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LITTLE MEEEY FACE AND HIS

CEOWN OF CONTENT

[T the time when John was King of

England, many, many years ago,

and the nobles were more powerful

than they are now, there lived in Northum-

berland a Baron named William Longsword.

This Baron had a son, whom he loved

passionately, and who was called Eustace.

The child's slightest wish was a command

;

he was never to be contradicted in any-

thing. Such were the Baron's orders. Hand-

some, well -formed, graceful, of fair speech

and winning manners when he wished to

please, Eustace might easily have won the
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love and respect of those around him. But,

alas ! in consequence of his fathers foolish

indulgence, the boy was exacting, ill-tem-

pered, and impatient, and frequently unjust

both to his servants and friends. But, as

is often the case with parents, Baron Long-

sword saw nothing of all this ; his great affec-

tion for his son blinded him to his faults.

In a short time Eustace grew weary of

everything. All games and amusements

suitable to boys of his age bored him. He

ceased to care for anything ; for almost

before he had time to think of asking for a

thing it was given to him. So it is, we

never value anything in this world that we

obtain too easily. But when the object we

covet is given to us as a reward, or we

have to work really hard to possess it, we

feel an immense satisfaction when at length

it becomes our own. Hence it follows that

work is the source of all true happiness.

But Baron Longsword did not think of

that
;
perhaps he was ignorant of the fact.

But he soon began to notice that his son was
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looking bored and miserable. This caused

him considerable pain, and he was heard to

cry out sadly :
" God ! why is my boy so

unhappy when he has everything that he

can possibly desire ?

"

Now, this was precisely what was wrong,

although he could not see it. Longsword con-

sulted all his friends—the barons and earls of

the neighbourhood. Each one gave his advice,

and recommended some fresh amusement for

Eustace. But the more they tried to distract

and amuse him the more bored he became.

He grew melancholy ; his health declined ; the

colour faded from his cheeks ; his eyes lost

their brilliancy, his step its elasticity.

" Oh," cried the Baron, " what would I

not give to see my boy restored to health

and spirits ! How thankful I should be for

a word of really good advice
!

"

But good advice is not a common article

even now, and in the days of King John it

was more difficult still to obtain. People

wagged their heads and said, " I told you

so
!

' when anything went wrong, but they
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were chary of speaking the truth before-

hand. And yet, doubtless, had the Baron

sought for the advice he required in the

right place, had he consulted those who

knew and understood the art of bringing

up children, he might have received it.

But most of Longsword's friends were rough,

worldly men, who thought more of drink-

ing and fighting than of the education of

little boys. So they only laughed at his

cares, and went seldom to the castle, find-

ing its dismal inmates not at all to their

taste. Thus the unfortunate Baron was

left to fret and fume alone, and Eustace

faded gradually away.

From the neighbouring castles and manor-

houses several children—boys of his own

age—had been wont to come and play

with Eustace. But he grew tired of them,

pushed them about, and maltreated them

so much that they declined to visit him

any more, and he was left without a single

friend or companion. This lonely life did

not improve his temper, and he became
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more disagreeable and discontented than

ever, and was rude to every one, even his

poor devoted father.

A few miles from the castle, in a wild,

unfrequented part of the country, lived an

old woman, who was much revered on

account of her sanctity and learning. To

her the Baron at last repaired, and, in a

voice broken with emotion, told her the

unhappy state into which his son had

fallen, and implored her to tell him what

he ought to do in order to restore him to

health and happiness. The good woman

reflected for a few moments, and then

replied :
" Cultivate in him a cheerful spirit,

and find him a friend,—one whom he can

love and cherish sincerely ; for, believe me,

without affection the heart of man must

wither and die."

Baron Longsword thanked her, and, re-

turning to the castle, quickly called to-

gether his trusty knights.

" I am anxious to find a friend for my
son," he said,

—"a friend worthy of his
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love. Such a one is not to be found here

;

for he has taken a dislike to all who dwell

in this neighbourhood. Therefore, let four

of you set out and search everywhere for

a boy that you consider suitable. He must

be eleven years of age, of noble birth,

handsome and well -formed, with blue eyes

and golden hair; soldierly in his bearing,

and his manners must be those of a gentle-

man."

The knights bowed and withdrew, and

before evening closed in they had mounted

their horses and ridden away. They tra-

velled day and night, wandering into dis-

tant countries, full of anxiety to please

their master by finding quickly the com-

panion he required for his son. But it was

a difficult task, and after a while the poor

men began to despair of ever meeting with

a boy answering the description given them

by the Baron. They saw many pretty, nay

even beautiful, children, but there was

always something wanting. One was only

a peasant's son; another would not leave
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his home ; another had a rough voice, dark

hair, or a thick, stumpy figure ; and so the

poor knights were almost driven to distrac-

tion. But still they journeyed on, always

hoping for better luck. Meanwhile Long-

sword was very unhappy, and Eustace weary

and dejected.

Now, quite close to the castle, almost

within its grounds, dwelt a poor widow, who

earned her living by dressmaking and em-

broidery. Her little shop was full of all

kinds of pretty things, that were the source

of considerable admiration to the simple

villagers. They dearly loved to purchase

goods at her counter ; for not only were the

articles handsome and moderate in price,

but she herself was most agreeable. She

was so amiable, her voice so sweet, her

manners so engaging, that it was a real

pleasure to buy from her. Accordingly, the

good woman did an excellent business, and

was able to live in much comfort. She was

free from care and well content with her lot,

offering fervent thanks to Almighty God



8 LITTLE MERRY FACE

every morning and every night for His great

goodness to her.

And yet God had laid upon her shoulders

a cross heavy enough for any mother to

bear. She had a son, who was precisely

the same age as Eustace, but, alas ! terribly

deformed. He had an enormous head, a

hump on his back, great long arms, and

short crooked legs. He was a repulsive

object, and yet his mother loved him quite

as dearly as the Baron loved his handsome

little Eustace. I have said she loved him

as much, but I think you will readily agree

with me when I say that she loved him a

great deal more,—at least she took a better

and a wiser way of showing her affection.

"My child is plain and misshapen," she

said to herself; "he is ugly to look at.

But, please God, I will train him well and

cultivate all the good qualities of his mind

and heart. If he is truthful, unselfish, kindly,

and sweet-tempered, people will forget his

deformity and learn to love him."

And before long she found that she had
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not been mistaken. Her good example,

loving admonitions, and strict rule of life,

succeeded so well that the little hunchback

grew up a very delightful child—intelligent,

amiable, and sweet-tempered. He was like

a ray of sunshine both at home and abroad.

Every one in the neighbourhood loved him,

and he was generally known by the name

of little " Merry Face." And so, as we

may well suppose, the boy was the cause

of a great deal of happiness to his hard-

working mother. He was the joy and com-

fort of her life ; and so proud was she of

him that it never entered her head to be

jealous of her neighbours, who had straight,

comely children. And as she saw the

sickly, discontented Eustace pass by in his

carriage every day, she felt full of pity for

the poor, unfortunate Baron, who, rich and

powerful as he was, could not make his son

healthy and happy like her little Merry

Face.
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II

And now a curious thing happened whilst

Longswords knights wandered here and

there, looking for the wonderful child who

was to be their young master's friend. One

lovely day in August, Eustace rode slowly

home past the dressmaker s shop. He was

mounted upon a handsome horse, richly capa-

risoned, and followed by two knights in

armour. He was beautifully dressed in

velvet and lace, and his golden hair fell

from under his broad hat, with its waving

feathers, in long ringlets to his waist. His

face was white and sad, his cheeks thin,

and his weary eyes were half closed as he

left the road and turned into his father s

finely timbered park. Nothing interested

him as he went along. He did not notice

the pretty flowers in the grass, nor did

he hear the little lark as it trilled forth its

glad song up in the blue sky, high above

his head. He allowed the reins to hang
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loosely on his horse's neck, and did not

seem to care where or how he went.

But suddenly, from under the trees, a

young donkey came frisking out, and, turn-

ing round, began to kick up his heels just

under the horse's nose. Startled by this

unexpected attack, the horse reared, and

then, springing to one side, nearly sent his

rider flying out of the saddle. Eustace

was furious : his eyes flashed angrily, his

pale cheeks grew crimson, and, grasping

his whip tightly, he slashed out wildly at

the donkey. But the wicked little animal

was not so easily caught ; from the corner

of his eye he saw the whip descending, so

he bent his head, kicked up his heels

again, and was off like the wind.

More enraged than ever, Eustace called out

for the owner of the donkey. He was led up

by the two knights, trembling in every limb,

and was hardly able to stammer out that he

was very sorry ; that the ass had escaped

from him quite by accident, and that he had

done his best to catch him, but had failed.
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This explanation would have satisfied most

children, but Eustace was not so easily

pacified ; he gave orders that the young

man, who was a servant in his fathers

stables, should be loaded with chains and

flung into one of the darkest dungeons

under the castle.

They tied the unhappy lad's hands behind

his back, and were about to drag him away,

when a cry for mercy was heard, and a

little lad rushed forward and flung himself

on his knees before Eustace. It was the

deformed boy, Merry Face. He knew the

young man,—knew that he had a poor old

father dependent on him for support, and

he could not bear to think of his being

thrown into a cold, dark prison. So, in spite

of the danger he ran, of angering his tyran-

nical little master, and getting punished

himself, he determined to implore forgive-

ness for the unfortunate youth.

" My Lord Eustace," he exclaimed, " I beg

—I beseech you, in the name of God—for

the love of our dear Lord Jesus Christ,
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who forgave His enemies and told us to do

good to those who do us evil, have pity on

this poor young man ! He did not wish

—

he had no intention of hurting or alarming

you. Forgive him, I pray you ! Let him

go, I entreat
!

"

The child spoke with much feeling ; his

voice was sweet and melodious, and those

around were deeply touched. They were

sorry for their little favourite, and were

moved to tears at his generous self-sacri-

fice ; for they fully expected to see him

also hurried off to the gloomy prison-house.

But, to their surprise, Eustace looked down

at him without anger,—in fact, the expres-

sion of his eyes was kindly and reassuring.

.The boy's appearance interested him ; his

deformity filled him with pity ; whilst the

pleading tender accents fell softly on his

ear, touching chords that had long lain

unknown and neglected in his heart. For

some moments he gazed at him in silence,

as though not knowing what reply to

make. But Merry Face still knelt on, his
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hands clasped together in earnest supplica-

tion.

" Oh," he cried, " would that I had trea-

sures in gold and silver to lay at your feet,

and so buy from you this poor man's

pardon ! But, alas ! I have nothing. I am

only a little hunchback, son of a poor dress-

maker. What, then, can I do ? What can

I say ?

"

" You have said enough," replied Eustace

;

and, to the surprise of all present, he

smiled. " I forgive this man. He may go

free. But you must give me something,

I care not what it is,—something of your

own."

Then Merry Face sprang to his feet, his

eyes radiant with happiness, his mouth

wreathed in smiles, and, without saying a

word, ran off to his mother s shop. At the

door stood the poor woman, wringing her

hands in anguish as she thought of what

her child's fate might be if he were to

anger the Baron's son. But Merry Face

reassured her with a glance as he dashed
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past, in silence, into the house. Presently

he reappeared, and, running breathlessly up

to Eustace, placed a small parcel in his

hand.

"My Lord Eustace, here is the only

treasure that I ever possessed. Take it

and wear it—sometimes."

Eustace gazed at the bright, winning

face. Something in its expression fasci-

nated him.

"What is it?" he asked, smiling again.

"My e crown of content.'"

This time Eustace laughed loudly.

" A crown ? My faith, I had no idea

thou wert a king, sirrah
!

"

"No," was the reply; "I have no wish

to be a king, my lord. But that cap that

I have given you my mother calls my
crown of content. When I was inclined to

give way to low spirits or to grumble, she

always made me put it on and say, 'My

God, make me content with my lot
!

' And
I assure you it never failed to do me
good."



1

6

LITTLE MERRY FACE

"A pretty notion and an original one,

truly," said Eustace ; and, drawing the little

velvet cap from the paper in which it was

wrapped, he examined it closely. It was

prettily, even daintily, made, and was richly

worked in silks of various hues. The words,

" Sweet content be in my heart," encircled

by a wreath of forget-me-nots, were em-

broidered upon the band.

" My mother made that cap expressly for

me," said Merry Face. "And because of

the great affection that prompted her to do

so, I love it dearly. It is more precious to

me than anything else in the world. But

I give it to you willingly, my Lord Eustace,

because you have forgiven my friend."

The boy's manner and words pleased Eus-

tace immensely. Such language was strange

to him, such conduct altogether new. He

turned the cap round and round without a

remark, took off his own hat, with its large

drooping plumes, and, throwing it to one

of his servants, placed the little crown upon

his head, whilst he murmured in a low
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voice :
" My God, make me content with

my lot!"

And then a wonderful change took place

in Eustace. He grew bright and animated

;

he felt energetic and lively ; and he looked

round the park, thinking how beautiful it

was, and how pleasant was the air and the

sunshine. He waved his whip and told the

knights to send their prisoner back to his

work ; and then, turning to Merry Face,

he shook him warmly by the hand.

The knights and others who witnessed

the scene were profoundly astonished ; and

as their young master dismounted, and,

throwing his arm round Merry Face, led

him away toward the castle, they gazed

after him in speechless bewilderment. But

Eustace heeded them not. They had never

amused him or made him feel happy.

Merry Face had done both, and he felt

that he loved him.

With his hand tightly clasping that of

the little hunchback, Eustace went straight

to the Baron.
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" Father/' he said, " I have found the

friend I wanted. With Merry Face as my
companion I shall always be well and happy."

And Eustace was right. From that

moment, he and Merry Face became fast

friends. They were always to be seen to-

gether,—sometimes in the castle, sometimes

in the dressmakers shop, and very fre-

quently walking or driving round the estate.

Merry Face was always so sweet-tempered

and kind that Eustace was glad to take his

advice about everything, and soon became

almost as merry and amiable as his little

companion. And when he felt in danger of

relapsing once more into his old discontented

ways, he would run for the velvet cap, and

putting it on, murmur softly :
" my God,

make me content with my lot
!

'

Before long Merry Face persuaded Eustace

to visit the houses of the poor, and help

those who were ill or in want. Old and

young were happy to see him, and showered

blessings upon him and their old favourite,

the kind-hearted little hunchback.
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" What a fool I have been all these

years, my dear Merry Face
!

' he would

constantly exclaim. " Wasting my time, and

feeling bored and discontented, when I might

have done so much and been so happy."

And as for Baron Longsword, you may

easily imagine how pleased he was to see his

dear son grow strong and happy. The change

delighted him and filled him with joy.

And all this time, as you know, the four

knights were wandering far and wide, through

all the countries of Europe. Poor men ! in

vain they searched ; they could not find the

child they wanted. They were worn-out

and weary, and at last, afraid that they

might die of fatigue, they resolved to return

to the castle. They entered stealthily, and

approached the Baron in fear and trembling.

They were both grieved and ashamed at the

failure of their mission. To their surprise,

Longsword gave them a hearty welcome.

"I am very glad to see you once more

alive!' he cried; "for I knew not what

might have happened to you. Your errand
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was a useless one ; for here, at our very

gates, we have found the child we wanted,

—a boy deserving in every way of my son's

friendship. Ah, here he is !

"

At this moment Merry Face and Eustace

entered the room hand in hand, and the

knights could scarcely believe their eyes

when they saw that the friend chosen by

their young master was not the handsome

boy they had been sent to look for, but a

little hunchback, the son of a dressmaker.

The Baron noticed their astonishment.

"I forgot to tell you," he said, "that a

sweet temper, a contented mind, and a kind

heart, were the first and most important

things to look for in a child ; that such

qualities in a friend were invaluable, and

came far before any beauty of form or face.

I must confess I hardly knew such was the

case myself, but I have learned it lately

;

for all our present happiness—my son's

restoration to good health and spirits—has

come through this little hunchback, our dear

Merry Face, and his crown of content."
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A FRIEND IN NEED

jTAR! Special! Morning Post! Daily

News! Telegraph! Extra Special—

"

" Oh, stop yer 'ollerin'! Can't

yer, Tim ? There's nobody wants yer papers.

So shut up !

"

" Somebody is sure to come, Jack my
boy, very soon. Crowds of people will come

hurrying up presently."

" Well, they're a bloomin' long time a-

comin'. 'Ow ye can waste yer days shoutin'

about the streets beats me. Save yer

breath an' join the rovers. We 'ave a fine

life, I can tell yer ; an' never does a bit

of work from mornin' till night. Lor' bless
21
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yer, I'd as soon die as scamp the streets

screechin' papers and makin' only a few

browns at the end of it all
!

"

Tim flushed slightly; but, without making

any reply, darted off after a gentleman who

was getting into a bus.

"Star, sir? Telegraph?"

" Yes, give me a Star. Here's a penny

;

keep the other halfpenny for yourself.''

" Thank you, sir
!

' cried Tim, smiling.

And he dropped the penny into his pocket.

" Not such a bad trade, after all," he said,

as Jack came up to him again. " I've

nearly saved the price of my ticket to

Canterbury. What do you say to that?

We're all going on a pilgrimage there next

week. I'm going to take a day off work.

Mother said I might, when I saved money

enough. We're to go in the train, and then

to visit the tomb of St. Thomas, who was

martyred there years and years ago. And

it'll be just lovely !

"

" Go along wid ye
!

' cried Jack, grinning

from ear to ear. "Is it parson yer goin'
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to turn, Tim Mahony ? I never heard such

stuff. Come off on the spree, an' spend yer

savin's along o' me. I'll- show ye Lunnen

town, an' that's better nor Can— Can

—

that furrin town yer was talkin' about."

