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NELLIE GREY.

CHAPTER I.

THE NEW SISTER.

“Papa’s Pet!” said Mr. Grey, as he tossed 
little Nellie in his arms, until her head nearly 
reached the ceiling.

Nellie dearly loved to have her father call 
her his pet, and fondle her, and play with 
her; hut one morning, when she was about 
three years old, on going to kiss her mother, 
she saw her own little basket-work cradle (in 
which she had taken a nap every day since she 
could remember) standing by her mother’s bed
side, and the nurse—her own nurse, who 
made all her doll’s things, and sang to her, and 
played with her, and who she had always thought 
belonged to Tier—sitting in the rocking-chair, 
and holding a wee, wee baby upon her knee, on 
a pillow.

Poor Nellie! She had a naughty feeling 
come into her heart, and she began to cry as if 
it would break.
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2 NELLIE OREV. THE NEW NEESE. 3

“ Come here, Nellie; come to mother!” said
Mrs. Grey.

Nellie climbed into the bed, and nestled 
down by her mother, who kissing her, and part
ing the hair from her eyes, said—

“ Why, Nellie, my darling, what is the matter ? 
Don’t yon love your little sister?”

“ I shan’t he ‘ Papa’s Pet’ any more,” sobbed 
Nellie.

“But you will always be my dear little Nel
lie,” said Mrs. Grey; “ and I shall love you 
just as well as if your little sister had not come. 
Go and kiss her, Nellie, and tell me the colour 
of her eyes and hair.”

Nellie slowdy crawled off the bed, went up to 
her nurse, and stood looking at the little creature 
on her knee.

“ Mother,” she said, at last, “ she has brown 
hair and black eyes like yours, and such funny 
little red hands.”

“ Nurse,” said Mrs. Grey, “ when Nellie sits 
down in her little rocking-chair, put the pillow 
on her lap, and let her hold the baby a few 
minutes.: you hold it a little too, so that she 
may not fall. Now, Nellie, if you will love 
little sister, you may help nurse and mother to 
take care of her sometimes.”

Nellie had dried her tears by this time, and 
felt very important when holding the baby, and 
was making its acquaintance very. fast.

“ Nellie,” said Mrs. Grey, after a while, “ do 
you think God loves father, and mother, and 
nurse ?”

“ Why, yes, mother; you know He does.”
“Well, Nellie, after you were born, God 

loved you; did He not ?”
“Yes, mother.”
“ And did He love us any less because He 

loved you too ?”
“ No, mother.”
“ And now sister has come, He will love her 

too ?”
. “Yes, I suppose so.”

“ And He is full of love, so that He loves all 
the little boys and girls in the world, and their 
fathers and mothers, and has a great deal of 
love left besides. Now, don’t you see that your 
heavenly Bather, and your father and mother, 
and nurse, can love Nellie and little sister, and 
have a great deal of love left beside ?”

“Yes, mother: I won’t feel so about little 
sister anv more.”

CHAPTER II.

THE NEW NU11SE.

Nellie was up early the next morning bright 
and happy, and after she had eaten her break-
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fast of bread and milk, she asked her father if 
she might go and see the baby. Mr. Grey took 
her by the hand, and led her into her mother’s 
room. He kissed her, and called her his “pet.”

Hellie felt very happy, and thought she 
should always be good, if father would only 
“ love her lest.” J

The baby grew fast, and Hellie was allowed 
to hold it sometimes until she was tired; and 
she played with it, and gave it her rattle and 
her India-rubber ring, and many things that 
she herself used to have, and which she had 
stored away in a closet where she kept her dolls 
and playthings.

Sometimes the baby cried and fretted a great 
deal, and had to be sent away with the nurse 
out of her mother’s room, because she had the 
headache, and the baby’s crying made it worse. 
Ihen Mrs. Grey would call Hellie her little 
nurse, and Hellie would take the fan and keep 
the flies off her mother’s face until she was 
asleep ■ and she was very happy perched on a 
chair near the bed, and called “ Mother’s little 
nurse.” But I fear she was a little proud, and 
would not have been so willing to sit still for 
hours if she had not been sure of being praised 
for it.

CHAPTER III.

THE NEW PEAYEB.

One day, as she sat on the bed, just like 
a little Turk, with her feet folded under her, 
and the fan in her hand to wave away the flies, 
Mrs. Grey said—

“Hellie, have you said your prayers every 
night while I have been ill ?”

“Ho, mother: the nurse gets cross, and says 
she has to take care of the baby, and has no 
time to hear me say my prayers.”

“ Whom do you pray to, Hellie ?”
“ To God, mother.”
“ Well, my child, can you not pray to God just 

as well alone as if nurse were hearing you ?”
“ I never did pray to God all alone, mother.”
“ Well, Hellie, you can begin to-night. Shall 

you be afraid to do so ?”
“ I don’t know; I think I would rather not 

say them alone to Him.”
“ God is your Father, Hellie. You would 

not be afraid to go alone to father, and ask him 
to take care of you, and give you what you 
need; would you ?”

“ Oh, no !” said Hellie ; “ but I can see father 
when I go to him, and I cannot see God. I 
ask him in the dark, with my eyes shut.”

“ Suppose, dear Hellie,” said her mother, 
e 2
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“ that you were blind, and deaf, and dumb, like 
that poor girl you were reading about the other 
day; yet if you believed your father loved you, 
you would ask him for what you wanted with 
just as little fear, and with just as much trust 
that he would do everything good for you, as if 
you could see him and speak to him ?”

“But, mother, how could I ask, if I coxdd 
not speak ?”

“You would have to make signs with your 
fingers, or to write what you wanted, and .you 
would have to do everything alone and in the 
dark always. Day and night would be alike.”

Nellie looked very sober.
“ How dreadful that would he, mother,” said 

she. “ Oh ! how glad I am that I can see, and 
hear, and speak!”

“And cannot you tell God that you thank 
Him for these gifts of sight, and speech, and 
hearing ?”

“ Oh! yes, I shoidd not be afraid to thank 
Him. I will try to-night.”

“And, Nellie, if, at any time in the day, 
you will keep still for a few moments, and think 
in your heart that God sees you and knows 
your thoughts, and think one of your prayers, 
although you do not move your lips or make 
any sound, yet God hears the' thought-prayer, 
and will answer it, just as much as if you were 
to kneel down and say it aloud. I want you to

form the habit of praying in both ways. I 
want you to think a prayer often during the 
day; and every night and morning I want you 
to speak a prayer. Nellie, will you try to do 
this ?”

“ Yes, mother.”
“Kneel down every night and morning by 

your little bed to say the hymn-prayer I taught 
you.”

“ What is it ?”
“ Has Nellie forgotten it ?”
Nellie folded her arms on her bosom, and 

repeated the hymn beginning—
“ Gentle Jesus, meek and mild,

Look upon a little child ;
Pity my simplicity :
Suffer me to come to thee.”

“ Well, Nellie, you have not forgotten it. Is 
that all you pray ?”

“ No, mother; Nellie prays, ‘ God bless 
father and mother, and everybody, and take us 
all to heaven, for Christ’s sake.’ ”

“Well, Nellie, can’t you think of another 
thing to pray for now ?”

“ God bless little sister,” said Nellie, after a 
pause. “ That will be a new prayer.”

“ Yes, you must pray God to bless your little 
sister every night, and to make you love her, 
and be kind to her; and to make you love to 
have everybody else love her.”
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CHAPTER IV.
THE NEW KITTENS.

About six months after this, when the baby 
was nearly a year old, a lady gave Nellie two 
little kittens—one black and the other white. 
Sometimes she fed them out of her own saucer; 
sometimes she set them running after a ball 
of yarn, which they would play with for an 
hour; and sometimes she would get her doll’s 
sheets, and make them up a bed in the rocking- 
chair, on the cushion.

The first night she had them, she kneeled as 
usual by her mother’s knee. Her mother had 
the baby in her arms. After she had repeated 
her hymn-prayer, and her other prayer, she 
added, “ and God bless little black kitty, and 
little white kitty too.” When she got up from 
her knees, Mrs. Grey kissed her, and said, “ Sit 
down, Nellie, and warm your feet by the fire; 
I want to talk to you a little. What made you 
pray for the kittens ?”

“ Oh, mother, because I love them, and you 
told me to pray for everything I love.”

“So I did, Nellie; but I meant everything 
with a soul—everything that will live in heaven. 
Now, we do not expect that kittens will go to 
heaven.”

“ Why not, mother ?”

“ Can kittens talk or pray or sing hymns to 
God, Nellie ?”

“ Why, no, mother ; you know they can’t: a 
kitty sing hymns!”—and Nellie laughed out
right. “Why, all they can do is just to say 
mew! mew! mew!”

“Well, Nellie, what do people that die and 
go to heaven do ?”

“ They sing to God, and love Him for ever.”
“Well darling, that is it; little sister can 

learn to talk, and pray, and sing, for she has 
a soul, and Christ the Lord died to save her 
soul, and your soul, and your father and mother’s 
soul: but a kitten has no soul. It cannot 
learn to think, or pray, or sing, or know when 
it does wrong. So Nellie must not pray for 
kittens any more, for when kittens die they are 
buried, and that is the end of them.”

Nellie’s feet were now quite warm; so she 
kissed her mother, and went to bed, wondering 
why God did not give little kittens souls.

CHAPTER V.
A NEW SIN.

Aeteb a whde, the baby’s birthday came, and 
Nellie’s mother told her she might ask her little 
cousin Susan to come over and take tea with her.
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She came, and they had a nice afternoon, with 
the dolls, and the kittens, and the baby. At 
night, after Susan had gone, Nellie said her 
usual prayers to her mother, and then added, 
“ I thank thee, O Glod, for letting me have such 
a nice time with Cousin Susan, and I hope I 
did not do anything to unplease thee.” This 
was a right prayer, for Nellie knew she must he 
very careful to do nothing to unplease, or, as 
older people say, to displease God.

One day, however, Nellie did a very wicked 
thing. She went into the nursery, and there 
was her father holding the baby in his arms, 
and tossing her up as he used to toss herself, 
and the baby was crowing with delight, and 
had his watch-chain round her neck. Added 
to this, her father was in great glee, and called 
the baby “ Papa’s pet,” and kissed her a great 
many times. Nellie turned round, and ran into 
her little doll-closet, and shut the door, and 
cried with anger for nearly an hour. She could 
not bear to have the hahy take her place and he 
ca.11 ed by her pet name, and she wickedly thought 
that her father was naughty to do so. She 
made up her mind that her father did not love 
her as well as he did the baby, and she thought 
it was not her own fault, and she would not 
bear it.

A few days afterwards, she spilled her milk 
at table, and her father called her a careless

A NEW SORROW. 11

little girl, and sent her away. She slammed the 
door after her as she left the room, and felt 
very much affronted because she was sent from 
table, though it was the third time in that very 
week that she had spilled her milk. She did 
not remember that her father must love a good, 
careful little girl better than one who made the 
table look so untidy, and who showed such a bad 
temper as to slam the door if she was reproved.

She did not confess these sinful feelings to 
God, nor to her father or mother, but shut them 
up in her heart; and thus instead of growing 
better, she grew worse every day, and was fast 
becoming so unamiable and cross that no one 
could love her, when suddenly the baby was 
taken ill.

CHAPTER VI.

A NEW SORROW.

“ Hr. Bell, what ails the baby ? She coughs 
very hoarsely, and can hardly breathe,” said 
Mrs. Grey.

“ I fear she is threatened with croup, madam ; 
hut I hope to prevent it.”

“ What shall I do ?” said Mrs. Grey. “ I 
had water set on to boil.”

“ That will be needed,” said the doctor.
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“Nurse, get a kettle-full, boiling hot, and put 
some more on.”

Nurse went; and Nellie, who stood by her 
mother’s side, whispered—

“ Mother, can’t I do something ?”
“ Yes, dear,” said Mrs. Grey; “ I will tell 

you soon.”
The doctor ordered towels, wrung out of the 

boiling water, to he laid, as hot as they could be 
borne, upon the little one’s chest and throat, 
and renewed every few moments. Nellie was 
allowed to hand the towels to the nurse; and 
while she stood there, hearing her poor little 
baby-sister breathe so hard and cough so 
hoarsely, she felt sorry that she had not loved 
her better and been kinder to her when she 
was well. Nellie now thought how, only the 
day before, the baby had cried for her new doll, 
and she would not let her take it; and she re
solved that whenever the baby wanted her doll 
again,—even if she wanted her new one, that 
had on its new bonnet and veil,—she woidd 
give it to her; and would play with her too, for 
that would help to amuse her and would keep 
her from hurting dolly’s clothes at the same 
time. She thought she would give all her play
things, if the baby would only cry for one of 
them now, and be well enough to play with it. 
While she was thinking all this, and handing 
the towels as they were wanted, Mrs. Grey said—

12 NELLIE GREY.

“ She breathes better, doctor.”
“ Decidedly,” said Dr. Bell. “ I think I may

leave her now in your hands, with the medi
cine and directions. If she is worse, send 
instantly for me. I will come again, at all 
events, in three hours.;” and the doctor went 
away.

CHAPTER VII.

A NEW CONEESSION.

When the doctor came back to Mrs. Grey’s, 
he found the baby relieved, and said he thought 
with care she woidd soon be well. Mrs. Grey’s 
heart was lighter, and Nellie’s father called her 
to him, and kissed her. Nellie curled her little 
head down on her father’s shoulder, and cried 
aloud.

“ Nellie! Nellie! what ails you. Speak, 
Nellie, and tell father what is the matter,” said 
Mr. Grey.

“Oh! father,” said Nellie, “I have been so 
naughty! I did not love baby-sister—not all 
the time; and when she cried for my dolly, I 
hid it, and let her cry on; and, father, that is 
not all. I was naughty at table and careless, 
and when you said so and sent me away, I 
slammed the door.”

c
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Nellie was quite overcome, sobbing so much 
that she could say no more. Mr. Grey stroked 
her head gently and tried to soothe her. At 
last, he said—

“ Is that all, Nellie ?”
“Oh no!” said Nellie, “oh no! I could not 

bear to hear you call her your ‘ pet,’ and I 
thought you were wicked to love the baby better 
than you loved me.”

“Nellie,” said Mr. Grey, very gravely, “you 
felt very wrong. Father does love baby-sister 
dearly, and father loves Nellie very dearly too. 
Nellie must tell her Father in heaven how 
wicked she has been, and ask Him to forgive 
her, for Jesus Christ’s sake, and to make her 
willing to have baby-sister loved as well as 
herself. Will my little girl do this ?” said Mr. 
Grey, kissing her.

“Yes, father, Nellie will try;” and after a 
while Nellie left off crying, and went to play with 
her doll, feeling happier and lighter at heart 
than she had done for a long time; for she had 
confessed her fault, and this had taken away a 
great load. She had confessed her sin, not to 
her parents only, but also to God ; for though 
she did not go away and kneel down, yet as she 
sat quite still in her father’s arms, her little 
heart was talking to her Father in heaven, 
telling Him what she had done, and asking 
Him to take away her naughty heart.
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CHAPTER AMII.
A HEW IDEA.

The baby was well very soon, and Nellie was 
allowed to draw her out in the garden in her 
little chaise. She was very careful, and although 
nurse always went too, and pushed from behind, 
while Nellie drew it, yet Nellie was careful to 
look out for any stone or rough place, and not 
to go fast unless it was smooth for some little 
distance in front. She prayed every night (as 
she had promised her father) that God would 
help her to be kind and loving to her sister.

One day, they were all in the nursery; the 
fire on the hearth was very bright, and the 
baby was playing on the rug beside Nellie, who 
had got her new picture-book spread out in the 
firelight, while she lay on the carpet, with her 
head resting on her hands and her elbows on 
the rug, looking at the engravings. All at 
once the baby began to fret.

“ Nellie,” said Mrs. Grey, “ put away your 
book now, and play with sister. Mother wants 
to talk to father.”

Nellie did not wish to give up looking at her 
book, but kept on turning over the leaves, while 
the baby began to fret more.

“ Nellie,” said Mr. Grey, “ did you hear your 
mother ?”
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“ Yes, father,” said Nellie.
“ Then why don’t yon mind at once ?”
Nellie made no answer, but got up slowly 

and put her book away; and then began, though 
not at all in a good-humoured way, to play with 
the baby.

When Nellie said her prayers that night, 
Mrs. Grey said—

“ My child, did you obey me to-night when I 
told you to put up your book and play with 
sister ?”

“ Yes, mother,—I minded you.”
“ Did you obey at once, and pleasantly and 

willi ngly ?”
“ No, mother; but what of that ?”
“ Well, how much is that sort of obedience 

worth ? Suppose I were as unwilling and slow 
to get your food ready for you, or to put your 
clothes in order, or to take care of you when 
you don’t feel well, would Nellie think mother 
loved her very much, or cared a great deal 
about mailing her happy ?”

“ No,” said Nellie.
“ Well, then, my child, in future obey cheer

fully, and the very minute you are told to do 
anything, do it; for you will find it much easier 
to obey at once, than to hesitate and halt, and 
then obey. Every minute you wait will make 
it harder for you to do as you are bid. Will 
Nellie try ?”

“ Yes, mother ?”
“ When our Lord Jesus Christ was a little 

child on earth, He was subject to his mother; 
and all little children that love Him, and wish 
to be like Him, will be obedient and good. 
Now kiss mother, Nellie, and let her tuck you 
up in bed.”

CHAPTER IX.

A NEW TALENT.

Some time after this, Mr. Grey said one day 
at table, “ Nellie, how would you like to do 
something for the poor heathen ?”

“ How can I, father ? they live ever so far off.”
“ That’s true, Nellie,—ever so far off, as you 

say; but we can send the money to some good 
men, and they will send it in a great ship to 
the missionaries; and the missionaries will 
build a school-house, and buy some clothes for 
poor little heathen children, and teach them, 
when they go to school, how our Lord Jesus 
Christ lived on earth and died for them. Would 
Nellie like to do something ?”

“ Yes, father, indeed I should.”
“ Well, Nellie, if I gave you money for the 

purpose, and you took it and put it into the 
missionary box, would that be your gift ?”

c 2
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“ No,” said. Nellie; “ that would he from 
you, and not from me.”

“ Well, Nellie, what can you do ?”
“Oh!” said Mrs. Grey, “I will tell you

what you may do, Nellie. I have been think
ing you are old enough to have a little money 
of your own, Suppose I let you have three
pence a week to do what you like with ! Then, 
if you choose to give the whole, or a part of it, 
for the poor heathen, it will he your own 
gift.”

“ So it will, mother,” said Nellie ; “ and may 
I give it to Miss Johnson when she comes for 
your money ? I know now why you call it 
missionary-money.”

“ Yes, you can give it to her. That will be 
once a quarter ; and if you were to give her the 
whole, it would he three shillings and threepence 
each time •, and that would make as much as 
thirteen shillings a year.”

“ But, then, I should have nothing at all for 
myself,” objected Nellie.

“ You need not give it all if you do not like: 
hut what would you do with the rest ? keep 
it to look at, or spend it on what you do not 
need ?”

“ Why, mother, I could buy things when I 
go out, just as you do. I could get clothes for 
my doll, or some cakes to eat at lunch-time.

“ That would he all very well if your doll

A NEW TALENT. 19

needed, clothes, or if you needed a lunch; but 
is it so f”

“ Well, not exactly; only I could get a 
prettier ribbon for dolly’s bonnet, and I like 
cakes better than bread.”

“ Nellie, don’t you think I should like cake 
for my lunch every day ?”

“ Then why don’t you have it, mother ? 
Haven’t you money enough ?”

“ Not money enough to do that, and be able 
to send soup to poor old Mrs. White. If I 
were to buy things that I do not really want, 
and were to buy them only because they are 
pretty or sweet, I should soon have to send 
Miss Johnson away without any money.”

“ Then I suppose I shall have to give her all 
mine,” was the half mournful answer.

“ Not unless you quite like it, Nellie. But 
you must take time to think about it. When 
you first get your money, which will he on 
Monday morning, you should thank God for 
having made me able to give it you, and you 
should ask Him to put good thoughts into your 
heart, and thus teach you how to spend it 
aright. Then you may have a little talk with 
yourself, and judge whether you really wish to 
dress your dolls up smartly while little savage 
children have no frocks at all; and whether 
you like best to treat yourself to cakes, or to 
help in sending out to the heathen that Bread
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of life without which their souls must starve 
and die.”

Monday morning came at last, and Mrs. Grey 
kept her promise. Nellie got a new bright 
threepenny piece in silver, which she put away 
at once for the missionaries, without ever wish
ing to spend it for herself. The nest week 
she had her money in copper—one, two, three 
penny pieces; and again she put them all away 
for the good cause. The third week she had 
two penny pieces and two halfpence. Having 
on a pocket for the first time, it was not strange 
that she popped the coppers into it, thinking 
she could put them by later in the day.

In the afternoon she went out for a walk 
with the nurse, and on the way passed some 
large shops. The weather was hot, and the 
fruit looked so refreshing, that she longed to 
have some. All at once she remembered that 
she had money of her own in her pocket. Might 
she not just this time give herself a treat ? 
Her little hand was already feeling for her 
pence, when a thought darted into her mind, 
“ Is this right ?” Then a picture which she 
had lately seen flashed upon her memory,—a 
school-house built among the cocoa-nut trees, 
and filled with children learning to know the 
name of Jesus.

Nellie was glad she had remembered this in 
time. She looked at the fruit, and thought how

soon her little pleasure would have been over. 
She talked to nurse about the missionary picture, 
and wondered if she should meet any little 
child in heaven who had been the better for 
Nellie’s pence.

And how was it that such thoughts came 
into Nellie’s heart just at the right moment ? 
It was because she had meant what she said 
when she asked God to teach her how her 
money should be spent. She had wished to 
do what was right, and God had heard her 
prayer, and had helped her.

CHAPTER X.

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE.

One evening in the winter, Mr. Grey brought 
home a very beautiful piece of woollen plaid 
for dresses. After tea, he called Nellie and 
her mother to the table to look at it. He 
thought his wife might need a new dress, and 
he had selected this, thinking, if it pleased her, 
he would get one for her and one for Nellie 
like it. Mrs. Grey admired it, and said she 
did indeed need the dress ; and as it was a good 
durable fabric, and of dark rich colours that 
would wear well, she would have it. “ But,
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Nellie,” said Mrs. Grey, “ your dress you had 
new last winter—don’t you think it would do 
to wear again this year, if I were to turn it 
for you ?”

Nellie’s lip quivered. “ Yes, mother,” said 
she, “ but father said I might have one just like 
yours, and it is so pretty! Do let me have 
one, mother, please.”

“ Well, my dear,” said Mrs. Grey, “ you may 
do just what you choose about it after I have 
told you something. Would you like to hear 
it now ?”

“ Please, mother.”
They seated themselves round the table, and 

Mrs. Grey began.
“ This afternoon I went down into Grab 

Street, as they call it, where so many poor 
people live, and I saw a little girl without 
shoes or stockings, and with a poor old ragged 
muslin gown, carrying some bits of wood into 
a cellar. She was a fine, intelligent looking 
child, and I thought if I could wash and dress 
her, she might be something like my own Nellie. 
I followed her into the cellar, and found her 
mother cooking a few potatoes, and two other 
little ones as ragged and dirty as the eldest.”

“ ‘ Where is your husband ?’ said I to the 
woman.

“ ‘ Sure he’s at work on the railroad, ma’am. 
Will ye’s sit down ?’

“ ‘ No, thank you,’ said I. ‘ How do you get 
on this cold weather ?’

“ ‘ Sure an’ it’s very bad, it is,’ said she ; ‘ my 
husband has work on the road, and it’s three 
miles off, and I fetches his dinner to him every 
day. Ye sees the shoes and she thrust out a 
pair without strings, and with wide holes on 
each side.

