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ARE YOU TAKING

an everyday care of yourself? Prevention, you know,
is ever so much better than cure. A little irregularity
of the stomach seems such a trivial thing to-day, but
next week it is a malady, ever getting more serious :
little ailments soon become big complaints. Cure
that little irregularity at once. Neglect it, and it leads
swiftly to dyspepsia, indigestion, flatulence, constipa-
tion, biliousness, headache, and perhaps a train of
greater evils. Even these will yield to

PILLS

but why run the risk of so much suffering? What
folly to delay—waiting till one is ill.

A dose of these famous pills taken whenever the
least weariness is experienced will effectually prevent
any unpleasant developments. Don’t wait till you
have to be cured. Take an everyday care of yourself -
remember always if you keep the bowels regular and
the liver in working order you will never be troubled
with indigestion and its attendant miseries.

“Taking care” of course means that the standard
remedy must be always at hand. In many thousands
of homes BEECHAM’S PILLS are regarded as the
family medicine, and are kept in an appointed place
always ready for use. When you notice a symptom
you want to get rid of it at once: there is no time like
the present. To be always prepared, you, too, must
keep a box of these famous pills

AT HOME.

Sold everywhere in boxes, price 1/1% (56 pills) & 2/9 (168 pills).
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CHAPTER 1.

THE TOY STALL,

IT was market-day, and every one in
that busy town was even busier than
usual.

The market-place was crowded
with people of all ages and occu-
pations, hurrying along as if every
moment was of consequence to them,
and pushing and jostling against
every one else, as if it were quite
impossible that any one’s business
could be of as much importance as
theirs.

It was a curious old market-place ;
not a large open square, with plenty
of room to move about between the
various stalls, as in most of our more
modern towns, but a long, narrow,
old-fashioned street, with a row of
stalls on each side of the road, close
to the pavement, and only just room
enough between the rows for the
carts and carriages to pass through.

All sorts of things might be bought
at these little stalls. There was a cap
stall, with innumerable caps of all
sizes- and shapes—caps for old men,
caps for young men, c¢aps for big
boys, caps for little boys, and caps
for baby boys.

There was the stocking stall, where
were displayed, in tempting rows,
blue stockings, white stockings, grey
stockings, brown stockings, black
stockings, and striped stockings.

There was the boot-lace stall, with
its hundreds of boot-laces, hanging
side by side on strings which were
stretched from one side of the stall to
the other. There was the basket
stall, at which you could buy a
clothes-basket, a market-basket, a
fish-basket, a cap-basket, a fruit-
basket, or a dinner-basket. There
was the sweets stall, which was
always surrounded by children, who
seemed to be trying to devour its
contents by means of their greedy
glances.

There was the gingerbread stall,
which was hardly less popular, with
its rows of gingerbread cats with pink
eyes, and gingerbread dogs with blue
eyes, and gingerbread men with no
eyes at all. There was the picture
stall, which was a favourite resort
for young men and women who were
setting ap housekeeping, containing
a number of pictures of ladies and
gentlemen dressed in every colour of
the rainbow, and surrounded by
most brilliant and startling frames.

And then there were numberless
toy stalls, standing side by side, and
all of them very much alike.

At one of these stood 'a man and
a child, watching the faces of the
people as they passed by, and holding
up one thing after another from the
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stall to tempt them to buy. The man
was tall and thin, and one of his coat-
sleeves hung empty at his side, for
he had lost his right arm.

The child had an anxious, thought-
ful face, and looked older than her
years. She was not more than ten
years old, though she might have
been taken for twelve or thirteen.

Crowds of people passed the stall,
but no one stopped to buy. A few
turned over the things, asked their
price, and then walked on again, and
did the same at the next stall. The
man seemed very anxious to secure a
purchaser, and very clever in trying
to suit the tastes of the various
passers-by : the old men and women
were invited to stop to examine the
quality and cheapness of a pipe or
a spectacle-case; the mothers of
families were pressed to take °just
a pretty penny toy or two to the
bairns at home;’ the young girls
were invited to buy the long strings
of yellow and blue beads which were
hanging across the top of the stall,
and which could be made into neck-
laces.. or bracelets, or chains, accord-
ing to taste; the young men were
shown cheap knives, cheap pocket-
combs, cheap breast-pins, and cheap
shirt-studs ; whilst the children were
cailed, again and again, to look at the
trumpets, the dolls, the tops, the
balls, and the boxes of toys with
which the stall abounded.

But none of them fell into the traps
so carefully laid for them. No one
seemed to want anything that Friday
morning ; the little girl tinkled the
penny bells to show how well they
sounded, and made Jack jump out
of his box again and again, but all
in vain! A child came and bought
a halfpenny slate-pencil, but not
another halfpenny did they take the
whole morning.

‘ Bad luck to-day, Faith,’ said the
man, as they sat down on a box

Faith.

behind the stall to eat their scanty
dinner.

¢ Oh, maybe it will be a bit better
this afternoon,” said the child ;  the
country folk don’t care about carry-
ing a lot of things about with them
all day—we mostly take more of
afternoons than mornings.’

‘ We never take a deal at any time,’
said the man, gloomily, as he got up
to show off his wares again.

The afternoon was cold and wet.
The rain came down in torrents, and
Faith shivered as she wrapped her
thin faded shawl round her, which
was becoming more drenched every
moment.

¢ Here, Faith, child,” said the man,
putting a piece of sacking around her,
‘keep thyself warm, bairn; I can
hold on as long as thou art well.’

It seemed of very little use their
stopping in the market-place. The
people who passed along were hurry-
ing on to get shelter from the rain,
and scarcely glanced at the stall as
they went by. The country people
had all gone home, and the market-
place was becoming very empty.
The owners of the cap stall, of the
basket stall, and of the boot-lace
stall were hastily packing up their
wares and preparing to depart.

But still the man and the child held
on. The toys were not getting wet—
that was one good thing. The cover-
ing of the stall was waterproof, and
there was no wind. So hour after
hour they waited, hoping to the last
that customers might come to the
stall.

It was quite dark now, and the
few stall-keepers who remained had
lighted their naphtha lights and
hung them up under cover of their
stalls. The passers-by became very
few and far between as the night
went on; and at last the great
church clock over their heads struck
eleven, and the market-keeper came
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to see the lights put out and the
street cleared.

The man and the child packed up
the unsold articles in their various
cases, without saying a single word
to each other, and put out their
lights. Then the man put the boxes
on a hand-cart, and took them to a
house near, where a friend of his lived,
- who took charge of them till the next
market-day.

The child was white and tired, and
seemed as downcast as the man. He
gave her his hand when all was
stowed away, and then they walked
on towards their home.

The streets were very quiet now,
for it was half-past eleven, and they
met very few people on their way.
They had gone down several streets
before either of them spoke. The
man was the first to break the
silence.

¥ Only s1xpence the whole day,
Faith,” he said. ‘ We never had such
bad luck as that before !’

‘What will Mrs. Gubbins say ?°
said the ohild.

‘Ay !’ he said; ‘what will Mrs.
Gubbins say ¢ Well, well, we can’t
help it; we've done our best,
anyhow.’

But he was evidently as much
afraid of Mrs. Gubbins’ displeasure
as she was.

At last they stopped at a door in a
dirty, miserable street. The door was
unbolted, so the man went in, and
Faith followed him up a long rickety
staircase, which seemed as if it would
give way beneath their weight.

They passed two landings, and then
they reached a door at the top of the
high house. The man paused for a
moment, as if he were almost afraid
to enter. '

‘Can’t be helped,’ he said, almost
with a groan, as he went in. The child
followed liim with a timid, shrinking
step.

It was a dirty, forlorn room. The
floor was rough and uneven, and full
of holes, and the rotten boards
creaked and strained as they walked
across them. The walls were damp
and discoloured, and covered with
filth ; the little window had not a
whole pane to boast of, but was
patched up with rags and newspaper.

There was hardly any furniture in
the room, only a small round table,
two or three broken boxes, and one
dilapidated arm-chair. In this chair,
with her feet on the fender and her
hands stretched out over the fire, sat
an old woman. Her back was turned
to the door, and she never looked
round as the man and the child
came in.

Faith crept quietly past her to a
corner of the room where three chil-
dren were lying asleep under a dirty
blanket. They had laid down to sleep
with their clothes on, unwashed,
uncombed, and uncared-for. They
had no mother.

‘Oh! if she could see them !’ said
Faith to herself, as she stooped down
to kiss a little grimy, sticky hand
which was peeping out from a corner
of the dirty blanket.

‘Oh! if she could only see them,
what ever would she say ¢ It’s to be
hoped folks m heaven doesn’t know
what goes on.’

The man sat down on a box by
the table, and leaned his head on his
hand. There was a strong smell of gin
in the room ; the old woman had
been having her supper just before
they came in.

¢ Well,” she said, without turning
round, ‘the same old tale, I sup-
pose ¢

‘Yes,” he said, ‘ we’ve been very
unlucky to-day, M. Gubbins, very
unlucky !’

‘Unlucky ! You always are un-
lucky,” said the woman, bitterly.

¢ Can’t help it,’ said the man, as he
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tossed the sixpence across the table ;
‘ that’s every penny I got, Mrs.
Gubbins, every penny.’

‘You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, John Robinson,” said the old
woman, turning round at last, and
glaring at him with her blood-shot
eyes ; ‘you ought to be ashamed of
yourself, taking the bread out of your
own bairns’ mouths and a-giving of
it to them as hasn’t no sort of a claim
upon you !’

“Not a word of that, mother,’ said
the man ; ‘it’s of no use you saying
aught about that: haven’t I told
you so afore ¢’

‘But I will say summat about
it,’ said Mrs. Gubbins, ‘and I say
it’s a sin and a shame, it is; and
what’s more, I won’t have it, I
won’t !’

‘ Hold your tongue,’” said the man,
angrily, as he heard the sound of a
little stifled sob from the corner of
the room; ‘my Mary loved that
bairn, and I’m not a-going to let her

0.3
n We’ll see about that,” said Mrs.
Gubbins, ‘I'll have a word with the
parish officer when I sees him next.
What’s the good of the House, I

should like to know, if bairns as

hasn’t got nobody to look to ’em

can’t go there ? I’ll manage it, John
Robinson, don’t you be a- bothermg
of your head about it.’

‘But I tell you she sha’n’t go!’
said John, as he smote the table
angrily. ¢ r I see you go first.”

‘Will you, indeed ?’ said the
woman, scornfully, as she covered
herself with an old shawl, and laid
down to sleep ; ‘I'd like to see you,
I would.’

