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LONELY LILY.

NS~ R,

CHAPTER 1.

“WHAT 1S HEAVEN LIKE?$®"

\lOME little way from the main tho-
roughfare in a large inland town, in
a back street where the houses were
tall and dark, and the space between was
narrow and dirty, lived an old, silent woman.
She had no companion but one little girl—
her grandchild —a fair, pale flower, pale
from the atmosphere of smoke and heaviness
around.

The old woman was quiet and reserved ;
she “kept herself to herself,” as the saying
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is, and she wished that the child should do
the same. So Lily grew up, knowing little
of the children around; for she did not
mix with them, and her childish plays were
lonely ones.

There seemed to be some great burden
hanging over the old woman ; and when she
spoke of men and their ways to the fair-
haired child beside her, it was with sad, bitter
words of disappointment and regret. For
she had known sorrow. When she was young
and gay, her heart had bounded, like other
young hearts, with thoughts oi a rich future
of brightness and joy; but the future that
came was dark and lonely ; her husband and
children had one by one left her for the land
whence none return ; her treasures had been
taken away by fraudulent means, and those
from whom she might have expected kind-
ness and love had given her wrong and
neglect ; so now, with the only one left, she
had drawn away from those around her, and
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wished to live alone and apart in a garret in
this back street. But sometimes in the even-
ing, when Lily sat by the window and watched
the bright glow that made the distant country
beautiful, and even in the smoky city lustred
the sky, she turned to her grandmother, and,
pointing west, she said, “O granny, did you
ever see such a lovely sky ?”

And the grandmother smiled—a pitying,
sad smile.

“Yes, child,” she said, “I’ve seen the sun
sink down behind blue, snowy mountains, and
set all the sky round in a bright glowing
flame—in Switzerland, long, long ago;” and
then she stopped. “But it’s all past and
gone,” she said, “and I don’t want to think
of it; for I can’t bring it back again, and the
dead won’t return from their graves that saw
it with me.”

Then the child nestled closer to the old

woman’s side. “Tell me about it, dear
granny, do.”
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And how could she refuse her only little
darling? So she would tell of distant lands
and scenes, and the child’s young mind would
see pictures of far-off, blue mountains, where
the snow lay clear against the deep sky; of
blue lakes and rushing torrents; and her city-
bred ears could almost catch the sound of
the wind rustling tarough the trees, or hear
the water bubbling over its rocky bed.

And so, left to her own thoughts and im-
pressions, she grew up with many strange
ones. She had no child friend with whom to
share the ideas she had formed 'of the won-
derful world around. She felt like a little
bird in a town cage, and sometimes, like on
this sunset evening, she longed to spread her
wings and fly far, far away to the lands which
her grandmother said were so beautiful, or,
better still, to enter the heaven of which she
had only just heard. But she did not know
the way, and how could she reach it?

The old woman had one evening returned



“WHAT IS HEAVEN LIKE? 11

from her daily toil, and had taken her seat
at the small, neatly-laid table which Lily had
taken such pains to prepare. She was tired
and hungry, and at first she did not notice
that the child was not eating anything, and
that her eyes were turned away from the dull,
dark room, over the chimneys and houses, to
the blue glowing sky, almost framed in by
the buildings around.

“ Grandmother,” said Lily, presently, “is
heaven like the countries where you’ve been?”

The old woman started and looked round.
“Heaven, child!” she said. “I can’t tell. May
be ’tis, and may be not. Eat your supper,
love.”

But Lily still looked out beyond the houses;
and when the grandmother’s supper was fin-
ished, the little table cleared, and Lily had
taken her evening seat by the small fire, she
came and sat down by her knees, with her
head resting on her lap.

‘“ But, granny,” she said again, “we shall
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go there some day, shan’t we? and I want to
know what it is like beforehand.”

“God grant we may,” said the old woman,
with a sigh; “but I hope it’s the Almighty’s
will that that day is a long way off for you,
my lambie.”

“I don’t know, granny,” answered the child.
“I like to think of .it, if —if—1I knew more
about it, and if I knew I was going there for
certain.”

The grandmother’s eyes sought the child’s
face with a keen gaze in the failing firelight.
““Oh, nonsense, my lambie,” she said; you're
lonely up here by yourself. I wish I could
take you with me; but I can’t; or that there
was some well-behaved neighbour’s child to
keep you company.”

‘“ Rosie Clare would come up if you would
let her, granny; and I saw such a pretty
picture-book she left on the stairs the other
day. I wish she might come and talk to me
sometimes.”
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“ She shall, my darling,” said the kind old
grandmother. “I believe her parents are
honest folks, as folks go, and the mother
keeps her children clean and tidy.”

John Clare was a workman in the neigh-
bouring factory. He was different from a
good many of his fellow-workmen; for he and
his wife were real Christians. And although
this would have been no recommendation to
Lily’s grandmother, yet their respectable
way and appearance made her more tavour-
ably inclined to admit their eldest girl as
Lily’s companion. As to John Clare and his
wife, when they heard of the honour intended
for their family, they smiled at the thought;
but they were glad for their girl to make
friends with the lonely child, whose long,
solitary hours they had often pitied.

The next morning as old Mrs. Parfitt went
down the creaking stairs, she knocked at the
left hand door on the second landing. A
clean-looking woman soon appeared; she had
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a pleasant, cheerful face, and carried a fat
boy of about two years old in her arms ; two
little girls were holding on to her dress, and
an older boy and girl stood near the window
ready for school.

“Good morning, ma’am,” said Lily’s grand-
mother. It had just struck her that her mes-
sage was a request, and as such required a
greater degree of politeness than she was
accustomed to bestow on the families resid-
ing in Swan Street. “ My little girl upstairs
is apt to be lonely sometimes, and I thought
maybe you’d let your Rose look in now and
then.”

“Yes, ma’am,” answered Mrs. Clare plea-
santly. “You see Rose’s at her school morn-
ings, but maybe after dinner she could look
in. Rosie, my dear, she said, “you go up
this afternoon and show Mrs. Parfitt’s little
girl that new book your teacher gave you.”

“You see,” said the old woman, “it isn’t
every one that I would let keep company

)
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with my Lily; but I take it, Mrs. Clare, you
hold with me in not letting your children
mix with the young ones around.”

“Well,” replied Mrs. Clare with a bright
smile, “they’re so busy with their lessons
and their work that they havn’t too much
time left ; and as to play, why I think they’re
a party in themselves. But Rose ’ll be right
glad to cheer up your Lily, Mrs. Parfitt.”

The old woman turned away. As she
walked along the narrow street she said to
herself, “ A right sort of woman she is, that
Mrs. Clare. 1 shouldn’t wonder now, but
she’s lived in some high-family in her young
days.”

As little pale Lily sat after her early din-
ner in the deep window seat, where, with her
work in her hand, she looked down on the
street below, she heard an unwonted sound
for that time of day; the handle of the door
was turned, and the bright, fresh face of
Rosie Clare appeared.
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“May I come in, Lily ?” she said. Lily’s
pale face flushed all over, partly with plea-
sure, but also with a good deal of shyness.

“Yes, do,” she said softly.

But Rose was not troubled with shyness.
“Your grandmother asked my mother if I
might come up and stay with you a little, so
I brought up my work and my new picture-
book, and mother says I may stay an hour.”

“I’'m very glad you’ve come,” answered
Lily less shyly. “And, please, would you
like to sit by the window? The fuchsias in
Mrs. Jones’ window opposite look so pretty.”

Rose came over and took her seat by Lily
in the deep window. ‘Why,” she said, with
a bright look of surprise, “you can see the
tops of the hills from this window, I do think.
We can’t.”

They soon became friends, and when old
Mrs. Parfitt was assured that the little girl
was doing no harm to her carefully-guarded
flower, she gave her the entrée of her room,
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and sometimes even allowed Lily to pay a
visit to the busy family scene on the second
landing. But Lily liked the quiet times up-
stairs, where she would pore so lovingly over
the books that Rose brought with her ; bring-
ing before her scenes of which she had never
heard; and deepening the deep longing in
her heart to know more.

“Rosie,” said Lily, one afternoon when
they were sitting together, “I want to ask
you something. I asked granny once, and I
don’t think she knew, or, any way, she didn’t
like to tell. And now I don't like to ask you.”

“ Ask me, Lily,” said Rose, “but maybe I
don’t know.”

“Well, I want to know,” said Lily in a low
voice, almost a whisper, for her voice was
always low, “ What is heaven like, Rosie ? Is
it like the place where the trees, and the
mountains, and the flowers are? and do the

people rest always? I want to know w/hat it
is like.”
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“I think,” said Rose slowly, “I think—
I don’t know exactly, Lily dear; but I know
it’s a happy place, and of course they rest; it
says the weary rest, you know, and the angels
are there.”

“I remember,” said Lily, “some one once
saying to my granny, ‘ You must know the
Lord’ 1 suppose he meant she couldn’t go
to heaven without knowing Him. I don’t
know Him, Rose.”

Rose did not answer for a little, and then
she said carelessly, “I don’t suppose you
could get there without knowing Jesus, Lily ;
father says so.”

It was beginning to get dark, and Lily’s
face was bent low, so that Rose could not see
the deep, anxious expression on her little
pale face.

“Then, oh!” she said, “Rosie, how can
I know Him? I can't see Him—1 can’t
ask Him to let me come to heaven. And
if I don’t go there when I die, where shall
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I go? Oh, Rosie, I don’t like to think of
it.”

Rose hardly knew what to say. She did
not know very much about it herself, poor
child. She had heard of these things from
her infancy ; but she had never felt the sad,
longing anxiety that rose in little Lily’s
heart, who knew so little and felt so much.

She came to her side, and put her arm
round her, and stooping down to kiss her, she
said : “ Father or mother could talk to you,
but I never think much about it. I shall go
to heaven, of course, some day: but I don’t
think we are going to die now, Lily.”

This was bad advice, was it not? But old
Mrs. Parfitt would have thought it just the
right thing to say. She came into the room
as Rose had for the evening finished speak-
ing, and asked her to stay and have tea
with them ; which she was very glad to do,
with her mother’s leave. And soon, with her

grandmother’s gossip about the day’s events,
B
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and Rosie’s gay talk, Lily’s trouble was half
forgotten for the present. But afterwards,
when her companion was gone, and the
silence of the night had gathered over the
town, her sad thoughts came back again, and
little Lily’s heart looked out and around with
the yearning wish, To whom shall I go?

Then she thought of the bright, lovely
places of which her grandmother spoke,
where the sun shone down on fields, and
trees, and flowers, and sparkled on the
waters; where the warm wind rustled through
the trees, and the light made soft patterns on
the grass; and she longed for some friendly
"hand to beckon her there, and to lead her
away to a place of rest. For Lily was weary
—tired of the feeling of being alone. God
had made an empty place in her heart, which
He only could fill. So is it any wonder that
until she gained the Ark, the poor little dove
found no rest for the soles of her feet?



CHAPTER 1I.

FRIENDS FOUND—"*DO YOU KNOW THE WAY?!

hour after Lily had watched her
grandmother disappear round the
corner of the street, Rose appeared at the
door. She had left off knocking now, for
they were on intimate terms, and Lily was
not likely to be occupied with any private
business.

To-day Rose’s face was beaming with some
mysterious pleasure. She evidently had some
news to communicate.

“Lily,” she began, “didn’'t you hear mo-
ther talking to your granny on the stairs?

Now, can you guess what that was about ?
B 2
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“Yes,” said Lily, “I think I heard granny
stop; but I didn’t hear what they said.”

“You didn’t listen, then?” asked Rose,
‘“that was very good of you, then. Never
mind, though, I've come to tell you; and I'm
very glad you-didn’t listen, ’cause then, you
see, I shouldn’t have had it to tell.”

Lily was all attention. You see, little
reader, incidents came few and far between
to her. “This is Willie’s birthday,” pro-
ceeded Rose, “and he’s eleven years old, and
father gave him a new Bible, and we all gave
him a present, and mother’s made a cake—
oh, such a big one, Lily, as big as your grand-
mother’s footstool; ’tis in the oven now.
And now I've come to the best part, about
you. Mother asked your grandmother, and
she said you might come down to tea, and
after tea we’re all to sit around the fire, and
father’s to tell us a story. Oh, isn’t it nice,
Lily dear?”

Lily’s eyes were sparking very brightly
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now; and there was a flush of pleasure on her
pale cheek, as she said, “Oh, how nice! And
when am I to come?”

“Oh, I'll come up about four, and fetch you
down; when the table’s laid,” answered Rose.

At three o’clock Lily fetched some water,
and rubbed her face until it glowed. Then
she put her curly head into some order ; and
finally donned a bright blue dress, which her
grandmother had once bought, in order “to
make the child look respectable, as her
mother’s child should.”

At a quarter to four the younger part of
the Clare family came up in a body, to escort
their visitor to their room, where the tea was
laid, with #Ze cake standing in all its pristine
beauty. The twins had wished to put the
boots (one of Willie’s birthday presents) on
the top, but Rose had suggested that it would
not look pretty; so they compounded by

putting one on each side, on separate pieces
of paper.
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The twins stood on each side of the table;
each shining face contemplating the cake,
and each pair of little hands clinging to the
.white cloth. Rose began toasting bread ;
while Willie, as king of the day, took his
place in mother’s large arm-chair, fondly
handling the new Bible; mother herself stood
near the fire, with one arm holding the fat
baby, while with the other she stirred a
saucepan, which all the children knew con-
tained father’s supper.

Such a cheery picture of home-comfort
did not often greet lonely Lily’s eyes, and
they gleamed brightly at the sight. Mrs.
Clare came to.where she stood, and greeted
her with a genuine mother’s kiss.

“Welcome, my little dear,” she said. “I’'m
glad granny gave you leave to help keep
Willie’s birthday, and to make the hole in
the cake larger. There’s enough ; ain’t there,
Rose ?”

“I told mother to make it so big,” said
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Rose. “I thought, may be there’d be a bit
wanted for some one.”

“Just as if se’ouldn’t make it big, if ’ou
didn't say anything,” muttered the biggest of
the twin girls.

“ No matter, no matter,” put in the mother.
“Rose has a loving heart, and a larger heart
than an oven, I fancy,”

And then they all sat down to tea. Great
was the excitement when Willie took up a
knife to cut the cake. Nobody could accuse
him of cutting small pieces: and when each
had had enough, you may imagine, - little
reader, there was not a small gap. And
finally, he cut a large slice to put by for
father’s supper.

All the children were allowed to help Rose
wash up the tea things. This was considered
a great treat ; and the mother wished it to be
felt as such, that enjoyment might be con-
nccted with usefulness in her children’s mind.
So even the baby was allowed to put his fat
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hands into the water; and although he was
not of much use, as you will believe, his funny
{eats contributed not a little to Lily’s amuse-
ment.

After a while the father came in; and
when his supper was over, all the children
came clustering round him for “a story.”

“And let it be a very nice one, please
futher, because it’s Willie’s birthday.”

“Why I should think my stock of stories
was wearing out,” said father, with a manner
which told the children that he was going
to begin. ‘“Well, what shall it be about?
Come, my little maiden,” he said, turning
to Lily, “it shall be what you like. Shall
it be about girls or boys, or cows, or sheep,
or what ?”

Lily looked up and smiled. “I think I'd like
it to be about both boys and girls,” she said.

“ About both? Well], you're not very hard
to please, little girl; and I think I can find
you a true story about both boys and girls.”
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Then Mr. Clare leaned back in his chair, and
looking round on the semi-circle of eager, up-
turned faces, began:

“When I was a lad”

“I always like father’s tories dat begin,
‘When I was a lad,”” said Katie, one of the
twins, in a little voice, which was instantly
drowned in a chorus of “hush!”

