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LONELY LILY. 

CHAPTER I. 

"WHAT IS HEAVEN LIKEr" 

OME little way fro1n 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, " 0 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 
wo�an's side. "Tell me about it, dear 
• granny, do."
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An<l how could she ref use 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 through 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 kno\V 

the way, and how could she reach it ? 

The old woman had one evening returned 
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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 growing 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-I knew more 

about it, and if I knew I was going there for 

certain." 

The grandmother's eyes sought the child's 

face ,vith 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 

,vas 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 tc1vour­

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, t�y 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 

do,vn 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 \Vas 

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 ,vith 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 '11 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 

\frs. Clare. I 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, "y.ou 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 entree of her room, 
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and somethnes 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 o( 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 what 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.' I 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 k'nowing 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 - I 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 
·t "1 . 

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 ,veary

-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 II. 

FRIENDS FOUND-"DO YOU KNOW THE WAY1" 

NE morning, a week later, about an 

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 att�ntion. 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 the 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 t,vins stood on each side of the table ; 

each shining face c�ntemplating the cake, 

and each pair of little hands clinging to the 

. white cloth. Rose began toasting bread ; 

while Willie, a:s 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 



"DO YOU KNOW THE WAY1" 25 

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 
,vas 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 
,vash 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
nected with usefulness in her children's mind. 
So even the baby was allo,ved 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 

feats contributed not a little to Lily's amuse­

ment. 

After a while the fat her 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 

fi.1.ther, 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 �aiden," 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 ,vas a I�d," 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. \"v ell, father was car­

rier in the village were Sir Edward Reid 

\Vas lord of the manor, and lived up at the 

great house on the hill. Father hadn't too 

much money ; but he ,vas a true man, and a 

kind one. He did his best for us, and had us 

taught to read and \vritc at the village school; 

and, better still, he used to teach us himself 
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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 ,vonderful 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 

l\1iss 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 ,ve 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 

going 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 vve gave the ladies as they went away, 

with little Miss Ina kissing her small hand 

out of the carriage. 
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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 

' 



32 FRIENDS FOUND. 

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 

,vas coming home to dinner to-day, and he 

would see the mischief I had done ; and then 

indeed what would he say? My heart sank 

very low indeed, and I ran upstairs to my 

little room so as to be out of the way when 

fat her 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 ,vindow; ',vhy, mother, has 

Rover been here ? ' 

"Mother was sitting at the kitchen window,, 

and I did not hear what she said. She was 
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speaking in a lo,v voice ; and then there was 
a silence, and I hoped fat her 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 

,vas-
"' Then he shall not go to the Park ; my 

son must obey his mother.' 
"That \Vas 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 
,vhat 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 could 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 ,vith 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 unea�y. . At last I was ready, and I stood 
listening at the door for Minnie to go out. 
Presently I heard her step, and I knew she 
was going. Soon I saw her go ·down tlie 
garden where father and mother ,vere. 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 ansvver, ' 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 

\vhen 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 

1ny 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 

"'all, I could just see something of what was 

going on through the trees. I saw little 

glimpses of the ,vhite, loaded tables, ,vith 

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 \\1all.

"And so I passed the afternoon very miser­

ably. I wandered about all the lanes near 

the Park, and it ,vas 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 

right angry with him still ; and I did not 

want to speak to anyone, so I ,vas going up 

st�_irs, when I heard mother calling me. She 

was sitting at the kitchen window resting ;
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for she ,vas very ,veak, and was easily tired. 
I stopped at the door, but I did not go in 
until she said, 'Come here, Johnnie,' and 
,vhen I went over to her she put her arm 
round me, and I saw there were tears in her 
eyes. '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 
2-s for you.' 

" I think my anger and pride was gone 

no,v, 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 that I'd vex for, my 
boy,' said mother, ''tis for your trouble, and 
the sin that brought it. Johnnie lad, do you 

I�now 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 I-Iis 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 '\lvas 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 ,vords about God shutting me out from 

the joy and the gladness above. 

"And then afterwards, when God showed 

me the way, and I ca1ne to the world's 

Saviour, and took Him for mine-with the 

joy of salvation and the joy He gives-there 

was a sweet thought that 1ny 1nother's prayers 

,vere ans,vered, and God had saved her boy.'' 

It was g·ctting late. The little group had 

been so intently listening that they had not 

seen that the fire ,ras burning- Io,,·; so \Villie 
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availed himself of his birthday privilege of 

taking care of the fire, ,vhile the n1other and 

Rose carried the twins to bed. 

When they were gone, Willie sat near the 

fender, looking at the lights and shadovvs in 

the fire, out of which children love to build 

castles, and rocks, and plains, and far-avvay 

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 Rosie'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 b1e�s 

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 hovv she had mi'ssed her, and how glad 

she was to see her back. 

And then afterwards, when the candle w:1..s 

put out, and she lay in bed watching th� 

silver line that the moon laid on the floor, her 

thoughts went up beyond the sky and the 

golden stars, up to the home \\' here 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 ,vould guide her 

there, nor hear the voice that ,vas saying-, 

" Come unto Me." 



CHAPTER III. 

Tl/E SHEPHERD'S CALL-" COJ11E UNTO /lfE." 

"!!���-= WONDER," said John Clare to his 

wife one evening after the children 

,vere 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 knov1, John," she said ; "old 1\1rs. Par­

fitt 's mighty close in her ,vays, and she can't 

bear the child to n1ix ,vith other folks. It's 

a great con1plin1cnt to you and 1ne that she 

lets our l�osc near her.'' 

'' We might tt)·," said the husband. "I 
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know you speak to her sometin1es, Kitty ; 

but I'd like her to hear the young lady. And 

then it's not like a Sunday-school, which 

sorne foolish folks think ain't good enough 

for thcn1, '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 grandrnother 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 ,vas to 

be feared, he loved them too well, and the 

good things that money can bring. 

When she ,vas in town, during some of the 

,vinter months, Miss Spencer coltected to-
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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, \Vhich 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 "ras 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 da�rs were often full of pain, and her 

nights ,vere long and dreary at times ; but 
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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, ,vhen 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 clin1b, 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: 

Wearied and ,vorthless, glad ,vere I 
To wclco1ne hon1e at length. 

"And yet I '111 happier far, in truth, 
Than e'er 1 was in buoyant youth ; 

For, J csus, Thou art 1norc to inc 
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 

\¥Oman, 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 

l1is 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 flo,vers. 

Half way down the street leading to this 

end of the square, two little girls are coming 

slo,vly on, and by the fair clustering curls of 

one, and the bright bro,vn eyes of the other, 
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my little readers would soon recognise Lily 

and Rose. 

For old l\1rs. Parfitt has given her consent 

for Lily to accompany Rose to Miss Spencer's 

class. It needed a good deal 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, vvhen 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 no,v, even when the little 

girl has come so far, we can see by her falter­

ing step, that she almost ,vishes herself back 

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 shoes ,vell. 'How is Miss 

Spencer?' Well, pretty ,vell to-day, but a 

little thing upsets her ; so mind, Rosie Clare, 

I look to you to set a good exan1ple 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 creaking produced by the 

three uncarpeted flights at hon1e. 

At length they came to the end of a long 

corridor, ,vhere l\liss Spencer's maid stood to 

bring them into her young lady's room. Lily 

thought she could never have i1nag-incd such 

a lovely place. 1�hcrc ,vcrc three long ,vin-
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<lows, with green sweeping curtains, and ,vhat 

looked like a magnificent golden top ; and at 

the further end of the room there was a glass 

door through ,vhich 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 

,vith 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 

herself. 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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,vhcn she spoke, her voice was lo\tv 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 \Ve have seen each other." 

Lily took her place near the sofa, and from 

t!1at time Miss Spencer had a large share of 

her 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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each read a verse in turn, and then the lady 

asked if anyone had a question. Lily had 

noticed the ,vords, " I will that they also, 

,vhon1 thou hast given me, be with me where 

I an1 ; " 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 \Vas timid, poor child; and when the lady 

sa\v her eager eyes, and asked her, Did she 

vvish 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 

cro\ivns 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 v1ill make our 

hearts glad ; and, safe with Him, we shall go 

no more out. Oh, no ! God will keep us for 

ever 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 kno\v 
each other," she said, turning to Lily, who 
could h'ardly 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 more 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 ,vould 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 

m , ?"e 
"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 

pron1ise ? " 

" 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 o,vn 

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, thougl1 

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 ,vas 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? 

For, 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 

,vere sinners that the Lord Jesus must die." 
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"And did He really 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; "I 

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 l\1iss Spencer's, and I thought you'd be 

almost mazed; I was the first time. And 

yet you don't seem put out either." 

Lily smiled,-a glad, sweet smile. 

"I was thinking of something," she said. 

"Don't ask me to tell you what it was, Rose 

dear : I '11 tell you some other day ; may be 

noon." 



CHAPTER IV. 

SUNSHINE AND SHADOW-THE ELEVENTH HOUR. 

HE winter passed on, and Rose and 

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 

l1ad 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 gloon1y. 

One n1orning Lily ,voke 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, 'Yet 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 ,vish 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. 0 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 �he 

could lisp her name, and since they lived in 

the large town, which was little Lily's earthly 
l1ome,-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, 

,vatching 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 

centre of all her love. 

The day continued as wet as fhe morning 
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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 ,vas 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 Jips. 

She was rather querulous too; and Lily could 

not help thinking that granny was cross. 

She remembered all about that evening 

afterwards ; and that when the old ,voman 
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rose to put away the tea things, a ,veakness 
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 
,vould have been once, for despite her fear, 
she had a refuge st�ll. 

