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BRAVE 

LITTLE 

" MoTHER I " said Bessie Stan­
ford, "where shall we go? who 
\vill care for us now ? " 

These words were spoken by 
a little girl, as she clung to her 
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mother's side one autumn even­
ing: mother and daughter were 
standing by a newly-n1ade 
grave, in which but a few days 
before he who had been their 
earthly comfort and support 
had been laid. 

For a few moments the 
widow's heart was too full of 
grief for her to reply to Bessie' s 
words, till again the child, 
raising her tearful face, ex­
claimed: 
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"Oh, tnother, who will care 
for us now? " 

"Our Father in heaven," 
ans\v€red Mrs. Stanford. " He 
kno\vs our sorrow, He watches 
over us at this very moment, 
and for the Saviour's sake He 
will guide and direct us, if we 
trust in Him." Then with one 
last look at the grave, Mrs. Stan­
ford took her little daughter's 
hand, and turned her steps to­
wards her hon1e. 
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Though Bessie could ·not 
thoroughly understand all that 
her mother's words implied, yet 
they gave her some comfort ; 
and as she walked on by her 
side, she began to talk more 
cheerfully of their intended 
journey on the morrow, and to 
vvonder how their strange uncle 
\vould welcome herself and 
younger brother Tom. For 
Mrs. Stanford was going to 
leave the village where she had 
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lived ever since her marriage. 
Her husband's long illness, 
previous to his death, had com­
pelled her to part with all her 
furniture to pay off their debts; 
they had no near friends or re·­
latives in the place, there seemed 
no \vay by \Vhich she could sup­
port herself and children} so 
she had resolved to seek a home 
\Vith a younger brother, \vho 
\vas head gardener in a gentle­
man's family, about thirty or 
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forty miles away. This brother 
was unmarried, and had always 
been much attached to her. Not 
only that ; Mr. Holland, the 
gentleman for whom he worked, 
vvould, she knevv, do all he could 
to befriend herself and children, 
and put her in the way of earn­
ing a livelihood. 

The next morning at day­
break Mrs. Stanford quitted the 
cottage in vvhich she had lived 
so many years. As she passed 
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down the village she left the key 
at the landlord's, who had 
bought her furniture, and then 
set out on her journey. The 
two children walked along, 
pleased enough with the thought 
of a change; but Mrs. Stanford 
was too full of sorrow to heed 
their childish prattle. Her 
strength had been much tried 
during her husband's illness, 
and by anxiety since, and she 
feared lest it should fail her be-



Brave L-ittle Tmn. I '" ,) 

fore she could arrive at Holland 
Manor. 

She had intended to \valk 
about ten miles that day, so as 
to reach a farn1-house \V here she 
was known, and where she knew 
they would give her a night's 
lodging .. It \vas quite late \vhen 
they came to the fann-gate, for 
Tom, who \Vas only six years 
old, had becon1e very tired, and 
had scarcely been able to get 
along. Very thankful \Vere they 
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for the welcome they received, 
and were soon asleep after the 
fatigues of the day. 

"If it wasn't harvest time," 
said Farmer Rogers next morn­
ing, " I could give you all a lift 
for a few n1iles on your way ; 
but my horse is overworked as 
it is; better stay a day or two 
with us, you don't look fit for 
much just now." 

But Mrs. Stanford was very 
anxious to see her brother as 
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soon as possible; she did indeed 
feel very ill, but that only made 
her more desirous to place her 
children under their uncle's 
care without delay, so that, 
should she be taken from them, 
they might not be without a 
protector. It added much to 
her anxiety that she had not 
heard from her brother for some 
time, for at the time of my 
story people did not write so 
many letters as they do now, · 

c 
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and travelling was much slower 
and more expensive. This was 
why Mrs. Stanford had deter­
mined to walk most, if not all, 
of the way to Holland Manor; 
leaving such little property as 
still was hers in the care of a 
friend in the village she had 
left. 

Bessie and Tom would gladly 
have had their mother accept 
the farmer's kind proposal, but, 
for the reasons I have said, 
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Mrs. Stanford determined to 
continue her journey at once; 
so, thanking Mr. Rogerswarmly 
~r his kindness, she left the 

farm-house directly after break­
fast. 