“ ‘ Is that all the stove you have ?’ said I, 
pointing to an old kettle, in the bottom of 
which were some coals, and over which was an 
old tin pan with the potatoes in it. ‘ I should 
not think your potatoes would ever boil there, 
or that you and the children could keep 
warm.’

“‘And it’s long they are cooking, sure, but 
it’s all we have.’

“ ‘ Will you let your eldest child come and 
live with me ? She can help my cook morning 

and night. We will send her to school all 
day in the winter, and clothe her, and we can 
sometimes give you cold food and old clothes 
besides.’

“‘Sure she may go,’ said the woman, ‘it’s 
sorra a little she gets here.’

“ Now, Nellie, this little girJ, who has a very 
grand name, Marcella, is to come here, and we 
shall need a dress for her. So I want you to 
tell me if you wrould like the new plaid dress 
like mine, notv ?”



“ No, mother ; father shall give it to Mar
cella,” said Nellie. “ What a droll name for a 
poor little thing all rags and dirt !”

Mrs. Grey kissed Nellie, as she said—
“ This plaid dress is too nice and handsome 

for Marcella, but father will give Nellie the 
money it would cost, and she shall go out with 
me to-morrow, and we will spend it for Mar
cella ; shall we ?”

“ Oh yes, mother—that will be very pleasant. 
We -will get her shoes, and stockings, and a 
dress, won’t we, mother ?”

Nellie clapped her hands with delight ; then, 
as her eyes fell again upon the beautiful plaid 
lying in the light of the lamp, spread out upon 
the table, she looked up and said—

“ I wish I could have the dress too. Isn’t 
father rich, and can’t he give me one, and 
Marcella one too ?”

“ Tour father is not rich, although he is 
much richer than Marcella’s father. He could 
give you both a dress, but then it would be his 
gift and not yours.”

“ I will not have the dress, I will give it to 
Marcella.”

“ It is not much,” said Mrs. Grey,—“ it is 
not much, is it, for you to give up the dress for 
Christ's sake? What did He do for you,Nellie?”

“ He died," said Nellie. “ Can’t I do any
thing more ?”
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“ Mother will see,” said Mrs. Grey; and 
after Nellie had said her prayers, she went to 
bed, and was awake a long time thinking about 
Marcella.

CIIAPTEIt XI.
NEW TRAINING-.

Nellie ran into the nursery one day in great 
haste, after Marcella had been in the house 
about a week.

“ Oh, mother!” said she, “ Marcella has told 
a story!”

“Hush, Nellie!” said her mother. “A lie 
is a great sin. Come and tell mother quietly 
what it is that Marcella has said; and remem
ber that Marcella’s mother is not a Christian, 
and has not taught her about the truth, as your 
mother has taught you.”

“ I saw her,” said Nellie,—“ I saw her myself. 
Katy had been baking some cakes, and when 
she turned to take more out of the oven, Mar
cella snatched one off the plate on the table, 
and put it under her apron. I was coming 
through the hall, and the door was open, so 
that Marcella did not see me until I got into 
the kitchen. I told Katy what I had seen, and 
Marcella said she hadn’t taken any ; but Katy 
found the cake in her hand under her apron.”

D
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“ I will go down and see about it,” said Mrs. 
Grey. “ You stay here, Nellie.”

“ Why mayn’t I go too, mother ?” said Nellie.
“ Because I do not think it best. Are you 

glad or sorry that Marcella took the cake, and 
told the lie, Nellie ?”

Nellie hung her head, for she knew if 
she had been sorry that Marcella had told the 
lie, she would have talked to Marcella about it 
and not have told Katy; and then she would 
have told her mother alone, and not before the 
nurse. Nellie knew that when she did wrong, 
she would not like to have her mother tell 
Bridget and nurse about it.

“ You have done wrong as well as Marcella, 
have you not, Nellie ?” said Mrs. Grey.

“ Yes, mother.”
Mrs. Grey went down, and found it all too 

true. Katy, a coloured woman—an excellent, 
faithful servant, but ignorant of many things— 
was scolding Marcella. She despised the Irish, 
because, she said, they so often drank, and stole, 
and lied, and thought confession to the priest 
would save them. She was calling Marcella “ a 
little Irish thief,” and a “ good-for-nothing little 
story-teller.” Marcella was crying with anger 
and shame.

“Katy,” said Mrs. Grey, “is it the child’s 
fault that she was born in Ireland ?”

“ No indeed,” said Katy; “ but it's her fault

that she steals my cakes, and then lies about it 
afterwards.”

“ Marcella,” said Mrs. Grey, “ go up stairs 
to Katy’s room, where your little bed is, and 
sit down there until I come.”

Marcella went up, and then Mrs. Grey told 
Katy that Marcella was untaught, and that 
they must all be patient with her, and try to 
cure her faults,—not by scolding, but by pre
venting temptation as much as possible until 
she was more able to resist it.

“ Now, Katy,” said Mrs. Grey, “ whenever 
you cook anything nice, give a bit to Marcella; 
and whenever you make Nellie a tartlet, make 
one just like it for Marcella. Put a little basket 
of apples in the cupboard, and tell her she can 
have them, two every day, but that she must not 
touch yours in the barrel; perhaps in this way 
we may break the poor child of these evil habits.”

Katy thought it an odd way, but was too 
much in awe of her mistress to say anything 
in her presence. But after Mrs. Grey went 
up stairs, she tossed her head as she went about 
the kitchen, muttering—

“Give her cakes and apples, indeed! I'd 
teach her better. I'd shut her down in the 
cellar, and feed her on bread and water until 
she knew better, that I would. Just as if 
Inndness would do that little Irish vagabond 
any good: in my opinion it’s all thrown away.”
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Mrs. Grey had by this time reached the door 

of Katy’s room, where Marcella sat sobbing in 
the corner.

“ How could you tell a falsehood ?” said Mrs 
Grey.

“I han’t,” said Marcella. “I didn’t touch 
no cake.”

“Hush, Marcella!” said Mrs. Grey; “this 
is worse and worse, for this is another story. 
Did no one ever teach you that it is wicked to 
tell a lie ? I want you to be very careful, and 
never say anything that is not true. If you 
keep on telling lies, I cannot keep you in my 
house. And you must not take Katy’s cakes, 
either. I have told her, if you are good, to give 
you one of the cakes when she bakes them, and 
to make a little pie for you whenever she makes 
one for Kellie, and to put a few apples for you 
in the pantry, so that you can get two for your
self every day;' only you must not touch those 
in Katy’s barrel. Will you try, Marcella, to 
be a good girl, and not take anything more 
that is not your own, and not tell any more 
stories ?”

Marcella, who had been angry and stubborn 
when she anticipated a scolding, was completely 
overcome by the kindness Airs. Grey showed 
her, and threw herself down on her knees, at 
Mrs. Grey’s feet:

“ Oh, don’t send me away, ma’am. Sure

I’ll be good, if ye’ll let me stay. I’s sorry, 
indade, I took the cake, and sorry I lied to 
yer ; but I’ll niver do so again, niver ! niver !”

“Don’t kneel to me,” said Mrs. Grey, lifting 
the child from the floor; “you should kneel 

when you pray to God, Marcella. Now kneel 

down by me, while I pray to Him for you, and 
do you try to pray with me, that He will make 
you a good girl and,forgive your sins.”

They both knelt, and when they arose, Mar
cella had resolved, with all her heart, never 
to do wrong again. But evil habits are not 
conquered at once ; and Marcella, who had stolen 
and told lies from her babyhood, did not, all at 
once, overcome her evil ways.

There was, however, an evident improvement : 
she was less afraid of being unnecessarily 
scolded or punished, and, therefore, less sly and 
deceitful. She was two years older than Kellie, 
and the two generally got on very well together. 
Mrs. Grey she more than loved—she almost 
worshipped her ; and she manifested her admira- 

tion in ways that were really troublesome to 
Mrs. Grey, who wished to direct the child’s 
enthusiastic affection to her Saviour, and not to 
herself; and she feared that it would be long 
before Marcella would do right for “ Christ’s 
sake.” The onlyreason that seemed to incline her 
to do well now was “ for Mrs. Grey’s sake.”

One day Mrs. Grey had told Marcella to 
n 2
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carry a foot-bath filled with water into her 
room, and the child begged that she might 
wash Mrs. Grey’s feet! Mrs. Grey much pre
ferred to do it herself, but fearing to discourage 
Marcella’s desire to be useful, she allowed her 
to rub them and then dry them with the towel. 
When this was done, she bent down, held one 
of Mrs. Grey’s feet, as if it had been what 
superstitious people regard as a holy relic, and 
kissed it with fervent devotion !

“Marcella! Marcella!” said Mrs. Grey, 
touched by her manner, and yet greatly annoyed 
by the act, “ do not kiss my feet: I cannot 
allow it. I am glad to have you love me ; but, 
indeed, you must never do that again. There is 
only One Being in the universe worthy of such 
love and reverence; and that is God our Saviour. 
I wish you would only love and worship Himj 
Marcella, as devoutly and truly as you love me.”

It was difficult to repress these spontaneous 
bursts of Marcella’s affection, without its seem
ing like a repulse, and making her feel as if her 
gratitude were not appreciated. Mrs. Grey 
felt all the difficulty of the task she had imposed 
upon herself in training so enthusiastic a nature 
as Marcella’s. But she also felt that this nature, 
left to itself and to the bad influences of her 
own home, would become a powerful spirit for 
evil; whereas if renewed and regenerated by 
the Holy Spirit of God, it would be as strong
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for good. She felt that she could not shrink 
from the task, and she daily asked strength and 
guidance from above, that she might lead this 
impetuous little creature in the right way.

A few days after the above occurrence, she 
found Marcella in her room, (where she was 
told to go every day, when her mistress was at 
breakfast, to make it tidy,) carefully pulling all 
the long hairs from her brush, and laying them 
in a piece of tissue-paper, where was quite a 
little lock, all straightened and folded in layers.

“What are you about now, Marcella?” said 
she.

“Nothing much, ma’am,” said the child; 
“ only I thought ye would not mind if I got a 
lock of yer hair this way, to keep for ever.”

Mrs. Grey, touched again with her affection, 
thought it best not to notice it any more, and 
Marcella soon had “an illigant lock of the 
mistress’ own hair,” as she expressed it.

Katy still grumbled and scolded; but she 
was really, in action and deeds, kind to Mar

cella ; so that they got on very well together. 
Some little girls will say, “ How could Katy be 
a Christian, and yet be so cross ?” I can only 
answer that some persons are naturally, and 
without effort, amiable and gentle. Katy was, 
by nature, ungentle and rough; passionate, but 
not unkind; and it required more prayer and 
watchfulness to enable her to be tolerably
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gracious for one day, than it does for some 
persons to go through life placidly and sweetly. 
She really deserved more credit (or rather 
her religion did) for keeping her temper con
trolled so as to be endurable, than is deserved 
by many amiable people who have less to curb.

CHAPTER XII.

A NEW DANGEE.

Some little girls came one day to Mrs. 
Grey’s house, and begged that Nellie might 
go with them to take a walk in the woods. 
They were going over the river, they said, into 
the grove just beyond, near the factories. Mrs. 
Grey consented, as a young gentleman was 
going with them, and most of the girls were 
older than Nellie.

Nellie was greatly delighted, and set off in 
high spirits, with a little basket on her arm 
to put mosses in, or flowers, or any pretty thing 
she might find in the woods. They wandered 
about a long time under the trees: now sitting 
a little while on the banks of soft velvety moss, 
and then upon stumps of trees that had been 
cut down, or upon the trunks of those that had 
fallen in storms ; gathering the acorn-cups that 
lay strewn under the oaks, or the fir-cones under

the pines, until Nellie’s little basket was quite 
filled with treasures.

After this they all went with Anna Harris, 
whose father owned the factories, to see her 
garden. The house stood facing the river, on 
a beautifully-rounded little hill, and the ground 
in front of the house was filled with shrubbery, 
while at the side was a group of the same trees 
that grew in the forest beyond, and which had 
been left standing to shade and adorn the place.

Two of these trees grew near to each other, 
with strong branches very high above the 
ground; and from the lowest branch of one tree 
to the lowest branch of the tree opposite was 
stretched a huge beam of wood, in the centre of 
which two holes were bored, and a rope was 
put through these and fastened above, to make 
a swing. Nellie thought there never was any
thing half so delightful as rushing through the 
air in this swing. It sent the little ones, when 
pushed hard, to a great height from the ground, 
and some of them were timid, and some were 
made giddy by it. But Nelly enjoyed it exceed- 

an<l thought it must be like a good, swift 
gallop on horseback, only with less jolting, and
therefore pleasanter.

The afternoon wore away, and the sinking 
sun warned the children that they must go 
home. They all started together, with the 
exception of the young gentleman and his
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cousin, who had returned to the town while the 
younger ones were swinging. As they came 
near the bridge, they saw that a small rowing- 
boat was fastened by a long rope to one of the 
piers of the bridge.

“ Oh!” said one of the girls, “ see, the boat 
has floated close by the bank : let’s get in.”

“No,” said another;“it is dangerous.”
“ I will,” said another: “ don’t you see it is

fastened by a rope to the bridge ? There can’t 
he any danger.” So they all got into the boat, 
and one of the larger girls took an oar, and 
pushed the boat away from the bank into the 
stream. They floated about in the river at the 
rope’s length from the shore, and were all in 
high glee, when the boat struck the pier. Nel
lie was at that end, and one of the girls called 
out to her to push it off. She did so, not 
dreaming of any danger, but she pushed a little 
too long, and fell into the water! The girls all 
screamed in terror; no one knew what to do; 
and the boat was now fast floating hack to the 
bank, further away from the pier where Nellie 
had fallen in and where the water was quite 
deep. Nellie sank to the bottom, and felt the 
slimy weeds with her hands. She thought—- 
“ I shall die, if I do not try to rise, and perhaps 
I shall drown if I do; but I will try.” She 
made a great effort, as if to jump high from a 
floor, and reached the surface. She saw the

boat receding from her, and nearing the shore. 
“ Oh!” thought she, “ I cannot be saved, hut I 
will try once more.” Again she sank, again 
arose, and this time caught the side of the boat.

“Hold on, Nellie! hold fast!” cried one of 
the girls ; “ some one is coming to help you.”

Nellie held on still, but was getting so weak 
that she felt she should soon drop again into 
the water, when her hands were seized with a 
firm hold, and she felt herself lifted into the 
boat. The children’s cries had been heard at 
the factory, and at the house. Anna Harris’s 
mother had run to the river-side, and she caught 
Nellie in her arms, when she was placed upon 
the bank. All were crying, and poor Nellie, now 
that it was over, cried and laughed hysterically, 
shaking also with cold, for she was thoroughly 
drenched, and the water dripped from her in 
streams. A clerk from the office (Mrs. Harris’s 
son) had outrun the rest, and arrived at the 
shore just in time to jump into the boat, and 
relieve the exhausted child. Mrs. Harris took 
her up to the house, put off her wet clothing, 
rubbed her all over with spirits, and then with 
dry cloths, until her skin glowed. Then she 
dressed her in Anna’s dry clothes, and two or 
three of the girls who had waited went home 
with her. It was quite dark when Nellie got 
to her own door, and she could see the candles 
lighted on the tea-table and the family at tea.
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She was almost afraid to go in, for fear her 
father should blame her for having got into the 
boat; but the girls promised to go in with her, 
and tell the story.

Poor Nellie was pale as death; and her father, 
when he saw her and heard of her wonderful 
escape, folded her in his arms, and hurst into 
such a flood of thankful tears, that Nellie, who 
had never seen her father so much moved, was 
fain to turn comforter, and kiss him again and 
again, and bid him not cry, for his own little 
Nellie was safe.

Mrs. Grey could not relieve herself by crying, 
but sat, pale and motionless as a stone, thanking 
God in her heart for her little girl’s safety, and 
pouring out cup after cup of hot tea for her, 
scarcely knowing what she was about. After
wards she kissed Anna Harris and the other 
girls who had accompanied Nellie, and giving 
them cakes, sent Katy back with them to their 
homes. After tea, Nellie felt less tired, and 
told all the family the story; and then her father 
said they must have prayers early, for Nellie 
was exhausted, and must go to sleep. Nellie had 
never heard her father pray as he prayed that 
night, and she began to comprehend how dear she 
was to him, and of how much consequence it was 
to him that she should live to be a good and use
ful woman, and how merciful God had been to 
save her from death when she was so unfit to die.

NELLIE OBEY.

CHAPTER XIII.

NEW EESOLUTIONS.

Nellie found herself quite weak the next 
day, and was willing to sit quietly in the 
nursery. When she went to bed, Mrs. Grey 
said—

“Nellie, suppose you had been drowned 
yesterday, what would have become of your 
immortal soul ?”

All that night Nellie was often waked by 
dreams of falling into water; and then she 
would think of her mother’s question. At last, 
sobbing at the vivid picture which she drew of 
her own death, and of the grief of her parents 
if she had died without being prepared, she rose 
in the darkness, kneeled by her bed-side, and 
prayed, with tears and sobs, that God would 
take away her wicked heart, and give her a new 
and clean one. When she went into bed again, 
she thought how she would be a different girl 
for ever after; how much she would love her 
baby-sister, and how good an example she would 
set her; how cheerfully and immediately she 
would always obey her mother; how careful she 
would be to do everything she could for her 
father; how gentle and patient she would be to 
Marcella, and how she would keep from answer-

E
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ing Katy’s cross speeches. Altogether, she made 
up her mind to become one of the most un
commonly excellent little girls that ever were 
seen; so that everybody should love her, and 
her father feel proud of his little daughter.

Thus she fell asleep, not penitent and tearful 
as she awoke, but making to herself promises of 
being wonderfully good. Alas ! they were vain 
promises. The fact is that Kellie had made a 
great mistake. She was not going to be good 
because Christ loved her and had died for her, 
or because He hated sin, and she could not 
please Him without becoming holy. Oh, no! 
She thought she would make it impossible for 
G-od not to love such an excellent little girl as 
she was determined to be! She was going to 
work for love, not from love. As if we of our
selves—poor sinners that we are!—could ever 
be good enough to be lovely in the eyes of a 
holy God!

But Kellie found out very soon that the 
harder she tried to be good, and the more she 
thought about it, the less she satisfied herself, 
and the more clearly she saw that goodness did 
not dwell in her nature, and that she could not 
make her heart new by making good resolutions. 
It seemed to her that she had never done so 
many bad things as since she had begun to try 
so hard to be good; and after about a month 
she ceased to try, thinking it of no use.

But it had been of more use to her than she 
was aware. She had begun to find out that her 
own strength to do good was utter weakness, 
and that of herself she could not take one step 
forward in a holy life.

The next Sunday, Kellie had a little sore 
throat, and her mother told her she had better 
stay at home and take care of Hattie, and then 
nurse and she could both go to church all day. 
Kellie liked the notion very well, and read her 
Sunday-school book in the morning, and played 
with Hattie ; but after dinner, when they had 
all gone out again, her book was finished; 
Hattie was taking her nap, and sleeping sweetly 
in the cradle. What could she find to do? 
Sing hymns ? Ko; that would wake up Hattie. 
Look at the pictures in the great Bible ? Ko ; 
she knew them all, and the texts under them by 
heart. Well, she was thirsty and would get 
some water. She opened the door softly, and 
went to the china-closet in the dining-room, and 
poured out a glass of water. While drinking it, 
her eye was attracted by a jar of preserved 
peaches, standing on one of the shelves.

“ Oh!” thought she, “ how nice they look! 
I wish I had some.” (“ Wrong, wrong,” said 
conscience. “ Go back!”) “Well, I know it’s 
wrong; but I have not eaten one for so long, 
and no one would know it.” (“Don’t touch 
it!” said conscience.) “I could get one out
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with a spoon, and here is one lying all ready.
I can wash it afterwards, and no one will ever 
know it. Hattie and I are alone in the house.”

By this time, knowing perfectly well what 
a wrong thing she was doing, Nellie had got a 
chair, and taken out a peach from the jar. She 
trembled a little, and spilled the syrup on her 
dress. After she had eaten the peach, she 
closed the jar, but the cork was sticky, and had 
left a mark on the shelf. This she wiped off 
with a bit of paper, but it was sticky still. 
Well, she must go to the rag-bag and get a rag, 
and burn it up afterwards ; for if she took a nap
kin or her apron, it would be found out. She 
saw now that, as she had done one wrong thing, 
she had to do another to cover it. So she went, 
her heart palpitating with the fear of detection’ 
and found a bit of rag to wash the shelf. At
every noise she heard, she started, for fear some 
one had come home from church sooner than 

usual, and she should be found out. At last, 
she got the shelf washed and the syrup out of 
her dress ; but, alas! it left a discoloured spot 

she had to rub the merino so hard to get the
sticky stuff off.

Well, thought she, “ I hope mother won’t 
see it.”

Now she sat down, but she was uneasy: she 
felt her cheeks glow with shame, and she was 
afraid she looked guilty. Nellie went and looked

in the glass, but saw nothing unusual in her 
face.

“What a goose I am,” said she to herself, 
“to feel so about such a trifle !”

“ Yes,” said conscience, “ eating a peach is a 
trifle; but the peach was not yours. Besides, 
you know that the reason you have not peaches 
every day is because your mother wishes to have 
some money to spare for heathen children, that 
they may have the Bible, and be taught not to 
steal or lie, like you, Nellie Grey.”

“ But I have not stolen; I only ate a peach,” 
said Nellie to her conscience.

“ Yes, yes; I know,” said conscience:

“1 It is a sin to steal a pin,
As much as anj’ greater thing.’ ”

“Well,” said Nellie, “I have not lied, at 
any rate.”

“ Wait a little while,” said conscience: “ when 
your mother sees that shining spot on your 
dress, and asks how it came there, what are you 
going to say ?”

“ Oh, she won’t see it. I will keep away 
from her—far enough off to hide it.”

“Beware!” said conscience. “You thought 
Marcella very wicked when she took the cake, 
and said she did not. You said she had stolen 
and lied. How much better have you been 
than she ? Worse, a great deal, for you had

E 2
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pious parents and a Bible, and knew better.
I told you not to do it !*’

Keep still, won’t you ?” Nellie said to her
conscience. “ I have heard enough. I don’t 
intend to tell a lie; and if I have taken one 
peach, I will never take another. Beside, they 
belong to my mother, and so they belong to me; 
and the cakes did not belong to Marcella’s 
mother. It is a very different thing ”

“ No, no, Nellie Grey; you know better. You 
have done wrong.”

But now Nellie got a book, and determined 
that her impertinent conscience should not 
trouble her any more. She had taken the 
hymn-book without noticing what it was.

“How strange,” thought she, “that these 
should be the first words I see!—

‘ Sure there was ne’er a heart so base,
So false as mine has been,

So faithless to its promises,
So prone to every sin.’”

And she shut the book angrily, and laid it 
on the table. Hattie now awoke. Nellie took 
her from the cradle, and tried to amuse her, 
walking up and down the room with her, and 
tiying to sing. Strange that the only words 
she could think of were these!—

u So faithless to its promises,
So prone to every sin.”

Soon the people began to come home from
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church. Nellie watched them passing, and 
dreaded to see her mother come.

“I wish that peach had been further off!” 
thought she; “ what a fool I was to take it! It 
tasted sweet one short minute, and I have had a 
whole hour’s misery since; and I wish this were 
the end of it, but here I am afraid to see my 
dear, good mother, or even to look her in the 
face.”

The family soon came home, and Nellie got 
on without being discovered that night. When 
she went to bed, her throat was very sore. Her 
mother, she thought, had never been so kind. 
“And oh!” she groaned to herself, “ how little 
I deserve it! It will never do for me to tell 
her of it, for she would break her heart if she 
knew I was so wicked and so little to be 
trusted.”

