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AGNES WILMOTT'S HISTORY.

CHAPTER L.

THE WEARY TRAVELLER.

¢ Hear, sweet Mother, hear the weary,
Borne upon life’s troubled sea ;
Gentle guiding Star of Ocean,
Lead thy children home to thee.
Still watch o’er us, dearest Mother,
From thy beauteous throne above ;
Guard us from all harm and danger
’Neath thy sheltering wings of love.’ )
el [ was a cold, dreary winter’s night.
The wind howled through -the
stillness of the lonely hours of
darkness. There was no sign of life
around, no friendly pitying moon to
cheer the traveller on his way, no gleam
of light discernible through the gloom.
I—2
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Along a rough and rugged road walked
a young woman about three-and-twenty
years of age, hand-in-hand with a little
boy. She did not seem to heed the
solitude, or fear the dangers which
might assail her, should she be met by
any evil-disposed person. Her one
aim and object appeared to be to get
on with all possible speed; every now
and then a few words of prayer escaped
her lips as she repeated the ‘Memorare,’
beseeching the Blessed Virgin to protect
herself and fatherless child, and help
them in this their hour of need.

Agnes Wilmott was both weak and
weary, and evidently very poor. Her
black dress was rusty, and much mended;
the hand of Time had nipped the edges
of her thin plaid shawl, leaving only a
fragment of fringe here and there, which
looked more like rags than trimming.
Her old straw bonnet was somewhat
bent and battered, with long and con-
stant wear ; but it was put on with care,
and the sad, sweet face which it sur-
rounded, told, in some measure, of the
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suffering life of its owner—evidently this
poor woman was no ordinary tramp.

Agnes Wilmott and her child were
on their way to London, and very tired
and foot-sore they were with their day’s
journeying. Thelittle boy’s toes peeped
through his old worn boots, and the pain
caused by exposure to the excessive cold
made him every now and then limp, as
he did his best to keep up with his
mother. Her mind was so occupied
with present troubles and anxiety as to
the future, that for some time she did not
notice his endeavours, in spite of the pain
he was suffering, to keep pace with her.

At last a cry from the child, whose
foot had come in contact with a sharp
stone, caused her to stop, and looking
down she noticed his pitiful limping.

‘ My poor Johnnie! she said, *your
little feet are very tired! I wish I had
the strength to carry you. We will sit
for a while under the shelter of this high
hedge, and rest, and then we shall be
better able to go on.’

‘ Where to, mother ?" he asked.
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‘Where to? God only knows,” she
replied, as she looked down at the
anxious upturned face of the weary child.

‘May God and the Blessed Virgin
help us!" ejaculated Agnes as, reach-
ing the place she had decided on,
she drew the shivering boy closer to
her side, and- endeavoured to protect
him from the inclemency of the weather,
by covering him with part of her almost
thread-bare shawl.

" Johnnie sat clasping his knees for a
time, looking disconsolately at his swollen
hands.

. Agnes Wilmott, in her eagerness to
reach the end of her journey, had
pressed on too quickly and beyond the
little lad’s strength ; and when she saw
he could scarce keep from crying, she
blamed herself for having walked so
long a distance.

‘Be brave and patient, my dear,” she
said, ‘and then perhaps it will not be
long before we shall find some place
where we can put up for the night.

But even as she tried to comfort the
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child, her heart sank within her, knowing
as she did how entirely destitute she was
—without a home or earthly friends.

But although, poor creature, she was
frail, and ill able to bear the hardships to
which she was exposed, she did not allow
. herself to give way, as many would have
done under similar circumstances, to de-
spondency. She had learnt one of the
secrets of Christian resignation, the most
perfect of all—‘the love of God.” She
trusted in Him, knowing that He
who is infinitely good had sent her her
trials and sorrows, in His love.

Poor Agnes! in whom else could she
trust ? It was God who had made her
desolate; but in mercy, not in judgment,
had He tried her, that she might trust
Him all the more.

For some time the mother and child
sat crouched together; and whilst she
tried her best to shield Johnnie from
the sweeping wind, her thoughts re-
verted to the past, until she became so
absorbed in her sad reflections as to forget
the cold snow which lay around her,
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whilst the little boy, with his head
nestled in his mother’s lap, slept, forget-
ful of all his childish troubles.

At length she roused herself, knowing
what harm the child might suffer from
being kept out on such a night.

On looking round, Agnes fancied she
could discern a faint glimmer of light in
the distance. This was a great relief to
her, for now, perhaps, she might get
some assistance. Awakening the boy,
she told him of the discovery she had
made. At first it was difficult to make
the poor little fellow understand that he
must again walk on in the snéw and
wind ; for Agnes was determined to
make an effort to reach the place whence
the light proceeded.

¢Oh, mother ! exclaimed Johnnie (as
after another ten minutes’weary toil they
saw a small cottage), ‘ here we are, quite
close to a house. I db hope the people
who live in it are kind, and will give us
some food ; perhaps they will be sorry
to see us out in all the snow, and will let
us stay with them until to-morrow. I am
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so hungry, and tired, I don’t think I can
go on any farther ! "

It was not without some hesitation that
Agnes knocked at the cottage door, and
tremblingly waited for an answer; but
either the inmates were not at home, or
perhaps the raging wind prevented their
hearing the rap.

Again and again she knocked, and
was just on the point of leaving, sick at
heart, and sorely perplexed as to what she
should do, when, most unexpectedly and
to her great relief, the door was opened.

The person who answered the sum-
mons was a short stout woman, with a
clean bright face, and a pair of large,
dark eyes that beamed with kindness
and good-nature. Her net cap was

_closely quilled all round, and tied down
with a blue ribbon ; her dark stuff gown,
relieved by a white handkerchief (and it
was white) about her neck, gave her a
respectable and comfortable appearance.
Mrs. Martin (for such was her name)
looked somewhat surprised when she
saw the young woman and her child
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standing before her ; their miserable and
dejected countenances made her hesitate
in shutting the door against them, as
she often was obliged to do to the many
tramps who not unfrequently passed by
that way, and made a point of begging
at the different cottages for assistance.

“What is it, my good woman ?’ she in-
quired kindly. ¢It's a bad night for
such as you to be walking the roads.
Maybe you’ve lost your way; and if 24a¢
is the case, I can no doubt set you right.’

It did not take Agnes many minutes
to explain her trouble : how she and her
child had been walking since the morn-
ing, and how unable they both felt to
proceed any farther on their way that
day. She then begged to be permitted
to have shelter for the night, if it were
only in some shed or outhouse.

‘You do indeed appear to be in sad
distress,’ said Mrs. Martin. ‘Come in-
side and rest awhile, and then, perhaps,
we shall be able to think of something
which may help you in your trouble.’

Very thankfully was the offer accepted
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by Agnes, who was indeed grateful as
she found herself and Johnnie safely out
of reach of the piercing wind and drift-
ing snow-storm.

CHAPTER II.
‘A FRIEND IN NEED.
¢ He will not despise the prayers of the fatherless,

nor the widow when she poureth out her com-
plaint’—EccL. x. 2.

el N old-fashioned three-roomed little
7 &’f cottage was the home of Widow
- Martin. The roof was thatched,
and the rooms were rather damp, not at
all what would be considered a ‘ Model
Cottage’ in these days. But it looked
so snug and cosy, with its wood fire,
over which the tea-kettle swung on a
hook; its small-paned windows filled with
flower-pots ; and its walls decorated with
pictures. The fire looked very inviting,
for both mother and child felt the bitter
cold of the night in their thin clothing.
¢Sit down,” said the widow to Agnes,
as she pointed to a large, wooden arm-
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chair with a comfortable patchwork
cushion on the seat.

Agnes was truly glad for the rest and
warmth, and Johnnie sat beside his
mother, watching Mrs. Martin, as she
busied herself in placing some cups and
saucers on the table, and took out of a
cupboard a loaf of bread, some butter,
and a small jug of milk. The teapot was
earthenware, the sugar brown, and the
butter salt, but what a treat this was to
the poor tired travellers!

When all was ready, the good woman
bade Agnes come forward, and make
herself at home; ‘and mzind, she said,
‘you make a good meal, while I go and
see what I can do to put you up for the
night : my place is small, but no doubt I
shall be able to make shift somehow or
other. Give the little lad plenty to eat;
the fare is poor, but such as it is, let him
have as much as he wants.’

The colour began to return into
Johnnie’s pale face, and his eyes bright-
ened, as he sat heartily enjoying his
simple meal. The warmth was delight-
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ful to the benumbed, ill-clad boy, after the
pain of frost had left his fingers and toes ;
and his sense of satisfaction was complete
when he saw his mother able to enjoy
the bread and butter as he did himself.

In a short time Mrs. Martin returned
to see how they were getting on.

‘I hope you have made a good tea,’
she said, her face beaming with kindness.
‘Now don’t be in any hurry to get up,
but keep still and rest a bit, and let the
little chap have a good warm ; it’s far too
rough and cold a night for you to turn
out again. I've made you up a bed, so
I hope you will accept a night’s lodging,
which will be warm, if it is humble.’

Agnes thanked the good woman, say-
ing it was more than she ever expected.
Her face was flushed now, and her eyes
very bright. Widow Martin thought the
food and warmth had done the young
woman a world of good, and was pleased
to have it in her power to help a fellow-
creature in trouble, She was a practical
Catholic, and, as such, she believed that
works of charity done for the love of our
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Blessed Lord, who permits us to minister
to Him in the person of His poor, are
pleasing in His sight. She knew that
God loves and receives the least offering
made to Him, and that the reward of
each will be proportional, not to the
amount they gave, but to the love and
pure intention with which it was given.
Thank God! the Catholic poor are sel-
dom wanting in personal charity. Those
who have worked in their midst cannot
have failed to witness the generous sacri-
fices made by those in need for others
who were in greater want than them-
selves. The poor of this world possess
in their poverty a rich treasure, in the
numberless opportunities they have of
being like their Divine Lord, and their
life of privations and daily labour, if
sanctified, may be the means of obtaining
for them great rewards hereafter.

Whilst Mrs. Martin had been occupy-
ing herself in getting the little back room
ready for her visitors, Agnes sat thinking
of the past, contrasting her former happy
life with the painful position in which
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she was now placed. Two years since
she had been a happy wife, with a good
and loving husband ; zow she was a poor
widow on her way to London, with but
little hope of obtaining work, whereby
she might gain her daily bread, and a
shelter for herself and child. Yet there
was more hope in her heart than her
circumstances warranted. It was true
she knew much of poverty, decent, re-
spectable poverty, and of the struggles
of the poor to get work and bread; but
of the depths of poverty and degradation,
in which thousands are irrecoverably
sunk in London, and other large towns,
she knew next to nothing.

The future appeared terribly dark to
the poor girl. This was the first time
in her life she had ever left her native
village, and little did she know how lost
and desolate she would feel alone and
unprotected in that great city.

The trials of life are indeed number-
less—each has its own special anguish ;
but let us remember that trials and sor-
rows do not come at random, like arrows
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shot aimlessly from the hunter’s bow.
If the hairs of our head are all num-
bered, how much more our sorrows!
Yes! God, we may believe, not only
numbers but even chooses the sorrows
and trials sent us.

Johnnie had fallen asleep: he was
well-nigh exhausted with all he had
gone through that day. Naturally he
was a bright intelligent boy, and had
been his mother’s only companion for so
long a time, that she had talked to him
of her troubles and plans as if he were
much older. ) '

Children whose lot it has been to be
trained in the school of sorrow have
often far quicker sympathies than
grown-up people who have had but
little experience of the more bitter of
life’s sufferings.

Mrs. Martin’s return to the sitting-
room roused Agnes from her reverie.
The widow’s kind motherly manner soon
won the young woman'’s confidence, and
led her to unburden her sad tale.

For a long time they sat by the fire
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talking over different plans, which they

thought might be the most feasible in

enabling Agnes to gain a subsistence.
At first, Mrs. Martin suggested that

Agnes should rent a room of a neighbour -

who lived (as she said) not more than a
stone’s-throw from her own cottage, pro-
mising to do all in her power to help her.
‘I think,’ remarked the widow, ‘that
I should find no difficulty in keeping
you well supplied with needlework—for
I have a deal to do for the gentry round
about this place; and if at any time
(which is not likely) we should want
more, why, there’s Mrs. Spriggs, who
keeps the large shop down at Hazlemere,
about a mile off ; she'd give us plenty to
keep on with. Ever since my husband
died, and that’s ten years come next
August, she has always employed me.’

To this proposition, however, Agnes -

would not consent, much as she appreci-
ated the kindness which prompted it.

‘ You are very good,’ she said, ‘to take
so kindly an interest in me, and were it

not that I shrink from remaining so near
2
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Ashington, I would only too thankfully
stay here. As it is, I have quite made
up my mind to go to London. I fear it.
will be strange and lonely at first; but I
have a cousin living at Shoreditch, so
that I shall have some one to speak to.
Unfortunately I am not sure of her
address, for it is now five years since
she left our village with her husband,
who had a promise of work in that part
of the city. However, I dare say I shall
manage to find her out.’

Seeing how determined Agnes was,
Mrs. Martin forbore saying anything
more on the subject, but advised her to
take the rest she so much needed.

Wishing her kind hostess good-night,
Agnes retired to the little room prepared
for her. She did not forget to thank God
for all His goodness that day, and the
Blessed Virgin for having answered her
petitions; and not long after she laid her-
self down, her eyes were closed in sleep.

We will now leave her for a time,
whilst I give my readers a sketch of
Agnes Wilmott's former life.
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CHAPTER II1.

A SLIGHT SKETCH OF AGNES WILMOTT'S
FORMER LIFE.

¢See that you despise not one of these little
ones, for I say to you that their Angels in heaven
always see the face of My Father who is in
heaven.’—ST. MATT. xviii. 10

nflGNES was the child of poor but
AXl respectable parents. The Bar-
tons had lived all their lives
at Ashington, a pleasant village some
twenty miles north of London, suffi-
ciently far not to be reckoned one of its
suburbs.

Yet Ashington, if correctly described,
was more of a district than a village. It
could boast of its handsome houses with
grounds almost large enough to be called
parks,and farms with low-water meadows.

The principal street, which was more
of a lane than a street, with its mingling
of small shops and houses standing back
from the gaze of passers-by, behind high
walls and rows of trees, led to the very
pretty little Catholic Church and schools.

2—2
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Both Barton and his wife laboured
in the fields; and as they were good
industrious . people, it seldom happened
that they wanted for work. They had,
however, several children to provide for,
and Agnes being the eldest, it naturally
fell out that there was plenty for her to
do at home, and but little time for much
learning.

Mrs. Barton, however, although obliged
to keep Agnes from the day-school, in
order to mind the baby and assist in
keeping the cottage clean and tidy in
her absence, managed to send her to
the evening instructions which the good
‘ Sisters ’ gave three times a week.

The convent where the classes were
held not being far from where the Bar-
tons lived, it was seldom the little girl
missed these opportunities of learning.

Agnes, when but twelve years of age,
was a comfort to her mother; and al-
though her acquirements were not great,
she was capable of being very useful in
many ways, even to the mending of the
clothes, etc. But above all, Agnes could
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be trusted, and her mother’s careful
training might be seen in the daily con-
duct of her child.

Yes; Mary Barton endeavoured to do
her duty by those committed to her care.
She remembered that He who said,
‘Suffer little children to come to Me,
had promised a special blessing to
those who strive to teach them to love
Him; and as a good Catholic and
mother, she realised the responsibilities
of her charge, knowing the solemn ac-
count she would most surely have to give
at the last great day! Well would it be
if all Christian mothers would consider
the sacredness of their duties; for how
much the future peace and happiness of
their children is in their hands!

Many of the neighbours who knew
the Bartons, and watched the little girl
fulfilling her daily work with the same
care and industry when left alone as
when her mother was present, would
remark, ‘that it was no wonder Agnes
Barton was so good a child, as she had
such excellent parents; this was indeed
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but the world’s testimony, yet true, and
in those few words were expressed what
was really the case, that Agnes was
influenced by the example set her, in the
lives of her father and mother.

. When, after a hard day’s work, Mary
Barton and her husband returned home
in the evening, they were always sure to
find a clean hearth and a bright fire with
the tea prepared, which they so much
needed.

On the whole, Agnes Barton’s home
was a happy one; and the young girl
was well content with her humble lot.

The Bartons by their steadiness and
exemplary lives had gained the respect
and goodwill of all those by whom they
were known, whilst their children were
reckoned amongst the most regular and
attentive in the school.

Mary Barton, without bringing up the
subject of religion continually before
them, which might weary them, found
ample opportunities of instructing her
little ones in the sacred truths of the
Catholic Church.
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Of an evening, before they went to
rest, she would talk to them of Jesusand
His blessed Mother, of their guardian
Angels who had been watching over
them through the day, and how God had
given each one of them a bnght and
beautiful Angel with no other work to
do but to care for them, and who never
tired of watching them ; that their Angels
were full of joy when they were good,
and grieved when they were naughty
and disobedient. And then she would
finish by telling them to ask their
Guardian Angel to take care of them
through the night, and in this way her
children received their earliest lessons,
the impressions of which theyremembered
in their after lives.

In the course of a few years, when the
two eldest boys had had a fair share of
schooling, and were of an age to do.
~something towards earning their own
living, their father decided on their
going toa brother of his, who had settled
in a large manufacturing town in York-
shire and was doing well He had
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written, offering to take the two boys
and put them to a trade. Work was
very slack at Ashington, so Barton
resolved on accepting this opportunity
of employment for his sons. As to
Joseph and Denis, nothing could satisfy
them but going to their uncle,and they
were delighted when it was finally
arranged for them to leave Ashington.

It was not, however, without many re-
grets that they took leave of their mother
and Agnes. Mary Barton did not say
much to her two boys—it was a silent
leave-taking ; her heart was too full to
speak, but she looked at them in a sort of
way that said a great deal more than
words could have done.

Their father burried them off at the
last, fearing they might be late for the
train, for they had a long distance to
walk before they would reach the nearest
station. Very quiet the village of
Ashington looked in the early morning.
It was long before five, and nothing
seemed to be stirring except the cocks,
who were enjoying the fresh morning



Agnes Wilmott's Former Life. 25

air, and were crowing at the top of their
voices.

Quite hot and tired the boys were
when they arrived at the station, just in
time to get their tickets and take their
seats in the train. Their father, bidding
them a hasty farewell, stood on the plat-
form watching them until the train was
out of sight.

It was about this time that an event
occurred which changed the ordinary
course of Agnes Barton’s quiet life.
Several workmen were sent down to
Ashington from London to paint and
decorate the squire’s house; amongst
their number was a young man of the
name of Philip Wilmott. Now Agnes
was constantly in the habit of going to
this house, for Mrs. Costello, the squire’s
wife, knowing the Bartons were poor,
kindly kept her well supplied with needle-
work. Philip Wilmott had noticed the
girl, and was struck with the beauty
and modesty of her countenance. He
managed to meet and make her acquaint-
ance, and in doing this there was not
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much difficulty, for in so small a place as
Ashington, those who attended the little
Catholic Church were generally known
to each other. But after a short time,
when Mrs. Barton became aware how
much attention Wilmott was paying her
daughter, and that indeed the friendship
formed between them had ended in their
becoming deeply attached to each other,
she spoke to her child, reasoning with
her on the folly of entertaining the idea
of marrying whilst yet so young; but
that at the end of two years, if all was
well, and Philip Wilmott proved himself
to be what they should wish, with regard
to character, etc., ¢4en both she and
Agnes'’s father would give their consent
to the marriage.

At first it seemed hard to the young
girl, that just as such happiness was
within her grasp, she should be prevented
from entering upon it; but Agnes had
ever yielded obedience to parental
authority, and submitted to the judg-
ment of those over her, as a dutiful
daughter.



The Wedding. 27
CHAPTER IV.

THE WEDDING.

¢ If roses on my path I meet,

I feel the gift is Thine ;

If thorns spring up to pierce my feet,
I still will not repine.

The blessings sent to win my love,
O Lord, I freely take;

The trials sent my faith to prove,
I bear for Thy dear sake.’

infl L length the time came when
d Philip Wilmott was allowed to
claim Agnes for his wife. The
Bartons had given their consent to the
union, for they had every reason to
believe that the young man would make
their child a good husband. Barton had
made many inquiries respecting his -
character, and received a most satisfac-
tory account from those who had known
Philip Wilmott from a boy.

Early on the morning of the wedding-
day, Philip and Agnes received Holy
Communion, and after the first Mass, all
those who had known Agnes from her
childhood assembled in the little Church.
Not only were they anxious to be present
on account of the interest and affection
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they entertained for her, but also that
they might join in the prayers of the
Church for God’s blessing to descend
upon the newly married couple.

In this way was Mary and Thomas
Barton’s eldest child married. Their
union was sanctified, and they were
strengthened by the graces received to
lead a faithful, happy life, such as God
would approve of.

A few months after this the Bartons
left Ashington, having determined to
emigrate with their three youngest
children to America. The farmer in
whose employment Barton had been for
so many years moved away to a distance,
and thus the poor man was thrown out
of work. It was a sad parting between
Agnes and her good parents, for in all
probability they would never meet again
in this world.

A year of great happiness passed
away, and Agnes was the mother of a
beautiful boy. God’s especial blessing
appeared to be with the young couple.
Philip Wilmott was fortunate in getting

S ——
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regular and good work at Ashington, so
as to enable him to take a four-roomed
little house in the village. With the
savings of the last few years, sufficient
furniture was bought to make their home
comfortable, and thus they began their
married life in a respectable, decent way.
How much better would it be for many
of those who so constantly get, as they
foolishly call it, settled in the world with-
out even the prospect of a sufficiency to
keep themselves from actual want, if
they would only act upon the advice of
their superiors, and wait, like the Wil-
motts, until they had put by a something
to commence life with. Much, very
much misery, not only to themselves,
but to others, would be saved.