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 �mall hand had almost 
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reached half an hour to the time when her 

grandmother must go out to her daily busi­

n�ss, she went softly near to the bed. How 

quickly her breathing came, and what a deep 

flush was on her dear, thin cheeks ! But Lily 

thought her face had never looked more sweet 

and loving. 

She stood looking at her for a long time ; 

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 gir1. There was 

an unhappy, perplexed look in her face ; and 

she stretched out her hand towards her, but 

said nothing. 

"Ar�n't you welJ, granny ? " asked Lily. 

"No, my lamb; my head's hot,. and I can't 

well move ; so I must lie here; may be I '11 

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 v,ant 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 olc.1 

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 tv,ins 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 

a pron, 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 \veather." 

She had gathered from Lily's confused 

account that the old v,oman's mind was wan­

dering, and had mistaken her for some one 

else, and she thought it might do Lily herself 
E 
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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 arn1s 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 d-ie-and 

that is not the ,vorst. .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, \Vith 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 

,vere saying. But he was a shy, silent boy, 

and seldom showed his feelings by much 

speaking. But 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 
kno,v 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 �o ?" asked 

Willie. God says He will answer. Shall we 
pray now? And, Lily, you must not cry 1.f 
I ask God about-about, you know, the thing 
you want Him to do for her. He kno,vs 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 
eternal 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. C�are 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 ans,vered, her lip quivering 

again. 

"But," continued John Clare, "her life is 

in God's hands, and the doctor says she nzay

get well. Willie has been for the doctor, you 

know." 

" Thank you Willie " 
, , 

gratefully to him. " But 

mayn't I go up to her ? 

am sure she will." 

. 

she said, looking 

please, Mr. Clare, 

She'll want me, I 

"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 \vith 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 

shado,v 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, "GRAN1VY'S GOD'S 

CHILD NOW." 

LD Mrs. Parfitt ,vas indeed very ill, 

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 th� work that the pr�vious neglect 

had Qegun. 

" 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 '11 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 
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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 glo\v 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 

lan1bie." 
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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 '11 

be kind to you when the old ,voman 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 bes�, 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 tu·rned over the leaves to the third 
chapter of Romans. Then she bowed her 
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face in her hands and prayed, " 0 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 

,vithin. 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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,voman ; " 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 ,voman 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 eyes 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 

fore head, and began ,vhispering 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 '11 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 tl1e 

gospel of John. "As Moses lifted up tl1e 

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 before 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 tlten a form seemed to rise before 
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 

F 



84 1:,0/NTING THE WAY: OR, 

\vorld." She had forgotten them since, and 

ti1ne's cares and pleasures had showered 

do\vn and covered the words that he had 

spoken. But no\v, that time of childhood 

seemed so near, and the days of her life ,ver� 

like a moment bet,veen, 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 \Vas 

no sound to break Lily's slumbers ; for the 

child had fallen asleep v,ith her head leaning 

on the bed. The fire had burned low, and 

there was no light now in the lo,v attic room. 

"Lily," said the old woman at length, and 

her voice, weak and quivering as it was, 

a\voke the child with a start, and she shivered 

at the cold, dark room; "Lily, child, I want 

to hear those \vords 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 

I-le 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 

,vorld. 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 '11 

remember them, and be sure of them." 

And in the dark, silent night, when sleep 

had fal�en 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 \\7as broken, as she 

. spoke. 
"Lily, child," she said, " I saw it while you 

slept, and I '11 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. I 
know I 'm a wicked old sinner ; but there 
,vas 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 for give now, for God has forgiven me. 

Last night when I was ,vaking, child, I sa,v 

those I shall never see again down here. I 

saw ,the man that took away everything I 

have, besides turning my life all dark, my 

Lucy's husband. l 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 ,voman, 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 '11 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. Ho,v 

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. 

I 

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 ,vell ; but 

she knew too that the grave was not her 

home, but that heaven's glad rest was her 
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grandn1other'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 

earnestly 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 n10-

tionless, and there \Vas 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, ,vhile the town bustle f ron1 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 do,vn to the dying grand­

mother, and whispered softly, ''We love I-Iim, 

because He first loved us." 

The closed eyes opened slowly again, and 

she ans,vered, 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 sh� 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 ,vith intense earnestness to Mrs. 

Clare's neck, and Jay there some minutes 

,vithout speaking. 

Then the father went to his work, and the 

children must go to their school. \Villie's 

earnest face was more earnest that day, and 
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Rose was sad and silent in the midst of her 

gay school-fello,vs. 

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 ,vas 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 glo,v 

and the golden stars above ; and then, re­

mcm bering 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 \Vas hers, and she 

looked f or,vard to the time when '' the dead 

in Christ shall rise first. Then we ,vhich 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 ,vith the 

Lord.'' 

LO�DON' � 
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BY 

JOHN F. SHA. W & co., 
48, PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON, E.O. 

NEW WORK BY THE AUTHOR OF "MISTRESS MARGERY." 

ASHOLIFFE HALL : 
A Tale of the Last Century. By EJULY 8. HoLT, Au'thor of 
"Mistress Margery." Crown Bvo, with Frontispiece, .cloth 
extra, 5,. 

SISTER ROSE ; 
01", The Eve of St. Bartholomew. Dy E. B. HoLT. Crown Bvo, 
with Frontispiece, cloth extra, 61. 

"The daughters in our Christian families would all be very much 
better for reading this story ; it is scarcely possible for a young person 
to read it without having a very deep impression of the beauty of the 
rule upon which a Christian life ought to be modelled."-Engli,h 
Independent. 

"Young folks will read it with a relish, and so will oldPr onee too. 
The story is well conceived, and well written:•-Literary WOt"ld. 

MISTRESS MARGERY: 
A Tale of the Lollards. By E. 8. HOLT. Second Edition. Small Bvo, 
cloth extra, 3,. 6d., with Frontispiece. 

"This most presentable volume hat.Sour warmest commendation.''­
RecOt"d. 

"One of the sweetest, most tender, and most holy books of the 
Peason. It is a page in history which our young men and maidens "·ill 
do well to saturate with holy tears.'' -StDord and Trowel. 

FOR OONSOIENOE' SAKE. 
Br, the Author of '' Alice Lee•s Discipline," etc., eto. Small Svo, 
with Frontispiece, S,. 6d. cloth. 

LONELY LILY. 
By M. L. 0. Square l6mo, price 1,. cloth. 

CoNTElfTS :-
Lonely Lily-" What is Heaven Like ?" 
Friends Found-" Do you know the Way?'' 
The Shepherd's Call-" Come unto Me." 
Bunehine and Shadow-" The EleTentb Hour.'' 
Pointing the Way; or, Granny's God's Child now. 
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WORKS BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

Imperia.l 32mo, 1,. sewed; 1,. 6d. cloth extra. 

THE 

LORD MY PORTION; 
OR, 

DAILY NEED DIVINELY SUPPLIED. 

B Y  OOTA VIU S WIN SLOW, D.D. 

Imperial 32mo, 1,. sewed; 1,. 6d. cloth extra ; 3,. 64. morocco extra. 

CONSIDER JESUS; 
OR, THOUGHTS FOR DUTY, SERVICE, A.ND SUFFERING. 

BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

Large Type Edition, price ls. 6d. cloth extra. 

CHRIST EVER WITH 

YOU. 
'\iVITH ILLUSTRATIONS DRAWN FROM .CHRISrIAN 

EXPERIENCE. 

l3Y OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

2 



WORKS BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOVi/, D.D. 

Price 2,. 6d. imperial 32mo, cloth extra. 

'' OUR GOD FOR EVER AND EVER." 
BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

The God of Love. 
The God of Hope. 

,The God of Patience.
The God or Comfort. 
The God of Bethel. 

COllTBXTS. 

The God of Grace. 
'l'he God of Peace. 
The God of Holiness. 
The God of Light. 
This God is our God. 

Price 2,. 6d. imperial 32mo, cloth extra. 

EMMANUEL: GOD WITH US ; 
OB, THE TITLES OF CHRIST: THEIR TEA.CHING 

AND CONSOLATION. 

BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

". • • The present book contains ten chapters, all devoted to the 
consideration of our Lord's character and offices. These titles, as 
Dr. Winslow says in his preface,' have not been unaptly denominated 
by a divine of the sixteenth century, a cabinet of jewels! We need 
not tell the author's laTge circle of readers after what fashion he sets 
forth these jewels. Bis excellences are too well known to require 
our commendation.''-Becora. 

Price 2s. 6d. cloth extra. 

THE TREE OF LIFE: 
ITS SHADE, FRUIT, AND REPOSE. 

BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D, 

ire The design of tlm little work is to illustrate some of the leading 
incidents in the life of our Lord. 'l'be author has aimed to unfold the 
plan of salvation in each of the Ten 8eotions in which the work is divided, 
and in this he has succeeded admirably; and not only so, but, at tbe 
same time, be bas supplied such doctrinal instruction aa will aid the 
believer in hie growth in grace, and in such. knowledge of divine things 
aa will enable him to confront the enemies ot' the Oroas or Obrist. We 
cordially commend this little work to our readers, who will bd in it 
much precious fruit:• 
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WORKS BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, 0.0. 

New and Cheaper Edition. 

LIFE m JESUS: 
A Memoir of lfre. Mary Winslow, by her Bon, OCTAVIUS Wur­
sLow, D.D. Twenty-fifth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5,. cloth. 

An edition in large type, post Svo, 7s. 6d. 

"We sincerely thank Dr. Winslow for this invaluable contribution. 
We wish all our readers to become acquainted with Mrs. Winslow.'"­
EfJangelical Magazine. 

THE FULNESS OP CHRIST: 
As Unfolded in the Typical History of the Patriarch Joseph. Third 
Thousand. Fcap. Svo, 5s. cloth. 