“You had better tell her,” said conscience.
“Oh, no! I can’t,” said Nellie to herself: 

“ she would never trust me again.”
Wlien her mother put the hartshorn on her 

throat, and prepared some medicine for her to 
take, and nursed her so lovingly, poor Nellie! 
wicked Nellie! she felt as if she could have gone 
down into the cellar to hide herself, so guilty 
and so undeserving was she of all this love and 
care; and when the mother’s good-night kiss 
was given, Nellie turned her head away, and 
wet her pillow with tears.
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CHAPTER XIV.

NEW FEARS.

The next morning Hellie awoke late, and 
the first thing she saw was her dress lying on 
the chair, and her mother unfolding it, and 
looking at the very spot she had rubbed so hard 
the day before.

“Hellie, dear,” said her mother, “how came 
this spot on your dress ? It looks as if you 
had spilled something on it, and then rubbed 
it so hard to get it out that the colour is faded, 
and the cloth almost worn through.”

Poor Hellie had suffered ever since she ate 
the peach; and although she was now very 
strongly tempted to tell a lie to hide it, Gfod 
graciously kept her from adding to, her sin; 
and, burning with shame, she confessed to her 
mother what she had done.

“ Oh, mother! I have been so wretched ever 
since! I did not believe I could be so wicked. 
How can you and father ever love me, or trust 
me again ?”

“I am very glad, Hellie,” said Mrs. Gfrey,
“ that God kept you from telling me a lie about 
this; it would he a dreadful thing not to be 
able to believe my own dear little girl. Oh, 
Hellie ! if you had told me an untruth about it,

I shoul d almost have felt that my love and care for 
you had been thrown away. It was very wrong 
to take the peach; I am very sorry you did it, 
for I loved to trust you; and now I shall feel 
obliged to lock the china-closet, and keep the 
key in my pocket whenever I go out and leave 
you alone in the house; and you do not know 
how unhappy it makes your mother to feel that 
she cannot trust her little girl.”

“ Oh, mother!” sobbed Hellie, “ do not talk 
so about never trusting me, and having to lock 
the doors to keep me out,—-just as if I were a 
thief.”

“I must punish you, Hellie, to make you 
remember it; and I cannot do anything that 
will make you feel as much grieved as I do.”

Mrs. Grey’s voice was choked, and, as she 
left the room, Hellie saw the tears running 
down her cheeks. She threw herself on her 
face and buried it in her pillow.

“ Oh! what a little wretch I am, to make 
my dear mother feel so!”—and she cried aloud.

Mrs. Grey soon returned with Hellie’s break
fast, all nice and hot, upon a little waiter, with 
a snowy napkin on it. The bread she had 
toasted, and the tea she had prepared. Hellie 
ate with little appetite. When she had finished, 
(having eaten it with tears,) Mrs. Grey said—■

“Hellie, were you all alone when you took 
the peach ?”
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“ Yes, mother. You were all at church.”
“ Think again, Nellie; did no one see you ?”
“ God saw me!” said Nellie, with a burst of 

sorrow.
“ Why does it make you feel so unhappy to 

say, God saw you ?”
“ I don’t know.”
“ God sees you now; does that make you 

shudder ?”
“ No, mother; but you are here now.”
“ That is not it, Nellie. When you are 

playing in your doll-closet, God sees you. 
Would it make you shudder to think of it 
then ?”

“No, mother, not if I were doing nothing 
wrong?'

“ That is it, Nellie. We are never afraid of 
God, we never shudder to think of Him as see
ing us, and knowing our thoughts, except when 
we are doing wrong or thinking wrong. Now, 
how can we come to take delight in remembering 
that God our heavenly Father is constantly 
present with us, and knows all we think, or do, 
or say ?”

“Why, we must never think, or do, or say 
anything 'wrong, and then we should never he 
afraid of Him,” said Nellie. “ But how can we ? 
Do you live so every day, mother, that you are 
never afraid of God ?”

“No, indeed, Nellie; I wish I did: but the

only way in which I can be happy and quiet 
after I have done wrong, is to go and tell Him 
of it, and ask Him to forgive me for the sake of 
Christ who died, and to give me his Spirit’s help 
that I may he kept from doing the like again.”

“ But, mother, what is the use of telling God, 
when He knows it already ?”

“ Because He bids us do so; and you will 
find there is no other way to get right again 
after you have gone wrong. One great differ
ence between a sinner and a Christian is, that it 
a child of God does wrong, he feels distressed 
about it, and cannot rest until he has con
fessed it to God, and begged to be kept from 
doing it again. But when one who is not a 
Christian sins, he says to himself, ‘ Oh, it was 
only a little thing!’ and excuses himself for 
it, and loves to do it again, and tries to forget 
that there is a God. The more he succeeds in 
forgetting God, the happier he seems ; whereas 
a Christian cannot rest until he trusts that God 
has forgiven him.”

Nellie’s throat was sore all day, and she was 
obliged to stay in bed. She tried to think how 
she could make her mother have confidence in 
her and trust her again; but the more she 
thought about it, the more she saw that she 
must wait a great while before it would be 
possible for her mother to trust her as she had 
done before.
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“Wei],” (she finally thought,) “it will be 

very hard to endure, hut I see it is right, and I 
must be patient, and bear my punishment; hut 
oh! how I wish I had run right out of the 
closet when I saw those peaches ! How I wish 
I had listened to my conscience! For I knew 
all the time that I was doing wrong; and here I 
am I little Hellie Grey—a thief—and almost 
a liar! I don’t believe I shall ever be proud 
again, or think I am better than Marcella was, 
or better than the people in jail.”

CHAPTER XV.

A NEW GAME.

Next day, Hellie’s throat was better, and 
she was able to go to school, where she did not 
hold her head so high as usual. She was very 
kind even to the naughty girls, and gave Susan 
Birch an apple, although Susan had stolen one 
from her desk a week before. Hellie now ex
cused her, saying to herself that Susan had no 
apples at home, and it was a great temptation 
to her to see so many in her desk ; for Hellie 
had a very generous disposition, and would take 
apples to school only twice a week, because then 
she could take three at once, and so have two 
to give away.

Mrs. Grey encouraged Hellie in this disposi
tion, and allowed her. to go without any the 
other four days, although she had plenty of 
apples ; for she thought such little self-denials 
would do Hellie good, and would make the gift 
of the apples to the girls who had none seem 
more like giving her own, and so be a greater 
pleasure to her.

The house where Hellie went to school, and 
to which Marcella was allowed to go with 
her, was a strange old building. What was 
now the school-room had once been used for 
meetings and lectures. The old pew-hacks, with 
which it had formerly been fitted up, were piled 
up in one corner. A large reading-desk was 
still standing, and there, instead of a learned 
professor, might now be seen half a dozen girls 
with their dinners and their hooks.

At one end of the school-room was a narrow 
door, opening into a perfectly dark, narrow 
staircase. This led up to a large unfloored 
garret, and those who crossed it had to step 
from beam to beam, running the risk, by the 
least false step, of breaking through the laths 
and plastering between the beams, and landing 
in the lecture-room below. This garret was also 
dark, and a rickety flight of stairs led still 
further up into a small square room, with a 
large window on each side, commanding a view 
of the streets and houses near. From this

F
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square room, one might go up another staircase 
to a landing, and thence up a kind of ladder, 
opening by a trap-door into something like a 
belfry. All around it were large green blinds, 
letting in the winds from every point of the 
compass, and affording, through the laths, the 
most enchanting view of the lovely valley, in 
whose lap lay the village encircled by hills. 
There was just enough of darkness, and mys
tery, and danger in all these places to tempt 
the less timid of the girls to go to them» as 
often as they could find time; and the older 
girls were often permitted, two at a time, to go 
and learn their lessons in the belfry, if they 
chose. A lonely place it was in which to write 
a composition; so near the clouds, that it seemed 
as if you might put your hand between the 
laths, and catch the skirt of one as it floated by; 
and so far from the ground, that men and women 
in the streets looked like fairies, and houses 
and carriages like children’s toys.

It was a glorious winter day. A hailstorm 
had glazed the surface of the snow, so that a 
brilliant crust, hard enough to bear the weight 
of a grown man, covered the earth. The moment 
the bell rang, which told that morning lessons 
were over, the girls flew over to the useless 
heap of pew-boards. Each having seized one, 
they rushed like so many wild creatures into 
the back yard, in which was a steep hill, but
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not a long one. Here the children, sometimes 
one and often two, seated themselves on one of 
their make-believe sledges, and pushing with 
one foot, slid merrily down the hill.

“ Oh! it is great fun, girls, isn’t it ?” said 
Nellie, and away she went; but, alas! her new 
merino dress caught upon a nail.

“ Oh dear! what shall I do ? Mother will 
think I am so careless, and I can’t darn neatly, 
and mother will have to mend it.”

“Never mind, Nellie; I’ll mend it for you 
at noon before we go home,” said Marcella.

“ But,” said Nellie, “ where will you get a 
needle and silk ?”

“ Oh! I have brought my slippers to work,” 
said one of the older girls, “ and I will give you 
a needle and silk when we go in. I’ve got some 
of exactly that shade.”

“ That’s capital!” said Nellie. “ Thank you, 
Marcella; you are really good,” and she kissed 
her gratefully.

Mrs. Grey had taught Marcella to sew, and 
she could do it very neatly when she was slow 
and took pains; but she generally was in too 
great a hurry to do things well. To-day she 
made a beautiful darn, and Nellie declared “ she 
should feel as if she had an embroidered dress, 
if she were not afraid her mother would blame 
her.” But, to her surprise, her mother only 
told her to be more careful next time. She did
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not reprove her at all, and praised Marcellas 
kindness and neat sewing very much. Alter 
dinner, she said, “ Nellie, what is the difference 
between doing a careless thing and doing a 
wicked thing ?”

“ I am sure I don’t know,” said Nellie.
“ Well, my dear child, when yon tell a false

hood, or take anything that is not your own, 
it is breaking God’s command, and offends Him; 
but when you happen to tear your dress, it, only 
™.ins me to think you are heedless. You break 
no command of God, and I should never punish 
or blame you for tearing or breaking anything, 
unless you did it in a passion or wilfully, or 
had fallen into confirmed careless habits.

“ Yes, I see, mother; but I will try not to 
be careless and give yon trouble, even though 
it is not wicked, like telling a lie.

Mrs. Grey smiled and kissed her, and she 
returned to school quite happy, although she 
was sorry she had made her dress so soon look 
like an old one.

CHAPTER XVI.
NEW SUSPICIONS.

The next spring, Nellie had a very beautiful 
hyacinth, that bloomed after the others had all 
faded away. Her father had given her a dozen
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in the autumn, and this was the last and most 
beautiful of all. It was of a deep rose colour, 
was double, and its long stem was loaded with 
rich blossoms. Nellie had watched it daily for 
weeks, drawing aside the curtain from the win
dow every day when the sun shone bright and 
warm, and she could not admire it enough now 
that its hour of perfection had come. Her 
mother’s birthday would be the nest morn
ing, and she thought she would give it to her 
for a birthday present. Nellie rose early to see 
that the flower was still fresh and beautiful, and 
was going to set it in the centre of the break
fast table, that they might all enjoy its beauty 
so long as it should last. Think then of her 
disappointment, when she found that the glass 
which had held it was on the floor beneath the 
window, and the hyacinth broken in two beside 
it. Poor Nellie! she was angry at first; and 
when her mother entered the room, she rushed 
up to her, exclaiming, “ Mother! Marcella has 
broken my hyacinth! my beautiful hyacinth! 
the last one, and it is your birthday, too, and 
I meant it for you; see there!” and she pointed 
to the floor where it lay.

“ I am very sorry for you, my dear,” said 
Mrs. Gfrey; “ it is really a pity. Let us see 
what we can do. G-o and get me a wine-glass, 
Nellie.” Nellie soon brought one and filled it 
with water, and was much astonished at her

f 2
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mother’s still making the best of everything, 
when, she saw her put a row of rose-geranium 
leaves from her own hush all around the rim of 
the wine-glass, and then place the severed crown 
of the hyacinth in the centre, making a tiny 
pyramid, very beautiful to look at.

“ Oh, mother,” said Nellie, “ how. came you 
to think of that ? I thought it was all spoiled, 
and of no use at all.”

After breakfast, Mrs. Grey said, “ Nellie, 
what made you think Marcellabroke thatflower?”

Nellie was confused at the moment, for she 
felt that her mother would not think she had 
any good reason.

“ Why,” said she, “ who else could have done 
it ? You did not do it, nor father, nor nurse, 
and no one else came in here but Marcella. Of 
course she did it.”

“ Not ‘ of course,’ Nellie. I do not think she 
did it. I think she would have told me if she 
had done it. I do not wish you to accuse her 
without proof. You would not like to be accused 
yourself unless it were very certain you had 
done wrong. I will call Marcella, and ask her.”

Mrs. Grey rang the bell, and the child came 
in. When she saw the bulb and the glass on 
the floor, she exclaimed-—“ Oh, Miss Nellie, who 
did break your beautiful flower ?”

“ We do not know,” said Mrs. Grey. “ Did 
you do it ?”

“I!” said Marcella, with a look and tone 
of great astonishment; “I break Miss Nellie’s 
flower ? That I didn’t; sure and I wouldn’t 
do such a thing!” and she burst into tears. 
Mrs. Grey was convinced that Marcella did not 
do it, and told her so, and added that in time, 
no doubt, Nellie also would be brought to see 
that she had not done it.

The very next evening, the family were all 
together in the parlour just before tea, when 
Nellie, looking at the window where her flower 
had stood, saw her black cat jump upon the 
chair before the window, and putting up both 
her paws on the ledge where the hyacinth had 
stood, look out very inquiringly into the street. 
Mrs. Grey saw this at the same moment that 
her eyes met Nellie’s, hut Nellie looked down, 
much ashamed, for she and her mother both 
thought the same thing—that the cat, and not 
Marcella, had broken the hyacinth.

“What does my daughter think now?” said 
Mrs. Grey, gently. Nellie rose, rang the bell 
hard, and Marcella appeared.

“Marcella, I said you broke my hyacinth. 
I was wrong; you did not do it. The cat did 
it. I am sorry, Marcella.”

“ I’m glad ye’ve found the cat did it.”
Marcella then left the room, and Nellie was 

seating herself, perfectly satisfied that she had 
done all that was necessary, and rather pluming
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herself on being so willing to confess her mistake 
to Marcella, when Mr. Grey, who had been read
ing a newspaper, but had listened to this little 
dialogue, suddenly laid it down, and said, “ Come 
to me, Nellieand he took her upon his knee.

“ Nellie,” said he, very gravely, “ do you 
know what you have done ?”

“ What ?” said she, a little frightened.
“ Do you know what is meant by accusing 

another wrongfully?” Nellie coloured, while 
her father went on. “ I will tell you a story, 
Nellie: When I was a little boy I was once 
staying at my sister’s house. She had, on her 
mantel-piece in the parlour, a very pretty little 
china figure of a child tying up her shoe. One 
day it was missing, and she laid its loss upon 
me. I felt grieved, and, I own, angry, for I 
knew nothing about it, but could only say so ; 
I could never prove my innocence. I remember 
how I felt about it, and how long it was before 
I forgave my sister for having suspected me of 
doing such a thing and then concealing and 
denying it. Now I have a warehouse, and have 
clerks; and sometimes things are missing, and 
I cannot find them; but I remember my boyhood 
and the china figure, and I am very careful not 
even to think that my clerks have taken any
thing, unless I have proof. Now, Nellie, go, 
and never accuse any one of doing wrong, unless 
you have positive proof of it.”

CHAPTER XVII.

A NEW GIET.

“ Here, Nellie,” said Mr. Grey, one day, on 
coming home to dinner—“ here is something for 
you; let us see what it is.”

Nellie sprang and took from her father a box 
tied with a cord. It was quite large, and rather 
heavy. She wondered what it could be. She 
put it down on the floor, untied the knot, rolled 
the cord up carefully, and gave it to her mother, 
who kept a drawer on purpose for strings. Then 
she lifted the cover; and nothing but cotton 
wadding appeared. She raised one layer,—a 
little afraid; then another, and another, and 
finally came to a plaster figure of little Samuel 
on his knees, as he was when the Lord spoke to 
him in the night, and Samuel replied, “ Speak, 
for thy servant heareth.” Nellie was delighted.

“ Oh, father! is this for me ?”
“ Yes, indeed,” said Mr. Grey; “ and you 

may put it in your own room, or in the parlour, 
just where you please; but not in the nursery, 
or sister Hattie will cry for it. Here she comes 
and the nurse entered, leading little Hatty by 
the hand. She had grown a perfect little dump
ling. She tottered along, crowing, towards the 
box, and when she saw the figure, was eager to
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have it; but one of Nellie’s dolls pacified her. 
Nellie now wanted to go and show her Samuel 
to Marcella, and ask her advice where to put it. 
They finally decided to put it in the parlour.

The next day her little cousin G-eorge came 
to see her, and the first thing Nellie wished to 
do was to show him her Samuel. George’s 
father was poor, and Nellie knew that the child 
had probably never seen a plaster figure before; 
and as he was a very bright child, and his 
words always sounded queer because he lisped 
sadly, she wanted to hear what odd thing he 
would say about Samuel. He was about four 
years old, and spoke his lisping sentences as 
gravely and slowly as a judge. Nellie led him 
directly in front of Samuel, and said nothing. 

George stood, and looked a little afraid for a 
moment; then that expression passed away, and 
he looked wonderingly and inquiringly at it. 
Presently, he stepped timidly forward, and 
touched it gently; then went back, and stood 
again gazing at it. At last he broke out—

“God make dat ickle child? no-ne! no! 
God made de stuff!”

Nellie was delighted with the child’s gravity 
and sense, and told her mother “ how George 
stood looking at Samuel, and then touched it, 
and went on thinking, until at last he satisfied 
himself that it was not alive, and therefore God 
did not make it; but as he knew God made all

things, he must have made the plaster out of 
which the image of little Samuel was cast.”

“ And did you ask him,” said Mrs. Grey, “whe
ther he knew anything about little Samuel ?”

“No,mother,” said Nellie, “I thought every
body knew that.”

“Did you always know it, Nellie ?”
“ Yes, ever since I can remember.”
“But how do you think you can have come 

to know it ?”
“ I suppose you told me.”
“Aiid could George know it without being 

told ?”
“No, mother; but of course aunt has told 

him.”
“ Perhaps not. You know that she has very 

little time, and cannot teach him much. She 
may have taught him other things, and not that. 
She may have told him about Adam in the 
garden of Eden, and about Noah in the ark, or 
about David playing on his harp, or Daniel in 
the den of lions; and I dare say she has often 
told him New Testament stories about the Lord 
Jesus Christ. Whether she has said anything 
about Samuel, we cannot tell. If she has, don’t 
you think he would have liked to hear you tell 
it him again ? would it not have helped him to 
remember it ?”

“ Yes, mother. I wish I had asked him if he 
knew the story. I will next time he comes.”
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“ Do, my child. That is one way in which 

you may become a little home-missionary, by 
taking every good opportunity of teaching those 
who are younger than yourself, and talking to 
them about Jesus, or about those good men and 
those pions children who have loved and served 
Him.”

“ Oh! I should like that, mother, and I will 
begin with George. I will tell lnm how Samuel 
heard a voice, and thought it was Eli, and went 
to him again and again, till at last Eli told him 
to say, “ Speak, Lord, for thy servant heareth.” 
And I will teach George to say those words, 
shall I, mother ?”

“ Yes,—and then you can do one thing more.”
“ What is that ?” asked Nellie.
“ You can pray to God, and ask Him to give 

your little cousin a new heart—a heart like 
Samuel’s—a heart that shall always listen when 
God speaks, and obey when God commands.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

A NEW TEACHER.

Marcella went to school very regularly, for 
Mrs. Grey had found the child so bright, so 
sensible, so affectionate, and so wonderfully 
capable, that she thought in her heart that she

would say nothing about it, but if Marcella 
improved, and should seem fond of study, she 
would gradually have her fitted for a teacher’s 
situation;—one that her fondness for children, 
her glowing imagination, and enthusiastic and 
self-forgetful nature eminently adapted her for. 
She thought it best not to tell Marcella or any 
one her design; but to wait and see what God’s 
providence would indicate as the right way, not 
doubting but that in this, as in all other things, 
if she only “ committed her way to the Lord, 
He would direct her steps.” It was also her 
great wish that Nellie should be a missionary to 
the heathen; but she feared she was. not to be 
so blessed as to have her child a devoted servant 
of God. She hid these feelings, however, in her 
heart, and prayed and laboured daily, that all 
under her care might be fitted to serve God 
wherever they might be placed.

It was two years since Mrs. Grey had taken 
to her house the poor ragged child, who was 
now in many respects improved. Her worst 
habits of deceit and theft were entirely cor
rected. Mrs. Grey had for a year been in the 
habit of sending her to shops with money to be 
changed, and giving her the key of the store- 
closet to keep, wisely judging that with such a 
nature as hers this was the strongest appeal 
that could be made to her honesty. Marcella 
had kept her trust faithfully. She had spent

G
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Saturday afternoon, once a fortnight, at home, 
and had helped her mother to mend old clothes, 
and to refit those that Mrs. Grey had given her. 
She had her two little brothers—who were both 
younger than herself—come one evening every 
week; and, during the two years, she had taught 
them how to read. The oldest had learned to 
write a little on a slate; and she was just 
beginning to teach him figures, that he might 
learn to cypher.

Let us look at them this week. Katy sits 
knitting close by the stove, for it is winter: 
she has a stand near her, on which a large, old- 
fashioned Bible lies open. Katy’s spectacles 
are on her nose, and she knits and reads to her 
heart’s content. Nurse sits on the other side 
of the stand with her sewing; for the baby is 
now two years old, and goes to sleep after tea, 
so that nurse leaves her and takes her sewing 
into the kitchen. An old-fashioned, upright 
clock ticks away in the comer, and by the large 
ironing-table are seated Marcella and her two 
brothers, with their slates and books before 
them. Marcella has set James (the eldest) a 
copy on the slate, and now, while he is writing 
it alone, she is looking over her youngest brother 
John’s book, and pointing the words out with a 
long pencil. Katy looks at them over her 
specs, and then nods to nurse across the stand, 
saying, in an under tone—

“ Mighty fine doings!”
“Yes, indeed,” replies nurse; “those little 

Irish brats! But Mrs. Grey is too good.”
“Veil,” says Katy, with a look of ineffable 

insight into the future, “ she’ll see, one of these 
days—she’ll see what’ll come of it.”

Then, afraid of being overheard by the 
children, they pursued their work in silence.

“ Look there, Marcy!” said James, “ I’se 
done my copy!” •

“ Say, I have done my copy, James, not Tse 
done it.”

“Well, Marcy, I, Mr. James Murphy, Esquire, 
have done my copyand he threw his cap to 
the kitchen ceiling, at the same time relieving 
himself by a long, shrill whistle.

“ Hush, James !” said Marcella; “ do be more 
quiet, or I cannot ask Mrs. Grey to let you 
come.”

Katy made a hideous face at nurse, and put 
on a look expressing a resignation to martyrdom, 
only because she could not help it,—not being 
mistress of the house. Marcella set James 
another copy, and then went on with her little 
brother’s lesson. After they had done, she pro
duced from her pocket her daily allowance of 
apples, and giving one to each, as well as a 
paper containing the allowance of the day before, 
for James to carry home to her mother, Marcy 
bid them good-bye and sent them home. Then
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she put up their books and things, and went to 
bed, but not without praying for them all. 
Marcella was not yet a true Christian, but Mrs. 
Grey had taught her to pray, and had written a 
prayer which she had learned and repeated every 
night when she went to sleep.

She was proud and ambitious, and took all 
this trouble because she loved her brothers 
dearly; and because she knew that, if ignorant, 
they could not rise in the world, but, if taught, 
they might become rich and powerful men. 
Thus her love and ambition together made her 
faithful, patient, and persevering.

CHAPTER XIX.

NEW TASKS.

