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THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 

CHAPTER I. 

- S it hath been reported to me, that the story r of my beloved daughter, Susan Gray (who 
departed this life nearly twenty year~ since), has 
met with the approbation of many of my Christ~ 
ian brethren, and more especially of such as have 
daughters growing up ; I am tempted, although 
now getting far in years, to impart to my friends 
the History of Lucy Clare, as it was related to 
me by a dearly beloved brother in the ministry, 
shortly before his death. 

From this story which I am about to relate, 
it will appear, that the trials with which the 
Lord was pleased to exercise Lucy Clare, were 
not less difficult to be endured than those of 
Susan Gray, although entirely of another kind. 
But both of these young women were " strength­
ened in the Lord, and walked in His name ; " so 
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2 THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 

that we, "seeing their good works/' have much 

reasons, on their account, to "glorify their Father 

which is in heaven:'' for they were "His work­

manship, created in Christ Jesus, unto good 

works" (Zech. x. 12; Matt. v. 16; Ephes. ii. 

10). And thus, having made known to my 

readers who I am, and for what cause I again 

put pen tv paper, I proceed to relate in what 

manner I became acquainted with the History 
of Lucy Clare. 

In the vale of Teme, and about ten miles 

down the stream below my parish, is the Rectory 
of S--, which was formerly held by a very old 

and dear friend of mine. I think I may presume 

to say of him, that he was a disciple whom the 

Lord loved, and one who always leaned on his 

Master's bosom (John xiii. 23). He was for 
many years a kind neighbour to me, and ever 

ready to obey my call in time of need. Nor did 

we ever meet but he made it a season of unusual 

joy-a sort of holiday-time in the family, as my 

children used to say, who were never weary of 

hearing the many pleasant and profitable rela­
tions with which he entertained us. And truly 

he had a rare and exquisite memory; taking hold 

of such things as were beautiful, holy, and pro-

ci 
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THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 3 

fl.table, and passing by such things as were other­

wise; insomuch that I could have no doubt of 

his speaking under the influence of a divine 

remembrance (John xiv. 26). 
The last time I saw him will be eleven years 

next midsummer. Having surely some foresight 
that he should not long be spared to those who 

loved him on earth, he sent me a letter, to say 
that he would come with his wife, God being 

willing, ~o pay me a visit before he was sum­

moned to set out upon his journey home (for 
that was his manner of speaking of death). 

I was well pleased to receive this-letter; and 

still more so, when I saw him the next day ride 

up to the garden-gate, with the good old lady, 
his wife, on the pillion behind him. Those 

twelve days which this good old couple spent at 

my house, were the happiest which I expect to 

see on this side of the grave; for I had all my 

children at home with me at that time, and my 
poor wife was then living. 

My good old friend had a mortal disease on 
him at the very time, notwithstanding his cheer­

fulness. He was, as it were, "waiting" on the 

very brink of the river of death, ready for the 
messenger who was to call him hence; his 
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thoughts were all heavenwards, and his conver­
sation there already (Phil. ,iii. 20). Yet he had 
not lost his relish for such of the lovely works 
of his Heavenly Father as are exhibited upon 
earth; having learned, , through faith, to see 
clearly the invisible glories of another world, 
through the visible beau~ies of the present (Rom. 
i. 20). 

On the morrow after his arrival, I showed 
him my hop-yards and orchard, with the trees 
which I had planted many years before, when 
we ·were both young men ; while my wife took 
the old lady into her dairy and poultry-yard, 
and from thence into her garden, where she par­
ticularly pointed out her beds of tulips, and her 
favourite rose bushes. Not that we were proud, 
I humbly trust,

1 
of those good things which God 

for a season had lent us; but being enriched in 
all things, to all bountifulness, we ha<l daily cause 
for thanksgiving to God. 

After we had shown our friend~ all that was 
worthy of notice about our house and garden, I 
would have them the next day to go with me 
into the church, which stands on the same hill 
with the parsonage, but considerably higher. 
After walking through the church, we sat down 
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in the porch, the day being remarkably warm 
and pleasant._ 

Now, perhaps through the whole lovely vale 
of Teme, there is not one spot from which a finer 

I 

prospect may be ~een, than from my churchyard : 
such variety is seldom found· in one view, of hill 
and dale, sloping lawns, waving woods, orchards 
( at that time of the year bending with fruit), 
hop-yards, fields of corn, and flowery meadows; 
through which Teme, winding her silver stream, 
may be traced all th~ way by rows of willows, 
with here and there a water-mill; farmhouses, 
with their corn and hay-ricks; thatched cottages, 
enclosed in little gardens and-deep woody dingles, 
from whence, in the summer season, proceeds the 
voice of the ring-dove. 

My old friend. had often seen this fair pro- -
spect before: but as this day he sat in the 
church-porch, his poor palsied limbs being 
warmed and refreshed by the sun, and all the 
beautiful works of his Divine Master being 
spread out before him, not with a sparing hand, 
but in the richest profu~ion, he seemed more de­
lighted than ever with the lovely view; and as 
he gazed, he broke forth in the praises of that 
Divine Power by which all these things were 
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created, and of that goodness by which they 

were made thus exquisitely fair; and never did 

I hear him speak in a more animated manner. 

Looking first at the fair landscape at a distance, 

and then at the graves and tomb-stones nearer 

to him, and addressing my children, he said, 

"My dear young ones, you see those beautiful 

works of God spread out before you, as far as 

your eyes can reach, above and below: but 

know, that among these graves and clods of 

earth, lie the seeds of a-fairer creation than that 

world of beauties which now meets your eyes: 

'_ Except a corn of wheat fall into the ground and 

die, it abideth alone; but if it die, it bringeth 

forth much fruit. So man lieth down, and riseth 

not, till the heaven be no more' (John xii. 24; 

Job xiv. 12). Those among our departed brethren 

here, who died in the Lord, will revive in Him, 

as it is written, 'Thy dead men shall live, to­

gether with my dead body shall they arise. 

Awake and sing, ye that dwell in dust: for thy 

dew is as the dew of herbs, and the earth shall 

cast out the dead' (Isaiah xxv. 19). How truly 

glorious and beautiful will they appear, who 

shall then awake in the likeness of their Lord! 

(Psalm xvii. 15). If the sinful world before us 
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hath so much beauty, oh, how infinitely fairer 
will the sinless world be ! " Then, turning to my 
youngest son, ?e asked him, ,what it behoved 
him to seek above all earthly things. Upon my 
son's hesitating, he took up his own question, 
and answered it thus: 

" That which it behoves us by all means to 
pursue on earth is, the recovery of the image of 
God : that glorious image originally stamped on 
man, but defaced by sin. We are taught by 
Scripture, that the opportunity of recove1·ing 
this lost image is allowed only in the present 
life. This opportunity once lost, is fost for ever. 

"There's no repentance in the grave, 
Nor pardons offered to the dead." 

He then proceeded to point out the only 
means of salvation offered to man: which is the 
purifying blood of the Lord Jesus Christ, who, 
by His sacrifice once offered, procured us a free 
pardon, and purchased for us that glorious gift 
of the Holy Spirit, whereby man is sanctified 
throughout, his very body becoming the temple 
of the Holy Ghost, and his members the members 
of Christ. So that, being led by the Spirit, the 
renewed man brings forth all the fair fruits of 
holiness: and when his body, which is become a 
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member of Christ, is laid in the grave, the mysti• 
cal union of the dying member with its ever­
living Head is not dissolved. For death has no 
power to separate Christ a~d His people ; since 
?Ur Lord Himself hath expressly said, "It is the 
will of God, that every one who seeth the Son 
and believeth on Him, may have everlasting life, 
and I will raise him up at the last day" (John 
vi. 40). " Therefore, my dear son," continued 
my friend, " lose not a moment, delay not till 
to-morrow, to take hold-of this great' satvation 
which is in Christ Jesus, with eternal glory ' . 
(2 Tim. ii. 10). How happy are those who, hav­
ing walked with God on earth, are fallen asleep 
in Jesus ! We have known many, since we 
came into this country, who have fought the 
good fight," added he, looking at me, "and who 
now rest from their labours." 

This led me to point out the several graves 
of those of my parishioners concerning whose 
state I had the best hope, judging according to 
man's judgment. Among these were the graves 
of James and Mary Gray, together with that of 
their daughter Susan, marked by the white stone 
which my Lady West had caused to be inscribed 
to her memory. 
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" The name of Susan Gray, and her triumph, 

through divine grace, over the snares of sin and 

Satan,'' said my friend, "reminds me of an ac­

count· which a poor woman in my parish gave 

me of herself, when near death. This happened 

some years ago; but the story is still as fresh in 

my memory as if I had heard it only yesterday : 

so, if you please, I will relate it to you this even­

ing while we sit round your table. And as you 

are a ready penman, if you are so minded, you 

may commit it to paper, for the benefit of other 
young women who may · meet with the like 
trials." Accordingly, that same evening, my 

friend related the tale, which I, with the help of 

my son, committed to paper before his depar­
ture; and I am glad that I did so, as the example 

it exhibits may be profitable to young persons. 
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CHAPTER II. 
I 

" E HERE is in my parish/' said my good old 

~.® friend, "at some distance from the church 

and village, as well as. from any high-road, a very 

deep valley, rendered shady by the coppices and 

orchards growing upon the declivity of the hill 

on both sides. At the mouth of this valley runs 

the river, and near it in the bottom is a high 

rock, from which falls a stream of very clear and 

c1>ld water. 
" When I first came to my living, there· were 

two black timbered cottages standing upon the 

shelving parts of this rock; one of which was 

much above the other, each having a sloping 

garden, with flowers, and fruit trees: and bee 

hives; a few hops were also cultivated in these 

gardens, which crept about the rock, and hung 

down from the highest parts of it. 

" One of these cottages still remains, having 

been lately repaired; but the other (which was 

the higher of the two) was inhabited only for a 

few years after my coming, and is now fallen to 

ruin, that it cannot be used even as a stable for 

cattle." 
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"In the lowest of these cottages lived a person 

of the name of Lucy Clare. When I first came 

to the living she was still a young and comely 

woman, and in her countenance there beamed a 

soul renewed by grace. She had the charge of 

two orphan girls, towards whom she acted the 

part of a most tender mother, bringing them up 

in the nurture and admonition of the Lord. 

"My wife and I, not unfrequently, on a sum­

mer's evening, would take a walk to see Lucy 

Clare, and would sit and talk with her, in her 

little neat and beautiful cottage. Her conversa­

tion was wonderfully pleasing, and- abounded 

with pious sentiments, for she seldom spoke of 

worldly matters. It appeared that she had re­

ceived an education above the common sort; but 

we never knew her history, till her last illness, 

when she, at . different times, related to us the 

whole of her simple story: for her last illness, 

being a lingering one, afforded me many oppor­

tunities for prayer and conversation with my 

departing neighbour. She was not forty years 

of age at her death; and, as I before remarked, 

she was to the last a very comely woman. But 

I proceed to her own account of herself" 
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.Lucy CLARE'S ACCOUNT OF HERSELF. 

My father and uncle, said Lucy Clare ( strange 
as it may appear), came· from the north country, 

on foot, to offer th~ir help 'to King James, who, 

as they had been told in their own land, was very 

ill used by his disloyal subjects in England. 
They were both very young men when they 

set out from the place of their birth, and wei:e 

withal very poor ; but they imagined that they 

might do much for their king, with the stout 
staves they brought with them. ' 

Now, as they trav~lled through this part of 

'the country, the younger brother fell sick: upon 

which the elder, having lodged him upon some 

hay in a barn, went from house to house to beg 

for him a morsel of bread. But many refused 

him this charity, because they loved not the king 

in whose cause he came to fight; for the stranger 

would not conceal who he was, nor the purpose 
for which h'e came to England. 

At last he wandered int_o this valley, and 

ca~i.e to the little cottage above, where an old 
man of the name of South then lived, upon a 
small farm. This old gentleman was a very 

good man : and although he could not take the 

w 
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part of King James, because he said his prayers 
to saints and images (as they do even now in 
many countries), yet being very sorry for these 
poor young men, he sent for the brother that 
was sick, and lodged them both in bis house. 

And now, before the. younger brother got well 
(for he lay a long time), King James went out of 
England, and William, Prince of Orange, was 
chosen in bis place: one who, I have heard my 
mother often say, was well worthy of his high 
calling. So, as my father and uncle could do 
nothing for the prince they loved, they were 
content to stay with the old man as servants. 
He used them very kindly, as I have often been 
told, teaching them to read their Bible, and to 
love their good King William, because he served 
the true God in the way which he has com­
manded us to do. 

Now these young men behaved so well in the 
service of Mr. South, that at the end· of a few 
years he gave bis only daughter to be the wife 
of the elder, whose name was James ; and his · 
son-in-law continued to live with him until the . ' 
good old man's death. 

The younger brother, who was my father, 
some time afterwards took this house, in which 

B 
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we now are, together with a few acres of ]and; 

and Iii::, conduct was so prudent, that the curate 

of an adj oining parish gave him his eldest 

daughter to wife. My mother had no portion; 

but, being a woman of piety, "her price was far 

above rubies" (Prov. xxxi. 10). 
I do not remember my uncle or father; one 

died before I was born, and the other immediately 

after. I had an elder brother of the n~me of 

Charles, a very dutiful son in all respects but one; 

he would be a soldier, contrary to his mother's 

wish: and, when I was about seven years of age, 

he was killed in some far-distant land, fighting 

for his country. 
A year -after his death, one of Lis fellow­

soldiers brought my mother his sash and gloves, 

which he, at the point .of death, had requested 

might be conveyed to her, with his filial dut.y; 

begging, at the same time, her pardon for his dis­

obedient behaviour. He died, it was said, calling 

upon his Redeemer. 
Now, as we had no near neighbours, and my 

father, uncle, and brother were no more, I seldom 

saw any person in my early childhood but my 

aunt- who lived in the house where her father 

and husband had dwelt-my mother, and an old 
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man, who was servant to my aunt : and I had no 
young companion except my aunt's only son, who 
was a few years older than myself, and who bore 
his father's name, James M'Clare, or Clare, al;! we 
now call it. 

In my infant years, when my mother and 
aunt were from home in harvest-time, or busied 
with their dairies or their spinning-wheels, this 
my beloved cousin had the care of me, and many 
a strict charge was given him· by my kind parent, 
not to suffer me to go near the ·sloping edge of 
the rock, or to play by the brink of the water 
which pours down from the hills above. 

Those were happy days; for, being separated 
from the world, we knew nothing of its cares and 
troubles ; and, being kept out of temptation, we 
enjoyed the pleasures of childhood,. without any 
consciousness of the sin that dwelt in us (Rom. 
vii.). As we advanced in years, having no other 
companions, we naturally loved each other as 
brother and sister. My mother, by the blessing 
of God on her father's instructions, bad acquired 
a <leep knowledge of the corruption of the human 
heart, with very clear and affecting views of 
Go pel truth. More especially she had formed a 
large experimental acquaintance with the love of 
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Christ, in giving Himself to redeem us from the 

curse of the broken law; and with the power of 

the Holy Spirit to renew our corrupt nature, and 

to produce in our hearts the lovely fruits of 

obedience to the will of God. How sweetly was 

she accustomed to talk with me on a Sunday 

evening, even when I was a very little child, 

upon heavenly things! And in how pleasing a 

manner would she hold up to my views those 

pious men and women of old," who through faith 

subdued kingdoms, wrought righteousness, ob­

tained promises, stopped the mouths of lions, 

qmmched the violence of fire, escaped the edge of 

the sword, out of weakness were made strong1 

waxed valiant in fight, turned to flight the 

armies of the aliens ; " of those, also, who " were 

stoned, were sawn asunder, were tempted, were 

slain with the sword : wandered about in sheep­

skins an~ goat-skins; being destitute, afflicted, 

tormented (of whom the world was not worthy);" 

who" wandered in deserts, and in mountains, and 

in dens and caves of the earth'' (Hebrews, xi. 33-

34, 36-38). These sacred stories used to make 

my heart burn within me. But when she en­

deavoured to describe the miraculous manner in 

which "God was manifest in the flesh, justified 

fi 
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in the Sp\rit, seen of angels, preached unto 

the Gentiles, believed on in the world, received up 

into glory" (1 Tim. iii. 16) ; when she unfolded 

the wonderful means by which mercy and truth 

met together, while justice and peace kissed each 

other (Psalm lx.xxv. 10), my heart by the grace 

of God, was often so much melted under a sense 

of the Redeemer's love, as to draw floods of tears 

from my eyes. 
When I was about eight years of age, I went 

every day, with my cousin James, to a small school 

which was then kept in the village about two 

miles from this place. And I even now remember 

with pleasure, that I used to repeat to him, as we 
walked along, many of those good things which I 

had heard from my mother ; for he had not en­

joyed those advantages with which my gracious 

God had-favoured me. 
His mother was a well-meaning woman ; but 

her judgment was so weak, that she allowed her 

son, for the most part, to take his own way, 

scarcely restraining him in anything: which false 

kindness proved, indeed, to be fatal cruelty to him. 