We must pass over some six years,
during which time the Wilmotts pros-
pered in their humble way. Work came
in for Philip almost more than he could
manage to get through, but he did not
forget God in his prosperity. He found
time to pray, and often to hear Mass. .
He knew that God had given him time
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for the fulfilment of his duties in life, and
that if he endeavoured to perform them
with the intention of pleasing his
Heavenly Father, his time would be
employed in the manner best calculated
to secure his eternal happiness. All
seemed bright and happy with Philip
and his wife, when an unexpected sorrow
came upon them.

The scarlet fever broke out in the
village, and carried away into the church-
yard many who had little thought of
death a few weeks before. Silently it
passed from house to house, into each by
turns, laying down in the lap of death,
sometimes the strong man, the mainstay
of his family, sometimes the frail delicate
woman, or the bright blooming child
the very idol of its parents. There
were empty cradles, where the babies
used to lie, no longer needed, for many
a poor heart-broken mother had had the
anguish of seeing her cherished infant
snatched away from her loving care. In
some instances where God had called
the little child to Himself the sorrowing
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parents would weep by the grave of their
loved one, but weep peacefully ; knowing
and acknowledging it was /Jove that
took it, and that although the cross
pressed heavily upon them, He knew
best what was for the eternal good of
their treasure.

Others again gave way to utter hope-
less desolation, rebelling against God ;
breaking out into repinings, and giving
way to sullen silent sorrow, adding to
their sufferings in this world and the
next. Our Blessed Lord when He strikes
His servants intends them to feel the
blow, and to feel it keenly. He does not
forbid them to weep, and for a time we
cannot help feeling the anguish of parting
with those so dear to us; but we ought
as Catholics to believe that when God
takes our dear ones to Himself, He does
so in love; and then there will be
no murmuring or distrust, but we will

"make a generous -offering of our sorrow
to Him.

The fever spread very rapidly through
the village. In some houses more than
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one in a family were summoned before
the judgment-seat of Almighty God.
Such times are very terrible. We know,
indeed, that death must come, but we
know not the day or hour. Neither is
there any sin in fearing the dread visitant;
the only fear is lest we ourselves should
not be prepared for it when it comes.
God may, and does sometimes, in His
infinite mercy to those who have led
lives of forgetfulness of their last end,
grant them the grace of a death-bed re-
pentance; but let us not reckon eon
that, for such a grace is seldom given,
and we certainly cannot look for so great
a mercy if we persistently neglect every
necessary preparation.

Philip Wilmott was one of those
stricken down with the fever. From
the first he thought he should not pull
through ; but to him the thought of death
was without terror, his daily life had been
a continual preparation for it. He
remembered the warning given to all
those who are journeying through life,
that we are sojourners on the earth,
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and that it is appointed to all men once
to die, but that the time is uncertain:
the day of the Lord shall so come asa
thief in the night, for when they shall
say Peace and security, then shall
sudden destruction come upon them.

CHAPTER V.

PHILIP WILMOTT PASSES AWAY.

¢ There remaineth, therefore, a day of rest for
the people of God.’—HEB. iv. 9.

¢ The life that knows no ending,

The tearless life is there.’
FEERENDERLY and lovingly was
| Philip Wilmott nursed by his
wife. When the fever left him,
his strength gave way ; and so great was
the prostration, that it became evident
to all those who saw the poor man that
his hours were numbered.

Philip was perfectly aware of the
danger he was in, and his one great
desire was to fit his soul for its last long
journey. He spoke often to his wife of

3
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the separation so near, begging her
to submit to the trial their Heavenly
Father had seen fit to send them; to
remember that death is the beginning of
eternal life to those who have served
their Lord faithfully.

Philip Wilmott had lived a llfe of
preparation for another world, and now
when God would call him, he was ready
to obey the summons, committing his
loved ones to the care of Him who has
promised to comfort the fatherless and
widow in their distress; and, fortified
with the Holy Sacraments of the Church,
he peacefully passed away to the life
that knows no ending. Yes, the soldier
of Christ, after many a conflict, had
accomplished his earthly destiny, to take
his place with the people of God for
whom rest is prepared.

Johnnie at this time was only five
years of age, but he understood full well
the grievous trouble and sorrow which
had come upon them, and in his childish
way did all he could to assist his mother.
Not unfrequently of an evening, in
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consequence of Agnes being so entirely
taken up in attending to the wants of the
sick man, the little fellow was left to him-
self. Sometimes he would go to his bed
without even asking for his bit of supper ;
he would have liked it, but never said so.
He felt that it was not the time for
expressing his own wants, with poor
father lying there so still and pale, and
mother sitting by his bedside, with her
sad grave face, watching hour after
hour ; so he would say his prayers, asking
God to make dear father well, and then
lying down would keep his eyes fixed on
that corner of the room where his father
lay dying, until his eyes became drowsy,
the lids dropped, and he would fall asleep.

The night Philip Wilmott died, the
little boy had laid himself down in his
bed. He could not tell what it was,
but he felt certain there was something
terribly wrong. Father looked so
ghastly pale—he lay so still on the
mattress, with his eyes closed — not
speaking, and apparently unconscious of
all around him. But when the priest

3—2
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came, the dying man seemed to have
strength given him to join in the prayers
offered for his soul, so soon to appear
before its Judge. And as Johnnie lis-
tened to those beautiful petitions which
the Church has provided for the comfort
and consolation of her dying children, he
fell asleep.

Poor child! he did not know how very
near his father was to the longest jour-
ney that man or woman can take, and
which ends to the good and faithful ones
of this earth in that eternal home which
‘eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, nor
hath it entered into the heart of man,
what things God has prepared for those
who love Him’ (1 Cor. ii. 9) ; and about
which Johnnie had been taught as much
as it was possible for one of his tender
years. Yes, he fell asleep murmuring
his childish prayers.

It was nearly morning when he awoke,
and then he could hear his mother sob-
bing beside his father's bedside. He
threw off the clothing that covered him,
and ran across the room to her.



Plilip Wilmott Passes Away. 37

‘ Mother! he asked, ‘tell me, is father
worse?” And he waited for a moment with
wide open earnest eyes fixed upon her.

Then, getting no answer, he turned to
his fatherand pleaded almost passionately,
as he placed his little hand on that of the
dead man’s: ‘ Father! father! speak to
me. Say that you will not leave me and
poor mother all alone !’

But Philip Wilmott would never again
hear the voice of his child. His soul
had passed over to the eternal shores.

Johnnie at last understood how it was,
and throwing his arms round his mother’s
neck, tried to console her, saying :

‘Don’t take on so. Father's gone to
heaven, to be with Jesus and our Blessed
Lady, where he'll never have any more
pain; and perhaps very soon God will
send His beautiful angels and take us
there too, like I heard Father Clifford
ask Him to do for dear father last night,
when he was praying by his bedside.
Wouldn't you like us to go, eh, mother?’

At first, the only response to this ques-
tion which the bereaved wife gave was an
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exceeding bitter cry, which so often goes
up before God from the stricken soul.

After awhile Agnes Wilmott con-
trolled herself sufficiently to speak to
the little fellow ; and mother and child
knelt side by side and said a short prayer
for father’s soul, which helped to calm
and comfort them.

And then Johnnie, kissing his mother,
crept back again to his bed.

For some time he could hear her sob-
bing ; but he tried not to cry any more
himself, for he felt sure, with the trusting
faith of a little child, that father mus¢ be
so happy now he had gone to the beauti-
ful City.

When it became known that Agnes
had lost her husband, offers of kindly
assistance came from more quarters than
one. Mrs. Murphy, the washerwoman
who lived close by, and had herself been
left a widow with a large family to do for,
stepped in the first thing in the morning
after Philip Wilmott’s death, to see what
she could do to try and comfort the poor
desolate young woman,
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She found Agnes completely prostrate
and exhausted, now that she was nolonger
needed by her husband. She had thrown
herself down, overcome with fatigue.

“After speaking a few words of sym-
pathy to her, Mrs. Murphy beckoned
Johnnie out of the room, to #sk where
the coals were kept.

¢ Coals ! he repeated ; ‘ wé’ve no coals,
nor yet sticks ; mother used up the last
yesterday.’ g

On hearing this the good woman made
no remark, but quickly went back to her
cottage, returning with some from her own
little store; which she could ill afford, poor
soul! but which, with the generosity of
her class, she was so ready to give.
Going down on her knees she soon
made a nice bright fire, over which she -
placed the kettle, and then waited -
patiently until the water boiled ; for, as
she told Johnnie, she felt convinced if his
mother could only take a nice fresh cup of
tea, it would do her a world of good.
Such was the faith she had in that beve-
rage as being a remedy for maladies bot
mental and physical |
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The little lad meanwhile kept close to
his mother, watching with evident satis-
faction the preparation for what was to
effect so great an improvement; and
pleased enough he was when a tempting
cup of strong tea was handed to her by
Mrs. Murphy, who desired her to drink
it off at once whilst it was hot.

Agnes did as she was requested, and
felt somewhat revived. Thanking her
neighbour for her kindness, she said that
very likely she might now be able to take
a little rest and sleep, of which she so
sorely stood in need. This being the case
Mrs. Murphy, having put the room some-
what tidy, said she would return to her
work ; bidding Johnnie be a good boy, and
not make a noise, but to be sure and let
- her know if his mother wanted anything.

CHAPTER VI.

¢ GOOD-BYE, DEAR FATHER !

¢And they shall see His face, and His Name
shall be written on their foreheads, and night shall
be no more ; and they shall not need the light of
the lamp, nor the light of the sun, for the Lord God
shall enlighten them, and they shall reign for ever
and ever.’—APQCC. xxii. 4, §.
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¢ There God for ever sitteth,
Himself of all the crown ;
The Lamb the light that shineth,
And never goeth down.

Nought to this seat approacheth,

Their sweet peace to molest ;

They praise their God for ever,

Nor day, nor night they rest.’
S2OME very sad and sorrowful days
followed after the night on which
Agnes lost her husband—days
in which Johnnie often had a cry to him-
self. He sorely missed his father’s loving
ways and kindly care, and wished him
back again; but he did not venture to
say so after the firs¢ time, for he noticed
whenever he spoke of father’s having
left them, his mother would turn away
and weep, and it distressed him beyond
measure to see her doso. The morning
came when the undertaker brought the
long black coffin, inwhich he put Johnnie’s
father. Kind Mrs. Murphy, notwith-
standing she was extra busy with a larger
amount of washing than usual, which
had unexpectedly come in the previous
day, threw her own work aside, although
she knew full well she would in conse-
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quence have to be up late at night in
order to get through it. Yet nothing,
she said, should prevent her being with
the poor lone widow on this occasion;
for she knew only Zo0 well/, from her own
sad experience, how unfeeling like (as
she expressed it) the undertaker was—
not particular as regarded his manner
towards those who were mourning the
loss of their loved ones, and certainly
wanting in respect to the dead. Yes!
she minded well how Mr. Perkins be-
haved at the time of her poor Jim’s
death, and how he made her heart ache
by his rough words and ways. And so
she determined, let happen what would,
to be with Johnnie and his mother. ,

Agnes, who had been watching and
praying during the greater part of the
night in the chamber of death, left the
room on the arrival of Mr. Perkins.
She could not trust herself to be present
at such a trying time.

Little Johnnie sat crouched up in one
corner of the room crying bitterly, as,
unnoticed by the man, he watched him
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performing his sad office. But when the
lid was about to be screwed down, he
rose up from his hiding-place, love for
his father overcoming any fear he felt
for the tall, cadaverous-looking under-
taker, and going up to him, said, with
great big tears in his eyes:

¢ Please, sir, I should like just to see
father’'s face omce again, and touch his
hand, before he goes; and he looked up
so pleadingly, that although, as Mr.
Perkins often observed, he didn’t hold
with no outward show of mourning, for
when it pleased the Almighty to take
people out of this world, they who were
left shouldn't give way to jfeelings, but
remember that when the right time
came, we must go—and after a//, there
wasn’t muck to mind, for life was a sad
business, taking it altogether, from the
cradle to the grave—yet when he saw
the little fellow, with his streaming eyes,
making this request, his naturally hard
nature was touched at the sight, and
lifting Johnnie in his arms, held him up
whilst he leant over the coffin.
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The child laid his little tear-stained
cheek against the dead man’s, kissed the
cold still face for the last time, whispering,
‘Good-bye, dear father, good-bye! and
then he allowed himself to be put down.

It did not take long to complete the
work, and Mr. Perkins left the room,
saying to Johnnie as he went out,
‘ Come, cheer up, little chap! it’s no use
your fretting; ¢kat won't bring your
father back again! and with these con-
soling words he disappeared.

When the undertaker shut-to the door,
leaving Johnnie alone, the child threw
himself down beside the coffin ; his little
heart seemed well-nigh bursting, and he
sobbed aloud. At last his strength was
thoroughly spent, and he could cry no
more, and then he fell asleep.

A short time after, when Mrs. Murphy
went into the room, she found Johnnie
curled up on the floor, in a heavy
slumber, his pale face still wet with the
tears he had shed.

The next day the funeral took place;
the poor young widow followed as chiet
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mourner, in the black clothes kind neigh-
bours had lent for the occasion; by her
side walked little Johnnie, with some
crape round his hat, which Mrs. Murphy
had tied on, and then followed several of
the poor, who had known Philip Wilmott,
and wished to do what they could to
show their respect for Agnes’s husband.

It was a mournful party that left the
little cottage. Many of the villagers
stepped out of their houses to watch the
funeral as it passed by. A sorrowful
time it was for Agnes, as she followed
her husband to the grave. The day was
fine, but the sunshine which brightened
so many dwellings and cheered so many
hearts, instead of lessening /er grief,
somehow made her feel more sad. The
contrast between the clear sky overhead
and the dark grave underneath seemed
to deepen the gloom of the latter.

As Agnes listened to those beautiful
and consoling words which the priest
said when the corpse was placed by the
side of the grave, ‘I am the resurrection
and the life: he that believeth in Me,
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although he be dead, shall live: and
everyone that liveth and believeth in
Me, shall not die for ever,’ she felt
calmed and comforted. Once, however,
as she heard the earth cast upon the
coffin-lid, when it had been lowered into
the grave, her poor feeble frame could
scarce bear up, and had it not been for
the timely assistance of one of those
standing near, who observed how faint
she looked, and helped to support her,
in all probability she would have fallen.

Little Johnnie shivered as he stood
clinging to his mother’s dress, and cried
very bitterly when he saw them put
father so far out of sight.

The good priest, accustomed as he
was to such scenes, could not help feel-
ing deeply for the poor bereaved widow,
and the pale, sad-faced little boy. After
all was over he spoke a few kind, sympa-
thising words to Agnes, and this helped
her to leave the churchyard less cast down
than she would otherwise have done.

It was very trying to go back to the
empty room ; to miss her husband’s kind
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smile and well-known voice, and to be
reminded in so many ways that she
should never see him again. How alone
she seemed in the world! and yet she
knew that such was »o# the case, for she
did not doubt that He, the Comforter of
the afflicted, the loving Saviour of man-
kind, in whom she trusted, was with her
even now in this the hour of trial, and
would not forsake His afflicted servant.
Had she not, too, much cause for grati-
tude in the remembrance of the holy and
peaceful end of her beloved husband, for
whose soul she could daily offer up her
prayers, united with the whole Catholic
Church, in the one great sacrifice of the
Mass ?

She knew that all his suffering had
been offered up to God, and willingly
borne, in union with the sufferings of
His Divine Son; and that though his
soul might need purifying before being
admitted into the presence of the
beatific vision, yet he was safe. He
had accomplished his earthly destiny,
and for him all cares and sorrows were
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for ever ended; and with such thoughts
as these, Agnes was comforted.

CHAPTER VII.

AGNES BIDS FAREWELL TO THE SCENES OF
HER CHILDHOOD.
¢Is it dark the pass before thee?
Is the road unknown ?
Onward, though the storm be o’er thee,
Thou art not alone.

Onward bravely, God is near,

Guiding, guarding year by year.’

OOD, kind Mrs. Murphy did not
go to the funeral, but remained
behind to try and make the

room look as little lonely as possible

under the circumstances; and when

Agnes returned home, did all she could

to assist and console her during the rest

of theday. How many beautiful lessons
we may all learn from the poor! The
sufferings nobly endured, and heavy
burdens bravely borne, where can we
look better than to them? What
generosity they teach us! they show us
how to be truly and greatly generous,
in their willingness to share the last they

- |
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possess, whatever that may be, with a
neighbour kindly and ungrudgingly,
without a hope of return or reward.

Theirs is not a generosity which costs
them nothing; it often entails going
without a meal, or sitting by a fireless
grate, but always a self-sacrifice of some
sort. It is the highest and truest order,
because the nearest to our great Pattern,
whose generosity only reached its perfec-
tion on the Cross at Calvary, where the
most perfect self-sacrifice was made that
the world has ever known, and which
nothing could go above or beyond.

- We, my readers, are not called upon
to lay down our lives, but our Divine
Lord would have us make daily sacrifices
for one another ; and amongst the poor,
I think, we see this call answered as a
rule more obediently and absolutely than
anywhere else.

After the death of her husband, Agnes
found it was necessary to leave the little
cottage where she had spent so many
happy years. Most of the furniture had
to be sold for what it would fetch, to pay

4
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the landlord to whom several weeks’
rent was due, besides the doctor’s bill,
and other expenses incurred during
Philip Wilmott’s illness.

With the few remaining things that
were left she furnished a room, which
- she rented from an old woman, who was
pleased to have so respectable a person
as Agnes for a lodger.

It was rather late and dark the evening
the poor young widow left her once
happy home to take possession of the
somewhat dilapidated apartment in the
house belonging to Mrs. Moore. Not-
withstanding the scarcity of furniture,
Agnes made the place look far better
than one less orderly would have done.

There are those amongst the poor,
who frequently fall into dirty slovenly
habits, but Agnes had been taught that
no household work is too trifling to be
well done, and that whatever our circum-
stances may be, there is no excuse for
being untidy and disorderly.

It did not take her very long to
strange the few things. The low truck
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bed in one corner covered with the spot-
less white quilt, and in the opposite one
an old chest of drawers, (which had once
belonged to her mother), with an ancient
tea-caddy on the top of it. These
articles, with the addition of a small
round table that had long since seen its
best days,and three chairs, constituted the
whole of Agnes’s household possessions.
Having finished her arrangements, she
succeeded, after several attempts, in mak-
ing a bright fire burn cheerily in the grate,
and thus the room looked less dismal.

As time went on, Agnes Wilmott found
it a terribly hard struggle to gain a suffi-
ciency for the daily wants of herself and
Johnnie. Many a time the poor woman
would go to bed with the pangs of hunger
unsatisfied ; but never a murmur escaped
her lips. '

Johnnie would sometimes cry, when he
saw and knew his mother was in want.
Then Agnes would speak to her child,
and tell him of how Our Blessed
Lord suffered for us, leaving us an ex-
ample that we should follow in His

4—2
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steps; how the Holy Babe of Bethlehem
came to live this poor earth’s life, and
suffer pain and hunger—until the little
boy would become quiet whilst he lis-
tened to the tale of the Infant Saviour,
and kissing his mother, would wipe away
his tears.

Often of a night, when Agnes had
finished the allotted task which she had
set herself for the day, and Johnnie was
asleep in bed, she would stand and listen
to his even breathing, and press a kiss
on his fair brow, thanking God that
although her trials were many, her pre-
cious child was spared her, and they two
could be together.

- Thereis no doubt life’s road is hard
and stony. Many a reader of these .
pages has already found this out, and
many a one is yet destined to do so.

Some of us are cut by the stones’
sharp points; some of us are bruised
and wearied by slips and falls; more
are wearied by having to climb from
one rock to another, or are terrified by
the great cliffs which overhang their path;
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but let it vary how it may, the sad experi-
ence is that which is in one form or
another the lot of almost all.

During one year Agnes managed to
drag on in her poor lodging, by dint of
sewing from morning till night at the
plain work she obtained. The neigh-
bours were kind and sympathising ; but
most of them were very poor, and in some
cases almost as destitute as herself—find-
ing it a difficult matter to keep anyway
straight, with the little they could earn.

Agnes was much distressed on hear-
ing, about this time, that the Squire, with
all his family, had decided on leaving
Ashington, with the intention of residing
on the Continent, at least for one year.
Thus she would be deprived of the chief
means of support; for up to the present
time she had constantly been supplied
with needlework from the Hall (as Squire
Costello’s house was called).

At last, when the winter set in, the
struggle for bare existence became harder
and more terrible than ever. Often Agnes
and her boy were miserably off for food ;
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and as to fire—coals had gone up in price,
so that even in the bitterest weather they
could but seldom have such a comfort,
except Johnnie made a pilgrimage, and
was fortunate enough to pick up suffi-
cient wood to kindle one large enough to
make the kettle boil or fry a herring ;
but it was not often they had anything to
cook. Bread and butter was what they
chiefly made their meals on—meat being
a luxury not to be thought of.

By degrees the little work she had
hitherto managed to get, unaccountably
fell off, and there seemed nothing before
her but the Union; indeed this had been
suggested to her long before, but Agnes
shrank from the idea of going there.

What was to be done? Very plainly
she saw that her child was drooping and
fading out of the world, for want of
proper food.

It was then that she determined on
leaving her native village, and going to
London, where she hoped to be able to
procure employment. Having come to
this decision, she sold the few bits of
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furniture to her landlady for a trifling
sum; and having put together what
articles of clothing she possessed, Agnes

Wi ilmott bade farewell to the scenes of her
childhood.

CHAPTER VIIL

FIRST EXPERIENCES OF THE CITY.

‘Thy hand shall lead me, and Thy right hand

shall hold me.’—Ps. cxxxviii. g.
JAVING given my readers an
insight into Agnes Wilmott's
former life, it is time they should
return with me, and follow the poor
young woman in her future career.

Both mother and child were all the
better for their night’s rest. The next
morning Mrs. Martin persuaded Agnes
to remain until after mid-day, as she
would then have had some dinner, and
be better able to continue her journey.

It was close upon two o’clock when
Agnes took leave of her kind friend. and
set off with her little boy to the station.
The day was cold and lowering. In some
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places the snow laydeep upon the ground,
owing to the heavy fall of the two preced-
ing days.