“ Heee, Nellie, are some new cravats for a 
Christmas-gift to father. I wonder if any little 
girl in the world would like to hem them ?”

“ Do you think I could do them nicely enough, 
mother ?”

“ Certainly, if you will try ; and your father 
would be so much pleased to be able to say that 
his little daughter hemmed his cravats.”

Nellie felt at least an inch taller for the 
thought that “ she could do something for her 
beloved fatherand her mother laughed to see
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the matronly and important way in which she 
set about it; consulting her about the strength 
and fineness of the thread, and fussing to get a 
smaller needle than any in the house.

All her leisure was given to this work until it 
was done, and Mrs. Grey had to take the hem
ming out of her hands when it grew dark, for 
she was so excited about it, that she would sit, 
like a Turk, by the firelight on the rug, before 
the lamps were lighted, and try to go on with 
the sewing. At last they were finished, and 
put away, until Christmas, in a place where her 
father could not find them ; and the few inter
vening days seemed an age to Nellie, she wanted 
so much to have her father know that she— 
even she! “ his little scrap of a daughter,” as he 
sometimes called her—had actually done some 
work nice enough for him to wear.

One day, nurse called her into the hall, in a 
mysterious way, and whispered to her—

“ Miss Nellie, here’s a poor coloured child 
a’most frozen. She’s in the kitchen, and Katy’s 
giving her some breakfast.”

Nellie went out, and there sat such a forlorn- 
looking child as she had never seen.

“ Where do you live ?” asked Nellie.
“ Down in the hollow.”
“ What’s your mother’s name ?”
“ Ha’nt got no mother.”
“ Whom do you live with ?”

b 2
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“Father.”
“ Have you brothers and sisters ?”
“ Yes.”
“ What does your father do for a living r” 

said Mrs. Grey, who had joined the group.
“ He don’t do nothin’, as I knows on.”
“Well, you eat the breakfast Katy has got 

for you, and this afternoon I will go down where 
you live, and see about it.”

“ Yes, marm,”—drawled the child; and ate 
with evident hunger the food Katy had given her.

Nellie went hack into the nursery, laughing 
at the poor child’s words and ways.

“Why, mother, she looks like a little wild 
thing. How she does stare, and how she talks!”

“ Suppose you were she, would you like to he 
laughed at ?” asked Mrs. Grey.

“ Not at all, that’s true; hut how can I help 
it, mother ?”

“ Just think, when you see such people, that 
God has made the difference between you and 
them ; and that, if He had left you to be as poor 
and forlorn as they are, you would have been 
quite as ignorant and queer.”

“ Oh dear, I shall never be perfect! for I hate 
to be thinking all the while: it’s so tiresome,” 
said Nellie.

“ Yes,” said Mrs. Grey, “ you have very much 
the look of a child that has worn herself pale 
and thin with too much thinking!” and she

pinched Nellie’s fat arms and red cheeks until 
she begged off.

In the afternoon Mrs. Grey went to the 
miserable hut where Beckie, the coloured child, 
lived. Through large cracks in the roof and 
walls the snow had come in, and lay in little 
heaps on the floor. The stove was put up so 
badly that the room was full of smoke. A large, 
ugly, fat dog reposed in one corner of the room, 
while four half-starved-looking children were 
huddled round the stove, one of them with a 
rind of raw salt pork in its hand, which the 
others were striving to pull away for themselves. 
Altogether, it was a spectacle to make the heart 
ache. Mrs. Grey found the father out among 
some bushes, chopping some old, half-decayed 
stumps for the fire. His breath smelt strong of 
onions and rum, and Mrs. Grey knew, from his 
looks and speech, that he was a confirmed, 
miserable drunkard.

“ What are you going to do with your chil
dren ?” said Mrs. Grey.

“ Oh ! they gets along well enough.”
“ But I think it would be better for you to 

put out two of them into families, where they 
could do errands for their board, and be sent to 
school.”

“ Wouldn’t, on no account. They’d have to 
work hard, and I should get nothin’ for it; 
besides, I wants ’em with me.”

67
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“ But they would be so much better oft',” 
urged Mrs. Grey.

“ I wish folks would mind their own business,” 
growled the man, giving a very energetic stroke 
with his axe as he spoke.

She left him and re-entered the bouse, al
though afraid, from his rude manner, that he 
might follow and trouble her. She there took 
another look, ascertained what was most needed, 
and sent down a large basketful of necessaries 
before night. The next day, Mr. Grey came 
home to tea, saying—■

“ I hear that some kind lady went down to 
Peter’s hut in the hollow, yesterday, and then 
sent his children some food and clothing. The 
old fellow took the new woollen stockings, and 
the piece of pork, and the meal up to town, and 
bartered them away for rum, treating his com
rades all round ; and I saw him just now reeling 
towards home with a tin-pail in his hand, filled, 
no doubt, with the poison.”

“Oh dear!” said Mrs. Grey: “it was the 
very pork I sent down there'!” and she told 
her husband all about it.

“ It is a monstrous evil,—-this drinking,” said 
Mr. Grey. “ It is very little use to try and 
help the poor, so long as we have the very 
fountain and source of nine-tenths of all the 
poverty and -crime in our land wide open. I 
wish there were a law to prevent drunkenness,
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and that it were fully carried out by men who 
have moral courage enough to do right, even if 
it makes them unpopular.”

“ Must we let Peter’s family starve and freeze, 
because he drinks ?” said Mrs. Grey.

“ I scarcely see what else we can do,” said 
Mr. Grey; “ the best thing is to work with all 
our might to bring about a more correct state 
of public feeling about intoxicating liquor.”

“ Oh dear!” said Nellie, “how dreadful it is ! 
I am sure I will talk against it as much as ever 
I can.”

CHAPTER XX.

NEW PKIVILEGES.

Nellie had learned to play a little upon the 
piano and sing. Every Sunday evening the 
family assembled in the sitting-room and sang 
hymns for about an hour, in the twilight. They 
were the same hymns week after week, and the 
good old tunes, so that all could join in the 
praise of God. First they had—

“Thine earthly Sabbaths, Lord, we love;” 

and afterwards—
When I can read my title clear;”
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01’—
“ Majestic sweetness sits enthroned 

Upon the Saviour’s brow.”

Sometimes it was—
“ Rock of Ages.”

Another time—
“ I would not live alway

or—
“ While thee I seek, protecting Power 

and closing generally with—
“ Glory to thee, my God, this night.”

“ There are to he meetings at church every 
evening this week,” said Mr. Grey to his wife, 
one Sahbath, after evening service.

Many months had rolled quietly over their 
dwelling, bringing no great changes. It was 
in the autumn, and the nights were clear and 
beautiful.

“ Shall we let Marcella and Nellie go to these 
meetings ?” said Mrs. Grey.

“ I don’t know. Do yon think it will not 
try them too much,—sitting up after their usual 
hour ?”

“ I don’t know that either of them will care 
to go,” said Mrs. Grey ; “ perhaps it will he as 
well to let them do as they please about it.”

Nellie and Marcella had both heard the 
notice given of the unusual meetings, but neither 
of them thought of going.
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On Monday morning, little Anna Harris rang 
Mrs. Grey’s door-hell, and asked to see Nellie. 
When Nellie went into the hall, Anna kissed 
her, put a little note into her hand, and, before 
Nellie could stop her, was gone.

Nellie had a strange feeling come over her, 
and went to her own room to read the note. 
It was this:—

Dear, dear Nellie,—You know how much 
I love you, and what happy times we have had 
together; but, Nellie, I hope I have become a 
different girl, and I hope God, for Christ’s sake, 
has forgiven my sins, and I hope I am his child; 
and I am so happy. Dear Nellie, I want you to 
be a Christian too. Why won’t you ? I will 
call for you to-night when mother goes to meet
ing, and you and I can walk together; and 
Marcella—ask her to go too.

Your ever loving, Anna.

While Nellie read this note, she thought of 
the time when she was so nearly drowned ; and 
how determined she then was to be a good girl; 
and how she had tried, and had been discouraged. 
But Nellie was older now, and as she had during 
the last year read many good books and talked 
much with her mother, she knew her own heart 
better, and she felt the truth more, and Tenew 
that she had wished to save herself, and had not
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been willing to be saved in God’s way, acknow
ledging that she could do nothing herself, and 
depending entirely upon His mercy, through 
the atonement and righteousness of Christ. 
But she was not yet ready to be a Christian. 
She wanted to be admired, and praised, and 
loved in this world; and she felt sure, that being 
a Christian would make some of her friends like 
her much less, and seek her society less. On 
the other hand, Anna was kind and good, and 
she would go to meeting with her; that would 
not oblige her to become a Christian. So she 
told Marcella that Anna Harris would call for 
them on her way to the church in the evening. 
Marcella said she should like to go, and when 
evening came, she was all ready, and stood at 
the front door, waiting for Anna’s ring. At last 
she came, and Marcella opened the door. Mr. 
and Mrs. Grey came out, and joined Mrs. Harris, 
while Nellie, Anna, and Marcella walked 
behind them.

The sermon was about the “ cities of refuge.” 
It told how the ancient Jews, before our Saviour 
came, were commanded by God to build cities 
of refuge, where any one who had undesignedly 
slain his neighbour could go, and be safe from 
punishment. Then it spoke of the Lord Jesus 
Christ as a refuge for all sinners; and the 
preacher exhorted all who had sinned to flee to 
Him, for if they would hide themselves in Him,
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He would not only save them from being 
punished, but would take out of their hearts 
all wish to sin, and would make them love Hun 
and delight to do His will. Nellie listened to 
every word, and Marcella hardly took her eyes 
from the minister while he spoke. They walked 
home quite silently, for Anna, seeing that they 
had listened, thought she had better pray for 
them than talk to them. The children, after 
this, begged every evening to be allowed to go, 
and did not miss a single meeting. On Friday 
morning, Marcella knocked at Mrs. Grey’s door. 
Mrs. Grey opened it.

“What is it, Marcella?” seeing that the 
child had been weeping. “ What is the matter ?” 
and she took her hand, and drew her into the 
room, where she was alone, and shut the door.

“Nurse has become a child of God,” said 
Marcella, “ and I wish I could be one. What 
shall I do ? What shall I do ?” and she burst 
into tears.

“ Have you prayed?" said Mrs. Grey.
“ I have tried,” said Marcella, “ but I can’t; 

my hard heart won’t let me.”
“ Go to your own room now, Marcella, and 

pray. Say the Lord’s prayer, if you cannot use 
your own words ; butyimy to God, and He will 
help you.”

Marcella rose, and, convulsed with sobs, went 
to her own room. When she was there, she

H
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knelt down and began the Lord’s prayer—“ Our 
Father.” “He is not my Father,” thought 
she. “ He is angry with me. How can He 
love me, when He threatens to punish me for 
ever for my sins ? I cannot call him ‘ Father” 
and she arose with dry eyes, and with a wild 
heart, afraid of itself, afraid of God, afraid of 
hell, and accusing her Maker of injustice for 
thinking she deserved to go there. She was 
sure she had never done anything wicked enough 
to make it right for God to punish her for it 
for ever. And so all day she hardened her heart 
against God.

That evening, the minister preached on the 
“ love of Christ.” As he told how the everlast
ing Son of the Father laid aside His glory and 
became a little child, taking the form of a 
servant, and humbling himself even to the death 
of the cross, for the sake of saving sinners, Mar
cella wondered that she had thought so little, 
all her life, of her Saviour’s wonderful love. 
Then, all at once, as the preacher went on to 
say that “ingratitude to Christ” was our great 
and grievous sin, Marcella was struck as by an 
arrow from God. “ Yes! yes!” she said to her 
heart, “that is my sin. I have not loved my 
Saviour. I deserve his anger for not having 
loved him. Oh! it would be right and just to 
send me away, to shut me out of heaven for 
ever, because I have not loved my Saviour.”

When she went home she could not sleep, and 
the nurse sat up with her, praying that God 
would forgive her the great sin of not loving her 
bleeding, dying Saviour with all her heart. The 
next day Marcella seemed very different, and 
told Mrs. Grey that it would be perfectly just 
and right in God to punish her for her sins.

“ Marcella,” said Mrs. Grey soon after, “ if 
God were to let you die now, and for ever shut 
you out of His presence for your sins, could you 
complain of Him as unjust?”

“ Oh no! God would do right in sending me 
away out of his sight.”

“ My child,” said Mrs. Grey, “ God willeth 
not the death of any sinner, but rather that he 
should turn unto Him and live. Go to Him; 
go, saying—

‘ A guilty, weak, and helpless worm,
On thy kind arms I fall:

Be thou my strength and righteousness,
My Saviour, and my all.’

Here it is, in this hymn-book, and you can 
learn it.”

Marcella took the book to her own room, 
and with that and her Bible spent the time 
until noon. She learned the verse, and then 
repeated it on her knees to her heavenly Father, 
and after that she repeated the fifty-first Psalm 
upon her knees, and then read about her Saviour. 
She could not doubt that God was good even
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while he condemned the wicked; that He must 
condemn and punish sin, or not be God. And, 
oh! the love of Christ! It was “ shed abroad 
in her heart,” and she longed to tell her play
mates

“ What a dear Saviour she had found.”

CHAPTER XXI.

NEW THOUGHTS.

Nellie saw the change in Marcella’s feel
ings, and it made her uneasy. She feared that 
Marcella had been taken into the fold of Christ, 
while she was shut out. She tried to play upon 
her piano and sing her little songs, but she 
forgot what she was about, and only thought, 
“ I am not in Christ’s fold. I am not one of 
His lambs. I have no right to ask Him to bless 
me.” Every day her distress increased. But 
it was distress for fear she should be lost!—a 
fear of punishment—not sorrow for her sins. 
She shed tears, not because she had forgotten 
God and His love, but lest He should punish 
her for having forgotten Him. She was afraid 
to go to sleep, lest she should die in the night, 
and her soul should be lost. At length, she 
went one day to her mother, and told her of 
her fears and the torment in which she lived,

dreading the wrath of God, and knowing that 
she deserved it.

“ Mother,” said she, “ I am very unhappy. 
I do wish to be on the Lord’s side; and I seem 
to have done all in my power to find Christ, but 
in vain. I have gone on my knees before God, 
I have prayed that He would be my Father and 
the guide of my youth; yet it still seems as if 
all my prayers are unanswered. I have seen 
one after another in the house, and one after 
another of my young friends brought to Jesus. 
Nurse, and Marcella, and Anna Harris, and Mary 
Brown—they have all found a Saviour; and 
why not I ? Oh, mother! why not I ?”

Mrs. Grey repeated the words, “‘Why not 
I ?’ That is indeed an important question. 
I am glad you are earnestly asking it. But 
take care, my child, that you ask it in a right 
spirit. Remember that God is not obliged to 
have mercy on you. If ever you are saved, it 
must be of His free grace. Try still to seek 
Christ, but remember all the while that you do 
not deserve to find Him.”

Then, taking up a book which lay open on 
her dressing-table, Mrs. Grey added, as she 
turned over its leaves, “ I was reading something 
yesterday in this book, which I think will just 
suit your case. Here it is, I will read it:—

“ ‘. . . . Perhaps you have set to in good 
earnest, as it seemed, to work out your salva- 
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tion. You. have felt that you were in imminent 
peril—that opportunity was fast ebbing away— 
that time did nothing but hasten your perdition, 
and render it more probable. You have re
sorted, therefore, to prayer and other religious 
means with an earnestness combining, alas ! more 
of fear and impatience than of penitence and 
humility. For some little space you knocked, 
and knocked again, but there was no answer. 
You forgot your own long silence, your own deaf 
ear, your own deep slumbers. You forgot how 
plainly it is written that men ought always to 
pray and not to faint. And you thought it 
strange, hard, wrong, to be thus neglected. You 
secretly accused your offended Sovereign of break
ing Sis promise to you......... ’

“ Does not this passage describe your present 
state of mind, Nellie ? Recollect, my child, 
that God will receive none who come to Him 
in a proud rebellious spirit. ‘ The rich He 
sendeth empty away;’ it is the ‘hungry’ whom 
He ‘ fllleth with good things.’ ”

“ But, mother, I have begun to hunger and 
thirst after blessings for my soul. I do feel 
that I am all wrong, and I want to have all 
right between God and my conscience.”

“ Seek Christ, my child. They who seek 
shall find. The promise is sure.”

‘ But I have sought, and I have not found,—• 
I cannot find.”

“ What have you sought, Nellie ? Have you 
not been seeking salvation instead of seeking 
the Saviour ?”

“ What do you mean, mother ? Is not that 
just the same in other words ?”

“ Not exactly. If we seek the Saviour, we 
shall find salvation too. But if we seek salva
tion without a Saviour, we shall seek in vain. 
Tell me, my dear child, have you not often tried 
to be good ?”

“ Yes, indeed!” sighed Nellie.
“ Well, did you ever succeed, even for one 

whole day ?”
“ No, mother. What shall I—what can I 

do to make God forgive me ?”
“ Nothing,” said Mrs. Grey.
“ Then I must be lost!” said Nellie, the tears 

rolling down her cheeks.
“ If you could save yourself, Nellie, what 

need was there for Christ to leave heaven and 
to come to earth to die for you ?”

“ Oh, mother! I know I eamiot do it all; but 
can’t I do anything?—not the least thing?”

“ No,” said her mother,—“ nothing, just 
nothing. Christ must save you: He must do 
it all. He has done it all. All you can do is 
to have faith that He has done it, and that He 
is willing and ready to save you, now and for 
ever, from sin and from the punishment due to 
sin. He suffered for you—He atoned for the
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sms of the whole world, and, therefore, for your 
sins. I can only tell you what the Bible tells 
me—‘Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
thou shalt be saved.’ ”

“ Mother,” asked Nellie, “ in a more humble 
and subdued tone, “ what is faith ? How can 
/have faith?”

“ Faith, my dear Nellie, is simply taking God 
at his word. He says, ‘ There is no one good.’ 
Believe it. Believe that you are a sinner. He 
says, ‘ The wages of sin is death.’ Believe it. 
Believe that you deserve eternal death for your 
sms. He says, ‘ But the gift of G-od is eternal 
life, through Jesus Christ our Lord.’ Believe 
that too ; and ask Him to give you eternal life 
through Jesus Christ your Lord. He says, 
faith is His gift, the gift of God. Believe it; 
and go to Him and say, ‘Lord, I believe; help 
thou mine unbelief. ’ ”

Nellie had often heard all these truths before, 
but now they seemed new to her; and it was 
as if a bright light shone upon them while she 
was listening. She left her mother, and all day 
long she thought over these words; and the 
way of being saved through Christ seemed to 
open itself before her. Her mother had given 
her, as a New Tear’s present, a little Bible, 
with many texts marked in it. Nellie now 
read this a great deal, and was surprised to find 
how exactly each text that was marked seemed

to have been written on purpose for her; nay, 
seemed to he just like an answer in an audible 
voice from God to the questions rising in her 
own heart. She now felt that the Bible came 
from God; for none but He had made her 
heart, and filled it with these anxious questions, 
and so none but He could write such a book, 
that answered all her questions and cleared 
away her doubts. If God made her, she felt 
now convinced that He made the Bible too ; for 
it was not more clear and certain to her that 
her mouth was made to eat food, and that food 
was made for her mouth to eat, than it was 
that her heart was made to desire holiness, to 
be capable of knowing and loving God, and that 
God could satisfy every want of her soul, and 
feed her with food that Himself had prepared 
to suit its wants and its capacities, in His holy 
word,—in His revelation of Himself !

CHAPTER XXII.
A NEW PAEABLE.

Aetee tea, the next night, Nellie seated 
herself at her father’s feet, and said—

“ Cannot my dear father talk to me a little ?” 
“Yes, Nellie—I should like nothing better.

What shall I say ?”
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“Oh! father,” said Nellie, smiling, “that is 
just the reason why I want you to talk to me, 
because you can tell me what I cannot tell 
myself.”

“Well, Nellie, suppose I tell you a story. 
Did Nellie ever hear the story of‘The Indian 
and the Worm

“Never, I am sure;”—and now she was all 
ready to listen.

“Well, there was once an old Indian, who 
became a Christian, and one day he was asked 
how it was, and what he had done to become 
pious.

“ ‘ I did nothing,’ he replied.
“‘Well, tell us how it happened, then, that 

you are so changed.’
“ ‘ Come into the woods with me, and I will 

show you,’ said the poor old man. ‘I can’t 
talk, but I will show you.’ They went with 
him into the woods, and the Indian busied him
self in clearing a place on the ground all round 
a little hole in which an angle-worm burrowed. 
He next took some small dry sticks, and with 
these he made a circle, about two feet from the 
worm-hole. Then he asked one of them to 
light a match and set the wood on fire. This 
was done, and presently there was a hot ring of 
fire all round the worm-hole. Soon the worm 
came out of the hole, and seemed not to know 
what to do; for, as it turned round, it saw that

the fire was on every side. The Indian now put 
forth his hand, but the worm would not crawl 
on it, and he took his hand away. Presently, as 
the fire grew hotter and hotter, the poor worm 
crawled in every direction, and each time returned 
to its hole, finding no outlet, no way of escape 
from the flame. At last it seemed to have 
found out that it could not save itself; for it 
now remained quite still in the centre of the 
ring, while the fire came nearer and nearer. At 
the last moment, before the fire touched it, the 
Indian put out his hand again; and now the 
poor worm crawled on to it, and he lifted it out 
of the burning circle, and placed it safely on the 
ground, far away from the danger.

“‘Now,’ said the Indian, ‘me that poor 
worm: me could not get out of the fire, me 
crawl everyway, but me could not save myself:’ 
then, raising his eyes devoutly upwards, he said, 
‘but the blessed Lord Jesus, he lifted poor 
Indian out of the fire. Poor Indian crawled 
into his hand, and He lifted him out of the fire 
and set him down in safe place.’ ”

Nellie was gently weeping, when the story 
was ended, and no one spoke. The cheerful 
blaze of the fire on the hearth played on the 
walls of the room, and glowed in the embers 
beneath the wood. The brilliant radiance it 
cast around was but a feeble emblem of the 
heavenly light and warmth that had been diffused



84 KELLIE GEBT. A NEW HOUSEHOLD. S5

through Nellie Grey’s young heart. After 
sitting in silence awhile, Mrs. Grey read a 
chapter in the Bible; Mr. Grey prayed for his 
household and for the world, and Nellie sang 
her evening hymn—

“ Thou that rulest earth and heaven, darkness and light, 
Who the day for toil hast given, and for rest the night,

llay thine angel-guards defend us,
Slumbers sweet thy mercy send us,
Holy hopes and dreams attend us,

This livelong night

and soon, beneath the outspread wing of God’s 
protecting angel, they were all in a peaceful 
sleep.

CHAPTER XXIII.

A NEW HOUSEHOLD.

The Holy Spirit of God seemed to brood 
over the house of the Greys. Every heart 
within its walls was filled “ with love, and joy, 
and peace.” Old Katy, who truly loved her 
Redeemer, rejoiced that others had gone to 
Him for pardon. She was determined to live 
in Him, and she forgot to scold. Nurse, with 
her kind heart, but not very quick head, asto
nished every one by her growing and clear ap
prehension of truth, and her faithful well-doing

as far as she knew what was right. Marcella’s 
impetuosity and enthusiasm had melted into 
tears and devotion; while heedless, wild, effer
vescing Nellie was subdued and gentle, and had 
become more' thoughtful for others than for 
herself. Hattie was too young to compre
hend all this; but even Hattie felt the quiet 
blessing that rested on her home. The con
sciousness of each heart that it was smiled upon 
by the reconciled face of its heavenly Father, 
that its sins were forgiven, its deformities and 
defects covered with the perfect righteousness 
of Christ, and its stains of guilt washed white in 
His precious blood, caused the “voice of rejoicing 
and' salvation” to be heard in this “ tabernacle 
of the righteous.”