"The work is full of instructive teaching. We heartily hope that 
God may bless its perusal to very many. ''-Church of England Magazine. 

HEAVEN OPENED ; 
Or, Selections from the Correttpondeuce of Mrs. 'MA.KY WINSLOW. 
Selected by her Son, Rev. 0. WINSLOW, D.D. Fcap. 8vo, 5,. cloth. 

PERSONAL DEOLENSION AND REVIVAL OF 
RELIGION IN THE SOUL. Fifth Edition. Fcap. Svo, 51. cloth. 

" We freely recommend it, assured that few will read it in a right 
spirit who will not be led to a greater jealousy over themselves, and to 
a solemn concern about the enjoyment of increased spiritual light, life, 
and holiness.''-Tke Covenanter. 

TH.E WORK OF THE HOLY SPIRIT VIEWED 
EXPERIMENTALLY AND PRACTICALLY. Eighth Edition, 
enlarged. Fcap. Svo, 5s. cloth. 

"Dr. Winslow aims at being a practical author. Indeed, one cannot 
read this book without feeling that God bas been addressing him, and 
dealing closely with his soul."-Pt·esbyt�n Reoiew. 

THE LORD'S PRAYER : 
Its Spirit and its Teaching. Small 8vo, 61. rloth. 

THE ATONEMEN r1• VIEWED EXPERIMENTALLY 
AND PRACTICAL!.. Y. Eighth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3R. 6d. cloth. 

u Ita sound scriptural "iews, its pathetic appeals, its ineinnatioi
etyle, nod its deep-toned piety, commend it to the, candid attention of 
every 1nrllke11ell :nind.''-Eclectic lleviettJ. 
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WORKS BY. OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

H I DDEN LIFE : 
Memorials of J. Whitmore Winslow. Eighth Thousand. Foap. 
8vo, 3,. 6d. cloth. 

:MIDNIGHT HARMONIES; 
Or, Thoughts for the Season of Solitude Bnd Sorrow. Twenty. 
fourth Thousand. Impl. 32mo, 2,. 6d. cloth. 

MORNING THOUGHTS; 
Or, Daily Walking with God. A ;Fortion fC\r Every Day in the 
Year. January to June. Imperial 32mo, 2,. 6d. July to De­
cember. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

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

DIVINE REALITIES; 
Or, Spiritual Reflections for the Saint and Sinner. Impl. 32mo, 
2,. 6d. cloth, post-free. 

NO OONDEMNATION IN OHRIST JESUS. 
Aa Unfolded in the Eighth Chapter of Romans. t;ixth Thou­
sand. Post Svo, 7,. cloth. 

"We recommend this work as worthy of a place in every closet."­
Chri,tian Time,. 

OHRIST EVER WITH YOU. 
Large Type Edition, with Illustrations drawn from Christian Expe­
rience, in the Prayer Meeting, the Field, and the Hospital. 
18mo, 1,. 6d. cloth. 

THE GLORY OF THE REDEEMER 
In His Person and Work. Sixth Edition. 8vo, 71. cloth. 

u The work is richly evangelical, highly spiritual, and scripturally
practical.''-Christian WitneH. 

THE MAN OF GOD; 
Or, Spiritual Religion Explained and Enforced. Third Thousand. 
Imperial 32mo, 2,. 6d. cloth. 

•• There is not a page, we bad almost aaid not a sin2le 11entence,
"'hiclJ bas not a more or less direct bearing on the faith and practice 
of the believer. It is a truly valuable Tre�tise on some of the more 
important and intertsting phases of the Christian Jite while in this 
lower sphere, and ia written in a manner which is no leas pleasing than 
powerful.'• -Morning A.dr,ertiaer. 
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WORKS BY OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

GRAOE AND TRUTH. 
Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 41. 6d. cloth. 

cc 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." -Evangeli(}aL Magazine. 

THE INNER LIFE : 
lta Nature, Relapse, and Recovery . Fifth Edition, enlarged. 
Fcap. Svo, 4,. 6cl. cloth. 

:BORN AGAIN; 
Or, from Grace to Glory. Second Edition. Impl. 32mo, 2,. 6d. cloth. 

"The old wine of Dr. Winslow's doctrine ia much better than that 
which is often given to us as newer wine of the kingdom. The work ia 
solemn and heart-searching.''-Chri,tian WitneBB • 

. HUMAN SYMPATHY, 
A :Medium of Divine Comfort, an Incident in the Life of David. 
Eighth Thousand. Royal 32mo, Bd. sewed; 1,. cloth, gilt edgea. 

SELEOT PIEOES. 
Series One to Four. Cloth gilt,-1,. each. 

These choice volumee, containing some of the gems of Dr. Winslow's 
writings, are admirably adapted for pocket companions for the Chriatian 
reader. 

HONOURING GOD, AND ITS REWARD. 
6d. sewed, Bd. cloth. 

THE OOMING OF THE LORD, 
The Hope and Consolation of the Bereaved. Fcap. Bvo, sewed, 4d. 

IS THE SPIRIT OF THE LORD STRAITENED '/ 
A Flea for a National Baptism of the Holy Ghost. 1,. sewed. 

DR. wmsLOW'S PAOKETS OF TRAOTS. 

PRACTICAL A.ND ExPERIMENTAL TRACTS. ls. per Packet.

ANNUAL ADDRESSES. la. per Packet .

.ADVRESSES AND NARRATIVES. 1,. per Packet.
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SMALLER PUBLICATIONS OF 

THE REV. OCTAVIUS WINSLOW, D.D. 

Price Fourpence each, 32mo, gilt edgee. 

DIVINE PREDESTINATION AND ON DEOLENSION m LoVE. 
EFFECTUAL CALLING. O-Y GRIEVING THE HOLY

ALONE WITH JESUS. SPIRIT. 
THE CHASTENING OF LOVE. ON DECLENSION IN FAITH. 
THE SICK ONE WHOM JESUS THE FRUITLESS A,_1\fl) FRUIT•

LOVES. YUL PROFESSOR. 
THE HoLY SPIRIT THE THE 8EALrxo OP TirB HoLY 

A.uTHOR OF PRAYER. SPmIT. 
THE SYMPATHY oF THE THE WITNEss OP TXE HoLT

ATONEMENT. SPIRIT. 
ON DECLENSION IN PRAYER.. DIVINE RESTOB.INOS. 

Price Twopence each. 

THE V 01CE OP MY BELOVED. MY TDIE's IN Gon's HANDS. 
LEAVE IT ALL WITH JESUS. ONLY TRUST ME. 
INSTANT GLORY. ALL FOR THE EEST. 
SUNLIGHT IN THE HEART. THE DANGER OF REJECTING
WALKING WITH JESUS. THE ATONEMENT. 
CHRIST 1s EVER WITH You. IT IS WELL. 
MY FATHER'S WAY RIGHT. Go AND TELL JBSus. 
LIVING To THE LoB.D. THE Wmow AND mm. PaoDI•
NoNE Lorn CHRIST. GAL SoN. 
TausT IN P .a.ovrriBNCB. As Gon WILLS. 
THE Lonn's DAY. HE DIED POR ME. 
JEsus KNows. 

Price Three Halfpence each. 

SOWING AND REAPING. 
I 

Gonro Hou.
THE Bosox OF THE FATHER. 

THE UNTRODDEN PAm. Price One Penny. 

Any of these choice little Boob, to the amount of One Shillinr,
aent poet free on receipt of 12 1tamp1. 
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WORKS BY THE REV. E. H. BICKERSTETH, M.A. 

THE BLESSED DEAD: 
What doee Scri�ture Reveal of their State before the Re81lrrection P 
By Rev. E. H. BtoKJEBBTBTB, Incumbent of Christ Ohurcb, Hamp­
stead. Third Thousand, price 9d. limp cloth. 

THE RISEN SAINTS : 
What does Scripture Reveal of their State and Employment P 
Price 1,. 6d. limp cloth. 

HADES AND HEAVEN; 
Or, What does Scripture Reveal of the Estate and Employment of 
the Blessed Dead and the Risen Sainte P Small 8vo, 2,. cloth. 

WINGED WORDS. 
By the Rev. E. B. BICEBBBTBTll, Christ Church, Hampstead. 
Price i.. 

EOHOES OF APOSTOLIO TEAOHING: 
Selectiona from the Family Expositions of the late Rev. E. BICE•
1nl8TBTB. Edited by a Daughter. Small 8vo, 5s. cloth. 

"They embody many rich devotional thou�hts, which we are sure 
will be moat acceptable to those who desire the sincere milk of the word, 
that they may grow thereby."-C'hurch qf England Mag<Jft'M.

BY THE REV. C. D. MARSTON, M.A. 

EXPOSITIONS ON THE EPISTLES OF THE 
NBW TESTAMENT. ByRev.CB.lBLBS DALL.lBMABsroir,M.A.., 
Rector of St. Panl's, Keraal, Manchester. Price 31. 6d. cloth. 

" It is reallv refreahin� to alight upon a book like this . . . We 
moat heartily ur�e its circulation as a moat valuable help to the study 
of the Epiatles of the New Testament."-Bunday Teaclaw1' Tre"""'7. 

' 

BY THE REV. W. PENNEFATHER, M.A. 

THE OHUROH OF THE FIRST-BORN. 
A Few Tho�hta on Christian Unity. ::By Rev. WILLI�K Pam­
P.lTBB■, St. Jude's, Mildmay .Park. 16mo, cloth, 2,. 6d.

A VESSEL MEET .FOR THE MASTER'S USE. Price 2d. 
"REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAY." S2mo, price 24. 
ISRAEL HATH SINNED. Price 2d. 
CALL THEM IN. A Plea for Miaaion Halla. By C. P. Price 14. 
THE NORTH LONDON TBAINIBG BOMB. What ia it P Price 

2d. 
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WORKS BY REV. DR. CUMMING. 

