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Preface.

‘MY tale has a historical basis, and the fiction in it is
but as the wild-flowers and moss which may gather
at the foot of some ancient landmark. We can still
read the inscription upon it. What that inscription
"is, and in what direction the finger-post points, will

be seen in the course of the story.
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THE

BLACKSMITH OF BONIFACE
LANE.

CHAPTER I
THE SIGN OF THE WHITE HART.

It is to London that the reader is introduced ; but a very
different London from the vast metropolis at the end of
the nineteenth century was that which bore the name at
the beginning of the fifteenth. Instead of the enormous
labyrinth of streets stretching in every direction as if to
absorb and swallow up everything green for miles upon
miles, London was then of moderate size ; a morning ride
might take a horseman round it. 'What now are crowded
thoroughfares were then villages divided from each other
by field or common; the wild boar might roam where
now the omnibus bears its passengers along roads bor-
dered by neat rows of suburban villas. The Fleet was
then a stream where we can imagine the bulrush grow-
ing and the trout swimming. In-Henry the Fourth's
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days carriages had not been invented, and the cab was
unknown. Ladies rode on pillions behind their serv-
ants, or were borne along in litters. The incessant
roll of wheels, the rumble, the racket, the flow of busy
life from west to east in the morning, with an evening
ebb back to more fashionable quarters, was then in the
‘undreamed-of future. There were no lines of yellow
gas-lamps at night to dispel the darkness; retainers in
gay liveries carried torches before their masters.

But London was a busy place under the first Lancas-
trian king, though utterly unlike what it is now. If
the city occupied a far smaller space, that space was
crowded with buildings and swarming with life. London
had no theatres, but it had its mummeries and miracle
plays acted in the streets; amusements which our ances-
tors may have deemed pious, but which we should deem
profane. The narrow streets were made to appear more
narrow by the upper stories of some of the houses pro-
jecting beyond the lower, so that the residents on either
side of the way could exchange greetings with each
other from the latticed casements. There was more of
picturesqueness in ancient London than in the modern,
though certainly less of comfort. The passengers seen
in the thoroughfares were very unlike those who now
make our city resemble a swarming ant-hill. There
throng the noisy apprentices, bent on mirth and mischief.
They have tried their strength ere now against gallants
from the court, and are ready for a row. With jingling




THE SIGN OF THE WHITE HART. 11

bridle, yonder rides a fat abbot on his ambling palfrey,
scarcely noticing the bare-foot friar who tells his beads
as he walks along. Beggars with sores sit by the way-
side, praying for alms in the name of Mary; a minstrel
is gathering a crowd around him to listen to some
ballad of Robin Hood, Rhymes of Sir Tristram, or the
Romaunt of the Rose. It would be as difficult to recog-
nize the London of to-day in that of the reign of Henry
the Fourth, as to trace a resemblance between some
portly banker of Lombard Street, with bald head and
spectacles on nose, and the portrait of himself taken fifty
years before, representing the merry urchin just emerged
from pinafores and red-strapped shoes.

Turning from one of the largest thoroughfares of
London as it was under the first Lancastrian king, we
enter a narrow street called Boniface Lane. It is chiefly
inhabited by well-to-do artisans and shopkeepers. Signs
or quaint devices hung over the entrances of shops show
the crafts pursued by the citizens within. Over one,
which we shall have frequent occasion to visit, hangs a
big painted yellow boot, in size meet for a giant, but gay
with tassels and gilding, as if meant for some fop of the
day. Under the sign, in large gold letters, appears the
- inscription : Peterkin Paton, Bootmaker to the Prince of
Wales. This shop, though it would certainly not now
hold its own in Bond Street, is rather a favourite resort
of merry courtiers, and has been so since the days when
Richard the Second was surrounded by a gay, giddy
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train, who fed on his bounty and deserted him in his
need. Grave history smiles to record the absurdities of
fashion in his reigrn. “A fine gentleman did not then
think himself well dressed unless his clothes were liter-
ally made of patchwork. One sleeve was blue, the
other green; one stocking red, the other white; a boot
on one foot, and a shoe on the other.
¢ Long beards, thriftless,

Painted heads, witless,

Gay coats, graceless,
Maketh England thriftless.”

So rang the rough rhyme of the day.*

There was still a great deal of folly and extravagance
in apparel. Peterkin Paton was said to have won pat-
ronage amongst the gay by his invention of the tasselled
and spangled boot, though some averred that his pretty
daughter, Maid Marian, had something to do with bring-
ing idle gallants to the shop, above which she resided
with her widowed aunt, Dame Marjory Strong.

On the opposite side of the irregularly built lane, but
lower down, is a smithy, with the name of Jokn Badby,
in black letters, above it. Thence from morning till
even comes the sound of the clink, clink, or the thud,
thud ; and the red glow of the furnace and the sparks
from the forge are seen, as the smith, a fine powerful
man in the prime of life, pursues his heavy labours.
Occasionally John Badby pauses, perhaps to rest his

* Markham’s ¢ History of England.”
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sinewy arm, perhaps to glance in the direction of the lat-
ticed casement above Paton’s shop, where there is “ metal
more attractive ” for him than the iron which glows on
his anvil. The smithy is a “not infrequent resort of
horseman or squire, as John Badby is an armourer as
well as a smith, and can rivet buckler or hammer basinet
for a knight as well as shoe his charger.

Almost opposite to the smithy is a tavern, very unlike
the flaring gin-palace of the nineteenth century, more
resembling the modern village inn, with Good Accom-
modation for Man and Beast on the sign which swings
over the entrance. That sign bears on either side the
device of the White Hart, the well-known cognizance of
the ill-fated Richard the Second. It formerly displayed
a gay prancing stag, with golden branching horns and
gilt hoofs; but the chalky white is now dulled and
- darkened by smoke and rain, and the gilding so tarnished
as to be almost black. In the rough January wind the
sign swings and creaks with a dismal sound, as if, like a
hatchment, it were placed as a memorial of the dead
rather than as an invitation to the living.

“I marvel, Master Host, that you do not have that
wretched cracked daub repainted, and made more suit-
able to the time.”

This observation was made by a man in a buff jerkin,
with a handsome hilted rapier by his side, and on his
head a velvet cap with a long drooping black feather.
 He, with a blunt, ruddy-faced yeoman, formed the only
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customers sitting within the sanded parlour of the
tavern, to enjoy the warmth of a blazing fire, and a
dinner of savoury bacon and beans, washed down by a
cup of sack as regarded the speaker, and a tankard full
of brown ale quaffed by Bob Bolton the yeoman.

“I had thoughts of doing so, Master Guy Dunn,”
quoth the dapper little host, who in informal style had
seated himself on a bench opposite to his customers.
“Says I to my missus” —the host pointed over his
shoulder with his thumb towards the kitchen from
whence the sound of angry rating told of the wrath of
mine hostess towards the maid who had let the cat get
at the whey—*says I to my missus, ‘ We have a new
king, so we'll have a new sign’ But ye see, Master
Guy, we two couldn’t agree as to what the new device
should be. I wanted a plume of feathers, in honour of
our merry young Prince of Wales; my wife she stuck
up for a golden mitre, as the Bishop of Arundel now
rules the roast. Well, Master Guy, we were getting
warm over the matter, so says I, - We'll refer the choice
to honest John Badby, the smith on the opposite side o’
the way.’”

The brow of Guy Dunn darkened. He was a man of
bold presence and handsome features, but when anything
displeased him a kind of lurid glare came into his eyes
which reminded beholders of that in some savage wild
beast’s. Almost every sentence uttered by Dunn was
rounded by an oath far too profane to be here recorded.
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He seldom removed his cap, but wore it alike in summer
and winter, in the street or by the hearth, save when in
the presence of those who would have regarded a covered
head as a sign of disrespect. This cap was perhaps
worn to hide a blemish, for the dark hair, thick and
bushy in other places, refused to grow over an ugly scar
on the left side of Dunn’s head.

“And what said the smith on this weighty matter ?”
asked Guy. )

«“He said that if the tavern were his he would only
have the old sign burnished up new,” was the host’s
reply. “Says John, ¢ Why show scorn to the gallant
White Hart because he was pulled down by the blood-
thirsty hounds ?’”

Guy Dunn started, and his dark eyes flashed with a
dangerous light as he uttered an oath deeper and more
profane than usual. “The fellow had better keep a
wiser tongue in his head,” he exclaimed, “unless he
wishes to be hanged like his father.”

“His father—Bill Badby—I knew him well. He
was out with Wat Tyler some twenty years gone past,”
observed Bolton, who was rather an elderly man.

“ And his son with him,” said Guy Dunn. “It’s pity
that they did not string up the two together.”

“Why so?” asked the yeoman sharply ; “the urchin
was not ten years old. It would be hard to hang a
curly-pated child as a traitor for going with his dad to
see the fun.”




16 THE SIGN OF THE WHITE HART.

“Badby will be hanged yet,” muttered Guy Dunn;
“ he’s a pestilent fellow—a Lollard !” *

“If all such are to be hanged,” observed mine host
with a chuckle, “ ropes won't be had for love or money.
Nigh every third man or woman that you meet is a
Lollard ; the last king, it was said, and assuredly his
queen, favoured the new opinions.”

“That was in a reign that is past,” said Dunn; “the
tide runs another way now. Our present king—here’s
a health to him—holds by the Pope and the prelates,
and will trample heresy out of the land. You've heard
of the statute against heretics ?”

“What ! has that been passed ?” cried mine host.

“ What does that mean ?” asked the yeoman.

“ Why, it means that there will be no more dilly-
dallying about dealing with the followers of Wicklif” (a
curse and coarse epithet followed the name); it means
that bishops can catch—as we would catch foxes and
other vermin—all heretical preachers, schoolmasters, or
writers of pestilent books, and force them to abjure their
vile errors.”

“ And if they won’t.do so ?” asked Bolton.

“ Hand them over to the civil officers, to be burned
quick,” was the savage reply.

“ Has the king signed this ?” inquired the host of the
White Hart gravely.

“ Signed—sealed ; and he’ll stick to it too,” eried Dunn.

* The name given to those who held opinions like those of Wicklif.
(287)
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A short silence followed; to burn men for their

+ opinions was then a thing unknown in-England. The

honest yeoman pushed from him his yet unemptied

plate, rose, and walking towards the fire, gazed vacantly

into it. Bolton did not utter his thoughts aloud, but
they were something like what follows :—

“Henry of Lancaster has stains—he knows best what
stains—on his soul, and he wants Rome’s whitewash to
hide them. The king believes in papal absolution, and
that kind of thing, as being almost as good as the blood
of slaughtered Paynims to quiet a troublesome conscience.
It’s hard for Bolingbroke to settle his affairs with
Heaven, unless he threw in the burning of a few Lollards
to be put to the credit side of his account. Maybe
Heaven reckons in a different way from the king.”

“So Badby the smith had better look to it,” continued
Dunn, after the pause. “I’ll be sworn he has not been
to confession for many a year, nor has burned a farthing

- rushlight in honour of any of the saints.”

“John has one saint at home whom he serves
devoutly,” quoth Willis the host, resuming his naturally
lively tone. “Badby treats his crippled mother as if
she were a princess of the blood and he her squire-
in-waiting. He carries her up and down stairs every
day.”

“How came Dame Alice to be crippled ?” asked the
yeoman, turning from the fire, taking again his seat at

the table, and addressing himself to finishing his plateful
(237) 2
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of bacon and beans. “She was active as a squirrel
when I knew her, but that was many years ago.”

“She got .crippled with rheumatism from going from
house to house, and sitting up night after night in the
bitter winter,” quoth Willis. “It was a twelvemonth
last Candlemas since Dame Alice was taken with rheu-
matic fever—we thought she would die—and since then
she has never once set her foot to the ground, nor been
able so much as to lift her spoon to her mouth.”

“ A heavy burden on John Badby,” said Bolton.

“Love’s labour is light,” observed Willis. “Dame
Alice is so patient, so cheerful, so thankful, in spite of
her helplessness and pain, that if there wasn’t a saint in
the calendar already for every day in the year, the Pope .
need not look farther than her home to find one to fill
up a blank.”

“ About whom are you gossiping?” asked Mrs. Willis,
a red-faced woman, half a foot taller than her husband,
who came bustling in from the kitchen to get a drop of
something hot from the bar. “Who is the saint of
whom you are talking ?”

“We were not speaking of you, my dear,” replied the
merry little host, with a sly twinkle in his eye.




CHAPTER IL
BLOWING BUBBLES.

WE will now turn towards the tenement first mentioned
in my story, the quaint gabled house over whose en-
trance, overlapped by the projecting upper story, hangs
the gay tasselled boot, the sign of the craft pursued within.
In the lower part of the building, warehouse, workroom,
and shop, sit cross-legged half-a-dozen apprentice lads,
stitching, or rather chattering away, by the dim light of
oil cressets ; for the youths, even in winter, have not the
luxury of a fire. No particular deseription need be
given of Tom the tough, Sam the sloth, Dan the dolt,
Mat the monkey, Ben the bold, or Lubin the lubber;
the nicknames given by young Dickon, their master’s
son, are sufficiently characteristic. Nor need the gossip
of the apprentices be detailed at length. There is grum-
bling at being kept at hammering of soles and stitching
of top leathers beyond working hours, merely because of
the spree of the evening before, of which Tom bears the
mark in a bound-up head, and Ben .in a black eye.

They are a wild set, these apprentice boys of old London ;
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not one of them knows his letters, or could count up to
a hundred. There is much talk about a bear-baiting at
which Dan and Mat had been present, and a calculation
of the chances of being allowed to go and see the
mummeries to be exhibited on the birthday of Harry,
the Prince of Wales.

«T trow when that boy comes to the throne we shall
have more fun and merry-making than even in King
Richard’s time,” observed Mat; “young Hal is a deal
jollier than his father. OQur master Dickon will come
in for everything going. It’s a grand thing to be court
jester to the heir to the throne.”

“I shouldn’t care to be any one’s fool,” quoth Sam
the sloth.

“No, you would not part with any of your folly for
love or money,” cried Mat the monkey; “and yet you've
no lack of it either.”

“I don’t see what a boy not thirteen years old wants
with a jester of his own,” observed ‘Dan in a grumbling
tone. »

“He won’t ask you to pay for his cap and bells,” said Mat.

“Not so sure of that,” muttered Dan. “ Whence
comes all the money squandered at Ely House ?” *

“Not from your pocket,” laughed Mat. “T’ll be bound
there’s nothing in it better than a brass farthing, and
that a crooked one too.”

* The palace of the Lancastrian dukes, as ment.ione& by Shakespeare,
after the burning of the Savoy by Wat Tyler’s mob.
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“Ay,” said Tom the tough, the lad with the bandaged
head, “we prentices are poor enough, badly fed, and
lodged in & den only fit for rats. But when Prince Hal
comes to the throne we’ll have stirring times! We'll
over the Channel, and have a set-to with the French.
I'll go to the fighting, I will! Tl throw away my
last—"

“It will be the last of you,” quoth Mat, who was
ambitious to be a jester. At the stale pun the merry
apprentices burst into a general roar of laughter.

“You'll leave off hammering English soles, and take
to hammering French crowns,” cried Mat. The mirth
was renewed.’

“Hist |” said Sam the sloth ; “I hear Dame MarJorys
step above. She may hear our laughing, and get us into
a scrape with the master.”

This turned the conversation on Master Pa.ton s elderly
sister, Dame Marjory Strong.
~ “She’s a prosy, precise, stuck-up old poplar!” cried

Mat. »

“ A good old soul too,” observed Tom the tough. “She
bound up my head yestere’en with her own hands, and
tore up a linen kerchief to stop the bleeding.”

“And gave you a lecture on street-brawling, I
warrant you, to make the cut heal the faster,” said
Mat. «That's a plaster the dame is always sticking
on.” .

“ She swears by Wicklif,” observed Sam.
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~ “She never swears by anything,” retorted Tom.
“Why, yestere’en she rebuked Master Dickon himself
for swearing "

“She did, did she!” exclaimed Mat. “And how did
the young jester take it ?”

“With marvellous good-humour,” was the reply.
“Dickon blushed up to the rim of his fool’s cap, and
said, ‘It's hard, aunt, to be different from all the rest
of the world; at court swearing is as common as eat-
ing” ‘It was an'ill day when you took up with the
court folk, my boy, said the dame. I heard no more,
for I had only gone upstairs because I'd been called—I
was not supposed to have ears.”

“Unless they were asses’ ears,” suggested Mat.

“Was the Pink, Mistress Marian, present to hear her
brother chidden ?” asked Sam the sloth. e

“Ay, and she looked vexed, as I thought. Mistress
Marian thinks a mighty deal of the court and court
folk, I take it. Besides, the Pink always would take the
part of her twin.”

“How like they are to each other!” eried Mat; “just
like a pair of cherries hanging from one twig.”

“I s’pose Master Paton and Dame Marjory are twins
too,” observed Dan the dolt; “they are wondrous like
each other.”

The luckless remark brought on the stupid lad a
shower of gibes from his companions.

“ Where are your eyes? in your pocket ?” cried Ben.

g e s
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“The dame is more than half-a-dozen years older than
master.” ' ) '

“Where are your wits? in your heels?” said Mat.
“Dame Marjory is as straight and stiff as a spear, and
Master Paton has a round back ; he has just escaped a
hump.” '

“ And the dame looks right before her—straight into
your eyes,” observed Tom the tough; “while master—”

“Seems as if he were always peering for pins dropped
on the ground,” said Mat, “and grumbling because he
can’t find ‘em.”

“The brother and sister have both high noses, and are
both given to scolding,” cried Dan, making an attempt
to justify the comparison which he had drawn between
them.

“.'Iihey don’t even scold after the same fashion,” said
Mat ; “the dame sometimes snaps, but she never snarls.”

“And she does not even snap unless she has some-
thing to snap at,” quoth her champion, Tom the tough;
“ something mean, or bad, or—"

“Hist ! the master’s a-coming!” cried Lubin. Con-
versation came to a sudden stop, and vigorous stitching
and hammering began.

We will now ascend the narrow oak staircase which
leads to the upper rooms of the house. The largest one,
which is called the parlour, is strewn with rushes, the
substitute then for a carpet. A log-fire.is crackling and
throwing out sparks in a very large fireplace, adorned
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with tiles on which are rude representations of Secripture
stories. There is space,in the recess for a seat on either
side—a coveted place in winter, as being the warmest in
the low and draughty room. On the right-hand one,
with a bowl of soapy water on his knee and a pipe in
his hand, sits the bootmaker’s only son, Dickon, court-
jester to the boy Prince of Wales. Dickon’s dress is so
odd and quaint that it requires a little description.

A very well-favoured face, with the bright bloom of
the white-heart cherry to which the youth had been
compared, is disfigured by a large clumsy cap of
gay and costly material, rising on either side so as to
represent asses’ ears, with a fanciful peak between them.
This peak is adorned with a glittering bell ; one hung
in front, and another behind, jingle with the wearer’s
every movement. A party-coloured tunic, very quaint
in shape, with two bells suspended from each of the
long pointed sleeves, adds to the tinkle and the fanciful
appearance. This tunic is worn over a kind of short
skirt. Dickon’s stockings are tight-fitting, and of
different colours; of different colours are also the shoes,
unlike each other in everything save the extravagant
length of both. The young jester, who has seen but
eighteen summers, is amusing himself by blowing
bubbles.

In the warm chimney-corner, opposite to her twin
brother, sits Marian, Paton’s daughter. She is indeed
strikingly like Dickon in outward appearance. The
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height of the two is the same; the delicately formed
nose, the bright complexion, the hlue eyes, are character-
istic of both, but there is more of laughing fun in
Dickon’s glance than in his sister'’s. Marian’s dress,
though in the extreme of the fashion of the time, would
excite some amusement in the present. The skirt is of
violet silk, full, flowing, and graceful, with a broad
border of fox-skin at the bottom. The strange parts
of the pretty maiden’s attire are her immensely long
sleeves, ending in pouches used as pockets, and the
ridiculous head-dress which she wears. This looks like
a long" slender extinguisher or steeple, rising above a
broad band, which quite conceals Marian’s beautiful
hair. Fashion takes little account of the becomings.
Long wide violet ribbons stream from the extinguisher’s
top, almost reaching to the maiden’s girdle, on which a
serpent is figured in spangles; the girdle has been a gift
from Guy Dunn.

Almost beyond reach of the kindly warmth of the fire
sits a girl, some fifteen years old, quietly dressed in sad-
coloured taffeta, with a plain girdle of the same. Lilian
has no pretension to beauty—she has been too often re-
minded of that fact to have any doubt on the subject; .
though from the girl, still growing fast, it is difficult to
tell what the woman will be. Lilian is not related to
the bootmaker’s family, where her present position is
" that of general drudge. The poor girl is of gentle birth
and gentle breeding. She, the orphan of a knight, has
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been adopted in pity by Dame Marjory, who when
present lets no one scold Lilian but herself, and who
teaches her to be generally useful—a valuable lesson
meekly learned by the young maid, though sometimes
a little sharply taught by the dame. Lilian, who can
read and write like a clerk, has hopes of, at some future
time, earning her own living by copying and illumin-
ating manuscripts. The girl is bending over the first
piece of clear parchment with which she has been in-
trusted, very carefully, with the help of ruler to keep
her letters straight, pursuing her labour of love. Lilian
is copying from an illuminated scroll belonging to Dame
Marjory, and greatly prized by her as a wedding gift
from Wicklif himself. The young maid is so absorbed
in her delightful occupation that she hardly hears a
word of the tattle going on in the room.

“You are too old to blow bubbles hke a child,
Dickon,” was Marian’s observation.

“It is what all are doing, each after his own fashion,”
replied Dickon, giving the slight jerk to his pipe which
sent a brilliant ball mounting towards the smoke-
blackened rafters. “Kings and conquerors blow bubbles
with blood instead of water, and black powder for soap :
up they go”—the jester’s eye followed the bubble—

_“and then where is it ? not a trace of it left. The Pope
and his red-hatted cardinals blow bubbles—and big
ones; their swelling words give absolution or excom-
munication ; folk stare open-mouthed to see how they
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rise; and then—an honest man touches them—and
they burst !”

“ Come, come, Dickon ; father says these are danger-
ous subjects,” said Marian.

“And to turn to yourself, Maid Marian, what are
you doing but blowing bubbles—bubbles of vanity,
bubbles of pleasure, amusing yourself by playing with
others’ hearts! Tl dip my pipe again for you.” Dickon
did so, and blew out a bubble, but it disappeared before
it had risen a foot from the bowl.

“ Nothing left—but a tear!” said Dickon.

“You are not much of a jester if you can say nothing
more pleasant than that!” cried Marian. “You ought
to talk nonsense, and not take to moralizing, or you had
better throw away your cap and bells.”

“TI'll throw away my cap when you throw away your
preposterous steeple,” said Dickon, giving a shake of the
head which set his little bells jingling. “You only wear
it to make believe that you are taller than I, when
there’s not a thread’s difference between us. I've a
mind to stick a few peacock’s feathers in my cap; and
then I'll look down from their eyes upon you, for I shall
have reached a still greater height of folly.”

The conversation was interrupted by the entrance of
Dame Marjory Strong, not in the best of tempers.

“ Here’s a kettle of fish !” she exclaimed : “here’s your
father just come home, and he tells me that he has in-
vited Guy Dunn to supper. He ought to have told me
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afore, and I'd have got a pasty or collops ready ; there’s
nothing but cold pork and cakes of beans and bran in
the cupboard.”

“Quite good enough for Guy Dunn,” said Dickon.
“I don’t like the fellow, nor trust him.”

“Nor do I,” rejoined the dame; “but when a man
who is admitted at court is asked to a shoemaker’s
supper, we must think of the credit of the house.”

“ By what back-door key Dunn got entrance into Ely
House, ay, and the Tower, passes my understanding,”
said Dickon.

“Well, he comes by the front door here, and the
shop,” said Marjory, “and we must prepare a good
supper for him.—Here, Lilian, go to Ford’s round the
corner, and see if he has not a capon left, with parsley,
cabbage, and leeks. Maybe you'll have time to cook
them, while I keep the guest in play by talking. Paton
has never a word to say, except when rating the pren-
tice lads.”

“There is no need for you to talk,” said saucy Marian ;
“ Master Guy Dunn does not come here for you.”

Marjory gave her niece a sharp and scrutinizing look.
“ Marian, look to it,” she said sternly, “or youwll burn
your fingers with your folly. I shall talk to Guy
Dunn, and an old woman’s words may do him, per-
chance, more good than the gossip which court folk ex-
change with silly girls—How now, Lilian, why do you
tarry ? are your feet made of lead ?”
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The girl was putting a delicate border of red round a
capital letter ; she started at the rebuke, and from the
effects of that start a drop of paint from her brush fell
on one of the words in the precious seroll.

“Oh, I am so sorry ; forgive me!” exclaimed the poor
girl in distress.

Dame Marjory did not reply ; she gazed almost sadly
down on the scroll. She was more free from supersti-
tion than most of her neighbours, but in the beginning
of the fifteenth century what woman or man was with-
out it ?

“A drop like blood over the word death,” she mur-
mured. “‘Be thou faithful unto death’-—a red death,
such as our brethren abroad are suffering now.* We
have had the Black Death in England: that was a
judgment from God; maybe the Red Death is coming
from the cruelty of man.”

“0O Aunt Marjory, you are always thinking of hor-
rors!” cried Marian. “Do mind something more plea-
sant now, and send off Lilian to buy the capon.”

“It’s a pity to send out a girl on a cold night,” ob-
served Dickon, quitting his warm nook in the chimney.
“I must be off to Ely House, and I pass Ford’s shop on
the way ; I'll tell him to send a fat capon, cabbage, and
leeks.” ’

* In the year 1400 the Waldenses, who resided in the valley of Pragela,
were, at the instigation of some priests, suddenly attacked by a body of
troops, who plundered their houses, murdered the inhabitants, or drove them
to the Alps, where great numbers were frozen to death. —Foxe’s Martyrs.
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“We'll get out some nuts and comfits,” said Marjory :
“here, Lilian, take the keys.” The dame fumbled in
her pouch to find them, then turned it inside out. Out
came scissors, thread, thimble, nutmeg-scraper, and a
medley of other things, but the keys were not to be
seen.

“I trow Maid Marian has hidden them,” said the
jester.

“I! what should I have to do with old rusty keys ?”
cried the girl.

“Look in her sleevesi” exclaimed the merry lad;
and sure enough the bunch was found in one of the
pouches formed according to the extravagant fashion of
the day.

“You mischievous imp! you put them there your-
self ” said Marian.

- “Qood hiders are good seekers,” quoth Dickon, as
laughing he turned on his heel and quitted the room.



CHAPTER IIL
REBUKE.

LiiaN went off to the kitchen to fulfil the humble
duties which always devolved on her, as Marian took
care never to roughen her slender hands by hard work,
or blacken them by taking a kettle from the fire.

“I wish that you would take off that trashy belt,”
said Marjory abruptly to her niece, as soon as they were
alone. “You have a very good violet one to match
your dress.”

“I happen to like this best,” said the spoiled girl in a
flippant manner. Marian was the idol of her father,

- and in the bootmaker’s establishment reigned as a little

queen. The only one who would not bend to her whims
was her resolute old aunt—a clear-sighted woman, with
shrewd common sense, and a clear view of right and
wrong. Marjory strongly disapproved of Marian’s
wearing the gift of Guy Dunn, and she was wont to
express her opinions strongly.

«Tt is unmaidenly in a girl to take presents from a
man for whom she does not care enough to give him
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a heart in return,” said the dame, as she took the warm
seat in the chimney-corner which had been vacated by
_Dickon.

“Who told you that I did not care for Master Guy ?”
asked Marian Paton.

“Guy Dunn with all his pranking is not worth the
little finger of John Badby, who has known you from
childhood, and loves you well, though he can’t flatter and
befool you with the glib tongue of a man of the court.” °

“John Badby is only a blacksmith,” said the girl.

“ And you are the daughter of a bootmaker; you are
not so mighty tall, Maid Marian, though you choose to
wear a steeple on your head, to make you look six feet
six instead of five feet five!” The dame closed her
rebuke with a little emphatic snort, the well-understood
sign of her being displeased or indignant.

“T'll never mate with a man who would come grimy

from the forge, with sleeves rolled up, showing muscles
like bell-ropes,” quoth Marian.

“Then why do you not tell John so plainly, saucy
minx ? It’s worse than robbery to a.cceﬁt true love only
to throw it away.”

“John is too old for me—he’s nigh thirty,” said the
girl.

“ A giddy wife needs a sensible husband,” quoth the
dame.

“I mean to be a lady; I'll never wed one who wears
not a rapier and a hat with a feather.” '

o | —L
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“Fiddle-sticks ! ” cried Marjory, with a snort. “A
feathered hat may cover a fool’s head, and a rapier may
hang at the side of a rogue! Gold is gold, though it
be a little begrimed, and a brass nail, however brightly
burnished, is but a brass nail still. A good son makes
a good husband : look at what Badby is to his mother.”

Marian knew that her aunt was right, but the girl
was in a perverse, contradictory mood, and determined .
not to be guided. Marian was by no means devoid of
either heart or conscience ; if she loved any one it was
the smith, with whom were linked the sweetest, holiest
remembrances of her early days. The child Marian’s
spirit had been like some bright, clear little lake, that
reflects back the smile of Nature and sparkles in the
pure sunshine. But after the death of her mother, and
a too brief time spent with Dame Alice, Marian had
been under the care of a weak, indulgent father, who
had never even made an attempt to clear the lake of the
weeds of folly and vanity that grew and spread so
quickly. Marian might have been a different girl if she
had been reared*y her aunt, who was quick-sighted and
shrewd ; but the little maid was fourteen years old ere
Paton’s widowed sister had come to share his home.
Marjory had brought with her Lilian, the orphan of a
poor knight who had spent all his substance in fitting
himself out for the wars, and, dying abroad, had left his
infant child a beggar. Marian, after having had her

own way so long, was little inclined to relish advice or
(23D 3
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brook control. She was like a child who has been so
pampered with unwholesome sweets that she has lost
relish for wholesome food. No talk pleased Marian that
was not sugared with flattery. The girl feasted on
admiration, and accepted it from whatever quarter it
came. It gratified her to see the stir amongst the ap-
prentices whenever she passed through the room where
they worked. Marian put on the gracious air of a
princess, and would accept with a condescending smile
little posies of half-withered marigolds, though only to
throw them away. Dame Marjory’s high indignation
had been excited by overhearing Mat singing a wretched
doggerel rhyme which he had made in honour of Maid
Marian ; but the giddy girl was not ill-pleased when she
heard the refrain rising from below in merry chorus
when the elders were out of the way—

¢ Bonny face, bonny face !
She’s the Pink of Boniface Lane!”

Thus it was that the affection which the girl had felt
for John Badby in earlier and happier days had almost
died away. He could love deeply, but he could not
flatter. John had even taken the privilege of one who
had loved Marian from her childhood, to give her a
gentle rebuke for some special act of folly. This was
resented by the spoiled girl. Marian might indifferently
well bear Dame Marjory’s chiding or Dickon’s sarcastic
jests, but for one who sought her hand to think her
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short of perfection was what Marian resented as treason.
She resolved to punish Badby for his presumption, and
it would be only too easy to cause him pain; for the
deepest, most sorely aching wounds are given by the
hand that we love. Marian had no intention of setting
her suitor free, she was too selfish for that, and in spite
of her folly had a conviction hidden in some corner of
her heart that no other man on earth would make so
faithful and true a mate as the Lollard smith. But
Marian, fond of admiration and amusement, disliked the
idea of the dull, sober life which John's wife would be
likely to lead.

“I could never abide living in Bird’s Lane, in a house
behind a smithy, with an old-fashioned outside stair! I
could never bear seeing after the washing and mending
of grimy smocks, that a smith might look dapper and
clean, at least on Sundays. I should hate having to
wait on good Dame Alice, though I love the dear, kind
woman; but I'd sooner have Aunt Marjory’s chidings than
those gentle words which make me despise myself for
being so selfish and silly. I'd rather be a galley-slave
tied to an oar than lead such a life. John must not
look to win me—till I'm forty at least, and have got a
few gray hairs and wrinkles, and learned to be sober
and sad. Tll have my fling of amusement now.”

Poor Marian was blowing her bubbles, as some girls
do even in this enlightened age. She knew not how
soon her gaily tinted bubbles would break in tears.



CHAPTER 1IV.
DAME MARJORY'S TALE.

DAME MarJORY kept to her intention of taking the
lion’s share in the conversation which should keep the
guest amused till Lilian’s deft fingers should prepare
dainties to make the supper-table do credit to the house.
Paton sat very silent. His hatchet face and high nose
did certainly give him some resemblance to his sister,
but he was very unlike her in manner, bearing, character,
and way of thinking. Peterkin Paton stooped, Marjory
was erect to stiffness; he was silent by nature, his sister
conversed with ease. His view of life was like that
which a man working in a tunnel has of nature ; Marjory
took such a survey as is gained from an elevation.
Marjory could read—even write ; Paton, the well-to-do
citizen, was content to make his mark. Peterkin was
also a cautious man, avoiding politics and polemics,—one
who, if he was obliged to give an opinion, took care that
it should never compromise his own credit or safety,
Dame Marjory cared not if all the world knew what she
thought. She gave Dunn not a minute’s opportunity
of talking nonsense to Marian, making her guest take
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one of the seats in the chimney recess, and her brother
the opposite corner, planting her own high-backed chair
next to Dunn, so that he was kept in a kind of digni-
fied imprisonment, with the dame for a vigilant jailer.
Marjory bade Marian take to her spinning-wheel, which
the girl did with no good grace; she was a little afraid
of her aunt, and unwiﬂing in the presence of a courtly
guest to act the part of a spoiled, disobedient child.
Dunn was little pleased at Dame Marjory’s arrangement,
but he was a man of the world, and entered into con-
versation, as he had done at the White Hart, on one of
the leading topics of the day.

“Your log burns brightly and well, Master Paton:
there are some, I trow, who will find the fire a bit too
hot for comfort. You know, of course, what the Par-
liament has decreed in regard to heretics.”

“I don’t meddle with such matters,” said Paton, and
closing his thin lips he relapsed into silence.

“QOur king is a pious Catholic,” observed Dunn.
Paton made no remark, but Dame Marjory gave an
emphatic snort. The affections of many of his people
still clung to the hapless Richard, the son of the famous
Black Prince, and a king once deemed to be a model
of chivalrous courage as well as of personal beauty.
Marjory was one of those who more than suspected that
Bolingbroke had murdered his royal captive and cousin ;
that the once gay and thoughtless young monarch had
come by foul means to his end.
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“It is said,” continued Dunn, after a pause, “that
there is already a warrant out against Sawtre, the
Lollard priest.” ’

“Heaven forfend that they should harm the good
man !” exclaimed Marjory. The hum of Marian’s wheel
suddenly ceased, and an expression of fear came into her
face.

“ He’l} burn!” cried Dunn, with an oath; “he’s one
of the worst of the followers of that cursed old heretic
Wicklif.”

“No man shall speak so of the holy Wicklif under
this roof!” exclaimed Marjory; “no, not King Henry
himself !”

“Don’t you mind her, Master Dunn; old women will
have their say,” observed Peterkin Paton, noticing the
fierce start of his guest at the words. “Dame Mar-
~ jory owed something to the Lutterworth parson, and
can’t stand hearing anything said against him now he’s
dead.”

. “Owes something—owes everything !” cried the dame.

“No one knows better than you do, Peterkin, what is
our debt to Father Wicklif—Listen to a tale of old
days, Master Dunn; I've told it often enough, I trow,
but it will be new to you. You were not born in the
year 1348 ; fifty-three winters have passed since then,
but it is a year that this country will never forget, and
our gray-beards talk of it yet.”

Marian resumed her spinning, and her wheel went
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faster than before; she knew her aunt’s story bj heart,
and it was one which she never wished to hear again.
Peterkin Paton was well pleased to have conversation
turned from the subject of burning heretics, a new thing
in England; for even Wicklif, though persecuted, had
been suffered to die in his bed.

“T was ten years old in that winter of ’48,” continued
Marjory; “if I live to be a hundred and ten, I will re-
member that gruesome time. We—my parents, brothers,
sister, and myself—lived merrily enough in a pleasant
house at Monk’s Corner (there’s no trace of the street
now). My father had been across the Channel with
King Edward, had fought and conquered at Cregy, and
brought back not only a few scars as tokens of tri-
umph, but handfuls of French gold pieces, caskets of
jewels, chests for dainty spoils, lace-damask—I know
not what more; for there was a lot of plunder, and a
franklin’s wife in those days could dress as a baron’s
does now.” : '

“Fine days!” observed Guy Dunn.

“There was no blessing on it all,” said Marjory. “The
frippery turned the head of my poor silly sister, and the
notion of glory turned the heads of my thoughtless
brothers. They had no fancy to learn an honest trade
when wealth could be had by plundering poor wretches
who had earned it by the sweat of their brows. I was
pleased enough then at our spoils won by blood, but now
I see that the just God’s curse was upon it. It wasin
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48 that the Lord sent the Black Death, that swept
through England as if the destroying Angel were riding
on the wintry wind, and mowing down men as the
reaper cuts down corn. It spared not village, it spared
not town—it is said that in London fifty thousand
corpses were laid in one field ; there were not enough of
the living to bury the dead.”

“I've often heard of that plague,” remarked Dunn;
“were any of your family smitten ?”

