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NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL.

CHAPTER I.

" Ever would I fain be reading,

In the ancient Holy Book,

Of my Saviour's gentle pleading-

Truth in every word and look.

How, when children came, He bless'd them,

Suffer'd no man to reprove

;

Took them in His arms, and press'd them

To His heart with words of love."

Jr Hensel, Lyra Germanica.

HE last Sunday in May had come, to

the great joy of many a young heart

in the pretty village of Woodbridge ; for in the

afternoon of that holy day the monthly lecture

to children was always given in the parish

church.



10 ^hELLy, the gipsy girl.

There was somethiDg in the voice and smile

of its vciergyman that made all children love

him ; so that \^hen he spoke to them in these

lectures, in his kir^but very solemn way,

every eye was fixed upon him, and no other

sound heard.

This afternoon the church was very full, and

a stranger coming in might have been surprised

to hear such a clear response to the beautiful

prayers from all those children ; but they

knevr Mr. Harvey loved to hear their voices

then, as well as in singing the hymns ; for those

vv'ords, as he often toldi,hem, helped them to

Hx their minds in prayer, if clearly repeated.

Every eye v^as upon him as he opened his

Bible at the tenth chapter of Su Mark, the

sixteenth verse— ^- And He took them up in

His arms, put His hands upon them, and

blessed them."

There was hardly a child present who could

4



NELLY, THE GIPSY GIKL. 13

They went quietly back ; and no child pres-

ent listened more attentively than the poor^yi.;

friendless one at Mrs. Harvey's side.

After the sei'vicej when asked her name, she

replied, '^Nelly; but I must run back very fast."

" Will you come to me to-morrow ?" said

Mrs. Harvey. "I will give you a book, and

my children shall gather you some flowers."

Nelly looked surprised and pleased, but said,

quite sadly, '^ I will, if father will let me."

" How old are you, Nelly .?" asked Mrs.

Harvey.

" Ten, ma'am ; but please, I must go back,"

and she ran off.

Mary and Florence Harvey asked many ques-

tions of their mamma about the little stranger.

One thought she looked like a gipsy, the other

that she was only S. beggar ; but Mrs. Harvey

thought she looked too clean to be either the

one or the other.

2



14 IS^ELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL.

More than a week passed by, and nothing

^was heard or seen of Nelly. Some of the vil-

lagers told Mrs. Harvey they had seen her Avith

the gipsy carts, a mile off, and that she belong-

ed to them.

Near to the Vicarage was a large wood ; so

large that people could easily lose themselves

in it. Mary and Florence had finished their

lessonSj and after raking their gardens, thought

they would go to the edge of the wood to dig-

up a few more primroses to plant in them.

They took their spades and baskets, and ran

quickly off, as the sun was soon going to set, and

they had not much time left. As they were

forbidden to go into the wood without some

older person who knew the paths, Mary con-

tented herself with digging up many fine roots

on the bank ; but Florence' said she could not

be satisfied without some wood anemones, as

all she had planted before had died.
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^^ But," replied Mary, ^' they all grow quite-

inside the wood, and we must not go there for ^-5

them."

^^ Oh, I know the way quite well," said

Florence, "and mamma need not know any-

thing ahout it. If she sees them planted in

my garden, she will think they are those we

dug up last week/'

^^ Oh, Florence ! then you will disobey her,

and act a lie, too."

"That's very different from telling one,"

replied Florence.

" Papa says it's just the same thing," added

Mary, very earnestly. " Don't go, sister
;
pray

%on't."

Florence waved her basket in the air, and

sang out, " Wood anemones for me ! You al-

ways say, don't."

Both children worked away busily. Mary's

basket was full, and running up to the top of
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a bank, she called loudly to Florence to go

home, as the sun had set. No answer came

:

she called again, louder ^nd louder, ran first

one way, then another ; but nothing could be

heard or seen of Florence. Mary was much

frightened, and when she tried to call again,

something came in her throat, which took away

her voice, and a deep sob came instead. She

knew it would be a foolish j^la-ii to go into

the wood after her sister, as she might lose

herself too ; so she wisely ran home quite

fast.

Her papa and mamma were out when she

returned, visiting some poor sick people. Af-

ter telling their old nurse her trouble, they

both went quickly into the village to look for

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey. After some difficulty

they were found, and felt sad enough to hear

of Florence's disobedience and of her loss.

Mr, Harvey, and three men with him, start-
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ed off ; but by this time it had become dark.

Mary could not restrain her tears, but' felt

comforted as her mamma reminded her, that

even if her sister could not be found, it was a

warm night, and though she might, like the

birds, have to sleep in the wood, it was not

likely any harm would come to her. A long

search was made, but in vain ; the men shout-

ed, Mr. Harvey called her name ; the only an-

swer was, the screech of the owl, or the sweet

song of the nightingale ; and, as Mr. Harvey,

with a kind father's anxious heart, listened to

these, and remembered that the God who made

the birds of the air, and watches over and cares

for them, would do the same for his little girl,

it comforted him to pray for his disobedient

child, that she might be guarded and kept from

evil, and be made sorry for her sin.

The church clock struck eleven, and feeling

all further search was useless for that nio;ht,

2*
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Mr. Harvey returned h©me with two of the

men; the third insisted upon sleeping in the

wood. He said " He had done so before, and

he must do it again ; for there was nothing

he would not do for Mr. Harvey, or any belong-

ing to him."

A sleepless night was passed at the Parson-

age. Poor Mary dozed off now and then, but

only to have sad, frightful dreams,

r As soon as it was light Mr. Harvey and his

'^*' men again started off, all taking different paths

as they entered the wood.

Florence was twelve years old. She had

often before given trouble to her parents by her

disobedience ; and, as Mr. Harvey thought of

the Grood Shepherd seeking the sheep that was

lost, he prayed to his Saviour to be his guide

now, and to teach that little wanderer the

path of holiness and peace. Faint and weary,

he at leno^th sat down on a bank covered with
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white violetS; and took out a bag of biscuits,

which Mary, by her mamma's wish, had put in

his pocket. He had quite lost his way ; but

he knew that at twelve o'clock some laboring

men would pass by near to where he was, and

would set him right. He listened for their

footsteps, and as he did so, he heard singing

—

no bird's voice. He started up, the brushwood

was thick around him ; but, "^Tollawing the

sound, he went quickly and s^^ on. fres

ently he saw, seated on an opei^^^

a little girl, but not his Florence. The 'ChUd

was making daisy chains, and looked up quite

frightened, as she saw a stranger making his

way towards her.

He hastened on, and to his joy and surprise

there lay his child, covered over with an old

shawl, her head in the lap of the little girl.

Her long golden curls had woven in amongst

them violets and primroses.
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The father's heart vms too full ; he burst

into tears, and leaning over his child, took her

in his arms and kissed her. No eye was open-

ed to welcome him, and seeing she was in a

deep sleep, he sat down and pressed her to his

bosom.

The little strange child looked at him with

deep earnestness, and holding out his hand, he

said, '• Come here, my little girl ; did you not

hear voices calling out, ' Florence ?'—why did

you not answer, and show us where my child

was ? What is yoiir name ?"

" Nelly/' was the answer.

'^ Well, Nelly, why did you not call again ?''

The child was silent for a moment ; but

there was something in the gentle kindness

of Mr. Harvey's voice that she could not

any longer resist, and very softly she replied :

" Because I wanted to keep her for myself.

I have no one to play with."
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^' How came you to find her, Nelly ? come

sit by my side and tell me all about it."

The child sat down and was again silent
;

but looking up, said timidly :
" Is that the

way that kind Jesus took little children in His

arms and blessed them ?"

" Yes, Nelly, yes. If you will tell me what

I want to know about my child, and show me

the way out of the wood, I will tell you more

about the Lord Jesus Christ, and what He did

for many little children."

" This green place is my birds'-nest," said

Nelly ;
" and there's a stream of water just by

;

and when I came here to-day I found her lying

down asleep ; and I knew she came from the

church, because I saw her there that day."

Mr. Harvey remembered then the sob, and

Mrs. Harvey's leaving the church to comfort a

poor child ; so he added :

^^ Now, then, show me the way out, and my
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other little girl, Mary, has a book for you : she

has been wondering you did not come for it.

Can you read ?"

-' Only little words," replied Nelly ; and

both rose up to go. It took them some time to

thread first one narrow path and then another
;

but Nelly only laughed, as 'Mr. Harvey asked

her if she really did know the way. At last

came an opening in the wood, and then the

church spire was seen.

" I must go now,'' said Nelly ;
" that's the

way," pointing to the opening.

Mr. Harvey urged her to come in vain ; but

after promising she would come on Sunday, the

wild little thing ran quickly away.

Mr. Harvey spoke several times to Florence,

as he carried her in his arras. Sometimes she

spoke, too, but in a wandering sort of way, not

knowing what she said ; and as her hot head

lay against him, he felt that his sad anxiety for
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his child was not over. As he came near home,

he hear.d Mary's voice crying T)utj ''Papa's

found her/' She ran to meet them ; but her

joy was soon gone, as she saw her papa's sad

face.

Florence was laid in her bed, her hot head

bathed by her mother, and the doctor sent for.

Her clothes, when taken oiF, were very damp,

which proved she had been in some water.

Dr. Lawrence ordered her to be ke23t perfect-

ly quiet, and all her long curls to be cut off.

Saturday came, and still Florence knew no

one. Her sleep thftt night was quieter, and as

the church bells pealed out merrily the next

morning at ten, Florence opened her eyes, and

smiling, took hold of her mamma's hand. Sleep

came over her again ; a knock at the door was

lieard, and Mrs. Harvey hastened to open it.

To her surprise, there stood Nelly, Mary by

her side, who said in a whisper :
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Mamma, dear, Nelly has brought a few wild

strawberries ror Florence—are they not early ?

May she give them to her herself ?"

Mrs. Harvey hesitated for a moment, but

then taking Nelly by the hand, said, ^' You

shall just speak to her, she may know you/'

Nelly took up the largest and ripest of the

strawberries in her well-washed hand, and bend-

ing down, said, " Here's a strawberry for you."

Florence seemed roused, and taking hold of

the hand, cried, " Oh, Nelly ! take me out of

this wood."

The little gipsy girl looked distressed, and,

turning to Mrs. Harvey, said, " Do tell her

where she is."

A kind mother's voice quieted her child and

roused her to wakefulness.

" Oh, yes," said Florence, " I see now I am

in my own dear home ; and there is Mary, and

you, dear mamma, and poor Nelly. . Come here,
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Nelly ; I want to talk to you about our being

in the wood/'

" Not now, my child/' said Mrs. Harvey
;

" you must lie still, and as it is nearly church-

time, Mary must put on her bonnet ;" then

turning to Nelly, she added, " I hope you will

go, too, with my little girl."

Nelly looked up and said with a smile, "

yes, I'm going to hear more about the Lord

Jesus, who took little children in his arms and

blessed them."

Mary took hold of her mamma, ana said in a

whisper, " But, mamma, Nelly has no bonnet
;

what is to be done ? may I give her my garden

one .?"

Mrs. Harvey said " Yes," and told her to

take Nelly a walk round the garden first.

The two children did not say much. One

felt sad, the other shy ; but Mary knew it was

not right to think only of one's own grief, so
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she showed Nelly her garden and the primroses

out of the wood ; but they reminded her again

of poor Florence.

"Was my sister asleep when you found

her ?" asked Mary.

" Yes," replied Nelly ;
" but she woke up af-

terwards, and began to cry, and said she was so

cold, and all wet, for she had fallen into the

stream ; so I told her I would take care of her,

and I ran and fetched my shawl, and father

didn't see me."

" But why did you not find your father and

tell him all about it
.?'' asked Mary.

Nelly shook her head, and replied, ^' I took

my bread, for I knew my birds would want

their breakfast, and ran back and called out so

loud ^ Here I am ;' but the young lady did not

know me, and seemed asleep ; so I put her

head in my lap, and sang to my birds, and my

robin tried to fly off with one of her long curls.''
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'^ Pretty fellow/' replied Mary. ''Do you

love birds ?"

Oh, yes, said Nelly ; and squirrels, and rab-

bits, and an old toad I give a crumb to every

uiurning, and that's my birds'-nest where I was

sitting."

" And you are the mother bird," added

Mary, " and feed them all round. I love Birds,

too, and should like so much to see your nest
;

but the bell strikes out again, I must put my

old bonnet on you, and we will sit together in

church. Don't you like it, Nelly ?"

