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thought he could almost imagine, that the hairy creature 
and the soft hearth-rug were one and the same. There 
seemed to be nothing at all to do within doors, and he 
could not be out always. Besides, the bright morning 
was fast changing, and grey, gloomy clouds were gather­
ing over the country. The myrtle trees were beginning 
to shake with a rainy wind, and he could see that the 
fine weather was gone for that day. 

Altogether, Arthur felt very dismal as he stood at the 
drawing-room window, near to where his aunt was sitting 
at her writing-table. 

"Have you had a -nice walk?" she asked presently. 
" Yes, aunt," said Arthur, tapping very forcibly on the 

window. 
"And what did you see?" 

"Oh, nothing particular I" said Arthur. 
"Mrs. Estcourt saw that she must try some other 

subject to talk about. 
"Have you anything you woQld like to do, dear, until 

dinner-time?" 
"No, I don't think so, aunt" 
"vVhat do you generally do at home when you are 

not walking?" 
" I don't know, really aunt," Arthur answered. " I 

suppose I do lessons." 
'' Oh, but I don't want you to begin lessons just yet 

Well, then, what do you do when it is neither lessons 
nor walking ? " 
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"Sometimes I go for messages, and sometimes I make 
things with my tools." 

" Make things I How do you mean, dear?" 
" Oh, I make boats and things I and I used to make 

wedges for a window in mamma's room that rattled with 
the wind. Have you any windows that don't shut quite 
tightly, aunt?" asked Arthur. "I could make you some 
by and by, if you have." 

Mrs. Estcourt smiled ; but she was not able to re­
member any window that needed Arthur's arrangements. 
So he was left to himself and the rain again; for the 
drops were falling thickly against the window now. At 
first he employed himself in tracing their course down 
the glass, but very soon he was tired of that, and pre­
sently Mrs. Estcowt heard a heavy sigh. 

"That was a very deep sigh," she said cheerily. 
" What did it mean ?" 

"Well," said Arthur, "partly, I think, it meant that I 
wish I had something to do." 

His aunt thought that boys were very curious things, 
and wondered what they could do. She felt almost in­
clined to echo Arthur's sigh; but she thought a moment, 
and then she said-

" Would you like to have a skein of wool to wind intq 
a ball?" 

"Yes," said Arthur. He was quite glad to have even 
this to do. At home it was not the occuptttion he 
generally chose; but now, as he stood with the blue 
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wool encircling two chairs, steadily unwinding it into a 
ball, it seemed quite pleasant work. Mrs. Estcourt had 
quite made up her mind, that the skein would be spoiled, 
and so when her little nephew brought it to her, wound 
and unbroken, it was an agreeable surprise, and she 
began to have a higher opinion of boys in general. 

The day seemed to wear very slowly on, and with the 
waning light Arthur's heart seemed to sink very low. So 
quiet was he, that his aunt could hardly understand him, 
and any one who had seen the boisterous, lively boy at 
Ashton Grange, would hardly have known him as the 
same one who was sitting so quietly before the drawing­
room fire in the lamplight. He was sitting there in 
dreamy fashion with a very sad, heavy heart, when his 
aunt asked him what was his bedtime. A fortnight ago, 
if this question had been put to Arthur, he would not 
have given the same answer that he did now. Then he 
had considered it one of the greatest hardships of his 
life, that a quarter before nine was the time when he was 
expected to disappear. But now he said, '' Oh, I don't 
much mind, aunt; I think I should like to go now l" for 
the weary, lonely feeling was making his heart so sick, 
that he wanted to be all alone for a while. 

"Well, good night, darling," said his aunt, and she put 
her arms very tenderly round his neck; for she knew that 
his poor little heart must be aching, and that his thoughts 
must be seeing things that were very far away. 

She kissed him so lovingly that it was just too much 
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for him. The tears came into his eyes, and Arthur went 
sobbing up the stairs, not noticing that he was holding 
the candle on one side, and that his way could be traced 
along the carpet by large white spots. Somebody else 
noticed it the next morning; and the housemaid thought 
that her mistress had done a very foolish thing when she 
brought that young gentleman into her orderly household. 

Arthur's little room looked very snug as he opened the 
door and went in. The firelight was dancing on the 
white curtains and on all the pretty things around. But 
Arthur did not see any of it for the blinding tears that 
were in his eyes, and fast falling down. His whole heart 
was longing with one deep aching to be back again at 
home, and all the more that he had been trying all the 
evening to keep back the tears. It seemed as if he 

would cry his heart out, as he lay on the rug, sobbing so 
bitterly all alone. "Oh, mamma, mamma," he sobbed 
"come, come I" And this was all he said, this was what 
he repeated again and again; and it was very dreary that 
there was no answer-it seemed as if no one heard him. 

But One could hear him. Jesus wept when He was 
on the earth, and He does not despise a child's first 
bitter grief. He knows what trouble is, and He knows 
just how much each particular trouble is to each one ;
for 1-Ie Himself has borne our griefs, and carried our 
sorrows. 

By and by Arthur remembered the, text, "Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will 
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give you rest." He knew that when the Lord Jesus 
Christ said "all'' that He meant all, so he lifted up his 
heart to the One who alone can read hearts; and this is 
what he said, with the sobs coming thick and fast-what 
he prayed ; for real prayer is a heart speaking to God; 
and calling to Him in need-

" Oh, Lord Jesus Christ, I do come to Thee I for I 
remember the text that says 'Come,' and I don't know 
what to say except that Thou knowest, Lord Jesus, how 
lonely and miserable I am. My mother is far away, and 
papa too, and I do so want to feel her arms round me 
now; but I can't, oh, I can't I Lord Jesus, if thou wert 
here on the earth, and in this room, I would come to 
Thee, and sit at Thy feet; and Thou wouldst put Thine 
arms round me. Oh, do it now, Lord Jesus! for I feel as 
.if I must have somebody taking care of me. The Bible 
says that Thou healest the broken-hearted, and I feel 
broken-hearted to-night, Lord. Jesus, so heJ.l me. Lord 
Jesus Christ, I belong to Thee, I am Thy lamb ; gather 
me in Thine arms, and carry me in Thy bosom." 

It was in this way that little, lonely Arthur Vivyan 
poured his heart out before the Lord. He went and told 
Him exactly what was in it, and then he lay at His feet; 
and he felt as he had not felt before, what it was to be 
in His keeping, and to hear His voice saying, "Thou art 
mine,'' to feel the everlasting arms enfolding him, and to 
know that One so sµ-ong, and kind, and true, loved him 
with an everlasting love. The Lord Jesus Christ was a 
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real person to Arthur Vivyan. He had known Him 
before as his Saviour; he was knowing Him now as the 
lover of his soul. 

And that night, as he lay in his white-curtained bed, 
he felt the sweet rest that the Lord gives when " He 
giveth His beloved sleep." 

The stars shone in their melting blue depths, and 
their trembling light fell on two who loved each other, 
and who were both loved by the blessed God, who 
neither slumbers nor sleeps; and though such time and 
space were separating them, they were both in His band 
who "measures the water in the hollow of His hand." 

Is it not a happy thing to belong to the Lord Jesus 
Christ? 



CHAPTER VIII. 

EDGAR NORTH; OR, A HEART WITHOUT A 

RESTING-PLACE. 

�- BOUT two weeks after his arrival in his new
� home, when Arthur came down one morning to

breakfast, something in his aunt's face made him
think of pleasant things; so that his "Good morning,
auntie," seemed rather like a question.

"I think you had better have breakfast," said Mrs.
Estcourt, smiling, but holding something in her hand
towards him, at the same time. 

"A letter I" Arthur exclaimed, or rather shouted, as he
seized the envelope. "A letter for me ! It could be
only from one person. But, oh, surely they are not in
India yet I Mamma said they would be weeks and weeks
going."

" They must have passed some vessel returning to
England. You see what a mother you have, to write to
you the very first opportunity." 

"I should think I knew that, auntie. I don't believe
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there ever was, or will be, any one like my mother in the 
whole world." Then he began to read his mother's letter : 

"MY OWN CHILD,-For this is the sweetest name I 
can call you. You are my own, my Arthur, my darling 
little child-just as much mine now, as when we used to 
sit together by the fireside in the old home, and your 
head was on my lap, and my arms were around you. 
And although miles and miles of deep blue sea are lying 
between us, and the stars that look down on you in your 
peaceful English home may see me here on the broad, 
wide ocean, you are here safe in my heart, just the same 
as ever, and my watchful love, that cannot take care of 
you as I once did, pours itself out in prayers to the God 
who loves us both; for He is my Father and yours, Arthur. 
We are both in His· hands. He will take care of us now, 
as we walk on this changing world, and He will take care 
of us for ever, in that land where there are no partings, 
or sighs, or tears-where the blessed God will joy to 
bless us for ever. 

"Anci now I must tell you something about ourselves, 
about your father and me. For a little while after we 
started we had very rough weather; and as the steamer 
tossed up and down, and rolled with great heaving swells 
on the waves, I was glad that my little boy had a bed to 
lie on, that did not heave from side to side. I was glad 
that the sound,s he heard, were the sweet summer winds 
rustling, and the birds that sang in the trees, instead of 
the creaking and straining noises that I now hear, and 
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that he was safe, and comfortable, and well ; instead of

sighing out his poor little heart with trouble; for sea­
sickness is a reality, my little Arthur, as you would soon 
find out, if, like me, you had spent some days on the sea, 
when the winds had made the waves rough. 

" Now the water is calm, and all around us it lies blue 
and bright, and the sun makes pleasant sparkles on it, 
which I look at now and again, as I sit here on the deck; 
writing the letter that you will read, and think of me on 
my way to the land where you were born. 

"I only came on deck yesterday; for, as I told you, the 
weather was so rough, and I was so ill, that I had to stay 
all the time in my cabin. Your father was as well as ever, 
indeed he said that he was never better in his life ; and 
as I lay there for several weary days, I could hear his 
voice, now and then talking with the other passengers, and 
sometimes he would come in and tell me where we were, 
and what was the state of the weather, until at length he 
was able to tell me that the wind was going down, and 
that probably we should have some bright, calm weather; 
and I was very glad to think that I should be able to 
leave my dark cabin, and sit out where the sun was 
shining, and where the sea was stretching beneath it, 
until it met the spreading sky far away. 

"There are a great many ladies and gentlemen on 
board; some of them, as we are doing, leaving their dear 
little children in English homes, and hoping to see them 
again some day. Some of them have one or two of thei1 

\" 
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youngest children with them, and my only one is.far away 
from me; but I know that God is taking care of my 
darling child, and from my heart I can say, 'Thy will 
be done;' for though I would have chosen another way, 
He who chose for me, loves me so tenderly, that I can 
sit at His feet and submit myself to what He has said. 

"And that is what I want you to do, my own dear 
child; that is what I pray for yOll when my heart rises 
up to my Father's heart and says, 'God bless my child.' 
I want you to remember that the Lord Jesus Christ is 
your Lord; for you told me that you trust in Him, and 
that He is your hope, and so I want you to remember 
that if you submit yourself to Him, you are owning Him 
as Lord, whom the God of all the world has made Lord 
and Christ; and so if you are meek and gentle, when 
something wrong tempts you to be passionate and proud, 
if you are kind and helpful to others, when selfishness 
tempts you to please yourself, you are acknowledging 
th.is blessed Master as yours. Is not this a happy thought, 
my Arthur? and do you not like to give pleasure to the 
One who loves you so, and who did for you what can 
never be told ? 

"And now, good-bye, my child. I need not give you 
your father's love, for you have it already, and he joins 
his prayers for you with mine every day, that our God 
will bless you and keep you ; and He will ; for ' I-I e that 
keepeth thee will not slumber.' 

"YOUR LOVING MOTHER." 
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Great big tears were running down Arthur's face as he 
finished the letter; but there was a bright look there too, 
as he folded it up with an air of great content. "Auntie," 
he said, "would there be any use in my ·writing a letter 
now? '\Vhen would she get it?" 

" I think it would be a very good plan if you write 
now; your mother would find the letter awaiting her in 
Madras. It would not take nearly so long going as 
they do." 

"Poor mamma," said Arthur, "I don't believe the 
sea is good for her, after all ; you see how ill she is." 

"Oh, yes I but she would very soon get over that; 
and then, depend upon it, the voyage will be very good 
indeed for her. Perhaps," said Mrs. Estcourt softly, 
"that is the way with people in other things and ways.'' 