Agnes had not gone far when the
snow again came down, the wind blow-
ing it blindingly into the faces of those
who had to battle against it. Some of the
few she met on the way shouted out that
if she had far to go she had best turn
back ; but Agnes trudged on, and made
no reply, and in a short time a turning in
the road showed her that the railway-
station was quite close at hand.

In another five minutes she had taken
the tickets, and was just in time to hurry
into a third-class carriage, pointed to by
a porter who had observed her approach
and told her to look sharp if she meant
togoatall. A deep sigh escaped the
poor girl as she seated herself in the
crowded compartment,and timidly looked
round at the occupants.

In one corner of the carriage sata man
who gave one the idea of being a miser.
His coat was buttoned tightly round him,
and his eyes had a keen, sharp, grasping

- e —— .
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look about them, as if their owner would
never lose an opportunity of getting
money, nor make one for spending it.
Immediately opposite Agnes was a
country-looking woman with a fat child
on her knee, who was very restless, and
~ made sundry dives at the bundle Agnes
carried. Her mother tried in vain to
pacify her, by saying in a coaxing voice:

‘Now, Polly, be a good girl, and mother
will give you something nice by-and-by.’

But as the ‘ something nice’ was not
forthcoming, the child set up a roar, and
was only quieted by Johnnie giving hera
biscuit he had.

At the other end of the carriage were
some farmers discussing crops, fat stock,
pasture-lands, etc., a topic they seemed
to enjoy thoroughly.

Johnnie sat beside his mother; he
was very silent at first, but after a while,
when he found himself rattling along in
the train to London, he began to chat
with the liveliest interest of things he
noticed as they sped along.

‘Have you ever been to London,
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mother ? he asked, speaking close to her,
that she might hear above the din of the
train.

‘No, my dear,” she replied, ‘I have
never been there ; but father used to live
in London before he settled down at
Ashington.’

¢It’s a grand city, mother, isn’t it? I'm
so glad we’re going. Some of the boys
down at our place said the streets are
paved with gold in London !

While he uttered the words he looked
up in her face with an incredulous smile.

‘No, no, Johnnie! she said, as she
smiled back at him. ‘We must look #p
for gold and brightness; not wunder
Joot!

Johnnie was rather puzzled as to what
these words meant, but made no reply,
for just then they arrived at the end of
their railway journey.

At the station everything was in a
state of bustle and confusion. Agnes
asked the officials several times the way
to Shoreditch ; but her inquiries were
curtly responded to—everybody was too
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busy to direct her to the locality she
mentioned. One man, in a very off-
hand manner, told her to take a cab.
So she stepped out to the cab-stand, and
looking from one to the other of the men
she accosted a youngish respectable cab-
man, and asked him what he would charge
to take her to Shoreditch.

‘What part do you want to go to ? he
asked.

“If you would drive me as far as
Anchor Street, that would do nicely,’
she replied; ‘for no doubt I could find
my way to Crabtree Court, which I am
told is close by. But I can't afford
much,’ she added.

‘Well, it’s rather an expensive drive
in a cab, for you have come a long
distance out of your way, coming to this
yer Waterloo Station,’ the young man
answered kindly. ‘But if you'll take
notice of what I'll tell you, you can get
there c/eap, by taking the ’buses.’

He then gave her instructions, not
forgetting to impress on her mind where
she would have to change from one
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omnibus to another, and the colours of
those she must get into.

Agnes thanked him very heartily, feel-
ing most grateful for having met with
that bit of real disinterested kindness.

It was about four o’clock—just when
London was getting dark, and the lamps
were being lighted—when they reached
Shoreditch. Both mother and child were
thoroughly tired, and somewhat be-
wildered, as the conductor of the omnibus
gave the usual signal for the driver to
draw up to allow those who wished to
get out, to do so.

‘ Now then, missus, be sharp, if you're
going to step out here,’ said the man
impatiently, as he saw Agnes uncertain
as to what she should do. ¢If it’s
Anchor Street you wants, you must walk
a bit before you can get there; no 'buses
don’t go down them back ways. I'll lift
the youngster out for yer,” and, suiting
the action to the word, he gave Johnnie
a swing round on to the pavement.

There was a bitter wind ; and as they
walked along they met men and women
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muffled up in warm winter coats and
comfortable woollen shawls. Johnnie
shivered along, with his shoulders up to
his ears, and a hand in each sleeve, try-
ing to keep the cruel wind from cutting
down his poor little neck at the back,
and from stealing up his arms in front.

He had no warm jersey and drawers,
like many of the boys he met, trotting
along by their mother’s side. Johnnie’s
clothing was of the thinnest and scantiest,
and it was impossible to keep the cold
out.

As Agnes had told Mrs. Martin, she
was not quite sure of her cousin’s ad-
dress, but she remembered afterwards
the name of the court, and the street
which immediately led to it. However,
as it was getting late, it seemed advisable
to secure some place of shelter for the
present, and she could afterwards decide
as to where it would be best to put up
altogether.

Of the first policeman they met, Agnes
timidly asked if he could direct her to a
lodging.
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The man, after scanning Agnes from
head to foot, said :

‘Yes ; there’s Bilton’s place, within a
few minutes’ walk from here, if you
ain’t pertickler about your fellow-lodgers !
It's ckeap, anyhow ; and what's ckeap
about Z%ese parts ain’t any way too nice.
However, if you're hard up for a place
just now, you might make shift with it.
All you've got to do is to keep yourself
to yourself in such places as them.
Walk straight on until you get to that
public you see at the end of the street,
then turn to your left, and anyone will
show you which is the house.’

Agnes walked slowly on, Johnnie
dragging at her dress in a manner that
sorely taxed her strength. She took the
turning mentioned by the policeman, and
in a short time arrived at a house which
a woman pointed out to her as ¢ Bilton's,’
the door of which was open.

On looking in, Agnes saw four or five
rough-looking men sitting in front of a
large fire, smoking and drinking. A
woman was busily engaged frying bacon
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and potatoes, whilst at the farther end of
the apartment two slovenly women sat
huddled up, talking in an undertone, the
subject of their conversation evidently
being of an exciting nature. Now and
then, as they raised their voices, Agnes
could hear that some terrible fight had
taken place, which had, they thought,
terminated in the death of one of those
engaged in the affray.

She stood undecided for a few mo-
ments as to what she should do, when a
dispute arose between the men, and as
the coarse, foul language they made use
of fell upon her ears, she shrank back
with a feeling of horror.

Had she then come to this? Could
she take her child into such a place,
where he would be forced to listen to
the blasphemy and oaths which, even
during the short time she had remained
by the door, had been uttered by those
half-human creatures. Vo / she would
far rather he should suffer than herd with
such a demoralised crew. Poverty she
could bear; dry bread and scanty fare



64 Agnes Wilmott's History.

she was ready to suffer, if she could only
be where there was quietness and peace.

‘Come, Johnnie! she said! ‘come,
my boy! We can’t go in tkere. 1 am
very sorry for your sake, for I know
how tired you are; but /°// help you
along, and you'll see we shall get a place
where you can have a nice rest.’

But Johnnie made no answer. Poor
child ! his feet were tired, and his head
heavy and aching ; his lips quivered, and
he would have burst into tears, but he
did not like to distress his mother, so he
quietly brushed away with the sleeve of
his little jacket the few that would not
keep back.

Again the two paced on, until they
came to a small shop in the window of
which were a variety of articles for sale,
consisting of herrings, candles,lardy cakes,
boot-laces, pins, apples ; and in the very
centre was placed a large dish containing
‘bundles of mystery,’ sold at a penny
each when /4o, but reduced to half that
price when cold.

These mysterious bundles are much
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liked by the poor in London, and gene-
rally get a ready sale.

A bill, too, appeared in the window an-
nouncing thefact that‘hot pea-soup,’at 1d.
per pint, could be had within twice a week.

Jeremiah Pringle, the owner of this
shop, prided himself on the excel-
lency of his pea-soup, and it was astonish-
ing the number of pints he disposed of
amongst his poor, half-starved neigh-
bours. His wife, who was getting on in
years, and suffered with the rheumatics,
declared that Zwesdays and Thursdays
were awful trying times, for she was on
her legs a'most all day, and went
through a martyrdom with tending the
soup for so many hours; but Z%a¢ she
supposed wasn’t of #o consequence, so
long as her old man could fill his pockets
with the money it brought in.

As Agnes stepped into the shop to
buy some of the lardy cakes (which were
most tempting, so Johnnie thought) Mr.
Pringle was standing behind the counter,
ready to attend to any customers who
might require his services.

5
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He was a sharp-faced little man, and
what is called a Ze»d man. Now a
hard man is one of the worst things in
the world; one with whom his fellows
can do nothing;-and such a one was
Jeremiah Pringle.

CHAPTER IX.

MRS. MULLIGAN’S LODGINGS.

¢ For He hath given His angels charge over thee:
to keep thee in all thy ways.—Ps. xc. 11,

EER AVING made her purchase of the
N cakes, Agnes ventured to ask
Mr. Pringle if he could direct
her to a respectable lodging.

‘Direct you to a respectable lodging,’
said the old man, repeating her words
slowly, and looking at her with a hard,
suspicious stare. ¢ Well// it’s not in my
line exactly to do #kat sort of thing,
'specially when I knows notking of the
party as asks me. JBu# he continued,
‘if you waits a minute, I'll ask my
missus ; p'r'aps she might be able to tell
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you of some place; and with this Jere-
miah Pringle, going to a door which led
into a small sitting-room, called out in a
far from modulated voice, ¢I say, Nancy,
you're wanted : step in, will yer!

Nancy soon appeared, in not the most
amiable temper, for it was ¢ 7wesday,
and, as usual, she had been much occu-
pied in the soup trade, not only making
it, but dealing it out in the cans and jugs
for those who came to purchase, so that, as
she expressed it,she was pretty nigh beat.

“Well! and what do you want »ow,
that you can’t let a body have a minute’s
peace ?’ she asked, addressing her
husband.

¢7 don’t want nothing,” replied Jere-
miah, ‘but this yer young woman db
She would be glad to know if you could
tell her of a lodging to put up at.’

On hearing this Nancy raised her
hand to her forehead, as if in profound
meditation ; then bringing it down with a
bang on the counter, exclaimed :

‘I'm blessed if I can think of one just
now, unless Mrs. Mulligan’s got her top

5—2
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garret empty, which I fancy may very
likely be the case.’

As this conversation was going on,
who should enter the shop but the very
identical person in question !

“Well, to be sure !’ said Mrs. Pringle ;
‘why, Mrs. Mulligan, if you ain’t the
very one we was a-talking of I

‘No’arm, 1 hope? May I ask what you
was a-saying ? inquired Biddy Mulligan.

“Well, to tell you the truth,” said old
Pringle, ‘my missus and I was a-men-
tioning to our customer here as how we
thought you might be willing to let a
room to her, if so be you had one to
spare ; that’s the long and short of it.’
Then Jeremiah leant both his elbows on
the counter, and waited to hear what
answer would be given.

Biddy Mulligan turned round, and
having inspected Agnes to her satis-
faction, said :

¢ Yes, Mr. Pringle, you are right so far :
1 /ave a room to let, as anyone can see
as looks at' the card hanging in my
window. But I don’t care to let to every-
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one; 1 only takes in respectable, decent
folks’ (and she emphasized the two
adjectives), ‘as you knows quite well,
Mr. Pringle. I'd rather, far rather let
my place bide empty then ’ave any other
but such as I mentions. Didn’t I turn
Sally Webb out, 'cos she was such a
slattern, going about as she did, with her
gownd all in rents, and her hair for all
the world like a door-mat? No, I can't
stand such ways. If I ¢ a lone widdy,
I'll let people know that Biddy Mulligan
can keep herself as a respectable woman
should.’

Having come to an end of this some-
what long oration, Biddy addressed
herself to Agnes :

‘Welll she said, ‘you looks decent,
so I'll take you in. Maybe I'm not
doing a wise thing, letting to a total
stranger, but for once I'll run the risk;
that’'s to say, if you're ready to pay a
week’s rent in advance.’

‘What is it? inquired Agnes anxi-
ously.

‘One-and-nine,’ replied Biddy, ‘and
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you must put the money down before
you takes possession. I've been cheated
more than once since I took to letting
lodgings, and I ain’t going to be played
that trick no more, if 7 knows it!

Notwithstanding the permission to
become an inmate in Mrs. Mulligan’s
house was not a very gracious one,
Agnes was thankful to pay the required
sum, which she placed in her future
landlady’s hand, and which was carefully
counted, and quickly pocketed by the
old woman.

It did not take Biddy long to purchase
the quartern loaf, herring, and half-ounce
of mixed tea, and then bidding Mr.
Pringle and his wife good-evening, she
left the shop accompanied by Agnes and
Johnnie.

Through one dingy street after another
Biddy Mulligan went on, followed by
Agnes, until she turned down a some-
what large court, into which the bright
sunshine seldom found entrance. Most
of its inhabitants were costermongers, as
the donkey-carts, baskets, old fish-boxes
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and refuse, shells and vegetables, which
almost blocked up the cramped roadway,
showed at a glance ; but the minority of
the court’s population was a strange
medley.

It was at a house at the end of this
court that Biddy at length paused.
Having opened the door with a latch-
key, she bid Agnes wait, whilst she
struck a match and lighted a candle, then
mounted up three flights of narrow stairs,
which were very steep and dark, so that
both mother and child had to be careful,
or they would have stumbled.

‘Now, young woman,’” said Biddy,
‘kere you are,’ and she pushed open the
door of a little attic.

Agnes looked round at what would in
all probability be her future home. The
place was certainly very small, the ceiling
slanting, and in some places so low as to
make it necessary to stoop. The floor
was uneven, and the only window, if one
might judge by the size, could not yield
much light at the best of times. The
furniture was in keeping with the room,
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but the place looked clean, and they
would have it to themselves, so Agnes
felt thankful in taking possession.

¢Ain’t you brought no box with you ?’
inquired Biddy.

“This is all I have,’ replied Agnes,
showing her bundle ; ‘but I hope to get
work, and then I shall be able to buy
the few things I most stand in need of.’

‘ Humph! muttered Biddy Mulligan.
“ It's a bad look-out for you I'm thinking,
if ye’re counting on what you'll get in
the way of work. Why, this yer
neighbourhood is swarming with them
as wants to earn a living. However, I
may find you a job or two, if you're
handy with your needle, and don’t ask
too much for what you do.’

Agnes thanked the landlady for her
promise of help. Mrs. Mulligan having
made a few remarks as to the low rent she
asked for the room, and wishing it to be
clearly understood the reason for her
having done so was on account of various
damages done to the place by its late
occupant, Sally Webb, bid Agnes good-
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night, and made her way downstairs to
her own apartment.

Agnes took off her wet shawl and
sodden boots, telling Johnnie to undress,
after which she wrapped him up in the
one blanket they possessed. The little
boy soon began to feel all the better for
the change, and was quite content to keep
quiet and watch his mother whilst she
kindled a fire and made some tea; and
very much he enjoyed it too, with one
of the lardy cakes bought at Mr. Pringle’s
shop.

In the course of another hour Johnnie
was fast asleep, whilst Agnes sat on by
the fire, thinking of all that had happened
since she had left Ashington. Very
thankful she was, for having secured a
resting-place for herself and child, even
though it was but a miserable garret.

Before she undressed she did her
best to make the casement a little more
weather-proof, by filling up some parts
of the broken glass with paper, until she
should be able to do something more
effectual on the morrow; for, as it was, the
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current of air which blew through every
now and then almost extinguished the
flickering flame of the tallow candle. But
she was too tired to care much for any-
thing just then butzes¢; so, after an earnest
prayer, she lay down trustful and content.

Agnes believed that for whatever the
morrow, and all the days to come, might
bring, she would receive help and
strength according to her need, as she
had ever done in times past, so heart and
mind were able to rest.

CHAPTER X.

MRS. ARCHER AND LITTLE NELL.

¢All thy children shdll be taught of the Lord :
and great shall be the peace of thy children.’—
Tsa1as liv. 13.
JIDDY MULLIGAN let lodgings -
Y to make a living, as she said.
= As a rule it answered remark-
ably well, and during the six years she
had lived at No. g, Barrett’s Court, had
been regularly paid by those who rented
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her rooms, except on two or three
occasions.

The last time such a thing had
happened was only a fortnight before
Agnes came, when Mrs. Moriarty, the
second-floor lodger, with her family,
had taken their departure early one
morning during Biddy’s absence, leaving
their rent, which was in arrears, unpaid.
They had slily carried off their things
in the dark unobserved. Joe Moriarty,
the husband, was suspected of having
been engaged in some robbery, and the
eldest girl had narrowly escaped detec-
tion while stealing goods from a shop-
door in the neighbourhood; so they
deemed it advisable to remove to a
quarter where they were unknown.

One or two of the inmates of Barrett’s
Court were in the secret; but when
questioned by Biddy as to whether
they  knew anything of what had taken
place, feigned perfect ignorance.

They admired the clever contrivance
of the Moriartys, and having a spite
against Mrs. Mulligan, who was very
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unpopular with them, enjoyed the
discomfiture of the landlady when she
knew of their flight.

When Agnes became an inmate of
No. 9, there were three other sets of
lodgers besides herself. A cabman with
his wife and children occupied the second-
floor rooms ; over them lived a laundress
and her two daughters ; and in the back
garret immediately opposite Agnes a
woman of the name of Archer, with her
child, a little girl of ten. Mrs. Archer
was a charwoman, and her habits being
clean and tidy, she was very much
liked in the house where she worked,
and generally had enough to do ; but she
had a great trouble with little help or
comfort, and now she worked on because
it was her nature, but without heart or
hope. She had had a warm heart, but
it was as if the snows of winter had
fallen on it ; and if it had not killed the
life and love below, it kept it all quite
still—not dead, but never acting.

Kate Archer had been deserted by
her husband for many years, and had
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followed all her children to the grave—all
but the poor crippled little Nellie, whom
from the cradle she had loved best of all,
and nursed with care, and thought to
save ; but the doctor told her it was all of
no use, the girl would never live to grow
up, and the hope died out of Kate
Archer’s heart. ‘

It was sad for her to be obliged to
leave the poor child as she did, day after
day, whilst she went out to work. Nellie
had been a cripple all her life. The
years of her life indeed were not many,
but they seemed long to her, as the weeks
passed drearily by, and she sat in her
lonely garret with no one to speak to,
and nothing to look at but the sooty
roofs and smoking chimneys of the houses
opposite.

Mrs. Archer and Nellie missed Mrs.
Moriarty, and were sorry to lose her;
they did not care for her husband or
daughter. ButMrs. Moriarty was a frank,
kind-hearted woman,and had always done
what she could for the cripple girl and her
mother. Blunt in her ways, and thrift-
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less in her habits, she was as readyto give
to those poorer than herself, as she was
ready to receive from those who were
richer.

Nellie shed many tears when she heard
of the Moriartys’ departure. ANow there
would be no one to carry her down the
dark, steep stair, and place her in her seat
below, in the courtyard ; for when her
mother left for work it was too early in
the morning for Nellie to go out; so that
if Mrs. Moriarty had not done the neigh-
bourly act, seldom would she have had
the change. . ]

All through the long, long, dark win-
ter months, the little girl looked forward
to the summer days when she would be
able to sit in the yard for an hour or two;
and now she greatly feared that that one
bright spot in her sad life was lost to her.

Nellie Archer, poor child, was sadly
ignorant, for she had never been to school,
and her mother gave no thought to her
little girl beyond what concerned her
body. She had not been baptized ; in-
deed Mrs. Archer’s idea of Christianity
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consisted in keeping her place c/ear, and
herself and child as tidy and respect-
able as her circumstances would admit.
The name of God was only known to the
cripple as she heard it mixed up with
oaths that reached her as she sat up in
her silent garret.

The evening Agnes Wilmott and
Johnnie took up their abode at Biddy
Mulligan’s, Nellie was waiting for her
mother’s return, supported by a pillow
and an old cushion; she was half-lying,
half-sitting on the bed, trying to mend
her old frock, which really seemed past
mending. The sheets and counterpane
were coarse and not very white, but they
were clean, and so was Nellie’s face.
The attic, though small and somewhat
damp, had an air of neatness about it ;
for the few tin articles arranged on
the mantelshelf were as bright as silver.
The discoloured walls were covered with
bright-coloured pictures, and the well-
brushed grate showed that the room
belonged to an industrious and orderly
person.
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Hearing strange voices and people
moving about, a start of pleasure ran
through Nellie’s frame. Poor child ! she
longed for any change.

¢ Perhaps,’ she thought to herself, ‘the
garret’s let !

If only she could find out!

Just then old Biddy passed by the
door, and Nellie could not resist calling
out, and asking, by way of an excuse, if
she would give the fire a stir, as it had
got so low. Now, to tell the truth,
Biddy Mulliganwas very partial to Nellie,
and, although she had long lived alone,
was naturally sociable, and often sighed
for the day when her own daughter
Peggy, with her sunny smiles and merry
chatter, gladdened her home. Ah!
those were Aappy times! but Peggy was
thoughtless and vain, and much too fond
of finery; she became acquainted with
some giddy companions, who persuaded
her to leave her mother, in order (as
they said) that she might enjoy herself,
and see a little more of the world ; and
so one day the foolish girl left her home
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and never returned again. Her poor
mother had made every inquiry, but all
in vain, and had never been able to gain
any tidings of her. It was a great trouble
to Biddy, and still pressed heavily on her
spirits. She would at times, when Nellie
was too ill to leave her bed, go in and sit
with her ; and as she watched the child’s
pale face with the bright golden hair
around it on the scanty pillow, her deep
blue eyes with their far-away look, and,
in spite of all her sufferings, her uncom-
plaining smile, the old woman would
think of her own lost child, and feel that
willingly she would see her like Nellie,
passing away from earth. Yes, far
rather part with her thus, than believe,
as she had too much reason to do, that
Peggy was leading a life of infamy and
sin. :
When Biddy heard Nellie calling to
her, she bustled into the room.