By the evening of the third 
day they were still six miles 
distant from Mr. Hollaf.ld's 
house. Tired and footsore, 
Mrs. Stanford sat by the road­
side to rest ; Bessie leant her 
head upon her mother's knee, 
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while Tom peeped through the 
hedge at the cows in the field 
beyond, and \Vi shed that his 
mother would have stayed for 
the night in the little village 
they had passed through about 
an hour before. He was not 
so weary as the others, for his 
mother had sometimes carried 
him a little way, and once a lad 
with a donkey cart had found 
room for Totn an1ong his 
baskets, &c., and so had helped 
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him a tnile or two on the road. 
While ~Irs. Stanford was 

thus resting, there passed by a 
waggoner ; he came from the 
direction our friends were tak­
ing, and as he looked pleasantly 
at the little group, Mrs. Stan­
ford \vas tenpted to ask him a 
question. 

" How far is it to Holland 
Manor?" s:tid she ; '' and is 
there not a shorter road to it 
across the fields ? " 
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"Yes," answered the n1an, 
" there is. But what be you a 
wanting at Holland Manor?'' 

" My brother is head gar­
dener there-Squire Holland 
knovvs us well-I want to get 
there to-night.'' 

"There's not much use in 
your going, missus. Why, 
didn't you know as the old 
squire be dead ?-died four 
months past-and the family 
be all gone away, servants and 
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all, and the place well-nigh 
shut up." 

" But my brother will be 
there, surely,'' cried Mrs. Stan­
ford. " He has been with them 
.(' " 10r years. 

"May-be," answered the wag­
goner, "but I doubt you'll find 
no gardener there, only two old 
folks left in charge of the empty 
house. I tell you the squire 
is dead, and the family right 
gone away. Better come back 
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with me to An1herst and get a 
night's lodging some\vher~." 

''No, thank you," answered 
Mrs. Stanford, rising, "I am 
too anxious; I n1ust go on at 
once; I must find out where 
my brother is," and taking up 
the small bundle she was car­
rying with her, she and the 
children began to walk on. 

The \vaggoner shook his 
head, as if he thought her re­
solution none of the wisest; but 

D 
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he saw it was of no use to try 
to persuade her to do otherwise, 
so he proceeded on his way, 
and a turn in the road quickly 
hid him fron1 their sight. 

For a little time the excite­
rnent of this nevvs gave Mrs. 
Stanford fresh strength, but it 
gradually failed; fatigue,sorrow, 
and anxiety were too much for 
her ; and at length she vvas 
forced to sit down again by the 
roadside. 



l 
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It was now nearly dark, and 
they were some distance frorr1 
any house, so far as she knew. 
The children were tired, and 
sleepy, and hungry; Bessie was 
old enough to . endeavour to 
control her feelings, but Tom, 
frightened at the increasing 
darkness and their lonely situa­
tion, cried bitterly. His tears 
\vere more than his 1nother 
could bear, and her ovvn began 
to flow. 
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" My poor children,'' said 
she, drawing them close to her, 
" ho\v I wish I had taken that 
man's advice and returned to 
that little village we came 
through. As it is, I don't know 
\vhere to turn for shelter; poor 
little ones, what will become of 
you?'' 

" Oh, mother dear," said 
Bessie, ''don't you remember 
\V hat you told 1ne in the church­
yard the night before we left 
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home. You said our Father in 
heaven kne'v all about us, and 
would direct us, if we cried to 
Him; let us ask Him, mother, 
to show us which way to go for 
shelter." 

And with bowed head and 
voice broken with tears, the 
widow prayed that the God of 
the fatherless would take her 
little ones under His care, and 
guide them into a place of 
safety, while little Tom, awed 
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and comforted, though he 
scarcely knew why, hushed his 
sobs, and was ready to go on 
again, In spite of the darkness, 
when his mother\vassufficiently 
rested. 

Mrs. Stanford turned back 
to\vards the village of Atnherst, 
feeling that was her best course 
now; but owing to the darkness 
and the \veariness of the child­
ren, they got on very slowly. 
Before they had quite reached 
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the spot where they had met 
the waggoner, Mrs. Stanford 
was again too exhausted to go 
further ; she had tried to carry 
Ton1, but it was too much­
half-fainting, she sank upon the 
ground, unable to answer Bes­
sie's questions or heed Tom's 
sorrow. 

Presently the moon rose full 
and bright. 