Tim laughed. " You never learned geo-

graphy, Jack, or you'd know Canterbury is

an English, not a foreign town. Why doil't

you go to school, since you won't work ?

'

" School ! work ! What sort of a fool do

yer take me for? Come along an' play a

game of pitch-an'-toss. Heads you lose, tails

you win."

" No, Jack," said Tim, shaking his head.

" That's not a good game ; it's only a sort

of gambling. I don't want to win your

pennies or lose my own. Put what money

you've got into your pocket, and go and

help your mother to sell her flowers. That

cart is too heavy for her to push along by

herself."

" I'm blest if I will
!

' replied Jack.

" Such slavery wouldn't suit me. But yer

a real dolt, Tim Mahony, so good-bye

!
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'Ere comes a chappie with a good sportin'

spirit, who'll play a game with me I bet."

And he sprang forward to meet a big boy,

with a ragged coat, a dirty face, and a mop

of shaggy hair, who came shuffling along,

with his hands in his pockets, smoking a

short clay pipe.

" Holloa there, Bill ! Have a game ?

'

exclaimed Jack, jingling the pence in his

pocket.

" I'm on
!

' replied the other, removing

the pipe from his mouth. " Glad to see

ye've got some capital."

" I was up early an got my 'and into

ma's old money-box. But mum's the word,

or she'd have my life."

" I'll not peach, never fear. But come on,

an' I'll soon make yer pockets a bit lighter.

I'm a rare 'and at pitch-an'-toss." And they

disappeared down a side street together.

Tim stood for a few moments gazing after

them in silence. He looked grave almost

to sadness, and his blue eyes were full of

pity as he thought : " Poor Jack ! he goes
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from bad to worse. Now if he were only

a Catholic and would come to the night-

school at the convent, Sister Joseph would

soon make him see how wrong he is, and

how wicked it is to be lazy and idle away

his time. But I don't believe he knows

there is a God. Poor Jack ! If I
—

" His

face suddenly brightened, his lips parted

in a happy smile. " We're to pray for the

conversion of England on our pilgrimage.

Now, Jack is English—part, a tiny part, of

England. So I'll pray for Jack's con-

version."

Tim had a splendid day, and that night

announced to his mother, that he had saved

a whole half-crown towards his ticket to

Canterbury.

" That's good news, dear," she said, look-

ing up affectionately at the eager, smiling

face. " Father Tom was in to-day, and it's

been arranged to go in about a fortnight.

I was planning how I could save the money

and let you go."

" No, no ! I'll go at my own expense or
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not at all, mamey. You've little enough,

with what I can give you, and you can

earn. In a fortnight I'm bound to save

another eighteenpence or so ; and if you'll

give me some bread and cheese to take

with me, that'll be plenty ; for we boys

are to go half-price. Oh, it will be lovely

!

I've never been in a train. mamey, it

will be indeed a pleasure
!

"

" It will, my boy. And it's a pleasure

you deserve, for you are good and indus-

trious—a kind, affectionate son. No one

could wish for better."

" I must be off now to the night-school.

We're reading a life of St. Thomas just to

prepare us for our pilgrimage, so I mustn't

miss any. Good-bye !
" And he ran away.

II

Tim Mahony was fourteen, and had been

born and bred in a poor lodging in a

narrow back street, in the great, crowded

metropolis, London. His father and mother
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were Irish, but had left their native land

soon after their marriage, hoping to make

a fortune in the great unknown world

across the sea. But, alas ! like so many of

their countrymen, they were bitterly dis-

appointed, and found that the struggle for

life was as hard and close, in England as

elsewhere.

For some years Pat Mahony toiled as a

dock labourer ; and then, catching a severe

cold, he grew delicate and unfit for work.

And at last, after a long and painful ill-

ness, he died, leaving his widow and little

son in a state of poverty, even destitution.

But Mrs. Mahony was strong and energetic,

and, sending her boy to school, went out

daily as a washerwoman in a neighbouring

laundry. The rate of payment was not

high, still it enabled her to feed and clothe

the child and herself in a fairly decent

manner. But as Tim grew older it was

difficult to make ends meet, and when he

was thirteen it became absolutely necessary

that he should earn something toward his
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own support. And so Tim went into the

streets to sell newspapers. He was a good,

steady boy, and paid little heed to the say-

ings and doings of those around him. All

day he worked hard to sell his papers ; and

in the evening, when he had disposed of

them, he gave his earnings to his mother,

and ran off to the night-school held at the

convent of the Sisters of Charity. The

hour spent here was the most delightful in

Tim's life, and his bright, sunny nature and

quick cleverness had made him a favourite

with the nuns.

When Father Tom announced to his con-

gregation that he had resolved to go upon

a pilgrimage to Canterbury, accompanied

by as many of his parishioners as possible,

and that the object of this pilgrimage was

to visit the tomb of St. Thomas, there to

pray for the conversion of England, Tim

was filled with enthusiasm, and prayed

hard that he might be able to join the

pilgrims. His great difficulty was the ex-

pense. It was not easy to save money,
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and he was determined, that his mother

should not suffer in any way, in order to

allow him this pleasure. So, dearly as he

longed to go, he feared it would be im-

possible, as he was sure he could never get

together the sum required before the day

mentioned for the pilgrimage. But the

next evening a generous customer gave

him sixpence for a penny paper, and, being

in a hurry, told him to keep the change

for himself. Tim's spirits rose. Here was

a good beginning ; if only a few more such

windfalls came his way, he would soon

be in a position to pay for his ticket to

Canterbury. So the boy went gladly on

through the crowded streets, calling his

papers at the top of his voice, and full of

happiness at the thoughts of the pleasant

trip, that he now had a chance of enjoying.

After this Tim's luck was wonderful.

His papers sold so fast that he had time

to run messages and hold horses, and so

obtained a few pence every day over and

above his usual earnings ; till at last, on
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the evening when our story begins, we find

him in possession of a whole half-crown,

with a fortnight before him in which to

acquire the still necessary eighteenpence.

The next morning, Jack did not appear

upon the scene ; and, hoping that for once

in his life he had stayed at home to help

his mother, Tim put him out of his mind,

and ran gaily about selling his stock of

papers. There had been a great robbery of

diamonds the night before at the country-

seat of a well-known nobleman ; and as

people were full of curiosity to know all

the details, our little newsvendor did a re-

markably brisk trade.

At four o'clock Jack's sporting friend,

Bill, came shuffling along down the street.

" I say," he remarked, stopping Tim

suddenly, " I've bad news for yer."

" Bad news ! What do you mean ?

Mamey's not ill or
"

" Oh, she's all right! But"—jerking his

thumb over his shoulder—" he's just been

nabbed."



A FRIEND IN NEED 31

" Nabbed? Who?"

"Jack. The bobby nabbed 'im, and is

goin' to bring 'im up before the beak."

" Before the magistrate ? Oh, why ?

'

asked Tim, in horror. " What has he

done? Has he"—lowering his voice to a

whisper—" stolen anything?"

"No, he didn't steal nothin'—leastways

not to-day. He an' I was only playin'

pitch-an'-toss when I seen the perliceman

comin' and whipt round the corner ; an',

peepin out, I saw 'im marchin' Jack off to

the station."

" Poor Jack ! Will they put him in

prison {

" Likely as not. They'll mebbe say as

ow he's to pay a foine. But bless yer, 'e

'asn't a brown about him ! I won every-

thing from 'im just as the bobby cocked 'is

heye on us. So Vs bound to go to prison

for a couple o' days anyhow."

Tears sprang to Tim's eyes, and he

turned sadly away. Poor Jack, who was so

fond of play and sunshine, to be locked up
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in a dark, gloomy prison ! How he would

suffer ! "I'd give " His eyes shone

brightly, as though some happy thought

had come into his mind ; and he set off,

running as hard as he could, never stop-

ping till he reached the doors of the police

court.

" Is Jack Smith here ?
' he asked a police-

man.

"Yes. Just been sentenced," he replied,

" for obstructin' the streets and playin'

illegal games. Let him be a warnin' to

you, young fellow."

" Yes, yes ! But where is he ? What is

to be done to him ?" questioned the boy

eagerly.

"A fine of half- a -crown, or, in default,

two days' imprisonment," said the police-

man, with stolid indifference.

"And—and did he pay the fine?' asked

Tim breathlessly.

" Pay !

" the man laughed scornfully.

"The likes of him ain't likely to pay, bless

yer ! But don't fret ; a few hours in the
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lock-up will do the young varmint good.

Move on now. No obstruction allowed

here."

Thus warned, Tim withdrew quickly out

of sight. But he could not bring himself

to go far away. The thought of poor,

pleasure-loving Jack shut up in a dark,

cold cell, all by himself—or, worse still,

with a companion, who might lead him

farther into evil ways—filled Tim with

sorrow. "If he could only have paid the

fine ! If
—

" He paused abruptly ; his

cheeks grew crimson ; a startled look came

into his eyes. " Oh, I couldn't do it
!

" he

cried. " Oh, it is too much—to give up

my trip to Canterbury! But who knows?

—it might do more good. God may be

better pleased if I get Jack out and give up

the pilgrimage." So saying, the boy walked

quickly back towards the police station.

" I've come to pay Jack Smith's fine," he

said boldly, laying down his precious half-

crown. "Will you kindly let him out at

once ?

"
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The policeman looked at him in astonish-

ment. " I hope you re not a pal of his,"

he said ;
" for he's an ill-spoken young

ragamuffin, and you look a decent chap.

But it's good of you to help him in his

trouble." And he went away. Presently

he returned, and by his side was Jack

Smith, looking sulky and downcast.

" Tell him yourself," whispered the police-

man. " I thought you might like to. He

thinks I'm marchm' him off to another cell."

Upon seeing Tim, Jack flushed angrily.

" So ye've come to say, ' I told yer so/

when a chap s down on his luck ?

'

But Tim rushed forward and grasped his

hand, his face beaming with pleasure. " Fve

come to get you out, Jack. You know the

money I saved, that I told you about
"

Jack grinned from ear to ear, and, stick-

ing his finger to his eye, said :
" Yer won't

get Jack Smith to believe as 'ow yer such

a bloomin fool."

"But it's true, Jack; indeed it is. Tell

him it is, Mr, Policeman."
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The man smiled, much amused at the

scene ; then, turning to Jack, he said

gravely : "It is quite true. You're free to

go where you please, thanks to this kind

lad, who has paid the fine for you. Youre

lucky to have such a friend, though I must

say you don't deserve it. Go off now, and

try to behave yourself for the future."

For a moment Jack could hardly believe

his ears, and seemed unable to realise that

he was free. Then all at once he gave a

shout, and catching Tim's hand, squeezed it

tightly. " Ye re a real good un ! Hurrah

for liberty ! " And he dashed off without

another word.

" Not much gratitude to be looked for

there," said the policeman. "He'll be back

here next week. It would have been better

to have kept your half-crown in your

pocket, my lad."

"He feels more grateful than you'd

think," said Tim deprecatingly.

" I hope so," returned the policeman

shortly. "But we'll see."
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III

Three weeks passed away, and Tim neither

heard nor saw anything of Jack Smith.

The day of the pilgrimage came round,

and Father Tom led a goodly number of

his parishioners to the little Church of

St. Ethelreda, where, in company with

some two or three hundred persons from

various parts of London, they heard Mass,

and then all started by train for their

pilgrimage to Canterbury. Amongst the

boys Father Tom sought anxiously for the

earnest, eager face of his little friend Tim

Mahony, and was sorry to find that the

lad was not present.

"Why did you not come with us yester-

day, Tim?' he asked, on meeting him

next evening. " Did your fervour die away

at the last?"

Tim blushed deeply. " Oh no, Father.

But
"

"Had you spent your money on cakes V
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"Oh no, Father! No, but
"

"Well, what became of it?"

" I paid a fine."

The priest looked at the boy in astonish-

ment. "A fine? Who on earth fined you,

and why ?

"

" Not for myself, but for Jack Smith."

And Tim told the story of how Jack had

been sentenced to two days' imprisonment,

or to pay a fine of half-a-crown.

"And so you gave up your trip to

Canterbury and paid it for him ? God will

reward you for your kindness. I hope

Master Jack is properly grateful to his

friend in need. What is he doing now ?

'

" I don t know, Father. I have never

seen him since that day."

Father Tom's approval of what he had

done made Tim very happy, and he felt

more than ever glad that he had given

up the pilgrimage and rescued Jack from

prison.

" I don't want him to tell me he's grate-

ful or anything of that sort," he said to
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himself. "For, after all, it's only fair that

one friend should help another ; and I dare

say Jack took it that way, thinking that if

he had had the money he'd have done as

much for me. But I wish he hadn't gone

off as he did."

Weeks passed, and Jack did not appear.

Tim still looked for him anxiously, but at

last came to the conclusion that the police

had carried him off again, and this time

perhaps for something more serious.

One morning, about two months later,

as Tim took his stand at the corner of

Eegent's Circus, a bundle of papers under

his arm, he saw a cart, heavily laden

with plants and flowers, being pushed along

towards him. It stopped just beside him,

and the boy who had been wheeling it

stepped on to the pavement and began to

arrange the roses and maiden - hair into

attractive-looking bunches.

Tim sprang forward eagerly, a smile of

glad surprise upon his lips. " Jack—at

last
!

" And he held out his hand.
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" Tim !

' cried the other, dropping his

roses. "Well, I am glad to see yer. I've

looked for yer every day this week, but

couldn't see yer. Yer was my friend in

need, Tim. I'm workin' now. I want to

save my mother, who's gettm old, an' earn

money that I may pay yer back that 'arf-

crown. I've about a shillin' gathered up

already. An' mebbe ye'd 'ave it in time

to go to yer pilgrimage yet."

" Not this year, Jack. But no matter,"

said Tim, pressing his hand warmly. " I'd

rather see you getting a start than go on

twenty pilgrimages. Father Tom will be

glad too."

"Why on earth should yer Father Tom

care that"—snapping his fingers
—"for me,

a poor boy that he's never seen,—a bad un

too, who knows nothin' ?

"

" But he'd like to teach you," said Tim

eagerly. " Come and see him."

Jack shuffled about uneasily and got

very red. " No ; I'd be ashamed loike.

He'd talk at me. I think I'd rather not,
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Tim ; though I'd loike to learn somethin'.

It does a chap good—makes him sort o'

superior to know somethin' ; but
"

" Come to the night-school, Jack. The

nuns won't frighten you."

"Well," said Jack, "I don't mind if I

do. I've seen one of 'em go down our lane

in her white bonnet, an' I loikes the looks

of her. Yes, I'll go to the night-school."

"All right. Don't forget—eight o'clock

to-night at the convent, Mary-le-bone Street.

Ta-ta !
' And Tim ran off, shouting lustily,

" Daily News ! Telegraph ! Star

!

"

. • . . .

The following year, early in July, Father

Tom led another party of pilgrims to

Canterbury. Amongst those who on that

occasion knelt round the tomb of St. Thomas

were many persons well known for their great

piety and charity ; but in all the gathering,

there were none, perhaps, who prayed with

stronger faith or deeper devotion, than the

convert Jack Smith, and the boy who had

been his friend in need, Tim Mahony.
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ITTLE Nelly drew her torn shawl

tightly round her, and, shivering

with cold, wandered on up Oxford

Street, occasionally holding out her small

brown hand to the passers-by, with a

plaintive cry for help :
" Please give a

poor orphan a halfpenny, a halfpenny, to

buy bread ! I'm cold and hungry,—Fm
just starved."

And, looking at the miserable child, no

one could doubt the truth of what she

said. Diminutive, half washed, ragged and

patched in dress, her appearance could not

but cause a thrill of compassion. Her face

was pinched in every line ; her eyes wore
41
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a mournful, uneasy expression ; and as she

passed a public-house or a street corner she

trembled visibly.

" Hullo, young un ! Where yer a-goin'

to ?
' cried a lank girl, with a whining

baby in her arms. " There's too many of

us on this beat. Ill tell yer father, Bill

Jones, that he hadn't ought ter let yer

come 'ere."

"He's not my father."

"Well, he's buyed ye, an' that's makin'

hisself father enough. But there's more

business for the likes o' you t'other side

of the Park. Leave Oxford Street to me,

who's got a babby to carry."

" I daren't," said Nelly. " I was told to

stay here ; and if I haven't two bob * when

he comes along, he'll beat me."

"'Taint likely yer'll get two bob, then;

so yer'd better make ready for yer beatin'.

I've been five times up and down tellin'

about my sick mother an' dyin' father

;

but it's too foggy for the tender-'earted to

* Two shillings.
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be out, so I've 'ardly got what'll pay for

the 'ire of this 'ere babby. Would you like

to take a lend of 'im? You've got such a

nice-lookin' face that with 'im in yer arms

yer'd melt the 'ardest 'eart. An' then I'd

get a rest, an' we'd share what yer get.

A babby's very fetchin' sometimes, I can

tell yer."

But Nelly drew back. " No, no ! He's

too heavy. I'd let him fall—there's a

kind-lookin' lady
!

'

: And she ran up the

street after a pleasant, motherly-looking

woman, who carried a little black bag in

her hand.

At the sound of the child's supplicating

voice, the woman stopped and looked at

her for a moment, then sighed, and opened

her bag. Notwithstanding her battered

appearance, poor Nelly was an interesting

child. What the colour of her hair was it

would have been hard to say, so dirty and

neglected was it, under the almost brimless

hat ; but her soft grey eyes would have

been winning and sweet under happier
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circumstances. It was easy to see that she

was naturally of a grateful, loving dis-

position.