“ My gay, pretty sister Marian was the first victim in
our house. She had been Queen of the May in the
spring of that year, and even knights with gilt spurs
had been proud to dance a measure with her on the
green. I saw her but once after she sickened ; she was
a ghastly sight. My poor mother hurried me out of the
room, and shut herself up to nurse the sick. She hoped
that the contagion would not spread; but the breath
was scarcely out of poor Marian, when first one, then
another of my bold brothers sickened and died. I did
not see them suffer—my mother would not let me come
near; even if she had not had fears for me, I, little as
I was then, could not have been spared from needful
work, for both our servants had fled from the plague-
smitten house. Had I not been able to go hither and
thither (though I was nowhere welcomed), there would
have been no food to eat, no water to drink, no one to
do anything in the home. I had to chalk the red cross
on the outside of the door, to make the death-cart stop
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for the bodies. I made it crookedly enough. I mind
me that my hand trembled as if with ague, for I was
only a child. I think that winter made me a woman
before my time.”

“What had become of your father ?” asked Dunn.

“If father had not been upstairs helping mother, who
would have carried out the bodies? for we did not want
the rough cart-men to come in,” replied Marjory Strong.
“It was a terrible time. I prayed to every saint that I
could think of to save us, and promised my puppet and
my little pearl brooch to St. Catherine if she would only
keep the plague from spreading in our house. I know
better now than to suppose that any saint would hear
my prayers or want my puppet, but I was then only an
ignorant child. One of my chief cares was to look after
my brother Peterkin there. He was then only four
years old, having been born long after the rest of us; so
my parents thought him a prime gift from St. Thomas
of Canterbury, on whose day he was born.—Peterkin,”
continued Dame Marjory, addressing her brother, “even
you remember the Black Death.” -

“I remember the whipping which you gave me,”
quoth Paton. “You had a - pretty hard hand, Marjory,
even when you were but a child.” ,

“I.was forced to beat you,” said Marjory; “I could
not get you. to stop erying and roaring after mother, and
thumping with both hands at the closed door of the
room, which we were forbidden to enter. I thought
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that your howling would drive poor mother mad, for it
almost crazed me to hear it. Whenever mother had to
speak to me from her terrible watch in the sick-room,
she always closed with the words, ‘Keep my darling
away, Madge ; keep my darling away!’ I had to put
outside the door the food which I brought. I hungered
for a sight of mother, but day after day I saw her not.
She was always thinking of others. But one morning
at dawn, when I brought a pitcher of water, the door
slowly unclosed, and I caught a glimpse of the dear pale
face, for mother had opened it herself. She was per-
fectly calm, terribly calm, but the first glance told me
that the plague was upon her!

“‘Father’s gone! the good Lord have mercy on his
soul,’ she faintly said. ‘I'm smitten; only you and the
darling are left. Don’t tarry here, my child ; take the
babe (she always thought Peterkin but a babe), and fly
with him to your aunt at Chelsea. Don’t stop here—
you cannot save me; I am going after those I have
lost.”” '

There was a pause of silence; the spinning-wheel’s
whir was not heard, and Dunn listened with some
degree of interest for the end of the story. With a
sigh Dame Marjory then went on.

“It was the first time, I ween, that I had ever dis-’
obeyed my mother; but I could not leave her to die
alone, and I'm glad that I stayed, little as I could do.
After a few minutes I do not think that my mother
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knew me ; she had even forgotten my father’s death, and
spoke as if he were still beside her! But there was one
thing which she could not forget, for she was a mother:
she passed away with the words on her lips, ‘Save
my darling! oh, save the babe!’ Then, when nothing
more could be done for the dead, I roused myself to care
for the living ; my mother’s charge was upon me. There
was poor Peterkin again drumming on the outside of the
door, which I had happily had the wit to close behind
me, and crying as if he would choke. To save him was
mother’s dying charge; but for that I believe that I
should have lain down and died by her side. I came
out of the room, seized the boy by the wrist, and dragged
him downstairs. He was hungry; there was nothing to
give him but a morsel of stale oaten cake, for I could not
have got milk from any one for love or money, even had
I had a single groat left, but I had spent the last copper.
As I went out of the house I saw the death-cart turning
the corner of the street; that quickened my steps, for I
could not stop to look on what the men must do. I had
just one wish left—to get the child to Chelsea. I went
in what I thought the right direction, but my head was
all in a whirl ; for the life of me I could not remember
the turnings. Very few folk were in the streets, and
those that I met were afraid of me, afraid of everything,
as if the Black Death were at their heels. No one
would tell me the way. Twice I tried to carry my
brother, so as to get on faster, but I had to put him
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down; my strength was almost worn out. At last I
came to a dead stop, for I could not go one step further.
I fell over a heap of bricks, and there I lay, I supposed
to die, yet with a kind of determination not to die till
my duty was done. I mind me that I thought, ‘I have
prayed to the saints, nigh a dozen of ’em, and none of
them help me a bit; maybe when there are so many
sick and wretched folk in London, all praying at the
same moment, though there be hundreds of saints, they
can’t attend to everybody at once, they can’t be in every
place. I'd better ask the good God to help me, for He
is everywhere, and is great enough and high enough to
see and hear all that is going on down here” So I
prayed to God as well as a poor child could do who was
Jjust desperate with her woe ; and,” Marjory naively added,
“I have never since asked a boon of any one of the saints,
* and never will, for they can just do nothing at all.”

“The monks at their shrines would not approve of
that doctrine,” observed Dunn with a grin; “they get
fat on the prayers and merits of saints.”

“ And so do jugglers on the folly of those who believe
on their tricks” was Dame Marjory’s caustic remark.
Whereupon the brother, the cautious Peterkin, said:
“ Finish your story, Marjory, or it won't be done before
supper comes in.” Marjory thereupon took up the
thread of her tale.

“I don’t know how long I'd been praying, when I
was startled by hearing a voice above me, ‘My poor
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child, what dost thou here?’ I almost thought that
God must have sent an angel. I raised my eyes; there
was a young priest looking down on me with a kind,
pitying face—an angel in the form of a man. I mind
me that I roused myself to say, ¢ Oh sir! father, mother,
and all save Peterkin here, are dead of the plague, and
I want to get him away to my aunt at Chelsea.’”

“You did not count yourself as one of the living,”
observed Guy Dunn with a grin.

“I could not bother about myself,” cried Dame Mar-
jory, snorting impatiently at the interruption. “I had
enough to do to think of the boy,” and she resumed her
narration.

“*¢Chelsea is a far way off, said the priest, ‘and my
mother’s house is at hand. She is there to take care of
you till I can find out your aunt.’

“¢But, sir, I may have the plague upon me; would
she take a stranger in?’ said I. I mind me it was
hard work to get those few words out.

“The reply was softly spoken, but I heard it, though
strange noises were clanging in my ears, and I was
% almost losing my senses. ‘I was a stranger, and ye
"took Me in, said the priest, but not as if speaking to
me. I mind me of nothing after that but that I felt
myself lifted up gently in strong arms and carried some-
where ; and I felt safe, for he who cared for me would
look after Peterkin too. My work was over; I could do
no more, only lie still.” .
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“You were a brave little wench to have done so
much,” cried Dunn, with extorted admiration. “I hope,”
he added with an oath, “ that such horrible times will
never come again!”

“It's like they may, for there are sins enow to bring
down God’s plagues upon us—specially the sin of swear-
ing,” was Dame Marjory’s fearless rebuke.

Guy Dunn looked more surprised at it than pleased,
and both Marian and her father said to themselves,
“ Why does Lilian take such an age in getting the supper
ready ?”

“ And now I'll tell you, Master Dunn, who it was that
received two poor orphans, and hunted Chelsea to find
out their aunt, but in vain; for she had fled away from
fear of the plague. I will tell you who was as a father
to the fatherless,” pursued Marjory, raising her voice as
she went on: “it was he whom you dared just now to
call ‘a cursed heretic;’ it was that blessed saint now in
heaven—John Wicklif himself ! ”

“ Well, he did you a good turn,” muttered Dunn ;  but
he might be a heretic for all that. Go on with your
story, old dame; if your aunt had run away, what be-
came of you and your brother ?”

“Master Wicklif, after long search, hunted up a
cousin of my father, but that was not till the plague
had well-nigh died out. This man, who was a shoe-
maker, adopted Peterkin, and brought him up to his
business, but would not be hampered with a girl, espe-
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cially one who was sickly, for it was many months
before I got over the effects of that horrible time. SoI
remained with the good kind parson and his mother;
indeed, I stayed till I was grown up, and never left
them till I married. Everything that I knew I learned
under their roof. I learned to cook and clean, to wash
and to mend. I was even taught to read and write in
our own honest mother-tongue, for I knew not a word
of the mincing French which at one time was all the
fashion. And I was taught better things besides. I
learned to confess my sins to God, and not to a priest;
I learned to ‘flout the wallet of pardons hot from
Rome;’ I learned that ‘God gave His sheep to be pas-
tured, not to be shaven and shorn;’ and that Piers
Plowman * did well to denounce fat abbots, hunting
bishops, and—"

“Here comes supper at last!” exclaimed Marian,
starting up from her wheel.

* A satirical poet of those times, (See Green’s ‘ History of the English
People.”) :



CHAPTER V.
THE PEASANTS INSURRECTION.

LiLiaN, with face flushed by her late employment,
brought in the smoking savoury supper, assisted by
Ben, who was sometimes allowed to help on such
occasions, glad to get some of the scraps left as his
reward. First came the capon, intended specially for
Paton and his guest; cold pork and a pile of coarse
cakes were meant for the rest of the party. The
table was soon spread, and all sat down except Ben

and Lilian: the former had to fill the drinking-horns

with ale or water; the latter retired for a time to take
off her apron and wash her hands previous to herself
partaking of the meal which she had prepared. The
short grace had scarcely been pronounced (but for his
sister’s presence Paton would have omitted it alto-
gether), when a footstep was heard on the creaking
wooden stair. Well did Maid Marian know that s‘oep‘;
when she had been a child how often she had run to
meet her “big brother,” as she then had called John,
with noisy pleasure, expecting a ribbon or a comfit.
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In early maidenhood Marian had called John brother
no more ; another and softer word was in her thoughts
though not on her lips. Badby had been in all the
girl’s day-dreams, and John being rather a prosaic name,
Marian had given him the more fanciful one of St.
George ; for though he had never killed a dragon, she,
in her fond pride, believed him capable of the feat.

But Marian was now drifting away from her first
love, as a vessel with its cable cut drifts almost in-
sensibly with the tide. John Badby might be—was
a brave man, but even a foolish girl’s fancies could
not make him a hero of romance. To call him St.
George would be too absurd. Marian, intoxicated by
flattery, had made up her mind to regard a smith as
below the regard of “the Pink of Boniface Lane,” and
was now persuading herse that Badby, by daring to
intrude his advice, had given her cause of offence.

The smith entered the room dressed simply in gray
home-spun cloth, on which not a stain nor a speck told
of work at the forge. John was a fine tall artisan,
with the native dignity of one who never feared to
look any man in the face, for he had incurred no
debt, and bore a character unstained.

“John is as goodly a man as ever trod on shoe-
leather,” was Dame Marjory’s silent comment on his
appearance ; “ how Marian can ever compare with him
that low-browed, evil-eyed Dunn, I wot not, save that

idle butterflies are ever attracted by glitter and sparks.”
@7 4
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Badby came in bearing on his broad shoulder a
specimen of his artistic skill in his craft. Marian had
complained in his presence of the fuel lying here and
there in unsightly heaps of sticks. These were too
near to the fire, she had said, to be perfectly secure from
sparks from the half-dried log which would sometimes
crackle, sputter, and cast forth like fireworks an angry
shower of sparks. Marian’s lightest wish was a law to
one who tenderly, although not blindly, loved her.
Badby had bent his mind to contrive a light iron
frame-work to hold the wood, and many an hour after
his day’s work was done had the tired artisan given
to make his fire-fence a graceful ornament, fitted to
adorn a lady’'s bower rather than a bootmaker’s
dwelling.

The smith was surprised to find the Patons about to
commence supper, as he had calculated on the meal
being ended, as it usually was, at that hour; he was
also annoyed at seeing Dunn seated by Marian’s side.
However, the unexpected visitor was not taken aback.
He told simply why he had come, and setting down his
gift on the rush-strewn floor, asked Dame Marjory
whether it would be useful. Badby addressed the aunt,
but his eyes sought the niece for whose sake he had
wrought at this labour of love. Marian, in a wilful,
teasing mood, looked down at the plate before her; she
gave scarcely a glance to the gift; she did not even
notice the M so skilfully wrought into the pattern
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which John had devised. Dame Marjory praised and
accepted the graceful present; then, with her wonted
hospitality, pressed the friend of the family to sit down
and share their supper.

Badby had already taken his homely meal, but he
would not decline the invitation, nor miss such an
opportunity of being close to Marian Paton. On the
bench on which she sat with Dunn on her right side
there was ample space on the left, so Badby went to
occupy the vacant seat.

“This is not for you; it is Lilian’s place,” said Marian
sharply: “go over there, where there’s plenty of room
" by my father.”

John’s sunburnt face flushed slightly, but he said not
a word ; he went to the opposite side of the table, and
seated himself between the two elders. The smith was
of too manly a spirit to betray the deep mortification
which he felt at Marian’s open slight. Badby caught
sight of Dunn’s insulting grin, but the smith did not
choose to take notice -of it.

Dame Marjory skilfully carved the capon, taking
care that John should have his fair share of the dainty
dish; but he scarcely touched the food. There was
little conversation at first, for the dame had had her
say, and, John excepted, all the party were hungry.
Lilian quietly stole into the room and took the vacant
seat by Marian. No one but Badby noticed the shy,
pale girl; but he greeted her kindly, rising when she
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came in, and thanking her for some little warm wrap
which she had made for his suffering mother. Lilian’s
attempt to give pleasure should not, like his own, have
been made in vain.

Dunn having finished his portion of the capon, made
a vigorous onslaught on the pork, meditating, as he ate,
how he might best annoy the smith, whom he affected
to despise, but whom he regarded with dislike not un-
mixed with fear. Presently Guy addressed John across
the narrow table.

“Squire of the hammer, is it true that your father,
some twenty years agone, was out with the mad priest
Ball and the rebel Wat Tyler 2”

John gave a monosyllable of assent. Dame Mar-
jory, who had no mind to have a quarrel at her table,
with her usual tacticc dashed herself into the conver-
sation.

“ Yes, Master Dunn, our friend Badby was then little
enough to be perched on his father’s shoulder, and so
had a good view of all that passed as it impressed the
memory of a child who knew nothing about poll-tax
or Statute of Labourers, but who could describe well
enough what passed just before his eyes—John, eat
your supper, it is getting cold ; I will tell yoﬁr story.—
There were thousands and thousands of peasants and
artisans, like a swarm of buzzing, angry bees, assembled .
at Smithfield,* and Tyler himself at their head, when

* See account in Green’s ““ History of the English People.”
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the young King Richard, mounted on horseback, with
London’s Mayor at his side, came suddenly upon them.
I wot ’twas a sight to have feared many older than the
gallant boy, when he saw scythes and poles, hammers
and knives, raised up and brandished on high, and heard
the roar of the multitude like that of waves dashing
up on the Dover beach on a stormy day. But the son
of the bold Black Prince carried himself as his father,
at little more than his age, had done at Cregy.
Richard’s proud charger, arching his neck and paw-
ing the ground, seemed to know that he carried a
Plantagenet, and that the King of England. John
could never tell exactly what caused the scuffle which
followed, for he was not close to the spot, but he
heard the loud, fierce cries around him. ¢Wat’s down!
our captain is slain! Kill, kill, kill!’ and there was
a forward rush—the rush of thousands eager for
slaughter, mad for revenge!”

Though the tale was by no means a new one, it was
never tedious on the lips of Marjory, who herself vividly
realized the whole scene.

“Then Richard Plantagenet shook his rein and urged
his steed—not to flight; oh no! He rode forward
with his plumed cap in his right hand, and the breeze
blowing back his: light curly hair. He did not flee
from danger; he met it as became one of his race.
The king rode up so close to the place where our
friend here was perched on his father’s shoulder, that
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John could hear his clear young voice as well as he
now does mine. ‘They have slain our captain! kill,
kill !’ yelled the furious mob. ‘What need ye, my
masters ?’ cried the royal boy; and even the fiercest
stopped to listen as he went on. ‘I am your captain
and your king; follow me!’ Then caps by the
hundred—the thousand—were flung into the air, and
‘Bless him, bless our king!’ was shouted from hoarse
throats that but two minutes before were yelling for
blood.”

“We've heard all this fifty times before!” cried
Dunn, with undisguised impatience. “The sun rose
fair, but all its brightness faded with the morning.”

“Ay,” observed Peterkin Paton, “no one knew then
all the folly, the extravagance, which was to blacken
the day.”

“It is not for us to judge our king,” said Dame
Marjory severely. “If he grew giddy, poor youth,
looking down from his height, who can say, ‘In his
place my head would not have been turned’? There
was no more loyal subject to King Richard than your-
self, Peterkin, when you gave his name to your first-
born son, and tapped a cask of brown ale, that any
who chose to come here might drink to his health.
It pities me to remember” the change when I last saw
the poor king, drooping and broken-hearted, riding a
wretched jade, and brought into London like a captive
in the old Roman days, made to grace a conqueror’s
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triumph, and then die, with no one to say, ‘God bless
him.’” *

“He brought it on himself,” muttered Guy, his dark
face growing livid as he uttered the words. That face
was not shaded as usual by his feather, for courtesy
had compelled Dunn to doff his cap at supper-time, and
the unsightly scar on his head was no longer hidden
from view.

“When did you last see King Richard?” asked
Marian of Guy. The girl was weary of sitting silent,
and desired a share in the conversation. Marian wished,
however, that she had not asked the question, Dunn
looked so startled and annoyed: he only replied by
grinding his teeth. As Marian had evidently begun
conversation on a wrong tack, she tried another which
she thought would be certain to gratify her admirer,
and probably give him an opportunity of recounting
some exploit of his own.

“Where gat you your token of prowess, Master Guy

* I cannot forbear quoting the touching description given by Shake-
¢ No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home :
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ;
‘Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,—
His face still combating with tears and smiles,
The badges of his grief and patience,—
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steeled
The hearts of men, they mugt perforce have melted,
And barbarism itself have pitied him.
But Heaven hath a hand in these events.”

History has drawn a veil of mystery over the death of the- dethroned
monarch, I have taken my view of Richard’s fate from the drama of
Shakespeare.
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.

Dunn ?” asked the maiden, glancing up at his scar;
“gcarce as far back as the French wars. Was that
blow given by Irish kerne, or one of the wild Welsh-
men who follow Glendower? Or maybe a marauding
Scot put his sign-manual upon you. I warrant me
your good steel paid the blow back with interest.”

Even though the remark was playfully made, and by
a fair young maiden, it called up no smile on the com-
pressed lips of the stern man-at-arms, rather the wolf-
like gleam in his eyes that has been mentioned before.
Dunn pushed back his plate, emptied his horn of ale at
a draught, and rose from his seat. -

“I forgot—I've an appointment with my Lord of
Northumberland,” he said in a strangely altered tome;
“he will take it ill if I overpass the time fixed. Good-
night, Maid Marian ; good-night, all.” As Dunn glanced
round the table he met the stern, questioning eyes of
the smith, which seemed to be reading him through and
through. Dunn would not quit the room without
sending a parting shot at his rival, a shot which went
deep as well as direct. “Look to yourself, Lollard !
a warrant is out against William Sawtre, the heretic
priest.”




CHAPTER VI
THE HOUSE IN BIRD'S ALLEY.

WE will now enter another and humbler dwelling, just
behind and connected with the smithy which stands in
Boniface Lane. This is the small house which has
belonged to the Badby family for several generations,
descending from father to son in a long unbroken line.
The tenement was at first very small, merely consisting
of two rooms, afterwards thrown into one. The smithy
was a comparatively modern addition, made by John’s
father, who also, on his marriage with Alice, the
daughter of a well-to-do farmer, had built an upper
story to the tiny house in Bird’s Alley. The skill of
the architect had not sufficed to manage an indoor
staircase to connect the old part of the dwelling with
the two rooms added above, so a wooden stair was
placed on the outside, somewhat resembling a broad
commodious ladder. There were three entrances to the
little house—one through the smithy in Boniface Lane,
which, as the reader knows, was almost opposite to the
White Hart; a second through a low-browed, rather
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worm-eaten door, which opened into Bird’s Alley, and
gave admittance into the parlour behind the smithy ;
and the third, the outer staircase which led to the rooms
on the upper story, used as sleeping apartments. The
house is an old-fashioned one, even in the days of
Henry the Fourth. It is very dear to its mistress,
who has not slept away from it one night either dur-
ing her happy wedded life or the widowhood which
had followed about twenty years before our story
opens.

The staircase in Bird’s Alley being on the outside,
and visible from the White Hart, Willis and his wife
can see John Badby carrying his mother down to the
parlour every morning, and every evening carrying her
back to her upper room. So regularly is this done that
the merry little host of the tavern avers that the smith
is as good as a sun-dial, as one can always calculate on
his keeping correct time. It is a great emjoyment to
Dame Alice to pass most of the day in the parlour,
whence through the doorway connecting it with the
smithy she can watch her son at the forge. The sight
of the strong man wielding his hammer warms the
mother’s heart, as the kindly heat of the smithy warms
her poor afflicted frame. It amuses the invalid also to
see and hear all that goes on, when folk passing along
Boniface Lane turn into the smithy either for business
or to have a gossip with the smith. Narrow Bird’s
Alley has scarcely ever a passenger, save when Dame
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Marjory, Marian, or Lilian go along it to visit the widow,
without passing through the smithy.

A very rare visitor is Dame Willis of the White
Hart; and when she comes she invariably makes her
entrance through the smithy, declaring that Bird’s Alley
is too narrow and confined for one of her portly dimen-
sions. Dame Marjory’s visits are more frequent, and
she takes many a little dainty with her for the helpless
cripple—fruit, vegetables, or a confection of her own
making. ‘Marian Paton in former times had turned
down little Bird’s Alléy well-nigh every day in the
week, partly to see Dame Alice, but more to have a
glance from the parlour at John at his forge, and to
give him the smile which cheered him on at his work.
But of late the maiden’s visits have been few and far
between ; for which her conscience pricks her a little.
Lilian, whose affectionate heart clings to her suffering
friend, gives to Dame Alice all the time that she can
possibly spare from labour at home. And even the
bells on Dickon’s fool's cap are occasionally heard in
narrow Bird’s Alley, as he goes in merrily to make the
invalid laugh with his jokes, coming back from her
room perhaps a graver and wiser man.

The most welcome visitor of all in Bird’s Alley has
been the poor devout parson, William Sawtre, and joy-
fully has his gentle tap at the low-browed door been
heard by the widow, and her face has brightened as,
stooping his form, he has entered the parlour. William
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Sawtre, a man of fiery zeal when denouncing the errors
of Rome, has been gentle as a shepherd tending a sick
lamb, when ministering to the afflicted members of his
flock. Sawtre might have been described in the words
of his contemporary Chaucer,—

¢ Christ’s love, and His apostles twelve, he taught,
And first he followed it himself.”

To most people Dame Alice’s fate appears a very
hard one, its only change being from lesser to greater
torture, from nights disturbed by pain to nights with
no sleep at all. Willis’s wife declares that death would
have been a deal better than such a life; she herself
could never endure to be such a burden to herself and
to others. But worldly outsiders see the trial without
its rich consolations. Dame Alice, on her bed of pain,
unable even to turn without assistance, is far less to be
pitied than King Henry upon his throne. The Grauth
(the religious book of the Sikhs) has a curious proverb,
“The world has the buttermilk, the saints the butter ;”

and the quaint saying conveys a beautiful truth. What

is sweetest, richest, and highest is the portion of the
soul which finds its rest in God. Those who look at
the sugar-cane growing behold its hard, tasteless, flinty
rind ; the store of sweetness is within, and a crushing,
grinding process but draws that sweetness forth. = Alice,

during long, waking hours, draws more honey from a

single text of the Bible, meditated on in the darkness,
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than votaries of pleasure can from the sumptuous ban-
quet. She feasts on thinking over scenes recorded in
Scripture, until such vivid realization of them follows
tha;t her little room no longer seems dark ; she is stand-
ing by Gennesareth or Jordan, and all sense of loneliness
is gone. Especially Alice likes to think of herself as
the woman bound down by infirmity, who could in no
wise lift herself up, yet she managed to creep to the
synagogue, perhaps because she knew that the Master
was there.

“That poor woman could hear His voice,” thinks the
sufferer, “and so can I—in my heart. In sooth, she
could only behold His blessed feet—no more can I; but
the time was coming to her, and so it is to me, when
the blessed Lord would bid her arise and stand erect;
and I too shall rise up and look on His face, and shine
in the light of His smile for ever and ever.” )

Let us enter the parlour in which Dame Alice spends
the greater part of her day, and look at her humble
surroundings, for her little treasures are around her.
Opposite to her, on the wall, are memorials of child-
hood’s days—the sampler with the Lord’s Prayer in
scarlet letters, laboriously worked, holding a central
plwe.' To Alice in her meditative moods that sampler
is an emblem of life.

“ How that sampler seemed as if it would never be
finished !” says Alice to herself; “how much trouble
my little fingers had in forming the more difficult
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letters! how often I had to unpick, and my foolish
tears fall on the canvas! But the work was completed
at last, and with all its faults my father praised it; and
he said, ¢ Well done, my little child!’ and put into my
hand a silver groat, the first money which I ever pos-
sessed. I shall never forget my delight at the prize,
and still more at the praise! Ah yes! that sampler
minds me of life: its tasks often seem weary, but the
end comes at last; and then, even to God’s poor, silly
little ones, come the praise and the prize !”

. Above the sampler is fastened up the bow which
John’s father had often drawn, and three arrows in a
metal quiver deftly fashioned by Badby the smith. The
feathers are hidden by the quiver, the sharp heads are
pointing upwards. These also give frequent food for
thought. The memorials of one dearly loved are fondly
" prized by the widow.

“That bow is at rest,” muses Alice; “I shall never
again hear the twang of the string, nor see those arrows
whiz through the air! But my Will aimed right at the
mark, and the good words which he spake to me and
his little son were as pointed shafts which never missed
their aim. Master Sawtre wrote a little verse about
it,—

¢ When shall instruction’s feathered dart
Most surely reach the hearer’s heart?
‘When love’s still tightening cord supplies
The impetus with which it flies.

Pointed by truth and winged by prayer,
It finds the heart, and fixes there.””
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On a little table close to Dame Alice are other things
telling of thoughtful kindness: a plate of cates, made
by Dame Marjory after a recipe learned at the house of
Wicklif; a glass brought by Lilian containing water
and a little piece of carrot, a thing in itself not lovely,—
and yet from that carrot, on that cold wintry day, is
springing an elegant plant of the most delicate green.
To Alice it is beautiful as a rose, for it tells of hopes
springing up afresh in life’s winter even from what
seems common and only fit to be thrown away. There
is also a precious manuscript on that table containing
the fourteenth chapter of St. John. The invalid cannot,
indeed, lift it up to read it; but that matters little, as
she knows it by heart. The soft cushion behind Alice,
on which the sufferer rests her weary head, was deftly
worked by Marian some two years ago, with a pattern
of lilies and pinks. The lilies are a little soiled by the -
smoke, the pinks somewhat faded by the sun. That
cushion often reminds the widow to pray for Paton’s
poor silly child. “God grant that our sweet Marian
may not be stuffing her own pillow with thorns! May
the Lord give her wisdom and make her His own by
whatever means He sees best !”

There are many other little family treasures about
the parlour which give it an aspect of comfort. Dame
Alice knows that on the wall behind her is a picture
given her by Dickon some years ago, and bought with
his pocket-money as a birthday present. for the widow in
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return for many an act of kindness. The picture is a
coarse chalk drawing, in bad perspective, representing
King Richard the Second on horseback, and his good
queen Anne beside him, mounted on the side-saddle,
which the Bohemian princess is said to have introduced
into England. The boy Dickon never forgot that he
had been named after the king, and a loyal little fellow
had he been. Though the drawing is rude it has been
executed with spirit, and the likeness of Richard on his
prancing steed gives no false idea of the manly beauty
of the unfortunate monarch. Dame Alice can only see
this picture when she is carried out of the room in the
evening, for it is behind the place where she sits in her
easy-chair, but she likes to know that it is on the
wall.

“Yes, I like to think that our king and queen are
now both of them in a high place, though I cannot see
them. Queen Anne was a saint of God, and had she
lived mayhap her husband might have been reigning
still, instead of lying in the cold grave. I cannot pray
for his soul, for that would be superstition; but he is
in God’s hands, and they are more merciful than man’s.
King Richard never persecuted God’s people; he never
cringed to the Pope. In our king’s time that statute
was passed* which hindered, as far as might be, the

* The famed Statute of Preemunire was passed in the reign of Richard. It
enacted that whosoever should procure from Rome or elsewhere excom-
munications, bulls, or other things against the king and his realm, should
be put out of the king’s protection, and all his goods and lands be forfeited.
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Bishop of Rome from meddling with English affairs.
If our poor king, like Manasseh in old times, committed
follies and sins, God gave him time, in his miserable
prison, to repent, to weep, and to pray. I hope—from
my soul I hope—that King Richard’s soul is with God !
I dare not wish him back ; though had he been on the
throne that cruel statute agaimst heretics would never,
I trow, have been thought of.”

Such are Dame Alice’s frequent musings, which have
brought peace and rest to her gentle spirit.

Her love for her son is also a source of intense
pleasure to the afflicted woman. How good had God
been to give her such a treasure in John! It is not
only his filial affection in which she rejoices, nor even
his high moral character, on which no one could fix
a stain. It seems as natural to Badby to scorn deceit
and lies as it is for the eagle to soar above the fens
and sloughs of earth. Folk said that John could no
more tell a falsehood than he could play a juggler’s
tricks with those strong muscular hands which wielded
the hammer so well Badby is emphatically a man
and an Englishman; but he is something more, or his
mothér’'s heart would not rest on him with such
thankful delight. John from his early days has re-
ceived gospel truth with the simplicity of a child.

" There is nothing between him and the Saviour of

whom he had heard when yet sitting on the knee

of his mother. The artisan’s mind is troubled by no
@0 5
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doubts ; and as for the superstitions prevailing around
him, they are as cobwebs to be brushed away when
revealed by the clear daylight. The smith’s faith is
of that kind which a well-known preacher * has de-
scribed in a few vigorous words: “ We want workshop
faith as well as prayer-meeting faith. We need faith
as to the common things of life and the trying things
of death. We could do with less paint if we had more
power; we need less varnish and more verity—a
sound commonplace faith which will be found wearable
and washable and workable through life.” Such is the
faith .of John Badby.

Yet the strong man has his weakness, the brave man
his secret fears. His mother knows well the cause of
his trouble, and keenly sympathizes with him, though
too delicate-minded to touch the wound, as good Dame
Marjory, had she been in the place of Alice, would often
have done. To.the mother’s heart Marian’s unkindness
to John is not a source of unmixed regret. Dame Alice
has never felt sure that the girl is really a Christian,
and if Marian does not value her John, she is surely
unworthy of him. “It is better that his heart should
be gradually weaned from a thoughtless flirt. The
Lord has something better in store for the best of sons.
John will have a sweeter, wiser, holier bride.” So
reflects Dame Alice. '

Only once has the widow even alluded to John’s

* Mr. Spurgeon.
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trouble; it was by repeating to him a significant jest
uttered by Dickon.

“My dad has been new pamtmg and gilding his big
boot, and it can be seen all along the lane. But the
poorest beggar would not care to have it for daily
wear ; were it garnished with all my bells, 'tis but a
painted bit of wood after all.”

John made no observation in reply; he understood
the jester’'s meaning but too well. But the smith’s love
is, like his own nature, too firm and strong to be lightly
turned from its object.

“If Marian has left off caring for me,” he silently
thinks, “I will go down to my grave unwed; I will
never woo maiden again.”



CHAPTER VIL
SNOW AND FIRE.

ON Dame Alice’s life of pain, patience, and peace, as
described in the last chapter, the news of William
Sawtre’s arrest burst like a fearful explosion. Her
own personal sufferings were forgotten in the distress
which she felt for her pastor and friend. Alice prayed
for his deliverance with a fervour which it seemed must
draw down an answer from heaven. Alice thought and
spoke of the pleading church of early Christians, whose
prayers brought an angel to deliver Peter from prison,
till she felt sure, quite sure, in her hopeful heart that
the Lord would save His servant as He did the brave
three from the fiery furnace.

Ah, how little can even the wisest and best under-
stand the mysterious dispensations of God! His way
is in the sea, His path in the deep waters. If prayers
and tears could have availed to defeat the plan of divine
wisdom, would not the pleading and weeping of Mary
and the apostles have averted Christ’s death on the
cross, and so have stopped the offering up of the ome
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great sacrifice for the sins of the world? It is only in
another state of being that we shall fully understand
why God permits for awhile the wicked to oppress the
just. It is not here that our feeble intellects can grasp
the truth that all things, even the most painful and
terrible, work good, by God’s wisdom, to them that

-love Him.
¢ Good when' He gives, supremely good,

Nor less when He denies,
FE’en trials from his sovereign hand
Are blessings in disguise.”

John did his utmost to keep evil news from disturb-
ing the mind of his mother. He offended Dame Willis
by shutting the door between the smithy and parlour :
he stopped Marjory from calling to give an account of
the trial, at which she had managed to be present.
John bribed a crier shouting, “ Sawtre’s sentence!” not
to come down Boniface Lane; but he shrank from him-
self breaking the news of what that sentence had been.
“ Mother will know only too soon,” thought the smith ;
“and while there is life there is hope. We are not in
"Spain or in Rome.”

On one snowy morning the meek patience and endur-
ance of Dame Alice were heavily tried. The weather
bad increased her pain to anguish; she had not slept
the whole night, and wearied and longed for the
morning. A char-woman called Betsy had been hired
by the smith to attend regularly to his mother’s com-
forts; but on that morning Betsy, from some unknown
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cause, had never appeared. The sun rose, but brought
little light into the narrow alley. Alice had lain all
night on her left side, and now no one came even
to give her the slight relief of being turned round on
her bed. Even John had not brought, as he usually
did, a warm bowl of porridge for his mother, or given a
word of kindly cheer. There was no sound below of
any one lighting the fire in the smithy, nor even the
usual noises which were wont to rise from Boniface
Lane. Not the shout of a boy, or a street vender’s
cry, nor voices from the White Hart, broke the weird,
unnatural stillness. In cold, hunger, and pain the
weary woman kept watch hour after hour. Alice could
see nothing outside the house, on account of her pros-
trate condition, except the big falling flakes of snow;
for the window of the room commanded not even a
view of chimneys, unless to one going up close to the
dim leaden-framed panes. The widow lay still, praying
for deliverance for William Sawtre, and the grace of
patience for herself. Occasionally she called out for
Betsy, but no reply came. Never since her illness
began had Dame Alice been so sorely tempted to give
way to misery and gloomy forebodings.

Gloomy forebodings indeed, for in Sawtre’s peril,
which so troubled her soul, Alice saw the shadow of
what might to her bring more terrible anguish still.
The wolf of persecution once let loose, who could tell
who might be its next victim? There was another
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follower of Wicklif, brave and true as Sawtre himself;
and that man was her son—her joy, her stay, her sole
earthly delight, in a world in which Alice had found
much to suffer and little indeed to enjoy. The idea of
any danger threatening John sent a chill through the
widow’s frame far more painful than any caused by out-
ward cold. Alice reproached herself for her fears, but
they clung to her still. The widow asked her own heart,
“Is it want of faith that makes me thus tremble?” But
even her sensitive conscience did not convict her of this.

“Qur Lord, our blessed Master Himself, was sorrow-
ful even wnto death from the thought of a terrible trial
before Him. Christ did not murmur nor resist God’s
will, but His soul was bowed down within Him. But
then Christ knew to a certainty what He must suffer.
His people may be saved from what they most dread.
When the Saviour said, My hour ¢s mot yet come, He
knew that it would assuredly come at last ; He had not
the hope of escape that we have. What a constant
trial that knowledge of the future, that certainty of
coming anguish, must have been! I have often thought,”
thus mused the lonely invalid, “ that perhaps when the
Lord was a youth, when His hour was yet many years
distant, and He thought on saving a world by His
death, there was more of joy than of fear in the
prospect. The winning of His great aim, the finish-
ing of His grand work, would look to Christ as one of
the calm stars which shine but do not twinkle look to
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us at night. But when the Lord began His ministry,
and met bitter opposition and scorn and shame, then
His coming trials would be rather like a very black
object in the sky, swelling and widening every day as
the awful hour drew near and nearer. Christ would
know it to be the weight of God’s anger for a whole
world’s guilt, coming gradually, hour by hour, closer
and closer, larger and larger, till, at Gethsemane, it
covered the whole sky above Him as with a horrible
pall. It was coming—a weight beyond that of a
thousand rocks—ten thousand mountains; a weight
that, falling on Him, would crush out bloody sweat,
yea, life itself, from his mortal body; a weight which,
falling on a world, would have hurled it down to the
nethermost hell! Oh, what love—what love to endure
all this, and for us! We can never have to bear for
the Saviour one-tenth part of what the Saviour suffered
for us!”

Then Alice turned her weary eyes towards the
window ; she sought to draw a lesson of comfort from
the falling snow. What ermine could form a fairer
mantle than that with which the Great Father was
covering the dark-stained earth! Again and again the
sufferer repeated and took to herself the sublime prayer
of King David: “ Wash me, and I shall be whiter than
snow.” Alice saw by faith the spotless robes worn by
the blest above, and by prayer and holy musings was
strengthened to suffer and be still.
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Welcome, most welcome, at last was the sound of
John’s step on the outer stair, though Alice could not
turn to see him enter, for the door was to her right.
The widow heard that door unclose, not quietly, as
might have been expected, and John came up to his
mother’s bed, silent, and with a slow, heavy tread. He
bent over his parent, kissed her brow, and gently moved
her round. Badby was annoyed at Betsy’s evident
neglect ; for his mother, in that cheerless, fireless room,
without food or help, had, he saw, been left to loneliness
and pain. But at that moment the smith had no voice
for words either of anger or greeting. Alice was
alarmed at John’s deadly paleness and the deep gloom
on his face. A foreboding fear seized her; she
dreaded to ask the question which was trembling on
her tongue. John sat down; his head drooped lower
and lower, till his broad brow was hidden on his crossed
arms. Not a word had been spoken either by mother
or son. Some emotion too strong for words was agi-
tating the strong man’s frame; he was struggling to
command that emotion, so as to speak in a calm voice ;
but it was in strangely altered tones that Badby said at
last, as he raised his bowed head, “ All is over! he suffers
no more.”

