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A FATHER OF THE 

FATHERLESS, AND 

A JUDGE OF THE 

WIDOWS, IS GOD 

IN HIS HOLY 

HABITATION. 
Ps. lxviii. S· 





THE ORPHANS. 

MY chaise the village inn did 
gatn 

Just as the setting sun's last 
ray 
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Ti pp' d with refulgent gold the 
vane [\vay. 

Of the old eh urch across the 
Across the way' I silent sped, 

The time tiii supper to be
guile, 

In moralizing o'er the dead 
That moulder' d round the 

ancient pile. 
There many a humble green 

grave show'd 
Where \Vant, and pain, and 

toil did rest, 
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And many a flattering stone I 
viewed, 

O'er those who once had 
wealth possess'd. 

R 
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A faded oak its shado\iV 
bro\;vn 

Threw o'er the grave where 
sorrow slept, 

On which, though scarce with 
grass o'ergrown, 

Two ragged children sat and 
wept. 

A piece of bread between them 
lay, 

Which neither felt inclined 
to take; 
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And yet they seem'd so n1uch a 
prey 

To want, it made my heart to 
ache. 
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" My little children, let me 
know 

Why you in such distress 
appear; 

And why you wasteful from 
you throw 

That bread, which many a 
one would cheer? " 

The little boy, tn accents 
sweet, 

Replied, whilst tears each 
other chased, 
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me " Lady, we've not enough to 
eat; 

Oh ! if we had, \Ve would not 
waste. 

"But sister Mary's naughty 
grown, 

... .L\nd will not eat whate' er I 
say; 

Though sure I am the br~ad's 
her own, 

As she has tasted none to-
d " ay. 
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" Indeed," the wan, starved 
Mary said, 

" Till Henry eats, I'll eat no 
more; 

For yesterday I got son1e 
bread-

He's had none since the day 
before." 

My heart did S\vell, :my bosom 
heave, 

I felt as though deprived of 
speech; 
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I silent sat upon the grave, 
And press'd the clay-cold 

hand of each. 
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\Vi th looks that told a tale of 
woe, 

With looks that spoke a grate
ful heart, 

The shivering boy then rearer 
drew, 

And 'gan his simple tale t' 
impart. 

"Before my father went 
away, 

Enticed by bad men o'er the 
sea, 
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Sister and I did naught but 
play-

\Ve lived beside yon great 
as1.-tree. 

c 
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'' But then poor mother did so 
cry, 

And looked so changed I can
not tell : 

She told me that she soon would 
die, 

And bade us love each other 
well. 

'' She said that when the war 
' was o er, 

Perhaps we might our father 
see; 
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l so But if we never saw him 
more, 

can· That God our father then 

ould 
would be. 

''She kissed us both-and then 
she died, 

And we no more a n1other 
have; 

war Here many a day we've sat and 
cried 

Together on poor mother's 
grave. 
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" But when my father can1e not 
here, 

I thought if we could find the 
sea, 

vVe should be sure to meet him 
there, 

And once again might happy 
be. 

"\Ve hand in hand went many 
a mile, 

And asked our way of all we 
met; 



not 

toe 

The Orphans. 2 I 

And some did sigh, and some 
did sn1ile, 

And \Ve of so1nc did victuals 
get. 
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"But when we reached the sea, 
and found 

'Twas one great water round 
us spread, 

We thought that father must be 
drown'd, 

And cried and wished we 
both were dead. 

" So we return'd to mother's 
grave, 

And only long with her to 
be; 
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For Goody, when this bread 
she gave, 

Said father died beyond the 
sea. 
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'' Then since no parent here we 
have, 

We'll go and search for God 
around: 

Lady, pray can you tell me 
where 

That God our Father may be 
found? 

" He lives in heaven, mother 
said, 

And Goody says that rnother's 
there; 
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So, if she thinks we want His 
aid, 

I think perh~ps she'll send 
Him here." 

I clasped the prattlers to my 
breast, 

And said, " Come both and 
live with me: 

I'll clothe you, feed you, give 
you rest, 

And will a second mother 
be. 

D 



26 The Orphans. 

'' And you shall both to school 
be sent, 

And trained in wisdo1n' s 
pleasant way; 

For God our Father never 
meant 

The young should idly pass 
the day. 

"And God will be your Father 
still : 

'Twas l-Ie in mercy sent me 
here 
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To teach you to obey His will, 
Your steps to guide, your 

heart to cheer." 





" Thou Father of the father'ess, 
A band of orphans see.' 



A HYMN FOR AN 

ORPHAN SCHOOL. 

Bv JAMES MoNTGOMERY. 