Seeing the stranger open her purse, Nelly

drew nearer, looking anxiously round to see

that the girl with the baby was nowhere in

sight.

" Poor child ! is your story really true ?

'

asked the lady kindly. " Have you neither

father nor mother ?
"

" No, ma'am. Mother s dead, an' father's

away, I don't know where. I belong to a

man what—but please give me a penny,

ma'am. Oh, give me a penny, and God

will bless you for it
!

"

" Here's sixpence. I'm sorry to see you

begging. You ought to go to school. Come

to my house
"

Some one knocked rudely against the lady,

and in a second Nelly had disappeared.

" Dear me, how odd ! And there wasn't

much of a crowd either. I nearly dropped

my purse. Luckily I held it pretty tightly.

What an interesting child that was ! Poor
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thing, it is sad to see her running wild

through the streets. God help her
!

' And

the kind-hearted stranger went her way.

Meanwhile poor Nelly was faring badly.

At the moment that the lady opened her

purse, a powerfully-built man, bullet-headed,

with a bulldog kind of neck, reeled out of

a public-house. In an instant he recog-

nised the child, and, staggering across the

street, lurched heavily against the generous

woman. Eyeing her purse greedily, he de-

termined to snatch it if he could. But,

fortunately, his wicked intentions were frus-

trated ; and the lady passed up the great

thoroughfare, her money safely shut up in

her little black bag. Furious at having

failed to secure such a good prize, the man

turned and followed Nelly, who had fled

away down a side street as she saw him

approach. He soon overtook her, however

;

and, catching her by her hair, swung her

round facing him.

"Now, then, yer young varmint, 'and us

out the two bob
!

"
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The unhappy waif pulled a handful of

coppers and the silver sixpence out of her

pocket.

" Here's all I've got," she said, sobbing

;

for he hurt her terribly as he held her in

his merciless grip. " I ain't got no more

!

—I ain't got no more !

"

" Stupid fool ! Why didn't yer snatch

the purse? If yer'd only been quick yer'd

'ave 'ad the whole lot. Sixpence indeed !

Mighty generous, I must say. If yer was

worth yer salt yer'd 'ave got bag an' all

;

but ye're not. So there
!

' And he flung

her from him with a kick.

" I'll never steal. Yer may kick me an'

kill me ; but mother told me never to take

what isn't mine, an I won't."

" Yer won't, won't yer ? Well, we'll see !

'

he cried ; and was about to spring upon

her again, when a policeman was seen com-

ing along ; and, thinking it wise to take

himself off, the child's tormentor disap-

peared round a corner, carrying the hardly

earned pennies along with him.
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Poor little Nelly ! hers was indeed a sad

story. She was one of that class— so

common, alas ! in the great, wealthy metro-

polis of London— who are sent out by

hardened men and women, who have them

in charge, to beg, steal or sell, or do any-

thing to get money. Steal Nelly would

not, and many were the hardships endured

by her on that account. But she bore

them bravely ; and, knowing it to be wrong

to take the smallest thing that was not her

own, neither kicks nor blows would force

her to do so. In her early years, Nelly had

been more fortunate than most of these

wretched waifs ; as she had been born of

respectable parents, and until within the

last eighteen months had lived with her

mother, who, in spite of poverty and priva-

tion, had taught her to love God and keep

His commandments.

Mrs. Lyons was the wife of a small farmer

in Sussex, who, attracted by the stories of

the wonderful fortunes to be made in the

gold mines of Africa, threw up his farm
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and went off at the shortest possible notice,

certain that very soon he would return with

a large sum of money, on which he and his

family could live comfortably for ever. But

years passed, and he led a hard life, work-

ing as a common labourer in the mines ; still

hopeful, however, and looking forward to

one day finding a nugget that was to make

him a rich man. He and a friend, he told

his wife in writing, had bought a little piece

of land between them, and they felt sure

they would soon discover something worth

while.

Poor Mrs. Lyons smiled sadly on reading

this. She was not hopeful, and longed for

the peaceful time gone by, when they had

lived in their pretty farm-house, not rich it

is true, but happy and content. Then one

day she received a wildly excited letter

from Eichard Lyons. He had found some

gold ; how much he would not tell her

;

but there was enough and more. And she

was instructed to go at once to London

with Nelly, and there await his arrival.
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Full of a strange presentiment of coming

evil, Mrs. Lyons packed up her things, and,

bidding good-bye to her friends, went away

to a dingy lodging in Soho, to wait and

watch for her absent husband. But months

passed, and nothing more was heard of

Eichard Lyons. His wife's slender purse

was well-nigh empty ; and, anxious to make

her money last as long as possible, she re-

moved to a still more gloomy and poverty-

stricken house in the neighbourhood of Drury

Lane.

Here the poor woman fell ill ; and as she

lay upon her sick-bed, wondering when she

should hear from her husband, hoping and

praying that it would be soon, she picked

up a newspaper some three months old,

that had been brought in round a parcel.

Mechanically she turned it over, thinking

little of its contents ; for few things inte-

rested her : she knew nothing of what was

passing in the world. But suddenly a cry

escaped her, the cold perspiration stood

upon her brow, and she fell back fainting
D
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upon the bed. Poor soul ! this paper con-

tained her death-warrant ; for in it she had

found a full and detailed account of the

wreck of the Douro, the vessel in which

her husband had told her he was to sail.

All on board had perished, said the paper.

Of passengers and sailors, not a soul had

escaped to tell the tale of dire disaster.

The ship had foundered in mid-ocean, how

or when was not precisely known.

This, then, was the reason of Richard

Lyons' silence ; this the awful ending to all

his hopes and ambition. After reading the

terrible story, Mrs. Lyons sank into a state

of unconsciousness, from which she never

rallied. The shock had been too great, and

she died next day, leaving poor Nelly to

the mercies of her landlady. This woman

had but little tenderness or feeling, and

was furious at having a child of six, a

penniless orphan, thrust upon her in such

a fashion. But Nelly was not long a trouble

to her. Very soon Bill Jones, the brutal

man whom we have seen kicking the little
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girl so ruthlessly, ottered five shillings for

her; and3 ^ithovit :the .faintest: remcirs^ -the

wicked landlady accepted his offer, and Nelly

was led away to be servant or beggar, accord-

ing to the will of her cruel master.

What caused her mothers death Nelly

never knew. She could not read ; and as

poor Mrs. Lyons never spoke to tell her

what had happened, the child still hoped

for her fathers return.

" Please don't send me away !
' she cried,

as Bill Jones told her she was to go with

him. " Oh, Mrs. Smith, keep me till my
father comes to look for me !

"

" Hell never come, an I can't afford to

keep you," replied the woman. And, in

spite of her entreaties, she was led away.

Everything that Nelly possessed in the

way of warm or respectable clothing was

quickly disposed of at the pawn-shop by

the drunken wretch who now called him-

self her father ; and, dressed in loathsome

rags, the child was sent out into the

streets to beg. One treasure, however, the
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little one managed to kekp, by secreting it

csfefijlly from.;v^w j and that /vya« a pretty

cornelian and silver rosary given her by her

father before his departure for Africa.

"Keep it, darling!' he had said; "and,

no matter what happens, say a rosary decade

for me every day."

" I will, papa,—mamma and I together,"

the child answered, with a kiss.

And very faithfully, Nelly had kept her

promise. So long as Mrs. Lyons lived,

she would kneel down by her side, and fer-

vently repeat the holy words, always offer-

ing her prayers for her absent father s welfare

and speedy return.

Cast upon the streets, from morning till

night, Nelly had to provide her own food

in whatever way she could. At certain

times Bill would appear at a corner, and

order her to produce the sum that he had

told her he would expect. If she failed to

secure what he required, woe betide her

!

If she were fortunate enough to have scraped

together the desired number of pence, the
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thanks received were rough and scanty, but

she, at least, escaped a beating. So hour

after hour the child would wander wearily

through the crowded thoroughfares, faint

with hunger, yet afraid to spend a penny

upon bread, lest before she had time to re-

place it by another, the wretch would meet

her, and punish her, for not having more to

give him. The past had been full of sorrow

for her, but the future seemed even more

hopeless.

On the dreary afternoon, upon which our

little story opens, Bill had ordered the child

to collect a somewhat larger sum than usual,

and Nelly was in despair. She had dragged

her weary limbs up and down Oxford Street

from early morning, and had tasted nothing

but a crust of bread, that had been bestowed

upon her by a good-natured flower-girl at

what should have been her breakfast hour

;

so by half- past four she was almost ex-

hausted from fatigue and hunger. And yet

she dared not rest ; she had to continue her

weary task of begging, as she had only a
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small part of the two shillings, that would

presently be demanded by her cruel-hearted

guardian.

" It's too foggy for the tender-'earted to

be out," the lank girl with the baby had

told her. And, as she was a beggar of much

experience, poor Nelly's heart sank within

her. Then, meeting the eyes of the lady

with the black bag, and noting their kindly

expression, her spirits quickly rose, and she

ran after her up the street. Sixpence at a

time was an unusually generous gift, and the

child was promising herself a piece of fresh

bread and a cup of coffee—when, to her

horror, Bill reeled forth from a public-house.

He was before his time ; and, hoping to

escape, Nelly turned and fled, grasping the

sixpence tightly in her little trembling hand.

She was speedily overtaken, however ; and,

in spite of her cries and entreaties, had the

money taken from her with a kick and a

cuff. Just then a policeman stepped up

;

and, happily, his appearance saved her from

further blows.
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Though aching from the violent knocking

about that she had received, and her head

tingling from the cruel way in which her

hair had been pulled, Nelly was thankful

to have been let off so easily ; and, drag-

ging herself across Oxford Street, she went

down a side street, and soon found herself

close to the Church of the Immaculate Con-

ception.

" I'll go in and say my Rosary," she re-

marked, " before I begin to beg again. The

Blessed Virgin will bring me something, I

am sure."

Benediction of the Blessed Sacrament was

going on when Nelly entered. The church

was crowded, and the child hid herself

away in a corner near the door, and close

to one of the confessionals. Very fervently

did she pray, her eyes raised in adoration

to the altar, her hands, holding the pretty

beads, tightly clasped together. For the

time she forgot all her troubles, her hunger

even, and a delightful feeling of peace and

happiness stole into her little heart. God
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loved her. He would take care of her.

He would touch Bill Jones, and make him

kinder. And then some day perhaps when she

least expected, He would bring her father

home ; and her life of misery would be over.

The music died away, the last prayers

were said, and as the priest left the

sanctuary the congregation rose to depart.

But Nelly remained in her corner ; the

beads slipped through her fingers, as one

after another she repeated her " Hail Marys."

All through the five Sorrowful Mysteries

she went, ending with the verse from the

" Children's Ballad Kosary," which she had

learned by heart

:

" Glorv to God the Father,
«/ 7

And His Eternal Son
;

And glory to the Holy Ghost

For ever, Three in One."

The air was warm, and heavy with the

fragrance of incense ; and as the lights were

extinguished one by one upon the altar,

Nelly's head gradually fell forward upon her

breast, her eyelids drooped, and, still clasping
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her rosary, she sank back against the con-

fessional fast asleep.

Two hours passed quickly ; and, rapt in

happy dreamland, Nelly knew nothing of

the flight of time. But suddenly she sprang

to her feet, wide awake, and gazed about

her in alarm. The church was empty, and,

save for the ray of light from the sanctuary

lamp, was in complete darkness.

"What have I done?' sighed Nelly.

" What time may it be ? All the doors are

shut ; and if I don't go home to-night with

that other shilling, Bill will kill me in the

morning. God, have pity on me !

" she

whispered, creeping up to the altar rails.

" Show me some way out of the church,

and save me from that cruel man. Mary,

Mother of Jesus, come to my help,—pray

for poor little Nelly."

Tears streamed from the child's eyes, as,

having felt her way round to all the doors

leading into the street, she flung herself once

more upon her knees before the altar.

The church was very still, and Nelly
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seemed to hear the wild beatings of her

frightened heart, as she thought of the cruel

treatment she would receive, when she re-

turned empty-handed to the den that Bill

Jones called his home.

" I'd never go back. Fd run away if I

could. But he'd soon find me, and then

—

oh, it would be worse than ever
!

' And,

bowing her head upon the altar rails, she

sobbed aloud.

But presently the sound of voices fell

upon her ear ; and, looking round eagerly

in the direction whence it came, she saw

a light shining under a side door, that she

had not noticed, when making her tour of

inspection round the church. With a cry

of delight, the little girl sprang to her feet,

and, groping her way along the aisle,

pushed open, with considerable difficulty, the

heavy swing door, then paused in alarm

upon the threshold.

Within the sacristy two men, one of

them a priest in cassock and beretta, stood

talking together ; and as their backs were
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turned they did not see the child enter

;

neither, apparently, did they hear her, as

they did not look round.

" They'll be angry with me," thought

Nelly, trembling ;
" for I ought not to have

fallen asleep. But I'll tell them I couldn't

help it, and then," with a sob, " they won't

mind."

" It is a sad story," said the priest,

sighing ;
" and one that interests me greatly.

I will do my best to discover her for you

;

but I am afraid it will be a difficult task.

These wretches, who buy little ones to beg

for them, are very cunning. They like to

keep them, and hide them very securely.

But are you sure that was what became of

the child?"

" Quite sure," replied the other with

emotion. "There is no doubt about it.

When I reached London, nine months later

than I had intended, kept back by shipwreck

and yellow fever, I hurried to the lodgings

to which I knew my wife and child had

gone, on leaving their home in the country.
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But I was told that they had left there

long ago. I then, after some difficulty,

traced them to B Street, Drury Lane

;

and there "—sobs choked his utterance—" I

learned that my darling wife was dead,

—

and that she—my little one—my only child

—was in the hands of a scoundrel
"

" Poor fellow ! But you must trust in

God. You must pray
"

" I have, Father. For the last year I

have prayed continually. But, oh, some-

times I get so disheartened !

"

" I can quite believe it,—it is only natural.

But now you must renew your faith, your

hope. God is good. Our Blessed Lady

will help you, and before long you shall

hold your darling in your arms. I will do

what I can. I know many of these waifs,

and have been able to save several from

the streets."

" Let me help you, Father. I am rich

now—too late, alas ! to do good to those I

loved ; but I may rescue others—do some

good for the suffering
—

" Here the poor man
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broke down again ; and, bowing his head,

turned away weeping.

The priest laid his hand upon his shoulder.

" My son, you could not apply your money

to a better object. God loves these poor

little untaught creatures, who suffer so

keenly. To rescue them, and have them

trained to earn their own living in an

honest respectable way, is a great work.

And if you help us to carry it on, Our

Lord will surely bless you ; and with His

help, we shall soon find your child. What,"

he asked, taking a note-book from his pocket,

" did you say her name was ?
"

" Nelly Lyons,—poor little Nelly !

"

He raised his voice slightly ; and at the

sound of her own name, the child at the door

sprang forward with a cry.

" I am Nelly Lyons ! But indeed," breath-

lessly, " I didn't mean to stay in the church.

I was saying the Rosary for my father, and

I was tired—and—and hungry, and I fell

asleep. But I didn't mean to—and
—

"

clasping her hands and raising her eyes
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imploringly, " please let me out now, or

Bill
"

" Nelly, my darling—oh, surely it is you,

my child, my little one !

"

A pair of loving arms were flung around

her, warm kisses were pressed upon her lips

;

and, with a sigh of joy, Nelly sank, uncon-

scious, upon her father s breast.

• • • • •

Eichard Lyons was now a rich man, and

very soon Nelly was surrounded with every

luxury that money, and a loving fathers

tender care, could procure for her. In her

happy life, she quickly recovered her health

and good looks ; and in a short time it

would have been difficult to believe that

the rosy-cheeked, golden-haired girl, in the

dainty frock and pretty white hat, had

ever been the miserable creature, known to

her companions in misfortune, as poor little

Nelly.

And I am glad to say, that neither Nelly

nor her father was selfish in their good

fortune. Happy themselves, their strongest
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wish was to make others the same ; and

feeling a keen interest in the waifs and

strays of London, they set to work to do

what they could to better their condition.

Several children with whom the little girl

had trudged the streets were rescued With-
es 4

out delay, and sent to various orphan

asylums or homes, where they were trained

and educated at Eichard Lyons' expense.

And then, later on, under the guidance

of the kind priest who had consoled and

encouraged the heart-broken father, a house

was taken in the country ; a matron and an

efficient staff of teachers and servants were

engaged, and an asylum was opened, into

which over a hundred little girls were finally

admitted.

" I hope they may be contented," said

Nelly, nestling close to her father, as they

travelled home together from the opening of

" Our Lady's Asylum." " We cannot find dear,

kind fathers for them all, poor children ! and

they can never be so happy as I am. But

I feel sure they will be content."
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" I trust so, my darling

!

,:

he replied,

kissing the eager, upturned face. " Indeed,

I am quite sure they will. And in the

future, my pet, when one by one they leave

our home, well educated, mistress of a trade,

or fit to take a place as servant in a respect-

able family, they will bless your name,

thanking God for the day when Eichard

Lyons found his darling child, his poor little

Nelly."
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AUSTIN LEE'S OEDEAL

jHE'S horribly stingy, May, there's

no doubt about it. I have tried

her in every way, but she won't

give in—says she hasn't a halfpenny to

spare."

" Perhaps she hasn't."

" Nonsense. Why, grandpapa gives her all

the money, and I'm sure it doesn't cost us

much to live the way we do."