" Yes," replied the little gipsy girl, if no one

but you sees me."

Nelly sat quite still in church, and knelt

when Mary did, but seemed too timid to stand

up at all.

Not once did Nelly's eyes wander from Mr.

Harvey ; but directly the service was over, she

just said "Good bye," and was off like an ar-



28 NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL.

row. Mary found her boi^iuet had been thrown

ove]' the garden hedge, and^ full of wonder

about this strange little girl, she went in to

tell her mother.

Many rich and poor friends called at the

Vicarage to hear about Florence, and how she

was ; and all the following week she was more

thought of than any child in the parish ; for

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey were always ready to feel

for others in their sorrows or joys ;. so the

people knew the meaning of the sweet word

sympathy^ and they felt in return deep inter-

est in all that concerned Mr. and Mrs. Harvey.



CHAPTEK II.

" Listen, and I will tell thee

The song Creation sings

;

From the humming of bees in the heather,

To the flutter of angels' wings.

An echo rings for ever

;

The sound can never cease :

It speaks to God of glory,

It speaks to Earth of peace."

A. A. Proctee.

IHE next Sunday afternoon Florence

was carried down stairs, and laid on

tlie sofa in her mamma's sitting-room ; for,

amongst other troubles she had sprained her

ankle so badly, that sad night in the wood,

that she was quite unable to walk. Nelly had

been twice in the week to ask after her, each

time bringing strawberries and wild flowers,
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some tied up in bunches, and others wreathed

round a pretty rush basket, which the little

gipsy girl knew well how to make.

She had promised to come that Sunday af-

ternoon, to join Florence and Mary in Mrs.

Harvey's Bible class.

As Mrs. Harvey entered the room where the

party were assembled, her eye at once caught

Nelly's present of fruit and flowers for Flor-

ence : and, taking them in her hand, she look-

ed thoughtfully at them, and said, "I think,

dear children, that as we look at these flowers

and the fruit which Nelly has so kindly brought

to-day, we can learn some lessons out of them
;

and as this is a day I wish you never to forget

—one of deep thankfulness that Florence is

down amongst us again, and not laid in the

silent grave, as at one time of her illness we

feared she might be—I intend to tell you a

storv, instead of havino- our usual Bible lesson.
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You all know the difference between a false

and a real flower : the one is so perfect, and

God's own workmanship ; the other unreal,

and however well madOj full of defects, and un-

satisfying. Now we will read through the

104th Psalm, in which David so counts over,

as it were, the many beauties and wonders

around him, and exclaims, ' Lord, how man-

ifold are Thy works ! in wisdom hast Thou

made them all ; the earth is full of Thy rich-

es ;'—and then I will tell you my story/'

The Psalm was read, and a very attentive

party gathered round Mrs. Harvey, whose

many stories had often delighted them.
^

"Before I begin," said Mrs. Harvey, "I

must remind you, that, just as the wonderful

works of Grod are all created by Him for a dis-

tinct purpose, and complete and finished after

their sort, so we must aim at greater and

greater perfection ; so that we, as God's most
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finished work, may live more and more as be-

comes those v/ho are made in God's image, and

hastening on to immortality^ and in whom.

Grod's glory is to be seen. I am going now to

teach you more of what I mean^ in a dream of

my own making.

"One hot afternoon in August, when a

young girl, I imagine I missed my way in a

wood, and tired" with my walk, determined to

rest ere I followed the right path. I fell asleep,

and dreamt I saw coming toward me a lady,

whose beautiful face and dress quite startled

me. On her head was a crown of diamonds

and other brilliant stones ; her wings, which

glittered, were tipped with gold ; her- dress of

gold, edged with scarlet ; and over her shoul-

ders a scarf of blue, gaily worked with flowers.

She smiled so kindlj^, and asked me ^ If I want-

ed a guide ?' I said, ^ Yes, for I had lost my

way.' ^ Come with me,' she re[)]ied brightly,
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' and I will lead you to the happiest place in

the world/

" So I gave her my hand, and the road grew

broader and broader
;
gay flowers were blossom-

ing by our ^vay, and, being downhill, we went

on quickly. I noticed a curious mist in the

distance, and yet it was all clear around us.

We ascended a hill, and I thought we should

surely see more of the way then ; but no, noth-

ing but mist ; so, seeing I looked rather dis-

appointed, she took me in her arms, and flew

fast with me through the air."

Here Nelly said eagerly :
" Ob, how I should

like to have wings, and fly \"

" It felt delightful,'' continued Mrs. Harvey,

" and presently I asked my beautiful queen

^ where we were going ?' ' To my palace,' she

said ; so I was glad I called her queen. At last

we came to it ; it quite shone with the gold

about it. She flew down upon a lawn ; there
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were many finely dressed people about, and she

led me to a sweet bower, which she called mine.

There were rose-trees and other flowers, and I

began smelling them. Some were very sweet :

one I touched, and, what do you think, my

children—it was made of paper ! I felt so sur-

prised, but did not say anything. She then

took me to a fine room, covered all round with

looking-glasses. She begged me to eat some-

thing—for there were such nice fruits and

cakes—and to take as much as I wished : but

I was not hungry. She asked me ^ if I liked

music ?' and I said ' very much :' so she Avent

to-order some, and added, ^ I might finish my

supper ;' but I did not want any more, so I fol-

lowed her, though she did not see m^. At the

back. of a large hall, the door of which was

open, there Avas a small room ; she went in, I

waited outside. A number of people seemed

quarrelling, and I heard such cross and bad
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words ; so I went back, for they were very an-

gry about something they were going to sing.

My queen soon came to me and took me by

the hand to hear the music. She said all the

people in the hall were new-comers, and want-

ed to see her fairy land.

" The sing;ers came in and bowed, and look-

ed so hapj)y and smiling, though they were the

same people that had been quarrelling so be-

fore ; and, after a few songs,' they came among

us, and told us how happy they all were, and

they never vv^ished for any happier home. I

had little sleep that night : tlie next morning

I looked out on the water ; for there was a large

lake, and, seeing some boats, I asked my queen

if I might go in one, and she said ^ Yes, and I

might row myself/ Seeing sonae water-lilies,

I rowed up to them, and they were all false !

—^blue. and pink, and white, all made of some-

thino; or other, not real flowers. It all seem-
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ed to me made up ; so I lay down in my boat,

and thought it might go where it liked—I did

not care. All at once I heard oars, and in a

moment another boat came by my side, with a

lady in it. Her face, of almost unearthly beau-

ty, looked down on me. She, too, wore a

crown of diamonds looking bright and clear

and dazzling. Her dress was white and pure,

like a beautiful cloud ; a blue scarf was on her

neck, and she had wings like silver, tipped with

blue.

" ^ I heard a sigh, my child,' she said kindly
;

'are you not happy .^' I sighed again, and

began to cry. ' You want a guide, I see,' she

went on to say ;
' this is no place for a child

like you.

"But then I remembered my queen, and I

said, ^ Oh ! but she promised to take me to the

happiest place in the world, and I have only

been here a little while. I shall like it soon,
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I dare say/ ^ Yes/ replied the otlier, ' she

binds her captives with wreaths of flowers at

first^ but with iron chains afterwards.' Her

voice was so solemn and earnest that I put my

hand to my head, and tore off the wreath my

queen had put on. She took it out of my

hand and, as she did so, I saw round her neck

were diamonds, and they spelt the word 'Truth.'

'^ She showed me that most of the flowers of

my crown were false, and the jewels too. I

was looking at them, when flap came some

wings, and there was my beautiful queen by

my side.

" ' Whither away, little fair one ?' she laugh-

ingly said
;
you have one of ray enemies near

your boat. Come to my arms, and let me

bear you home again.' A great struggle seem-

ed to come into my heart. She held my hand

tight, but I thought of the iron chains my

other fairy had spoken about. She saw me
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doubt about going with her, and stooped to

kiss me. She had a necklace too^ bound round

her neck ; her long, beautiful hair partly cover-

ed it, but I saw enough to read ' Falsehood/

Oh, how glad I was I read it ! I tore my

hand away, and turned round to look for my

sweet Queen of Truth. She was in her boat,

had raised the oars, and was just beginning to

float away from me, when I cried out, ' Oh,

take me ! save me ! lead me to some happier

home than this !' She rose, with such a calm

majesty, and, with her large, clear, open eye

full upon me, she said, ^ My child, from youth

to age 'tis ever thus
;
you yourself must choose

between truth and falsehood, right and wrong,

holiness and sin. Take my hand, if you will

;

step into my boat ; come under my care ; but

remember, that hand of yours must be out-

stretched—that foot raised by yourself I can-

not influence your will ; act for yourself I do
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not promise all joys^ all happiness ; but in toil

shall be reward, in fight the victory and the

victor's crown/

" I sprang boldly to her side ; my beautiful

queen, as I had called her, laughed loud, and

as I just looked up once at her, said so scorn-

fully, ^ Poor silly one, get you gone ; life is

short. I try to make it merry, and brighten it

with gilding, if I cannot get gold. A joyous

present is enough for me ; if you fail thus to

seek it, you have my pity and my scorn.' She

rose and slowly flew away. Her laugh still

reached me : hollow, cold, and heartless as it

sounded, still I began to wonder if I had done

right. Just then I felt a hand on my shoulder,

and with such a sweet smile of tender love, my

new queen said to me, ^ Here is your oar ; it is

against the stream we have to row, but take

good heart, my home is not far distant.' It

seemed hard work at first, but I soon began to
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like it. We rowed to such a lovely bay : roses

and honeysuckles were in blossom just over the

water ; we landed at a small gate, and fasten-

ing her boat to it, we passed through. It

was a narrow path, and quite stony and up

hill too, but I hastened on. She let me go

before her, for I was so anxious to catch the

first sight of her home. At last there it was,

some way before me, all of pure white marble,

a large lake before it, as blue as the sky, the

trees more beautiful than any I had ever seen,

many quite laden with fruit. The birds were

singing their happiest songs ; all looked so

peaceful ; and then beyond—oh, what a view

that was ! I seemed to look on, and on, and

on—mountain after mountain, one lovely val-

ley after another, rivers, waterfalls ; and then

far away—^far beyond all—oh, such glory ! like

a golden palace in the sky. The sight seemed

almost too much for me, so my beautiful Queen
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Truth— who I now felt was my very own

queen—took me in her arms very gently and

kindly, and as she kissed me, and pressed me to

her, I could not speak, my heart seemed too

full of love to know what to say ; it was

enough to look up at her and feel safe.

" She flew to the door of the palace, and I

heard such lovely singing ; I just caught these

words :
^ Hallelujah, for His word is truth.'

Flowers, real heautiful flowers, were on each

side of the hall ; we passed through it to a

cool, delightful little room, looking out on i;he

lake. ^ This," said my queen, ' while you re-

main here, is yours, hut you are only a traveller

passing on to something so far nohler and purer,

that no words of mine can tell you of. half its

glory. You will have a long journey up that

scene of beauty we saw from the hill. Here is

your guide-book'—and she put in my hands a

' Bible. ^ Your first friend. Falsehood, will per-

4*
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haps meet you sometimes^ and try to take this

treasure away from you ; but only part with it

with your life. Eemember, her palace is only

gilt, splendid as it looks : much of the beauty

around is a lie and a deceit ; with all her

promised happiness, she is surrounded by ach-

ing hearts, who too often forget it is as sinful

to act a lie as to speak one/

" Then, kissing my forehead, she added :

*• ' These -may seem hard words to you, my

child, but they are true—^my name is Truth.

Re^t now, sleep quietly to-night—to-morrow I

and you and our happy band start onward ; we

may seem to go alone—but 0?ie in the blue sky

above us is our Guide, as well as His \vritten

word here," pointing to the Bible ;
^ and a sigh,

a look upward, one breath of prayer is heard

and noticed by His heart of love, in the midst

of the joyful songs of His glorious home : His

strength shall be given to us, His love cheer us,
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His voice animate us, and then His loving arms

^^Jiall welcome us to be with Him for ever !

" ' Now I leave you to rest, or roam about as

you like ; before long the trumpet will summon

us to my banqueting-hallj when a goodly num-

ber of happy faces will meet you, of other

young j)ilgrims, bound like yourself onward.