“When I was a lad,” he continued, “you
know, children, I lived in a part of the coun-
try far enough away from here—amongst the
trees and fields down in Devonshire. And a
fine country it is too; only, you see, I wasn't
strong enough then for a labourer, and I had
to take to a business. Well, father was car-
rier in the village were Sir Edward Reid
was lord of the manor, and lived up at the
ogreat house on the hill. Father hadn’t too
much money ; but he was a true man, and a
kind one. He did his best for us, and had us
taught to read and write at the village school;
and, better still, he used to teach us himsclf
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out of the large old Bible that stood on the
top of the press—the same one that you
bring to me now, Willie, of an evening.

“That school was where all the village
children went. Lady Isabella Reid used to
come sometimes and ask us all questions, and
see how we were getting on. It was a great
day when she came. The old gentleman that
taught us used to get wonderful fussy when
the carriage wheels were getting closer; and
all the little fellows in the room tried to look
their best.

“One day we were expecting the lady. She
came in, and brought the young lady, little
Miss Ina, with her. She said we answered
very well ; and we all thought so too. While
we were waiting, Miss Ina came up and whis-
pered something to the lady ; and then Lady
Isabella nodded her head, and we were all
expecting something ; when the silence was
broken by the little lady’s clear voice sound-
ing through the room. ‘Schoolmaster,” she
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said (and I seem to hear her pretty little voice
now), ‘I want you to give the boys a half
holiday to-morrow ; and I want you to bring
them all to my father’s house; and we are all
coing to have tea on the lawn, because it's
my birthday, and they have not been naughty
boys.’

“Mr. Deane looked at her ladyship, and so
did we all, I can tell you. Then Lady Isabella
smiled, and said, ‘Yes, if you please, Mr.
Deane ; it’'s my little daughter’s birthday, and
she has chosen for her treat to have all the
boys and girls up to the park to tea; so, if
you have no objection, we hope to see them
all at five o’clock.’

“Mr. Deane bowed low. ‘He should be
most happy; and her ladyship was very kind,
and the young lady.’

“And then you should have heard the
cheers we gave the ladies as they went away,
with little Miss Ina kissing her small hand
out of the carriagec.
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“ My sister Minnie and I were full of plea-
sure. Minnie was quieter; but I was half
wild. To think of going up to the park, and
having a right to walk on that beautiful lawn
where the flowers grew, that I had sometimes
just seen from the distance, and of being
invited to tea by her ladyship herself! And
the consequence was that my wildness got
the better of me.

“All the morning Minnie and I, when school
was over, were playing about in the garden;
and I am sure mother was well worried by
me. Now if there was anything my mother
was particular about, it was a little corner
where she reared a few flowers—some roses
and stocks, and a few fuchsias and geraniums
from slips that the park gardener had given
her. I think she was always uneasy when we
young ones moved in the direction of that
plot ; and to-day it seemed as if Minnie and
I could be contented nowhere else.. First we
began admiring the flowers, and counting the
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blossoms; then it came to cracking the fuchsia
buds with our fingers. At last I said to Min-
nie, ‘ Now get out of the way; see if I can’t
clear mother’s best rose tree five times run-
ning.”

“Minnie begged me not; but I would.
Mother was hanging out the clean clothes to
dry; and she told me several times to stop ;
but I was a headstrong boy, and I wouldn’t
mind her. I laughed, and told her I should
do it no harm, and I went on.

“ At last I made an unfortunate jump; my
foot caught in the branches, and down I came
on the other side, in the middle of the flower-
bed ; .and pretty confusion I made of it. I
was not hurt; for I came on the soft earth,
with my face in the violet-bed. But oh! you
should have seen the difference in the flowers.
The fuchsias hung with their branches broken,
and the rose-buds were scattered round.

“I got up, feeling very much ashamed of
myself; and I was really sorry for mother’s
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garden. She did not say much to me, and I
was turning into the house, when Minnie said
in a frightened voice, ¢ Oh, Johnnie, what will
father say ?’ Oh dear, I had not thought of
that. Father would be in presently; for he
was coming home to dinner to-day, and he
would see the mischief I had done; and then
indeed what would he say? My heart sanik
very low indeed, and I ran upstairs to my
little room so as to be out of the way when
father came in.

“By and by I heard the latch of the garden
gate, and there stood father. He must pass
the flower-bed on his way up; and I saw
him come slowly along the walk, looking at
the beans and potatoes, until he reached it;
then he stopped.

“‘Dear, dear,’ I heard him say, as I peeped
out of my little window; ‘why, mother, has
Rover been here ?’

“Mother was sitting at the kitchen window,
and I did not hcar what she said. She was
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speaking in a low voice ; and then there was
a silence, and I hoped father would not ask
any particulars. Presently he spoke again :

“‘Had you told him not to do it ?’

“ And then the next thing I heard him say
was— |

““Then he shall not go to the Park; my
son must obey his mother.’

“That was all I heard ; and I knew that if
father said a thing once, and that he knew it
was right, then nothing would turn him from
it; and oh, how my heart sank down! It
seemed as though it could not be true, that I
was not to go to the Park; and I sat down on
the floor in my little room, hardly knowing
what I did. Then I began to think again,
and oh, how angry and wicked I felt against
father! I called him cruel, and unkind, and
wicked ? How cowl/d he keep me from going?
It was dreadfully unkind!

“I did not go down to dinner, for I was
afraid of meeting him; and I thought, if I
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did not show myself before the time, I could
slip out with Minnie, and father would never
know I heard him say I was not to go.

“So at half-past three o’clock I got myself
tidy, and put on my new coat. I brushed my
hair well, all the time feeling very frightened
and uneasy. At last I was ready, and I stood
listening at thc door for Minnie to go out.
Presently I heard her step, and I knew she
was going. Soon I saw her go down the
garden where father and mother were. Father
had an idle afternoon, and he was trying to
mend some of my morning’s mischief. Mo-
ther kissed her as she went, and I heard her
say, ‘I wish poor Johnnie was going with
you.” That told me they thought I knew;
but I was determined to put a bold face on
it; so presently, when they came into the
kitchen, I went downstairs, and walked out
just as if nothing had happened ; but I had
very little hope that I should go now.

“Just as I reached the door, father came
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out of the kitchen. I felt hot and red all
over when I saw him; and he stopped and
said, ¢ Where are you going ?’

“I could hardly answer, ‘Up to the Park,
father.’

“ Father said very quietly, ‘I thought you
knew, Johnnie, that I said you should not go.
I can’t let you; you disobeyed your mother
when she told you to stop. I should have
punished you just the same, whether you had
spoilt the flowers or not.

“This was all; and I ran upstairs again in
a great passion. I stamped on the ground,
and said all sort of wicked things in my heart
against father. It was all no good, though;
I was not to go to the Park, and the feast
and all the pleasure would go on without me;
and, although I was a biggish boy, I cried
like a baby.

“By and by I got tired of staying up in
my room ; so I went out the back way, up

the road that led to the Park; for I could go
C
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in no other direction just then. I went on by
the road round the grounds until I was near
the house, and, by climbing on the opposite
wall, I could just see something of what was
going on through the trees. I saw little
glimpses of the white, loaded tables, with
here and there servants carrying baskets that
'I knew contained nice things. Then, while
I was looking, I heard the schoolmaster cry,
‘Silence!” and the boys and girls began to
sing before tea.  Oh, how nice it sounded to
me, all by myself on the wall.

“And so I passed the afternoon very miser-
ably. I wandered about all the lanes near
the Park, and it was near eight o’clock when
I reached home. Oh, what a sting I felt as
I passed the flower-bed. Father had gone
out to the village, and I was glad, for I felt
richt angry with him still; and I did not
want to speak to anyone, so I was going up
stairs, when I heard mother calling me. She
was sitting at the kitchen window resting ;
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for she was very weak, and was easily tired.
I stopped at the door, but I did not go in
until she said, ‘Come here, Johnnie,’ and
when I went over to her she put her arm
round me, and I saw there were tears in her
cyes. ‘Johnnie,’ said mother, ‘my heart has
been very sad for you all the day, lad. I
think it’s been as much a punishment for me
as for you!

“I think my anger and pride was gone
now, from mother at any rate; so I burst out
crying, and said, ¢Oh, mother, I'm sorry I
spoilt your flowers.’

“¢Ah, and ’tisn’t #kat 1'd vex for, my
boy,” said mother, ¢’tis for your trouble, and
the sin that brought it. Johnnie lad, do you
know that ’twas a sin against God to disobey
your mother; and that unless it’s blotted out,
He will have to shut you out from the feast
and the joy for ever?’

“ And then she talked to me in her own

kind way about the love of God in sending
C 2
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down His Son to die, so that we might have
a right to say, ‘My Saviour;’ and she told
me how often her heart was sad to think I
had not said it, and that I was still outside
the joy that God has laid up above.

“I never can forget that night, children.
And long afterwards, when she was laid in
the cold grave-yard, and when I was taking
my fling and mixing in bad company ; while
I was enjoying it all, I often thought, though
I didn’t much want to think of it then, of
her words about God shutting me out from
the joy and the gladness above.

“ And then afterwards, when God showed
me the way, and I came to the world’s
Saviour, and took Him for mine—with the
joy of salvation and the joy Hec gives—there
was a sweet thought that my mother's prayers
were answered, and God had saved her boy.”

It was getting late. The little group had
been so intently listening that they had not
seen that the firc was burning low; so Willie
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availed himself of his birthday privilege of
taking care of the fire, while the mother and
Rose carried the twins to bed.

When they were gone, Willie sat near the
fender, looking at the lights and shadows in
the fire, out of which children love to build
castles, and rocks, and plains, and far-away
places, and to people them with creatures of
their young imaginations. And then as little
Lily stood silently near, John Clare put his
strong arm round her, and asked,—

“Little girl, do you know the way to the
joy up there ?”

Lily’s eyes filled with tears. The story of
the kind man’s youth had brought back her
own sad thoughts. If he had been outside,
she thought, where am I?

She did not answer ; for she was very shy ;
and although she liked Rosic’s father very
much, she was particularly afraid of him.
And John Clare did not press her to answer;
but he took the little white hand in his strong
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work-stained ones, and said, “The Lord bless
thee, little one.”

When Lily went up to the attic-room, it
looked rather bare and desolate after the
family scene below. But her grandmother
was settled in her chair by the fire, and she
laid her hand fondly on Lily's head, and told
her how she had missed her, and how glad
she was to see her back.

And then afterwards, when the candle was
put out, and she lay in bed watching the
silver line that the moon laid on the floor, her
thoughts went up beyond the sky and the
golden stars, up to the home where John
Clare’s mother had entered, and where he
was so sure of going some day. And the
child felt alone and “outside;” and still she
did not see the hand that would guide her
there, nor hear the voice that was saying,
“ Come unto Me.”



CHAPTER IIL

THE SHEPHERD'S CALL—-""COME UNTO AL

“EO¥W WONDER,” said John Clare to his
wife one evening after the children
were all in bed, “would the old lady

upstairs let that little one go to Miss Spen-
cer's with Rose? I often think of the little
one, Kitty ; sometimes with no one to speak
to the whole day.”

Mrs. Clare shook her head doubtfully. “I
don’t know, John,” she said; “old Mrs. Par-
fitt’s mighty close in her ways, and shc can’t
bear the child to mix with other folks. It's
a grcat compliment to you and me that she
lets our Rosc ncar her.”

“We might try,” said the husband. “I
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know you spcak to her sometimes, Kitty ;
but I’'d like her to hear the young lady. And
then it’s not like a Sunday-school, which
some foolish folks think ain’t good enough
for them, I believe.”

“Well now, John,” said Mrs. Clare, “sup-
pose you speak to Lily’s grandmother, and
ask her to let the child go, as a sort of favour,
to please us, you know; and tell her that
Miss Spencer’s quite a grand young lady;
which she is indeed, every one knows.”

Miss Spencer was the only daughter of a
rich merchant. Her father’s town house was
some distance from the street where Lily and
her grandmother lived, in a large square
where the houses might be called mansions,
and the rich of the town congregated; for
Mr. Spencer possessed riches, but, it was to
be feared, he loved them too well, and the
good things that money can bring.

When she was in town, during some of the
winter months, Miss Spencer collected to-



“COME UNTO ME.” 43

gether on Saturday afternoons nine or ten
little girls, that she might speak with them,
and tell them things that God had taught
her.

How glad she would have been to have
done more, to have been more actively useful ;
but this little work was as much as she could
do.

She was very weak and delicate: a com-
plaint of the spine kept her almost always
lying on the sofa, in the pretty light drawing-
room, which was one of the set of apartments
that Mr. Spencer had taken pleasure in fur-
nishing for his darling Annie: tor he loved
her very dearly. She was the last of his four
children, and her life was a very frail one.
But everything that love could collect was
hers; and if her joy had consisted in those
outward things that please the senses, she
might have been indeed called happy.

Her days were often full of pain, and her
nights were long and dreary at times; but



44 THE SHEPHERD'S CALL:

she had said at the beginning, “ Thy will be
done ;” and she said it still, though the way
she trod was not the one which her natural
taste would have led her to choose.

Sometimes, when the bright spring -time
came, and she lay by the window in her
father’s country house, watching the life
spreading over all, and feeling the longing to
bound out on the sunny slopes, and wander
in the lanes where the birds were answering
the music of the breezes, it did seem sad to
lie there, and to be able only to see the hills
she used to climb, and to watch the buoyancy
in which she could take no part. But God’s
will was hers; and then she could say—

“ All gone, all gone, for this life gone,

My days of health and strength:

Wearicd and worthless, glad were I
To welcome home at length.

“And yct I’'m happicr far, in truth,
Than c’er 1 was in buoyant vouth ;
Ior, Jesus, Thou art more to me
Than health and strength and youth could be.”
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And then how much worse it might have
been. It might have been her lot to lie in
misery and wretchedness, up in some dirty
garret, with sights to shock and sounds to
distress. I have heard of a poor, bed-ridden
woman, who for years had seen nothing more
refreshing to the eye than the sight of a city.
One day, a friend hung a looking-glass on
her wall in such a position that she was able
to see in her lying posture the reflection of
a field, and she cried out with joy. So you
see how much more favoured Annie was than
this poor woman.

But it is winter now, and Mr. Spencer and
his family are in the town. His house is the
corner one in the square, and may also be
recognised by the conservatories that contain
a rare collection of fruits and flowers.

Half way down the street leading to this
end of the square, two little girls are coming
slowly on, and by the fair clustcring curls of
one, and the bright brown eycs of the othcr,
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my little readers would soon recognise Lily
and Rose.

For old Mrs. Parfitt has given her consent
for Lily to accompany Rose to Miss Spencer's
class. It needed a good decal of persuasion
to get her to allow it, to be sure, and all
Mr. and Mrs. Clare’s arguments would have
been unavailing, if the grandmother had not
been touched by the sight of a tear on Lily’s
face, when she first refused to let her go.
Then she considered, and finally she deter-
mined to give her consent, if Lily would have
as little as possible to ‘do with the other
children. And now, even when the little
girl has come so far, we can see by her falter-
ing step, that she almost wishes herself baci:
in the attic at home ; but Rose will not hear
of such a thing as a retreat now.

When Rosie’'s modest ring has brought an
answer to the door, Lily looks up in shy
expectation ; but the tall footman who opens
the door does not seem a very formidable
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sort of person, and Rosie greets him as an
old acquaintance.

“ How do you do, my dear ?” he said, when
she had asked him for Miss Spencer. “ Ah.
that’s it, wipe your shocs well. ‘ How 1s Miss
Spencer?’” Well, pretty well to-day, but a
little thing upsets her ; so mind, Rosie Clare,
I look to you to set a good example to the
others. It would never do to have to say
that Miss Spencer brought all you little girls
into her nice room, and that then you went
and made her ill by being troublesome, oh,
never, never !”