‘Well, my dear, and what’s it you're
wanting ? she asked.

‘Oh, Mrs. Mulligan, will you be so good
as to see to the fire? it’s well-nigh out, and

6
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mother will be needing a cup of tea when
she comes in—such a cold night as it is.’

‘You're right, Nellie, replied Biddy,
‘and glad enough you'll be, I should say,
when your mother do come ; for it must
be terrible lonesome for you to bide so
many hours all by yourself, day after day.’

Having made up the fire, Biddy, much
to Nellie’s satisfaction, seated herself in
a chair close to the bed, saying she would
stop and keep her company until Mrs,
Archer’s return.

‘Well, well! Biddy began, ¢you've
got some one in the other room again;
and a decent sort of soul, I should say,
from what I can make out. Poor thing!
she looks awful weak and ailing; and it
strikes me, if she don’t soon pick up and
get some flesh on them bones of hers, she
won’t trouble me nor no one else long.’

‘Is she guite alone ? inquired Nellie.
¢1 fancied I heard a child’s voice !

‘No doubt you did, Nell, for she has
along with her as purty a little chap as
my eyes have fell on for many a long
day. He don’t look no ways fitted to
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live in these yer parts, amongst the
rough low set as swarms about the
court. From the little I've gathered,
his mother don’t appear to have no
friends; and I dare say, if the truth were
known, she’s had hard times of it, like
the rest of us—for this is a terrible world
for poor folks to live in.’

How long Biddy might have continued
talking it would be difficult to say, had
she not been interrupted by the entrance
of Nellie’s mother.

‘Ah, Mrs. Archer! it's you, is it?
said Biddy. ¢I've just been telling your
gal how I've let the garret; but I won't
stop no longer now you've come home.
You'll be glad to take off them wet
things of yours and give yourself a
warm, after being out in the rain: Nell
will tell you what little there is to hear,
so I'll be off.’

And with this Biddy left the room, and
went downstairs to her own apartment.
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CHAPTER XL

AGNES IN HER TROUBLE AND DISTRESS
- PAYS A VISIT TO THE PAWN-SHOP.

¢In Christ’s dear Name with courage bear

Whatever ills betide ;

For worldly good is oft a snare,
And fills the heart with pride.

What seems a loss will often prove
To be our truest gain,

And pains endured with patient love,
A jewelled crown obtain.’

A [ so happened that the winter
B8 Agnes Wilmott went to London
was a very hard one. Work
was scarce, wages low, provisions were
dear, and many of the poor were half-
starved. Everyone said that it was the
worst time that had been known for
years; and there seemed no prospect of
improvement while the cold weather
lasted.

A month had passed by since the
evening Agnes had taken the lodging at
Biddy Mulligan’s house.” Agnes Wil-
mott had suffered much during that
time, in the way of privations ; but her
landlady knew little of this, for she had
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regularly received her money for the
rent on the day it fell due. Now and
then Agnes had done a little sewing for
her, for which she was but ill paid, and
she had, too, got a job of work from
some others through Biddy.

All this time the days were shorten-
ing and getting colder. It was quite
impossible for Agnes to make any addi-
tions to her own or Johnnie’s scanty
stock of clothing, and they suffered much
in consequence. The struggle for life
seemed to be desperate; and had it not
been for her child, thankfully would she
have closed her weary eyes upon the
world.

What was it that helped her to bear
her sad lot without a murmur ? It was
this, my dear readers : Agnes, in all her
trials and difficulties through life, had
been faithful to her religious duties,
faithful to the teaching of the Church.
She had sought for help and strength
where alone they can be found, in those
channels appointed by Our Blessed Lord
Himself, the Sacraments of His Church.
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Was she poor, suffering, and without
friends? She thought of the humility
and great love of Our Lord in the
wonderful mystery of the Incarnation;
of Jesus in the manger at Bethlehem ;
of Jesus always in poverty. And with the
remembrance of what Our Lord had suf-
fered during His life on earth, Agnes
would bow her head in submission to the
will of God, to whom her heart was
given, and strive to see Christ in all her
trials, knowing that He would not send
her more than she could bear.

The inhabitants of Barrett’'s Court
were a godless set, and from the first
Agnes was disliked by almost everyone
who lived there. They looked upon her
as ‘stuck up’ and bumptious, and as
thinking a mighty lot of herself, because
she did not drink and wrangle like her
neighbours. She had no business there,
Papist as she was, coming amongst them
just to spy on all they did.

Agnes had to put up with a good deal
of bullying insult from the slatternly,
brazen-faced young women and foul-
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tongued men and boys when she went
to and from the court. On a Sunday
morning she and Johnnie managed to
get off quietly to Mass, for most of the
inhabitants, when the church bells were
ringing, were keeping holiday in bed:
some sleeping off the effects of excessive
drinking, and others snuggling between
their poor blankets because, thin and
scanty as they were, it saved coals and
increased comfort to put off lighting still
more meagre fires. But her return
home was, generally speaking, a time for
the roughs, who stood lolling by their
doors, to make their coarse remarks on
the widow and her little boy. Agnes
shrank painfully from their insulting
language ; but anything she might suffer
was amply compensated for by the com-
fort and happiness she experienced when
she was in church, kneeling before the
Tabernacle, pouring out all her sorrows.
Jesus, she knew, was there, waiting to
listen to those who came to cast their
cares before Him, and in His Sacred
Heart to find repose.
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Once again in her little attic, she
would rejoice that whatever her trials
might be, she possessed the priceless
treasure of the true faith, which none
could take from her; and that if she per-
severed, in God’s grace, to the last, the
storms of this life would soon pass away,
to be followed by the never-ending joys
of eternal happiness.

Agnes Wilmott suffered daily more
and more, and although she never com-
plained, her looks told plainly how ill
she was; but none of the neighbours
troubled themselves about her, except to
remark that she seemed a poor weakly
creature.

One day, when Johnnie had in vain
asked his mother for more food, which
she was unable to give him, Agnes
could bear it no longer; she felt she
must do something to obtain bread and
a few coals, for she knew her child was
suffering. At length she determined on
parting with some of her few remaining
clothes. Her stock of worldly goods was
small, butfrom them she took twoor three.
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Having wrapped them up in an old
black apron, she told Johnnie she would
soon return, and that he should have
some tea when she came back.

As Agnes set out in search of one of
those shops whose sign is three ‘golden
balls,’ the short winter afternoon was
closing in, but the street still swarmed
with dirty, ragged children. Women
with pinched, careworn faces, and un-
tidy, bonnetless heads, stood at the open
door of the houses, or, worse still, were
congregated round the entrance of the
numerous gin-palaces; some watching
wearily for the husband or son who was
inside squandering the price of the
bread and coal for want of which they
were shivering. Others, alas! were no
strangers themselves to drink.

Agnes Wilmott’s heart turned sick as
she noticed a young woman come out of
one of these places intoxicated, and push
aside with a horrible oath a little girl,
evidently her own, who, crying with
hunger, was wailing piteously for her
wretched mother. Quickly she passed
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by, and threading her way along one or
two narrow streets, came to the shop she
was seeking.

This was the first time Agnes had
ever pawned anything, and .it grieved
her to part with Johnnie’s little summer
suit, and  a pair of trousers which had
belonged to her husband; but she was
determined to get food somehow, and
consoled herself with the thought that
perhaps it would only be for a short
time—soon she might have work, and
then she would be able to redeem them.

As Agnes entered the shop, ‘Old
Moses’ was busily engaged with a cus-
tomer, so she stood on one side until he
was ready to attend to her; then she
untied her bundle, and waited anxiously
to hear what the Jew would offer. The
trousers were well inspected, and pro-
nounced to be much the worse for wear ;
whilst the little suit was considered
hardly worth taking. However, much to
Agnes’s | relief, the pawnbroker gave
better prices than she expected.

On her way home she bought some
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oatmeal, a loaf of bread, and a small
supply of coal. Having laid out her
money, as she thought, to the best ad-
vantage, Agnes tied up the provisions in
the apron which had previously contained
the clothes.

- Instead of returning the usual way to
Barrett’s Court, she went round by Hox-
ton Square, wishing to go into the church
for a few minutes, to tell her beads, and
pay a visit to the Blessed Sacrament.
Just as she was about to enter she thought
she saw something on the ground, half-
hidden amongst the heap of dust at one
side, that was hard and shining ; stoop-
ing to reach it, that she might examine
what it was, she picked up a handsome
gold locket with diamonds, which even
in the dim light sparkled with great
brilliancy. There was no one else pass-
ing by at the time, and even had there
been, the generality of those who passed
to and fro in that neighbourhood would
not be likely to possess so costly an orna-
ment ; for although Agnes was not in any
way experienced in jewellery, she felt
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sure what she had found was valuable-
After staying a short time she left the
church, carefully wrapping up the locket
in her handkerchief, and putting it into
her pocket. She had no intention to
sell it, or get money for it, as many
might have been tempted to do in her
circumstances. Had she chosen, she
might easily have done so, for there
are those in London who are only too
ready to purchase things that are dis-
honestly come by ; but Agnes knew her:
duty was to restore it, if possible, to its
owner. )

Walking hurriedly along through the
busy streets, she soon reached her home
in Barrett's Court. Johnnie was seated
on the topmost step of the stairs waiting
for his mother. He was full of eager
expectation at her coming, thinking she
would have made several purchases with
what was realised by the pawning of the
clothes ; he was depending upon a' fire
for one thing, to warm his poor little body
by, and perhaps something hot for tea.
He had been sitting there alone in the
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dark, until Mrs. Archer, pitying the child,
had asked him into her room to sit with
Nellie; but Johnnie said he thought
mother wouldn’t be long before she.
came, and sure enough just then he
heard the street-door open.

‘Well, my boy,’ said Agnes, ‘I've
brought you something to eat; and what'’s
more, you'll have a bit of fire !

Johnnie’s face brightened at the good
news, and he set to work quickly to break
up the sticks for his mother to light the
fire with, which was soon kindled, and
close to which he sat, warming himself.
Very glad he was, too, for the small
basin of oatmeal (a very small one it was,
because some had to be put away for the
morrow). Poor little fellow, he was
ravenously hungry, for he had had only
a morsel of bread early that morning.

¢ Do eat, mother,’ he said, pushing the
basin towards her; but Agnes shook her
head ; it was as much as she could do to
eat the piece of bread which she sopped
in her cup of tea.

Scarcely had they finished their meal
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when Mrs. Archer knocked ‘at the door,
and walking in, said she wished to have
a few words about some work she had
heard of, and which she thought Agnes
might be glad to get.

‘To tell you the truth, Mrs. Wilmott,’
she said, ‘I think as how this may prove
a fine opening for you. I've been work-
ing for the last few days up to Lady
‘Grenville’s, and it seems they're expect-
ing a mighty lot o’ company, so that the
house is to be cleaned from top to bottom.
Just afore I was coming away this even-
ing, Mrs. Simpson (that's the house-
keeper, you know) she says to me,
‘“ Mrs. Archer, do you know any respect-
able woman down your way you could
bring with you to-morrow to help clean?”
“ That I do, Mrs. Simpson !” I says, “as
steady and honest a body as ever stepped
in shoe-leather” (all the time I was
speaking, my mind was running on yow,
Mrs. Wilmott). “Well, then,” she says,
“that’s right, Mrs. Archer! I hope you
won't fail me, for her ladyship can’t bear
to have the place anyways out of order,
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and with an extra hand we shall soon get
on.” Now ¢kat's the long and skort of
what I've got to say.’

Agnes listened to all Mrs. Archer was
telling her, and most thankful she was at
the prospect of getting employment.

‘Well, then,’” said Mrs. Archer in con-
clusion, ‘as you ain’t noways engaged
elsewhere, you'll make up your mind and
come along with me to-morrow morning.
I starts at seven o’clock, so I hope you'll
be ready. All I can tell you is, that
vou'll work for as nice a lady as you
could wish to meet with. There ain’t
no pride about her; she’s quite affable
like, when she speaks to one, for all she’s
so rich. But tkere! real quality folks
don’t give themselves no airs! I've
heard Mrs. Simpson say, scores of times,
how much her ladyship (and Miss Gren-
ville especially) gives away amongst the
poor. Ah! and not only gives money,
but what’s more, goes tkemselves amongst
the sick, and them as stands in need of
help. They're of the same religion as
yourself, Mrs. Wilmott, and the young
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lady, Miss Edith (so I was told), was
down at the Catholic Church this after-
noon. I only wishes there was a few
more like /er ; it would be a blessing to
many a poor soul, [’z sure!

Finally it was arranged that Agnes
was to accompany Mrs. Archer the
following morning to Lady Grenville’s
house, and Johnnie, during his mother’s
absence, should stay with little Nellie.

CHAPTER XII.

AGNES RESTORES THE LOST LOCKET TO
ITS RIGHTFUL OWNER.

‘ Perfect Thou my goings in Thy paths, that my
footsteps be not moved.’—Ps. xvi. 5.

HEN Mrs. Archer had left the
room, Agnes took the locket
out of her pocket, and showed

it to Johnnie.
¢Oh, mother! he exclaimed, ‘won't

you get a lot of money for such a beauti-
ful thing! Why, if you sell it, we shan’t
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want for a long time! and the child’s
eyes sparkled when he thought what
maight be in store for them.

But Agnes tried to explain to her little
boy how displeasing such an act of dis-
honesty would be in the sight of God.
She well knew what a treasure a few
pounds would be, especially at the
present time,; how many difficulties would
be got rid of, how much it would buy,
and how it would smooth the rough path -
in which they were treading. And did
it not appear to be puzposely meant, that
she should have picked up the locket, so
that at least she might reap the benefit
of a reward, which no doubt would be
offered? Such an idea as this, however,
Agnes rejected. She felt, as all honest
persons do, that it was no more than her
duty to endeavour to find out the owner
and return it.

Telling Johnnie to put away the tea-
things, and then go to bed, Agnes put
on her shawl and bonnet, for she deter-
mined to go, without further delay, to
the Presbytery, and ask the advice of

7
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one of the priests as to how she ought to
act in the matter.

It did not take her very long to reach
the house; and after waiting a few
minutes, Father Bernard entered the
little room Agnes had been shown into.
~ She soon told him the object of her
visit. Having heard all she had to say,
the priest (who was rejoiced to find that
even in the midst of poverty there were
those who preferred to suffer rather than
act against their conscience) told her that
very probably the locket belonged to a
lady who had been to the church that
afternoon. He recommended her to go
at once to the house, the address of
which he would give her.

Before she left, Father Bernard put a
shilling into her hand, telling her, as it
. was getting late, and the lady lived some
distance from Hoxton, she had better
get into an omnibus, which would take
her a good way on her journey. He
asked her, too, several questions as to
her circumstances, kindly giving permis-
sion for Johnnie to attend the school
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without payment, until she had it in her
power to give the pence for the usual fee.

Thusinstructed, Agnes, having thanked
the good priest, commenced her important
journey. The omnibus only took her
part of the way, and then she had to
walk some distance. She proceeded
through the busy streets with the locket
securely tied up in a little parcel. She
was obliged to inquire several times the
way, until she reached the house near
the park to which her steps were directed.
It was a grand-looking house, though
not %alf as grand outside as it was inside.
The door was just being shut by a foot-
man as Agnescame up. She immediately
seized the opportunity of asking whether
Lady Grenville lived there.

‘Yes, she does,’ he replied, ‘but it's
rather late; besides, her ladyship is not
-at home this evening.’

The look of disappointment on Agnes’s
face led the man to inquire if it was any-
thing particular she had come about, or
if she had been desired by Lady Gren-
ville to call.

7—2



100 Agnes Wilmott's Hzistory.

‘No,” replied Agnes, ‘her ladyship
does not even know me; but I was di-
rected by one of the Fathers at Hoxton
Square to see the lady if possible, as it
is of importance.’

“Oh, if thats the case, come inside
then,’ said the man; and Agnes found
herself waiting in a large hall, whilst he
went to inquire if she could be seen.

Presently a very neat-looking maid
came and desired Agnes to follow her.
She was glad she had rubbed her boots
well when entering the house, for the
richly-carpeted staircase, up which she
now went, looked as if a speck of dirt
was never seen upon it. At the top of
the staircase was a long passage or
gallery, the end of which led into a
conservatory, filled with beautiful plants.
Several doors opened into this gallery.
The maid-servant tapped at one of them,
and somebody said, ¢ Come in.’

Lying on a couch, with a book in her
hand, was a slight fair young lady, very
simply attired in a plain black silk dress.

Edith Grenville, for she it is of whom
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I am now speaking, was the only
daughter of Sir Claude and Lady Gren-
ville. Surrounded as she was with all
the comforts and luxuries that riches can
bestow, she was not unmindful of those
whose lot in life was different to her
own.

The fashions, frivolities, and the
opinions of the world did not occupy her
thoughts and time, to the exclusion o
better things.

Charity to the poor and destitute,
exercised actively and generously, was to
Edith Grenville a pleasure as well as
a duty. The world has its theory of
religion, but the religion which is
approved before God and the Father is
the only religion which will serve us at
the last day. And to all who in the
midst of life’s cares and dailyemploy ments
forget not to visit the sick and needy,
let them remember how bright will be
their reward when Christ Himself shall
thank them for their services of love and
mercy; for has He not said, Amen, as long
as you did it to one of these My least
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brethren, you did it unto Me ?’ (St. Matt.
XXV. 40). ‘

Miss Grenville looked up when Agnes,
" entering with the servant, stood just
inside the door, and made a respectful
courtesy.

‘What is it you wish to see Lady
Grenville about so particularly ? she
asked in a low sweet voice.

‘Agnes stepped forward, and opening
the little paper parcel took out the
locket, which she handed to the young
lady, at the same time telling her in a
straight-forward manner all the cir-
cumstances connected with the finding
of it, with which my readers are already
familiar.

Directly Miss Grenville saw the locket,
she exclaimed: ¢ Yes, thisis the locket I
lost this afternoon, and which I feared
I should not recover. We intended to-
morrow having some bills printed to put
in the shop-windows, but your having
acted so honestly in bringing it back at
once will save us the trouble of doing so.
And now, I am most pleased to give you
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two pounds, the sum I intended offering
as a reward. I hope it will compensate
you in some measure, although I am
sure the consciousness of having acted as
you have will be a still greater reward.’

¢ Indeed, ma’am,’ said Agnes, colouring,
‘I am extremely obliged to you, but I
could not for one moment think of taking
the money; I have only done what I
knew to be my duty, and I do not desire
to be paid for being honest.’

As Edith Grenville looked at the
young woman standing before her, she
was somewhat surprised at the refusal.
Here was one who no doubt was poor
and in need, whose appearance only too
plainly told of suffering and illness, yet
unwilling to take any reward, which
most persons under similar circumstances
would not have hesitated to have done.

‘Well, my good woman,” said Miss
Grenville, ‘I will not pay you for
bringing back the locket, but you must
allow me to give you a sovereign for
your time and trouble ; this at least you
cannot object to.’
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It was not, however, without some
hesitation that Agnes took the money
Miss Grenville placed on the table;
but she felt it would not do to refuse
the kind lady’s gift.

. What would not such a sum do for
herself and Johnnie! How many weeks
it would keep them from want, and
help to pay the rent of their room!
As all this flashed through her mind,
tears of gratitude stood in her eyes.

‘I can’t tell you, ma’am, how grateful
I am,’ she said, ¢ for your kindness to me.’

Before Agnes left, Miss Grenville
asked her many questions about her
home and friends, for she felt interested
to know something of her history.

Agnes was soon won by the kind and
gentle manners of the young lady to give
an account of the last few years of her
life, and spoke unreservedly as to the
anxiety she felt respecting the future,
both as regarded herself and child.

‘In what way,’ inquired Miss Gren-
ville, ‘are you trying to gain your liveli-
hood ? perhaps I may be able (if not
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now, at least at some future time) to
assist you in getting employment.’

‘ Thank you, ma’am,’ said Agnes. ‘I
am most used to needle-work, and much
prefer it; but since I have been in London,
with the exception of a few odd jobs my
landlady has given me, I have not been
able to get any. I am now going to
see if I can manage charing; I almost
fear it’s beyond my strength, but I must
do my best. Mrs. Archer, who lodges
in the same house as myself, has kindly
got a day’s work for me. To-morrow I
am to go to a lady’s house : I don’t know
where it is, but I believe it's some
distance from our place ; she did mention
the lady’s name, but it's entirely slipped
my memory.’

¢ And where are you living ¥’

‘At No. 9, Barrett’'s Court, Shore-
ditch, ma’am.’

‘Did you say the person’s name was
Aprcher ? if so, 1 fancy I've heard it
before, and that she is the woman our
housekeeper engages to come and assist
when she requires extra cleaning done.’
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‘Yes, ma'am ; she's a widow with an
only child, a little cripple girl. I don’t
know much about them, but I fear hers
is a sad history. From the little I've
gathered, it appears that the poor woman
is, like most of those living in the court,
without much thought beyond this world.
Indeed, ma’am, it’s terrible to live where
I do, in the midst of one’s fellow-crea-
tures who never mention God's Name
except when cursing and swearing.’

‘And is there no one to visit those who
are ill and in distress, or to speak to them
on religion ¥

‘Well, ma'am, there’s what they
call a Bible woman comes round, and
reads a chapter or two to those who
will listen to her ; but they do it, knowing
they will have a soup-ticket and other
help, and no sooner is she out of the
place than they turn all she has been
saying into ridicule. She found her
way up to my little attic about a fort-
night ago, but I soon let her know I was
a Catholic, and would not read the tracts
she wished to leave with me. My child
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was in the room, and happened to have
his rosary in his hand, and she asked
him what it was. I could scarce keep
from smiling, when he answered with a
look of astonishment, “ Why my beads, to
be sure ! which I use when I pray to our
Blessed Lady. Father Denis gave them
to me. Haven't you got a rosary ?”
Oh my! ma’am; you should have
heard how she went on about people
being benighted with such Popish
mummery. She never gave me a chance
to put in a word, although I tried
hard to tell her more than once that I
could not allow my religion to be spoken
of in that irreverent manner. However,
from that day she has never come near
me, I’'m thankful to say, and I hope she
never wiell. But I mustask your pardon
for talking so much.’