The man sat quite still, till the
sound of her loud snoring broke the
silence of the room. Then he crept
to the corner where the children were
sleeping. Faith was still awake, her
hands were over her face, and she
was crying quietly.

He bent over her and whispered
aOftly,

‘Don’t you take on so, little
Faith ; don’t take no notice of her ;
they sha’n’t never take you away from
me, bless you! Don’t, don’t cry, little
Faith.

The child felt his hand on her hair,
stroking it very gently, and she felt
something warm and wet fall on her
hand ! Could it be a tear ?

CHAPTER II.

FAITH’S FLIGHT.

YEs, it was a tear, and it was not
the only tear which John Robinson
shed that night. He loved little
Faith dearly, quite as much as if she
had been his own child. Her poor
mother had died in the next attic
when Faith was three weeks old. Her
husband had deserted her some time
before the baby was born, so that
when she was gone the poor little
thing was left alone in the world.

John’s wife, Mary, had brought it
into their room, crying, cold, and
hungry. She had comforted it,
warmed it, and fed it, and they had
never had the heart to turn it out
again.

“Let her bide,” Mary had said ;

¢ she’ll, mayhbe, brmg a blessing with
her, poor bairn !’

And little Faith had been nothing
but a blessing ever since—at least, so
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John Robinson thought. She had
always loved him and always been a
comfort to him. It was a year now
since Mary had died, and Faith had
been his little comforter ever since.

But what was to be done with the
children whilst he and Faith were
out on market-days ? That was the
question to be decided when his wife
died. And, in an evil moment, he
had accepted the offer of his wife’s
mother, Mrs. Gubbins, to come and
live with him, and to look after the
little ones. He would never have had
her if he had known what she was.
But she lived in a town many miles
away, and neither he nor Mary had
seen her for many years. So when
her letter came, in which she offered
to come and live with him, he was
very pleased, and thought it was a
way.out of his difficulty.

And Mrs. Gubbins came,
having come, she stayed.

And in less than a week his clean,
comfortable room was changed into
a pigstye ; the children became ne-
glected and disorderly, and all the
quiet and peace and rest dropped out
of his life.

But John Robinson was a weak
man, and he became thoroughly
afraid of Mrs. Gubbins. He had not
the courage to send her away, and
from day to day he endured in
silence. He was cowed and unhappy ;
he longed to turn her out, and dared
not.

But to-night she had roused his
anger as never before. Send Iittle
Faith away ! He would never allow
her to do that! No, as soon as she
woke he would order her out, and
have his room in peace again. And
with this resolution John Robinson
fell asleep.

But Faith was also making a reso-
lution, and she did not go to sleep.
She lay awake, listening intently to
“every sound in the room.  Mrs.

and,

Gubbins was snoring loudly, and,
after a time, John Robinson followed
her example.

Faith listened a long time, to be
quite sure he was asleep ; then she
crept from under the blanket and
stood upright on the floor. The
boards creaked as she did this, and
she stood perfectly still for some
moments, that she might be sure that
the noise had not awakened either
the man or the old woman. But the
snoring went on as before ; so Faith
stooped down very, very quietly, and
then she groped her way to the
door.

It was quite dark, for the fire had

gone out, and John Robinson had
put out the candle before he went to
sleep, and she was very much afraid
of stumbling over Mrs. Gubbins, who
was lying somewhere in front of the
fire.
' Slowly and cautiously, and yet
trembling so much that she could
hardly stand, she felt her way to
the door.

Oh, how the boards creaked and
strained, and oh, how little Faith
shook with fear !

But no one moved in the room ;
they did not hear the noise. John
Robinson was tired out with his
hard day’s work, and Mrs. Gubbins
was heavy with drink. It would
have taken a much louder noise than
little Faith’s quiet footstep to have
wakened either of them.

So Faith reached the door, and
quietly unlatched it, and crept out.

Then she began to descend the
long, rickety staircase. And this was
a work of time, for it was almost
impossible not to make some noise
here, so rotten and broken were the
boards. Oh, how thankful she felt
when she had passed both the land-
ings, and no one had heard her! And
now she cautiously unbolted the
strest door, and looked out,
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It was a pitch-dark night; not a
star was in the sky.
falling fast, and by the light of the
one dingy gas-light in the street
Faith could see that the road and
pavement were covered with pools
and mud. It was a dark, dismal,
dreary night.

Little Faith was about to shut the
door behind her and venture out into
the darkness when she heard a foot-
step coming down the street. It came
nearer and nearer. It was a man’s
footstep, and he was stumbling along
as if he were drunk. Then he began
to scream and to shout, and Faith
drew back into the house and shut
the door before he came up. She
dared not venture into the darkness
alone. She had heard that bad people
were about at night; what if she
ghould meet any of them ?

No, she dared not go till the morn-
ing. She would sit on the stairs till
it was light.

So she crept back again, and sat on
the lowest step, .and leaned her head
on her hands. The wind blew through
the draughty old house and under-
neath the badly-fitting door, and
made her shiver as she sat there. She
was very cold, and very sad, and very
tired.

But little Faith had a Friend. Yes,
lonely and desolate as she was, she
had a Friend to whom she could turn.
He had been her Friend for a long
time now, and as she sat there, alone
in the darkness, she whispered softly
to herself some words which Mother
Mary, as she always called Mrs.
Robinson, had taught her :—

What a Friend we have in Jesus,
All our sins and griefs to bear ;

What a privilege to carry
Everything to God in prayer !

Oh, what peace we often forfeit!
Oh, what needless pain we bear!

All because weo do not carry
DEverything to God in prayer.

The rain was,

Faith.

Have we trials and temptations ?
Is there trouble anywhere ?

We should never be discouraged,—
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

Can we find a friend so faithful,
Who will all our sorrows share ?

Jesus knows our every weakness,—
Take it to the Lord in prayer.

¢Yes,” she said, when she had
finished the hymn, ‘I’ve never told
Him nothing about it. Whatever will
He think of me 2 ”

So she knelt down on the step and
said in a whisper, ¢ God, 1 want to
tell you, please, all about it. Mrs.
Gubbins says I'm a-taking the bread
out of the bairns’ mouths, so please
I’m a-going away, and will you help
me to find somebody as wants a little
servant ? and will you please take
care of Tommy, and Fanny, and the
baby, and don’t let Mrs. Gubbins slap
’em ¢ for Jesus Christ’s sake. Amen.’

Then Faith got up, and felt much
happier. She knew her Friend would
help her. She had carried it all to the
Lord in prayer, and now she must not
fret about it any more. °That was
what Mother Mary used to say,” said
Taith to herself. ©She told me I was
to take all my troubles to the Lord,
and then leave ’em with Him, and
not bother about ’em no more. She
said it was a sin and a shame to doubt
Him, and to think He wouldn’t give
us aught, if we asked Him, and it
was good for us.’

So little Faith tried to forget her
sorrow ; and by-and-by she fell
asleep.

How long she slept she did not
know, but when she awoke the grey
morning light was creeping under the
door, and peeping through the key-
hole, and making the dirty, dusty
walls of the old staircase visible once
more. !

Taith started up and opened the
door, and then went out into the rain
and mud.
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It was still quite early, and she had
gone down several streets, and felt as
if she were a long way from home
before the church clock struck five.
The streets were almost empty. No
one passed her, except a solitary
policeman, or a doctor returning from
a patient who had sent for him in
the night, or a workman whose
work lay at a great distance from
his home.

But presently, as time went on,
and it got near six o’clock, the streets
were nearly filled with working men,
in their white jackets, hurrying along
to their work.

Then shutters began to be opened,
and fires to be lighted, and smoke to
come out of the chimneys.

Still Faith walked on. She wanted
to get to quite a different part of that
large town, where nobody knew her,
and where she would never meet Mrs.
Gubbins. She was very faint and
hungry, for she had had no supper
the night before. She had one penny
in her pocket, which Mother Mary
had given her long ago, and which
she had kept for her sake. Faith had
almost thought of giving it to her
father, as she called John Robinson,
the night before, when he was so
unhappy about having taken so little
money. But it would not have made
much difference, and she was glad
now that she had kept it, for it would
buy her some breakfast, And then
she must begin to look for a little
place where she could be servant.

But, first, she must make herself
tidy. No one would take an untidy
little girl, she thought. For this pur-
pose she went down an alley, where
was a pump in the middle of the
square, and washed her hands and
her face. Then she took a comb from
her pocket, which had belonged to
the stall, but which her father had
given her the day before, hecause it
was broken and could not be sold.

With this she combed her hair, and
plaited it neatly up again. Mary
Robinson had taught her to be very
clean and tidy, and her little frock,
though it was full of patches and
darns, had not a single hole in it.
Since Mother Mary had died, Faith
had mended it for herself. She looked
a very clean, tidy child when she
came out of the alley, and set out in
search of a shop at which to spend
her penny.

She found a baker’s shop at last,
but it was not open; the baker and
his family had over-slept themselves.
Faith was thinking of going on to look
for another shop. But she turned so
faint and sick that she was obliged to
sit down on the baker’s step. She
felt she could walk no farther untii
she had had something to eat.

At last the door was opened, and a
boy came out and took down the
shutters. Then Faith walked into
the shop.

¢ Well, what’s wanted 2’ said the
baker’s daughter, as Faith held out
the penny.

‘ Please,” said Faith, in a faint
voice, I want the biggest cake you’ve
got for a halfpenny.’

‘ You look half hungered,’ said the
girl, as she handed her a tea-cake.
‘ Sit you down on that chair and eat
it.- Mother, come you here!’ she
called, in a louder voice.

A fat, rosy, good-tempered-looking
woman answered the call.

‘ She wanted the biggest cake we’ve
got for a halfpenny,’ said the girl.
‘ Look at her ; she’s nigh hungered !’

‘ Where are you off to ?’ said the
baker’s wife to Faith, as she sat
eating her cake.

‘ Please, ma’am,” said little Faith,
¢ I’'m looking for a place. I'm going
to be a little servant somewhere.
Do you know of anybody as wants
a little girl ¢ 2

‘ Why, now,” said the woman to

]
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her daughter, ¢ doesn’t Miss Benson
want one %’

¢ Ay, said the girl, ‘so they say ;
- but maybe she wouldn’t take such
as her.’

¢ There’s no harm in asking her,
anyhow,” said the baker’s wife.
‘Take the child across to her,
Maggie.’

So Faith followed Maggie across
the road ; but, before she went, the
good baker’s wife gave her two more
large tea-cakes, and gave her the
halfpenny back again which her
daughter had taken.

¢ Jesus made her do that, I’'m sure,’
said Faith to herself.