They went upstairs. The steps seemed so
soft and easy to Lily, and her new boots did
not make half the crcaking produced by the
three uncarpeted fligchts at home.

At length they came to the end of a long
corridor, where Miss Spencer's maid stood to
bring them into her young lady’'s room. Lily
thought she could never have imagined such
a lovely place. There were three iong win-
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dows, with green sweeping curtains, and what
looked like a magnificent golden top; and at
the further end of the room there was a glass
door through which she seemed to see a gar-
den in the house, where bright flowers were
hid in branches of clustering green. The fire-
place looked so bright, and the chimney
ornaments seemed to shine in Lily’s eyes
with gold and silver; and, altogether, the
little girl could hardly have been more as-
tonished if she had been suddenly introduced
into a royal palace. It was a palace to her,
and she‘was so intent on all she saw at first,
that she forgot to proceed further than the
door, until a sharp little push from Rose, and
—“Miss Spencer’s speaking to you, Lily,”
made her recover herself with a start.

Then she looked round and saw the lady
herseif. Miss Spencer was young, and she
looked very lovely indeed to Lily. But she
was not beautiful, only that she had such a
gentle look on her sweet, pale face; and
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when she spoke, her voice was low and
soft.

“Well, Rose,” she said, “so you have
brought a little friend with you to-day.
Come here, dear, and sit on this footstool;
you must be near me to-day, as this is the
first time we have seen each other.”

Lily took her place near the sofa, and from
that time Miss Spencer had a large share of
lier love.

There were about nine little girls in the
room besides Rose and herself. They all be-
longed to the class which is generally called
respectable. They greeted Rosie Clare as
an old acquaintance; and although the keen
looks of scrutiny to the new comer made the
colour rise to Lily’s cheeks, the introduction
was not at all so trying as she had expected ;
and besides, had she not been welcomed by
the lady herself? |

The chapter Miss Spencer chose to read
was the seventeenth of John. The children
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cach read a verse in turn, and then the lady
asked if anyone had a question. Lily had
noticed the words, “I will that they also,
whom thou hast given me, be with me where
I am;” and she longed to ask her old ques-
tion, “ What is heaven like, and would Jesus
ever let me go there?” and, “ Who were the
people that He would have with Him?” But
she was timid, poor child; and when the lady
saw her eager eyes, and asked her, Did she
wish to know anything ? the bright crimson
came over her cheeks, and she hung her head,
and Miss Spencer passed on to the next.
But her question was answered after all.
‘““Sarah, said the lady to one of the eldest,
‘““where would the Lord Jesus have us with
Him?” The girl answered, “In heaven.”
“Does any little girl know what kind of a
place heaven is?” One answered, “ A happy
place.” Another said, “Where they wear
crowns and have golden harps.” But the
lady saw little Lily’s eyes earnestly fixed on
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her, and she went on to say some of the few,
sweet words that had often before been sent
by God into hearts that He had opened to
receive.

“You have told me, dear children,” she
said, “that heaven is a happy place; and so
indeed it is. There is never any sorrow there;
no pain, and no weariness, and no crying.
Those who have been weary here, if they
enter the home above, shall rest for ever.
And there is One there whose presence will
make everyone happy: for Jesus Himself
will be with us, and His smile will make our
hearts glad ; and, safe with Him, we shall go
no more out. Oh, no! God will keep us for
cver in that happy place, where we shall sing
in joy and gladness, and praise the Lord who
brought us there—away from the darkness
and the woe. And up there it is light, and
rest, and love, and peace, and joy, where the
Lord Jesus is waiting for us in His Father’s

house above.”
D
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Soon the lesson was finished—too soon for
Lily—and Miss Spencer sent the other little
girls home.

Then she called Rose to her, and said,
“Your little friend Kate Murray has come,
and I told the housekeeper that you should
see her, so now run and tell my maid, and
leave this little girl with me. We must know
each other,” she said, turning to Lily, who
could hardly believe the pleasure in store for
her.

“My little girl,” said the lady, when Rose
had gone, “I think I see that you want to
know something morc about the things of
which we have been speaking. Tell me, Lily,
would you like to go to heaven ?”

Lily did not answer, but her head bent
low, and there was a quiet sob.

“ Are you one of the weary little ones, my
child,” asked Miss Spencer, putting her arm
round her, “who would be glad of everlasting
rest ?”
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“(Oh,” said Lily, with a gush of tears, “I
am tired of wanting to know the way; but
I don’t know it, and I can’t get there without
knowing the Lord Jesus, and I don’t know
Him.”

“But if I tell you that He knows you,
Lily ; that He has always known you, and
that now He is saying to you, ‘Come unto
me’?”

“If He does know me, may be He wouldn'’t
let me in,” said Lily.

“The Lord Jesus is God,” answered Miss
Spencer, “and He knows the badness of every
one. He knows it all; and when He said,
‘ Him that cometh to me I will in no wise
cast out, He meant it, and the worst will
not be cast out. Could He say what was not
true? Would He promise, and break His
promise ?”

“But I don’t know how to come. I wish,
oh! I wish I could,” sobbed Lily. Her face

was buried in her hands; and as the lady
D 2
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watched her bowed, quivering figure, her own
eyes filled with tears, and she longed that the
little troubled heart might find its rest in the
bosom of eternal love. But she knew that a
mighty arm would soon encircle her, and that
the Good Shepherd, who knows His sheep,
would soon number her among His flock.

“Lily,” said Miss Spencer, softly, “the
Lord Jesus is looking at you now. He knows
that He has said, ‘Come unto me,” and He
is saying it still. Listen to Him, dear child,
and look up to Him—He can see, though
He is hid from your eyes—and say, ¢ Lord
Jesus, I do come to thee.””

For a long time Lily stayed with her head
bent low, and there was no sound, except
now and then a quivering sob. Miss Spencer
lay back on her couch with closed eyes; but
her lips moved, and she was praying for the
child. At length, after a long time, in the
silence of the room she heard a low, broken
voice, and little Lily said softly—
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“Lord Jesus, I thank thee for saying,
¢ Come unto me."”

And then she lifted her face, with the tears
still undried; but there was a bright smile
there now, and she said—

“I have come. I did say to Him, ‘Lord,
I come to thee’ And did the Lord Jesus
Christ really die that I might be happy?
I‘or, oh! I’ve been very, very wicked.”

Miss Spencer said nothing ; but she smiled
a sweet smile to herself, and she opened the
Bible that lay by her side, and pointing to a
passage there, she told Lily to read ; and the
child read slowly, aloud—

“God so loved the world, that He gave
His only-begotten Son, that whosoever be-
lieveth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life.”

“Is not that enough, dear Lily,” she said,
“You see God loved the wicked world though
they were sinners; and it was because they
were sinners that the Lord Jesus must die.”
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“And did He 7eally die, that we might
not be punished for our sins? How kind God
is to give His only Son to die!” said Lily.

Just then the door opened, and Rose ap-
peared, her face all flushed and glowing from
the play in the garden.

“Oh, Lily,” she said, “we’ve had such a
splendid game. Wouldn’t you have liked to
have been with us?”

Lily smiled, but she said nothing.

Soon they went away; and as the lady
bade them good-by, she whispered to Lily,
“The Lord Jesus has said, ‘If ye love me,
keep my commandments.’”

On the way home Rose was chattering
gaily about her visit to the housekeeper’s
room. ‘“Such a lovely place,” she said; “1I
don’t think it was much less grand than Miss
Spencer’s own room; and old Mrs. Murray
went away and left Katie and me to play.
She gave us some pictures to look at, such
beautiful ones! And then we went into the
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garden, and got some apples; for Mrs. Spen-
cer lets Katie have as many as she likes.”

“ But, Lily,” said Rose presently, “how odd
you are ; you don’t seem to care about going
to Miss Spencer’s, and I thought you'd be
almost mazed; 7 was the first time. And
yet you don’t seem put out either.”

Lily smiled,—a glad, sweet smilc.

“I was thinking of something,” she said.
“Don’t ask me to tell you what it was, Rose
dear: I'll tell you some other day; may be

soon.”




CHAPTER 1V,

SUNSHINE AND SHADOW—-THE ELEVENTH HOUR.

ESBHa HE winter passed on, and Rose and
R M Lily still often met in the old room
' on the attic floor, or down stairs
amidst the family life and bustle.

But Lily was not unhappy now ; and often,
when her grandmother was away, and she
had to spend the long morning hours with
no companion, and little to see but the tall
chimneys and the sky beyond, she would sit
in her old place by the deep window and
think, as she had so often done before.

But now her thoughts were not vague
dreams and fancies; for she could look for-

ward to a certain future of gladness and joy ;
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and she knew that the One who loved her
had prepared a home for her for ever.

She had a new occupation too. Miss
Spencer had given her a Bible—a dearly-
loved treasure to Lily; and hour after hour
would pass swiftly by as she pored over its
contents, so new and sweet to her. And she
treasured the words in her heart, little know-
ing how soon they would be made the means
of gladness and blessing to another.

And there was a happy light in her eye,
and a spring in her step, as she climbed the
creaking stairs, that sounded pleasantly in
her old grandmother’s ears, and made John
Clare and his wife look at one another, and
smile, and say,

“The child is a different creature since she
went with our Rose to Miss Spencer.”

January had passed away, and the heavy
rains of February were pouring down, making
the dark streets still darker and more gloomy:.

One morning Lily woke up, and saw the
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rain pouring in torrents from the sky above.
She went to the window, and the driving
sheet fell against the glass.

“Oh, granny,” she said, “ you must stay at
home to-day; you'd be soaked through and
through in this rain.”

“ Ah, my dear,” answered the old woman,
‘““poor old granny must go out, wet or dry.”

Soon she was ready, and the old weather-
beaten umbrella had been brought by Lily
from its peg behind the door, and she rubbed
her grandmother’s old-fashioned pattens clean
and dry.

How comfortable the little room looked
when she was gone, with its fire blazing in
the small grate; and the poor old grand-
mother must face all the cold and rain out-
side.

“How kind dear granny is,” thought Lily,
as she watched her from the window slowly
disappearing round the corner. “ How I love
her, and how I wish she was happy, like I
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am. But I’m afraid she is not; I'm afraid
she has not a home in heaven. O God,” she
said, with the tears in her eyes, and her head
bowing on the low window-seat, “save dear
granny, for the Lord Jesus Christ’s sake.”

She remembered all the love that the grand-
mother had shown her, almost before she
could lisp her name, and since they lived in
the large town, which was little Lily’s earthly
home,—ever since that cold winter morning,
which was almost the first she could remem-
ber, when she had stood at another window
in a larger home in the north of England,
watching the slow, dark procession that bore
her own mother to the grave,—then, when
she felt sad and frightened, hardly knowing
why, and had turned round to her dear old
grandmother, hiding her face in her lap, so
often afterwards to be her resting-place; for
until lately the kind old woman had been the
ccntre of all her love.

The day continued as wet as the morning



62 SUNSHINE AND SHADOIWV :

had begun; and soon the narrow thoroughfare
in Swan Street was running with rain and
mud.

As the evening drew on Lily brightened
the fire, and laid the supper ready. At length
she heard the well-known slow step on the
stairs, soon the door-handle turned, and Lily’s
arms were round the drenched form of her
old grandmother.

How pleasant it was to see her sitting down
in the old, worn chair by the bright little fire,
with the table near; for Lily had insisted on
drawing it close to the hearth, and on pre-
paring some toast, which was all the sweeter
to the old woman, because made ready by
her darling’s hands.

But she seemed very silent, and her hand
shook as she raised the cup of tea to her lips.
She was rather querulous too; and Lily could
not help thinking that granny was cross.

She remembered all about that cvening
afterwards; and that when the old woman
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rose to put away the tea things, a weakness
and trembling came over her, and she had to
sit down again, and say, “Lily, child, just put
the place straight if you can;” for she could
hardly yet think Lily anything but the help-
less little child that she had been long ago.

The grandmother was very restless in the
night, and her quick breathing and moaning
kept Lily waking. She was uneasy about her
grandmother; but it was not with her as it
would have been once, for despite her fear,
she had a refuge still.

The next morning rose softly and brightly.
It was very different from the day before.
The sun shone through soft, rosy clouds, and
some bright rays found their way into the
attic-room where Lily was standing at the
window. She had risen early. The grand-
mother had fallen into a fitful sleep as the
morning broke, and she looked so ill and
worn that Lily let her sleep on.

At length, as the small hand had almost
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reached half an hour to the time when her
grandmother must go out to her daily busi-
ness, she went softly near to the bed. How
quickly her breathing came, and what a deep
flush was on her dear, thin checks! But Lily
thought her face had never looked more swect
and loving.

She stood looking at her for a long timc;
and at last she softly said,

““ Grandmother.”

She stirred in her sleep, and looked troubled.

“ Grandmother,” said Lily again, “won’t
you be late ?”

The old woman opened her eyes, and
looked quickly at the little girl. There was
an unhappy, perplexed look in her face; and
she stretched out her hand towards her, but
said nothing.

“Ar'n’t you well, granny ?” asked Lily.

“No, my lamb; my head’s hot, and I can’t
well move ; so I must lie here; may be I’ll
be better to-morrow, and I think they can do
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without me at the shop to-day: at any rate
they must,” she answered with a heavy sigh,
putting her hand to her head. “Give me a
cup of tea, ’twill be all the sweeter if you
make it, my pet.”” But when Lily brought
her the tea she could not drink it, but lay
back looking strangely at her. By and by,
as the day wore on, she slept a little; but she
ate nothing, and the burning flush deepened
on her cheeks.

The sun had set and twilight was gathering
in the little room ; the old woman was lying
silently on the bed, and Lily sat by the fire,
frightened and sad.

Presently she saw the old woman turn |
round towards her on the bed: there was a
strange light in her eyes, and she looked
fixedly at her.

“Lucy,” she said quickly, “Lucy, is it you?
Tell me, did you say you would leave me,
and that you don’t want my blessing? Come
here, child. Oh Lucy, come here!”
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”»
!

“Granny, dear granny!” cried Lily, her
heart beating quickly with fear, “what do
you mean? I’'m Lily, your Lily. Granny!
granny !”

Lily got up and came quickly to the bed-
side. The colour rose higher on the old
woman’s face, and her voice was quick and
angry, as she said,

“Then I can’t see you again. Go away,
Lucy. I can’t forgive you; you've broken
my heart. And yet I love you, child—my
child” And she buried her face in the bed-
clothes and sobbed.

Lily thought a moment, and then quickly
opened the door and fled down the stairs to
reach the second landing. As she ran down,
she heard the shrill, unnatural tones of the
old woman’s voice calling angrily, “Lucy,
Lucy!”

Mrs. Clare was in the midst of her after-
noon’s washing. Rose had just come in from
school, and was sitting by the fire, relating to
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the twins the wonderful story of her ad-
ventures in the way ; and Willie was waiting,
cap in hand, to go out and do his mother’s
commissions ; when all at once the door was
burst quickly open, and Lily rushed up to
the mother.

“Oh, Mrs. Clare!” she said, seizing her
apron, and looking piteously into her face,
“Come, do come to granny ; she’s so ill, and
she’s in bed, and she called me Lucy, and
spoke to me like she never did before.”

“Softly, little one, softly,” said Mrs. Clare,
as the children began wonderingly to cluster
round, and Lily threw herself on the ground
in an agony of sobbing. “May be it’s not so
bad as all that; but I'll just go up and see
her. She’s just taken a chill) may be, this
soaking weather.”

