herself and Neddie, and the " dear 
ones at home." 

-^m^^^ 



CHAPTER XXVII 

A JOYFUL MEETING. 

S
OU some few days, the 
excitement caused by the 
good tidings proved almost 

rt too much for Mrs. Gardner, 
J?1 and the inmates of Fern 
'j Farm were nearly as much 
I Will started off again 

..." for the "Old House," and 
left messages in case Edward Gardner 
should be directed there. Then he went 
on to Burns' Cottages, and did the same 
there, so that the long-lost one might 
speedily find his wife and boy. There was 
just one week now to the last day of July, 
and all were in a state of sleepless anxiety. 
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One afternoon, Mrs. Gardner felt she 
could stay at the Lodge no longer that day, 
so she put on her bonnet and shawl to go 
up to Fern. Farm, where she was always 
welcome now. She was raising her hand 
to pull down the blind to shade the parlour 
from the summer's sun, when the gate 
clicked, and lifting her eyes they fell on 
the figures of Will and Edward her hus
band ! In another moment she was in his 
embrace, and Will slipped away to leave 
them alone to their joyful meeting. About 
five minutes after, Neddie bounded in from 
school to be clasped in his father's arms. 
He was delighted with the little boy, who 
had grown and improved much during his 
absence. 

"Would you have known your father, 
Neddie ?" he asked, as he held the child 
in his arms. 

" I just remember your curly hair," an
swered he, " but I know it's you, and I'm 
very glad you didn't find us at the Old 
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House; and you won't be angry I broke 
your cane with the horse's head on, will 
you ? I thought you was away in heaven, 
so I didn't trouble very much about 
breaking it. I am very glad, though, 
you're alive, and grandmother's going to 
get it mended." 

His father assured him he wouldn't be 
the least angry, and told him he should get 
the cane as a present when it was mended. 

Edward Gardner was indeed altered; the 
long privation and exposure he had suffered 
had told on his fine manly frame. But care 
and rest would set all this right. 

An hour or two later the happy little 
family walked up to Fern Farm, where they 
spent a joyful evening. There was much 
to tell and to hear from each and all, and 
these were the beginning of better days for 
many of them, for love now reigned in their 
midst. 

Neddie had " many happy hours" now, 
for the father joined them of an evening in 
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reading the Word of God in their pleasant 
little sitting-room, with the sweet air blow
ing in at the window, and bringing to them 
the odour of mignonette and scented ger
aniums. 

Neddie thought the sweet story of old 
sounded sweeter than ever there, and he 
loved, while sitting on his fathers knee, to 
sing his little hymns about Jesus—who 
died that we might live. Mrs. Gardner 
used to rest for a few minutes from her 
needlework, and gaze on them both, while 
a happy smile lighted up her face. 

They stayed at the Lodge for some tima 
Mrs. Fortescue was quite willing to allow 
the whole family to reside there, as she con
sidered it a greater protection to the House 
to have the husband and father amongst 
them, and he could satisfactorily perform 
many duties connected with the Lodge. 

Edward Gardner needed rest and change 
for some weeks, and then he began to help 
Will to work the farm, and the two brothers 
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decided to cany it on together, and they 
hoped by this means to make it more pro
fitable. Little Neddie grew up loved by 
them all; and though he had, like every 
other child, faults to contend with, still he 
had "letted Jesus into his heart," and he 
looked forward to the time when he should 
join little Tina in the " City Bright" 
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Each packet contains It Halfpenny Books, assorted, price 
6d. each; the four packets, free by post, for 2s. 

Truo Stories for Children. Illustrated. 
Packets I. and II. Packet I. contains th Little Bookst 
assorted, price 6d. Packet II. contains tO Little Books, 
assorted, price 6d.; the two packets, postage free, for Is. 



FOUJRPENNY PACKETS of Farthing Books. 
4 different Packets as follows:— 

Little Gems for the Little Ones. Packets 
I., II., III., and IV., forming Four Assorted Packets of 
64mo. little books, neatly printed on tinted paper, 
assorted colours, each containing an interesting Gospel 
Story for the Little Ones, Illustrated with an Original 
Woodcut. To be had in Assorted Packets as follows:— 

LITTLE GEMS. Packet I.—Eight kinds. 
1. What is Believing? I 5. The Two Presents. 
J. " I am very Happy." 6*. The Little Burman Scholar. 
8. TUe Indian Girl. 7. Hiding from God. 
4. "Come Clear Out." I 8. How Annie was made happy. 
In a packet containing Two copies each of the Series (Sixteen 

little Books), price 4cL Three packets, postage free, for Is. 
LITTLE GEMS. Packet II.—Eight kinds. 

5. The Greenlander. 1. The Ladder of Mercy. 
2. The Two Gardens. 
S. The Little Singer. 
4. The Queen of Sheba. 

6*. An African Story. 
7. " Come Just as You an 
8. "A Wreath for Jesus." In a packet containing Two copies each of the Series (Sixteen 

Little Books), price 4d. Three packets, postage free, for Is. 