' Love and obedience' is our motto ; see, here

it is, woven into your crown of lilies, in letters

of blue forget-me-not. I shall be back ere

long, to crown you and lead you forth.

'^ The sun soon began to set in all its glory
;

everything around looked more -peaceful than I

can describe. I wandered a little way from the

house to the top of a hill ; every window of the

palace had caught the golden sunlight, and

shone so that my eyes were almost dazzled.

What gilding could be like that ! I thought to

myself

" The trumpet sounded, my queen came to
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meet me, and led me into the hall. At its

doorway she stopped ; all there turned towards

us. As she crowned me and led me in, so

many kind welcomes came from one and an-

other ; all were not young, some looked old,

and as if they had once been careworn and

troubled, but now their faces were lit up with

a peaceful smile.

'' One joyous anthem or hymn after another

was sung, their words seemed to have new

meaning to me now. Our queen then read out

of the Bible—our guide-book, as she called it

—

words of warning, of comfort, and of peace,

and bidding us to be ready on the morrow at

sunrise, we parted.

^' The next morning we mustered around

her : music more beautiful than anything I had

ever heard before sounded in the distance :

she waved her banner, on which was woi'ked,

in letters of gold, ' Truth/ and with the mu-
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sic came her voice so thrillingiy as she sang

:

" * Come, children, let us go,

But not alone :

Our Father goeth too,

And by his own

"Will stand to help them through

;

He from his throne

Sweet beams of sunlight on our path will throw

;

see what joy we have while here below.'

'^ The music woke me- from my dream/'

'^Ohj mamma!'' exclaimed Florence, "is

that the end of the dream ? I wish you would

go on with it ; and how ever came you to find

that hymn ? I was going to surprise you by

saying it this afternoon."

"I found it, Florence," replied her mamma,

" where I suppose you did, in that new book of

papa's, ' Hymns of the Church Militant ;' but

as it only arrived the day before yesterday, you

must have been busy to learn it so soon. How-

ever, as I cannot add more to my dream now,
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you shall repeat the other two stanzas, and we

must fancy how sweetly Queen Truth sang

them."

Florence obeyed at once, and added :

" ' Let each now make good speed,

The goal is near;

The fiery column see,

Our God is here.

Joined hand in hand are we;

With earnest fear

Let each the other strengthen in his need

;

In this strange land we brothers are indeed.

" 'It will not always last,

Therefore be brave

!

And soon we all shall be

Across the wave.

There find, from sorrow free,

The rest we crave.

Then, when the saints from earth to heaven have past,

How well, how well will heaven with earth contrast."

Teestergen.



CHAPTER III.

" Sinners Jesus will receive

;

Say this word of grace to all

"Who the heavenly pathway leave,

All who linger, aU who fall I

This can bring them back again—

Christ receiveth sinful men.

" Come, and he will give you rest,

Sorrow-stricken, sin-defiled

—

He can make the sinfullest

God the Father's blessed child.

Trust him, for his word is plain,

Christ receiveth sinful men."

Songs ofEternal L^e.

:^^ES. HAEYEY had discovered, in a

TJ i n [ conversation with Nelly the previous

week, that her father was amongst the gipsies,

und had a cart and horse of his own. He had

only this one child, but the evident fear with
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wliich she spoke of liim proved he knew little

of what a father ought to feel—a tender, com-

passionate love for his little girl. Mr. and Mrs.

Harvey had both talked to her of calling on

him, but she begged them not, as he might be

angry.

The evenings were long now, and light ; so

the afternoon service at church had been chang-

ed to the evening. A week passed by, and

nothing more was heard or seen of Nelly. Flor-

ence and Mary often talked of her, and felt

sorry she did not come to see them, or to learn

to read either : they had thought the Sunday

was sure to brino- her, but still no I^^eIlv came.

The next day Mr. Harvey had to go and see a

sick person some distance off, and as his time

was precious he rode there : in returning he

came by the wood. That sad night of search

after Florence v/as much in his thoughts. A

gipsy's cart, which he saw in the distance, re-



NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL. 49

called it still more ; and knowing how anxious ^
his little girls felt about Nelly, he rode up to it.

There was the horse grazing in the distance
;

he went round the cart, but no one was to be

seen. Just as he was going away, he heard a

low groan ; he stopped and listened, and it

came again. He got off his horse and fastened

it to a tree, and said aloud, ^- Is any one ill
?''

A groan came louder than ever. He ascended

some steps at the back of the cart, and drawing

aside a curtain, he saw a man lying on a mat-

tress, his head bound up, and his face looking

full of pEiin. He raised himself as he saw a

stranger approach, and said in a very rough

way, '^ Who are you .?" Mr. Harvey bowed,

and replied, " I heard a groan, and fearing

some one was ill, I came to see.''

" But who are you ?" was asked again, still

more roughly.

"I am the clergyman of this parish," re~
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plied Mr. Harvey. " I do not wish to go any-

where where I am not welcome, but as I often

find the presence of a friend will cheer me in

trouble, I too try to cheer those who are sad.''

" None of your cheering for me, Mr. Parson,"

said the sick man ;
'' the sooner you go the

better."

Mr. Harvey turned round to do so, but said,

very kindly, " Good morning ; I am sorry to

have disturbed you ; but remember, if you

continue ill and want any little comfort, the

vicarage is not far off, and you are most wel-

come to it.''

A groan came in reply—nothing more. Mr.

Harvey mounted his horse, and left. !N"ot far

off he met Nelly ; in her hand was a rush bas-

ket, full of strawberries ; she dropped a low

curtsey, and was passing on ; but Mr. Harvey

stopped her, and asked why they had not seen

her so lonsr.
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"Father's ill, and I can't leave him," was

. her reply ; and she ran quickly away.

As Mr. Harvey rode on, he thought much

of that little child—she seemed such a mixture

of trust and yet distrust, of love and yet fear.

The harsh father seemed to explain all to him,

for the likeness was so strong between the sick

man and Nelly, he felt sure they were parent

and child.

A few days after this Nelly was seen hasten-

ing up to the vicarage : she asked for Florence.

Mrs. Harvey was by her daughter's side as

Nelly entered the room, and dropped a low

curtsey.

'^ Oh, Nelly !" said Florence, " how glad I

am to see you." The child still stood timidly

by the door ; Mrs. Harvey went up to her, and

taking her by the hand, she said kindly :

" I hope your father is better. Do you think

he would like some jelly ? I have just been
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making some, and have plenty for him if he

could eat it."

Nelly said, directly, " Thank you, ma'am.

I think perhaps he might like it ; but would

Miss Florence come with me when I take it ?

he is a little better, and I have told him all

about your dream ; and do you know, he said

it was a wonderful dream. But will you tell

father all about it yourself.^ I could not quite

remember all the beautiful things the queen

said to you, nor the hymn sbe sang—and I

want him to bear tJiatj" said Nelly, with great

earnestness.

At last it was settled that Mrs. Harvey

should bring Florence in the donkey-chaise

that evening. A basin of jelly was put in a

basket, and off Nelly ran with it.

In due time Mrs. Harvey and Florence start-

ed. Nelly came to meet them, her face beam-

ing with pleasure, as she exclaimed

:
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"Father has eaten some of the jelly, and

liked it."

Mrs. Harvey mounted the steps first. iShe

knocked, and, in her kind, gentle way, asked

if she might come in.

" Yes, if you like," was said rather rudely.

Mrs. Harvey then entered, and asked Nelly's

father if he was hotter.
*

No answer came, but an uneasy movement,

as if he were in great pain.

" I hear from your child Nelly/' continued

Mrs. Harvey, " that she has told you of my

dream, and that you would like to see us. My

daughter Florence came here with me ; shall

she enter T'

" If she will," replied the man.

Florence had often gone before with her

mamma, to visit the cottages of the poor, and

had always seen her so gladly welcomed, that

this scene, as she had stood at the door, made
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her temper rise, and she thought to herself—
" I'm sure I can't talk to such a man as this."

Her mamma saw the cloud on her face
;

so she said to the poor man, as Florence en-

tered :

" My child was found in the wood hy Nelly,

who took kind care of her, and covered her up

warm."

Something like a smile came on the father's

face, as he heard this, and he said :

"Nelly has a good memory ; whatever she

has heard, if I choose to listen to, she can tell

me. Now, I don't care for hymns, hut she does

plague herself so hecause she can't say that one

in your dream. Here, Nelly, come and hear

it, and don't go on stumbling over it any

more."

The child's bright look of joy with which

she had welcomed Mrs. Harvey was gone, and

the same frightened one they had often noticed
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before, took its place. Florence, too, looked

more uncomfortable still.

Mrs. Harvey smiled, and said, cheerfully

:

" I dare say we have all had dreams in our

lives, that seemed to some like the voice of a

kind friend, to teach us some truths, just as I

may tell a story to my children to teach them

some good lesson. Now, Florence, tell us the

verses I fancied I heard sung by Queen Truth."

They were repeated with rather a hesitating

voice : no thanks were given by the man, but

he said sharply, " There, Nell, I suppose you

know it now ; say it." She did so ; and he

added, " Show the ladies out ; this is a queer

place for them to come to/' Mrs. Harvey turn-

ed and said to him, " I am much obliged to

you for letting us pay you this visit ; but don't

you think it might amuse you if Nelly could

read to you ? Will you let her come every

morning for an hour ? She learns so quickly,
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that she will soon read any thing. My girls

are quite amused with ^ Robinson Crusoe ;' we

will try how far Nelly can get on with it, and

she shall bring it to you."

'^
' Robinson Crusoe !' " said the man thought-

fully. " Yes, yes ; that's the very book."

" Then Nelly may come," Mrs. Harvey re-

plied quickly, " and if you like, she shall bring

thfe book at once, before she can read it ; for I

find you have taught her all she knows, so you

can read."

The man's hard face had the shadow of a

smile on it, as he said :

"You seem determined to get hold of her,

but she shan't go to church, anyhow."

Mrs. Harvey said kindly, " Well, good-bye,

now ; she shall not go without your leave, I

promise you. Remember, we shall look out

for Nelly to-morrow morning, at any time you

can best spare her, for I am afraid you are in
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great pain. God bless you^ and make this

suffering a great blessing to your iieart/' The

poor man shook his head^ but said nothing.

As soon as Florence and her mamma had

driven away, the former said, "Why, mamma,

how could you be so patient and kind? I

never saw such a cross, disagreeable man before

in my life/'

" By remembering that word, my child, win ;

we are ^ to win souls to Christ/ Think how

patiently our Lord Jesus Christ bore revilings,

and ignorance, and questioning, even from his

friends, ^ and worse still from his foes/
''

" But, mamma, what good was it my going ?

He did not want to hear anything himself

about your dream, and turned it all off on

poor Nelly/'

" Yes, he rather deceived us there. I think

when he saw us before him, he did not like to

show any interest in the matter. Self-decep-
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tion and lying take many forms, my Florence.

I still hope that kindness will overcome that

man. I have often told you we can profit

more by people's failings than by their virtues
;

so we can certainly learn two lessons by our

visit to-day—to be kind and courteous, and

very truthful. Every one, old or young, has

some easily besetting sin, and a great thing it

is to search it out, and try bravely to overcome

it : praying to God to help us in the fight, and

looking out for that help !"

Mrs. Harvey had said those words, " very

truthful," in a tone of voice that Florence

knew quite well meant much, for that morning

Florence had been tempted—not to tell a lie

exactly, but to keep back part of the truth,

and thus deceive her mamma. She felt quite

mortified at so soon forgetting the good lesson

she had hoped her mamma's dream would

teach her.
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-. Mrs. Harvey had not reproved her for it till

now, and she only said :

^' Don't be discouraged, my child ; if False-

hood still tries to gain you over to her side,

keep a sharp look-out, and oppose her at every

point. It is a happy thing to conquer a foe.

I know you have been trying thus to overcome,

and I have watched it with great interest.

May God help you. I know He will if you

try to help yourself, and seek His aid.''

A tear stole down Florence's cheek—hut not

so much a tear of sorrow, as of thankful love to

her dear mamma, who knew well how to en-

courage as well as to reprove.

The next morning at ten o'clock, l^elly came

for her lessoti, and to her great joy Mrs. Har-

vey lent her " Eobinson Crusoe." Mary ob-

jected to this, although Mrs. Harvey told her

she should buy another copy for themselves.

In the afternoon it was proposed to go into the
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village to buy it, but Mary objected again, and

said she should prefer to attend to her garden.