She had gathered from Lily’s confused
account that the old woman’s mind was wan-
dering, and had mistaken her for some one

else, and she thought it might do Lily herself
L
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harm to be near her just now; so, as the
little girl was following her upstairs, she put
her hand gently on her head, and said,

“No, Lily, you must stay and keep them
company down here, as I'm going to look
after the granny.”

Rose sat down on the rug near Lily, and
put her arms round her.

. “Oh, Lily,” she said, “don’t cry so; I don’t

believe she’s so very ill.” But Lily sobbed
on; and when the little twins came near and
pressed their chubby faces to hers, with a
comforting kiss, her tears only came the
faster.

“No,” she said, in a low, choked voice.
‘““ Perhaps granny will die, she may die—and
that is not the worst. Oh, what shall I do,
—what shall I do?”

“Does oo mean the ganny will go to God?”
asked one of the twins, looking earnestly in
her face.

“Oh no, no, no!” Lily almost shrieked,
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burying her face in her hands, with a fresh
burst of tears.

““What do you mean, Lily ?” asked Rose,
in a grave but rather frightened voice.

Willie had been standing silently by the
window, as if he had not heard what they
were saying. DBut he was a shy, silent boy,
and seldom showed his feelings by much
speaking. DBut he could speak kindly ; though
even on the subject dearest to Willie’s heart,
his words were apt to sound cold and un-
gentle.

“I know what Lily means,” he said, turn-
ing quickly round to them, “and so ought
you too, Rose. She meant that her grand-
mother”—

“Oh, hush—hush please,” said Lily, in a
quick, almost terrified voice.

Willie turned to the window again. He
had not meant to say anything unkind, and
his clear, straightforward mind could not

imagine why Lily should so dread having her
F 2



70 SUNSHINE AND SHADOW :

own fears expressed aloud. He wished to
comfort her very much, but first he did not
know what to say. So Lily still sat by the
fire, with her head on Rose’s shoulder, weary
and exhausted.

Presently Willie came nearer the fire.

“ Lily,” he said softly, “did you ever pray
for your granny ?”

“Yes, oh yes,” said Lily.

“Then why are you crying so?” asked
Willie. God says He will answer. Shall we
pray now? And, Lily, you must not cry if
I ask God about—about, you know, the thing
you want Him to do for her. He knows all
about it, and He will answer, oh, I’'m sure
He will.”

They knelt down on the hearth-rug to-
gether, and the little twins joined their hands
together as Willie prayed. His clear, boyish
voice rose earnestly as he spoke.

“Oh, our Father,” he prayed,*“save her
soul! in the Lord Jesus Christ’s name, we ask
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Thee; and make her happy by giving her
cternal life.” For he knew that the weight
on Lily’s mind was not so much that perhaps
her grandmother would die, as where she
would go, if her life were cut off.

Lily stayed on her knees after the others
had risen, and when they saw her face again,
it was calm and hopeful.

It was a long time before anyone came
with tidings from the attic room. Once in
the evening Mrs. Clare had called Willie, but
they had heard him go out into the street,
and he did not return until about eight
o’clock, with his father. :

John Clare looked very grave, as he threw
himself back into his comfortable easy
chair.

“Little girl, come here,” he said.

Lily rose and went to him. He took her
in his arms, and looked steadfastly in her
face: “Your grandmother is very ill, my
child,” he said.
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“I know,” Lily answered, her lip quivering
again,

‘“But,” continued John Clare, “her life is
in God’s hands, and the doctor says she mzay
get well. Willie has been for the doctor, you
know.”

“Thank you, Willie,” she said, looking
gratefully to him. ‘But please, Mr. Clare,
mayn’t I go up to her? She’ll want me, I
am sure she will.”

“Nay, my little maiden, that’s just what
you must not do,” he answered ; she’s so ill
that she wouldn’'t know you; so "twould do
her harm, and you’d get no good. Tell me,
Lily, was your mother’s name Lucy ?”

“No,” she said; “but I had an aunt that I
never saw called Lucy, and granny says I'm
very like her, and maybe she couldn’t see
well being ill. Mayn’t I go up and tell her
that I'm Lily ?”

““ She wouldn’t believe you. No, Lily, you
must remember that she’s very ill; mother
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will stay with her, and all we can do is to
wait and ask God about it.”

Lily shared Rose’s bed that night in a tiny
chamber opening out of the large family
room. Rose tried to comfort her, but Lily
did not say much. She kissed Rose fervently,
but her tears were over, and only a stray
shadow passed over her sweet, pale face; for
Lily had told Jesus about it, and she trusted,
and was not afraid. :




CHAPTER V.

POINTING THE WAY; OR, “GRANNY'S GOD'S
CHILD NOW.?

ILD Mrs. Parfitt was indeed very ill,
!l and for some time the fever which
had attacked her was violent and un-

abated, leaving her weak and exhausted ; so
weak and ill that the doctor gave but slight
hopes of her recovery.

“The illness was caused,” he said, “by
long-accustomed neglect ; and that wet day,
when the rain penetrated her garments, had
finished the work that the previous neglect
had begun.

“If we could get her into the hospital
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now,” he said to Mrs. Clare, “she would be
well cared for,

But Mrs. Clare assured him that the old
lady would never hear of such a place; and
she said right ; for when the doctor proposed
it to her, the fever flush that mounted to her
forehead warned him to let the matter alone.

“Well, my good woman,” he answered, “it’s
your own look-out; but I wont give much for
your chances here.”

“Well, let it be,’ said the old woman
bitterly ; “I ask nothing from anybody, and
it’s little enough they ’ll care whether I'm well
or ill.”

But she wished to have her grandchild with
her ; so on the fifth morning after her illness
Lily came back to the old attic room.

Mrs. Clare had warned her to be very
quiet. “ And oh, Lily, my child,” she said, as
they stood on the landing outside the door,
“if you could say a word to the old lady
about the Lord, she’d listen to you; for it’s



"6 POINTING THE WAY; OR,

an awful thing to go away without knowing
Him, Lily.”

Lily said nothing, but she threw her arms
round the kind woman with a quick, loving

squeeze, and Mrs. Clare felt the hot tears
on her face. Lily crept in softly to the

room. The old grandmother was asleep, and
the child’s soft step across the floor did not
disturb her. She sat down in her old place
on the deep window-seat. How often she had
sat there before, in the days when the small
room had contained all she loved, and the
deep sky beyond was the region of her
fancy.

And then days afterwards she remembered,
when vague thoughts and wishes had dis-
turbed her, unsatisfied as she was then by the
One who receives little children and makes
them glad.

How changed was all now. Then she had
not known an earthly care, and now the great
weary coming shadow was falling ; for her
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grandmother was wearing away, and Lily
must live on, unsheltered by her love, and
uncared for by her, in the lonely world,—the
world of which she knew so little, except from
the sights and sounds of strife and misery,
from which the old woman’s care had not
shielded her darling.

But the sky above was bright and glowing,
and the red glow in the far west had spread
some of its rosy light to the place overhead,
where Lily was looking.

Presently there was a rustle from the cor-
ner of the room where the old woman lay,
and Lily looked up and saw her eyes open,
and looking tenderly and steadily at her.
She rose quickly and came to the side of the
bed ; she buried her face in the sheets, and
the old woman’s hand passed fondly over her
golden curls.

“It’s my little Lily come back again,” she
said. “Granny’s been lone without you, my
lambie.”
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But the voice came with a pang to Lily’s
heart, for it was broken and very feeble.

“Oh, granny, granny!” was all she could
say. _

‘““My poor little flower,” whispered the old
woman, the tears rising to her eyes, “they’ll
be kind to you when the old woman is gone ;
they couldn’t be rough with you.”

“But, granny,” and Lily raised her head
and spoke with a great effort, “are you going
—where are you going, granny? Oh, I’ve
been asking God to take you to heaven,—are
you going there ?”

A shadow passed over the sick woman’s
face. She shut her eyes and breathed heavily.

“God knows, child,” she answered, “I’ve
been as good as my neighbours, and better
than most, maybe. I’ve done my best, and
God is merciful.”

‘“But, oh, granny !” sobbed Lily, “I don't
want to make you unhappy, or to say dread-
ful things; but I have been reading the Bible,
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and it says that it is not because we are
good that we go to heaven, but because Jesus
died, and if we believe on Him we shall go
there.”

“Maybe, child, maybe,” she answered, “but
I can’t think of those things now, I must
sleep.”

And she closed her eyes and lay silently
back, but she was not sleeping.

And then Lily began to think again; but
although it all seemed so unpromising, and
there was no answer to God’s great love in
her grandmother’s heart, Lily was not terri-
fied as she had been before; for she had
asked, and had not the God of truth promised
to answer ?

Then a bright thought struck her, and she
rose softly and went to the table where the
new Bible lay that Miss Spencer had given
her ; and sitting down by the bed on a low
stool she turned over the leaves to the third
chapter of Romans. Then she bowed her
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face in her hands and prayed, “O God, in
Christ’s name I ask, make granny confess
that she is bad, and then make her see that
she may go to heaven, because Jesus has
died.”

Soon the sick woman opened her eyes
again. Her thoughts had wandered back to
the long life she had passed, and which, in
spite of what she had said, she knew was
faulty. She remembered sins hidden from
the eyes of all around. She thought of the
wrongs that others had done her, and of the
fierce bitter anger that she had borne them
in her heart. She felt the hard unforgiveness
against contempt and neglect still rankling
within. And then she remembered long past
days and years of giddy pleasure, when she
had lived, not to please God, but to please
herself.

“ Grandmother,” said Lily, “I’'m going to
read to you.”

“Do so, my pretty one,” answered the old
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woman; “I love to hear the sound of your
voice.”

And as Lily’s child-voice read slowly, she
heard the words—“They are all gone out of
the way, they are together become unpro-
fitable : there is none that doeth good, no,
not one.”

“ Stop, child,” said the old woman quickly,
““does ‘the Bible say that? that no one is
good—not one?”

Lily’s heart beat fast, but she said nothing,
and read the verse again.

The old woman closed her eycs and lay
back on the pillow.

“ All gone out of the way; none doeth
good, no, not one,” she murmured. “God
says it; then it must be true; and if He
says it of the best, what can He say of me,
a poor old sinner, that’s going to die?”

She lifted her weak, trembling hand to her
forehead, and began whispering softly, as if
to herself, “’Twas the cruel world made me
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the hard old sinner I am, and yet perhaps it
treated me not worse than others; and I feel
the bad within me, here. Oh Lily, child,”
she said, turning round to her, “I’ve a hard,
hard old heart; and the Bible says true, that
I have not done good.”

“I’ll read you something else, granny,”
said Lily, “about how kind God is, and
about the way He has made for us to go to
heaven.”

She turned to the third chapter of the
gospel of John. “As Moses lifted up the
serpent in the wilderness, even so must the
Son of man be lifted up: that whosoever
believeth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life. For God so loved the world,
that He gave His only begotten Son, that
whosoever believeth in Him should not perish,
but have everlasting life.”

When she had finished, the old woman did
not speak.

It was very silent, and darkness had fallen
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on the small room ; but the fire burned brightly
and danced gaily on the white-washed walls.
It sparkled on Lily’s golden head, and lighted
up the thin features of the old woman as the
child gazed at her.

What was passing in that old weary heart
now ? for her thoughts were roaming back
again, far into the dim past, and the sunny
spring-time of youth spread out beforc her;
days when her heart had bounded with glad,
earthly hopes, and the blessed message of
God’s love was heard and unheeded by her.
It seemed almost like another life, that time
so long gone past.

And then a form seemed to rise beforc
her, and she saw the pale, earnest face of a
brother, who had gone away to join the ran-
somed above. She saw again his deep, loving
eyes bent on her own child face, as he had
spoken to her of God’s love and grace, and
she had heard his voice saying the words

that Lily had just read—“God so loved the
. .
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world.” She had forgotten them since, and
time's cares and pleasures had showered
down and covered the words that he had
spoken. But now, that time of childhood
seemed so near, and the days of her life wer:
like a moment between, as she stood on the
brink of eternity alone.

And so she lay a long time, and several
hours had come and gone before the old
woman spoke again,

The household had gone to rest, and the
street below was silent, except from the occa-
sional step of some passer by, and there was
no sound to break Lily’s slumbers; for the
child had fallen asleep with her head leaning
on the bed. The fire had burned low, and
there was no light now in the low attic room.

“Lily,” said the old woman at length, and
her voice, weak and quivering as it was,
awoke the child with a start, and she shivered
at the cold, dark room; “Lily, child, I want
to hear those words again,”
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She could not see to read, but Lily’s long
hours with her Bible served her in good stead
now, and the words came clear and distinct
in the darkness.

“But God couldn’t love me. Oh, child,
child, He has shown me myself to-night, and
He knows my sin,” she cried, in a broken
voice of agony.

“Granny,” said Lily, and first her own
voice was broken by sobs, “I never heard
you were very bad; but if you were, didn't
God know it when He said He loved the
world. And didn’'t He say ‘whosoever,” gran-
ny ? And doesn’t that mean any one ?”

“Say it again, child,” said the old woman,
presently, “and again, and again, may be I'll
remember them, and be sure of them.”

And in the dark, silent night, when sleep
had fallen on all around, and no earthly eye
was onlooking in the small lone room, the

Good Shepherd saw His little lamb leading
F 2
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the weary sinner to His arms of yearning
love.

She said it over again and again; until at
last little Lily’s voice ceased, and she sank
into sleep.

It was getting light when she awoke. The
old woman was awake, but her breathing was
laboured, and her voice was broken, as she
spoke.

‘“ Lily, child,” she said, “I saw it while you
slept, and I’ll tell you now if I can. I said
them over to myself—the words you read.
Yes, I love God, for I do believe He loves
me; and He’s my Father, for I’ve taken
His only-begotten Son for my Saviour. 1
know I'm a wicked old sinner; but there
was nought else for me, so I just sank at the
Saviour’s feet, and it’s there I am now.”

“Oh, granny, granny!” cried Lily, throw-
ing herself on her knees by the bedside, “oh,
I do thank God, I do, I do!”

“ And,” continued the old woman, as a
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sweet smile broke on her worn old face, “I
can forgive now, for God has forgiven me.
Last night when I was waking, child, I saw
those I shall never see again down here. 1
saw the man that took away everything I
have, besides turning my life all dark, my
Lucy’s husband. T use to hate him and all
else, I think, but you; but now I can forgive
him and the others the wrongs they did; for
they were cruel wrongs, God knows; but I
forgive them, for God has forgiven me.”

The effort of speaking had been too much
for the old woman, and she sank back ex-
hausted. Lily did not know how quickly her
grandmother was nearing the shores of the
shining land, shining now with the light of
eternal love.

The grey morning had been softly stealing
on; Mrs. Clare had been stirring down stairs
a long time ; and when she heard Lily’s step

above, she came to look after the old woman
and the child.
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Lily’s quick ear heard her steps outside,
and she went to the door to meet her.

“Oh, Mrs. Clare,” she said, throwing her
arms round her, with a flood of tears, “granny
is God’s child now, and heaven is her home.”

The old woman heard the sound at the
door, and she feebly called, “ Lily, Lily.”

The little girl was quickly at her bed-
side.

“My lambie,” she said; but she spoke with
great difficulty, and the words came slowly
and at intervals; “tell Mrs. Clare to bring
her little ones here.”

Lily looked wonderingly at her. She almost
thought that her grandmother’s mind was
wandering again ; but the deep, earnest look
in her eyes was not denied, and she bore the
message to her kind friend at the door.

“But why ?” said Mrs. Clare; “what is it,
Lily ? They'll worry the granny.”

“Perhaps granny’s better,” suggested Lily.