May looked doubtful. Austin was six

years her senior, and knew more than she did

about most things, but, somehow, she had a

shrewd suspicion that upon this occasion he

was rather astray in his calculations.

" There are a good many of us," she
65 E
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remarked presently, " and we can't expect

Aunt Emma to give us pocket-money as dear

papa used to do."

" I should think not—or, if we did, we'd

be sadly disappointed. Why, I had the

greatest difficulty in screwing sixpence out

of her for this small pot of enamel yester-

day, and the golf balls are so black I can

hardly see them when Fm playing."

"Aunt Emma thinks you should not play

golf now."

" Of course she does," he cried angrily.

" It's just like her. The only bit of fun I

have she'd take from me if she could. But

I'll show her that I'm not to be bullied.

When I came down here, two years ago, I

had three pounds of my pocket-money left, so

I became a member of the club, paid my en-

trance fee and subscription myself, and
"

"But who'll pay it this year—and your

caddies, Austin ? Poor mamma can't, and

I'm sure
"

" The dragon won't—not likely. But I

tell you what, May, I must get money from
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somebody. I owe a heap. The caddies won't

come round with me now, for I am in debt

to them every one. And if my subscription

isn't soon paid I must leave the club."

May shook her little head.

" Well, I don't see where you're to get it.

I don't, indeed."

" Don't you think you might coax some

from grandpapa ? He's very fond of you,

you know, and if you were to ask him nicely

he might give you a couple of sovereigns
!

"

May's eyes grew very round and large.

" Oh, what a lot ! My dear Austin, what

could you do with two whole pounds?"

Austin laughed. But his laugh was not

pleasant to listen to ; it was far too bitter

and cynical for a boy of his age.

"Just you get them for me and I'll see

to the spending of them. And look here,

May, if you do I'll give you such a treat."

" What shall it be ?

"

" We'll think about that. But run off

quickly, Aunt Emma's out, so now's your

chance."
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May rose slowly from the floor, where she

had been playing with her dolls, her lips

pouting, her forehead puckered up into a

frown.

" I don't like to—I just hate to
"

" Well, never mind whether you do or not,

it's got to be done, my pretty one." And

taking his sister by the arm, Austin led her

out of the room. " That," he said, pointing

down the passage, " is the way to your revered

grandparent's chamber. Go ! And on the

peril of your life return here without the

money." Then, shutting the door, he went

back to his work.

" There, my beauties, I think you'll do

nicely," he said presently, as having carefully

painted a small, hard ball with a thick coat-

ing of white enamel, he set it down upon

the window-ledge, with several others of the

same description that he had already reno-

vated. "You're as good as new, now, and

a beautiful sight you'll be when I drive you

off from the teeing ground. But what is

keeping that child, I wonder? What an
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age she is
!

' And becoming restless, and

anxious to be off to the golfing ground,

Austin put on his cap, took his bundle of

clubs from the corner, and stood ready wait-

ing, with growing impatience, for his sister's

return.

Austin Lee was seventeen. He was a

tall, well-grown lad, with a pair of good

dark eyes, and light-brown, wavy hair. He

was considered handsome by most people.

And so he would have been, had it not

been for a look of sullen discontent that

had lately marred the beauty of his counte-

nance. Two years before this story begins,

Austin had been one of the most extrava-

gant boys at Eton. His father, a wealthy

stockbroker, had kept him well supplied

with pocket-money, and was rather proud of

his open-handed, careless young son. But

suddenly there came a crash. Mr. Lee be-

came a bankrupt, and died a few months

later, leaving his wife and two children

absolutely penniless. What would become

of them no one knew. Mrs. Lee, a weak,
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fashionable woman, with neither strength

nor energy, was incapable of doing anything

either for herself or any one else.

At this juncture Aunt Emma had come

to the rescue. Miss Butler was Mrs. Lee's

elder sister, and lived with her father in a

pretty house just outside the town of Epsom.

She dearly loved her quiet life, and delighted

in keeping her home neat and orderly. So

the thought of having her sister and her

children to live with her was most repug-

nant to her. But she was a just woman,

and feeling that her father s income was

too small to admit of his substantially help-

ing his younger daughter in any other way,

she resolved to have Mrs. Lee and her chil-

dren to live at the cottage. Her will was

Mr. Butlers law, and when she told him

what had been decided, he acquiesced at once,

merely remarking, with a sigh

—

" It will be very disagreeable for us both,

dear. But I daresay it is the best thing

to do."

"I am sure it is," was the reply. "And
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I am equally sure that it will be disagree-

able."

From the moment of his arrival at Wood-

bine Cottage, Austin's attitude to Miss Butler

was antagonistic. The grave, almost stern

woman, with her imperious, must-be-obeyed

kind of manner, repelled the proud, head-

strong boy, still smarting under the sudden

collapse of all his hopes, and full of rebellious

feelings for the wrong that had been done

to him, in taking him from school just at

the most important time of his life. It

was nobody's fault, he knew, but deep down

in his mind, there lurked a suspicion that

in some way his Aunt Emma was to blame.

She might have kept him there, if she had

chosen to do so, he felt sure. What his

grandfather's income was he did not know.

His mother had a vague idea that her father

was well off, and, as the house was pretty

and neatly kept, they all came to the con-

clusion that he was. So, without troubling

his head to make any inquiries, Austin went,

in anything but an amiable frame of mind,
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to take up his abode in the trim little

cottage near the Epsom Downs.

Had Mrs. Lee been a woman of strong

character, things might never have gone as

far wrong as they did. A clever religious-

minded mother, who wTould have spoken up

bravely to her son, and pointed out clearly

to him what his duty was, would have been

of immense service to poor Austin at this

time. But, alas ! he was without such a

guide, and so things went on from bad to

worse, the boy drifting into an idle, useless

life, unrestrained in any way except by the

want of money, and even this want he

partially did away with by going into debt.

And yet, had he followed his Aunt Emma's

advice, he would have escaped many of the

dangers that surrounded him. But the idea

of going to a day-school (and she could not

afford to send him to any other), where he

would be obliged to mix with the sons of

small Epsom shopkeepers, was most obnoxious

to him, and he refused to do so.

" Then send him into a merchant's office,"
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cried Miss Butler, when told of the boy's

decision. " Do not ruin your son, Adela.

Teach him to work and——

"

But Mrs. Lee began to cry. Emma was

unkind, and grudged them what they ate

and drank. She wanted to get rid of them

;

she would like to send them away. And,

burning with indignation, Miss Butler left

her sister's presence, resolving never to inter-

fere, and to let Adela manage her children as

she pleased.

So Austin was allowed to do pretty much

as he liked, following his own sweet will

when he could, and rebelling in an ex-

tremely disagreeable manner when he was

unable to do so. And yet I would have

my readers know that Austin was not

wholly bad. He had a good heart, and at

times was kind and gracious, even to Aunt

Emma. His sister May adored him ; and

although he occasionally bullied her, he was

an affectionate brother, and was always will-

ing to do anything he could for her.

But idleness, we are told, is the " mother
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of mischief;' and so it proved to Austin

Lee. From morning till night he strolled

about, sometimes in the company of the

boys from the various training stables that

abound in the neighbourhood of Epsom,

sometimes on the golf ground ; and when a

wet day came, in the house, turning every-

thing upside down, harrowing the soul of

his orderly, industrious aunt by his untidy

and desultory habits.

At last Austin's small stock of patience

became exhausted, and, certain that May

had failed in her mission, he opened the

door, and was about to run off to the golf

links when his Aunt Emma came hurriedly

down the passage.

"Austin, your grandfather is not well,"

she said. "Will you go to Epsom at once

and send out the doctor? And here is a

shilling. Go to the chemist's, buy some lin-

seed, and bring it back as soon as possible.

You will find me in the library when you

return."

Austin did not dare to refuse ; so, flinging
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down his golf clubs, he took the shilling and

went out.

" I'm sorry grandpapa's not well/' he said

as he went along. " But I'm sure it's nothing

much, only one of Aunt Emma's frights.

What a fidget she is, and what a nuisance

!

However, I'll go as fast as I can, and—who

knows ?—when I come back May'll perhaps

have got the money for me."

When Austin entered the library some

twenty minutes later, there was no one there.

The table was strewn with papers, bills, and

account books. A small cash-box stood on

the top of a pile of documents, and laying

down the packet of linseed, the boy raised

the lid. His heart beat violently, and his

cheeks crimsoned as he examined its con-

tents.

" How rich she is—whilst I— I might

borrow some. No ; that wouldn't do. When
she comes in I'll ask for some. Three

pounds," fingering the gold, " would see me

nicely out of my difficulties. But she'd never

give it to me— never." He dropped the
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money, and shut the box. Then opened it

again, and put four sovereigns in his pocket.

" How jolly it feels. I could do all sorts

of things. I could—but I must not take it.

I have no right. I—but it's a temptation.

Let's see, it would pay my subscription, the

three caddies, and that little wretch, Jones.

He's always bothering for his bill. Just like

those fellows, there's nothing of the gentle-

man about one of them. Four's rather much,

perhaps, she might miss four ; three '11 do."

He put back one sovereign, and looked

doubtfully at the others. A still, small voice

told him it was wrong to touch what was

not his own. But the tempter whispered

:

" They'll be so useful. She'll never know

they're gone."

A step was heard in the passage. Austin

started guiltily, and, slipping three golden

pieces into his pocket, sprang out by the

open window into the garden. He got safely

away. No one had seen him, and the money

that he had longed for and coveted so much

was his own, to do what he liked with.
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But, somehow, he felt strangely unhappy

and discontented. He had no fear of being

found out. If his aunt did miss the money,

she would never think of suspecting him.

Of that he felt sure. Then why need he

hesitate ? Why should he not hurry off,

and pay his debts, and start clear of incum-

brances upon the golf links ? It was a

pleasant afternoon ; his friends would wel-

come him with open arms. He might even

give May the treat he had promised her.

May ! His heart beat wildly, and the blood

rushed tumultuously to his head and face.

May, with her innocent, trusting blue eyes

;

dare he offer her a share of his ill-gotten

gold? No. A thousand times, No. And

then suddenly, as he pictured to himself his

little sister s horror at the very suggestion

of his doing what he had done, a feeling of

intense shame took possession of him, and,

terrified lest he should meet her, he fled out

of the garden, and away as fast as he could

run across the downs.

" I have ruined myself—my self-respect is
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gone. I am a wretch, a mean, contemptible

wretch/' he cried. "What shall I do with

this hateful money? Keep it I dare not,

use it I must not, and will not. Restore

it? that I would if I could. But how?

Confess to that hard, unkind woman, my
aunt. No, never." He flung himself down

upon the ground. "Why did she leave her

money there? Why, she's been the bane of

my existence, that aunt of mine. But why

was I tempted ? Why did I yield ? I

—

but I cannot be here all the evening, and

I'm afraid to go home. I'll go to the club.

It's late ; there won't be many there." He

rose up, and walking slowly with bent head and

downcast eyes, entered the pretty clematis-

grow^ verandah of the little cottage that was

used as club-house by the members of the

Epsom Golf Club. There was no one there, so

he sank down upon a seat, with a sigh of relief.

" I'm glad there's no one about," he mur-

mured, " I couldn't speak civilly to any one

at present."

The windows of the club-house were open,
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for it was a beautiful evening, and in the

smoking-room two men were sitting together,

enjoying their pipes and a friendly chat.

As Austin sat upon the bench outside he could

not see them, but he recognised their voices,

and could hear every word they said.

"Yes, I've just come from old Butler's/'

said Dr. Griffiths presently. "He has had

a sharp turn, but he's out of all danger, I'm

happy to say."

" Well, he's got a good nurse to look after

him. Miss Butler is a most devoted daughter."

" Devoted isn't the word for her. That

woman's an angel, sir." The doctor brought

his fist down heavily upon the table to em-

phasise what he was saying. "An angel of

goodness and charity !

"

Austin sat up, greatly astonished. Aunt

Emma an angel ! Did he hear aright, or

was he dreaming?

" She's very good, certainly," replied the

other man. " Most admirable."

" Admirable ! I should think so," cried

the doctor. " Why, my dear Glynn, she is
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marvellous. A few years ago she and her

father were the happiest pair in Christendom.

They had a sweet house, beautifully kept,

and just enough—mind you, I say just

enough—money to live upon. Well, her

brother-in-law dies, assets nil, sister and

children starving. What does she do?

Takes them all home, and with the courage

of—of—I don't know what, sets to work to

keep five people upon an income just suffi-

cient for two. Mrs. Lee, a delicate, helpless,

good-for-nothing woman, takes it all as a

matter of course, and never raises as much

as her little finger to do one single thing.

The children, spoilt, pampered creatures, the

boy especially"—Austin winced and flushed

hotly
—"followed their mothers lead."

" Well, now, the boy's not so bad," said

Mr. Glynn. " He's a gentlemanly fellow,

and extremely clever
"

" Gentlemanly ! Clever ! Give me that,"

snapping his fingers, " for a clever gentle-

man, if he has no principles—if he lives an

idle, selfish life, sponging on his poor rela-
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tions for his daily bread, worrying a weak,

kind-hearted woman to death. Why, I'd

rather have the roughest, commonest lad

in the town, who does his duty and works

honestly at even the meanest employment,

than your fine gentleman. Bah ! it makes

me furious to think of that boy !

"

" You're a bit hard on him, I think, doctor.

To my mind Austin Lee has a good heart,

and if that were once touched and things

were put to him in a proper way "

" But, my dear Glynn, is the boy blind ?

You say he is clever : then why doesn't he

see and understand what's going on ? Why
doesn't he feel ashamed at the sacrifices that

his aunt is making for him and his ? Does

he not know how she has sold her trinkets,

her books, everything she could, to eke out

the slender income, and all without a mur-

mur or word of complaint. Why "

But Austin waited to hear no more. His ears

tingled, his soul was full of shame, and his one

idea was how he could ever atone, ever make

sufficient reparation for his past conduct.
F
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" My God !
' he cried, and his prayer came

from his heart. " I have fallen very low. But,

with Thy help, I may yet rise again. Help me

and forgive me, most merciful Saviour
!

'

Forgetful of everything but the manner in

which he had wronged and insulted his aunt,

whose kindness he had never until now appre-

ciated ; full of bitter sorrow and keen anxiety

to beg her pardon and promise amendment,

Austin hastened home, and, without giving

himself time to reflect upon what his recep-

tion might be, walked boldly into the library.

"Aunt Emma," he began, his cheeks

crimson with shame, " I——

"

Then he paused, and closing the door

gently, stepped lightly across to the table.

The papers, books, and documents were there

just as he had seen them, even the little

cash-box had not been moved ; but in the

arm-chair, her hand grasping her pen, lay

Miss Butler fast asleep.

" Poor thing ! How tired and worn she is !

r

thought Austin, looking at her, his heart full

of pity. " Oh ! why did I never know before
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how good, how unselfish she was. I always

believed her to be so hard and
"

His aunt moved in her sleep, and moaned

slightly.

" How shall I speak?' His courage was

oozing fast away. " How shall I confess?'

He opened the cash-box, and, taking the

sovereigns from his waistcoat pocket, dropped

them in as silently as possible. But as the

last one fell amongst the other money, the

sleeve of his jacket caught the lid, and it shut

down with a sudden snap. Miss Butler sat

up and rubbed her eyes. She looked at the

boy with a puzzled, uncertain expression.

" Austin ! You here ! And "

The boy pushed the box away, and with

a cry of anguish flung himself on his knees

before her.

" I was not " He grew white as death,

and his lips trembled.

" Stealing. Of course not. My dear

Austin, you are too much of a gentleman to

do that," she said decidedly ;
" whatever your

faults are, you are your father s son."
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Austin groaned. His being a gentleman

had not saved him. In the moment of

temptation something stronger was necessary.

" Lead us not into temptation, but deliver

us from evil." He had not said that prayer

as fervently or as frequently as he should

have done, and so—— But God had not

wholly deserted him. He had had grace to

put back the money. He was not a thief;

for that mercy he was very thankful. But

a difficult task lay before him. Had he met

his aunt at once he could easily have blurted

out an apology, easily said all that he wanted

to say ; but now, his excitement having

cooled a little, and feeling her eyes fixed

upon him in anything but an encouraging

manner, his courage almost forsook him, and

he longed to get up and run away.

But, however selfish and idle Austin might

be, he was no coward, and was possessed of

a considerable amount of determination and

strength of will. So making a violent effort

he braced himself for the ordeal.

" Aunt Emma," his voice was low—" I
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wish to apologise sincerely for having been

so disagreeable, idle, and selfish."

Miss Butler stared at him in astonish-

ment. "My dear Austin, I
"

" You are good. Oh, why did I not know

all about it sooner ?

"

"About what?"

"Your kindness, your sacrifices. But I

am sorry ; I will love you, and be good to

you ; I will, indeed."

" Thank God for those words. My prayers

have been surely answered." Her eyes filled

with tears, and a look of tenderness illumined

her countenance, making the plain face almost

handsome, as she put her arm round the kneel-

ing boy, and drew his head upon her bosom.

This unexpected kindness broke down the

last barrier of pride, and, in a voice full of

emotion, Austin poured forth the whole

story ; his taking the money, his anguish

at having done so, the conversation he had

overheard at the club, and his resolution to

go into a merchant's office as soon as pos-

sible, and work hard for his living.
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" And if you will forgive me for my past

ungrateful conduct, Aunt Emma," he wound

up by saying, " I promise to do my best

to atone for it in every way in the future."

"My dear boy, I forgive you from my
heart ; I do, indeed," she cried with stream-

ing eyes. " And I feel sure you will do

well in life. This has been a severe ordeal,

Austin, and you have come through it

bravely. God bless you !