DR. CU.MM.ING'S LIFE OF CHBIST. 

THE LITE AND LESSONS OF OUR LORD, 
Unfolded and IDustrated. By tho Rev. Jo11N Cuincmo, 
D.D., F.R.S.E. Illustrated with an Illuminated Title, Twelve
Coloured Plates, and Fifty-two First-class Engravings from oriJrinal
Designs by distinguished Artists. Cloth, bevelled boards, 7 a. 6d.;
cloth, gilt edges, t'ull gilt side, 91.; morocco, 10,. 6d.

cc One of the most appropriate and acceptable gift-books which could 
be oft'ered or received."-Time,. 

lJlfll'OBX WITll TRB Lll'B AND LESSONS OP OUB LOBD. 

THE LIVES AND LESSONS OF THE PATRIAROHS. 
By the Rev. JoH:tr QuxMING, D.D., F .R.8.E. Illustrated with au 
Illuminated Title, Twelve Coloured Plates, and Fift.y-two First-class 
Engravings from original Designs by distin2uished Artists. Cloth, 
bevelled boards, 7 a. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, full gilt side, 91. ; 
morocco, 10,. 6d.

"It is exceedingly well got up, is beautifully and most profusely 
illustrated, and will form a most appropriate and useful preeent."­
Bnghton Ea:aminer. 

DR. CUMMING'S REPLY TO BISHOP COLENSO. 

MOSES RIGHT AND BISHOP OOLENSO WRONG: 
Being Popular Lectures on the Pentateuch, in Reply to "Bishop 
Colenso on the Pentateuch." Complete in 1 vol., a,. 6d. cloth. 

"Of all the previous answers we do not know one that is more fitted 
for public usefulne�tJ. We dismiss the work with a most cordial recom­
mendation to our re!t.ders/'-Ohriatian Witne11.

LOOK AND LIVE ; 
Or, Present Salvation for all who will Accept it. By Rev. JoHK' 
OuKHilfG, D.D. Fcap. 8vo, 3,. 6d. gilt cloth antique. 

"In eleven short chapters, written with st.riking 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 ... -Chri,tian Ob,erver.

TEAOH US TO PRAY: 
Bein� Experimental, Practical, and Doctrinal Observations on the 
Lord's Prayer. By Rev. JoHN CUMMING, D.D. Third Thousand. 
Fcap. Svo, 31. 6d. gilt cloth antique. 

"Thia is a delightful volume. It abounds with lreautiful ideas, no 
lees beautifully expressed, while the whole is characterized by an emi­
nently practical tendency ."-Morning AdtJerU,er.
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THE QUAKER'S OOAT. 
By the Author of " Something Done;,, '' God's Tenth," etc. 
Price 2d. 

By the same Author. 

SOME'l'HING DONE. 
By the Author of" God's Tenth." Price 2d. 

GOD'S TENTH. 
20th thousand. Price 14. 

RIOH TOW ARD GOD ; 
Or, My Trust Money, How shall I dispose of it T Price 24. 

WILL WYLD AND DAN DO-NOTHING. 
By the Author of" Old Peter Pioas.'' Price 6d. cloth. 

THE LITTLE WATERORESS GmL. 
By the Author of" Have You _p,. Price 6d.

BY THE REV. E. PAYSON HAMMOND, M.A. 

JESUS AND THE LITTLE ONES. 
Showing how Little Children have learned to trust and love the 
Saviour, and how you may do the same. By the Rev. E. PA.Y80?r 
H.&.KKOND, Author of "The Better Life," "Sketches of Paleetine,0 

"Jesus' Lambs," etc., etc. With Portrait ·and Illustrations, 2,. 
cloth extra; limp cloth, 1,. 6d.; or in packet, price 1,. 

THE GOLDEN OHAIN AND ITS FIVE LINKS : 
An Address to Children. By the Rev. E. PAYSON fuKXo1fD. 
Illustrated, Price Zd. 

SMALLER WORKS BY REV. DR. CUMMING. 

THE CHRISTIAN PILGRIM. Cloth, gilt edgett, la. 
TH.E BLESSED OF THE LORD. Royal 32mo, Sd. gilt edges. 
PEACE WITH GOD. Royal S2mo, 4d. gilt edges. 
THE OHRISTIAN NURSERY. Fcap. 8vo, 6c.t .
., I AM WITH 'l'HEE:" the Promised Reward. Boyal 32mo, 3d. 

gilt edges. 
Price 24. each, 32mo, aewed. 

SAVED OR UNSAVED. 
••ALL THE WA.Y."
8BT THINE HOUSE IN ORDER.
LIVING WATER FROM THE WELLS OF SALVATION.
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STORIES OF THE REFORMERS. 

THE LITE OF JOHN DE WYOLIFFE, 
With a sketch of the Ancient British Church, And the English 
Reformation. .By the Author of "The Story of Martin Luther:' 
etc. Sm&ll 8vo, price 5,. cloth. 

ColfTJUJTs. 
The Early British Church. 
The Anglo�Saxfln Cburob. 
Struggle for Liberty. 
History or the Church from 1923 to 1611. 

THE STORY OF MARTIN LUTHER. 
Edited by Miss WHATELY, DubJin. Fourth Edition. Crown Svo, 
51. cloth, with Frontispiece.

"We know of no similar work, and we heartily join with Miss 
Whately in believing that 'it is a time when the young and old need to 
be stirred up to a lively sense of the Dflture of Gospel teaching and aa 
open Bible.' "-Sunday School Teacher•' 'I'rea,ury. 

"The volume will deservedly become a gene-ral favourite, and should 
ftnd a place in eTery aohool or parochial library.''-TM Book,eUer. 

THE STORY OF ULRIOH ZWINGLE AND THE 
BISE OF THE SWISS REFORMATION. By the Author of the 
"Story of Martin Luther." Second Edition. Fcap. Bvo, with Fron­
tispiece, price 5s. 

"We can confidently recommend the book as adapted for all classes 
or readers, especially the young, and desire for it the widest possible 
circulation.'' -IrW,, Ecclena,tical Gazette. 

"The story of Zwingle is singularly attraotive in all its incidents, 
and the history is admirably sustained." -ChriBtia-n Ob,erver. 

THE LIFE OF OAL vm, 
The Man of Geneva. By the Author of "The Story of Martin 
Luther," etc. With Frontispiece. Fcap. Svo, cloth1 3,. 6d.

SUNLIGHT THROUGH THE MIST ; 
Or, Practical Lel'.lsons Drawn from the Lives of Good Men. A Story 
Book for Children. By the Author of "H ou�ehold Proverbe.11 New 
Edition. Post Svo, with Illustrations, 3,. 6d. cloth. 

"Thia little volume consists of a history of Martin Luther, told in a
aim:Jl,le and interesting manner, with practical lessons drawn from hie
li!e. '-Eoogelical Magazine. 
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MAY LANE: 
A Tale of the Sixteenth Century. Bmall Svo, with a Frontispiece, 
price 2.t. 6d., extra cloth. 

PASSAGES FROM THE DIARY AND LETTERS 
OF REV. HENRY CRA� of Bristol. Selected and Arranged 
by W. ELFB T .AYLllR. With Brief Notices of his Life and Writings, 
and an Introduction by Rev. George Muller, of the Ashley Down 
Orphan Houses. Crown Svo, with an excellent Photograph. Price 
5,. 

THE SEORET SPRINGS. 
"All mr, fresh springs are in Thee." By the Author of" Copsley 
Annals,' etc. Cloth antique, 2,. 6d.

"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. 

SPRmGs IN T� DESERT FOR OHRIST'S FLOOK. 
By E. J.P. Cloth antique, 21. 6d.

cc The book is well suited to the pocket and to the private library, 
and comprises many points in which believers are deeply intere1ted:'­
(Jh,ri1tic.m Witne11. 

OHRIST OUR LIFE ; 

Or, Scenes from our Lord's PaMion and Ministry. By the Rev. 
Joulf B.AILLI"B, Author of t�e "Life of liewitaon,'• "Adelaide 
Newton

.,
'' etc., eto. t:tmall Svo, cloth, 51. 

cc We consider this work to be the most important volume with which
tbe author has yet favoured ue. . . • . 'l,he p1ut on ' Christ and 
!us Sain�s' is a very_cboice po�on of the work,. exbibitin' t�e belie!er
1n a vanety of positions and attitudes, and showing the prmc1ples which
ouRht to re2Ulate his conduct and deportment. . . . • The work 
is calculatea to be of exceeding great good.''-Briti,1& Btantlard.
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COMFORT FOR THE AFFLICTED. 

SURE WORDS OF PROMISE. 
B1 the Author of " Doing and Suffering." 2,. 6d., impl. 82mo, 
cloth extra. 

"We have not for some time fallen in with anything more suitable 
for bringing sun�hine into the darkened chamber of the invalid."­
IJaily Bevie,o. 

THE LOST SUNBEAM : 
A Ray of Comfort to the Bereaved. By the Rev. P. B. POWER, 
Christ Church, Worthing, Author of " 'l'he ' I Wills' of the 
Pl'l&lms," etc. New Edition. t;quare 16mo, with steel Frontis­
piece, 3,. cloth. 

"The book is as apples of gold in pictures of silver ....... We are quite 
sure this litUe book will be a f11vourite with all to whom it comes."­
Compa&11. 

WAYMARKS OF THE PILGRIMAGE ; 
Or, Teaching by Trials. By G. B. C:aEBVER, D.D., Author of 
"Lecture,s on the Pil�rim's J:»rogress," etc. New .Edition. 18mo, 
1,. sewed, 1,. 6d. cloth. 