Our dear James, whose memory I must always 

love, was not, indeed, worse disposed than other 

children; but this temper, which was by nature 
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.fiery, becoming daily more impetuous and violent, 
laid the foundation of those sorrows which em­
bittered all his after-life. With what truth does the 
wise man say, "Correct thy son, and he shall 
give thee rest!~' (Proverbs xxjx. 17). His anger 
was, indeed, soon over; but, alas! we may griev­
ously offend God in a . single moment of passion, 
and cut off all our hopes of happiness on this side 
of the grave. 

He often listened to me with delight, when, 
as he walked through the woods and meadows to 
the school, I repeated to him, as well as I was 
able, such of the pious lessons I had received from 
my n;iother as my young mind could retain. He 
would sometimes even hearken to me, and be in­
fluenced by me, after rejecting the control of every 
other person. He was, indeed, seldom otherwise 
than kind and gentle to me ; and though his hot 
and hasty manner frequently gave me pain, yet 
in tenderness to me he would many times check 
his angry passions. 

We had each of us a garden upon the rock; 
and it was the custom with us to present our 
most beautiful flowers to each other. He had 
one year nursed with care, in a sunny spot, a 
root of most sweet violets, hoping that be should 
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have some to give me on my birthday, on which 

day I should be thirteen years of age. . On the 

morning of that day, he led me to his garden, and 

stooping to pluck the violets which lay hid be­

neath the green leaves, he found that they had 

not (as he hoped they would have done) unfoldeci 

their purple blossoms. The colour rose in his 

cheek, and in his anger he plucked up the root, 

and tore it in a thousand pieces. "Ah, James,'' 

I said, "what have you done? A mischief that 

you never, never can undo. Remember what the 

old song says : 

'For violets plucked, the sweetest showers 

Can ne'er make grow again.'" 

"Why do you look so vexed, my dear Lucy?" 

he said becoming gentle in a moment. " It was 

because the violets were not ready for you, on 

your birthday, that I was so angry." 

"Ah," said I "perhaps, at some future time, 

you will haVf~ greater reason than you have now 

to be sorry for these fits of passion. But if you 

love me, my dear James, remember this-that in 

a moment of anger or baste, you may pluck up 

your happiness, as you have now plucked up thi~ 

flower, and wi~h in vain, as you perhaps now do, 

that it would bud and bloom again." 
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Seeing a tear come into my eye, he seemed 

much distressed ; and lifting up his eyes and 

hands to heaven, he prayed that God would grant 

him power to subdue his angry and sinfu] 
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CHAPTER III. 

~~T had been planned by our parents from our 
~ \9 earliest infancy, that if we liked each other 
when we came to a proper age, I was to become 
James's wife. But this subject was never spoken 
of before us ; yet it was evident to all, that his 
affection for me daily increased. N otwithstand­
ing, he showed not his regard by vain and flatter­
ing speeches, n~r by any idle discourse, but treated 
me with respect, even when he was most cheer­
ful. And he did this, I hope, not only ~o please 
me, but because he believed that purity of heart . 
was necessary to real happiness, here as well as 
hereafter, according to our Lord's own declaration, 
" Blessed are the pure in heart : for t~ey shall see 
God " (Matt. v. 8). . We never failed to go to 
church twice every Sunday; and on a week-day, 
when our daily work was done, he would read 
the Bible to us, while I was busied with my 
spinning-wheel. 

On a Sunday evening, we occasionally took 
most pleasant walks among the woods; upon the 
hills, and in the meadows by the river-side; talk-
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ing of holy and heavenly things, and sometimes of 

the days when we should be old, and when we 

should look back upon our youth with a sorrow­

ful remembrance of all our faults, our vanities, 

and follies ; still calling to mind, with delight, 

those hours in which we were enabled to walk as 

in the presence of God : it was, indeed, at that 

time our joint wish "so to number our days, that 

we might apply our hearts unto wisdom" (Psalm 

xc. 12). Oh, wherefore should young men and 

women, when they meet together, 1magine it 

possible to prove their love for each other by 

vain if not wicked discourse ? Why should they 

forget these words of the Holy Bible? "Let no 

corrupt communication proceed out of your 

mouth, but that which is good to the use of 

edifying, that it may minister grace unto the 

hearers. And grieve not the Holy Spirit" 

(Ephes. iv. 29-30). 

Why should immortal beings forget that they 

are immortal, and think and discourse only of the 

corrupt things of this world? I thank my God 

that, througli his grace I never, by suffering any 

vain or light discourse, misled and injured the 

immortal soul of the dear companion of my early 

happy days. 
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But I run too much into length; it 1s suffi­

cient to say, that my days passed most pleasantly 
away, till my cousin James had nearly completed 
his twentieth year, at which time James asked 
my mother if she would grant him permission to 

make me his wife, and received this answer: 
that if he behaved well, and continued in the 
same mind till he was twenty-one years of age 
she should prefer him for a son-in-law to every 
other person. About this time my aunt died, which 
caused me to shed many tears ; and I also had not 
unseldom cause of sorrow to find that James had 
not conquered the impatience of his temper. 

For sometimes he would fancy that I did not 
love him, but liked some other person better than 
himself; and then he vowed that he would leave 
his country, and go beyond sea, and never return 
again ; and sometimes he would show undue 
anger against poor William the old man who had 
been his mother's servant, and who now took the 
charge of his house, and helped him to manage 
his little farm. 

But, as he soon forgot his anger, and always 
was sorry for it when it was over, and as he 
seemed really desirous to become in all respects a 
real Christian, I hoped that, through divine grace, 
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he would, in time, be ·enabled to conquer his fiery 

temper, and that he would at length become all 

that we could wish him to be. 
About this time, the old miller that lived by 

the river-side died, · and there came from the 

town of Worcester another person who took 

the mill. He was a rich man, and bore no ill 

character; but he had one daughter, whom he 

loved to so foolish a degree, as to deny her 

nothing that she wished for. She had lost her 

mother in very early days, and having had no 

one to restrain her when she lived in the town, 

she had spent her time in drei?sing herself gaily, 

in looking out of the windows, and walking in 

the streets. And now that she came to live in 

the country, while her father was busied in the 

mill, she went from house to house gossiping and 

talking with her neighbours in · the village : nor 

did she follow the good example which her father 

set her of giving away what could be spared to 

the poor ; for he was by no means a hard man. 

But, perhaps, I do wrong in speaking thus ill of 
that young woman! God forbid that I should 

glory over poor Sally Page, or think myself 

better than she was; for who made me to differ 

from another? (1 Cor. iv. 7). 
.... 
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On the Sunday morning after Miller Page 
came into our parish, James and I, went together 
to church . . It was mid-summer, and I remem­
ber that the day was fine. James gathered some 
wild roses in the church lane as we passed. 
When we came into the church (the clergyman 
not peing yet come), ~e sat down in our proper 
places, and I .employed myself in looking out the 

. psalms and lessons for the day; when suddenly 
my cousin whispered me, " Look, Lucy ! see what 
a fine lady has come into the church ! It i'3 
Sally Page, the Miller's . daughter: is she not 
very smart, and very pretty too ? " 

I was vexed both with his manner and the 
place he had chosen for this discourse, and 
begged him to be silent. 

"Nay, but," answered he," do only look up for 
once she 1s just opposite to you, and I promise 
you that you never saw so smart a lass before." 

To satisfy James, I looked up; and much sur­
prised was I to see so fine a lady. She was a 
handsome, tall young woman, with black eyes, 
and cheeks as red as a rose : and yet there was 
something in her appearance altogether which I 
did not like; for she was dressed above her 
station, and seemed to have a bold free air. She 
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wore a straw hat with cherry-coloured ribbon~1 

and a silk gown, with a hoop, and lace apron, and 
ruffles, and a string of glass beads about her 
neck. 

" Well," said my cousin, looking hard in my 
face, " how do you like her, Lucy ? is she not 
handsome?" 

"I will tell you what I think of her by and 
by,'' said I; "this is no time for talking." And 
I remember that I felt vexed. 

When we were ~coming out of the church, 
Sally Page came up to my cousin, and calling 
him by his name, asked him hc,w he did. He 
smiled and looked pleased, and thanking her, 
answered that he was very well. 

vVhen James and I were quite out of every 
one's hearing, I said to him, "Now, cousin, I will 
answer the question you asked me in the church 
about the miller's daughter." 

"Do, Lucy,'' said he, "tell me whether you 
like Sally Page." 

" I cannot say," I replied, "that I altogether 
like her looks : I never think it a very good sign 
when a young woman is dressed above her 
station: it leads one to suppose-" 

" To suppose what ? " asked he hastily. 
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h '\\~hy, I do not like to say what, lest you 

should think me too severe upon my neighbours," 

I replied. 
" Indeed, I shall not think you so, Lucy," he 

answered ; " so speak out without fear." 
"Why," said I," when a young woman pays 

too much attention to her dress; and spends too 

much money upon it, one cannot by.t think that 

all this care, and pains, and expense is for no 

other purpose than to make herself admired and 

looked after by the young men." 
"Well ! and do not all women," said he rather 

warmly, " wish, above all things, to be admired 

by the men ? Is it not natural to them ? " 

I looked at him, when he spoke these words 

with a look of sorrow. ".Alas! James," I said, 

"what you intimate is true ; it is too na.tural for 

us to act thus, since we are all by nature sinful; 

but as we are required by the Word of God to 
resist and subdue our sinful inclinations, we 

ought neither to allow them in ourselves, nor to 

approve of them in ou: neighbours." 

"Ab ! my beloved Lucy," said he, " I see that 

I have grieved you; pardon your James this 

time, and you never again shall hear such words 

from his mouth. Women, and men too, are, I 
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know, by nature vain ancl proud, and in every 
way inclined .to sin; but I must not forget what 
I early learned in my catechism-that although 
we are born in sin, and the children of wrath, we 
are made by grace the children of God." 

On hearing these words come from his lips, I 
smiled, and forgot my displeasure; while, as he 
gathered some flowers, and tied them up in a 
bunch to carry them to my mother-knowing 
that by any kindness.to her he should best please 
me-he added, that .he was sorry he had made 
any acquaintance with Sally; declaring at the 
same · time, that he would · henceforth keep as 
much out of her way as possible. 

' " But how, my dear James, did you make this 
acquaintance," I asked, "since it is scarcely one 
week since her father came to the mill ? " 

"On Thursday,'' he replied, "you may remem­
ber, I took some corn to be ground. The miller 
was not at home ; and while I waited his return, 
Sally opened a window of the house, which is 
opposite the mill, and stood there for sorue time, 
looking about her." .. 

" Go on " I ::iaid " go on James · " but I could 
' ' ' ' 

not help sighing. 
" Ah ! " said he, " I shall make you angry 
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again, but I will tell you all. I shall be more 
happy when you know it. Sally at length saw 
me as I stood leaning against the mill door, which 
was shut; and having looked at me for the space 
of a minute, she called to me and asked me what 
I wanted. I told her my business ; and she in­
vited me into the house, to wait till her father 
should return." 

, " And did you go in ? " said I. 
"I ~id," replied he, looking sorrowfully upon 

the ground ; " and there I stayed, 'in discourse 
with her, full two hours. She gave me two cnps 
of cider, with spice in them, and talked-to me so 
condescendingly and graciously, th:1't I, for a 
short time, forgot you, my dear Lucy, and praised 
Sally's beauty ; saying many foolish things to 
her, unworthy of a true Christian." 

When I heard this s~ory, I could not help 
shedding tears ; but James soon comforted me, 
by promising that he would, in future, be more 
cautious, and would keep from all company which 
might tempt him to do wrong. 

In the evening of that day, as I was sitting 
with James and my mother on a bench before 
the door, hearkening with much pleasure to her 
pious discourse, suddenly our peace was disturbed 
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by the loud voices of men and women, who as 

they climbed the path which led round the rock 

to our cottage, were laughing loud, and singing 

unholy songs, as if they did not even know that 

the day waR God's day. 

"There," said my mother, "are some young 

folks who are going, no doubt, to the wake at 

the village above. Alas! it is a sad thing to 

think how many people profane God's holy day. 

and thus too often destroy their own souls.'' 

While my mother was still speaking, these 

riotous persons came in view. There were two 

young women, the da~ghters of a farmer in the 

parish ; the son of the hostess· of the Red Lion, 

near the bridge which crosses the river in the 

village ; a young tailor ; and Sally Page. 

Sally and the young man from the Red Lion 

ascended the hill arm in arm; but as soon as 

they came opposite to our house, and Sally saw 

my cousin, she drew her arm from her companion; 

and standing for some moments looking at James, 

" Your humble servant, James Clare," she said, 

"who would have thought of seeing you here?" 

James arose, and coloured, but made no answer. 

" We are going to the wake at the next village ; 

will you be of the party ? " said she, " Come, we 

ye 

CO! 

con 

as I 



THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE 31 

are to be very merry, they say, and all our 
neighbours are gone." 

James stepped forward ; then standing still, 
and looking at me, " Shall I go, Lucy ? " he said. 

"As you please," I answered, looking gravely. 
He then turned_ to Sally, and said, " I thank 

you, but I cannot come; it is not in my power." 
" "That ! your sister does not choose you 

should ! " said she, laughing. " Ask her if she 
too will come with us. We shall be glad of her 
company.'' 

James looked at me, as if he would have 
persuaded me to go; but I thanked -Sally for 
her invitation, and begged that she would excuse 
me. 

" Well, you will not prevent your brother's 
coming, I hope ? '' she sai<l. 

" My cousin," I answered, "is at liberty to do 
as he thinks right." 

" What ! you are not his sister ? " replied she, 
looking very hard at me ; " well, do as you 
please, I shall say no more." Then, taking the 
young man's arm again-" Come," she said, " we 
shall be late." As she turned towards a stile, 
over which the young people had passed before, 
we heard her say, " That James Clare is a fine 

J 
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lad; I wonder that he ~hould like to mope him­

self with those dull folks yonder." 

After Sally and her party were gone, we sat 

for some time silent, and James w~s very grave, 

therefore, to amuse him, I sang his favourite 

hymn, and afterwards read a few chapters in the 

Bible, which entertained ,him so well, that when 

it was time to retire, " My dear Lucy," he said, 

"I am very glad that I did not go to -the wake; 

for I am sure I should not have spent so happy 

an evening there, as I have done here with you 

and my aunt. And I should have been uncom­

fortable, too, at the thought of having offended 

my God, and profaned His Sabbath.'' 

About twelve o'clock that night, my ·mother 

and I were awakened by the loud voices of the 

party coming back from the wake. As they 

passed by the cottage-door, we heard the young 

men swear, and sing scraps of drunken songs; 

while the young women laughed and screamed. 

When I heard this, I was much greived, and I 

· prayed God to keep me, and all such as were 

dear to me, from the company of those who de­

part from God. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

that day, for some weeks, I saw no 
more of Sally, only now and then_at church; 

nor did she take much notice of James, becoming 
at that time very fond of the yo~ng man at the 
Red Lion. 

I was now very happy, and at morning and 
evening, when I went into the meadows and 
orchards to milk my cows, I used t0 sing as I 
went along, for gladness of heart. 

But at length our Wake Sunday came, and 
James said, after we had been at church in the 
evening, that he would just run down to the 
village, and take one peep at what was passing ; 
" and I will be back again, Lucy,'' he added, 
" time enough to drive up your cows into the 
field to be milked." Now, as he was a young 
man, and I thought led rather a dull life with" 
me and my aged mother, I could not find in my 
heart to oppose his going. · 

Yet, .before we parted, I besought him, as he 
loved me, to keep out of all bad company, and on 

• I 
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no account whatever to be tempted to drink; 

remjnding him of St. Paul's exhortation, which 

every man should remember as a general rule in 

the hour of temptation : "Have no fellowship 

with the unfruitful works of darkness, but rather 

reprove them" (Ephes. v. 11). 