Florence could not go alone, and Mrs. Harvey

was too busy, so they gave up going, and both

sisters went to work. Day after day went on,-

and Nelly came quite regularly for her lesson.

Mrs. Harvey had been too much engaged to

give it always herself, but the daily governess,

who taught her children, had willingly offered

to do so sometimes.

It was a great sorrow to Nelly not to come

to church. Mrs. Harvey had twice been to see

her father, but he did not receive her at all

kindly ; and when she said " The next visit

must be paid by my husband"

—

'' I won't see

him if he comes,'' was the onl}'- reply. He

v/ould not see a doctor, and the only thing Mrs.

Harvey could find out about his illness was

from Nelly, who said " there had been a fight

with the men in the camp, and her father had
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been thrown on his back, and very much hurt."

The poor child sobbed as she told Mrs. Harvey

this, but presently added, " But I won't cry,

because you know you told us yesterday, ^ good

sometimes comes out of evil ;' and if father had

not been ill, we should all have gone ofT togeth-

er, but he could not bear the cart to be moved,

it hurt him so much, so we stayed behind and

the rest v,^ent away.'"

This simple remark of a little child encour-

aged Mr. and Mrs. Harvey wonderfully : they

both felt so full of hope that God would hear

their prayers, and turn the heart of this poor

unhappy man to hate evil and love good—to

repent of sin and love his Saviour who died

for him, so that good might indeed come out

of evil in his case.

At last Mrs. Harvey, after reading the Bible

to him one day, said very solemnly and firmly,

" Now we have both kept our promise. For

^'^
i
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three weeks you have let INielly come to the

Vicarage for her reading-lesson^ and for more

than three Sundays she has not heen to church,

hecause you did not wish her to go. Thanks to

your teaching, as well as ours, she can read so

well now that I don't wish her to come any

longer, unless you will let her go to church next

Sunday."

He looked puzzled, for he was proud to find

how fast !Melly had learnt ; and Florence had

helped teach her to work, and she had mended

a shirt for him quite neatly. So, after thinking

for a minute, he said, "I'll never put my foot in

a church again, hut that's no reason Nelly

shan't."

" None at all," replied Mrs. Harvey, " so

you will let her come, I know ; hut, remem-

ber, it must he a promise."

He made it one, but in a rough, cross way. •

Such a happy heart had Nelly as the bright
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Sunday morning's sun woke her ; and after-

wards, as she heard the bells ring merrily, it

seemed as if the joyful sound was all meant for

her ; and for once, in the fulness of her heart,

she ran to her father's side, and said, " Father,

how plain we hear the hells ; it's all because

I'm going, I think."

To her surprise he pulled her towards him

and kissed her. Tears would come, she could

not help it • so, to hide them, she turned away,

and said :

"Father, I've a new frock to wear to-day,

and a shawl. I will show them to you. The

Misses Harvey gave them to me."

She had not intended to do so till ready

dressed in them, but this seemed the best time

now. Nelly was soon ready ; and in a happy

but thoughtful mood, she entered a building-

more dear and interesting to her than any she

had ever seen before. Mr. Harvey had given
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her a Prayer-book^ and she was delighted to

find how much more easily she could read now

than when she had first entered the church a

few weeks ago.

The sermon was about " the prodigal son
'"

and as Nelly sat so attentively listening to it,

she tried to remember every word, hoping her

father would let her repeat it to him. On her

return she boiled an egg for his dinner, one

which had been laid by Florence's hen, and

gladly given. She hoped he would say some-

thing about the morning service, but not a

word came. Presently she thought she would

read all about the j)rodigal son in the Bible
;

for, a few days before, her father had told her

to unlock a box, and take out an old book she

would find there. To her surprise it was a

Bible ; so now she had one to read of their

own, and therefore returned the one which

Florence had lent her.
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As she sat at the door of the cart, on a low

stool, her father said, " What are you doing

now r
" Keading in the Bible what Mr. Harvey

preached about, father ; it is such a beautiful

story. I think, father, you would like it as

much as • Kobinson Crusoe'-—^for you know he

read his Bible.''

" Well, read that first, Nelly, and we'll have

him afterwards."

Nelly began, in a solemn voice, the fifteenth

chaj^ter of St. Luke, " I think, father, I had

better begin at the first verse. The sermon

did not begin there, but Mr. Harvey told us to

read all the chapter when we got home, and to

remember it was the Lord Jesus Christ who

was speaking in it, and teaching by parables

or stories." She read on to the 11th verse :

" ^ And He said, A certain man had two

sons,'— the sermon began here, father." She
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read quietly on to the twentieth verse ; once a

groan made her look up : her father's eyes were

fixed on her with such a look of agony that

she stoj)pedj but he said nothing. ISTeily read

with great feeling :
" But when he was yet

a great way ofP^ his father saw him, and had

compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and

kissed him."

" Stop, Nelly, stop !
^ he was a great way

off,' was he ? and yet his father saw him—read

it again."

She' read the verse again, and waited an

instant ; hut as he did not speak, she said

softh^, "Yes, father, ^he was a great way off;'

but Mr. Harvey said we were to notice it was

the father w^ho ran to meet the son, not the son

himself—^his love made him do that ;
' and he

fell on his neck, and kissed him,' though he had

been a very wicked son ; but then, the son had

first said to himself, ^ I will arise, and go to my
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father ;' so that if we draw nigh to God, He

will draw nigh to us. Don't you remember,

father, Queen Truth told Mrs. Harvey she

must herself step into the boat ? I thought

of that dream while Mr. Harvey was j^reach-

ing, for he said so much about our acting, as

well as God's acting, and that He will send His

Holy Spirit to teach us more and more about

our sins ; for after the kind father had kissed

his son, he was more sorry than ever at having

been so wicked, and said, ^ he was not worthy

to be called his son ;' but it was all forgiven,

and he was made so happy ; and the servants

heard all about it, too, and were told to ' bring

forth the best robe, and put it on him, and a

ring on his finger, and shoes on his feet'—so

he was made quite a son again ; and then Mr.

Harvey told us to look at the verse before this

parable began :
^ I say unto you there is joy in

the presence of the angels of God over one sin-
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ner tliat repenteth.' And he asked us, ' if we

should not like our own name, each one of us,

to be heard and known in heaven.' I cannot

forget THAT, father! Only think of ^ Nelly'

being spoken out aloud there, so far off it seems

to me, and yet for that name to make them

joyful ! Oh, I hope it will."

She buried her face in her hands, and with a

very full heart, remained silent. She had never

spoken so freely to her father before on any

subject, and fear came over her at first, as to

what he would say, but the fear was forgotten

in the thought of the angels' song. It was a

very long thought—once or twice she looked up

at her father, but he had his eyes fast shut,

and seemed to be asleep ; so she went quietly

down the steps, Bifele in hand, and walked off

to her birds'-nest, sitting down on one particu-

lar spot, the one she always chose, because

there Florence's head had rested in her lap, and
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read the chapter through again. Her friend

the robin came as usual, and hopped round

her, and the crumbs were thrown, of course,

for him ; but her thoughts were gi^en to the

book before her, and a hearty prayer rose to

God from that dear child's heart, that such a

work might begin in her, over which the angels

would sing their glad songs ; and, doubtless,

like earth's echoes, as one hill after another

catches and gives forth the sound, so her prayer

was echoed by that heavenly company above,

who are sent forth to minister unto those who

shall be heirs of salvation.



CHAPTER IV.

" Go ask those victors, now on hig^b,

What helped them on to Heaven.

The very arms, they all reply,

To you as freely given.

Our hearts, like yours, were faint and frail,

Our foes as hard to tame

;

But grace we found o'er all prevail,

Oh 1 try and find the same I"

Rev. H. F. Ltte.

lARY and Florence were talking to-

gether after dinner, as they sat in the

arhor. Florence said, with great interest

:

^' How pleased I was to see Nelly at church

to-day, and in her new frock, too. Did she

not look neat ?"

"I was glad to see her there," replied Mary

;

n
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"but as to her frock, the pink print was so mucli

prettier than the lilac one, that I was more

than ever vexed we did not have it for her/'

" I thought mamma's a good reason, when

she said we had better have the lilac, as it

washes so much better. I hope Nelly will

come to the national school soon. Mamma

says she shall ask her."

" I don't think it was intended for gipsy

girlSj" replied Mary.

Florence had not thought anything about

that, and was silent. Presently she tried again.

"I intend, to-morrow, to gather the rasp-

berries in my garden for Nelly's father ; he

likes nothing so much as fruit."

" Kipe fruit, of course," added Mary. " But

you have no ripe ones left."

"Now it so happened that Florence had

carefully looked over the raspberry-trees that

morning, and knew quite well her sister was

•1
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mistaken ; besides which she was irritated by

Mary's constant objections ; so slie rose hastily,,

and said, in a sharp tone :

'^ There's no pleasure in talking to you, Mary,

you always object to everything/

Mrs. Harvey at that moment was crossing

the lawn to go to the arbor, and heard all the

conversation. Florence walked towards her.

" You look troubled, my child ; I hope you

have not lost your temper with your sister ?"

"I don't believe an angel could keep it,

mamma. Mary a^lways objects to or contradicts

everything I say. You don't knovf how often

I am silent, when we are together, because I

knc^w she will oppose me."

Florence w^alked away quite cast down and

miserable.

Mrs. Harvey sat herself by the side of Mary

and said : # Some one, yesterday, in gathering

the flowers for my fresh Sunday nosegay, had
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crushed a little flower, and as I was trying to

raise and support it with a stick. I could not

help overhearing a conversation going on here

;

and I thought some foot has^ unconsciously,

perhaps, crushed this plant : but how much

worse is it to crush the spirit, and wound the

heart of others, by an assumed wisdom and

opposition to whatever they may say, and so

treading down their thoughts and opinions.

Take care, my child, it is a habit which, of

all others, strengthens as people grow older.

Some who are the most disagreeable people I

have ever met, have not been distinguished for

pride, or ill temper, or untruthfulness, so much

as for this habit, which is an easily-besetting

sin, made up of all these three, and too high

an opinion of self, to add as a fourth ingre-

dient. Now, Mary, I know you like to act for

yourself, and this independence m^ be a val-

uable thing to you in after life. Don't be in
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bondage—a complete slave to a sin like this—
try to be a brave soldier, and overcome that

worst enemy, an evil heart. Ask God to help

you, and let me have the comfort of seeing you

conquer."

Nelly's father grew worse and worse ; fever

set in, and he often wandered in delirium.

Mrs. Harvey went to see him, but he did not

know her. An hour after she was gone he

came to himself, and calling Nelly, said^ "Do

you think Mr. Harvey would come ? I don't

deserve it—but I know he would not bear mal-

ice to any one."

" I will run, father, so fast, and bring him

here."

Nelly did run fast, and was out of breath

when she came to the Vicarage. Mr. Harvey

was soon seated by the bedside of the poor man.

As Mr. Harvey took his hand, it was held

tight by the suiferer, who said :
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" I don't deserve it, sir, but I know you will

forgive me, and I hope God will."

" I have very little to forgive, my friend,"

replied Mr. Harvey, " and am very glad you

sent for me, but sorry to see you so ill."

" Oh, sir," he replied, '^ don't talk about my

body ! I am a long, long way off from God
;

do you think He will have compassion on me,

and forgive me ?"

" Was not the prodigal son forgiven ?" said

Mr. Harvey ;
^^ does not the Bible say to us,

Sunday after Sunday, that, ' if we confess our

sins, God is faithful and just to forgive us our

sins?'"

^^ It's a ^eat while, sir, since I heard those

words. I am a prodigal son—worse, much

worse, than he who was forgiven 1"

A shudder came over him, and his exhaus-

tion was so great that Mr. Harvey said :

'• I cannot let you say one word more now
;
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let me pray with you—our Saviour will hear

the feeblest prayer, and is waiting to bless

you."

A heartfelt, solemn prayer, and some more

kind words, did much to soothe his agony.

The weather was hot, and the cart so close,

that Mr. Harvey felt the poor man would not

get better if he remained there ; so, as he

wished him good bye, he said :

" I hope you will allow me to do ©nothing

for your suffering body. You have no chance

of recovery here : let me remove you to some

cool and quiet lodging."

" No, not any where," he replied. ^' I can't

be moved."