‘I am very glad to have heard some-
thing about you, and shall hope to know
more of you and your little boy ; but now,
as it is getting late, I will not detain you,
especially as I shall have an opportunity
of seeing you to-morrow.’
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Agnes now bid Miss Grenville good
evening, and was soon on her way back
to Shoreditch. On reaching Barrett’s
Court and entering the house she
encountered Mrs. Archer, who was some-
what surprised at seeing her coming
home at so late an hour. The woman’s
curiosity was excited to know the cause,
and she thought to find it out by saying
she hoped that there was nothing amiss.

¢ No, Mrs. Archer, nothing whatever ;
I've only been out on some business
which has detained me rather longer
than I expected ;' and then she passed on
to her room, thinking it best to keep the
finding of the locket to herself.
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CHAPTER XIIL

MISS GRENVILLE VISITS AGNES WILMOTT
AND HER CHILD.

‘Religion clean and undefiled before God and

the Father is this: to visit the fatherless and

widows in their tribulation, and to keep oneself
unspotted from the world.’—ST. JAMES i. 27.

JHE next, and many successive
days, Agnes continued to ac-
company Mrs. Archer to the
lady’s house. The two women had to
set out early in the morning to get to
their work in good time. The weather
was sharp and cold, and very glad they
were to get the nice hot coffee the cook
gave them the first thing on arriving.
Johnnie went regularly to school. Poor
child! he used to dread the time when
he had to pass through the court, for the
boys would bully him in their rough
way. If No. g9 was only at the bottom
of the court, Johnnie would say to him-
self, how much nicer it would have been;
then he could have slipped out so much
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more easily. This going to and from
school was a source of great trouble
to the boy, and at first Johnnie was very
miserable in Barrett’'s Court. In the
country the neighbours had always been
kind to him; in London they all scowled
at him. His happiest times were when
he and his mother were together in
church, or when they were safely locked
in their little room at night.

Johnnie and Nellie became fast friends,
for all the time between school-hours,
and of an evening until Mrs. Archer
and his mother returned home from
their work, the two children were to-
gether ; Nellie listening with lively
interest to all Johnnie would relate
about the school, and what he had been
learning there. Sometimes he would
sing the hymns he knew by heart; and
when he told her they were sung in the
church, where he and his mother went
so often, Nellie no longer wondered, as
she had previously done, that he should
like to go there, to listen to the beautiful
music and join in the singing.
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Hitherto Nellie had had no one to
talk to her about these things as Johnnie
now did, in his simple, childlike manner.
She had often heard the church bells
ringing out as each Sunday came round,
and had on more than one occasion ques-
tioned her mother why she didn’t go and
see what the great buildings were like
inside ; but Mrs. Archer had silenced
her by saying that those grand places
were not intended for poor folks like
themselves, who worked hard from
morning till night, from one week’s end
to another, and needed all the rest they
could take on the Sunday. They were
for the rich, and those who had good
clothes to put on, and hadn’t to think of
how they were to get their living.

Nellie, seeing that the subject was not
an agreeable one to her mother, asked
no more questions; but the child did
not think the less in consequence. She
knew there was a God, but beyond that
everything was obscure and dark.

Nellie had never had an opportunity
of seeing the country, although she had
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often heard about it from those more
fortunate than herself. In the summer-
time, whole families turned out of their
wretched dwellings in Barrett's Court
and hastened into the country to gain
employment, in order that they might
carry back with them a little stock of
money. Most of them would go hop-
picking in Kent, for boys and girls, as
well as men and women, can do that
work ; and were it not for such early
visits to the country, some of the children
would never see a green field or’ wild
flower, or breathe the pure fresh aif un-
tainted by London smoke. Nelli€é had
often shed tears when she had heard
them talking with interest and looking
forward with pleasure to the return of
the hop-season. How ske would have
enjoyed the novelty of a ride, such as
they sometimes had, in a humble way !
A hop-garden is a very pretty sight.
The delicate green colour of the hops,
as they hang in rich festoons from pole
to pole, may well be attractive in the
eyes of those who usually gaze on little
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else but dirt-begrimed houses and dingy
streets, and, indeed, they form one of the
greatest ornaments to the landscape in
which they are placed. But to the
inhabitants of Barrett’s Court, and those
who joined them from the surrounding
alleys, the money which they earned by
picking them for the farmers was the
best sight of all !

Nellie confided to her newly found
little friend the disappointment she so
_often experienced in not being able to
do as the other.children, and in Johnnie -
she found a willing listener, and one who
was. always ready to sympathise with
her. Unconsciously, too, the little boy
was awakening thoughts and desires in
the mind of the poor cripple which were
to be the means of bringing not only her-
self, but her mother as well, to a know-
ledge of Christ and His Holy Church.

Agnes Wilmott worked away in good
earnest; she found, however, that it
needed all her strength to do what was
required, and by the end of the day she
was quite done up. The housekeeper

8
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made no remarks, but she plainly saw,
as she went in and out of the rooms
superintending the work, that Agnes
was unequal to it. Mrs. Simpson was a
kind-hearted woman, and felt sorry to
see her exerting herself as she did.

About ten days had elapsed since
Agnes first went to Lady Grenville's
house, when one morning, on Mrs. Archer
knocking at the attic-door as usual to
know if Agnes was ready to start, she
found her in bed ill and unable to move.
She had strained every nerve to keep on
with her work, but in the end her little
strength had given way.

‘Well, Mrs. Wilmott,’ she said, ‘I
am sorry to see you like this; just, too,
when you've a chance of earning a few
shillings—it’s terrible unfortunate! and
whatever I shall do to get through all
the paint-work as has to be cleaned
down by to-morrow, goodness knows!
But there! it's no use my standing talk-
ing—as it s I'm rather late—so I'll be
off, and hope I may find you better on
my return this evening. Mind you keep



Miss Grenville Visits Agnes. 115

Johnnie home from school, for you'll
want some one to do for you, and he’s a
handy little fellow; then Mrs. Archer
shut-to the door, leaving the sick woman
to her own sad reflections.

That same day in the afternoon there
was quite a bustle and excitement in the
little street where Agnes lived, for a
grand carriage drove into it, and inquiries
were made by the coachman for Barrett’s
Court, and ¢4en for Biddy Mulligan’s
house. Untidy women came to their
doors, and children with unwashed faces
and unbrushed heads leaned out of the
windows, watching Miss Grenville, as
she stepped out of the carriage and
walked up to No. 9. It was seldom a
lady was seen in that wretched place,
and therefore she attracted no little
attention. Edith Grenville was accus-
tomed to visiting the poor, and did not
shrink from squalor and misery such as
existed in the court.

When Biddy Mulligan opened the
street-door and saw who her visitor was,
she made one of herverylowest courtesies,

8—2
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asking the lady to walk in; but in a few
minutes, when she found that Miss Gren-
ville had specially called to see Agnes
Wilmott, the old woman remarked :

‘I don’t know, ma’am, however you'll
get up them old stairs : the place ain’t no
ways fitting for a lady like you; but if
you'll wait a minute, I'll bring a candle
and light you a bit.’

Miss Grenville thanked her, accepting
the offer, although she was not dismayed
at the steep ascent. There was certainly
nothing to be afraid of, unless it were the
darkness; for the woodwork, though
rather rotten, was sufficiently strong to
bear her weight, and the dark serge
dresswhich she carefully gathered around
her would not have been any the worse
by contact with the stairs, for they were
always kept clean.

Agnes was alone when Miss Grenville
gently tapped at the door. She was
lying in bed supported by a pillow and
an old cushion Johnnie had arranged to
the best of his abilities before he went
out to purchase some tea for his mother.
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Her eyes brightened, and her pale face
flushed with excitement, when she saw
the young lady enter the little room. -
Tis was, indeed, an unexpected pleasure,
and it was some minutes before she quite
recovered from her surprise, to express
the gratitude she felt for such a favour.
Miss Grenville sat down beside the
poor woman, and talked to her kindly
and sympathisingly. She was pleased
to find so much genuine simplicity of
character, and felt convinced, not only
from what she had herself observed, but
also from the highly commendatory
manner in which the priest at Ashing-
ton had written about Agnes, in reply
to inquiries she had made respecting
her, that she was not only honest and
truthful, but one who amidst many trials
and temptations had striven to keep
faithful to her religion. Yes! she be-
lieved that this was a case really deserv-
ing of help, and made up her mind to
try and do something for them which
might prove of lasting benefit to Agnes
Wilmott and her child.
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Whilst Miss Grenville was talking
with Agnes a step came tripping up
the stairs, and Johnnie entered the room.
He stopped short when he saw a strange
lady, but she bid him come forward ; and
very soon the little fellow forgot his shy-
ness, and was quite at ease,

Miss Grenville was much struck by the
intelligence of the child and his ready
answers to the questions she asked,
showed her very plainly that the boy
had natural capabilities which, if culti-
vated, might in after years be turned to
good account. Before, however, sug-
gesting anything to Agnes, she resolved
to consult with Father Bernard, who was
always ready to advise her in her plans
for assisting the poor.

On taking leave of Agnes Miss Gren-
ville promised to call again at the end of
a week, bidding her in the meanwhile
not to worry herself about her work,
for directly she should have recovered
her strength sufficiently for employment,
there would be something all ready for
her to do, adding with a very significant
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look, ‘and something, if I mistake not,
which will keep you busy for a long
time. To-day you are not well enough
to talk longer ; but when next I see you,
I hope you will be stronger, and able to
listen to the little plan I have in view.’

"And with these cheering words Miss
Grenville wished Agnes good-day, leav-
ing her to think over the visit, and what
it could possibly be that the lady intended
doing for her.

CHAPTER XIV.

IIOLY CHRISTMAS-TIDE.

¢ Weary hearts, with toil oppress’d,
Lo, He comes to give you rest !
Aching hearts, with sorrow worn,
Unto you a Child is born.
Broken hearts, with anguish riven,
Unto you a Son is given !

IS GNES, with rest and the nourish-
A%l ments constantly supplied by her

kind benefactress Miss Gren-
ville, soon began to regain her strength.
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It seemed, indeed, as if the dark clouds
of adversity, which had for so long over-
shadowed her path through life, were
passing away, to be succeeded bybrighter
and happier days. How often it is that
the hour of affliction is never so utterly
dark and rayless as just before, the glad
sunshine breaks upon its midnight gloom!
God often allows His children to be re-
duced to the very greatest straits the
very hour before relief is afforded.
Bravely and generously had Agnes
Wilmott carried the cross of trial and
suffering. The Holy Catholic Church
had been her guiding star, teaching her
what God would have her do, and by
the graces received through the Sacra-
ments she had had strength given her to
perform the same. She had always re-
membered that courage without prayer,
that resolutions without the assistance of
Divine grace, are but poor safeguards in
the hour of trial ; and knowing this, she
had never neglected her religious duties,
so that in the midst of sufferings and
want, her soul was full of Christian hope,
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and she was able to lift her thoughts
above this earth and its miseries, and to
say with holy David—*‘I fear no evil,
for Thou, O God, art with me.’

Some months had passed since Miss
Grenville’s first visit to the inmates of
No. 9.

Great changes had taken place in that
time. Agnes Wilmott was no longer
living in the little garret, but was taken
into Miss Grenville's service, and put in
charge of the pretty lodge which stood at
the entrance of Abingdon Hall, the
country residence of Sir Claude and
Lady Grenville.

It was a sad day for Biddy Mulligan
and her lodgers when Agnes and her
little boy bade them farewell. Agnes her-
self felt both sad and thankful ; sad to
leave old Biddy in whose welfare she
took a lively interest ; sad, too, at parting
with the little cripple Nellie, who had
endeared herself to the widow by her
‘loving ways and patience in suffering.

The change from London to the fresh
country air, together with the good plain
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food his mother was able to give him,
soon had a beneficial effect on Johnnie.
In the course of two or three years he
was sent by Miss Grenville to the
Catholic school at B——, where he made
such satisfactory progress in his studies
as clearly proved his abilities were of no
ordinary kind. His daily conduct, and
the good example he set his school-
fellows, won for him the esteem of his
superiors, who had every reason to
believe that Johnnie Wilmott’s future
would be one to promote God’s glory.
And so it proved, for in after years
the young lad expressed his earnest
desire to devote his life to the service of
his divine Lord ; and God bestowed on
him one of His greatest gifts—a vocation
to the religious life—and he had the
happiness and privilege of being received
as a lay brother in the Franciscan
Monastery at M——.

Agnes Wilmott spent the remainder
of her life in the service of Lady Gren-
ville. We are glad as we bid her farewell,
to leave her so happily circumstanced,
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and thankful to God who had raised up
such kind friends to help her in the time
of need.

We trust that this simple narrative may
lead those who read it to resolve that
they, like Agnes Wilmott, will ever prize
the gift of the true faith, which God in
His great mercy has bestowed on them ;
and that should it be their lot to suffer
here on earth, they will, like her, seek for
.ccomfort and strength where she ever
sought, and zever sought in vain.

Once again I must ask my readers to
return with me to the humble dwelling
of Biddy Mulligan.

It was Christmas-tide, the great
festival which brings the glad tidings of
salvation, the message of love and peace,
to the whole Church; to the rich man
in his home of comfort and luxury, and
to the poor and indigent in his lowly
abode ; to those on whom the world
smiles brightly, and to those who in
sadness and suffering bear the heat and
burden of the day. But to all the
children of the Church this holy season
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should be one of unfeigned joy and
unutterable peace, if only, like the holy
men of old, they wait and prepare for the
coming of the infant Jesus, and when
they have found Him, like them rejoice
with exceeding great joy.

To Biddy Mulligan this Christmas
morn had been a day of great happiness,
for she had been amongst the crowd of
worshippers in the Church of St. Monica,
and had listened to the wondrous tale of
man'’s redemption, of our Saviour’s birth
in the lowly manger at Bethlehem which,
had brought light and life to a sinful
world, peace on earth to men of good-
will. Aébove all had her happiness been
compleie when she knelt at the Altar,
and partook of the Bread of life, the food
of angels ; such joy and peace she had
not known for many a long year, and
earnestly she supplicated God that
nothing should henceforth separate her
from her divine Lord, but that she might
persevere to the end.

Happy old Biddy ! she had passed the
allotted threescore and ten years of man’s
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probation. The light of the other world
was opening upon her; the glorious
unchanging beams of love and hope had
come with the wonderful tale of peace
and glory ; they were shining upon her,
and shedding their healing influence on
her contrite heart. Perhaps ere the holy
feast comes round again, she will have.
passed away from earth to the heavenly
Jerusalem, the city of everlasting halls,
the palace of the King.

Little Nellie Archer, too, had partici-
pated in the joys and blessings of Christ-
mas-tide. The Holy Babe born on this
day, Who came to suffer and die that
all might be saved, had in His infi-
nite mercy drawn this poor suffering
child out of the darkness by which she
was surrounded, into the light of the
one true Faith. Yes! Nellie was to
receive the grace of Baptism, and to be
admitted into the Holy Catholic Church
—that great and mighty Mother whose
arms of loving charity are ever open to
receive alike the poor and simple, as well
as the great and learned of this world.
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For some weeks past it had become
apparent to those who saw the little girl
that her strength was rapidly failing, and
that the patient suffering would soon be
at an end.

Day by day Miss Grenville had visited
and done her utmost to prepare the dying
child for her Baptism, and what was to
follow immediately after. How she had
longed for it—and now the happy time
had come !

On Christmas Eve she received the
Sacrament of Baptism, and on the Feast
itself Nellie, with a heart full of joy and
gratitude, received her first and /Jast
Communion. That same night Mrs.
Archer sat by Nellie’s bedside, wiping
away the death-drops that stood thickly
on her brow. Soon—very soon—the
poor mother knew her child would close
her eyes in death, and bid farewell to
all that was earthly. Poor heart-broken
mother ! deep as her sorrow was, she
knew it was best as God had willed it ;
and as she gazed upon the wasted form
of her dying child she bowed her head
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in submission to His infinite love and
wisdom, Who was taking this His little
one (whilst her baptismal robes were
fresh and pure) from the evil to come.

Nellie lay for some time very quiet ;
now and then a faint murmur escaped
her parched lips, as she tried to repeat
some short prayer; and whilst with
clasped hands the sweet names of ‘Jesus’
and ‘ Mary’ were being uttered, a bright
and heavenly smile passed across her
face, and little Nellie was called away.

The short life was at an end ; the long
eternity had begun: Deeply the be-
reaved mother mourned for her child.
Yet when she saw her robed for her last
long resting-place, there was such a look
of perfect peace on the pale face, which
even in death was sweet and beautiful,
that she felt she must not wnsh her
darling back again.

Mrs. Archer continued to live in the
same little attic. She could not make
up her mind to leave the home where
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sheand Nellie had passed so many years
together.

Biddy Mulligan would often sit with
Mrs. Archer of an evening, talking of
the holy and happy death of the little
girl, whose memory ever urged her
mother to persevere in the narrow way
which leadeth unto life.

THE END.

R. WASHBOURNE, PRINTER, 18 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON.
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it,” and tends to kindle in the mind all that is good and noble,”—

Windsor Gasette. ** A collection of short stories, anecdotes, and

apologues on various topics, delightfully told."—Atkenzum.

A Daughter of St. Dominic. By Grace Ramsay
(Kathleen O'Meara). 1s.; stronger bound,
1s. 6d.; cloth extra, 2s.

‘' A beautiful little work. The narrative is highly interesting.”’—
Dublin Review. ‘It is full of courage and faith and Catholic
heroism."—Unsverse. ** A beautiful picture of the wonders effected
by ubiquitous charity, and still more by fervent prayer.”— Zadlet.

Bessy; or the Fatal Consequence of Telling Lies.
1s. ; stronger bound, 1s. 6d. ; gilt, 2s.

‘‘'This is a very good tale to put into the hands of young servants.”
—7Zablet. **The moral teaching is of course thoroughly Catholic,
and conveyed in a form extremely interesting.”— Weekly Register.

Canon Schmid’s Tales. New translation, with Original
Illustrations, 3s. 6d. Separately: 1. Canary Bird ;
2. Dove ; 3. Inundation ; 4. Rose Tree; 5. Water
Jug ; 6. Wooden Cross ; 6d. each, or 1s. gilt.

Tom’s Crucifix, and other Tales. By M. F.S. 3s.6d. ;
or separately, 1s. each, or 1s, 6d. gilt.

Tom’s Crucifix, and Pat’s Rosary.

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan’s Repentance.

The Old Prayer Book, and Charlie Pearson’s Medal.
Catherine’s Promise, and Norah’s Temptation.
Annie’s First Prayer, and Only a Picture.

** Simple stories for the use of teachers of Christian doctrine.”
—Universe. *‘This is a volume of short, plain, and simple,
stories, written with the view of illustrating the Catholic religion
practically by putting Catholic practices in an interesting light
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in it and a warm Catholic spirit."—7%e Montk. *‘‘ We are glad to
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heroine is a striking model of what a young woman ought to be,
and may becone, if animated by sincere desire.”"—Catholic Times.

Catherine Hamilton. By M. F. S.  zs. 6d. ; gilt, 3s.

‘ We have no doubt this will prove a very attractive book to the
little folks, and would be glad to see it widely circulated.”"—Catkolic
Worid. * A short, simple, and well-told story, illustrative of the
power of grace to correct bad temper in a wayward girl."— Weekly
Register. **We grevery much pleased with this little book."— Zablet.

Catherine grown Older. By M. F. S. 2s. 6d. ; gilt 3s.

‘“Those who are familiar with the history of Catherine in her
wayward childhood will welcome with no little satisfaction this
sequel to her story from the hand of the same charming writer.
There is a simplicity about the style and an earnest tcnderness in
the manaer of the narrative which renders it singularly impressive.”
— Weekly Register. ‘‘ Catherine's character will delight English
children.”— Zab/et.

The Angels and the Sacraments.—Stories for my
Children. 1s.; gilt, 1s. 6d.

Simple Tales. Square 16mo., cloth antique, 2s. 6d.

** Contains five pretty stories of a true Catholic tone, interspersed
with some short pieces of poetry. . . Are very affecting, and told
in such a way as tc engage the attention of any child.”—~Regéster.
** This is a little book which we can recommend with great confi-
dence. The tales are simple, beautiful, and pathetic.”"—Caskolic
Opinion. “ It belongs to a class of books of which the want is
generally much felt by Catholic parents.”—Dublin Review. *‘ Beau-
tifully written. * Little Terence’ is a gem of a Tale.”—Zablet.
Terry O'Flinn. By the Very Rev. Dr. Tandy. Fcap.

8vo. 18.; stronger bound, 1s. 6d. ; gilt, 2s.

. **The writer possesses considerable literary power.”—Re¢gister,
“** A ‘most singular production.”—Uriverse. ‘‘ An unpretending
yet a very touching story."— Waterford News. ‘' Lixcellent indeed
is the idea of embodying into a story the belief that there is ever
“beside us a guardian angel who reads the thoughts of our hearts
and strives to turn us to good.”’—Catkolic World. ‘' The idea is
well sustained throughout.”—Church Times.

The Adventures of a Protestant in Search of a Reli-
gion: being the Story of a late Student of
.Divinity at Bunyan Baptist College ; 2 Noncon-
formist Minister, who seceded to the Catholic

... Church. By Iota. 3s. 6d.; cheap edition, zs.

Wil well ‘repay its perusal.”—Universe. * This precious vol-
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-ume. —-Bapmt *“No one will deny ¢ Iota’ the merit of entire origi-
mality."—Civilian. ** A valuable addition to every Catholic library."
Tabdlet. * Thicre is much cleverness in it."'— Nonconformist. ** Ma-
licious and wicked.”—Englisk Independent. *‘An admirable and
amusing, yet truthful and genuinely sparkling work. The charac-
Aers are from life.”— Cathkolic Opinion.