He promised that he would not run into any 

mischief; and as I saw him hasten down the 

path from our cottage towards the village, I 

prayed God to be with him. 

But the hour of milking came, and James did 

not return. My mother was not well that even­

ing. I gave her some warm cider and a toast of 

white bread, and helped her to bed at about nine 

o'clock. I then shut the cottage door, and 

hastened ~p to the house above, to ask old 

William if James was come home ; but the old 

man shook his head, and said. "Mistress, if you 

expected him so early from the wakes, it proves 

how little you know of the ways of yqung men." 

" How so, William ? " said I, as I sat by the 

old man on the bench, under the great walnut 

tree, which still stands at the door of the little 

cottage above. 
"What should you know, my pretty mistress,'' 

said the old man, " of the ways of the world and 
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of men? You who have always lived, as one 

might say, under the shade of a tree. You do 

not know how desperately wicked the world is, 

and what hard trials are in the way of young 

men-ay, and of y0ung women too-when they 

go out into it, it is next to an impossible thing for 

a young man to mix with his fellow-creatures, if 

it be but at a village wake, without falling into 

sin.'' 
When I heard William talk so, and thought of 

my dear James, I could not help shedding tears; 

which, when he saw, "Take comfort, my dear 

mistress," said he; "for although this may not 

be possible with man, yet with God , all things 

are possible; and God's grace will, I humbly 

hope; be with my young master, wherever he 

may go. " 
" God grant it may be so, William," I said, 

with a deep sigh ; and I clasped my hands to­

gether, and looked up to heaven; the sun was 

then set, and the moon began to appear above 

the hills, while thousands and thousands of bright 

stars were shining overhead. " Oh ! " I said, "I 

wish that time were at hand, when we shall be 

removed from this wicked world, and all its hard 

temptations; and when, through the merits of 
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our Redeemer, we shall be made for ever , happy 
in ,a land · of pure delight, Jar beyond those 
glittering stars.'' 

While I was yet speaking, William cried out, 
"If my old eyes do not deceive me, I see some 
one coming over the field; look, mistress, at the 
stile just by the garden gate." I turned my 
eyes to the place which the old man pointed out, 
and, by the light of the moon, immediately knew 
my own dear James. I was at the moment 
rejoiced to see him; b~t soon my joy was turned 
into the most bitter grief; for, as he came nearer, 
I discovered by his reeling motion and unequal 
steps, tha~ he was-alas! oh, shame to tell! that 
he was in a state of intoxication. He scarcely 
seemed to know either William or me; but as 
soon as he reached the cottage, he threw himself 
on the bench at the door, from which I had just 
risen in haste. 

"Why, how now, master I" · said old William, 
" though, indeed, this is no more than I looked. 
for; but how, I wonder, did you find your way 
over the fields in this state?" 

James made no answer ; but presently began 
to take the name of his Maker in vain, and in 
half-broken words, to rail at a young man, who 
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had, as I afterwards found, kindly dragged him 

away from the miller's house, into which he had 

been tempted by Sally, who was making merry 

(her father being from home) with several young 

men and women of her acquaintances. 

When I heard James, for the first time in my 

life, take the name of his Maker in vain-when 

I saw his cheeks flushed with liquor, and his eyes 

heavy and stupid (for old William had by this 

time lighted a candle and brought it to the door), 

I could not refrain from tears. And I thought at 

that moment ho-w much happier I should have 

been in following James to bis grave, in the , 

precious assurance that be had died in the Lord 

his Redeemer, than thus to see him lower than 

the brute beast by drunkenness, which God 

abhors. 
When by the light of the candle he saw who I 

was, he took my hand, and began to talk to me 

in such a free and bold manner, as he would 

have blushed to use had he been sober; but I 

drew my hand out of his, and, turning from him, 

ran speedily down the path to my mother's house. 

I spent the remainder of that night in te~rs and 

prayers for my unhappy James. 

The next mormng, as I sat at work by my 

• 
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• 
mother, he, as his custom was, came in to bid us 

good-day. I had hidden .my grief and the cause 

of it from my mother, as she was still very unwell: 

she therefore received him with her usual kind­

ness, but it was not so with me. 

When he came in I looked another way, and 

seemed busy with my spinning-wheel. He strove 

to appear as usual before my mother, and to talk 

to her as if nothing had happened; but I more 

than once perceived that he sighed• and smiled, 

and looked at me, hoping in vain that I would 

smile again. 
I could not, however, so soon forget the crimes 

which he had committed; he had profaned the 

Sabbath, taken the name of God in vain, and 

been guilty of great intemperance. 

"Shall I do anythi_ng for you, Lucy, to-day?" 

he said, as he was taking his leave. "Shall I 

cut up some wood for you? or carry some water? 

or gather some plums from the old tree ? " 

" You can do nothing for me, I thank you," I 

answered gravely. 
" Nothing ! " repeated he, looking earnestly in 

my face; "are you quite sure ? " 

I shook my head; for my heart began to soften, 

and I could not speak one word. 
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About noon, while I was busy in the dairy, he 

called again, and brought my mother some sum­

mer apples from his garden, in the crown of his 

hat; he laid the apples on the table, and went 

out of the house without venturing to inquire for 

me. 
In the evening he called again, to ask if he 

should bring up the cows to be milked; but my 

mother told him that I had been gone some time 

down to the meadow with my pail on my head; 

so he returned home, a.nd we saw him no more 

that night. Oh, how very sad was I during all 

this time ! yet the thought that I was qoing my 

duty was a very great comfort to me; and the 

hope that my anger might make my dear cousin 

sensible of his great offence against God afforded 

me much support under my grief. 

In this manner for several days I avoided the 

company of my dear James, and seemed to keep 

up my anger against him, till, I think, it was 

Wednesday evening. The day had been very 

hot: it was the month of August. At the hour 

of milking, I took my pail upon my head and 

went down into the meadow to look for the 

cows. When I reached the meadow, I saw no 

cows; but there was a gap in the hedge, through 
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which I supposed they had made their way into 
the lane hard by. 

I went into the lane, but saw them not; it 
was very hot, the sun being still high in the 
heavens. I was much tired, having worked 
hard during the day; and my grief was greater 
than my weariness: so, having wandered near 
half · a mile along the lane, I at last sat down 
upon the bank by the roadside, and began to 
shed tears. While I remained there, James 
passed by, on his way from the house of our 
worthy rector, to whom he had been carrying a 
few nuts and plums in a basket. 

When he came near to me he stood still, and 
looking very earnestly at me, "My dear Lucy,'' 
he said, ," why are you here? and wherefore are 
you so sorrowful ? '' 

At first I made him no answer; upon w hicb, 
coming nearer to me, ~nd bending down his head, 
"Nay, do tell me," he said, "do tell your James 
what grieves you. You know very well, my 
dear Lucy, in spite of your anger against me, 
that I love you more than all the world beside, 
and that I would die to make you happy." 

Still I made no answer, for I wished to tell 
my dear James that I had forgiven him, as I 
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hoped his God had done; and yet I feared lest I 

should do wrong, by so soon receiving into favour 

one who had acted so ill. 

"A.las ! alas ! " said he, "I find that I must still 

bear your anger, Lucy. You will not speak to 

me. Oh that I had never given cause to one so 

gentle and so good to show so much displeasure ! 

But I wish I could tell the reason of your present 

grief, and wherefore you are here, and why your 

milk-pails stand empty by you. Where are the 

cows 1 Shall I drive them home for you 1 Have 

they strayed from the meadow, and are you come 

in search of them down the lane?" So saying, 

he set down his basket upon the grass, and hast­

ened from me in quest of the cows. 

He soon returned again, driving them before 

him. '' I have found your cows, Lucy," he said, 

as he came near to me: "and now I hope that 

you will wipe away those tears; for, indeed, I 

cannot endure to see you so sad." 

"Oh, James," I answered, "you are much mis­

taken if you think that I grieved for the loss of 

the cows." His cheeks became of a deeper red 

tha_n usual while I spoke, and he looked sorrow­

fully on the ground. "You do not know, indeed 

you do not," continued I, "how very unhappy 
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you have made me. You know that I love you, 

James ; that you are dearer to me than any 

other human being, excepting only my honoured 

parent. But I must plainly tell you, that my 

affection for you flowed ~ot from those motives 

which might lead others to choose you-it was 

not because you are young that I loved you; nor 

because you can work for me, and keep me from 

poverty; nor yet because you are cheerful, and 
likely to be a pleasant companion in this solitary 

place ; but because I thought that the grace of 

God was with you. 
" It was once a pleasure to me to think of the 

time when, after having passed through the gates 

of death, and lain in the cold grave, 1 might 
again meet you, as a dear friend, in a better and 

happier world, where 'the righteous shall shine 

forth as the sun in the kingdom of their Father.' 

(Matt. xiii. 43). 
"But, oh, James ! how can I hope for such an 

issue of our mutual attachment, after the proof 
that you gave me last Sunday of your want of 
steadfastness ? If you suffer yourself to be enticed 

of sinners, your end will be destruction." 
Before I ceased to speak, he fell upon his 

knees; and lifting up his hands and eyes to 
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heaven, he prayed God to forgive him the 

grievous crime of which he had bee:a guilty 

Then, taking my hand, he promised me, if I 

would love him as I formerly had done, that he 

never would again give me the like cause for 

sorrow. "In future,'' he added, "you shall have 

no reason, my beloved Lucy, to frown upon and 

reprove your poor James. He will, from this 

time forward, endeavour to live constantly in the 

fear of God.'' 
I prayed God, through His dear Son, to bless 

him, and really believed that he would keep his 

good resolutions; for I then knew no.t, by ex­

perience, the deceitfulness of the human heart. 

I therefore gave him my hand, with a light 

heart, and we were friends again. Then, having 

milked the cows, I returned to my little home; 

where, in the company of James and my dear 

mother, the day was finished with prayers and 

a hymn to the praise of our God. 
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CHAPTER V . 

• 
ROM that time I can remember a few more 

~ Ii. 
,_- days, perh3:ps weeks, of happiness, in whjch 

my dear James gave me no further cause of sorrow 

or anxiety; but at length there came to our village 

a very smart and genteel young man, a sergeant 

who beats up for recruits in our country, it being 

war time. He wore a scarlet coat, and a cap 

with a high feather in it; and he soon became 

acquainted with Sally Page, and walked with 

her to church the Sunday after he came to the 

village. 
At church everybody looked at him and ad­

mired him ; and no one seemed to be more 

pleased with his appearance than James. 

In the evening, when we were sitting round 

the fire, he said to my mother, " You do not 

know, aunt, what a handsome and genteel man 

is come to our village." 
"Indeed!" said she, " .who may he be?" 

" He is a soldier," answered he, " and the 

smartest I ever saw. You cannot think how ' 
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the women seemed to admire him at church to­
day; he has almost made me wish for a red coat. 
Should not you like me better, Lucy," added be, 
turning to me, " if I was dressed like the 
sergeant ? " 

Before I could make any answer, my mother 
said, in a very warm manner, " I hope that no 
daughter of mine will ever bestow her affections 
on a soldier; whosoever the man might be, such 
a circumstance would cause me everlasting regret. 
So, James, if you choose to wear a red coat, you 
must either take your leave of Lucy, or make me 
miserable." 

Upon hearing this I looked very grave, nay, 
the tears came into my eyes; which James per­
ceiving, took my hand and said, "Come, cheer 
up, my dear Lucy, and do not be cast down by 
an idle jest. Do you think that I would take 
even a crown of gold in exchange for my Lucy's 
love?'' 

I thought no more of this circumstance, till a 
few days afterwards, when the time of the great 
fair at Worcester arrived. We had a young horse 
and a few sheep to sell at the fair, and it was 
necessary that James should take them, William 
bemg grown too old for such a service. The 
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night ,before he went, my mother exhorted him 

to be cautious of the company he fell into, and to 

hasten home as soon as he had finished his 

. business. " Never fear, my , dear aunt," he 

answered, " I shall make all speed fo return, and 

will keep from all bad company." 

I followed him to the door when he was going 

away, and would have repeated all that my 

mother had before said ; but fearing to weary 

him, I only said, as we parted, '' Farewell, dear 

James, God be with you." The next day, when 

he was gone, I went down to the village, to carry 

some eggs to Mrs. Hill, at the Red Lion. 

" So," said she, as she took the eggs out of my 

basket at the door, " your cousin James Clare is 

gone to the fair to-day , in company with Ser­

geant Browne." 
"In company with Sergeant Browne!" I 

repeated, and turned quite pale, "how did that 

happen?" 
Mrs. Hill looked at me ; " Why, Lucy Clare," 

said she, "how pale yon look! what have I said? 

Dear! I did not think I should have displeased 

you. Why, I am sure the sergeant is very good 

company for any one, and I do not see why your 

cousin should scorn to be seen with him 1" 
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'' But how did it happen,'' I asked, "that they 
went together ? " 

" Happen ! " repeated she, rather angrily. 
'' Why, James Clare passed by the door, just as 
Mr. Browne was setting out ; · and since they 

· were acquainted before, there was no reason why 
they should not join company, as both were going 
one way.'' So saying, she ·turned hastily _into 
the house, and I bent my steps sorrowfully to­
wards home. 

I cannot find words to say how unhappy I 
was during all this day, for my heart µiisgave 
me, and I felt assured that some ill would befall 
my dear James ; but I hid the matter from my 
mother, lest I should trouble her with my griefs. 
In the evening it rained very hard, which my 
mother said was the cause why James did not 
return ; but I thought otherwise, and so, alas ! it 
proved. 

The next day was fine, but the morning wore 
away, and my cousin came not. In the evening 
I took my pail, and went ~ith a sad heart into 
the fields to milk my cows. My way led me by 
the door of J ames's house : I called to ask old 
William if he had heard any tidings of his young 
master; but the old man shook his head, and 

I 
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said, "Pray Heaven, no ill may have befallen 

b
. ,, 
1m. 

When I had milked the cows, and was re­

turning slowly along the lane, with many a sad 

and bitter thought, just as I reached the stile, I 

heard some one call to me from a little distance. 

I hastened to put down my milk pail from my 

head upon the grass, and turning to look behind 

me, I saw my cousin not far from me, but there 

was something in his look and manner, as he 

hastened towards me, which grieved and sur­

prised me. 
His eyes looked wild, and his cheeks were 

pale; a hankerchief was tied loosely about his 

neck, and he held his hat under his arm. 

"I stood still and silent, until he came up to 

me. He took my hand, as he drew near me, in a 

hasty manner, and seemed as if he would appear 

to be glad to see me; but I saw, alas! that his 

heart was oppressed with sorrow. 

He talked much of his joy in returning 

to me; · adding, that when he was parted from 

me, even for a day, he was always miserable. 

"Oh, Lucy, Lucy ! " he said, "I cannot live with­

out you; and yet I verily believe you do not 

love me. You are not pleased to see me again: 

a 
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I thought, on my return, that you would be all 
joy; and you say nothing to me, nay, you even 
look grave and full of sorrow; perhaps, it would 
be no evil to you to part with me for ever. You 
do not love me as I do you ; you would not follow 
me to far-distant countries, as I would you ; you 
would not give up all that is dear to you for my 
sake, as I would for yours.'' 

In this manner he went on for some time, for 
I was so astonished that I could not utter a word : 
at last tears began to run down my cheeks, and 
then I said, "Oh! do tell me, what does all this 
mean? Oh, James, James! what have you done? 
Do you not know how much I always loved- . 
yes, and always shall love you? although I fear 
that you have now done some wrong thing, by 
which you expect to lose my love." 

He looked grieved and confused when I said 
these words, and leaning against the stile, he bent 
his eyes upon the ground, and sighed very deeply. 
" Ah ! do tell me," I said, " what has befallen you. 
Have you done anything amiss ? There is still 
forgiveness with God." 

He made no answer for a long time. At length, 
suddenly fixing his eyes upon me-and they were 
brimful of tears-" Would you go with me, dearest 
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Lucy,'' into a far-distant country ? would you 

endure poverty, and hardships, and many troubles, 

for my sake? Oh, answer me! tell me?" 

" Are you going into a far-distant country ? '' 
I asked; "what do you mean?" 

"Only tell me whither you will go with me ! " 

he again said, with · great impatience; " whit~er 

you love me enough to go through all these hard 

trials for my sake ? '' 
"Oh ! you frighten and g!ieve me," I answered; 

"you know that I would do anything for you but 
forsake my poor old mother." 