" Totn " said Bessie "would 
' ' you be afraid to stay with 
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mother while I try and find my 
way to the village? It will kill 
mother to lie here all night; 
look how white she is, and her 
hands are quite cold; if I go to 
Amherst some one will surely 
con1e back with me and help to 
take her there." 

Now Tom had been thinking 
a great deal about his mother's 
prayer. She had spoken so 
earnestly to God, had seemed 
to believe so thoroughly that 
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He 1vould and could take care 
of them, that Tom had begun 
to understand that there really 
was One who was able and will­
ing to help them, One who was 
near to them even in the dark­
ness, and would protect from all 
danger those who asked Him. 
Tom w·as only a little child; but 
the influence of that earnest 
prayer had gone deep into his 
heart, and made him brave as 
he had never been before. 
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"You must not leave mother," 
said little Tom. " You are 
stronger than I am, and can lift 
her head, and do for her what 
I can't. But I can walk ever 
so much quicker than you, Bes­
sie, for I am not nearly so tired, 
and I should get to Amherst 
soonest, and I know the way ; 
we've just come along it, and 
it's nearly straight. I'll go ; 
you stay with mother." 

" It would be best ; only, 
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Tom dear, are you sure you 
dare?'' 

"Yes," answered Tom, but 
there was a little quiver in his 
voice too. "Our Father in 
heaven will see me all the way 
to Amherst, and He'll take 
care of n1e ; tnother asked Him 
to do it for Christ's sake, and I 
know He will." 

So Tom started off alone. At 
first his heart beat quickly; it 
seemed so strange and still in 
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the moonlight, where all was 
so silent around him, save the 
rising wind which moved the 
branches of the trees, and caused 
their dark shadows to shift to 
and fro across the road ; but 
presently Tom gre\v bolder, and 
even ventured to n.lfl. At length 
he came to a difficulty, the road 
branched off in t\vo directions, 
and which one to take he knew 
not. Try as he vvould he could 
not remember by which one 
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they had come a few hours be­
fore; it all looked so different 
in the moonlight that an older 
person might weli have been 
puzzled. 

Then he remembered again 
his mother's prayer and Bessie's 
words. He knew· what "gui­
dance " meant, so, kneeling 
down by the roadside, he prayed 
God to guide him in to the right 
way. The words he uttered 
were sin1ple and childish, no 
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doubt, but they came from his 
heart, and were spoken in faith 
that God vvould hear and answer 
him. With a sense of protec­
tion near; he rose from his 
knees, and taking the road that 
went off to the left, trudged on 
as fast as his little legs would 
carry him, and every step was 
taking him from the village he 
wanted to reach. But this he 
did not know for some time. 
Then gradually it seemed to him 
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that Amherst was much farther 
off than he had believed : surely 
this rough, unpleasant path was 
not the one they had con1e by. 
It was only by a strong effort 
that brave little Tom could 
keep back his tears and perse­
vere in his errand. 

Presently he fancied that he 
saw a light far off in the dis­
tance; then a dark object seemed 
to hide it from him; but even 
that had given him some corn-
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fort ; perhaps he was near a 
house where he could get help 
for his mother, and with new 
efforts Tom hurried on. 

Suddenly he heard a sound 
behind him; it was not like any­
body's footsteps-Tom would 
have been glad enough to hear 
that kind of sound, but a kind of 
"pit-pat," "pit-pat," that made 
him feel frightened. He looked 
round, but he could see no one. 
He stood still, crouching in the 

F 
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dark shadow of the hedge, and 
the patter of footsteps came 
closer ; then his courage failed 
hin1, and Tom screamed aloud. 
You may think that \vas not 
very brave, but Tom was only 
a little boy, and in the surprise 
and terror of the moment could 
not imagine what it was. But 
his fear was soon dispelled. 
The light came nearer, nearer; 
he could see that it was held by 
a man who was calling," 'Tiny,' 
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.good dog, what is it ? " 1n 
a pleasant, cheery voice, while 
(C Tiny '' frisked back\vards and 
forwards bet\veen his master and 
Ton1, or else dashed off out of 
sight along the road. In a fevv 
moments the stranger was close 
beside him, holding up his lan­
tern, so that the light fell full on 
the boy's pale face. 