" Not in this rough cart, most certainly,"

replied Mr. Harvey ;
" but will you leave it to

me and Mrs. Harvey ? It shall all be done as

tenderly and carefully as to my own brother."

A faint smile of consent was all that was
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given. Mr. Harvey went at once to a sweet-

looking cottage at the river's side, not far from

his own house. It was occupied by a widow

—

a woman of a sinsrular character—life had dealto

hardly with her. She had had a cruel and

spendthrift husband ; her only two children

were dead, and, of a good fortune which she

once possessed, only very little was left. All

this had soured her, and she lived quite to her-

self, tUough sometimes, in her better moments,

admitting to Mr. Harvey, that shutting her-

self up from others did not, after all, make her

happy.

He called and explained the case to her
;

and begged her to receive Nelly and her father

as lodgers.

Her look of amazement made Mr. Harvey

laugh ; and he said, pleasantly, " But now

remember, Mrs. Watson, I do not propose this

to you for their sakes only, but quite as much
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for your own : it is such a happy tiling to be

used, to be able to minister to the comfort of

others, that I know you will thank me for this

plan, some day. Now, let us see. I think the

back room will be cool and quiet, and there is

a small one opening out of it, which would do

for Nelly."

Mrs. Watson shook her head, and said, but

with a smile, " You seem determined, sir, to

have your way ; and after all I always find you

are right, but I must take some time to think

over it."

'^ Yes, I will give you one hour. I shall

fetch Mrs. Harvey, and with two women's

heads to plan how the thing is to be done, and

a few little suggestions from me, why it will be

strange if many difficulties arise." He then

added seriously, " And He who accepts a cup

of cold water 'given to another, in His name,

will reward you abundantly."
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In the evening a ship's hammock, in which

Mr. Harvey had spent many a night at sea, was

carried slowly by four men, Nelly and Mr. Har-

vey walking on either side, and the poor suf-

ferer was carefully removed to his new home.

Mrs. Watson at once began her work as

nurse, with a cheerfulness that quite surprised

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey. Nelly's bright face

looked her thanks. She could not say much,

all seemed so new and strange ; but her heart

was full of gratitude.

Fever and delirium continued more or less

for days, and the doctor feared there was little

clance of life. A large abscess in the back had

been so neglected, that medical skill could do

little.
^

At last the symptoms abated, and as Mr.

Harvey stood by the bedside, the poor man said

faintly :

" God has seen me a long way off."
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Mr. Harvey knew at once what he meant.

" Yes/' he replied. ^' His compassion fails

not ; to you are His arms open, His promise

of forgiveness is ready, the robe of Christ's

righteousness prepared, and that song begun

yonder, which is ever ready to be sung over one

sinner that repenteth.'

^'Amen! and over a j^oor prodigal !" repli-

ed 0e man.

By his wish Mr. Harvey read the Bible sto-

ry of the prodigal son, and prayed ; each word

of which prayer was softly repeated by the

man himself

" Truly is His name called ^Wonderful,''' said

Mr. Harvey, as, a fortnight after this, he join-

ed Mrs. Harvey in the garden. ^' I never saw

a case in v/hich true religion more thoroughly

was re-making a man, than in Nelly's father
;

his deep sorrow for sin, and his simple belief in

Gc ) Vs word, make him claim the promised for-
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giveness, as entirely as a child would from a

father. To-morrow, he tells me, he wants to

unburden his heart to me still more. I am

sure there is some strange story connected with

this man."

Mrs. Harvey had for some time thought this,

and longed to know his history ; the next day

revealed it.

He told Mr. Harvey " he was the yoT||iger

of two sons ; his father was a rich man in

Yorkshire ; but,'' he added, '^ I was an idle fel-

low ; my mother died when I was quite a boy,

and left some property to each of us. I ran

away from school, because the master flogged

me, though I deserved it, I know. My father

was harsh and unjust, and always made a dif-

ference between my brother and me, in his fa-

vor, and this galled me.

" I was sent to another school, but hated

the master, and ran away from that. At last,
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an aunt offered to receive me ; her husband

was a great sportsman, and it was a comfort to

have her kind to me. I went out shooting

when I liked, and studied when I liked—an

easy sort of life, but very bad for me ; I got in-

to all kinds of mischief ; she was too indulgent

to control me, and her husband too indifferent.

" I went to sea as a midshipman ; three

voyages were enough ; I seemed in a passion

with one and another from the be^innino; to

the end of them, and hated the discipline on

board. As we were off the coast of Spain, I

managed to escape, and, with a little money in

my pocket, wandered about till I met with a

party of gipsies, two of whom spoke English.

I have always been a great singer, and a merry,

rollicking fellow when I chose. I joined them

for two years ; by this time I was twent^^-one,

and had a right to the money my mother left

me. I mentioned this to them, and left : but
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before I did so, tliey told me of a gang of their

own near York^ and I promised to join them.

" I went home, hut my father would not see

me. I got the money, about a hundred jDounds

a year ; and with a curse, I left my birthplace.

Strange to say, the curse had hardly left my

Hps, before I met our old clergyman. He knew

my story, and I could not avoid him ; he put

his hand on my shoulder, and said kindly,

^ Young man, take a word of advice from an

old friend : work is man's appointed lot ; do

justice to yourself, and your life may yet be a

happy one. A cousin of mine is a farmer ; I

heard you had returned, and have spoken to him

about you, and was now on my v^ay to tell you

he will receive you.' I hesitated, but the end

of it all was, I went. He treated me kindly and

well, and I began to like work. I was a hand-

some fellow then, and could be very 2-)leasant

;

and before the year was out, his daughter
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Ellen and I determined to marry each other.

Her father and mother would not hear of it
;

I had learnt to despise fathers ; so we made

short work of itj and ran off and were married.

" Oh ! I shall never forget my poor wife's

misery afterwards : she would sit and cry by

the hour together^ and that angered me. She

was a kind and gentle creature, and a look

from her would often (Jo more to check me than

a word would have done ; and I did love her,

though I was so passionate ; I don't think she

believed it. After a year, Nelly was boi-n ; we

had a small lodging near the sea ; a. fine old

church was in the village, and oh ! I'm glad

to think of it now. As soon as my wife was

well enough, she used to go to the churchyard

with her babe ; and one day a gentleman came

up to her and found her weeping—he was the

clergyman ; Nelly was fast asleep on her lap ;

he stopped, and said, '^ My poor woman, you
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seem in trouble ?' He tpJked to lier, and

found out where she lived, and came to see

her. She was so comforted that he promised

to come often. One day she told him how

much she wished her baby to be baptized. I

did noL- care for it, and told her I wouldn't

have ii. done. She fretted and fretted, and the

clergyman spoke to me about it, and said that

God's commands must l^e obeyed first ; and he

so far convinced me, that I said, ^ Well, do

what you like, I'll have nothing to do with it,'

and wallied off. The next Sunday was the

baptism ; she brought lier baby to me, and

said, ^ Loo!:, Ciiarles, what a beauty she is !

Vv^on't you come, after all, and sec her made

Christ's soldier ?'

'• Oh, Mr. Harvey ! I pushed her from me,

and swore an oath, and said, * She's no child of

mine, if you call her that.'

" Poor Ellen ! what a look she gave me.
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Oh ! I wish I could forget it ! Her steps

seemed to totter as she went tp church, for I

could not help watching her. I sav/ her come

hack and take the baby into the houso ; she

laid her on the bed, and I, half stupid with

drink, sat smoking on in the garden. Sometime

afterwards Nelly began to cry, and cried on and

on, till I grew angry.

" I went in to scold my wife for not keeping

her quiet. She was praying on her knees by

the bedside ; I called, but she did not move
;

it was a low bed, and I stooped and took hold

of her roughly. She was dead V

The remembrance of such a scene greatly

excited him, so that Mr. Harvey left the room,

and walked by the river's side.

All nature looked calm and peaceful, bearing

the impress of the mighty Maker's hand, who

declared it all to be ^' very good," and yet,

what a contrast did man's vile heart seem to
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him then ; man^ made in God's image, raised

infinitely abov%all other creation, and yet sink-

ing lower sometimes than the brutes that i^erish!

On his return to the sick room, the poor

man was too much exhausted to say anything

more, and after a few short words of prayer,

Mr. Harvey left.

The next day the weakness seemed greater

than ever. He just told Mr. Harvey, that as

soon as his wife was buried, he joined the

gipsies, called himself one of them, spent free-

ly amongst them, and on that account they

kept his secret. Now his anxiety was to ob-

tain his father's forgiveness, adding, " My

name is Charles Hamilton ;" and giving the

name of the family home, he said, " Now,

earthly work seems done ; and oh ! what a

worker for Satan have I been ! Now, help me

in God's work in my soul !"

Mr. Harvey opened his Bible, and read one
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part after another^ which he felt touched the

poor sufferer's case ; divine wor^, which prove

themselves such, by their mighty power to

soothe and satisfy man's achirig heart. Nelly

quietly stole into the room, her hands full of

lovely roses, like herself, just opening into

blossom, and sat by her father's side, a delight-

ed listener ; for, as she often said, " Mr. Har-

vey made her understand what he read better

than any one else, without a word of his own."

Mr. Harvey wrote at once to the clergyman

of Mr. Hamilton's parish. An answer came

to say ^' the old gentleman was alive, but he

saw no one, never came to church, or was seen

beyond his own grounds." His place was a

hundred miles from Woodbridge, but the rail-

way shortens distances ; so, as Nelly's father

was a little better, Mr. Harvey determined to

go himself as a peacemaker, and, by the son's

wish, to explain all to his offended father. It

8*
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was an anxious task ; but his heart was cheer-

ed and streugd^ned as Mrs. Harvey whispered,

in bidding hin^ood-bye

:

" If any man lack wisdom, let him ask of

God, who giveth to all men liberally, and up-

braideth not, and it shall be given him/'

After making the acquaintance of the new

clergyman, for the old one was dead, Mr. Har-

vey walked up a beautiful avenue of trees to

Clare Hall, Charles Hamilton's birthplace.

He found from the servant that Mr. Hamil-

ton was ill, and could see no one : he sent in

his card, with a message, that his business was

an important one, and he would call at any

other time that day Mr. Hamilton might men-

tion.

The answer returned was, ^^ That no one

could be admitted on any business whatever,"

Mr. Harvey looked and felt sad, and replied :

^' I have come from a dying bed a hun-
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dred miles away, and much wished to see your

master." ^
The man replied, •' I will Jry again, sir, if

you wish it."

After waiting for some time, Mr. Harvey was

shown into Mr. Hamilton's presence.

Mr. Harvey explained, as briefly as possi-

ble, the cause of his visit. Mr. Hamilton did

not make any answer at first, then said stern-

ly, '^ Sir, I have ^ sown the wind, and am reap-

ing the whirlwind." I heard those words once
;

they are in the Bible, I think ; that is all I

have to say to you."

Mr. Harvey tried to urge a spirit of forgive-

ness, but all in vain ; and, feeling his presence

was a great annoyance to Mr. Hamilton, he

rose to go, his heart full of the contrast be-

tween a heavenly and an earthly father ; but

with that act a prayer ascended to Heaven for

wisdom and success.
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As lie was leaving the room, Mr. Hamilton

called out, " I|6uppose he wants money ; but

that ^vas the IJly good thing about him, he

never troubled me for that/'

"No, sir," replied Mr. Harvey, '^ you are

quite mistaken : I have never heard one w^ord

from him about it but once, when he said, ' He

was very thankful for my having removed him

into so comfortable a lodoins;, and thankful,

too, that he had money to pay for it/ No,

sir, he was only anxious to obtain from an

earthly father wdiat he, as a returning prodigal,

has, I believe, obtained from his Heavenly One

—forgiveness. .I,«as God's minister, ask you,

are you still determined not to give it ?"

'' As determined, sir, as you were to try and

ga,in it/'

Mr. Harvey left, and said to the servant he

should be at the hotel till the first train the

next morning, hoping some message might yet
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be sent to him. None came, and he returned

home. It was a sad journey, l«i many words

of comfort came to his heart ^M' Be not wea-

ry in well doing, for in due season ye shall reap,

if ye faint not," seemed the best of all.

Charles Hamilton's grief was very great,

when he heard the effort had been made in

vain ; but he did not say one angry word

against his father : all the sorrow seemed for

his own deep sinfulness.