Miss Benson was not up, and they

Faith:

had to wait for some time to see her,
and then when she did come down-
stairs she seemed quite angry with
Faith for coming, and with the baker’s
daughter for having brought her.

‘Want a servant ? “Yes, she did
want a servant; but a proper,
respectable sort of servant, not a
little, weakly, sickly child. She would
have thought they would have known
that, without needing to be told ;’
and, so saying, she showed them out.
+ The baker’s daughter took a kind
leave of the child, but said she was
afraid she did not know of any one
else.

So little Faith went on alone, very
sorrowfully.

CHAPTER

FAITH’S

Up and down the streets, up and
down the streets, hour after hour,
little Faith wandered, first asking at
one shop and then at another. Some-
times she would venture to stop the
passers-by, and inquire of them. She
would choose some one whose face
looked kind and motherly and put
the same question again and again :
‘Could you tell me of any one as
wants a little servant, please ¢’

But she got nothing but discourage-
ment the whole day long. One told
her that she was too small ; another
that she was too delicate ; another
brought tears to her eyes by telling
her to go home to her mother ; one
or two laughed at her, and not a few
were angry with her. And so the day
wore away.

It was getting near evening, and
was beginning to grow dark. Faith
had asked her question hopefully and
eagerly in the morning ; but now she

IE
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asked it in quite a different voice,
and as if she hardly expected an
encouraging answer. She was very
tired, and sad, and disappointed.
Her Friend had not helped her, she
thought. She had taken it to the
Lord in prayer , but no answer had
come. Mother Mary had said it was
wicked to doubt ; but how could she
help doubting when God did not seem

to hear her ¢ ;

She was very foot-sore and tired,
so she sat down on a doorstep to rest.
She wondered very much what Mrs.
Gubbins had said when she found she
was gone ; and whether her father
missed her very much—she won-
dered whether he was looking for her
all over that great town.

And then Faith remembered that
it was Saturday night, and that her
father would be at his place at the
stall. She wondered how far the
market-place was from where she was
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sitting. She had a great longing just
to see her father for a minute. She
did not want him to see her—that
would never do. No, she would never

go home again till she had found a
little place, and was earning money
for herself. But what she wanted was
to try to get a peep at her father, to
see if he looked sorrowful, or tired,
or as if he was missing her very much.

Faith got up from the doorstep,
and asked a girl who was passing
which was the way to the market-
place. The girl directed her, and to
Faith’s joy she found it was close by.

In a few minutes she came in sight
of the great church underneath the
shadew of which stood John Robin-
son’s stall. ,

- The street was very crowded :
there was always a very full market
on Saturday night. People were
buying in their stores for the week,
and were going in and out of the
different shops in the market-place
with large baskets on their arms, All
was bustle, and hurry, and confusion.

Faith threaded her way through
the crowd, and went down a little side
street which led into the market-
place, and which ran along the side
of the old church. She crept along
close to the railings of the church,
till she came nearly to the end of the
street ; but she did not dare to go
farther, lest her father should see her.
She could see the top of the stall from
where she stood, but she could not see
her father. She did not like to go
round the corner, for that would
have brought her close up to the
stall, and he would have seen her at
once.

Faith had nearly made up her
mind to go back again when she
noticed that the church gate was
open. She was almost afraid to go
inside, but at last she ventured. In
front of her was a porch leading into
the church, and in this porch she saw

Faith.

that there was a window looking in
the direction of the stall, through °
which she would be able to see her
father without his seeing her. So she
ran quickly across the open piece of
churchyard, and got inside the porch.

Then she looked out of the window.
John Robinson’s stall was not more
than thirty yards away. She could
see him quite well, surrounded as he
was by flaring naphtha lights; but
he could not see her at all in the dark-
ness and shadow of the church porch.

This was just what little Faith
wanted. She stood there for a long
time watching him. He looked very
sad, she thought, and very tired.
Nobody seemed to be buying any-
thing, and she longed to run across
the road and spend her penny at the
stall. If only she could be somebody
else, for just one moment, and run
across and buy a penny toy, that he
might have one more penny to take
home to Mrs. Gubbins !

What would Mrs. Gubbins say if he
brought her nothing home to-night ?

Well, there would be one mouth
the less to feed, that was a comfort g
she could not blame him any more
for giving the children’s bread to her..

How anxiously Faith watched for
customers to the stall ; and how glad
she was when at last an old man
stopped and bought one of the best
sixpenny pipes !

But her father did not seem half
as glad as she thought he would have
been. He put the money in his
pocket, but he did not look a bit
pleased. He did not seem to be
thinking much about it. All the time
the old man wasg there, all the time
he was showing off his wares, all the
time he was waiting for purchasers,
he was gazing up and down the
street, first this way and then that
way, as it he were looking for some
one.

‘ Can he be looking for me ? * gaid

Ix
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TFaith to herself. ¢Oh, I hope he
. doesn’t miss me so much! P’raps I
oughtn’t never to have run away, but
ought to have stopped with him, and
cheered him up. But I did it @/l for
him. Mrs. Gubbins goes on at him so
about me! Oh, dear, oh, dear; I
hope he isn’t very unhappy !’

There was a low stone seat on each
side of the church porch, and Faith
sat down on this and hid her face in
her hands and cried. She was very
tired and disheartened. Once she
thought she would go out and go
back to her father, but then she did
not dare to go back to Mrs. Gubbins
again till she had found a situation
for herself. No, she could not do that.

But night was coming on, and
where should she sleep ¢ She would
be very frightened indeed if she had
to be out alone in the street all night !

What could she do ? Should she
pray again ? She thought she would.
Perhaps if she asked the Lord Jesus
again to help her He would hear her.
She could not understand why He
had not heard her before. 1t was very
strange! But she would try once
more. She would tell Him how tired
and lonely she was, and how much
she was afraid of being out in the
street all night, Perhaps when He
saw how very unhappy she was He
would tell her where to go.

Faith was just going to kneel down
when she heard the sound of singing
inside the church. She put her ear
to the door and listened.

Taith thought she had never heard
such a beautiful tune. She opened
the door just a little crack, that she
might, if possible, hear the words,
and then she peeped in.

To her astonishment she could not
see any one in the church. One or two
of the gas-lamps were lighted, and she
could see the great store pillars, and
the high arches, and long aisles of the
old church, but she could not see a
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single man or woman or child. There
woare a great many pews, but they
were all empty; and there was a
high pulpit, but there was no one
standing in it, She opened the door
a little wider and went in. There did
not seem to be any one in the old
church but herself.

Where could the singing have
come from ? ‘

Faith walked a few steps farther
into the church, and then she stopped
again, She felt rather afraid at the
sound of her feet upon the stone
pavement. ;

The singing had stopped, but pre-
sently she heard the voice of some one
reading aloud. The voice seemed to
come from the other side of the
church.  After waiting for some
minutes, Faith walked on tip-toe in
that direction. She wanted very
much to know from whence the
sound came, :

Presently she saw a door in that
part of the church .open, and an old
man looked out to see who was walk-
ing about in the church. He caught
sight of Faith, and came towards her.
She felt very much inclined to run
away ; she was afraid he would be
angry with her for coming into the
church.

But the old man did not look cross
or vexed, but smiled at her as he
came up, so Faith settled not to run
away.

When the old man was close to her
Le asked her, in a whisper, what she
wanted.

¢ Please, sir,” said Faith, * I wanted

; & [ b
. to hear ’em sing ; they was singing

so beautifully when 1 was outside
there—but I couldn’t find nobody !’

‘They’re all in the vestry,” said
the old verger ; ‘it’s prayer-meeting
night. It’s always prayer-meeting of
a Saturday night. You’ll have to sit
very still if I let you come in.’

¢ Will they let me in ? ’ said Faith,
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in a faltering voice ; ¢ won’t they be
cross if I'go 2’

“Oh, no,” said the man, ‘not if I
take you, bairn, and if you are a good
girl. Come along; you can sit on
the seat by me.” So he gave Faith his
hand, and took her into the vestry.

The vestry was nearly full. There
were about thirty people present,
sitting in rows, and the minister was
standing in front of them, reading a
chapter out of the Bible. Then they
knelt down and prayed.

Little Faith was very tired and
sleepy. She sat in the corner by the
old verger, and he kept nodding
kindly to her; but the warmth and
comfort of the room, after her bad
night, and after the cold and fatigue
of the day, made her eyes very
heavy.

Presently, as the minister was
reading again, she fell asleep.

She had not been asleep more than
a minute or two when she was
wakened up suddenly by hearing her
own name.
of Mother Mary, and thought she was
sitting beside Mother Mary’s bed, as
she had done for so many days and
nights before she died, and then she
thought some one asked her a ques-
tion, and this question awoke her,—

“Little F Faith, wherefore didst thou
doubt ¢’

She started up and opened her
eyes, but Mother Mary was not
there ! Faith found herself in the
vestry, on the seat beside the old
man ; and he looked very surprised
to see her jump up so suddenly.

She had been dreaming -

I3

And yet she felt quite sure that she
had really heard a voice asking her
that question : yes, and she felt quite
sure that it was the same voice which
was reading now ! It was the minis-
ter who had said,—

¢ Little Faith, wherefore didst thou
doubt ?°

How could he know about her ?
Who could have told him that her
name was little Faith ¢ How did he
know that she had been praying, and
had not got an answer to her prayer,
and was beginning to doubt ?

Jesus must have told him ;
felt sure of that;
knew.

The minister did not say anything
more about her. She listened very
attentively now, but he did not men-
tion her name again. He was reading
about a ship, and the wind ceasing,
and the ship getting to land.

It was very strange that he should
have stopped in the middle to speak
to her !

But little Faith felt she had got a
message from Heaven. Jesus must
have told him to ask her that ques-
tion : He was very sorry she had
doubted Him, and told the minister
to tell her so.

Faith said to herself that she would
never doubt any more.- She was quite
sure now that she would have an
answer to her prayer very soon
indeed. Her Friend had heard her
after all, and was going to help her.
She felt quite glad and happy, and
as if a great weight had been taken
off her heart,

she
nobody else
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CHAPTER 1V.

A HAPPY SUNDAY.

THE prayer was over, the blessing
was given, and the people rose to
leave.

But little Faith still sat on. The
old verger came up to her, and told
her kindly that it was all done now,
and she had better be thinking of
going home, as it was getting late, and
he was going to lock the church’ up.

¢ Please, sir,’” said little Faith, ‘ do
you think the minister would let me
speak to him ?°’

¢ Ay, to be sure,’ said the old man ;
¢ wait a minute and I’ll ask him.’