The words were scarcely needed ; John’s appearance
and manner had told the worst. Tears gushed from the
eyes of Alice as in a choking voice she sobbed forth:
“The prophet went up to heaven in a chariot of fire!”
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then she added more calmly, “and returned to earth to
appear with the Lord in glory ; and so will he!” :

John' made no reply, he could not; but he dried his
mother’s eyes and her tear-stained face, and kissed her
again and again. The smith had resolved that on this
dark day he would light no furnace, strike no anvil;
chill silence and solitude should be his tribute of respect
to the martyr whose form he had seen consumed at the
stake. But the sight of Dame Alice’s pitiable state
changed the intention of her son: he must exert himself
for her, he must live for her; much work was on his
hands, and work must be done, or she would suffer.
Mastering his reluctance to turn to any common em-
ployment, John went to the head of the open staircase,
after shutting the door behind him, and shouted to his
apprentice-boy, who was gossiping with some one at the |
point where the alley joined Boniface Lane, to light the
furnace at once. John then went himself to get things
ready, and met the char-woman Betsy, who had deserted
her post, and who was coming in an excited manner up
the alley. John knew that Betsy, like himself, had just
come from the fearful scene at Smithfield.

“Not a word to my mother of what you have seen,”
he said sternly, “or you never cross her threshold
again.”

Not long afterwards Badby reascended the stair with
a bowl of something warm for his mother. He himself
had been unable to touch any food. John fed the
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shivering, starving invalid slowly, as he might have fed
a helpless babe. More than once the smith paused to
wipe away the tears which coursed down the meek pale
face.

“ Mother, Betsy must light a fire here; or would it
please you better to go down to the parlour ?” he said.
“I fear me that you could not bear the movement
to-day.”

To Dame Alice anything was better than to be longer
apart from her son; so wrapping her up in a scarlet
blanket, John bore her gently down into the room into
which the furnace fire in the smithy had already brought
genial warmth.

“Bless my soul ! how heartless some folk are!” cried
mine hostess in the tavern. She had just come from
Smithfield herself, and had cheered herself after its
horrors by a double potation of ale. “Those Badbys
seemed to tender the heretic parson as dearly as if he'd
been one of their kin, but they take his burning mighty
easy! There’s John carrying down his mother to her
snug parlour, just as if nothing had happened; there’s
the fire going, and the bellows blowing. Dear heart!
how it minds one of the roaring faggots! No doubt it’s
right that heretics should burn; but I can’t forget that
sight so easily—not I'!”

As Dame Alice sat in her parlour, she could hardly
think of anything but the martyrdom of her pastor;
yet she tried hard to keep her mind from dwelling on
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his terrible pain and the cruelty of his foes. The
widow exerted her remarkable faculty of memory to
recall portions of his sermons heard when she could yet
attend his preachings, and words of counsel and comfort
afterwards spoken by her sick-bed, when he knew that
the sufferer could never again kneel in the house of
prayer. Alice gathered up, as it were, what she could
of the gold-dust from the sand of the past. Words long
forgotten now came back to her mind; Lilian would
write them out from her dictation; they would be
precious memorials of the departed, and through them
William Sawtre, though dead, would speak to his people
still. Wonderful comfort came to Dame Alice from this
thought.

“The monks show bits of bone and fragments of
rags, and call them relics of saints,” said the widow to
herself. “I trow that the best relics of saints are their
holy words, that, like themselves, will never wholly die.”

But if such soothing consolation came to Dame Alice’s
spirit, it did not so come to John’s. He worked indeed
with might and main, and an energy which was almost
fierce, but he thought little but on one subject, and that
one of keen pain. A good many people came to the
smithy that day, some for business, more for gossip; for
it was widely known that John was a Lollard, and that
he had witnessed Sawtre’s death. But Badby resolutely
closed his lips, and not one word on the subject could
any one draw from the smith. His soul was boiling
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over with such fierce wrath that John could not trust
himself to speak. His only answer to unwelcome ques-
tions were fiercer blows on the iron that glowed red on
the anvil before him.

“I say—how John Badby swings about that ham-
mer!” was the observation of mine host of the White
Hart to his portly spouse. “He deals mighty lusty
blows, as if a foe’s head were on the anvil, and he would
smash his skull like a nut!”

When evening came, Badby, as usual, after wrapping
up his mother carefully, carried her up the wooden stair,
slippery as it was with snow. As usual, he laid her
gently on her bed, to await the coming of Betsy. Not
a word had been spoken between mother and sonm, for
the effort and the pain caused by being moved, however
gently, had tried the sufferer so much that for some
minutes Alice would not utter a sound, lest that sound
should be a groan. John Badby then said, “ Good-night,
mother,” and turned to depart.

“What, my son! without our reading; without one
prayer!” exclaimed Dame Alice.

Then the fire which had been smouldering all day in
the smith’s heart burst out into fierce flame.

“I cannot pray—it would be a mockery; I cannot
ask God to forgive me, for I can never forgive! I hate.
my enemy—1I hate Guy Dunn! I should like to strike
him dead !”

Alice uttered an inarticulate exclamation of distress;
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she had never seen such fierceness of passion in her son
since the day when, as a mere boy, he had heard of the
execution of his father.

“How can I but hate him ?” pursued John, clenching
his strong muscular fist. “He has robbed me of my
earthly happiness, he has insulted me to my face, and—
and he was present to-day—present at that atrocious
murder on which the sun would not look: He looked
—he could smile—it maddened me! Had I been
nearer to him, Guy Dunn should never have smiled
again!”

“Oh, my boy!” began Dame Alice in a pleading
tone ; but John was in no mood to listen.

* “There is no use in speaking to me, mother. There
is something within me hotter than a furnace. I feel
as if I were possessed by a devil.”

“ But there is One who can cast out devils, One who
has cast them out!” exclaimed Alice. “ Christ saw one
of His redeemed even in the poor demoniac who came
running and fell at His feet, but had no power to pray
for mercy. O John, John, down on your knees! you
shall kneel and I shall pray—pray that God, with whom
all things are possible, may give us grace even to for-
give. This is the dark hour of temptation, this is the
wrestling with the power of evil of which our dear
martyr so often spoke; down on your knees. Oh, my
son, you will be given the victory yet!”




CHAPTER VIIL
A SUDDEN CHANGE.

TAE winter of that year had been bitter ; but the spring-
time came early, and before February was quite over
Nature wakened to joy. The peasants who came with
butter and green cheese from Kent brought also bunches
of violets and primroses culled from the lanes, and Damd
Marjory bought a huge basketful of fragrant cowslips
to make into wine.  The larch “hung her tassels forth,”
and birds feeling the breath of the sweet south wind
burst into early song. * The sun smiled even on smoky
London, and its citizens talked of sports, jousts, and
merry-makings, as if no terrible crime had been so
lately on that snowy, wintry day. Specially were the
revels and mummeries which were to celebrate the
birthday of young Prince Harry the theme of almost
universal gossip. Little did the Badbys care to hear of
what was almost an all-absorbing topic, their memories
of the past were too vivid and sad. Dame Alice now
saw Lilian daily ; the girl came early and stayed late,
and her presence was a solace to the widow. Lilian
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felt as little weary of writing down the martyred Saw-
tre’s words as Alice did of dictating them to her
companion. The girl wondered at her afflicted friend’s
remarkably retentive memory, and accepted with lowly
joy the holy task of gathering what the widow called
“ gold-dust ” from the ashes of the sainted dead.

“I can’t grudge Lilian to Dame Alice in her trouble,”
observed Marjory to her nephew Dickon, who had come,
as he not unfrequently did, to pay a visit to his home.
“I wot that Lilian’s is a blessed task ; but her absence
throws almost all the work of the house upon me—the
dusting, the cooking, the mending, the marketing. Lilian
48 a good, useful girl, and will grow up in time to be a
tapital housekeeper; but Marian, with the follies and
fripperies, will never so much as wipe out a dish!” As
Marjory spoke, she lifted up a caldron of something
very savoury from the fire; for she and Dickon were in
the kitchen, which was not on the ground floor, but
directly behind the parlour.

“Why don’t you make Marian work 2” asked the
Jester. '

“Work ! ” repeated Dame Marjory with her indignant
snort; “why, she’d have to tuck up her enormously
long sleeves, and put off her ridiculous fool’s cap, as I
call it, though it has ribbons instead of bells. Her
father spoils the girl ; the fine folk talk nonsense to her.
Marian will never work ; she thinks all are born to work

for her.” '
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“I'll make Marian work,” quoth the young jester,
merrily shaking his jingling bells. “Promise me six of
the dainty little pork-pies which I see that you are
going to make, and T’ll set my twin to good steady work
ere the day is an hour older.”

“You may get her to sew some fine kirtle for herself
if you give her grand silk and faneiful trimming,” quoth
the dame, as she stirred vigorously with a wooden spoon
the savoury brown mess which she had poured into a
large bowl. “I would give you a dozen pies instead of
six if you would make Marian turn her hand to any-
thing that would either bring money or save it.”

“ A bargain !” cried Dickon eagerly. “TIll get Marian
to work like a tailor, and earn money, yes, as much in’
one day as our six prentices together could get in a year
if they cobbled from morning till night.”

“This is one of your jests, silly boy!” said Marjory.
“You will never get Marian to prick one of her dainty
fingers with a needle.”

“ She shall use up needles, scores and scores o’ them,”
cried Dickon, laughing. “I've got a parcel of work for
her here, and I'll see that she does it, and does it well.
T'1l be as sharp after the Pink as if she were a starveling
prentice. If I don’t make my word good, I'll fling cap
and bells into that kitchen fire, and never crack another
joke nor eat another pie in my life.”

Dame Marjory was little given to laughing, especially
after all that had happened, but she could not resist

7 6
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giving a chuckle. “Then there’s some chance of your
feather-brain getting some wisdom at last,” quoth she.

“ But there are conditions to my bargain,” said Dickon,
as he cleared with his finger what was left of the
tempting concoction in Marjory’s wooden spoon. The
jester was rewarded for this by a sharp rap over his
knuckles inflicted by his aunt.

“But there are conditions to my promise,” repeated
Prince Harry’s jester. “You must let me manage Marian
entirely in my own way. You must let her sit behind
the old tapestry screen in the parlour, and never peep to
see how she gets on with her work, nor ask a single
question about what she is making. If you break my
conditions, I'll just throw up the whole affair: I can get
pies enough and to spare at the palace.”

“I accept the conditions,” said the dame; “I'm too
busy to go peeping behind screens. But will you
warrant me that the work is honest work ?”

“Of course it is,” was the jester’s reply. Dickon
looked a little hurt at the question being asked, but in
a moment the shadow of displeasure passed away from
his comely young face. “I hear Maid Marian trilling
her Robin Hood 1ay in the parlour; Il go and stop her
song, and set her lazy fingers to work!” After turn-
ing heels over head as a graceful way of quitting the
kitchen, the light-heeled and light-hearted youth opened
the door between it and the parlour, and in another
minute was seated beside his twin sister. Dame Mar-
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jory heard nothing of the conversation which passed
between them, as Dickon took care to close the door
behind him. Before relating that conversation, I will
make a little digression in order to inform the reader
how Dickon came to hold his strange position of jester
to the prince.

About two months before this story commences, at
nearly the close of the preceding year, Peterkin Paton,
his family, and his six apprentices, had been put into a
state of excited expectation by a tall fellow in gorgeous

| _royal livery approaching the sign of the tasselled boot.

Such an apparition had never before been seen in Boni-
face Lane, and mine host of the White Hart and his
buxom dame watched with curious eyes to see whether
the royal serving-man would stop at Paton’s door. The
messenger entered the shop, and pompously, as if he
carried the dignity of an ambassador from royalty on
his gilded jerkin, gave command that an assortment of
boots, suited to the size of the foot of the heir to the
throne, should be taken to Ely House. This was the
mansion of the Lancastrian dukes, in which John of
Gaunt had lived and died after his palace of the Savoy
had been burned by Wat Tyler's. mob. Ely House, as a
more cheerful residence than the Tower of London, was
at this time used as a royal palace.

Great was the exultation of Paton on finding that the
fame of his tasselled boots had reached royalty itself,
and great also was his perplexity in obeying the order.
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It was doubtful whether his store contained a single pair
small enough to fit the young prince’s foot; but, of
course, one could be made to order. But who was to
go to Ely House to take the measure? There was
much discussion in the parlour upstairs, much conjec-
ture in the workshop. below, as to who should be
the privileged individual who should carry the boots to
the palace and try them on the young prince. Paton
himself never stooped his back or bent his knee to a
customer ; but then he never before had had one who
was royal.

“Send Dickon with the boots,” cried Marian. “I only
wish that I could go myself. Dickon will make his
way with the prince, and tell us all about the court
when he comes back.”

Accordingly Dickon, the blue-eyed, beautiful youth,
set forth in high glee for Ely House, one of the appren-
tices following him as far as the palace to carry the bag
of boots. Dickon went gaily enough, but returned with
a curious expression on his face, partly pleasure, partly
pride, partly perplexity also.

Of course the youth was eagerly questioned, especially
by Marian: “ What said the prince ? how did he look ?
was he gracious and condescending ?”

“So gracious,” returned Dickon, smiling and blushing,
“that in return for my putting tasselled boots on his
feet, the prince wants to adorn my head with—a pair of
asses’ ears!”
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- “Talk sense, if you can,” said Dame Marjory. The

words sound sharp, but they were spoken with a
grim smile. The good dame was rather fond of her
nephew.

“Tell us all that passed,” cried Paton from his warm
seat in the chimney-corner. He had just cast a thick log
on the fire, and now leaned back to listen.

“I need not describe trying on of boots—we all know
something about that,” said Dickon; “and there’s no
mighty difference between a prince’s foot and another’s.
But as I knelt before the king’s son, and looked up in
his face to see if he liked the fit, Prince Hal smilingly
said, ¢ Methinks you were hardly made for the cobbling
craft. Do you like your occupation, fair lad 2’ ‘If I
don’t, what boots it ?’ quoth I.”

“0 Dickon! did you dare to jest before the prince ?”
cried Marian. |

“Why not ? he’s a boy, and likes fun. Prince Hal
smiled, and that made me go on, for I was in a right
merry mood. Says I, ‘I look on a boot, your grace, as
an honourable emblem of kingly power.’”

“Well, if you are not the most brazen-faced urchin !”
began Dame Marjory; but Marian, in a fever of curi-
osity, cried out, “Go on! goon!”

“‘How make you out that?’ asked Prince Hal
‘May it please your grace, the boot is the sole ruler,
and tramples down everything in its way. Moreover, it
keeps the toes, big and little, in order; it protects them’
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(‘Not bad,’ muttered the prince; but I could not help
adding), ‘and sometimes squeezes them too.””

“0O Dickon!” exclaimed all present, in varied tones
of surprise, reproof, and amusement. Marian added,
“ How did the prince take that ?”

“He threw himself back on his velvet chair and
laughed, and all the courtiers laughed too, for they follow
the prince’s lead. I warrant me if he sneezed there
would be sneezing all round the room. When Prince
Hal had had his laugh, he said; ‘Do the squeezed toes
ever take to rebelling against the royal boot ?’

“¢There’s a break-out every now and then,’ said I,
for I thought of Wat Tyler's rebellion, ‘specially if
there’s any corn in the question.’ That made the prince
and courtiers laugh again, they seem to be so easily
tickled. ‘And what comes of such outbreaks?’ asked
the prince. ‘Matters are usually patched up,” replied I;
‘otherwise government would be bootless.””

“And what came of all your pert folly?” asked
Dame Marjory, more amused than angry.

“The upshot of it all was that the prince declared
that I was born to be a jester, and his jester I should
be, if it cost him twenty marks i’ the twelvemonth.
He wanted to order a suit of motley at once; but I felt
80 dazed and bewildered at the thought of being turned
from a bootmaker into a fool, that I begged for a day
to think over the matter, and so I came here.”

There were very various opinions in Boniface Lane
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regarding the advisability of accepting the prince’s offer.
Marjory, no friend to the. Lancastrian line, strongly
objected to Dickon’s taking service under the grandson
of John of Gaunt; Dame Alice feared that the boy’s
principles would be corrupted and his character degraded
by such a way of earning his living. Lilian did not
presume to advise, but she was greatly distressed.
Paton’s desire for court patronage for himself and his
son, Marian’s eagerness for any kind of connection be-
tween Boniface Lane and the palace, and Dickon’s own
fancy for the fun and amusement which would fall to a
jester’s lot, before very long turned the scale. It was
thus that the bootmaker’s son became jester to Harry
the prince.



CHAPTER IX.
THE PRINCE'S DRESS.

“MAID MARIAN, I've just come from Ely House,” said
Dickon gaily, but in a subdued tone, to his twin sister.
“We're having rare fun in preparing for the féte that is
to take place on Madcap Harry’s birthday.”

Marian was fond of her twin, and Dickon had perhaps
as much influence over her as any other member of the
family possessed. She loved his mirth and his jests,
though the latter were often cuts at herself. Marian
owned that to hear anything about the court was to her
like nuts and honey. Marian tried to draw out from
her brother everything about the princesses and princes,
what they wore and what they ate; Thomas, John,
Humphrey, and their sisters—their names were to her
familiar as household words. With such a willing
- listener as Marian, Dickon’s tongue rattled on merrily
enough.

“We're all laying our heads together, wits and wooden
pates alike, to invent something new and curious for our
merry young prince to wear on his birthday. Says he,




THE PRINCE'S DRESS. 89

‘I'm tired of all the old fashions, and I hear that Harry
Percy will come in a rare new suit, which has just
arrived from the court of France. I must have some-
thing cunningly wrought, and perfectly different from
anything worn before. TIll give my glove full of gold
pieces to any one who will invent a quite original dress
" for me to wear at the birthday banquet.’”

“ And what said the courtiers ?” asked Marian, with
more than the usual curiosity which is attributed to her
sex.

“One proposed this thing, another that,” quoth he
with the cap shaped into asses’ ears: “stuffed birds to
be worn on the head—wreaths made of feathers, or
shells—horses’ tails—I wot not what else. But nothing
pleased Prince Hal; 'he said that nothing was new. I
let all have their say, and then I burst forth into a
poem! I can rhyme like Chaucer or Longlande, and
when I'm too old to be a fool, I mean to set up trade as
a poet. There’s a kind of connection between the two
crafts.”

“You giddy goose!” laughed Marian. “Let’s hear

what you said to Prince Hal.”

‘ Dickon waited for a few seconds, with his finger
raised to his downy lip, in a comical attitude of reflec-
tion ; for he had not yet written down his doggerel (that
task was reserved for Lilian), and to repeat it fluently
required an effort of thought. But when the jester’s
lips unclosed his words came out readily enough, as he
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himself remarked, “like mead out of an uncorked
bottle.” This was the poem of Dickon :—

“ T promise Prince Harry a dress neat and tight,

. Graceful and light, fit for a knight,

With hundreds of weapons glittering bright ;

Full of holes as a beggar's rags,

Yet spruce and spry, with tassels and tags ;

Full of eyes as a peacock’s tail,

Glittering steel, like a warrior’s mail,

Fashioned by maiden’s snowy hand,—

The quaintest dress in merry England.”

“O Dickon, you promised what you could not per-
form !” cried Marian, laughing.

“I can perform. And you shall make the surcoat,
Maid Marian; and, what is more, I have the materials
there in yon bundle. If you do my bidding, you shall
have the boy prince’s gloveful of golden bits.”

Marian arched her eyebrows and drew in her cherry
lips at the idea of winning such a wonderful mine of
wealth. She was very impatient indeed to see what the
bundle contained, and could scarcely wait to let Dickon
unfasten the wrappings.

“Soft and slow, Maid Marian, or you'll crumple the
dainty satin. What do you think of this?” he asked,
holding up the material to view.

“It's a pretty bit of satin, blue as forget-me-nots or
your own merry eyes, but there’s nothing very novel in
that. There is gold-coloured silk to work it with, a
good deal more than is needed ; but oh, you knight of

———
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the asses’ ears! what made you bring all these packets
of needles, enough to last for a lifetime ?”

“The whole point of the matter lies in these needles’
points,” quoth Dickon, sinking his voice to a whisper,
and glancing suspiciously towards the closed door,
though he could hear Marjory’s heavy tread in the
kitchen. “Look you, Marian, I've marked out all the
pattern myself ; every dot shows the place for an eyelet
hole, to be worked with the gold-coloured silk, and from
each hole, suspended by its thread, must hang the needle
which worked it. Graceful and light.” *

“You can never mean that I am to make an eye-
let-hole over every ome of these dots?” interrupted
Marian.

“Every one; not one dot to be missed. I meant to
mark out a thousand, but my patience failed me, and
the pattern comes short of that number by a hundred
or more.”

“I'm sure that my patience will fail me,” cried
Marian; “I should be months making so many holes.”

“Only about a hundred a day: you've almost nine
days for the work, not counting the Sundays. But you
must set about it at once, and never get off your seat,
save to snatch at a meal. See, I've threaded the first
needle for you; youll get sharp at threading by prac-
tice. . Here's your little boring sharp-pointed bodkin ;

* For a description of this very original and fantastic dress see Mark-
ham’s * History of England.”
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stick it in bravely, Maid Marian—stick it right through
the satin; deem it a spur, and off and away!”

Marian was exceedingly amused and somewhat flat-
tered by being chosen to work for the prince. But she
was alarmed at the length of the task assigned her. “I
shall get in a couple of tailors to help me,” gquoth she.

“Not for the world—not for the world!” exclaimed
Dickon the jester ; “the tailors would be certain to blab,
and the whole secret would ooze out. You must work
every stitch yourself ; not even Lilian must help you, or
even look at the dress. Quick! don your thimble, Maid
Marian ; go at the work briskly, as a knight tilts at the
ring, or no gloveful of bonnie bright pieces for you.”

The bribe was large, the work attractive, and Marian
plunged with girlish eagerness into her new employment.
She stitched as if stitching for life. Marian grudged
the time for meals; hardly spoke a word at table, that
she might eat the faster; and before any one else had
finished, she rushed back to her corner behind the
screen. “ Dickon has worked a miracle,” said Dame
Marjory, with a grim smile: “he has set Marian to
working like mad ; but this new freak will not last.”

“I think that my girl has gone crazed !” cried Paton ;
“she has worked till her finger is rough and bleeding !”

“She’ll oversleep herself to-morrow ; she usually does,”
quoth Marjory. “I'm up, and Lilian is up for hours,
before Marian leaves her pillow. She’s a lazy lass to
want a pillow at all.”
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But on the following day Marian was up and at her
work before even the apprentices came yawning into the
room below to begin the labours of the day. No appren-
tice worked so hard as the Pink of Boniface Lane.
When, after breakfast, Dickon dropped in to see his
sister, she greeted him with bright though aching eyes,
and held up the blue satin in girlish triumph. “I've
done ninety-nine eyelets!” she cried.

“ After a fashion,” quoth the jester, examining the
work with ecritical eyes. “You've not half worked
round these holes, Marian ; and look here! these stitches
are already coming out. These holes are not round, the
last three are crooked; one can’t do such scamp work
for a prince. This row of eyelets must all be worked
over again!” :

““ Oh, nonsense ! ” cried Marian with impatience ; “ who
cares for a little eye being a trifle awry ?”

“If it were one of your eyes you would mind it,”
said Dickon the jester; “anyways, what you do must be
neatly done. T’ll keep one of the gold marks for myself
for every hole that you leave so untidy as this.”

Dickon proved a pretty strict overseer, and Marian’s
working skill improved by practice. Every one was
astonished at the perseverance which she showed day
after day. Visitors were not admitted to see her; even
Guy Dunn when he called was astonished to hear that
the bootmaker’s daughter was too busy to let any one in.
Dame Marjory rubbed her hands in satisfaction at this.
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« Here 48 a change !” she observed to Lilian. “I should
have as soon expected a jackdaw to turn into a sober
domestic fowl as Marian to become a steady seamstress.
Wonders will never cease! I almost think that I can
venture on the journey which I've long been wanting to
make to Greenwich, to look after the cottages left to me
by my husband, which, I hear, are falling out of repair.
Willis of the White Hart would lend me his horse, and
I'd ride on a pillion behind my brother—no new-fangled
side-saddles for me.”

The many hours which Marian spent over her monot-
onous task were not entirely without profit as regarded
her mind. It is true that the maiden’s thoughts dwelt
much on the vanities of high life, of which she so
“eagerly longed to know more; but plans for spending
the money for which she was labouring so hard often
occupied her mind. Marian had selfish projects indeed,
but others that were not selfish. If Marian enjoyed the
idea of buying for herself pretty trinkets and lace, she
was also pleased at the thought of astonishing Lilian by
a gift of gold paint for illuminations—a thing which the
orphan greatly desired ; and Dame Marjory should have
a new brooch, the pin of her old one having broken
away.

“I'll buy.an hour-glass for father,” said the girl to"
herself, “and a little round mirror for Dickon. I
wonder how many gold pieces would go into the glove
of & boy? I wish that the prince’s hand were larger!”
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Marian often changed her little plans, but there was one
which she never changed—it was to purchase a soft
warm hood for Dame Alice.

“ It would be such a comfort to her,” reflected Marian,
“and look so nice round the sweet pale face; and "—
the maiden coloured a little at the thought—*“my gift
would so please poor dear John. I have treated him very
badly, and he is troubled and sad at the loss of his
friend. I know that John thinks that I flout him, and
he never comes near us now. If I give the pretty hood
to his mother, it will be an easy way of saying ‘I'm
sorry,” and I am sorry just a little for being unkind. I
shall not be always so giddy and foolish. Perhaps a
day may come when I will make amends—” Marian
stopped to thread her needle; and even this trifling
action sufficed to turn her thoughts in another direction,
for the needle broke in her hand.



CHAPTER X.
OFF TO GREENWICH.

Days wore on, and Marian Paton was vigorously stitch-
ing still. The prince’s birthday would fall on a Monday,
and the preceding Friday had come. On that day
. Dickon came to Dame Marjory in her usual haunt, the
kitchen, with a rueful expression of pain on his face.

“I've a horrible toothache,” said the poor lad, press-
ing his hand over his mouth. “ You've skill in healing-
herbs: have you no lotion to stop this throbbing, mad-
dening pain ?”

“I'll do my best,” replied his aunt. “You've caught
cold from the east wind, I take it, and must tie up your
face.”

“I've asked leave to stay at home for a few days,”
said poor Dickon. “I can’t keep out of draughts or
wrap myself up at the court, and when I'm half crazy
with pain it’s hard to be cracking jokes. A jester is
never supposed to have a commonplace ache like other
folk ; he’s bound to be always wagging his tongue what-
ever be the state of his teeth. So I'm allowed to stay




OFF TO GREENWICH. 97

here till Monday. At home I can overlook .Marian’s
work, be glum if I like, silent if I like, doff my fool’s
cap and bells, and don a good flannel wrap round my
mouth to keep out the cold.”

“Well, if you are going to stay here till Monday
evening, that removes all difficulty about your father
‘and myself making a journey to Greenwich, which I
have been so long wishing to do. I could not have left
the two girls alone; but you’ll be as good a guardian

”

ag—

“As father and aunt put together!” cried Dickon,
making a wry face as a keen pang shot through his
fang. “Tl see that the prentices below don’t go merry-
making or brawling in the lanes; if they sing any of
their saucy songs, I'll be down upon them in a twink-
ling. I'll keep the whole concern in tip-top order, and
—but oh, this horrible tooth!” A grimace followed
which excited as much mirth as pity, for Dickon made
even his aches seem funny.

A journey to Greenwich in the days of Henry the
Fourth was a more serious affair than one from London
to York in our own. Dame Marjory had not revisited
for years the home in which she had spent her married
life ; not indeed since she had left it after the death of
her husband. Travelling at that period was even accom-
panied by a little sense of danger to give it zest. Peter-
kin must take his quarter-staff, for footpads might be

encountered. The roads, seldom mended, were likely
@87 7
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after winter to be in a dreadful state; but Dapple was
sure-footed and up to weight, for had he not carried the
host of the White Hart with his stout wife on a pillion-
behind him ? Dapple was indeed much like a modern
cart-horse, and had often been used to bear heavy packs.

Dame Marjory felt the expedition before her to be
quite an event in her life, but had some misgivings as to
what might happen during her absence. On Saturday
morning she went into the kitchen, where Lilian was
busy in preparing the early meal which must be partaken
of by the travellers before starting on their long ride.

“ Lilian, my girl, you’re the only one left in the house
with a head ; I'll leave my keys with you,” quoth the
dame. “You must keep special watch over Marian,
and let no stranger into the house; specially keep out
that fellow Guy Dunn. I've no mind to have him come
idling about whilst I'm away. To-morrow, you know,
is Sunday; none of the idle prentice boys must enter
the shop below or the rooms above, they've their own
den to bide in. Keep them out as you would keep
rats; they’ve their Sundays to themselves, and may go
about and do as they list.”

. “Sunday is a dangerous day to the poor lads” ob-
served Lilian.

“I don’t deny that,” quoth Marjory: “the rogues get
into more trouble on their idle Sundays than in the six
. working days put together; they ramble about, get into
taverns, and endless rows and mischief. I'm taking
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Tom with me to carry my bundle, on purpose to have
him out of harm’s way. I can’t be tearing up my linen
every Sunday night to bind up his broken head.”

“Would it not be well if the prentices were under
Master Badby's care on Sundays?” timidly suggested
Lilian, as she prepared the hot porridge; “he did take
two or more of them to hear dear Parson Sawtre.”

“Peterkin Paton will not hear of the boys going near
the smith,” replied Marjory. “He says that John Badby
is a marked man already, and is sure to get himself into
hot water for not worshipping a wafer blessed by some
shaven priest. My brother says that John Badby would
be teaching the lads to sing Ball's rhymes, or something
else to get themselves and their master into a scrape.
Peterkin is mighty afeard o’ scrapes,” continued Marjory,
with her little emphatic snort: “I believe he's taking
me to Greenwich now because he wants me out of the
way of those who prick up their ears if anything is said
against the Pope or our cruel archbishop. Now mind
you, Lilian, I look to you to keep matters right whilst
we are away at Greenwich. Dickon is quieted down a
bit by his toothache; but toothaches don’t last for ever,
and when his goes he’ll rebound like a cork ball and be
madder than ever. As for Marian, she has sobered
down for a week or more: but I've no faith in a giddy
butterfly being turned into a working bee at once ; she’ll
flutter her wings, I'll be bound, as soon as my back is
turned.”
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“I am the youngest of all; what can I do?” sighed
poor Lilian, who felt as if a very heavy weight of
responsibility were being placed on her weak little
shoulders.

“Young ! you'll be fifteen come Lammas tide, and for
sober sense you might be fifty.”

“Tll do my best,” said Lilian humbly.

“No one can do better than best, my girl,” observed
Dame Marjory kindly. “I daresay that you won't find
it easy to make two skittish colts like Dickon and his
twin go quietly in the plough, to say nothing of the five
prentice lads. But you'll do your best, as, you say, and
sure you'll be helped, my child.”

Dapple was brought to the door over which hung the
gigantic boot. For the master and mistress to go on
a journey was a grand event in Boniface Lane ; not one
of the apprentices but dared a sharp word or blow rather
than not watch the departure of Dame Marjory and her
brother. Tom shouldered his bundle with a broad grin
of triumph on his rough face; he looked on the choice
made of him as a token of special favour, though it was
really a sign of distrust.

“To go to Greenwich—what a lark !” cried Tom to
his envious comrades. “ Mayhaps I'll have some of the
master’s Sunday dinner—good fat pork, and one of the
dame’s mince-pies! It's not every day that such a
windfall comes to a Lunnon prentice. I never before
had such luck.”
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Marian and her brother watched the start from the
latticed window of the upper story, which projected
over the lower part of the house. Lilian, with a mis-
giving heart, stood under the big boot below, ready to
receive last orders. The poor girl's spirit was heavy
with care. There were parting directions given re-
garding culinary and housekeeping matters, with cau-
tions as to putting out fires at night, and seeing that
the mice did not get at the cheese. Then Paton, who
was mounted in front of his sister, shook the rope which
served as a rein, and gave a kick to Dapple’s shaggy
hide which was intended to act as a spur. The hoofs,
heavy and hairy, moved slowly forward, clattering over
the rough stones which paved Boniface Lane. The ap-
prentices gave a shout, perhaps with a hope of frightening
the horse, but the sober old beast went steadily on its
way. The boys re-entered the bootmaking part of the
domicile, saying laughingly to each other, “ When the
cat’s away the mice will play.” They made rude jests
at Lilian as she timidly hurried up the staircase. When
the little maiden reached the kitchen behind the parlour,
before beginning work she knelt down, and with simple
childlike faith asked the Lord to help her to keep things
straight while Dame Marjory stayed away.

The Saturday went over more quietly than Lilian
expected. Marian had by no means finished her long,
monotonous task, over which she gave many a weary
yawn. Dickon, his naturally sweet temper a little
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soured by pain, showed some spirit in keeping the ap-
prentice lads to their duty. Our outward environments
are not without their effect on our minds, and Dickon,
minus motley, cap and- bells, looked and felt an older and
more sensible fellow than when wearing the livery of folly.

But difficulties came with the Sunday. There was
no attendance at divine worship for the Patons and
Lilian. Dame Marjory would never hear of the family
going to mass at a popish church, stuck full, as she said,
with idols, where folk must say their prayers in Latin
instead of their good mother tongue. Peterkin was just
as determined not to let any inmate of his house be
seen at a Lollard meeting, at the risk of getting him
into trouble. The martyrdom of William Sawtre had
frightened away all such half-hearted members of his
flock as Peterkin Paton.

Dickon came out of his little room on Sunday morning
with his face considerably swelled. He declared that he
had not had a wink of sleep all the night, so that now
that some ease had come, he meant to doze the Sunday
away, and awake on the prince’s birthday as blithe as
a cricket. So, after partaking of a hearty breakfast, the
lad went off to his own little cell.

“Tl get on with my work,” said Marian; “ there’s
still ever so much to do.”

“Oh no, dear Marian,” gently expostulated Lilian; “it
is not right to do needlework on God’s day.” To say
so much cost her an effort.
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“It’s better than sitting with my hands before me!”
cried Marian pettishly. The strain of hard work, to
which she had been formerly quite unaccustomed, had
paled her cheek, and not improved her temper. The
girl was fretfully impatient to get her task done.

“The house is as still as the grave !” exclaimed Marian;
“not even the prentice boys below to laugh and sing!
Dickon is as deadly lively as a stuffed jay, and you—
you're as dull as a sack of wool! What on earth can I
do to make the weary hours go by ?” '

“Would you like me to read to you a little from what
I've been copying out ?” suggested Lilian.

“ What is it ? some ballad or romaunt ?” asked Marian.

“Oh no; words of blessed Master William Sawtre,
he who was burned for the faith,” said Lilian, with tears
in her eyes. -

“He was a good man, whatever the monks and friars
may say,” observed Marian softly. “I mind me that he
used to pat me on the head when I was little, and tell
me that I should be one of the Good Shepherd’s lambs,
and follow His steps. I'm afeard that I've been a very
wilful lamb,” added the girl with a sigh.

“Then you would like to listen for awhile,” said
Lilian ; “so I'll fetch the sheepskin roll at once.”

This was not the first attempt that the orphan had
made to influence for good her companion, one older
than herself in years, but in character far less mature.
Lilian’s daily prayer was to be enabled to make some
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return for Dame Marjory’s kindness to a destitute child,
and in some way, however humble, serve the family with
whom she abode. Lilian had a very poor opinion of her
own powers—she was accustomed to be chidden, laughed
at, despised ; but a word from Scripture once quoted to
her by Dame Alice had become like a guiding-star to her
life. It was the Lord’s praise of a feeble, lowly woman :
She hath dome what she could.

“I can hardly do anything at all,” thought Lilian.
“But if one cannot give gold or silver, nor even a rose
or a pink, one may give a poor little daisy. The dear
Lord will not despise even such a tiny thing as that, if
it be the offering of love.”

Lilian brought her roll, and was agreeably surprised
to find an attentive listener in Marian. The reading
did not last long. When it was over Maid Marian
leaned back in Dame Marjory’s high-backed chair, with
her slender hands folded before her. Was she reflecting
over what she had heard ? Lilian ventured to hope so,
till a sound of soft regular breathing told her that the
tired maiden had fallen asleep.

“1I can do nothing more here,” thought Lilian ; “I will
steal out quietly and pay a little visit to dear Dame
Alice. John Badby will have gone to the meeting for
prayer, and his mother will be all alone. I missed
seeing her yesterday, I had so much to think of and do.”

Dame Alice had had her own trying Sunday morning,
not only from pain, to that she was accustomed, but from
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a weight of anxiety on account of a son whom she loved
with more than a mother’s tenderness, for her very life
was wrapped up in his. John came to his mother, after
the morning meal, prepared to go out. Dame Alice
knew that a few Lollards, in an obscure part of the
town, were still wont to assemble for secret worship.
The widow would not forbid her son to join them, yet
felt that John risked more than others by going, for he
had a deadly foe who would be on the watch to do him
mischief.

“You look troubled, mother,” said Badby, who read
anxiety in the meek, pale face before him.

“John!” exclaimed Alice suddenly, “if you were to
meet Guy Dunn, what would you do #”

“I know what I should be tempted to do,” was the
grim reply : “seize the caitiff by the throat, and tell him
to his face that I think him a villain.”