" What ! not for my sake ? " he said. 
" No not for your sake," I replied. 
"Then," he answered "'tis as I thought; you 

do not love me, Lucy, and I am the most miserable 

of men.'' 
So saying he was turning from me, with 

such a look of bitter grief and anger as f can­

not describe, when I took hold of his . arm, and 

looking earnestly in his face, said, with many 

tears, "Oh, my dear, dear James, what does all 
this mean ? vVhat dreadful ill has befallen you 1 
Are you going to leave us for ever ? or, do you 

only,take this cruel way to trs my love to you? 

· Nay, do tell me.'' 
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He sighed very deeply, and, without saying 

one word, showed me his hat, which till now he 

bad held under his arm ; and I saw, by the 

cockade in it, the cause of all bis grief. Sergeant 

Browne bad drawn him in to drink, and while 

be was in liquor, had persuaded him to become a 

soldier. 
On seeing this dreadful sight, I should have 

fallen to the ground had he not held me up ; the 

tears ran down my cheeks, and it was long, very 

long, before either of us spoke one word; but 

James looked in my face with such a countenance 

of sorrow as I never shall forget. At length, with 

a very deep sigh, he said, " And will you forsake 

me, Lucy, in this my grief? Must we part? No, 

no, no, you cannot be so bard-hearted ? Remem­

ber how we have loved each other from our child­

hood-how we have played together, and taken 

sweet counsel together." 
I lifted up my eyes and bands to heaven. "0 

God!" I said, "make thy grace sufficient for me: 

enable me to resist this temptation. I must not 

forsake my aged mother. My Saviour, who loved 

me, and died for me, calls me to give up what is 

most dear to me on earth." Saying these words, 

I sat myself down on the bank ; and leaning my 



52 THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 

head on my arm, I wept very bitterly, feeling al­
most in an agony of grief. 

I will not repeat, because it will' make my 
tale too long, all the means which James used to 
persuade me to break the resolution which I had 
formerly made to remain with my infirm mother. 
Sometimes he prayed and supplicated; and some­
times, yielding to anger, he reproached and 
threatened me; but Heaven gave me strength to 
endure this hard trial, and to persist in my duty. 

When my mother was told what James had 
done, her grief was very great ; but she would 
not hear of my becoming the wife of a soldier. 
" No, no," she said to him, " had you remained as 
you were, you should have had my daughter: but 
you have now lost her. I could not bear to be 
parted from her in my old age : these cruel wars 
have already robbed me of one child, and would 
you now take the other from me 1 " 

But I will not dwell long upon these sad 
eventc;;. We would have persuaded Sergeant 
Browne to have sat James free for a sum of 
money the largest we could afford; but the 
Sergeant was too proud of his recruit to part with 
him. 

Orders came in a few days for the Sergeant 
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and his men to join the regiment. Oh, my poor 

James! I shall never forget his grief when he . 

took leave of his dear home. The evening before 

he was to leave us, we sat round the door of the 

cottage which opens into the litte garden. M.y 
dear mother gave him much wise and pious 

counsel; beseeching him, for the love of his God, 

to refrain from vicious pleasures, which end in 

<l.eath. '' Remember, my son," she said, "that a 

soldier is bound to fight for his religion and his 

king, and to honour both: it is, therefore, as much 

the duty of a good soldier to serve and glorify his 

God, as to serve and honour his king._ And be­

sides,'' she added, "a soldier should be always 

prepared for death, and for what may come after 

death, that he may have no cause for fear when he 

enters the field of battle ; for what is there dread­

ful in death to a brave man, when heaven is to 

follow? but when bell is to follow, death must 

make cowards of us all." She also took occasion 

to point out to him, that he who is faithful to 
God can never be really conquered; that he who 

is found in Jesus triumphs over death itself, and 
is victorious in the grave. 

My dear cousin sighed very deeply, and 

lamented his own imprudence in a manner which 
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made my heart bl_eed. At break of day I arose 

and accompanied him some way on the road, 

"When summer comes, my dear Lucy," he said, 

"I will return to you if Heaven permit; and 

then, perhaps, your mother will have reconciled 

her mind to your marrying a soldier." I sighed, 

" Oh ! if you will not have me when I return 

again," he added, "I shall be sure that . you do 

not love me, and this assm-anc,e will break my 

heart." 
To this I made no reply, for what could I 

answer ? But I said, "Pray, remember your 

promise, and return, my dear James ; I shall 

count the months and the days till summer shall 

. a1Tive." When we had reached the top of a high 

hill, over which the road passed, there we parted ; 

for the sergeant and others, who were before, 

called to James to come on. He gave one sad 

look back on the country he had left, and having 

said, " God bless you, my dear Lucy," he left ipe 

with a heavy, heavy heart. 
I watched him as he went down the hill, and, 

saw, him, more than once, rub the tears from hjs 

eyes; and when he was no more in sight, I sat 

,, down bv the roadside, and very sad I was. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

B ROM that hour, for many weeks, and even 

~ ..eJ months, I continued in the deepest sorrow. 

I could not as yet submit to the chastisements of 

my heavenly Father; I still persisted to seek 

happiness from the creature, instead of seeking it 

from God. Before I had known affliction, my 

mountain stood strong, and I walked too much 

in my own strength ; but the sore disappoint­

ment with which God, in His mercy, now thought 

fit to try me, discovered to me more deeply the 

depravity of my heart. Oh, what rebellious 

thoughts I sometimes entertained; and how long 

was it before I could say, "It is the Lord; let 

him do what seemeth Him good!" (1 Sam. iii. 

19). The blessings of our little cottage-quiet, 

peace, and plenty, together with leisure to serve 

my God (mercies which I have since most highly 

prized, and for which I have long blessed the 

gracious Giver), the sweet discourse of my much-

loved mother, and the kindness of the good old • . 

William, whom we took to live with us after his 

young master was gone-these privileges then 

, 
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afforded me but little comfort. But when I was 
tempted to neglect my duty towards my parent, 
I remembered the following text, which she had 
caused me to learn when a little child, and I was 
much comforted and encouraged by it: "My son, 
help thy father in bis old age, and grieve him not 
so long as he liveth ; and if his understanding 
fail, have patience with him, and despise him not 
when thou art in thy full strength. For the 
relieving of thy father shall not be forgotten: 
and instead of sins it shall be added to build thee 
up. In the day of thine affiiction it shall be 
remembered; thy sins also shall melt away, as 
the ice in the fair warm weather " (Eccles. 111. 

12-16). 
In time the tender love of my mother, to­

gether with the compassionate dealings of God, 
brought me much consolation; and I became 
more contented than I once thought it possible 
to have been when parted f:i;-om my dear James. 
Yet, f stil] was not taught t~ seek all my happi­
ness from God, in simple dependency of His 
sufficiency. My beloved parent most kindly 
received my' attempts to please her; when I was 

. sad, she _did all in her power, in the most sweet 
and gentle manner, to comfort me, and seemed 
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most tenderly to share my griefs. But I was 

then too young and thoughtless, to know how 

much is due from a child to a careful, pious 

parent. Thus passed away the winter months; 

and at midsummer James got leave from his 

regiment, which was then only at Gloucester, to 

come and see us for a few days. 

I had looked forward to his return, in hope 

of being very happy ; but, alas ! I was disappoin­

ted, for he did not appear to be the same innocent 

and simple James that he had once been ; he was 

gaily dressed, and seemed rather tb despise some 

of his homely neighbours. For, having been 

brought up somewhat above the ordinary way, 

and being able to read. and write well, he had 

been raised to the rank of sergeant; and from his 

discourse, I found that he was much admired for 

his handsome appearance in the regiment. He, 

accordingly, seemed to think highly of himself, 

and told me, that be doubted not but in time he 

should raise himself still higher; for many a 

private soldier, he ::;aid, had become a general, 

and led out armies into the field. His mind 

seemed to be so full of these high thoughts, that 

he took not the pleasure he had formerly done, 

in hearing the Bible, and joining in our family 
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prayers; for "·God resisteth the proud, but giveth 
grace unto the humble " (James iv. 6). And 
sometimes, from certain words which he dropped, 
I perceived that he had not that dread of drink­
ing and of other vices which he formerly had 
shown ; but he was careful of what he said on 
these subjects before my mother and William. 

His love for me seemed, however, to be still 
I 

the same-nay, if possible, greater than ever-
and he was more and more anxious that I should 
marry him. 

I will not enlarge so much as to tell you how 
many times he besought me to marry him, and 
gb back with him to Gloucester ; how much 
persuasion he used to prevail with me, and how 
many tears I shed on the occasion. But, through 
the restraining grace of God, I still refused to 
desert my aged mother; though, when I thought 
that James must soon leave me, and thai; I might 
,perhaps never see him again, my heart seemed 
ready to break. 

~y mother saw my distress, and never shall 
I forget her kindness to me at that season. It 
was the evening before the last day which James 
had to spend with us; it had been a day of very 
severe trial to me, for James had ·been most 
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earnestly praying me to ask my mother's consent 

to our marriage. At her usual hour (which was 

very early), my mother went to her little cham­

ber. When she had finished her private prayers, 
' I 

she called me to help her into bed, as was her 

custom. .I immediately broke off my disco1,1rse 

with James, and taking a cup of new milk and a 

crust of bread, of which my dear mother always 

made her last meal before she laid herself down 

in the bed, I went up to her, with a heart deeply 

dejected, and my eyes swollen with tears. My 

mother was seated on the side of her bed ; I 

placed her little supper on a table near her, and 

leaning my back against the wall, stood quite 

silent, while she thus spoke to me. 

Before she began, I saw her wipe away a 

tear, which was running down her cheek, and 

then looking kindly at me, "My dear Lucy," she 

said, " I see your grief, and cannot bear it. I 

perceive what God has required of me. You 

shall go and be happy with your James. I can­

not blame you for the love you bear him ; he was 
your first companion, and the only friend of your 

childhood; he has some faults, but he has many 

virtues; and such a · wife as you will make (so 

she was pleased to speak) will confirm him, with 

I 
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God's blessing, in all that is good, and will gently 
lead him to correct his faults. I could have 
wished not to have parted from my children, but 
to have witnessed their pious lives in this sweet 
retreat; but it has pleased God, who orders all 
for the best, to decide otherwise. Go, my child ; 
go to our dear James, and make him happy, by 
saying that I give my consent, and, with my con­
sent, a mother's blessing.'' Here she stopped, 
and, as I have since recollected, seemed much 
affected ; but she tried to look unconcerned, and 
began to prepare herself for going to rest, while I 
stood looking at. her in such a state of mind as 
cannot be described. -

My heart seemed to be torn in sunder; at one 
moment, I thought that nothing should tempt me 
to forsake my aged parent, who was now more 
dear to me than ever ; and the next, I half 
resolved to go with James. And, no doubt, I 
should have yielded to this temptation, had I 
not, although then unknown and unfelt by my­
self, been restrained by a divine power: glory, 
therefore, be given to God, who, in the hour of 
trial, made Bis grace sufficient for me. "I shall 
do .very well here, with old William," continued 
my mother, after having been silent for somo 

,,. 
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time ; " we will part with some of our farm ; a 
very little will support us, and God will take 
care of us. The war, with Heaven's favour, 
may be over soon, and James may then be able 
to get his discharge ; and· I shall look forward to 
my children's return, to take care of me when I · 
become helpless and infirm, which must unavoid­
ably be the case in a very few years; but in the 
meantime, I have no fear of doing very well. 
Go, therefore, my Lucy, go with your James, and 
may the Almighty God bless you ! " While she 
spoke these last words, she arose from the side of 
her bed (in order, no douqt, to hide her feelings), 
and seemed to be busied in folding up a hand­
kerchief she had just taken off; but her eyesight 
being too dim diRtinctly to see the little table on 
which I had placed her supper, she stumbled 
against it, and throwing it down, broke the cup 
which held her milk. 

This seeming accident (thus ordered, no 
doubt, by providence), by drawing my attention 
to her helpless state, at once opened my eyes to 
my duty. God enabled me to make that resolu­
tion, which I never afterwa~ds changed, nor for 
one moment repented of. I threw myself upon 
my knees before my mother, and lifting up my 
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hands to her, " Never, never," I said, " will I 
leave you. Your kindness to me, in consenting 

to part with me, only binds me more closely to 

you. God forbid that anything on earth should 

tempt me to forsake you, my beloved mother, 

in your old age, without one friend to comfort 

you, but a poor and helpless old man. No, no, 

my beloved parent, your tender care of me, in my 

days of infancy, shall not be so rewarded." 

My mother now, on her part, used many 

reasons to persuade me to leave her. She put 

her arms round my neck, she kissed me, and 

with many tears besought me to seek my own 

happiness, and to leave her to the care of Provi­

dence. 
" No, no," I answered, " God has enabled me 

to see rny duty, and, with the assistance of His 

Holy Spirit, I will perform· it ; arnl to Him I 

leave the care of my future happiness." 

I said no more, but left my mother and re­

turned to James, to tell him what had passed, 

and the resolutions which I had made; not 

doubting to convince him that after such a proof 

of my mother's tender love to us both, it would 

be most cruel to forsake her. 
But he was not at that time in a state of 
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mind to be convinced by any reasons, however 
good. It happened that he had overheard most 
of what had passed between me and my mother; 
for he was seated near the foot of the stairs, 
where the door had been left open; and he no 
sooner saw me, than he charged me with nqt 
loving him. 

"I now believe," he said, "what, but yester­
day, the whole world could not have made me 
believe-that there is some other person for 
whose sake you refuse me, and that you make 
your regard for your aged mother a aloak to 
hide your falsehood. For now your mother gives 
her consent-she even entreats you to marry me, 
and you refuse." 

I was silent with astonishment; I did not 
then know, what I was afterwards told, that he 
alluded to a young farmer, who lived in the next 
village, who had, while James was with his 
regiment, asked me in marriage; but who, on 
being informed by my mother that I had given 
my heart to another person, immediately took 
his leave. 

This matter had come no more into my mind, 
but there was a person, who, having yielded to a 
love fQr James, which in his situation was highly 
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improper, had told this story much to my dis­

credit. James was consequently led to suppose 

that I refused him for the sake of this young 

man, who was far richer than himself; and thus 

crediting a cruel calumny, and giving way to the 

natural firiness of his temper, he would not hear 

anything I had to say, but flinging from me, and 

vowing never to see me again, he left the house. 

I called him back, but he would not hear me. 

I hearkened to his steps as he went down the 

stony path into the vallex; and when I could 

hear him no more, I sat down on the bench be­

fore the door, like one stupifi.ed. 

It grew every moment more and more dark ; 

old William had retired to rest; all was still and 

hushed ; I heard no sound but the melancholy 

boatings of the owls in the holes of the rock, and 

the whistling of the wind among the trees. I 

thought my beloved James might perhaps return, 

but it was a false hope: he had left me in anger, 

and years passed away before I saw him again . . 

Such a deep-rooted affection as I felt for him 

could not be at once overcome ; yet even in that 

sad hour I felt such divine consolation as passeth 

all description, when these comfortable words 

came strongly into my mind! " There is no man 
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that hath left house, or brethren, or sisters, or 

father, or mother, or wife, or children, or lands, 

for my sake, and the gospel's, but he shall receive 

an hundredfold now in this time-and in the 

world to come eternal life." "Oh that men 

would therefore praise the Lord for His goodness, 

and declare the wonders that He doeth for the 

children of men!" (Mark x. 29-30; Psalms cvii.) 

I remained sitting where James had left me 

till the dawn appeared; and then taking my pail, 

I went into the fields to milk the cows. The cows 

had broken the hedge, and strayed down the lane, 

and there was no one to help me to drive them 

back, or to stop the gap. 

I hoped, during the whole of the next day, to 

have seen James coming back to take his leave of 

us, persuading myself that our last-parting, before 

he returned to his regiment, would yet be marked 

with kindness. But I looked for him in vain ; 

and the next news which we received of him was 

from Miller Page, who, coming to us in a very 

great anger, informed us that he had spent the 

last day with his daughter Sally, and that she 

had followed him to Gloucester. 