Each day as it came brought some fresh sur-

prise to Nelly—of her father's changed feel-

ings towards her ; his gentle kindness and grat-

itude were so strange, that ^e quite trembled

over her new-found joy, fearing it would not

last : but then, again, there seemed little of

man's work in it, and she began to learn some

sweet lessons of trust in God.



%CHAPTEE V.

" Each of God's soldiers bears

A sword divine

;

Stretch out thy trembhug hands

To-day for thine!

Raise up thine eyes—be strong,

Xor cast away

The crown, that God has given

Thy soul to-day
!"

A. A. PROCTErw.

WO months passed on, and Charles

Hamilton* gained strength^ so much so,

that it was thought ho might bs taken out for

a drive, and sit in the garden. Nelly, mean-

while, had studied daily with Mary and Flor-

ence, and worked hard at home besides. Her

good memory greatly helped her, and her very

industrious habits, too : so that all were sur-
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prised at the progress she made. Mr. Harvey's

sermons, and his kind way o£gialking to her,

had taught Jier much of rellJP&s truth; and

her mind, which before had so thoughtfully

studied nature, and loved and delighted in

it, saw all now in a nev/ light, teaching her

not only lessons of God's love in making so

much beauty in the world, but letting one ob-

ject after another remind her of some heavenly

meaning in it : her Bible was more read and

loved than ever, and often she would go to her

father's side, her face beaming with joy, as she

found verse after verse of what she called " Bi~

ble poetry."

One Sunday morning Mr. Harvey preached

a sermon from the 48th chapter of Isaiah, 17th

and 18th verses— '^ Thus saith the Lord, thy

Kedeemer, the Holy One of Israel ; I am the

Lord thy Grod, which teacheth thee to profit,

which leadeth thee by the way that thou
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shouldest go. that thou hadst hearkened to

My command«|ents ! then had thy peace been

as a river, aa^Biy righteousness as the waves

of the sea."

Nelly, as usual, listened as much for her

father as for herself ; and in the evening, hav-

ing helped him to an easy chair by the river's

side, Mrs. Watson lending her strong arm as

well, Nelly opened her Bible, and said, with

her sweet smile :

" Now, dear father, I believe you will think

just as I did, that the sermon to-day was ex-

actly made for us. How I wish you could

have heard it. I think Dr. Lawrence must let

you go to church soon.''

" Yes, Nelly," replied her father, " it is the

first wish ofmy heart ; may God grant it to me."

^' I know He will, dear father ;
and then I

wish Mr. Harvev would preach this sermon over

again. He said so much about God leading us
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in the right way, the very best way, though hard

and stony sometimes ; and thejjfebout being in

His school, that every lesson, JIRether pleasant

or very difficult, was all for our profit ; that

there were lessons for little children to learn
;

and he spoke to us so kindly, and begged us to

try and learn them, and not be dull and idle

scholars ; that we had different books to learn

out of—our own bad hearts were one book ; and

that we must pray for God's Holy Spirit to

ieach us how to read that, for it was very diffi-

cult ; our eyes often grew dull over the task,

and were too ready to look away from our own

within, to some one's else. Then there is an-

other book, the earth, and the many beautiful

things God has made in it ; the Lord Jesus

Christ likens Himself to so many—a vine, a

rock, a hiding-place, father, mother, brother,

friend, and would teach us to see Him in every-

thiiicr. And then there was the best of all
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books—the Holy Bible : that a ship might as

well go to seaj^rithout a rudder^ as that we

might try to rStcli Heaven without that as a

guide. ^ To-day's lesson/ he said, ' was of a

rivorj and the waves of the sea : how often we

spoke of a pzaccfiil rivei'j a,nd what object in

nature could bett.vr speak to us of the Chris-

tian's peace, s[)ringing out of \X\^ ground from

earthlinoss and d.irkness, but fed by rain out

of the dark cloud, and djw after the hot, bright

sun—a small stream at iirst, and often with

Iarg3 rocks in th:) way, to try and stop it ; but

it goes boun.ling over them, getthig deeper and

deeper, making less noise as it deepens, reflect-

ing more of Heaven ; and at last, with the full

sweep of its v/aters, reaching the ocean.' Is it

not a beautiful thought, dear fither, that this

is I'ke a Christian's peace T^

'-' Yes, ray child, and that, too, a gift from

God to His rebellious but repenting childi-en !"
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As lie spoke, a bright September sun, with

its evening glories, shone on tbfi river, making

it like a path of gold. Thrall watched it,

and even Mrs. Watson gained com'age to speak :

" I think the river looks more beautiful now

than at any other time."

" Yes," replied Mr. Hamilton ;
" it reflects

more of the glory of Heaven as the day sinks."

He looked at Nelly and sighed, for he felt his

own day was shortening.

Nelly rose, and gathering some forget-me-not

from the river's edge, brought it to her father,

saying :

" We have to thank the dear river for this,

you know, father ; how it refreshes all the

pretty flowers and makes them grow ; and then,

running on without thinking much of its own

doings, it invites other little streams to run

into it too, and they all go together, alv>^ays

running on to the great wide sea. How many
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things we can find out about the river and

peace. Don't vou think Mr. and Mrs. Harvey

know a great deal of this peace in their hearts ?"

^^ Yes, Nelly/' replied her father, "a peace

that passeth understanding. May you and I

and Mis. Watson feel it deeply, and may it

make us as happy and useful as it makes them."

The following Sunday Mr. Hamilton went

to church in Mrs. Harvey's pony-chair. The

hard and evil expression of his face was so

entirely gone, and in its place a look of such

earnest, and yet quiet happiness, that Nelly

looked at him again and again with w^onder.

He seemed to read her thoughts, for taking

her hand, he said :

" Yes, Nelly, the poor prodigal was seen and

welcomed a long way off—'pardoned—taught to

profit—led in the right way ; and now ther^ is

peace. Yes, peace ! like a river, and then

—

' For ever with the Lord.' Amen, so let it be.
"
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The great enjoyment of the servicej and the

fatigue, did not make Mr. Hamilton any worse
;

so he continued to go each Sunday. Indeed,

the peace and happiness of his heart seemed to

strengthen his body as well ; and all began to

hope he would live, and be a strong man again.

Nelly's birthday was the 30th of October.

She had not knov/n on what day it came till

she read a notice of it in her mother's Bible,

in her handwriting. Florence had found out

the day in talking to Nelly, and was very anx-

ious to have some notice taken of it. Nelly

did not wish it : all her life she had been so

accustomed to solitude and her own thoughts.

And now that she had more to think about, it

was dearer than ever, and made her sometimes

shut herself up in herself so much, that Mrs.

Harvey watched it with fear, lest it would in-

jure her character. Nelly seemed so like a

child of her own, that Mrs. Harvey felt she
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could speak about it to lier ; so, calling Nelly

to her side, she said, '* Florence tells me your

birthday is next week."

" Yes, dear Mrs. Harvey, it is, and she wish-

es me to keep it in some way.''

" In some way, of course, that you would

like," added Mrs, Harvey ; "such as taking

your faVorite books to your birds'-nest, and

spending the morning there alone !"

"The very thing," replied Nelly.

" Suppose I give you as your Bible lesson

for next Sunday, to search out all the texts you

can find on not pleasing ourselves. Some will

come to our minds at once respecting our Sav-

on/ :—•• He pleased not himself;' the begin-

ning of the previous verse being, ^ Let every

one of us please his neighbor/
"

Nelly's look of surprise, as she at once saw

what Mrs. Harvey meant, and then of deep

RoiTow, as she added, " Oh ! what a selfish
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girl I am," and burst into tears, made her kind

friend feel that enough had been said ; so Mrs.

Harvey kissed her affectionately, and left.

The next evening Mrs. Harvey, Mary and

Florence walked to the cottage ; and as they

were all standing together in the garden, she

said

:

^' Nothing can be better for a little band of

warriors like ourselves, than to think of master-

ing our foes ; so the subject for our next Bible

lesson will be, ^ God's promises to those who

overcome !' and I should wish each of you, my

dear girls, to choose one of the verses as a fav-

orite motto for yourselves."

Before they parted, Mr. Hamilton told Mrs.

Harvey that Nelly and he had been talking-

over her birthday, and she seemed much to

wish for the children of the national school to

have a treat on the occasion, adding, " I will

gladly pay for it all, and they can have tea in
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the meadow here ; for Mi's. Watson says, she

will give her leave, and that she shall like

to see them all happy."

Mrs. Harvey looked surprised and pleased,

and before she could reply, he added : I have

always left my poor child to herself: those

around us were a rough, bad set, so I never

cared for her to be often with them ; this has

made her love to be alone, too much so ; she

told me what you had said about it, and she

seemed determined to strike hard at her foe at

once. Oh, how much that child teaches me,

and how little of good have 1 taught her I" he

added with a sigh.

" Brighter days are in store for you both,''

replied Mrs. Harvey ;
" we must remember,

circumstances help to form character. Nelly's

love of solitude may not only, as far as it is

hurtful, be overcome, but make her come out

of herself with large-hearted kindness in spe-
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cial reference to the good of others. I noticed

this morning with how much feeling she re-

peated those two stanzas of a sweet hymn she

had learned :

" I ask Thee for a thoughtful love,

Through constant watching wise,

To meet the glad with joyful smiles,

And to wipe the weeping eyes

;

And a heart at leisure from itself)

To soothe and sympathize.

Wherever in the world I am,

In whatsoe'er estate,

I have a fellowship with hearts

To keep and cultivate,

And a work of lowly love to do

For the Lord on whom I wait"

Waring.

Mr. Hamilton said he had not heard Nelly-

repeat that ; but added smilingly, " I shall

have it soon, I dare say, for she loves her poetry

so much, that I am sure to hear her favorites
;

and I manage to learn one now and then, but
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I wish I had such a memory as Nelly has. She

is using hers well ; how I abused and neglect-

ed mine !

The young ones joined them, and the school

feast was talked over with great interest.

The 30th proved one of those fresh October

days which seem determined to make us forget

winter is near, by its clear bright gladness. As

Nelly left her room, she found a pretty basket

of flowers waiting outside, and with them

many presents. It quite startled her, and with

a joy and wonder all new to her, she opened

the well-sealed parcels.

From her father was a very precious gift.

On a small white parcel was written, " The

•wedding-ring of my Nelly's dear mother.''

Poor Nelly, she stopped some time up stairs,

because she knew she must thank her father

for such a gift, but she did not at all know

what to say. However, feeling the longer she
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Btayed the more difficult it would become, she

ran down, and throwing her arms round his

neck, wept her thanks. She had heard from

him, some weeks before, a good deal about her

mother ; so she quite understood him when he

said with a low, faltering voice :
" It will not

fit even my little finger, but still I want often

to see it
;
you must wear it, Nelly, not on the

wedding-finger, but some other ; and may God

help me to make up to my child some of the

love I ought to have shown to her mother !"

Mary and Florence soon arrived with loads

of flowers, and set to work busily. Mary

several times was strongly tempted to object to

everything the others did or said, but only once

was she conscious of doing it just for objec-

tion's sake .: of course, sometimes she would

•give a hint really for the better, as the others

could too ; but she was learning to do it

pleasantly, without crossing their wishes al-

1
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ways. Mrs. Watson had had an old barn

cleaned out, and even helped to do it herself,

declaring it was a pleasure to do anything for

Nelly or her father. Wreaths, such as no one

but Nelly could make, and large nosegays, were

hung about, making the old place look gay and

festive ; and at three o'clock, 150 children

walked with quiet and respectful order into the

field—Mr. and Mrs. Harvey, Mr. Hamilton, and

their children, receiving them.
*

All had been taught to ^'^ pay honor where

honor was due." Mr. Harvey was so loved and

deeply respected by them, that one word from

him was enough ; so, after begging them not

to injure the trees or fence, or anything there,

the games began. Bubbles were blov/n up so

high they were almost lost in the golden sun-

shine ; bat trap and ball, and running races :

but none could run faster than Nelly ; so, see-

ing this, she quietly went off to another game.
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All were kept up at a merry rate till the tea

began. Grace was sung very sweetly by all

—

the first time the walls of the old barn had ev-

er echoed such a sound. Cake, and buns, and

gingerbread, in all manner of queer shapes,-

made in honor of the day, by Mrs. Watson—
gallons of tea, all disappeared ; and, after

singing some of their favorite pieces, a kind

speech from Mr. Harvey, with a short prayer,

and that blessing which he always spoke with

such peculiar earnestness :
" The Lord bless

you and keep you ; the Lord lift up the light

of His countenance upon you, and give you

peace, now and evermore''—all then prepared

to leave. Three cheers were given for many

happy returns of Nelly's birthday, and they

went quietly home.