THE INVALIDS' OOMP ANION; 
Or, Words of 0omfort for the .Afflicted. 12mo, ls. 6d. cloth limp. 

"It is a fitting companion for the sick-room, and will prove very 
suggestive of those thoughts and emotions most desired for seasons of 
trial. It has our hearty commendation."-0hriltian Record. 

P
I

LGRIM LAYS. 
Songs for the 0hristian Pilgrim. 32mo. First Series. Cloth. 
price la. 6d. 

----- Second Series. Cloth, price 1,. 6d. 
" The compiler, through a lengthened and still-continued period of 

su.ffering, has found each piece very precious. Not one but is associated 
with some memorial of a message of mercy, and love. and peace."­
E::ctractfrom 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 ; 
Wl1.1H SOME ESSAYS .A.ND ADDRESSES. By the late Rev. 
CeA.llLXB ll.ARGB.OVB, collected and edited by his aon, JOS&PK

H.ABGROVE, M.A. 3 Vols., price 18•. cloth. 

EVANGELIC.AL ALLJANCE PRIZE ESSAY. 

THE SABBATH MADE FOR MAN; 
Or, the Origin, History, and Principles or the Lord's Day. By the 
Rev. M10A1An HILL. Demy 8vo, with Side Notes, 101. 6d. cloth . 
.A Smaller Edition, without the Notes, 81. cloth. 

"For argument and arrangement this able and complete treatise is 

superior to any work we have seen on this important question/' -
Chri1tia11, Examint r. 

THE BOOK OP REVELATION: 
.A Sketch showing the Fourth Beast of Daniel. By T. W. CBBI8'.l'IB, 
B.A., Oath. Coll. 8vo, 7,. 6d., cloth.

THOUGHTS FOR MY OHILDREN ON THE BOOK 
OF COMMON PRAYER. By a Parent. Limp:cloth, price 1,. 

THE SPIRIT OF HOLINESS AND SANOTIFIOA-
TION THROUGH THE TRUTH. By Rev. J. HUilfGToN 
Ev ANS. Fifth Edition, revised. Fcap. Svo, 2s. 6d. 

cc This is a very valuable piece or erperimtntal and practical theo.
logy."-Briti,k Banner. 

PREOIOUS STONES FROM A STRANGE QUARRY. 
By Rev. J. Iuu.PP, St. John's, Portsea. Cloth, 1,. 6d. 

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

THE EV ANGELIOAL PREAOHER; 
Or, Studies for the Pulpit. 

Vol. 1, price 4,. Containing 15 Sermons and 66 Outlines. 
Vol. 2, price 5•. Containing 12 Sermons and 82 Outlines. 
Vol. 3, price 5•. Containing 137 Outlines. 

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

'l'bese volumes form most valuable helps to those engaged in tho 
arduous task of preaching the Uospel-espeoially to those who, while 
BO doing, punue their ordinary avocations. Successive editions haYe 
sufllcientJy shown tne great acceptance they have met with. 

THE WORK OP GOD IN ITALY. 
With Portrait of Signor Gavazzi. By Rev. W. OwBN, Author of 
"Life of Sir H. Havelock!� Fcap. Svo, S,. 6d. cloth. 

"We have no room for details, and refer our readers with much 
pleasure to a very interesting, well-written book., and hill of inform&­
tion."-Ohri&tian Obaerver, Jan. 1862. 

THE BIBLE: 
Wbat is it? Whence came it T How came it 7 Wherefore came it 'f
To whom came it r How should we treat it? By A. J. MoB111s. 
New Edition 1,. sewed, 2a. cloth. 

'-' Clear in style, candid in the statement of difficulties, and direct in 
the answers, it is just the kind of book which is likely tc') please readers 
whose wish is to obtain a general view of the subject discuseed/'­
Athen<BUm. 

THE DOOTRINE OF THE REAL PRESENOE IN 
TH.E LORD'S SU'PPER: Th� True distinguished from the False. 
By the Rev. J. H. TITCOMB, M.A., Vicar of St. Stephen's, South 
Lambeth. Price Fourpence, per poi:tt Fivepence. 

"We heartily cC'mmend this unusually vigorous little treatise. To 
persons who are thrown into collil\ion with the advocates of High 
Ritualism in their private circles, its condensed form, its weight of 
matter, and terseness o( argument, render it peculiarly valuable.''­
Clwiatian .4.dvocate. 

BY THE REV. W. LANDELS, D.D. 

THE REPRESENTATIVE WOMEN OF SORIPTURE; 
Or, Lessons for Maidens, Wives� and Mothers. lly Rev. W. 
L.&.1'DBLS, D.D. Small Svo, with Illustrations, 5,. post free. 

u Thia ia a good book-full of aolid information, practical instruc­
tion, and judicious counsel-which every woman would be the better 
of pondering."-Daily Rdvieu,. 
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FAMILY PRAYERS. 

FAMILY PRAYERS FOR A MONTH, 
With Prayer for Special Occasions. By the Rev. B. BoUCHIXB. 
Second Edition, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo, 3s. 

The writer of these ¥rayers 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.,.-Ohurch of England Quarterly Review. 

DAILY TEXT BOOKS. 

TEXTS FOR THE NURSERY AND SOHOOL-ROOM. 
On Roller, price 1,. 

THE DAILY PROMISER. 
64mo, cloth, price 6d. 

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 6d., cloth extra-or in l vol., 11. cloth·, la. 6ft. 
roan tuck. 

THE GIRL'S OWN TEXT BOOK. 
Containing a Text from the Old Testament, and a corresponding 
Verse from the New, for E\"ery Day in the Year. Selected by a 
Lady. Royal 64mo, January to June, price 6d.,cloth extra-July to 
December., price 6d., cloth extra-or in 1 vol., 1,. cloth; ls. 6a. 
roan tuck. 

A TEXT BOOK FOR THE SIOK AND AFFLIOTED. 
Selected by a Lady. Royal 64mo., 

11. cloth; 1,. 6d. roan tuck. 

A BIBLE OALENDAR FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
Designed to encourage the habit of daily perusing the Scriptures. 
By \VILLU.li OL.DI:NG. Second Edition, price ld.1 in wrapper, 2d. 

THE 

DAILY 

SPIRITUAL 
MEDITATIONS. 

OASKET OF DAILY BIBLE 
MEDITATIONS, for the Furtherance of Family Godliness and 
Devotion. Dy Jon:N EVANGELIST GosS:NBR. With an introduc­
tion by the Rev. E. H. B1cKBBSTETH. 18mo, cloth extra gilt, 
bevelled boards, 3s. 

"This work appears to me eminently worthv of its name-' A Spiri­
tual Casket:' the jewels seem to me not only �enuine atonel', but of 
purest lustre, and of' costliest value. I confidently anticipate for it aa 
large a sale in this country as in Germany.''-Introduction by Bff. E.

H. Bickersteth.
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CHILDREN'S SUNDAY BOOKS. 

NEW WORK BY A.. L. O. E. 

SORIPTURE PIOTURE PUZZLES. 
With Simple Descriptive Narratives and Bible Questions. By 
A. L. 0. E., Author of "The Lost Jewel,0

" Young Pilgrim,'' etc,,
etc.

Series One to Six, price 1,. 6d. each; or, in superior Boxes, price 
2s. 6d. each. 

BACH BBBIBS CONTAINS FouR PICTU:R• PuzzLBS l'KOH mB OLD un

N .B W TBST AMBNTB. 

A WELCOME PRESENT TO THE LITTLE ONES. 

THE OLD PIOTURE 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, 31. 6d. cloth. 

THE OLD PIOTURE BIBLE ; 
Or, Stories from Old Testament History. By the Author of" Doing 
and Su.ffering,'' etc. Illustrated with 48 Plain Engravings and 12 
Coloured Plates, 3�. 6d. cloth. 

•• • Two of the most attractive of the many Sunday Books for chil­
dreIL. 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 PIOTURE BOOKS. 
Each with 8 Plain and 2 Coloured Illustrations. Price 6tl� each. Br. 
the Authors of " Doing and Suffering," and" Mothers in Council. • 

OLD TESTAl\I.KNT. NEW TESTAMENT. 

THE STORY OF ADAM AND EvE THE CHILDrroon OF J Esus 
THE STORY OF ABRAHAM THE ]

.,

ll.IENDS OF JESUS 
THE STORY OF JOSEPH THE PARABLES OF JESUS 

THE STORY OF MOSES CHRIST'S WONDERFUL WORKS 

THE STORY OP SAMUEL THE STORY OF THE CROSS 
THE STORY OF DAVID STORIES OF THE HOLY LAND 

Simply 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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W O R K S F O R Y O U N G P E R S O N S, 
SUITABLE FOR SUNDAY READING. 

TOM OARTER; 
Or, Ups and Downs in Life: A Book for Youn, Lads. By the 
Author of "England's Daybreak,•• "Working Man's Fireside/' 
etc., etc. 2s. 6d. cloth. 

SHADOWS AND SUNSfilNE, 
And other Tales. By the Author of" Helen Dundas; or, the 
Pastor's Wife.'' With Frontispiece, small 8vo, 2«. 6d. cloth. 

THE SABBATH A D.ELIGHT; 
Or, Bible Pictures and Stories for the Family. By Mrs. M. M. 
GoRDON, Author of'' Work: Plenty to do, and How to do it, .. etc. 
Cloth extra, 5,.

THE LOST JEWEL: 
A Tale, by "A. L. O. E.," Author of the "Young Pilgrim,'' etc. 
With a Frontispiece. New Edition. }"'cap. 8¥0, 3,. 6d. cloth. 