"\Vhat are you doing here so 
late ? \vhat is the n1atter, my 
lad ? " asked he. 
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Then Tom told his story ; 
how his mother was travelling 
along, and was taken ill on the 
road, and how he had left her 
with his sister and come back 
to Amherst for help. 

"Amherst ! my boy, you are 
far enough from there ; I am 
glad that Tiny and I were com­
ing this way, and so found you; 
though Tiny gave you a fright, 
didn't he? But never mind, I'll 
call up a neighbour and we'll 
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see after your mother : come 
along with me," and, taking 
Tom's hand, the stranger soon 
got assistance. A little pony 
was harnessed to a light cart, 
and T on1, seated beside his new 

' friend, was speedily driven along 
to the spot where he had left 
his n1other and Bessie. 

"And where were you going?" 
as ked the stranger. 

"To my uncle's, sir; father 
is dead," said Tom, and then, 
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at the thought of his loss and 
of all the sDrrow that had fol­
lowed, Tom began to cry. 

" Cheer up, my brave little 
fellow," said his companion ; 
"think of your mother: vve shall 
soon come tow here you left her. 
Look ot t for the place." 

But tb ~re was no fear of their 
missing it, t)r Bessie, hearing 
the sound of \V heels and voices, 
gave a shout ; the pony was 
stopped, Mrs. Stanford and the 
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child were lifted i1, and it was 
not long before thC)r were seated 
in a warm kitchen, their -vvants 
well supplied, and all done for 
them that kind-l.earted folks 
could do. 

The next morni1g Mrs. Stan­
ford was very ill, a.nd for a day 
or two was feverish and unable 
to speak sensilly; but the 
stranger whom 1om had met 
made them thoroughly welcome 
in his home and hired a nurse 
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to wait on the children and 
their sick mother. Comfort 
and rest were nearly all that 
Mrs. Stanford needed, and in a 
short time she was able to get 
up, and spoke of continuing her 
JOurney. 

" You mustn't think of going 
yet," said her nurse. " Mr. 
Dawson has just given up his 
cottage to you ·till you're well 
and strong ; so be content to 
stay, and don't talk of going." 
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" Mr. Dawson-what Mr. 
Dawson ? '' asked Mrs. Stan­
ford, bewildered. 

'' James Dawson that was at 
Squire Holland's," replied the 
woman. 

'' God has indeed guided us 
aright," said the widow, in a 
tone of deep thankfulness ; 
" tell him it is his sister Bessie 
who is in his house.'' 

The news was soon told, and 
Mrs. Stanford's brother was 
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quickly by her bedside. He 
had been so occupied since the 
night he had found her that he 
had had little time to make 
inquiries as to her name, &c. ; 
in fact, he had put off doing 
so till she should be better. 
His surprise and joy were as 
great as hers. When Mr. Hol­
land died, he had, with his sav­
ings, taken a small farm, and 
as he was an industrious and 
clever man, there was every 
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likelihood that he would pros­
per in it. 

You can imagine how pleased 
Bessie and Tom were to find 
that the kind stranger was their 
uncle. He, too, was equally 
\veil pleased to have such a 
\Vomanly thoughtful niece, and 
''brave little Tom" for a nephew. 
In a few weeks Mrs. Stanford's 
health greatly improved, and it 
was a happy family that dwelt 
in James Dawson's cottage-
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happy, not so much because 
they loved each other and had 
many earthly blessings, though 
these rzvere great sources of 
happiness-but happy chiefly 
because they all knew that God 
was their kind and loving 
Father, that for Jesus Christ's 
sake He had forgiven all their 
sins, and would guide and keep 
them through all the troubles 
and dangers of this life, and 
bring them at last, redeemed 



54 Brave Lz'ttle Tom. 

and sanctified, to the eternal 
home which Our Father has 
prepared for all His reconciled 
and obedient children. 



''SAFE f SAFE f SAFE f '' 

SucH was the exclamation 
uttered by a shipwrecked 
American sailor, under deeply 
interesting circumstances, in 
one of the islands of the South 
Pacific Ocean. 

A few years before, he had 
formed one of a boat's crew 
which had belonged to a vessel 
which was wrecked on those 
very shores. Another boat's 



56 " Safe I Safe I Safe I " 

crew, belonging to the same 
vessel, having landed on the 
island, had been killed and 
devoured by the natives. Their 
comrades in the other boat kept 
out to sea when they saw the 
fate of their corn panions, and 
were afterwards picked up by 
another vessel, and saved. 