"I know what you mean, aunt," said Arthur suddenly, 
"and I expect you are right." 

But his aunt heaved a very deep sigh, and said no 
more. 

Mrs. Estcourt was very glad to see her little nephew 
busily occupied, for that day at least. For several days 
she had been trying to bring herself to the point of 
telling Arthur, that she thought he had better attend Mr. 
Carey's school; and day after day she had put it off, 
thinking it would make him unhappy. 

Arthur's letter to his mother could not be called a very 
well written one ; there were several mistakes in the 
spelling, and here and there, a great blot could tell that a 
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good deal of his heart had gone into it; but whatever it 
,vas, it was a loving little letter. 

"MY OWN DEAR MoTHER,-Aunt says there is time 
for a letter to get to you ; so this is an answer to the one 
you sent me. I think it was a most beautiful letter; and 
it was very odd that it made me cry. 

"I like Aunt Daisy very much ; I like her much better 
than any other lady in the world-except you, of course. 

"Myrlie Hill is much grander than the Grange. I do 
try to be careful about the things, dear Mamma. Oh, 
mother I I do want to see you so very much sometimes. 
I could never tell you how much; only I da not want 
you to think I am unhappy. 

"Mamma, I thought of a text the second evening I

came here that made me not so unhappy. I did not 
think so much of how kind and good the Lord Jesus 
was until I came here. Tell papa I give him my love. 
I have made a lot of mistakes, and I could not help 
these blots. 

"Good-bye, my own dear mother. 
" Ever your loving 

"ARTHUR." 

''Now, Aunt Daisy, will you direct this, please?" asked 

Arthur. 
"Oh, but you are such a great boy I I think you had 

better do it yourself,'' said his aunt. 
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"Shall I? Can I? I never did before; but I dare­
say I could," Arthur said, and he was half pleased and 
half afraid. 

"Will that do?" he asked, after a long time had been 
spent, very carefully trying to write his best on the thin 
envelope. 

'' Why, Arthur, you are getting out of practice with 
your writing, I should think," said his aunt. And she 
thought this might lead on to her proposal, about the 
school. 

"No; I don't write well, I know," said Arthur; "bttt 
I try; and I heard some one once say, that it is not 
always the most stupid people who write the worst" 

Mrs. Estcourt laughed. 
"No, my dear little boy, I did not say it was. But, 

dear Arthur, seriously, I think you ought to write better, 
and I am afraid you will be getting bad habits. Don't 
you think it would be a good thing for you to begin 
school?" 

",Vhat, the boys' school that mother told me about? 
Oh, I was hoping you were going to say something about 
that I Shall I soon be able to go?" 

"Do you want to go?
,
, asked his aunt, astonished. 

"Oh, yes I I should think so." 
"Then, my dear boy, you shall begin to-morrow, if 

you like. I have spoken to Mr. Carey about your coming; 
so I can send over a note this evening to let him know." 

The remainder of that day Arthur could scareely think 
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of anything else than the prospect that was before him 
on the morrow-his first entering on school-life. Many 
were the wonderings and conjectures that went on in his 
mind, as to what kind of a person the master would be­
whether he would like the boys, if he would be strict 
and cross, and if the lessons would be very difficult. 
But he was quite decided on one point, that he would 
much rather be going to school every day, and have 
something to do, than loiter away his time in the house 
and garden at home. 

So the next morning, after Arthur had finishes his 
breakfast, it required little persuasion from his aunt to 
make him start for Mr. Carey's school. The house 
was about an hour's walk from Myrtle Hill, and it must 
be confessed that on his way Arthur's heart began to fail 
him a little, when he thought of encountering so many 
strange faces. Just as he approached the house the 
clock struck nine; and as Arthur entered the large iron 
gate, he caught sight of some thirty or forty boys rushing 
across the play-ground, some tumbling over the others, 
to be in their seats by the time the last stroke of the 
clock sounded. Arthur thought the best thing he could 
do would be to follow them ; so keeping in sight two 
or three boys who had loitered after the others, he 
walked behind them, up a long passage; till he reached a 
door leading into the school-room. He pushed it open 
so quietly that he was not heard, and had time to take 
a good view of the room and its occupants. It was 
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large and spacious. All down one side there was a long 
desk fixed against the wall, where numbers of boys were 
sitting, engaged in writing or doing their sums. Then 
there were several tables, round which the different 
classes were seated on forms. The walls were hung with 
maps, and there were two large globes in a corner of the 
room. All this Arthur took in, in a very short time ; and 
his eyes quickly travelled to the top of the room, where 
Mr. Carey was standing at his desk. He was rather 
thin and tall, with a very grave face, which made Arthur 
feel rather awed; but it was not a cross face. 

Presently he looked up, and saw Arthur standing at 
the door. He had already been prepared for his ap­
pearance by a note from Mrs. Estcourt; so he knew at 
once who he was. 

"So you have come, Vivyan," he said. "Step up 
here, my boy." 

Arthur advanced to the desk with rather a trembling 
step, and then had to submit to a number of questions 
from Mr. Carey to test his knowledge ; after which he was 
put into one of the lower divisions of the school. It was 
all new to him to-day; so the hours passed quickly away, 
and Arthur was quite ready again for afternoon school 
when the time came. 

So the days went on-one very like the other-and 
things were seeming less strange as Arthur was getting 
to know the boys better, and to feel more at home with 
them. 
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There was one boy in Mr. Carey's school who seemed 
different from all the rest. His name was Edgar North, 
and he was about Arthur's own age. Some of the boys 
said he was delicate, and others told Arthur that he was 
a muff: Whatever it was, he seemed to stay outside the 
rest. He was very often in disgrace; not for lessons 
badly done, although it might have been so, but Mr. 
Carey was very indulgent to him, on account of his weak­
ness, but for rules broken through, for quarrels with the 
other boys, or disrespect to the teachers. He did not 
seem happy; there was generally a cloud on his brow, 
and a weariness and discontent in his manner. Arthur 
sometimes wondered why. Might it be on account of 
his delicacy and his cough, that very often he was obliged 
to stay at home, when the others joi�ed in -some country 
expedition, and that sometimes, when the game was at 
its height of interest, his quick, short breathing obliged 
him to leave off ·and sit down away from the rest? It 
would be very trying, certainly; Arthur was quite sure 
of that. lie thought a good deal about Edgar North, 
and he could see that the other boys did not like him; 
to tell the truth, Arthur did not himself, but he was very 
sorry for him when he saw him sometimes all alone, when 
the. others were at play. One fine, sunny half-holiday,
when school had been closed for the day, and both 
boarders and day-scholars were deep in the interest of 
cricket, Arthur had lingered behind the others to put his 
books together in readiness for going home, and a mes-
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sage from Mr. Carey to his aunt had detained him still 
longer, so that by the time he reached the cricket-ground 
the game had begun. One of the older boys called to 
him to make haste; but Arthur seemed in no haste, and, 
unlike his usual way at this time, he seemed to be in 
deep meditation. 

"Come, make haste," said his companion. "Why don't 
you come on ?" 

But still Arthur stood ; for something had made him 
pause. It was Edgar North's listless figure, half sitting 
and half lying under a large tree in a field a little dis­
tance off, with a very discontented, unhappy face. 

"I think I won't play to-day, I've got something else 
to do; I'm going for a walk." 

"What on earth is that for?" said the older boy; "I 
thought you were wild for this game to-day." 

He was not so very sorry, however; for Arthur was 
playing on the opposite side, and he knew by experience, 
that his vigorous little arms made a great difference 
sometimes. 

'",Yell, p�ase yourself. What shall I say when the 
others ask about you?" 

"Say I have gone out for a walk." 
"All right," said the other, and he walked away. 
It was not without a very great struggle that Arthur 

had been able to say this. It was not without more than 
one earnest prayer, that he had been able to resist the 
strong temptation. He had been feeling very happy 
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that morning in thinking of his mother's text : "Whose 
I am." And his heart had risen in gladness and thank­
fulness to the Lord who had bought him ; and now 
there was a golden opportunity before him of doing 
something to prove his love, and of letting it be true of 
him "whom I serve." Edgar North was not happy, 
and the others had left him all by himself. It must be 
very bitter to him to see from a distance the wild enjoy­
ment of their game, without being able to take any part 
in it. Arthur knew how he would feel it himself, and a 
thought came across his mind that he could make it less 
sad for Edgar ; that he could off er to go for a walk with 
him ; and that this kindness to another would be pleasing 
to his Master. But then glowing thoughts of the game's 
enjoyments came across his mind ; his hands and feet 
were burning to run to the cricket-ground, and take part 
there, with all the energy of his yoWlg spirits, while the 
picture of a solitary walk with Edgar North came before 
his mind in very gloomy contrast. Then a voice seemed 
to speak in his heart: "I love you, my own. I gave 
myself for you. Follow me." 

The tears came into Arthur's eyes, and he looked up 
to where the blue was covered with little white clouds, 
and the sun's light was shining ; and his heart whispered 
the words which only One could hear: "Lord Jesus, I 
will." 

Arthur had to go over some little distance, before he 
reached Edgar North. He found him sitting on the soft 
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grass, underneath a large tree. He seemed to have been 
trying to carve his- name; for a large E and half of an 
N were there. But he was tired of that; and a book he 
l1ad brought with him seemed to have proved equally 
unsatisfying; for it was lying closed at his feet He 
seemed very much surprised at seeing Arthur; but all 
he said, when he came nea_· was: "Well?" Arthur did 
not quite know what to say himselt, but Ire asked him 
after a moment-

" Would you like to go for a walk?;, 
" Not particularly," said Edgar, not very graciously. 
"Why, I thought you liked walking. I heard you 

saying so last week." 
"I liked it last week; but I couldn't have it then. 

People can't always like the same things. I thought 
you liked cricket" 

"Oh, so I do! I should think I did just!" said 
Arthur emphatically; and he could not help thinking of 
how much more he liked it, than talking to such a dis­
agreeable companion as Edgar was now. It needed 
another remembrance of the voice in his heart 

"'Vell, why don't you play then? the others are playing.'' 
"Why, I thought you might like to go for a walk." 
Edgar pulled bits of bark off the tree, and threw them 

on the ground. Then he looked up in Arthur's face 
with a half laugh. "Well, you are queer. Perhaps I 
should like a walk. Where shall we go ? " he said, rising 
suddenly. 
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"I don't mind," Arthur said, "except that dusty old 
road." 

" The woods then," said Edgar, "and then we should 
be less likely to meet that Carey. I hate having to 
speak to him." 

They walked on for some distance, without saying very 
m:ich. Arthur found conversation with his companion 
rather difficult to keep up; most of his questions were 
answered by "yes" or "no;" and to anything that he 
said, not requiring an answer, Edgar gave a short laugh. 

"There 'II be lots of wild strawberries here soon,n he 
said; "don't you like them?" 

"Pretty well/' said Edgar listlessly, "when I can't get 
others." 

Arthur was beginning to think he had better say no­
thing, when suddenly the other boy turned to hi1n, and 
said curiously-

" I suppose it was because you are converted that you 
came?" 

" Yes ,'1 Arthur answered. 
"How did you know I was?'' he asked, after some 

little time, when they had walked on in silence. 
""Thy, I don't know; some of the others said things 

about you; and, besides, you know you are." 
He would not say that he had noticed Arthur Vivyan's 

ways, and that he had seen there, what showed him there 
was a difference between him and the other boys ; still 
less would he tell him just then, that·tbere was an ach-
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ing wish in his heart that he could say the same for 
himself. 

"Yes," Arthur said, "I am, Edgar; and do you know 
I wish you were." 

"How do you know I am not?" 
"Well, I don't kn()W," said Arthur; "but I don't 

much think you are. Are you ? " 
"No," said Edgar, pulling violently at the leaves that 

grew on the bushes near. 
"Shouldn't you like to be?" 
"What is the use of liking?" asked Edgar North. " I 

shall be if it is God's will, and I shan't if it is not." 
"Oh," said Artlmr, "that is a dreadful way to talk. 

I'm quite sure it is not the right way." 
"Well, I know I have thought a great deal about it, 

especially when I have been ill, and it always makes me 
miserable, so I try not to think, and I can't think what 
1nade me begin it now. Do let us talk about something 
else." 

And suddenly Edgar became very much interested in 
the subject of the next local examination, in which several 
of his schoolfellows expected to take part, and was much 
more lively for the rest of the walk than he had been before. 