The minister was talking to an old
lady, who had stopped behind the
rest to tell him of some one who was
ill, and wanted tc see him. As soon
as she had done speaking the verger
went up to hlm and, pointing “to
Faith, said,” ‘Here’s a little girl as
has been Slttmg by me in the meet-
ing, wants to speak to you, sir.’

The minister called Faith to him,
and asked her what she wanted.

‘ Please, sir,” said the child, ‘I
won’t never do it again.’

‘You won’t do what, my child ? *
said the minister.

‘1 won’t never doubt Him again,”.

said little Faith. ‘It was very wrong,
I know it was—Mother Mary said so ;
but I won’t do it no more, I won’t.
Did He tell you to speak to me, and
to ask me that ?’

The minister looked very puzzled.

 What does she mean, Barnes ¢’
he said to the old verger. ‘ When
did I speak to her, and ask her any-
thing ? I eannot remember that I
ever saw her before.’

‘ Please, sir,” said Faith, ®it was
just now when I was a-sitting there
by him. I was very tired with walk-
ing about all day, and I was very nigh

asleep, and then I heard you calling

- of me, and asking that.’

‘I think you must have been
dreaming, dear child,” said the minis-
ter ; ‘I never asked you anything.’

¢ Didn’t you ? ’ said little Faith, in
a very disappointed voice. ‘Oh! I
thought it was you; it must have
been a dream, then!’

¢ What was it, dear ? ’ said the old
lady, who had been putting on her
cloak whilst they were talking.
‘What did you think Mr. Barker

~asked you ?°’

‘¢ Please, ma’am,” said Faith, with
tears in her eyes, ¢ I heard somebody
saying to me, ‘‘ Little Faith, where-
fore didst thou doubt?” and I
thought it was the minister, and that
Jesus had told him what they called
me, and all about me.’

¢ Oh, I see now, I think,’ said the

minister, kindly; ¢is your name
Fauth 27
‘ Yes, sir,” said the child, ‘ Faith

Emmerson.’ ;

‘It was in the chapter I read
to-night,” said Mr. Barker to the old
lady. °‘Don’t you remember Jesus
said to Peter, ¢ O thou of little faith,
wherefore didst thou doubt ? *”’

‘Yes! of course,’ said the old lady,
‘ that was it. Poor child! wasn’t it
strange ¢’

‘Then Jesus didn’t tell you about
me, after all 2’ said the child.

‘ No,’ said Mr. Barker, ¢ He did not
tell me about you; but I am sure, if
you have been doubtlng Him, little
Faith, that He has sent you here that
I mloht ask you that question. I am
quite sure He meant it for you. Now
will you not tell me why you have
been doubting Him ? what was it
about %’
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Little Faith burst into tears. ¢ Oh,
please,’ she said, ¢ Mrs. Gubbins says
I’m taking bread out of the children’s
mouths, so I've run away to be a
little servant; and nobody wants
me. I walked about all day asking of
people, and there isn’t nobody as
wants me. I’ve asked at all the little
shops, and none of ’em wants a girl
just now ; and I've asked the folks
in the street, and none of ’em wanted
anybody neither. There isn’t nobody
wants me! And afore I started I
asked Jesus to help me, and He
hasn’t helped me a bit yet, and now
I don’t know whatever I shall do
to-night !’

‘ Now,’ said the minister, ‘I want
to hear all about it. Sit down on the
seat beside me, and tell me. And
first, who is Mrs. Gubbins ?°

Little Faith sat down beside the
minister, and little by little he got
from her her history ; and when she
had told him all, and he understood
quite well what she wanted, he
turned to the old lady, who was
waiting and listening also, and asked
her advice as to what was to be
done.

‘Don’t you think you had better
go home to your father to-night,
Kaith, and stop with him till I hear
of a situation for you ?’ said the
old lady.

‘Oh! please not,” said Faith. ‘I
don’t want never to go back to Mrs.
Gubbins again. What would she
say ¢ She’d maybe be ever so angry
with me. Oh, please don’t send me
back till I can tell them I've got a

little place !’
. *Well, Mr. Barker,” said the old
lady, atter thinking for a minute or

two, “I’ll take little Faith home
with me to-night. She may stop
with me till Monday, and then we
can talk about it again, and see
what can be done.’ i

‘ That is indeed good of you, Mrs.

Fraser,” said the minister. ¢ Little
Faith, Jesus has heard your prayer,
you see, and has sent this kind lady
to help you

Little Faith was smiling very
happily now, poor child; she felt
as if the burden had been rolled
away from her.

They went out of the vestry, and
walked through the old church,
where Barnes was busy putting out
the gaslights. Then they came to
the church porch, and Faith could
see her father. He was still standing
behind the stall, holding up his wares
to the passers-by.

‘ Please, ma’am,’ safd Faith to the
old lady, ¢ that’s my father.’

‘Had not we better go and tell
him, Faith ?°’ she said.

¢ No, please not,” said little Faith,
‘not till I've got a ]ittle place ;
please don’t tell him now.’

So when they got to the gate the
old lady and Taith went the other
way round the church. The minister
said, ¢ Good night,” for he was going
to see the sick person of whom Mrs.
Fraser had told him.

Mrs. Fraser took hold of Faith’s
hand, and they went on down several
streets till they came to the old
lady’s house. They stopped before
the door, and Mrs. Fraser rang the
bell. It was not at all a large house,
but it looked very grand and beauti-
ful to little Faith. There was a
small bow-window on one side of the
door. The venetian blinds were
down, but not closed, and the
flickering of the firelight within
looked very comfortable and in-
viting.

The door was opened by a clean,
tidy servant, in a white muslin apron
and white cap.

‘Now, Ellen,” said her mistress,
‘T've blought this little girl to spend
Sunday here ; will you give her some
tea, and take care of her ? Now,
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Faith, go with Ellen ; I am sure you
will be happy with her.’

Faith followed Ellen into the cosy
little kitchen, where there was a
blazing fire ; and Ellen told her to
sit down on a stool in front of the
fire, whilst she got her mistress’s
supper ready.

Faith sat still, and watched Ellen
moving about the kitchen, quickly
and yet quietly, and setting out the
supper tray very neatly and prettily ;
and she wondered if ever she would
be so clever, and be able to be of so
much use as a servant.

Then the tray was carried into the
room, and Ellen came back to attend
to Faith., She made the child take
off her wet frock, and she -brought
down a warm jacket of her own for
Faith to wear till her frock was dry.
And then she gave her such a supper
as Faith had not had for many a
day, certainly not since Mother Mary
died. The food and the hot coffee
brought a colour into her pale cheeks,
and Ellen declared she looked ‘a
sight better now.’

Faith was very glad to go to bed,
and slept very soundly after her long,
tiring day.

The next day was Sunday, and
what a happy Sunday it was for
Faith! She went with Ellen to the
old church, and sat beside her, and
heard the minister preach and the
people sing ; and she thought it must
be very like that in heaven where
Mother Mary was.

Then after tea she and Ellen went
into the dining-room to old Mrs.
Fraser, and they read a chapter
together in the Bible, and the old
lady talked to them about it. Faith
could read a little ; she had always
gone to school when Mother Mary
was alive, except on market-days,
and then her father had heard her
read to him as they sat together on
the box behind the stall. Faith was

Faith.

very pleased to be allowed to read
her verse in turn. :

Mrs. Fraser chose the chapter
which the minister had read at the
prayer-meeting on Sunday night,
and in which came the question
which Faith had heard as she woke

_up from sleep: ‘O thou of little
faith, wherefore didst thou doubt ? *

‘Do you love the Lord Jesus,
little Faith 2’ said Mrs. Fraser, when
she had done reading.

‘Yes, ma’am,” said little Faith,
“ever so much, I do.

¢Why do you love Him, Faith 2’
asked the old lady.-
| ‘Please, ma’am, because He died

for me ; Mother Mary said I couldn’t

never go to heaven if Jesus hadn’t
died for me; she said God would
have had to have punished me for
being naughty so often, and couldn’t
never have taken me to live in His
beautiful home, if Jesus hadn’t been
punished ’stead of me., It was good
of Him, it was !’

‘I am so glad you know that,” said
the old lady, ‘ because we have no
right to call God our Friend, little
Faith, till we have come to Jesus as
our Saviour. Many people talk about
God helping them, and God being
merciful to them, and yet all the
time they never come to God
through Jesus, never take Jesus for
their own Saviour. But you have
done that; haven’t you, little Faith ?’

‘Yes, please, ma’am,” said little
Faith. ¢ Mother Mary taught me a
hymn, to say when I said my prayers
of a night and morning. 1t begins :

Just as T am, without ene ples

But that Thy blood was shed for me,

And that Thoun bidd’st me come to Thee,
O Lamb of God, I come.

And I try to come every time I
say it.’

‘ Dear child,” said Mrs. Fraser, ¢ I
am so glad of that. And now, little
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Faith, I am sure you Aave a Friend

in Jesus, and so you must never
doubt Him. Little Faith, ¢ where-
fore didst thou doubt?” Don’t
forget that question ; it grieves Him
so if you doubt Him.’

‘Yes,” said little Faith, ¢ Mother
Mary said so.’ ; ,

¢ Just think, Faith,” said the old
lady, ¢ after I’ve tried to be kind to
you, and taken you in here, and am
trying to make you happy, and am
ready to do anything I can for you,
if you were to doubt me and to say
“1I don’t think Mrs. Fraser will give
me any breakfast to-morrow,” or
“I don’t think Mrs. Fraser will
really look out for a place for me,”
and “T don’t believe this,” or “ I'm

- 80 afraid of that,” why, little Faith,

what should I think of you 2 *

Little Faith laughed.

‘I wouldn’t mever do that,” she
said.

‘No, little Faith,” said the old
lady, ¢ you wouldn’t doubt me; then
do you think you ought to doubt
the Lord Jesus, who has done so
much more for you than I have
done ?’ -

. “No,’ said T'aith, ‘I must never
do it again.’

Then Mrs. Fraser knelt down, and
prayed that she and Ellen and Faith
might always trust their Heavenly
Friend, and never doubt His love,
but that every time they felt
tempted to do so, they might hear
His tender, loving voice saying to
them as He did to Peter, ‘O thou
of little faith, wherefore didst thou
doubt 2 *

CHAPTER V,

THE EMPTY PLACE.