It happened, in the wonder­
ful providence of God, that the 
sailor referred to was wrecked 
again upon the same island 
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some years after the above 
event. Consternation and ex­
treme dread seized the survivors 
from that wreck when they 
learnt from their companion 
where they were, and \Vhat had 
once befallen his shipmates on 
those shores. Escape was, 
however, now impossible, and 
their only resource appeared to 
be to hide themselves in the 
thick woods until an oppor­
tunity might offer to escape. 

H 
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Being sorely pressed, ho\v­
ever, by hunger, they detennined 
to advance a little into the in­
terior, in the hope of obtaining 
food. Theywerepassingthrough 
a forest, where the crackling of 
every branch and the rustling 
of the birds led them to suppose 
an enemy was at hand at every 
step, and that their lives would 
soon be sacrificed. They were 
toiling up a steep ascent, in the 
hope that, when they reached 
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the summit, they would be able 
tQ see for some distance, both 
over the island and to seaward. 
The sailor already mentioned 
\Vas ahead of the rest, and hav­
ing emerged from the forest, and 
reached the crowning point of 
the hill, he \Vas anxiously look­
ing round to see if there was 
any prospect of deliverance. 
Suddenly his companions, \vho 
were just behind him, were 
startled by seeing him leaping 
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for joy, and crying out with 
clasped hands, " Safe, safe, 
safe ! " 

He had indeed seen a sight 
well calculated to cheer and 
comfort their hearts. Imme­
diately under where he stood 
was to be seen the little village 
church, surrounded by the com­
fortable abodes of the people. 
The missionary had evidently 
visited those shores, and God 
had blessed his labours. The 





people had become -&··· ........ ,. 
and of course their £r . .-T,.,_,.... 

and cannibal practices had 
given up ; so that there w 
no cause for fear lest they 
be killed and eaten by th 
tives. The sailor at once sa1wr-a 
this implied in the bttle awmm 
and the fears of the whole 
s traigh tway va~ished. 

It is scarcely ne<:es~~~:<'.~~~l' 
add that ev ry .·. ag~IKlGR~}J 
paid 



" Safi I Safi I Safi I " 6 3 

to the poor shipwrecked crew, 
\V hose wants \vere supplied by 
them, and they eventuaiiy left 
the island in an American ship, 
in peace and safet .. 

Surely we have here another 
and a striking instance of the 
way in which godliness has the 
" promise of the life that now 
is," as well as of " that which is 
to come." Had not the mis­
sionary reached that island, and 
had not the Gospel been blessed 
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there, how different would, in 
all probability, have b:en the 
fate of those poor sailors.­
Church yuve1zzle Missionary 
Instructor. 
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Murffe TI~~:r,. ~~llo~:rr&~o?,ri8~hc Gardener's Daughter. B.r 

Mother's Stories for her Children. Cloth, J,. 
Rosa; or, The Two Castles. By .\liss Hradburn. Cloth, Is. 
Snowdrops; or, Life from the Dead. "'ith numerous Illustra-tions. Clvth, Is. 
The Giants; and how to Fight them. By Rev. Dr. Newton. la. 
Pro•Jrastinating Mary, A Story fur Young Girls. 6d. 
Tottie's Christmas Shoes. 2J. 
The Pearly Gates. By :'lfrs. c. Uigg. W1th Illmtrations. Cloth, 64. 
On Dress. By tile Rev. John \re~ley. Id. 
Carletta. Xo. 1() of the Earlh:un Scrie,;. ~J. 
"Does you Love God?" No. 31 of the l!:arlham Series. ~. 

S. \\'. Partridge and Co , 9, Paternoster Row, London. 





Well Illustrated and finely printed editions of 
DR. NEWTON'S WORKS, 

Making: beautiful Gift Books for Children. 

Rays from the Sun of Righteousness. 
Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Best Things. With numerous Illustrations. 
Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The King's Highway. With numerous Illus­
trations. Cloth, 25. 6d. 

Leaves from the Tree of Life. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
The Safe Compass and How it Points. 