The old man called his Maker to witness that 

he would never more speak to his daughter, not 
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foreseeing that it would never be in his power to 
do so; for' she no sooner reached Gloucester 
than James married her: and not Jong afterwards 
she went with him to Portsmouth, where the 
regiment embarked for foreign service, and Sally 
never again saw her native country. Some time 
afterwards, . an old soldier, who had been dis­
charged from James's regiment at Portsmouth, as 
being unfit for service, passed through our village 
in his way to North Wales; and hearing that James 
Clare's family were so near, he called upon us, 
and we entertained him in our little cottage for 
several days, which was a great comfort and re­
freshment to the old man. He told us that 
James, he trusted, would make a brave and a good 
soldier ; that he understood his duty well, and 
was thought the finest looking young man in the 
regiment; but that it was supposed he was not 
happy with bis wife, who was a gay, dressy 
woman, and withal had so high and unquiet a 
spirit, as to deprive the Sergeant of all domestic 
peace. In addition to which he intimated, that 
James was disposed to have recourse to what is 
but too often the soldier's comforter, his bottle­
a false and deadly friend, which often proves the 
destruction both of soul and body. 
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This account of James and his wife gave us 

great pain, but did not surprise us. We daily 

followed them with our earnest prayers ; but a 

length of time passed away before we heard any 

more of them. 
Immediately after J ames's marriage, we 

thought it proper to part with the cottage which 

his father and himself bad rented, as well as very 

much to lessen our own farm, since poor William 

could now do but little work. We kept only an 

orchard, which supplied only one cow with. g~ass j 

and this, with our garden-which was very fruit­

ful-two or three I?igs, and a little poultry, gave 

us full employment. We never wanted milk, 

bacon, eggs, or vegetables. My mother still could 

spin and knit, and do some plain needlework ; 

though we might, perhaps (particularly when our 

fruit failed us), have been a little pinched for our 

rent, had not an old relation of my mother's, to 

whom her father had been very kind, left us un­

expectedly at his death three hundred pounds­

the interest of which not only paid our rent, but 

supplied my mother and William with many 

comforts which age requires, such as sugar and 

· tea, a little good beer, which we brewed ourselves, 

and warm clothing for the winter: 
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As the remembrance of my disapointment in 
my dear James became more faint, I grew more 
and more sensible of the goodness of God · towards 
me, and more and more contented with my little 
home, and my venerable companions; for I loved 
our faithful old William in the next degree to my 
mother. As they grew older and more infirm, 
their cheerfulne1ss seemed to increase, their piety 
became more lively, and their faith in their Re­
deemer more active and effectual; while they 
daily became more and more grateful to God for 

' His tender care of them, in providing them with 
so many comforts in their old age. 

"We have no reason to Jook for happiness in 
this world," my mother would often say; "but 
God has dealt graciously with us, according to 
that which is written, 'My people shall dwell in 
quiet resting places' (Isaiah, xxxii. 18). They 
who make this world their god, live in a state of 
perpetual self-deceit, constantly seeking after that 
happiness which the humble quiet children of 
God enjoy, in many a retired and lovely solitude, 
overlooked, and perhaps despised, by the men of 
this world. The ways of God are wonderful and 
unsearchable; but His merciful goodness en­
dureth for ever and ever upon them that fear 
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Him, and His righteousness upon children's 
children." 

Day followed after day, and month after 
month, so calmly, that seven years were now 
passed away since our dear unhappy James had 
left us; and I hardly was aware of the lapse of 
time. We still thought of him, talked of him 
and remembered him and his wife in our 
daily prayers ; and the love I had once borne to 
him was such, that I never could think of marry­
ing any other man. But though I had £ un l it 
very hard to str uggle with my 1 -ch rished 
affection for him, I c uld n t all w mys lf to 
think of him in any ther light tha a ma ·rl d 
man, or indulge any t er f elin '8 t war him 
than those of a aist'.)r : f I ha alwayt:J n 
taught to think f th marr' , 8t11t 8 a m i;t 
sacred engagem t, a: , t v n ln h ,ht t 
violated, with ut ff ing th t 1 w h l 
the most secret f th h :1 I ·. Y b,i l h 
I was still young, had 
leave that littl 
sweetly af r a 
blessing f my w:, ro 
those comf which, 
enabled vlili; f r h • • 
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We began and finished every day with prayer, 
and reading a few chapters in the Bible; and 
while 1 sat at work in the evening, I often sang 
hymns and psalms, in which old William and my 
mother would sometimes join, as well as their age 
would permit. My mother once had a sweet 
voice, bu_t it was then much impaired, which she 
would often re~ark, saying, that she hoped, 
through a blessed eternity, to have it in her 
power to sing, without weariness, the praises of 
her Redeemer-

But oh, eternity's too short 
To utter all His praise!-

" the praises of Him," she would say, " by the 
shedding of whose precious blood the heirs of hell 
become the sons of God." 

Oh the lovely effects of piety, which can make 
a humble cottage so delightful an abode, and fill 
old age and infirmity with joy and hope l 
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. CII.APT'ER VII. 

ffll!HUS seven years had passed away, when one 

~~ evening in autumn, I had done my daily 

work, and' was sitting with my mother, who was 

spinning, and :William, who was making a basket, a 

kind of work he had grown very fond of on be­

coming incapable of more active employment: 

the day had been fine, but, as is common in 

autumn, a violent shower of rain, attended with 

a great chillness, had suddenly come on. 

My mother complained of the cold, when I 

fetched a fresh faggot and placed it on the fire, 

putting the tea-kettle also on the fire, and sweep­

ing the hearth. " Come, Lucy," said my mother 

as she felt the warmth of the newly-kindled faggot, 

" sing us a psalm, and let us bless God for all His 

goodness to us. How many poor creatures want 

the comforts we enjoy ! " 
" Mistress," said William, " before you begin I 

must shut the door, for see how the rain beats 

in ! This is a most violent storm," be added, as 

he was moving across the room; but just as he 

had got his hand on the door to shut it, he called 

• 
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me to look if there was not some poor creature 
in the :field,just across the yard. "Look, mistress," 
he said, "hard by the old crab-tree, don't you see 
a man? or do my eyes deceive me? I can't see 
well at any time, and now the rain beats down 
so fast, it makes me more blind than usual." 

"If there is anybody there," said my mother, 
'' call to him, William, and ask him in.'' 

" He is coming toward the house," said 
William, " when he is a little nearer I will speak 
to him.'' 

By the time that I was come to the door, the 
stranger was got over the stile into the yard. I 
saw immediately that he wore a soldier's coat, 
much tattered, with a very shabby military hat, 
and that he carried an infant, seemingly about a 
year and a half old, in his arms, while another 
poor little creature followed him; he was helping 
this last to get over the stile, and had his back 
turned towards me. 

I bad no idea who this poor wanderer and 
his little babes could be; but the tears ipstantly 
stood in my eyes, to observe their ragged con­
dition, and how they were drenched with rain. 

The poor infants had neither shoes nor 
stockings ; the eldest wore an old straw hat, 

a 
fr 
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through which her fair hair was seen at the top 

of her head, and the youngest had laid its little 

head upon its father's breast. 

William called to the man to make haste, and 

take shelter from the rain; but having helped 

his child over the stile, he turned slowly round, 

and seemed to doubt whether he should come 

forwards. 
There was something in his face which 

startled me, but still I did not know him. He 

came on slowly. William threw the door wide 

open, and stepped back, inviting him to come in, 

but the man stood motionless for more than a 

minute without the door, fixing his eyes on me 

with a look as I never, never can forget. It was 

his dark eyes which alone told me that it was 

James who stood before me ; for oh ! how changed 

-how very greatly changed was he since I had 

last seen him! He was become so thin that his 

features seemed quite altered; he was deadly 

pale, his beard was long, his hair neglected, and 

misery and poverty were to be seen through all 

his dress. One little girl held the skirt of his 

ragged coat, and the other lay in his arms, half­

overcome with sleep, and half with hunger and 

cold; they were small, fair, and lovely children, 
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but seemed to have endured much hardship. He 
looked at me, and then upon his children, but 
did not speak one word. 

I gazed at him for some moment~, hardly 
believing that it was indeed our long-iost James 
whom I saw before me in so sad a condition. 
" Ob James, James! " at length I said, as I foll 
back upon a chair that stood near .me; for I was 
quite overcome, and not another word could I 
speak. 

For some moments I hardly knew what 
passed; but I afterwards recollected that, when 
he beard my voice, he turned away, perhaps 
thinking that we should refuse to receive him 
and his helpless babes, and his head sunk down 
against the cheek of the infant which lay in his 
arms. 

But William and my mother, now .under­
standing who the stranger was, called to him to 
hasten out of the storm. William took the hand 
of his beloved master, and drew him in ; w bile 
my mother placed the arm-chair for him near the 
fire. As poor James came in, I remembered the 
moment when he bad last left the cottage in-all the 
pride of youth and health, with a high unbroken 
spirit, and thinking that he was born to make a 
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great antl gay figure in the world ; and now I 

saw him return, weak and worn down with some 

sad disease, which seemed to prey upon h1.s vitals, 

· his beauty had passed away, his high and proud 

spirit was broken, and he was come to ask 

shelter in the humblest manner for himself and 

two poor infants, 0 Lord ! "when Thou with re­

bukes dost correct man for iniquity, Thou makest 

his beauty to consume away like a moth; surely 

every man is vanity '' (Psalm xxxix. 11 ). 

My heart was touched with many sad remem­

brances, and the tears ran fast down my cheeks. 

James was glad to sit down on the ?hair which 

my mother had placed for him ; and when she 

had welcomed her long-lost child (for so she 

kindly called him)-welcomed him with tears, 

and with many other proofs of the tenderest 

love-the poor fellow was quite overcome : he 

sobbed aloud, and his face sunk upon her ven­

erable bosom, as he put her aged arms round his 

neck 
It was such a sight as I never can forget; yet 

I have not power to bring it before you by any 

words which I can use. Old William stood by 

his master, his eyes were full of tears ; he tried 

to speak, and could not ; he seemed ashamed 
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to be so overcome, and turning hastily away, left 
the room. 

At length I got up, and came near to him, and 
taking J ames's hand, as his arm was under the 
waist of the little child which sat upon his knee, 
I said to him, "My, dear long-lost brother, you 
are welcome, and _your pretty babes; but where 
is your wife? she should be as welcome as you 
are." 

" Yes," said my mother, "she should indeed ; 
why. did you not bring her ? " 

He shook his head, but made no answer to 
this question. 

My mother looked at the little children, and 
kissed them; I did the same: while the poor 
father, seeing how his children were received, 
lifted up his eyes, no-r full of tears, ~owards 

, heaven; and then, suddenly falling on one knee, 
still holding his infant on the other, "Oh, my God, 
my God, my heavenly Father,'' he cried, "I have 
sinned against Heaven, and in Thy sight, and am 
no more worthy to be called Thy son" (Luke ¥.V. 

21). Then speaking to my mother and to me, 
"Oh, my beloved aunt, my more than aunt, my 
tender mother, and you my ever, ever dear sister, 
I }1ave hitherto lived only to repay your kind-
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ness with ingratitude, your love with cruelty, and 
your gentleness with contempt : yet now, in the 
hour of affliction, I return to you, as my only com­
forters, under God, and my only friends; I bring 
you my helpless children, and implore, humbly 
implore your pity for them. Oh, my God, what 
a wretch, what a guilty wretch hav-e I b~en ! " 

"No more, no more of this, my dear James," 
said my mother; "I cannot bear it, it hurts me 
too much. If you have offended against heaven, 
as we all have done, 'return unto the Lord, and 
He will have mercy upon you, and to our God, for 
He will abundantly pardon. Though your sins 
be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow' 
(Isaiah lv. 7; i. 18). Repent, my son, and you 
shall be at peace ; believe in the Lord Jesus, and 
He will cover you with the robe of His righteous­
ness. But do not again speak of having offended 
us : our love for you has known no abatement ; 
we have grieved for yoµ, we have prayed for you, 
and you are welcome to me, as a lost child to a 
tender mother." So saying she gave h_im her 
hand, entreating him to rise; while she turned . 
from him to wipe away the tears which ran fast 
down her cheeks. 

At this moment William came in with a suit 
F 



78 THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 

of his Sunday clothes, and some clean linen, which 

he placed very carefully at the fire, to air for his 

master : reminding us at the same time, that the 

poor wanderers wanted other comforts than kind 

words. 
"My dear Lucy,'' said my mother, "we do in-

, deed forget ourselves: there is by my bedside a 

little box; it has not been opened for a long time. 

You will find in it some little clothes that be­

longed to you, and some that J ames's mother 

gave me ; try if you cannot suit these poor babes 

out of them : the key is on the old bunch." 

I hastened to obey my mother, and soon re­

turned with a little dress for each of these poor 

ragged infants. When I took the youngest from 

its father's arms, while he went into William's 

room to change his clothes, she struggled and held 

out her little arms towards him; but the eldest 

seemed willing to continue with us, being pleased 

with her new dress. 
While I washed the mud and dirt from them, 

my mother with great care aired their clothes ; 

and after they were made clean and neatly 

dressed, we kissed them, and my mother called 

them her grandchildren. They were indeed 

sweet infants, and very pretty, although very 
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pale and thin, and wanting that good nourish~ 
ment which with God's blessing, we were after: 
wards able to afford them. 

When James returned, William made him 
take bis arm-chair in the chimney corner, op­
posite my mother. The little infant sprang 
towards her father as soon as she saw him, and 
he received her in his arms, while the eldest took 
her place on a low foot-stool at his feet. Old 
William had placed his chair by his beloved 
master, and I was busied in making the tea, and 

· preparing some warm milk for the children, which 
I soon brought them. James fed hfs little baby 
and the eldest was able to help herself. They 
ate like children who bad long wanted a good 
meal : and the youngest was no sooner satisfied, 
than she gently sunk back in her father's arms 
in a sweet sleep; her little cheeks, lately so pale, 
beginning to glow with a lively and soft colour, 
like that of a rose. 

"Heaven bless that sweet infant," said my 
mother ; " these babies shall never want a home 
while I have one to give them, and I will answer, 
too, for Lucy's never forsaking them : therefore, 
dear James, set your mind at ease on their ac­
count; Lucy will be the kindest of mothers to 
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them, and she can do more for them than it lies 

in my power to do." 

The poor father, who seemed to be much 

weakened by disease and fatigue, was quite over­

come by my mother's kind words. The tears 

rushed into his eyes, and he turned aside to hide 

them ; which my mother seeing, began to speak 

on other subjects. She told him how kind God 

had been to us, in increasing our little sto.re, and 

how rich we were become in the good things of 

this world. 
It was not difficult to see that this news gave 

James pleasure, for it reli~ved him from the fear 

that his poor infants might be too heavy a 

burden upon us. She ·also told him, that after 

parting with his farm, and selling his stock, she 

had placed the sum of money it produced at 

interest, in the hands of a worthy and rich neigh­

bour; " and now," she added, '' I hope that it will 

be a comfort to you.'' 
" Thank God,'' replied James, " for all His 

mercies. I was but a few hours ago a poor 

miserable wanderer, with two helpless, hungry, 

and naked children; and now I have found a 

home, the most tender friends, and every comfort 

for myself and my poor infants. Oh, my God ! 
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my God! how have I deserved such kindness 
from Thee ? " 

" vVho," said my mother, " has deserved the 
mercies they have received from God?'' 

" I know," replied James, " that we are all 
sinners in the sight of Heaven ; " but I am a sinner 
above others, for I have not offended through 
ignorance; I never have done wrong without 
acting against my awakened conscience: and yet 
the Almighty Lord God, instead of punishing me 
as I deserve, blesses me beyond every hope; He 
has brought me to a place of rest, and has provided 
parents for those poor babies, who will soon lose 
their father as they already have lost their I?other, 
for she never more can be a mother to them." 

We wished to ask what was become of his 
wife, for it seemed that she still lived, but fear­
ing to distress him, we deferred the question. 
"Which of the two debtors," asked my mother, 
"'loved their creditor most, when he frankly for­
gave them both; the one who owed five hundred 
pence, or the other who owed fifty? Our 
Saviour says that Simon judged rightly when he 

· answered, 'He to whom most is forgiven : '' and 
know, my dear James, that we are all justified 
freely by the merits of our Redeemer, and none 
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of us by our good works or deservings. Go, my 
son, with all your sins, and cast them at the foot 
of the cross of Christ." 