It was Friday morning, and little
Faith was going to the market to see
her father. She had waited until
Friday that she might be able to see
him at the stall, for she did not want
to go home to meet Mrs. Gubbins.
Faith had so much to tell her
father that he would be pleased to
hear. The minister and Mrs. Fraser
had had a long talk about her on
Tuesday evening, and it had been
settled that they should get her
father’s consent for her to stop in
Mrs. Fraser’s house for six months,
that the old lady and Ellen might
teach her and train her to be a useful
little servant, and then the minister
and Mrs. Frager very kindly pro-
mised to find a nice situation for her,
where she might earn money for
herself. Oh! how glad her father

would be when he heard this good
news !

Faith dressed herself very tidily,
in the pretty pink frock which Mrs,
Fraser and Ellen had made for her,
and put on her new brown hat,
trimmed so prettily and so neatly
with brown velvet.

‘I wonder if father will know me 2 *
said Faith to herself, as she looked
in the looking-glass before starting :
‘maybe he’ll think it’s somebody
else. He'll never think it’s me, as
smart as this ! Oh dear, how pleased
he’ll-be !’

It was quite early when Faith
started for the market-place, not
more than nine o’clock. She was so
happy that Friday morning that she
hardly knew what she was doing.
She had helped Ellen to get the



18

breakfast ready, but she had spilled
the milk and let the kettle boil over,
and had let one of the silver spoons
fall, and had had so many mishaps
in various ways, that Ellen had
laughed at her, and had told her that
she had better get her breakfast
and go at once, for it was clear she
was too excited to do anything else.

So now Faith was ready to go. She
ran quickly downstairs, and in the
hall she found Mrs. Fraser.

‘Well, little Faith,” said the old
lady, ‘tell your father I will take
great care of you—and take this with
you to spend at the stall; you will
like to buy something, I know.” And
Mrs. Fraser put a florin into the
child’s hand, and told her that she
might buy anything she pleased
with it.

Two shillings to spend at her
father’s stall !

If Faith had been in good spirits
before, she was almost wild now.
Two shillings! What a number of
things that would buy! And her
father, how pleased he would be!
No one had ever spent two shillings
at the stall before. Mrs. Gubbins
would be almost in a good temper
if he took so much money home to
her at night.

What should she buy?  She
thought she would get a nice present
for Ellen, who had been so kind to
her. What should it be ? She turned
over in her mind all the contents of
the stall, but could not fix upon any-
thing. No, she must wait until she
got. there, and talk it over with her
father.

Oh! how surprised he would be
when she appeared, and how glad
and thankful when he heard how
happy she was, and how good God
had been to her ! Faith felt as if her
feet would not go fast enough: it
seemed such a long time since she
had seen her father, and it was
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almost like a dream to think of
speaking to him again, and telling
him of all that had happened to her
during that strange week. :

At last the old church came in
sight, and Faith turned down the
little side street, that she might come
out just in front of her father’s stall.
She was getting very near now ; she
could see the basket stall and the
cap stall, which were just at the end
of the street. Another moment and
she would be there! Oh, how little
Faith’s heart beat as she hurried on !

She turned the corner—and then
she suddenly stood still—rooted to
the spot in amazement and dismay.
Her father was not there! The
stocking stall, the gingerbread stall,
the boot-lace stall, and all the other
toy stalls were going on as usual, but
her father’s place was empty.

Little Faith was so disappointed
that she burst into tears.

What could be the reason ? Where
could her father be ? Had he changed
his place ¢ She wandered a little way
down the market-place to see, but no
—that was not likely, for she had
often heard him say that he liked
this place at the corner of the two
streets better than any in the
market-place.

And then, too, her father’s place
was empty, no other stall had been
moved there.

What could be the matter ? She
was sure that no small reason would
keep him away from the stall. She
could only remember one market-
day when he had not been there, and
that was the day Mother Mary had
died. That sorrowful day! It was
very fresh in little Faith’s memory
still. She remembered how they sat
by her bed, and her father was hold-
ing her hand, and she had said,
‘You won’t go to-day, John ;’ and
he had said,  No, dear, of course I
won’t.” And then he had sat there,
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holding her hand, till .she had gone
away from them to heaven.

Little Faith had thought of all this
now, as she sat down on the coping-
stone of the church railings, wonder-
ing what had become of her father.

What could be the matter ? Was one

of the children dead ? Had Mrs.
Gubbins been getting drunk, and let

them fall into the fire or down the:

stairs ? Little Faith had always been
afraid of that, and had always
charged Tommy, the eldest one, to
take care of the others whilst she
was out. Could it be that ? It made
her shudder to think of it! Or
was her father ill—very, very ill, like
Mother Mary had been, with no one
to nurse him, or love him, or look
after him? It was a dreadful
thought, and the tears ran down
the child’s face as her mind dwelt
upon it. *

Suddenly it occurred to her that
she would ask the other stall-keepers
if they had seen anything of her
father. So she went up to Tom
Jenkins, the owner of the basket stall,
and asked him if he had seen her
father in the market-place that
morning. ;

‘Why, bless me !’ said Jenkins,
tooking very closely at her, ‘is it
little Faith ?°

‘Yes,” said Faith, ¢‘it’s me. I’ve
got a little place; I came to tell
father about it, and he’s gone.’

‘Well,’ said Jenkins, ‘I can’t think,
for the life of me, what’s got him.
He was here on Tuesday, only half
the day, though ; but he hasn’t ‘been
here to-day.’

‘Did he look 1ll?’
Faith.

‘ Aye,” said Jenkins, ¢ very down-
hearted, he did. I don’t know what
was wrong with him. I said to my
mate there, when he went home at
night, says I, * There must be some-
thing amiss with Robinson.”” But he

said little
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never said nothing about it to none
of us.’

‘What can it be ??
Faith.

‘I don’t know, my lass, I’m sure,’
said the basket man, as he turned
away to show off his wares to some
country people who were passing the
stall ; “ maybe yon man yonder will
know,” and he pointed to the cap-stall
proprietor, who was standing idly
behind his stall with his hands in his
pockets.

Faith went to him, but he could
give her no information whatever.
She asked at one or two of the other
stalls, but with the same result. No
one could throw the least light on the
reason of her father’s absence. There
was nothing to be done but to go
back and tell Mrs. Fraser.

So with a heavy heart Faith turned
back. How slowly she walked home-
wards, so differently from the way in
which she had come down to the
market-place. She even turned round
once or twice, and looked at the
empty place again, as if it could not
possibly be anything but a dream
that her father’s stall had vanished
from the place where it had stood so
long.

When Faith got to the house Ellen
let her in, and was beginning to ask
her, in a cheerful voice, if her father
knew her, when she noticed how sad
and downcast the child looked.

¢ Where is Mrs. Fraser 2’ said little
Faith, as she began to cry again.

‘She’s here in the dining-room,’
said Ellen, kindly, ‘Come in and
speak to her.’

She opened the door, and Faith
went in, and, holding out the florin,
she sobbed out, ¢ Please, ma’am, he’s
gone ; he isn’t there! I can’t find
him nowheres! None of the stall-
keepers has seen him to-day. Oh,
dear ! whatever shall I do ¢’

Mrs. Fraser made Faith sit down

said little
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beside her, and talked it over with
her for a long time; and at last it
was'decided that, after dinner, Faith
should go to her old home to see
what was the matter there.

Faith did not eat much dinner that
day ; she was very anxious and very
troubled. She did not forget before
she started to go into the little bed-
room which she shared with Ellen,
and, kneeling down, take her trouble
to the Lord in prayer, and ask her
Heavenly Friend to go with her. For
she could not help dreading meeting
Mrs. Gubbins again, and she did not
know in what trouble or sorrow she
might find her father. And as she
went down the well-known streets,
~ and got nearer and nearer to Beliry
Row, she kept asking again and
again for help for whatever was
before her.

At last little Faith reached the
house, and quietly opened the door.
And then she stood still, and felt
almost afraid to go farther.

What would Mrs. Gubbins say
when she went in ? All Faith’s dread
of the old woman returned upon her.

She crept cautiously and quietly
up the rickety stairs. The house was
very noisy, as usual ; the two land-
ings were full of screaming, quarrel-
ling children, and bad and angry
words were heard on all sides. Faith
had never noticed how wretched
the house looked before. When
she had lived there she was so
accustomed to the noise and the
dirt and the misery that she had
hardly seen it.

But now, when she had come from
Mrs. Fraser’s beautiful house, where
everything was so clean and com-
fortable, Faith wondered how she
could ever have been happy in
Belfry Row. It looked so very for-
lorn and wretched, she thought.

The people on the two landings
took no notice of her as she passed
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by. John Robinson’s family had kept
very much to themselves, and did
not know any of the other people in
the house. There was no one now
living on the same floor with them,
and those below seemed as far away
as if they lived in another house, for
they never saw them except when
they passed by their rooms as they
went down to the street door, and
they did not even know their names.
The people of the house were con-
stantly changing, nearly every week
fresh ones came, and so, even if they
had wished to get to know them, it
would have been very difficult. So
Faith passed by, and no one stopped
her or noticed her.

At last she reached the top land-
ing, and there before her was the well-
known door. She waited for a minute
or two, wondering what she should
do, and then she knocked.

No one came to open the door, and
Faith could not hear any sound
inside the room.

Surely the children could not be
asleep yet ; it was only four o’clock.
The church clock in the street struck
as she stood at the door.

Faith knocked again, and waited
again, but she got no answer. ‘ They
must be all out,” she thought; ‘I
expect the door is locked ; I shall
have to come again.” She wondered
where they could have gone; they
had never all been out together since
Mother Mary died.

Faith thought she would try the
door before she went away ; perhaps
Mrs. Gubbins had been looking out
of the window, and would not let her
in, and was making the children sit
very quiet that she might not hear
them.

Faith’s heart beat very fast at the
thought. Should she lift the latch
and go in? What would Mrs.
Gubbins do ? Would she knock her
down as soon as she went in, and
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then turn her out ? Not if her father
was there, Faith felt sure of that.
But she did not think her father
could be there, unless he was very
ill, or he would have opened the
door.

No, they must all be out; she
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would just try the door, and then go
away.

So Faith put her hand on the
latch, and was almost startled at the
sound it made going down.

The door was open, and FKaith
went in,

CHAPTER VI.

WHAT FAITH FOUND IN THE ATTIC.

FA1TH went into the room, but it was
not empty. Her father was not there,
nor the children, but in the corner of
the room, in the place where the chil-
dren used to sleep, Mrs. Gubbins was
lying on the ground with her face
turned to the wall. She did not look
round as Faith went in, but lay per-
fectly still.