With numerous ll'uslrations. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Nature's Mighty Wonders. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Rills from the :b1ountain of Life. CL, Is 6d 
The Great Pilot and His Lessons. Cl., 1 s. 6cl. 
Bible Wonders. Cloth, Is. 6d. 
Bible Jewels. 24 Engravings. Cloth, Is. 6d. 
Giants, and How to Fight them. Cloth, Is. 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., y, l:'aterno~:e.- Ro", London. 



In Numbers, Monthly, One Halfpenny. 

BAND OF HOPE REVIEW. 
"-ith Full-page Pictures. The Yearly Parts 

from 1851 to. this date may be had, with cover printed 
in colours, price IS. ; Cloth, Gilt Edges, ~. 

The' Second Series (1861-65, 1871-75), in Two 
Volumes, Cloth, 5s.; Gilt, 6€. each. 

"As an assistant in the pro~r training of the youthful mind, 
the ' Band of Ho~ Review is the best publication we have 
seen." -Livet?olu Telegraplt. 

S. W. Partridge and Co., g, Paternoster Row, London. 



In Numbers, Monthly. Price One Penny. 

THE CHILDREN 1S FRIEND. 

Volumes from 1876 to this date .may be had with 
Coloured Cover, Is. 6d. ; Plain Cloth, 2s. ; Gilt 
Edges, 2s. 6d. 

16 Pages. Copiously Illustrated. Each 1Vumbtr con­
tains Pros,·, Poetry, Anecdotes, Jlusic, &...,c., specially 
ada}t<'ll for the Young. 

"It is, to our mind, the Yery best of the many excellent 
, juvenile Magazines, and is beautifully illustrated. It has a very 

large circulation.''-Soutlzjort Visitor. 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternostc.;r Row, London. 



THE WEEKLY WELCOME. 
With numerous Engmvin([s by first-class Artists. 

The twc Half- Yeany Volumes for 1877, cloth plain, 
ss:; gilt edges, 7s. 6d. 

Weekly Numbers, Id. Monthly Parts, 6d. 
The Articles are by popular Authors, and are suitable for the 

entertainment of l>oth youth and old age. 
A Page of Music, in both Notations, ap_pears in every number, 

which. will be found to be serviceable as Singing Lessons. 
A Steel Engraving will usuaTiy be added as a Frontispiece to 

the Monthly P .uts. 
The Yearly Volume for r876 may still be had. Cloth, gs.; 

gilt edges, 12s. 

S. W. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, London. 



THE FAMILY FRIEND. 
One Penny :Monthly, Fourpence Quarte.Fly. 

The Yolumes from 1875 to this date may he had, with 
cover printed in colours, Is. 6d.; cloth, 2s. ; gilt, 
2s. 6d. each. 
Illustrated by first-class Artists. Printed on toned 

paper. A page of good Music is given in each No. 
"Its beautiful woodcuts, pleasing stories, and choice mis­

cellany, make it a really attractive book for the family."­
Tiz•ot,w Gnzdtc. 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Ro\\", l.onJon. 



Published Monthly. \'rice One Penny. 

T H E I N FAN T' S M A G A Z I N E. 
In large type. 16 Pages. Profusely 0/ustrated. 

The-Yearly Volumes from 1875 to this date may be 
had, with Coloured Cover, Is. 6d. ; Plain Cloth, 2S.; 
Gilt Edges, 2s. 6d. 

The thanks which the Editor.> have received for this attempt 
to help Mothers an<l Teachers in the important task of teachiJig 
their "little ones" to read is their best reward. Each No. con· 
tains a page of the '' Nursery " Music. 

uThe 'INFANT's MAGAZINE' may be fairly recommended as 
the best book of the kind we have seen.''-Nottiltg-MHI 
Gua1"dian. 

S. W. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, London. 



BOOKS FOR THE NURSERY, 
Music for the Nursery. Revised by Philiu 

Phillips, the "Singing Pilgrim.'' A Collection of 
Fifty of the Sweet Pieces for the "Little Ones" 
that have appeared in the "Infant's Magazine," 
etc. Handsomely bound in cloth, zs. 6d. 

Songs and Hymns for the Little Ones. 
Compiled by Uncle John. With numerous Engra­
vings. New edition. Cloth, 2'>. 6d. 

Important Truths in Simple Verse. 
Cloth, Is. 6d. 