“ Ah, my son, it is not for us to judge our fellow-
mortals. Dunn may be merciless, cruel, a trifler, a—"

“He is more than all that!” cried John Badby
ﬁercely. “ Mother, I suspect him of a deed so foul that
I would not before tell my suspicions even to you, but

I brood over them night and day. You should have
looked at Dunn’s face when, one evening at Paton’s
table, he was asked the question, ¢ When did you last
see King Richard ?” The caitiff started as if a ghost
had risen from the floor, and his face was like the face
of a murderer.”
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Dame Alice shuddered, for she understood but too
well what Badby meant. Dunn was known to be a
creature of the false knight Exton, on whom dark sus-
picions rested.

Badby went on after a pause: “I trow that the
ugly mark on Dunn’s head, which he tries to hide, was
given by no soldier’s sharp blade in any fair fight; it is
rather what any rude weapon—some staff, nay, stool—
caught up in haste by an unarmed man might have in-
flicted in a struggle for life. Mother, I believe that
Dunn can tell us, if any man can, how King Richard
came to his end.”

“Hush! oh, hush!” exclaimed Alice, with a terrified
glance towards the door. “Even if your suspicions be
well founded, you are utterly powerless to bring the bad
man to justice. If Dunn struck the traitorous blow, he
was but as a dagger in Bolingbroke’s hand. Any one
who breathed such words in the king’s presence as you
have spoken just now, instead of avenging our much-
wronged king, would but bring on himself certain death
whilst Henry of Lancaster sits on the throne.”

“That is true enough,” was Badby’s reply. “My
mouth would be speedily and very effectually stopped.”

“Then be silent now, my John; you have no assur-
ance of what you suspect, and to break your mother’s
heart would not benefit our unhappy master. Promise
me that if you chance to meet Guy Dunn you will not
speak to him—not even one word.”
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“But if he speak to me—" began John.

“Do not—oh, do not reply, but silently repeat to
yourself the Lord’s Prayer. That will rouse no hatred,
and keep your own spirit calm.” As John hesitated,
with passionate pleading the poor mother went on, “ Oh,
my son, for my sake, for your own sake, for the Lord’s
sake, only promise me this!” and Dame Alice, over-
powered by her anxiety, burst into tears.

John could not bear to see her weep. “Well, mother,
I promise,” said he: “I'll not speak a word, good or
bad, to Guy Dunn. But it will be no easy matter to
keep my word should that wolf ever cross my path.”



CHAPTER XL
AN ENCOUNTER.

LiLIAN stole, noiseless as a shadow, through the empty
workroom and warehouse below, with the large house
key in her hand: on a Sunday, when Paton and his
sister were absent, the outer door must be kept fastened.
Lilian fitted the key into the lock, turned it, opened the
door, and glided out, intending to relock that door be-
hind her, that no one might enter during her absence.
As she turned to do so, she heard a step: a hand was
laid on her arm, and she heard the voice of the man of
all men whom she most dreaded to see.

“Don’t shut the door, little woman; I'm going in,”
said Guy Dunn, with a coarse familiarity of manner
which made even the dove ruffle her feathers.

“You must not go in,” exclaimed Lilian.

“Who shall stay me ?” asked Dunn with impertinent
boldness. “Not you, little minx, little kitchen-serub!
Tl be bound Maid Marian will be glad to see me; and
the old dragon is out of the way.”

“Dame Marjory forbade my letting in any stranger,”
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cried the poor young guardian, attempting, without
turning her face from the foe, to retreat backwards into
" the house and then lock out the intruder. But the girl
was no match for Guy Dunn, With an oath and a
curse he snatched the key from Lilian’s trembling hand.
The next moment it was wrenched out of his own, and,
turning his head, Guy saw Badby’s tall powerful form
close behind him. Guy, weakened by many an excess,
could no more have resisted that strong indignant
wrench than a dwarf could the grasp of a giant.

But Guy Dunn wore sharp steel at his side. With
another oath he drew his rapier out of its scabbard ; he
was eager to plunge it into the man who had balked
him: for Lilian, catching up the dropped key, had re-
treated into the house, and was locking the door from
within. John, remembering his promise, had not uttered
a word, but he saw the flash of the steel, and gave his
foe no time to strike. Guy felt his weapon violently
wrenched from his grasp; he saw Badby break the
rapier across his knee, and then fling the broken frag-
ments away. The courtier dare not close with his for-
midable opponent, whose stern silence had something in
it terrible to the guilty man, as if the bold artisan had
been sent forth as an avenger of blood.

“You shall pay for this!” exclaimed Guy Dunn with
a curse and a look of intense malice and hate. Turning
away, the courtier then hurried down the lane, painfully
conscious that two or three passers-by had witnessed the
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ignoble discomfiture which he had sustained at the hand
of “a base mechanic.”

But there was another spectator of whose presence
Guy Dunn had not been aware. Marian had started
from her slumber at the noise of the scuffle below, and
had run to the lattice. Guy had drawn back a few
paces before flashing his steel in the sunlight, and this
retrograde movement had brought him within range of
the sight of any one looking from the window of the
projecting upper story. Marian had seen with terror
that keen sharp steel, for John Badby was quite un-
armed. She had uttered a faint cry of alarm, inaudible
to those in the street below; but that cry had been
changed into an exclamation of triumphant pleasure
when she had seen that the unarmed smith was more
than a match for his foe.

“Well done! bravely done, my bold John!” cried
Marian, clapping her hands.

But the smile of exultation faded from Marian’s fair
face, for she heard Dunn’s loud threat and curse; she
saw the savage look which transformed his handsome
visage into the likeness of that of a fiend. Marian had
seen something of that evil expression once before; it
had startled her then, but now it awakened a feeling akin
to horror. Marian felt something like the maid in poetic
story, when the False Prophet dropped his veil, and the
deceiver whom she had well-nigh worshipped as inspired
stood revealed as an agent of the powers of darkness.
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As Marian stood, still gazing down into the street,
though both John and his enemy had quitted it, Lilian
entered the parlour, pale and trembling from recent ex-
citement, though she had seen nothing of the episode of
the rapier.

“(Q Marian!” she exclaimed, “how can you favour
that man—that bad man—Guy Dunn ?”

“Favour him! I hate him—I abhor him—1I dread
him !” was Marian’s passionate reply. “If there were
no other man in the world, Guy should never, never be
husband of mine !” :

“T am so thankful to hear you say so,” said Lilian.
“If John Badby had not come to my help, Dunn would
have forced his way into the house. O Marian, John
Badby loves you well.” :

“He did once,” murmured Marian. She said no more,
but the bitter thought arose in her heart, “ He cares no
more for a silly, giddy girl. John will seek a better
mate—one who will be a comfort to his mother. I kad
the jewel of his true love once, but I threw it away to
grasp a bubble. John did not so much as glance up to-
day, to see if Marian was witness to his brave struggle.”

On this Sunday evening the family early retired to
rest. Marian awoke with the first peep of light, before
the last star had faded from the sky.. The maiden had
no small toil in getting a light; for modern matches
were then undreamed of and the task of striking
sparks from flint and steel had hitherto always fallen to
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Lilian.  After hurting her delicate hands in various un-
successful attempts, Marian had at last the satisfaction
of seeing a spark settle on the tinder, and, carefully fan-
ning it with her breath, was able to light a little lamp.
Proud at being earlier even than Lilian, and forgetting
her prayers in her haste, Marian carried her light to the
little hiding-place behind the screen, and set to her work
in good earnest. She scarcely allowed herself time to
eat a bit of oaten cake to break her long fast before
eleven, our ancestors’ hour for dinner. So hard did
Marian work that before that hour had arrived her
tedious task was finished. When Dickon entered the
parlour, Marian came forth from her retreat with
delight to meet him, holding up the bright blue dress,
complete with its many hundreds of golden eyes and
fringe of dangling needles.

Dickon surveyed the work of his sister with admira-
tion, and after critically examining the dress pronounced
it fit for a prince. He then carried it off to his own
little cell, that no one else might see it.

The dinner was a cheerful meal. Marian was revel-
ling in thought over her glove full of golden coins.
Dickon was quite free from pain, though still a little
disfigured by the swelling in his face; he was full of
jokes and fun, anticipating the pleasures of the evening
revel. Lilian was happy in the expectation of Dame
Marjory’s return that day, and thankful that in a time
of trouble she had been helped to do her duty.




AN ENCOUNTER. 113

Before the dinner was ended Tom appeared, very
dusty and much heated by his walk from Greenwich.

“You come, doughty Tom the tough, as a herald to
announce the near approach of the lord and lady of this
Castle of the Royal Boot,” was Dickon’s greeting to the
lad.

“No,” was the rather surly reply. “Master sent me
back to my work ; and Mistress Marjory she bids me say
that she has found so much to make and mend, holes in
the fences, thistles in the yard, and ten&ﬁts unwilling to
pay up the rent, that, make what haste she may, she
cannot be back till the morrow.”

This was unwelcome news to Lilian, but not so to
giddy Maid Marian, who was wont to feel her aunt’s
presence an irksome restraint on her folly.

“ Now, Tom,” cried Dickon, “ you be off to your dinner
in the den” (this was the name which he gave to the
rudely built varn-like place behind the house which was

- assigned to the six apprentice lads for their eating and
sleeping). “Be quick, or youll find that Sam has
gobbled up your portion as well as his own. Then you
must all set again to your work. Tll come down and
see that you're steady and busy; if I find any one
gossiping or idling, I'll take my fool’s staff and rap him
over the head.”

@n 8



CHAPTER XIL
WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY.

DickoN and Marian were now alone together, for Lilian,
carrying away what was left from dinner, had gone off
to baking and sundry other household duties which fell
to her lot. No apprentice worked so hard as the knight’s
daughter, the gentle Lilian. She, at least, had not
forgotten her prayers; she had said to herself on that
morn, “Prayer brings light for work; we only lose
labour if we toil in the dark. It is no lost time by
prayer to strike out a spark from our flinty hearts.”

“TI must be back to Ely House, Marian,” said Dickon,
“though I shall stay here as late as I can, as I'm your
guardian and sage protector. But as soon as or before
it is dark, I must be off to my duty.”

“That is to say, to your fun,” was Marian’s reply.
“O Dickon, what an enchanting treat is before you, to
see all the royal folk and the grandees assembled, with
glittering jewels and brocade of silver and gold! There
will be dancing and feasting and music: it will be like
a dream of fairyland! I am dying to be at the palace
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and see the gallant Prince Harry in the dress which
my fingers have wrought.”

“Your wish must be your master, Maid Marian,”
laughed the jester. “I cannot take a bootmaker’s
daughter to shine amongst the stately dames and
courtly demoiselles, albeit she is the Pink of Boniface
Lane.”

“Could you not smuggle me in—anyhow—if it
were but for five minutes? Could you not hide me
behind the arras?” cried Marian.

“I am no fairy god-mother to give you a spell to
make you invisible, pretty maid. The place swarms
with serving-men, courtiers, and pages, running hither
and thither. Were you only a little white mouse, they
would find you out; were you a tiny lady-bird, there
would be some one to spy out and smash you.”

“If you would only find me a hiding-place whence
I could see the dance, I would give you my gloveful of
gold. Dickon, dear Dickon, you are so clever I'm sure
. that you can find some device for letting me look at
the sport.”

Dickon put his forefinger to his lip, and remained
for some moments in an attitude of deep thought; then
suddenly he cried, “I have it!”

“ What—how ? tell me, oh tell me!” ecried Marian in
childish impatience, her face brightening with eager hope.

“You shall don my cap, tunic, and shoes, and play
the fool if you list.”
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Marian’s countenance fell. “I cannot play the fool,”
she replied ; “I never made a jest in my life.”

“Then you shall be a dumb fool,” quoth Dickon.
“Every one about the prince knows that I've been
tortured with toothache, so if you tie up your mouth
and shut up your tongue there’s no one will wonder
much.”

Again the girl's face lighted up, but she saw other -
difficulties in the way.

“The folk at Ely House know you so well they’d
detect the sham in a moment.”

“Sister mine, we're just of the same height, and
except my downy lip and dimpled chin we’re as like
one another as pea is to pea. If we changed eyes at
this moment no one would see any difference, save that
there’s more fun in mine and folly in yours. Just try
the joke upon Lilian ; put on my tunic, 'tis gay enough
even for you, and see if one who has been always with
you for years does not take you for the prince’s jester.”

“Oh yes! we'll try, well try!” cried the eager
Marian, intoxicated with the hope that she might,
after all, behold the birthday revel.

Dickon ran to his cell and reappeared with the cap,
mantle, party-coloured tunic, and long shoes which he
was wont to wear at court. Marian, laughing, carried
them behind the tapestry screen, and soon reappeared,
smiling, blushing, and looking not a little awkward.

“Oh, this will never do! You must cover up your
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mouth, all the lower part of your face,” cried Dickon,
producing a kerchief of white silk, which he proceeded
to tie round Marian’s mouth and chin. “ You must have
& toothache—a dreadful toothache, you know.”

“Hush ! here’s Lilian coming,” whispered Marian.
“I knew she’d be back ; she has forgotten to take her
keys.”

In a moment Dickon had slipped behind the tapestry
screen, smothering his laughter as Lilian came in.
Marian sat down on Dame Marjory’s chair, slightly
averting her blushing face.

Lilian was thinking of the keys, and not of Marian,
whom she supposed to be still at her work. She
scarcely glanced at the sham jester, except to notice
that the dress was not that which had been worn at
dinner.

“Dickon, I like much better to see you in your plain
suit than in that gay one,” observed Lilian, who thought
that Dame Marjory’s nephew was worthy of a nobler
profession than that of a jester. The girl also felt that
the youth’s spiritual nature could not thrive in the

" atmosphere of the court.

Marian only smothered a titter at the observation of
her companion, which showed that her disguise had
been successful. -

When Lilian had quitted the room Marian gave free
vent to her mirth, and laughed gleefully at the idea of
having so outwitted her sober friend.
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“It will do—it will do!” cried Dickon triumphantly,
as he came forth from his retreat behind the screen. “I
doubt whether Aunt Marjory herself would find you
out—that is, if you did not speak or laugh.”

“ Now you mention Aunt Marjory you frighten me,”
said Marian, sobered at once. “How angry, how
horrified she would be if she saw me dressed up as a
jester !”

“She’d snort like a grampus!” cried Dickon.

«T think—TPm afraid that this prank is foolish and
wrong,” said the girl in a tone of regret.

“T think so t0o,” quoth her twin. “One fool in a
family is usually thought quite enough.”

“But—but I can’t bear giving up the revels. It
would be so delightful, so transporting, to see them !”

“¢OQ that fish would but swim on dry ground!’
quoth the cat,” exclaimed Dickon. “You're like poor
puss eying the trout in the stream, but fearing to
jump into the water.”

“I could not possibly go without you,” cried Marian,
a new difficulty presenting itself to her mind. “If I am
to appear as the jester, folk would wonder to see two.”

It was Dickon’s turn to burst out laughing. “Why,
little goose, I should not go as a jester; I should leave
all the folly to you.”

“If you do not go to take care of me, I will not stir
a step!” cried Marian Paton.

“I will go in the livery of one of the serving-men;
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leave me to manage my own disguise,” said Dickon.
“I'm not so devoted to your service, Maid Marian, as
to give up the banquet and fun for your sake. But
before I lay my plans I must know decidedly whether
you wish to go or not.”

“I wish it with all my heart!” cried Marian; “but
I cannot help being afraid.”

“You're like a paper kite up in the air: the north
wind of conscience blows you one way, then the south
wind of pleasure another; anon a blast of fear from the
east whirls you round, and—"

“Oh, won’t you decide for me ?” cried Marian.

“No indeed ; you must decide for yourself.”

“What would folk say if it ever oozed out that I
had ventured into Ely House, and in so unseemly a
dress ?”

“Ah! what would John Badby say to it ?” quoth
Dickon. Marian blushed crimson at the idea. “Or
Guy Dunn?” The colour fled suddenly from her
cheek.

“TI'll give the whole thing up!” cried Marian, ready
to burst into tears with vexation and disappointment.

“Or suppose our frolicsome Prince Harry should
come up to you in the midst of the revels, clap you
on the shoulder, and say, ‘Why, Dickon, I've not
heard one jest from you to-night!’”

“Does the prince ever clap you on the shoulder?”
asked Marian.
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“Oh, doesn’t he, when he’s in one of his merry
humours! And hell be in high glee to-night in his
curious new dress, with all the needles glittering and
dangling about him.”

“0O Dickon, I must—I must go!” exclaimed the
girl, clasping her hands. “It would be a pleasure to
be remembered all my life. I should like to be clapped
on the shoulder by the future king of the land. Oh
yes, I will go! I am sure there is not much harm.”

Not much harm! Whenever we say that regarding
any doubtful kind of amusement, let conscience take it
as a signal of damger. It is the old story, plucking
flowers on the edge of a precipice; or like the moth,
fluttering mear the flame. Perhaps Eve murmured to
herself “ Not muchk harm” when she stretched out her
hand to pluck the forbidden fruit. Poor Marian had
of late been so accustomed to let I like take the place
of I ought, that she too easily persuaded herself that in
what she wished to do there was not much harm.

“Have you quite decided ?” asked Dickon. “I see
one of our serving-men coming down the lane, doubtless
sent on an errand to me. I know the fellow well, and
could arrange with him about a livery dress for myself.
Will you go, or will you not go, Maid Marian ?”

Marian gasped with excitement. “Yes, I will go,”
again burst from her lips. Dickon, laughing, quitted
the room, and running lightly down the staircase, met
the prince’s servant beneath the gigantic boot at the
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entrance of Peterkin’s shop. As the jester did not
choose that his conversation should be overheard by
the six apprentice lads, he took the serving-man to the
opposite side of Boniface Lane, and thus Marian from
the lattice could watch the twain as they stood talking
together, though she could, of course, hear nothing of
what was said.

After a conversation which lasted several minutes,
the servant nodded his head as if in assent, and went
away with a smile on his face. Dickon rejoined his
twin in the parlour.

“What brought the man? what did he say ?” asked
Marian eagerly, going to meet her brother.

“He came, as I thought, with a message from the
prince to bid me come to the revels without fail.”

“ And you replied ?”

“That I would come if every tooth in my head were
jumping out of my jaws; but that I besought my dread
lord, whilst commanding my dutiful attendance, not also
to command me to break silence or remove the bandage
from my swelled face. I could only appear if permitted
to abstain from talking.”

“The prince may compel me to speak !”

“Yes, and he may find out the pigeon dressed in jay’s
- feathers by the voice, and I may be arrested, clapped
into prison, and hanged too, for introducing into the
king’s presence an assassin dressed up as a fool. King
Henry is a mighty suspicious man.”

said Marian.
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Dickon spoke chiefly to tease, but partly because his
own mind was not quite at ease. But when Dickon
saw the frightened expression which his jest had called
up on Marian’s face, he burst out into a laugh in which
she could not help joining.

There were some other difficulties in the way of the
twins carrying out their project, the principal being the
sturdy resistance which Lilian would be sure to make to
the silly adventure. Dickon and Marian arranged to
start together soon after supper, when the darkness of
the unlighted street would lessen chance of unpleasant
recognition by neighbours in Boniface Lane.

“There will be no trouble from the prentices,” ob-
served Dickon. “TI've given them a half-holiday in
honour of the prince’s birthday. The lads will be
roving all over the town, drinking the ale that will flow
freely, seeing the mummers and the miracle plays, and
shouting and fighting to their hearts’ content.”

“But Lilian won't be roving about,” said Marian.
“ After supper she always darns hose, or mends dusters
beside us; and Lilian has the key of the house.”

“ Lilian can’t be bribed ?” observed Dickon ; “you can’t
offer her a gold mark ?”

“Ten thousand would not buy her silence,” cried
Marian, “ though Lilian is poor as a mouse, and has
never one copper to rub against another.”

“Can you not coax her ?” asked Dickon ; “she loves
you, and you've a winning way of your own.”



WHEN THE CAT IS AWAY. 123

“The better Lilian loves me the more determined she
would be to keep me from anything that she would
think dangerous or wrong.”

“Well, quick ! change your dress behind the screen,”
whispered Dickon. “I hear Lilian coming, and you'd
better not give her a second chance of finding you out.”

Marian hurriedly slipped into her retreat, and pres-
ently emerged in her ordinary costume, except that she
had forgotten to replace the high slender extinguisher
on her head.

Lilian was quite quick enough to guess from Marian’s
excited manner that something was in the wind. She
saw from the glances exchanged between the twins that
they had some secret between them which she, the
household drudge, was not to be permitted to share.
But this was too ordinary an occurrence for Lilian to
give it much thought.

It still wanted two hours till supper-time, when Betsy,
the woman employed by John Badby to cook and attend
to his mother’s wants, made her appearance.

“God-den, mistress,” said Betsy, dropping something
meant for a courtesy to Marian. “May Dame Marjory
have returned? Master Badby sent me on an errand
to her.”

“My aunt is detained at Greenwich,” replied Marian,
“and will not be back till the morrow. You may tell
your errand to me.”

“It’s that Dame Alice is a bit worse than usual to-
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day, and han’t been down to the parlour, but keeps to
her room; and Master Badby has some business which
must be done, and can’t be back afore night. He
thought as Dame Marjory or one o’ the others would
come and keep Dame Alice company while he be away.”
Betsy glanced first at Lilian, whom she deemed the
widow’s special friend, and then at Marian Paton.

“I would go most gladly,” said Lilian ; “but Dickon
is returning to the palace after supper, and I could not
leave you, Marian, quite alone.”

“I like being alone!” cried Marian, with more ea.ger-
ness than truth, for she heartily desired to have Lilian
away.

“Let us both spend the evening with Dame Alice,
dear Marian; it would so please her, and also—” Lilian
did not finish the sentence, but Marian knew what she
meant. Nothing would so gratify him who had for
years been regarded as almost betrothed to Marian as
kindness shown by her to his greatly afflicted mother.

“I do not choose to walk back at night,” said Marian,
seeking for some excuse to escape a duty. Did she not
remember as she spoke that she was planning a far more
extended night excursion ?

“T’ll see you back,” said Betsy. “ Besides, there won’t
be a soul in Boniface Lane ; every one will be off to see
the grand doings on the prince’s birthday.”

That unfortunate sentence turned the trembling scale,
where duty, kindness, affection were on one side, love of
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the world and its delights on the other. Marian would
not give up her sgilly frolic for the sake of a woman
whom she honoured and pitied, or that of a man whom,
in spite of her wayward moods, she really loved.

“You had better go with Lilian,” said Dickon, who
had a substratum of kindness and good feeling under-
lying his giddy, frolicsome nature.

“I will not go!” cried Marian.

“But after what happened yesterday, Marian, I could
not be easy leaving you alone,” said the anxious Lilian.

“ Nonsense ! ” cried Marian impatiently ; “the door
has a good strong lock. Tll be bound no one will enter
after you've gone to Bird’s Alley, and Dickon run off to
the palace.”

Lilian did not look satisfied yet; she could not trust
her flighty companion, and yet was reluctant to say so.

«Listen to me,” said Dickon gravely. “I'll promise—
and you know that I do not break my promises—to
keep by my sister, anyways till your return.”

“How kind ! how good !” exclaimed Lilian.

“Oh, you have no cause to praise me,” said Dickon,
colouring and smiling. He did not care to accept thanks
which he knew that he did not deserve.

“Give me the house key, Lilian,” said Marian; “1I
must lock the door behind you.”

“And let me in when I return,” observed Lilian as
she gave it. “I will try not to keep you up late.” She
threw a light shawl over her head and shoulders, and
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accompanied by Marian and Betsy went downstairs,
Dickon was clad in the serving-man’s livery by the time
that his sister returned.

“ How luckily things happen !” observed Marian to her
twin, as she re-entered the parlour after locking the
house door. “I never hoped to get rid of Lilian with
such ease. She expects us to let her in, but I'll be
bound she’ll be back before we return.”

“ And what a fright she’ll be in, poor little soul!” ex-
claimed Dickon: “she’ll knock and knock, and call and
call, and maybe get John the smith to break open the
door.”

Again Marian’s conscience pricked her, again a feeling
of fear arose in her heart. But the idea of being so
near the goal of her ambition, of breathing the same air
as the king and queen, of seeing what her fancy had
painted as brighter than the rainbow, silenced conscience
for awhile, and drove away fear.




CHAPTER XIIIL
A DARING ADVENTURE.

THE sun had set, the veil of night was falling over
dusky London, and a young moon shed a faint, uncer-
tain light on the quaint gable-ends and latticed windows
of Boniface Lane, when two forms emerged from the
doorway and passed beneath the gigantic boot. One
was wrapped in a horseman’s cloak, beneath whose folds
a jester’s strange head-gear was hidden, for Marian did
not choose to wear it in the streets, but concealed her
rich tresses, closely fastened to her head, under an
ordinary serving-man’s cap.

“We must not forget your promise to lock the door
carefully,” observed Dickon, who wore the ordinary
livery of the court. “It is well that I have a better head
on my shoulders than that of my adventurous twin.”

“Please do you lock it, and keep the key too,” said
Marian. “I have trouble enough,” she added, “in pre-
venting these bells from jingling under my cloak.”

“Folly will betray itself,” observed the jester, as he
turned the heavy key in the lock.
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“ How dark and strange everything lopks !” said Marian
timidly ; “the moon gives so little light.”

“She will give none at all in another half-hour, so
we had better be quick,” observed Dickon.

“The lane is very still; there is not even a light in
the White Hart to-night.”

“No; mine host and hostess, the world and his wife,
are off to see what they can of the fun. We shall not
meet so much as a prentice boy in this lane; but it will
be very different when we come to the streets near Ely
House. I trow there will be a roaring tide of life in
them.”

“There is a little light up there,” observed Marian,
glancing up as she passed the entrance of Bird's Alley;
“and listen—Lilian is singing a hymn!” Very sweetly
on the ear fell that voice of praise, the only sound to
be heard in the lane. Dickon and his sister paused for
some seconds to listen.

“Lilian is a good girl,” observed the former as he
moved on.

“ And I—a naughty one!” rejoined Marian, with an
attempt at a giggle which was not very successful.

“ There’s many a true word spoken in jest,” observed
Dickon, who, like Marian, had his misgivings.

“Then it is you who have made me naughty!” cried
Marian with childish petulance. “I should never have
thought of going to the palace had you not put it into
my head!”
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“It is not too late to change your mind or your
dress,” observed Dickon, halting; “you can still spend
your evening with Dame Alice.”

“QOh, go on, go on!” exclaimed Marian; “only weak
people change their minds.”

The two walked in silence till they reached the end.
of Boniface Lane and entered a wider street, faintly
lighted here and there by lamps burning before the
image of some Romish saint. A few passengers were
hurrying along, all in one direction, and sounds of dis-
tant laughter, yells, and shouts could be heard from afar.

“Step out, will you?” eried Dickon with slight im-
patience: “remember that for the nonce you are the
prince’s jester, who does not walk with such mincing
steps. You must stride out like a man!”

“Keep close to me, Dickon,” faltered Marian; “I do
not feel at all like & man, and it’s hard to walk in these
awkward long shoes.”

The twins passed through a labyrinth of narrow
streets, Marian wondering to herself how Dickon could
find his way. The twain passed several noisy groups,
seemingly bent on fun and mischief, and were sometimes
coarsely greeted and roughly jostled, which made Marian
press closer to her brother. She longed to get to the
end of what seemed to her an almost interminable walk.

At last the Patons emerged into a comparatively open
place in front of a large building, brilliantly lighted up.
A dense crowd of gaping spectators filled the space

(237) 9
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before Ely House, to see the guests come in, gazing up
at splendours which they could not share, and passing
coarse jests, which elicited roars of laughter from such
as could hear them through the babel of sounds.

“We shall never get through such a crowd,” faltered
Marian to her brother.

Dickon put his arm protectingly round his sister, and
then skilfully and resolutely pushed his way through
the throng.

“ Back, back, my masters!” he cried; “don’t you
see that I wear the royal livery? Make way for the
king’s servants. We’re on our way to the palace!”

Very breathless was Marian before she reached the
broad steps leading up to the arched doorway which
she had so desired to enter. The whirl, the noise, the
dazzling lights, confused the maiden. She felt like
one in a dream. But there was, mingled with her fear,
a delightful consciousness that she had succeeded in her
ambitious and daring attempt: the threshold was almost
passed ; she would stand in the palace at last.

“Off with your cloak and your cap!” whispered
Dickon. “Put on your jingling head-piece before we
~ pass under all these lights. Remember, child, that you
are the prince’s jester, and must act your part boldly
and well.” ,

The jingling cap was hastily donned, and brought the
nervous wearer greetings from some of the court servants
who thronged the hall which the Patons now entered.
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“Dickon the jester at last! We thought that some
elf had spirited you away! The prince has been calling
for you!”—“Where have you been hiding, Sir Fool ?”
~ Such were some of the words addressed to the be-
wildered Marian.

Dickon excited no particular attention, as he wore the
livery donned by many, not only of the king’s servants,
but some outsiders impressed for service on so grand
an occasion. The lad had also ingeniously covered his
upper lip and his young cheeks with a good deal of
hair which had assuredly never grown there. The
jester had contrived to make himself look at least ten
years older than his actual age.

The twins passed through the hall towards stairs
leading up into an apartment yet more brilliantly
lighted, and filled with the king’s noble guests.

“You and I can’t keep together now,” whispered
Dickon. “You, as court-jester, are privileged to go
where I, a mere serving-man, have no right to enter.
Quick ! up the steps; you will be amongst the royalties '
in a minute.”

“I cannot; I dare not go by myself,” whispered
Marian, squeezing tightly the arm of her brother.

“You must; you are in for it now!” said Dickon,
shaking himself loose from her hold. “I’ll keep as near
this place as I can ; but I'm expected to look after the
cloaks of the guests, and keep out thieves and intruders.”

“Dickon! Dickon! come hither, you sluggard—jyou
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dolt !” cried a voice from the top of the stairs. Marian
dared not disobey, but with all her heart, at that
moment, she wished herself back in her room above the
bootmaker’s shop.

The person who had called was a courtier who had
been wont to be amused by the quips and jibes of
Dickon. But nothing could be extracted on that night
from the wearer of the motley dress and the cap and
bells. Marian answered every question by putting her
hand to the silk kerchief tied round her mouth and
chin.

“You'’re muzzled, I see, and can neither bark nor
bite ; and, I do declare, tears are coming into your eyes,
—as if no one had ever a toothache before! Shame on
you!” cried the courtier in a tone of contempt. “You
are more like a girl than a man! As well go a-hawking
with a wooden falcon as keep a jester who cannot or
will not speak, and looks ready to cry !” and the courtier
angrily turned away.

“Oh, I do hope that no one else will address me!”
said Marian to herself. “ Where can I hide myself so as
to pass unnoticed? TIll make my way, if I can, to
yonder little recess over which that red curtain hangs ;
it will serve to hide me a little.”

Timid as a hare, the girl made her way to this more
obscure corner of the crowded and lighted hall. Music
had struck up, and dancing would soon begin.

If Marian could have believed herself to be invisible,
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she would greatly have " enjoyed the brilliant scene
before her. On a raised dais stands King Henry him-
self, with his crown on his head, his richly embroidered
robes descending to his feet and resting on the marble-
paved floor. A heavy chain of gold is round his neck,
its massive links reaching as low as his knees. There is
a heavier chain binding the soul of the son of John of
Gaunt ; and the crown pressing his care-worn, furrowed
brow is a painful, oppressive weight. Yet the monarch
smiles and bows as his proud barons and their be-
jewelled dames pass before him and Mary his queen,
paying apparent reverence to one whom some of them
at least look upon as a usurper. With what gracious
words the king now greets Richard Scrope, Archbishop
of York, who, in satin robes trimmed with antique lace,
a gold crucifix suspended from his silk girdle, bends low
before his liege lord. Little kens the prelate that the
day will come when, by that king’s command, his own
blood shall drip from the axe’s edge!

Yonder the lordly Northumberland, still apparently
favoured by the monarch whom he has helped to raise
to the throne, laughs over an account of some fray on
the Border with the marauding Scots. He sees not the
shadow of Shrewsbury’s coming fight darkening the
future. Northumberland possesses not the legendary
gift of second sight. He beholds not his Harry, his
Hotspur, the pride of his house, lying a bleeding corpse
on that fatal field. Percy himself, in the prime of his ,
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_youth, full of vigour and strength, and overflowing with
spirits, is perhaps the merriest of the brilliant throng
who appear at the birthday revels. Wherever his green
and gold tunic is seen there is mirth. Hotspur is the
admired or envied of all beholders. He has the
brightest smiles of the ladies, the warmest greetings
from those who in a few years will unsheathe their
weapons against him. In these wild times, the hands
clasped together in friendship to-day may on the mor-
row deal the death-giving blow.

Marian was beginning to forget her fears in the
novelty and amusement of the scene before her, when a
tall boy, apparelled in crimson velvet, slightly the worse
for wear, with delicate features and glossy brown hair
falling over a broad, fine brow, with an air of dignity
which might have betrayed his princely rank to a
stranger, suddenly advanced from the crowd directly to-
wards the place where she stood. Marian knew that
before her was the young Prince of Wales, his bright
eyes flashing with indignant displeasure as he addressed
the supposed jester.

“You laggard, you loon, you dish of skimmed milk!
well may you try to hide yourself! Where have you
been dallying all this time ?”

Marian visibly trembled all over; which increased the
wrath of the fiery young prince.

“You are mo more a man than I am a hare!”
exclaimed the future victor of Agincourt, with more



A DARING ADVENTURE. 135

truth than he was aware of. “ You make as much ado,
yea, twenty times more, about one wretched tooth, than -
another, made of tougher stuff, would make of a mortal
wound! And what did you mean by sending me a
ridiculous dress fit only for a jester to wear? I pricked
myself thrice in trying it on; and no lady would care to
come near a porcupine bristling all over with needles! I
had to change the dress before I could come into the pres-
ence. I warrant no gloveful of broad pieces shall you win
from me ; I'll rather give you a cuff with a steel one!”

This was a crowning mortification to poor Marian,

- who had pricked herself twenty times, and wearied her-
self so much in making that unfortunate tunic. But
she could hardly think of her wasted work at that
moment, so completely was she mastered by fear. To
retreat, to fly, was the maiden’s one fervent wish; but
she could not do so without undergoing the dreadful
ordeal of passing the prince, ‘and then crossing the
stately room in sight of the king, queen, and courtiers.
Marian, to use a common expression, had a lo})ging to
sink through the floor; but floors will not conveniently
open to give a passage to terrified damsels.

“The craven!” muttered Prince Harry, his lip curl-
ing with bitter scorn. “You may go make your fortune
by spinning, for you shall be no servant of mine. A
distaff would suit you better than anything more
manly !” and thus saying, the prince turned on his heel,
and was lost to sight among the gay throng.



CHAPTER XIV.
LED OUT TO DANCE.

MARIAN was drinking the bitter dregs of her cup of
self-willed folly, but she had by no means drained them
out. One hour of yielding to temptation to commit
what may seem but a trifling transgression may tinge
the whole of our lives. Did poor Eve ever lose the
taste of the one forbidden fruit ?

« Maid Marian, dance a measure with me.”

How Paton’s daughter started at the sound of her
own name, rather hissed than uttered almost close to
her ear! No need for her to look up in fear; no need
to raise her frightened eyes to the dark ones fixed upon
her with such a serpent-like glance. Something akin to
instinct told her that it was Guy Dunn who had recog-
nized her through her disguise; that it was he whom
she most dreaded who had penetrated her secret, and
who Imd her now at his mercy.

“ Maid Marian, dance a measure with me.” The in-
vitation was repeated. The music was sounding for the
dance, gay lords and ladies were taking their places, and

p— -
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the crowd of lookers-on falling a little back on all sides
to give them more room. Guy Dunn laid his heavy hand
on Marian’s. She would fain have freed herself from
his hold, but had neither strength nor spirit to do so.

“ Why should you not do what I ask? It is but a
trifling matter. You know that you are in my power.
I have but to speak a word, and you will be stripped
of your strange disguise; perhaps be branded as an
impostor, or flung into a dungeon on suspicion of an
attempt to kill the king. I ask a slight boon. You
must and you shall grant it, Maid Marian ; refuse, and
I denounce you at once.”

Marian dared not refuse. Trembling in every limb,
she suffered herself to be led out to the dance. It was
not, indeed, such a dance as is seen in modern days.
There was less of familiarity and more of dignity in
the measures trodden in olden times than in the giddy
whirl of the polka or waltz. But still Marian might
well blush for her position—the unwilling partner of one
whom she disliked and feared, herself dressed in attire
so unseemly that she dared not raise her eyes from the
floor.

A burst of laughter from all sides embarrassed the
blushing girl more and more.

“You've chosen a strange partner, Master Dunn,”
exclaimed Percy, who chanced to be opposite to the pair.
“ Could you win the favour of no fair lady, that you
must take up with a jester ?”
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But, as all readers of history know, jesters were
privileged persons, and Dunn’s action passed for a mere
idle whim.

Marian got through that dance, she scarcely knew
how. The room seemed to be swimming around her.
She was scarcely conscious of anything but an intense
desire to escape from the place which she had so ardently
wished to enter. Dunn had hardly led his partner back
to the recess where he had found her, when his atten-
tion was diverted from her for a few minutes by some
question being put to him by a man of rank, who had
a slow, verbose manner of talking. Marian seized the
opportunity to fly. She hated the jingling of the bells
on her cap, which might attract and direct pursuit.
Down the broad flight of steps sped the maiden, most
anxious to find her brother and make him take her
away at once. Dickon was her sole protector, her sole
friend in that gorgeous crowd. Oh to find him, to
cling to him, to make her escape with him by her side!
To the right and left looked Marian. There were too
many dressed in the royal livery for it to be easy for
her to single out at once the object of her wild search.