Nellie cared only to sing hymns. Her songs 
were, for the most part, laid aside, and, when 
she read, the Bible alone seemed to satisfy her 
thirst for “ living waters.” Now that she and 
Marcella had both found their Saviour, they 
longed to do something for Him. They both 
wished very much to become professed members 
of His visible church, that they might feel more 
closely united to their Saviour and to His 

people, and have the sympathies, the prayers, 
and the watchful oversight of those who were 
“in Christ” before them.

As they watched the celebration of the first 
communion-service which was held after their

i
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new life had begun, tears of sorrow on account 
of those sins for which Iiis death atoned, and of 
love for His unspeakable goodness, filled their 
eyes. In their hearts, “ they remembered His 
sorrows,” and they longed to partake of the 
symbols of His incomprehensible love. Mr. 
and Mrs. Grey both thought they had better 
wait a little while before publicly avowing their 
faith in Christ; and the children felt that they 
were obeying their Saviour in yielding to the 
advice of their parents. Their minister took a 
great interest in the “ lambs of the flockand 
one afternoon in every month he was in the 
habit of preaching especially to them. They 
loved their minister, and wondered how they 
could ever have been afraid of him, or unwilling 
to see him and have him talk to them. They 
felt that their hearts must have been very 
wicked and hard indeed to have led them to 
avoid him, when he only desired to do them good 
and lead them to Christ. Sometimes they went 
to hear addresses to the young which were given 
by a city-missionary; and from these also they 
derived great benefit.

“Marcella,” said Nellie, one day, “I think 
Mr. Parsons’s coat looks as if he had worn it a 
good while, don’t you ?”

“ Yes, indeed,” said Marcella: “ I wish I were 
rich, and could buy him a new one; don’t you, 
Nellie ?”

“ I’ll tell you something, Marcella—only don’t 
you tell anybody. You know father gave me a 
sovereign last Christmas ; and I asked him the 
other day if I might do whatever I chose with it, 
and he said yes. Well now, Marcella, wouldn’t 
it be nice to give it towards a new coat for Mr. 
Parsons ?”

Marcella clapped her hands and jumped about, 
and said it would be delightful; and she wished 
she could give something.

“ And I can, too,” said she; “ for haven’t I a 
five-shilling piece, that your mother gave me for 
going without butter these three months ? I’ll 
give that. But, Nellie, let’s go to your mother, 
and ask her. Perhaps she can tell us what to do.”

The two children went to look for Mrs. Grey, 
whom they found busy with friends in the 
parlour. They knew that they had better wait 
until the company was gone; and, although it 
seemed as if the visitors never would go, they 
waited patiently until Mrs. Grey was at liberty 
to attend to them in the nursery.

Nellie and Marcella told their wish to Mrs. 
Grey, who was much pleased with it.

“But,” said she, “Marcella, you cannot afford 
to give your crown. Don’t you remember you 
said you would go without butter for a year, so 
as to get one pound, and that would pay for 
sending your brother James to the evening- 
school for one quarter, this year



88 NELLIE GREY. A NEW HOUSEHOLD. 89

“ Yes, ma’am,” said Marcella ; “ but perhaps 
I can get that some other way.”

“ It will not do to trust to that,” said Mrs. 
Grey. “ It is your duty to do for your brother 
as you intended; but as I mean to give you 
something on Nellie’s birthday, I do not mind 
giving you a part of it now—say, half-a-crown—■ 
and you can give that towards Mr. Parsons’s 
coat.”

“ But Nellie will give a pound,” said Marcella, 
“ and I only two and sixpence!”

Mrs. Grey said nothing, but opened her 
Bible, and read about the widow who cast two 
mites into the Lord’s treasury, when rich men 
were throwing in their rich gifts ; and especially 
the verse—■“ Verily I say unto you, that this 
poor widow hath cast in more than they all.”

Marcella smiled, as she said—■
“ Well, Mrs. Grey, you can give my two 

mites now: I don’t care.”
Mrs. Grey smiled.
“Nellie,” said her mother, “I am not sure 

that it is right to give all your sovereign to this 
one object; but as it is your own to do what 
you like with, and I know that Mr. Parsons 
does need the coat, and, more than that, that 
the coat will do his heart good as well as his 
body, coming from the love of his little folks, I 
shall not oppose it. But where is the rest to 
come from ?”

“ Perhaps,” said Marcella, “ if you would 
write down on a piece of paper what we want 
to do, and put your name to it, Nellie and I 
could go to some of the people’s houses with it, 
and they would let their children give something.”

“ That’s a very good plan,” said Mrs. Grey; 
“I will write the paper this evening; and on 
Saturday, when you 'will find the children at 
home, you can carry it round.”

“ Not till Saturday, mother P” said Nellie.
“ No, my dear; that is the best day.”
Nellie did not like to wait so long, but she 

thought to herself, “ Here is a fine opportunity 
for exercising a little patience—a virtue I have 
very little of;” and so she resolved to wait 
quietly until Saturday came.

Mr. Grey quite approved of the children’s 
plan, and said that he himself would gladly pay 
for the making of the coat. But when he came 
home on Thursday, he told Nellie he had just 
met her kind old friend in a beautiful new coat, 
and asked whether she had done her work so 
quickly! Then he laughed, and told her it was 
Mr. Groves, the tailor, who had done this,—a 
man whom, after many efforts, the good mis
sionary had persuaded to give up Sabbath
breaking, and go to the house of God. “But,” 
added Mr. Grey, “you look disappointed: are you 
sorry that Mr. Parsons has so many friends ?”

“No; but I am sorry we were not in time. 
I 2
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And now he won’t know that we care for his 
teaching at all.”

“If you like, you can still do something. 
Suppose you give him a new pocket-Bible; it 
would he a more suitable present from you than 
the coat would have been, and yet just a thing 
he needs. His old one is almost worn out, and 
has been used pretty freely in your service, for 
the sake of giving you young folks proof after 
proof, and test after test, to show what God 
has done for you, and what God espects you 
to do.”

“Then I suppose Marcella and I can give 
that as from ourselves alone; for it will not cost 
more than we can spare.”

“ Would it not cheer the good man’s heart to 
know that more than two had united in this act 
of grateful love ? I think it would he best to 
carry out your scheme of collecting among your 
young friends, and see if you cannot raise 
enough to get a large Bible as well, and devote 
that to Mr. Hunt’s use at the week-day lectures 
in the school-room. It seems to me that your 
minister ought not to be forgotten.”

“No, indeed he must not,” answered Nellie. 
“ That will be excellent:—two presents instead 
of one!—I hope we shall get money for it.”

CHAPTER XXIV.

THE NEW BIBLES.

Sathbbat came, and it rained very hard 
indeed. “ Oh, what a shame !” said Nellie, as 
she stood looking out of the window after 
breakfast.

“Do you know what you are talking about, 
Nellie ?” said Mr. Grey. “ Who sends the 
rain?”

“ God,” said Nellie. “ I did not mean to say 
anything wrong.”

“ I think you did not, Nellie,” said her father ; 
“ but you have a thoughtless way of speaking, 
which it would be well to mend while you are 
young. I saw Earmer Truman yesterday, and 
he said, if rain were not given very soon, his 
crop of corn would be ruined, and his grass was 
already dried up. So, you see, that while God 
hears you say, here by the window, ‘ What a 
shame that it should rain to-day,’ He, at the 
same moment, hears Earmer Truman, at family 
prayers, saying, 11 thank thee for thy goodness 
in sending rain upon the dry and thirsty earth;’ 
and which is of most consequence—that your 
wish should be gratified, or the farmer’s crops 
saved ?”

Nellie smiled, and said—
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“ I never thought of that, father, and I won’t 
say so again; although I do wish it would clear 
off this afternoon.”

“Well,” said her father, laughing in his 
turn, “ I wish so too, if it can only rain hard 
until then, and rain all night besides, for we 
sadly need it.”

In the afternoon the rain ceased; and Mrs. 
Grey thought Nellie and Marcella might put 
on their galoshes and venture out. They went 
to about twenty houses before dark, and came 
home in time for tea, having collected £1 2s. 6d. 
in cash, beside having, on their paper, the names 
of a dozen little girls whose fathers were not at 
home, and who promised to give them something 
on Monday. When Monday night came, how
ever, Nellie found that only four of the dozen girls 
had kept their promise ; and she determined to 
go to the others after school-time, at noon and 
at night, until they were all asked again. Some 
of them looked very much ashamed to have her 
go and ask them twice; but most of them gave 
her something. Still she went home not a little 
discouraged.

“Why, mother,” she said, “you would really 
have thought that some of the ladies supposed I 
wanted the money for myself.”

“That’s nothing, Nellie,” said her mother, 
laughing. “I am afraid you -will never have 
courage and humility enough to collect for the

Schools and the Bihle Society, if you feel so dis
heartened about this.”

“ But it is tiresome to have to call again and 
again, when people might as well give at once 
and have done with it.”

“Weary in well-doing?” said Mr. Grey, as he 
came into the room. “ That’s not the way to 
reap a harvest, nor the way to enjoy it either. 
What’s the matter ? Let me look at your list. 
Come, come,” he said, glancing at the amount, 
“ this was worth a little trouble and patience. 
Here’s quite as much as you want, and it has 
only cost you two days’ labour. Are you grudg
ing those two days for your two kind teachers ?”

“No, father, I should never grudge it for 
them''

“ Well, then, my child, be encouraged. And 
if, some future day, your patience is tried on a 
larger scale, when you undertake some higher 
task, just ask yourself whether you are weary of 
Christ’s work, and whether you can grudge the 
time and strength spent for His cause.”

The nest morning, Mrs. Grey went with 
Nellie and Marcella to select the books, and 
found that they could have them both, beauti
fully bound and gilt-edged, for the money that 
they already had. Nellie seemed perfectly 
happy, and Marcella was almost wild with 
delight. Mrs. Grey wrote a note to accompany 
each. On the Sunday, the children saw the
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small Bible brought out of Mr. Parsons’s pocket; 
aud on the Wednesday following, Mr. Hunt for 
the first time used the large one which had been 
placed on his reading-desk. There was a little 
inclination to wandering of mind, and a danger 
of thinking more of the book than of what was 
read out of it; but Nellie and Marcella knew 
their danger, and watched against it.

CHAPTER XXV.
THE NEW WOEKING-PAETY.

Nellie and Marcella were in the same class 
in the Sunday-school, and their teacher was 
Miss Drummond. She was a lovely and devoted 
Christian, and faithfully cultivated the talents 
God had given her.

One day, she proposed to her scholars that 
they should meet every Saturday afternoon in 
the school-room to sew for poor children in 
heathen lands. The children were delighted 
with the plan, and most of the parents con
sented, as Miss Drummond promised always to 
meet with them, and to be their president. The 
nest Saturday afternoon was impatiently waited 
for, and at two o’clock you might have seen 
twenty little girls, in neat dresses and clean 
aprons, with, their needle-books and thimbles in
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little bags or baskets upon their arms, going 
to the school-room. Their friend was already 
there.

When the children had hung up their bonnets, 
and seated themselves round the room, she said, 
“ If you wish any one else to be your president, 
I should be very glad to have you say so.”

“ Oh! no, Miss Drummond! we all want you," 
said one of the oldest girls.

“Well, all who wisli me to be president may 
stand up,” said she.

The children all rose together, and she was 
satisfied that they really preferred her to any 
one else.

“Now, my dear children, those of you who 
are willing to do as I desire you, and to obey 
me, and to keep the rules of the society, will 
please to rise.” All rose again.

“ Very well,” said Miss Drummond, “ we will 
now talk a little about our object. In almost all 
places where we have missionaries in heathen 
lands, there are schools where poor children—- 
boys and girls—are taught to read, and sew, and 
cypher; and, above all, are taught about their 
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. We can make 
clothing for the naked ones, so that they may 
go to school decently dressed; or we may make 
quilts, and sheets, and pillow-cases for the 
missionaries themselves, to use in their families, 
and for the scholars who live with them; or
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to be bought here, and in about a year, when we 
have got a good many things made, we can sell 
them, and then send the money to be used as 
the missionaries think best.”

It was decided to make clothes and bedding, 
and at the end of a year to send a large box to 
some mission-station.

“Well, my dear children,” said Miss Drum
mond, “ we will appoint a treasurer to keep our 
money and accounts for us. Who shall it he ?” 
They all thought their teacher was the best per
son, and she engaged to do it for that year.

“When you go home, dear children,” said 
she, “you must look over your dolls’ things, and 
see what bits of new calico and white cloth you 
can spare, and new bits of silk too; for Mr. 
Griswell said, when he returned from India, 
that the native children value little needle- 
books, and pin-cushions, and such trifles very 
much, and that the missionaries give them away 
as prizes in the schools. We shall also want a 
little money to buy thread, and cotton, and mate
rials with, so that those of you who have pocket- 
money must- try to save as much of it as you 
can, and bring it to me for these purchases; and 
those of you who have it not, must think of 
some way in which to earn a little, for the 
pleasure of giving to the poor, ignorant, naked 
heathen. We will always begin our meetings
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by having each of you repeat a text of Scripture, 
and I will offer a prayer. Then, at the close, 
we will sing one of our favourite hymns. 
You can go now, dear children, after singing ■ 
for we can only make this little beginning to-day. 
Next Saturday, we will set to work in good 
earnest.” They now all stood and sang—

“Jesus shall reign where’er the sun 
Doth his successive journeys run ;
His kingdom stretch from shore to shore,
Till moons shall wax and wane no more.

You need not be told that all the children 
were busy that week, and the dolls were robbed 
of every superfluous bit of calico, or white 
cloth, or silk, that was laid by for their use; 
and it was well, on the next Saturday, that Miss 
Drummond had thought to provide two large 
pasteboard boxes, for they were filled with the 
pieces the children brought.

“ Oh, Miss Drummond!” said Lucy Marlow, 
“ here is half-a-crown. I had it to buy a new 
bonnet-ribbon with, and the old one will do very 
well. Please take the money.”

“And I,” said Mary Brown, “ did some plain 
sewing for Mrs. Strachan, and I thought I could 
give sixpence of what I got for it.”

“ And I,” said Anna Harris, “ had some money 
to buy a new book ; but the naked and ignorant 
need it now.” And thus each one made some 
little sacrifice, and each had brought an offering.

K
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“ My dear children,” said Miss Drummond, 
“ all this pleases me much ; but I want each one 
of you to ask herself, ‘ Why have I given this ? 
Have I done it because the rest of the children 
were going to do it ? Or because I was ashamed 
not to do it ? Have I done it to be praised for 
my liberality, and to be called a good little girl ? 
Or have I done it because I loved my Saviour, 
and wished to do His will ?’ ”

The children were silent, for many of them 
knew that the love of Christ had not prompted 
their offering; and all feared that their deceit
ful and wicked hearts would lead them to be 
proud of what they had done.

“ We will pray,” said Miss Drummond, “ that 
Christ will forgive the sin that stains our best 
deeds, and that He will, day by day, more and 
more thoroughly purify the wishes, and thoughts, 
and motives of our hearts.”

The children were very happy with their 
work, and all went on pleasantly until one of 
the younger children burst into tears. Miss 
Drummond went to her, and asked what made 
her cry. The child sobbed, and made no reply; 
but one of the older girls said—

“Georgiana told her that she should be 
ashamed to come here in such an old frock as 
that.”

“ Fie, Georgiana!” said Miss Drummond: “ I 
am ashamed of you! Little Mollie’s dress is

clean and whole: a very nice dress, dear, and 
good enough,” said she, patting the poor child. 
Then, turning to Georgiana, she said—“ Who 
gave your father his money, and who made 
Mollie’s father poor ? God has never said that 
He loves the rich and the proud; but that He 
loves the poor and humble ones.”

Georgiana hung down her head; more ashamed, 
however, because Miss Drummond had rebuked 
her, than because she had a proud and naughty 
heart, which had led her to say an unkind and 
rude thing. At night, before they stood up to 
sing, their teacher said to them—

“ Dear children, if any one of you has the 
ambition to become a fine lady, let me tell you 
that it will not be enough to wear fine clothes 
and expensive ornaments, nor to ride in a 
carriage and have servants and grand houses. 
But I will tell you how you can be morally 
greater than queens or ladies. Always do and 
say to others, to servants and children, to the 
poor and humble, to black and white, just as 
you would like to have them do and say to you, 
if you were to change places with them. Seek 
to have an humble heart full of love to God and 
to all His creatures.”

The children then sang their hymn; and some 
of them, at least, went home with juster notions 
of what was needful to make a true lady than 
they ever had before.
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CHAPTER XXVI. '

THE NEW IIOHSEKEEPEB.

“ I am going to take Hattie and nurse with 
me, and we will pay grandpapa a visit, Nellie,” 
said Mrs. Grey. “ Do you think you can keep 
house ?”

“ Oh, that will he delightful—exquisite!” said 
Nellie; “ but you must not stay too long, 
mother.”

“ Only a week, dear; but I think it would 
be pleasant for you to have little Georgy come. 
He will keep you and Marcella from being 
lonely, and it would please him, I know; and, 
besides, it will be a relief to his mother, for 
she has no servant, and her baby is teething, 
so that Georgy has to be left to himself a good 
deal.”

“ I will take him to school with us, if Miss 
Bruce is willing ; and I know she will be,” said 
Nellie.

“ He can sleep in Hattie’s little bed in my 
room, and father will send him into yours in 
the morning; and you and Marcella must wash 
and dress him. Do you think you can play 
nurse for a week ?”

“ Oh yes, indeed! Georgy is just as good 
as he can be; and he is so little and speaks so
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funnily, I shall keep him talking all the time, 
just to hear him lisp.”

The next morning early the carriage came to 
the door. A little light snow had fallen during 
the night, and the shrubs and the trees, even to 
the smallest twig, were encrusted with it. In 
the gray light of the early morning, it was 
enchantingly beautiful. Nellie danced -with 
delight; and Marcella stood looking up into 
the arches of the trees with her dreamy eyes,— 
saying nothing, but enjoying a scene of beauty 
that would remain in her heart for ever as a 
beautiful picture which she could recall and 
re-enjoy whenever she might choose.

“ Here, mother, you were almost forgetting 
your foot-warmer; and here is father’s cloak,” 
said Nellie: and at last the carriage started, 
and the girls returned into the house. Mrs. 
Grey had given Nellie the keys, and she now 
put them into her pocket. She coloured a 
little, at night, when she took her mother’s 
place, and poured out her father’s tea. He 
praised her, and declared that she did it almost 
as well as her mother, and altogether showed 
herself a true little miniature woman.

Her father’s slippers and house-coat were 
ready and warmed when he came home from 
business, and she read the paper aloud to him 
after tea, just as her mother had always done. 
Mr. Grey was quite delighted, and said he 

k 2
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might almost write to her mother that she need 
not trouble herself about coming back at all, 
her place was so well filled. Nellie was glad 
to have him commend her, for she knew he never 
praised her except when she did well.

The next night her father returned a little 
earlier than usual, and brought a gentleman with 
him. Nellie had a desire to try her skill in 
stewing some apples for tea, as her father was 
fond of them, and her mother often got them 
ready' for him. And she must make some cus
tards, too, “just to show that she could do it as 
well as her mother.” She pared the apples, 
quartered them, cut out the core, and just 
covered them with cold water. When they 
had boiled so as to be tender, and before they 
had fallen to pieces, she put in some sugar, 
and in a minute took them off. Her custards 
were put into a pan of water to simmer, and she 
carefully stirred them, always turning the spoon 
the same way round, until they began to thicken, 
and at last they came out looking just as her 
mother’s did.

It was really laughable to see how important 
Nellie looked and felt. At tea the custards 
and stewed apples were duly praised, and Nellie 
thought she had never been happier than when 
her father asked her, “ Who made them ?” and 
she said, “ I didat winch her father was so well 
pleased, and the gentleman looked so surprised.

Nellie had always very much wished to learn 
how to cook nicely, but she had always been 
told by her mother “ that when she was a little 
older, she should do it.” This had disappointed 
her very much, for she had considered herself 
“ old enough to do anything that a grown woman 
could doso she had watched closely to see 
how her mother did these things, determined, 
if she ever did go away for a single day, that 
“ she would prove that she could do as well as 
any one.” Katy fretted a good deal at Nellie’s 
invasion of her premises, but Nellie was deter
mined, and carried all before her.

All this time, however, there were unsus
pected enemies at work in the little girl’s heart. 
Pride was there, whispering to her that she was 
now an important personage. Vanity was there, 
feeding upon the praises she had received. And 
the result was, that from thinking so much 
about herself, she by degrees became forgetful 
of her G-od and her Saviour. At length, an 
event occurred which opened her eyes to perceive 
that she had been wandering from the narrow 
road. It was a trifling thing in itself; but 
we must not forget that “ a straw will show 
which way the wind blows.”
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CHAPTER XXVII.

TIIE NEW VISITOR.

“ It does seem as if everything happened 
while mother is gone,” said she to Marcella, one 
Monday. “ Do come to the window.”

Marcella ran as requested. Before the door 
stood a queer old-fashioned chaise. An aged man, 
very venerable in his face and person, but dressed 
in the most shabby and antiquated way, had 
just got out of it, and was coming in. The 
children went to the door.

“ Is your father at home ?” said the old man.
“No, sir.”
“ Well, I will come in and wait for him.”
The chaise drove away; so Nellie invited him 

into the sitting-room, and sent his hat and coat 
into the hall, but prudently stayed in the room 
to keep a watch on his movements, for fear he 
might have come to lay his hands on something 
worth stealing.

“ Is that your sister ?” he asked, pointing to 
Marcella.

‘ No, sir; she lives with us, and goes to 
school with me.”

“Hem!” and here the old gentleman began 
to cough, and coughed so long, that the children, 
who had never before seen any one so afflicted
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with asthma, thought he would certainly choke. 
He was a fine-looking man. His head was 
nearly bald, and fairly shone, it was so smooth 
and white ; and below the bald top, some snowy 
soft hair fell over his collar. His brow was 
high, the outline of his head and his profile 
beautiful ; and there was a look of dignity and 
sweetness in his whole face and head and person, 
strangely at variance with his homely raiment 
and red pocket handkerchief and odd manners. 
His voice was sweet and his language good ; but 
his pronunciation of many words sounded so 
strange, that Nellie tittered, notwithstanding 
her sense of its rudeness.

“ Have you good water ?” asked he, at last.
“ Oh, yes !” and Nellie ran and brought some 

fresh from the well.
“Have you any sugar at hand? I like it 

sweetened.”
Marcella got another tumbler, and gave him 

the eau sucrée.
When Mr. Grey came home, Nellie went out 

into the hall, and told him that “ there was the 
queerest old gentleman in the sitting-room, who 
had come to the door in a chaise, and that he 
had made himself so much at home, she thought 
he must be a relation. Her father went in, 
and, in a polite manner, inquired whom he had 
the pleasure of seeing. The old gentleman 
drew a note from his pocket, and handed it to
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Mr. Grey. It was from Mr. Hunt, the minister, 
and ran thus:—

My dear Mr. Grey,—The bearer is a poor 
old gentleman, eighty years of age. He has 
been a minister, and is a good old man, but now 
he is too old and asthmatic to preach, and he 
goes about as a colporteur with his load of books, 
to sell them where he can; and good people are 
often kind enough to keep him without charge, 
so that he supports himself in this way. It is a 
hard life for an old man, and I wish we could 
entertain him, but Mrs. Hunt is so ill as to 
render this quite an impossibility. Can you 
help us ? Will you add to your many kind
nesses, that of taking this old man under your 
roof one night ?

Ever yours; J. M. Hunt.

Mr. Grey at once gave him a friendly invita- 
tation; and showing the note to Nellie, he 
said, “Do all you can to make our visitor com
fortable. I wish your mother were at home; 
but you will do just as well, I dare say.”