THOU Father of the fatherless, 
A band of orphans see, 

And from Thy throne of glory 
bless 

Our little family:-



Hymn for an Orphan School. 3 I 

A little family who share 
No human parents' love ; 

And yet for whom Thou wilt 
prepare 

A house and home above :-

A home above, if trained while 
here 

In wisdom's path to go ; 
We travel heavenward in Thy 

fear 
From this sweet home 

below:-



3 2 Hymn fir an Orphan ScJ.ool. 

This home below, whtre we 
have found 

Refuge in time of neec, 
And meet upon its holy ground 

Friends who are frierrls in
deed. 

For friends indeed to ts are 
they 

Who, for our Saviour's sake, 
Have sought us out, like .ambs 

astray, 
Their bounty to partak~. 
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Thine is their bounty-theirs 
not less, 

Though Thine \Vhat each im
pa:ts, 

vVhen :o relieve the fatherless, 
Thy love constrains their 

hearts. 

" A father of the fatherless, 
and a j1dge of the wido\vs, is 
Gou in His holy habitation.'"' 

Ps. lxviii. 5· 

E 
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''In THEE the fatherless 
findeth mercy.'' HosEA xiv. 3· 

" Leave thy fatherless chil
dren, I will preserve them alive; 
and let thy widows trust in Me." 

}ER. xlix. I I. 

" Inasmuch as ye have done 
it unto one of the least of THESE 
My brethren, ye have done it 
unto ME." MATT. xxv. 40. 
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"THEN YOU HAVE A 

FATHER." 

NoT long ago the Rev. Dr. 
J onas King went to visit the 
children in an orphan asy 1 urn. 

The children were seated in 
the schoolroom, and Dr. King 
stood on a platform before them. 
" So this is an orphan asylum,'! 
said he. '' I suppose tnany of 
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you children would tell me that 
you have no father or mother." 

"Yes, sir; yes, sir," said some 
little voices. 

''Now how many of you say 
you have no father? Hold up 
your hands." A forest of little 
hands was put up. ''So you 
say you have no father." 

"Yes, sir ; yes, sir." 
"No\v," said Dr. l(ing, "do 

you ever say the Lord's prayer? 
Let me hear you." 
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nat The children began : '' Our 
1" Father, who art in heaven.'' 
me " Stop, children," said Dr. 

King: " did you begin right?" 
The children began again : 

"Our Father, \Vhoartin heaven.'' 
"Stop ag-1in, children," said 

Dr. l{ing ; " what did you say 
-Our Fatlzer f Tlzenyou have 
a Father-a good, rich Father. 
I \Vant to tell you about Him. 
He O\vns all the gold of Cali
fornia. He owns all the world. 
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He can give you as much of 
anything as He sees is best for 
you. Now, children, never 
forget that you have a Father. 
Go to Him for all you want, as 
if you could see Him. He is 
able and willing to do all that 
is for your good." 

If you could only have seen 
those little orphans as Dr. King 
talked so kindly to them! Every 
eye was fixed upon him, and 
their faces fairly shone with joy. 



'' Then you have a Father.'' 3 9 

of Is there not comfort in his 
or words for all of us? Is not God 
er our Father too? 
~r. There are many children 
as whose earthly father has been 
IS taken from them. Remember 

what Dr. King said : you have 
a Father still. If your dear 
mother is spared you, let her 
read this. It may comfort her 
heart. 

If your mother too is gone, 
remember there is still a special 



40 '' Then you have a Father.'' 

promise for you : ''When my 
father and my mother forsake 
me, then the Lord will take me 
up." Believe this truth. Give 
yourselves to the Lord, the L.ord 
Jesus Christ, who will be to you 
Father and Brother and Shep
herd and Saviour-all that you 
ever can need in this life and in 
the life to come. H. 
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~HE ORPHAN GIRL. 

"WHERE have you been, my 
little girl?" 

I asked a pretty child 
I met one evening in my walk. 

She said, in accents mild, 

"Watching beside dear mother's 
grave 

In the sweet eventide: 
Dear mother sleeps so peace

fully 
With baby at her side. 

F 
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" The daisies bloom upon the 
sod, 

And plumy grasses wave, 
And loving boughs bend ten

derly 
Over my mother's grave. 

"And father sleeps in distant 
lands, 

Far, far beyond the sea; 
We know not where, on foreign 

shore, 
His place of rest may be. 
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n tne " But God can guard our pre-
cious dead 

e: Wherever they may lie, 
ten- Whether at home where daisies 

sleep, 
Or 'neath a foreign sky. 

" I love to sit by mother's 
grave 

And tell my sorrows o'er ; 
She hears me, for she is not 

lost, 
She's only gone before. 
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" My heart does not forget the 
words 

My n1other said to me : 
'When father and when mother 

fail 
The Lord will care for thee.' 