“ Methinks Dickon has gone crazy,” quoth one of the
men.

“Nay, nay, he’s acting a part,” said another; “he
has some new joke to practise upon us. TIll be bound
the jester has hit on some new device to amuse his
young lord.”
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To her intense relief, Marian at last heard the voice
of Dickon himself.

“Where are you going? what are you doing? are
you mad?” he asked of his twin in a whisper that
reached no ear but her own.

“Take me away, oh, take me away! Where is my
cloak ? where my other cap ?” cried the trembling girl.
But in the confusion the cap could not be found.

“What has happened ? why do you want to fly?”
asked Dickon, alarmed at her frantic manner.

“Dunn is here—he knows me! I want to go home
—1I must go home !” cried Marian.

Dickon, seriously uneasy, and fearing that the girl’s
excitement would attract attention, bore his sister off
with no further delay. Marian had no covering for her
head except the hateful fool’s cap, which, as soon as she
gained the open air, she flung down and trampled under
foot. Dickon, who did not choose that his twin should
be exposed bare-headed to the gaze of the staring crowd,
instantly replaced the cap by the one which he was
wearing himself. He pulled it down over Marian’s
brow, so that between it and the kerchief little of her
face could be seen.

The twins did not, however, make their escape with-
out remarks and jests from the motley throng through
which they had now with difficulty to make their way.

“ Flying from the officers—stolen the king’s spoons!”
were suggestions to which Dickon made playful retorts,
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though seldom in his life had the jester been less in-
clined to show off his wit. Dickon said not a word to
Marian till they had passed through the crowd, and
found themselves in a comparatively quiet street. Then
he addressed to his sister one brief question—*“ Were
you really found out ?”

“Yes—by Guy Dunn,” was her gasped-out reply.

Dickon uttered an exclamation of vexation. There
was no man on whose forbearance and generosity he
could place less reliance.

“ O Dickon, I fear that I have ruined your prospects
at court!” were the next words that burst from Marian’s
trembling lips, no longer bound by the kerchief, from
which she had released herself in order to breathe more -
freely. .

“I do not wish to stay at court; I have played the
fool too long,” said Dickon bitterly. “Before you threw
away my wretched bells, I had resolved to wear them
no more. Aunt Marjory is right: I had rather be a
man than a monkey!”

‘The brother and sister moved on as rapidly as the
darkness would permit. Dickon appeared to find his
way by instinct rather than sight. Several groups of
men and women, some carrying torches, and not a few
the worse for the strong ale freely given, had to be
passed, causing nervous alarm to Marian. Such inter-
ruptions, however, became fewer and fewer before Boni-
face Lane was reached at last.
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Marian and her brother had not been the sole suf-
ferers from her giddy freak. Lilian had had her share
of the trouble though not of the folly. When she had
made Dame Alice as comfortable for the night as she
could, and received the widow’s kiss and blessing, Lilian
had made her way down the outer staircase into Bird’s
Alley, for she was anxious not to be too long absent
from Marian. Lilian carried a small lamp lent to her
by the widow, for Betsy, careless of her promise, was
nowhere to be found.

“The street is wondrous quiet to-night,” thought
Lilian, as she emerged from the alley into Boniface
Lane, “and I have not far to go.” Not a single indi-
vidual was met by the girl ere she reached the big
yellow boot hanging over the entrance to Paton’s
dwelling.

Lilian knocked, then knocked again more loudly;
listened ; called, but no voice answered. “ Marian is
asleep,” she said to herself. “But where is Dickon ? he
promised not to leave his sister, and I never knew him
break his word.” Lilian repeated her summons, but
without any result.

Then Lilian’s heart misgave her. She remembered
Marian’s ill-concealed impatience to get her away, and
determination not to go to Bird’s Alley. Lilian re-
collected the mysterious secret evidently existing be-
tween Dickon and his twin—a secret which she herself
had not been permitted to share. Lilian bitterly re-
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proached herself for having allowed even the claims of
humanity and friendship to lure her from what she
considered to be her post of duty.

“I have been faithless to my trust!” exclaimed the
poor girl. “I should never, never have given up the
key! Oh, what shall I do! what shall T do! I shall
never forgive myself if any evil befall my poor Marian
from my neglect of my duty!”

A torch glimmered like a star in the distance, then
moved up the lane, till it disappeared down Bird’s Alley.
Lilian knew that Badby the smith had now returned to
his home. One whom she could thoroughly trust was
then within reach. What a relief it would be to have
John’s advice and assistance! Lilian moved several steps
towards Bird’s Alley, then paused, reflected for a few
seconds, and returned to the bootmaker’s door.

“To tell John that his Marian is lost would be like:
plunging a knife into that true, faithful heart. If
Marian has acted a foolish part, it would be cruel to
~her and to him to expose her. In this wide, wicked
city, how could John find her? Marian was under her
brother’s protection ; she will return, and I must wait.
But it is terrible to wait in the street, shut out from
my only home, and full of such dreadful misgivings and
fears. I have nothing that I can do but pray. I think
that trouble is the hard steel which strikes prayer-sparks
out of our flinty hearts.”

Lilian prayed very earnestly, not only for Marian,
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but for herself. To one of her delicately modest nature
it was a thing most painful to be out in the street at
night. Lilian knew that the quietness now prevailing
in Boniface Lane would not last; the apprentices would
come rollicking back when their sport should be over,
perhaps excited by drink. They had not, indeed, to
pass through the house, but by a very narrow passage
beside it which led to their den; but to reach that
passage they would go along the front of Paton’s shop,
by whose door, so thoughtlessly closed against her, the
knight’s orphan daughter stood trembling. What would
the lads think, what would they say, what would
they do, when finding her in such a strange, defenceless
position ? Their coarse mirth would be more intoler-
able to the girl than actual cruelty would be. It was
very painful, indeed, to Lilian that waiting for Marian’s
return.

At length there was the sound of footsteps in Boni-
face Lane. It was not loud, nor accompanied by talking
or laughter ; the tread was like that of those who move
on in anxious haste. Such hope sprang up in Lilian’s
heart that she called out, “ Marian!” In another minute
or two the girls were locked in each other’s arms.
Marian was crying hysterically, and tears fell fast from
Lilian’s eyes. “I am so thankful! so thankful!” was
all she could utter.

Dickon opened the door as quickly as he could, for
he was anxious to get his sister as soon as possible
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under her father’s roof, so that no stranger might see
her.

“In with you, in with you, Marian!” he cried.
When all had passed through the entrance, and the
door was again closed, the youth added, “We have
both treated Lilian very ill, and I, for one, heartily
beg her pardon.—Lilian, are we forgiven?” Dickon
frankly held out his hand; Lilian took it with sisterly
kindness. The gentle girl had not even thought that
she had a right to be angry.

“ Now, Marian, give me that cap, as you've tossed off
the other. I must be back at once to the palace.”

“Not to-night, oh, not to-night,” faltered Marian.

“] must go,” said Dickon almost sharply, “and in
that fool's garb of motley which I lent you, or I may
be clapped into ward, and adorned with iron bracelets
and anklets to mateh, if I give further offence at the
court.”

Marian reluctantly dropped the cloak which had
hidden her unmaidenly attire, and so revealed to Lilian’s
astonished eyes the unseemly garb which she wore.
That dress told the whole story. The knight’s daughter
blushed for her friend.

That night there were no explanations. Lilian saw
that Marian was exhausted, and she herself was scarcely
less so, so great had the strain of anxiety been. Lilian
dropped asleep almost before she had laid her head on
her straw-stuffed bed, and passed the remainder of that
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eventful night in peaceful repose. It was not so with
Marian : the poor girl was haunted by horrible dreams
in which Guy Dunn followed her close as her shadow ;
wherever she turned she saw him, and his hateful voice
seemed to be ever hissing in her ears, “Maid Marian,
dance a measure with me.”

(287) 10



CHAPTER XV.
THORNS AFTER ROSES.

MARIAN, almost worn out by a night in which, whether
waking or sleeping, she had had no peaceful rest,
dropped into slumber as' the morning dawned, and it
was very late before she left her little apartment.
When she appeared in the rush-strewn parlour, the girl
looked pale and weary, the rose had gone from her
cheek, and her dress, without its usual ornaments, or
even its pyramidal crown, betrayed that Marian’s heart
was too heavy to take pleasure in the vanities usually
so dear. Lilian, when her companion entered, was en-
gaged in dusting Dame Marjory’s chair.

“0O Lilian, I am so wretched!” exclaimed poor Marian
Paton. “Leave off your dusting and sit down and
listen to me, for I must have some one to hear what I
have to tell; I can shut up my trouble no longer, and
I know that you, at least, will not betray me.”

Lilian sat down on a three-legged stool, her usual
seat when she brought her work to the parlour. She
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expected Marian to occupy the high-backed chair; but
the poor, conscience-stricken girl threw herself on the
rushes beside her sister-like friend, and buried her face
on Lilian’s lap.

“I must tell you all—unburden my heart—make a
clean breast, as the friars say; but I can’t look up in
your face as I do so, I am too much ashamed of myself.
Do not interrupt me, Lilian ; I know too well what you
will think of my conduct.”

Lilian remained perfectly silent while Marian poured
forth her tale, though the orphan was much startled,
shocked, even alarmed, when she heard of Guy Dunn
and the dance. Marian concealed nothing from her
friend ; it was a relief to tell all.

“Now you know the whole matter, Lilian, and can
advise me what to do now,” was Marian’s conclusion to
her tale.

Lilian lifted up her heart silently to ask for wisdom,
for she felt that she had none of her own.

“T should like to go to confession,” said Marian, who,
though brought up as a Lollard, had naturally imbibed
many of the ideas held by the majority of those amongst
whom she lived. “If I did not think that Aunt Mar-
jory would be angered if she found it out, I'd go to the
church round the corner and get one of the priests to
hear me, give me a penance and absolution. He would
take the burden off my conscience, and I should not
much _mind the penance, even if he bid me eat no meat
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for a month. * I could steal away quite quietly to church
now, before Dame Marjory comes back. I think that
I ought to confess.”

“Oh yes, but not to a priest!” cried Lilian; “he
has no power to absolve you, dear Marian. There is
but one Intercessor between God and man, even the man
Christ Jesus. Those are words from the Bible. Tell
the Lord Himself how you have sinned, tell Him how
grieved you are, and ask Him—Him only—to plead for
you with the Father.”

To Marian’s weak mind the Saviour seemed a more
shadowy and yet awful Being than the saints whose
images she saw at cormers of streets, or priests -who
assumed to themselves the power which belongs to God
alone. Marian wanted some earthly stay ; hers was the
nature which is peculiarly prone to superstition: too
worldly to worship God in spirit and in truth,’she was
too timid not to need some outward forms on which to
rest her uneasy soul. Marian, like many worldly girls
of the present day, had a conscience, though a blind one;
it was troubling her now, and she wanted to silence,
or rather to deaden it, by some outward observance.
Marian sought, as numbers like her still seek, to make
a kind of compromise with Heaven: acts of supposed
piety to be balanced against indulgence in doubtful
pleasures; no full surrender of self, no loving, joyful
obedience, but something to do, or something to bear,
some yoke imposed by man—the penance, confession, or
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fast—that might atone for follies and sins that might
bring down some judgment from God.

“I shall never, never be so foolish again,” said
Marian ; “ I am going to be wise and good from to-day.”

“You must ask for grace and strength, dear Marian,
or you will be certain to wander again. You must pray
to be helped, by God’s Spirit, to lead a new life.”

“I wish that I had some one to tell me how to begin it.”

“May I tell you what I think that you ought to do
—this very day ?”

“Yes ; you will impose no hard penance if I make you
my father-confessor.”

“I think that you should tell everything to your aunt.”

“Never!” exclaimed Marian with véhemence; “that
is what I never could do. Aunt is so hard, and so
dreadfully proper, she would be so indignant! She
would scold me—despise me—perhaps she would beat
me!” (Long after the days of Henry the Fourth, it
was no uncommon thing for punishment to be inflicted
on maidens by parent or guardian.)

“Whatever Dame Marjory may say, whatever she
may do, take it meekly and patiently, dearest; and
consider that she is one whom God Himself has set over
you in the place of your mother, one to whom He bids
you submit. Had you been frank and open with Dame
Marjory, had you not set up your will in opposition to
one so wise and true, you would never have been in
this trouble.”
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“I hate obeying! I choose to be my own mistress!”
cried Marian, rising to her feet; “I like to have my
own way.”

“You have had your own way, and a hard way you
have found it,” said Lilian sadly. “Oh, hear me, dear
Marian!” Lilian had also risen, and now put her hand
pleadingly on the arm of her friend. “Dame Marjory
may be stern, perhaps hard ; but hers is the hardness of
love, the sternness of justice and truth. She sees more
clearly, judges more wisely, than we can, and you
ought to give her your confidence, you ought to yield
her obedience. This is the command of God: Children,
obey your parents in the Lord : for this is right.”

“Dame Marjory is not my mother,” said Marian.

“She has charge of you; I have heard your own
father say so. Dame Marjory ought to know every-
thing that happened last night.”

“I hope that you won’t tell her!” cried Marian in
alarm. :

“I do not think that it is my part to tell her, but I
am sure that it is yours. Be as frank and truthful with
your aunt as you have just been with me. No more
concealment, no more deception, dear Marian. When
we have wandered from the right way, as dear Master
Sawtre taught, we should retrace every step; there are
no short cuts in duty.”

“I cannot submit myself to my aunt ; she crosses me,
she thinks me silly, she puts restraint on my will.”
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“ As she put restraint on the will of her little brother,
when the Black Death was in the house. Do you not
remember how impatient the child was at being shut
out from a place of fearful danger—how he angrily
struck at the door, and cried, and doubtless thought the
sister hard who was ready to risk her life to save him?”

“ Aunt Marjory beat her brother; I've heard her say
so herself.” _

*“ And was she cruel when she did so? Did she not
lift up the child in her arms and carry him when she
was ready to drop with fatigue? Is it cruel to keep
the door closed, however we may long to pass through,
because we are seeking that which would harm us? If
your aunt had known of your wish to go to the palace
last night, and had sternly forbidden -your stirring one
step, you would have lost your amusement indeed, but
you would have been far happier now.”

“I know that,” sighed Marian, as she sank wearily
into Dame Marjory’s chair.

“Then you will confess all, dearest ; you will be my
frank and truthful Marian. Dame Marjory will soon be
here.”

“But might she not speak to Dame Alice?” cried
Marian. '

“And if she did, would you not be the better for
Dame Alice’s counsel and prayers ?” »

“ But—but—John might hear; it would be dread-
ful!” exclaimed Marian, colouring up to the roots
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of her hair. “I could not bear for him to despise
me!”

It seemed to Lilian that her companion was letting
out a little secret, and it was one which gave her joy.
Very gently Lilian laid her hand on Marian’s, and said,
“If you care so much for Master John’s good opinion, if
he is to you as a brother—or more—surely he has a
right to your confidence. He has a right to know—at
least as much as is known by Master Dunn.”

Marian gave a heavy sigh.

“QOh, do not put off doing what you feel to be right!”
cried Lilian earnestly. She was so well accustomed to
Marian’s weak delays, that she knew that if the confes-
sion were postponed even to the morrow it would never
be made at all. Some new pleasure would attract, some
new folly would lure ; the present impression would be
- weakened—Ilost—as marks on the sand are effaced by

the tide. “You will be so thankful when once the
effort is made ; the displeasure of any human being is so
much easier to bear than the anger of God. How can
you address Him in prayer, how can you expect His
blessing, when you are acting a false part, and con-
cealing what you ought to confess? Marian, darling
Marian, this may be the turning-point in your life.”

Here the conversation closed. Lilian went to her
work. Marian remained buried in thought, till her
meditations were interrupted. By whom they were
interrupted will be seen in the following chapter.



CHAPTER XVL
CONFESSION.

DaME ALICE felt considerably better on the day succeed-
ing the birthday revel. The morning was bright and
warm, and her pain was less acute. When John asked
her whether she felt well enough to be carried down to
her favourite room, his mother’s reply was playful.

“ My dear boy ” (to Alice the strong bearded man was
still her boy), “ think you that I would remain another
day in my turret cell when the sparks are flying,
and the music of the anvil clinking, and I've your
song at your work to cheer me after yesterday’s
absence ?”

“It was an absence which youll have no cause to
regret, mother,” said John, lifting her tenderly in his
arms, so that her cheek rested on his. “You know that
I went to Sir John Oldcastle (folk call him Lord Cob-
ham now in right of his wife). He lives in a right fair
mansion, with a pleasance around it, where the trees look
gay with their tiny green knobs, and the merry little
crocuses and snowdrops are peeping above the brown
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sod. Much I wished that I could have carried you
there, to bless God for his beautiful world, and listen to
the songs of the birds.”

“There is a fairer world before me, my son,” said
Alice, as after descending the outer stair John bore his
precious burden into the parlour, “and I wot that the
songs of angels are still sweeter than that of the birds.
But oh, the bonnie flowers!” exclaimed Alice in joyful
surprise, for the room was bright with cowslips and
primroses brought home by her son.

The smith placed his mother in her easy-chair, and
beat up Marian’s soft cushion behind her, then for a few
minutes took his seat on a bench by her side.

“I must make you share my good news,” said he.
“ Lord Cobham, the good knight, is trusting me with an
order for a complete suit of armour—helmet, cuisses,
gauntlets, and all! I shall have to employ skilled
workers to help me; but Sir John has advanced me
money for first expenses, and if I succeed my fortune is
as good as made. A full suit of armour —think of that,
mother ! and to be worn: by one of the noblest knights
in the land !”

John Badby spoke with something of professional
pride. His anvil and hammer were to him what his
organ is to the musician, or his brush and palette to the
painter. The smith threw his soul into his work when
something worth his utmost efforts was to be wrought
by his skill. Hard labour has its pleasant excitement
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when the arm has strength and the hand has skill, and
there is one whom we love to work for.

“I had good talk with the knight about other things
than armour,” pursued the smith; “for Lord Cobham is
a true servant of God now, though, men say, somewhat
wild in his youth. He asked me about blessed Parson
Sawtre, and how he bore him in his fiery trial. When
I had told him all, * Methinks it is more honour to die
for the Lord at the stake than for the king on the field
of battle,” quoth the good knight. ‘I would rather envy
than pity the martyr whose pain is sharp but whose
crown is sure.”” *

“Those were brave words,” said Dame Alice.

“ And spoken by one who can and will follow them
up by brave deeds,” quoth the smith, little knowing
how his prognostication would be fulfilled. “But I
must not linger talking, for I have work for half-a-
dozen hands if T had them.”

With a mother’s fond pride Dame Alice watched her son
at his forge, and listened to the ditty which he hummed—
one which in these days was often on the lips of artisans
and mechanics ; rough rhymes which the people loved—

¢ With right and with might,
With skill and with will,
Let might help right,
And skill go before will,
And right before might,
So goes our mill aright.”

* Every student of history knows how Lord Cobham was burned to death
by a slow fire in the following reign.
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John Badby was interrupted in his work and his
ditty by a man, who looked like a knight's servant,
entering the smithy, bearing a scroll tied round with
gilk thread, over which was a large red seal.

“This looks like another order for armour,” said
John with a smile: “good things or bad fly in flocks
like pigeons or rooks. Fair fall him who taught me to
read!” John broke open the seal, and was about to
tell the messenger to wait for a reply, but when he
looked up the man was gone.

Dame Alice was as usual watching her son when the
missive arrived, and, like John, guessed that one with
silken thread and heavy seal might bring some message
of importance. Letters were not plentiful in these days,
when comparatively few could read and still fewer
write. Alice saw John open the scroll with something
of curiosity on his face; but when he glanced at its
brief contents, an expression of anger, indignation, fury,
passed over that face as a black thunder-cloud darkens
the sky. The smith ground his teeth and stamped on
the ground.

“ What is it ? what is it ?” cried his mother, in a tone
of alarm.

“A foul lie! a detestable slander!” exclaimed Badby,
striding up to his mother’s side. “I will throw it into
the furnace. He who penned it richly deserves to be
thrown there too!”

“ Let me read it first,” said Dame Alice, who felt that
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her calmer judgment was needed to control the fierce
wrath of her son.

“Read it !” cried John, holding the scroll before her
eyes, “and then tell me what the villain merits who has
forged such a slanderous lie !”

Dame ‘Alice read the brief missive, in which, in large
straggling characters, was written :—“ Marian Paton was
at the Ely House revels last night in man’s attire, and
danced a measure with Guy Dumm. If you doubt this,
ask_the maiden hevself !

There was no signature to the letter; the seal was
but the impression of a coin of the realm. Care had
been taken that the writer should not be traced. The
bearer of the missive had disappeared down Boniface
Lane.

Alice looked shocked and distressed, but her coun-
tenance showed sorrow rather than surprise. When
Badby exclaimed, “The thing is impossible!” his
mother did not, as he expected, echo the word. Dame
Alice had grieved over the declension of her whom
when a child she had deemed a little angel; the widow
had felt that the vain girl had been drifting farther
and farther away from the point of duty, and had often
fervently wished that her son had fixed his affections
on one more worthy of his love.

“ What would you have- me do, mother ?” exclaimed
John, impatient at the silence which he had not ex-
pected.
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“I would have you do what the letter suggests—ask
the maiden herself.”

Almost before the sentence was ended, John Badby,
grasping the scroll tightly, strode out of the parlour,
and through the smithy, into the lane. The smith did
not even wait to wash his hands, wipe the toil-drops
from his brow, or turn down the sleeves rolled up over
his blackened sinewy hands. In such guise as he had
never before appeared in when entering Paton’s dwelling,
John strode through the shop and wert straight up the
stairs leading to the upper apartments. He did not so
much as notice the apprentice lads lolling about, doing
more work with their tongues than their hands, as they
chatted over the night’s adventures.

“I say, what's come over the smith ?” exclaimed Mat,
as Badby tramped up the stairs.

“ His mother must have died,” suggested Sam.

“She must have been murdered then, for no quiet
kind of death would have made Badby look like that.”

John entered the parlour without knocking, and
found Marian alone, still sitting on the high-backed
chair in which Lilian had left her after their painful
conversation. Traces of tears were on Marian’s cheeks,
and her paleness told of distressing emotion. John
Badby went straight up to the maiden, whose heart' was
beating very fast, for she had heard his step on the
stairs.

“ Marian,” said Badby hoarsely, “I know that I am



CONFESSION. 159

nothing to you, but your fair name is more to me than
life. Tell me that this is false!” He held the scroll
open before her.

“It is true—too true!” exclaimed the penitent girl,
bursting into tears. “O John! I will hide nothing from
you,” she continued, struggling to keep down her sobs,
whilst she hid her face with her hands. “I have been
so foolish, but perhaps not so bad as you think. I set
my heart on seeing the revels at the palace, and Dickon
said that if I wore his jester’s dress he could smuggle
me into the hall. So I went—1I saw all—but I heartily
wished myself back. Then that hateful Dunn found
me out; he threatened to betray me if I did not dance
a measure with him : so I was frightened, and I danced ;
but I would almost as lief have died! I ran away as
soon as I could, and Dickon brought me back here. I
am so miserable, so much ashamed, I will never do
anything foolish again.”

The extreme simplicity of the confession, made with
such evident pain and contrition, appealed to the heart
of John more than any eloquence could have done. He
sat down on a bench beside Marian, and when, averting
her face, she held out a trembling hand towards him,
with the faltered words, “ Are you very, very angry ?”
John took the little hand between both his own, and
gently pressed it to his lips.

“I am never angry with you, Marian,” he said, in a
strangely softened tone. “I am glad that you have told
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me all. Dickon did very wrong when he led you into
such danger.” '

“It was my own fault; I was determined to go. I
mean to confess all to my aunt; it will not be so hard
to do so now, since you have heard of my folly, and are
not so very angry.” Marian’s hand was still in Badby’s,
and she ventured timidly to glance up into his face.
Certainly she read no anger there.

The door unclosed; Lilian was about to enter, but
with intuitive delicacy she at once retired back into the
kitchen, smiling to herself as she did so. Marian had
evidently confessed, and matters were not turning out
so bad after all.

We will leave the reader to imagine what further
conversation passed between Marian and John. He
only rose when sounds from below told of the arrival
of Dame Marjory and her brother. Then with the
words, “Tell all, my own love, to your father and
aunt, as you have frankly told all to me,” John de-
scended the stairs to meet the travellers. They were
not a little surprised to see him in their house in
working guise. But the smith had quite forgotten his
own dress; he was happy, and he looked so.

Marian having made her confession once, had more
courage to make it again—“The sooner the better,”
thought she. “Lilian was right: it is better to speak
out at once, before the secret comes out, as it did to
John. I wot wicked Dunn wrote that scroll himself.”
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Scarcely, therefore, had Paton and his sister greeted
Marian .and Lilian, and Dame Marjory had taken off
the muddy hooded cloak in which she had travelled,
than Marian, in a hurried manner, made a full but
brief confession. It was easier to do so in the presence
of her indulgent father than it would have been had
Marjory been present alone.

“No more trips to Greenwich for wus,” observed
Peterkin Paton, when Marian had finished her tale,
“if we have to leave such a wild bird behind us.”

“It ought to be caged and have its wings clipped as
soon as may be,” said Dame Marjory grimly. “Per-
haps honest John Badby may save us this trouble;
helll make a good strong cage for the silly young
bird.”

Before the night closed in it was noised about in Boni-
face Lane that Marian Paton was to wed John Badby.

“I knew that it would end thus,” quoth mine hostess
of the White Hart: “John has loved the girl since she
was scarce higher than his knee. But I did not expect
the affair to come off so soon, or the giddy thing sober
down to be the wife of an honest smith. I wot that
John Badby has made a foolish choice.”

“There’s many a good fellow as does that,” observed
the merry little host, with a sly glance at his wife.

The news of the engagement was not long in reaching
another hearer more deeply interested in the question.

“So—my first arrow has fallen short; but I've

(287) 11
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another sharp one in my quiver!” muttered Guy Dunn,
with malice and hatred written on his gloomy features.
“The smith thinks that he has won his prize, but he has
left me out of his reckoning. If he be made of the
stuff that men deem him to be, his wedding-chimes shall
be the toll of the big bell at Smithfield—John Badby
shall be tied to a stake instead of a bride.”



CHAPTER XVIL
THE BLOW FALLS.

IT was not without some doubts and misgivings that
Dame Alice heard of the betrothal of Marian and John.
The character of Paton’s daughter was so weak, and she
had shown of late so much vanity, self-pleasing, and
folly, that the mother could not but foresee that troubles
might arise in the future.

“If Marian had only been like Lilian,” mused the
gentle widow, “ how happy would this union have made
me! But it is natural that my John should rejoice; he
has loved the girl ever since she came to spend weeks
with us during the illness and after the death of her
mother. A winsome child she was; I loved her as if
she were my own—the little blossom so sweet and fresh
in its spring beauty, before the dust and mud of the
world had spoiled its freshness. Well, well, there is One
who orders our goings, and I am sure that He has a
blessing in store for my dutiful son. Things may turn
out very different from what we expect or fear.”

Dame Marjory was pleased at the engagement, though
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her brother thought that “the prettiest girl in London
might have done better.”

“ Nonsense !” cried the dame with a snort, when the
thought was uttered aloud. “Marian wants a master.
She is like an unbroken colt that needs the curb, and
maybe the whip. The smith is no love-sick boy: he
will be a husband to whom Marian must look up, and
whom she will learn to obey.”

Dickon had resigned his office of jester; but he had
a great dislike to taking up the boot-making trade, and
was glad to be retained as an attendant on the young
prince, with whom he was a favourite. This pleased
Dickon’s father, who was anxious that his only son
should push his way at court; but Marjory, with her
sturdy good sense, regretted the lively youth’s continued
exposure to a life of temptation. She always retained
her loyal feelings towards the unhappy King Richard,
and questioned the right of Henry of Lancaster to sit
on the English throne. “If right went before might,”
she muttered to herself, “ there’s the boy Mortimer, shut
up in prison, who would be wearing the crown. May
the day come when the wheel will turn round, and one
of his descendants, if not himself, bear rule in merry old
England !”

Marian had regained her lively spirits, and thoughts
of her wedding-dress and trinkets amused her mind.
Marian built castles in the air, and blew new bubbles
on the strength of Dickon’s influence with the young
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Prince of Wales. John, her John, should not long

continue to be the obscure blacksmith of Boniface Lane. .

He should be armourer to knights and nobles; he should
have royal arms over his smithy, wear a silken vest on
Sundays, and dress his wife in brocade !

John also had his hopes and his plans, but of a less
frivolous kind. He would enlarge his smithy by. buy-
ing up the adjoining premises, which would also increase
the accommodation for his home circle, now to be en-
larged by his taking home a young wife. The two
little upper rooms which had sufficed for him would
not make his bride as comfortable as he resolved that
she should be.

One morning a keen March wind was blowing the
wild clouds over the sky: now the sun shone out bright

. and warm; anon his beams were blotted out, as it

seemed, by a black curtain fringed with light. Smiling
April was near; but on that cold, stormy day Winter
was engaged in a wrestle to hold his own, and sudden
blasts, sweeping down the lane, almost took unwary
passengers off their feet.

“ Mother, is it not too cold and windy for you to
come downstairs?” said John, when, as was his wont,
he appeared in the room of his crippled parent, ready to
carry her down to her favourite seat in the parlour.

“Oh no,” was the cheerful reply; “I cannot give up
either my ride or my pleasant change of air and scene.
But I am a daily burden to you, my John,” added
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Alice, as he gently lifted her up and bore her towards
the outer stair. The blacksmith gaily laughed.

“I trow that my arms are better able to carry such
a light burden than yours were to lift me when I was
a boy,” said John; “I was no light burden, I trow.”

“You were the biggest baby in the parish,” replied
the dame, not a little proud of her bouncing boy.

“ Mother’s geese are all swans,” laughed Badby, kiss-
ing his parent as he placed her in her easy-chair.

John then went to his work; little cared he for
weather save on his mother’s account. He was on
Lord Cobham’s suit of armour, which required exercise
of mind and skill ; but often his thoughts wandered to
Marian. John was not using his heavy hammer, so
noises in the street were easily heard. The sound of a
crash immediately succeeded a wild rush of tempestuous
wind.

“What has the tempest blown down?” asked Alice
from her seat in the parlour. The door between it and
the smithy was open as usual ; for if closed to shut out
the blast, it would also shut out from the widow the
view of her son at his work.

John looked forth into the lane, and then entered the
parlour to reply to his mother’s question.

“It is the sign of the White Hart,” he said; “it has
been blown down by the wind, and smashed by the fall.
Dame Willis will have her own way —we’ll have a
gaudy mitre swinging over the tavern.”
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“There will be nothing to remind us of our poor
king, except his picture behind me,” said Alice.

- “We must have that picture freshened up a bit,”
observed John, raising his eyes to the coarse but spirited
drawing of Richard the Second and his queen behind
his mother’s chair. “The dust has gathered upon it,
and I think that we might now afford a gilt frame.
What say you to my bit of extravagance, mother? I
must consult Marian about it. I wish all to be looking
" 80 bright when I bring home my bride.”

There was a smile on John’s lips as he looked down
to Dame Alice for a reply. But even the bold smith
was startled to see the look of fear and terror on her
usually placid face. John turned quickly to see the
cause; it was but too evident at once. A party of
men-at-arms in the livery of the ecclesiastical court,
with tonsured heads and ropes round their waists, were
entering the smithy. Their errand could not be doubted,
even before the leader spoke.

“TI arrest thee, John Badby,” he said, laying his hand
on the shoulder of the stalwart smith, who went forward
to meet him.

“On what charge ? by what warrant ?” asked John.

“This is our warrant” (a parchment with a heavy
seal was produced), “and the charge is that you have
denied the doctrine of transubstantiation—a breach of
the law which brings thee under the action of the new
statute passed against heretics.”
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“I shall be allowed to face my accusers, to answer
for myself ?” asked the prisoner, as handcuffs were fas-
tened on his wrists.

“The court is sitting now—this kind of business
needs despatch ; and as for answering for thyself, there
is but one question which needs -reply—*Dost thou
believe in the doctrine or not?’ Thine own mouth
will clear or condemn thee.”

“Then I am condemned already,” thought Badby,
“for I cannot speak the word that would be a lie.”
But he only said aloud, “ Let me bid good-bye to my
mother.”

It was a terrible moment for Alice; the shadowy
fear that had haunted her had become a fearful reality.
She felt as a mother might feel who sees her child
under the claws of a ravenous wild beast. Badby
manacled, and with a guard on either side, went to the
afflicted parent whom he might never again see upon
earth; he knelt down and asked her blessing. The
sufferer could not stretch out her crippled hands to lay
them on the victim’s bowed head nor command her
voice to speak, but John knew that her soul was poured
forth in prayer.

“ Mother, tell her—” John’s own utterance was
choked; manly as he was, he could not finish the
sentence.

A few minutes and the prisoner and the guards were
gone ; all had passed quickly like a frightful dream—
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oh that it had been but a dream! Would John Badby
ever recross that threshold ? would he ever wield that
hammer again ? ,

The dreadful news of the arrest soon reached Paton’s
dwelling, and fell like a thunderbolt on the hapless
Marian. She gave way to the wildest grief—she wept,
she tore her hair, she flung herself on the rushes. Dame
Marjory hurried off to Bird's Alley to comfort, or at least
sympathize with, the widow. Lilian would fain have
gone too, but she could not desert poor Marian, who
was beating her breast in wild hysterics. The wretched
maid listened to nothing that Lilian could say, nor
found any consolation in prayer. The first thing that
roused Marian from her state of despair was the en-
trance of Dickon, who looked alarmed and distressed,
for he too had heard the dread news of Badby’s arrest.

Marian threw her arm around her twin brother,
sobbing as if her heart would break. .

“I am bound to the judgment-hall,” said Dickon in an
agitated tone. “They will let me in, I trow, as I belong
to the court. I wanted to see you first, my poor girl,
and tell you that I will leave no stone unturned to save
your John. Even if he be condemned by those heartless
wretches, I may rescue him still, for I have the ear of
the prince.”

“Oh yes, he will be saved —my love will be saved!”
cried Marian, rebounding into hope. She could not imagine
that anything could resist the influence of Prince Hal.
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The time of Dickon’s absence seemed terribly long
both to Marian and Lilian. The threatening clouds had
burst in rain so violent that Boniface Lane was almost
flooded. It cleared up, however, before the evening set
in, and again the sun shone forth, and a glorious rainbow
spanned the sky. It was not visible from the narrow
lane, but it cheered Dickon as he sped on his way back
to his father’s dwelling.

“What news do you bring of my John?” cried
Marian, hurrying to meet her brother.

“He bore himself bravely; he answered like a man
bold and true. John said that he could not believe in
what is contrary to God’s Word* Scripture declares
that Christ died once for all—that the one sacrifice is
enough.”

“ They could not condemn him for speaking the truth,”
cried Marian.

“They did condemn him,” said Dickon bitterly ; “ but
I cannot believe that a sentence so unjust, so inhuman,
will ever be carried into effect.”

“The prince will protect my love!” exclaimed Marian.

“I have been to the prince and awakened his warm
interest in the case; that is what has detained me so
long. He has spoken to King Henry himself.”

“ And obtained John’s pardon ?” cried Marian eagerly.

“Yes, a conditional pardon,” answered Dickon slowly.
“ Poor John is to be released and forgiven if he publicly

* See Heb. vii. 27, x. 14; Rom. vi. 10; John xix. 30, etc.
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recant what they call his errors. I doubt whether any-
thing will make him do that.”

“Dickon, I must see John—now—at once!” ex-
claimed Marian. “You will procure me a meeting with
him ?” :

“It might be difficult,” was the reply. “John is to
suffer to-morrow at Smithfield.”

“I must go to him—I will!” cried Marian passion-
ately. “If you will not take me to his prison, I go alone.
The guards will not resist my tears; if they do, I will
lie down and die on the threshold !”

“I will go with you, my poor, poor sister
Dickon, with deep emotion. “I myself would fain see
my friend again, for John is dear to me as a brother.
—Lilian, do jou go to Dame Alice; she needs all the
tenderness which you know so well how to show. I
know not how the widow can endure life when her only

'”

said

son is gone.”



CHAPTER XVIIL
TEMPTATION.

JoBN BADBY had indeed borne himself bravely and well
at his trial ; but when the manacled prisoner was led to
his dreary cell, and was left alone—when he seated him-
self on the noisome straw, which was the only bed al-
lowed him, there came a terrible reaction. The Lollard,
in the strength of his manhood, the flush of his hopes,
had no wish to leave life, and by so fearful a passage.
Like Jonathan when, in the hour of triumph, he heard
of his father’s cruel vow, Badby, in bitterness of spirit,
exclaimed to himself, “ And I must die!” The smith
knew the agony caused by a burn; this was almost the
only pain which he had ever had to suffer, for of illness
he had experienced little or none. He was so full of
healthy, vigorous life, his arms so strong, his mind so
clear—must that powerful frame be so soon reduced to
ashes? Existence had lately become so sweet, so won-
derfully sweet to John! He thought of his Marian and
the delight which had seemed just within his reach after
years of weary waiting ; then he remembered his afflicted,
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helpless mother, and felt that he could hardly bear to
leave her to suffer and die alone !

Let it cast no shame on Badby if in solitude and
gloom his spirit recoiled from the terrible fate before
him. It was the Christian’s hour of darkness, his hour
of sore temptation, the martyrdom of the soul more
agonizing than that of the body. In his anguish the
prisoner could but repeat to himself the prayer of the
divine Sufferer who had trodden the path before him :
“If it be possible, let this cup pass from me: nevertheless,
Thy will, not mine, be done.”