Nellie and Marcella excused themselves, and 
went to put the spare bed-room in order. They 
wondered not a little how the old gentleman 
could live at all,—so helpless as he was,—going 
about the world in that way. He wanted 
buttered toast for breakfast, because “ he had no

teeth, and that was soft enough for him to eat, 
and, besides, it was nourishing.” Hour followed 
hour, while he continued to prolong his stay; 
but Mr. Grey, was too kind, and too sorry for 
his pitiably forlorn condition, to hint to him 
that Mrs. Grey was gone, and Katy cross because 
nurse was not at home to share the extra trouble. 
Day after day passed, the old man making 
himself comfortable by the fire, Nellie seeing 

that he had buttered toast for breakfast, and 
Mr. Grey showing him every attention.

“ Father, why did you let him stay so long ?” 
said Nellie, when he had at length gone. 
“ Surely he might have foimd out that it was 
not convenient when mother was away.”

“At all events, my dear, you did your part, 
and succeeded in making him so comfortable that 
he was in no hurry to change his quarters. You 
see he is old, and worn out, and childish. This 
prevented his thinking of our inconvenience; 
but on this very account he all the more needed 
our care. I might have paid his expenses at 
the inn; but I feared he would not be so well 
looked after there. He has in his day done 
the work of an apostle, in preaching Christ to 
poor perishing sinners ; therefore we did right 
to receive him in the name of an apostle.”

“ Still it is not pleasant to have a stranger 
sent here in that way,—even though it was 
Mr. Hunt that sent him.”
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“ My child, Mr. Hunt knows that I read my 
Bible, and that I there find the words, ‘ Be not 
forgetful to entertain strangers, for thereby 
some have entertained angels unawares.’ Don’t 
you remember how it was with Abraham ?”

“Well, father, but this old Mr. Jenkyns was 
no ‘angel,’ I am sure;” and Nellie laughed at 
the idea, as she uttered it.

“ Ah ! you are just like the rest of the world. 
You would entertain strangers, if you were only 
sure of their being angels. You would be 
hospitable, if you might pick out the objects of 
Christian kindness for yourself. You do not 
like the word ‘ unawares.’ ”

“But in the present case, our visitor has 
come and gone, and we have proof enough that 
he has not been angelic.”

“ Not an angel in appearance, I admit. But 
to you, I- fear, too truly ‘ an angel unawares.’ 
I am afraid your ‘ eyes have been holden,’ so 
that you could not perceive the beauty of his 
spirit, or discern what was angelic in his con
versation. Yet, if you have failed to profit by 
his society, one of your young friends has learned 
to know his worth. Do you remember the day 
Lucy Marlow stepped in to see you ?”

“ Yes, father; she was in the parlour some 
minutes with Mr. Jenkyns, while I finished 
giving orders to Katy about dinner.”

“ I met Mr. Marlow to-day ; and he told me

Lucy went home full of his praises. She said 
he was so kind and good, and talked so nicely. 
Her mother asked her what he had talked 
about; and she said that he had asked her to 
remember one little sentence. It was this: 
‘ The flower of youth never appears so beau
tiful, as when it turns toward the Sun of righ
teousness.’ ”

“ That is a very pretty sentence. I am glad 
Lucy remembered it.”

“ But, my child, can you remember nothing 
you have heard him say ?”

“ No, father, nothing particular.”
“ I am surprised at that, Nellie. There was 

much to be gleaned from his lips. I fear you 
have not been on your watch-tower.”

Nellie took the hint; she searched her own 
heart; she asked for Glod’s help to show her 
wherein she was wrong; and when she came to 
read her nightly portion from the Bible, she 
found, from the closing words of the tenth 
chapter of Luke, that while she had been doing 
Martha’s work, she had forgotten to do it in. 
Mary’s spirit.

L
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CHAPTER XXVIII.

A NEW ANXIETY.

As soon as Mr. Jenkyns was gone, little 
Georgy was fetched, and remained under Kel
lie’s care from Saturday till Thursday. On the 
latter day Mrs. Grey returned home safe and 
sound, with Hattie and nurse. Every one had 
much to tell, as they all sat beside the blazing 
lire. But the next morning Mrs. Grey com
plained of feeling unwell. Her head ached, she 
did not relish her food, and her step was weary 
and slow.

Kellie and Marcella went about the house 
very softly, shutting the doors gently, and 
neither singing nor laughing, as they generally 
did when all were well. They tried also to keep 
Hattie quiet, and found that the best way to do 
this was to take her to school with them, where 
she behaved remarkably well. All this care, 
however, did not avail to cure Mrs. Grey, though 
it made her more comfortable; and at last, 
one morning when she rose to dress, she fainted 
away. The doctor then said she must stay in 
bed a week, at least. It was very soon found 
that she had a fever, and Kellie was told by her 
father that “ her mother was very ill, and that

she and Marcella must be very good children 
and take great care of Hattie.”

Kellie and Marcella agreed that they would 
take turns. One day Kellie would take care of 
Hattie, and go to school, while Marcella re
mained in the sick-room; and the next day 
Marcella took Hattie and went to school, leaving 
Kellie at home. Mr. Grey was fully occupied 
with his business during the day, and all he 
could do was to take care of the invalid at 
night. He slept in the dressing-room that 
opened into his wife’s chamber, and was up 
many times every night, to see that all her 
wants were supplied.

Kellie was very glad to find that she could 
toast a piece of bread much better than Katy, 
who was growing old, and did not see as well ' 
as she once did. Kone that Kellie or Marcella 
toasted was ever scorched. Then the arrow-root; 
they found that when they boiled it in tin sauce
pans, or even in the iron ones lined with porce
lain, Katy could never wash them clean, it was 
so glutinous. Kellie thought she could con
trive to cook it without using any saucepan. 
She first put a spoonful of arrow-root into a 
tea-cup, then one of water, and mixed them 
thoroughly together like starch; then she held 
the , cup in the boiling water in the dish-kettle 
until it was hot; then she dashed boiling water 
into the cup and stirred it a minute; it would
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then become clear and thick, and was cooked 
just enough. A little sugar and milk made it 
a nice dish for the invalid, and there was no 
difficulty in making the tea-cup clean.

Nurse had a notion that an egg cooked for 
sick people must be dropped into boiling water 
out of the shell, and taken up with a spoon, 
when it was poached, and put on to a piece of 
toast. Nellie thought she could improve upon 
this; so she put an egg, without breaking the 
shell, into hot water, and let it stand there 
live minutes, keeping the water hot, but not 
allowing it to boil. She was glad to find that 
she could then break it upon the toast, while 
the white was perfectly^ cooked, and yet soft 
and digestible. Her mother thought it a much 
nicer way.

• The children each day picked with their 
fingers every bit of litter from the flopr, and 
with a little dust-pan and brush swept about 
half a yard at a time, until the whole room 
was clean, and yet no dust was raised. With 
hearts full of love, they became quite accom
plished little nurses, and added much to the sick 
one’s comfort. Every morning they had a fresh 
geranium-sprig to lay upon her pillow; and 
great was their joy when a rosebud opened, and 
they could treat her to one of her favourite 
flowers. There were many days when Mrs. 
Grey asked them to read a few verses from the

Bible, or to sing a hymn in her room. Some
times they had part of that chapter which tells 
about the “ many mansions” in our “ Father’s 
housesometimes that which speaks of the 
“ multitude whom no man can number,” stand
ing in spotless robes before the throne of Hod; 
sometimes that short but beautiful Psalm which 
assures us that God will be with Iiis people in 
“the valley of the shadow of death”—that 
valley which they will have to cross before they 
can reach the goodly land.

All this made Nellie feel very anxious. She 
scarcely knew why, but a heavy cloud seemed 
all around her, and a heavy burden pressing 
upon her soul. She did not exactly know what 
she was afraid of; she did not dare express to 
herself the fear that she might ere long be left 
motherless ; and yet she dared not look forward. 
The present was dark, but she seemed to think 
that the future would somehow be darker. Yet 
a bright ray of hope would often cheer her, 
when at the hour of evening-prayer some sen
tence from her father’s lips fell like a soothing 
balm on her wounded spirit. When in the 
anguish of his own heart he prayed, “ Spirit of 
the living God, calm our minds, strengthen our 
faith, keep us in perfect peace,” she felt that 
the request had an immediate answer in the 
quieting of her agitated thoughts. When he 
read, “ All things work together for good to 
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them that love God,” she was able to rejoice in 
the glorious promise.

One night, when she was in particularly low 
spirits, he purposely read the last chapter of 
Peter’s first epistle, and while going through it, 
he stopped once or twice to say what he thought 
would comfort her. On reading the seventh 
verse, “ Casting all your care upon Him; for 
He careth for you,” Mr. Grey remarked, 
“ Notice that word ‘ casting.' An old writer 
has said, that we are too apt, when we have 
taken our anxieties to the throne of grace, to 
carry them away with us again; whereas to 
cast them on God is to leave them all with 
Him.” Then he madex another remark, after 
having read the tenth verse: “ The God of all 
grace, who hath called us unto his eternal glory 
by Christ Jesus, after that ye have suffered 
a while, make you perfect, stablish, strengthen, 
settle you.” “ The tree needs to be shaken by 
many a storm before its roots ‘ settle’ in the 
ground: and the Christian must often suffer 
before he is ‘ made perfect.’ But it is suffering 
only ‘ for a while:’ its tendency is to ‘ strengthen,’ 
and its final issue will be ‘ eternal glory.’ ” To 
the young mourner these thoughts were full of 
consolation.

CHAPTER XXIX.

NEW JEALOUSIES.

Nellie had yet to learn that sin and Satan 
can be busy even in a time of affliction. To 
her surprise and sorrow she found that she 
was a little jealous of Marcella, and preferred 
to do all that she could herself. Indeed, she 
often hurt Marcella’s feelings by not allow
ing her to wait upon Mrs. Grey, fancying 
she could do it better herself, and wishing to 
engross all her mother’s love, and take to her
self the credit of her recovery.

One day, when it had been her turn to take 
Hattie to school, she found, on returning at 
noon, that Mrs. Grey had expressed a wish for 
some rice-water. Marcella had gone down to 
the kitchen, and Nellie found her pouring off 
the water from the rice, which had boiled too 
much, and grain after grain was falling into the 
cup. She was warm and tired, but had done 
it as well as she knew how; and when Nellie 
went and stood by her, looking on, she felt 
awkward and confused, so that more and more of 
the rice fell into the cup.

“ What a mess!” said Nellie. “ I hope you 
are not going to give mother that, are you?”

“ Well,” said Marcella, bursting into tears,
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“ do it yourself, then. Mrs. Grey wanted it 
as soon as it eonld be got ready. She is tired 
of the arrow-root that you made her, and she 
wanted this immediatelythen (made nervous 
by fatigue, and heat, and excitement about her 
best friend) Marcella sobbed aloud. Nellie 
knew in her own soul that she had been unkind, 
but she resisted her conscience when it told 
her so, and replied—

“ You are always crying about something or 
other. Could you not have sense enough to 
know, that if you poured it into the little tin 
strainer, the water would run through clear, 
and leave the rice in the tin ?”

She suited the action to the word, brought 
the strainer, and stood pouring the nice thick 
water into the cup, doing with triumph and 
ease what Marcella had burned her fingers in 
vainly attempting to do. This success did not 
increase Marcella’s satisfaction. She was think
ing more of herself than ot her sick friend. 
She ran up stairs to her own room, shut the 
door, and threw herself on the floor, almost 
choking with sobs and passionate tears.

“ Why do I ever try ?” said she to herself.
“ I can do nothing right: if I sweep, I make a 
dust; if I open the door, it creaks; if I try to 
cook, I do it badly, and burn my fingers be
sides and she looked at a blister that was < 
smarting on one of her fingers. “ I wish I

could be slow. I wish I were the stupidest 
dolt in the world, and then I could creep about 
softly, and do things so as to please; and I wish 
I had neither feeling nor heart. I wish I had 
never been born! ” and another fit of sobbing 
ensued. “ If I were only dead!”

As she said this last word, a consciousness 
of the wrong feeling she was indulging suddenly 
came over her. It frightened her to think that 
she could have felt so wickedly as to wish her
self dead! But she still parleyed with the 
wrong feeling. “ Why should J not wish myself 
dead? I am destitute—supported by charity. 
My mother is Irish, and wicked, and poor—and 
the children ? oh dear!—perhaps if I could only 
die, Mr. Grey would take Jamie or Johnnie, 
instead of me; then there would he one less 
wretched girl in the world, and they would be 
better off without me. None love me as they 
do Nellie. What they do for her is for love, 
what they do for me is for pity; and I hate to 
be pitied. I won’t bear it any longer. I will 
leave them and go home.”

Another flood of tears; and then Marcella’s 
conscience began to remonstrate: “ Are you 
not ashamed of yourself, you wicked child ? 
What a sinful heart! Where is your Saviour? 
Have you forgotten that He loves and cares for 
you ? He made you; He keeps you alive, and 
you, ungrateful creature that you are, wish to
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die! Where would you go if you died with 
that rebellious feeling in your heart ? Not to 
Sim, surely. Oh, Marcella, Marcella! can you 
be a Christian and feel such discontent, such 
unwillingness to live where God has placed 
you ? Down on your knees with your wicked 
heart; lie low before God, and say, ‘ I have 
sinned against heaven, and before thee.’ Can
not you hear anything ? What is all that you 
do, or that you bear, compared with the trials 
of the holy ones of old, who were persecuted 
and tormented; who wandered about without 
a home, dwelt in dens and caves, were slain, 
burned, or sawn asunder ?” Then Marcella hid 
her face in her hands, and cried with all her 
heart to God to change her spirit and temper: 
“ Create in me a clean heart, 0 God! and 
renew a right spirit within me. Cast me not 
away from thy presence; take not thy TIoly 
Spirit from me!”

She now rose with a different feeling. She 
washed her face, waited a few minutes, until 
she looked and felt more composed, and then 
went to look for Nellie.

“Dear Nellie,” said she, “forgive me. I 
was vexed just now, and I feel very wicked 
sometimes. I was heated, and very tired too, 
but still I should not have spoken so.”

It was now Nellie’s turn to be ashamed, and 
the tears came into her eyes as she said, “ Don’t
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confess to me, Marcella. I provoked you, and 
you are a patient, good girl, and mother says 
she does not know what she should do without 
you now.”

“Did your mother really say so, Nellie?” 
asked Marcella. “ I thought I was so blunder- 

from being always in a hurry to do things 
quickly, that she would never want me to take 
care of her.”

Nellie now comprehended a little how sensi
tive and sore her heart was, and felt very sorry 
that she had so thoughtlessly grieved her. Mar
cella had a terrible headache, so that she could 
not teach Jamie and John wiien they came for 
their evening lesson. Nellie thought this was 
a good time to show Marcella that she loved 
her, and she therefore told her that she would 
herself teach the boys that evening. This hum
bled Marcella in her own eyes yet more, and 
she went to bed with head and heart both 
aching; but before she slept, she prayed earnestly 
that God would forgive her, and enable her to 
do better in time to come.
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CHAPTER XXX.

THE NEW BEREAVEMENT.

“How is mother to-day, doctor?” said Hel
lie. She had been waiting in the hall for him 
to come out of her mother’s room. The doctor 
put his hand on Hellie’s head, and said, “ She 
is very ill, my child. We must do all we can 
for her then seeing her eyes fill with tears, 
and noticing her pale sorrowful look, he added, 
“ Go and make her a little nice toast, and I 
think you may give her a cup of coffee this 
morning.” The good doctor knew that nothing 
would keep the tears hack like the feeling that 
there was something she could do for her 
mother ; hut, alas ! he found the time might 
soon come when she could no longer cheat her 
heart, or quiet its forebodings, by these busy 
deeds of love,—a time when flesh and heart 
would fail beneath the agony of a first great 
sorrow.

At such a time he wished himself anything 
but a physician ; he felt so powerless to do the 
good that he longed to do. Yet he was a 
Christian, and he knew that One presided over 
life and death whose power was unlimited, whose 
love could not fail ; and he went to h is Redeemer, 
and cast his heavy cares on Him.

The house that had once been so cheerful was 
now so quiet that awe fell on all who entered 
it. Every ear seemed to hear a distant footfall, 
and every eye to look for the coming of the 
dreaded messenger. Poor Hellie! she had 
never seen any one die, and her heart sank as 
she thought that perhaps—“ Yet no! ” she 
would say to herself, “ it cannot be. God is 
good. He will not, He cannot take her away 
from us. Ho! no! she will get well; it may 
be a great while, but by-and-bye we shall see 
her get stronger. Yes! she will yet live to 
bless us.” Thus she hoped against hope, while 
the hours crept along, Mrs. Grey growing 
weaker daily, and daily more thin and pale.

One night, Hellie was sent to bed by her 
father, who said she must go, and he would call 
her if she was wanted. Poor child! she kissed 
her mother’s wan cheek, and took her cold, thin 
hand in hers, and little knew that before another 
night the cheek would be cold as marble, and 
the hand folded on the breast never to clasp 
hers again, never to rest on her head any more, 
with the love and the blessing of a mother’s 
full heart.

In the stillness of that long night, a pilgrim 
from earth, with the mark of the Lamb on her 
forehead, and the shining robes of her Saviour’s 
righteousness enfolding her, bowed low before 
the throne of God in heaven; and one more 
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voice was heard there, saying, “ Glory and 
honour, and blessing and power, be unto Him 
that sitteth on the throne, and to the Lamb 
for ever.”

The sun awoke Nellie in the morning, and, 
with a dreadful feeling at her heart, she rose 
and dressed herself. She felt the silence of 
the house creep over her; and she knew that 
the chill which ran through her frame came not 
from without, but from the winter that was 
upon her spirits. She was very slow to dress; 
and made her tiny bed, and mechanically put 
all her room in order, before she had courage 
to go down. The entry was empty, and so per
fectly still. It could not be! and yet what else 
could make the house so quiet? No one in 
the hall below! She longed for a door to open, 
but she dared not open one herself. At last, 
she opened that which led into her mother’s 
room. The windows were wide open, and in 
the garden outside the flowers were shining in 
the sunlight; but within!—the bed was empty, 
and made up as if no one had slept there. The 
room was swept and put in order; and, oh, so 
cold!

Nellie wanted to cry, but although her heart 
shivered and shrank with the fears that crept 
through it, she could not weep. She felt colder 
and colder. Then she seemed to be going to 
sleep, and it grew dark! and she knew no more.

Marcella heard a noise as of some one falling, 
and looked into Nellie’s room first, then through 
the hall, and at last found Nellie in a swoon 
upon the floor in her mother’s chamber.

Immediately she screamed, “ Mr. Grey! Mr. 
Grey!” while she took up Nellie as well as she 
could, and seating herself beside her on the 
floor, got her head into her lap. Mr. Grey 
rushed up stairs, fearing a new calamity, and 
found the children—Nellie looking like one 
dead, and Marcella sobbing. He seized a tum
bler of water, and threw it into his child’s face. 
After a moment she opened her eyes, with a 
sigh so long and gasping, that he feared she 
would indeed die. He now took her in his 
arms, and, feeling how deadly cold she was, told 
Marcella to get some wine, while he carried her 
down into the parlour and laid her on the sofa 
by the fire. He now commenced rubbing her 
arms and hands. Soon Marcella came with the 
wine, and spoonful after spoonful was poured 
slowly into her mouth. At last there was a 
convulsive heaving of the chest, and then thick 
sobs came as she raised her head a little. Mr. 
Grey now took her in his arms again, and she 
laid her head on his shoulder, and the big tears 
rolled down and relieved her bursting heart.

Marcella continued to rub her hands and 
arms, and then her feet; for Nellie, in answer 
to their constant inquiries as to how she felt,
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said her limbs were fast asleep, and she could 
not move them. It was well for Mr. Grey that 
this care came upon him now, for it kept his 
mind from dwelling too exclusively upon his own 
desolation.

Nurse had the breakfast ready, and made 
them sit down to table, while she and Marcella 
strove to persuade them to eat something. 
Mr. Grey prevailed on Nellie to take a cup of 
coffee, by keeping her in his arms, and putting 
it to her lips, with the assurance “ that if she 
loved her father, she would drink it.” When 
she had entirely come to herself, she asked to 
see her mother. Mr. Grey took her in his 
arms, and carried her into the parlour. It was 
all dark, the shutters were closed, hut in the 
centre of the room was a low bed. Poor Nellie! 
could it be that her darling mother, unconscious 
of her presence, lay there? Mr. Grey lifted 
the sheet from the face upon which the repose 
of heaven seemed to rest, and bending over, held 
Nellie so that she could kiss her mother. Nellie’s 
hot tears rained on the marble face beneath 
her; and when she felt the icy coldness that 
met her lips, she turned round, clasped her 
father’s neck, and was almost convulsed with 
sobs.

Mr. Grey soothed her as well as one so 
sorely bereaved could, and took her hack to the 
breakfast-room. After a while, worn out with

long anxiety and watching, Nellie slept quietly 
—the deep, still sleep that follows exhaustion. 
Mr. Grey stayed beside her, hoping she might 
awake more composed. He lifted his bruised 
heart to God for strength to endure his fearful 
loss. And where was Marcella? Sitting by 
the kitchen fire, with her feet upon the stove, 
her eyes swollen with weeping. She was hem
ming the muslin of a cap that was to cover the 
head of her best earthly friend when she was 
laid in the coffin. Iiaty, grown kind in this 
day of sorrow, had tried to make her take some 
breakfast.

“You’ll not be fit to help Nellie, nor look 
after Hattie, nor do anything for Mr. Grey, if 
you take on in this way,” said she.

This roused Marcella, and she laid her work 
down, and ate what Katy set before her.

“ There, now you’ll be good for something,” 
said she, “though your eyes seem all out of 
your head! Why don’t you let nurse hem that 
cap ?”

“Oh, don’t,” said Marcella; “don’t, Katy;
I want to do it all myself. It’s the last thing 
I can do for herand the tears came afresh.

“Putting your eyes out!” said Katy. “I 
wouldn’t say a word, if ’twas going to do any
body any good; but she’s dead now, and what 
difference does it make, whether it is hemmed 
or not? I’ve seen Miss Green make shrouds
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and caps—plenty of them,—and she only turns 
the hems down and irons them. They stay 
just as well, and nobody knows whether they 
are sewed or not.”

“ I wish you wouldn’t talk to me any more 
now, Katy,” said Marcella. “Please don’t;” 
and she sewed on.

“ Well, if you must, you must, I suppose,” 
said Katy; “ but I wouldn’t put my eyes out 
that way, unless ’twas going to be of some 
use.”

Nurse had taken Hattie out into the garden 
in her new perambulator, and the dear child, all 
unconscious of her loss, and rosy with health, 
had her lap filled with flowers, which she was 
tearing to pieces. “ Poor little lamb !” exclaimed 
Mr. Hunt, as he passed by on his way to see 
those who were in the house of mourning:— 
“ and yet,” he added, as if talking to himself, 
“ for such there is a word, of promise—‘ As one 
whom his mother comforteth, so will I comfort 
you.’ ” Nurse heard the words, and wiped away 
a falling tear.

CHAPTER XXXI.

THE NEW TEAS.

Mb. Geey was reading the paper one evening, 
when the bell rang, and three large packages 
were brought in. He then rang the parlour- 
bell and summoned all the family, while Nellie 
wondered what he could be going to do.

“ There, Katy,” said he, “ undo those, and 
tell me what to do with them.”

First came a good stout piece of flannel; then 
one of calico ; then one of unbleached cotton.

“ Now, Nellie, get your large shears and show 
your skill in cutting straight.”

“ Well, father, I shall cut five yards'of flannel 
for Katy the very first thing, for I know she 
wants it.”

“ Who else needs flannel, Katy ?”
“ Hadn’t you better give some to Marcella’s 

mother for herself and the boys?” said Katy, 
with surprising magnanimity.

“ Yes, indeed; well thought of, Katy. Give 
Marcella eight yards, Nellie.”