" God is my Father, can He 
care 

For one so lone and small ? 
Ah, yes! for mother told me 

once, 
' He heeds the sparro\v' s fall. 
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tne " ' He clothes the lilies of the 
field, 

He hears the raven's cry'; 
:her I know he'll not forget to heed 

I 

ee. 

The little orphan's cry. 

"A Father to the fatherless
! have His promised word

Oh keep Thy child ! oh make 
her Thine, 

Through ] esus Christ our 
Lord." 



THE YOUNG OUTCAST. 

" MAY I stay, ma'am ? I'll do 
anything you give me-cut 
wood, go for water, and do all 
your errands." 

The troubled eyes of the 
speaker were filled \Vi th tears. 
It was a lad that stood at the 
outer door, pleading \Vith a 
kindly-looking woman, \Vho 
still seen1ed to doubt the reality 
of his good intentions. 





48 The Young Outcast. 

'rhe cottage stood by itself 
on a bleak moor, or what in 
Scotland would have been called 
such. The time was near the 
latter end of September, and a 
fierce wind rattled the boughs 
of the only two naked trees near 
the house. 

Now and then a snow-flake 
touched with its soft chill the 
cheek of the listener, or whitened 
the angry redness of the poor 
boy's benumbed hands. 
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The woman was evidently 
loath to grant the boy's request, 
and the peculiar look stamped 
upon his features would have 
suggested to any mind an idea 
of depravity far beyond his 
years. 

But the won1an's heart could 
not resist the sorrow in those 
large, but by no means hand
some, grey eyes. 

"Come in, at any rate, till 
the good man comes home. 

G 
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There, sit down by the fire ; 
you loo:c perishing with cold ; " 
and she drew a rude chair up 
to the Narmest corner ; then, 
suspicioosly glancing at the 
boy frorn the corners of her eyes, 
she continued setting the table 
for supp:r. 

Presently came the tramp of 
heavy shoes, the door was flung 
open with a quick jerk, and the 
"good man" presented himself, 
wearied Ni th labour. 
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A look of intellige1ce passed 
bet\veen his wife and himself; 
he too scanned the boy's face 
with an expression not evincing 
satisfaction, but nevertheless 
made him come to the table, 
and then enjoyed the zest with 
which he despatched his supper. 

Day after day passed, and 
yet the boy begged :o be kept 
" only till to-morrow ; " so the 
good couple concluded that as 
long as he was so good, and 
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worked so heartily, they would 
retain him. 

One day, in the middle of 
winter, a pedlar long accus
tomed to trade at the cottage 
made his appearance, and dis
posed of his goods readily. 

"You have a boy out there 
splitting wood, I see," he said, 
pointing to the yard. 

"Yes, do you know him?" 
"I have seen him," replied 

the pedlar evasively. 
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" And where ? Who is he ? 
What is he ? " 

" A jazl-bz"rd I '' and the ped
lar swung his pack over his 
shoulder. "That boy, young 
as he looks, I sa\v in court my
self, and heard his sentence
' ten months.' You'd do well 

said, to look carefully after him." 
Oh ! there was something so 

1, horrible in the word jail, the 
poor woman trembled ; nor 
could she be easy till she called 
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the boy in, and assured him 
that she knew that dark part 
of his history. 

Ashamed, distressed, the 
poor boy hung down his head; 
his cheeks seemed bursting 
with the hot blood ; his lips 
quivered, and anguish \Vas 
painted upon his forehead, as if 
the word were branded into the 
flesh. 

"Well," he muttered, his 
whole frame relaxing as if a 

• c 
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red him burden of guilt or joy had sud-
rk par! denly rolled off, ''I may as well 

go to ruin at once-there's no 
I, !he use in tny trying to do better-
heaa; everybody hates me-nobody 
rsting cares about me-I may as well 
lips go to ruin at once." 
1ras "Tell me," said the woman, 

as if "how came you, so young, to go 
the to that dreadful place ? Where 

was your 1nother, where?" 
" 0 h I " exclaimed the boy 

with a burst of grief that was 
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terrible to behold. " Oh f I 
hain'tgot no motherf Ohf I had 
no mother since I was a baby. 
If I'd only had a mother," he 
continued, his anguish growing 
vehement, and the tears gush
ing out from his strange-looking 
grey eyes, " I wouldn't ha' been 
bound out, and kicked, and 
cuff'd. I wouldn't ha' been 
saucy and got knocked down, 
and run away, and then stole 
because I was hungry. Oh f I 
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hain't got no mother-! hain't 
got no n1other-I haven't had 
no n1other since I \vas a baby. 