As Nelly, with a most happy heart, said

good-night to her father, he kissed her tender-

ly, saying, " It has been a capital birthday :

10
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that blessing at the end of it seemed best of

all. Now I can see the truth of those words :

^ There is no peace, saith my God, to the

wicked/ But, thank God, I can add :
^ Great

peace have they that love Thy law/ "



CHAPTEE VI.

" God doth not leave His own.

This sorrow in their hfe he doth permit— •

Yea, chooseth it,

To speed His children on their heavenward way,

He guides the winds.—Faith, hope, and love all say,

God doth not leave His own."

Hymns of the Chicrch Militant.

p^^HE following day Mr. Harvey received

a letter, which made him feel very sad.

It was from Mr, Boberts, the clergyman of the

parish where Mr. Hamilton's father lived. It

began thus

:

-' Rev. and dear Sir :—As I write, the

church bell is tolling, the shut windows at

Clare Hall tell us death has entered and closed

them : very suddenly did this messenger come
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to its master at last. Yesterday evening I

was sent for to see him : the doctor and law-

yer both stood by his bedside. The po v dying

man spoke with some difificulty^ telling me he

wished to make a new will—the old one he

pointed to on the table—the new one was in

the hands of the lawyer^ and I was to be a

witness to it.

'' ^ Sir/ he added, ^ tell my son Charles I for-

give him with all my heart, and ask his for-

giveness : I had cut him off with a shilling ; I

now wish to do him justice. I leave him all I

can—X 10,000 ; the rest of my estate goes to

my eldest son. Tell Mr. Harvey I beg his par-

don ; and thank him—thank him for what he

did.' Tears ran down his face : as I stooped

to wipe them away, for he was unable to

move, I whispered, ' May I pray for God's for-

giveness—man's is of little worth now ?' He

said ' Yes/ and in words of hearty prayer, we



NELLT, THE GIPSY GIEL. 113

commended the dying man to God. After

the will was signed^ I left the room with the

doctor : he took my hand to say good-hye,

saying, ^ The case is more yours than mine
;

he cannot live many hom's—the gout has

reached the stomach, I think you had hetter

not leave him. and I will return soon/ \

" I agreed to remain : several times Mr.

Hamilton motioned with his hand for me to

pray. ' Amen/ he was able to say after each

prayer, till the last ; but to that came no re-

sponse, and I found death had silenced his

tongue.

" Very often, lately, had I been to see him,

for I did as you advised ; called again and

again to know how he was ; and at last the

order came for me to be admitted. He thanked

me each time for my visits, and listened atten-

tively to my reading and prayers. His eldest

son is an officer ; now in London, a sad wild

10*
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fellow. I hope the money will be a greater

blessing to Charles Hamilton than I fear it

will be to his brother."

Mr. and Mrs. Harvey started off at once to

tell the sad news to Mr. Hamilton. He seem-

ed quite crushed by it at first ; he had been so

hoping, ere long, to go and see his father, but

now all hope was gone.

God, who comforteth those that are cast

down, helped him in his trouble ; and though

for days his tears would flow, as he thought of

his father's life and his own, he could still

see the bow in the cloud, and by telling his

thoughts to the Lord Jesus Christ, taking his

sad burden to Him, half the weight of it was

gone—the hand of his best friend sharing it

with him, and his heart feeling that

" Earth has no sorrow that hearen cannot cure."

The property left him by his mother had
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more than, doubled in value ; so Mr. and Mrs.

Harvey agreed, that this increased riches would

be a test of the power of his religion, wliich

they had not thought of.

Kiches prove, alas ! too often, more of a

curse than a blessing. Instead of enlarging a

man's heart and sympathies, they sometimes

make him only think more of himself and his

own wants, and love this world instead of the

next.

Winter came on—the only change Mr. Ham-

ilton made, was to provide a servant to help

Mrs. Watson.

Nelly was delighted one cold morning, as her

father put into her hand a five-pound note, and

told her to ask Mrs. Harvey's help in buying

flannel for the poor ; and then he added an-

other five pounds for blankets to be given to

old people. Some of the petticoats Nelly beg-

ged to make herself ; and as she found Mary
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and Florence wanted to help too, they agreed

to work at them every afternoon. They began

to do so at the vicarage ; but when telling her

father of it, and that Miss Smith, their gov-

erness, thought they could have their poetry

lesson then, and each one in turn repeat pieces

they knew, Nelly saw at once her father would

like to be present : so she said, in a playful

way, " Our rule, dear father, is, that all of us

are to work as fast as we can ; what's to be

done about admitting you ? for I see you

want to come."

" Well, my child, I cannot work, but I

should like to see you all so busy. I will listen

and learn.''

So a large roll of flannel was sent to Mr.

Hamilton's, and every other day the little

vrorking party met in his room, Mrs. Watson

often begging to join them. When her turn

came to repeat something, she looked almost
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frightened, and declared she was too old ; how-

ever, the old memory got younger at last, and

some hymns she had learnt as a child came

back to her ; and they seemed to have quite a

fresh meaning now to her heart, for in early days

some had been learnt, as many cliildren learn

them, parrot -like, without thinking over them

the least ; now she was surprised to find how

much simple beauty there was in them. Never

was there a happier Christmas in Woodbridge :

the angels' song, "Good will to men,'' was

remembered, and brightened up many a home.

January proved frosty, but Mr. Hamilton

braved it, and took a little walk every day : his

back was well, but still his weakness continued
;

so he wanted to be braced by the cold, as he

often said. He seldom went farther than to

the church or the national school, and there

he was always welcome ; his history was known

amongst the boys, and he would often refer to
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it himself. He always took the reading-class

when he went there ; and, in trying to explain

the lesson, would tell them some story now and

then, to make his kind advice better remember-

ed ; so the children were always glad to see him.

The school-rooms were very good, but the

play-ground so small, that it was not much

pleasure to play in it.

To the surprise and delight of Mr. Harvey,

he found Mr. Hamilton had bought a field

adjoining, and gave it at once to the school-

house as a j^lay-ground. So high a price had

been asked hitherto by the farmer who owned

it, that Mr. Harvey had been obliged to give

up all thought of its purchase : now the diffi-

culty was gone ; any further expense in the

matter of railing it in, and putting up poles,

and fitting it for other games, was all to be

Mr. Hamilton's.

Another favorite plan of his, in which Nelly
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took great interest^ was to have a training-

school for servants. Mrs. Harvey had first

spoken of it months hefore, as a great wish

of her heart. The elder girls of the national

school often went out to places, very ignorant

of their duties as housemaids, cooks, or general

servants; so, in Mr. Hamilton's many sleepless

nights, he had thought the matter out, and

determined to act upon it. One day, when he

called at the vicarage to rest, he talked it all

over. Mrs. Watson seemed the very person

to he the head of it ; in all his proposed

arrangements he always kept firm to this,

adding with a smile, ^^ Now that she has found

the hlessing of active service for God and the

good of others, we must not lose her valuable

help." Mr. and Mrs. Harvey quite agreed

with him ; but seeing Mrs. Harvey hesitate, as

she referred to Mrs. Watson's present duties,

he added very solemnly :
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" The future, my dear, kind friend, is un-

certain to us all, to me especially. If it please

God soon to take me home, my orphan child

I leave to your guardianship, knowing you will

both watch over her as if she were your own/'

Mr. Harvey replied, '^ that he might be per-

fectly sure of that ;" but added cheerfully,

"We all think you are looking so much

stronger, and are full of hope that you will live

amongst us for many years to come."

"It may be so,'' answered Mr. Hamilton
;

" but as I said before, life is very uncertain.

Will you, Mr. Harvey, give me your promise

in reference to my child T'

It was solemnly given, and after some more

conversation about it, he left ; not to go home,

however, but to the village lawyer, to make his

will.

Weeks went on—his cough had now become

very frequent, and his weakness increased ; but
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he said nothing about it, and even Nelly, with

her quick mind, did not see how often, in mak-

ing arrangements for her, he never included

himself in them.

May Day was at hand ; an early spring gave

a promise of plenty of flowers for the garlands
;

the best girl in the school was to be May

Queen ; and all sorts of pleasant, happy doings

were proposed for the day, and fully carried out.

Nelly's sweet voice was soon heard, by her

father, as the queen and her party came into

the front garden, and sang their welcome to

May, as a pleasant surprise for him, which

Nelly had planned. He went out to distribute

some books as his greeting to the day, and to its

queen and her party, and begged for another

song. He joined them for a little while, and

his bass voice so completed the beauty of the

piece, thai; all were disappointed to see him

walk away ; but his cough came on ; so, smil-

11
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ing and waving his hand, he went in doors.

Some little alteration had to be made in the

queen's garland, which detained Nelly. Her

father did not tell her that that cough had pro-

duced a bleeding from the lungs again, but so

it was.

A few evenings after this, Nelly was rather

puzzled to knovz what piece of poetry or hymn

to learn for her lesson the next day.

^•' What shall it be, dear father ?" she said

brightly.

^' We are fond of sunset, my child ; let it be

that evening song you read to me the other

night

:

" The day is gone—my soul looks on

To that eternal day,

"When our sorrow and our sin,

Shall all have pass'd away."

Nelly replied directly, ^* Yes, dear father
;

but you always now seem to like me to repeat
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or learn verses about our last rest, or else

heaven."

^' Do I, Nelly ? well, it may be so ; if you

had the prospect before you of some very great

treat indeed, I dare say you would think of

little else for days before it came. Oh, it is a

glad thing to go home ! I remember, when a

boy, I was told that in some place in England,

years ago, when any one died, the bell was not

tolled, as here, but a glad peal of bells sounded

forth their welcome to the soul gone home. I

remember, my conscience spoke a little then,

and I said to myself, ^ I think the bell would

have to toll, not rejoice, over me." But now t

—why, Nelly ! there was not only the best

robe, but all were to make merry at the poor

prodigal's return. Oh, what a burst of joy will

there be as I enter on my rest ! The bells ought

to ring over me now."

'* But, dear father/' exclaimed Nelly, taking
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hold of his hand as if to detain him, ^^you

must not leave me so soon"—tears would stop

what she was going to say.

He bent over and said^ with a trembling

voice

:

" Clasp a far truer hand, a kinder, stronger— '

Of Him the crucified

;

Let in a deeper love into thy spirit

—

The love of Him who died,

And now is glorified."

Presently, as she became more composed, he

said, '' Only think, Nelly, a year has passed

since your love of singing led you into that

dear old church yonder. What great things

come sometimes from small beginnings ; we

two are not like the same beings, are we ? You

getting so wise, and busy, and beginning to do

so much for others—not little birds, or an old

toad, or squirrels, all your old friends—not

that I want you c^uite to forget them—but



NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL. 125

thinking of other and higher wants ; and then,

as forme, ^old things have indeed passed away,

and all things hecome new.' My poor father,

too, gone, and his full forgiveness gained ! Oh,

Nelly ! how we ought to sing God's praises !

I feel sure we shall sing them together in Para-

dise, and, after the resurrection, in heaven.

The same Holy Spirit that has shone in my

heart, lights up yours—the same Saviour re-

ceives you to his arms—the same God is our

Father in heaven, and from Him shall we both

have a crown of glory ! Yes, we will both

fight for it, and if I lay aside my armor a

little the first, it won't matter, my Nelly ; the

vicarage will be your home ; loving, kind care

you will have ; and, Nelly, don't cry so much,

my child—I must tell you now—two more

rooms I am going to build there."

The effort to say what he had so wished to

tell his child cost him much—how much, she
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never knew. He paused for a minute, and

then added :

" These rooms, my child, are to be for your

own use, to be furnished as Mrs. Harvey and

you like best. I seem to see you there—some-

times studying ; then with Mary and Florence,

happy in each other ; then working for the

good of others ; but oh ! above all, my child,

let them be rooms where much prayer to Grod

shall be offered. We shall not be very far

apart. I shall still be in the communion of

saints, and pray to Him to whom you pray.