The Village Lily. - Fcap 8vo. 1s.; gilt, 1s. 6d.
"* Charming little story."— Weekly Register.

F'au'y Tales for Little Children. By Madeleine Howley
... Meehan. 6d.; cloth, 1s. and 1s. 6d.; gilt, 2s.
..*Full of imagination and dreams, and at the same time with ex-
Gellent point and practical aim, within the reach of the intelligence
of. infants.”— Universe. "lesmg, simple stories, ‘combining in-
struction with amusement.”—~Register. pretty little book to give
o imaginative young ones."— Zablet.
“Rosalie; or, the Memoirs of a French Child. Written by
herself. 1s. ; stronger bound, 1s. 6d. ; gilt, 2s.
¢ 1t is prettily told, and in a natural manner. The account of
‘Rosalie’s 1llness and -First. Communion. is very well related We
can recommend the book for the reading of children.”"—Zablet.
«*4 The tenth chaptey is beautiful.”—Ur7verse. ‘* The lessons incul-
cated tend to improve the youthful mind. We cannot too strongly
recommend the book.”— Waterford News. *‘This is one of those
nicely wmten 'stories for children which we now and then come
‘across.”’— Catholic World. ‘‘Charmingly written.”"— Church Herald.

‘The Story of Marie and other Tales. Fcap. 2s. 6d.
gilt, 3s.

“¢* A very nice little collection of stories, thoroughly Cathohc in their
’teachmg "—Tablet. ' ** A series of short prettystories, told with much
*simplicity.”"—Unzverse.- ** A number of short prett stories, replete
with religious teaching; told in simple language."— Weekly Register.

‘The-Mission Cross: An Abstinence Tale. By Mrs.
Bartle Teeling, author of “ Roman Vlo]ets, and
“The Violet Sellers—a Drama.” 2s.; in paper
covers, 1s. 6d.

_Sir Zlfric and other Tales. By the Rev. G. Bamp-
« . -field. 18mo. 6d.; cloth, 1s.; gilt, 1s. 6d.

-The Last of the Catholic O’Malleys. A Tale. By
1, i M. Taunton. cloth, 1s.6d.; stronger bound, 2s.
-¢--#¢Arsad and stirring tale, simply written, and sure to secyre for
_itself readers.”—Tabdlet. ‘* Deeply interesting. It is-well adapted

“for parochial and ‘school libraries.”—-Weekly Register. *' A very
pleas tale: ‘-—Zﬁe Mmtlk. “ Slmply and naturally told."—-Fr“—
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i:‘.agle and Dove. From the French of Zénaide
Fleuriot, by Emily Bowles. 5s.; cheap edition,
2s. 6d. .

‘“We recommend our readers to peruse this well-written story."—
Register. * One of the very best stories we have ever dipped into."”
—Churck Times. ‘‘Admirable in tone and purpose.”’—Churck
Herald. ‘* A real gain. It possesses merits far above the pretty
fictions got up by English writers.”"—Dublin Review. ** There is
an air of truth and sobriety about this little volume, nor is there any
attempt at sensation."’— Z'adlet,

Legends of the 13th Century. By the Rev. Henry
Collins, 3s.; or in 3 vols., 1s. 6d. each.

¢ A casket of jewels. Most fascinating as legends and none the
less profitable for example, consolation, and encouragement.’’—
Weskly Register. ** The legends are full of deep spiritual teaching,
and they are almost all authenticated.”— Zabdlez. ** Well translated
and beautifully got up.”—Ze Montk. ** Full of heavenly wisdom,"
—Catholic Opinion. ** The volume reminds us forcibly of Rodriguez's
¢ Christian Perfection.’"—Dublin Review.

Cloister Legends; or, Convents and Monasteries in
the Olden Time. Second Edition. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

““ Deeply interesting and edifying."— Weekly Register. ‘A
charming book of tales of the olden time."—Cathkolic Opinion.
‘* A charming volume."—Unéverse. ‘‘ All more or less interesting
and well told.”’—Zad/et. ** The stories are very well told."—Montk.

Keighley Hall and other Tales. By Elizabeth King.
.Gilt, 2s.

‘'The religious teaching is very good, and stamps the work as
being that of a loyal member of the one true Church.”"—Z7ablet.
*“The Tales are Catholic to the backbone.’’— Weekly Register.
¢ Interesting and well-written stories.” — Westminster Gazette.
‘¢ Very interesting as stories.”’—Churck News. *' Full of devotion
and piety.” —Northern Press.

Chats about the Rosary ; or, Aunt Margaret’s Little
Neighbours. By Miss Plues. Fcap. 8vo. 3s.

** There is scarcely any devotion so calculated as the Rosary to
keep up a taste for piety in little children, and we must be grateful
for any help in applying its lessons to the daily life of those who
already love it in their unconscious tribute to its value and beauty.”
—.MWonth. * We do not know of a better book for reading aloud to
children, it will teach them to understand and to love the Rosary.”—
Tablet, Tllustrative of each of the mysteries, and connecting each
with the practice of some particular virtue."—Catkolic Opinion.
¢ This pretty book carries out a very good idea, much wanted, to
impress upon people who do not read much the vivid picture or
story of each mystery of the Rosary.”—Dublin Review,
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Margarethé?ferﬂassen. Translated from the German

by Mrs. Smith Sligo. 1s. 6d. and 3s.; gilt, 3s. 6d.
‘* A portrait of a very holy and noble soul, whose life was passed
in constant practical acts of the love of God.”— Weekly Register.
It is the picture of a true woman’s life, well fitted up with the
practice of ascetic devotion and loving unwearied activity about all
the works of mercy.”—7ablet. *Those who may wish to know
something about Convent life will find it faithfully pourtrayed in
every important particular in the volume before us.. We cordially
commend it to our readers."—Northern Star.

A Romance of Repentance ; or, the Heroine of Vesu-
vius. A remarkable sensation of the Seventeenth
Century. By Rev. Dr. O‘Reilly. 3s. 6d.

Ned Rusheen. By Sister M. F. Clare. ss.

The Prussian Spy. A Novel. By V. Valmont. 4s.

Sir Thomas Maxwell and his Ward. By Miss Bridges.
Fcap. 8vo. 1s.

Adolphus ; or, the Good Son. 18mo. gilt, 6d.

Nicholas ; or, the Reward of a Good Action. 6d.

The Lost Children of Mount St. Bernard. Gilt, 6d.

The Baker’s Boy; or, the Results of Industry. 6d.

A Broken Chain. 18mo. gilt, 6d.

Tales and Sketches. By Charles Fleet. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Cardinal Wolsey ; or the Abbot of St. Cuthbert’s. By
Agnes Stewart. 6s. 6d.

Sir Thomas More. By the same author. 10s. 6d.

The Yorkshire Plot. By the same author. 6s. 6d.

Bishop Fisher. By the same author. 4s. 6d.

Limerick Veteran. By the same author. 4s, 6d.

Life in the Cloister. By the same author. 3s. 6d.

Festival Tales. By J. F. Waller. 3s. 6d.

Kishoge Papers. Tales of Devilry and Drollery. 1s. 6d.

Rupert Aubray. By the Rev. T. J. Potter. 3s.

Percy Grange. By the same author. 3s.

Farleyes of Farleye. By the same author. 2s. 6d.

Sir Humphrey’s Trial. By the same author. 2s. 6d.

The Victims of the Mamertine. Scenes from the
Early Church. By Rev. A. J. O'Reilly. D.D. ss.
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The Catholic * Pilgrim’s Progress "—The Journey of
Sophia and Eulalie to the Palace of True Hap-
piness. Translated by the Rev. Father Bradbury,
Mount St. Bernard’s. 1s. 6d., better bound, 3s.6d.

‘‘ The book is essentially suited to women, and especially to those
who purpose devoting themselves to the hidden life of sanctity. It
will prove, however, a useful gift to many young ladies whose lot is
in the world.”"— Weckly Register. ‘*This mode of teaching imparts
an extraordinary degree of vividness and reality."— Churck Review.
‘“ Unquestionably the book is one that for a certain class of minds
will have a great charm.”—Z%4e Scofsman. *‘No one can weary
with the perusal, and most people will enjoy it very much."” — Zadlet.

Diary of a Confessor of the Faith. 12mo., 1s.
Recollections of the Reign of Terror. By the Abbé
Dumesnil. 2s. 6d.

Tim O’Halloran’s Choice ; or, From Killarney to
New York. By Sister M. F. Clare. 3s. 6d.
The Si]ver Teapot. By Elizabeth King. 18mo., 4d.
The First Christmas for our dear little ones. By Miss

Mulholland. 15 Illustrations, 4to. 6s.
Legends of the Saints. By M. F. S, author of “Stories
of the Saints.” Square 16mo., 3s. 6d.

‘¢ A pretty little book, couched in studiously simple language.”—
Churck Times. *‘*A number of short legends, told in simple lan-
guage for young readers by one who has already given us two
charming volumes of ‘Stories of the Saints.'”'—Zablet. ** Here
we have more than fifty tales, told with singular taste, and ranging

- over a vast geographical area. - Not one of them will be

over by the reader."—Catholic Times. *‘‘A delightful boon for
. youthful readers.’'— Weekly Register. ‘‘It is got up in the most
attractive as well as substantial style as regards binding, paper, and
typography, while the simple and beautiful legends are told in a

graceful and flowing manner, which cannot fail to rivet the attention
and interest of the youthful reader.” —United Irishman.}

Stories of the Saints. By M. F. S. 1st Series, 3s. 6d.,
gilt, 4s. 6d. 2nd Series, 3s. 6d., gilt, "4s. 6d.
3rd Series, 3s. 6d. 4th Series, 3s5. 6d. sth
Series,. 3s. 6d.

‘*As lovely a little book as we have seen for many a day.”"—
Weckly Register. ‘' Interesting not only for children but for pei-
sons of every age and degree.”"—7ablet. ‘‘ A great desideratum:.
Very pleasantly written.”— 7e Afonth. ** A very attractive volume.
A delightful book."”"—Union Review. ‘‘Admirably adapted for
reading aloud to children, or for their own private reading.”—
Catholic Opinion. ‘* Being full of anecdotes, they are especially
attractive.”—Church Herald. ‘‘ Well selected.”—Dublin Review.
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Stories of Holy Lives. By M. F. S. Fcp. 8vo., 3s. 6d.

‘“The stories seem well put together.”—Z%e Month. * It sets
before us clearly and in simple language the most striking featuies
in the character and history of many whose very names are dear to
the hearts of Catholics."— Zablet.

Stories of Martyr Priests. By M. F.S. 1zmo,, 3s. 6d.

. “ The stories are written with the utmost simplicity, and with such
an earnest air of reality about every page that the youthful reader
may forget that he has a book in his hand, and can believe that he is
‘listening to a story.'""— Weekly Register. ‘‘It has been the task
of the writer, while adhering strictly to historical facts, to present
the lives of these Christian heroes in a pleasing and attractive form,
so that, while laying before the youthful minds deeds as thrilling as
any to be found In the pages of 1omance, a chapter in her history is
laid open which is at once the glory and the shame of England.”"—
United Irishman. ** Short memoirs well written and which cannot
fail to attract not only ‘ the Catholic Boys of England,’ to whom the
book is dedicated, but also all the men and women of England to
whom the Catholic faith is dear.”"—Z7adlez. ‘‘ Sad stories of over
thirty Priests who perished for conscience sake.”—Catholic Times.
‘*No lives of great men can depict so glorious a picture as these
Stories of Martyred Priests, and we trust they will be read far and
wide."—Dublin Review.

The Story of the Life of S8t. Paul. By M. F. S., author
of “Legends of the Saints,” &c. 2s. 6d. and
1s. 6d.

‘*‘ A most attractive theme for the prolific pen of the author of
‘Tom's Crucifix and other Tales.' "— Weekly Register. ‘' The
author knew instinctively how to present the incidents most effec-
tively, and has made the most of them."”"—Catkolic Times.

Bible Siories from the Old Testament. Twelve Stories

of the Jewish Church, to interest the young in

" the fortunes of God’s ancient Church, by throwing

the Scripture narrative into a slightly different

form. By Charles Walker. Cloth, extra, 2s. 6d.
Cheaper edition, 1s. 6d.

CONTENTS :—The Sacrifice of Abel.—-The Ship of Safety.—The
City of Confusion.—Melchisedech, King of Salem.—The Sabbath
Breaker.—Achan.—The Child Prophet of Silo.—The Building of the
Temple.—The Altar at Beth-EL—The Repentance of Nineve.—
The Furnace of Babylon.—The Prophecy of Malachias.

Albertus Magnus: his Life and Scholastic Labours.
From original Documents. By Professor Sighart.
Translated by Rev. Fr. T. A. Dixon, O.P. With a

Portrait.  8vo., 10s. 6d. ; cheap edition, zs.
‘A translation of Dr. Sighart’s * Albertus Magnus ' will be wel-
come In many quarters, The volume is admirably printed and
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beautifully got up, and the frontispiece is a valuable engraving of
B. Albert’s portrait after Fiesole,”"—Dublin Review. ‘‘ Albert the
Great is not well known . . . yet he is one of those pioneers of in-
ductive philosophy whom our modern men of science cannot with-
out black ingratitude forget. His memory should be dear not only
to those who value the sanctity of life, but to these also who try, as
he did, to wrest from nature the reason of her doings."'—Zhe Month.

*“ The volume is a large one, as befits the subject, and it carries the
reader through most of the scenes of Albert’s life with a graphic
power . . . We recommend tkis book as worthy a place in every
library."—Catholic Times. ‘‘ The fullest record that has ever been
penned of one of the grandest luminaries in the history of the
Church.”— Weekly Register. ‘* The book is extremely interesting.

full of information, and displays great power of research anc critical
judgment. . ., . The volume is eminently worth perusal.”’— Zablet.

**One of the most mteresung religious biographies recently issued
from the Catholic press."—/Z7isk Monthly.

Life of St. Wenefred, Virgin Martyr and Abbess,
Patroness of North Wales and Shrewsbury. By,
Rev. T. Meyrick, M.A. With Frontispiece, 2s.

Lives of the Saints for every Day in the Year. Beauti-
fully printed on thick toned paper, within borders
from ancient sources. Cloth gilt, gilt edges,4to.25s.

Lives of the First Religious of the Visitation of Holy
Mary. By Mother Frances Magdalen de Chaugy
2 vols., 10s. :—or separately :—

Life of Mother Marie Jacqueline Favre, Mother
Jeanne Charlotte de Bréchard, Mother Peronne
Marie de Chatel, Mother Clzude Agnes Joli de
la Roche. 6s.

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne Fardel, Sister Marie
Aimée de Chantal, Sister Frangoise Gabrielle
Bally, Sister Marie Denise de Martignat, Sister
Anne Jacqueline Coste, Sister Marie Péronne Per-
net, Sister Marie Séraphique de Chamflours. 6s.

S. Vincent Ferrer, his Life, Spiritual Teaching, and
practical Devotion. By Fr. Pradel. Translated
by Rev. Fr. Dixon, O.P. With Photograph, ss.

Life of S. Bernardine of Siena. With a portrait, 3s.

Life of S. Philip Benizi. With a portrait, gs.

Life of S. Veronica Giuliani, and Blessed Battista
Varani. With a portrait, gs.

Life of S. John of God. With a portrait, ss.
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The Lives of the Early Popes. By Rev. Thomas
Meyrick, M.A., 2 vols, 8vo. St. Peter to St.
Silvester, 4s. 6d. From the time ‘of Constan-
tine to Charlemagne, ss. 6d. .

Life of B. Giovanni Colombini. By Feo Belcari.
Translated from the editions of 1541 and 1832

__ With a Photograph. Cr. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

Life of Sister Mary Frances of the Five Wounds. From
the Italian. By Rev. D. Ferris. 2s. 6d.

Sketch of the Life and Letters of the Countess Adel-
stan. By E. A. M., author of “Rosalie; or the
Memoirs of a French Child,” “Life of Paul
Seigneret,” &c. 1s.; better bound, 2s. 6d.

‘“The great interest of the book, even above the story of the con-
version of her husband, is the question of education. The essay
on the bringing up of children and the comparative mnerits and de-
merits of Convent and home education, is well worth the careful
study both of parents and those entrusted with the task of instruc-
tion."— The Montk. ** Her judgments are always wise."—Catkolic
Opinion. ‘ We can safely recommend this excellent little biogra-
phical sketch. It offers no exciting interest, but it is calculated to
edify all."— Zablet.

Life of Paul Seigneret, Seminarist of Saint-Sulpice.
6d.; cloth, 1s. ; better bound, 1s. 6d.; gilt, 2s.

‘“ An affecting and well-told narrative. . . It will be a great fa-
vourite, especially with our pure-minded, high-spirited young people.”
—Universe. ‘‘We commend it to parents with sons under their
care, and espec{ally do we recommend it to those who are charged
with the education and training of our Catholic youth."—Register.
Toner Lifeof Pére Lacordaire. By Pere Chocarne.

Translated by Augusta Theodosia Drane. 6s. 6d.

Life of Sister Mary Cherubina Clare of S. Francis. With
Preface by Lady Herbert, and Photograph, 3s. 6d.

Life and Letters of Sir Thomas More. By A. M.

_ Stewart. Illustrated, 8vo., 10s. 6d. ; gilt, 115 6d.
Life of Gregory Lopez, the Hermit. By Canon Doyle

0.S.B. With a Photograph. 12mo,, 3s. 6d.

St. Angela Merici. Her Life, her Virtues, and her
Institute. 12mo., 3s.

Life of St. Columba, &c. By M. F. Cusack. 8vo., 6s. -

Recollections of Cardinal Wiseman, &c. By M. J.
Arnold. zs. 6d. :

Prince and Saviour. A Life of Christ for the Young.
By Rosa Mulholland. 6d. Illustrated, 2s. 6d.
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Life and Miracles of St. Benedict. From St. Gregory
the Great, by Rev. Dom E. J. Luck. 4to.,
108. 6d. With 52 large Photographs, 31s. 6d.
Small Edition, fcap. 8vo., 2s. ; stronger bound,
2s. 6d.

Life of St. Boniface. By Mrs. Hope. 6s.

Life of Fr. Benvenuto Bambozzi, O.M.C., of the
Conventual Friars Minor. Translated from the
Italian of Fr. Nicholas Treggiari, D.D. ss.

Life of the Ven. Anna Maria Taigi. From the French
of Calixte, by A. V. Smith Sligo. 2s. 6d.;
better bound, ss.

Venerable Mary Christina of Savoy. 6d.

Life of Father Mathew. By Sister Mary Francis
Clare. 2s. 6d. -

Life of St. Patrick. 12mo. 1s.; 8vo., 6s., gilt, 10s.

Life of St. Bridget, and of other Saints of Ireland. 1s.

The Life of Our Lord. With Introduction by Dr.
Husenbeth. Illustrated. ss-

Life, Passion, Death, and Resurrection of Qur Blessed
Lord. Translated from Ribadeneira. 1s.

Life of S. Edmund of Canterbury. 1s. and 1s. 6d.

Life of St. Francis of Assisi. From St. Bonaventure.
By Miss Lockhart. With Photograph, 3s. 6d.

Life of St. German. 3s. 6d.

Life of Cardinal Wiseman. 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d.

Life of Count de Montalembert. By G. White. 6d.

Life of Mgr. Weedall. By Dr. Husenbeth. 3s.

Pius IX. By J. F. Maguire. 6s.

Pius IX. From his Birth to his Death. By G.White, 6d.

Life of the Ever-Blessed Virgin. 1s.

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes: a Faithful Narrative of
the Apparitions of the Blessed Virgin. By F. C.
Husenbeth, D.D. 18mo. 6d.; cloth, 1s.; with
Novena, 1s.; cloth, 1s. 6d. Novena, separately,
4d.; Litany, 1d., or 6s. per 100. Medal, 1d.
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A Month at Lourdes and its Neighbourhood in the
Summer of 1877. By Hugh Caraher. Two
Illustrations, 2s.

The History of the Blessed Virgin. By Orsini. Trans-
lated by Dr. Husenbeth. Illustrated, 3s. 6d.

Devotion to Our Lady in North America. By the
Rev. Xavier Donald Macleod. 8vo. 5s.

‘‘ The work of an author than whom few more gifted writers have
ever appeared among us. It is not merely a religious work, but it has
ail the charms of an entertaining book of travels. We can hardly
find words to express our high admiration of it."— Weekly Register.

Life of the Ven. Elizabeth Canori Mora. From the
Italian, with Preface by Lady Herbert, and
Photograph. 3s. 6d. :

The History of the Italian Revolution. The Revolu-
tion of the Barricades. (1796—1849.) By the
Chevalier O’Clery, M.P., K.S.G. 8vo. ¥s.6d.;
cheap edition, 3s. 6d.

‘" The volume is ably written, and by a man who is acquainted
with the subject about which he writes."—Atkeneum. ** Well-
written,-and contains many passages that are marked by candour-
and amiability."—Guardian. ** Mr. O'Clery’s graphic and truthful
narrative. .. . Written in an easy flowing style, the volume is by
no means heavy reading.”"—2Filot, ‘It was a happy thought on
the part of Mr. O'Clery to conceive the possibility of contributing
something towards the removal of the existing ignorance ; and it
was better still to have girded himself up to the task of giving exe-
cution to his thought in the very able and satisfactory manner in
which he has done his work.”"—7%e Montk. ‘‘The author grasps
the whcle subject of the Revolution with a master mind . . . . From
the first page to the last it is of absorbing interest."— Catkolic Times.
** Written with the calmness of the historian, yet with something of
the energy of faith, this book cannot fail to be most interesting to
Catholics. The style is easy and enjoyable."—Zablet. ** In every
line of the book we find a vigour and freshness of mind, combined

with a maturity of judgment on the great question at issue,”—
Wexford People.

Two Years in the Pontifical Zouaves. By Joseph
Powel, Z.P. With 4 Engravings. 8vo. 3s. 6d.