13ut he did not seem to avoid Arthur; on the contrary, 
after that day, he often seemed to try to be near him; and 
at length he surprised him very much, by asking if he 
would come out for another walk. Arthur remembered 
the last one that they had had, and he wondered why I it 
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was not for any pleasure to himself tl1at he agreed, but at 
any rate this time it was not a cricket-day. 

"You did not want to come, did you?" asked Edgar, 
after some little time, when they bad been walking along 
through the fields, and had now reached a distant one, 
where the hawthorn hedge was throwing a sheltering 
shade. "And I expect you would just as soon sit down, 
as walk on further. Shall we stop here ? " 

"What a queer fellow you are, Edgar," said Arthur; 
"I can't make you out at all." 

"How am I queer?" asked Edgar. 
"Why, you are queer; you are different from all the 

others. Perhaps it is because you are not strong." 
"No, I know I am not," Edgar said ; " the doctor at 

my grandmother's used to say I should not live." 
Arthur looked very earnestly at Edgar's pale, passion­

less face. 
"Did he really? Are you sorry?" 
"Oh, I dare say he did not know ! and if he did, I 

cannot help it; so what is the use of being sorry or 
glad? Perhaps you may not, just as likely." 

"But," said Arthur� "if I had heard any one say that 
about me, I should think more about it than you seem to 
do." 

",vhy, it would be all right for you, because you arc 
converted, you know." 

"But, Edgar," and Arthur looked very earnestly into 
his dark, sad eyes, "don't you wish you were?" 
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Edgar's eyes fell before his gaze. He looked away, 
and seemed to be dreamily watching the glistening sun­
beams, darting through the trees; but presently the tears 
gathered, and he said, with a weary sigh, 

"Oh, Arthur, if you only knew how much ,I wish it I 
if you only knew what I would give, to know I was con­
verted!" 

"Didn't your mother ever talk to you about it?" asked 
Arthur, remembering the sweet words that had fallen into 
his own heart; "or your father?" 

"I don't remember my mother," said Edgar, "and 
papa died two years ago; but it was two years before 
that, when I saw him last." 

"Poor Edgar," said Arthur softly; for, though he did 
not say this had been a bitter grief to him, there was 
something in his tone so hopelessly sad and sorrowful, 
that the tea.rs came into Arthur's eyes to hear it. 

Edgar saw the tears in Arthur's eyes, and a little faint 
smile came in his own. "You are very different from 
the others, Arthur," he said. " I haven't had any one 
kind to me, since papa went to India." 

"Did your father go to India?" Arthur asked brightly. 
" So did mine. So we are alike, then." 

"Ah, but yours will come back some day, and your 
mother too; but mine will never, never come back any 
more I" 

"Tell me about them," said Arthur. 
"Well, you know I told you mamma died ever so long 
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ago, so I don't remember her at all; but papa used to 
tell me how nice she was, and he used to show me her 
picture.'' 

"What kind of a face had she?" asked Arthur. "I 
wonder whether she was like my mother." 

" vVell, she had very nice ey�s, brown ones." 
" Mamma's eyes were blue, I think," said Arthur. 
"And brown hair; and she looked very kind." 
"Oh, then they are alike in one thing I" 
"Papa used to keep it in his pocket,'' Edgar continued, 

"and he used to show it to me often when grandma1nma 
was not in the room. I don't think she liked it, because 
I remember once when we were looking at it she can1e 
into the room, and papa put it back into his pocket 
directly.'' 

" Who used you to live with then ? " 
"Oh, I have always lived at my grandmother's, only 

now she is dead That's who I am in mourning for," said 
Edgar, pointing to his black dress. "But father used 
often to come and see us. It was his home too when he 
had leave, other times he was with his regiment. Then, 
four years ago, they were ordered to India, and he died 
of cholera, when he had been there two years; and I 
never saw him since, four years ago." 

" Poor Edgar/' said Arthur again. He knew enough of 
loneliness and sorrow himself, to feel what a sad, empty 
life Edgar North's must be, without anything in heaven 
or earth to make him glad. 
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"Did you love your father very much?" asked Arthur 

presently. 
" Oh, Arthur, I did love him so ! '' said Edgar very 

sadly. "You see, I had no one else. I remember it was 
so very nice, when grandmamma had the letter to say he 
was coming; and he never let me have much lessons, 
when he was at home." 

"Was it in the town you lived, or the country?'' 
" It was near the town. We lived in rather a small 

house, that had a garden. I suppose I shall never see 
it again. Well, I don't much mind." 

"Where shall you spend the holidays?" 
"At my uncle's in London; he has ever so many 

children, and I dare say they will not want me." 
" I think that is so strange of you, Edgar," said Arthur. 

"You seem always to think nobody wants you, and that 
m.akes you disagreeable, and then they do not. Now, I
don't see why they should not want you, as well as any
one else."

"Well, I can't help thinking what is true," said Edgar. 
" Go on telling me about your father," said Arthur; 

" I like hearing of him." 
"I don't think I have much to tell," said Edgar, 

" except that it was very happy when he was at home; 
and, oh, so miserable ever since I And I think he might 
have stayed." 

"That is what I thought about mamma. But I am 
quite sure they knew best; indeed I'm certain, Edgar, 
they would only do it for the best." 

G 
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They stopped talking for a. little while, and sat still 
and silent-very still it was, and very long it lasted for 
two boys of their age; but Edgar's short breathing and 
weakness had often enforced these times of rest, and 
Arthur's grave, earnest face showed him to be deeply 
thinking. They made a great contrast as they sat to­
gether in the woody shade, where the woodbine-scented 
breeze was fanning softly, and the quivering light fell 
scatteringly. There was a weary, restless look brooding 
over Edgar's dark eyes, and his face was pale and worn­
looking. Arthur's cheeks were ruddy and round, and his 
thick brown hair clustering on his sun burnt forehead ; 
but with zJl the energy and liveliness that could be seen 
on his face, a peaceful, restful look could be noticed 
there too. 

"This walk to-day reminds me of long ago," said 
Edgar, after a while. "We used to walk, papa and I. 
Sometimes we set off directly after breakfast, and took 
some luncheon with us, and then father used to fish, 
and it was such fun when he caught some; and then we 
had luncheon, and sometimes father went to sleep for 
a little, and sometimes he would tell me stories; and 
talk, oh, so nicely ! " 

"What did he talk about?" asked Arthur. 

"Well, I can't tell you exactly, or at any rate I don't 
want to tell you." 

"I wish you would,'' Arthur said. 
Presently Arthur spoke again. 
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"Yes, it is very nice; that is, it is half nice to think 
of those times." 

"It must be quite nice for you," said Edgar, "because, 
you see, you may think that it will all come again some 
da.y, and that you will be with your father and mother 
again; but I never shall. Oh, Arthur, I do want to see 
him sometimes l I think if I knew for certain he wns 
alive in India, I could wait any time. If would be so 
nice to know he was corning back again, and that I was 
going to live with him." 

And then it struck Arthur, how very much more he 
bad to be thankful for, than he had thought He looked 
at Edgar's sad life, and then he thought of how very 
much brighter his own was. But he knew enough of 
dreariness, to be able to enter into Edgar's sadness. 

"Well, Edgar, I '11 tell you what. When my father 
and mother come home, I will get them to ask you to 
come to Ashton Grange, and you may be quite sure the 
people there will want you. I know I shall. I think, 
although you are such a queer fellow, that I like you very 
much, and I am so sorry you are so unhappy." 

Something like a happy smile came into Edgar's face, 
as he said, "I think I should like that." 

Arthur had not known it, but in Edgar's heart there 
had always been a great liking for him. He was so 
different from himself. Perhaps that was one reason, 
and Edgar's was one of those deep, intense natures that 
cling very closely to their heart's objects. 
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By and by they began their homeward way, and as 
they walked along the Jane, Arthur said : 

" Tell me what it was your father used to talk about. 
I believe I know partly." 

"\Yell, if you know, what is the use of my telling?" 
' Because I don't quite know. And, Edgar, was it 

not about heaven, and the way to get there?" 
"Yes," said Edgar in a low voice ; " but I don't think 

grandmamma agreed with him. Any way, I know that 
when she talked, it made me miserable.'' 

"You seem to have had a great many troubles, Edgar," 
said Arthur "even more than I have." 

"Oh, Arthur," said Edgar, "I don't think any one 
knows how unhappy I have been I Look here," and 
Edgar spoke in a lower voice; "I don't mind telling you, 
because you are different from the rest; but, do you know, 
I have always been in a fright about something or other. 
Sometimes, in the winter nights, all by myself at home, I 
have had such horrid thoughts, and I have fancied all 
sorts of things ; and even in the summer evenings, when 
the sky had that red look, it always made me think about 
the moon being turned into blood, and about judgment 
and punishment; and I used to think about the great 
white throne, and myself standing before it, and God 
judging me, and that papa and mamma would be on one 
side, and I should be on the other." 

"\Veil, I have had thoughts like that, I think ; but 
then I always thought of the Lord Jesus Christ; and 
how could I be afraid then ? " 
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"But He will judge pc:;c,ple, won't He?" 
"Oh, Edgar, He is our Saviour I" said Arthur earnestly. 

"It is only when people will not have Him for their 
Saviour that He is their Judge. ,vhy, I am not afraid of 
the Lord Jesus. How could I be ? " 

"Ah," said Edgar sadly, "that is because you are con­
verted, and I am not I I have tried so hard. Oh, so 
many times, after I have heard sermons, I have felt so 
frightened, and I have made up my mind I would be a 
Christian; and then in bed I have cried so, and I have 
thought, that surely this time I must really go on right, 
and the next day, it has all been different again, and I 
did not care a bit about it!" 

"But, Edgar, the Lord Jesus �ants you to come to 
Him, a great deal more than you want it. I know He 
does, because he says, ' Ye will not come to me that ye 
might have life.' " 

"But what is corning?" said Edgar in a dreary voice. 
"Well, I '11 tell you the way, my mother once explained 

it to me. Don't you know, if the Lord Jesus were here 
on the earth, you would go to the place where He was, 
and say, ' I am here, Lord Jesus ; I come;' and so now 
you can say that while you are sitting here, because He 
is here, and everywhere; so you need not move. And, 
Edgar, don't you think I-le knows that you say it? I 
am certain He does, because He has been wanting you 
to answer, ever since He called.'' 

" But," said Edgar, "you make it out, as if it was not 
to try a bit." 
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" \Vell, and that is it," said Arthur, "with a bright, 
happy smile. "That is just what mother says. I can 
tell you another thing she said. You remember about 
the Lord Jesus feeding the people in the wilderness?" 

"Yes, with the loaves and the fishes." 
"Yes ; that was it. Well, all He wanted them to do, 

was to rest on the grass, and be fed; and that was just 
the thing, that pleased Him best. You see they had not 
to try and do anything hard-had they ? And mother 
said, that this is what the Lord Jesus wants us to do-to 
stop trying, and let Him do what He likes with us ; and, 
you know, the Lo:d Jesus could not do anything unkind, 
could He?'' 

"You don't seem one bit afraid of Ilim, Arthur.'' 
"\Vhy, no. How could I be afraid?" asked Arthur, 

with such a happy smile. " Don't you know 

" ' How our hearts delight to hear Him

Bid us dwell in safety near Him I 
Why should we distrust or fear Him? 

Oh, how He loves I'" 

They neither of them spoke for several minutes. It 
was getting late, and the sun was .alling in slanting golden 
rays on the green slopes ; the shadows were deepening 
in the woods, and other sights and sounds told, that 
evening was coming on ; so the two boys rose from their 
grassy seat. 

"I wish, oh, how I wish,11 said Edgar, after a long 
pause, "that I could feel the same as you do

., 
Arthur l " 
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",vell, but you must not be wanting to feel first; you 
have to believe what the Lord Jesus says, and He says, 
'Him that cometh to me I will in no wise cast out;' so 
if you would only come, you must be safe, for He cannot 
break His word. And I will tell you what I do, Edgar, 
whenever I think of how bad I have been, and when I 
feel frightened. I just say, 'Jesus died,' and God hears 
me, and Satan hears me too; and of course when I re­
member why Jesus died, I feel glad. And then, there is 
a text I like to remember-a very short one it is-where 
the Lord Jesus is called 'the Savio:ir of the world;' and, 
you know, if He is the Saviour of the ,vorld, He must be 
my Saviour, and yours too." 