It was when the condemned man was engaged in this
desperate spiritual struggle that Marian and her brother
entered the cell. The pitying jailer set down his lamp,
and retiring, left the three in the prison together. Marian,
her dishevelled hair falling over her shoulders, her blue
eyes swollen with weeping, threw herself on her knees
before her betrothed ; then, when he made an attempt
to raise her, she sobbed on his neck, and with passionate
earnestness implored him to accept the king’s proffered
mercy, to save himself by one word—to live jfor her.
Dickon, standing a little aside, was a silent and distressed
spectator of the painful scene, where a woman, fair and
beloved, implored a condemned prisoner to have mercy
on himself and on one who could not—would not live
without him ! :

“ Marian, Marian! you should have spared me this!”
was Badby’s exclamation of pain. It was no strength-
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ening angel that had come to his prison cell; it was as
if the tempter himself had appeared in the form of an
angel of light.

“Take her away, brother, take her away!” cried
Badby, when the anguish of seeing Marian’s grief and
hearing her passionate words had almost passed his
power of endurance. “ Even for her I cannot—dare not
—will not deny my faith!”

“Then you do not love me, you never have loved me!”
exclaimed Marian, amidst choking sobs. “And you do
not care for your mother’s helpless misery; you are
willing to leave her to starve—to die—unless others
show to her the mercy which she does not find in her
own son!”

Badby bit his lip in almost unendurable pain.

“Who will help her when her own son deserts her ?”
cried Marian.

“Qod will help her,” faltered Badby, and he mo-
tioned with his manacled arm a mute entreaty to
Dickon to end an interview which inflicted torture in-
deed. Dickon came forward and laid his hand on his
sister’s shoulder.

“ Marian, we must end this,” he said ; “ you do but add
to his grief. You must not unnerve him at a time like
this” Firmly though gently, whilst he himself was
trembling with agitation, Dickon tried to unloose his
sister’s clinging grasp.

Then Marian suddenly collapsed her face, which ha,d
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been flushed with excitement, turned deadly pale, her
eyelids drooped, and she fainted away.

Badby pressed one long passionate kiss upon Marian’s
brow, and then resigned her to the arms of her brother.
“This must be our last meefing,” he said, as he grasped
the youth’s hand; “I could not go through this ordeal

»

again.
And yet that terrible interview had not been without

its compensation ; it had given John Badby a glimpse of
a truth to which he had too persistently tried to shut
his eyes: Marian, worldly in her joys, worldly in her
sorrows, without fixed principles or deep-rooted faith,
was not the woman to have made him happy.

When left again in solitude after the struggle in which
grace had won the victory, a strange feeling of peace stole
over the martyr’s soul. The bitterness of death seemed
passed ; he could almost hear the Master's “ Well done.”
The prisoner could now lay himself down on the straw
and take his rest, conscious of the presence of a protecting
wing above him. His pains would soon be over; how
brief they would seem when he should, on the morrow,
behold the face of his Lord! Verse after verse of com-
fort crowded on the memory of John, as if whispered by
unseen angels. It was with the words on his mind, J
will fear mo evil : for Thou art with me, that the weary,
but no longer unhappy, victim of Rome’s cruelty fell
into a long, deep sleep.

There was no such sleep that night for Guy Dunn.
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He too, like his rival, had been smitten in the hour of
his success; but not by man. A fell disease which,
not for the first time, had laid the wicked man low
had again suddenly come upon him. It was when he
seemed to triumph in the fulfilment of his evil designs
that the murderer was arrested in his career. Guy Dunn
lay that night, and for many nights more, writhing on
a luxurious bed, from which he was never to rise. He
was haunted by terrible dreams. Now he was struggling
again with the king, whom he—one of Exton’s band—
had helped to murder. Anon he felt the iron grasp of
the blacksmith upon his throat, and in vain, in the
horrible nightmare, tried to wrench himself free. Let
us draw a curtain over such a death-bed scene. Peace
may come to the sufferer, peace to the bereaved, peace to
the martyr with the stake and faggots before him ; but
to holy peace the bosom of guilt is a stranger: There is
no peace, saith my God, to the wicked.



CHAPTER XIX.
TRUE AND TRIED.

WiTH slow and measured clang tolled the bell of Smith-
field on the following morn. Almost before sunrise the
wide area was filled by a dense crowd of spectators
come to see the Lollard suffer. Some mocked, but more
pitied. Every eye gazed on the thick stake with its
heavy iron chain, and the huge bundles of faggots piled
around it to consume a living human form. Men-at-
arms with halberds kept a clear space around the stake,
and staves were freely used when the swarming mass of
people came too near. Monks and friars mixed with .
the crowd, making comments on the enormity of the
crime for which Badby was to die. There was a plat-
form on which one tonsured priest took his stand, to
perform the mockery of preaching a sermon to the inno-
cent man about to suffer.

Presently there was a murmured “ Here they come!”
and, surrounded by a strong body of men armed with

bills and bows to prevent any chance of rescue, the
(@87) 12
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smith, with clanking fetters on his ankles, and manacles
on his wrists, came slowly advancing to his death. John
Badby towered in height above those around him, so
that his pale but resolute face could be plainly seen
even by those at some distance. Save in that paleness
and the compression of his lips, he showed no sign of
fear. The victim was fastened to the stake, and then
. the so-called sermon began. It was an exhortation to
recant, to be reconciled to holy Church, before enduring
pains which would otherwise be but a foretaste of pangs
never-ending. Badby did not hear a word of the ser-
mon ; his eyes were raised to the sky, and his thought
was, “ Will it open before me, as it did before Stephen ?
If not, I shall see Him—within an hour!”

Before the tedious harangue was ended, there was
a movement and stir amongst the crowd behind the
stake. Badby could not turn his head to look, but he
saw that the eyes of people in front were turned in one
direction, and then he heard exclamations of “See her!
she will come—she is forcing her way through!” Like
a cold thrill came on Badby the fear that Marian was
coming to make another attempt to shake his constancy
even at the last. It would be horrible to have her
there at such a moment, to utter her wild entreaties,
and to witness that which might turn her brain! But
it was not Marian who with desperate resolution was
elbowing and pushing her way through the mass of
spectators, and who, aided by some friendly hands, was
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enabled, flushed and panting, at length to gain a place
within the sight and hearing of John.

“I must see him—I must speak with him!” cried
Dame Marjory’s loud, strong voice; “I bear him a
message from his mother!”

At that word the crowd gave way, even the preacher
stopped to listen, and Badby, with some agitation, called
out: “Speak, speak! how fares she? what does she
say ?”

“She says "——there was a lull of silence amongst the
crowd as Marjory’s voice rose Ioud and clear— ¢ Tell my
boy that he has his mother’s blessing, and the blessing
of Him whose cross he bears. Bid my son remember
the promise of Christ: Be thow faithful unto death, and
I will give thee a crown of life’”

“Go back and tell her,” cried Badby from the stake,
“that her son, by God’s grace, will show himself not
unworthy of such a mother!”

The short colloquy, heard at a considerable distance,
awakened such admiring sympathy in the crowd that
some even clapped their hands.

“Set fire to the faggots at once!” cried the presiding
sheriff, who feared that such sympathy might take a
practical form, and a rush be made to release the
Lollard.

But ere the command could be obeyed, another inter-
ruption occurred. Again it came from the direction
behind the stake, so that it was only by the confused
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cries from amongst the crowd that Badby knew what
was passing.

“The royal livery—horsemen ! the prince—the Prince
of Wales! Make way, masters, make way! A pardon !
he brings a pardon!”

Then indeed the flush of hope rose to Badby’s pale
cheek. Life was sweet. Like the three Jews of old,
was he to be saved from the fiery trial, and come forth
to praise his Deliverer ?

It was far easier for Prince Harry, on his high-mettled
steed, to make his way towards the stake than it had
been for good Dame Marjory. The royal boy had
horsemen and attendants on foot with him ; the foremost
of the latter was Dickon. The crowd fell back to the
right and left before the heir to the throme. Prince
Harry was soon so near to the fettered victim that
there was no difficulty in conversation being held be-
tween them. The youth reined in his foaming steed,
and with his right hand held out a parchment signed
and sealed.

“It is not for a fine fellow like you, a bold English-
man, I trow, and more fitted to exchange blows with
the French than to be burned alive like a wizard—it is
not for you to feed the flames. What know you, son of
the hammer, of doctrines or dogmas ? leave them to the
priests. You have but to say I recant, and your fetters
shall fall, and you shall step forth free, with his grace

‘”

the king’s forgiveness, my favour, and a pension to boot!
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The flush had faded from Badby’s cheek, and the
short-lived hope from his heart. “Thanks, noble prince,”
he said firmly ; “ but I cannot recant. I would rather die
than be false to the truth.”

“ What know you of truth or error—you, an unlettered

man? This is sheer obstinacy or womanish superstition.
" Have you nothing to live for, that you are so eager to
die?” The question was impatiently asked, for Harry
cared not to have his will crossed, and he was provoked
to find his determination to save the smith foiled by
what he deemed reasonless, dogged resistance.

“1 cannot recant,” was Badby’s reply.

“Then perish in your folly!” cried Harry, making
his horse back a few steps as fire was applied to a faggot
which kindled, crackled, and then, being damp, sent up
a volume of smoke.

“0 God, take care of my mother!” cried John, in a
voice that at that moment of supreme trial sounded to
the prince like a groan.

“He recants, he recants!” exclaimed Harry, and his
cry was echoed by the crowd. “Pluck away the
faggots!” shouted out the excited young prince; and
the order was instantly obeyed. The wood which had
ignited was thrust away from the stake, and the smoul-
dering flame was extinguished by the eager hands of
Dickon.

“Put it back !” said Badby firmly ; “ God will enable
me to endure, and to be faithful unto death !”
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These were the last words which the martyr was
heard to utter. The faggot was replaced beside the rest,
and again the torch was applied. Again rose a volume
of smoke, thicker and denser than the last; it shrouded
the Lollard’s form, and it performed a work of mercy,
for it also caused suffocation. When the flames at last
sent up their tongues of fire, they but enwrapped a form
from which the brave spirit had fled. John Badby’s
had been a short and comparatively painless path to

glory.

NOTE.

Three brief historical accounts of Badby’s martyrdom shall be
inserted here, that the reader may judge how closely fiction has
followed fact.

“A layman, John Badbie, was committed to the flames in the
presence of the Prince of Wales for a denial of transubstantiation.
The groans of the sufferer were taken for a recantation, and the
prince ordered the fire to be plucked away ; but the offer of life and
a pension failed to break the spirit of the Lollard, and he was again
hurled back to his doom.”—Green’s “ History of the People of En-
gl(z"d. ”

“ Arundel, Archbishop of Canterbury, was a chief persecutor of
the Lollards. One of them, of the name of Badby, was sentenced to
be burned at Smithfield. He was tied to a stake, and faggots were
piled around him, which were just going to be set on fire when the
Prince of Wales rode up to him, and besought him to renounce his
opinions and save his life, promising him to give him enough to live
comfortably upon if he would do so. The poor man thanked the
prince with many expressions of gratitude, but said that as he firmly
believed his opinions to be true; he would not sacrifice his conscience
to save his life. When the faggots were set on fire, the prince came
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again and entreated him to recant, but he continued steadfast as
before, and was accordingly burned.”—Markham’s “ History of En-
gland.?

“ A poor smith, John Badby, was picked out for the second victim,
and burned in the same place where Sawtre had perished before
him. The Prince of Wales, who was present, vainly endeavoured to
shake the Lollard’s constancy by the offer of life and a yearly pen-
sion.”



CHAPTER XX.
A CHAPTER SOON ENDED.

As soon as the crowd that wedged her in began to move
and disperse so as to allow her a passage, Dame Mar-
jory, pale and haggard, made her way out of the throng.
Dickon, trembling and speechless with agitation, had
come to the side of his aunt. The last terrible twenty-
four hours had changed the gay, light-hearted youth into
a thoughtful man. The twain hurried on side by side,
but not a word was exchanged between them : the hearts
of both were too full for speech.

“ How shall I break this to my poor Marian ?” was
the thought of the brother.

“How will John’s mother endure this fearful trial ?”
reflected Marjory. “It will. be some comfort to her to
know that I carried her message, and to hear his brave
reply. It was hard work to get near emough to the
stake, but I would have pushed on had it cost me my
life!”

After a long, rapid walk, Marjory and her nephew
arrived at Boniface Lane; then turning down Bird’s
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Alley, hurried up the stair up and down which John
had so often carried his mother. At the sound of their
steps, Lilian, who had been left with the widow, gently
opened the door, and raised her finger to her lips to
enjoin silence. .

“We must not disturb her; she has fallen asleep,”
whispered the girl.

“Hers will be a woful awakening,” said Dame Mar-
jory, as, followed by Dickon, she entered Dame Alice’s
little sleeping apartment, and went straight up to the
bed, on which lay a form—very still. Dame Marjory
looked down on it for a moment, and then said, “ She
will never awake on earth. God has indeed heard
John’s prayer, and taken care of his mother. She and
her son are already in glory together.”

It was indeed so; neither had survived to endure the
loss of the other. Lovely in life, in death they were
not divided. The countenance of Alice expressed sweet
peace, calmest repose.

“ Death found her—utter not that word !
The sufferer prostrate lay ;
A gentle apgel softly came
. And kissed her soul away.
Then o’er the placid face remained
A look of tranquil bliss,

As if the lifeless clay retained
The impress of that kiss.”



CHAPTER XXIL
AFTER SEVEN YEARS.

WE will pass over seven years, and give the reader a
glance at some of the characters which have been intro-
duced into this tale.

We shall not find the Patons in Boniface Lane.
Though the tasselled boot still hangs over the entrance
to the shop, another name is above it. When Peterkin
died, some two years after the time when my story com-
menced, Dickon, who was his heir, sold the business at
once. He was weary of London life ; he had renounced
the hollow pleasures of the court on the day when Badi)y
died. Dickon longed to be in the free country, drinking
its pure air, pursuing its healthful occupations, and hold-
ing Lollard opinions in a place where envious tongues
were not likely to denounce him for heresy. Dickon
knew that his aunt’s desire had long been to reside on
her own little freehold at Greenwich. He enlarged her
house, added to the acres around it, farmed them, and
became a flourishing country squire. It was a curious
transformation for the former jester. Few who saw
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Dickon riding through his fields of corn, shearing his
flocks, or selling his beeves at a fair, would have
imagined the very handsome, intelligent farmer to be
one who had ever worn the fool’s cap and bells. But in
his home, and amongst the friends whom his free hos-
pitality draws around him, Dickon’s wit and jests still
make him the life of the circle. He is still overflowing
with fun.

Dame Marjory, very little changed by time, still erect,
still holding firmly to her own opinions, will pause in
one of her oft-repeated stories of past times to listen to
Dickon’s playful account of yesterday’s adventure at the
fair—how he had outwitted the fox who was robbing
his farm of the geese, or the thief who had broken into
his larder at night.

Dickon is almost the only person who can succeed in
bringing a smile to Marian’s face. Though still young
in years, the stooping form, drawn features, and languid,
listless manner of the former Pink of Boniface Lane,
make her appear a middle-aged woman, at least ten
years older than her twin. Marian, weak in mind, and
with spirits broken by the shock of her lover’s death,
has no resemblance now to any flower, unless it be a
faded lily. On coming to her aunt’s picturesque gabled
farm, Marian brought her little treasures with her, and
they adorn her chamber under the low-browed roof of
thatch. There is a faded sampler, an old cushion, a manu-
script, & bow and a quiver with arrows, and a chalk draw-
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ing on the wall representing King Richard and his queen.
The relic most prized of all is an iron frame delicately
wrought, with a pattern of intertwined M’s—an orna-
ment meant to hold wood for the fire. But no faggot
is ever placed in that frame, nor is one speck of dust
or spot of rust ever suffered to rest upon it. Marian
allows no one but herself even to touch it. A question
as to what the frame was meant for, casually asked by a
stranger, brought on a flood of tears. The poor maiden
has been given charge of the flower-beds in the pretty
garden, and she listlessly waters and tends the blossoms.
To make posies for the sick is almost the sole amuse-
ment of Marian’s joyless, colourless life. The betrothed
of John Badby seldom speaks of her martyred lover,
but she has been overheard murmuring to herself, “I
was not worthy of him, and so God took him away.”

But on the day on which we propose to visit Friern
Hp.tch, even Marian’s feet move more quickly, and her
thin hands are fastening up garlands made of April’s
brightest flowers. Dame Marjory has been more than
usually busy in the kitchen, from which comes a savoury,
inviting scent. Dickon’s wife is to introduce to a goodly
company of neighbours and friends his little son and
heir, and grand must be the feast to do honour to such
an important event.

Dickon, in wild spirits, brings the babe into the sitting-
room, thronged with smiling guests. The little one is
covered with a beautiful veil: it was, seven years ago,
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Dickon’s own gift to his twin, to be worn on her bridal
day.

The infant is first placed in the hands of his smiling,
happy mother. In the pleasant, comely young dame,
whose face beams with pure happiness, we can scarcely
recognize the poor household drudge of former days.
Lilian is almost as much changed as Marian, but in a
different way. If the one is a faded flower, the other
is the bud expanded into the goodly blossom under the
genial rays of the sun. The lowly has been exalted.
Lilian makes a capital housewife ; for which she gives
all the credit to Dame Marjory’s teaching. In the home,
in the farm, amongst her husband’s tenants or other
poorer neighbours, Lilian Paton is a general blessing.
Marjory, no mean judge, is more than satisfied with her
nephew’s choice. Dickon not only loves but is very
proud of his wife.

“ You must not keep the child all to yourself, Lilian,”
says Dame Marjory, taking up the babe in her still
strong and vigorous arms. She carries him about to be
duly admired by the guests, as infants usually are on
such happy occasions.

“What is to be his name ?” asks one of his guests.
“I suppose Richard, after his father.”

“No; his name will be John,” is Dame Marjory’s reply.

“I suppose in honour of the saint ?”

“In honour of a saint and a martyr too,” says Mar-
jory, bending to kiss the fair infant’s brow, perhaps to
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hide her own emotion. “Baby was born on the seventh
anniversary of a day which was to us one of bitter
grief, when Dame Alice died on her bed, and her son in
the flames at Smithfield. But it was a grand birthday
for them,” continued the aged woman, raising her head
almost proudly,—“a better birthday than that which
brought this little cherub into a world of sin and woe.
Our poor Marian loves the babe as her own; he will be
something to brighten her life. She is so much gratified
that the name of ‘John Badby’ should be given to her
brother’s first-born son. It is a name which should never
be forgotten—not by our family, no, nor by England
neither. It is one which is written in heaven—it is one
which the angels know ; for amongst the glorious army of
martyrs, those who were faithful unto death, is he who
endured to the end—John Badby, brave and true-hearted,

THE BLACKSMITH OF BONIFACE LANE.”



Favourite Stories by A. L. O. E.

Exiles in Babylon ; or, Children of
Light. With 34 Engravings.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 5s.

A lively tale, in which are skilfully
g:rodluced lectures on the history of
niel.

Hebrew Heroes. A Tale founded
on Jewish History. With 28 En-
gravings. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
gilt edges. Price 5s.

A story founded on that stirring period
of Jewish history, the wars of Judas
Maccabeeus. The tale is beautifully and
truthfully told, and presents a faithful
picture of the perdod and the people.

Pictures of St. Peter in an En-
glish Home. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges. Price 5s.

“A. L. 0. E. invokes the aid of enter-
taining dialogue, and probadbly may
have more readers than all the other
awnriters on St. Peter put together....The
book is brilliantly written.”—PRESBY-
TERIAN MESSENGER.

Rescued from Egypt. With 28
Engravings. Crown 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges. Price 5s.
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by illustrations from the history of Moses
and the people of Israel.

The Shepherd of Bethlehem.

With 40 Engravings. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. Price 5s.
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Claudia. A Tale. Post 8vo, cloth

extra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

A tale for the young. Difference be-
tween intellectual and spiritual life.
Pride of intellect and self-confidence
humbled, and true happiness gained at
last along with true humility.

Idols in the Heart. With Eight
Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

A tale for the young. The story of a
young wife and stepmother. Idols in
the family—pride, pleasure, self-will,
and too blind affection—discovered and
dethroned.

The Lady of Provence ; or, Hum-
bled and Healed. A Tale of the
First French Revolution. Post
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

A pious English girl made a blessing
to her French mistressin the terrible scenes
of the Revolution; illustrative of the
Scripture story of Naaman, the Syrian
general. .

On the Way; or, Places Passed
by Pilgrims. With 12 Illustra-
tions. Post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt
edges. Price 3s.

A tale for the young, illustrative of a
variety of incidents in Bunyan’s Pilgrim.

The Spanish Cavalier. With 8
Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

A tale illustrative of modern life in
Spain, and incidentally of the events of
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they relate to the recent awakening of
Protestant religious feeling.

The Young Pilgrim, A Tale II-

lustrating the *‘ Pilgrim’s Pro-
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ost 8vo, cloth extra, gﬁ? edges.
Price 3s.

A Child’s Companion to the ““ Pilgrim’s
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tdeas of that wonderful allegory within
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Precepts in Practice ; or, Stories
Illustrating the Proverbs. With
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8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.
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events of everyday life illustrate some -
truth taught by the wise King Solomon.
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Favourite Stories by A. L. O. E.

The Crown of Success; or, Four
Heads to Furnish. With Eight
Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

An allegorical tale for the young. The
Jour cottages of Head taken and fur-
nished by Dame Desley’s four children,
with the help of their friend, Mr. Learn-
ing. This book i8 of unusual interest to
children, and very instructive. Suited
Jor ages from ten to twelve years.

Cyril Ashley. A Tale. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

An English tale for young persons,
{llustrative of some of the practical les-
sons to be learned from the Scripture
story of Jonah the prophet.

The Giant Killer ; or, The Battle
which All must Fight. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

A tale for the young, illustrating  the
battle which all must fight” against the
Giants Sloth, Selfishness, Untruth, Hate,
and Pride.

House Beautiful; or, The Bible
Museum. Post 8vo, cloth extra,
gilt edges. Price 3s.

“A gallery of Scripture portraits.”
Short chapters on the most remarkable
scenes and incidents of Scripture history.
With pictorial illustrations.

The Silver Casket ; or, The World
and its Wiles. Illustrated. Post
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

A tale for the young ; partly an alle-
gory ; with scenes in the Palaceof Deceits,
the Forest of Temptation, etc.

War and Peace. A Tale of the
Retreatfrom Cabul in 1842. With
Eight Plates. Post 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

This sketch of one of the saddest pas-
sages in our hi has been chigfly
drawn from *“ Lady Sale's Journal.”

A Wreath of Indian Stories.
Post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 3s.

Ten tales of native life in India; and
ten short stories, illustrative of the Com-
mandments. These stories describe, in
Oriental style, the everyday scenes and
customs of native life.

Battling with the World ; or, The
Roby Family. Illustrated. Post
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 2s. 6d.

This tale forms a sequel to “‘The
Giant-Killer ; or, The Battle which AU
must Fight,” by the same Author.

Flora; or, Self-Deception. Illus-
trated. Post 8vo, cloth extra,
gilt edges. Price 2s. 6d.

The good seed springing up among
stones and thorns, with too little root te
bear “fruit with patience,” or to with-
stand the force of temptation. A tals
Jor the young.

The Haunted Room. A Tale
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s 6d.
An interesting tale, intended to warn
against nervous and superstitious fears
and weakness, and show remedy of
Christian courage and presence of mind.

The Mine; or, Darkness and
Light. Illustrated. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 2s. 6d.

A tale for the young of a somewhat
allegorical character, in which it is shown
that Faith and Religion are sure guides
through the most difficult paths in life.
The incidents of the story are absorbing
without being of a sensational character.

Miracles of Heavenly Love in
Daily Life. With Eight En-
gravings. Post 8vo, cloth extra,
gilt edges. Price 2s. 6d.

Twelve tales (some of the same charac-
ters in them all) illustrative of many of
our Lord’s miracles; showing that mir-
acles of God’s love, which should not be
overlooked or undervalued, often occur
in the common events of life.
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Favourite Stories, etc., by A. L. O. E.

The Blacksmith of Boniface Lane.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s. 6d.

A tale having an historical basis. Its
hero is John Badby, the Lollard black-
smith, who perished at the stake. The
incidents and characters are portrayed
with all the fresh and picturesq
common to A. L. 0. E.’s works.

Beyond the Black Waters. A

ale. Post 8vo, cl. ex. 2s. 6d.

A story dlustrating the truth that
£ sorrow tracketh wrong,” and that there
can be no peace of conscience till sin has
been confessed both to God and man, and
Jorgiveness obtained. The scene is laid
chiefly in British Burmah.

Harold’s Bride. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s. 6d.

An dinteresting story, written in the
author’s characteristic style, and afford-
ing instructive glimpses of the hardships
and dangers of missionary life in the
rural districts of India.

Pride and His Prisoners. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A tale for the young, partly allegori-
cal, to show the fatal effects of pride on
character and happiness.

Rambles of a Rat. Illustrated.
Post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 2s. 6d.

A rat telling his own story, with many
Jacts of the natural history and habits
of rats.

The Robbers’ Cave. A Story of
Ttaly. Illustrated. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 2s. 6d.

A tale for the young. The adventures
of an English youth among Italian
brigands. With tinted illustrations.

The Triumph over Midian. With
Frontispiece and Vignette. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A tale for the young, illustrative of
the Scripture history of Gideon.

Fairy Know-a-Bit; or, A Nut- |

shell of Knowledge. With up-
wards of 40 Engravings. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

Fairy Frisket ; or, Peeps at Insect
aLJ;Ka. With ’upwa.rds of 50 En-
gravings. Post 8vo, cl. ex.” 2s.

Fairy teachers (a sequel to * Fairy
Know-a-Bit”), and lessons from insect
life and natural history.

The Holiday Chaplet of Stories.
With Eight Engravings. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

Thirty - eight short stories for the
young.

My Neighbour’s Shoes ; or, Feel-
ing for Others. Illustrated. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 1s.

A fairy tale, enforcing the duty and
happiness of kindness and sympathy to-
wards all around us.

Old Friends with New Faces.
Illustrated. Post 8vo,.cl. ex. 1ls.
A tale for children, in which some old
Javourite stories—Bluebeard, the Fisher-
man and the Genii, etc.—are introduced
in an allegorical form, with incidents
that illustrate them.

Parliament in the Playroom ; or,
Law and Order made Amusing.
With Illustrations. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

The Sunday Chaplet of Stories.
With Eight Engravings. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

The thirty-two stories in this volume
are suitable for Sunday reading. Chris-
tian principles are taught in them with-
out heaviness or dulness. It is a good
book for the home circle, or for the Sun-
day school.

The Golden Fleece; or, Who
Wins the Prize? New Edition.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

The Story of a Needle. Illus-
trated. Foolscap 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 1s. 68.

A tale for the young, interwoven with
a description of the manufacture, uses,
and adventures of a needle.
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A. L. O. E’s Books for the Young.

Edith and her Ayah, and Other
Stories. With numerous Engrav-
ings. Cloth extra. Price ls.

Fifteen short stories for the young.

A Friend in Need, and Other
Stories. With Seven Engrav-
ings. Cloth extra. Price ls.

Eight short tales for young readers.

Good for Evil, and Other Stories.
With 14 Engravings. Cloth ex-
tra. Price Is.

Nine short tales for young readers.

The Hymn my Mother Taught
Me, and Other Stories. “gith
24 Engravings. Cloth extra. ls.

Fourteen short tales for young readers.

The Olive Branch, and Other
Stories. With 16 Illustrations.
Cloth extra. Price 1s.

Seventecen short stories for young
readers

Txa, Again, and Other Stories.

ith numerous Engravings.
Cloth extra. Price ls.

Sixteen short tales for young readers.

Upwards and Downwards, and
Other Stories. With 16 Illustra-
tions. Cloth extra. Price ls.

Seven short tales for young readers.

Wings and Stings. With Six
Engravings. Cloth Extra. 1ls.
A. L. 0. E. is perhaps unequalled as
a writer of allegories for children. In
this volume the bees are made to afford
lessons in many virtues that children
should acquire. It is suitable for either
boys or girls.

Stories of the Wars of the Jews.
From the Babylonish Captivity
to the Destruction of Jerusalem
by Titus. With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and 44 Illustrations.
Cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

The A. L. O. E. Series.
Cloth extra. Price 6d. each.
Every Cloud has a Silver Lining.

The Backward Swing.
The Tiny Red Night-cap.
The Message of Hope.
Only a Little.

The Brother's Return.
The Victory.

The Truant Kitten.

Each volume of this series contains
JSive or six pretty stories by A. L. 0. E.,
conveying some good moral lesson.

Books by A. L. O. E.

In 1s. Packets.

Packet 1.—The Little Sower, and
Other Stories.
1. The Little Sower.—2. Thorns and
Flowers.—3. The White Robe.—. Trusted
and Trusty.

Packet 2.—The Best Friend, and
Other Stories.
1. The Best Friend.—2. The Soldier's
Child.—8. The Little Light.—}. Are all
Saved ?

Packet 15.—Stories Illustrating
the Proverbs.
1. Courage and Candour.—2. A Friend
in Need. dc.

Packet 18.—Storiesby A.L.O. E.

1. Upwards and Downwards.—2. A

Friend in Need.—3. The Great Plague.
—k Good for Evil. <ec.

Packet 39.—Storiesby A.L.O. E.
Packet A.
1. Good-bye.—2. Donw't be Too Sure.—
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Young Lady’s Library.

The Heiress of Wylmington.
By EVELYN EVERETT- GREEN,
Author of ““True to the Last,” etc.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 58. Cheaper Edition, 4s.

““ There are some remarks in its pages
with which sensible people of every creed
and every shade of opinion can scarcely
fail to sympathize.... It is pl ily
and prettily told.”-SATURDAY REVIEW.

Temple’s Trial; or, For Life or
Death. By EvELYN EVERETT-
GREEN, Author of *The Heiress
of Wylmington,” etc. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges.
Price 5s. Cheaper Edition, 4s.

An interesting study of character,
going mainly to show the beauty of a
quiet, manly Christian life; on the other
hand the terrible moral degradation to
which selfishness unchecked may lead.

Winning the Victory ; or, Di Pen-
nington’s Reward. A Tale. By
EvELYN EVERETT-GREEN, Author
of ¢“ The Heiress of \Vylmingbon,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 3s.6d

A very interesting tals for young
people. The charm of a thoroughly un-
selfish character is displayed, and in one
of an opposite description the idol Self is
at last dethroned.

Rinaultrie. By Mrs. MILNE-RAE,
Author of *“Morag: A Story of
Highland Life,” etc. Crown 8vo,

glt top. DPrice bs. Cheaper
dition, 48

“ We heartily commend this fresh,
healthy, and carefully-written tale, with
its truthful and vivid pictures of Scottish
life.”—ABERDEEN FREE PRESs.

On Angels’ Wings ; or, The Story
of Little Violet of Edelsheim.
Bythe Hon. Mrs. GREENE, Author
of ¢ The Grey House on the Hill,”
etc. Crown 8vo, gilt edges.
Price 53. Cheaper Edition, 4s.

““Is interesting from the intensity of
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—LITERARY WORLD.

Mine Own People. By Louisa
M. Gray, Author of ¢Nelly’s
Teachers,” etc. Crown 8vo. Price
58. Cheaper Edition, 4s.

It is @ work of great human inlerest,
and all the more is it human because it
recognizes the supreme human interest—
namely, that of religion, and the strength,
purity, and gladness which religion
brings to them who receive it in its sim~
plicity and power. A wholesome, sug-
gestive, and wisely-stimulating book for
young women.

Nelly’s ‘Teachers, and what they
Learned. By Louisa M. Gray,
Author of ‘‘ Ada and Gerty,” etc.
Post 8vo, cl. ex., gilt ed. 3s.

A tale for the young. Aliceand Lina,
while themselves children, trying to teach
on Sunday evenings a very young and
tignorant child, become learners also in
the best sense of the word.

Ada and Ger(tly ; or, Hand in Hand
Heavenward. A Story of School
Life. By Louisa GRAy,
Author of ‘ Dunalton,” etc. Post
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

A touching story of two girls, giving
an interesting ¢ of their educat
and school experiences.

The Children of Abbotsmuir
Manse. A Tale for the Young.
By Louisa M. Gray, Author of
‘“Nelly’s Teachers,” etc. Post
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s.

“This is a book we should like to see
in the hands of children. It will help
them to be both happy and good.”—
DALY REVIEW.

Dunalton. The Story of Jack and
his Guardians. By Louisa M.
GRrAY, Author of ‘Nelly's
Teachers,” ¢ Ada and Gerty,” ete.
Tllustrated. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra, gilt edges. Price 3s.

““A well-conceived, well-told, and deeply
interesting story.” —PRESBYTERIAN
MESSENGER.
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The Girls’ Own Library.

FIVE BOOKS BY ‘‘PANSY.”

A New Graft on the Family Tree.
By Paxsy. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 2s.

A young wife goes with her husband to
his father's country home, and by her
tact and religious influence brings a
blessing there.

Esther Reid. By Pansy, Author
of ““ A Hedge Fence,” “ Side by
Side,” “ A New Graft on the
Family Tree,” etc. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

Following Heavenward ; or, The
Story of Alfred Reid. By Pansy,
Author of ““ A New Graft on the
Family Tree,” ¢ Esther Reid,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s.

Out in the World. By Pansy,
Author of “ A New Graft on the
Family Tree,” ‘“ A Hedge Fence,”

_ete. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s.

Workers Together ; or, An End-
less Chain. By Pansy, Author
of ‘“Esther Reid,” ‘A New Graft
on the Family Tree,” etc. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

““ The reader will find it hard to resist
the skill of their dramatic narrative
style, and their vivid presentment of
various types of character. There are
two distinct impressions which ¢ Pansy’s’
stories will leave on most people—those
of the intense earnestness of her own con-
victions, and of her sense of the need of
bringing religion into all the details of
every-day life.”—SooTTISH LEADER.

Anna Lee. 7The Maiden—The
Wife—The Mother. By T. S.
ARrTHUR. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s.

A tale. Fidelity to the duties of one
relation prepares for happiness in the
next: a good daughter will be a good
wife and mother.

Annie Donaldson; or, Evenings
in a Happy Home. By Miss
M<INTosH. A Tale. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

Christmas holidays in a country-house,
each evening enlivened by a story, con-
nected with one of a series of drawings
Jrom the portfolio of an artist visitor.

Georgie Merton ; or, Only a Girl
By FLorENCE HARRINGTON. With
Ili'ustrations. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s.

A most interesting tale for young
people, with admirable etched illustra-
tions. The heroine, “only a girl,” isa
noble example of courage, spirit, and
Jortitude.

Little Susy’s Six Birthdays, and
Other Stories. By the Author of
‘¢ Stepping Heavenward,” etc.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

A beautiful new edition of Mrs. Pren-
tiss's well-known and charming stories
Jor children. It contains ‘‘Siz Birth
days,” ‘“ Six Teachers,” and * Little Ser-
vants,” in one volume.

Not Thrown Away, but Given;
or, The Story of Marion’s Hero.
By Mrs. G. S. REANEY, Author
of ‘Daisy Snowflake’s Secret,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s.

A clever and instructive story of self-
sacrifice, illustrated in a mother becom-
ing a teetotaler in order to save her son,
and a talented young man devoting his
life to lay-mission work among the poor
of a low district in London.

Willing to be Useful ; or, Prin-
ciple and Duty Illustrated in the
Story of Edith Allison. Illus-
trated. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s.

This story contains the varied experi-
ences of a young lady, who, anxious to
be of use to others, interests herself in
Sunday-school and other similar work.
It is an 4 tive to persistent i
ance in well-doing.
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Self-Effort Series.

The Achievements of Youth. By
the Rev. RoBeErT STEEL, D.D.,
Ph.D., Author of ‘‘Lives Made
Sublime,” ¢ Doing Good,” etc.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price
3s. 6d.

Famous Artists. Michael Angelo
—Leonardo da Vinci—Raphael—
Titian—Murillo—Rubens—Rem-
brandt. By Saran K. BoLtoN.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.

Interesting biographies of Michael An-
gelo, Da Vinci, Raphael, Titian, Murillo,
Rubens, and Rembrandt. The book also
contains critical and other notices by
Vasari, Passavant, Taine, Crowe and
Cavalcaselle, etc., which are both interest-
ing and instructive.

Doing Good ; or, The Christian in
Walks of Usefulness. Illustrated
by Examples. By the Rev. R.
SteeL, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s. 6d.

A series of short biographical sketches
of Christians remarkable for various
kinds of usefulness, for example and en-
couragement to others.

General Grant's Life. (From the
Tannery to the White House.)
Story of the Life of Ulysses S.
Grant: his Boyhood, Youth,
Manhood, Public and Private
Life and Services. By WiLLIamM
M. THAYER, Author of ¢ From
Log Cabin to White House,”
etc. With Portrait, Vignette,
etc. Reprinted complete from
the American Edition. 400
pages. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
gilt side and edges. Price 3s. 6d.
Cheaper Edition, 2s. 6d.

Eamest Men: Their Life and
Work. By the late Rev. W. K.
Tweebig, D.D. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s. 6d.

Contains biographical sketches of emi-
nent patriots, heroes for the truth, philan-
thropists, and men of science.

The Young Huguenots; or, The
Soldiers of the Cross. A Story
of the Seventeenth Century. %{
“FLEuR DE Lys.” With Six Il-
lustrations. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 3s. 6d.

Heroes of the Desert. The Story
of the Lives of Moffat and Living-
stone. By the Author of ‘ Mary
Powell.” New and Enlarged
Edition, with numerous Illustra-
tions and two Portraits. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d.

In this handsome new edition the story
of Dr. Moffat is completed ; a sketch being
given of the principal incidents in the
last twenty years of his life.

Lives Made Sublime by Faith
and Works. By the Rev. R.
STEEL, D.D., Author of ‘‘Doing
Good,” ete. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 3s. 6d.