“Now, nurse, do you want some ?”
“No, sir; Mrs. Grey gave me a good deal 

last year. But there is Widow Smith, with her 
eight children; and Mrs. Grey said last New 
Year, when she sent her the clothes which
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Nellie and Hattie had outgrown, that another 
year she would send her some flannel.”

“ Thank you, nurse. And now is there any one 
else whom she would have remembered ?”

Nurse replied, that old Mr. Simeon, up at 
the alms-house, had the rheumatism dreadfully, 
and her mistress meant to give him new flannels 
this year, as the old ones that she had given 
him would be worn out; and she used to carry 
him some coflee now and then, for he was very 
fond of it, and could make it for himself in the 
little coflee-pot she gave him.

“ I will see to him,” said Mr. Grey. “We will 
divide the rest of the flannel between him and 
Widow Smith. Now for the calico and cotton!”

Nellie wanted two cotton gowns for two poor 
girls in the Sunday-school; and Marcella’s mo
ther and some others shared the rest. Nellie 
remembered to add hooks and eyes, thread, and 
several yards of unbleached calico for lining; for 
she knew that the Sunday-scholars had not the 
money to buy what was needful to make their 
clothes. Mr. Grey added a good stout pair of 
shoes for each, and, when New Year’s day 
arrived, he sent barrels of flour and bundles of 
wood, to help other poor families.

“ Father,” said Nellie, after the servants 
had left the room with their presents, “ do you 
go without anything, that you may give these 
things away ?”

“Not in the present case,” said Mr. Grey; 
“ I made a considerable sum of money this 
autumn, by an unexpected rise in the value of 
some'land I owned; and it will be better to add a 
little to the treasure in heaven, Nellie; won’t it?”

“But you have worn that same old overcoat 
ever since I was a baby; and I declare I think 
it has got to be perfectly shabby! But I think 
I love you better in it, and am more proud of 
you, than I should be if you wore an elegant 
cloak like Mr. Parvenu’s, lined with velvet, and 
gave less to the poor; or drove a splendid, 
dashing pair of horses, like Mr. De Grand, 
who lets his own niece kill herself by inches to 
obtain for herself the scantiest living, while he 
dashes away so.”

“ All that is doubtless wrong, Nellie; but we 
shall not improve our own hearts by criticizing 
the lives of our neighbours. All we can do is 
to show them in our own lives that there is a 
‘ more excellent,’ and, in every respect, a more 
desirable way.”

At the dawn of New Year’s day, Marcella 
called out, “I wish you a happy New Year, 
Nellie!” Nellie opened her eyes, bounded out 
of bed, and surprised her father by her early 
salutation; then she peeped in upon Katy and 
nurse, and then went back to dress; for she 
wished to have all her presents ready for them 
by the time they came down stairs. Their
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astonishment and admiration were quite equal 
to her anticipations, and she felt very happy. 
Her father marched about in his new slippers ; 
Hattie made the most original pictures on her 
slate; and Marcella fairly cried with joy over 
her blue merino. Katy was grateful enough 
for Marcella’s cushion, and had made some very 
curious little pies for all the children, including 
Marcy’s brothers. Nurse had a cap for Katy, 
and Katy a ribbon-how for nurse: and all 
memory of little grudges and unkindnesses 
melted away in the sunshine, caused by the 
pleasant gifts on New Year’s day.

Marcella was to spend the day at home, and 
went thither quite loaded, nurse helping her, 
and Nellie taking care of Hattie, so as to spare 
nurse for the purpose. Marcella found enough 
to do at home. Her efforts to make her mother 
more cleanly and wholesome in her habits had 
utterly failed; and of course her visit once a 
fortnight, and the cleaning and ordering the 
room then underwent, lasted but a day, and left 
it unimproved for the remainder of the time.

But her mother liked all her presents, and 
seemed willing enough to have her stay at Mr. 
Grey’s ; for what they gave her in the course 
of a year was quite as much as she could have 
earned or begged for her if she had kept her at 
home. She was utterly selfish ; and as long as 
she could get her tobacco and whiskey, she cared
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nothing at all as to what her children did, or 
how they fared.

When Marcella entered the comfortless place 
she was ashamed that nurse should be with her, 
for it seemed to her that it never looked or 
really never was so bad before. Her mother 
had made Jamie cut a hole in the outer wall of 
the room, through which she poured all her 
slops, to save herself the trouble of carrying them 
out of doors. The wood round the hole was 
decayed, and the whole place was offensive to 
every sense. Marcella’s first impulse was to sit 
down and cry; but she shut the gates on her 
tears, and bravely resolved to battle with all this 
dirt and disorder, for the sake of her brothers.

“Here, mother,” said she, “ see what I have 
brought you!”

She displayed the treasures ; for she had left 
Mr. Grey’s gifts of flannel and cotton behind, 
intending to make up the garments before she 
carried them home, as she well knew her lazy, 
drinking mother would never set a stitch in 
them. After she had undone her bundles, she 
told her mother she should like to have her visit 
old Mrs. Kooney in the next room, so that she 
might clean their own a little, and get the dinner 
ready nicely for the boys. Her mother went 
very gladly, after having filled her pipe afresh.
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CHAPTER XXXII.

A NEW DISCUSSION.

Mabcelda drew some water, and set it ou to 
boil while she swept the room; then she cleaned 
the windows, and the two chairs, and the table, 
and what little crockery remained unbroken; and 
then she rubbed the stove clean, and warmed up 
the food she had brought from Mr. G-rey’s for 
their dinner.

When the boys came home, their joy at 
seeing her, and their admiration of the improved 
look of the room, repaid Marcella for all her 
hard work; and as she watched the relish with 
which they ate their dinner, and saw how much 
they enjoyed the clean table and dishes, she 
wished she could live with them, and give them 
these comforts every day.

“ Johnnie!” said she, “ how do you get on at 
Mr. Bacon’s ?”

“Well enough,” said John. “They have 
plenty of apples, and I have as many as I can 
eat.”

“ Do you go to school regularly now ?”
“ Yes, for the last month. Before that, there 

was work enough, reaping and threshing, and 
stowing away for the winter.”

“ What time do you get up ?”
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“ About five. I have to fodder the cattle and 
the sheep, and milk the cows before breakfast, 
but I am hardly ever late at school.”

“Do you have prayers every day, Johnnie ?”
“ I believe they do in the sitting-room, just 

after breakfast, but they have never asked me 
to go in; and if they did, I shouldn’t like to, 
for my clothes are dirty from being out among 
the cattle, and I don’t clean up till school- 
time.”

“Well, Johnnie, I wish you would ask Mr. 
Bacon if he would object to your going in to 
prayers; and if he won’t, you had better go, 
and take your Bible, so that you can look over 
the chapter that is read. You need not mind 
your clothes, if you rub your shoes clean on 
the mat before you go in, and have a clean face 
and hands, and your hair in good order.; that is 
all that is necessary.”

“I am getting on famously,” said Jamie:
“ nest year they will take me into the family, I 
expect; and then I can leave this dirty place.
I am glad Johnnie is out of it.”

“ Yes,” said Marcella, mournfully, “ it is a 
dirty place, as you say, Jamie, and I hope you 
will soon get to a better; but, Jamie dear, we 
should not fret at what we cannot help. And 
because we cannot do all that we wish, nor alter 
other people, we must not be discouraged from 
doing all we can within our own hearts aud
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heads. Outward things, thank God! do not 
stain the soul. No amount of dirt and disorder 
outside (had as they are) can make a heart 
impure or a head confused.”

“Oh, Marcella!” said Jamie, “I know that 
what you say is true, and while I am with you 
I feel it; but when yon are gone, and I come 
home to my unmade bed, a dirty table, and half- 
cooked food, and when I see mother so filthy with 
dh’t and rum and tobacco, I wish I had never 
been born; and sometimes I wish I were dead!”

“ It is dreadful, Jamie. You cannot use any 
words too bad for it; but we are horn, and she 
is our mother, and we, poor children, find our
selves here. We are put here by God.”

“ Why, God does not make mother so bad, 
does he ?” said Johnnie.

“No, indeed,” said Marcella: “she makes 
herself bad ; but God made us her children; and 
shall we complain because He put us where He 
thought best; or shall we believe ‘ that all things,’ 
(as He has said,)—‘all things shall work to
gether for good to them that love Him ?’ ”

“It don’t seem as if it could be '■good' for 
mother to drink and swear so,” said Jamie.

“ The Bible does not say that ‘ all things are 
good for them that love God,’ but it says they 
all ‘work together for good;' the good comes, 
not at once, but in the ends not to the wicked, 
but to them who love God.”

“ Well,” said Johnnie, “ I wish ‘ the good end' 
would make haste and come.”

“ It will come when God thinks best,” said 
Marcella; “ and He knows far better than we 
do. Now, Johnnie, get the basket in which I 
brought the things this morning, and go to 
Mr. King, the carpenter, and ask him if he will 
let you have it filled with shavings; and, Jamie, 
I think you must go for more wood, for it is all 
gone except a few sticks; but you had better go to 
Mr. King’s first; perhaps he will give you some 
bits and ends of boards that will help to kindle 
fires.” The boys trudged off—Jolmnie laughing, 
and declaring he had eaten so much dinner that 
his clothes were too small for him, and he did 
not believe he could walk. Marcella now put 
away the remains of the food, and washed and 
arranged things again. Her mother had fallen 
asleep in Mrs. Kooney’s room, from having 
drunk too much in the morning. She awoke 
late in the afternoon, and went into her own 
room, saying—

“ Why didn’t ye call me to dinner ? Ye’re a 
pretty miss; it’s ruined ye are, intirely, with 
ver fine airs and yer fine ways.”

Marcella made no answer to her mother’s 
abuse, but produced a nice plateful of food for 
her dinner, and then made her a cup of tea, 
which she had bought with her own money, 
earned by knitting stockings for Mr. Grey.
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They sat for some time together—Mrs. Grace 
Murphy abusing her child all the while, and poor 
Marcella repressing her tears and her righteous 
anger at such conduct, and sewing away at the 
boys’ clothes as if her life depended upon it.

CHAPTER XXXIII.

A NEW DISASTER.

Suddenly they heard a noise in the street, 
and Marcella ran to the window to see what 
had happened. A dozen men and boys were 
crossing the street, aud two of the strongest 
bore in their arms a boy, white as death.

“Oh, Jamie!” screamed Marcella, and ran 
down stairs to meet the men.

“ Is he alive ?” said she. “ Tell me what has 
happened.”

“ He fell from the high stone wall of the 
railroad bridge,” said the men. “He went 
there to get bits of wood, for they are fixing up 
new beams, and there’s lots of chips about; 
it seems he stooped to pick one up too near 
the edge, and lost his balance and fell.”

Marcella had by this time felt his hand and 
forehead, and convinced herself that he was not 
dead. Her next thought was to send for a 
doctor, but she could not leave Jarnie, and
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whom could she ask to go ? Johnnie had not 
come back. One of the men now said, to her 
great relief—

“ Shan’t I run for the doctor, miss ?”
“ Oh! I should he so thankful if you would!” 

said Marcella.
“And whom shall I get?” said the man.
“Dr. Bell,” said Marcella.
All this had passed rapidly, and the man had 

started for the doctor by the time Jamie had 
been carried up the stairs and laid upon his 
humble bed. Marcella rubbed his face with 
vinegar, and put a cloth wet with it to his nose, 
hoping that it would revive him; but he was 
still lying motionless, and to all appearance 
dead, when the doctor arrived. It was an hour 
before he came, for he was not at home when 
the messenger called. He had only just returned 
and received Marcella’s message, when he set off, 
not waiting even to take his dinner, although he 
found it all ready waiting for him. Marcella 
knew well (for she had read his face so often 
during Mrs. Grey’s illness) that he thought 
Jamie in a dangerous state; but she would not 
trouble him with questions, and it was not 
until he had carefully examined the poor boy, 
and turned from the bed with a very grave face, 
that she ventured to speak—

“ Where is he hurt, doctor; and how much ?”
“ I cannot tell,” said the doctor. “ I must go 

N 2
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home for what will be needed ; but I shall be 
back soon and he left the room.

Mrs. G-race, after passionate shrieks and 
groans and wringing of hands when Jamie was 
brought home, had seated herself in the corner 
by the fire in her rocking-chair, and sat waving 
to and fro in it, and moaning, evidently thinking 
that she was a most tender mother, and Mar
cella, with her marble face and perfect quiet, 
an unfeeling creature. Marcella was only 
thankful she behaved so well, and hoped it 
would last, at least until Dr. Bell could not 
see her.

“ Why didn’t ye ’troduce me to the doctor ?” 
said she.

“ I was only thinking of Jamie,” said Mar
cella, meekly.

“ And that’s all ye ever think of, ye ungrateful 
child ! Didn’t I take care of yer when ye was a 
babby, and am I not yer own born mither ?”

“ Oh, mother ! don’t,” implored Marcella— 
“don’t you see how he'lies there?” and she 
burst into tears, which had really relieved her 
when they passed away. The doctor now came, 
and with him the surgeon, Mr. Marvel.

“ Marcella, you and your mother will have to 
go into another room for a while. We have to 
perform an operation on Jamie, which we hope 
will restore him, but you must not be here. Is 
there plenty of hot water to be had—and have

you any cloth for bandages?” Marcella pro
vided the cloth, being obliged to use the new 
piece that she had brought to work at, little 
anticipating the use to which it would that day 
be put. Then she spoke to her mother—

“ Mother, we must go now.”
“Indade, it’s yerself that’ll go, and not his 

own mither; I’ll niver lave him, niver! niver!” 
and the most patternly and devoted mother 
could not have looked, such a degree of indignant 
affection as Mrs. Grace expressed.

“Mrs. Grace,” said Dr. Bell, “so good a 
mother will sacrifice her own feelings for the 
sake of her child ; and I am sure that you will 
not risk the boy’s life by remaining in the 
room?’

The doctor said this with such grave defer
ence, that Marcella was on the point of smiling; 
but, alas! sorrow drowned every other feeling, 
and she was glad that any means made her 
mother willing to go with her into Mrs. Rooney’s 
room. As she went out of the door, she said—

“You will call me, if I can do anything, 
doctor ?”

“ Yes, my child,” said Dr. Bell; and said it so 
kindly, that her tears came again.

The two hours that followed seemed a life
time to Marcella. “ What can we do ?” thought 
she. “ I must stay here, that is clear, for 
mother could never take care of him. How
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dreadful it will be! And if he should die ? O 
G-od! strengthen me, and help me to trust thee, 
and to do thy will!” This prayer, short as it 
was, often repeated and with all her heart, quieted 
and comforted her more than anything else.

How was she to get her necessary clothes from 
Mr. Grey’s ? How let them know she should 
not return ? She could not go herself, for the 
doctors might want her. Was there no one 
whom she could send ?

“ Mrs. Rooney,” said she, “ would you be 
willing to go to Mr. Grey’s for me ?”

“ To be sure,” said Mrs. Rooney; and before 
Marcella could think what she wanted, Mrs. 
Rooney was ready.

“ Please ask Miss Hellie to send my cotton 
dress, and what clothes she thinks I shall need 
here; and tell her about Jamie.”

Mrs. Rooney departed, well pleased to have 
an errand to take her to so grand a place as 
she considered Mr. Grey’s to be, and with a 
true gossip’s joy at having something uncom
mon to relate, even if it did involve so much 
misery to her neighbours.

The clock in Mrs. Rooney’s room ticked with 
startling beats. Mrs. Grace had been so much 
overcome by her great grief on Jamie’s account, 
that she said she must “ take a drap” to sustain 
her! Consequently, she had fallen asleep again 
in her chair. Marcella tried to think what she
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must do, and wished to form some plan for her 
guidance the next few days; but a sense of 
oppression, a foreboding such as she had never 
felt before, seemed to benumb her soul.

All she could do wras to repeat to her 
throbbing heart, “In the day when I cried, 
Thou answeredst me, and didst strengthen me 
with strength in my soul;” and it seemed to 
her as if she had grown giddy in walking up a 
narrow path that overhung the rushing water, 
and obliged to close her eyes, had put her hand 
out, and felt it grasped by a strong sustaining 
arm. Thus she sat, and at intervals some little 
scene in her past life, that was connected with 
Jamie, came before her like a living picture; 
and events that she had long forgotten started 
up before her with the distinctness of present 
occurrences. Meanwhile she listened to every 
sound from their own room, and heard all that 
passed there; nay, she seemed to hear at least a 
dozen distinct persons, and to listen to and think 
of a dozen things at once. “ Hark! a boy’s step 
on the stairs, with the stamping of boots : that 
must be Johnnie!” and quick as thought, she 
was on the stairs with her finger on her lips, and 
had taken Johnnie’s hand, and led him into 
Mrs. Rooney’s room. There she told him in 
whispers what had occurred, while she still 
listened as intently as if she had been silent. 
A faint groan she was sure she heard! How
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could she stay there, away from him ?—Another! 
She pressed her hand on her forehead mechani
cally, and crept to the door of the room. Here 
she heard every sound. Johnnie had followed 
her, and stood holding her hand. He vras, 
thinking as much of Marcella’s distress and 
anxiety as of his brother, for not having seen 
him, as Marcella had, he could not realize how- 
fearful his condition was.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

NEW ABBANGEMENTS.

They had stood thus for at least half-an-hour, 
when the doctor opened the door, and seeing 
Marcella, exclaimed, “ Thank God, he lives!” 
A few glad tears rolled down Marcella’s face, 
as she stepped towards Jamie’s narrow bed. 
He lay motionless and white as the sheet that 
covered him ; but his eyes were open, and there 
was intelligence in them, and the parted lips 
looked as if breath came through them.

Marcella kissed his hand, and stroked it 
gently; but she dared not touch his face; for 
covering his brow was a broad bandage, and 
stains of blood were upon it, and on the pillow 
of straw beneath.

“ You must keep all things very quiet,

Marcella,” said the doctor, in a subdued voice. 
“We found a fracture of the bone, but with 
perfect quiet, and great care, we may hope for 
the best.”

“ What is to be done ?” asked she.
The doctor gave her some powders, with 

directions for the night, and saying that he 
would be in again for a moment at bed-time, 
left in company with the surgeon.

Marcella now thought of the fire, and remem
bered she still had no wood. “Johnnie,” said 
she, “ you must hasten, and before you go back 
to Mr. Bacon’s, go to Mr. G-rey’s for me and 
borrow their wheelbarrow, and ask Mr. Grey 
to please to give you wood enough to last me 
through the night. You will have to trundle it 
here, and bring it upstairs softly, and pile it up 
in the corner for me; and then go round to all 
the rooms in this house and ask the people to 
make no more noise than they can help; for 
Jamie is very ill.”

All this was said outside the door of the room, 
so that Jamie should not hear it; and Johnnie, 

in his eagerness to serve, went rather carelessly 
down the stairs, but seemed to think when 
about half-way down, and then stepped more 
softly. He met Mrs. Rooney on her way back. 
Nellie and nurse were with her. He told them 
his errand, and Nellie said her father was not at 
home, but he could have the wheelbarrow and

»8
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the wood,-she knew. Kellie was alarmed when 
she saw Marcella; for she seemed to her to 
have grown much older since the morning. She 
greeted her fondly, and then went to look at 
Jamie. She came hack to Marcella’s side, and 
whispered—•

“ He does not look so ill as I expected; hut 
you look dreadfully tired; do let me stay with 
you to-night ?”

“ Oh, no !” said Marcella, “ there is little to 
do, the doctor says; and perhaps I shall need 
help some other time.”

“ Well, then, let nurse stay. I shall get on 
nicely to-night, Marcella,” said Kellie, “ and we 
will see when to-morrow night comes.”

Kellie now, with silent steps, fetched in her 
basket filled with the “hundred little things” 
she thought Marcella would like—camphor and 
jelly, her own wadded 'wrapper and quilted 
shoes,—which last Marcella fairly laughed at— 
it was so absurd to suppose her great feet would 
go into Kellie’s tiny shoes.

“ Oh,” said Kellie, “ I forgot that you are 
two years older and a foot taller nearly: well, 
I can take them home again. At any rate, 
this will come into play,” holding up a portly 
bundle of old linen pieces.

“ Yes, indeed, that was thoughtful,” said Mar
cella.

“ Well, nurse did that piece of thinking,”
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said Kellie; “ so you can thank her for that. It 
was I who thought you would like a night-lamp 
to burn in the room. And here is a little 
chloride of lime; and nurse says you must 
sprinkle some outside the slop-hole, and all 
about in the yard, and dissolve some in water 
to wash those boards where the hole is cut in 
the wall—they smell so had.”

“ I believe you knew ah I wanted—you and 
nurse; what good friends you are!” and Mar
cella felt almost overwhelmed with the kindness 
that sought to alleviate her troubles.

“Well,” said Kellie, trying to smile, “you 
know you are a naughty girl, and don’t deserve 
any love, and never did anything for other 
people in trouble! I wouldn’t love you if I 
could help it; but if you make it impossible for 
everybody not to love you, what are we to do ? 
I wish you would try and be a little different, 
if you seriously wish your friends to love you 
less and do less for you! As for me, I feel 
ashamed that I can do so little. Shan’t I put 
your mother in my pocket and take her home 
with me ?”

“ Don’t try to make me laugh, Kellie.”
“ Well, seriously, what shall we do with your 

mother? It won’t be good for Jamie to have 
her here, nor for you either. I will take her 
home with me, and nurse and I will contrive a 
place for her.”

o
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“No! no!” said Marcella, “ that will never 
do. Mrs. Rooney will let her stay in her room 
to-night, I know.”

“Well,” said Nellie, “I’ll go and ask her 
myself, and ask your mother, so as to make sure 
of it before I go.”

Mrs. Rooney and Mrs. Grace both consented 
to the arrangement; for Nellie gave Mrs. Rooney 
one of the pies which she had brought, and this 
made her very good-natured. When it grew 
dark, Nellie said she must go. Johnnie soon 
returned with the wood, and after he had 
sprinkled the lime in the yard, and washed round 
the sink-hole in the wall, and done all that he 
could think of for Marcella, he started for his 
home at Mr. Bacon’s, saying—

“ I shall ask Mr. Bacon to let me watch 
Jamie to-morrow night, for I am a great deal 
stronger than you, Marcy, and I can work just 
as well nest day.”

“ We will see,” said his sister. “ You are a 
good boy, and a dear, kind brother.”

Johnnie went oif much encouraged, by her 
simple, loving words, which had made him feel 
more manly and chivalrous because he could help 
and comfort his sister. Marcella kept the room 
as still as she could, and moved about with noise
less feet, arranging things for the night; con
triving in her own mind how she could best 
manage her aifairs while Jamie was ill.
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At ten o’clock came the doctor. He told her 
that Jamie’s skull was fractured, and that his life 
hung by a thread; but he had strong hope for 
him: his youth and good health were in his 
favour. He told Marcella just what to do, and 
directed her to make herself a cup of tea at 
two o’clock and eat a little. It would help to 
warm her, and to keep her from taking cold. 
When he left her, and she looked on into the 
long, dark, cold, and anxious night that lay 
before her, she shuddered; but felt that it would 
never do to let her fears unnerve her, though 
the fastening to the door was but a slender one, 
and the house full of disorderly people.

The clock of the nearest church struck eleven! 
Jamie must take a powder. She prepared it, and 
he took it without any trouble. She then took 
her Bible and tried to learn two or three verses 
that she found suited to her need; then she 
prayed to her heavenly Father, and cast herself, 
defenceless, alone, and surrounded by evil as 
she was, upon His Almighty care. After this, 
although her heart beat a little more quickly 
whenever she heard a footstep in the passage, 
yet on the whole she felt sustained, and “ quiet 
from fear of evil.”

Twelve o’clock! One! How long it seemed! 
Now she would make her tea; that would help 
her to keep awake, at any rate, and would warm 
her, for she felt almost frozen. Jamie grew



148 NELLIE GREY. NEW ARRANGEMENTS. 149

more restless, and his breathing shorter; while 
the bright spots on his cheek quite glowed.