They had reached the school-gates now; the shadows 
were deep and long, and Arthur's two-mile walk lay 
before him. But his aunt had long since found, that she 
could trust him alone; so even when the moon had 
begun to tell, that the day had gone; and the stars were 
speaking sparkling joy above, she was not uneasy about 
him. 

"Well, good-bye," said Arthur. 
"Good-bye," Edgar said; but he did not go, and he 

stood, looking wistfully at Arthur. Presently he spoke­
" Arthur, I wish -." 
"Well, what?" 
.. I wish you would be my friend." 
·' vVhy, so I am,'' said Arthur.
"Yes ; but I mean, I have not any brother, and you



104 LEFT AT HOME. 

have not either. I wish you would be the same to me 
as if we were. Will you ? " 

"Yes," said Arthur, with a half smile, for he felt a 
little shy; but he wanted to say something kind, so he 
said, "Very well then, we can; and when my father and 
mother come home from India, you can come to us, you 
know.'' 

And then Arthur turned away, and began his walk to 
Myrtle Hill at a running pace. But he was thinking all 
the way very much of his talk with Edgar North, so that 
when he reached his aunt's house, the earnest look was 
on his face still. The darkness had not yet fallen, but 
the evening shades were gathering. Mrs. Estcourt was 
in the garden, looking out for her little nephew. She 
was very fond of Arthur : of course there were times 
when things did not run altogether smoothly between 
them, because, although he was a follower of th� Lord 
Jesus. Christ, and really tried to please Him, he had a 
strong will and a hot tempe1. But if Mrs. Estcourt saw 
his faults, she saw his struggles too; and she noticed 
when he gave up, what was a great matter to a boy, such 
as he was; and she knew that this was not natural. She 
knew that it was God's love that made Arthur glad; and 
often in her heart's secret depths she would wish to be 
a child like him once more, that she might believe as 
simply; for thoughts and questions made her very un­
happy at times, and the reasonings of her natural mind 
prevented her enjoying the promises that God giv�s. 
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But was she not making a mistake? Could she not 
become a little child, as God has told us all to do? 
Could she not cease to think, and begin to believe, and 

take the portion of joy and life from the One, who has 
said, "It is more blessed to give than to receive"? 

Arthur went to look at one particular corner of the 
grounds, which his aunt had given him for his very own; 
it was hidden by a bend in the trees, and he had expended 
a great deal of care and skill on this garden-plot. First 
of all Arthur had intended, that his estate should have a 
river flowing through it; but when he had dug a deep 
trench, and filled it, he was much disappointed to find 
that the water sunk into the earth; and even when he 
had lined it with stones and oyster-shells, there was only 
a very faint trickling stream, and not the brimming river, 
that he had fancied to himself; so then, in disgust, Arthur 
levelled the banks of his river, and determined to plan 
his garden anew. At present it was really a pretty one, 
though perhaps a little .too bright, with hollyhocks and 
geraniums. Two very large roses stood at the entrance, 
and the scarlet geraniums were blooming there. There 
was a gravel walk through the middle, that led up to a 
grotto, and the ferns that were growing there were well 
watered. Arthur would have help from no one, in the 
care of his garden; and considering this, its neatness did 
him great credit. 

Mrs. Estcourt thought so too, as they stood together 
inside the enclosure, which was all his own. 
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u \Vhy, Arthur, I think you had better turn gardenei,
when you choose a profession," she said. 

cc A gardener, aunt I Well, I shouldn't mind. But I 
am not quite sure I shall not be something else." 

",vhat would that be?" asked his aunt. 
""'ell, I think I might be a missionary." 
Then he seemed to be thinking; and after some little 

time, he said, "I wish he would not talk like that, I whh 
I could make him see." 

u \Vho dear? n
J 

"Edgar North, auntie. I always thought he was ve1y 
cross and disagreeable, but it is not that, at all. It is 
because he is so unhappy. I do wish I had thought of 
one other thing to say to him." 

",vhat was it, Arthur?" asked his aunt. 
"Why, you know, he is so frightened. Fancy," and 

Arthur's voice was soft and low, "he is afraid of the Lord 
Jesus Christ. That must be, because he does not know 
Him, must it not, auntie? And I wish I had said to him, 
'If the Lord Jesus were to come walking towards us now, 
and sit down here, would you be afraid to see Him? 1

" 

"And would not you, dear Arthur?" asked his aunt 
",Vhy, no, Aunt Daisy I How could I? The litre 

children that He took up in His arms were not. I am 
sure I should not be afraid." 

"Mrs. Estcourt did not say anything, but she was 
thinking of what Arthur had said. It seemed to her then, 
that it must be very sweet to be one of the little children, 
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that the Lord Jesus had blesseu ; for she often felt very 
lonely and weary. Some people-those who only car� 
for the things that gold can bring-might say she had 
everything that she wanted; but her heart craved a great 
deal more than this, and when her husband went away 
from her sight for ever, she had felt as if he had taken 
her heart with him. There was One, who had said-to her 
long before, " Give me thine heart;" but she had not 
listened to His voice, and she had not thought about 
His love; greater than which, there is none. She was 
trusting in Him for salvation, but she was not looking to 
Him, to feed her heart with His love. She was following 
Him afar off, too far to be able to say, " I sat down under 
His shadow with great delight; and His fruit was sweet 
to my taste." 



CHAPTER IX. 

MIDSUMMER HOLIDAYS AMONG THE MOUNTAINS. 

� HE summer holidays were coming very near, and
'®. most of the boys at Mr. Carey's school were look-

ing forward to them with great joy; for they had
pleasant homes, where they knew that their fathers and
mothers would welcome them, and their young sisters
and brothers would be glad to see them again. Arthur
Vivyan, too, was expecting to enjoy his time; for Mrs.
Estcourt generally spent some of the summer weeks in
the Swiss mountains, and this year it was a pleasure to
her to think of showing the places, that she knew so well,
to her nephew; and the thought of his wonder and sur­
prise, when he should see the snowy mountains, and the
deep blue lakes, that the sun would glow with a deeper
colour, gave her more pleasure than she had known for
a long time. Arthur had been very busy with his ex­
amination, and other things. had hindered another walk
with his new friend; but they both expected, when the
holidays were over, and they should meet again, that
there would be more time for walks and talks.
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It was the last day of school. Arthur was hurrying 
in to his class, which was in a different room from the 
one in which Edgar studied, when in the corridor they 
met. Arthur was passing him quickly, with a nod and 
smile, when Edgar stopped him, and said breathlessly-

" Oh, Arthur, I have been looking everywhere for you I 
I must speak to you." 

"I can't stop one minute," said Arthur. "I'm late 
as it is." 

"Yes; but I must!" said Edgar eagerly. "You don't 
know, I am going away to stay." 

"Well!" and Arthur thought. "Let me see. I will 
try and be ready, five minutes beforehand; and I dare 
say, the other boys will be longer going to-day." 

" Oh, yes ! " said Edgar. " I forgot ; there will be 
plenty of time, of course, this last day.,, 

So Arthur hurried in to his class, forgetting, after he 
had given it a moment's thought, what Edgar had said. 

He thought of it again, when he was waiting under the 
trees; where groups of boys were standing, talking eagerly, 
with bright, busy faces. Edgar's was very different, and 
his pale, earnest face was even deeper than usual. 

'' Well," said Arthur, "what have you to tell me? 
Edgar had a letter in his hand. 
"Why, look here," he said. "I told you, I had to go 

and live at my uncle's in London. I did not mind that; 
it did not make much difference; but see here, what he 
says in this letter I had to-day. 1-Ie is my guardian now, 
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you know, and he says he thinks it will be better for me 
on every account, to give up school." 

"And what are you to do? Not going to have any 
more lessons?" 

"He says, I am to study with his boys. They have a. 
tutor, and he hopes we shall all find it very pleasant." 

Edgar's face did not look as if he expected to do so. 
"\Yell," said Arthur. 
"Do you think it is well, Arthur?" said Edgar, a little 

reproachfully. "I hate it, and I hate him, and I hate 
them all. I thought it was bad enough before." 

"Oh, Edgar, that's wicked ! " 
" \Vell, I can't he] p it. Wait µntil you get bothered, 

and perhaps you will be wicked too. And, of course, 
they will hate me, all of them. He has a wife and a lot 
of daughters, as well as sons." 

"They would be your cousins, would they not?" 
"I suppose so/' said Edgar hopelessly. 
"Well, do you know, I think it need nt>t be so very 

bad. You know, Edgar, they would be next best to 
brothers and sisters. And there might be a little one," 
said Arthur, with a soft, tender feeling; as he thought of 
the little sunny sister, that still lived in his heart "\Vhy 
do you hate it so very much?" 

"Every reason," said Edgar bitterly. "And, Arthur, 
you know I love you, more than any one else in the 
world; and I wanted to talk to you sometimes." 

"And I am sorry, Edgar," said Arthur; "only then, 
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you know, you are coming to stay with us at Ashton 
Grange, when my father and mother come back." 

"Ah, but that is such a very long time; and, you know, 
I may die before that. Perhaps I shall; and if I were 
certain of going to heaven, I should like to die." 

" I thought you would be certain by this time, Edgar; 
you know you ought to be certain. Why can't you stop 
bothering about yourself? Oh, Edgar, I wish you would !" 

"I do get so frightened," said Edgar, his lip trembling. 
" But mamma says, that is all the more reason, why 

you should let the Lord Jesus take care of you. That 's 
all, you know, Edgar. But I have told you so often, I 
think the best thing I can do, is to pray for you." 

"Will you, Arthur? \Vill you really?" said Edgar, 
turning round a very anxious, eager face; and he said it 
again. "Oh, do please, every day, Arthur I I don't 
believe any one else does. Father used to pray for me; 
oh, I know he did I" and Edgar's words ended in 
smothered sob�. 

Arthur's arms were round his neck now. "Dear 
Edgar, don't cry. You know I do love you just as if 
you were my brother; and I will pray for you every day. 
I do sometimes already. And then we can write to each 
other, you know, can't we?" Looking through the trees 
they could see that the other boys were fast dispersing, 
and that only one or two of the day boys were left; so 
Arthur knew that he must go, and that it must be a very 
long good-bye to Edgar. 
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They walked together to the gate, and then they

stopped. Edgar seemed to be searching in his pocket 
for something. Presently he found it, and placed it in 
Arthur's hand. 

"What is this?" said Arthur. 
"Well, it is a present for you. I have nothing else to 

give you, and I did want to give you something." 
"But what is it?" said Arthur; for he seemed puzzled 

by the appearance of Edgar's gift, although it was open 
in his hand. 

" Well, I '11 tell you," said Edgar. " I have two medals 
that my grandfather got at college, and father gave them 
to me when he went away; and, you know, if you were 
my brother you would have one; so I want you to take 
it I have one just like it" 

"Very well," said Arthur; "thank you, Edgar, and I 
don't like saying good-bye at all, you know; but we must; 
and, Edgar, won't you do it, what we talked about?" 

"And you remember what you promised about pray­
ing. Mind you do, Arthur. Good-bye.'' 

Then Arthur went away; and as he was walking home­
wards, there was more than one tear brushed away by 
his little hot, ink-stained hand, though it was not a heart­
grief to him, and he did not know what a lonely, deso­
late feeling was in Edgar's heart, as he watched him 
walking slowly away until the distance hid hi,n from his 
eyes; for Arthur "�as the chief object in his heart just 
then. 
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The next day the play-ground at Mr. Carey's school 
was quiet and empty, and the broad shadows fell softly 
on the silent grass. The sheep in the fields must have 
wondered at the stillness. And Mr. Carey was enjoying 
the half-yearly silence that reigned there. 

Arthur had been looking forward to the holiday journey 
on the Continent with glowing expectation: he could 
hardly believe at first that he was really going to see the 
towns and countries of which he had learnt in his geo­
graphy lessons. He tried to imagine the journey, and to 
see pictures of the places where they were going; but 
that was not very easy, as he had never been so far before 
as this last journey he had taken, and he knew nothing 
at all of travelling by sea; this he found out to be a very 
unpleasant reality ; and he wished very much that, while 
he remained abroad with his aunt, the tunnel under the 
sea would be finished between Dover and Calais 

They had a very pleasant time in Switzerland. Then 
Arthur saw the deep blue lake with its solemn projecting 
mountains that swelled in great mounds around, and far 
down where the gleaming peaks of white made the blue 
look deeper ; and in the evening, when the sun was 
hiding behind, and was throwing a flame-coloured glow 
on the grandeur around, he would stand on the terrace 
and feel the solemn hush that told the night was coming. 