?

• • . . .

Without the slightest hesitation, Mr.

Grlynn took Austin Lee into his office in

the city, and his conduct there proved that

that gentleman had been right in the esti-

mation of his character. In a few years

the lad rose to a high position in the firm,

and when Mr. Butler died he was able to

provide a comfortable home for his mother,

sister, and aunt. His greatest happiness in

doing this was the thought that, for the

rest of her life, his Aunt Emma need never

again trouble her head about the arduous

task of making both ends meet.
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HEE LOVE WAS HEE GOLD

>SLA LOCK was standing at the

parlour window, waiting for her

father and mother to come home

to tea. She had dusted the room and laid

the cloth, and it all looked so nice that

she was anxious that they should come in

before the children appeared to turn every-

thing upside down.

" I've had a nice quiet time to get it all

put in order," she said, leaning out of the

window ; and she made a pretty picture as

she looked anxiously up and down the

street, the evening sun shining on her

golden curls and bright, though delicate,

face. " But I do wish they would come
87
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now that it is all ready. I hope father

got away early. It isn't every evening we

have a birthday cake, so I hope he'll come

before it's all eaten. Ten years old to-day,

Miss Isla Lock ! Dear me, what an elderly

dame you are getting, and yet so small

!

If you don't take care your sister Marjorie

will leave you far behind, and you'll just

have to wear the frocks she has outgrown !

Think what a disgrace that would be !

"

She laughed merrily, and seeing a speck

of dust upon the chimney-glass, darted

across the room, duster in hand, to remove

it. This done she danced back to the

window, then round to arrange the antima-

cassars upon the sofa. She could not keep

still. Whether because of the brightness of

the day, or from the fact that she had at-

tained the great age of ten, she could not

say, but she felt very happy—much happier

than usual. And as she tripped gaily about

the dingy little parlour, she thought it was

the pleasantest place in the whole world

;

and her voice rang out in merry snatches
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of song as she put the finishing touches

to everything, knowing that such neatness

would please her mother.

Isla was singing, and singing so loudly,

that she never heard the door open, as Mrs.

Lock came in.

" How merry you are ! And how pretty

the room looks," she cried, smiling as her

little daughter sprang to her side, with an

exclamation of delight.

"You dear, darling mother, I am so glad

you have come in ; and I do wish father would

come too. It will all look very different when

the children have been here for awhile—Billy

is simply shocking, the mess he makes !

'

" Poor Billy, he's only a baby, dear. You

mustn't expect too much from a child of six."

" Of course not. But I wish father would

come in first. Shall I give you some tea,

or would you rather wait, mother?'

" I'll wait, dear—I'm in no hurry, and see,

Isla, here's a little birthday present. You

can hang it over your bed, and I hope you

will pray for me every day."
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" Our Lady of Perpetual Succour ! Oh,

you dear, good mother, to think of such a

thing ! I have so longed to have that picture.

I have been saving up to buy it, and I've got

tenpence in my money-box—but it was two

shillings ! Thank you so much, so much !

'

and Isla flung her arms round her mother s

neck, kissing her over and over again. " It

will look lovely above my bed ; the frame is

really beautiful."

" Fm glad you are pleased, dear. You are

a great comfort to me, Isla. I don't know

what I should do without you."

Isla's face shone radiantly, and nestling up

to her mother's side, she whispered :
" I'm so

glad, so glad. But
—

" the bright look faded

slightly from her eyes as the trampling of

little feet, and the din of many voices, was

heard in the hall. " There they are ! and

father's not in yet. Isn't it a pity ?

'

" Never mind, dear ; he'll be glad to see

them all busy and happy when he comes.

We must try to keep the place as tidy as

possible,"
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As she spoke the door was flung open, and

four children tumbled pellmell into the room.

" Don't be so rude, Marjorie," said Isla

severely. "You should not make so much

noise."

" It was Billy's fault—he pushed me," re-

plied Marjorie, a rosy-cheeked girl of eight,

and she ran to give her mother a kiss.

" And Jack kicked me," said Billy, pouting.

"You know you did, Jack, and so I couldn't

help pushing."

" I didn't mean to," answered Jack tear-

fully. " Baby an me was tryin' to be good,

an' tooked hands, and I just accidental gave

you a kick. But don't cie, old boy !

'

" Cry, indeed ! " Billy tossed his head scorn-

fully, "as if I'd cry for a kick from you !

"

and he walked straight to the tea-table.

" Billy, come away," cried Isla. " Father's

not in
;
you must wait."

" I'm so hungry ! Mother, do let's begin !

"

"You're a greedy boy," began Isla. "I

want father
"

"No, no, dear, Billy is not greedy, only
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hungry," said Mrs. Lock, smiling. " Don't be

too hard on him. I think we cannot wait."

And taking sturdy baby Dimples in her arms,

she placed her in her high chair, and seated

herself at the head of the table.

" Billy, sit down and say grace."

Billy joined his little plump hands, and

said in a loud, clear voice :
" Please God,

bless my tea !

"

The children bowed their heads reverently,

and having made the Sign of the Cross, they

settled down to the peaceful enjoyment of

large slices of a delicious home-made cake,

with just a sprinkling of currants in it.

John Lock, the father of these five little

ones, was a clerk in the office of Messrs.

Sterner & Co., tea merchants, Ludgate Hill.

He was a steady, industrious man, and having

been in the employment of this wealthy firm

for some fifteen years, was now in the enjoy-

ment of a salary of some two hundred pounds

a year. This was not a large income on which

to support a wife and five children, you will

say, but John Lock's ideas were moderate

;
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his wife was a good manager, and they were as

happy and comfortable a family as you would

find in London in a day's walk.

The Locks lived in a small house in

Hammersmith, where rents were low, and

where each residence had a little piece of

ground at the back, into which noisy, trouble-

some children could be turned out to play in

fine weather, with perfect safety to life and

limb. This patch of green was a boon to Mrs.

Lock ; but a greater still was the convent

school, where all the young Locks, not even

excepting baby Dimples, aged two, were

taken every morning, and carefully taught

and looked after till the dinner hour, when

they went home, and then in the afternoon

again till tea-time. Thus, thanks to the kind

devotion of the good nuns, Mrs. Lock had

time to keep her house in order, and make

her children's clothes with an easy mind,

knowing that, while she worked, the little

people were being well trained and educated.

" And they are a flock to be proud of," she

would say, with pardonable admiration, as
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she watched them go down the road to the

convent, which was only about five minutes

walk from their own door. And Isla is

certainly a motherly little soul
!

' Then, as

the children, headed by her eldest daughter,

with Dimples by the hand, turned and blew

kisses to her before disappearing in at the

gate, she smiled contentedly and hurried off

to her work.

But of late, Isla had had a cold which had

obliged her to stay at home, and Mrs. Lock

had been just a little anxious upon her ac-

count. To-day, however, the tenth anniver-

sary of her birthday, the child was as well

as could be, and the doctor assured her

mother that she might go back to her

lessons as soon as she pleased. But Isla

begged to be allowed to wait till the begin-

ning of the following week, and thinking

that a longer holiday would do her no harm,

Mrs. Lock granted her request. And so it

happened that Isla was at home during the

days of trouble and anxiety that followed

so quickly upon the happy birthday, when
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the child's one sorrow was regret that her

father did not come home in time to cut

the cake.

When the young Locks had indulged in

as much of everything as their mother con-

sidered good for them, a game of " Puss in

the Corner/' in honour of Isla's birthday,

was suggested, and a romp ensued. Then,

seeing Dimples grow cross and fretful, and

Jack inclined to engage in a boxing match

with Billy, their mother carried them off to

bed, leaving Isla and Marjorie to put away

the tea things, and tidy up the room.

"Your father will be sure to have had

his tea, Isla," she said. "He must have

gone home with a friend, so put everything

away."

Tears gathered in the little girl's eyes as

she rose to do her mother's bidding,

Isla dearly loved her father, who always

made a special pet of his eldest daughter,

and she was bitterly disappointed that he

had not come home early that afternoon.

"It is not like him," she sighed ;
" I told
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him it was my birthday, and he promised

faithfully to be here/'

Then, having put the parlour once more

in order, she said to her sister :

" Come, Marjorie, I am going to hang up

my picture, and it is time for you to go to

bed."

" Very well," replied Marjorie meekly.

She was always obedient to Isla, and, hand-

in-hand, the children went upstairs to the

little room where they slept together.

The picture hung to her satisfaction, and

Marjorie snugly tucked up in bed, Isla stole

down again to sit for awhile with her

mother, and watch for her father's return.

" For he will surely come in time to bid me

good-night," she told herself; "if he doesn't

I'll think something awful has happened !

'

As she reached the hall, the sound of

voices in the parlour made her cry out

rapturously :

" Come at last, dear father !
' but on open-

ing the door, she grew suddenly silent, a

nameless terror took possession of her.
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Beside the table sat Mas mother, with

bowed head, weeping, oh ! so bitterly, and

near her, his kind face wearing a look of

extreme pity and sorrow, was their parish

priest, Father Lowry.

Isla paused on the threshold, afraid to

approach, yet trembling with anxiety at the

sight of her mother's grief.

Father Lowry raised his hand, and signed

to her to go, but Mrs. Lock called to her

to come in. " She must know soon, Father,

as well now as any other time," and opening

her arms, she caught Isla to her breast, cover-

ing the little pale face with passionate kisses.

" What is it, mother ?
' whispered the

child. " Oh ! don t cry, don't cry."

"My darling, how can I help it? Isla

love, I have had sad news—sad news !

'

" Father !

"—Isla started up in terror

—

" Oh ! say he is not dead."

" No, dear, no—worse !

"

" Worse !

"—the child gave a sigh of relief

—" He may be hurt, poor dear, or ill, but

there is nothing worse than death."
Q
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"My poor, innocent darling! Your father,

Isla—oh ! that I should have to tell it to

his child !
' gasped the unhappy woman

—

"has been accused of a great crime, but,"

fiercely, "you must not believe that he is

guilty ; he never did it—never, of that I

am very certain."

" Father accused ! father do anything

wicked ! A crime ! Mother, impossible !

'

"So I say, but others declare he has,

and oh ! my darling, they have put him

—into prison."

Isla grew crimson to the roots of her

hair, and clenched her little fists. "Then

they must let him out. How could they be

so cruel—so wicked ? Come, mother, let's go

and tell them that he never did it."

"Alas, dearest, they would not listen to

us, they say that he tell her, Father,

I cannot," and bowing her head upon her

outstretched arms, she sobbed aloud.

Father Lowry drew Isla to his side. She

had known him all her life, and knew him

to be her father's best friend. "My child,"
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he said, with emotion, " I believe, in fact,

I am sure, your father is innocent, but he

is charged with having committed a forgery

—signed the name of the head of the firm

to a cheque, cashed it and spent the money.

This is a great crime, you know, for God

has said, ' Thou shalt not steal/

"

" But he didn't do it." Isla raised her

blue eyes, full of trusting confidence, to his

face. " I know he didn't do it, you know

he didn't, and so does mother ; surely, that

ought to be enough."

" Alas ! dear child, it is not ; he must

give them stronger proof of his innocence

than that, and when I saw him this morning

in prison
"

" Prison !

"—Isla grew white as death

—

" Oh ! Father Lowry, to think of our dear

father being in prison ! It is terrible !

"

" Yes, but don't be frightened ; he told

me to tell you that he was comfortable, at

least, fairly so, poor fellow. He hopes soon

to be home again. You must pray hard

for him, Isla."
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" Yes, yes, but when may he come—to-

morrow ?

"

The priest turned away his head ; his

eyes were full of tears, his heart ached for

the unhappy wife and child, but he knew

not what to say. The little one's grief un-

manned him. "He must prove his inno-

cence first, dear," he said presently, " I

cannot say exactly how long that may

take."

Mrs. Lock sprang to her feet, and paced

rapidly up and down the room. " Father

Lowry," she cried, " something must be

done, I must find some way to help my
husband, or I shall go mad !

"

" My child, you can do nothing at pre-

sent ; the law must take its course."

" The law

!

9>

she replied scornfully ; "of

what use is law, when honest men can be

accused
"

" My poor soul, pray be calm ; in a short

time, I am sure, I trust, John will be cleared.

Meanwhile, you must submit patiently, tak-

ing this trial from the hands of God. We
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must all pray for light to see our way to

do what is best. Appearances are strongly

against him "

" Then what is to be done ? How under

Heaven is he to clear himself? What do

people usually do under such circumstances?'

" When the time for his trial draws near,

he must engage a barrister to defend him."

"A barrister? Who? I know none."

" There is one who would surely unravel

this mystery, and prove your husband's inno-

cence. But he is a great man, and I fear

his fees are prohibitory."

"What is his name?"
" Sir Benjamin Armstrong. He is a

Catholic and a good man. But
"

" But does not work for the poor who

cannot pay. Oh ! my poor John," she cried,

sinking down upon a chair, " my dear, good

husband, are you to be lost for want of

money to pay for your defence ? You so

good, so generous."

" Mother "—Mas little arm stole round

her neck, and her cheek was laid against
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hers—" Don't fret so much, God will take

care of father. We shall pray hard—hard,

and you need have no fear."

"My darling! my little comfort
!'

Father Lowry stood up, and seeing that

mother and child were absorbed in each

other, he stole away.

The one thought of Isla's life night and

day was now her father. That he was

innocent of the crime he had been charged

with, she knew, but how to prove to his

employers that he was so—she knew nothing

of judge or jury—filled her mind to the

complete exclusion of every other idea.

" Pray for father," she would say continu-

ally to the children, and not understanding

what was wrong, they would kneel round

her before the picture of " Our Lady of

Perpetual Succour," praying with all the

fervour possible at their tender age.

The case against John Lock was so strong

that he was committed for trial, and bail

being refused, he was confined in Holloway

Gaol.



HER LOVE WAS HER GOLD 103

Convinced of her husband's innocence, yet

terrified lest for want of money to fee a

counsel capable of defending him, and un-

ravelling the mystery of the forged cheque,

Mrs. Lock spent days and nights of utter

prostration and misery, and had it not been

for her poor, helpless children, she would

have broken down altogether. And during

this dreadful time her one comfort was her

brave little daughter, Isla.

" Mother, we have prayed so hard that

I know dear father will soon be home to

us," she would say. " Father Lowry said

Mass for him this morning—for him and

us-—so do not fret, mother, do not fret."

" My pet, that is what your dear father

says when I go to see him," shuddering,

"in the dreary prison. He is so good, so

patient ; oh ! God will surely reward him."

" There is only one man who could clear

him," Father Lowry had said, " and that

man is Sir Benjamin Armstrong."

These words rang continually in Isla's

ears, and she spent hours together wonder-
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ing what they could do. Was there any

way in which her mother could raise money

to pay the great man's fee. She could

think of none. They were poor, suffering in-

tensely from poverty now that their father s

salary had ceased, and the child knew that

soon they would be obliged to leave their

house, and, if he was convicted, the work-

house would be the only refuge.

This her mother had told her, weeping,

over and over again. They had no relation

who could help them, no friends likely to

do so. One day a wonderful idea came to

Isla, she blushed and trembled as she

thought of it. " But father must and shall

be cleared," she said decidedly, "and per-

haps the great man may be kind, so Til

venture and, who knows "—her little face

shone with hope—" he may not refuse. At any

rate, Til venture." Mrs. Lock was lying down,

suffering, poor soul, from a bad headache.

The children were at school and would not be

home for hours, so Isla was at liberty to do

pretty much as she pleased. Stealing in on
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tiptoe to her mothers bed-side, she found,

to her joy, that she was asleep. Then going

to her own little room, she put on her best

frock, jacket and hat, and taking the pence

from her money-box, counted them carefully

and put them in her pocket. There was

not quite a shilling, but enough and more

than she was likely to require. Kneeling

down for a moment she clasped her hands

and raised her eyes to the picture of Our

Lady, prayed fervently, imploring her to ask

her Divine Son to help and bless her under-

taking. " For, oh !
' she sighed, "it will

mean so much to my poor darling father.

Mother of Jesus, intercede for me ;

' then

full of hope, certain that her prayers would

be granted, Isla ran downstairs and out into

the street.

The great Queen's Counsel, the Leader of

the English Bar, sat alone in his own par-

ticular sanctum, the inner room of a fine set

of chambers in Old Lane, Lincoln's Inn. He

was a tall, commanding-looking man, with a

handsome head and face, a pair of deep-set,
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grey eyes that looked out with a straight,

direct glance ; and a firm, determined mouth

,

stern in repose, but wearing, when he smiled,

an expression of gentle sweetness that won

all hearts.

Sir Benjamin had just dismissed an im-

portant client, the defendant in a big mer-

cantile case, and his solicitor, and was

settling down to read a brief, when the sound

of voices in the ante-chamber disturbed him,

and feeling much annoyed, he went to the

door to remonstrate with his clerks.

" What is the meaning
—

" he began sharply,

then paused in amazement, for close to the

door, gesticulating somewhat wildly, stood a

little girl, with bright golden hair, and a

sweet delicate face. As he appeared, she

struggled away from the clerk who had hold of

her arm, and flinging herself upon her knees,

began talking very fast and eagerly. " You

are Sir Benjamin Armstrong, aren't you ?

Father's been put in prison for forgery, and

he never did it. He couldn't and wouldn't."

Isla flung up her hands in her eagerness, and
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clasped them tightly together. " And please,

we're poor, so poor, but we want you—^at

least I thought I'd venture, and that perhaps

you would speak for him, and tell them he

never did it
!