Mrs. Clare shook her head; for she had
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heard the old woman’s voice, and she knew
well what it told. She went down to the
room, where the children were clustering
round the table in health and life. How
different it looked from the room above! and
a pang struck her heart as she thought of the
lonely child.

The children looked astonished as their
mother bade them follow her to Lily’s home ;
and the twins clung to their mother’s dress
with grave, awe-struck faces, when they heard
that Lily's granny was going to heaven.
Silently they all entered the room. The
father and mother sat at the bed’s head,
where the old woman lay, while the children
looked on from a little distance.
~ Lily sat on her low foot-stool. She knew
now that her grandmother was dying, and
that soon the dark grave would enclose the
body of the one who loved her so well; but
she knew too that the grave was not her
home, but that heaven’s glad rest was her
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grandmother’s portion, and that the Lord
Jesus Himself would care for her for ever.

When the Clare family came into the room,
the old woman opened her eyes, and gazed
earncstly at them, and for a little while no
one spoke.

“ Children,” at length said the old woman,
“I’ve sent for you all, because I wanted some
way to serve God. I'm going away to
heaven, for God has had mercy on a wicked
old sinner. God has forgiven me, and I want
to tell you all that now I forgive those that I
hated before. Oh, children, believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ now, while you’re young.
For though I'm saved, I can't live to serve
God.” The old woman did not say all this at
once. It was by slow degrees that the words
came, and often she had to stop, and begin
again to speak.

When she had finished, she lay back mo-
tionless, and there was no sound in the room
but her quick, heavy breathing.
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Out of doors all was going on as usual.
The early sun was streaming in through the
window, and the sparrows twittered away as
gaily as ever, while the town bustle from the
streets near sent up the ‘cries that told of
busy life and labour.

But the shadow of death was stealing on
the worn old face, the eyes were dimming,
and the breath came quick and short.

Presently the dying woman stretched out
her hand with a last effort, and laid it on the
head of the child by her bedside, and the
thin, bent fingers spread amongst her cluster-
ing golden curls; and a quivering sob of
anguish passed through Lily’s frame.

John Clare bent down to the dying grand-
mother, and whispered softly, “ We love Him,
because He first loved us.”

The closed eyes opened slowly again, and
she answered, after trying vainly once or
twice first, “ Yes—the world—me.”

She said no more. Half-an-hour passed
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away, when there was no sound in the room
but the ticking clock, and the smothered sob-
bing of the Clare children. Lily was still
and silent as the old grandmother.

At last, as Mrs. Clare watched the dying
woman'’s face intently, she saw a sweet smile
pass over the weary face, her lips parted as
though she would speak, and then, with a
gentle sigh, she entered the home prepared
for the children of God.

Her cold hand still lay on the child’s head ;
and when Mrs. Clare saw that the spirit was
gone, she drew it off, and folded the child to
her bosom. “You’re my Lily now,” she said.
And Lily knew what she meant. She did
not cry, but a shiver passed through her, and
she clung with intense earnestness to Mrs.
Clare’s neck, and lay there some minutes
without speaking.

Then the father went to his work, and the
children must go to their school. Willie’s
earnest face was more earnest that day, and
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Rose was sad and silent in the midst of her
aay school-fellows.

And Lily went down to Rosie’s home.
John Clare and his wife took her to their
hearts, and the gentle child gave them her
grateful love.

But she was silent and strange amongst
them for a long time; and Lily never forgot
the dear old grandmother who had loved and
cared for her when the old attic room was
her home. And sometimes when the little
room was untenanted, she would steal up and
sit in the old seat by the window, where in
other times she had watched the rosy glow
and the golden stars above; and then, re-
membering the goodness and mercy that
had followed her all the days of her life, her
grateful heart was glad that she should dwell
in the house of the LORD for ever.

And afterwards, when years of toil and
time’s troubles had passed over Rosie Clare,
she too came to see that Lily was right; and
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thinking sadly of the long years she had spent
in her own way, she took the world's Saviour
for her own, His Father was hers, and she
looked forward to the time when “the dead
in Christ shall rise first. Then we which are
alive and remain shall be caught up together
with them in the clouds, to meet the Lord in
the air: and so shall we ever be with the
Lord.”
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style, and its deep-toned piety, commend it to the candid attention of
every awakened mind.'’— Eclectic Review.
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WORKS BY. OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D.

HIDDEN LIFE:

Memorials of J. Whitmore Winslow. Eighth Thousand. Fecap.
8vo, 3s. Bd. cloth.

MIDNIGHT HARMONIES ; \

Or, Thoughts for the Season of Solitude and Sorrow. Twenty-
fourth Thousand. Impl. 32mo, 2s. Bd. cloth.

MORNING THOUGHTS ;

Or, Daily Walking with God. A Portion for Every Day in the
Year. January to June. Imperial 32mo, 23. 8d. July to De-
cember. 2s. 8d. cloth.

EVENING THOUGHTS ;

Or, Daily Walking with God. A Portion for Every Day in the
Year. January to June. Imperial 32mo, 3s. July to Decem-
ber. Imperial 32mo, 3s. cloth.

DIVINE REALITIES ;

Or, 8piritual Reflections for the Saint and Sinner. Impl. 32mo,
2s. Bd. cloth, post-free.

NO CONDEMNATION IN CHRIST JERSUS.

As Unfolded in the Eighth Chapter of Romans. Sixth Thou-
sand. Post 8vo, 7s. cloth,
¢ We recommend this work as worthy of a place in every closet.”—
Christian Times.

CHRIST EVER WITH YOU.

Large Type Edition, with Illustrations drawn from Christian Expe-
rience, in the Prayer Meeting, the Field, and the Hospital.
18mo, 1s. Bd. cloth.

THE GLORY OF THE REDEEMER
In His Person and Work. 8ixth Edition. 8vo, 7s. cloth,

“The work is richly evangelical, highly spiritual, and scripturally
practical.”’—Christian Witness.

THE MAN OF GOD;
Or, Spiritual Religion Explained and Enforced. Third Thousand.
Imperial 32mo, 2s. 6d. cloth.
¢ There is not a page, we had almost said not a single sentence,
whick has not a more or less direct bearing on the faith and practice
of the believer. It is a truly valuable Treutise on some of the more
important and interesting phases of the Christian life while in this
lower sphere, and ia written in a manner which is no less pleasing than
powerful,’’— Morning Advertiser,
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WORKS BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D.

GRACE AND TRUTH.
Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 4s. 8d. cloth.

‘“ We commend this volume to our pious readers as a cordial to the
heart : as having found the perusal of it very refreshing to our own
spirits.”’ —Evangelical Magazine.

THE INNER LITE:

Its Nature, Relapse, and Recovery. Fifth Edition, enlarged.
Fcap. 8vo, 4s. 6d. cloth.

BORN AGAIN;

Or, from Grace to Glory. Second Edition. Impl. 32mo, 2s. 8d. cloth.

“The old wine of Dr. Winslow’s doctrine is much better than that
which is often given to us as newer wine of the kingdom. The work is
solemn and heart-searching.’’—Christian Witness.

HUMAN SYMPATHY,

A Medium of Divine Comfort, an Incident in the Life of David.
Eighth Thousand. Royal 32mo, 8d. sewed ; ls. cloth, gilt edges.

SELEOT PIEOQES.
Series One to Four. Cloth gilt, 1s. each.

These choice volumes, containing some of the gems of Dr. Winslow’s
writings, are admirably adapted for pocket companions for the Christian

reader.

HONOURING GOD, AND ITS REWARD.

Bd. sewed, 8d. cloth.

THE OOMING OF THE LORD,

The Hope and Consolation of the Bereaved. Fcap. 8vo, sewed, 4d.

IS THE SPIRIT OF THE LORD STRAITENED?

A Plea for a National Baptism of the Holy Ghost. ls. sewed.

DR. WINSLOW'S PACKETS OF TRAQTS.

PracricAL AND ExpeErRIMENTAL TrAcTs. 1s. per Packet.

ANNUAL ADDRESSES. 1ls. per Packet.
ADDRESSES AND NARRATIVES. ls. per Packet.
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SMALLER PUBLICATIONS OF
THE REV. OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D.

Price Fourpence each, 32mo, gilt edges.

DI1vINE PREDESTINATION AND
Errectual CALLING.

ALONE WITH JESUS.

THE CHASTENING OF LOVE.

THE SICK ONE WHOM JESUS

Loves.

Tae Hory SPIRIT THE
AUTHOR OF PRAYER.

Tae SYMPATHY OF THE

ATONEMENT.
ONx DecLENsioN IN PrRAYER.

ONx DecrLensioN v Love.

Ox Grieving THE HorLy
SPIRIT.

ON DEecLENsiON IN FAITH.

Tue Fruitress axp Fruir-
FUL PROFESSOR.

Tue Searva or THE HoLy
SPIRIT.

Tue WirNess oF THE HoLy
SPIRIT.

Divixe RESTORINGS.

Price Twopence each.

TrE VoICE OF MY BELOVED.
LEAVE IT ALL WITH JESUS.
INsTANT GrLORY.

SUNLIGHT IN THE HEART.
WaLkING wiTH JESUs.
CHRIST 18 EVER WITH YOU.
My Fatuer's Way RigHT.
LiviNg To THE LORD.
None Lixe CHRIST.

TrusT IN PROVIDENCE.
Tue Lorp's Davy.

Jesus Knows.

My Tmve's IN Gop's HaNDs.

ONLY Trust ME.

ALL POR THE BesT.

Tue DANGER oF REJECTING
THE ATONEMENT.

It 18 WELL.

Go AND TErLL Jesus.

Tue Winow AxD HER PRODI-
GAL SON.

As Gop WiLLs.

He Diep ror MEe.

Price Three Halfpence each,

SowING AND REAPING.
TaE BosoM oF THE FATHER.

Going HoMe.

Tue UxTrODDEN PatH. Price One Penny.

Any of these choice little Books, to the amount of One Shilling,
sent post free on receipt of 12 atampa.
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WORKS BY THE REV. E. H. BICKERSTETH, M.A.
THE BLESSED DEAD:

What does 8cripture Reveal of their State before the Resurrection ?
By Rev. E. H. BicEBRSTRTH, Incumbent of Christ Church, Hamp-
stead. Third Thousand, price 9d. limp cloth,

THE RISEN SAINTS:

What does Scripture Reveal of their State and Employment ?
Price 1s. 6d. limp cloth,

HADES AND HEAVEN;

Or, What does 8cripture Reveal of the Estate and Employment of
the Blessed Dead and the Risen Saints ? Small 8vo, 2s, cloth.

WINGED WORDS.

By the Rev. E. H. BIcKERsTETH, Christ Church, Hampstead.
Price 1s.

EQHOES OF APOSTOLIO TEAQHING:

Selections from the Family Expositions of the late Rev. E. Brcx-
®ESTETH. Edited by a Daughter. 8mall 8vo, 5s. cloth.
¢ They embody many rich devotional thoughts, which we are sure
will be most acceptable to those who desire the sincere milk of the word,
that they may grow thereby.”’—Church ¢f England Magaczine,

BY THE REV. C. D. MARSTON, M.A,
EXPOSITIONS ON THE EPISTLES OF THE

NEW TESTAMENT. By Rev.CHaARLES DALLAS MARsTON, M.A,,
Rector of 8t. Panl’s, Kersal, Manchester. Price 3s. 84d. cloth.
¢ 1t is really refreshing to alight upon a book like this . . . We
most heartily urge its circulation as a most valuable help to the study
of the Epistles of the New Testament.”’—Sunday Teachers’ Treasury.

BY THE REV. W. PENNEFATHER, M.A.
THE OHOROH OF THE FIRST-BORN.

A Few Thoughts on Christian Unity. By Rev. WIiLLTAM PENNE-
FATHER, 8t. Jude's, Mildmay Park. 16mo, cloth, 2s. 8d.

A VESSEL MEET FOR THE MASTER’'S USE. Price 2d.

¢« REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAY.” 32mo, price 2d.

ISRAEL HATH SINNED. Price 2d.

CALL THEM IN. A Plea for Mission Halls. By C. P. Price 1d.
THI%dNORTH LONDON TRAINING HOME. What is it? Price
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WORKS BY REV. DR. CUMMING.

DR. CUMMING’S LIFE OF CHRIST.
THE LIFE AND LESSONS OF OUR LORD,

Unfolded and Illustrated. @ By the Rev. JomN CuMMING,
D.D.,, F.R.8.E. Illustrated with an Illuminated Title, Twelve
Coloured Plates, and Fifty-two First-class Engravings from original
Designs by distinguished Artists. Cloth, bevelled boards, 7s. 8d.;
cloth, gilt edges, full gilt side, 9s. ; morocco, 10s. 6d.

¢ One of the most appropriate and acceptable gift-books which could
be offered or received.”—T'imes.

URIFORM WITH THE LIFE AND LESSONS OF OUR LORD.

THE LIVES AND LESSONS OF THE PATRIARCHS.

By the Rev. Joux CummiNGg, D.D., F.R.8.E. Illustrated with an
Illumioated Title, Twelve Coloured Plates, and Fifty-two First-class
Engra.vin%s from original Designs by distinguished Artists. Cloth,
bevelled boards, 7s. 6d.; cloth, gilt edges, full gilt side, Ds. ;
morocco, 10z. 64d. '

‘It is exceedingly well got up, is beautifully and most profusely
illustrated, and will form a most appropriate and useful present.”’—
Brighton Examiner.

DR. CUMMING'S REPLY TO BISHOP COLENSO.

MOSES RIGHT AND BISHOP COLENSO WRONG:

Being Popular Lectures on the Pentateuch, in Reply to ¢ Bishop
Colenso on the Pentateuch.”” Complete in 1 vol,, 3s. 84d. cloth.

¢¢ Of all the previous answers we do not know one that is more fitted
for publio usefulness. We dismiss the work with a most cordial recom-
mendation to our readers.”’—Christian Witness.

LOOK AND LIVE;

Or, Present Salvation for all who will Accept it. By Rev. JorN
OuxuminNGg, D.D. Fecap. 8vo, 3s. Bd. gilt cloth antique.

¢In eleven short chapters, written with striking simplicitv, tender-
ness, and eloquence, Dr. Cumming has endeavoured to show men that
they may at once have peace and be happy, and to make this glorious
doctrine plain.” —Christian Observer.

TEACH US TO PRAY:

Being Experimental, Practical, and Doctrinal Observations on the
Lord’'s Prayer. By Rev. JoaN CumMiNG, D.D. Third Thousand.
Fcap. 8vo, 3s. B4d. gilt cloth antique.

“This is a delightful volume. It abounds with Weautiful ideas, no
less beautifully expressed, while the whole is characterized by an emi-
nently practical tendency.””—Morning Advertiser.
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THE QUAKER'S COAT.

By the Author of * Something Done;” ¢ God’'s Tenth,” etc.
Price 2d.

By the same Author.

SOMETHING DONE,

By the Author of ¢ God’s Tenth.”” Price 2d.
GOD'S TENTH.

20th thousand. Price 14d.

RICH TOWARD GOD;

Or, My Trust Money, How shall I dispose of it? Price 2d.

WILL WYLD AND DAN DO-NOTHING.

By the Author of ¢ Old Peter Pioas.” Price 8d. cloth.

THE LITTLE WATERCRESS GIRL.

By the Author of *“ Have You —** Price 8d.

BY THE REV. E. PAYSON HAMMOND, M.A.
JESUS AND THE LITTLE ONES.

S8howing how Little Children have learned to trust and love the
Saviour, and how you may do the same. By the Rev. E. Paysox
HamMoND, Author of ¢“ The Better Life,’’ “ Sketches of Palestine,’’
¢¢ Jesus’ Lambs,” etc., etc. With Portrait and Illustrations, %s.
cloth extra; limp cloth, 1s. 8d.; or in packet, price 1s.