Several weeks were passed among the 1nountains, and 
it was not until just before the opening of the school that 
he found himself back at Myrtle Hill. 

H 



CI-IAPTER X.
AT REST NOW. 

cc� h d • 
� "TONDER why Edgar Nort oes not wnte to
dJr me. I can't think what can have happened to

n him. Just think, auntie; I know that when his
last letter came, the leaves had not all gon: fro1n the
trees, and now look at the snow."

Several months had passed away since Arthur and his
aunt had come home, and the winter chill and shadows
were gathering around. Many letters had found their
way to Myrtle Hill from the far-away mother in India,
and sometimes, though not so often, answers went back
to tell her things· about her child that made her glad.

At first Arthur had often had tidings of his absent
friend, beginning, "My dear Arthur, I hope you are quite
well;" and there was a sadness that spoke in his short
notes that A.rthur could scarcely understand. But in one
of his letters Edgar had said, "I have to be indoors by
myself a great deal, and then I think of the things we
used to talk about. That ,vas the last letter that had
come from him, �nd now it was several months ago, and
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Arthur was wondering at the long silence, as he had 
written twice in answer to this letter. Ilut many things 
had taken up his thoughts and his time, and the winter 
holidays had begun, before he had thought much of his 
absent friend. 

"Aunt Daisy," said Arthur one morning, about two 
days after he had seen his lesson books put away for the 
present, " I really wish I knew what has become of 
Edgar ; I think it is the strangest thing that he never 
writes to me. People do not generally stop caring about 
their friends suddenly, do they?" 

" No, dear, not generally. Perhaps little boys may be 
peculiar kinds of creatures, you know," she said, smiling. 

"I am sure, aunt," said Arthur, looking aggrieved, 
"you think boys are much nicer than you did once. 
And, besides, Edgar and I are not little." 

" No, dear," said his aunt, laughing and kissing him. 
'' I do think they are very nice som�times ; and you are 
getting a great big fellow, whatever Edgar is." 

" I wish he would write to me," said Arthur, pausing 
before he began his breakfast. 

" Perhaps he may be ill," his aunt suggested. 
"Perhaps he may be, auntie," said Arthur thoughtfully. 

" I wish I knew. Poor Edgar 1 fancy his being ill all 
alone." 

"Alone, dear! Why, is he not with his uncle and his 
aunt?'' 

Yes ; but then, you know, all aunts are not nice. And 
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there are a lot of cousins. Perhaps you might not want 
to have me, if you had ever so many children, Aunt 
Daisy." 

Mrs. Estcourt smiled, and perhaps she thought that 
Arthur was not so very far from right. Arthur still 
wondered why no letter came, and at last he had almost 
made up bis mind to write again; but this would be a

task not at all to his taste, and one which he would very 
much rather avoid. 

One morning when he came down to breakfast, he 
s:i.w that there was something on his plate. It really was 
a letter- at last I and, of course, Arthur concluded that it 
could be from no one but his friend in London. 

"A letter for me at last ! Well, it is quite time. Now 
I shall have to answer it, I suppose. Oh! I forgot. 
Good morning, auntie 1" 

But when Arthur had gone back to his place, and had 
examined his letter more closely, he saw that it was not 
Edgar's round, plain hand that had directed the envelope. 

"Why, aunt,'' he said, '' I don't believe it is from 
Edgar at all. '\Vho can it be from? Edgar does not 
write that way. That is a lady's writing. Wl1at lady 
could be writing to me? Mainma is the only one, and 
her letter could not be from Lendon." 

"Suppose you were to open it," said his aunt. " No­
body else has any right to do it but you." 

"\Yell I" said Arthur, drawing a long breath of expec­
tation. 
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Presently he was deep in the interest of his letter, and 
it was not for several minutes that he spoke again. 

" \Yell, this is a very queer letter, and I cannot under­
stand it at all. I can make out that Edgar is very, very 
ill. And, Auntie, do you know he seems to think per­
haps he is never going to get well at all," Arthur said 
very gravely and sadly. 

" Has Edgar written to you himself?" asked his aunt. 
" Yes. At least, that is, he said it, and one of his 

cousins wrote it down. Would you like to read his letter, 
auntie?" 

Thjs was Edgar's letter to Arthur : 

"MY DEAR ARTHUR,-�Iy aun� is wntmg to your 
aunt, and my cousin Minnie is writing this for me. I 
am in bed, so I am not able. You see, Arthur, I am 
very ill, and the doctor says I shall not get better; but I 
am not afraid now, dear Arthur. Cousin Minnie is very 
nice. I like her so much; but she has to go away soon. 
Arthur, I hope you will be able to come. I have prayed 
that you may; and I think your aunt will let you, be­
cause, you see, I am going to die, most likely, and I 
want to see you again. 

"Your affectionate friend, 
"EDGAR NORTH." 

"What can he mean, Aunt Daisy? What can he 
mean by saying, 'I hope you will be able to come'? It 
is so strange not to explain." 
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"Do you think that will help you to understa.nd ?'' 
asked his aunt, giving him one of her own letters lo 
read. 

"What ! Do you mean me to read your letter, auntie? 
\Vell !" said Arthur, wondering at this unusual occurrence, 
and not connecting it at all with bis own letter. 

Mrs. Estcourt's letter began ' Dear Madam,' and it was 
some little time before Arthur could understand who it 
was from, or what it meant By and by he found that it 
was from Edgar's aunt, and that she was wishing him to 
stay at her house in London, so that he might see her 
little nephew again. This letter told that Edgar was 
very ill indeed; that his illness was consumption, and 
that the doctor expected him to live only a very short 
time. 

It was several minutes before Arthur spoke, after he 
had read this letter. Breakfast was quite forgotten, and 

he could hardly understand at first the strange things he 

had read. 
"Now, Arthur dear, you must eat some breakfast be­

fore we talk," said his aunt. 
"Aunt Daisy," he said, when he had finished, " \Vhat 

shall you say, when you answer Edgar North's aunt's 

letter?" 
"Well, what shah I say?" 

"Auntie," said Arthur presently, "I am so sorry about 
Edgar. I never thought he was so very ill. Do you 

think he is really going to die?" 
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"Yes, dear. I should think he will not get well. But 
you need not be sorry, Arthur. Don't you see, he 
says he is not afraid ; and the world is not such a very 
bright place that he should be sorry to go, when he 
knows he has such a home. Don't you think so, darling?" 

"Yes," said Arthur; but the tears had dimmed his blue 
eyes, and a sudden feeling in his throat made him stop 
speaking. 

When Mrs. Estcourt w�s sitting with her work by the 
drawing-room fire, with Arthur by her side, much more 
quietly and gravely than was usual with him, he said 
suddenly: 

"But, aunt, when are you going to answer that letter?" 
"That is just the question I was asking myself, and 

the answer was, 'Now.' \Vhat shall I say, Arthur?" 
"Well, don't you think I had better go?" 
"Yes, surely, dear. But how are you going to get 

there? You cannot travel by yourself.'' 
"Oh, aunt I" said Arthur, almost in an alarmed tone 

of voice, "I should hope I am old enough. Why, of 
course I could. The idea of anybody taking care of 
me!" 

"Well, but," said Mrs. Estcourt, smiling, "that is just 
what I have been thinking about all this time. I have 
been thinking that I should feel very unhappy, if I let 
you go alone. It may be foolish, Arthur; but, you know, 
your father anci mother gave you to me to take care of 
for them." 
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"I know," said Arthur impatiently, "they would let 

me go by myself. I could not bear to have any old man 
or woman looking after me. 11 

"They need not be old, you know," said his aunt. 
''Now, Arthur/' she added very decidedly, " there is no 
use saying anything more about it. If you go at all, I 

must know that some one is in the carriage with you. 

I need not tell them to ta�ce care of you, but I n1ust 
know that some one will be there; and I know 11rs. 
Maitland is going to London to-morrow, so I shall find 
out what train she is going by. Arthur made an im­
patient movement; he did not say any more, but a look 
was on his face that showed what he was feeling. As it 
happened, he need not have been so disgusted. When 
the time for starting came, and he was taking his seat in 
the carriage, he found that the lady had already taken 
her place there; and it was not so very trying to his 
feelings as he expected, for :M:rs. Estcourt only said, 
"This is my little nephew, l\1rs. Maitland; he is going 
to London, and I am glad to think he is in your 
company.'' 

"She never asked her to take care of me," said Arthur 
to himself, "and I am sure she could not think of such 
a thing herself when she sees me." 

But Mrs. l\faitland had sons of her own at home 
about Arthur's age, and she knew something about boys 
and their ways, so that by t_he time they reached the 
Paddington Station they were very good friends. Arthur 
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did not at all object to her helping him to get a cab that 
was to take him to Leicester Lodge, in Kensington. 

Indeed, he was obliged to confess to himself, when he 
found himself alone in the hansom cab that his friend 
had found for him, that it was very well she had been 
with him, for when he was standing on the platform, with 
the din and bustle around him, and the many people 
stirring in the vast station, he had felt quite bewildered. 
He had never been in London before, and this was the 
longest journey he had taken. 

It was a very curious feeling that he had when he 
found hitn6elf alone in the cab : at first he could not get 
quite over the feeling that it was not safe ; it seemed to 
him that it would be so very easy for the driver to go 
away and leave the horse to take him wherever he liked 
amongst the crowds of people, and cabs, and G>mni­
buses. 

You may be sure that he looked about him wel1, as 
they whirled along through street after street, skirting 
the park and the palace-like houses. He had to guess the 
names of the places they were passing through, and I 
dare say some of his guesses woul<l have amused you 
very much indeed. He was quite sure a hotel that he 
passed was somebody's palace, perhaps the Lord Chan­
cellor's. He did not think it could be Her Majesty's, 
because there were no soldiers. 

It was quite dark by the time the cab drove up out. 
side Leicester Lodge, and lights were shining above the 
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shutters of the dining and drawing-roon1 windows. The 
dim light enabled Arthur to see that it was a large house 
with a small piece of garden-ground in front, and one or 
two leafless trees, which gave it rather a dreary look. 

It was not very long before he found himself standing 
inside the hall door with his portmanteau. The servant 
showed him into a small ante-room, and said he would 
tell the young ladies. Arthur had a curious feeling• of 
not being expected, although he knew he must be, as his 
aunt had written to Mrs. North the day before. 

This was not a very quiet and orderly household evi­
dently; there were traces of that in the ro01n where he 
was sitting, and he could hear noises on the stairs and 
in the room overhead that might say the same. Presently 
there was a scuffling noise in the hall, and after a little 
while the door was burst quickly open, and more than 
one curly head peeped in, and was as quickly drawn 
back, and Arthur could hear a little girl's voice say, 
"Oh, Gerald, it was you mad<! me do it; you know it 
was!" 

Arthur felt rathe1 inclined to run out, and see who 
was there; but he thought it would be better to wait 
until some older person came. 

By and by the door opened again, more quietly this 
time, and a young lady came into the room. She had a 
kind look on her face, as she held out her hand to 
Arthur, and said-

" I am so sorry you have been left here alone; but I 
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could not leave the baby, my youngest brother. ,von't 
you come upstairs to your room?" 

Arthur was feeling just a little shy, so he only shook 
hands with the young lady, and followed her upstairs. 
On the way, he asked, " \Vill you tell me how Edgar 
is?" 

"Not very well, to-day; but just now he is asleep� I 
think. \Vere you and he great friends?" 

"Yes," said Arthur. "Are you his cousin?" 
"One of his cousins. I dare say he told you there 

were ever so many." 
"Yes; I don't think he knew how many," said Arthur. 
"No; I should think not," said Maude, laughing. 

" I hardly do, sometimes. But I believe altogether we 
number ten." 

'' Oh," said Arthur, "what, ten brothers an-:! sisters at 
home?" 

" Ob, no; we are very seldom all at home together. 
Two of my brothers are abroad, and some of the girls are 
at school. It is a very good thing they are sometimes." 

"There, that is Edgar's room," said Miss North, as 
they passed one of the doors. " We try to keep the noise 
away from this passage as much as we can; but it is not 
very easy with so many boys and girls." This was very 
true, as just then two boys about Arthur's own age came 
bursting through one of the doors, and were stopped by 
their sister at the entrance of the pass:ige. 

"Now, boys, don't come this way. You know Edgar 
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is asleep. Just tumble down the other stairs, if you must 
tumble." 