"Most earnestly do we recommend our readers to place 'The Lost 
Jewel' in their Libraries:• -Briti,ih, Mother,• 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 - ?'' )Yith Coloured 
Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, 3,. 6d. 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 ... -BritisT. 
Motkera' Jou,·nal. 

STORIES FOR BOYS. 
By J. Ho PB MoNOB.IBli'I'. Bmall Svo, with Frontispiece, 2,. 6d. 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. 
11. 6d, cloth.

PLEASANT STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 
By the Author of "Old Peter Pious:' " Have You - P'' and 
otbel's. In a Packet, 1•. ; in a handsome box, 1,. 6d. ; or in cloth, 
1,. 6d.
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W O R K S F O R Y O U N G P E R S O N S, 

SUITABLE FOR SUNDAY READING. 

WE GOT AGATE OF SINGING ; 
Or, "Jesus, tender Shepherd, hear me.'' Sqnare 16mo. price 1,.,
cloth. 

Oo1'T"Bns. 
The flrat dey at School. 
The Narrow Street. 
Frank's Home. 
We got agate of Singing. 
The Infant Sunday School. 

OHRTST THE ROOK; 

I 

I 

Oh, Mother ! Mother! 
Obliged to give in. 
What a Wife can do. 
The Tender Shepherd. 
Thou ari with me. 

Or, .Aids to Young Disciples. With Introduction. By Rev. H. 
:Bo.&.RDlU.N, D.D. .Price 1,. 6d. limp cloth; 2,. 6d. cloth extra, 
gilt edges. 

RU,TJS PROM THE FOUNTAIN OF LITE. 
Loving Words to the Young. By Rev. DB. N:xwroN. 1,. 6d. limp 
cloth; 2s. 6d. cloth extra, gilt edges. 

THE BEST .THINGS. 
Loving Words to the Young. By the Rev. DB. NEWT01'. ls. 6d.
limp cloth; 2,. 6d. cloth extra, gilt edges. 

"Christian mothers will find ample material in theseworksfor many 
pleasant Sunday afternoons with their children, and teachers a store ot
1Uuatr11,tive and interesting matter.''-.Record.

SORIPTURE QUESTIONING OARDS. 
By Mrs. CA:aus WILSON. A New and Improved Series, in hand­
some boxes. Part I., ls. 6d. Part II., 11. 6d.

SORIPTURE AOROSTIOS : 
A Sabbath Pastime for Young Persons. By L.A.DY ScoTT. In a 
handsome box, 1,. 6d.

THE OHILD'S PAOKET or SORIPTURE ILLUS-
TRATIONS, containing Twelve beautifully coloured illustrations. 
In Two Series, price 1•. each. 

AOROSTIOS. 
Historical, Geographical, and Biographical. By L.1nY Scor,. 

19 



NEW SERIES OF TRACTS. 

WORDS OF LITE : 
A Series of Plain Tracta on Important Subjects. :By the Rev. 
JoJllf W. L11BTBK-, D.D. Price ld. each, or in a Packet, price 1,. 

1. Do You LoVE GoD? 7. M.AN's TRUE DwELLIN0-
2. YET THERB IS RooY PLACE 
3. I HEARXBNED AND 8. WILL A M.A...""f RoB Gon?

HEARl> 9. FAINT, YET PURSUING
4. THB ,vATERS WEAR THE 10. THE LAME TAKE THE

STONES PREY [THE NIGHT? 
6. Wno SHALL RoLL us 11. WATCHMAN, WHAT oP

AWAY THE STONE? 12. THE MOUNTAIN BURNED
6. SCARCELY SAVED WITH FIRE 

"Mr. Lester's Tracts are adnurable, and should be circulated by 
tens of thoUBands. They combine all the requ�ites 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 s&lient."-Re:i.CanonMiller.

"11hey are' much in little/ lively, winged, armed with a sharp sting, 
yet containine honey. They are eminently worthy of a wide circula­
tion." -BefJ Thomas Guthrie, D.D., Edinburgh.

I' AITHI'UL WORDS ; 
Or, the Inoer Life: Its Nature, Fruits, and Conflict. By Rev. 
Joulf OFFORD, Palace Gardens Chapel, Kensington. Price lei. 
each; in packet 1,., or in cloth, la. 6d.

1. CHRIST'S APPEAL TO 7. FBLL0,vsn1P WITH THE
LuKEw ARM SAINTS F ATBER [So� 

2. THE TRUE INNER LIFE 8. FELLOWSHIP WITH THE
3. THE INNER LIFE DB- 9. LIGHT TIIE SPHERE OF

VELO PED FELLOWSHIP 
4. TnE Foon OF THE l!mBR 10. THE NAZARITE; on,

LIFE SEPARATED ONE 
6. THE GREAT END OF THE 11. THE CONFESSION OF SIN

INNER LrPE EY BELIEVERS 
6. THREEFOLD ONE�"ESS 12. TnE CoNFLICT OF THE

WITH CHRIST INNER LI.FE 

THE OHBISTIAN'S LITE. WORK : 
A Book for the Perplexed. By Rev. JoaN O•voa». Palace Gardens 
Ohapel. Price 6d. sewed, 1,. cloth. 

A VOIOE TO MOTHERS. 
By Mn. Binny 8T.&c:s. With a Preface by Rev. W. PltlflfE­
Y.&.Tll1la, Barnet. Twelfth Thousand, revised and corrected. Price 6d.

" In this little work an earnest loving voice is heard, and we only 
hote the tiny volume will find its wa& into tb.e hands of high and low,
;c and poor.••-lle,,. JV. Pennefat er. 
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PENNY LETTER TRACTS, 

1. WHAT I WAS AND WHAT 1 AM.
2. PRAY WITHOUT CEASING ; or, Jesus on Olivet.
3. THE HAPPY HoME; or, Jesus at Bethany.
4. EARTHLY CARE: A Heavenly Discipline.
6. GosPEL H DINS.
6. THE OMNIPOTENT HELPER. By J. H. Ev us.

7. H DINS OF COMFORT.
8. ONE HouR. By the Author of " Have You-- ?"
9. FonGETTERB OF Gon. By HENRY MARTYN.

10. THE HotY AND HAPPY DEAD. By Dr. CUMMING.
11. GoD'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 containinS" l:i, price One Shllling. 
90,000 of this Series have already been printed. 

WAIT: 
A Watchword for the Lord's People in Days of Darkness. Royal 
32mo, StJ. �wed, 6a. cloth. 

" JEWELS GATHERED ;" 
Or, Scenes from Life. Limp cloth, 6d.

SHE WILL NEVER DIE : 
A True Narrative. Limp cloth, 6d.

A BONG FOR LIFE AND DEATH. 
By G. W. McC.azz. Price 3d. sewed, 6d. cloth. 

UNEXPEOTED OONVERBIONS : 
A Book for Discouraged Workers. By G. W. McOBE:B. Price 3d. 
sewed, 6d. cloth. 

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

RIOH TOWARD GOD; 
Or, My Truat Money, How shall I Dispose of it? A Word to 
Ohriatians. 32mo, sewed, price 2d. 

PETER'S KEYS. 
By Goa»olf FoRL'JNG, Esq. u I will give unto thee the keys or the 
kingdom of heaven."-Matt, xvi. 19. Price ld.
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NEW SERIES OF TRAOTS. 

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS; 
Or, Tracts for the People. Price One Penny each. 

1. TAKE CARE OP. THE PENCE, AND THE PoUNDs WILL TA.KE

CARE OF THEMSELVES. 

2. A MAN IS WRAT A WOMAN MAXES HIM.

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

4. HE THAT SERYES Gon SERVES A Goon MASTER.

6. A CAT IN PATTENS CATCHES NO MICE.

6. WASTE NOT, WANT NOT.

7. ILL WEEDS GROW APACE.

8. BIRDS OF A FEATHER FLOCK TOGETHER.

9. WIL.FUL WAsTE 'MAKEs WoEFUL w·ANT.

10. LIGH1I'LY CoME, LIGHTLY Go.

11. Gon HELPS THBM wno HELP THEMSEL VEs.

12. RIGHT WRONGS NO MAN.
Nos 1 to 12 may be had in One Volume, price 1,. 6d. cloth.
Nos. 13 to 24 ,, ,. price 1,. 6d. cloth. 

Or, complete in One Volume, price 2,. 6d .

.A Specimen Packet (1 to 24) ,ent Poat Fre, for T100:s1iilling1. 

Tract Societies and District Visiting Soch,ties supplied with numbers at 
a great reduct.ion, by applying direct to the Publishere. 

These striking Narrative Tracts are eminently adapted for reading 
at Mothers' Meetings, 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 n&l'l'a­
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 bas invited the 

wives of all the workmen to tea. He hopes the ' Household Proverba • 
have a great circo.lation.,. 

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 gen of tract 
societies to put them on their list at once!'-Record. 
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NEW SERIES OF TRAOTS. 

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS ; 
Or, Tracts for the People. Price One Penny ea.ob. 

13. MORE ARE DROWNED IN BEER THAN IN ,v ATER.
14. STORE 18 NO SORE.
lo. WREN POVERTY COMES IN AT THE DOOR, LOVE FLms

OUT OF THE WINDOW. 
16. MARRY IN HASTE AND REPENT AT LEISURE.
17. IT IS NEVER TOO LATE TO LEARN.
18. FINE FEATHERS MAKE FINE BIRDS.
19. CLEANLINESS IS NEXT TO GODLINESS.
20. IT 1s BETTER To CRY OVER YOUR GooDs TJIAN AFTEn

THEM. 

21. WELL BEGUN IS HALF DONE.
22. UsE THE MEANs AND TRUST To GoD P0R THE BLESSING.
23. THERE IS NO MmTH GooD 13UT WITH GoD.
24. PAY AS YOU Go, AND KEEP FROM SMALL ScoRE.