THE GOLDEN CHAIN AND ITS FIVE LINKS:

An Address to Children. By the Rev. E, PavysoN HaMMOND.
Illustrated, Price 3d.

SMALLER WORKS BY REV. DR. CUMMING.

THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. Cloth, gilt edges, 13.
THK BLESSED OF THE LORD. Royal 32mo, 3d. gilt edges.
PEACE WITH GOD. Royal 32mo, 44d. gilt edges.
THE CHRISTIAN NURSERY. Fecap. 8vo, Bd.
“I AM WITH THEE:”’ the Promised Reward. Royal 32mo, 3d.
gilt edges.
Price 2d, each, 32mo, sewed.
SAVED OR UNSAVED,
““ALL THE WAY.”
S8ET THINE HOUSE IN ORDER.
LIVING WATER FROM THE WELLS OF SALVATION.
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STORIES OF THE REFORMERS.

THE LITE OF JOHN DE WYOLIFTE,

With a sketch of the Ancient British Church, and the English
Reformation. By the Author of ¢ The Story of Martin Luther,”’
etc. Small 8vo, price 5s. cloth.

CoNTENTS.
The Early British Church,
The Anglo-Saxon Churoh,
Btruggle for Liberty.
History of the Church from 1323 to 1611.

THE STORY OF MARTIN LUTHER.

Edited by Miss WnaTeLY, Dublin. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo,
5s. cloth, with Frontispiece.

¢“We know of no similar work, and we beartily join with Miss
Whately in believing that ‘it is & time when the young and old need to
be stirred up to a lively sense of the nature of Gospel teaching and an
open Bible.”’’—Sunday School Teachers’ T'reasury.

¢ The volume will deservedly become a general favourite, and should
find a place in every school or parochial library.””—The Bookseller.

THE STORY OF ULRIOH ZWINGLE AND THE

RISE OF THE S8WISS REFORMATION. By the Authorofthe
¢¢8tory of Martin Luther.”” SBecond Edition. Fcap. 8vo, with Fron-
tispiece, price 5s.
¢ We can confldently recommend the book as adapted for all classes
of readers, especially the young, and desire for it the widest possible
circulation.”’— Irish Ecclesiastical Gazette.
‘“The story of Zwingle is singularly attractive in all its incidents,
and the history is admirably sustained.”’ — Chkristian Observer.

THE LIFE OF CALVIN,

The Man of Geneva. By the Author of ‘““The Story of Martin
Luther,” etc. With Frontispiece. Fecap. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 8d.

SUNLIGHT THROUGH THE MIST;
Or, Practical Lessons Drawn from the Lives of Good Men. A Story
Book for Children. By the Author of ¢ Hourehold Proverbs.” New
Edition. Post 8vo, with Illustrations, 3s. 8d. cloth.

¢ This little volume consists of a history of Martin Luther, told in a
simple and interesting manner, with practical lessons drawn from hia
life.”’ —Evangelical Magazine.

11



MAY LANE:

A Tale of the Sixteenth Century. Small 8vo, with a Frontispiece,
price 3s. Bd., extra cloth,

PASSAGES TROM THE DIARY AND LETTERS

OF REV. HENRY CRAIK, of Bristol. Selected and Arranged
by W.ELFe TaYLEBR. With Brief Notices of his Life and Writings,
snd an Introduction by Rev. George Muller, of the Ashley Down
Orphan Houses. Crown 8vo, with an excellent Photograph. Price

Hs.

THE SECRET SPRINGS.

¢¢ All my fresh springs are in Thee.”” By the Author of ¢ Copsley
Annals,’ etc. Cloth antique, 23. 8d.

“ The chapters are short, but full of matter, displaying a mind
thoroughly conversant with the word of God, and well able to bring
out some of its most precious and comforting truths.”’—Record.

SPRINGS IN THE DESERT FOR CHRIST'S FLOCK.

By E. J. P. Cloth antique, 2s. 6d.

‘¢ The book is well suited to the Bocket and to the private library,
and comprises many points in which believers are deeply interested.’”’—
Christiun Witness.

QHRIST OUR LIFE;

Or, 8cenes from our Lord’s Passion and Ministry. By the Rev.
Jorx BaiLrie, Author of the ¢‘Life of Hewitson,” ¢¢ Adelaide
Newton,” etc., eto. sSmall 8vo, cloth, Hs.

¢¢ We consider this work to be the most important volume with which
the author has yet favoured us. . . . . The parton ¢Christ and
his Baints’ is a very choice portion of the work, exhibiting the believer
in a variety of positions and attitudes, and showing the principles which
ought to regulate his conduct and deportment. . . . . The work
is calculnteﬁuto be of exceeding great good.”’— British Standard.
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COMFORT FOR THE AFFLICTED.

SURE WORDS OF PROMISE.

By the Author of ¢ Doing and Suffering.”” 2s. 8d., impl. 32mo,
cloth extra.
¢ We have not for some time fallen in with anything more suitable

for bringing sunshine into the darkened chamber of the invalid.”—
Daily Review,

THE LOST SUNBEAM :

A Ray of Comfort to the Bereaved. By the Rev. P. B. Poweg,
Christ Church, Worthing, Author of ‘¢ The ‘I Wills’ of the
Psalms,” etc. New KEdition. »quare 16mo, with steel Frontis-
piece, 3s. cloth,
““The book is as apples of gold in pictures of silver....... We are quite
sure this little book will be a favourite with all to whom it comes.”’—
Compass.

WAYMARKS OF THE PILGRIMAGE ;

Or, Teaching by Trials. By G. B. Cukkver, D.D., Author of
‘“Lectures on the Pilgrim’s Progress,’” etc. New Hdition, 18mo,
1s. sewed, 1s. Bd. cloth.

THE INVALIDS' COMPANION;
Or, Words of Comfort for the Afllicted. 12mo, 1s. 84. cloth limp.

‘It is a fitting companion for the sick-rooin, and will prove very
suggestive of those thoughts and emotions most desired for seasons of
trial, It has our hearty commendation.’’—Christian Kecord.

PILGRIM LAYS.

Songs for the Christian Pilgrim. 32mo. First Series. Cloth,
price 1s. 8d.

Second Series. Cloth, price 1s. 84.

‘‘ The compiler, through a lengthened and still-continued period of
suffering, has found each piece very precious. Not one but is associated
with some memorial of a message of mercy, and love, and peace.””—
Lixtract from Preface.

These beautifully got up little volumes are especially adapted for
Presentation as small tokens of Christian regard.
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NOTES ON THE BOOK OF GENESIS;

WITH SOME ESSAYS AND ADDRESSES. By thelate Rev.
CnarrLes HarGROVE, collected and edited by his son, Joserm
HarGRrOVE, M.A. 3 Vols., price 18s. cloth.

EVANGELICAL ALLTANCE PRIZE ESSAY.
THE SABBATH MADE TOR MAN;

Or, the Origin, History, and Principles of the Lord’s Day. By the
Rev. Micaiam Hirn. Demy 8vo, with Side Notes, 10s. 8d. cloth.
A Smaller Edition, without the Notes, 8s. cloth.

¢¢ For argument and arrangement this able and complete treatise is
superior to any work we have seen on this important question.”’—
Christian Examiner,

THE BOOK OF REVELATION:

A Sketch showing the Fourth Beast of Daniel. By T. W, CnristIE,
B.A., Cath, Coll. 8vo, 7s. 6d., cloth.

THOUGHTS FOR MY CHILDREN ON THE BOOK

OF COMMON PRAYER. By a Parent. Limp oloth, price ls.

THE SPIRIT OF HOLINESS AND SANCTIFICA-

TION THROUGH THE TRUTH. By Rev. J. HariNaToN
Evans. Fifth Edition, revised. Fecap. 8vo, 23. 6d.

¢ This is a very valuable piece of experimental and practical theo-
logy.””—British Banner.

PRECIOUS STONES FROM A STRANGE QUARRY,

By Rev. J. Knarp, St. John’s, Portsea. Cloth, 1s. Bd.

¢ The circus church at Portsmouth is one of the most remarkable
movements of our times. We most cordially recommend this account
of it to the attention of our readers.”—Gospel Magazine.
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IMPORTANT MINISTERIAL HELPS.

THE EVANGELICAL PREACHER;
Or, Studies for the Pulpit.

Vol. 1, price 4s. Containing 15 Sermons and 66 Outlines.
Vol. 2, price 5s. Containing 13 Sermons and 82 Outlines.
Vol. 3, price 5s. Containing 137 Outlines.

In addition to these, each volume contains Biblical Illustrations,
Counsels for Preachers, Notes and Queries on difficult Texts, etc.

These volumes furm most valuable helps to those engaged in the
arduous task of preaching the Gcspel—especially to those who, while
so doing, pursue their ordinary avocations. Buccessive editions have
sufliciently shown the great acceptance they have met with,

THE WORK OF GOD IN ITALY,

‘With Portrait of Signor Gavazzi. By Rev. W.OwsgxN, Author of
¢¢ Life of 8ir H. Havelock.”” Fecap. 8vo, 3s. 8d. cloth.
¢ We have no room for details, and refer our readers with much
pleasure to a very interesting, well-written book, and tull of informa-
tion.’’—Christian Observer, Jan. 1862,

THE BIBLE:

What isit? Whence came it? How came it? Wherefore came it !
To whom came it ? How should we treat it? By A.J. MoRRis,
New Edition 1s. sewed, 2s. cloth.
¢¢ Clear in style, candid in the statement of difficulties, and direct in
the answers, it 18 just the kind of book which is likely to please readers
whose wish is to obtain a general view of the subject discussed.”’—
Athen@um.

THE DOCTRINE OF THE REAL PRESENCE IN

THE LORD’S SUPPER : The True distinguished from the False.
By the Rerv. J. H. TirconB, M.A., Vicar of St. Stephen’s, South
Lambeth. Price Fourpence, per post Fivepence.

““ We heartily ccmmend this unusually vigorous little treatise. To

ersons who are thrown into collision with the advocates of High

%itualism in their private circles, its condensed fi,rm, its weight of

Iatter, and terseness of argument, render it peculiarly valuable.”’—
Christian Advocate.

BY THE REV. W. LANDELS, D.D.
THE REPRESENTATIVE WOMEN OF SCRIPTURE;

Or, Lessons for Maidens, Wives, and Mothers. By Rev. W.

LaxpsLs, D.D. Small 8vo, with Illustrations, 5s. post free.

“ This is a good book—full of solid information, practical instruc-
tion, and judicious counsel—which every woman would be the better
of pondering.” — Daily I2eview.
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FAMILY PRAYERS.
FAMILY PRAYERS FOR A MONTH,

With Prayer for Special Occasions. By the Rev. B. BoUCHIER.

Second Edition, en!arged. Fecap. 8vo, 3s.
The writer of these Prayers has seldom omitted allusion, either

directly or indirectly, to two most important classes in a household, the

Children and the Servants.
“This is one of the best collections of Family Prayers which we

have yet seen.””—Church of England Quarterly Review.

DAILY TEXT BOOKS.
TEXTS FOR THE NURSERY AND SOHOOL-ROOM.

On Roller, price 1s.

THE DAILY PROMISER.

64mo, cloth, price 84.

THE BOY'S OWN TEXT BOOK.

Containing a Text from the Old Testament, and a corresponding
Verse from the New, for Every Day in the Year. Selected by a
Lady. Royal 64mo, January to June, price 6d., cloth extra—July
to December, price 8d., cloth extra—or in 1 vol., ls. cloth, 1s. 6q.

roan tuck.

THE GIRL'S OWN TEXT BOOK.

Containing a Text from the Old Testament, and a corresponding
Verse from the New, for Every Day in the Year. Selected by a
Lady. Royal 64mo, January to June, price 8d., cloth extra—July to
Decembtla{r, price 6d., cloth extra—or in 1 vol., 1s. cloth; 1s. Gd.
roan tuck.

A TEXT BOOK FOR THE SICK AND AFFLIOTED.

Belected by a Lady. Royal 64mo, 1s. cloth ; 1s. 8d. roan tuck.

A BIBLE CALENDAR FOR YOUNG PEOPLE.

Designed to encourage the habit of daily perusing the Scriptures.
By WiLLiam OspiNGg. Second Edition, price 1d., in wrapper, 2d.

DAILY MEDITATIONS.
THE SPIRITUAL OASKET OF DAILY BIBLE

MEDITATIONS, for the Furtherance of Family Godliness and
Devotion. By JouN EvANGELIST GossNER. With an introduc-
tion by the Rev. E. H. BickBRSTETH. 18mo, cloth extra gilt,
bevelled boards, 3s.
¢ This work appears to me eminently worthy of its name—* A Spiri-
tual Casket :’ the jewels seem to me not only genuine stoneg, but of
urest lustre, and of costliest value. I confldently anticipate for it as
arge a sale in this country as in Germany,”’—Introduction by Rev. K.

H, Bickersteth.
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CHILDREN'S SUNDAY BOOKS.

NEW WORK BY A. L. O. E.
SCRIPTURE PICTURE PUZZLES.

With Simple Descriptive Narratives and Bible Questions. By
A. L. O. E., Author of ¢ The Lost Jewel,"” ‘¢ Young Pilgrim,” etc.,
etc.

Series One to S8ix, price 1ls. 8d. each; or, in superior Boxes, price
2s. B6d. each.

ERaceE SERIES CONTAINS FOUR PicrurE PuzzLEs PRoM THE OLD AND
NEw TEBSTAMENTS.

A WELCOME PRESENT TO THE LITTLE ONES.
THE OLD PICTURE BIBLE;

Or, Stories from the Life of Christ. By the Author of ¢ Doing
and Suffering,’”” etc. Illustrated with 48 Plain Engravings and 12

Coloured Plates. Small 4to, 3s. 8d. cloth.

THE OLD PICTURE BIBLE;

Or, Stories from Old Testament History. By the Author of ¢ Doing
and Suffering,’”’ etc. Illustrated with 48 Plain Engravings and 12
Coloured Plates, 3=. Bd. cloth.

*.t Two of the most attractive of the many Sunday Books for chil-
dren. To those who are seeking something to assist them in making
the Sunday a happy day to their little ones, we most cordially recom-
mend them.

SUNDAY PICTURE BOOKS.

Each with 8 Plain and 2 Coloured Illustrations. Price 8d. each. By
the Authors of ¢ Doing and Suffering,”’ and ¢ Mothers in Council.”

Orp TESTAMENT. NEw TESTAMENT.
TrE STorY OF ADAM AND EVE | THE CHILDROOD OF JESUS
THE STORY OF ABRAHAM Tue Friexps oF Jesus
THE STORY OF JOSEPH Tue PARABLES oF JESUS
THE STORY OF MOSES CHRIST’S WONDERFUL WORKS
THE STORY OF SAMUEL THE STorY OF THE CROSS
TuE StTorY OF DAvVID STorI1ES oF THE HoLy LAND

S8imply and lovingly written, printed in large type, and profusely
illustrated, these little books will be welcomed by the little ones in
every home.
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WORKS FOR YOUNG PERSONS,
SUITABLE FOR SUNDAY READING.

TOM OARTER;

Or, Ups and Downs in Life: A Book for Young Lads. By the
Author of ¢ England’s Daybreak,’”’ ¢ Working Mau’s Fireside,’’
etc., etc. 2s. Bd. cloth,

SHADOWS AND SUNSHINE,

And other Tales. By the Author of ‘“Helen Dundas; or, the
Pastor’'s Wife.”” With Frontispiece, small 8vo, 2s. 8d. cloth.