"I suppose rou never tear about in that way." said 
l\f.audc, with a faint smile. 

" Oh, yes, I think I do sometimes," Arthur answered ; 
'' but, of course, it is not so much fun doing it by one's 
self." 

They were in Arthur's room now, which was a smnll 
one not very far from Edga.r's; and a locked door. which 
opened into another room, showed that it was a dressing. 
room. 

" You see, as the children and Edgar are nt home, we 
h:i.ve only this little room,. \Vilt you be able to sleep 
here, do you think?" 

Edgar's cousin smiled ns she spoke, and Arthur thought 
l1ow very nice it made her look. 

"Oh, yes; I should think so," he said. 
"\Vell, presently you will hear the tea bell Oh, no; 

but I forgot ! \Ve don't ring the tea bell now that Edgar 
is ill, One of the children shall let you know, if you are 
not down first. u

But after a little while, when no one had come to call 
him, Arthur opened his door and came down stairs. It 
did not need any one to tell him which was the room 
where the young people ,vere, as the sounds that came 
through the shut door would let any one know that 
Arthur paused outside the school-room door, and then 
he opened it and . went in. It was such a strange new 
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scene that he saw, so different from anything he had 
been accustomed to, and he was almost bewildred by 
so many boys and girls, most of whom seemed to be 
laughing and talking together. 

There was a long tea-table. The eldest sister was at 
the head, five younger ones were seated around, and a 
tall boy was lying on a sofa near the fire reading. In­
deed, he did not call himself a boy at all ; for he had 
just left school, and was preparing for some difficult 
examination. 

All the faces round the table were turned towards 
Arthur as he opened the door j bu� none of them spoke 
until Maude, noticing the silence, saw Arthur standing. 
Then she said," Gerald, why don't you speak? or Harold, 
this is Arthur Vivyan, Edgar's friend." 

The two boys shook hands, and then Arthur spoke to 
the three little girls, who were looking as if they would 
like to speak. Arnold, the eldest, seemed to be halt 
asleep over his book ; so they sat down to tea. ArLhur 
was wondering where the father and mother were. It 
seemed so strange altogether, and he could not help 
thinking that it was rather a disorderly party. All the 
children seemed to do very n1uch as they liked, and yet 
it appeared as it their eldest sister took a great deal of 
trouble to make them behave properly. She seemed to 
be constantly putting them right without much effect. 
Arthur wondered whether this was what gave her face 
such a tired look. 
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"Harold, I wish you would let Clara alone. Do take 
tea properly. Gerald, you know you would not do that 
if papa were here." And Maude gave a sigh, as she saw 
her words had no effect 

"I do wish you would behave properly; what must 
Edgar's friend think of you?'' 

"I dare say he thinks we are something like hin1self ," 
said Gerald, "don't you?" 

Arthur laughed, been.use he did not know what else to 
do. And then Maude gave a faint laugh. 

"What's the use of keeping on wishing, Maude?" 
said Arnold, rousing himself. " Why can't you make 
them?" 

",veil, how would you?'' asked :M:aude. 
"Oh, that is quite another thing," said Arnold, yawning. 
"I dare say you could not do it as well as Maude,'' 

said Harold. 
"No ; very likely not." said Arnold, laughing, and he 

returned to his book. 
",v en, I wish you would all make haste and finish 

tea," said 1viaude, taking out her watch, "whatever way 
you do it Oh, dear, I must make haste, or I shall not 
be ready in time for dinner. Arnold, you must go. 
"'hat will papa say if l\·e are not ready when the bell 
rings?" 

Arnold got up as if with an in1mense effort. " I dare 

say I shall be ready quite as soon as you are, Maudie. 
You always get into such a fluster about every thing.'' 
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,vhen the two eldest were gone, the younger ones 
became still more lively. One of the little girls was 
more quiet than the rest, and she seemed to think it 
would be nice and polite to talk to their visitor. 

"Do you always have your meals by yourselves?" 
asked Arthur. 

"All except breakfast," said Minnie. "You see, 
mamma hardly ever comes out of her dressing-room; 
she is ill, and papa is away all the day, and he only 
comes home to dinner at seven." 

"Does he have dinner alone?" 
" Oh, no ; you know that was the reason Maude was 

in such a hurry. She and Arnold dine with papa." 
Then they were both silent for a little while. Presently 
Arthur said, "I wonder when I shall be able to see 
Edgar.11 

Minnie hesitated, and then said, "I was just thinking 
about that. You see, Edgar does not know you have 
come; and, besides, I think he is asleep; he was just 
now, and I cannot go and ask Maude." 

"Why not?" said Arthur. 
"Oh, because dinner is going on. Papa would not 

like it. 
"You do what your sister tells you more than the 

others," said Arthur, "don't you? " 
" Oh, we all do sometimes," said Minnie . After a 

little while she spoke again : 
"I don't think Maude would mind. Perhaps she 
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forgot, and I can tell her about it aftenvards. I'll tell 
you what we will do; we will go up to Edgar's door, 
and then I can go in, and you can stay outside while I 
see whether he is asleep, and whether I can tell him that 
you are here. I don't think Maude will mind. Shall 
we?" 

"Yes," said Arthur. "I don't see why she should, 
because I came on purpose to see Edgar.'' 

As soon as the other children saw Minnie and Arthur 
going away, there was a general cry, "Minnie, where are 
you going?'' 

"Never mind," said Minnie resohitely. 
"We wanted to have 'post.' There won't be enough 

without you. Come now, stop," said Harold, putting 
his hand on the door handle. 

"Oh, Harold, do let us go l '' said Minnie pitifully. 
"Well, tell us where you are going then?" Minnie 

saw that this was the only chance. 
" We are going to Edgar's room. I shall be back 

soon, Harold." 
"Yes; but we wanted Arthur Vivyan to play. Boys 

are twice the fun of girls.'' 
"But, you know, he came on purpose to see Edgar; 

and don't you remember how very, very ill, Edgar is, 
Harold?" said his sister gravely. 

Harold let go his grasp of the door, and Artl:ur and 
his new little friend found themselves safely outsi �e. 

"Now," said Minnie, as they stood 011 the landing nt 
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the top of the stairs, "you stop here, and then I will 
come back in a minute.1' 

She opened the door very cautiously, and looked in 
for a moment; then Arthur saw her go inside and shut 
the door. It was several minutes before she came back. 

"I told him," she said. "Oh, I hope I did not do 
him any harm. He was so very glad." 

"Why," said Arthur, " I should think that would be a 
good thing." 

"But he is so ill, you know. I think you had better 
go in now. Oh," she said, just as she was turning away, 
"if you think him looking very different from what he 
was la�t summer, don't you think you had better not 
seem surprised? I know my ino�her never likes people 
to say anything about her looks." 

"Very well," said Arthur. 
It was only the firelight that brightened Edgar's room, 

and it danced and sparkled around, and gave quite light 
enough for Arthur to see every. thing distinctly. The 
room felt very warm and comfortable as he went in, and 
the sound of Edgar's quick, hard breathing was very 
plain. Arthur drew very quietly near the bedside. Little 
Minnie's caution was well given; for it needed an effort 
on his part to be quiet and composed, as he saw the 
change in his friend ; and he had to try yery hard to 
keep the tears from coming to his eyes. Edgar was 
lying so very still and quiet; his cheeks were white 
and sunken, and his eyes looked large, and dark, and 

I 
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shining; but there was a much happier look in them 
than in the old times when they used to talk together. 

"Oh, Arthur," s1id Edgar, trying to stretch out his 
hand, "I am so glad you have con:ie� I did so pray 
that !..might see you again." 

Arthur came and sat down as near him as he could. 
"Of course I came when you wanted me, and my aunt 
said I might." 

"Hold my hand, Arthur/' said Edgar, "while I talk 
to you. You are my brother, you know.,, 

Arthur took Edgar's thin, hot hand, and held it in his 
own sturdy one; and as he, looked at him, he could not 
help it, the tears came into .his eyes. 

"I know what you are thinking aboYt, Arthur," said 
Edgar, " and I know you are trying to seem as if you 
do not think me very ill; but you need not mind, I 
know I am, and I kno,v I am going to be with the Lord 
Jesus very soon." 

" De�r Edgar," said Arthur, burying his face in the 
bed-clothes to hide his tears, '' I never knew you really 
were so very ill." 

"Didn't you?,, said Edgar. "No, I suppose not. I 
did not know it either, until lately, for certain. But it 
will be so nice in heaven, Arthur, with the Lord Jesus. 
I shall never be tir.ed, or cross, or have those pains. And 
the Lord Jesus wants to have me there; that is so nice 
to think of. You know I have always had a. feeling that 
people would as soon I was away; but I know I-le really 
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wants to have me in heaven with Himself very much. It 
makes me love Him so much to think of that. That is 
one of the things Cousin Amy told me." 

"Who is she? Does she live here?" 
" Oh, no ; she is not one of these Norths; she is one 

of my other uncle's daughters; and she was staying here 
in the autumn. She taught me more about the Lord 
Jesus than any one else, except you.'' 

"Did I ? " asked Arthur. 
"Why, you know you did. Don't you remember those 

walks? I have never forgotten those things, Arthur.'' 
"But you used to be very miserable then." 
" Yes ; but I thought about it all afterwards; and then 

Cousin Amy was so nice.'' 
"Tell me some of the things she said," asked Arthur; 

" that is, if you can; but perhaps you have talked 
enough for to-night, Edgar. Perhaps I had better go 
now." 

"Oh, no," said Edgar; "do stay; it is so nice having 
you ; and I can talk much better in the evenings. I will 
tell you some of the nice thoughts I had, if you like. 
You know I have had so much time to think, Arthur. I 
have had so many hours by myself, lying here." 

'' Have you been here long, then, and by yourself? 
Oh, Edgar, why couldn't you have let me know?" asked 
Arthur reproachfully. 

"Oh, because I could not write myself. I became 
worse so suddenly, you know. It seems such a long, 
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strange time since I came, and since last holidays when 
I saw you, Arthur. At �rst it was so horrid; and then 
I got ill, and then Cousin Amy came, and then Louisa 
and lVIinnie came home for the holidays, and now you 
are here." 

"How was it horrid?" asked Arthur. 
",vell, I ·know they did not much want me. I clon't 

me�n they were unkind; but just think of all the chil­
dren here. It does not make much difference to Uncle 
North, because he is away all the day at his office, nor 
to poor Aunt North either, because she is always ill ; but 
I know Maude has enough to do already; and Arnold 
says he thinks boys are a great bother. Then the others 
used to be making such a noise, and taking long walks, 
and I could not; and they all said I was not happy; 
but I was just as happy as anywhere else, only I could 
not be the same as they were." 

"That little girl seems nice," said Arthur, "the one 
that told you I was here. 11 

"Minnie? Oh, yes, she is a dear little thing. But she 
has only been at home about a fortnight. It was she 
who got Aunt North to ask you to come. I love her; 
she has been more kind to me than any of the rest." 

"I expect my little sister Mildred would have been 
something like her if she had lived," said Arthur. 

" You cannot think how I used to wish for you, 
Arthur. vVhile Cousin Amy was here I never thought 
of asking her to write to you for me; besides, it would 
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not have been very much use, when I could not have 
asked you to come. Maude used sometimes to come 
up and sit in my room. But I don't know how it is, I 
feel rather afraid of Maude; and she has so much to do, 
and altogether I did not like her to do it. Then when the 
holidays began she could not come up. But the day 
after 1f innie came home, she came np and talked; and 
I did not mind asking her anything." 

" Did you ask her to write to me?" asked Arthur. 
" Not exactly. One day she asked me, when we were 

talking about my not going to live, whether there was 
any one I would like to see; and I said there was one 
person, and that was you, you know. Then the next 
time she came she said, 'I've asked mamma, Edgar, 
and she says we may, if Maude can manage.' I cou1d 
not think what she meant at first. Was she not a dear 
little thing?" 

"Yes; and then," said Arthur, very much ir.terested. 
"Oh, then she coaxed Maude in some way, and I said 

the letter, and Minnie wrote it.'' 
Just then the door opened, and some one appeared 

with a tray, whom Arthur had not yet seen. This was 
the nurse, who was a kind person, and came to Edgar's 
bedside when she could leave her own charge. 

"Oh," she said, "so you have your friend, Mr. Edgar, 
I see." 

"Yes nurse " said Edgar " isn't it nice?" 
, ' , 

"But you must not talk too much, you know, sir." 
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"I expect he has been talking quite enough," said 
Arthur, jumping up; "and I am going now, Edgar. I 
can come again to-morrow, you know.'' 