"

As the child spoke, the great man's face

softened, and bending, he raised her from her

knees. " Come in here, little woman," he

said gently, " and tell me all about it."

To the intense surprise of the clerk, whose

orders to admit no one had been strict, Isla

was led into the private room, and the door

was shut behind her.

About two hours later, Mrs. Lock stood at

the parlour window, full of anxiety as to what

had become of her little daughter. " She may

have gone out to market," she thought, " and

yet
"

Suddenly, a small figure was seen approach-

ing, and even in the distance Mrs. Lock re-

cognised Isla, and yet so changed was she

from the sad, tearful little Isla of the morning,

that she might have been excused had she

not at first identified her.
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Isla literally danced along the street, her

eyes shone, her face was radiant with happi-

ness.

Mrs. Lock turned from the window, and ran

to meet her. Isla sprang into her arms, and

covered her face with kisses.

" My darling, what "

" Mother, Our Lady has heard our prayers,

granted our request, and he will defend

him—Sir Benjamin Armstrong has promised

to make a speech for father. He's coming to

see you, and then he'll get a solicitor, he

says, and then our darling will be surely

cleared
!

"

" But what do you mean, child ? How "

Isla laughed merrily. " I went to him

away—ever so far away. The policeman told

me how to go. It was a venture, but I have

succeeded, and oh ! joy, our father will soon

be back to us."

" My dearest pet, God bless you
;
you are

good"—a sob choked her utterance—"the

greatest comfort I have."

Tears started to Isla's eyes. " I am
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glad—so glad you think so, and oh ! mother,

we'll all be quite happy soon."

• • • • •

And Isla was right. Her father was ac-

quitted, and left the court without a stain

upon his character. With consummate skill,

the great lawyer had probed the mystery to

the bottom, and had unravelled a tangled web

of iniquity, that had been woven around his

client by others, to conceal their own mon-

strous guilt. He soon convinced the jury

and the judge of his client's innocence, and

Isla's father left the court amidst enthusiastic

applause.

He was restored to his situation, and

eventually became a partner in the firm of

Sterner & Co. Truly Xsla's love was her gold,

and obtained the vindication of her father s

innocence.
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\N the first of October, 1874, the

barge Tilbury proceeded slowly up

the Kegent's Canal. The cargo con-

sisted of five tons of gunpowder in barrels;

whilst three men, and a small boy called

Larry Egan, were the only persons on board.

The barge was heavy, and it scarcely

appeared to move, so quietly did it cut its

way through the waters. The men were

surly, uncouth-looking fellows, and as they

sat smoking and drinking, their language

was coarse and brutal.

"I wish they wouldn't speak like that,"

thought Larry ; and he withdrew as far as

possible from his companions.
no
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From his pocket he stealthily produced a

book, and hiding well behind a big sack of

coal, he began to read. Larry was twelve

years old. He had a thin, pinched little

face, that looked all eyes, so abnormally

large had these features grown, owing to bad

food and ill-health. Larry was the son of a

widow and the eldest of a family of six, and

he felt proud and delighted when he was able

to earn a few shillings a week, and so help

his poor mother. His money paid the rent

;

and amongst the little brothers and sisters

at home, Larry was looked upon as a very

important personage. But on board the

Tilbury he was of no consequence. He was

kicked and cuffed, and made to do the dirty

work. He had to wash the deck, and cook

the men s food, without a word of thanks, and

frequently received severe scoldings if he

failed to please his brutal masters. But the

boy bore their unkindness with much patience.

He was naturally sweet-tempered and oblig-

ing, and tried his best to do everything to

please them.
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On Sundays, when Larry was free from

his work upon the barge, he used to steal away

to the Catechism class in the church of Our

Lady of Mercy, which was close to where his

mother lodged. Here the boy listened eagerly

to the instructions, and so pleased was the

priest with his answers and general demeanour

that he allowed him to join a special class,

in preparation for his first Communion. This

delighted Larry, and he set himself earnestly

to work.

During the week he had no time to go to

Mass or visit the Blessed Sacrament ; but

constantly as he swept the deck he would

recite some little prayer that he had learnt

by heart. Then he would sing the hymn

of the "Holy Name," or " Jesus, Gentle

Saviour," and when his work was over he

would seek a secluded corner, and drawing

a small edition of the " Imitation of Christ

'

:

from his pocket, read a chapter or two, ac-

cording as time permitted.

On the day on which our story begins,

Larry had been severely knocked about.
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John Smith, a big, burly man with a coarse

red face, and a pair of small cunning eyes,

had sent him off early in the day to buy him

some gin, and because the lad had been longer

than he thought he should be in coming back,

he had cuffed him most unmercifully.

Larry wept and sobbed, imploring the other

men to take his part ; but they only laughed,

and when Smith kicked him out of his way,

they said he was a good-for-nothing, and they

would send him about his business if he did

not do his work better and more quickly.

This frightened Larry, and he dried his eyes,

and fell to scrubbing vigorously. His mother

was ill. If his money did not come in, what

would become of her ? And when at last he

was able to creep away to his book he was

weary and tired. His poor little bones ached,

and as he began to read, tears dropped upon

the page and obscured his sight.

" Take up thy cross, and follow Jesus."

" To suffer, therefore, is what awaits thee, if

thou art resolved to love Jesus, and constantly

to serve Him."
H
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Larry paused ; then read the words again.

" That is what I want to do," he said.

" To love and serve Our Lord—that is just

what I am determined to do. To suffer

—

well—when I am knocked about
"

" Holloa—you lazy w^armint, wot do yer

mean sittin' down there when we want the

water biled for our tea ? " shouted Smith, and

lurching forward, for the gin had done its

work, and the unfortunate man was unsteady

in his gait, he glared at Larry with bloodshot,

angry eyes.

" I did not know you wanted me/ 5

answered

the boy gently. " I was reading
"

" Keadin' V scornfully, "I'll teach you to

read." And making a dive at the book, he

wrenched it from Larry's hand, and flung it

away.

"Ha, ha! my fine scholar! I'll show yer

'ow to read. There, go into the water after

that 'ere precious book of your n, if yer likes ;

'

and he staggered back to the other end of the

barge.

Larry was overcome with grief. He could
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not live without his book, he told himself

with a sob. It was his one comfort—his only

consolation—and flinging himself on the deck

he wept aloud.

" Now, then, youngster, bile the water, or

by you'll go after the book."

" Take up thy cross." Larry rose resolutely.

He would bear his trouble manfully. He

would suffer patiently. As he lifted his head,

his eyes fell on the little boat that was tied to

the end of the barge. It danced merrily on the

top of the water, for it was small and light.

" If I might jump in there, perhaps I could

fish up my poor book with a boat-hook," he

sighed. " But they would never let me."

Then, suddenly, he gave a cry. His little

face flushed ; his eyes danced with joy. For

there in the punt, under one of the seats, lay

his book, quite safe, without a drop of water

near to injure either binding or leaves.

" I dare not fetch it now. But Til find an

opportunity." And full of hope he hurried

below.

Early next morning, before the dawn of
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day, the boy rose from his bunk, and stealing

noiselessly up on deck, crept along towards the

boat, wherein lay his precious book.

Smith was curled up in a corner, a pipe in

his mouth, but fast asleep. He was supposed

to be on guard—watching for danger on every

side of the canal.

Making the sign of the Cross and whisper-

ing a little prayer, Larry stooped, caught hold

of the rope, and drew the boat close to the

barge, then, as quietly as possible, dropped

down the side into the punt.

But suddenly, to his consternation, the rope

gave w^ay, snapt right in two, and he found

himself cut off from the barge, and floating

away in the opposite direction. He was terri-

fied. What was to be done ? If he screamed

and called to the men, they would only laugh

and jeer at him. Or they would say he was

trying to steal the boat, and he would surely

be dismissed from his place by the owners of

the barge, and perhaps sent to prison. The

poor child was beside himself with terror. He

looked wildly from one side to the other, and
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meanwhile he was drifting farther and farther

away. At last he resolved to land somewhere

if he could, go to Messrs. Hart & Long, his

employers, and telling his story, throw himself

upon their mercy. If they saw him first, they

would probably believe his version of the

affair and forgive him.

But to accomplish this was no easy matter.

The canal was wide at this particular part, the

water dark and many fathoms deep. So to

land seemed impossible, for Larry had no oars

and was obliged to go as the wind took him.

Presently, the little boat ran into the bank,

and with an exclamation of joy and thanks-

giving the boy grasped the stump of a tree,

tied the rope securely round it, and, springing

on to the grass, began to clamber up on to the

road.

But all at once something awful happened.

A terrific noise resounded through the air.

The sky became a deep lurid red. The crash-

ing of glass and wild screams of agony were

heard on all sides, and Larry was dashed

violently to the ground.
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For some moments he lay insensible ; then,

gradually reviving, he sat up and gazed

about him in alarm. Men, women, and

children were running down the road. They

all looked white as death. Consternation

was on every countenance.

" What is it ? Has the end of the world

come ? " asked Larry, creeping up to a

woman who stood wringing her hands at

the door of one of the houses.

" No, dear, no. But there has been an

awful explosion on the canal down there at

the North Gate. The barge is blown to bits,

they say, and every one on board is killed.

Five tons of gunpowder, they tell me. Just

think of that ! It has smashed every window

for a mile away. Houses are down in some

parts. Oh, it's dreadful to think of the destruc-

tion those wretches on board the Tilbury have

caused—wholesale ruin and destruction."

Larry uttered a cry, and leant against the

wall. He was faint and trembling.

" The Tilbury ! God ! Did you say the

Tilbury ?
"
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" Yes, that's what I said plain enough.

I've just heard the name from the police.

The men were drunk and threw matches

about, it is supposed. They're well punished,

for they are all dead. But that won't mend

our windows, worse luck. They "

But Larry waited to hear no more. He

ran as he never before had run, in the

whole of his existence, and at last, panting

and breathless, he reached the scene of

disaster.

Of the luckless barge little was to be

seen. It had been blown to atoms. Three

dreadful-looking figures, black and charred,

water running out of their clothes and hair,

had been dragged out of the canal by the

police, and were lying upon the bank.

These were the three men who had been

so cruel to Larry—John Smith and his

companions.

" Are they dead ?
' whispered the boy,

kneeling down and gazing at them with

eyes full of horror.

"Two on 'em is," answered the policeman.
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"This big burly chap has life in him yet.

The wonder is, they are not all in bits

—

like the boy—a little fellow of twelve—for

that's what must have happened to him

—

blown away—for there's not a sign of him

—an' we know he was on board—for we've

just 'ad particulars from Messrs. Hart and

Long, an' they declare there was a boy."

" So there was—so there was," sobbed Larry.

" But he—was not—killed—for I am he."

And then he told his story.

" It's wonderful
!

" cried the policeman.

" God took care of you—it's really won-

derful."

" Yes, thank God, I was not on board

the barge," answered Larry fervently ;
" for

what would poor mother have done if I

had been killed ?

"

Then they raised John Smith and carried

him to the Middlesex Hospital, where his

wounds were carefully dressed, and he was

put into a comfortable bed. Every day

Larry went to the hospital, and sought admis-

sion to the ward in which the man lay.
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Trouble and suffering had done much to

tame the wild spirit of big rough John

Smith, and when the little boy, whom he

had kicked and cuffed, and treated in every

way so shamefully, appeared constantly by

his bedside, and with a kind word, and a

sympathetic glance, inquired anxiously as to

how he felt, his heart was touched, and he

was truly sorry for his past conduct.

" You're a good lad," he said one day

with emotion ;
" and if ever I get off this

bed I'll be kind to you—see if I'm not.

I haven't a friend in the world, an' I'll just

be a father to you, Larry."

Larry smiled.

" Thank you, John. I always thought

you didn't quite mean to be so cruel."

John stared at him for a moment, then

laughed.

" You're a rum un. You're not like any

lad I ever seed. But I'm downright sorry

about that book o' yourn, an' when I'm well

I'll buy you another—see if I don't."

" But look here, I've got my book. Here
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it is," cried Larry, holding up his " Imitation

"

triumphantly. " The very one you threw

away into the canal.'
f

" Well, I never/' gasped Smith. " Are you

a witch or a fairy ? The very book, I

declare."

Larry laughed merrily.

"Neither a witch nor a fairy, John—but a

lucky little boy." And then he explained

how it had fallen into the punt, and how in

going to get it he had escaped the explosion.

" It saved you—or—I saved you," he cried,

with tears in his eyes— "for if I hadn't

thrown that book away, you'd have been on

board, an' a little one like you would just

have gone to bits."

" God watched over me, John, and I'm

very, very thankful."

" Of course you are. But read me some o'

that book you're so fond of."

" If your conscience is pure you will have

peace. A bad conscience is always timid and

unquiet," read Larry ; and then he explained

how a pure conscience was to be obtained

;
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and how, even if we had sinned grievously,

we could receive forgiveness and return to

the grace of God.

" It's beautiful. I never knew nothink

about it afore/' said John plaintively. " No

one ever told me about God's goodness and

love. I wish I could read, an' I'd ask you to

lend me that book."

" I'll teach you to read/
7

cried Larry eagerly,

" and you'll soon learn, I'm sure."

Smith shook his head. He was too old

and stupid. However, as he was glad to do

anything to please Larry, he willingly pro-

mised to do his best, and try to learn.

So every day Larry brought his primer,

and with great patience put John through his

lesson. Then as a reward he would read him

a chapter in the " Imitation," and explain its

meaning with much earnestness.

And when the time came for Smith to leave

the hospital he was a changed man. The

many lessons he had received had sunk deep

into his heart, and he was resolved to lead a

good life in the future. With Larry he now
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took to going to the instructions in the

Church of Our Lady of Mercy ; and one day,

to his little friend's delight, he went to the

priest, and asked to be made a Catholic.

Father Ryan gladly consented to receive him,

and he was baptized at once. Some months

later Smith and Larry were again sent to-

gether on board a barge. But the boy's life

was now very different to what it had been

on the Tilbury. The other men were rough

and inclined to knock him about. But he

had a strong champion in John Smith, who

always took his part, defending him bravely

against angry words and blows.

" Hit me if you like," he would say, " but

you must not touch the boy." And then he

told them of Larry's goodness, and the way

he had forgiven his unkindness ; how he had

visited and consoled him during his long ill-

ness, and how he had taught him to read.

" An' I tell you it's a great comfort," he con-

tinued. " Next to a pipe, there's nothin' like

a book."

This fired their ambition, and soon they,
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too, began to wish to read. And when Larry-

expressed his willingness to assist them, they

all gathered round him to be taught.

Time passed on. The barge was laid up

for repairs, and Larry and the men were

employed in different ways about the pre-

mises of Messrs. Hart & Long. But they often

met ; and one after another these good crea-

tures were led, through Larry's good example,

into the Catholic Church.

" The lad's a good un—Cod bless 'im,"

cried Smith, brushing his sleeve across his

eyes, as he came out from the Mass, at which

Larry had made his first Communion. " Fd

like to do something for him an' his mother,

for they're very poor. Eh, mates, what d'ye

say?

" Willingly," answered the others. " We'll

all do what we can."

So they made a collection. And when

Larry woke up on the morning of his thir-

teenth birthday, in his mother's little lodging,

he found a box of presents beside his bed.

The men had known what would please the
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boy best ; they had put in something for each

member of the family. There was a piece of

beef and an apple dumpling ; a warm frock

and jacket for the delicate sister, Polly ; toys

and sweets for the little ones, a stuff dress for

his mother, and a beautifully-bound volume

of the New Testament for himself.

" Mother/' said Larry, his eyes full of tears

as he examined the gifts spread out before

him, " I am too happy. I have not a trouble

in the world. There was a time when I had

a cross—-a heavy cross—to bear, but it has

gone."

"Yes, dearest," she answered, drawing him

to her side, and kissing him tenderly. " You

bore it well, and you are having your reward.

Remember the words of the ' Imitation ' :

c

If

thou bear thy cross willingly, it will carry

thee.' You have borne your cross with a

patient and cheerful heart, and so it has

grown light to carry."
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CUKLY KIT

HE walls were dirty and patchy
;

the floor sloped down about a

foot into the middle of the room

;

the window-frames were black and rotten

;

the furniture poor and scanty ; but still the

dingy lodging was all the home they knew,

and when Kit and his five-year-old sister

were told that they must leave it and never

return to it again, their little hearts were

well-nigh broken, and they rushed out sob-

bing into the streets.

Kit was just six, a slight fragile child,

with a delicate complexion, small, dainty

features, large wondering eyes of the deepest

blue, and a mass of bright red hair that
127
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curled in close tiny rings all over his pretty

head. To his neighbours and friends these

curls were a source of wonder and admira-

tion, and from the first day that he appeared

amongst them his small companions always

called him " Curly Kit."

Kit did not remember his father, who

had died of consumption about the time

that Cissy was born. But his mother had

been the idol of his existence ; and to him

the pretty fair-haired woman,- with the

sweet, sad face, was the most beautiful

being on earth. Whatever his woes, she

could always comfort him ; whatever his

joys, she was ever ready to share them.

For she was one of those who feel keenly

for others, and was tenderly sympathetic in

both word and manner.

Poor creature ! her experiences of life

were indeed hard, and well calculated to

embitter and dry up all milk of human

kindness within her breast. But she was

of a sweet, gentle nature, and taking all

tribulations meekly, as from the hand of
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God, her own troubles did but soften her

heart, and make her full of pity for those

around her.

For the poor young widow the struggle

to live and feed her children was intensely

severe. From morning till night she sat

in the close, badly ventilated room making

boxes, for which she was paid two shillings

a gross.