Could she be asleep, or was she only:
pretending to be asleep, that Faith

might go away again ? The child felt
tempted to do this ; she was so terri-
fied at the thought of being alone
there with Mrs. Gubbins. But then
she remembered that it was almost
tea-time. Surely her father and the
children would soon be in, and then
she could see them before she went.

So Faith sat down on a box and
waited. Mrs. Gubbins did not move
nor speak, and Faith concluded that
she must really be asleep. No doubt
she had been drinking heavily, and
had fallen on the bed to sleep the
heavy sleep of drunkenness, as Faith
had seen her do so often before. On
the table was a black bottle and a
broken cup. The bottle had no cork
in it, and was lying on its side, and
there was a strong smell of spirits in
the room, as if the old woman had
knocked it over when she got up from
her seat, and the contents had been
spilled on the floor,

Faith sat still on the box, straining
her ears for the sound of her father’s
footstep on the stairs; but no one
came. Not a sound broke the silence,
except the distant noise of quarrel-
ling and screaming children which
came up from below.

The room was very cold. The fire
had evidently burnt out some time
since, and Faith shivered as she sat
near the door. She once thought that
she would go farther into the room,
where she would be out of the way of
the draught; but she was so much
afraid that Mrs. Gubbins would wake
and be angry with her, that she
thought she would keep close to the
door, that she might make her escape
as soon as the old woman moved.

Time passed on, and still no one
came.

What could they be doing ? Where
could her father have taken them ?

The church clock struck five. It
was getting dark now. Faith could
only dimly see the form of Mrs.
Gubbins stretched in the corner of
the attic. She did not know what to
do. Mrs. Fraser would be expecting
her at home, and would wonder that
she had stayed so long, and yet she
could not bear the thought of not
seeing her father after all. Was there
no one who could tell her anything
about him ? No, she could not think
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of any one. The people downstairs
were new-comers, and probably did
not know anything whatever of the
inhabitants of the attic. There was
no one but Mrs. Gubbins. Should she
awake her and ask her, or should
she go away without hearing of her
father ?

Faith decided to go away: but
when she was half-way down the
stairs she changed her mind; it
would be terrible to wait till to-
morrow to know what was the
matter with her father. All night
long she would be wondering where
he was, and she would lie awake
thinking of him, she was sure of that.
For a very dreadful thought had

crossed her mind. Was her father:

dead, and had Mrs. Gubbins sent the
children to the workhouse ? The
more Faith thought of this the more
she felt afraid that this was what
was the matter. She could not go
home without knowing the truth.
So she went back again, and knocked
once more, very loudly, at the attic
door. She hoped that Mrs. Gubbins
would awake, and come to the door,
and then she could speak to her there
without going inside. ‘

But no sound was to be heard
within, though Faith repeated her
knock three or four times. So she
opened the door and went into the
attic again. Mrs. Gubbins was lying
just as Faith had seen her before ;
she did not seem to have moved at all.

‘I shall have to speak to her,” said
the child to herself. ‘She seems so
very sound asleep.’

She crossed the rotten floor, trem-
bling at the noise she made, and went
up to where Mrs. Gubbins was lying.

Then (Faith stood still for a
minute, and prayed. She took it to
the Lord in prayer. She asked her
Friend to stand by her, and help her,
and not to let Mrs. Gubbins hurt her.

As she prayed she happened to
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look up at the skylight window, and
there, looking down into the dark,
dismal attic, was a bright and beau-
tiful star. Little Faith looked at the
star, and it seemed to be smiling at
her, she thought. It seemed like the
loving eye of the Lord Jesus watch-
ing her, and she thought she heard
Him asking her that question again,
¢ Little Faith, wherefore didst thou
doubt ?°’ :

Oh, what strength it gave her!
Faith felt that her prayer was heard.
Jesus was by her side, and He would
help her. She would be no longer
afraid.

‘ Mrs. Gubbins !’ said Faith, in a
whisper. ‘ Mrs. Gubbins !’

But Mrs. Gubbins did not hear.

‘Mrs. Gubbins! Mrs. Gubbins !’
she repeated, much louder -than -
before.

But no answer came.

‘Mrs. Gubbins! Mrs. Gubbins !’
She almost shouted the words this
time ; but still the old woman did
not move. ° How very sound asleep
she must be !’ thought the child.

It was nearly dark now, so that
Faith could only just see Mrs. Gub-
bins’ face, but she fancied that her-
eyes were not quite closed. One hand
was hanging out from under the
blanket close to Faith, and the child
took hold of it, thinking that she
would in this way be able to arouse
the old woman from her heavy sleep.

But she had no seoner taken Mrs,

- Gubbins’ hand than she started back

in terror. - The hand was icy cold.
Faith had never felt anything like it
since Mother Mary died. She remem-
bered how she had crept to Mother
Mary’s side the night after she died,
not liking to go to sleep without
giving her a kiss as usual, and then
she remembered how startled she had
been to find her so very very cold,
for she had never seen death before.

And now Mrs. Gubbins’ hand felt



Little

just like that, just as cold, just as
motionless. Could Mrs. Gubbins be
dead ?

Faith ran to the door, and down
the stairs as fast as she could.

¢ What is it ¢ what’s the matter 2’
said a woman who was coming out of
her room on the next landing, and
heard Faith’s footstep, and saw by
the light of her candle how pale and
frightened the child looked.

¢ Oh, please,” said little Faith, ‘I
wish you’d come upstairs ; I believe
she’s dead !’

‘Dead! Who’s dead ?’ said the
woman. ‘What is it, child ? Tell
me who’s dead !’

¢ Mrs. Gubbins ! ’ said Faith ; ¢ the
old woman as lives upstairs. Haven’t
you never seen her passing by ?’

‘What! that old woman as is
always going out for drink ? Ay, I've
~ seen her,” said the woman.

Two or three more women came
out of their rooms at this moment,
and they all agreed to go upstairs
with Faith.

The woman with the candle went
first, and flashed the light on the old
woman’s face.

‘Yes, she’s gone,” she said,
solemnly ; °she’s gone, poor thing !
Dear me, has she mnever anybody
belonging to her 2’

Faith told them in a few words
who she was, and asked them if they
could tell her anything of her father
and the children. One woman told
her that they had left the house
together last Tuesday afternoon, and
had never been seen since; but
where they had gone no one knew.
Another woman said Mrs. Gubbins
had been backwards and forwards
several times the day before with a
bottle in her hand, but none of them
had seen her at all to-day.

Then they talked together about
what was to be done. The news had
by this time spread all over the
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house and throughout Belfry Row,
and quite a crowd of people filled the
little attic—mothers with babies in
their arms, troops of noisy, dirty
children, and one or two idle and
ragged men.

After much talking and after many
exclamations of horror, and after
each person had separately related
when was the last time that he or
she had seen Mrs. Gubbins, and when
they had also all related, in turn,
what had been the exact state of
their feelings of horror and surprise
when they had been summoned to
the attic just now, and had been told
that she was dead—they came to the
conclusion that Jem Payne, one of
their number, should go at once to
the parish officer and report the case
to him, and leave all further steps in
the matter in his hands.

When all this was settled Faith
turned to go; she was very glad to
be able to leave the attic and to go
homewards. She felt very awe-struck
and solemn as she walked home, and
yet she could hardly realise it. Mrs.
Gubbins dead ! alone in the attic
dead ! And her father gone she knew
not-where | It all seemed too strange
and too dreadful to be true.

Faith was very glad when she
reached Mrs. Fraser’s house, and was
able to tell the kind old lady all that
had happened.

*Oh, Faith!’ said Mrs. Fraser,
when she had heard it all, and they
were talking it over together, ‘ may
God keep you, my dear child, from
the love of drink! It is a terrible
thing when a man drinks, but oh, I
think it is worse when a woman
drinks !’

¢ Mrs. Gubbins didn’t always drink
so bad,” said Faith; °but she got
worse and worse lately.’

‘Yes,” said Mrs. Fraser, ‘people
always get worse and worse. Satan
tempts them, and then they yield,
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and then he tempts them again, and
they yield again, and he gets a
greater hold on them every time.
Only God’s grace, little Faith, can
enable a drunkard to lose his love
for drink ; nothing else will do it.
Pledges alone cannot do it; reso-
lations alone cannot do it ; nothing
~but God’s grace helping him can
keep him from falling. Does your
father drink, little Faith 2’

¢ Oh, no,” said Faith, ‘ never—not
a drop, he doesn’t. He always
brought every penny he took home
to Mother Mary, and then, when she
was dead, to Mrs. Gubbins. Oh, poor
father, I wonder where he is !’

‘Do you remember that verse,
Faith,” said Mrs. Fraser, ¢ “If ye
shall ask anything in My name, I
will do it*” 2’

The child thought she had heard it
before, but she did not know it per-
fectly, so Mrs. Fraser found it for
her in her Testament, and made her
learn it.

¢ Now, little Faith,” she said, when
the child had repeated the verse
correctly, ¢ God knows where your
father is. He sees him at this
moment, just as you see me. He sees
what he is doing, and what the chil-
dren are doing. He knows the name
of the place they are in, and the
name of the street, and the number
of the house. He knows all about
them, whether they are ill or well,
or in want or comfort. Now, little
Faith, you would like very much to
know about all this too ; wouldn’t
you ?° ;

‘ Oh, yes,” said little Faith, ‘ that I
should, ma’am !’
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‘Very well,” said Mrs. Fraser,
‘then we will kneel down and ask
God to tell you, and then, if it is
good for you to know, I am quite
sure, little Faith, that in some way
or other He will help you. Little
Faith, can you believe that ¢’

‘Yes,” said the child, ‘I think I
can.’

So Mrs. Fraser and Faith knelt
down together.

It was a very simple prayer, so
simple that Faith could understand
every word of it. Mrs. Fraser took
all the trouble to the Lord in prayer,
telling Him the sorrow of . little
Faith’s heart, and how she longed to
know where her father was, and ask-
ing Him, if He saw it would be good
for her, to let her know.

‘ Now, Faith,” said Mrs. Fraser,
when they rose from their knees,
‘having done this you must leave -
the matter with God, who knows
best. Do not trouble about it any
more, because, if you do that, you
will show plainly that you do not
trust Him. Go about your work
patiently, and, whenever you are
tempted to be sorrowful, you must
think that you hear the Tord Jesus
saying to you, ‘“O thou of little
faith, wherefore didst thou doubt ?”’
If you only trust Him, really trust
Him, an answer will come. I am
sure of that.’

Little Faith wiped away her tears,
and went downstairs with a bright
and cheerful face. She had taken her
trouble to the Lord in prayer, and
she had left it with Him.