"That's a good young gentleman," said nurse. 
So Edgar's thoughts coukJ not be told until the next 

day. 
On the way down stairs, Arthur met Maude ; and he 

began to wonder now whether she would like his ·having 
been all this time in Edgar's room, and whether she 
would know. Perhaps his thoughts were in his face, for 
Maude smiled, and said : 

"Oh, I know. You have 
Minnie told me all about it 
him?" 

been in Edgar's r,oom. 
What did you think of 

" I think he is very, very ill, Miss North." 
"Yes; poor child. It is easy to see he cannot live 

long. He is very peaceful though." 
Maude sighed as she spoke. Perhaps she was wishing 

that she was the same herself, and that there was a peace 
in her heart which the Lord gives, "not as the world 

giveth." 
"Miss North," said Arthur, "you did not mind your 

sister having taken me up stairs, did you?" 
"Oh, dear, no. I dare say she knows quite as well as 

I do what is good for Edgar. She is a very sensible 
little woman.'' 

Arthur did not find that the North family were much 
more subdaed and orderly the ·next day than they had 
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been the evening before. This. was holiday time, and 
with no lessons to do, it could hardly be expected but 
that there should be a commotion all the day. 

Happily the schoolroom was some distance from the 
room where the sick boy lay, so very little noise found 
its way there. 

Mrs. North wished to see Arthur the next day. He 
felt rather shy of going; but as it had to be done, he 
made up his mind to do it. He thought her something 
like her daughter Maude, only more quiet and gentle, 
and there was a sweeter look on her face than Maude 
usually wore. 

,vhen the evening came, a message was sent that 
�dgar wanted to have Arthur with him again. He was 
always better at that time; and he would sit up with the 
pillows around him, and the ciimson curtains looking so 
dark and red behind his pale white face ; but the fire­
light that glowed r..round, and showed Arthur how thin 
and sunken his face was, showed him, too, that a calm, 
happy peace was spreading there, and making it very 
beautifiil. 

"Arthur," said Edgar, "I want you to have n1y Bible 
and my watch; will you? and keep them always for my 
sake." 

"But, Edgar, you don't know you are going to die; 
you don't know it for certain," said Arthur, his voice 
trembling a little. 

"Oh, yes, I do; I know I am dying; but, you know, 
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Arthur, I am only going to the Lord Jesus, and He 
wants me so much; for He has died instead of me, and 
nll n1y sins are washed away in His precious blood. 
Cousin Amy used to sing something so nice; I cannot 
remen1ber it all, but some of it was this-

"' Like a bairn to its mither, n wee birdie to its nest, 
I wad fain be ganging noo unto my Saviour's breast; 
For He gathers in His bosom witless, worthless l:lmbs like me, 
And carries them Himsel' to His ain countree.' 

And that is jus� the way I feel, Arthur. I feel just going 
to my home; and I shall never be tired or cross there." 

"I'm sure you are not cross here,'' said Arthur. 
"Edgar, do tell me about your getting so happy." 

"Oh, yes; and I want to tell you about Cousin Amy 
too. '�'ell, you know, it was rather miserable when first 
I came, and I had to be up here all alone; and I used 
to cry so, Arthur, thinking about you-I dare say it was

like a baby; but I could not help it-and about papa. 
Oh, I did so want to see papa! and it did not make me 
happy to think about the Lord· Jesus and heaven. But 
Cousin Amy came; and she used to sit here and read 
me little bits, and hymns; one was that one I said a bit 
of, and others. And she was so kind ; she us,ed to get 
me nice cool tlings to take; and sometimes she would 
fan me, and put her hand on my l:ead when it was so 
hot; and, oh, I was so sorry when she was gone. One 
c�;ening I was crying, and then I began thinking about 
the last verses .she had read to me. You know, it wns 
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that part about the Lord feeding the multitude; and then 
Ile sent the disciples away in a boat, and went by 
liimself to pray; and I thought if I had been alive then, 
and that I had known He was away in that mountain by 
Himself, I would have got out of bed, and would have 
f J:ind my way to Him; and it would have been so nice 
with nobody there but Himself and me on the great 
lonely mountain! I should have felt so safe with Him 
anywhere. And then I began to think what He would 
have said to me; and I thought it would be, 'Him that 
cometh to me I will in no wise cast out.' Then I 
would have stayed, you know, because He would not 
send me away. And I thought He would have put His 
arms round me; and how safe I would have felt 1 And 
then I began thinking that I could do just the same in 
bed where I was, because He could see and he�r just 
the same; so I said to Him, 'Lord Jesus Ghrist, I am 
he:e at Thy feet;' and I said to I-Iim that hymn, 'Just 
as I am.' It was so happy. And no\v to think of all 
the things He has given me-everlasting life, and the 
forgiveness of my sins, and so much ! And, Arthur, I 
am just keeping there now until I go to sleep, an? I 
shall be with Him for ever." 

"Oh, Edgar," said Arthur, "I am glad you are so 
happy." 

Edgar had talked so much that he was exhausted ; 
and he had to lie back on the pillows, breathing very 
quickly. 
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So they stayed quiet for a little while; and the fire­
light glowed and danced on Arthur's brown curls, and 
lighted his ruddy cheeks that seemed to make the pale­
ness of Edgar's greater. 

"Edgar," said Arthur, "you will not be able to come 
to Ashton Grange now. Don't you remember when we 
said you would? I did think it would have been so nice.'1 

"Yes; I remember," a little shade passing over 
Edgar's face. "I used to think it would be so nice. 
But, Arthur, it is better to go to the Lord Jesus ; it is 
the Father's house, you know, and my father and mother 
are there; and it is my own home." 

Edgar's voice had been getting weaker while he was 
speaking the last ti1ue; and as Arthur looked at him, it. 
seemed even to him, who knew so little about illness, 
that Edgar must be worse. 

" Edgar," he said, " I ain going now, because I know 
you are tired; and nurse told me you would want some­
thing to eat when I went, so I shall send her to you. 
Good-night, Edgar, dear Edgar." 

He did not try to keep Arthur that night; and the 
"good-night" he said to him was faintly spoken; but 
there was a loving look in his dark eye as he watched 
his friend to the door. 

They neither of them knew how very near Edgar was 
to "his own home," and that very soon his weary spirit 
would rest for ever, where no heart. cai;i breathe a sigh, 
and no sound can enter to say it is not joy. 
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That night a ransomed one went away from the earth, 
and God took him. He would never be weary any 
more, and no pain or trouble would make the lonely 
child sorrowful. He would never know what it was to 
be anxious or unhappy; he would have the sweetness of 
perfect rest, for 

"So He giveth His beloved sleep." 

And Edgar knew that the Lord who loved him had a 
welcom� for him in the bright home of everlasting joy; 
for He has said, " Father, I will that they also whom 
Thou hast given me be with me where I am." 



CI-IAPTER XI. 
CONCLUSION. 

�@TE will now pass over the next four years. After 
�� Edgar North was taken home, to be for ever 

with his Saviour, Arthur returned to Myrtle 
Hill with a sad, sad heart ; for he loved Edgar very 
much, and he was the only boy-friend he ever had. 

But then his sorrow was sweetened by the knowledge 
that Edgar was not gone into a dim, unknown region; 
but had left this world to be with that gracious Saviour 
who loved him far more, and cared for him better than 
any earthly friend could, however willing; and then 
Arthur knew that by-and-by they would be together; 
and meanwhile he was under the same good Shepherd's 
care, and just as safe as his little friend; for the Lord 
Jesus has promised that 1-Iis sheep shall "never perish." 
Is it not happy to be a lamb of that flock which has 
Jesus for its Shepherd? 

So the years passed on. Arthur was still studying 
very hard at his lessons, and trying to work for his 
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Master in the little ways he could. And did he all this 
time forget his dear father and mother in the far-off 
land? No, indeed. Often and often his fancy would 
wander far over the deep blue sea, to that country which 
contained those who were nearest and dearest to him, 
and the yearning to see them was just as strong as ever. 
Seven long years had passed since that sad day of 
parting, which Arthur remembered so well; and these 
years had made a great difference in him. He was not 
the same little boy as when we first saw him ; indeed he 
quite thought his sixteen years entitled him to drop the 
appellation of "boy ; " and he had grown to be very tall, 
so that he looked older than he really was. I think few 
people but his mother would have recognized him, and 
she would have known him by the same bright, open 
look on his face, and his merry blue eyes, for they were 
unchanged. Arthur had not been left alone all these 
years for nothing. In his loneliness and sorrow he had 
been learning slowly, but surely, more and more to cast 
all his care on another, to confide in Him as a child in 
its father; he knew more of the rest of lying in those 
"everlasting arms," and had proved what a refuge God 
is; and this was well worth all the sorrow through which 
he had learnt the lesson. 

One morning in May, wnen Arthur came down to

breakfast, he found on the table something that was 
always welcome to him-a letter from India. He tore 
it open eagerly enough, but how little he knew what it 
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contained I It was from his mother, nnd she wrote to 
tell her boy that lvfr. Vivyan's time had now ended, so 
nothing hindered their return to England, and even now, 
by the time this letter arrived, they would be on their 
way home. It was hurriedly written, as she was busy 
preparing for the voyage, so there was little more said in 
it than was necessary; but Arthur's heart gave a quick 
response as he read the words: "And God only knows 
the great joy He has in store for me in giving me back 
my darling Arthur." 

,vas it really true? Arthur could scarcely believe it, 
that the long thought of and yearned for lime was indeed 
so near. How often in his fancy he had tried to picture 
to himself that meeting, and to imagine what his feeling£ 
would be, and now it was coming so soon. He felt 
almost a little stunned at first, it was so sudden; but 
he was very, very happy, and very thankful to his Father 
in heaven for giving him this joy. 

It was not long before Mrs. Estcourt came down. lier 
face showed that she already knew the good news, for she 
had a letter that morning too, and she met Arthur, who 
came eagerly to greet her, with a fond, sympathising em­
brace. "Oh, Arthur," she said, "I am so glad for you." 
His aunt then told him, during the course of breakfast, 
that they expected the ship would probably reach Eng­
land in about a week from this time, and they would 
come direc� to Myrtle .l-Iill, where th�y would stay a little 
while. 
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It was some days after this, when Arthur had hardJy 
got Qver the first excitement, that another letter arrived. 
This time the post-mark was Southampton. Tht!y were 
in England, and hoped to be at Mrs. Estcourt's house 
the_ following day. What a long and wearisome morning 
the next was I for, as I dare say every one knows, time 
always passes slowly when we are expecting or waiting 
for anything. Mrs. Vivyan had said in her letter, that 
the train by which they intended to come arrived at 
about five o'clock. The day could not have been more 
lovely; it was a soft, bright, early summer's evening, and 
the country around Myrtle Hill looked very beautiful in 
the mellow sunlight; the trees which surrounded the 
house cast long, dark shadows on the green s!oping 
lawn, aQd rustled gently as the breeze stirred amongst 
them. Arthur was out there watching and listening for 
the sound of carriage wheels, and though the time 
seemed to him to be creeping instead of flying, it was 
not really so very long before he heard it. In another 
minute a tall, fair lady was stepping out of the carriage. 
Arthur only said " Mother l 1' and rushed into her arms, 
and then to his father : it would be hard to say which 
was the happiest in that meeting-moment, only Arthur 
felt rather as if he were in a dream May not such 
earthly joys show us a little what it will be to see the 
One whom, having not seen, we love? And as Arthur 
thus rejoiced in the fulfilment of his long-cherished hope, 
what will it be to have our one great hope at last realized? 
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"And His servants shall serve Him, and they shall see 
His face." 

It was not until late in the evening that Arthur and 
his mother were quite alone, when all the first bustle and 
talking were over; and then what a happy, quiet talk it 
was I and how their hearts were overflowing with happi­
ness I Then they both knelt down together again before 
the throne of grace, and Mrs. Vivyan offered up heartfdt 
thanks and praise to God for past protection, and for now 
bringing herself and her son tcgether. 

Arthur left Myrtle Hill to live ,l'ith his father and 
mother; and his mother rejoiced to see that her fondest 
hopes and wishes for him were fulfilled; and when he 
had left his childhood behind him, it was still his joy to 
deliver to others the glad message of salvation with which 
his 11::tster had entrusted him. 
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Of Striking Books for the Young. 'Tastefully Bound In Cloth. 
9d each. 3 Books for 2/-; 6 for 3/9; 12 for 7/-, Post Free. 