But to Kit it seemed only natural that

his mother should work, and he never felt

so happy as when, perched by her side at

the table, he was allowed to dab the various

parts with glue and pass them to her, ready

to be stuck together.

" Til soon be able to make a box all by

myself, and earn money for you," he said

one day ;
" and won't you be proud of your

boy then ?

"

The mother smiled.

" Yes, my darling. But"—sighing—"I

want you to be something better than a

box -maker, Kit. Had your father lived,

he would have taught you his own trade,
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which was a good one. I ! alas, cannot do

much for you."

Kit flung his arms round her neck, and

laid his cheek against hers.

" Do not fret, little mother," he whispered.

" I will be something better than a box-

maker when I grow big. I will"—with a

look of determination in the blue eyes—"be

a priest
!

"

His mother pressed him closely to her heart.

" A priest ! My darling, would to God

that you could be. But such a thing for

you, little one, is impossible. To be a priest

a man must be well educated. He must

have been to college and know Latin and

Greek, and all kinds of things. How could

you ever come to that ?

"

" I don't know. But God will help me

some day !
' he said with conviction. " Our

Lady will help me, for, listen, mother, I

have a great secret to tell you. Whisper

—and mind you must never tell Cissy or

any one—I wrote a little letter to the Blessed

Virgin asking her to let me be a priest."
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Mrs. Eodney looked at her six-year-old

son in amazement.

"You wrote? But you do not know how?"

Kit blushed brightly.

"Well, not writing that you could read,

perhaps, or the teachers at school, but in

heaven, you know "

His mother hugged him tight.

" My sweet darling ! Of course ; and what

did you say ?

"

Kit freed himself from her encircling arms,

and sitting by, clasped his hands, and raised

his eyes towards the statue of Our Lady, that

stood upon the mantelpiece.

"Dear holy Mother of the little Jesus,

please I want to be a priest. Ask your dear

Son to make me one, when I am a man."

Mrs. Rodney's tears fell fast, as she gazed at

the fragile creature, and thought of the life of

hardship and privation that lay before him.

"Why do you weep, mother?' he asked,

looking at her sadly. "Was I wrong to write

that letter ? Will Our Lady be angry ?

'

" No, no, my pet. And tell me," she asked,
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drying her eyes, " where did you put your

letter ?

"

"Close to the altar in the chapel. I folded

it tight and small, and pushed it in under the

carpet/'

She turned aside to hide a smile. The

child's simplicity amused her, but his faith

and innocence touched her deeply, and she

would not for worlds have appeared to laugh

at him.

"Well, now," she said presently, as she

gathered him into her arms and pressed her

lips to his forehead, " my Kit must not forget

that a priest should be holy and good

—

oh, so good—that is the first part of his

education. And that, thank God, is what

every boy can teach himself."

"Yes," he replied earnestly, "so he can

—

when he has a dear, kind mother to help him."

But, alas ! the poor lad had not long a good

mother to teach and encourage him, for the

next day Mrs. Rodney fell ill, and before

many weeks elapsed she died, and was laid in

a pauper s grave.
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For some hours after the funeral no one

disturbed the unhappy orphans, and they sat

huddled up together in the wretched room,

weeping bitterly for the dear mother, who was

gone from them for ever.

And then they were told that they must go.

" The Sisters are to take Cissy into the

Orphanage/' said a woman who lived in a

couple of poor rooms below their own, " and

you, Kit, are to live with me, and share Sam's

bed, till they can find a place for you some-

where."

Kit's heart sank low. Sam was a great

rough boy of sixteen, who hawked vegetables

through the streets, and was the terror of

his life. And then to lose Cissy. The only

creature he had to love, now that his dear

mother was gone. Oh, it was hard, very

hard. But he was helpless. A poor little

orphan without money or friends. What

could he do ? Nothing. And bowing his

head, he took Cissy by the hand, and together

they passed out of the room, which, wretched

though it was, had been their home.
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" Don't stay away long," the woman called

after them. " Sister Mary is to be here at

six, and Cissy must be ready for her."

The little girl clung tightly to her brother's

arm, and sobbed aloud.

" Oh, why did God take our mother away,

Kit ? It is so lonely without her."

Kit's tears were falling fast, and his slight

frame wras shaken with sobs. But he tried to

cheer his sister, and comfort her, by telling

her, how good the nuns were, and how kind

they would be to her.

But Cissy was not to be comforted ; she

wanted to stay with Kit.

" Mother would like you to go to the nuns,

Ciss. Think of that. We must never forget

that we must do what would please her,

remember ! So, dear, you must go. I'll be

lonely—oh, so lonely—without you. And I

do so dread that big Sam."

His voice broke, and tears choked his utter-

ance. Then clasping Cissy's hand tightly

within his own, he went silently and sadly

along.
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It was a dreary November afternoon. A
thick, yellow fog was fast gathering, and as

the children wandered up one street and down

another, they were soon wrapped in the black

darkness of night. After a time they grew

tired and weary. They had eaten little all

day, and were very hungry. And then to his

consternation Kit discovered that he had lost

his way.

Upon learning this, Cissy grew frightened,

and grasped Kit nervously round the neck.

" I want to go home. Oh, Kit, find our

street again. It is so dark, I—I don't like

it, dear."

" Let us go in here and say our prayers,

Ciss," he answered, as, to his great delight, he

found that they were standing in front of a

Catholic church. " In God's house we will

be safe. And, see, the candles on Our Lady's

altar, and the sanctuary lamp, how bright they

make it," he whispered. " Oh, Cissy, isn't it

like heaven in here. Let us ask God to help

us, dear," and he led her up the aisle close to

the altar rails.



136 CURLY KIT

Poor Cissy was worn - out with hunger

and fatigue, and, gradually slipping from

her knees, she soon lay fast asleep by her

brothers side. But Kit knelt up as a small

saint within a niche, his hands clasped, and

his blue eyes shining with faith and adora-

tion, fixed upon the tabernacle.

His little heart was full of sorrow, and

his prayer was one long wail for help.

Help for Cissy, help for himself.

The church had been quite empty when

the children entered, but a few minutes

later a young man, tall and slender, with a

sad, thoughtful face, and dark, dreamy eyes,

walked quickly in, and kneeling down, bowed

his head in his hands, praying fervently.

"My God," he cried, "I am unworthy.

How dare I paint Thy Divine Son and His

Holy Mother ? How shall I find any one

worthy to serve as model for the Child

Jesus? And yet I must attempt it. This

order is the best I have ever had, and I

cannot refuse it. But where shall I find

what I want ?

'



CURLY KIT 137

He raised his head and looked towards

the altar. "What boy is good enough or

fair enough
"

He stopped abruptly. His eyes had fallen

upon Kit, and it seemed, as the light of the

lamp fell upon the child, that here, indeed,

was what he wanted. The sweet, pure face,

with its waxen skin, its dainty features and

full blue eyes, surmounted, as by a halo of

glory, with the lovely aureole of red-gold curls,

and wearing a look of innocent holiness and

profound faith, was what he had dreamed of,

but thought impossible to find.

He watched the boy earnestly, and when

at last Cissy awoke, and the two passed

silently out into the street, he rose up and

followed them.

The fog had lifted a little, and it was just

possible to see the other side of the street.

" I am so hungry, Kit," said Cissy. " Will

Mrs. Noonan give us any dinner, do you

think ?
"

" I hope so, dear. I
"

" Will you come with me, my boy ? I will
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give you and the little one a capital dinner,"

said a voice ; and looking up, Kit met the

young artist's eyes, and something that he

saw in them as they were fixed upon his face,

made him welcome the stranger as a friend.

" God has sent him," he thought simply.

" He will be good to Cissy and me."

So, putting his little hand confidingly into

his, he said :

" Thank you—you are very kind. We
want some dinner very badly."

And drawing Cissy more closely to his side,

he followed the artist to his studio.

That evening Cissy was taken to the con-

vent, and when Kit went weeping to bed,

he was relieved to find that he was not to

sleep with Sam, but in a neat little cot beside

Mrs. Noonan.

" The Sisters are to pay me for your keep

till they find a place for you in an orphanage

for boys," the good woman told him next

morning.

" I shall be able to pay for myself," said

Kit ;
" for I'm to be a model to Mr. Norman
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Leigh, the artist, and he is to pay me a

shilling an hour. I will bring it all home to

you, Mrs. Noonan."

She raised her hands in astonishment.

" Well, I never. But, indeed, it's no

wonder. That curly head of yours will look

lovely in a picture. But you must be clean

and neat, my boy. So come along and 111

wash you."

From this day forward, Kit was well looked

after, and even his own good mother could

not have done better for him, than this kind-

hearted woman into whose hands he had now

fallen.

So every morning after breakfast the little

boy's toilet was carefully seen to, and he ran

off to the church. Then, having devoutly

assisted at the Holy Sacrifice, he went on to

the studio.

He made a splendid model, and Mr. Leigh

often wondered what the child was thinking

of, as hour after hour passed, and he sat

quietly on, as he had been posed, with a far-

away, dreamy expression in his beautiful eyes.
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At last, when the picture was well-nigh

finished, Mr. Howard, the gentleman for

whom it had been painted, came one day to

the studio accompanied by a friend, but lately

arrived from America. They were both loud

in their admiration of the composition and

colouring of the painting, but above all of the

beauty of the Holy Child.

" I did not know it was possible to get

such a lovely model as yours must be,'
7

said

Mr. Howard. " But of course you have ideal-

ised him. No earthly child could have such

a heavenly expression."

"I guess not," remarked the American, " or if

you could, he would be too good for this world."

" You shall see my model, and judge for

yourselves," said Norman Leigh. "He has

not gone home yet, I think. I often feel that

he is more like an angel than a boy, and fear

that he will not be long on earth." Then

going to the door of a little inner room he

called, " Kit, I want you."

The boy ran in at once, his face radiant

with happiness.
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" Cissy will be so glad. The doll is so
"

Then seeing the strangers, he paused ab-

ruptly.

Mr. Howard smiled, and shook him by the

hand, whilst the American gazed at him in

silent wonder.

"So there is a doll for Cissy, is there?'

remarked Mr. Howard.

" Yes. Such a beauty," cried Kit with

animation ; and in his usual sunny fashion he

became friendly with the stranger at once.

Meanwhile the American drew the young

artist aside.

" I want a picture for my home in the

States, and I guess I'd like that boy put in

somehow. A thousand pounds is my figure,

and you can do it when you please."

Norman Leigh gladly agreed to execute the

order as promptly as possible, and having ar-

ranged that the new picture was to represent

the workshop at Nazareth, the visitors bade

good-bye to both artist and model and went

away.

As the door closed behind them, Norman
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raised little Kit in his arms and kissed him with

much affection. Then placing him in an arm-

chair, he looked at him long and earnestly.

" Kit, my boy," he said at last, " I owe you

a debt of gratitude. You have made my
fortune. Since the hour I saw you in the

church, and brought you here, I have had

nothing but good luck. So now I am deter-

mined to be a father to you."

Kit's eyes grew big, and he smiled at his

good friend.

"A father ? Oh, Mr. Leigh, is that anything

like a mother ?
"

The young man laughed.

"Not exactly. But what I mean is this,

Kit. I will send you to school, educate you

well, and when you are a man let you choose

whatever profession you like. I wonder what

it will be. An artist, a doctor, or a barrister ?

What do you think ?

"

A delicate pink tinged the boy's fair skin, a

look of intense yearning came into his eyes,

and the little hands were clasped together as

though in prayer.
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" Mr. Leigh," his voice was very low and

sweet, " when I grow big I want to be a

priest."

Norman started, and looked at the boy in

amazement.

" You ? A priest ? Oh, my child, how

can you know? It is too soon—you are so

young."

" I have known it a long time. I told

mother," said Kit gravely. " She thought I

would never know Latin or Greek enough.

But if you
"

Leigh caught the little hands, and pressed

them tenderly. His eyes were strangely moist,

and his lips trembled with emotion.

" If it is God's will, you shall be a priest,

dear child. All that I can do to help you

shall be done. When this second picture is

finished you shall go to a first-rate school,

where you shall learn Latin and Greek, and

everything necessary."

Kit's little arms crept up round his neck.

" And at my first Mass, I will pray for you

—and mother," he whispered low. " And oh,
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Mr. Leigh, what a happy day it will be, when

I am really a priest."

After this no more was said upon the

subject. The first picture was finished and

sent home, and the second begun. It was a

larger, and, perhaps, a more ambitious subject,

and many months passed over, before it was

completed and sent off to America.

But at last this was accomplished, and

Norman Leigh felt that he should not keep

little Kit any longer at the studio. He had

grown to love the boy very dearly, and would

gladly have kept him always there. But his

promise was sacred. It was time his educa-

tion was begun, and imperative that he should

be kept as far as possible holy and pure. He

could not be with him at all hours of the day,

and he felt that it was not right, to expose

the innocent child to the various dangers of

both the studio and the street.

So Kit's modest trousseau was prepared,

and Mr. Leigh took him to Hodder.

From Hodder to Stonyhurst—from Stony-

hurst to the seminary went Kit, and by all
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who knew him he was admired and beloved.

He was as sweet-tempered and gentle as of

old, and yet firm and determined where a

question of duty was involved. First in his

class all through his schools, he was considered

the most brilliant boy of his time ; and many

who had prophesied that he would one day

make a great name in the world, were bitterly

disappointed when they learned that he had

entered the seminary. But Kit knew nothing

of this. Never for a single instant had he

wavered. And at seventeen his longing to

be a priest was the same, though considerably

intensified, as it had been at six.

To the seminary, therefore, he went with a

joyful heart ; and his conduct and devotion

were soon a source of edification to all.

At his work Kit was as earnest as at his

prayers. His capacity for study was extra-

ordinary in one so young. He grasped his

subject thoroughly ; and his answers at the fre-

quent examinations delighted and astonished

his superiors.

And in thus preparing himself for the
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priesthood, the boy was thoroughly happy.

His great ambition, the one object of his life,

had always been to be a priest, and his one

thought now was, how to become worthy of

such grace.

But alas ! the strain was too great. The

fragile boy had inherited his father s delicate

constitution, and soon it was plain to all that

Kit was fading away.

" He will never live to be ordained if he

goes on as he is doing," said the doctor. " It

is useless to think of it. Give him rest and

change, or you will not have him long amongst

you."

So Norman Leigh took him to the Eiviera,

and for a few weeks Kit seemed content. But

then he began to pine, and for the first time

for many years, he looked sad and depressed.

Hearing this, the authorities allowed him

to return to the seminary, and there, to the

surprise of all, Kit rallied. He was able once

more to fulfil his duties, and take first place

in all the studies. His whole countenance

shone with happiness, and to the superficial
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observer he appeared in excellent health. But

the fever spots on his cheeks grew daily

brighter and brighter, his face smaller and

thinner, his eyes abnormally large. Yet he

made no complaint. He suffered no pain,

and was always the most cheerful during the

hours of recreation.

The day of ordination approached. The

lad's life was one long prayer. He was

consumed with holy fervour.

But the doctor shook his head.

" He will never be fit for the mission," he

said, " for he never will be strong. Of what

use is a delicate priest ? It is folly to ordain

him."

" I cannot bear to turn him back," the

Bishop replied with emotion. " The dear lad

has a true vocation. Send for him again,

doctor. I am sure you will find him im-

proved."

With much patience, Kit submitted to the

doctors close examinations, answering all

questions with infinite sweetness.

"You are better," the doctor cried in
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astonishment, " better than I ever expected

to find you. But you are not yet in a fit

state to go through the long ceremony of

the ordination. It is a terrible ordeal. I

would advise you to wait till the next time."

But Kit smiled radiantly.

" I am not afraid, doctor. God will give

me strength. I could not wait."

So from that moment, the doctor opposed

him no longer. That the lad was doomed

he knew, yet with care and change, his life

might, he believed, be prolonged consider-

ably. But when he saw Kit's eager anxiety,

and realised how intensely he longed to be

ordained, he resolved to say no more.

" For after all," he reflected, " what matter

a few years more or less, compared to his

present happiness. A disappointment now,

might have a worse effect even than the

fatigue I so dread for him."

So Kit had his way and no more was said.

No one mentioned his health, though all

watched him with much anxiety.

And when, at last, the day of the ordination
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comes round, to the surprise and delight of

all, Kit bears up bravely to the end.

The long ceremony tries him, it is true,

and he looks white and weak when it is over.

But the joy that is visible on that young face

as he leaves the church tells of a happiness

that is all divine. He thinks nothing of

himself, feels no fatigue, and it is only in

obedience to his superiors that he finds it

necessary to rest.

Next morning Kit goes to say his first

Mass in Mr. Howard's private chapel, where

hangs the picture of the " Holy Family," for

which he had served as model for the Infant

Saviour. Norman Leigh, his wife and children,

Cissy and Mr. Howard are gathered there

together ; and all eyes are full of tears as the

tall fragile young priest in his white vestment

comes forth from the sacristy and mounts the

altar steps.

" He hath given His angels charge over

thee : in their hands shall they bear thee up,"

murmurs Cissy, as through a mist of blinding

tears she watches her beloved brother, and
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notices the trembling of his transparent hands.

" For oh, my darling, your strength is well-

nigh spent. God grant you may not break

down."

But as he proceeds with the Mass, the girl's

fears are set at rest. He grows visibly stronger.

A tinge of colour appears in his pale cheek,

and he reads the lessons and prayers in a

clear, distinct voice.

His friends look upon him with holy awe,

so saintly does he seem to them. And as he

turns to administer the Blessed Sacrament

to his sister, they are struck by the almost

celestial beauty of his face.