‘Tt affords us much pleasure, and deserves the notice of the Catho-
lic’public.”— 7edlez. ‘' Familiar names meet the eye on every pages
and as few Catholic circles in either country have not had a friend or
relative at one time or another serving in the Pontifical Zouaves, the
history of the formation of the corps, of the gallant youths, their
sufferings, and their troubles, will be valued as something more than
a contribution to modern Roman history.”"—Freeman's Fournal. -
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Rome and her Captors.” Letters collected and edited
by Count Henri d'Ideville, and translated by

F. R. Wegg-Prosser. Cr. 8vo. 4s.

“The letters describe the attempted capture of Rome by Gari-
baldi; and the tissue of events which brought about in 1870 the
seizure of Rome by Victor Emanuel."—Dubdlin Review. ‘' A series
of letters graphically depicting the course of political events in Italy,
and showing in its true light the dishonesty of the Piedmontese
government, the intrigues of Prussia, and the ill-treatment to which
the Pope has been subjected. We most cordially recommend the
volume to our readers.”—Chwrck Herald. ‘‘One of the most op-
portune contributions that could be made to popular literature.”—
Cork Examiner. ‘* We have read the book carefully, and have
found it full of interest.”—Catholic Opinion.

Personal Recollections of Rome. By W. ]'.']acob,

Esq., late of the Pontifical Zouaves. 8vo. 1s. 6d.

‘¢ An interesting description of the Eternal City . . . The value of

the Pamphlet is enhanced by a catena of authorities on the Tem-

poral Power.”"—Zablet. ** All will read it with pleasure, and many

to their profit.”"— Weekly Register. ‘* We cordially recommend an
attentive perusal of Mr. Jacob's book."—Nation.

To Rome and Back. Fly-leaves from a Flying Tour.
Edited by W. H. Anderdon, S.J. 12mo., 2s.

¢ Graphic and vigorous sketches. As Father Anderdon says,"
Truly they have their special interest, by reason of date no less than’
of p{ace and scene. ‘To Rome and Back’ refers to Rome and
back at the time of the Papal Jubilee. It is as.beautiful a celebra-
tion of that memorable event as has anywhere appeared."— Weekly
" Register. '*We note in the Authoress a power of condensing a
description in a bold and striking metaphor. There is all a woman's-
quickness and keenness of perception, and a power of sympathy with-
the noble, the beautiful, and the true.”— Te Montk, ** A charming
book. . . . Besides pleasant description, there is evidence of much
thought in parts of the book.”—Dublin Review. .
The First Apostles of Europe. The 2nd Edition of
“The Conversion of the Teutonic Race.” By

*  Mrs. Hope. . 2 vols. crown 8vo. ros.

““Mrs. Hope has quite grasped the general character of the
Teutonic nations and their true position with regard to Rome apd
the world in general... It is a great thing to find a writer of a.
book of this class so clearly grasping and so boldly setting forth
truths, which familiar as they are to scholars, are still utterly
unknown—or worse than unknown, utterly mjsconceived—by most
of the writers of our smaller literature.”—Saturday Review. ‘‘'A
brilliant and compact history of the Germans, Franks, and tke.
various tribes of the former Jutes, Angles, and Saxons, who jointly
formed the Anglo-Saxon, or, more correctly, English people. ...
Many of the episodes and notices of the Apostolic Missionaries, as
well as the general story, are very happily and gracefully conveyed.'
—Northern Star. ‘' This is a real addition to our Catholic.litera-
ture.”"—ZTablet. *' In the first place it is good in itself,. possessing
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considerahle lit: merit ; then it fills up a blank, which has never

et been occupied, to the generality of readers, and lastly and
{eyond all, it forms one of the few Catholic books brought out
in this country which are not translations or adaptations from
across the Channel. Itis a growth of individual intellectual labour,
fed from original sources, and fused by the g;)lish of a cultivated
and discerning mind.”"—Dublin Review. ‘* Mrs. Hope's historical
works are always valuable.”"— Weekly Register. *‘ A very valuable
work .. . Mrs. Hope bas compiled an original history, which gives
constant evidence of great erudition, and sound historical judgment.”
—The Month. **This is a most taking book : it is solid history
and romance in one."—Catholic Opinion. *“It is carefully, and in
many parts beautifully written, and the account of the Irish monks is
most instructive and interesting.''— Universe.

BY ARTHUR AND T. W. M. MARSHALL.

Comedy of Convocation in the English Church.
Edited by Archdeacon Chasuble, D.D. 2s. 6d.

The Oxford Undergraduate of Twenty Years Ago:
his Religion, his Studies, his Antics. By a
Bachelor of Arts. 2s. 6d. ; cloth, 3s. 6d.

‘“ The writing is full of brilliancy and point.”"—Zablez. *“ It will
deservedly attract attention, not only by the briskness and liveliness
of its style, but also by the accuracy of the picture which it pro-
bably gives of an individual experignce."—7ke Month.

The Infallibility of the Pope. A Lecture. 8vo. 1s.

‘* A splendid lecture, by one who thoroughly understands his
subject, and in addition is possessed of a rare power of language in -
which to put before others what he himself knows so well."—Un:-
verse. ‘' There are few writers so well able to make things plain
and intelligible as the author of ‘ The Comedy of Convocation.”. . .
The lecture is a model of argument and style.”—Register.

Reply to the Bishop of Ripon's Attack on the Catholic
Church. 6d. ’

The Harmony of Anglicanism. Report of a Con-
ference on Church Defence. 2s. 6d.

¢ ¢ Church Defence’ is characterised by the same caustic irony,
the same good-natured satire, the same logical acuteness which dis-
tinguished its predecessor, the ‘ Comedy of Convocation.' . . . A
more scathing bit of irony we have seldom met with."—Zadlet.
** Clever, humorous, witty, learned, written by a keen but sarcastic
observer of the Establishment, it is calculated to make defenders
wince as much as it is to make all others smile.”---Nonconformist.

Marshalliana—The above 5 pamphlets in one volume,
426 pages, 8vo., published at 10s. in paper
covers, now offered for 6s. in cloth.
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Holy Places ; their Sanctity and Authenticity. By the
Rev. Fr. Philpin, With Maps. Crown 8vo. 6s.;

cheap edition, 2s. 6d.
¢ Fr. Philpin weighs the comparative value of extraordinary, ordi-
nary, and natural evidence, and gives an admirable summary of the
witness of the early centuries regarding the holy places of Jerusalem,
with archaeological and architectural proofs. Itis a complete trea-
tise of the subject.”—Montk. *‘The author treats his subject with
a thorough system, and a competent knowledge.”—Church Herald.

Dramas, Comedies, Farces, (See also page 26.)

Bluebeard ; or, the Key of the Cellar. Drama in 3
Acts. Children. 6d. :

The Violet Sellers. Drama in Three Acts. Chkildren.

- 6d.

Whittington and his Cat. Drama in Nine Scenes.
Children. 6d.

St. Eustace. A Drama in Five Acts. Male. 1s.

St. Williamof York. A Drama inTwo Acts. Male. 6d.

Hewould be a Lord. Comedy in Three Acts. Male. 2s.

He would be a Soldier. Comedy in 2 Acts. Male. 6d.

The Enchanted Violinn Comedy in Two Acts.
Male. 6d.

Finola. An Opera, from Moore’s Melodies, in Four
Acts. 1s.

Shandy Maguire. A Farce in Two Acts. Male. 2s.

The Duchess Transformed. A Comedy in One Act.
By W. H. A. Female. 6d.

The Reverse of the Medal. A Drama in Four Acts.
Female. 6d.

Emscliff Hall : or, Two Days Spent with a Great-Aunt.
A Drama in Three Acts. Female. 6d.

Filiola. - A Drama in Four Acts. Female. 6d.

The Secret. Drama in One Act. By Mrs. Sadlier.
Female.  1s. '

The Convert Martyr; or, Dr. Newman’s ¢ Callista,”
dramatised by Dr. Husenbeth. 2s.

Shakespeare. Tragedies and Comedies. Expurgated
edition for Schools. By Rosa Baughan. 6s.
Comedies, in a separate volume, 3s. 6d.

Road to Heaven. A game for fa_m'ily parties, 18, & 2s.
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Catalogue of Books from America.

Adventures of a Captain. By Lady Blanche Murphy ...
Adventures of a Oasquet, The. 2s. 6d., superior edition...
Alba’s Dream, and other Stories .
Alice Harmon, and other Tales. By an * Ex)le of Erm
Alvareda Family, The, and other Stories ( Pmco)
Alzog’s Church History. 3 vols.

Amulet, The. By Conscience ...
Anecdotes, Catholic. By Mrs. J. Sadher 3 vols.
Angel Guide ; or, Year of First Communion

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix

Apostleship of Prayer. By Rev. H. Ramlére
Arianism and the Council of Nice ( 7#a/ic) -
Ars Rhetorica. Auctore R. P. Martino du Cygne
Assunta Howard, and other Stories and Sketches...
Barbara Leigh. A Christmas Sketch. By A. L. S.

Bertha ; or, The Consequence of a Fault. 2s. 6d. snpenor
edmon

\n’sus WOoWOONW A Soutos sl

Better Part, The. A Tale from Real Llfe .
Bible. Large 4to., morocco elegant, with clasps ...
Bible, 4to., cloth, 21s. ; French morocco, 27s. 6d. ; morocco 34
Bible. 8vo., cloth, 8s. ; persian calf, 21s. ; morocco .. 25
Bible. 18mo., cloth, 6s.; roan, 7s.; persian calf 8s. & os.;
. morocco, 115. 6d. & 18s.; calf,.. - 20
Bible History for the Ule of ca.thouc schools By a
Teacher. Ilustrated 5
Bible History for the Ule of Schooll By Blshop lemour
© "Illustrated 2
Blanche de Marsilly. An prsode of the Revolutlon e 2
Blesséd Virgin in North America, Devotion to. By Fr.
Macleod ...
Blessed .Virgin, Life of the. By Rt. Rev A. P Dupan-
loup, and others. Illustrated. . .. 10
ms'omastefs Daughter (Strange) . . 2
Burke’s Sermons and Lectures. 3 vols. .. 30
Butlet’'s Lives of the Saints. 4 vols., 325 gilt 4os.; or,
* bound in 2 vols., 28s. ; gilt .. ... 36
See Lives of the Saints
Cahill’s Sermons and Lectures e 12
Captain Rougemont ; or, the ’\hraculous Convemon . 2
Cassilda ; or, The Moorish Princess of Toledo e 2
Catholic Keepsake. A Gift Book for all Seasons .. 5
Catholic Pulpit. Sermons for every Sunday, &e. '14
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21

d.

Oa.thouo Youth's Library, 6 vols. v w I3 0

Or separately ; Mysterious Beggar, 2s.. The Recluse,
23. ; The Two Brothers, as. ; Young Flower Maker, 2s. ;
The Leper’s Son, 2s. ; The Dumb Boy, 2s.
Catholicity in the Carolinasand Georgia. By Rev. Dr.]J.]J.
O'Connell, O.S.B. .
Christ in His Church ; Busmgen s Church Hlstory, tmnslaled
by Rev. R. Brennan. Illustrated
Christian Life and Vocation. By Rev. |. Berthxer .
Christian Mother. From the German of Rev. W, Cramer
Christian Truths. Lectures by Rt. Rev. Bishop Chatard
Christmas for our dear Little Ones, The First. Illustrated
Church and Moral World. By Rev. A. J. Thébaud, S.J....
Church and the Gentile World at the First Promulgation
of the Gospel. By Rev. A. J. Thébaud, S.J. 3vols. ...
Church History. 1 By Alzog, 3 vols., 6os. 2 By Darras,
4 vols., 48s. 3 By Busingen, 8s. 4 By Brennan, 4s.
Commandments of God. By Rev. M. Miiller .
Communion, Holy. By Hubert Lebon ...
Conscience's Works, 8 vols. ...
The Amulet, 4s.; The Conscript and Blind Rosa 48. 3
Count Hugo, 4s.; The Fisherman's Daughter, 4s. ;
Happiness of Being Rich, 4s. ; Ludovic and Gertrude,
4s. ; The Village Innkeeper, 4s. ; The Young Doctor, 4s.
Conscript and Blind Rosa. By Conscience -
Consequence of a Fault (Bertka). 2s. 6d. superfine ednuon
Convert, The: Leaves from My Experience. By Brownson
Cook Book for Lent (suited to all Seasons of the Year)
Counsels for each Day in the Week (Friendly) ...
Count Hugo, of Graenhove. . By Conscience’
Crasset's Devout Meditations...
Crown of Heaven, The. From the German of Stocger
Crown of Thorns, Mystery of. By a Passionate Father ...
Dally Monitor (Friendly) .
Dalaradia ; or, The Days. of ng Mllcho By W Collms
Darras’s Church History. 4 vols. e
Divine Paraclete. Sermons. By Rev. T. S. Preston
Divine Sanctuary, The. By the Rev. T. S. Preston
Divinity of Christ, The. By Rt. Rev. Dr. Rosecrans
Donna Dolores (Xz7n¢’s)
Dumb Boy (Catholic Youtk) .
Ecclesiastical Law, Elements of. By Rev. S. B. Smlth, D.D.
Emerald Gems. Irish Fireside Tales ... .

.. 32
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8.
Epistles and Gospels, Explanation of. By Goffine we 8
Bthel Hamilton. By Anna T. Sadlier ... v o 3

8

EBucharist (Holy) and Penance. By Rev. M, Mtiller
Buropean Oivilization, Protestantism and Oatholicity

Compared. By Balmes ... e 12
Evidences of Catholicity. By Archbishop Spaldmg .. IO
Evidences of Religion. By L. Jouin, S.J. 6

Faith of Our Fathers, The. By Rev. Archblshop Gibbons 4
Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s.
Fickle Fortune. A Story of Place La Gréve 4
Pirst Communicants, Instructions for, from the German or
Dr. Schmitt -
First Communicant, Little. (szu Happmt Day)
Pirst Communion (My). From the German of Fr. Buchmann
First Communion, Year of. (Angel Guide)
Fisherman’s Daughter, The. By Conscience ...
Fisherman’'s Daughter. Translated by Mrs. Monroe
Four Seasons, The. By Rev. J. W. Vahey ee
Francis Xavier (8t.), Life of. From the Italian of Bartoh
Friendly Voice ; or, the Daily Monitor ...
Future of Ga.t.honc Peoples. By Baron de Haullev:lle
Genius of Christianity. By Chateaubriand
God our Father. By a Father of the Society of Jesus
God the Teacher of Mankind. By Rev. M. Miiller : Holy
Eucharist and Penance, 85 The Greatest and the First
Commandment ... . . e
Goffine’s Epistles and Golpeh
Golden Sands. - First and Second Series each .
Great-Grandmother’s Secret, The. 2s. 6d., superior edmon
Greetings to the Christ Child. Illustrated v 8 .
Gretchen's Gift; or, A Noble Sacrifice. By A. 1. S.
Guardian Angel, Memoirs of a. By the Abbé Chardon ...
Happiness of Being Rich. By Conscience v .
Happiness of Heaven. By a Father of the Soczety of Jesus
Hill’s Elements of Philosophy. 2 vols. e
History, Compendium of. By Kerney ..
Household Sclence. By author of * Golden Sands " .
Indian Sketches. By Rev. P. J. De Smet, S.].
Intellectual Philosophy. By Rev. J. De Concilio
Invitation Heeded. By James Kent Stone . .
Irish Faith in America. Recollections of a Missionary
Irish Fireside Tales (£merald)...
Irish Martyrs and Confessors, I.tves of. By Myles O'Re:lly,
and History of the Penal Laws. By Rev. R. Brennan ... 12
Irish Race (The) Past and the Present. By Fr. 'I‘hébaud ‘10
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Jesuits | The. By Paul Feval ... e .

Joint Venture, The ; a Tale in Two Lands e ..

Kerney's Compendium of History

King’s Page, The, and other Stories. By Anna T, Sadher

Knowledge and Love of Jesus Christ. St. Jure, 3 vols. ...

Legend of the Moorish Wars in 8pain (Aing’s) .. ..

LEO XIII, Life and Acts of. With a Sketch of the Lsst Days
of Pius IX. Edited by Rev. J. E. Keller, S.J. Illustrated

Leper’s 8on (Catholic Youth's) .

Letters of a Young m:hwoman to her Blnu'

Life of our Lord and the Blessed Virgin. By Rev. R
Brennan. Large 4to., illustrated, half-morocco e 54

Life Pictures, &c. (Z£tkel) .. 3

Life’s Happlest Day. By author of "Golden Sands" . 4

Lights and S8hadows of the War of Independence (£2k¢/) 3

Liguori (8t.) Lifeof ... 10

Literature, Student's Ka.ndbook ot Brltlsh and Amerlean.
By Rev. O. L. Jenkins . .

Little Lives of Great Saints. Illustrated

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart

Little 8aint of Nine Years. From French of ‘vfgr de Segur

Little Orator, and other Tales ...

Little Treatise on the Little Virtues. By Fr. Robem, S_]

Little Treatise on Little Sufferings ...

Lives of the Baints. By Butler. 4 vols., 8vo., 325 gnlt
4o0s. ; or bound in 2 vols., 8vo., 28s.; gilt o

Lives of the Baints for every Day lnt.ho Year. By Rev.
F. X. Weninger, S.J. Illustrated ... . 50

Lives of the Saints, Pictorial, with Reflection for Every Da y 15

Lives of Patron 8aints. Illustrated (Patron) ... e IO

Lost Son, The. By Mrs. J. Sadlier

Louisa Kirkbride. By Fr. Thébaud. Illustrated

Louise Lateau. A Visit to Boils A’ Haine. By F. Howe ...

Ludovic and Gertrude. By Conscience v

Maddalena, The Orphan of the Via Appia

Maidens of Hallowed Names ...

Marcelle. A True Story. 2s. 6d., supenor edmon

Margaret Mary (Blessed), Letters of (Sacred) ...

Marriage, Sure Waytoa Ha.ppy From the German of Rcv
J. L. Taylor .

Mary, The Knowledge of By Rev J- de Concxho

Mass (The). History of. By Rev. J. O'Brien ...

Mass (The). The Holy Sacrifice for the Living and the
Dead. By Michael Miiller, C.SS.R.. ... 10

Meditations, -Devout. By Crasset. T ranslated by Dorsey 8

R, Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London,

oOn ® ww

o

-
(<]

[ I I S V)
cao00O0OQ0 O

-
ow

[« Y] WA

(<2~

Q0000

00000000 O0CBOO [}

oco

(oI <]



24 R Washbourne's American Publications.

-Mileho, King. (Dalaredia) ...
Miraculous Conversion (Captain)
-Moorish Princess of Toledo (Cassilda)
More (S8ir Thomas).” An Historical Romance. From the

French of the Princesse de Craon. By Mrs. Monroe
Mother of Washington, and other Tales.
Mysterious Beggar (Catholic Youth's) ...
Mysterious Castle, The. A Tale of the Middle Ages
Noethen's Church History .
Novitiate, Souvenir of the
O'Mahony, The, Chief of the comers,ghs. A Tale of the

Rebellion of '98. By D. P. Conyngham
Only a Waif. By R. A. Braendle (‘ Pips’) .
Ordinations according to the Roman Pont.inea.ls, Rite of

In Latin and English. By Rev. J. S. M, Lynch
Orphan of the Via Appla (Maddalena) ... -
Orphan of Alsace .
Paradise of God: or, the Vlrtues of the Smcred Heart
Paradise on Earth ... o

-Pastoral Medicine. Capellmann. Trans. by Rev. W Dassel
Patron Saints. By E. A. Starr. Illustrated .
-Paulists’ Five Minutes Sermons .
Pearl among the Virtues, The. By Rev. P. A. De Doss, S. J.
-Pedro’s Daughter (X7ng's) -

Penal Laws, History of (/risk Mar!yrs)

-Perico the 8ad ; or, the Alvareda Family, and other Stones
Philomena (st.) Life and Miracles of ...

‘Philosophy, Elements of, comprising Logic and General

Principles of Metaphysics By Rev. Fr. Hill, S.]. ..

Philosophy, Ethics, or Moral. By W. H. Hill, SJ

Pius IX., Last Days of (L) e .

Priest of Auvrigny, The, etc. ...

Protestant Reformation. By Archbnshop Spaldmg 2 vols..
- 215, Cheap edition in 1 vol.