The Bible, with its good promises !—why, my

Nelly, I shall be enjoying fully what you are

seeking for, and will soon perhaps gain. And

after the wonderful proof you and I have had

of Grod's watching over us ; the many little

ways, as well as great, in which he has answer-

ed my prayers, or even a wish, for a wish seems

often like a prayer to His kind heart—shall I
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doubtj after all this, wlietlier jou will be taken

care of ? Oh no, my orphan child, I leave you

without one fear ; don't you fear either—He

will love to bless you and watch over you
;

only ^Hold fast that no man take thy crown.'"

Sob came after sob, as she leant her head on

his shoulder ; so, to comfort her heart and his

own, they knelt, and in a prayer of most touch-

ing earnestness, the father prayed for his child.

She seemed quite to catch his spirit of firm

faith and thankfulness ; the tears were gone

when she rose.



CHAPTER VII,

" Soon, and for ever,

The work shall be done,

The warfare accomplish'd,

The victory won.

Soon, and for ever,

The soldier laj down

His sword for a harp,

And his cross for a crown."

J. B. MONSELL.

IHE next day Mr. Hamilton seemed

weaker than ever, but treasm-ed up the

little strength he had, hoping to go to church

the following afternoon ; for the last Sunday

in May had come again, and he loved to go

with Nelly to the monthly lecture to children
;

he had the spirit of a little child now.
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Kelly's heart beat fast as she heard Mr.

Harvey read his text ; it was the very verse

she had chosen as her favorite when they had

the Bible lesson from Mrs. Harvey about over-

coming :
" He that overcometh shall inherit all

things ; and I will be his God, and he shall be

my son."—Eev. xxi. 7.

The glorious inheritance to the conquering

soldier of Christ, young or old, rich or poor :

and then the comfort, the sure confidence, the

never-failing love of God the Father for his

adopted ones— all this was described so simply

and beautifully by Mr. Harvey, that all present

felt they would not have missed it for anything.

As for Nelly, she hoped to be able to write

out every word of it, it seemed to fit her case

so well ; and no wonder, for she was much in

Mr. Harvey's thoughts. Dr. Lawrence had

spoken to him, after the morning service, about

Mr. Hamilton ; he said there was now no hope
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of the case, and he did not think he could live

much longer.

Mr. Hamilton and Nelly lingered in the

church ; the last time he had been there, two

Sundays before, he had taken the Holy Com-

munion, so much to the refreshing and strength-

ening of his soul, that he loved to recall its

pleasures. Turning to Nelly, his face quite

shining with heavenly joy, he said, " When

you are old enough to be confirmed, and after-

ward take this solemn sacrament to your com-

fort, kneel here, my child,'" pointing to the

place. '• It is where I have always knelt, and

think of me, as you join in that burst of praise

—
^ Therefore with angels and archangels, and

all the company of heaven, we laud and magni-

fy Thy glorious name.' We know not how

slight the veil may be at such times between

Paradise and earth,"

When they reached home, he wished so
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much to have a peep at the fresh blue river,

that by taking Nelly's arm, and making her

his walking-stick, as he called her, they went

to it, and sat for a little while in silence, en-

joying the scene. Rather a heavy spring show-

er came on, and, as they walked back, almost

unconsciously they quickened their pace : a

long fit of coughing came on, and great weak-

ness, so that he went to bed early. Again and

again his careful little nurse crept quietly into

the room ; but he slept on, and she, mean-

while, busily wrote out Mr. Harvey's lecture,

while it was fresh in her memory.

Ten o'clock struck ; she quite started to find

it so late. Mrs. Watson had been in several

times, and now came again to urge her going

to bed. Nelly's lip quivered, and her eyes fill-

ed with tears, as she said, '' Don't you think

dear father's breath is shorter than ever ? and

he is so hot !"
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" I think he did wonders this afternoon,

Nelly, and of course suffers a little more. I

have just left him, and he seems sleeping qui-

etly now. You go to sleep, Nelly } I shall sit

uj) rather late to-night."

"Not yet, Mrs. Watson. I don't feel

sleej^y," replied Nelly.

Nelly left the room, and sat herself by his

side, with her Bible in her hand ; for she al-

ways lately had read to him out of it, before

leaving him for the night.

Presently he woke, and stretching out his

hand to her, he said :
" Watching over me, my

own Nelly—waiting to read to me ? Let us

have the 103d Psalm ; it is all love and praise.

We will catch something of the spirit of that

sweet song."

His cough often stopped her, but he would

have ber finish it. Mrs, Watson then came in
;

and as she again urged the dear child to go to
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her room, and her father just whispered, ^'Kiss

me, my own dear—dear Nelly, and go"—she

left, and shortly afterwards he again slept.

There was no sleep for Nelly : she had not

quite closed her door into his room, and listen-

ed for every sound.

A cough came, more violent than any he

had ever had, and a strange sound, which

made his poor child spring out of bed, and in

an instant she was at his side. A large blood-

vessel in the lungs had broken ; and for a few

minutes he struggled for life. As he remained

quiet after it, no one spoke. Presently, fixing

his eyes on his beloved child, and with a smile

more heavenly than had ever before lit \i^ that

altered face, he said, " Peace—deeper and full-

er—the ocean of a Saviour's love—for me."

The words came slowly and faintly, but

Nelly caught them all. Again he slept.

The silence was broken by the church-bell,

12
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as its twelve strokes told out that God's holy

day had ended ; and with it ended Charles

Hamilton's life, without even a sigh.

Nelly sat on, she did not know that it was

death ; there on that peaceful face was the

reflection of heaven's joy, and she thought he

still -slept.

A sob from Mrs. Watson, as she bowed her

head in deep grief, revealed it all. Nelly seem-

ed stunned—not a tear would come : cold and

pale as marble, she let Mrs. "Watson lead her

away to her own room.

She lay on her bed, longing for the relief of

tears—they came at last. Morning dawned,

and still she wept, till utterly exhausted, she

fell asleep. Nine o'clock—ten came, and each

time Mrs. Watson found her sleeping.

A merry peal of bolls from the old church

tower roused Nelly at last. Oh, how strange

that moment's waking ! Such a heavy load at
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her heart, and yet sounds of joy ! "Can it be,"

she thought to herself, " are they ringing him

home ?" One hymn—one verse after another

came to her mind about the rest of the blessed,

and she began to feel as she had never before

thought she could feel, that "it was a glad

thing to go home." She had no sooner dressed,

than Mr„ Harvey came. After she had recover-

ed herself enough to speak in answer to his

most fatherly sympathy in her sorrow, he said

:

"I am afraid, dear child, it must distress

you to hear sounds of rejoicing when your

heart is so broken. I would stop it if I could,

but there was a wedding this morning."

She looked up surprised and disappointed,

and said

:

" Oh, Mr. Harvey, I thought you had done

it to please him ; it made me think of his-- be-

ing so happy. Don't toll the bell, pray don't

—

he wouldn't like it."
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Mr. Harvey could not understand it^ but felt

Nelly had some good reason in what she said.

Before he left, Nelly, in a few broken sentences,

exjDlained it to him, and it made him think of

his friend's " vast weight of glory," and think

with Nelly, how strangely her father's wish

seemed fulfilled.



CHAPTER VIII.

" Oh, think that while you're weeping here,

His hand a golden harp is stringing

;

And with a voice serene and clear,

His ransomed soul without a tear,

His Saviour's praise is singing!

"And think that all his pains are fled,

His toils and sorrows gone for ever

;

"While He, whose blood fcr him was shed,

Has placed upon his servant's head

A crown that fadeth never."

RS. HAEYEY wished Nelly to come

Iflll to them at once ; but she bes-o-ed to

stop with Mrs. Watson till after the faneral,

and she did so. To be alone seemed the poor

child's greatest comfort. The wood—the gar-

den—any place she had loved before, now seem-

ed dearer than ever.

12*
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A beautiful pocket Bible^ with a Prayer-book

to match, had been her father's last present.

These were Nelly's companions ; and each time

she opened them, they not only seemed dearer,

but more specially suited to her need. Tears

would blind her eyes, and sometimes hours

found her weeping ; but ever to her young

heart there was joy in the midst of her grief,

and " to please Mm," as she sometimes said to

Mis. Harvey, " she would try to be cheerful."

Mary and Florence were delighted when she

came to live with them. As day after day

want on, they were hoping Nelly would study

with them as before, but Nelly looked so pale

and sad, that Mrs. Harvey felt she could not

urge it.

One morning, as Nelly was quietly stealing

off to the wood, Mrs. Harvey stopped her and

said :

" Dear Nelly, I find old widow Lewis is ill
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again ; it is out of your way a little, but if you

would not mind it, I should like her to have

this pot of black-currant jam ; it makes a

cooling drink for her when mixed with water.

You can ask how she is to-day, if you had

rather not go in/'

Mrs. Harvey knew well the secret, that to

think less of our own so7'rows, we must see and

feelfor the sorrows of others.

It worked like magic on Nelly ; each day

found her by the bedside of the poor old wo-

man, who was delighted with her new young

nurse ; and who, she declared, '' read better,

and could tell her hymns better, than any one

she ever heard, excepting Mr. and Mrs. Harvey."

Lessons and work all were begun again : and

the new rooms too ; Mr. Hamilton had arrang-

ed all about it the last time he was at the vic-

arage, and they were getting built fast. Mr.

Harvey had once reminded Mr. Hamilton that



140 NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL.

their remaining at the vicarage was, of course,

dependent on his (Mr. Harvey's) life.

" I know that/' rej)lied Mr. Hamilton, " and

it gives me double pleasure to lay out money,

not only for your convenience and Nelly's com-

fort, but for the good of the Church. May

yours be a long life of blessing to the parish,

and your successor worthy of you."

In many ways Mr. Hamilton's will proved

how anxious he was that his money, when he

had not only to give up the use of it, but at

the last to give an account of it, should prove

a widely-felt blessing. Nelly, too, so entered

into his spirit in the matter, that it was seldom

that the sixpence a week allowed her for pock-

et-money was spent for herself Sometimes

it was dropped into the money-box for the

poor, inside the church-door ; or else tea and

sugar were bought to give to one of her poor

friends.
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She might always have more from Mrs. Har-

vejj for any charitable purpose ; so a good

stock of work for the poor was always in hand,

and many a happy hour had Mary^ Florence,

and Nelly, in. making it.

Mr. Hamilton had been very anxious, for

some time before his death, to hear some tid-

ings of his father-in-law and mother-in-law.

He found they and their remaining children

had, eight years ago, emigrated to Australia.

He had written a long and respectful letter,

asking their forgiveness, for he found out they

had heard of their daughter's death : three

months after his death an answer came. Poor

Nelly ! it seemed to open all her grief again,

as, seated close by the side of Mrs. Harvey, she

listened to a most kind letter, full of words of

forgiveness, and interest in Mr. Hamilton's

welfare, and Nelly, whom they longed to see.

They had prospered wonderfully, and urged
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Mr. Hamilton's coming to them as soon as

possible, feeling sure that he and his child

would both like it.

Mr. Harvey v/rote in answer a long account

of Mr. Hamilton's illness and death ; and

Nelly also sent a very sweet note to her grand-

mother, telling her "she longed to see them all,

but they must not ask her to come to them, as

she could never leave Mr. and Mrs. Harvey,

and Mary and Florence ; but they must come

to England and live in Woodbridge too/'

Mr. Hamilton was buried in the spot he had

chosen, close alongside the church, and by the

chancel door. The loveliest flowers bloomed

round the tomb, carefully watched over by

Xelly, who every morning before breakfast

vv^ent there, with her basket and scissors, to cut

off all faded blossoms. Many a village child

learnt there a lesson of respect for. the dead.

Not a flower was ever stolen, and as some
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stopped to admire tliem, others read, with a

hushed voice, the words inscribed there

:

" For this my son was dead, and is aliv6

again ; he was lost and is found."—St. Luke,

XV. 24

A HYMN

" There is a land whose very name

Sounds calm as the soft breath of eveii^

"Whose joys for ever are the same
;

That land is heaven.

" There is a home for parted friends,

And a glad meeting there is given,

In happiness which never ends

;

That home i5 heaven.

" There is a rest for weary hearts,

By earthly griefs and anguish riven,

Beyond the reach of sorrow's darts

;

That rest is heaven.



144 NELLY, THE GIPSY GIRL.

" There is a port which vessels frail,

"When on the stormy billows driven,

Press on to reach, and gladly hail

;

That port is heaven.

" There is a shore where pilgrims rest,

Their journey past, their sins forgiven,

And dwell with GTod, for ever blest
;

That shore is heaven.

Anon.
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