LITTLE OEMS. Packet III.—Eight kinds. 
1. Story of the Faithful Shep- I 5. Annie and her Little Bird. 

herd. 6. The Man that Paid. 
S The Story of Johnny Caimie. 7. How the Boy Jamie Heard 
8. A Story about Rome. the Good News. 
4. The Prisoner and the Judge. I 8. Freddy. 
In a packet containing Two copies each of the Series (Sixteen 

little Books), price 4d.; three packets, postage free, for Is. 
LITTLE GEMS. Packet IV.—Eight kinds. 

1. "The Cross has Done it all." i 6. The Boy who took the plaos 
J. Little Lucy's Story. of another. 
8. On the way to Heaven. 7. Wrapped in the Flags. 
4. Story of Tommy and Willie. [ 8. Saved from the Wreck. 
6. A Leap for Life. i 
In a packet containing Two copies each of the Series (Sixteen 

Little Books), price 4d.; three packets, postage free, for is. 
•••LITTLE GEMS.—Packets I., IL.III.and IV.(82 kinds)supplied 
separately at 2s. per 100, or 50 copies each of the Series 
(1600 Little Books asttorted), for 'Jit. 6d„ post or carriage free. 



FOURPENNY PACKETS of Picture Tracts for the Young. 
6 different Packets aa follows:— 

Seed for Scattering. Being Four Series 
of Four-paged Picture Tracts, specially adapted for the 
Young. Each little Tract contains an interesting narrative, 
embodying a clear statement of the Gospel. 

CONTENTS OF PACKET I. 

1. The Lamb of God. i 5. The Two Deathbeds. 
2. A Solemn Question. 6. The Name of Jesus. 
8. How to Trust in Jesus. 7. "He Redeemed me." 
4. God's Little Messengers. I 8. The Prayer and its Answer. 
In a Packet, containing Fifty copies, assorted, price 4dr 

Three packets, postage free, for It. 

CONTENTS OF PACKET II. 

1. Follow Jesus. 
2. A Sense of Security. 
8. "The Lord hath laid on Him 

the Iniquity of us all." 
4. "How little Emily got out 

of her Trouble.'^ 

5. What is Faith? 
6. "My Great Sins and my 

Great Saviour." 
7. God's Way and Man's Way 
8. The Drunkard's Little Boy. 

In a Packet, containing Fifty copies, assorted, price 44. 
Three Packets, postage free, for Is. 

1. Jesus came to Save. 
2. Letter to a Young Friend. 
8. "Jesus Died." 
4. " Who will Trust Him?" 

CONTENTS OF PACKET III. 

5. " Read that verse again." 
6. How Sin is put Away. 
7. " A Man Overboard P 
8. "There, there is Rest." 

In a Packet, containing Fifty copies, assorted, price 44. 
Three Packets, postage free, for It. 

CONTENTS OF PACKET IV. 

1. Love and Righteousness. 
S. The Little Boy who Listened. 
8. God Loves "ALL" Children. 
4. The Debt Paid. 

6. The Soldier at the Farm. 
6. Glory. 
7. "Have you got your Ticketr 
8. A Message from God. 

In a Packet, containing Fifty copies, assorted, price 44. 
Three Packets, postage free, for Is. 



A New Series of 8mall 
"FOUR-PAGED P I C T U R E TRACTS, 

called THE WHITE FLAG LEAFLETS, uniform 
with " Seeds for Scattering." Each little paper contains an 
interesting narrative, embodying a clear statement of the 
Gospel, suitable for both Old and Young. To be had as 
follows:- -

PACKET I. 
•1. The White Flag. I *S. What Faith is. 
*2. " It was for me." \ *4. No more conscience of sin, 

In a packet containing 50 Copies assorted, price 4d. 
3 Packets postage free for Is. 

PACKET II. 
•1. The Closed Door. | *3. Coming to Jesus. 
*2. Clinging to the Wreck. I *4. Rest. 
In a packet containing 50 Copies assorted, price 4d. 

8 Packets postage free for Is. 
KS-Vl Packets of the "White Flag Leaflets," assorted, will be 

supplied for 3s. (id., postage free. These little papers 
will be found very suitable for broadcast distribution 
amongst both Old and Young. 

SIXPENNY PACKETS of Reward Cards. 
5 different Packets, as follows:— 

Motto Text Cards. Packets I. and II. 
Each Packet contains Six Cards, all different, while each Card 

has one or more carefully-selected Text, and several lines of 
appropriate Poetry. These Cards are beautifully printed in 
Cnromo Lithograph, in Fine Colours and Floral Borders. They 
will be found very suitable for sending to friends by post, for 
Sunday School Gifts, and for distribution amongst both old and 
young. Price 6d. per packet. The Two Packets by post for Is. 

tSTTwlve Packets of MOTTO CARDS free by post for 5s. 
Precious Seed. Packets I., II., and III. Being 

a selection of Hymns of Salvation for the Young, with appro
priate verses of Scripture, very suitable for Reward Cards. 

Each packet contains 50 cards assorted, price 6cL ; the three 
packets post free for Is. 6d. 

GF 12 packets of Precious Seed, assorted, free by poet for 5s. 
LONDON: ALIBBD HOLNESS, LONDON BIBLS AND BOOK SALOON, 

1 4 PATERNOSTER ROW. 
GLASGOW: R. L. ALLAN, BIBLE AND BOOK DEPOSITOKT, 

143 SAUGHIKHALL STREET. 

And man •* ord*r*d of any BookMtter. 