“ Water! give me water!” he said, eagerly. 
Marcella was almost afraid to let him have 

it. She had not thought of asking the doctor 
whether she might give him as much as he 
might wish. But she must decide, and he looked 
so eagerly at the tumbler, that she filled it, and 
let him take it to his lips, thinking she would 
give him half of it; but, with feverish strength, 
he grasped and drained it before she could 
resist at all. In another hour she thought him 
not quite so hot, and his breathing after the 
last tumbler of water was certainly better. He 
continued to beg for more at intervals, twice or 
thrice; and she was convinced it did him good, 
for, towards morning, he had a little quiet sleep. 
She could not hope that he had once known 
her, or had had one perfectly sensible moment 
during the night.

He had always been a kind and beloved 
brother: but Marcella had no good reason for the 
hope that he was a child of Gfod. This was to 
her the most dreadful part of his illness. Loss 
of life seemed nothing in comparison with the 
eternity beyond it. “ Oh, Jamie! ” thought she, 
“ my darling brother! I could see you lie cold in 
death, and not feel the grief I do now, if I only 
knew that you had loved God when you were 
alive. I could bear to lose your love to me,

sweet as it is ; I could bear to lay down all the 
hopes I had of your being a good and happy 
man through a long life; I could bear anything 
but thisand she writhed with the agony 
she felt, but durst not express it by groans or 
sobs, for fear lest he, or some one in the next 
room, should hear her. Then again she called 
upon God, and felt that she must lay all her 
care, even this most heavy one, upon Him, or 
she should be crushed ; and now worn out, she 
very nearly fell asleep in her chair.

The clock again rouses her, she adds a stick to 
the fire, gives Jamie his powder, and again more 
water; and then dozes until the day dawns.

“ ‘ How cold the pale daylight is! ’ while 
the carts and horses, and everything that can 
create a noise, seem to be determined to make 
as much of a Babel as they can. It does not 
disturb Jamie, though; so they may keep it up, 
if they must.”

Now comes the doctor again at six o’clock. 
He approves of the cold water having been 
given, and leaves directions for the day. He 
will come again in the evening ; and if Jamie’s 
fever should increase again before that, they 
must send for him. Now he is gone, and she 
prepares breakfast. She cannot have her mother 
come in to eat it, and so she carries it to her. 
Grumbling and fault-finding are all the solace her 
mother offers the weary girl; and Marcella has 
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need of the text, “ Return not evil for evilfor 
her mother’s words are very provoking, and she 
is nervous and tried; but she conquers herself, 
and returns to Jamie’s side.

At eight o’clock nurse comes, sent by Nellie, 
who stops at home to take care of Hattie, send
ing word that she will call in the afternoon. 
Nurse forcibly takes Marcella in her arms, after 
having decently made up the bed used by her 
mother, and having put on clean sheets, which 
she brought with her,—lays Marcella down, and 
gives her strict orders not to stir without leave. 
In a few minutes she is so sound asleep, that 
nurse feels sure of her, and washes the dishes 
and puts the place in order; for in one small 
room, almost destitute of conveniences, yet full 
of things in daily and hourly use, it is astonish
ing what constant arranging and cleaning and 
tidying are required to keep things nice. Then 
she takes out her knitting for a little while. 
Marcella sleeps quietly, but Jamie is restless: 
lie mutters a great deal, and his arms are in 
ceaseless motion.

CHAPTER XXXV.

A NEW HOPE.

Alter a short time, nurse crept out of the 
room and despatched Mrs. Rooney for the doc
tor. Jamie was becoming much worse. There 
was a pinched look in the nostrils, a whiteness 
about the mouth, and a lack of intelligence in 
the eye, which, with the burning cheeks and 
throbbing body, made her feel that his earthly 
days were numbered. She hoped that Marcella 
might sleep through the doctor’s visit; but 
while she was whispering her fears to him, she 
saw her sitting up in the bed, wide awake, and 
with the look of one who has just arrived from 
a distant country and finds everything strange 
and unreal about her. In a moment, the poor 
girl covered her face with her hands, as a glance 
at Jamie’s bed brought to her recollection the 
scenes of the previous night. Then with a 
terrible effort she rose and seated herself by the 
fire, waiting for the doctor’s opinion. He stood 
long with his back to her, looking at Jamie. 
He counted his pulse many times, and at last 
when he turned round, the eyes that met Mar
cella’s questioning gaze were filled with tears. 
Marcella uttered not a sound, but a millstone 
seemed to have fallen on her heart.
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The doctor took out his case of medicines 
and prepared something, which he gave Jamie; 
but it was evidently done to make Marcella feel 
that something was being done for him, rather 
than because he thought any medicine would 
avail to save or prolong his life. At last he 
left them, saying that other very sick patients 
were waiting for his visits, and that he would 
come again in the evening.

At noon Mr. Grey called for a moment to 
tell Marcella that he had been to see that some 
wood was sent her in the afternoon; and he had 
engaged a man to bring it. He said Nellie had 
a cold, and he should not let her go out; but 
that nurse could stay all night, and that he 
should prefer to have her do so, as he thought 
that Marcella ought not to be alone that night. 
Then he said he had seen Dr. Bell; and Mar
cella knew that they thought Jamie might not 
live the night through. She sat down on the 
stairs where he left her, and for a few minutes 
gave way to her grief. She felt that her heart 
would break if she did not let herself cry a little.

But she did not indulge long. She washed 
her eyes, and called her mother into Mrs. 
Eooney’s room, determined to make one des
perate effort to reach her heart, and persuade 
her at least not to drink and smoke while Jamie 
was so ill. Her mother seemed frightened by 
Marcella’s earnestness, and denied that she ever

A NEW HOPE.

did drink anything but cold water. “ Unless 
perhaps the tay that yerself brought, niver a drap 
has passed my lips these four days,” said she.

Marcella felt how hopeless it was to suppose 
she would keep a promise not to drink, even if 
she made it; and, cold and despairing, she went 
back to Jamie. She asked nurse to make her a 
cup of tea, and get what dinner she could find, 
and told her what Mr. Grey had said about her 
staying all night.

“I shall be glad to help you, poor thing,” 
said she to Marcella. “ You look half dead 
yourself; and as for that mother of yours, I 
wish I could choke her!”

“ Oh, nurse, don’t say so; she is my mother.”
“Well, don’t fret about what I say; I don’t 

mean any harm,” said nurse; “ only she isn’t fit 
to be the mother of such a girl as you.”

Marcella was grieved to feel that down in 
die depth of her heart she was pleased at this 
compliment to her own superiority, even more 
han she was hurt by her mother’s wickedness.

“ Oh!” thought she, “ shall I ever be really 
meek and lowly in heart,’ like my blessed 

Redeemer ?” and she prayed that God would 
brgive her pride and make her truly humble 
n spirit. “ Oh, how bad my heart must be, if 
it such a time as this I can be proud!” and she 
elt, more than ever, the need of the power of 
Tod to keep her from continually sinning.
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Jamie was evidently growing no better, and 
she looked forward to the night with dread. 
In her weakness she hourly cast herself upon 
the love of her heavenly Father, and she felt 
that if He had not constantly sustained her, 
she could not have borne her affliction at all. 
As night came on, the redness went away from 
Jamie’s face, and a terrible paleness seemed 
creeping over it, like a shadow. He restlessly 
pulled the bed-clothes with his fingers, and his 
lips were moving often, although none of his 
words could be distinguished. Now Marcella 
read the chapter in John that the nurse had 
chosen for her—“ I will not leave you comfort
less, I will come to you;” and then kneeling 
by Jamie’s bedside, she prayed.

She had reason to believe that this prayer, 
which went up from the depths of a sister’s 
broken heart, was heard, for “ His sake who 
loved us, and gave Himself for us.” At mid
night, Jamie, while she was standing gazing at 
him, suddenly looked in her face, as of old, and 
said distinctly—“ Does He love me ?”

“ Who, Jamie ?”
“ The Lord Jesus,” he replied, faintly.
“Yes, dearest; He loves you with an ever

lasting love.”
“ Are you sure ?” Oh, how faintly, yet how 

earnestly, that voice spoke!
“Yes, sure;" and she pressed his hand un-
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consciously as she emphasized the word “ sure.” 
She thought he said “ sing;” and although she 
felt it an impossibility, she tried, and chanted, 
“ Have mercy upon me, O God! according to 
thy loving-kindness; according unto the multi
tude of thy tender mercies, blot out my trans
gressions. Wash me throughly from mine ini
quity, and cleanse me from my sin. Create in 
me a clean heart, O God;” then changing the 
strain, she added—

“ I know that my Redeemer lives and ever prays for me; 
Salvation to my soul He gives, and life, and liberty.” 

Again she took up the low, soft chant, “ Though 
I walk through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil, for Thau art with me; 
Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort me.”

She had sung slowly, and with her lips near 
Jamie’s ear, while her hand clasped his. It had 
been icy cold some time; now the fingers were 
relaxed; and she sat on the bedside, feeling that 
he was gone, but that she could not leave him. 
“ Oh! had he indeed been conscious ? and had 
he indeed gone—trusting in his Saviour ?”

God alone could tell. But she was strengtn- 
ened to believe that He had heard her prayers, 
and that the good seed of His word—as sown in 
the sanctuary, in the Sunday-school, in her own 
teachings, and in the study of the Bible—had 
thus, after many days, borne fruit to the glory 
of God in the salvation of her brother’s soul.
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CHAPTER XXXVI.

A NEW TRIAL OF PATIENCE.

The funeral of the poor! Is anything in life 
more touching than the burials of the poor, 
as they are usually conducted in our smaller 
villages ? And is anything more heartless and 
hollow than a great funeral in a great city? 
Still, wherever there is one faithful, loving 
heart that cannot leave its dead until the earth 
or the tomb has closed over him, there are true 
obsequies and real mourning. Marcella knew 
that Jamie must be buried in the common 
cemetery, and at the expense of the parish: that 
his coffin would be but a rough shell, and no 
stone would distinguish his grave from many 
others as lowly as his own: but now those 
words came to her soul, as if chanted by angels 
—“He made His grave with the wicked; He 
was despised and rejected of men, a man of 
sorrows and acquainted with grief, and we 
esteemed Him not.” This lowliness and humility 
of her Lord comforted her heart, for again the 
voices seemed to sing—“ It is enough for the 
disciple that he be as his master, and the servant 
as his lord.” Nurse helped her to wash and 
prepare poor Jamie for his coffin ; and when all

was done, she made Marcella lie down, and said 
she would watch them both.

Mrs. Grace had gone to Mrs. Rooney’s room 
again, as she could be more comfortable there 
than in her own. She wanted to ask all in the 
house into her own room, and have “refresh
ments” and something to drink, and hold a 
“wake” all night over the dead body of her 
child; but Marcella firmly told her that if she 
attempted to do so, she would send for Mr. 
Grey and the doctor; and Mrs. Grace was 
obliged to limit herself to smoking and drink
ing in Mrs. Rooney’s room.

The next day, as Marcella sat by the side of 
Jamie’s remains, who should quite unceremo
niously enter the room but a priest of the 
church of Rome! He at once went up to the 
lifeless body, and said over some prayers, as 
Marcella supposed they were, though she could 
not understand a word of them. He crossed 
the dead child’s face also, and sprinkled water 
on it. Marcella sat quite still, for she knew no 
amount of spoken Latin could injure her brother, 
and that the water and the sign of the cross upon 
his forsaken clay could not disturb the quiet of 
his spirit in the other world. She thought, if 
she opposed she should only provoke, and she 
hoped the vain rites would end here. But hear
ing the priest in conversation with her mother 
after he had left her, she opened the door and

p
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stood before them. “ What is wanted, mother ?” 
said she.

No sooner was her gentle voice heard than 
her mother began to abuse her, and the priest 
joined with her in heaping reproaches upon the 
poor child as a “ little heretic.”

In reply to the priest’s words, which were 
very soft and smooth when heard in contrast 
with her mother’s, Marcella firmly but respect
fully said—■

“ Mr. Flanigan, I am only a child, and cannot 
pretend to reason with you; but my Bible 
teaches me that Christ died for me, and that 
His blood alone cleanseth from all sin; and I 
find nothing in G-od’s word about any atonement 
or intercession of the Virgin Mary, or any angel or 
priest. If Christ is not my Saviour, I have none.”

There was an expression of contempt in the 
priest’s countenance, as he left her and slowly 
made his way down the stairs.

When he had gone, Mrs. Grace gave vent 
to the wrath that had been working in her be
sotted mind all the time the priest was talking 
to Marcella:—“ Vile heretic, and impudent slut, 
to trate his rivirence so, and he condescending 
to spake to the likes of ye ! To be sure, an yer 
mither was not a good Catholic, he would niver 
have thought ye worth a word from hisself;” 
and so on until she was tired. Then muttering 
something to herself, and at the same time

filling her pipe from a little blue paper of 
tobacco she had in her pocket, she went to 
Jamie’s side, and kneeling down with the pipe 
in her mouth, proceeded to count over her beads.

Nurse returned in the evening to stay with 
Marcella again all night, for the next day was 
to be that of the funeral. Mrs. Grace insisted 
that Jamie should be buried in what she called 
“ consecrated ground.” Marcella was afraid she 
would really bring it about; but she drank so 
much that morning, that when the men went 
to take the coffin, she was lying on the floor of 
Mrs. Booney’s room, too tipsy to move.

Marcella, and nurse, and Johnnie were the 
only ones to follow poor Jamie to his grave! 
Nellie had not got over her cold; Mr. Grey was 
absent from town on business ; and the boy had 
died after so short an illness, that few of his 
companions knew of his death. Johnnie was 
closely confined at Mr. Bacon’s, who had been 
ill, and the whole care and work so devolved 
upon him, that he only felt at liberty to be 
absent long enough to see his poor brother 
buried. As soon as the earth closed over the 
coffin, he said, wiping his eyes on his coat-sleeve, 
“Now, Marcella, I must go.” They kissed 
each other by the cold grave-side, and Johnnie 
went swiftly back to his work; while Marcella, 
blinded by her tears, weakened by her sorrow, 
and faint through lack of the food she had not
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appetite to eat, was led or almost carried by 
nurse back to her wretched home. When there, 
she threw herself on the bed from which Jamie 
had been taken, and poured out her grief in 
unrestrained tears. Nurse let her cry a while, 
then took her from the bed and held her in her 
lap as if she had been a baby.

“Marcella, this is wrong; Jamie is better 
off—-far better off—than you, or I, or any that 
are left.”

“ Oh, nurse! do you think he loved G-od ? 
Do you think he has gone to heaven ?”

“Yes, I do. God is merciful and kind; and 
if He saved the thief on the cross, who cried,
‘ Lord, remember me,’ is it likely that he was 
unwilling or unable, even at the eleventh hour, 
to save our Jamie when he asked so earnestly,
‘ Does Jesus love me ?’ ”

“ Oh, no ! I do not suppose He is unwilling 
or unable, but I long to be certain that Jamie 
is blessed.”

“Well, darling, you must leave him in God’s 
hands. Can you not trust your God with the 
keeping of your brother’s soul ?”

“I must leave him in God’s hands, for He 
has taken him out of mine.”

“ Yes, Marcella; and if you will only be 
patient and obey God, and trust Him till you 
die, you will then ‘ inherit His promises;’ and 
one of them is, ■ What thou knowest not now,

thou shalt know hereafter.’ Can’t you sing, 
1 My faith looks up to Thee ?’ ”

“ I can’t sing to-day, nurse; but you will 
sing it to me.”

Nurse’s voice was neither true nor sweet, 
but the familiar words and tune stole into 
Marcella’s heart, and before nurse had ceased, 
she felt more quiet.

CHAPTER XXXVII.

A NEW STRUGGLE.

“What can I do about mother?” said Mar
cella, after a long silence.

Nurse had hoped she was asleep; but the 
poor child’s double grief for the dead and for 
the living prevented any rest, now that the ex
citement of hope was gone.

“ I don’t know, I am sure,” said nurse.
“ Don’t you think I ought to stay here with 

her, and not go back to Mr. Grey’s ?”
“ No, indeed! What good can your staying 

do her ? She will drink and smoke and count 
her beads—all the same.”

“ I know that; but some time she may be ill, 
and perhaps then she would listen to me. I 
would so much rather go back to Mr. Grey’s, 
that I am afraid that hr me would be the broad 
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way of doing wrong; and staying here looks 
more like the narrow path of self-denial and 
duty.”

Nurse fought against this conviction of 
Marcella s; hut she felt that Marcella might 
be right after all, and she therefore ceased to 
argue the point, hoping that Nellie would prove 
irresistible. She could not bear to think of 
Marcella—Mrs. Grey’s favourite, petted, as she 
had been at Mr. Grey’s, by the whole house, 
and beloved like a sister by Nellie—staying in 
such a den and among such people. She thought 
it would injure her to be surrounded by de
grading conversation and habits, and she even 
feared that her piety would burn low and go 
out, as the flame of the candle does in foul air. 
But the flame of a candle is fed by the air of 
earth, and when that is exhausted or vitiated, it 
must expire; whereas the light of the pious soul 
is fed from' heaven, and, like the stars in the 
firmament, cannot be extinguished by the foul 
air of earth.

The next day, Marcella went to Mr. Grey’s. 
Nellie’s throat was still sore; but she was de
lighted to see Marcella.

“ Oh, Nellie,” said Marcella, with a choked 
voice, “ you are all too good and kind to me. 
Why will you make it so hard for me to leave 
you ?” This was said by way of thanking Nellie 
for having sent her, the day before the funeral, two

plain linen collars, a black mousseline-de-laine 
dress, and a black felt bonnet neatly trimmed 
with black.

“ I thought,” said Nellie, “ you would not mind 
about your cloak; it is so nearly new and so 
dark, that it will not look amiss with your black 
things. But don’t think of breaking my heart 
by leaving me. Wait until father comes home 
to tea, and then see what he says. He does 
not approve of your going home, any more than 
I, and you will do what he says, I know.”

When Mr. Grey came in at tea-time, they 
had the subject fully discussed.

“ Marcella,” said Mr. Grey, “ have you con
sidered how exposed to evil you will be, if you 
go home to live ?”

“ God is able to keep those that put their 
trust in Him,” said she ; “ and He took care of 
me when Jamie was sick.”

“ Yes ; but He commands us to avoid tempta
tion, and teaches us to pray that we may not be 
led into it. It seems to me you would enter 
into it unnecessarily by going home to live.”

“I wish to be there on Johnnie’s account. 
He could then spend his spare evenings at 
home, and his Saturday afternoons too; and, 
besides, if mother were to die there all alone 
and uncared for, I should reproach myself as 
long as I live; and I cannot help feeling that 
perhaps some time I might be made the means,
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in God’s hand, of touching her heart if I lived 
with her.”

“ If you have decided that it is your duty,” 
said Mr. Grey, “ I have nothing more to say; 
but you know how dear you were to my sainted 
Mary, and that in my house you may always 
claim a home for her sake; besides that, you 
have endeared yourself to us all, and I shudder 
to have you go back among such people, at 
your tender age.”

Marcella’s tears fell thick and fast, but she 
said—

“ I think I ought to go. I would a great deal 
rather stay. Perhaps my courage will fail, and 
I may come back sooner than you think.”

“Well, child, the sooner the better. I ad
mire your devotion and self-denial, but I really 
think in this case it is thrown away.”

“ It will not be thrown away upon my own 
heart, at any rate, Mr. Grey. I have had too 
easy and indulgent a life here; if I would be 
like my Saviour, I must bear my cross, and there 
is none whatever in living here.”

“We must be sure that it is Christ’s cross, 
and not one of our own making that we bear, 
Marcella.”

Everybody felt that there could be no use in 
further opposition to Marcella’s going home; 
and so with Christian kindness every one 
set to work to have her go as comfortably as
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possible. Nellie was to carry her the religious 
newspaper every week, after they had read it at 
home. A good bureau was found for her clothes, 
and a good trunk, with a tray and lock and key, 
where she could keep her writing implements, 
her Bible, and her little treasures safe. Nellie 
and Mr. Grey gave her many precious books to 
be her companions.

After the bustle and excitement of settling 
herself, and getting systematized in her new 
abode and new life, were over, Marcella had 
hours of doubt and depression; but, for the 
most part, she had the conviction that she had 
striven to do right, and that she must “leave 
the result to God.” She drew water and 
carried wood, swept and mopped, washed dishes 
and clothes, and cooked, and still found time 
for her Bible and her writing, her beloved books, 
and her almost daily visit to Nellie. But she 
was happy, feeling that she was doing right.

Johnnie spent many evenings and almost 
every Saturday afternoon at home, and she felt 
that he was improved by it, in head and heart. 
Her mother’s seemed a hopeless case. She 
drank and smoked as greedily as ever; but 
Marcella prayed and laboured, patiently and 
quietly, leaving the future with God.



166

CHAPTER XXXVIII.

A NEW STEP.

One Saturday afternoon, when Johnnie had 
failed to go home, Marcella went to Mr. Gfrey’s. 
She wanted to see Nellie about something she 
had been thinking of a great deal lately.

“ Nellie,” said she, when they were alone, 
“why cannot we ask to be admitted to the Lord’s 
Supper ?”

“ I don’t know,” said Nellie. “ I should be 
glad if we could. Had we not better go and 
talk to Mr. Hunt about it ?”

They were soon in the pastor’s study, where 
they made known to him their thoughts and 
wishes. He readily entered into their views; 
examined them carefully to see if they rightly 
understood the design and use of that sacred ordi
nance ; and counselled them carefully to study 
the Scriptures, and by earnest prayer to their 
Rather in heaven to seek for grace to know and 
to do their duty. Then, after commending them 
to God and the word of His grace, he told them 
he would give them an answer to their request 
very soon.

The next Saturday night, Marcella and Nellie 
each received a little note from their beloved 
minister, saying that they could be admitted
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to the communion of the church at the next 
celebration of the Lord’s Supper, which would 
be in three weeks. The children spent much 
time together, reading in their Bibles all the 
passages that said anything about the ordinance, 
and trying to learn all they could about the way 
in which they must partake of it, to have it do 
them all the good intended by their Saviour 
when He commanded His followers to observe it.

Marcella and nurse had always sat in the 
gallery of the church, and on Communion Sun
days nurse went to be with the communicants, 
while Nellie went up and sat with Marcella 
in the gallery. On this occasion, the girls sat 
together. Nellie was not quite fifteen years old, 
and Marcella not seventeen. Marcella was very 
tall and large for her age, and seemed two years 
older than she really was; while Nellie was 
plump, but little of stature, and seemed as much 
younger than fifteen as Marcella seemed older 
than seventeen. They were both, however, re
markably well instructed, and had a clear view 
of the duties and obligations into which they 
entered.

The season was a very solemn one to them; 
they both thought over all their past lives; the 
mercies and goodness of God to them; their 
sorrows and their sins. Then they thought over 
the life and death of their Saviour, and resolved, 
with silent prayers, to devote themselves, body
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and soul, as long as they should Eve, to “ Him 
who had loved them and given Himself for them,” 
knowing that if thus they laboured to be “ ac
cepted of Him,” then, whenever He called them 
to be “ absent from the body,” they should find 
themselves for ever “present with the Lord.” 
It seemed to them as if their Saviour stood by 
them, and as if near Him was the beloved mother 
of one and the faithful Christian friend of the 
other, who had led them to Him by her prayers, 
and teaching, and example.

And now we must leave Nellie and MarceUa, 
hoping that they may “ hold fast the beginning 
of their confidence steadfast unto the end ; for 
“he that endureth to the end shall be saved,” 
says our Saviour; and He has promised, “ My 
grace is sufficient for thee“ I will be thy 
God for ever, I will be thy guide even unto 
death.”

May the readers of this little book seek and 
find this blessed Saviour, that He may lead them 
through life, and receive them in death to His 
own bosom in glory.
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