A volume of short biographical sketches
of Christian men, eminent and useful in
various walks of life,—as Hugh Miller,
Sir Henry Havelock, Robert Flockhart, ete.

Noble Women of Our Time. By
JosepH JounsoN, Author of
¢ Living in Earnest,” etc. With
Accounts of the Work of Misses
De Broén, Whately, Carpenter,
F. R. Havergal, Macpherson,
Sister Dora, etc. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s. 6d.

A hand lume, g short
biographies of many Christian women,
whose lives have been devoted to mission-
ary and philanthropic work — Sister
Dora, Mrs. Tait, Frances Havergal, ete.

Self-Effort ; or, The True Method
of Attaining Success in Life. By
JosEPH JOHNSON, Authorof ‘“Liv-
ing in Earnest,” etc. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d.

This book of example and encourage-
ment has been written to induce earnest-
ness in life, the illustrations being draawon
Jrom recent books of biography.
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“Living to Purpose” Series.

General Graat's Life. (From the
Tannery to the White House.)
Story of the Life of Ulysses 8.
Grant: his Boyhood, Youth,
Manhood, Public and Private
Life and Services, By WiLLiam
M. THAYER, Author of ‘From
Log Cabin to White House,”
etc. With Portrait, Vignette,
etc. Reprinted complete from
the American Edition. 400
pages. Crown 8vo, cloth extra,
g’]t side and edges. Price 3s. 6d.

heaper Edition, 2s. 6d.

Success in Life. A Book for Young
Men. With Plates. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 3s,

The great principles of action which,
under God, secure “ success in life "—per-
severance, industry, integrity, economy,
eto.—illustrated by many examples.

“Yet There is Room.”

Loving Work in the Highwa
and Byways. By Lady Hor{':

Author of “QOur Coffee-Room,

¢“Changed Scenes,” etc. Post
8vo. ice 2s. 6d.
I‘It,‘-‘a 7, 7, ':;to.n; Tnd,

home missionary zeal, and to suggest
spheres of necessity, both spiritual and
temporal, that lie immediately around
us waiting the application of the powers
within the Christian Church that have
not yet been called into exercise.”—
CHRISTIAN LEADER.

Living to Purpose; or, Makin,
the Best of Life. By J osnrg
JonnsoN. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s. 6d.

An earnest, practical book ; shows how
some of the greatest and most gifted men
of the past have lived, and links counsels
to their examples.

Livi.ll% in Earnest. Lessons and

Incidents from the Lives of the
Great and Good. By JoserH
JoHNSON. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s. 6d.

True ““ life in earnest” described in its
various forms, with counsels as to study,
health, amusement, etc.

Village Missionaries; or, “To
Every One His Work.” By the
Author of ““The Copsley An-
nals,” ¢“Father’s Coming Home,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price
2s. 6d.

No Cross no Crown. A Tale of
the Scottish Reformation. By the
Author of ‘“The Spanish Broth-
ers.” Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s. 6d.

A tale, more of facts than fiction, of
the plague in Dundee, 1644, and the life
and times of George Wishart.

Records of Noble Lives. By W.
H. DAVENPORT ADAMS. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A most suitable volume for a prize or
a present, Its object is to inspire, by
graphic biographical notices of great and
good men,

Masters of the Situation; or,
Some Secrets of Success and
Power. A Book for Young Men.
By WiLLiam James TiLLEY, B.D.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 313 pp.
Price 2s. 6d.

“ One of the books which must be read
«+ .. Will be invaluabdle to young men.”—
SWORD AND TROWEL.

The Life and Letters of W.

Fleming Stevenson, D.D.,
Dublin. By his Wire. With
Portrait. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s, 6d.
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Prize Temperance Tales.

ONE HUNDRED POUND PRIZE TALE.
Frank Oldfield; or, Lost and
Found. By the Rev. T. P. WiL-
soN, M.A. With Five Engrav-
ings. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 3s. 6d.
An interesting prize temperance tale;
the scene partly in Lancashire, partly in
Australia.

ONE HUNDRED POUND PRIZE TALE.
Sought and Saved. By M. A.
PavLL, Author of ‘Tim’s Trou-
bles ; or, Tried and True.” With
Six Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s. 6d.
A prize temperance tale for the young.
With illustrative engravings.

ONE HUNDRED POUND PRIZE TALE.

Through Storm to Sunshine. By
WiLLiam J. Lacky, Author of
¢¢ A Life’s Motto,” ‘“TheCaptain’s
Plot,” etc. With Illustrations.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 3s. 6d.

This interesting tale was selected by the
Band of Hope Union last year, from
among thirty-seven others, as worthy of
the £100 prize. It now formsa beatdifu!
volume, with sixz good illustrations.

FIFTY POUND PRIZE TALE.
Tim's Troubles; or, Tried and

True. By M. A, PavrLrL. With
Five Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. ice 3s. 6d.

A prize temperance tale for young per-
sons, the hero an Irish boy, who owes
everything in after life to having joined
a Band of Hope in boyhood.

FIFTY POUND PRIZE TALE.
Lionel Franklin’s Victory. By E.
VAN SomMmrr. With Six En-
vings. Post 8vo, cloth extra.

ice 3s. 6d.
An interesting prize temperance tale
{or the young, with illustrative engrav-
ngs.

SEVENTY POUND PRIZE TALE.
The Naresborough Victory. A

Sto]l;y in Five Parts. By the Rev.
T. KEYwoRTH, Author of ‘‘ Dick
the Newsboy,” ¢ Green and Grey,”
etc., etc. With Illustrations.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 2s. 6d.

“In construction the story is good, in
style it is excellent, and it is certain to
be a general favourite.”—MANCHESTER
EXAMINER.

“ Attractive in its incidents and forei-
ble in its lessons.”—LIVERPOOL ALBION.

SPECIAL PRIZE TALE.
Owen's Hobby; or, Stren, in
Weakness. A Tale. B MER
BurLEIGH. Illustrated. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.
Replete with touching, often saddens
and frequently amusing incidents.

SPECIAL PRIZE TALE.
Every-Day Doings. By HELLENA
RICHARDSON. %?ith Six Illustra-
tions. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s. 6d.
A prize temperance tale, * written for
an earnest purpose,” and consisting
almost entirely of facts.

By Uphill Paths ; or, Waiting and

inning. A Story of Work to

be Done. By E. VAN SoMMER,

Author of ‘“Lionel Franklin’s

Victory.” Post 8vo, cloth extra,
Price 2s. 6d.

True to His Colours ; or, The Life
that Wears Best. By the Rev.
T. P. WiLsoN, M.A., Vicar of
Pavenham, Author of ‘Frank
Oldfield,” etc. With Six En-

vings. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
ice 3s. 6d.

An interesting tale—the scene laid in
England—illustrating the influence over
others for good of one conststent Christian
man and temperance
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Classic Stories Simply Told.

Post 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Price 3s. 6d. each.

OLD GREEK STORIES SIMPLY TOLD.

The Siege of Troy, and the
Wand of Ulysses. L’g
CHARLES vRY HansoN. Wi
97 Illustrations from Designs by
FLAXMAN and other Artists.

The endeavour of the author has been
to present the legends connected with the
Trojan War in one connected story, be-
ginning with the founding of Troy and
ending with Ulysses' safe return and his
vengeance on the enemies of his house.

STORIES OF OLD ROME.

The Wanderings of ZLneas and
the Founding of Rome. B
CHARLES HENRY HANSON. Wi
62 Illustrations.

“ Spiritedly told, and shows the pre-
vious training of the author in the mod-
ernizing of classical fable.”—TIMES.

Chaucer’'s Stories Simply Told.
By Mary SEYMOUR, Author of
““Shakes ’s Stories Simply
Told,” etec. With 11 Illustrations
from Designs by E. M. SCANNELL.

“If any one is looking about for a
¢ gift-book’ that shall combine profit with
pleasure, he will hardly do better than
pilch upon this.”—ACADEMY.

Stories of the Days of King
Arthur. By CHARLES H. HANSON,
Author of “The Siege of Troy,
and the Wanderings of Ulysses.”
Illustrated by GusTAvE DoORE.

A full selection from the great mass of
legends accumulated round the mighty
though shadowy figure of King Arthur.
Such of these stories and traditions have
been selected as were most likely to capti-
vate the imagination or excite the atten-
tion of young readers.

Uniform with “Classic Stories.”

Coleridge’s Ancient Mariner.
With 25 Ilustrations by Davip
Scort, R.S.A., and Life of the
Artist by the Rev. Dr. A, L.
SimpsoN, Derby. Square 16mo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s. 6d.

These Designs were drawn when Scott
was only twenty-six years of age. They
received the warm dation of the
author of the Poem—uwith whose mind,
indeed, his had much in common. No
subject more suitable to call forth his
peculiar powers could be imagined ; and
n0bly has he succeeded in translating in-
to a kindred art this weird yet beautiful
creatioh.

The Shipwreck. A Poem in three
Cantos. By WiLLiAM FALCONER.
With Twenty Illustrations b;
BIREET FosTER. Post 8vo, clot.
extra, gilt edges. Price 3s. 6d.

*.* Special attention is directed to the
JSact that this Edition contains a Fac-
simile of Falconer’s Log-Book, or Journal,
of his Voyage from Philadelphia to
Jamaica in February-March 1760, now
Jor the first time published. Also the
Chart of the *“ Britannia’s” course from
Candia to Cape Colonna; and an En-
graving of a Merchant vessel, with the
names of her masts, sails, yards, and
rigging, and their various parts.

Shakespeare’s Stories Simply
Told. Tragedies and Historical
Plays. By MARY SEYMOUR.
With 83 Illustrations by the late
Frank Howard, R.A. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gilt edges. 3s. 6d.

Shakespeare’s Stories Simply
Told. Comedies. By MARY
SEymMour. With numerous Il-
lustrations by the late Frank
Howard, R.A. Post 8vo, cloth
extra, gilt edges. Price 3s. 6d.

Nore.—* Classic Stories Simply Told ” Series can also be had, bound in cloth extra,

plain edges, price 8s. each.
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Stories of Home and School Life.

Stepping Heavenward. A Tale
of Home Life. By the Author
of ¢“The Flower of the Family,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price
2s, 6d.

A tale of girlhood and early married
Wfe, with discipline and trials, all re-
sulting in good at last, Every girl
should read this remarkably truthful
and fascinating book.

Ever Heavenward ; or, A Mother’s
Influence. By the Author of
¢ Stepping Heavenward,” ¢ The
Flower of the Family,” etc. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A tale of home life, with its ordinary
Jjoys and sorrows, under the guidance of
its leading spirit,—a wise, loving, pious
mother.

The Flower of the Family. A
Tale of Domestic Life. By the
Author of ‘“Stepping Heaven-
ward,” etc. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 2s. 6d.

A tale of home life,—the central figure
being an unselfish, devoted, pious eldest
daughter,

Changed Scenes; or, The Castle
and the Cottage. By Lady Hopk,
Author of ¢“Our Coffee House,”
‘A Maiden’s Work,” ¢ Sunny
Footsteps,” etc. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s. 6d.

An interesting story for girls, of two
English orphans and their guardian, in
the course of which valuable moral and
religi L are yed by some
pleasing allegories.

Almost a Hero; or, School Days
at Ashcombe. By RoBERT RicH-
ARDSON, Author of ‘The Story

- of the Niger,” ¢ Ralph’s Year in
Russia,” etc. With Seven En-
vings. Post 8vo, cloth extra.

ice 28, 6d.

A Thon‘g; Way. By Mary Brap.
FORD WHITING. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A very interesting story, in which the
character-sketches show no little discern-
ment.

A True Hero; or, The Story of
Amos Huntingdon. A Tale of
Moral Courage. By Rev. T. P.
WiLsoN, M.A., Vicar of Paven-
ham ; Author of ‘Frank Old-
field,” “True to His Colours,”
etc. Small crown 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 2s. 6d.

A tale illustrative of moral
with examples taken from real life.

Aunt Judith. The Story of a Lov-
ing Life. By GRACE BEAUMONT.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price
2s. 6d.

A simple and touching story of the
blessed exerted by a Christ-like
life (Aunt Judith’s) on all who came in

contact with €t

Edi¢h Raymond, and the Story of

uldah Brent's Will. A Tale.

By S. S. RopeIiNs. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s. 6d.

A curious story of the forging of a
will, in his own interest, by an avari-
cious lawyer, of the immediate conse-
quences of the deed, and of the peculiar
way in which it was discovered, and the
humiliation of the forger.

Follow the Right. A Tale for
Boys. By G. E. Wyarr, Author
of ¢ Archie Digby,” ¢ Lionel
Harcourt,” ¢ Harry Bertram,”
etc. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s. 6d.

The hero of this story s an Etonian
who i3 possessed ¢f a moral nature re-
markable for its strength and power ; and
the book is written with sprightliness
and vigour.
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R. M. Ballantyne’s Books for Boys.

Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d. each.

‘The Coral Island. A Tale of the
Pacific. With Illustrations.

The Young Fur-Traders; or,
Snowflakes and Sunbeams from
the Far North. With Illustra-
tions.

The World of Ice. Adventures
in the Polar Regions. With Il-
lustrations.

The Gorilla Hunters. A Tale of
the Wilds of Africa. With Il-
lustrations.

Martin Rattler. A Boy’s Adven-
tures in the Forests of Brazil.
With Illustrations.

Ungava. A Tale of Esquimau
Land. With Illustrations.

The Dog Crusoe and his Master.
A Story of Adventure on the
Western Prairies. With Illus-
trations,

These seven lively and interesting nar-
ratives by R. M. Ballantyne form a com-
plete repertory of good reading for young
people. They give a vivid and pictur-
esque description of various climes, and
depict strange adventures in many lands.

Hudson Bay; or, Everyday Life
in the Wilds of North America,
during a Six Years’ Residence in
the Territories of the Hon. Hud-
son Bay Company. By R. M.
BaALLANTYNE. With 29 Illustra-
tions drawn by BAYARD and other
Artists, from Sketches by the
Author.

In this volume much useful informa-
tion is communicated, in the most fasci-
nating narrative style, about everyday
life in the wilds of North America.

W. H. G. Kingston’s Books for Boys.

In New Granada; or, Heroes
and Patriots. With 36 Full-page
Engravings. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 3s. 6d.

A narrative of some of the episodes of
the desperate struggle of which the present
Republic of New Granada was the scene,
before its people were able to estadblish
their independence of Spain. Descrip-
tions of the scenery, products, and social
customs of the country are intermixed
with the story.

In the Rocky Mountains. A Tale
of Adventure. With 41 Engrav-
ings. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 3s. 6d.

A narrative of adventure in the Far
West, Especially adapted to the taste
and delectation of youth, with numerous
incidents of travel and amusing stories,
told in a fresh and invigorating style.

Afar in the Forest. }?'Vith 41
Full-page Engravings. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d. ’

A tale of settler life in North America,
Jull of stirring adventure.

Stories of the Sagacity of Ani-
mals. The Horse, and other
Animals. By W. H. G. KinG-
sToN. With 27 Illustrations by
HarrisoN WEIR. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s.

Stories of the Sagacity of Ani-
mals. Cats and g)gs. By
W. H. G. KincsToN. With 27
Ilustrations by HARRISON WEIR.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

Stories about animals, told in an easy
and graphic style, with a moral to each
anecdote.
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W. H. G. Kingston’s Books for Boys.

In the Eastern Seas; or, The

Reg}ons of the Bird of Paradise.

A Tale for Boys. With 111
Illustrations. wn 8vo, gilt
edges. Price 5s.

A tale of voyage and adventure among
the islands of the Malay Archipelago,
with descriptions of scenery and objects
of natural history.

In the Wilds of Africa. With
upwards of 70 Illustrations.
Crown 8vo, gilt edges. Price 5s.

An interesting account of adventures
by a shipwrecked party who are landed
on the west coast of Africa, and make
their way to the south through many
dangers.

On the Banks of the Amazon; or,
A Boy’s Journal of his Adventures
in the Tropical Wilds of South
America. Profusely Illustrated.
Crown 8vo, gilt edges. Price 5s.

In the course of the narrative some of
the numberless animals, as well as a few
of the most interesting of the vegetable

ducti the A ian Valley

are described.

Saved from the Sea; or, The Loss
of the Viper, and the Adventures
of her Crew in the Great Sahara.
With 30 Full-page Engravings.
Crown 8vo, gilt eﬁges. rice 5s.

A young sailor’s account of his own
adventures, along with three shipwrecked
comrades.

The South Sea Whaler. A Story
of the Loss of the Champion, and
the Adventures of her Crew.
With upwards of 30 Engravings.
Crown 8vo, gilt edges. Price 5s.

A tale of mutiny and shipwreck in the
South Seas, the captain having his son
and daughter on board with him.

In the Wilds of Florida. With
37 Engravings. Crown 8vo, gilt
edges. Price 5s.

A tale of warfare and hunting.

Twice Lost. With 36 Engrav-
ings. Crown 8vo, gilt edges. 5s.
A young sailor's story of shipwreck,
and perilous adventures in the wilds of
Australia.

A Voyage Round the World.
A Tale for Boys. With 42 En-

avings. Crown 8vo, gilt edges.

rice 58.

A young sailor’s account of his own
adventures by sea and land, the scenes
being laid chiefly in South America, the
South Sea Islands, and Japan.

Old Jack. A Sea Tale. With
66 Engravings. Crown 8vo, gilt
edges. Price 5s.

An old sailor’s account of his own ad-

- ventures, during times of peace and of
war, in many parts of the world.

The Wanderers ; or, Adventures
in the Wilds of Trinidad and up

the Orinoco. With 30 Full-pa.%:
Engravings. Crown 8vo, g1
edges. Price 5s.

A Pennsylvanian merchant sets out
with his family to South America, and
meets with many adventures by sea and
land, which are related by his son.

The Young Llanero. A Story of
War and Wild Life in Venezuela.
With 44 Engravings. Crown
8vo, gilt edges. Price 5s.

A thrilling and fascinating narrative
of adventures in South America.

The Young Rajah. A Story of
Indian Life and Adventure. With
upwards of 40 Full-page Engrav-
ings. Crown 8vo, gilt edges. 5s.

.A story of the Indian Mutiny; the
hero a young Indian prince, who had
received an English education and be-
come a'Christian.

My First Vozage to Southern
geas. With 52 Engravings.
Crown 8vo, gilt edges. Price bs.

A young sailor’s story, describing Cape
Colony, Ceylon, Aden, etc.

*. Also to be had in uniform cloth binding as ¢ The Kingston
Library for Boys.” Price 48. per volume.
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Travel and Adventure.

Jack Hooper. His Adventures at
Sea and in South Africa. By
VERNEY Loverr CAMERON, C.B.,
D.C.L., Commander Royal Navy;
Author of ‘“ Across Africa,” etc.
With 23 Full-page Illustrations.
Price 4s., or with gilt edges, 5s.

““ Our author has the immense advan-
tage over many writers of boys stories
that he describes what he has seen, and
does not merely draw on his imagination
and on books.”—SCOTSMAN.

With Pack and Rifle in the Far
South-West. Adventures in
New Mexico, Arizona, and
Central America. By ACHILLES
DavuNT, Author of ¢ Frank Red-
cliffe,” etc. With 30 Ilustra-
tions. 4s., or with gilt edges, 5s.

A delightful book of travel and adven-
ture, with much valuable information as

to the geography and natural history of
the wild American ‘‘ Far West.”

In Savage Africa; or, The Ad-
ventures of Frank Baldwin from
the Gold Coast to Zanzibar. By
VERNEY Loverr CAMERON, C.B.,

“D.C.L.,Commander Royal Navy ;
Author of ‘‘Jack Hooper,” etc.
With 32 Illustrations. Crown
8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Price
4s., or with gilt edges, 5s.

Early English Voyaﬁ'ers ; or, The
Adventures and Discoveries of
Drake, Cavendish, and Dampier.
Numerous Illustrations. ice
4s., or with gilt edges, 5s.

The title of this work describes the con-
tents. It is a handsome volume, which
will be a valuable gift for young persons
generally, and boys in particular. There
are included many interesting illustra-
tions and portraits of the three great
voyagers.

Sandford and Merton. A Book
for the Young. By THoMAS Dav.
Illustrated. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 2s. 6d.

Our Sea-Coast Heroes; or, Tales
of Wreck and of Rescue by the
Lifeboat and Rocket. By AcHIL-
LES DAUNT, Author of ¢ Frank
Redcliffe,” etc. With numerous
Illustrations. Price 2s. 6d.

Robinson Crusoe. The Life and
Strange Adventures of Robinson
Crusoe, of York, Mariner. Writ-
ten by Himself. Carefully Re-

inted from the Original Edition.

ith Memoir of De Foe, a Me- *
moir of Alexander Selkirk, and
other interesting additions. Il-
lustrated withupwardsof Seventy
Engravings by KEELEY HaLs-
WELLE. Crown 8vo, cloth ex. 3s.

An edition that every boy would be
pleased to include in his library. Itis
handsomely bound, and the numerous
llustrations assist greatly in the realiza-
tion of this famous story.

The Swiss Family Robinson ; or,
Adventures of a Father and his
Four Sons on a Desolate Island.
Unabridged Translation. With
300 Illustrations. Price 3s.

A capital edition of this well-known
work. As the title suggests, its character
18 somewhat similar to that of the famous
““ Robinson Crusoe.” It combines, in a
high degree, the two desirable qualities in
a book,—instruction and amusement.

Gulliver's Travels into Several
Remote Regions of the World.
With Introduction and Explana-
tory Notes by the late Mr. ROBERT
MACKENZIE, Author of ‘‘The 19th
Century,” ¢ America,” etc. With
20 Illustrations. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s.

“ A very handsome edition, under the
editorship of Mr. Robert Mackenzie, who
has supplied for it a well-written infro-
duction and explanatory mnotes....We
have also here the curious original maps
and a number of modern illustrations
of much merit. Altogether this is a most
attractive re-appearance of a fo

book.”—GLASGOW HERALD.
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Our Boys’ Select Library.

Stories of Adventure, Travel, and Discovery.

Post 8vo, cloth extra, uniform binding. Price 2s. 6d. each.

Beyond the Himalayas. A Book
for Boys. By JoEN GEDDIE,
F.R.G.S., Author of ‘‘The Lake
Regions of Central Africa,” etc.
With 9 Engravings.

The Castaways. A Story of Ad-
venture in the Wilds of Borneo.
By Captain MAYNE REID.

Frank Redcliffe. A Story of Tra-
vel and Adventure in the Forests
of Venezuela. A Book for Boys.
By AcHILLES DAUNT, Author of
“The Three Trappers,” etc.
With numerous Illustrations.

In the Land of the Moose, the
Bear, and the Beaver. Adven-
tures in the Forests of the Atha-
basca. By AcHILLES DAUNT,
Author of ““The Three Trappers.”
With Illustrations.

In the Bush and on the Trail.
Adventures in the Forests of
North America. A Book for
Boys. By M. BENEDICT REVOIL.
‘With 70 Illustrations.

The Lake Regions of Central
Africa. A Record of Modern
Discovery. By JoHN GEDDIE,
F.R.G.8. With 32 Illustrations.

Lost in the Backwoods. A Tale
of the Canadian Forest. By Mrs.
TrATLL, Author of ‘“In the For-
est,” etc. With 32 Engravings.

The Meadows Family; or, Fire-
side Stories of Adventure and
Enterprise. By M. A. Pauii,
Author of ¢ Tim’s Troubles,” etc.
With Illustrations.

The Three Trappers. A Book for
Boys. By AcHILLES DAUNT,
Author of “In the Land of the
Moose, the Bear, and the Beaver.”
With 11 Engravings.

Wrecked on a Reef ; or, Twenty
Months in the Auckland Isles.
A True Story of Shipwreck, Ad-
venture, and Suffering. With 40
Tlustrations.

Ralph's Year in Russia. A Story
of Travel and Adventure in East-
ern Europe. By RoBerT RicH-
ARDSON, Author of ¢ Almost a
Hero,” etc. With 8 Engrav-
ings.

Scenes with the Hunter and the
Trapper in ManyLands. Stories
of Adventures with Wild Ani-
mals. With Engravings.

The Forest, the Jungle, and the
Prairie; or, Tales of Adventure
and Enterprise in Pursuit of Wild
Animals. With numerous En-
gravings.

The Island Home; or, The Young
Castaways. A Story of Adven-
ture in the Southern Seas. With
Tlustrations.
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Good Purpose Tales and Stories.

What shall I be? or, A Boy’s
Aim in Life. With Frontispiece
and Vignette. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 28,

A tale for the young. The good results
of good home example and training ap-
pearing in the end, after discipline and
Jailings.

At the Black Rocks. A Story for
Boys. By the Rev. EDWARD A.
RAND, Author of ‘“ Margie at the
Harbour Light,” etc. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

A story the leading characters of which
are two youths. One is always full of
great schemes, which invariably end in
smoke, and often bring their author into
trouble and humiliation ; while the other,
a simple, unassuming lad, says little,
but always does exactly what is needed,
and earns general respect and confidence.

The Phantom Picture. By the
Hon. Mrs. GREENE, Author of
“The Grey House on the Hill,”
¢‘On Angels’ Wings,” ete. With

Dlustrations. Post 8vo, cloth |

extra. Price 2s.

A story of two brothers and the misery
brought upon both by one of them dis-
obeying a command of their father. The
innocent boy is for a while suspected and
made unhappy in consequence; but at
last truth prevails and all ends well.

Archie Digby ; or, An Eton Boy’s
Holidays. By G. E. W., Author
of ‘““Harry Bertram and his Eighth
Birthday.” Post 8vo, cl. ex. 2s.

A very interesting tale for boys. The
hero, a clever, thoughtless young Etonian,
learns during a Christmas holiday time,
by humbling experience, lessons full of
value for all after life.

Man Anything.” By M. A.
PauvLn, Author of ¢ Tim’s
Troubles,” ¢ The Children’s
Tour,” etc. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s,

Martin's Inheritance ; or, The
Story of a Life’s Chances. A
Temperance Tale. By E. Van
SoMMER, Author of * Lionel
Franklin’s Victory,” By Uphill
Paths,” etc. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s.

True Riches ; or, Wealth Without
Wings. By T. S. ArtHUR. II-
lustrated. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s.

Teaches lessons such as cannot be
learned too early by those who are engaged
in the active and all-absorbing duties of
life.

Culm Rock; or, Ready Work for
Willing Hands. A Book for Boys.
By J. W. BrabrEY. Foolscap
8vo. With Engravings. 2s.

It narrates the experiences and adven-
tures of a boy compelled by cir st
to a hard life on a stern and stormy coast.

After Years. A Story of Trials
and Triumphs. By the Author
of, and forming a Sequel to,
¢“Culm Rock.”  With Illustra-
tions. Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s.

An American tale, the sequel to *‘ Culm
Rock,” showing how well Noll Trafford,
in after years, fulfilled the fair promise
of his early boyhood.

Conquest and Self-Conquest ; or,
Which Makes the Hero? Fools-
cap 8vo. Price 2s.

A tale very suitable for a lad under
fifteen. It teaches the important lesson
that the greatest of victories is the victory
gained over self.

Home Principles in Boyhood.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 2s.
The story of a lad who, in spite of
apparent self-interest to the contrary,
held firmly to the principles in which
he had been instructed by Christian
parents.
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Books for the Home Circle.

Favourite Narrativesforthe Chris-
tian Household. Containing—
THE SHEPHERD OF SALISBURY
PLAIN — DAIRYMAN’S DAUGHTER
—YouNGg CoTTAGER, etc. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

This is a sustable book to put into the
hands of Sunday-school scholars.

Home for the Holidays. By Mrs.
C. C. CaMPBELL, Author of *‘Nat-
ural History for Young Folks,”
etc. With 20 Illustrations. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

An attractive book for children, which,
along with a simple narrative, includes
some interesting facts of natural science,
historical legends, etc.

The King’s Highway; or, Illus-
trations of thlg Corl?ma.ndments.
%‘; Rev. RicHARD NEWTON, D.D.

ithnumerous En, vmg Post
8vo, cloth extra. g?ice

Addresses for the young on each Com-
mandment, with illustrative anecdotes
and hymns.

Going on Pilgrimage. A Com-
panion to the %i im’s Pro-
ess,” for Young Pilgrims. By
vcY TAYLOR, Author of ‘The
Children’s Champion, and the
Victories He Won.” Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

An outline, with running ¢
and moral reflections, of the * Pilgrim’s
Progress,” designed to imbue the minds
of the young with the lofty aims of John
Bunyan in writing his unique allegory.

Quadrupeds. A Book of Zoology
for Boys. By Captain MAYNE
Rem. With 25 Full-page Illus-
trations. Post 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 2s.

The sketches are purely of a popul
character, even the scientific nomencla-
ture being avoided. It ishoped, however,
that they may prove of service to the
woological tyro, and form, as it were, his
Jfirst stepping-stone to a higher order of
classification.

Seed-Time and Harvest ; or, Sow
Well and Reap Well. A Book
for the Young. By the late Rev.
W. K. TweebIE, D.D. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

The book is eminently a practical one.
It shows the reader, by illustration and
example, the mecessary results of good
and bad conduct, and invites him to
choose the right course.

The Children's Champion, and
the Victories He Won. Pictures
from the Life of ‘““The Good
Earl,” Lord Shaftesbury. By
Miss Lucy TAYLor. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

The Story of a Happy Home ;
or, The Children’s Year, and How
TheySpentIt. By Mary HowrTT.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. Price 2s.

The home of Herbert and Margaret,
near London ; their garden birds, visit
to the country, to the sea-side, their Christ-

. mas-tree, etc.

Tales for the Home Circle. By
Madame DE WrTT (née GuizoT).
With 31 Illustrations. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

These tales, which are adapted from
the French, all imply or convey, without
preaching, a valuadble moral, the more
likely to be remembered from the delicacy
with which it is impressed upon the mind.
The illustrations are by M. Alfred de
Neuville.

Seeking a Country; or, The Home
of the Pilgrims. By the Rev.
E. N. Hoarg, M. A., Rector of
Acrise, Kent ; Author of ¢ Hero-
ism in Humble Life,” ¢ Roe Car-
son’s Enemy,” etc. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 2s.

An historical tale, founded on the first
voyage of the * Mayflower,” and early ex-
periences of the Pilgrim Fathers. With
a portrait of Captain Miles Standish,
and many other interesting illusira-

tions.
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Library of Tales and Stories.

The Fisherman’s Boy; or, *All
have not the same Gifts.” With
Coloured Frontispiece. ~ Royal
18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

The Fisherman’s Children; or,
The Sunbeam of Hardrick Cove.
Witlll‘:n(éoloured Fmﬁothgliece and
26 ravings. yal 18mo.
Price 1s. 6d. &

Story of a fisherman’s family, and
how one loving Christian girl could be
a sunbeam in the house and neighbour-
hood.

Frank Martin; or, The Story of
a Country Boy. With Coloured
F&vggispiece. Royal 18mo. Price
1s. 6d.

A story for children. Honesty proved
0 be ““ the best policy.”

The Golden Rule; or, Do to
Others as You would have Others
Do to You. Illustrated. Royal
18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

Story of @ young saslor, illustrative of
the *‘ Golden Rule.”

Grangsapa’s Presents; or, Take
Heed will Surely Speed. B
Mrs. GEorGE CupPPLES. Wit
Coloured Frontispiece and Vig-
nette, and 45 Engravings. Royal

18mo. Price 1s. 6d.
A pretty story, full of pictures, illus-
trating the pl es and advant of

right conduct. Suitable for boy or girl
under ten.

Working in the Shade ; or, Lowly
Sowing Brings Glorious Reaping.
By the Rev. %‘ P. Wiwson, M.A.,
Author of ‘“True to His Colours,”
etc. Royal 18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

A well-written story of the healthiest
tone, which everybody might read with
advantage.

Warm Hearts in Cold Regions,
A Tale of Arctic Life. lISQy
Captain CHARLES EbpE, R.N.
Illu‘ssgrated. Royal 18mo, Price
1s. 6d.

The story of a Danish family, settled
at Upernavik, in Greenland, and their
visitors.

Kin% Jack of Haylands. With

Coloured Frontispiece and Vig-
nette and numerous Engravings.
Foolscap 8vo. Price 1s. 6d.

A capital story, tllustrative of school
life, and makes prominent those princi-
ples of conduct which pany a noble
character.

Little Aggie’s Fresh Snowdrops,
and what they Did in One Day.
With Coloured Froflgispliece and
18 Engravin, yal 18mo.
Price 1s. 6d. g

At “The Hollies;” or, Staying
with Auntie. By E. TaBor
STEPHENSON, Author of ¢ When
I was a Little Girl,” etc. Fool-
scap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

The Academy Boys in Camp. By
S. F. Spear. Post 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 1s. 6d.

Timothy Tatters. A Story for

the Young. By J. M. CaLr-

WwELL, Author of ¢ Dorothy

Arden,” etc. Post 8vo, cloth ex-

tra. Price 1s. 6d.

Ned's Motto ; or, Little by Little.
By the Author of ‘‘Tony Starr’s
Legacy,” ‘Faithful and True,”
etc. With Coloured Frontispiece
and numerous Engravings. Royal
18mo. Price 1s. Gd.

A story of the last American War.
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Library of Tales and Stories.

Thankful Rest. A Tale. By An-
NIE S. SWAN, Author of ‘¢ Alder-
syde,” ¢‘Carlowrie,” ¢ Shadowed
Lives,” etc. Large foolscap 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

An interesting story for young people.
The scene an American township and
JSurmstead ; the principal characters an
orphan brother and sister, with the rela-
tives who ungraciously give them a home
in “ Thankful Rest.”

Willie's Choice; or, All is not
Gold that Glitters. By M. A.
Pavrr. Foolscap 8vo. 1s. 6d.

A tale for young people, of life-lessons
and experience dearly bought.

The Blind Girl; or, The Story of
Little Vendla. By the Author
of ““The Swedish Twins,” etc.
Cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

A charming Swedish story, describing
domestic life, with its usual vicissitudes,
in a Swedish rural par g

The Adventures of Mark Willis.
By Mrs. GEorRGE CUPPLES, Au-
thor of ““The Little Captain,”
etc. With 45 Engravings. Royal
18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

A young sailor’s story of adventures on
the West Coast of Africa, in China, etc.

The Boy Artist. A Tale. B
the Author of ‘“ Hope On.” Witz
Coloured Frontispie}a}:‘e and numer-
ous Engravings. Foolscap 8vo.
Price 1s. 6d.

The trials and success at last of a
youthful artist.

Tempered Steel ; or, Tried in the
Fire. By the Rev. E. N. HoARE,
M.A., Author of ‘“Roe Carson’s
Enemy,” etc. Foolscap 8vo.
Price 1s. 6d.

“A well-written story, with a good
purpose. It 48 likely to impress the
reader at once with the earnestness of
the writer, and with a sense of his
ability.”—SCOTSMAN.

Brother Reginald’s Golden Se-
cret. By the Author of “Hope
On,” ete. With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and Vignette, and numer-
ous Engravings. Royal 18mo.
Price 1s. 6d.

A Christmas tale for children,—the
best way of securing a truly happy
Christmas.

Master Travers. By FLORENCE
M. Story, Author of *Georgie
Merton,” etc. Post. 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 1s. 6d.

Jack and his Ostrich. An African
Story. By ELEANOR STREDDER.
Post 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

Emily Herbert; or, The Happy
Home. Maria M°‘INTOSH,
Author of “‘Praise and Principle,”
etc. Royal 18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

A story of family Uife, inculcating the
lesson that a cheerful performance of the
duties assigned to us makes a home
happy.

Father’s Coming Home. A Tale.
By the Author of ‘‘Under the
Microscope.” Royal18mo. Price
1s. 6d.

A family preparing for their father's
return from India, by seeking to please
him by improvement in character and
conduct ; and the various incidents which
help or hinder them.

Under the Microscope ; or, ‘“Thou
Shalt Call Me M)" Father.” By
the Author of ¢ Village Mission-
aries.” With Coloured Frontis-
piece and 17 Engravings. Royal
18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

“Our Father which art in heaven,”
read by children in photographic letters
under the microscope; and the lesson of
divine love giving comfort qfterwards
under the trials of daily life.
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Library of Tales and Stories.

Aunt Bell, the Good Fairy of the
Family. With the Story of Her
Four-Footed Black Guards. By
HenpeEy 1. ARDEN. Post 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

Rich and Poor. A Tale for Boys.
How one Boy Climbed Up, and
another Slipped Down. By C.
M. TrRowBRIDGE. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 1s. 6d.

Susy’s Flowers ; or, ¢ Blessed are
the Merciful, for they shall obtain
Mercy.” By the Author of ‘ Hope
On,” ete. With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and Vignette, and numer-
ous Engravings. Price 1s. 6d.

A story for children: a little child’s
JSlower-mission work.

The Swedish Twins. A Tale for
the Young. By the Author of
‘“The Babes in the Basket.” With
Coloured Frontispiece.  Royal
18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

An interesting tale, with lively descrip-
tions of '8 and cust in Swede

Sweetest when Crushed; or,
The Blessing of Trials when
Rightly Borne. A Tale for the
Young. By AceNEs VEITCH.
Price 1s. 6d.

Tom Tracy; or, Whose is the
Victory? With Coloured Fron-
tispiece and Vignette. 1s. 6d.

Tom's great enemy, a hasty, violent
temper; and what it cost him before he
learned the only way to gain the victory.

Truth is Always Best; or, “A
Fault Confessed is Half Re-
dressed.” By Mary and ErLiza-
BerH Kirey. With Coloured
Frontispiece and 17 Engravings.
Royal 18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

An interesting tale for children, incul-
cating the moral of the title.

Sow Well and Reap Well. By
T. S. ARTHUR. yal 18mo.
Price 1s. 6d.

A volume of tales tllustrating the Scrip-
ture truth, ‘ Whatsoever a man soweth,
that shall he also reap.”