THE SABBATH A DELIGHT;

Or, Bible Pictures and Stories for the Family. By Mrs. M. M.
GorpoN, Author of ‘“ Work : Plenty to do, and How to do it,” etc.
Cloth extra, 5s.

THE LOST JEWEL:
A Tale, by ““ A. L. O. E.,”” Author of the ‘“ Young Pilgrim,” etc.
With a Frontispiece. New Edition. Feap. 8vo, 3s. 8d. cloth.
“ Most earnestly do we recommend our readers to place ¢ The Lost
Jewel’ in their Libraries.””—British Mothers’ Journal.

*“ This book is a very good one, pervaded by the Gospel of Christ.”’
—British Standard.

THE BOOK FOR ALL AGES;

Or, Stories of the Green Pastures where all may Feed. Original
and Edited, by the Author of ¢ Have You =7’ Vith Coloured
Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. Bd. cloth.

““The book cannot be read without deep interest, nor without con-
veying substantial improvement—and we can most cordially recommend
it as having a very powerful claim on parental patronage.’—British
Mothers’ Jousnal.

STORIES FOR BOYS.

BydJ.HorE MoNCRIEFF. Small 8vo, with Frontispiece, 2s. 8d. cloth.

ISABELLA HAMILTON, THE MARTYR :

A Tale of the Sixteenth Century. Edited by the Author of ¢ Aids
to Development,’” ¢¢ Memoirs of Two Sisters,” etc., etc. 16mo.
1s. 64. cloth.

PLEASANT STORIES FOR THE YOUNG.

By the Author of ¢“Old Peter Pious,” ¢*“Have You —?” and
gt eel's. In a Packet, 1s. ; in a handsome box, 1s. Bd.; or in cloth,
8. Bd.
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WORKS FOR YOUNG PERSONS,
SUITABLE FOR SUNDAY READING.

WE GOT AGATE OF SINGING ;

Or, ¢ Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me.”” 8quare 16mo. price 1s.,

cloth.
CoxNTENTS,
The first dey at School. Oh, Mother ! Mother!
The Narrow Street. I Obliged to give in.
Frank’s Home. What & Wite can do.
‘We got agate of Singing. The Tender Shepherd.
The Infant Sunday School. Thou art with me.

CHRIST THE ROOK;

Or, Aids to Young Disciples. With Introduction. By Rev. H.
BoarpMmaN, D.D. Price 1s. 8d. limp cloth ; 2s. 8d. cloth extra,

gilt edges.

RILLS FROM THE FOUNTAIN OF LITE.

Loving Words to the Young. By Rev. DR. NEwToN. 1ls.8d. limp
cloth; 2s. 8d. cloth extra, gilt edges.

THE BEST THINGS,

Loving Words to the Young. By the Rev. DR. NEwTOoN. 1ls. 8d.
limp cloth; 2s. 84d. cloth extra, gilt edges.

¢¢ Christian mothers will find ample material in these works for many
pleasant Sunday afternoons with their children, and teachers a store of
illustrative and interesting matter.”’—Record.

SORIPTURE QUESTIONING CARDS.

By Mrs. CaArus WiLsox. A New and Improved Series, in hand-
some boxes. Part 1., 1s. 8d. Part IIL., 1s. Gd.

SORIPTURE ACROSTICS:

A Sabbath Pastime for Young Persons. By Lapy Scorr. In a
handsome box, 1s. 8d.

THE CHILD'S PACKET OF SCRIPTURE ILLUS-

TRATIONS, containing Twelve beautifully coloured Illustrations.
In Two Series, price la. each.

ACROSTICS,

Historical, Geographical, and Biographical. By Labpy ScorT.
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NEW SERIES OF TRACTS.
WORDS OF LIFE:

A Series of Plain Tracts on Important Subjects. By the Rev.
Jorx W. LesTer, D.D. Price 1d. each, or in a Packet, price 1s.

1. Do You Love Gob? 7. MAN's TRUE DWELLING-

2. YET THERE 1S Roox PLACE

3. 1 HEARKENED  AND 8. WiLL A Max Ros Gop?
HEearo 9. FAInT, YET PURsuNGg

4, Tue WATERS WEAR THE | 10, THE LaAME TAXE THE
STONES Prey [THE NiguT?

6. WHo sHALL Roirn v©s | 11. WarcumaN, WHAT oF
AWAY THE STONE? 12. TuEe MouNTAIN BURNED

6. SCARCELY SAVED wITH FIRE

¢ DMr. Lester’s ‘I'racts are admirable, and should be circulated by
tens of thousands. They combine all the requisites of Tracts in these
days, for lack of one or more of which we, in large Parishes, find so
many Tracts all but useless. Full of Gospel Truth, they are striking in
title,cheap in price, and in manner pithy and salient.”’ —Rec. Canon Miller.

“They are ‘ much in little,’ lively, winged, armed with a sharp sting,
yet containing huney. They are eminently worthy of a wide circula-
tion.” —Rev Thomas Guthrie, D.D., Edinburgh.

FAITHFUL WORDS;

Or, the Inoer Life: Its Nature, Fruits, and Conflict. By Rev,
Jorx Ofrorp, Palace Gardens Chapel, Kensington. Price 1d.
each ; in packet 1s., or in cloth, 1s. Bd.

1. CHRIST'S APPEAL TO 7. FELLOWSHIP WITH THE
LukeEwARM SAINTS FaTHER [Sox

2. Tue TruE INNER LIFE 8. FELLOWSHIP WITH THE

3. Tug INNEr Lire De- 9, LIGHT THE SPHERE OF
VELOPED FELLOWSHIP

4. Tre Foop oF THE INNER | 10. THE NAzZARITE; OR,
LiFE SEPARATED ONE

5. THE GREAT E~xD oF THE | 11. THE CONFESSION OF SIN
INNER LIrE BY BELIEVERS

6. THREeFoLD ONENESS 12. Tne CoNFLICT OF THE
wITH CHRIST INNER LiFE

THE OHRISTIAN'S LITE. WORK:

A Book for the Perplexed. By Rev. Joux OrrorD, Palace Gardens
Chapel. Price 8d. sewed, ls. cloth,

A VOIOE TO MOTHERS.

By Mrs. Henry Brace. With a Preface by Rev. W. PrRNE-

FATHER, Barnet. TwelfthThousand, revised and corrected. Price 6d.

¢ In this little work an earnest loving voice is heard, and we only
hoge the tiny volume will find its way into the hands of high and low,
Sich and poor.”—Rev. V. Penn¢father. 20



PENNY LETTER TRACTS.

1. WaaT I was AND WHAT | AM.
. Pray witnHouT CEABSING ; or, Jesus on Olivet.
. Tue Harpy HoMEe; or, Jesus at Bethany,
. EaArTHLY CARE: A Heavenly Discipline.
. GospeL Hymns.
. THE OMnipoTENT HELPER. By J. H. Evaxs,
. Hymns oF COMFORT.
. ONe Hour. By the Author of “ Have You—— ?”
. ForGETTERS oF Gop. By HENRY MARTYN.
10. Tue Hory aANpD Harpy Deap. By Dr. CumminG.
11. Gop’s TeNTH: A True Incident.
12. HyMNs oF JEsus.
AND A SORTED PACKET.

The above are printed on Tinted Paper, for enclosing in envelopes
and sold in packets containing 13, price One Shilling.

90,000 of this Series have already been printed.
WAIT :

A Watchword for the Lord’s People in Days of Darkness. Royal
32mo, 3d. sewed, Bd. cloth.

“« JEWELS GATHERED;"

Or, Bcenes from Life. Limp cloth, 64d.

SHE WILL NEVER DIE:

A True Narrative. Limp cloth, 8d.

A SONG FOR LIFE AND DEATH.
By G. W. McCree. Price 3d. sewed, Bd. cloth.

UNEXPECTED OONVERSIONS:

A Book for Discouraged Workers. By G. W.McCrER. Price 3d.
sewed, Bd. cloth.

THE PITMAN'S PRAYER.
By G. W. McCeee. With wrapper, price 2d.

RICH TOWARD GOD;

Or, My Trust Money, How shall I Dispose of it? A Word to
Christians. 32mo, sewed, price 2d.

PETER’S KEYS.

By GorpoxN ForrLong, Esq. ¢ I will give unto thee the keys of the
kingdom of heaven.”’—Matt. xvi, 19. Price 1d.
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NEW SERIES OF TRACTS.
HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS;

Or, Tracts for the People. Price One Penny each.

1. TAKE CARE oF THE PENCE, AND THE POUNDS WILL TAKE
CARE OF THEMSELVES.,

2. A MaAN 18 WHAT A WOMAN MAKES HIM.

3. HE THAT GOES A-BORROWING GOES A-SORROWING.

4. HE THAT sERVES GoD SBERVES A Goop MASTER.

5. A Cat 1Ny Parrexs CarcHes No Mice.

6. WasTE NoT, WANT NoOT.

7. I WEEDS GRrOw APACE.

8. BIrDS oF A FEaTHER FLrock ToGETHER.

9. WiLrvL WasTeE MaxES WoEFUL WANT.

10. LigutLy ComEe, LicutLy Go.

11. Gop HeLrs THEM wHO HEeLP THEMSELVES,

12. Ricatr WRonGs No MaN.

Nos 1 to 12 may be had in One Volame, price 1s. 6d. cloth.
Nos. 13 to 24 _price 1s. 6d. cloth.
Or, complete i m One Volume, price 2s. 6d.
A Specimen Packet (1 to 24) sent Post Free for Two_Shillings.

Tract Societies and District Visiting Socicties supplied with numbers at
a great reduction, by applying direct to the Publishers.

These striking Narrative Tracts are eminently adapted for reading
at Mothers’ Meenngs, Social Gatherings of the Poor, and for general
circulation among the Working Classes. The truths sought to be
enforced are such as must commend themselves to all, and ‘the DATTA-
tives illustrating these truths bring them so forcibly home to the readers
and hearers, that they cannot fail to discern and appreciate them,

From the late Rev. Dr. MARSH.
¢*Dr. Marsh will be glad of 400 ‘Tract No. 2,” as he has invited the
wives of all the workmen to tea. He hopes the ¢ Household Proverbs *
have a great circulation.”
From Rev. W. MORLEY PUNSHON.

¢ The Tracts appear to me admirable. I hope a very wide circula~
tion for this wholesome literature of thrift and morals.”

‘* We advise clergymen, district visitors, and mana gers of tract
societies to put them on their list at once.”’—Record.
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NEW SERIES OF TRACTS.
HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS;

Or, Tracts for the People. Price One Penny each.

13. MorE ARE DrROWNED IN BEER THAN IN \WATER.

14. STORE 18 NO SORE.

156. WuEN Poverry CoMES IN AT THE Door, Love Fries
OUT OF THE WINDOW.

16. MArRrY IN HasTE AND REPENT AT LEISURE.

17. It 18 NEVER Too LATE To LEARN.

18. FINE FEaATHERS MAXKE FINE Birbps.

19. CLeaNLINESS 18 NEXT To GODLINESS.

20. It 18 BETTER To CrY OVER YOUR GOODS THAN AFTER
THEM.

21. WerLL Becun 18 HarLr Done.

22. Use THE MEANS AND TruUsT To GoD For THE BLESsING.

23. THERE 18 No MIirTH Goop BUT wIiTH GoOD.

24. Pay as You Go, AND KEEP FROM SMALL SCORE.

Nos. 1 to 12 may be had in One Volume, price 1s. 8d. cloth.
Nos. 13 to 24 price 1s. Bd. cloth.

Or, complete’in One Vc;l’ume, price 2s. Bd.
A Specimen Packet (1 to 24) sent Post Free for Two Shillings.

Tract Societies and District Visiting Societies supplied with Numbers
at a great reduction, by applying direct to the Publisbhers.

From Mrs. BAYLY, Author of ¢‘Ragged Homes,” ¢ Workmen and
their Difficulties,” etc.
¢ Their value has been long known and appreciated by us, and we
have distributed some hundreds of them in this neighbourhood. The
work of sanitary and domestic reform, so deeply needed among our
people, owes much to the gifted writer of ¢ Household Proverbs.” ’

From Mrs. WIGHTMAN, Author of ¢ Haste to the Rescue,’’ ¢ Annals
of the Rescued,” etc.
“The Tracts are most admirable, and I very gladly aid in making
them known.”
From Rev. C. H. SPURGEON, London.
*¢T highly approve of them.”

From Rev. J. B. OWEN, St. Jude’s, Chelsea.
;.‘I believe their circulation, by the Divine blessing, will be very
useful.’”

I'rom Rev. 8. MARTIN, Westminster.
“These Tracts are very good in every respect, and admirably adapted
to beneflt the class of persons for whom they are intended."
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BY THE AUTHOR OF ‘ HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS,”’
‘ HOUSEHOLD NAMES,’ ETC.

STORIES FOR WOMEN.
Price One Penny each. Or, in One Volume, boards, with Coloured
Frontispiece, price ls.

TeE WANDERER. Tue ProMISE.

Lizzie Parker. Part I. SusaN WEesToN's CHOICE.
Lizzie PArxEeRr. Part 11. ELLEN WARNER.

AvriceE Lesvuie's DEecisioN. MiLLiE's TEMPTATION.

HEARTH AND HOME ;

Or, Men as they Are and Women as they Ought to Be. Price One

Penny each.
Tue WIDOWER. WoMaN’s WoREK.
Tue Wipower's CHIL- EMULATION.

DREN. FalrH.
TRUTH. SELFISHNESS.
TEMPER. SYMPATHY.
RESIGNATION. WoMAN’S INFLUENCE.
G 0SSIPING.

In Two Packets, price 8d. each ; or, in One Volume, cloth, with Coloured
Frontispiece, price 1s. 84.
This series is especially adapted for reading at Mothers' Meetings and
social gatherings of the working classes.

HOUSEHOLD NAMES,

And How they Became so, A B8eries of Illustrated Biographical
Tracts for the People. By the Author of *“ Household Proverbs,’’

etc.

PRICE ONE PENNY EACH.

GEORGE STEPHENSON, the Me- | Joun F. OBERLIN, the Village
chanic. Pastor.
RoBERT STEPHENSON, the En- | JouHN HowaRrD, the Prisoners’
gineer. . Friend.
MARrRTIN LuTHER, the Re- | BErvaArD Pavrissy,the Potter,
former. BerNARDGILPIN,thePreacher,
Huea LATIMER, the Martyr,

In a Packet, price 8d.; cor, complete in One Volume, with Coloured
Frontispiece, price 1s.
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LARGE TYPE TRACTS FOR WOMEN.

LOVING WORDS PLAINLY SPOKEN TO POOR

WOMEN. By Mrs.J.App1soN. Ina Packet,price 8d.; orincloth, 1s.

Do vyou READ THE BiBLE?
ON CHASTITY.

GossIp.

D=ress.

CONTENTMENT.

HoMme CoMFoORT.
INFLUENCE.

DeaTH AND ETERNITY.

¢¢ Mostadmirably adapted totheir purpose.’’—DBritish Mothers’ Journal.
‘“ We cannot breathe a better wish, than to desire that the Tracts
might be circulated by thousands.’’—Chkristian Witness.

KIND WORDS TO MOTHERS, SONS, AND

DAUGHTERS. By Mrs. J. Appison, Author of ¢ Loving Words

to Poor Women.”

In a Packet, price 8d.

TAkE THIS CHILD AND NURSE IT ForR ME.

How 10 Live CHEAPLY AND WELL.

Kivnp Worps To Boys oN TRuE MANLINESS.

Kmnp Worps To GIRLS oN GOING OUT TO SERVICE.