Noe. 1 to 12 may be had in One Volume, price],. 6d. cloth.
Nos. 13 to 24 ,, ,, price ls. 6d. cloth. 

Or, complete in One Volume, price 2•. 6d.

A Specimen Packet (1 to 24) sent Po,t Free for Two Shilling,.

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

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 amon� our 
people, owes much to the gifted writer of ' Household Prc5verbs.' " 
From :Mrs. WIGHTMAN, Author of" Haste to the Rescue," "Anno.ls 

of the Rescued," etc. 
"The Tracts 

them known." 
are most Mhnirable, and I very gladly aid in making 

From Rev. C. H. SPURGEON, London. 
u I highly approve of them.''

From Rev. J. B. OWEN, St. Jude's, Chelsea. 
"I belieTe their circulation, by the Di vine blessing, will be very 

useful.'' 
From Rev. 8. MARTIN, Westminster. 

"The1e Tracts are very good in every respect, and admirably ada.pted 
to benefit the class of persona for whom they are intended." 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF h HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS," 
" HOUSEHOLD NAMES," ETC. 

STORIES FOR WOMEN. 
Price One Penny each. Or, in One Volume, boards, with Coloured 
Frontispiece, price 1,. 

THE w ANDERER. THE PROMISE. 
Ltzzra PARKER. Part I.

LIZZIE PARKER. Part II. 
ALICE LESLIE' s DECISION. 

SusAN WESTON'S CHOICB. 
ELLEN w ARNER, 
MILLIE' s TEMPTATION. 

HEARTH AND HOME ; 
Or, Men as they Are and Women as they Ought to Be. Price One 
Penny each. 

THE WIDOWER. WoMAN's WoRK. 

THE WIDOWER'S CHIL- EMULATION. 
DREN. FAITH. 

'fRUTH. SELFISHNESS. 
TEMPER. SYMPATHY. 
RESIGNATION. WoMAN's INFLUENCE. 
GOSSIPING. 

In Two Packets, price 6d. each; or, in One Volume,cloth, with Coloured 
Frontispiece, price 1,. 6d. 

TAi, serie, i, e,pecially adapted fo'r reading at Mother,• Meeting, a,11tl 
social gathering, of the too-ricing claB1e1. 

HOUSEHOLD NAMES, 
And How they Became so. A Series of Illustrated Biographical 
Tracts for the People. By the Author of" Household .Proverbs," 
etc. 

PRICE ONE PENNY EACH. 

GEORGE STEPHENSON, the Me- J oHN F. OBERLIN, the Village 
chanic. Pastor. 

RoBERT STEPHENSON, the En- JOHN How ARD, the Prisoners' 
gineer. . Friend. 

MARTIN LUTHER, the Re- BERNARD PALISSY,the Potter. 
former. BERNARDGILPIN,thePreacher. 

HuGH LATIMER, the Martyr. 
In a Packet, price 8d. ; or, complete in One Volume, with Coloured 

Frontispiece, price 1,. 
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LARGE· TYPE TRACTS FOR WOMEN. 

LOvmG WORDS PLAINLY SPOKEN TO POOR 
WO.MEN. ByMrs.J.ADD1soN. InaPacket,price6d.; or incloth, l•. 

Do You READ THE BIBLE? CoNTENTME.NT • 
ON CHASTITY. HOME COMFORT. 
GOSSIP. INFLUENCE. 
DRESS. DEATH .AND ETERNITY • 

"Mostadmirablyadapted totheirpnrpose."-BritilhMother,'Journal. 
" We cannot breathe a better wish, than to desire that the Tracts 

might be circulated by thousands."-Chri,tian Witne11.

KIND WORDS TO MOTHERS, SONS, AND 
DAUGHTERS. By Mrs. J. ADDISON, Author of" Loving Words 
to Poor Women." In a Packet, price 6d.

TAKE THIS CHILD AND NURSE IT FOR ME. 
How TO LIVE CHEAPLY AND WELL. 
KIND w ORDS TO BOYS ON TRUE MANLINESS. 
Kmn WoRDs TO GrRLs" 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. RoBEBT MJ.GUIRB, M.A., Vicar of Olerkenwell. 

MARK 'tmE! ATTENTION! THEHIDDENTBINGUNVEILED 
WHAT I OWE, A...�D How To THE INWARD MoNITOR 

PAY IT. A NICHE FOR ?.IE TO FILL 
THB TIDE IN THE AFFAIRS THE AGES OF MAN ; OR, THE 

OF MEN. RIDDLE OF THE SPHINX 
MY BROTHER'S KEEPER. MY ScnooLs, ScnooL-
"THROUGH NATURE UP TO MASTERS, AND SCHOOL-

NATURE'S Gon." FELLOWS. 
THE FooL's CREED-" No FRAGMENTS REMAIN; so No• 

Gon." THING 1s LosT 
Price 1,. in Packet; or, 1,. 6d. cloth, 

SELF: 
Its Dangers, Doubts, and Duties. By the Rev. RoBBJtT MAGUIBB, 
Vicar ot' Clerkenwell. Impl. 32mo, cloth extra, price 2,. 6d.

"Every page has wei�ht, and every sentence point. The book is 
skilfully written, O'fertlowmg with facts and incidents. It is a book of 
life as well as doctrine, exbibiting example as well as precept.''-
Britwl mandMd. 
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POPULAR VOLUMES. 

A GOOD JAOK MAKES A GOOD JILL; 
Or, John's Remedy for a Bad Wife. By the Author of" What 
Put my Pipe Out/' etc. Boards, ls. With Four Illuetratiom. 

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR MEN. 
Boards, 1,. Illustrated with a Coloured Fronti!piece, and nume­
rous Illustrations. 

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR WOMEN. 
Boards, 1,. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume­
rous Illustrations. 

HOUSEHOLD PROVERBS FOR EVERY ONE. 
Boards, I,. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume­
rous Illustrations. 

HOUSEHOLD NAMES, AND HOW THEY BEOAME 
SO. Boards, 1,. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and 
numerous Illustrations. 

STORIES FOR WOMEN. 
Boards, 1,. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and nume­
rous Illustrations. 

HEARTH AND HOME ; 
Or, Me-n as they are, and Women aa they ought ·to be. Oloth 
boards, 1,. 6<.t. Illustrated with a Coloured Frontispiece, and 
numerous Illustrations. 

MOTTOES FOR THE MILLION; 
Or, Evenings with my W orlring Men. By the Bev. RoBB&r 
llAGUIB.B, M.A., Vicar of Clerkenwell. Price 1,. 6d.

"A series of plain and simple tales, all likely to do good, especially 
among the humbler classes, for whom the work is chie.O.y intended."­
Oity Pre11. 

'' A capital collection of stories, all interesting, and true to the life. 
The langua�e used is precisely that of the workinf? cl&eses, and the 
author is eVIdently thoroughly acquainted with the habits and CUBtome, 
the petty troubles and household cares of those for whose use the 
Tracts are intended."-A.theru.eum. 

HOMES MADE HAPPY: 
Household Proverbs Illustrative of Home Life. Fcap. Svo, cloth 
extra, gilt edges. 3s. 6d. This volume is illu."trated with Three Fnll­
page Coloured Engravings, and Twenty-four W <>odcuts. 
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HYMNS FOR SPECIAL SERVICES. 

THE LONDON HYMN BOOK. 
Small Type, 2d.; cloth, 4d.; cloth gilt, 6d.; morocco, la. 6d. and 
2,. Large Type, Paper cover, 6d.; cloth (mach lilced), 9d.; Super. 
cloth gilt, ls. 6d. i morocco elega.nt, Ss. 6d.; ditto limp ilnps, 4s. 
Used by most of tne leading Evangelists, and mo.ny ClerlOmen 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 "\Vord and Work. Edited by 0. R.H. Pub­
lished Fortni2htly-on the 1st and 15th of each month. Price ld.
Five copies post free on day of publication for 5 stamps; or eame
numbj!r for 8ix Months, 61.

ADDRESSES BY LORD RADSTOOK. 
Third Thousand. Cloth, boards, la.; iilt, ls. 6d., on toned paper; 
superior binding, 2a. 6d.; morocco elegant, 7 s. 6d.

LEOTURES ON THE EPISTLES OF JOHN. 
By WM. LINCOLN. �Hoth, 1.8. 6d. and 2s. (Ready in December.) 

UNLEAVENED BREAD; 
Or, Food for the New Life. BeiDI? Papers on important subjects 
by the following :-T. Shuldham Henry, J. R. Caldwell, G. l\ 
Trench, :Murray McNeil Caird, and others. Cloth, ls. 6d.; 
bevelled, gilt, 28.

MEDITATIONS OF THE OROSS OF OHRIST. 
ByH. GBATTAN Gunuass. Cloth, I,.; gilt, euper., I,. 6d. Also:-

ADDRESSES BY H. GRATTAN GUINNESS. 
In neat wrapper, price 2d. each. 

THE NAZA.RITE. By DBNHAM'. 8HITH. 
THE TABLR AND 'fHE ALTAR. By DxNKAlt SMITH. 
THE TEMPLE OF GOD. By W. LINOOLl'f.
COMMUNION. By G. F. FaxNOH. 
THE O.ROSS OF CHRIST. By J. R. S. 

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

LEAN HARD. 
I 

THE SAINTS' TRIUMPH. 
THE PILGRIM; 

THE SEORET OF PEAOE ; 
Or, Let go the Twi1. Price One Penny. 
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DICTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS. 

A NEW DIOTIONARY OF QUOTATIONS FROM 
'l'HE GREEK, LATIN, AND MOD�RN LANGUAGES. Trans­
lated into English, and accompanied with Illustrations, Historical, 
Poetical, and Anecdotical. New Edition, crown Svo, 7•. 6d. 
cloth, with an Index. 