Stories of the Brave and True, who Fought the Good Fight. 
Young Standard-Bearers, who unfurled the Banner. 
The Golden Days of Youth : or Happy in the Love of Christ. 
Young Heroes and Heroines who served and suffered for Jesus. 
Young Workers and Warriors in the Royal Service 9£ the King. 

,d. The " Lily " Series ,d. 
9d each. Any 3, 2f ; 6 for 3/9; 12 for 7/-, Post Free. 

Hazel Glen: or Ida and her pupils. Day Dawn. True Stories. 
Wood Cottage: or Sheltered at last. Shining Stars to guide the young 
Daisy and Her Friends. Lonely Lily, the Orphan. 

• May Beaur ort. Old Flppence and the stick girl. 
The Cornish Fisher Girl. Story of a Little. Crab. 
Frances Gray's Decision. Living Streams. 
Henrik's Forest Home. Golden Opportunities. 
Fisher Dan's Little Friend. Ellle's Trials and Triumphs. 
Kitty's Early Days. Messages from the l{iog. 
Brlergate, the Old Hbme�tcad. Stepping Stones. 
The Great Deep. Shetland Story. The Golden Thread. 

JC.,HN RITeHJE, PUBLISHER, ltlLAU\RNE>eK. 



1'd. ., HEROES AND HEROINES OF THE CROSS." 1'd. 
A Serles of Real Life Stories for Old and Young, Purely Gospel. Illustrated. 

4d Each. 6 Books, 1/9; r2, 3/3 : 24, 6/-. Post Free. 
John Wllllams, the Missionary Martyr of Erromanga. 
David Llvlngtsone, Factory Boy, Explorer, and African Missionary. 
Story or David Brainerd, Pioneer Missionary of the Red Indians. 
Samuel Marsden, Pioneer Missionary to the Savages of New Zealand. 
Story of Hans Egede, the Missionary Hero of Greenland. 
Robert Moffat, the Gardener Lad and Missionary Hero of Kuruman. 
Allen GardJner, the Noble Martyr of Tierra-de1-Fuego. 
James Chalmers, Pioneer Gospeller and Martyr of New Guinea. 
Story of the Moravlans, their Toils and Trials amid Arctic Snows. 
William Carey, the Cobbler who became a Missionary to India. 
Story of James Haven, the Heroic Missionary to Lone Labrador. 
PandJta Ramabal, the Friend of India's Widows and Orphan Girls. 
Stephanie, the Heroine of the Villages. A touching Waldensian story. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. Cloth Edition. Complete. 

4d. "PEEPS AT MANY LANDS" SERIES. ljd. 
FuUy Illustrated with Engravings and Photos from Life, Distinctly Gospel, 

4d each; 6 for 1/9; 12, 3/3; 24, 6/-, Post Free. 
Peeps at Cannibal Land : and Conquests of the Cross there. 
Peeps at the Eskimos: Their Dwellings, Customs, and Religions. 
In the Land of the Mohlcans. A Story of Prairie Life and Work. 
Peeps at South Africa, the Land of the Kaffir and the Kraal. 
Among the Maoris. Peeps at the Land of the" Pah" and" Whare." 
Peeps at the Red IndJans : Their vVigwams, Customs, and Manners. 
In New Zealand Wilds. Life among the Maoris and Aborigines. 
Peeps at IndJa : Its People, Cities, Temples, and Gospel Labourers. 
Peeps at Iceland : I ts History, Dwellers, and Gospel Labours there. 
Peeps at Lapland, the Land of the Reindeer and the Sledge. 

3d. THE u CHEAT SALVATION" SERIES. 3d. 
3d Each. 12 Assorted, 2/6; 25 do., 5/-, Post Free. 

Great Salvation : or, " Sinners Jesus will receive." 
The Beautiful Land: or, Will you be there and I? 
Redemption Ground: or, Now I can read my title clear. 
Eternal Love : or, The Old, Old Story, ever new. 
Strong Defence : or, He is abundantly able to save. 
Sure Anchors: or, Firmly fixed upon the Rock of Ages. 
Glory Crowned : or, Safe within the pearly gate. 
Perfect Peace: or, Washed in the Blood of the Lamb. 
The Pilgrim's Progress. Complete Edition. John Bunyan. 

3d. "YOU NC HERO AND HEROINE" SERIES. 3d. 
In Fancy Leatherette Covers, with Coloured Frontispiece, and Sliver Titles. 

zo Kinds. All Distinctly Gospel. Very suitable as Rewards. 

2d. BRIGHT STORIES FOR THE YOUNQ. 2d. 
24 Sorts. Fully Illustrated, in Enamelled Covers. 

24 Assorted, 3/6; so Copies, 7 /•; 100 Copies, 12/6 Post Free. 

Id. CHOICE TREASURES FOR BOYS AND GIRLS. Id. 

2'0 1Gnds. 25 Assorted, 2/-; 50 do., 3/9 ; 10'0, 7 /6; 200, 12/6. 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock. 



Texts for Halls and Homes. 

INTAGLIO AND FLORAL TEXTS. 
Stamped in Silver, on Light and Dark Enamelled Grounds. 

Little Folks. Eight different Designs of Children, beautifully 
Printed in Colours, Texts in Silver. xd each; 1 /- per doz. 

Bright Gems. Gospel and Believer's Texts, blocked in Silver, Lovely 
Designs of Flowers and Landscapes. Id each ; 12 • in box, 1 / . 

Salvation Strength and Glory. Gospel and Believer's Texts, blodced 
in Silver on Red and Green Enamel Cards. 1d each; 1/- doz. 

Palestine Views, from the Holy Land. Texts, Imitation Plush Mount, 
with Cord. Id each; 1/- per doz.; 25, 2/-; 50, 3/6; 100, 6/-. 

FLORAL TEXTS A.ND MOTTO CARDS, 
For Home Decoration, and Distribution at Children's Treats 

Mottoes for the Children. A Series of Texts, size 18 by 12, with 
Beautiful Embossed Designs of Children at Play. 1d ; 12, rs. 

Gospel Rubles. Distinctly Gospel Texts, printed in Six Colours, 
just the thing for giving at Treats. 1d each; 1/- per dozen; 

Our Salv.atlon. 12 Easel Texts, Distinctly Gospel, Pansies, 1/-. 
Rest Jn the Lord. 12 Easel Texts, with short Text and Verse ea.ch, 1 /. 
Vine Serles. I 2 Easel Texts, Vine Leaf Design. 6d per dozen. 
Floral Texts, Bible Plates, and Pictures in all sizes, to suit Frames. 

WALL TEXTS, FOR HALLS AND HOMES. 
Floral Texts. A Series of 12 Beautifully Illuminated Texts for 

Framing, with Floral Designs, Printed in Gold and Colours. 
Size 36 by 24 inches. I/- each. 

Gospel Scrolls. Size 12 by 36. A New Series of Solid Ground Texts 
for Halls, Mission Room�. Schools, and Public Places. Bold, 
White Letters, on Blue and Maroon Ground�. 

11 Ye l\Iust be Born Agniu" I '' Surely l Come Quickly."
"Obrist Died for our Sins." 11 After thie the Judgment." 
3d each. The set of 4 Texts packed in Tube, 1/- Post Free. 

Gospel Banners. Solid Grounds of Blue and Red. White Letters. 
"Christ Died for lhe Ungodly." 

I 
"Beh<Jld the l.o.mb of God." 

"Look unto Me and be ye Saved." "Flee from the Wrath to Come." 
3d each. The Set of 4, 1 /-; 2/6 per d zen, Post Free. 

Words of Salvation. A New Series of Wall Texts, suitable for fixing 
up or Framing. Printed in Four Colours, with Borders. Size 
20 by 15. Distinctly Gospel Texts. For Hall or Home. 

"The Wogee of Sin ie Death," &c. I "Come unto Me, o.11 ye that Labour," &c.
" What shnll It Profit o. Man," &c. 11 Believe on the Lord Jesus Obrist," &c. 

3d each. The Set of 4, 1 /-, Post Free. 
Floral Gospel Texts. Size 1 5 by 20. Chromo Lithographed in Six 

Colours. Floral Initials. The Texts are all distinctly Gospel. 
"Except a. Man be Born A�ni11," &c. I "Believe on the Lord Jesus Ohtist," &c.
"Christ Jesus cnme into the World." "How Shall We Escape?" &c. 

4d each. The Set of 4 Texts packed in Tube, 1/3, Post Free. 
Gospel Placards, for Halls. A New Series and Style of Bold, Striking 

Texts, grouped in an arrestin� form, setting forth the wn.y of 
salvation. Printed in Multi-Colours. Size 23 by 36. 

"Ood 111 Love,'' with .John iii. 16; 1 
j 

"Salvntion le or tbo Lord," with Acts Iv. 
John Iv 10, iv. 16. 12; Isa. xiv. 12. 

"Ye .Must bo Dorn Again," with John Hi. "Prepnre to Meet Thy God," with Heb. ix.
7; 1 John v. 1. 27; Rom. v. 7. 

4d ea.ch. The Set of 4, T /3, packed Post Free. 
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Three New Books on the Types. 
By Thomas Newberry, Editor of '' The Englishman's Bible." 

Types-or the Tabernacle. Giving a full and precise Exposition of 
. Jehovah's ancient dwelling-place in all its parts, in their typical 

and spiritual significance. Illustrated by Four Coloured 
Plates specially designed for this work. 

Types or the Levitlcal Offerings. Setting forth the glori.es of the 
Person and Sacrifice of Christ in the Levitical Offerings. With 
Two New Coloured Plates of the High Priest of Israel· in Linen 
Garments, and Robes of Glory and Beauty. 

Types of the Temple. Mr. Newberry's last book. Originally delivered 
as Lectures, with his Beautiful Model. A full and detailed 
Exposition of Solomon's Temple and its Services. With Two 
Chromo. Plates of the Exterior and Interior of Jehovah's 
Dwelling-Place on Moriah. 

1 Cloth Boards, 2/6 each. The 3 Books, 6/6. Presentation Editions,• Cloth, Gilt, 3/- ; The Set, 7 /6. 

THREE NOBLE MISSIONARY VOLUMES. 

Telling of the Gospel's Conquests in Satan's Greatest Strongholds. 
Fully 1llustrated by actual Photographs and Engravings of these 

. Lands, their Natives, Homes, and Habits, with Photos. of Missionary 
Heroes who served and suffered on these distant, inhospitable shores. 
In Isles of the Far North. Telling of the early �ntrance of the Gospel 

on Greenland's snow-clad shores, with Life Sketches of devoted 
Workers, Early Converts, and Martyrs. How Iceland's frozen 
fields, Labrador's lone shores, Lapland's ice-bound vales, and 
Farce's seagirt isles were evangelised, and. gems gathered there 
for Immanuel's Crown and Kingdom. 

On Oceania's Shores. The True and Thrilling Story of how Christ's 
Gospel was nobly borne to Cannibals and Savages of the South 
Sea Isles, and how it conquered and saved sinners in New 
Guinea, Tahiti, Patagonia, and New Zealand in years gone by, 
with Life Stories of Missionaries and Martyrs there. 

Among Wigwams and Kraals. The Gosj:,el's wonder-working power 
among the Red Indians of North America, the Bushmen and 
Kafiirs of South Africa, and the Wandering Tribes of Bechuana­
land, with the early years, conversion and call to service of 
the Heroic Workers who gave their lives to their evangelisation. 

These make excellent Presents and Gift Books for all .. They are 
thoroughly Evangelistic, and will be read with zest by old and young. 

Cloth Boards, Gold Titles, 2/-; Bevelled Boards, Gilt Edges, 2/6. 

MINIATURE TEXT BOOKS. 
, Very Neat. Size, 2½ by If, Bound in Morocco. For Enclosing in 

Letters, sending to Friends, and as Gifts to Invalids. Containing 
a well-chosen Daily Text for every morning. 

My Reedemer. I Pure Gold. I The Coming One. 
Good Cheer. Rock of Ages. Living vVa ters. 

6d each. Any 3, 1/4, Post Free; 6 for 2/6; 12 for 4/6. 
Now REApv.-Six Miniature Text Books in Cloth B.incling. A 

Text for every Morning and Evening of the year. Gospel and 
Believers. Threepence each ; 6 for I/ 4 : 12 for 2 /6, Post Free. 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock. 
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