Here we broke off this discourse. I gave 
James · some tea, and some white bread and 
butter; of which he ate heartily, having had but 
little that day : and we tried to amuse him by 
telling him how his old neighbours had fared 
during his absence, and by such other innocent 
talk as we could think of. · But, although he 
strove to be cheerful, from time to time he sighed 
and looked very sad, appearing to be muc? over­
come by every proof of kindness which was 
shown him : he also seemed to be much tired, 
for, as he said, he had carried his children a long 

- way that day. So, at an early hour, William 
prepared his master's bed not far from his own ; 
and havi?g warmed some beer with spice, and 
toasted a slice of bread for his supper, he attended 
his dear master to his room. 

By his own desire, William carried the 
children to their father, and laying the little_ one 
in his bosom, placed the other beside him ; for 
James was not willing to be parted from them. 

,¥ e did not omit our family prayers that 
night; but on the contrary we prayed more 



THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLA.RE. 83 

earnestly to God for a blessing upon the events 

of the day, thanking Him more fervently for all 

His mercies, and particularly recommending the 

stray sheep, which we had found again, to the 

care of the Good Shepherd. 

James had never been present at family 

prayers since his last separation from us ; but he 

did not seem now so inattentive to that exercise 

as he had been then ; on the contrary, he was so 

" much affected by it, that we were obliged to 

break off abruptly, hoping that he would in a few 

days recover his health and strength, and with 

them more composure of mind. "How wonder­

ful ! '' said my mother, after . James had retired, 

" how unsearchable are the ways of Providence ! 

Now we know, 0 Lord, that Thy judgments are 

right, and that Thou in faithfulness didst inflict 

us " (Psalm cxix. 7 5). 
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CHAPTER VIII. 

mHE next morning William brought me the 
~IS two children as soon as I returned from 
milking, and I dressed them and fed the~. The 
little one began to know me, and bein~ satisfied 
with bread and milk, it struggled to get from my 
arms, and holding my hand it ran across the room 
-its sister following it-to the door which led 
into the garden, where they seate~ themselves to­
gether, and played with some flowers which I 
had gathered for them. William took his seat 
near them, working at the basket, and l0oking at 
them from time to time, saying, "Mistress, I may 
make myself of some use now, in watching and 
taking care of these innocent creatures while you 
are busy." 

When my mother came down, I found that the 
children would not want careful friends, for she 
often got up fr?m her chair, and with her knitting 
in her hand, went to see that all was well with 
them. 

When our breakfast was ready, James came 
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in, and sat down in the very place where he used 
to sit in his early days. He looked very pal~, 
and when my mother asked him after his health, , 
he answered, " I am better than I deserve to be." 
And as he sat, he leaned his head against the 
back of his chair; his thoughts, as he afterwards 
told us, having been in the night very trouble­
some to him, all his past faults rising in remem­
brance before him, and exciting his self-abhor­
rence to an almost intolerable degree. 

My mother saw his grief, and was touched 
with it ; but wiping away her tears, _she poured 
out some tea, and.liolding it to him, " Dear James," 
she said, " my dear son, be comforted ; " and she 
pressed him to take his breakfast. He made no 
answer, but endeavoured as much as possible to 
conceal his distress. 

' 
" Dear son," said my mother, " be comforted, 

see, Lucy is in tears for you ; you grieve your 
sister Lucy." 

He turned to me to see if I really was weep­
ing : ah, I shall never forget it! " Beloved Lucy," 
he said, " Do not shed tears for me, 

' 

'For violets plucked, the sweetest showers 
Can ne'er make grow again.'" 

I then remembered what I had long ago for-
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gotten, the occasion on which I had spoken those 
words to him; and the remembrance cut me to 
the heart, I was forced to leave the room, and 
to spend some time in prayer. I found all the 
feelings of sorrow, of worldly sorrow for lost 
happiness-those feelings which I had supposed 
for some years past to be quite subdued-return­
ing again, and taking full possession of me : these 
feelings w~re now become very sinful. I con­
fessed them to my God-and after anxiously im­
ploring the divine assistance, His grace became 
sufficient for me, and His strength was perfected 
in my weakness. 

When I returned into the room, I heard my 
pious parent thus pleading with James : '' You 
say, my son, that all your hopes of happiness in 
this world are cut off. I thank God that you 
have found this earth is not your resting-place ; 
I thank God that so early in life you have been 
made to know yourself, to feel that you are al­
together sinful, and can have no hope from your 
own good works. Your heavenly Father has 
chastised you in mercy : 'We have had fathers 
of our flesh which corrected us, and we gave them 
reverence:· shall we not much rather be in sub­
jection unto the Father of Spirits, and live ? For 
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they chastened us after their own pleasure; but 

He for our profit, that we might be partakers of 

His holiness' (Hebrews xii. 9-10). Blessed are 

those afflictions which bring the sinner to Christ, 

for an eternal weight of glory will be the conse­

quence of them." 
My mother's pious exhortations were not with­

out effect upon poor James; for when I sat down 

to the break-fast table, appearing rather more 

cheerful, be took one of bis little girls into his 

arms, while the other, leaning upon his knee, 

with her innocent prattle diverted his attention 

from many sad remembrances. 

After breakfast, poor James gave my mother 

an account of many things that bad happened to 

him during our separation, and confessed what 

had first induced him to become a soldier. He 

owned that the day be enlisted at Worcester fair, 

he was in company with Sarah Page and Sergeant 

Browne ; that he drank too much ; and that, 

when intoxicated, poor Sarah assisted the sergeant 

in persuading him to enlist-she knew best for 

what purpose. Sarah, also, on his return from 

Gloucester, had told him tales of me, which led 

him to behave towards me so unkindly as he did. 

He confessed that, on the evening of his lea v-

; 
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ing us, he had gone in his grief and anger to 
Sarah Page, to whom he related all that had 
passed ; and her father being from home, he 
stayed some hours with her. And ha~ing been 
persuaded by her to drink freely, in that con­
dition he made her an offer of marriage ; in 
consequence of which she followed him to his 
regiment at Gloucester, where he married her, 
and soon afterward they were embarked on board 
ship for foreign service. 

-This marriage proved, as might have been ex­
pected, a very unhappy one. Poor Sarah's love 
for her husband soon tailed; they met with 
many trials in the hot, unhealthy country in 
which they were stationed, and mutual re­
proaches followed. James endeavoured to drown 
care by drinking, which after a time brought on 
the disease that now hung upon him, and seemed 
likely to prove fatal; while Sarah sought comfort 
in dressing and gay company. 

They had three children, the eldest of whom 
had a very long and painful illness : poor James 
never· spoke of this little boy w:ithout being much 
affected, sometimes even to tears. " He was a 
lovely boy," he said, "but his mother was not 
kind to him. Many were the days, and many 
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were the nights that I watched by the bed of my 
poor boy, or carried him in my arms, endeavour­
ing in every way I could think of to give him 
ease. The afflictions of this my sweet infant 
were the first strokes that truly touched my heart, 
subdued my unbroken spirit, and made me feel 
my dependence on God." 

James then informed my mother, that after 
the birth of his youngest child, and not till then, 
his wife had taken to drink ; and soon after, 
breaking through all the duties of a wife, and all 
the feelings of a mother, she left her family, and 
followed a sergeant belonging to another regi­
ment. He seemed to feel much sorrow for the 
wickedness of his wife ; yet added, that he never 
wished to see her again, although he bore her no 
ill-will, but, on the contrary, had often prayed 
that she might not die in her sins. 

His little girl, he said, was so young when 
her mother left her, that she would certainly 
have died, had not one of his fellow-soldier's 
wives, whose little one was just dead, taken it to 
nurse, and treated it very tenderly. Thus the 
Almighty provided a mother for the poor baby, 
when its own mother had forgotton it. 

"Poor unhappy Sally ! 1' proceeded James, 
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with a deep sigh; "had I been a gentler and 
more sober husband, I might, perhaps, have made 
her a better wife ; 9ut all I can now do for her 
is to pray that she may become sensible of her 
sins, and seek for pardon." 

Here he stopped for a moment, and then 
went on; but my mother sl:'id he blushed as he 
continued to confess to her, that the habit of 
drinking to drown uneasy thoughts, had so 
grown upon him, that after being often found 
drunk, he was _at length degraded from the rank 
of sergeant, and an end put to all his hopes of 
promotion ; his health, too, had so much declined, 
that he soon became unfit for service, and was 
sent home, with some other sick men, a few 
months after his wife had left him. 

God, he said, had given him a prosperous 
voyage ; and when he landed at Portsmouth 
with his poor infants, a small sum of money was 
given him to take him to his parish, with the 
promise of a pension. 

"My own weakness and the helplessness of 
my children," added he, "made the journey long 
and fatiguing to me, and I was much oftener 
obliged to stop for rest than a man in health 
would have been; so that when I reache~ 
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Worcester, my money was spent, and I was 
forced to beg for a bit of bread. A man return­
ing from market, with an almost empty cart, 
took pity on me yesterday, and brought me and 
my children to the top of the hill, from which we 
first see this village ; and from thence I walked, 
sometimes carrying only one, and sometimes both 
my children. I had four miles to come, so that 
when the storm of rain came on, I was quite 
spent, and forced to sit down for some time 
under the thatch of an old barn which stands in 
the .meadow below ; but the children beginning 
to shiver with the cold and wet, I resolved to 
come on, although my strength was almost gone. 

"When I saw the smoke of this dear cottage, 
a thousand painful remembrances and regrets 
rushed at once into my mind. I felt what no 
words can tell ; at one moment the sweetest 
hope ; at the next, the greatest fear, lest some or 
all of my beloved friends should be no more, or 
lest they should refuse to receive me, for I felt 
that I was not worthy to be admitted under 
their roof. 

"But when I saw all my dear friends, and be­
held again every well-known object, I was quite 
overcome ; all my sins came into my mind, and 
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~ad it not been for the sake of my children, I 
felt that I had almost rather perish in the cold 
than come into your presence. How little did I 
expect such a reception as I have found! Oh; 
had you treated me as I deserved, you had for 
ever shut your door against me." 

'' Had we dealt so by you, iny son,'1 said my 
kind mother ( as old William afterwards told me), 
"we might have expected a like refusal from 
God on our crying to Him for mercy." She then 
went on to give him much wise and holy counsel ; 
not palliating his offences, but encouraging him ' 
with the consolatory assurance, that the blood of 
Jesus Christ cleanseth from all sin. She exhort-
ed him, moreover, with humility and faith, to 
make an immediate application of that blood to 
his wounde1 mind, that his conscience being 
purged from dead works, he might be prepared 
to serve his God in newness of life, should his 
days be prolonged; or if it should please God to 
determine otherwise, that he might be enaibled to 
say, "Lord, now lettest Thou Thy servant depart 
in peace, for mine eyes have seen Thy salva­
tion." 

She advised him to 'talk to our rector, a pious 
and aged man, who had known him when a little 
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boy, and who, she said, was much better able to 
instruct him rightly in these important matters 
than herself. 

While she was still speaking on these things, 
I came in, and saw her take James's hand as he 
sat sorrowfully with his eyes bent down wards ; 
and I heard her say, "God Almighty bless my son, 
and give him that godly sorrow, which worketh 
repentance not to be repented of'· (2 Cor. vii. 

10). 
I was going away, thinking that I disturbed 

their discourse ; but James, turning . to me, said, 
"Dear Lucy, I have been confessing my many 
offences to my beloved a_unt, and I already find 
myself comforted by her pious counsels. I do 
not wish to hide my faults from you, but I can;­
not relate them to you myself: when you hear 
how I have acted, for how many years I have 
forgotten my God, and all the Holy lessons I 
learned in my younger days, you will, I know, be 
much grieved; but I hope that you will forgive 
and pity me." 

After this conversation, James seemed more 
easy in his mind ; he played a little with his 
children, rocked the youngest in his arms till it 
fell asleep, as it frequently did in the middle of 

G 
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the day, then laid it on his own bed, and, taking 

my mother's Bible, watched beside it. 
At dinner he was cheerful, and said that the 

happiest hour he had spent for many years was 

the one he had just passed while sitting by his little 

sleepipg child. "It's little warm hand," said he, 

"was laid upon mine, and it slept most sweetly: 

from time to time I heard the voice of my other 

dear little girl, as she was playing in the garden, 

talking to my kind aunt; I heard the brook fall­

ing down the rock at the bottom of the garden, 
and the wind gently rustling among the leaves. 

This quiet interval," said he, " seemed to do me 

more good than any medicine could have done: 

but what comforted me far more, even than this 

sweet rest, was the book which I was reading. I 

opened it just where our Saviour relates the 

parable of the prodigal son, and that parable 

seemed as if it had been spoken for my comfort 

only ; it applied so strongly and so sweetly to 

my case, as to make me hope that God would 

gr.ant me true repentance. But oh ! " he added, 

, '' my sins are of the deepest dye ; because I have 
offended against conviction, and have resisted the 

Holy Spirit." 
My mother had sent early that morning to 

n 
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the village, for a very worthy man, a doctor, who 
had attended her, whenever she had been sick, 
for many years. 

I 

After we had dined, he came in, and my 
mother made James consult him : he was a very 
friendly man, one who feared God, and thought 
more of doing his duty than of any gain he might 
receive there by. 

He gave my mother but little hope of James's 
recovery; yet said that his complaint being of a 
lingering kind, he might live some months longer 
He thought, however, that he cou-ld give him 
some medicines, which, with God's blessing, 
might make the remainder of his days more ea~y 
to him ; advising that he should hasten so to 
settle bis affairs with God and man, that his 
mind might be quite at rest. 

Being questioned by James, he repeated the 
same things to him ; which the poor sick man 
hearkened to, with becoming resignation to the 
will of God, and without any appearance of sur­
pnse. 

"My worldly concerns," he answered, "are 
soon settled : these dear friends will take care of 
my poor children ; and the little money that will 
remain, when my funeral expenses are paid, will 
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help to procure food and clothes for them. As to 

my heavenly concerns, I can do , nothing-I feel 

myself quite helpless-I can only cry to my dear 

Saviour, and take hold of His promises, confessing 

myself a lost, undone creature." 

" Well," said the good doctor-for he was a 

pious man-" and what more can any of us do, 

my friend? Who h~s any merit to plead? Nay, 

in our natural state, we cannot even cry for help. 

It is through the Holy Spirit of God that the 

poor sinner cries out, 'Lord, help me ! '" 

He then told James that it would not hurt 

him to go to church before the winter set in, and 

offered to lend him a quiet old horse, on which 

he might take the air every day. Then taking 

his leave, he promised often to call upon him, 

saying that his business frequently led him that 

way. 

b 



THE HISTORY OF LUUY CLARE. 97 

CHAPTER IX. 

BROM that time our dear James, as the doctor 
~ ..cl had foretold, became weaker and weaker ; 
his complaint gained upon him, although slowly, 
and he became daily more thin and pale. 

He was able, however, to go twice or three 
times to church and to call several times upon the 
rector, from whose discourse he received much 
comfort. He was very attentive at our morning 
and evening prayers ; and, as William told us, 
often prayed in the course of the day in his own 
room, sometimes, when his children were asleep, 
kneeling by the bedside and praying over them. 
He seemed to love his Bible daily more and more, 
and, when from weakness he was not able to read 
long at a time, he took pleasure in laying that 
holy book by him. I often observed that he took 
a particular delight in the Gospel of St. John, the 
beloved disciple of our Lord. 

He loved to hear our morning and evening 
psalms and hymns ; hut, as his strength wasted 
away, he was so much touched by them, simple 
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and humble as our singing was, that it suited him 

best to hearken · to them at some little distance. 

He loved to walk in the garden or the next field, 

when the sun was shining, sometimes with old 

William or my mother, and sometimes with his 

little children, for whom he showed the tenderest 

love to the very last, and wou]d play with them 

as if he had himself been a little child. 