The Power of Perseverance Il-
lustrated in the Story of Reuben
Inch. By the Author of ‘The
Copsley Annals,” ¢ Village Mis-
sionaries,” etc. With Ilus-
trations. Royal 18mo. 1s. 6d.

Tale of a poor, friendless boy in Lon-
don.

Roe Carson’'s Enemy; or, The
Struigle for Self-Conquest. By
the Rev. E. N. Hoarg, M.A.,

Rector of Acrise, Kent, Author of

‘“Heroism in Humble Life,” etc.

Royal 18mo. Price 1s. 6d.

This simple story relates how Roe’s
enemy (an uncontrolled temper) frequent-
ly got the better of him, and how he was
made to see the folly of his conduct, and
learned to congquer self.

Heroism in Humble Life ; or, The
Story of Ben Pritchard and Charlie
Campion. A Temperance Tale.
By Rev. E. N. Hoarg, M.A,,
Rector of Acrise, Kent, Author
of ¢“ Tempered Steel,” etc. Fool-
scap, 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

A capital story of the heroism of a
young man who saves the life of a com-
P and also infl; him to ch
his careless and dissipated habits.

¢ Sheltering Arms;” or, The En-
trance of God’s Word gives Light.
By M. E. CLEMENTS, Author of
‘“The Story of the Beacon Fire.”
Large foolscap 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 1s. 6d. :
An interesting Irish story. The scene
a small fishing hamlet on the west coast
of Ireland, sheltered by two rocky head-
lands from the Atlantic storms.
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Stories of Noble Lives.

The Story of Audubon, The Na-
turalist. Royal 18mo, cloth extra.
Price 1s.

‘The Story of Benvenuto Cellini
The Italian Goldsmith. Roy:
18mo, cloth extra. Price 1s.

The Story of Galileo, The Astro-
nomer of Pi Royal 18mo,
cloth extra. Price 1s,

The Story of the Herschels—A
Family of Astronomers. Royal
18mo, cloth extra. Price 1s.

The Story of John Howard, The
ison Reformer. Royal 18mo,
cloth extra. Price 1s.

The Story of Palissy, The Potter.
Royal 18mo, cloth extra. la.

The Story of Scoresby, The Arctic
Navigator. Royal l’Smo, cloth
extra. Price l1s.

The Story of John Smeaton and
the Eddystone Lighthouse. Royal
18mo, cloth extra. Price 1s.

It is scarcely possible to provide the
young with reading more bengficial and
stimulating in character than that which
1 afforded by the lives of great and good
men. The biographies of this series are
pleasantly written, and contain a large
store of useful information. The books
are produced in a style rendering them
particularly suitable for rewards or
prizes.

‘The Rocket ; or, The Story of the
Stephensons, Father and Son.
By H. C. KxigaT. Illustrated.
Royal 18mo, cloth extra. 1s.

“ A capital little biography of a life
all boys should be familiar with.”—8, 8.
CHRONICLE.

“The edition before us contains an
additional chapter, in which the author
speaks of the recent Stephenson centenary,
and the development of the great work
originated by the man who was once a
p00r lad.”—PRACTICAL TEACHER.

T gpevings rom Dosigas by foe
vin, m )

Aréﬁ of %ge ]:'.'xpedit.ilogl:].s yal
18mo, cloth extra. Price ls.

“ Our boys cannot do better than read
this narrative. It will nerve them, we
trust, to deeds of high moral daring.”—
SUNSHINE.

No Gains Without Pains ; or, The
Story of Samuel Budgett, the
Successful Merchant. H. C.
Kn~icHT. Royal 18mo, cloth ex-
tra. Price ls.

David Livingstone. The Sto;
of his Life and Travels. Wit
numerous Illustrations. Large
foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

Peter the Great. By Jomn Lo-
THROP MoTLEY. With numerous
Illustrations from the ‘¢ History
of Peter the Great,” by Professor
BruckNER of Dorpat. Large
foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. ls.

Life and Travel in Tartary,
Thibet, and China, Being a
Narrative of the Abbé Huc’s
Travels in the Far East. By M.
JoNes. With numerous Engrav-
in%s.; Royal 18mo. Price Is.

{nformation is varied and full of
lively incidents, and much useful know-
ledge is compressed {nto its pages.

Stories of Invention, told by In-
ventors and their Friends. By
Epwarp E. HArLe. With numer-
ous Ilustrations. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 2s. 6d.

“We have seldom met with a book
which has given us greater pleasure. It
18 full of incidents and anecdotes, which
are selected and well told. There are no
dull pages.”—SWORD AND TROWEL.

Triumphs of Invention and Dis-
covery. By J. Hamirrox FyFE.
Illustrated. Post 8vo. 2s. 6d.

Rise and progress described of the art
of printing, the electric telegraph, manu~
Jactures of cotton, silk, iron, etc.
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Tales for the Young.

Alda’s Leap, and Other Stories.
By the Hon. Mrs. GREENE.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

““ The young reader will find a great
deal to delight him. The stories are
pretty and well told, and they deserve
praise.”—SCOTSMAN.

The Babe i’ the Mill, and Zanina
the Flower-Girl of Florence.
By the Hon. Mrs. GREENE.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

““ The stories are strikingly original,
and have peculiar quaininess and fresh-
;ﬁs of incident and dialogue.”—DUBLIN

Ik

The Adopted Brothers; or, Blessed
are the Peacemakers. By M. E.
CLEMENTS, Author of “The Story
of the Beacon Fire,” etc. Large
foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

A healthy story of two boys. How one
by fostering jealousy in his heart brings
much misery upon himself and un-
happiness to his parents. A severe
lesson clears away the mist, and the
story ends in sunshine.

Annals of the Poor. Complete
Edition, with Memoir of Lren
RicamoNp. Reyal 18mo. 1s.

A cheap edition of these well-known
Christian narratives, which so faithfully
portray true piety in humble life.

The Babes in the Basket; or,
Daph and Her Charge. By the
Author of ‘““Timid Lucy,” ete.
With Coloured Frontispiece and
numerous Engravings. Royal
18mo. Price 1s.

The Basket of Flowers ; or, Piety
and Truth Triumphant. lus-
trated. Royal 18mo. Price 1s.
- A suitable story for a girl under
twelve. It shows that right principles
will sustain through greatest trials. Its
incidents are interesting without being
sensational.

The Giants, and how to Fight
them. By the Rev. RICHARD
NewTtoN, D.D. With Coloured
Frontispiece and numerous En-
gravings. Royal 18mo. 1s.

Dr. Newton possesses in the highest de-
gree the art of interesting and instruct-
ing the young. The giants he here treats
of are Selfishness, Ill-temper, Intemper-
ance, and the like.

Godliness with Contentment is
Great Gain. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Royal 18mo.

A Yook for little boys and girls.

1s.

‘The Harrington Girls; or, Faith
and Patience. By SopHY WIN-
THROP. With Coloured Frontis-
piece. Royal 18mo. Price 1s.

On a very limited income three sisters
manage to maintain a comfortable and
cheerful home, and perform sundry
charitable actions which meet with their
due reward.

Hope On; or, The House that
Jack Built. WithEnColoured
Frontispiece and 25 Engravings.
Royal 18mo. Price 1s.

The story of two orphans, forsaken and
destitute in a great city : how God helped
them, and how they helped others in the
end.’

The Story of the Lost Emerald;
or, Overcome Evil with Good.
By Mrs. EMMA MARSHALL, Au-
thor of ““Over the Down,” etc.
Large foolscap 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 1s.

A very interesting story hangs round
this title. All who would hear of the
valuable gem, of the various hands it
passed through, and how it was alter-
nately a curse and a blessing to ils
various possessors, should read this little
volume.
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Tales for Young People.

Side by Side, and Other Tales.
By Pansy, Author of ‘“A Hedge
Fence,” etc. With Illustrations.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

Compares the lives of two little girls
who sit ““ side by side” in Sunday school
and day school. One {8 poor and igno-
rant, the other rich and instructed.
They learn to love and help each other,
siriving to carry out the words of Jesus
literally.

Striving to Help ; or, The Brown-
ing Boys. By Pansy. Foolscap
8vo, cloth extra. Price ls.

The story of two boys who are suffering
great poverty through their father's ill-
ness and loss of work, and who desire to
do something to help to keep the family
together. What they achieve, both through
their own earnest efforts and through the
trust they learn to place in a higher
Power, i3 well told. Each chapter aims
to tllustrate a Bible text.

A Hedge Fence. By Pansy,
Author of “Side by Side,” etc.
With Illustrations.  Foolscap
8vo, cloth. Price ls.

A story of a boy whose purposes are
good, but whose impetuosity plunges him
into all kinds of mischief, as the boy him-
self expresses it, ‘‘before he knows it.”
One of the boys of this book, ruefully re-
Sflecting on the results of a boyish scrape,
wishes for something like : Hedge Fence
to keep him from running into trouble.
The book will benefit and please every
boy who reads it, or to whom it is read.

Strive and Thrive ; or, Stories for
the Example and Encouragement
of the Young. Royal 18mo. 1s.

Siz short tales on courage and presence
of mind, truthfulness, decision of charac-
ter, etc.

Wilful Winnie. A Tale. By
ANNIE S. SwaN, Author of

¢ Thankful Rest,” ¢ Aldersyde,”
“Carlowrie,” etc., etc. Foolscap
8vo, cloth. Price ls.

The story of a little girl whose wilful
ways bring her into serious trouble. She
is brought to see the beauty of a meck,
quiet, obedient, unselfish spirit, while
laid aside by the effects of a painful
accident.

Truth and its Triumph; or, The
Story of the Jewish Twins,
Mrs. SARAH S. BAKER, Author
of ‘“The Children on the Plains,”
etc. With Frontispiece. 1ls.

A pretty domestic story, showing, in
the history and conversion of two brothers,
children of Jewish parents, the triumph
of the truth of Christianity as contrasted
with Judaism. :

The Two Watches, and Other
Stories. = By the Author of
‘““Copsley Annals,” etc. With
Coloured Frontispiece. Royal
18mo. Price Is.

Three tales to illustrate Scripture
truths.

The Ferryman's Boy, and Other
Stories. By CroNA TEMPLE.
Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 1s.

Queer Little Folks. By HARRIET
BEECHER STOWE, Author of
““Uncle Tom’s Cabin,” etc. With
Illustrations. Foolscap8vo, cloth.
Price 1s.

A charming book for children, the
““ queer little folks” being mostly birds
or insects. Natural history could not
be taught in a more attractive manner.
The eight illustrations in etching are
very pretty.
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Illustrated Books for the Young.

The Children’s Tour ; or, Every-
day Sights in & Sunny Land. By
M. A. PauLL, Author of  Tim’s
Troubles,” ‘“ The Meadows Fam-
ily.” With numerous Illustra-
tions. Small 4to, cloth extra,
gilt edges. Price 5s.

A book for children, describing scenery
and adventures during a tour in Italy,
taken by a family party,—the health of
the eldest girl requiring a winter in the
south. Much useful information is plea-
santly given for young readers.

The Sea and its Wonders. By
Mary and ErLizaBerH Kirsy.
With 174 Tllustrations. Small
4to, cloth extra, gilt edges. Price
58. Cheaper Edition, 3s. 6d.

A book for the young, not strictly scien-
tific, but giving in a conversational style
much varied information regarding the
sea, its plants and living inhabitants,
with all sorts of illustrative engravings.

The World at Home. Pictures
and Scenes from Far-off Lands.

By M. and E. Kiry. With 100
Engravings. Small 4to, cloth
extra, gS: edges.

Price 5s.

Cheaper Edition, 3s. 6d.

A book for the young, containing, in a
number of short conversational sections,
a great variety of geographical informa-
tion, facts of natural history, and per-
sonal adventure; intended to bring the
world, so full of wonders, to our own
Jfiresides. The whole is profusely illus-
trated. :

Bible Stories Simply Told. By
M. E. CLEMENTS, Author of ¢ The
Story of the Beacon Fire,” etc.
Small 4to, cloth extra, gilt edges.
With numerous Illustrations. 5s.
Cheaper Edition, 3s. 6d.

In this elegant volume we have stories
Jrom the Old Testament told in simple
language for young people. It is divided
into three sections :—I. About the Old
World. II. The Patriarchs. III. The
Rescue from Egypt.

Natural History for Young Folks.
By Mrs. C. C. CamMpBELL. With
56 Illustrations by GIACOMELLI.
In elegant binding. Post 8vo,
cloth extra, gold and colours.
Price 3s. 6d.

““ Evidently the result of years of re
search on the part of the author, Mrs. C.
C. Campbell. Her object has been to
simplify the more scientific side of the
subject, and ‘ to explain how the different
orders of animals, from man, the highest,
down to the duck-billed platypus, re-
semble one another.” The book is thor-
oughly entertaining.” —SATURDAY RE-
VIEW.

Pets and Playfellows ; or, Stories
about Cats and Dogs. By Mrs.
Surr. With Twenty-four Illus-
trations. Small 4to, cloth ext;
Price 3s. 6d. :

A rich store of interest and amuse-
ment for young people, who will find
their knowledge and love of animals in-
creased by its perusal.

‘The Stories of the Trees, Talks
with the Children. By Mrs. W.
H. Dyson, Author of ¢‘Children’s
Flowers,” “Alp les and Oran%es,”
etc. With Illustrations. ost
8vo, cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d.

“Well suited, by its pleasant, chatty
style, to interest young people,”—SATUR-
DAY REVIEW.

Royal Portrait Gallery. With
numerous Illustrations. Small
4to, cloth extra. Price 3s. 6d.
In this volume our kings and queens
are described with pen and pencil in a
way that is sure to delight and instruct
young readers.

Pictures and Stories from English
History. With numerous Illus-
trations. Small 4to, cloth extra.
Price 3s. 6d.

The stories are told in a lively and
attractive style, and cannot fail to create
tn the young a liking for the study of
history.
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Books for the Little Ones.

Riddles and Rhymes. With nu-
merous Illustrations. Post 8vo,
fancy boards, price 1s. Cloth
extra, price ls.

A queer little book in an elegant dress,

With many hard puzles for you to guess;

Droll pictures to laugh at, and quict
games too ;

With many old Rhymes, and some that
are new.

Favourite Rhymes for the Nur-
sery. With numerous Illustra-
tions. Post 8vo, fancy boards,
price 1s. Cloth extra, 1s. 6d.

““ As a book for little folks, ¢ Favourite

. Rhymes for the Nursery’ is one of a
thousand. We have here a first-rate
collection of the delightful old children's
rhymes....Then the pictures are just the
pictures to suit the rhymes, and are
beautifully printed. This is the book
that every parent has long wished for
and never could find.”—SCOTSMAN.

Favourite Stories for the
Nursery. With numerous Illus-
trations. Post 8vo, fancy boards,
price(l 1s. Cloth extra, price
1s. 6d.

Favourite Tales for the Nursery.
With. numerous Illustrations.
Post 8vo, cloth extra, price
1s. 6d. Fancy boards, price 1s.

The Favourite Book of Fables.
With numerous Illustrations.
Post 8vo, illuminated cover,
boards, price 1s. Cloth extra,
attractive binding, price 1s. 6d.

Favourite Bible Stories for the
Young., With numerous Illus-
trations. Post 8vo, illuminated
cover, boards, price 1s. Cloth
(lsxtra:i, attractive binding, price
s. 6d.

HmOri S a‘{m'Hlnfant gﬂindg, gnd
gin ymns for Sunday
Schools. ANN and JANE
TavLor. With Coloured Frontis-
i)iece. Royal 18mo, cloth. Price
8.

Jack and Floss at Home and at
Sea. A Story for the Young in
Words of One Syllable. By Mrs.
ArTHUR G. K. WooDGATE. Post
8vo, cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

The story of Jack and Floss’s adven-
tures at the sea-side, and what they did
when they returned home. The simple
style in which it is written—in words of
one syllable—renders it suitable for the
very youngest readers.

Happy Little Children. Their
Sayings and Doings. By A. S. L.
With 17 Engravings. Foolscap
8vo. Price 1s. 6d.

Children’s Treasury of Pictures
and Stories. Small 4to. Pic-
torial Boards, Price1s. [Published
annually.]

Full of pictures, and pleasing stories

by Sfavourite writers. A pretty present
Jor a child.

Aunt Martha’s Corner Cupboard.
A Story for Little Boys and

Girls. By M. and E. Kirsy.
‘With numerous Engravings.
Foolscap 8vo. Priee 1s. 6d.

Within the framework of a simple
domestic story is comprised an account
of the production of tea, coffee, sugar, etc.

Trots' Letters to her Doll. By
Mary E. BroomrieLp, Author
of ““Daddy Dick,” etc. Foolscap
8vo, cloth. Price 1s.

A book for a little girl under eight.
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Library of Historical Tales.

Dorothy Arden. A Story of Eng-
land and France Two Hundred
Years Ago. ByJ. M. CALLWELL.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 4s.

A story of the dragonnades in France
in the time of Louis XIV. Also of the
persecutionsin England under James II.,
the Monmouth rebellion, the Bloody
Assize, and the Revolution,

How they Kept the Faith. A Tale
of the Huguenots of Languedoc.
By Grack Raymonp. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 4s.

“ No finer, more touchingly realistic,
and truthfully accurate picture of the
Languedoc Huguenots have we met.”—
ABERDEEN FREE PREsS.

The Lost Ring. A Romance of
Scottish History in the Days of
King James and Andrew Mel-
ville. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. 4s.

“ The plot of the romance is skilfully
constructed, the dialogue is admirable,
and the principal actors in the history
are portrayed with great ability.”—U.P.
MissIONARY RECORD.

The City and the Castle. A
Story of the Reformation in
Switzerland. By ANNIE Lucas,
Author of ¢ Leonie,” etc. Crown
8vo, cloth extra. Price 4s.

Faithfully portrays the state and char-
acter of society at the time of the Refor-
mation (in Switzerland).

Leonie ; or, Light out of Darkness:
and Within Iron Walls, a Tale
of the Siege of Paris. Twin-
Stories of the Franco-German
War. By AnNIE Lucas. Crown
8vo, cloth extra. Price 4s.

Two tales, the first connected with the
second. One, of country life in France
during the war; the other, life within
the besieged capital.

Under the Southern Cross. A
Tale of the New World. By the
Author of ‘“The Spanish Broth-
ers,” etc. Crown8vo, cl. ex. 4s.

4 thrilling and fascinating story.

Alison Walsh. A Study of To-
Day. By CoNsTaNCE EVELYN.
Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Price 4s.

La Rochelle; or, The Refugees.
A Story of the Huguenots. By
Mrs. E. C. WiLsoN. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 4s.

Wenzel's Inheritance ; or, Faith-
ful unto Death. A Tale of Bohe-
mia in the Fifteenth Century.
By ANNIE Lucas. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 4s.

Presents a vivid picture of the religi-
ous and social condition of Bohemia in
the fifteenth century.

Helena’s Household. A Tale of
Rome in the First Century.
With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. rice 4s.

The Spanish Brothers. A Tale
of the Sixteenth Century. By
the Author of “ The Dark Year
of Dundee.” Crown 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 4s.

The Czar. A Tale of the Time of
the First Napoleon. By the Au-
thor of ¢‘ The Spanish Brothers,”
etc. Crown 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 4s.

An interesting tale of the great Franco-
Russian war in 1812-18; the characters
partly French, partly Russian.

Arthur Erskine’s Story. A Tale
of the Days of Knox. By the
Author of ¢ The Spanish Broth-
ers,” etc. Crown 8vo, cloth ex-
tra. Price 4s.

The object of the writer of this tale is
to portray the life of the people in the
days of Knox.

Pendower. A Story of Cornwall
in the Reign of Henry the Eighth.
By M. Fiuievn, Crown 8vo,
cloth extra. Price 4s.

A tale illustrating in fiction that stir-
ring period of English history previous
to the Reformation.
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WORKS BY THE AUTHOR OF

“Chronicles of the Schonberg-Cotta
Family.”

NEW ILLUSTRATED EDITION.

Chronicles of the Schonberg-
Cotta Family. Crown 8vo,
cloth, red edges. Price 5s.

An intensely interesting tale of German
JSamily-life in the times of Luther, includ-
ing much of the personal history of the
great Reformer.

On Both Sides of the Sea. A
Story of the Commonwealth and
the Restoration. Crown 8vo,
cloth, red edges. Price 5s.

Christian Life in Song. Crown
8vo, red edges. Price 5s.

Watchwords for the Warfare of
Life. From Dr. MARTIN LUTHER.
Crown 8vo, cloth, red edges. 5s.

Joan the Maid : Deliverer of En-
gland and France. A Story of
the Fifteenth Century. Crown
8vo, cloth. Price 4s.

A story of the career and death of Joan
of Are, professedly narrated by those who
witnessed some of her achievements, and
who believed in her purity and sincerity.

Winifred Bertram, and the World
She Lived in. Post 8vo, cloth,
red edges. Price 3s. 6d.

A Tale for young people, the scene
chiefly in London. Wealth and poverty
are contrasted, and the happiness shown
of living, not for selfish indulgence, but
in the service of Christ, and doing good
to others.

Diary of Mrs. Kitty Trevylyan.
A Story of the Times of v\%m-
field and the Wesleys. Post 8vo,
cloth, red edges. Price 3s. 6d.

This Diary forms a charming tale;
introducing the lights and shades, the
trials and pleasures, of that most inter-
esting revival period that occurred in
the middle of last century.

The Bertram Family. A Sequel
to ‘“Winifred Bertram.” ost
8vo, cloth, red edges. 3s. 6d.

A tale of English family life and ex-
perience in modern times.

The Draytons and the Davenants.
A Story of the Civil Wars. Post
8vo, cloth, red edges. 3s. 6d.

A tale of the times of Charles I. and
Cromuwell : records kept by two English
Jamilies—one Royalist, the other Puritan
—of public events and domestic experi-
ences.

The Ravens and the Angels.
With other Stories and Parables.
Post 8vo, cloth, red edges. Price

_ 3s. 6d.

A volume of interesting stories and
sketches, many of them in the allegorical
Jorm.,

The Victory of the Vanquished.
Post 8vo, cloth, red edges. Price
3s. 6d.

The struggles and trials of the early
Christians are graphically described in
this volume.

Wanderings over Bible Lands
and Seas. Post 8vo, cloth, red
edges. Price 3s. 6d.

A lady’s notes of a tour in the Holy
Land, returning home by Damascus and
the coast of Asia Minor.

Songs Old and New. By the
Author of ‘“Chronicles of the
Schonberg - Cotta Family,” ete.
Collected Edition. Square 16mo,
cloth antique, gilt edges. Price
3s. 6d.

The many readers who have been
charmed by the prose writings of this
well-known and much-admired writer,
will no doubt be glad to see a collection
of poems from the same pen.
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‘Books on Bible Subjects.

The Land and The Book; or,
Biblical Illustrations drawn from
the Manners and Customs, the
Scenes and Scenery, of the Hol;
Land. By the Rev. W. My
THOMSON, D.D. With Twelve
Tinted Plates, and numerous
Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. (Origi-
nal Edition.) Price 7s. 6d.

The value of the information given by
Dr. Thomson makes this work an indis-
pensable appendage to the Bidle; and no
library, whether of clergyman, Sunday-
school teacher, or Bible reader, can be
complete without it.

‘The Giant Cities of Bashan, and
Syria’s Holy Places. By J. L.
PorTER, D.D., LL.D., President
of Queen’s College, Belfast ; Au-
thor of ¢ Murray’s Handbook for
Syria and Palestine,” etc. With
Tinted Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth.
Price 7s. 6d.

The very interesting Cities of Bashan—
the Land of the Giants—are vividly de-
seribed. The accounts of these remarkable
places prove unmistakably the perfect
harmony between the Bible and the Land
in which it was written.

The First Three Christian Cen-
turies. A History of the Church
of Christ, with a special view to
the Delineation of Christian Life
and Faith (from A.p. 1 to A.D.
313). With Chronological Tables
of Ecclesiastical History. By the
Rev. IsLay Burns, D.D. Crown
8vo, cloth, red edges. Price 3s. 6d.
[Bible Class Edition. Price 2s.]

In this volume the results are given of
the most mature investigations into the
history and life of the early Church.

Hall's Contemplations on the
Historical Passages of the Old
and New Testaments. With a
Memoir of the Author by the late
Rev. James Hamirton, D.D.
8vo. 602 pages. New Edition.
With Portrait. Price 3s. 6d.

Laws from Heaven for Life on
Earth. By the late Rev. WiLL-
1AM ARrNoT. Crown 8vo, cloth.
Price 4s. 6d.

Consists of short ts on select
portions of the Book of Proverbs. It
allures the reader on from page to page
with amazing fascination, and 8 richly
JSraught with the highest lessons of practi-
cal sagacity.

The Lesser Parables of our Lord,
and Lessons of Grace in the
Lan, e of Nature. By the
late Rev. WiLL1aM ArRNOT. With
Biographical Notice by Canon
BeLL. Crown 8vo, cloth. 4s.6d.

I. Lesser Parables.—II. Lessons of
Grace in the Language of Nature.—IIIL.
Readings in First Peter.—IV. Life in
Christ.

Parables of our Lord. By the
late Rev. WiLLIAM ARNOT. Crown
8vo, cloth. Price 4s. 6d.

Discourses on the Parables of our Lord.
A book vigorous in style and earnest in
tone; fitted to come home to the experi-
ences of all who are willing to glance at
the ities and responsibilities of @
higher life.

A Manual of Bible History in
Connection with the General His-
tory of the World. By the Rev.
W. G. Braikig, D.D. New Ed:-
tion Revised and Enlarged. Post
8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. .

The purpose of this work is to enable
students of the Bible to grasp the whole
course of history which it contains, and
to indicate and apply the great lessons
which the history is designed to convey.

Whiston’s Complete Works of
E:]sephus. With Nine Full-page
gravings. 8vo, cloth. 4s. 6d.
Josephus’ Works should be in the lib-
rary of every Bible student. They are
invaluable for the light which they throw
on Jewish history and the Bible narra-
tives connected with it.

T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORK.



Books on Bible Subjects, etc.

The Plants of the Bible. By
JoaN HurroN Barrour, M.A,,
M.D.,, F.R.SS.L. & E., F.L.S.,
F.R.C.S.E. New and Enlarged
Edition. With numerous Illus-
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth ele-
gant. Price 5s.

A beautiful and enlarged new edition
of a work most valuable for Scripture
Farel, $. a”d 4, h. 3. m hot: 3, 1
lustrations are numerous and perfect.

The Psalms Illustrated from
Scripture. Being the Book of
Psalms with Illustrative Scrip-
ture Passages, forming a Collec-
tion of nearly 2,000 Texts, Doc-
trinal, Devotional, and Descrip-
tive. With Introduction by the
Rev. HoraTius Bonar, D.D.
32mo, cloth extra, gilt edges. 2s.

Spencer’'s Pastor’s Sketches; or,
Conversations with Anxious In-
guirers respecting the Way of

alvation. By I. S. SPENCER,
D.D.,New York. Post 8vo, cloth
extra. Price 3s.

A Christian Home : How to Make,
and how to Maintain it. By the
Rev. JoN HaiL, D.D., New
York. Post 8vo, cloth extra. 1s.

““ The effort has been to produce a truth-
Jul and useful rather than a learned or
brilliant book.”—EXTRACT FROM PRE-
FACE,

Moring and Evening Sacrifice.
By the Rev. JamEes SMrTH. Red
Lines. Royal 18mo, cloth. 1s.

Our Father and Comforter; or,
God the Portion of His People.
By the late Rev. JAMES SMITH,
Cheltenham. Red Lines. Royal
18mo, cloth. Price 1s.

Welcome to Jesus. By the late
Rev. JAMES SmiTH, Cheltenham.
Red Lines. Royal 18mo, cloth.
Price 1s.

The Shorter Catechism. With
Proofs, Analyses, and Illustrative
Anecdotes, etc. For Teachers
and Parents. By the Rev. Rosr.
StEEL, D.D. Crown 8vo, cloth,
red edges. Price 2s. 6d.

“ Here is a book for teachers and par-
ents—a compendium of truth put in the
Jorm of question and answer ; with proofs
Jrom Scripture, analyses, and well-told
anecdotes. Those who read this book will
do well ; those who use it will do better.”
—CHRISTIAN TREASURY.

Paterson on the Shorter Cate-

chism. 18mo, cloth. Price 1s. 6d.

This complete exposition of the *“ Shor-

ter Catechism” is in itself a brief yet

comprehensive System of Theology, explicit

and practical in style. A most valuable
help to the Bible student.

Paley’'s Horz Pauline. With
Introduction, Notes, and Ques-
tions, by WiLLiaM BINNIE, D.D.
Post 8vo, cloth. Price 1s.

Clarke’s Scripture Promises, Un-
der their Proper Heads. 32mo,
cloth extra. ice 1s.

*«* This was the favourite edition of
the late General GQordon — the edition
which, according to his sister, Miss Gor-
don, “he always used and gave away;”
and of which, ‘“ before leaving England
Jor Khartoum, he presented a copy to
eachmember of the Cabinet.”—See ‘‘ Sketch
of Gordon,” by Barnes and Brown.

Clarke’s Scripture Promises, Un-
der their Proper Heads. 18mo,
cloth, gilt edges. Price 1s. 6d.

The Believer's Triumph; or, No
Condemnation in Christ and No
Separation from Christ. By the
late Rev. JAMES SMitH, Chelten-
ham. Carmine Borders round the
Pages. 32mo, cloth. Price 1s.

Sacra Privata. By Rev. Bishop
WiLsoN. Red Line Edition.
32mo, cloth. Price 1s.
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The ¢ Little Hazel” Series.

Little Hazel, the King’s Messen-
er. By the Author of “Little
nowdrop and Her Golden Cas-

ket,” etc. Foolscap 8vo. Price
1s. 6d.

A story for the young, showing what a
Christian child may do as a messenger to
others of gospel truth and love.

‘The Crown of Glory; or, “Faith-
fsul untfoMDea.th.:II A S%ottit;h
tory of Martyr Times. By the
Author of ¢ Little Hazel, the
King’s Messenger.”  Foolscap
8vo. Price 1s. 6d.

A tale, founded on historical facts,
regarding the first medical missionary
in Scotland.

The Guiding Pillar. A Story for
the Young. Bg the Author of
¢ Uudeﬁie Old Oaks; or, Won
by Love.” Foolscap 8vo. Price
1s. 6d.

An interesting tale for the young, il
lustrating the sure guidance of the pillar-
cloud of Providence for all willing to
Jollow in humble faith.

Little Snowdrop and her Golden
Casket. By the Author of
‘“Little Hazel, the King’s Mes-
senger.” etc. Foolscap 8vo, Price
1s. 6d.

A tale for the young, illustrative of the
preciousness of Scipture promises.

The Royal Banner; or, Gold and
Rubies. A Story for the Young.
By the Author of ¢ Little Snow-
drop and her Gelden Casket.”
Foo}l)scap 8vo. Price 1s, 6d.

A well-written story of home and school
life. Cannot fail to prove interesting and
instructive.

“Thy Kingdom Come.” A Tale
for Boys and Girls. Large fools-
cap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

A useful, interesting tale for the young,
showing how the cause of Christ may be
served by every one while faithfully dis-
charging ordinary home duties in daily
life.

Under the Old Oaks; or, Won
by Love. By the Author of
‘“Little Hazel, the King’s Mes-
ien%?ir,”etc. Foolscap 8vo. Price

8. 6d.

A tale for the young, tllustrating the
power of Christian love to overcome prej
udice and win affection.

Archie’'s Chances. By the Author
of ¢‘The Spanish Brothers.”
With Illustrations.  Foolscap
8vo, cloth extra. Price 1s. 6d.

Archie, a mnoble principled youth of
eighteen, longs for an object in life, a
chance of doing something. By various
experiences he eventually learned that
chance was not a mere accident, but an
opportunity given by God to his servants,
which, if accepted and rightly used, leads
on to glorious success.

Cords of Love; or, Who is My
Neighbour ? B’ghM. E. CLEMENTS,
Author of ‘“The Story of the
Beacon Fire,” etc. Large fools-
cap 8vo, cloth extra. 1s. 6d.

“Shows what influences of good may
come out of the mutual relations which
bind us to each other....This i3 a good
story, in which the execution well carries
out an excellerd purpose.”—SPECTATOR.

The Basket of Flowers. A Tale
for the Yo ‘With numerous
Engravings. . Foolscap 8vo. Price
1s. 6d.

The story of & plous German gardener
and his daughter. Truth and honesty,
after many trials, rewarded at last.
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Tales for Young People.

It's His Way, and Other Stories.
By the Author of “Copsley An-
nals,” etc. 'With Coloured {‘ro
tispiece. Royal 18mo. Price 1s.

Three tales for young readers.

n-

Kitty’s Knitting Needles — The
One Moss Rose. By the Rev.
P. B. Power. With Coloured
Frontispiece. Royal 18mo. 1s.

Laura’s Impulses; or, Principle a
Safer Guide than Feeling. With
Coloured Frontispiece. Royal
18mo. Price 1s.

A Little Candle, and Other Stories.
By Letrria M‘CLiNTock. Fools-
cap 8vo, cloth. Price 1s.

“ Little Candle” is an Irish story of
a little girl who tries to be a “‘ candle
lighted by the Lord,” letting the light
shine on her daily work and duties.

Little Crosses ; or, ¢ Let Patience
have her Perfect Work.” With

Coloured Frontispiece. ~ Royal

18mo. Price 1s.

Martha’s Home, and how the
Sunshine came into it. With
Coloured Frontispiece and 30 En-
gravings. Royal 18mo. 1ls.

A cheerless home brightened at last by
heavenly light in the inmales’ hearts.
With three shorter tales.

Matty’s Hungry Missio Box,
and Other Stories. By the Au-
thor of ¢ Village Missionaries.”
With Coloured Frontispiece and
30 Engravings. Royal 18mo.
Price 1s.

Two tales for Sabbath scholars,—the
good infl of a missi y box on a
Sabbath scholar’s family.

Old Robin and his Proverb; or,
‘“With the Lowly is Wisdom.”
By Mrs. Hexry F. Brock.
With Coloured Frontispiece and
16 Engravings. Royal 18mo. 1s.

A tale {llustrative of Christian content-
ment, and the old proverd,  The sweetest
sleep is the sleep on water-porridge.”

“Qur Father which art in Hea-
ven.,” A Story Illustrative of
the Lord’s Prayer. By a Clergy-
xl;m.n's Widow. 4 With Coloured

rontispiece and 16 Engravings.
Royal 18mo. Price 1s. e

The eight chapters of this story are
based upon the sentences, in consecutive
order, of the Lord’s Prayer; and its
incidents show how the principles of that
prayer may be applied in real life. It
i3 a pretty story for Sunday reading.

Over the Down. By Mrs. EMMaA
MarsHALL, Author of ¢ The
Story of the Lost Emerald,” etc.
Large foolscap 8vo, cloth extra.
Price 1s.

“ Minor incidenis are abundant, and
the story as a whole is a delightful one.”
—LITERARY WORLD.

The Power of Kindness, and
Other Stories. ByT. S. ARTHUR.
With Coloured Frontispiece.
Royal 18mo. Price 1s.

This book contains seventeen pretty
stories, each having for its object the
teaching of U of kind to one’s
JSellows, and to every one of God’s crea-
tures.

Spare Well, Spend Well; or,
phad‘;ney, its Use l’a.nd Abuse. With
Coloured Frontispiece.  18mo.
Price 1s.

The story of a five-franc piece, in four-
teen short chapters; and the story of
King Midas with the touch of gold.

T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON, EDINBURGH,. AND NEW YORK.



The Girl's Select Library.
Choice Tales, Stories; and Biographies

Post 8vo, cloth extra, uniform binding. Price 2s. 6d. e

Aiming Higher ; or, Perseverance
and FaithfulnessTriumphant. By
the Rev. T. P. WiLsoN, Vicar of
Pavenham, Author of ¢“True to
His Colours,” ete.

Above Rubies; or, Memoirs of
Christian Gentlewomen, By Miss
BRIGHTWELL.

Ada and Gerty ; or, Hand in Hand
Heavenward. A Story of School
Life. By Louisa M. Gray,
Author of ‘“The Children of
Abbotsmuir Manse,” etc.

‘The Children of Abbotsmuir

" Manse, By Louisa M. Gray,
Author of “Nelly’s Teachers,”
ete. '

Claudia. ATale. By A.L. O.E,,
" Author of “On the Way,” “The
Spanish Cavalier,” ete.

Dunalton. The Story of Jack and
his Guardians. By Loursa M.
GrAY, Author of ¢ Ada and
Gerty,” ete.

The Early Choice. A Book for
Daughters. By the late Rev. W.
K. Tweepig, D.D., Author of
‘“ Earnest Men,” etc.

Nelly’s Teachers, and what they
Learned. By Louisa M. Gray,

Author of ¢ The Children of

" Abbotsmuir Manse,” ete.

Earnest Women., Theix
Struggles, and Triumj
JosepH JOHNSON, Ai
<« Self-Effort,” ¢ Living
nest,” etc.

Idols in the Heart. Th
a Young Wife and Ste
By A.L.O. E., Author ¢
and His Prisoners,” ¢
Way,” etc.

Isabel's Secret; or, A
Love. By the Author
Story of a Happy Little

On the Way. Places P:
Pilgrims. By A.L.O.E
of “Claudia,” etc. With
trations.

The Spanish Cavalier.
of Sevillee. By A. L
Author of “The Young ]
¢“Idols in the Heart,” el

Stories of the Lives o
Women. A Series of B:
cal Sketches of Illustriou:
who have won for then
name in History. By
DAVENPORT ADAMS.

The Lady of Provence ;
bled and Healed. A Ta
First French Revoluti
A. L. 0. E., Author ¢
Spanish Cavalier,” ete.

T. NELSON AND SONS, LONDON, EDINBURGH, AND NEW YORE