Protestant Reformation, Angnmmmn and thua.um
By Rev. T. S. Preston

‘Protestant and Catholic Civilization compa.red (Fulure)

Raphaela; or, the History of a Young Girl who would not
take advice. By Mlle. Monniot

Ravignan (Fr.), 8. J., Life of. By Fr. de Ponlevoy e T
Recluse, The (Cat/wlzc Youtk's)
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-Repertorium Oratoris 8acri: Outlines of 6oo Sermons 4 vo]s 54

Rituale Romanum. The beautiful 8vo. edition printed

by Murphy, of Baltimore. Paper, 16s. ; morocco ... 25

-Rosary, The. The Devotion of the Holy Rosaryand the
Five Scapulars. By Rev. M. Miiller, C.SS.R! -
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25
s. d.
Sacred Chant, Manual of. By Fr. Mohr : w. 2 6
Sacred Heart, Devotions to. By Rev. S. Franeo, SJ . 4 O
Cheap edition, in paper covers, 2s.
Sacred-Heart, Devotions to (L:¢tl) w. 2 O
Bacred Heart, Hours with w 2 O
Sacred Heart, Pearls from the cuqnetot 3 o
Sacred- Heart, Virtues of. By Pére Boudreaux, bJ
(Paradise)... 4
Scapulars (Five), The Devoﬁon of. By Rev. V[ Mullcr
(Rosary) . 6 6
Sermon at tho I!onth’s Hi.nd of Most Rev Abp. Spaldmg 1 0
Sermons. Divine Paraclete. By Rev. T. S. Preston 5 o
Sermons (Five Minutes). By the Paulists . 6 o
Sermons and Lectures. By the Very Rev. Thomas N.
Burke, O.P. (Author's complete edition.) 3 vols. .. 30 O
Bermons for every Sunday, &c. (Catholic Pulpit) .14 ©
Sermons, One Hundred Short. By Rev. Fr. Thomas ... 12 o
Sermons on Our Lord, the B.V.M., and Moral Subjects.
By Cardinal Wiseman., 2 vols. .. 16 o
Sermons (53), Preached in the Albmy COu.nty Pen.l-
tentlary. By Rev. T. Noethen o
Sermons, Lectures, Addresses, and Letters of Bev. Dr.
D. W. Cahill . 10 ©
Sermons or Lectures. By Bisbop Chatard (Clzristian
Truths) ... 6 o
Seton, Mrs., l’onndress of the Order ot suters of Charlty 8 o
Sisters of Charity, Manual of . we 4 O
8ix Sunny Months, and other ﬁtories .. 6 0
_Boclety of Jesus, History of. By Daurignac ... .. I0 O
Spalding (Archbishop), Life of .. e .. 10 6
Spalding’s (Abp.) Works. 5vols . 6
Or separately : Evidences of Cathollclty, 108, 6d stcel-
) lanea, 2 vols 21s. ; Protestant Reformation, 2 vols., 21s.
Spiritual Man, 'l'he By the Rev.]. B. Saint-Jure, S.T. 6 o
Strange Village .. 2 6
Stray Leaves from a Passing Life, and other Stones ... 6 o
‘Thalia; or, Arianism and the Council of Nice. An Historical
Tale of the Fourth Century. By the Abbé A. ‘Bayle ... 6 o
Theologia Moralis 8. Alphonsi Compendium. Auctore A.
Konings, C.SS.R. 24s. 2 vols. in 1, half-morocco .3 o
Thesaurus Biblicus ; or, Handbook of Scripture Reference 25 o
Thomas Aquinas (8t.) Life of ... " . 4 0
Thomas’s One Hundred Short Sumom . ..12 O
Truce of God. A Tale of the XL Century. By Mlles .. 4 0

R, Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.



26 R. Waslzéourﬂe’s Amermm Publzcaﬁons.

s. d.
True Faith of our Forefathers nett 3 o
True Men as We Need Them. By Rev. B.O'Reily ..10 6
Two Brides. A Tale. By Rev. B. O’ Re:lly .. 6 o
Twelve Sisters. 12 vols. ;. I5 ©
‘Two Brothers (Catholic Youf/z’.r lerat)') . 2 O
Ubaldo and Irene. By Fr. Bresciani, 5.J. 2 vols. .. 16 ©
Vacation Days. By author of ‘‘ Golder Sands” w. 4 ©
Village Innkeeper, The. By Conscience .. 4 ©
Village Steeple, The. A Tale ... e w. 2 6
Vinceat’s (8t.) Manual w. 4 O
Visits to the Blessed lmament (Fnendly) w. 0 6
Vows, Catechism of. By Cotel . .. 3 ©
What Catholics do not Believe. By Blshop R)«m .. 1 0
Wiseman’s (Cardinal) Essays. 6 vols. ... .3 o
Wiseman's (Cardinal) Sermonsont)ur!.ordandk.v M
and Moral Subjects. 2 vols. w. 16 O
Young Doctor. By Conscience... .. .. 4 O
Young Flower-Maker (Catkolic Yout/z’:) - 2 0
Zeal in the Work of the ummy By Abbé Dubons .. 10 ©
Zita (8t.), Life of .. 2 6
DRAMAS, etc.
Babbler, The. A Drama inOne Act. By Mts, |. Sadlier. d/ale 1 o
Christmas Tree. Drama, One Act (Afixed) ... I o
Double Triumph, The. Dramatized from the Story of
Placidus in the *‘ Martyrs of the Coliseum.” By Rev.
A. J. O'Reilly. Male .. 2 0
Elder Brother, The. A Drama in Two Acts By Mrs. J.
Sadlier. Male . I ©
Invisible Hand, The. A Drama in Three Acts. By Mrs. J.
Sadlier. Afale .. T O
Irish Heroine. A Drama in 5 Acts By Rev. J. de
. Concilio (Mixed) ... .. I O
Julia ; or, The Gold Thimble. A Drama in One Act, By
Mrs. J. Sadlier. Female ... I o
Knights of the Cross, The. A Sacred Drann in Threc Acts
Male 2 o
Laurence and xyltus or, the Illusmons Roman Marty
A Sacred Drama in Five Acts. Male 2 o
Major John Andre. An Historical Drama, Five Acts. Malz 2 o
8t. Helena ; or, the Finding of the Holy Cross. A Drama
in Three Acts. By Rev. J. A. Bergrath. Female r 6
8t. Louis in Chains. A Drama in Five Acts. Male w. 2 0
Sylvia's Jubilee, and 3 other Dramas for the Young, clotk... 6 o
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For the convenience of purchasers the following books referred to in
the previous pages are arranged according to price:

‘ 6éd
Th’It? Brigand Chief, and other

ales
Now is the Accepted Time, and
_other Tales
‘What a Child can Do, and other
Tales
Sowing Wild Oats, and other
Tales )
‘The Two Hosts, and other Tales
The Lost Children of Mount St.
Bernard
The Baker's Boy;
Results of Industry
A Broken Chain
Life of Paul Seigneret
_Prince and Saviour
Mary Christina of Savoy
Count de Montalembert
Pope Pius IX. By White

or, the

The Golden Thought of Queen
Beryl ; The Brether's Grave
The Rod that Bore Blossoms ;

Patience and Impatience
Clare's Sacrifice
Nellie Gordon, the Factory Girl
Fairy Tales for Little Childrea
Schmid’s, The Canary Bird
————=— The Dove
———— The Inundation

The Rose Tree

———— The Water Jug
———— The Wooden Cross
Sir Alfric, and other Tales
Adolphus ; or, the Good Son
Nicholas; or, the Reward of a

Good Action
Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes
; Various Dramas (sec page 19)

1s.

Kainer ; or, the Usurer's Doom

The Fairy Ching

The Two Friends

Yellow Holly, and other Tales

Tableaux Vivants,and other Tales

Wet Days, and other Tales

The Bells of the Sanctuary

Bessy; or, the Fatal Consequence
of Telling Lies

Tom'’s Crucifix, and Pat's Rosary

Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's
Repentance

The Old Prayer Book, and |

Charlie Pearson's Medal
Catherine’s Promise,and Norah’s
Temptation :
Annie's First Prayer, and Onlya
scl;icggrec Bird (gilt)
mid’s Cana ird (gilt
Dove?'g'ilt) £
Inundation (gilt)
- Rose Tree (gilt)
———— Water Jug (gilt)
——— Wooden Cross (gilt)
St. Patrick
St. Bridget and other Saints of
Ireland

Walter Ferrers' School Days

Bertram Eldon

Story of a Paper Knife

Terry O’'Flinn :

The Village Lily

The Angels and the Sacraments

Fairy 'Tales for Little Children

Rosalie ; or, The Memoirs of a

French Child

Sir Zlfric and other Tales

Little Orator, and other Tales

| Mother of Washington, and other

| Tales Ward

, Sir Thomas Maxwell and his
Story of an Orange Lodge
Diaryof a Confessor of the Faith
Countess Adelstan

i Paul Seigneret

| Life, Passion, Death, and Resur-

’ rection of Our Lord

! St. Edmund of Canterbury

| Our Lady of Lourdes
The Ever Blessed Virgin

. The Victories of Rome

| The Infallibility of the Pope

' Cardinal Wiseman

. Stories for my Children

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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Little Books of St. Nicholas. Tales for Children. By F.
" B. BICKERSTAFFE DREW. Is. each. Nos. I to 6 are ready.

1. Oremus; 2. Dominus Vobiscum; 3. Pater Noster; 4. Per
Jesum Christum; 5. Veni Creator; 6. Credo; 7. Ave Maria;
8. Ora pro nobis; 9. Corpus Christi; 10. Dei Genitrix ; 11. Re-
quiem ; 12. Miserere; 13. Deo Gratias; r4. Guardian Angel.

1s.
K?inel)'; or, the Usurer's l[)&om
ilt ilt
ThglAngels and the Sacramentz)s
The Fairy Ching (gilt)  [Tales
The Golden Thought and other
The Two Friends (gilt)
Tableaux Vivants, and other
Tales (gilt) [(gilt)
Yellow Holly, and other Tales
Wet Days and other Tales (gilt)
A Daughter of S. Dominick
Good for Evil, and Joe Ryan's
Repentance (gilt) Lies
The Fatal Consequence of Telling
Annie’s First Prayer, and Onlya
Picture (gilt) [(gilt)
Tom's Crucifix, and Pat’s Rosary
Terry O'Flinn ~ Paul Seigneret

Walter Ferrers' School Days
‘The Mission Cross

A Daughter of St. Dominick (gilt)
Bessy ; or, the Fatal Conse-
" quences of Telling Lies (gilt)
The Adventures of a Protestant

in Search of a Religion

‘To Rome and Back (gilt)
Fairy Tales for Little Children

2s.

Bible Stories from the Old Test.

‘The Monk of the Monastery of
Yuste (Charles V.)

My Golden Days

Life in Iceland

Little Rose of the Sacred Heart

"Cassilda ; or, the Moorish Prin-
cess of Toledo

Captain Rougemont; or, the
Miraculous Conversion

The Three Wishes

Catherine Hamilton

Catherine Grown Older

Simple Tales [a Fault

6ed.

The” Old Prayer Book, and
Charlie Pearson's Medal (gilt)

Catherine s Promise, and Norah's
Temptation (gilt)

Legends of the XIIIth Century.
3 volumes each, 1s. 6d.

The Village Lily {gilt)

Fairy Tales for Little Children

The Memoirs of a French Child

The Feasts of Camelot. 2 vols.

Sir Zlfric and other Tales (gilt)

Last of the Catholic O’'Malleys

Margarethe Verflassen R

Bible Stories from the Old Test.

Sophia and Eulalie— Catholic
Pilgrim’s Progress

Cardinal Wiseman

Our Blessed Lady of Lourdes

8.

Bible History. [llustrated

Rosalie ; or, the Memoirs of a
French Child (gilt)

Last of the Catholic O'Malleys

Keighley Hall, and other Tales

Terry O’Flinn (gilt)

Life of St. Wenefred

Paul Seigneret (gilt)

A Month at Lourdes

6ed.

Farleyes of Farleye

Sir Humphrey's Trial

Eagle and Dove

Tales and Sketches

Countess Adelstan [Terror
Recollections of the Reign of
Story of the Life of St. Paul

. Recollections of Card. Wiseman
Prince and Saviour

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi
Father Mathew Holy Places
Comedy of Convocation

Oxford Undergraduate
Harmony of Anglicanism -

_Bertha ; or the Consequences of

The Adventures of a Casquet,

‘R. Waskbourne, 18 Paternoster Row, London.
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2s. 6d. (continued),

Anthony ; or, the Silver Crucifix
‘The Better Part

Blanche de Marsilly

The Burgomaster’'s Daughter
The Dumb Boy

Life of St. Zita

Indian Sketches nicants

Instructions for First Commu-
Great-Grandmother's Secret
The Leper's Son

The Recluse

Marcelle

3
For Better, s#of For Worse
True Wayside Tales [Authors
Gathered Gems from Spanish
The Battle of Connemara
Industry and Laziness
Catherine Hamilton (gilt
Catherine Grown Older (gilt)
Rupert Aubray [(gilt)
Story of Marie and other Tales

3s.
Out in the Cold World
Jack's Boy
The Conquest of Grenada
The Catholic Pilgrim’s Progress
From Sunrise to Sunset
Rest, on the Cross
The Feast of Camelot
‘Tales from many Lands
Canon Schmid's Tales
‘Tim O'Halloran’s Choice
Tom's Crucifix, and other Tales
Fluffy : a Tale for Boys
The Adventures of a Protestant
in Search of a Religion
The Barrys of Beigh
Margarethe Verflassen (gilt)
The Heroine of Vesuvius
Tales and Sketches (gilt)
St. German
$t. Francis of Assisi
Stories of Martyr Priests

4..

Maidens of Hallowed Names
Adventures of a Casquet
My First Communion

Fisherman’s Daughter, By
. Munroe
Great Grandmother's Secret

Marcelle. A true story

Life of St. Mary Magdalene

The Mysterious Beggar

The Orphan of Alsace

Life of St. Philomena

‘The Priest of Auvrign;

Strange Village and other Storics

The Two Brothers

The Village Steeple

‘The Young Flower Maker

Sister Mary Frances of the Five
Wounds

8,

Percy Grange  Gretchen's Gift
Chats about the Commandments
Cistercian Legends

Chats about the Rosary
Margarethe Verflassen

i Pearl among the Virtues

| Barbara Leigh  The Lost Son
| Ethel Hamilton

| St. Angela Merici

éd.

Legends of the Saints

Stories of the Saints. 1st Series

Stories of the Saints, 2nd Series

Stories of the Saints, 3rd Series

Stories of the Saints. 4th Series

Stories of the Saints, 5th Series

Stories of Holy Lives

Blessed Giovanni Columbini

Sister Mary Cherubina Clare

Gregory Lopez, the Hermit

St. Columbkille

Ven. Canori Mora -

‘The History of the Blessed Virgin

History of the Italian Revolution

Two Years in the Pontifical
Zouaves

The Oxford Undergraduate of
Twenty Years Ago

Festival Tales

Life in the Cloister

The Jesuits. By Paul Feval

Paradise of God

Bertha ; or, the Consequence of
a Fault

Dalaraida ; or, the Days of King
Milc]l.‘lo Da N

Life’s Happiest

Only a V\yaif v

R. Washbourne; 18 Paternoster Row, London,
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- 4g. (continued),

Conscience'’s, The Amulet

‘The Young Doctor

The Fisherman's Daughter

Count Hugo

%e (\:I?l‘llas.;ﬁ t al:xd Blind Rosa
e Village Inn er

Hagpiness of Bei:gpkich

Lucovic and Gertrude

Cloister Legends

The Truce of God

The Prussian Spy

Memoirs of a Guardian Angel

Rome and her Captors

!

Adventures of a Captain

Fickle Fortune

The Four Seasons

Golden Sands. 1st Series

Golden Sands. 2nd Series

Greetings to the Christ Child

God our Father

The King's Page and other
Stories

Maddalena, the Orphan of the
Via Appia

Souvenir of the Novitiate

Vacation Days

Bs.

My Lady at Last

Recollections of a Missionary
The Rose of Venice

‘The Days of King Milcho

Only a Waif Eagle and Dove
Father Benvenuto Bambozzi
Limerick Veteran

The Victims of the Mammertine
Albertus Magnus

St. Vincent Ferrer

St. Bernardine of Siena

St. Philip Benizi

St. Veronica Giuliani

St. John of God

Venerable Anna Maria Taigi

Life of Our Lord [America
Devotion toOur Lady in North
Alice Harmon and other Tales
Bible History. Illustrated
The Joint Venture

Catholic Keepsake

Little Lives of Great Saints

Life of Mother Mary Jacqueline
Favre, and others

Life of Sister Claude Simplicienne
Fardel, and others

St. Patrick St. Columba

St. Boniface

Holy Places

Marshalliana

Shakespeare. Expurgatededition

The First Christmas for our dear
Little Ones

Sir Thomas More

The Mysterious Castle

Perico the Sad and other Tales

Panegyrics of Father Segneri

The Knowledge of Mary

The O'Mahony

Raphaela

Six Sunny Months and other
Stories

Stray Leaves and other Stories

Thalia. An Historical Tale

The Two Brides °

Alba’s Dream and other Stories

Assunta Howard and other
Stories

Emerald Gems

Letters of a Young Irishwoman
to her Sister

Louise Lateau

. 6s. 6d., to 52s. 6d.

Pére Lacordaire, 6s, 6d.

Cardinal Wolsey, 6s, 6d.

The Italian Revolution, 7s. 6d.

‘Lige of St. Francis Xavier.
S, :

'

Goffine’s Explanation of the
Epistles and Gospels, Illus-
trated.” 8s.

Life and Acts of Leo XIII and
Last Days of Pius IX. 8s.

R. Washbourne, 18 )’atemosterj Row, London. .
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Lives of the Early Popes, 10s.

The First Religious of the
Visitation. 2 vols., 10s.

The First Apostles of Europe.
2 vols., xos.

St. Patrick. 10s.

Patror Saints. 10s.

Life of St. Ligouri, 1os.

Life of the Blessed Virgin. Illus-
trated. ros.

Genius of Christianity. 10s. 6d.

Louisa Kirkbride. 10s. 6d.

True Men as we need them.

x0s. 6d.
Albertus Magnus. 10s. 6d.
Sir Thomas More. 10s. 6d.

Catholic Anecdotes. 3 vols., 11s.

Pére Ravignan, 12s.

Lives of Irish Martyrs and Con.
fessors. 1as.

Spalding’s Reformation, 14s.

Pictorial Lives of the Saints. 158,

Twelve Sisters. 12 vols., 15s.

Ubaldo and Irene. 2 vols., 16s

Lives of the Saints for every Day
in the Year. 2ss.

Butler's Lives of the Saints.
2 vols., 28s., gilt, 36s.

St. 1]ure’s Knowledge and Love
of Our Lord. 3vols., 31s.6d.

Butler's Lives of the Saints,
4 vols., 3as., gilt, 40s.

Cardinal Wiseman'’s Essays. 6
vols., 36s.

Catholic Youth's Library. 6
vols., 12s,

HOLY FAMILY CARD OF MEMBERSHIP.
A BEAUTIFUL DESIGN : All who have seen it admire
it, and say Nothing equals it.
Price 6d., or post free,on a roller, 8d. Twelve copie.
4s. 6d., or 5s. post free. - .
Medals, 3d., 4d., and 6d. each.

FIRST COMMUNION CARD.

"T'his is also a very Beautiful Design, and commends
itself to all who have seen it. It is also arranged
as a Memento of Confirmation.

Price 1s., or post [free, on a roller, 1s. 3d. Twelve copies
Jor 9s., or post free 9s. 6d.
Medals in Silver, 1s., 2s., and 3s. 6d. each.

CHILDREN OF MARY CARD.

Price od., or post free, on a roller, 1s.

Medals, 2d. and 3d. each ; or in Silver, 1s., 1s. 6d., 2s.,
38., 4S., §S., 6s. 6d., and 10s. 6d. each.

Child of Mary Manual, 1s,
R. Washbourneds COMPLETE Catalogue, post free
' R. Washbournes Monthly List, post free,

R, me;m, 18 Paternoster Row, London,

Darras’ Church History. 4 vols.,
48s. :

-



THE CHILD'S PICTURE PRAYER
BOOK.

ﬁllnt "?2.{" language and in large type, on good paper, beautifully
justral -
. The Contents of the book are Morning Prayers, The Angelus, Grace
before and after Meals, Night Prayers, Litany of the Blessedglrg‘n, Tte
Memorare, Prayers during Holy Mass, Divine Praises, Benediction of ite
]ljl;si Bleased Sacrament, Hymns, De Profundis, and the Rosary for the

The illustrations are 16 in number, each ocoupying a
full page.

The binding is in cloth, with a cover designed expressly for the book,
and the price, with the pi’cturea in two tints, is 1s., or in stronger bind-
ing, 1s. 6d., or with gold on the side, 2s.; with tile pictures in seven
colours, 1s. 6d., or in stronger binding, 2s., or with gold on the side,
2s. €d., and with gilt edges 8s., and with full gilt side 8s. 6d., in French
morocco, 8s. 6d., or extra gilt 4s., in calf, 5s., or extra gilt, 6s. .

THE LITTLE GARDEN ILLUSTRATED.

Abridged in the Latin, with 16 full-page Illustrations: cloth, 1s., with
E}nstles and Go-peis, 1s. 6d.; roan, 1s, 6d.; French merocco, 2s. :
ditto, extra gilt, 2s. 6d.; calf or morocco, 8s. 6d. ; ditto, extra gilt,
4s. 6d. ; with Epistles and Gospels 6d. extra on the above.

R. WASHBOURNE'S POPULAR EDITION-

OF

THE GARDEN OF THE SOUL..

This edition of THE GARDEN oF THE SouL is especially distinguished by
bearing the IMPRIMATUR OF THE CARDINAL-ARCHBISHOP OF WESTMINSTER.
Amongst the many valuable additions, not before inserted in THE GARDEN
oF THE BouL, will be found the rites of administering the Sacraments in
Latin and ﬁng]ish, Devotions to the Sacred Heart, Devotion of the

uarant *Ore, the Prai%m for a Journey, or Itinerarium, Devotions to
the Angel Guardians, The Way of the Cross, the Devotion of the Bona
Mors, and many other devotions, and the Vespers in ordinary use.
il:::s ediz;:,teution is directed to the excellent paper and bold type used

(] lon.

Embossed, 18.; with rims and clasps, 18. 6d.; with Epistles and
Gospels 1s. 6d. ; with rims and clasp, 2s. French IOrocco, 28.% with
rims and clasps, 2s. 6d.; with Epistles and Gospels, 28."6d.; with
rims and clasps, 3s. French morocco, extra gilt, 2s. 6d.: with
3::5 and gdlasp, 88, ; with Epistles and Gospels, 8s. ; with rims and

, 88, 6d. -

Calf ol: morocco, 4s., with clasp, 5s. 6d. ; extra gilt, 5s., or 6s. 1. with
clasp. Calf or morocco, extra gilt, 6s., with p, 68. 6d. Morocco,
with two patent clasps, 12s. Morocco antique, with corhers and two
clastgs 188. Velvet, with rims and clasp, 8s., 10s. 6d., 13s. Russia,
wi c’!asp, 10s., 12s. 6d. Russia antique, with corners and two clasps,
20s. Ivory, with rims and clasp, 12s. 6d., 16s., 20s., 22s. 6d.

Any of the above can be had with Epistles and Gos}xsls, 6d. extra . .

The Epistles and Gospels may be separately, cloth, 6d., or 4s. 6d.
per dozen ; roan, 1s. 6d. .

R. Washbourne, 18 Paternostey Row, London.
