Now she had nothing to do but to
wait patiently for the answer.
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CHAPTER VII,

FOUND AT LAST,

I7 is never easy to be patient, and as
days and weeks and even months
went by, and Faith heard nothing
of her father, sometimes her faith
failed her. She wondered if, after all,
God would answer her prayer. But
Mrs. Fraser always cheered her, and
encouraged her, and told her she
must be willing to wait God’s time,

The child was very happy in Mis.
Fraser’s house, and day by day she
was becoming more useful ‘as a
servant. Ellen had great pleasure
in teaching her to do all kinds of
house-work, and in training her in
habits of neatness and order.

The six months during which Mrs.
Fraser had promised to keep her
were almost ended, but the old lady
did not seem at all inclined to look
out for a situation for Faith. She told
the minister that the child was too
young to go amongst strangers and
to do hard work, and that she would
like to keep her in her own house, to
pay her wages, and to train her until
she was older and stronger. Faith
was very thankful when she heard of
this kind offer, for she was quite sure
that she would never be so happy
anywhere as she was in Mrs. Fraser’s
house ; all went on so peacefully and
happily there from day to day. The
mistress was thoughtful and con-

- siderate for the comfort of her ser-

vants, and the servants loved their
kind mistress, and would not have
grieved her for the werld. Every
morning and night they prayed
together, and took their wants, and
sins, and sorrows, to the Lord in
prayer.

Ellen found in Faith a very willing
little helper in her work. She never
idled away her time, but did her work
cheerfully and well. When she was
sent on an errand she went as quickly
as she could, and never stopped to
talk or gossip on the way.

One bright September morning,
just six months after Faith had come
to live with Mrs. Fraser, Ellen sent
her to a shop at some little distance
from home to buy something that
was needed for dinner.

It so happened that, in order to
get to this shop, Faith had to pass
down the market-place. It was so
strange to see everything there look-
ing just the same as it did in the days
when she and her father used to
stand behind the toy-stall three times
a week. The country people were
hurzying past as usual ; the sweets
stall and the gingerbread stall were
still surrounded by children; the
stocking man, the boot-lace man, and
the basket man were still loudly call-
ing to the passers-by to come and
examine their wares.

Faith stopped for a moment before
the place where her father’s stall had
stood. A new toy-stall was there in
its place, and a man was standing
behind it, and his little girl was help-
ing him to sell his goods, just as she
had always helped her father.

‘ I wonder if they have taken much
to-day ? ’ said Faith to herself.

The little girl looked pale and
tired, she thought, and the man
did not seem to be in very good
spirits.

Faith had sixpence of her own in
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her pocket, and she determined to
spend it at the stalf. Perhaps they
would be as glad as she and her
father would have been on one of
those long, tiring days which now
seemed so far away. So she went up
to the stall and bought a new six-
penny comb.

The little girl smiled, and seemed
so pleased to get the sixpence, that
¥aith went on with a light and happy
heart.

She had nearly passed the old
church when she heard some one
calling her, and, looking round, she
saw the owner of the basket stall
waving his arms, and heard him call-
ing ¢ Faith !’ at the top of his voice.
She ran to him at once to see what
he wanted.

‘Here, my lass,’ said the man,
‘have you ever heard aught of your
father ¢’

‘No,” said little Faith, ‘not a
word.’

‘Well,” said he, ‘my Matty said
as she saw him go by the other
day.’

* Oh, where ?’ cried little Faith,
‘ where did she see him ¢ Was it
here ?*

¢ Oh, no,’ said the man, as he wiped
his eyes with the back of his hand.
¢ Matty won’t never come here no
more ; you rememberMatty, don’t
you %’

‘ Is she your little girl that used to
come with you ¢’ said Faith.

¢Ay, he said, ‘the same; but
she’s very badly now ; she’ll never
come no more, so the doctor says !’

‘I’'m so sorry,” said little Faith.
¢ Would you mind telling me where
she saw my father ?”’

¢ She saw him pass the window. I
was out at the stall, but when I
came in, ‘“ Father,” she says, “I saw
the toy-stall man, who used to be
next to us, go by to-day; he must
live somewheres here.”” She never

Little Faith.

forgets folks’ faces, doesn’t Matty.
Go and see her; she’ll tell you all
about it.’

He told Faith where he lived, and
then she hurried on to make up for
lost time.

Was her prayer really going to be
answered at last? It was a very
happy thought, and it was with a
very bright face that she carried the
good news to Mrs. Fraser. The old
lady was very glad to hear it, though
she told Faith not to be too sure that
by this means she should find her
father, but to believe that even if
it did not come now, still God’s
answer to her prayer would not stop
away a single day after God’s time
came.

That afternoon Mrs. Fraser gave
Faith leave to go to Trundle Street,
where little Matty lived, that she
might hear all that the child could
tell her.

It was a dark, dismal street, full
of high houses let off in rooms, and
was very much like Belfry Row,
Faith’s old home. The room to
which the basket man had directed
her to go to was on the ground
floor, on the left-hand side of the
door.

Faith knocked gently, and a voice
within said : ‘Come in; they are
all out but me.’

So Faith opened the door and went
in. It was a low, dark room, and,
at first, Faith could hardly see who or
what was in it. There was not much
furniture, but the room was almost
filled with baskets of various sizes
and shapes and colours, so that there
was very little space to move about
in it.

On a bed, close to the window, a
little girl was lying. She was propped
up with pillows, so that she could see
what was passing in the street. She
was about Faith’s age, or a little
older, but she was so very thin and
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small that Faith could easily have
carried her. When the door was first

- opened she coughed very much, and

seemed in much pain.

‘ Why, it’s Faith,’ she said, as soon
as she could get her breath. ‘I re-
member you at the stall. How did
you know where we lived ? ’

‘ Your father told me,” said Faith.

“He said you had seen my father

go by, and I wanted to hear about
it, because I can’t find him any-
where.’

‘ Yes,’ said Matty; ‘it was yes-

terday that he went by ; he’s never

been past before, because I see every
one that goes by from my window.
He had a breakfast-tin in his hand,
and it was just about seven o’clock
in the evening.’

‘ Are you quite sure ? ’ said little
Faith,

* Yes, quite sure,” said Matty, ¢ as
sure as sure can be. There isn’t a
many men as have only got one
arm, and I know his face so well,
too.’ ; \

‘I wonder if he’ll come again ?°
said Faith, trembling with excite-
ment. ‘If he does, Matty, do you
think you could rap at the window

- and stop him, and tell him where I

live, and how much I want to find
him ? :

‘Ay! Tll do that, said Matty ;
‘it’s nice to be able to do anything
for any one.’ :

‘Yes,” said little Faith ; ¢ it must
be dreadful to lie still all day. Are
you always alone, Matty ?°
- “ Yes, till father comes in,’ she said.
‘ But I tidies the room up, and makes

‘all nice before he goes. He puts all

ready for me on this little table close
beside me, and Mrs. Evans, who lives
upstairs, comes in sometimes. She is
very good ; she boils my kettle on
her fire.’

“But you must be very lonely,’

 said Faith.
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‘Oh, not so very lonely,’ said
Matty. ‘I’ve got my books ;’ and
she pulled out two or three well-read
books from under her pillow ; and
then you know, Faith,’ she added
in a lower tone, ‘Jesus never goes
away.’

‘Do you love Him ?? asked little
Faith.

‘Yes,” said Matty, ¢ very much :
but I didn’t love Him before I was
ill. I was in Miss Carter’s clags in the
Sunday-school, and, oh ! how she did
talk to us about coming to Jesus,
and loving Jesus, and I never listened
much ; but when I was ill, then I
thought about it all. Miss Carter
often comes to see me, and she
lends me such beautiful books, and
she talks to me so nice when ghe
comes.’

‘ Will you never be any better 2’
asked Faith.

‘ Never any better till I die,’ said
Matty ; I shall be quite well then.
Miss Carter found me the verses ;
I’ll read you them. I put a marker
in the places. This is the first v
in Isaiah: ‘“And the inhabitant *’
(that means the people that live in
heaven) “shall not say, I am sick :
the people that dwell therein shall
be forgiven their iniquity.” Miss
Carter says that last bit is the best
part of all. And here’s the other ;
it’s in Revelation : ““There shall
be no more death, neither SOrTow,
nor crying, neither shall there be any
more pain.”’  Isn’t that a good
thing ?° ;

‘Yes, very,” said Faith. ‘How
soon do you think you’ll go there,
Matty ¢’

‘I don’t know,” said the child ;
¢ the doctor didn’t say. I would like
to go very soon. I should like to go
to-day, only there’s father. Poor
father ! he has got nobody but me ;
whatever will he do when I go

away ?’ and Matty began to cry.

>/
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‘1 expect Jesus will come and take
care of him,” said Faith.

‘Yes,” said Matty, ‘I hope so.
That’s why I want father so much
to love Jesus; and, do you know,
I think he does love Him a little,
Faith. Sometimes of a night now he
reads to me out of my Testament,
and he likes me to talk about it now ;
and oh, I do pray for him so very
often.’

‘ Then the answer is sure to come,’
said Faith; ¢Mrs. Fraser always
says so. I keep on praying to find my
father, and scinetimes I think I never
shall find him, but she tells me I
must wait God’s time.’

It was a lovely September evening,
the sun was beginning to set, and the
attic windows of the high houses
opposite looked as if they were on
fire, as the bright golden sunlight fell
upon them.

Suddenly, as they were speaking,

Little Faith.

Matty raised herself quickly. She had
been looking out of the window as
they were talking, and now she gazed
earnestly down the street.

‘Yes,” she cried, ‘it is he! There
he is, Faith, coming down the
street ! Run, Faith, run!’

Little Faith did not need to be told
twice. In a moment she had jumped
up, opened the door, and run into the
street.

Had the answer really come ? Was
her prayer heard ?

Yes, there was no doubt of it.
There, coming down the street to
meet her, in his working clothes, with
his breakfast-tin in his hand, was
her father—her father whom she
had lost so long.

Would he know her, or would he

“pass her by as if she were a stranger *

Little Faith hurried on, and in
another minute she was close to her
father,

CHAPTER VIII.

A WORK FOR LITTLE FAITH.

Yaxus, he did know her. When Faith

was close up to him her father saw,

her. He started with surprise for a
moment, and then he took her up in
his arms, and kissed her.

‘ Why, Faith, my little Faith!’
he said, ‘I thought I should never
find you again. Where have you
been ¢’ '

‘ Why, father,” said Faith, as well
28 she could for her tears, ‘ where
have you been ¢ I thought I should
never find you again. I've been look-
ing for you all over.’