This work contains nearly Six THOUSAND QuoTA.TIONS and PROVERB&
from the GREEK, LATIN, �'RBNOH, ITALIAN, GKBMAN, SPA.NISH, and 
PoRTUGUR&B Languages, alphabetically arran�ed, 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 a.re 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, bad this 
small volume been at the interrogator's elbow. 'l'he work is made still 
more usecul by a very copious index.''-Gentieman', Magazine. 

INTRODUCTION TO ENGLISH LITERATURE 
FROM CHAUCER TO TENNYSON. By HENBY REED. New 
Edition. 2,. sewed, 3,. cloth. 

"'l1he Lectures of Mr. Reed, however, may stnnd upon t'beir own
merits. 'l'bey are tbe production of a refined and gentle mind. • • 
• • The chief interest of his work consists, however, in the fact,
that it is an independent American new of English litera.ture."­
.Athen<Bum. 

• * • Also a Library Edition, price 81. 6d. cloth extra.

LECTURES ON ENGLISH HISTORY AND TRAGIO 
POETRY, as lllnstrated by Shakespeare. By HBNBY RBBD. New 
Edition. 2,. sewed, 3a. cloth. 

LECTURES ON THE BRITISH POETS. 
By HBNRY R.KBD. New Edition. a,. sewed, 4,. cloth. 

"Reed's Poets has been added by Mr. Shaw to his Excelsior 
Library, and will, we hope, have an extensive circu lation."-Gentle­
tnan', Magazine. 

"It is not often that we meet with so much good writing, refined 
taste, intellectual ,·1gour, and wholesome sentiments as a1e contained in 
theee Lectures.''-briti,h. Banner.
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WORTH NOTICE. 
What has always been wanted ia now published. 

TWENTY-NINTH 1'HOUSAND. 
New and Enlarged Edition (172 additional pages), 5,., cloth, 

THE DI0TI0NARY APPENDIX, 
And Guide to Correct Speaking and Writin�, containing upwards 
of Seven Thousand "'\Vords not found in the Dictiooa.ry, which often 
prove perplexing to the best Writers, together with a Book of 
Reference for the s0lution of difficulties connected with Grammar, 
Composition, Punctuation, etc. 

cc 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 fouod in the dictionaries. '11his work 
supplies a desideratum long required, and may be placed not only in 
the hands of every youth, but also of persons accustomed to correspon­
dence, with advantage."'-The Banker', Gazette.

INDISPENSABLE. 

LIVE AND LEARN: 
A Guide for all who wish to Speak and Write Correctly; partfou. 
larly intended as a book of reference for the solution of' difficulties 
connected with Gra.mmar, Composition, Ponctua.tion, etc., eto. 
With explanations of Latin and French Words and Phraees of 
frequent occurrence in newspapers, reviews, periodicals, and books 
in general; with full directions for beginning, ending, and add.ress­
ing Letters to Persons of every degree of rank. Twenty-fifth 
Thousand. 2s. 6ct. post free. 

" 'Live and Learn• is an excellent book. To show our appreciation 
of its merits, we have had it cased in leather, and bal"e made a pocket 
companion of it. We look upon it as really INDISPENSABLE. We 
advise our readers to imitate our example-P&OOURB THB Boox, AUD 
SELL IT NOT FOR ANY PBICB.'·-Educat·ional Ga:ette.

READ AND REFLECT. 

THE NEWSPAPER AND GENERAL READER'S 
.POCKET COMPANION. Being a Familiar Explanation of nearly 
Four 'l'housand Classical and Foreign Words, Phrases, and Quota­
tions in constant occurrence in the various J ourna.Js, Periodicals, 
and Publications of the day. By the Author.of" Live and Learn.'' 
Sixteenth Thousand. 2,. 6d. post free. 

"One of the most useful little works we have seen for some time. 
In it is expla.ined, with a lucidity which the meanest comprehension 
cannot fail readily to unrlerstand and remember, the various literary 
phr&Aes in daily use, whether from living or dead tongues. An index 
renders reference very easy. Every one may derive adv&ntage and 
occRsional assistance from this ingenious and well.executed little works 
and its price makes its accesztible:'-Leecl, Time,.
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BOOKS FOR EVERYBODY-

THE RIGHT WORD IN THE RIGHT PLAOE. 
A Companion to the Writing Desk, Pulpit, and Platform, forming 
a new and improved Dictionary of Synonyms, in which are incor­
porated the selections of Crabbe, Archbishop Whately, and others, 
comprising II greater number of words of similar meaning from 
which to make choice, than any other collection. Twenty-eighth 
Tho1.1Sand. Price 6cf., free by post, 7 d,.

No lady correspondent, no public epeoker, no teacher of youth, nor 
man of business, shoulll 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'e) pocket 
book."-Educational T1me,. 

ELOOUTION: 
Its Principles reduced to Practice. By the Author of " Live and 
Learn." 6d., by post, 7 d.

" We are pleased with the author's book. By its price he has made 
it accessible to all, and its teaching is t'O simple, and its rules so few and 
plain, that he has made it comprehensible to all."-TAe LiurariUflt.

:MISTAKES OF DAILY OOOURRENOE m SPEAK-
ING, WRITING, A.ND PRONUN0IATION, Corrected. Thirty­
fifth Thousand. 6d., by post, 7 d.

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

HOW TO VISIT FRANOE AND BELGIUM IN A 
FORTNIGHT FOR TEN GUINEAS. By RoB:aarsoM No:aL, 
Esq., LL.D. Price 6d., by post, 7 d.

SOOTTIOISMS OORREOTED. 
Third Thousand. Price 6d., by post, 7 d.

" It will prove highly Taluable, and baa our hearty recommendation." 
-Oaudonian Mercury. 
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WORKS ON THE FRENCH LANGUAGE. 

THE BEST FRENCH MANUAL. 

A SAFE AND SURE METHOD • OF LEARNING 
FRENCH. By C. D.AGoBBBT. 7,. 6d. cloth, post free. 

"Thoroughly practical, by which any one, without the aid of a 
mast-er, may obtain a. complete knowledge of French, and be able to 
speak, write, and read the language with ease and fl.aency _,.

" 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 instTuct those who deaire to culti­
vate an acqu�ntance with that language." -Family Friend.

"We feel pleasure in corumending tbe 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." 
-Literari-um.

THE RIGHT WAY OF LEARNING FRENOH OOR-
REc-rLY. Pointing out the Difficulties which puzzle the Begin­
ner and the Scholar in Learning to Spealt, Pronounce, Translate, 
and Write French. By 0. DJ.OOBE&T. Ninth Thousand, 1,., :free 
by post. 

"' The Right Way,' etc., is a very excellent little manual. We advise 
every teacher of French to procure a copy of it."-The Governe11.

WilOH IS WHIOH? THIS OR THAT ? 
A Compendious Dictionary of French and Rngli'-h Words which 
appear identical, though they essentially differ. By C. D.t.GOBaBT. 
Second Thonsa.nd. 6d., by post 7 d. • , 

" Every English student ought to consult it." -Literarium.

THE ENGLISHMAN'S PARIS GUIDE 
FRENCH INTERPRETER, with Map of Paris. Price 6d. 

AND 

FRENCH AND GERMAN COPY BOOKS, 
For use in Schools and Private Families. Price 6d. each. 

FRENOH OOPY BOOKS FOR TEAOHING THE 
FRENCH LANGUAGE and Writing Simultaneously. By O. D.l­
GODBRT, Author of'' Practical French Courses,'' etc., etc. In Two 
Parts, 6d. each. 

GERMAN OOPY BOOKS FOR TEAOHING THE 
GERMAN LANGUAGE and Writing Simultaneously. By C. 
DAGOBB&T. ln Three Parts, t,d. each. 

These Copy Books are constructed upon an entirely new plan, and 
present gi:eat facilities for acquiring a practical knowledge of the 
languages. 
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, 

THE SABBATH HOUR SERIES. 

BY R EV. 0. W I N SLOW, 0.0. 

Price 2d. each, six copies post free for 1,. 

I. '' Jesus Wept;" or, Christ'� Love at the Grave of
Lazarus. 

II. " Be not Afraid;" or, The Voice of Jesus in the Storm.
III. The Holy Child Jesus; or, The Truths Learned at

Betbleltem. 
IV. Daily Clea.nsing; or, Christ Washing the Disciples'

Feet. 
V. The Service of Love; or, The Disciple Washing

Christ's Feet. 
VI. Patience in Suffering; or, "Ile was led as a lamb

to the slaughter.,, 
VII. "He is Risen;" or, a Living Christ the Joy of the

Christian. 
VIII. "I am Jesus;" or, Chriqt's Conversion of Paul a

Christian evidence. 
IX. "Bring him unto me;" or, Help and Salvation only

in Christ. 
X. "The Shadow of Christ: " I ts Fruit and Repose.

XI. Emmanuel: God with us.
XII. His name shall be called Wonderful.

XIII. Counsellor.
XIV. The Mighty God.
XV. The Prince of Peace.

XVI. Alpha and Omega.
XVII. The EverlaHting Father.

XVIII. A Man of Sorrows.
XIX. The Resurrection and the Life.
XX. The Lord our Righteousness.

XXI. The God of Love. XXVI. The God of Grace.
XXII. The God of Hope. XXVII. The God of Peooe.

XXIII. The God of XX.VIII. The God of Truth. 
Patience. _ XXIX. 'l'b.e God of Light.

XXIV. TheGodofComfort. XXX. This God is our
XXV. The God of Bethel. God. 

J O H N F. S .B !. W & C O . , 
48, PATERNOSTER R E.C., LO.YDON.
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