Indeed, as my mother remarked, he became 

daily more and more like a little child, more mild, 

more teachable and humble, and trusting more 

and more in his Saviour, even as an infant relies -

on its parent; in short, he became like one of 

those little ones of whom our blessed Saviour 

says, " of such is the kingdom of God'' (Luke 

xviii. 16). Yet I must not omit to say, lest I should 

mislead others, that he did not attain to this 

state without passing through deep waters, and 

enduring such convictions of sin, as, though no 

doubt necessary, were extremely terrible both to 

himself and to all round him. When I witnessed 

the dreadful sufferings of this poor man, I con­

ceived a horror of sin, of which I had before no 

idea, and in comparison of which I felt that 

neither sickness, nor pain, nor death itself de­

served the name of evil. 
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.About six weeks after his return to us, the 

holy sacrament was administered at our parish 

church; dear J'a.mes, old William, and I were pre­

sent, but my mother was too infirm to walk so far. 

lames received it with such seriousness and 

piety as I have seldom witnessed, and was so ex­

hausted by his attention to this sacred duty, 

that he was forced to lie down upon his bed ·on 

returning home. 
He was not able to dine with us; but, after 

some hours' rest, he came to us as we sat by the 

fire in the evening,. and looking cheerfully and 

kindly around him, "I thank God," he said, "for 

the sweet peace of mind which I have felt this 

day. I believe and trust that God hath now 

reconciled me to Himself, by Jesus Christ. I can 

look forward to death with hope. Oh, that the 

lovers of this world, and the lovers of what this 

world calls pleasure, could only for a moment 

enjoy that sweet hope with which God has 

blessed me, a poor sick and dying man ! Surely 

they would forsake their empty gratifications, 

their carnal joys which end in death, and seek 

after that peace of mind which passeth all under­

standing." 
He then kissed his little children, and blessed 
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them. After which he held out his pale hand to 
me, and said, " Dear Lucy, I know that you have 
long ago forgiven me all the pain I have caused 
you ; and I can now look forward with the hope 
of spending a happy eternity with you, where 
we shall no longer think of ~hose light afllictions 
which have endured but for a moment. Then 
shall we, my dear Lucy, with all our beloved 
friends with whom we have dwelt in this vale of 
tears, meet in the presence of God, and enjoy 
those pleasures which flow at His right hand for 
evermore. Let His name be ever praised, through 
whom we are allowed to entertain these sweet 
hopes! 

"One other favour I have now to ask of God, 
which is, that He will take pity on poor Sally, 
and · make her sensible of the wicked life she has 
led. From my heart I forgive her. Oh, my God, 
my God, have pity on her; and may the re­
demption that is in Jesus be effectually extended 
to her!" 

He then broke out afresh into expressions of 
gratitude and love to his Redeemer ; thanking 
my mother and William for all their kin<lnesses 
to him ; blessing God for providing such friends 
for his orphan children ; and praying the Good 

cl 



THE HISTORY OF LUCY CLARE. 101 

Shepherd to bring back every straying sheep to 
His blessed fold, as he himself had been brought 
back. 

We were much affected by seeing him thus 
filled with pious hope and holy charity; and we 
fervently blessed God together on his account. 
After this, our evening passed away in sweet and 
pious discourse; and poor dying James, my 
mother, and old William, notwithstanding their 
infirm and humble state, enjoyed more peace 
that evening, sitting by our little wood fire, than 
they who make this world their god can ever ex­
perience, even in the midst of their highest en­
joyments. 

After that day, Jam~s never was able to go so 
far as the church. As winter came on, his sick­
ness increased; but, thank God, towards the last 
he seemed to suffer very lj ttle pain. We made a 
little couch for him by the fireside, where he 
would lie, and look at his children ·at play, and 
smile if any one spoke to him; but he became so 
weak, that he did not care to' talk, and was un­
able to read ; yet sometimes we beard him repeat­
ing, in a low voice, some favourite text, or part 
of a psalm or hymn, which he had learnt in his 
childhood. 
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He died the Sunday before Christmas day, 

during morning service. I did not go to church 

that day, for I did not think it fit to leave him, 

ill as he was. An old widow was come to dine 

with us, and to be present at our family prayers, 

she being unable to walk ·so far as the church, on 

account of a fall of snow. 
James, hearing that we were going to prayer, 

begged to he present. He wa.s accordingly 

brought to his couch with some difficulty, and 

laid upon it. While we were at prayer, he fell 

asleep, and continued asleep till after we had 

finished. I was standing by him when he awoke. 

He said, " I have had a very sweet dream, and am 

better ; I am ready now to hear you pray.'' He 

then, seeming to forget what he had just said, 

called for his little children, kissed them, and said, 

"My babies, learn to fear and love God, for He 

is a tender Father to His children." These were 

the last words I heard him speak ; he afterwards 

fell into a disturbed sleep, and when he awoke, 

we all perceived that he was dying. 
His soul departed, and returned to God, be­

fore the hour of morning service was over. His 

death was easy, and God had been infinitely 

good in not cutting him off in the midst of his 
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sins, before his heart was renewed by grace, and 

before he had taken hold of that great salvation 

which is in Christ Jesus. His last days were 

calm; easy, and full of comfort, and his death, I 

believe, was the death of the righteous. 
On Christmas day he was buried. I followed 

him to his grave, and so did old William; we 

also carried his little infants to his funeral. 

Many persons shed tears who had remembered 

my dear James in his early days, all gay, healthy, 

and handsome, and who now saw his little help­

less infants unconsciously attending their father's 

funeral. He was buried by his father and mother 

and uncle, on the south side of the church; and 

every summer, since that time, I have taken his 

dear children to visit his grave, and to strew 

flowers over it. 
We did not sorrow for James as those who 

sorrow without hope ; and as time wore away our 

grief, we thought of him only with pleasure, 

~hanking God for that sincere repentance and 

those blessed views of a Saviour, with which he 
was favoured before his death. And often did 

we thankfully observe how wonderfully, by the 

wise providence of God, every thing had been 

made to work together for our good. 
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Before J ame_s died, he made his will, in which 
he left the small sum of money he possessed to 
his little girls, to be spent for them as they might 
want it. But that money still remains untouched, 
as a little fund for any future time of need ; my 
income having been sufficient, through the bounty 
of God, both for my own and their maintenance. 

Their father also requested in his will, that 
his daughters might never be trusted to the care 
of their mother, or any of her relations, but left 
with my mother and myself However, this 
caution was not necessary, for w:e soon afterwards 
heard of the death of poor Sally by a fever ; and 
the Miller Page marrying again, and having a 
young family, took little notice of bis grand­
daught~rs. 

Thus these dear children were left wholly 
with us, and we endeavoured to bring them up in 
the fear of God, and as useful and industrious 
women. The life of my dear mother was pro­
longed till more than ten years after the death of 
James, and poor old William survived her about 
a year. 

The two children became very dear to my 
mother, and could wait upon her and read to her 
for several years before her death : she seemed 

, 

' u 



THE HISTORY OF LUCY CL.A.RE. 105 

to consider them as her grand-children, and had 
great pleasure in leading them to the knowledge 
of Christ. I taught them also to wait upon 
the faithful old William, and to respect him as a 
father. 

Heaven heard our prayers in behalf of these 
children ; and t]:iere is a work, I trust, begun in 
them, which the Almighty will surely accomplish 
to His own glory. ' 

How happy have the last eighteen years of 
my life been spent! Oh, how greatly, even in 
this life, have all my early sorrows been repaid! 
while through the mercy of God- I have still 
greater things in view. 

My dear mother, who was, I trust, a humble 
Christian, died without a pang ; her soul was re­
quired of her while she slept-a death most 
desirable to the children of God, but dreadful 
indeed to those who are still strangers to the 
covenant of peace. 

William's death was also very easy. Since I 
lost this good old man, these dear young people 
have been my only companions, and in that I 
have found extraordi?ary comfort: they have 
been even as daughters to me; sweet companions 
in health, and the kindest nurses to me in sickness. 
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I commit them, without one anxious thought, 
to the care of the same gracious God who has 
hitherto preserved them. Their prospects, even 
in this world, are very comfortable. What little 
I have, I shall leave to them. The eldest is pro­
mised in marriage to a pious, sober young man, 
the son of a neigh hour ; when I am no more, he 
will _take this cottage, and I hope, before · my 
death, to see him the husband of my child; 
though she is unwilling to consent to this, lest 
she should be called off from her attention to 
me. Thus having arranged all my worldly con­
cerns, I desire to lay aside all other business, but 
that of preparing for the long journey which I 
soon must take. 

Here Lucy Clare finished her story, praising 
and blessing God for his many mercies shown 
towards her, and the many happy years which 
she had enjoyed: pointing out, in a manner which 
made a deep and lasting impression on my mind 
-for I was then but a young inexperienced man 
-how wonderfully the wisdom of God's pro-
vidence had been exhibited in her life, fully 
verifying the terms of that cheering dec]aration, 
" Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace whose mind 
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is stayed on thee; because he trusteth in thee '' 
(Isaiah xxvi. 3). 

And she added, that there was no life, how­
ever obscure, in which the same wonderful 

' providence might not be seen by those who are 
attentive to the divine leadings: "and therefore," 
continued she, "let all Christians praise the Lord, 
call upon His name, and declare His doings among 
the people " (Isaiah xii. 4 ). 

The day that Lucy Clare concluded her 
history, I administered the sacrament to her, 
Upon which occasion, she called in her two 
daughters (for so she considered them), before 
whom she had never thought it proper to relate 
the history of their parents. She had, indeed, a3 

she told us, pointed out to them some of their 
errors by way of caution, and that they might 
profit by their pal'.ent's sad experience; but she 
had done this with great tenderness and caution, 
and always in private. 

When these young women were come, I ad­
ministered the sacrament, and was wonderfully 
edified by the piety of the sick woman and her 
children; for, oh, how lovely is true piety, 
whether it appears in sickness or in healthy and 
blooming youth ! 
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After that time we often visited Lucy Clare_. 
whose death came on with slow but certain steps. 
I visited her only a few hours before her soul was 
required of her, and I never saw any one in a 
more happy frame of mind. 

The approach of death seemed to be a subject 
of joy and triumph to her ; but it was a pleasure 
to me to see that her confidence was not placed 
upon her own imperfect works, but that she 
gloried in the cross of Christ (Gal. vi. 14). 

It might in some sort be said of her, that she 
never tasted of death, surely not of its bitterness, 
for her soul passed away without a struggle and 
without a groan. 

Her children followed her to her grave, weep­
ing on their own accounts, but rejoicing on hers. 
She was buried by her father and mother, and 
near the place where the remains of James Clare 
had been laid. Her grave is pointed out by a 
small stone, which her adopted children cam,ed to 
be placed there, on which is graven this text from 
St. Luke i. 45 : "Blessed is she that believes, for 
there shall be a performance of those things 
which were told her." 

These pious daughters, at the same time, 
failed not to raise a little humble stone to their 
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father's memory, on which were these words 
from the prophet Isaiah-words which their 
father was often beard to repeat in his last ill­
ness : " 0 Lord, I will praifle Thee : though Thou 
wast angry with me, Thine anger is turned away, 
and Thou comfortedst me " (Isaiah xii. 1 ). 

They were both married ; the eldest, before 
the death of Lucy Clare, to the young man to 
whom she had been engaged some time ; and the 
youngest, soon afterwards, to a carpenter in the 
village. These yo~ng men lived in the fear of 
God, no less than their wives; and they have 
brought up large families in the same holy fear: 
they have been frugal, sober, and industrious; 
and, with God's blessing, although they have 
lived humbly, have never known want. 

I often call to see them, as my custom is, from 
time to time, to visit all my flock ; and hear them 
with pleasure, after so many years are passed 
away, still speak of Lucy Clare as, under heaven, 
one of their best and dearest friends, remarking 
that the memory of the just is blessed (Proverbs 
X. 7). 

·when my .. worthy old friend had finished , 
this little tale, he turned to my sons and 
daughters, and said, "My children, there 1s a 

11 
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lesson to be learned from the history of this pious 
woman, which is more valuable, if well observed, 
than all the boasted learning of men. 

"This lesson is, that we ought to place our 
entire trust in God, as a little child trusts in its 
mother, looking with pious care for all the signs 
and tokens which He gives of His divine will, 
knowing that He will never fail to point out the 
path of right, even in the most difficult affairs of 
human life, to such 3:s sincerely wish to follow it." 

He then went on to describe that lovely, 
teachable, humble, and child-like spirit, so pre­
cious in the sight of God; that spirit which the 
world despises a~d holds in abomination, but by 
which alone men can attain the kingdom of 
heaven, for without it no man can rightly believe, 
and without faith it is impossible to please God 
(Heb. xi. 6). 

He then spoke of the contrary spirit, the spirit 
of this world-the spirit of pride, of self-justifi­
cation, of presumption ; a spirit approved by the 
world and honoured of men, but whose end is 
shame, and grief, and bitter repentance. " But 
my beloved children," said this good old man, 
"' love not the world, neither the things that are in 
the world : for all that is in the world: the lust 
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of the flesh, the lust of the eyes, and the pride of 
of life, passeth away : but he that doeth the will 
of God abideth for ever ' (1 John ii. 15-17). 
' Blessed are the poor in spirit ; for theirs is the 
kingdom of Heaven' (Matt. v. 3). The children 
of this world account 'their life madness, and 
their end to be without honour: but they are 
numbered among the children of God, and their 
lot is among the saints ' (Wisdom iv. 4~5)." 

My children hearkened to the words of my 
pious friend with great seriousness ; and I hope 
that they are still written upon their hearts. 

The next day being Friday, and he wishing to 
have one day to rest, before Sabbath, after the 
fatigue of his journey, took his leave, with the 
good old lady his wife; and blessing me and ml 
family, returned to his little flock, whom he never 
afterwards left till God required his presence in 
a better place. 

His worthy wife soon afterwards fo1lowed him. 
They are both deeply regretted by the inhabi­
tants of their parish, as tender and pious parents 
are lamented by their children. 

,, 
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IV. 

THE CRUISE OF THE " SNOWBIRD.'' A 
Story of Arctic Adventure. With Nine full-page 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

"This is a capital story of adventure of the sort that all true boys delight 
in."-Academy. 

v. 
THE CRUISE OF THE LAND YACHT "WAN­

DERER"; or, Thirteen Hun dred Miles in my 
Carava n. By GORDON STABLES, M.D., R.N. With 
Photograph and Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 8vo, 9s. 

VI. 

FROM POLE TO POLE. A Tale of the Sea. 
With Twelve full - page Illustrations. Handsomely 
botmd in cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

11 Boys who like excitement and adventure will find plenty of both in this 
spirited story of a yachting voyage from the Arctic to the Antarctic regions. 
The author's wonderful store of anecdote seems to be quite inexhaustible. 
There is abundance of incident , and adventures of the most thrilling and 
varied description in almost every page. The author has, as usual, worked 
up the essence of a dozen narratives of travel and adventure into a single tale 
of absorbing interest, while it is hardly necessary to say that the tone is in 
every way admirable."- Academy. 
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Works by W. M. THAYER • 
... 

FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE HOUSE· The Story of President Garfield's Life. 167th' Thou­sand. In paper boards, illustrated cover, with fine steel Portrait. Paper,: ls. ; cloth edition, ls. 6d. ; cloth gilt, • 2s., 2s. 6d., and 3s. 6d. ; illustrated edition, gilt edges 5s. May also be had in Gustav half calf, 6s. ' 
II. 

FROM THE TANYARD TO WHITE HOUSE· The Story of President Grant's ·Life. With Portrait and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. and 2s. 6d. ; cheap edition, ls. 6d. 
'' The life is written in a styie that should suit all boys thoroughly· there is incident enough in all conscience, and from the birth to the death of the great general there is a running fl.re of lively and humorous anecdote."-Times. 

. III. 
GEORGE WASHINGTON: His Boyhood and Manhood. Cheaper edition, 3s. 6d., with steel Portrait, and 2s. 6d. ; popular edition, ls. 6d. "The character of Washington was a very noble one, and his life may well be taken as an example by boys. The biography is written in a lively and pleasant tone, and without any of the dryness which is too often the accom­paniment of this form of literature. While the details are all strictly historical, the characters are made to live and breathe."-Standard. 

IV. 
THE PIONEER BOY, AND HOW HE BECAME Pres.ident; The Story of the Life of Abraham Lincoln. 3s. 6d. and 2s. 6d. ; popular edition, ls. 6d. 
Many of the details of this work were furnished by PRESIDENT LINCOLN himself, 1tnd by his early associates and friends. 

" The author has 'done his work thoroughly well, and the result is a book of exciting narrative, of humorous anecdote, and of lifelike portraiture."-.DaiZy Telegraph. 
v. 

TACT, PUSH, AND PRINCIPLE : A Book for those who wish to Succeed in Life. Fourteenth Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
"A very interesting book, which may stimulate many a young nature of the ardently practical kind to steady and determined exertion."-Daily Telegraph. 