¢ Come away home, Faith, and I’ll

tell you all about it,” said her father,
‘I needn’t be at work for another
half-hour yet.’

So Faith ran in with a bright face
to say good-bye to Matty, and then
took her father’s hand, and walked
with him back to his house.

The children did not know Faith
at all, and they had grown very much
since she had seen them last. The
house was very forlorn, and the
children very dirty.

‘ There’s nobody to look to them,
you see,” said her father, ‘nobody
but me, and I'm tired out by the
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time I get home from work. And now
little Faith, wherever in the world
have you been %’

So Faith told her story, how she
had heard what Mrs. Gubbins had
said about taking the bread out of
the children’s mouths, and how she
~ had gone to look for a little place
where she could be a servant, and
earn money for herself. She told him
of her weary search that long, tiring
day, and then how in the evening
she had come to peep at him from
the church porch, and how she
had longed to spend her penny at
the stall, that he might have one
more penny to take home to Mrs.
Gubbins.

Her father fairly broke down when
Faith came to this part of her
story.

‘Bless you, bless you, child!’
he said, ‘to think of you peepm(r
out of the window at mme! Why, if
I'd only known you were there,
wouldn’t I have run and brought
you out! I was looking for you all
the time.’

Then Faith went on to tell him
how she had heard the singing, and
had gone into the church, and how
Mrs. Fraser had taken her home.
And then she gave him an account
of her happy home, and how she
was being trained to be a useful
servant. ‘

‘ But, oh, father,” said little Faith,
¢ I’ve been praying every day to find
you; and Mrs, Fraser said the
answer would come. Where have you
been all this long time ¢’

‘ Well, Faith,” he said, ¢ my story’s
soon told. I was real cut up when I
heard Mrs. Gubbins say that about
you, and I made up my mind I would
turn her out as soon as I woke in the
morning. And then morning came,
and I got up, and you were gone. I
never was so angry in all my life,
bairn. I told Mrs. Gubbins it was all
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her fault, and she might go ; but she
said no, she wasn’t going, she should
stay as long as she liked.

“Well, child, I didn’t know what
to do. I walked up and down all day,
looking for you, but I couldn’t find
you. Then at night I had to go to
my stall, and I looked up and down
the street, but I couldn’t see nothing
of you. And then I went home, and
Mrs. Gubbins was worse drunk than
ever, and she’d been beating the chil-
dren, and all looked so wretohed
without you, Faith, and I didn’t
know what to do. Well, on Sunday
it was the same, and Monday too.
Mrs. Gubbins would not turn out,
and I couldn’t get rid of her, and I
was terrified at leaving her with the
children when I was out. So on the
Tuesday I only went half a day to
the stall, and then, after looking
about for a while, I found a man at a
little toy shop in a back street who
wanted some toys, and I sold him
mine cheap, and then I sold my

hand-cart to a man who 1 knew -

was looking out for one.

‘Well, I put the money in my
pocket, and went home, and Mrs.
Gubbins was out. Now, I thought,
ig the time : Mrs. Gubbins won’t go
away from us, so we’ll go away from
her. So I gathered up the children’s
bits of clothes as quick as I could, and
anything I could get hold of, and we
were oft before Mrs. Gubbins came
back. I had seen in the newspaper
that they wanted a man to carry
parcels at a shop in Wingtown, that’s
six miles from here. Well, we went
there, and I got taken on; but it
was hard work and smail pay I
stopped there till last week, though ;
then I heard they were advermsmcr
for night-watchmen at the docks
here, to go on board the steamers
that are in port, and keep watch of a
night. So I wrote and applied, and
my master gave me a character, and
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they told me I might come. They pay
me good wages, and I might be very
comfortable, but there’s nobody to
do anything. I’ve got a few bits of
furniture in, but all’s in a muddle
yet ; I must get it righted up next
week. I don’t think Mrs. Gubbins
will find us out here; it’s a good long
way from Belfry Row.’

“Oh, no,’ said Faith, °she’ll never
find you out. Don’t you know Mrs.
Gubbins is dead, father ?°

Johu Robinson was very shocked
to hear this. Faith gave him an
account of her visit to the attic, and
of the dreadful sight she had seen
there.

Then it was time for her father
to go to his work, and for Faith to go
back to her mistress.

Oh ! with what a happy heart the
child went home. Ellen guessed the
good news by Faith’s bright face,
even before she had had time to
speak a word. And no one was more
pleased than Mrs. Fraser.

* Now, little Faith,” she said, ¢ has
not God been good to you ¢ Let us
thank Him together.’

So the old lady and Faith knelt
down, and with very grateful hearts
gave thanks to the Lord for His
gracious answer to their prayers.

The next morning Mrs. Fraser
went to see the minister, and had a
long talk with him about what little
Faith was to do. At first Mr. Barker
was very anxious that she should
remain with Mrs. Fraser, where she
had such a happy home and so many
advantages ; but when Mrs. Fraser
reminded him how good John Robin-
son had been to the child, how he
had taken her into his home and
family when she was a little friend-
less orphan, and how he had always
treated her and loved her as his own
child, he agreed with the old lady
that now, when her father really
needed her help, and when she was
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old enough to be of some use to him,
it was only right that Faith should
do what she could to pay back, in
some measure, all that her father
had done for her. ) :

When Mrs. Fraser came home she
talked it over with Faith, and gave
the little girl leave to go home at the
end of the week, and, if her father
wished it, to stay with him and take
care of the house and children.

So early on Saturday morning little
Faith set off for her new home, with
an earnest prayer in her heart that
she might indeed be a blessing there.
It was about eight o’clock when she
arrived there ; Mrs. Fraser had let
her go early because it was Satur-
day, and she thought she would
be able to make the house more
comfortable for her father before
Sunday.

When Faith arrived she was re-
ceived with shouts of joy by the chil-
dren. They were playing in the
middle of the floor, drawing pictures
with cinders, and making it, if pos-
sible, blacker than ever.

The fireplace was choked with
ashes, and looked as if it had not been
swept for days. The walls were
covered with cobwebs and dust, for
the house had been shut up for some
time before they came to it, and had
never been cleaned since they arrived.
The table was covered with dirty
cups and plates, and the floor was
strewn with clothes, and pans, and
brushes, and broken toys. It looked -
very forlorn and hopeless.

‘ Where’s father ¢’ said Faith to
the children.

‘ He’s asleep in bed ; he gets home
at seven, and then he goes to bed,
and wakes up about two o’clock, and
then he comes down and gets us some
dinner.’

‘ Let’s make the room tidy and
nice,” said Faith, °before father
wakes. Who’ll help me ?
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The children thought it great fun
to help Faith in her cleaning. She
put on a large apron, and soon they
were very busy.

They turned everything out of the
kitchen into the little yard at the
back of the house, and then Faith
took a long brush and swept the
Then she sent
the children for some black-lead and
pipe-clay, and black-leaded the stove
and cleaned the hearth.

The children got quite excited as
the work went on, and really made
themselves very useful.

Then the floor was washed, the
window cleaned, the table scoured,
and the chairs dusted and polished.

‘It does look beautiful!’ said
Fanny, when their work was done,
and Faith had lighted the fire and
put on the kettle.

‘Now about dinner,” said Faith,
as she looked with satisfaction at her
work ; ‘ what time is it 2’

Tommy ran to the corner of the
street to look at the church clock,
and came back to say it was only
eleven. TFaith had some money of
her own in her pocket, so she went
out and made her little purchases.
She bought some pieces of meat and
some. vegetables to make into good
soup, such as she had so often
watched Ellen making, and some
apples for dumplings for the children,

‘Now, then,” she said to them,
when all was in train for dinner,
‘ we must smarten you up a bit.

This was a more difficult business
than even the house, but Faith took
a large basin into the yard and
washed them well, and combed and
cut and brushed their hair, and
made them look very different from
what they had done when she came
in,

‘We must have a wash on
Monday,” said Faith, °and get all
your clothes clean and tidy.’
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There was no time to do more
«now ; she could hear her father
moving upstairs, for it was nearly
two o’clock. Faith quite shook with
excitement when she heard him
coming downstairs.

John Robinson came into the
room, and then stood still, mute with
astonishment.

‘Well, I never!’ he said, at
length. ‘I wouldn’t have known
the place ! Bless me, Faith, darling,
have you done it ? = Well, it’s just
like when Mary was alive !’

‘I hope it will look much nicer
soon, father,” said Faith. ‘I must
get the children’s clothes done next
week.’

‘You don’t mean to say you're
going to stop, Faith!’ said her
father, as he sat down to eat hig
nicely-prepared dinner.

‘Yes, father, if you’ll have me,’
said little Faith.

‘Have you, my lass’ he said,
“have you ? Why, you’re my little
comforter ! Haven’t I been longing
to have you this great while 2 But I
don’t like to take you from such a
good home !

‘ Father,” said little Faith, as she
got up and kissed him, ‘do you
think [ could ever forget all you’ye
done for me? And I want so
much to show you how I love you
for it.

That was the beginning of many
happy days for John Robinson and
his children. Faith was in every way
his little comforter. She kept his
house in beautiful order, and the
children clean and tidy. Above all,
she tried to lead him in the way to
heaven, :

Mrs. Fraser and Ellen often came
to see her, and helped her in every
way ; and Faith felt that if she went
to them she could always find sym-
pathy in her troubles, and advice in
her difficulties. She was also able to



O RS TES

Remember when Ordering Table Supplies

to include the best brand of cocoa, ze, FRY’S PURE
CONCENTRATED. None is praised ot recommended mote

highly. By special processes employed in the manufacture

of this cocoa, a pute extract is obtained -from the cocoa
berty minus its superfluous fat. The weakest digestion can
then assimilate it. In the case of more robust persons,
wrong eating or drinking agitates the digestive -organs ;-

FRY’S PURE CONCENTRATED COCOA soothes them.

For an overworked stomach try a cup with a dry biscuit.

“THE MOST PERFECT FORM OF COCOA.”

= G0COM

Manufacturers by Special Warrants of Appointment to

H.M. THE KING. H.M. THE KING OF SPAIN.
H.M. THE QUEEN. H.M. THE QUEEN OF SPAIN.
H.M. QUEEN ALEXANDRA. H.M. THE KING OF THE
H.LM. THE EMPRESS EUGENIE. L e OFH]}?ZI‘L:I.II;:NES.
H.M. QUEEN MARGHERITA «IV1, ]

= OF ITALY. HELLENES.

Also to H.M. the late KING EDWARD.
H.M. the Iate QUEEN VICTORIA. H.LLM. the late EMPEROR NAPOLEON.

LONDON : PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED.