At last, all is over. The young priest un-

vests and returns to the prie-dieu in front of

the altar to make his thanksgiving.

One by one the little congregation slips

away, and yet he lingers on absorbed in

prayer.

An hour passes and they grow anxious.

" He tries himself too much," said Father

Hughes, the priest who had assisted him at

Mass. " Some one should insist on interrupt-
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ing his devotions. It is bad for him to re-

main so long in prayer/'

So Cissy glided in, and stole softly up the

chapel.

He had gone, she thought, not seeing him

at first, and then a cry escaped her, for there,

prone upon the ground, lay Kit, still and

motionless, his face white as marble, a radiant

smile upon his lips.

" God, he has fainted," cried the girl,

and kneeling, she swept back the silken curls

from his brow.

But Kit had not fainted. He was dead

;

his pure spirit had winged its flight to heaven.

He had attained the object of his ambition
;

fulfilled the desire of his life—he was a priest,

and had offered the Holy Sacrifice of the

Mass. Till this happiness was his, God had

left him upon earth, and then when his pure

soul had become doubly holy by its union

with His Divine Son, He had called him to

Himself.

" Do not weep for him, my child," said

Father Hughes to the sorrowing sister, " but
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rejoice and be glad, for even now your dear

brother is, I feel sure, enjoying the glory of

Heaven. Henceforth we must think of him

amongst those ' who, clothed in white robes,

sing canticles before the Throne, and follow

the Lamb whithersoever He goeth.'

THE END
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Historical Tales and Legends.

Joys and Sorrows of Human Life.

Kate Kavanagh.
Kings and Queens, Tales of.

Life of Pere Eymard.
Lives of St. Francis and St. Clare.



8 Popular Selection from

Granville Popular Library:—(continued).

At 1/6 Life of Sir Thomas More.

Marie and Paul.

Miser.

Parables and Stories of Pere Bonaventure.

Scenes and Incidents at Sea.

Tales and Traditions.

Tales of Catholic Artists.

Tales of Celebrated Men.
Tales of Celebrated Women.
Tales of Faith and Loyalty.

At 2s.

Anecdotes and Incidents.

Children of Mary, Lives of the.

Crusades, Tales of the.

Duty and Affection, Tales of.

Fireside Stories.

Hauff's Tales of Wonders.
Heroines of Charity.

Home Circle, Tales for the.

Life of St. Ignatius of Loyola.

Life of St. Francis of Rome.
Life of St. Francis Xavier.

Lost, and other Tales.

Men and Women of the Far-off Times.

Monks of Lerins, and other Legends.

Pious Youth, Lives of.

Remarkable Men, Tales of.

Sainted Queens, Lives of.

Tales of Bandits, Daring, and Peril.

Tales of Humour.
Twelve Stories for Children.

At 2s. 6d.

Angels' Visits.

Breton Legends.

Demon of Gold.

Fifth of November.
Flanders, Tales of.
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Granville Popular Library :

—

(continued).

At 2/6 Grey Lady of Hardcastle.

Historical Tales, Legends, and Traditions.

Jules Gerard, the Lion-killer.

Life of Margaret Clitherow.

Life of Theophane Venard.

Life of St. Collette.

Lost Glove.

Surprising Adventures of Jean Paul Choppart.j

Tales of Land and Sea, and Tales of Naval and

Military Life.

Twelve Tales for the Young. Two Series, (2s. 6d.

each).

Witch of Melton Hill.

At 3s.

Bridge's Popular Modern History.

Curse of the Village.

Diary of a Sister of Mercy.

Ecclesiastical Antiquities of London.

Knights of St. John.

Life and Spirit of St. Francis de Sales.

Lion of Flanders.

Miser, and other Stories.

Miser of King's-court.

Our Sunday Fireside.

Persecutions of Annam.
Pictures of Christian Heroism^
Eomantic Tales of Great Men.
Story of the War in La Vendee.
Tales of Celebrated and Remarkable Men.
Tales from Twelve Tongues.

Thekla.

Veva ; or, The War of the Peasants.

Young Philistine.

At 3s. 6d.

Friend Sorrow. The Three Chancellors.

•Geraldine : a Tale of Con- Wishes on Wings.

science. Wrecked and Saved.

Life of Mother Mary Teresa. I Promessi Sposi ; or, The
Never Forgotten. Betrothed.



10 Popular Selection from

Harper, Rev. Thomas (S.J.). Manchester

Dialogues. Popular edition. In one vol., £0 6

Haywarden, Richard T. Pilate's Wife. A
Tale of the Time of Christ. Cloth extra, 2 6

Herbert, Lady :

Life of Mgr. Berneux. Cloth, - - 3

Life of Thfophane Venard, Martyr. Cloth, 2 6

Life of Pere Eymard. Cloth, - - 1 6

Life of Mother Mary Teresa, - - 3 6

A Saint in Algeria. Cloth, - - 1

Thekla : an Autobiography. Fancy cloth, - 3

True Wayside Tales. Fourth Series. CL, gilt, 2 6

Hill, George J. Story of the War in La
Vendee and the little Chouannerie. Illus-

trated. Cloth, - - - - 3
0''

Hope, Mrs. Popular edition of the works of :

Life of St. Philip Neri, - - - 1

Franciscan Martyrs in England, - - 1 6-

Life of St. Thomas of Canterbury, - - 2

Early Martyrs, - - - - 2 6

Conversion of the Teutonic Race. Vol. I.

Conversion of the Franks and English. 2 6

Vol. II. St. Boniface and the Conversion

of Germany, - - - - 2 6

I Promessi Sposi ; or, The Betrothed.

By Manzoni. New edition. Cloth, - 3 6

Idyl of the Spring, An. In fancy cloth, 2s.

In stiffened wrapper, - - -016*
1 In the Way.' By J. H. Cloth, - 2 6

Is one Religion as good as another?
By the Rev. John Maclaughlin. 27th

thousand. Paper, Is. ; cloth, - - -020*
Kerr, Lady Amabel. Before Our Lord

Came. An Old Testament History for

little children. Profusely illustrated.

Plain cloth, 2s. 6d. Better edition, cl. gt., 3 6<

Kolbe, Rev. F. C. (D.D.). Minnie Cald-

well, and other Stories. Cloth extra, - 3

Lady Merton. A Tale of the Eternal City.

By J. C. Heywood. 2 vols. Cloth, -080*
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Laidlaw, Mrs. Ethna; or, Etchings in Black

and White. Cloth gilt, - - net £0 3

Lenten Sermons. By Eev. P. Sabela. 2nd
edition. Cloth gilt, - - -020

Life of Leo XIII. Edited by John Oldcastle.

Profusely illustrated and bound in white cl., 2 6

Edition de luxe, - - - 10 6

Life of Mere Marie Therese, Foundress

of the Daughters ofthe Cross. By a Daughter
of the Cross. Crown 8vo., cloth, - - 4

Life of St. Justin (Martyr). By Mrs.

Charles Martin. Cloth gilt, - - 2

Life of the Cure of Ars. From the French
of the Abbe Monnin. Edited by Cardinal

Manning. Popular edition. Cloth, - 2 8
Life of St. Dominic. By the Author of

* Christian Schools and Scholars,' - - 3

Life of St. Bonaventure, Cardinal Bishop of

Albano, Superior General of the Franciscan

Order. Translated by L. C. Skey. Cl. gilt, 2 6

Lifeof Blessed Margaret MaryAlacoque
of the Sacred Heart. By the Rev. Albert

Barry, C.SS.R. Cloth, - - - 3 6

LifeofSt.Winfrid or Bonifacius (Martyr).
By the Rev. T. Meyrick (S.J.). Cloth, - 1 6

Life of the Blessed Angelina of Mar-
sciano. By the Hon. Mrs. Montgomery.

Fcap. 8vo, cloth, - - -
*

- 2 ft

Little Flowers of St. Francis. Translated

from the Italian by a Religious of the Fran-

ciscan Convent, Bayswater. 3rd edition. Cl., 3 6

Loreto ; or, The History of the Holy House.

By W. F. H. Garratt, M.A. Written by
request. Illustrated. Wrapper, - net 9

cloth, - net 16
Lourdes: Yesterday, To-day, and To-morrow.

By Daniel Barbe. Translated by Alice

Meynell. Royal 8vo., blue buckram, git., 6 0*



12 Popular Selection from

Maltus, Rev. J. A. (O.P.). The Garden
of Divine Love. Complete Edition. , Cloth, £0 2 6

The Everlasting Life and Love of Jesus, with

which is incorporated Heaven our Eternal

Home. Demy 32mo, cloth, - - 1 6

Manning, Cardinal. Pastime Papers. 2nd
edition. Cloth, - - - - 2 6

Manning, Cardinal. Letters of. With
Notes by John Oldcastle. Various Portraits

and a Fac-simile Letter. Cloth, - -030
Marie and Paul. A Fragment. By Our

Little Woman. Cloth extra, - - 1 6

Meditations on the Life and Virtues of
Saint Ignatius of Loyola. Translated from
the French. Cloth, - - - 2 6

Monastery of the Grand Chartreuse
(Grenoble). By a Carthusian Monk.
English edition. With four full page

photo-tints, - - - - 2 6

Morris, Rev. W. B. :

Life of St. Patrick, Apostle of Ireland. 4th ed., 5

Ireland and St. Patrick. 2nd edition, - 5

Mulholland, Rosa. The Wild Birds of

Killeevy. 3rd edition Cloth gilt, - 3 6

Murphy, T.

:

The Life of Our Lord. For Children

:

Strongly bound in cloth, - - 6

Better edition. Cloth gilt, - - 1

My Zouave. By Mrs. Bartle Teeling (Author
of 'Roman Violets,' &c). Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2

Noble, Frances :
' Little Nell.' A Sketch - 1

Notable Events in England's History, as
narrated by the best Writers. Edited by
Thos. J. Livesey. Profusely illustrated, and
handsomely bound in scarlet cloth,extra gilt, 3

O'Hanlon, Alice. Which is Eight? -050
O'Kennedy, Rev. R. The Holy Angels.

Beautifully bound in cloth, extra gilt, - 5

"Oliver, M. L. Lifeof Margaret Clitherow. With
Preface by FatherJohn Morris, S.J. CI. gilt, 2 6
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O'Meara, Kathleen (Grace Ramsay):
Queen by Eight Divine, and other Tales, £0 4 6

The Blind Apostle, and a Heroine of Charity.

With a Preface by Cardinal Manning,

On Rescue Bent : By Austin Gates, K.S.G.,

O'Reilly, Rev. Fr.: Martyrs of the Coliseum,

Parsons, Mrs.

:

Afternoons with Mrs. Maitland. Cloth,

Life of St. Collette. Cloth extra gilt,

Thomas Rileton. Cloth,

Twelve Tales for the Young. In Two Series.

Cloth gilt, - - - each,

Twelve Tales for Children. Cloth extra gilt,

Wrecked and Saved. Cloth,

The Sisters of Ladywell. Cloth gilt, net,

Pierre Olivaint. From the French of P,Ieval,

Pilgrim's Handbook to Jerusalem and
its Neighbourhood. By Wilfrid C. Eobin-

son. From the French of Frere Lievin de

Hamme, O.S.F., Resident at Jerusalem.

With Map and Plans. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 3 6

Poor Sisters of Nazareth, The. A De-

scriptive Sketch of Convent Life. By
Alice Meynell, and profusely illustrated

with drawings especially made by George

Lambert. Large quarto, boards, - - 2 &

Edition de luxe, - - - 10 6

Practice of Humility, The. A Treatise

edited by our Holy Father Pope Leo XIII.

Translated from the Italian by Dom Joseph

Jerome Vaughan, O.S.B. 5th edition. CL, 1 6

Also a cheaper edition.

Priestman, John. God's Birds. A series of

charming papers on birds mentioned in the

Bible. Small quarto, - - - 3 6

Rawes, Very Rev. H. A., (D.D.): The Bread

of Life; or St. ThomasAquinas on the Ador-

able Sacraments of the Altar. Arranged as

Meditations, with Prayers and Thanksgiv-

ings, for Holy Communion. 2nd edition.

Cloth gilt, - .- - - 3 6-



14 Popular Selection from

Readings with the Saints. Compiled from
their Writings for the use of Priests,

Religious and Christians in the world, by
a Priest of the Diocese of Clifton. Cloth, £0 3

Russell, Rev. Matthew, (S.J.)

:

Moments before the Tabernacle. 3rd edi-

tion. Cloth, net, - - - 1

At Home near the Altar. 2nd ed. Cloth, 2

Ryder, Rev. H. L D. (of the Oratory)

:

Catholic Controversy : a Reply to Dr. Little-

dale's * Plain Reasons'. Sixth edition, 2 6

St. Paul's Cathedral in the time of
Edward V I . Being a detailed Account of

its Treasures from a Document in the Public

Record Office. Edited by John Orlebar

Payne, M.A. Cloth gilt, - - 2 6

Search the Scriptures and find the
Catholic Church. A Little Book of Medi-
tation for the Million. Wrapper, 6d. ; clM 10

Shapcote, Emily Mary, compiled by:
Legends of the Blessed Sacrament

;
gathered

from the History of the Church and the

Lives of the Saints. Profusely illustrated

and handsomely bound, large quarto, - 6

Sharowood, T. S. : For a King ! An Histori-

cal Romance. 2 vols. Cloth gilt, - 8

Some Popular Historical Fallacies
Examined. By the author of " The Re-

ligion of St. Augustine," - - - 1

Stewart, Agnes M.

:

Life of Mary Queen of Scots,

Life and Letters of Blessed Thomas More,

The Yorkshire Plot, -

The People's Martyr : a Legend of Canterbury,

Life of Cardinal Pole, -

Last Abbot of Thornton, ...
Taylor, Miss:

Lost, and other Tales for Children, -

A Marvellous History; or, The Life of Jeanne
de la Noue,

Forgotten Heroines,

5

3

3

3

3

3

2

4

1 6
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Taylor, Miss :

—

(continued).

Stoneleighs of Stoneleigh, and other Stories, £0 5

Tyborne, and who went thither. New and
revised edition, -

Master Will and Won't, and other Stories,

A Shrine and a Story,

Thompson, Edw. Healy, M.A., edited by:

Library of Religious Biography :

Life of St. Aloysius Gonzaga,

Life of Marie-Eustelle Harpain, -

Life of St. Stanislas Kostka,

Life of Baron de Renty, -

Life of Ven. Anna-Maria Taigi, -

Life of Marie Lataste

Letters and Writings of Marie Lataste.

2 vols., • - each

Lite ol Henri-Marie bouclon,

Life of Leon Papin-Dupont,
Life of Jean Baptiste Muard,
Life and Glories of St. Joseph,

Life of St. Charles Borromeo,

Thompson, E. H., M.A., translated by :

The Hidden Life of Jesus : ALessonand Model
to Christians. From the French of Henri-

Marie Boudon. 3rd edition. Cloth gilt, 3

The Blessed will know each other in

Heaven. From the French of the Abb6
Meric. 2nd edition. Tastefully bound, - 3

Thoughts of many Hearts. By a Member
of the Ursuline Community, Thurles. With a

Preface by theArchbishop of Cashel. Pocket
size. Very prettily bound in cloth, - 2

Ullathorne, Archbishop, Characteristics

from the Writings of. Together with a Bio-

graphicalAccount oftheArchbishop'sWorks.
By the Eev. M. F. Glancey. Cr. 8vo, cloth, 6

Ullathorne, Archbishop, Autobiography
of. Edited by Augusta Theodosia Drane.
2nd edition. Demy 8vo, cloth, - -

The Letters of. Arranged by A. T. Drane.
Demy 8vo, cloth, -

3 6

2 6

1

5

5

5

5

5

5

5

5

5

6

6

3

7 6

9
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Vere, Aubrey de:
'

; The Household Poetry Book. Paper,

Cloth, -

Poems. Cloth,

May Carols ; or, Ancilla Domini. Popular ed.,

Also a few handsomely bound,

St. Peter's Chains ; or, Kome and the Italian

Kevolution. Wrapper, Is. ; cloth, -020-
Veni Sancte Spiritus, Meditations on the.

In preparation for the Feast of Pentecost.

3rd edition. Cloth, - . - net 1 6

Visits to Jesus on the Altar. By the

author of ' Reflections and Prayers for Holy
Communion \' New ed. Cloth 32mo, - 1 6

Ward, Miss. Texts for Children. With ,

Preface by Father Gallwey, S.J. 32mo, - 6
Cloth, red edges, - - - 1

Whelan, Bernard. An Architect in Exile,

and other Essays. Cloth, - - 2 6

Winter, M. A. de :

The Castle and the Manor ; or, My Hero and
his Friend. A Story. Cloth gilt, - 3 6

Wiseman, Cardinal

:

Fabiola : a Tale of the Catacombs. Cloth, 3 6

Cloth extra gilt, gilt edges, - -040
A beautifully Illustrated Edition on large

quarto paper, handsomely bound, gilt edges

(suitable for a Prize or Present), - - 1 1 0*

Wishes on Wings. By the Author of 'Marion

Howard/ 'Maggie's Kosary,' &c. Fancy cl., 3 6

Witch of Melton Hill, The: a Tale. By
the Author of * Mount St. Lawrence '.

Cloth extra gilt, - - - - 2 6

Young and Fair: a Tale to while away a

waste hour. For Juveniles. By Vossian.

Fancy cloth - - - - 4 O

BUENS & OATES, Limited.
London : 28 Oechaed Stebet, W., and

63 Pateenostee Eow, E.C.
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