VI. 
THE TRUE 'WOMAN. Elements of Character drawn from the Life of Mary Lyon and Others. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"One of the best books for young women that has lately been issued. Every phase of character and of life seems to be dealt with and handled well. The thoughtful young cannot read the book without being prompted to pursue the noblest and worthiest aims in life."-Ohristian. 
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By DR~ MAOAULAY, Editor of "The Leisure Hour." 
I. 

ALL TRUE. Records of Peril and Adventure by Sea and 
Land-'-Remarkable Escapes and Deliverances-Wonders 
of Nature and Providence, &c. With Twelve Illustra­
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, 5s. 

"' All True' contains records of adventures by sea and land, remarkable escapes and deliverances, missionary enterprises, &c.; is as. entertaining as the majority of such books are depressing, and may be welcomed as a welcome present for children. The illustrations are above the average of those vouch­safed to us in children's books."-Spectator. 
II. 

TRUE TALES OF TRAVEL AND ADVEN­
ture, Valour and Virtue. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
With Thirteen Illustrations. 

"Dr. Macaulay's name is a voucher for spirited work, and 'True Tales' are instructive as well as interesting."-Tim.es. 
"Full of stirring incident."-Daily News. 
"With no little vigour and power of condensation he tells of such achieve­ments, and such perils and suffering as fell to the lot of the early Australian explorers, of the Garibaldians, and of the Arctic navigators ; relieved by tales of such victories as those of Trafalgar and the Nile. Suitable biographies are skilfully introduced."-British Quarterly Review. 

III. 
GREY HA WK: Life and Adventures among the 

Red Indians. An Old Story Retold. Eleven 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

IV. 
ACROSS THE FERRY : First Impressions of 

America and its People. With Nine Illustrations. 
Price 5s. 

"Dr. Macaulay not only records his own impressions, but he incorporates with them much of the useful and interesting information which an intelli­gent traveller not only picks up, but takes special pains to furnish himself with. The volume is a series of photographs of America as it was in 1870, and ii full, therefore, of practical interest."-Br-itisk Quarterly Review. 

By EDWIN HODDER. 
I. 

THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City Life. 
Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s. 6d. 

II. 
TOSSED ON THE WAVES. A Story of Young Life. Fifteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"We cannot think that a boy could take up the book without feeling its fascination, or without rising a better lad from its perusal. The scen~s of life on the sea and in the colonies are peculiarly attractive."-British. Q'U,Q,Tterly Beview. 
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By M/88 DOUDNEY. 
I. 

WHEN WE WERE GIRLS TOGETHER. With 
F9ur full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"A clever story. From first to last the interest is well sustained."-
City Press. ' 

II. 
PRUDENCE WINTERBURN. With Eight full-page 

Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. , 
III. 

A LONG LANE WITH A TURNING. With Six­
teen Illustrations by M. E. Edwards. Ifandsomely bound, 
crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. , 

IV, 
WHA'J;''S IN A NAME? With . Ejght Illustrations. 

- Crown 8vo, handsomely bound, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
"One of the most charming stories it is possible to conceive."-Whitehall 

Review. 
v. 

NELLY CHANNELL. With Four Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra, 2s. 6d. 

"A quiet and wholesome story well told."-Daily News. ' 
"A clever t ale, inculcating noble principles."-Christian. 

VI. 
NOTHING BUT LEAVE S. With Frontispiece. New 

and Cheaper Edition. 11th Thousand. 3s. 6d. 
" A pretty and well-written story ."- Athenreum. 
"One of the most charming and exquisi tely-t,old tales that we ever had the 

pleasure of perusing."- Literary World. 

By MRS. ROBERT O'REILLY. 
I. 

THE RED HOUSE IN THE SUBURBS. With 
Twenty-six Illustrations by F. A. Fraser. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 2s. ; gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

II. 
KITTY DEANE OF REED FARM. With Thirteen 

Illustrati9ns by Townley Green. Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt 
extra, l s. 6d. 

"One of Mrs. O'Reilly's best and happiest efforts."-Christian A ge. 

III. 
MEG'S MISTAKE, and other Sussex . Stories. 

With Twenty Illustrations by Fred Barnard. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

" The humour and pathos of these stories are beyond all praise."-Standara. 
" We have never seen better stories of their kind."-Academ~. 
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THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF JESUS told in 
Words Easy to Read and Understand. By 
the Author of " The Story of the Bible," &c. ·with Forty 
Illustrations. Foolscap 4to, cloth, 2s. 

" An excellent Sunday book for children ; the story is tenderly and brightly 
told, the pictures of Eastern life and Jewish manners form an effective 
running commentary on the text, which is interspersed besides with graphic 
views of the sacred cities, sites, and scenery."-Times. 

THE SUNDAY BOOK OF STORY AND PAR­
able. With numerous Illustrations. Large 4to, hand­
somely bound in cloth, price 5s. 

THE MISTRESS OF THE HOUSE : A Story of 
Christian Service in Daily Life. By the Author 
of "Isa Graeme's World," &c. Crown 8vo, cloth, ls. 6d. 

By the Author of "CHRISTIE REDFERN'S TROUBLES," &c. 

I. 

THE BAIRNS ; or, Janet's Love and Service. 
With Five Illustrations. Thirteenth Thousand. Crown 
8vo, cloth elegant, 5s. 

"A special interest attaches to • The Bairns.' The Characters are forcibly 
delineated, and the touches of homeliness which seem almost peculiar to our 
northern kinsfolk impart a peculiar charm."-Record. 

II. 

FREDERICA AND HER GUARDIANS; or, The 
Perils of Orphanhood. Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

"A sweet, pure, and beau tiful story, such as may be put with contldence 
into the hands of any English girl.''-Sheffield I ndependent. 

III. 

THE TWA MISS DA WSONS. Crown 8vo, cloth, 
price 5s. 

"'Ve gladly welcome a new book by the au thor of 'The Bairns.' That 
char,uing Cana.dian story opened a new fi eld for readers of fiction . The 
present story is limited to Eastern cotland. It is a family picture, settling 
down chiefly to the experiences of a charming old maiden a.unt-a most 
admirable delineation-and an equally charming niece.''- Br itish Quarterly 
Review. 
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NEW EDITIONS OF MISS INGHAM 1S WORKS. 
I. 

LA URA LINWOOD; or, The Price of an Accom­
plishment. Third Edition. With Frontispiece. Gilt 
edges, 3s. 6d. 

"This is a story with a moral, written with the authoress's usual earnestness of purpose, and in her usual sprightly style."-Methodist Recorder. 
"These sketche9 of W esleyau Society, classes, and class leaders, with which she evidently has a familiar acquaintance, are very readable." -Literary Churchman. "The story is cleverly written.''-Guardian. 
" The tale is very readable, skilfully imagined, and, we are afraid, of a needed purpose." -N onconforniist. 

II. 
THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OF PEARLS. A Biography of Light and Shade. Sixth 

Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5s. 
"'The White Cross and Dove of Pearls' will not disappoint the expectations of those who may already have formed justly high opinions of this strikingly original and sympathetic writer's ability to interest, to a.muse, and to elevate her readers. It is a fiction without false sentiment, without unhealthy imagin­ation, and without a single vulgar or frivolous idea. "-.Daily Telegraph. 

✓ 

By MARIE HALL, nee Sf BREE. 
I. 

NOBLE BUT NOT THE NOBLEST. Crown 8vo, 
3s. 6d. 

"The picture is skilfully drawn, with tender touches and with a.rti tic lights. We heartily commend it. To those who have read the author's previous stories of 'The Dying Saviour and the Gipsy Girl,' 'Andrew Marvel,' &c., this is scarcely necessary."-British Quarterly Review. 
"A more elegantly written, graceful, and powerful story the present season has not yielded us.''-Freeman. 

II. 
ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS FRIENDS: A 

Story of the Siege of Hull. Fourth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 

III. 
THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE GIPSY Girl, and other Tales. Sixteenth Thousand. 

Crown 8vo, cloth, 3s. 6d. 
"The stories are gracefully written : they a.re marked by good feeling and re­fined taste, and the moral conveyed by them is unexceptionable."-Spectator. 

IV. 
THE DYING SA VIOU,R AND THE GIPSY Girl, and the Light of the World. Two Stories. Eighteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, price 1 . 

"A literary gem not less admirable for the beauty of its diction, and the artistic fini~h of its details, than for its lucid exhibition of the gospel. The ' Old, Old Story• was seldom told in sweeter words."- S.S. World. 

0 
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WORKS BY MRS. G. 8. REANEY. 
I, 

JUST IN TIME : or, Howard Clarion's Rescue. Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
II. 

DAISY SNOWFLAKE'S SECRET. A Story of English Home Life. Elegantly bound in cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 
"Winning in style, pure and earnest in tone, and of commanding interest." -Daily Review. 

III. 
OUR DAUGHTERS: Their Lives Here and Hereafter. Cheap Edition, nicely bound in cloth, ls. 6d. 

".A. thoroughly wise and helpful book." -Christian. 

IV. 
MORNING THOUGHTS for our DAUGHTERS. Sixth Thousand. Handsomely bound, ls. 6d. 

v. · 
OUR BROTHERS AND SONS. Fourth Thousand. Elegantly bound, 3s. 6d. 

"One of her best books, written in excellent English, and with a racy, earnest pen."-Evangelical Magazine. 

MRB. REANEY'B BHILLING BER/£8. 
Tastef ully bound in cloth, price ls. each. 

Found at Last. Number Four, and Little Glory's Mission. Other Stories. Unspoken Addresses. Chippings. 
Not Alone in the World. 

"Written with all the author's well-known sweetness and persuasiveness of style."-The Outlook. 
"Good little books in Mrs. Reaney's very best style. We hope they will sell by hundreds of thousands."-Sword and Trowel. 

IN A CORNER OF THE VINEYARD. A Village St ory. By l sAAo PLEYDELL. With Front­ispiece. Crown 8vo, 5s. 
"The ha.rd, rough life of the men is vigorously dra.wn."-Athenreum. "The characters a.re drawn with graphic skill, and the story is one of absorbing intere. t."-Derby .Mercury. 
"A touching and stimulating story."-Chriltian WorkL 
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THE LOST SILVER OF BRIFFAULT. By AMELIA 
~: BARR, Author of" Cluny Macpherson," "Jan Vedder's 
Wife," &c. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 2s.; gilt 
edges, 2s. 6d. 

"A story with startling incidents, and cast in a mould comparatively new 
to the English reader. It depicts the condition of the planter in the Southern 
States of the Union when, the War of Secession over, the vanquished were 
called upon to 11upport the hardships entailed upon them by the sudden 
emancipation of the negroes. From its variety of original and fast disappear­
ing types, joined to much exciting adventure, this ta.le of the south will be read 
with avidity." -Morning Post. 

"The writer not only sustains her reputation but adds to it immensely by 
this delightful ta.le. It is one of the healthiest, most fascinating, and delight­
ful stories that has appeared for a long time. The sketches of negro character, 
of which that of Souda is a piece of extraordinary power, are enough to make 
a reputation.''-Shejfield Independent. 

CLUNY MACPHERSON. A Tale of Brotherly 
Love. By the same Author. With Six Illustrations. 
· Crown 8vo, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

"The story is of thrilling interest. "-Literary World. 
"The book, which is splendidly got up, is throughout exceedingly readable.• 

-Perthshire Constitutional. 
"This singularly beautiful story."-Daily Review. 

THE ORIENT BOYS : A Tale of School Life. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. 

THEN AND NOW; or, Abe's Temptation. By 
LINA ORMAN CooPER, Author of "Charity Moore,'' &c. 
With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth1 6d. 

THE CATHEDRAL CA VE; or, the Gate of 
Heaven. By the same Author. With Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 6d. 

CAPITAL FOR WORKING BOYS. Chapters 
on Character Building. By J. E. M'CoNAUGHY. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 3s. 6d. 

SL YBOOTS, and other Farmyard Chronicles. 
By BEATA FRANCIS. Handsomely bound, with numerous 
Illustrations, 2s. 6d. 

"Delightfully simple and natural, and lighted up with gleams of tun and 
humour."-Literary World. 

"There is a subtle moral in each of these chronicles, and the style ii 
extremely humorous. A most enjoyable volume."-Derby Mercur]/. 

9, 
ii 
Ii 



• 

Hodder & Stoughton's Gift Books. 11 

SUNDAY LIBRARY FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
Each, Volume fllustrated and Handsomely Bound. 

♦ 

PRESS OPINIONS. 
"These story-books for young people are very handsome and wonderfully 

cheap. We feel very glad to recommend them to our friends."-Sword and 
Trowel. 

"They one and all deserve a hearty welcome."-Christian. 
"The little folk are fortunate in being so well catered for." -Literary World. 
"The volumes are attractive outwardly, and the stories are in all respects 

admirable, interesting in their narrative, full of fine incident, and of the 
highest moral and religious tone."-Daily Review. 

"An attractive series. All the stories convey instruction and entertainment. The bindings are pleasing, the letterpress is on good toned paper, and the 
books meet the need of those in search of presents for the young."-Leeds 
Mercury. 

PRJ(JE TWO SHILLINGS AND SIXPENCE EACH. 
1. Sketches of Scripture Characters. By the Rev. 

ANDREW THOMSON, D.D., Author of "Samuel Ruther­
ford," &c. 

2. Ellen Manners ; or, The Recollections of a 
Governess. By E. W. 

3. Lily Hope and her Friends. By HETTY BpwM.AN. 
4. Aunt Margaret's Visit; or, The False and the 

Real. --By JANE M. KIPPEN. 
5. Chapters in the Life of Elsie Ellis. By HETTY 

BOWMAN, 

PRICE ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE EACH. 
I. Alice Thorne; or, A Sister's Work. 
2. The Melvill Family and their Bible Readings. 

By Mrs. ELLIS. 
3. Lizzie Sydenham; or, The Wrong Turning. 

By J. M. TANDY. 
4. Newlyn House, the Home of the Davenports . 

By A. E.W. 
5. Labourers in the Vineyard. By M. H. 
6. Little Harry's Troubles. By Author of" Gottfried." 
7. The Harleys of Chelsea Place. By SOPHI.A TANDY. 
8. Orphan Lottie ; or, Honesty Brings its Own 

Reward. By KATHLEEN. 
9. The Children of the Great King. By M. H. 
10. Rosa Lindesay: the Light of Kilmain. By M. H. 
11. Violet and Daisy; or, the Picture with Two 

Sides. By the same Author. 
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SUNDAY LIBRARY FOR YOUNG PEOPLE. 
PR/OE ONE 8HILLING EAOH. 

1. The Cottagers of Glencarran. By L. Mc0LINTocx.. 
2. Lindsay Lee and his Friends. A Story for the Times. 

By P. E. S.,Authorof "Biddy, the Maid of All Work," &c. 
' 3. Quiet Talks with my Young Friends. By M. H. 

4. Cockerill the Conjurer; or, The Brave Boy of 
Hameln. 

5. Aunt Margery's Maxims: Work, Watch, Wait. 
By SOPHIA TANDY. 

6. Mary Brunton and her One Talent. By E. A. D. R. 
7. Tales from the Holly-Tree Farm. By Mrs. 0. BRENT. 
8. Anna ; or, The Little Runaway. By E. J. S. 
9. May Lawton; or, Sunshine Clouded. A Tale 

of English Life. By N. 0. R. A. 
10. Little Mi~s Matty. A Tale of the Sea. By Mrs. 

GEORGE CUPPLES. 
11. Frank Fielding; or, Debts and Difficulties. 

By AGNES VEITCH. 

PR/OE NINEPENCE EAOH. 
1. Nothing to Do; or; The Influence of a Life. 

ByM.H. 
2. Jottings from the Diary of the Sun. By M. H. 
3. The Golden Chain. A Story on the Lord's Prayer. 
4. Richard Blake and his Little Green Velvet 

Bible. By the Author of " The Story of a Red Velvet 
Bible." 

5. The Story of a Red Velvet Bible. By M. H. 
6. Mary Mansfield ; or, No Time to be a Christian. 

ByM.H. 
7. Arthur Fortescue ; or, The Schoolboy Hero. 
· By ROBERT HOPE MONCRIEFF. 
8. The Sangreal; or, The Hidden Treasure. By M. H. 
9. Witless Willie, the Idiot Boy. By the Author of 

"Mary Matheson," &c. 
10. Henry Morgan; or, The Sower and the Seed. 

ByM.H. 
11. Bessie Brown, and her First Service. By J. 

M. KIPPEN. 
12. Mary's Work, and other Tales for her Young 

Friends. By HETTY BowMAN. 
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