TRACTS FOR WORKING MEN.
MOTTOES FOR THE MILLION;

Or, Evenings with My Working Men.

A Series of Tracts by the

Rev. RoBeerT MaGUIRE, M.A,, Vicar of Clerkenwell.

Mark TiME! ATTENTION!

WauAT I Owg, AxD How ToO
Pay Ir.

Tue TIDE IN THE AFFAIRS
oF MEen.

My BroTHER’S KEEPER.

‘““THrougHE NATURE UP TO
NaTure’s Gop.”

Tae Foor’s Creep—* No
Gop.”

TueHI1DDENTHINGUNVEILED

Tue INWARD MoONITOR

A NICHE For ME TO FILL

THE AGES oF MAN ; OoR, THE
RIDDLE OF THE SPHINX

My  Scuoors, ScHOOL-
MASTERS, AND SCHOOL-
FELLOWS.

FraoMeNTs REMAIN ; 50 No-
THING IS LosT

Price 1s. in Packet; or, 1s. 8d. cloth,

SELF :

Its Dangers, Doubts, and Duties.

Vicar of Clerkenwell.

By the Rev. RoOBERT MAGUIRE,

Impl. 32mo, cloth extra, price 2s. 8d.

““Every page has weight, and every sentence point. The book is

skilfully written, overflowing with facts and incidents.

It is a book of

life as well as doctrine, exhibiting example as well as precept.”’—

British S8tandard.
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POPULAR VOLUMES.

A GOOD JACK MAKES A GOOD JILL;

Or, John’s Remedy for a Bad Wife, By the Author of ¢ What
Put my Pipe Out,” etc. Boards, 1s. With Four Illustrations.

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR MEN.

Boards, 1s. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume-
rous lllustrations.

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR WOMEN.

Boards, 1s. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume-
rous Illustrations.

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR EVERY ONE.

Boards, 1s. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume-
rous Illustrations.

HOUSEHOLD NAMES, AND HOW THEY BECAME

80. Boards, 1s. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and
numerous Illustrations.

STORIES FOR WOMEN,

Bourds, 1s. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontjspiece, and nume-
rous Illustrations.

HEARTH AND HOME ;

Or, Men as they are, and Women as they ought to be. Cloth
boards, 1s. 6d. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and
numerous [llustrations.

MOTTOES FOR THE MILLION ;

Or, Evenings with my Working Men. By the Rev. RoBERT
MaGuUIRE, M.A., Vicar of Clerkenwell. Price 1s. 6d.

‘¢ A series of plain and simple tales, all likely to do good, esgecially
among the humbler classes, for whom the work is chiefly intended.”’—
City Press.

¢ A capital collection of stories, all interesting, and true to the life.
The language used is precisely that of the working classes, and the
author is evidently thoroughly acquainted with the habits and customs,
the petty troubles and household cares of those for whose use the
Traocts are intended.”—Adtheneum,

HOMES MADE HAPPY:

Household—Proverbs Illustrutive of Home Life. Fecap. 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges.3s. 64. ‘I'his volume is illustrated with Three Full-
page Coloured Engravings, and Twenty-four Waodcuts.
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HYMNS FOR SPECIAL SERVICES.
THE LONDON HYMN BOOK.

Small Type, 24. ; cloth, 44. ; cloth gilt, 8d.; morocco, 1s. 8d. and
2s. Large Type, Paper cover, 8d. ; cloth (much liked), 94d. ; Super.
cloth gilt, 1s. 8d. ; morocco elegant, 8s. 8d.; ditto limp flaps, 4s.
Used by most of the leading Evangelists, and many Clergymen and
Ministers. It has been introduced in over 350 places, 160,000
having been issued in three years.

THE LATTER RAIN,

A Record of Christian Word and Work. Edited by C. R. H. Pub.
lished Fortnizghtly—on the 1st and 15th of each month. Price 1d.
Five copies post free on day of publication for 5 stamps; or same
number for 8ix Months, 5s.

ADDRESSES BY LORD RADSTOCK.

Third Thousand. Cloth, boards, ls.; gilt, 1s. 8d., on toned paper;
superior binding, 2s. 6d. ; morocco elegant, 7s. 84d.

LECTURES ON THE EPISTLES OF JOHN.

By Wu. LincoLN. Cloth, 1s. 8d. and 2s. (Ready in December.)

UNLEAVENED BREAD;

Or, Food for the New Life, Being Papers on important subjects
by the following :—7T'. Shuldbam Menry, J. R. Caldwell, G. F.
Trench, Murray McNeil Caird, and others. Cloth, 1s. 84d.;
bevelled, gilt, 2s.

MEDITATIONS OF THE OROSS OF CHRINT.

By H. GeraTTAN GUINKESS. Cloth, Is.; gilt, super., ls. 8d. Also:—

ADDRESSES BY H. GRATTAN GUINNESS.

In neat wrapper, price 2d. each.

THE NAZARITE. By DENEAM SMITH.

THE TABLE AND THE ALTAR. By DrnmaM SMmITH,
THE TEMPLE OF GOD. By W. LincoLN.
COMMUNION. By G. F. FrrnNcH.

THE CROSs OF CHRIST. ByJ.R.S8.

HYMNS ON CARDS.
Buitable for Framing. Price Threepence each.

Leax Harp. Tuae Saints’ TRiUMPH.
Tue Pireriv.

THE SECRET OF PEACE;

Or, Let go the Twig. Price One Penny.
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DICTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS.

A NEW DIOCTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS FROM

T'HE GREEK, LATIN, AND MODERN LANGUAGES. Trans-
lated into English, and accompanied with Illustrations, Historical,
Poetical, and Anecdotical. %ew Edition, crown 8vo, 7s. 6d.
cloth, with an Index,

This work contains nearly Six TirousanD QuoTATIONS and PROVERES
from the GREEK, LATIN, FRENCH, ITALIAN, GERY AN, SpANISH, and
PorTUucURsE Languages, alphabetically arranged, and accompanied with
an Index referring to more than Fifteen Thousand of the principal
words, Every one who takes any share in conversation, or who dips,
however cursorily, into any newspaper or other publication, will find
the advantage of having access to this work,

¢ If, as we think, this is a book which has been wished for at times
by nearly everybody, the inference seems to be that nearly everybody
ought to buy it. Many are the anxious inquiries addressed to ¢ Notes
and Queries,” and answered after a reasonable number of weeks, which
might have been spared, or rather answered as soon as made, had this
small volume been at the interrogator’s elbow. ‘I'he work is made still
more useful by a very copious index.”—Gentleman’'s Magaaine.

INTRODUCTION TO ENGLISH LITERATURE

FROM CHAUCER TO TENNYSON. By HeENEY REep. New
Edition, 2s. sewed, 3s. cloth.

¢ The Lectures of Mr. Reed, however, may stand upon their own
merits. They are the production of a refined and gentle mind. * ¢
= ¥ The chief interest of his work consists, however, in the fact,
that it is an independent American view of English literature.”’—
Atheneum,

*.t Also a Library Edition, price 3s. 8d. cloth extra.

LECTURES ON ENGLISH HISTORY AND TRAGIO

POETRY, as Illustrated by Shakespeare. By HENEY REEp. New
Edition, 2s. sewed, 3s. cloth.

LECTURES ON THE BRITISH POETS.

By HenxrY RkEp. New Edition. 3s. sewed, 4s. cloth,

‘“Reed’s Poets has been added by Mr, Shaw to his Excelsior
Library, and will, we hope, have an extensive circulation.””—Gentle-
man's Magazine.

¢ It is not often that we meet with so much good writing, refined
taste, intellectual vigour, and wholesome sentiments as a1e contained in
theze Lectures.”’—Kbritish Banner.
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WORTH NOTICE.

What has always been wanted is now published.

TWENTY-NINTH THOUSAND.
New and Enlarged Edition (172 additional pages), 5s., cloth,

THE DICTIONARY APPENDIX,

And Guide to Correct S8peaking and Writing, containing upwards
of Seven Thousand Words not found in the Dictionary, which often
rove perplexing to the best Writers, together with a Book of
eference for the solution of difficulties connected with Grummar,
Composition, Punctuation, etc.

¢ This is a work that may be put into the hands, not only of young
persons, but of those more advanced in life, with advantage. It con-
tains above 7000 words not to be found in the dictionaries. This work
supplies a desideratum long required, and may be placed not only in
the hands of every youth, but also of persons accustomed to correspone-
dence, with advantage.””—The Banker's Gazette.

INDISPENSABLE.
LIVE AND LEARN:

A Guide for all who wish to Speak and Write Correctly ; particu.
larly intended as a book of reference for the solution of difficulties
connected with Grammar, Compoesition, Punctuation, etc., etoc.
With explanations of Latin and French Words and Phrases of
frequent occurrence in newspapers, reviews, periodicals, and books
in general ; with full directions for beginning, ending, and address-
ing Letters to Persons of every degree of rank. Twenty-fifth
Thousand. 2s. Bd. post free.

‘¢ Live and Learn’ is an excellent book. To show our appreciation
of its merits, we have had it cased in leather, and have made a pocket
companion of it. We look upon it as really INDISPENSABLE. We
advise our readers to imitate our example—PROCURE THE BOOK, AND
S8ELL IT NOT FOR ANY PRICR.”—FKducational Gazette.

READ AND REFLECT.
THE NEWSPAPER AND GENERAL READER'S

POCKET COMPANION. Being a Familiar Explanation of nearly
Four Thousand Classical and Foreign Words, Phrases, and Quota-
tions in constant occurrence in the various Journals, Periodicals,
and Publications of the day. By the Author of ‘ Live and Learn.”’
Sixteenth Thousand. 2s. 8d. post free.
““One of the most useful little works we have seen for some time.
In it is explained, with a lucidity which the meanest comprehension
cannot fail readily to understand and remember, the various literary
phrases in daily use, whether from living or dead tongues. An index
renders reference very easy. Every one may derive advantage and
occasionai assistance from this ingenious and well-executed little works
and its price makes its accesaible.””—Leeds Times.
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BOOKS FOR EVERYBODY.

THE RIGHT WORD IN THE RIGHT PLAOQE.

A Companion to the Writing Desk, Pulpit, and Platform, forming
a new and improved Dictionary of Synonyms, in which are incor-
porated the sclections of Crabbe, Archbishop Whately, and others,
comprising & greater number of words of similar meaning from
which to make choice, than any other collection. Twenty-eighth
Thonsand. Price 8d., free by post, 7d.

No lady correspondent, no public speaker, no teacher of youth, nor
man of business, should delay procuring this indispensable help to
felicitous writing and speaking.

¢ ¢The Right Word in the Right Place’ is indeed a ¢ pocket book,”
or rather it might well be made an item in a (Gentleman’s) pocket
book.”’—Educational Times,

ELOOUTION:

Its Principles reduced to Practice. By the Author of *Live and
Learn.” 6d., by post, 7d.

¢ We are pleased with the author’s book. By its price he has made
it accessible to all, and its teaching is so simple, and its rules so few and
plain, that he has made it comprehensible to all.”’—The Literarium.

MISTAKES OF DAILY OOCOURRENCE IN SPEAK-

ING, WRITING, AND PRONUNCIATION, Corrected. Thirty-
fifth Thousand. @d., by post, 7d.

Old and young, educated and uneducated, may consult this small
work with advantage. Selling by Thousands.

HOW TO VISIT FRANCE AND BELGIUM IN A

FORTNIGHT FOR TEN GUINEAS. By RoBearsoN NOEL,
Esq., LL.D. Price 8d., by post, 7d.

SOOTTIOCISMS OORRECQTED.

Third Thousand. Price 8d., by post, 7d.

¢¢ It will prove highly valuable, and bas our hearty recommendation.’
= Caledonian Mercury.
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WORKS ON THE FRENCH LANGUAGE.

THE BEST FRENCH MANUAL.
A SATE AND SUBE METHOD OF LEARNING

FRENCH. By C. DaGoBERT. 7s. Bd. cloth, post free.

“Thoroughly practical, by which any one, without the aid of a
master, may obtain a complete knowledge of French, and be able to
speak, write, and read the language with ease aud flaency.”

““We have no hesitation in saying this is the most valuable work
on the subject, and one destined to popularize the study of French
from the simple method adopted to instruct those who desire to culti-
vate an acquaintance with that language.”’—Family Friend.

‘ We fael pleasure in conmending the book to the English Student,
from a thorough conviction of its merits, and because of the great facili-

ties which it offers for acquiring a knowledge of the French language.’’
—Literarium.

THE RIGHT WAY OF LEARNING FRENCH COR-

RECTLY. Pointing out the Difficulties which puzzle the Begin-
ner and the Scholar in Learning to Speak, Pronounce, Translate,

and Write French. By C. DacoBerT. Ninth Thousand, 1s., free
by post.

¢ ¢*The Right Way,’ etc., is avery excellent littlemanual. We advise
every teacher of French to procure a copy of it.”’—The Governess.

WHICH IS WHICH? THIS OR THAT?

A Compendious Dictionary of French and Bnglish Words which
appear identical, though they essentially differ. By C. DaGoBZRT.
Second Thousand. @d., by post 7d. ‘

¢ Every English student ought to consult it.””—ZLiterarium.

THE ENGLISHMAN'S PARIS GUIDE AND

FRENCH INTERPRETER, with Map of Paris. Price 6d.
FRENCH AND GERMAN COPY BOOKS,

Tor use in Schools and Private Families. Price 8d. each.

FRENCH COPY BOOKS FOR TEACHING THE

FRENCH LANGUAGE and Writing Simultaneously. By C. Da-

GOBERT, Author of ‘‘ Practical French Courses,’ etc., etc. In Two
Parts, 6d. each.

GERMAN COPY BOOKS FOR TEACHING THE

GERMAN LANGUAGE and Writing Simultaneously. By C.
DagoBerT. In Three Parts, ¢d. each.
These Copy Books are constructed upon an entirely new plan, and

resent great facilities for acquiring a practical knowledge of the
anguages.
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THE SABBATH HOUR SERIES.

BY REV. OO WINSLOW,

1.

11.
III1.

IV.
V.
VI.
VII.
VIII.
IX.
X.
X1.

XII.
XIII

XIV.

XV

XVI.

XVII.
XVIII.
XIX.

- XX.
XXI.
XXII.
XXIII.

XXIV.
XXV.

D.D.

Price 2d. each, six copies post free for ls.

‘““Jesus Wept;” or, Christ’s Love at the Grave of
Lazarus.

““ Benot Afraid;” or, The Voice of Jesus in the Storm.

The Holy Child Jesus; or, The Truths Learned at
Bethleliem.

Daily Cleansing ; or, Christ Washing the Disciples’
Feet.

The Service of Love; or, The Disciple Washing
Christ’s Feet.

Patience in Suffering; or, “ IIe was led as a lamb
to the slaughter.”

““He is Risen;” or, a Living Christ the Joy of the
Christian.

““TI am Jesus;” or, Christ’s Conversion of Paul a
Christian evidence.

“Bring him unto me;’
in Christ.

“The Shadow of Christ:”’ Its Fruit and Repose.

Emmanuel : God with us.

His name shall be called Wonderful.

Counsellor.

The Mighty God.

The Prince of Peace.

Alpha and Omega.

The Everlasting Father.

A Man of Sorrows.

The Resurrection and the Life.

The Lord our Righteousness.

The God of Love. XXVI. The God of Grace.

The God of Hope. XXVII. The God of Peace.

or, Help and Salvation only

The God of | XXVIII. The God of Truth.
Patience. XXIX. The God of Light.
The God of Comfort. XXX. This God is our

The God of Bethel. God.

JOHN F. SHAW & CO.,

48, PATERNOSTER R ° E.C., LONDON.
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