Kitty King. A Book for tlle Nursery. With 
· ' full-page engravings. Cloth, Is. 6d ' 
Rhymes worth Remembering. Cloth, Is. 

S. W. Partridge and Co., g, Paternoster Row, London. 



T I N Y L I B R-A R Y SERIES. 

CLOTH, SIXPENCE EACH. 

Nos. 1 to 26 may be had in two boxes (A & B). Price 6s_ 6d. 
each, and in one box. Price 13s. each. 

I. Hot Coals 
2. The Golden Rule 
3· Grandpapa's Stick 
4 Honesty the Best Policy 
S· Silver Cup 
6. Short Stories 
1· Brave Little Boys 
8. Ben and his Mother 
9- Little David 

IO- Richard Barton 
11. Little Jim, the Rag 

Merchant 
12. Curious J ane 
13. Jenny and Showman 
14· Little Fan 
IS. BrokeR Window 

16. Letty Young's Trials 
17. Matty and Tom 
x8. The Orphans 
19. John Madge 
20. Philip Reeve 
21. Henry Harris 
22. £t and /,ro,ooo 
23. Brave Little Tom 
24. Ella's Rose-Bud 
25. The Pedlar's Loan 
26. Milly's New Year 
27. Only a Ladybird 
28. The First False Step 
29. Richard Shaw 
30. He would not think. 

-------------- --
s. W. Partridge and Co., ~ Paternoster Row, Londoo. ' 



l C\~ 

JUVENILE LIBRARY. 
Small Books containing Stories for Childr011. Well Illustrated. 

Nos. 1 to 84 may now be had in SEVEN Sixpe11ny a"o,·cd 
Packets, each coutaining 12 Nos. 

Packet A, containing 
Nos. 1 to 12. 

Packet B, containir.g 
Nos. 13 to 24. 

Pa7ket C, containing 
Nos. 25 to 36. 

Packet D, conta-ining 
Nos. 37 to 48 

Packet E, containing 
Nos. 49 to 6o. 

Packet F, containing 
Nos. 61 to 72. 

Packet G, containing Nos. 73 to 84. 
------

S. \V. Partridge & Co .. 9, Patcrno~ter Row, London. 



ILLUSTRATED FLY-LEAVES. 
Four-page Reprints from the "Friendly Visitor," 
"British \Vorkman," &c. Specially commended 

· to Tract Distributors, Sunday School Teachers, &c. 

These Illustrated Fly-Leaves may be had through 
any bookseller, or from 9, Paternoster Row, London, 
at the rate of 2s. 6d. per IOO; or, in shilling packets; 
in two volumes, cloth, rs. 6d. each; gilt edges, 2s. 6d., 
containing 40 assorted numbers in each, and complete 
vol. Nos. I to 100, cloth plain, 4s. 6d.; gilt edges, 6s. 

v S. \V. Partridge and Co., g, Paternoster Row, London. 



OUR DUTY TO ANIMALS. 
l!litqmumrous ~IIusfrntions. <I!Iotrr, plnin,ls. 6b. 

SCHOOL EDITION, IS. 3<1. 
BY MRS. BRA V, 

Author of" Physiology for SdLflols," C-'< 

REVIEW. 
"This is a beauttfullittle book for children; profHsely aPd 

prettily illustrated, and full of kindly and practical lessons of 
duty to the dnmb creation."-Standard. 

~ 'V. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, London. 



Each Dook well Illustrated. 

Our Zoological Friends. Cloth, 6s­
Animals and thmr Young. Cloth, ss. 
Stories about Horses. Cloth, ss. 
Birdie and her Dog. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Our Four-footed Friends. By I\Iary Howitt : Cloth, 

JS. 6d. 
Natural History Picture Roll. Price 3s. 
A Mother's Lessons on Kindness to Animals. 

ISt, 2nd and ;3rd Series Cloth, Is. ; Limp, 6d. each. 
Claims of Animals. In large type, Cloth, I>. 
Kindness to Animals. By Charlotte El:zabeth. Cloth, rs. 
Poor Blossom. The Stocy of a Horse. Cloth, IS. 
Dick and his Donkey. Cloth, 6d. 
Sparrow Club. By the author of ·'Whose Dog is it?" 

Cloth, 6d. 
"Whose Dog is it?'' or, the Story of Poor Gyp. 

Cloth, 6d. 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, London. 