The strength \vas all gone 
fro1n the poor boy, and he sank 
on his knees, sobbing great 
choking sobs, and rubbing the 
hot tears away with his poor 
knuckles. And did that woman 
stand there unn1oved ? Did 
she coldly bid him pack up and 
be off-the "jail-bird ? " 

No, no, she had been a mother, 
H 
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and though all her children 
slept under the cold sod in the 
churchyard, she was a mother 
still. 

She went up to that poor 
boy, not to hasten him away, 
but to lay her fingers kindly, 
softly on his head ; to tell him 
to look up, and from henceforth 
to find in her a mother. Yes, 
she even put her arm about the 
neck of that forsaken, deserted 
child ; she poured from her 
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chiloren mother's heart sweet, womanly 
~din tne vvordsof counsel and tenderness. 
motner Oh, how sweet was her sleep 

that night, how soft her pillow I 
at poor She had linked a poor suffering 

heart to hers by the most silken, 
the strongest bands of love ; 
she had plucked some thorns 
from the path of a little sinning 
but striving 1nortal. 

Did the boy leave her ? 
Never! l-Ie is with her still, 

her a vigorous, manly, promising 
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youth. The unfavourable cast 
of his countenance has given 
place to an open, pleasing ex
pression, \Vith depth enough to 
make it an interesting study. 
His foster-father is dead, his 
good foster-mother aged and 
sickly, but she knows no vvant. 
The once poor outcast is her 
onlydependence, and noblydoes 
he repay the trust. D. 
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"WE WON'T GIVE UP 

THE BIBLE." 

WE love the good old Bible, 
The glorious Word of God ; 
The lamp for those who travel 
O'er all life's dreary road. 
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The watchword in life's battle, 
The chart on life's dark sea, 
The beautiful dear Bible, 
It shall our TEACHER be. 

Who \vould not love the Bible, 
So beautiful and wise ? 
Its teachings charm the simple, 
And all point to the skies. 
Its stories all so mighty, 
Of men so brave to see, 
The beautiful dear Bible, 
It shall our TEACHER be. 



s battle, 
t sea, 
le 

I 

" We won't g£ve up the Bible." 63 

But most we love the Bible, 
For there vve children learn 
How Christ for us became a 

child, 
Our hearts to H in1 to turn. 
And how He bowed to 

sorrow, 
That we His face might see ; 
The Bible, oh I the Bible, 
It shall our TEACHER be. 

Then we will hold the Bible
The glorious Book of God ; 
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Vle'Il ne'er forsake the Bible, 
Through all life's future road. 
And \Vhen \ve lie a-dying, 
Wherever that may be, 
The beautiful dear Bible, 
It shall our SOLACE be. 

E. P. HooD. 
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BOOKS FOR BOYS . 

Jac~ ~~c~oa~~u~~oJS~n~~Y:P.i~:;,~;i:s~ Overcome. By the Author 

Th~;r~s~;~P£~tory \fW:l Y~~~e of1tl~r~i~a~o;;,~sa,~~~ f~:~int~ean d~~ 
of their birth to the sad death of one, and the great success and 
happiness, after g reat struggles, of the other two. It is an excellent 

I~i~~ k,\~~;~~!nfJnJs~~;~~~~~. foLa~:!h cio~~gq;~~~o, 0~1~th;·~~~ twenty-

Morning Dew-drops; or, T he Y oung Abstainer. By Mrs. C. L. 
Balfour. With Illustrations. Cloth, 35· 6d, 

Gerard Mastyn : the Son of a G enius. With Illustrati~ns. 
Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

The Little Woo dma.n and his D og Cresar. Cloth, 1s. 6d.; 
g ilt, 2S . 6d . 

"Puffing Billy" and the P rize "Rocket"; or, The Story of 
the Stcphensons and our Railways. Cloth, plain, IS. 6d. 

Rag and Tag. By Mrs. E. ]. Whittaker Containing an account of 
two ra,::gcd childr~n who are kindly taken in hand by Chn stian 
people. and become worthy members of society. " ' ith ten full-page 
lllustratim.s. Cloth, IS. 6d. 

Vignettes of American History. By Mary I!owitt. Cloth, IS. Cd. 

Frank Spencer's Rule of Life. By ]. \V. Kirton, Author of" Buy 
your own Cherries." Cloth, IS. 

How Paul's Penny became a Pound. New Edition. Cloth, IS. 

How Peter's Pound became a Penny. With Illustrations. CL, IS. 

Joeof~~r~~;{,T;,;;{o~0~,~~.0<\~~en1~~ti~~1r.r~~~i,, ~/. the Author 

John Oriel's Start in L ife. \\ ith many Illustrations, Cloth, IS. 

"Not a Minute to Spare." A Thought for the Times. By S Clarcnce. 
With Illustrations. Cloth, IS. 

No Gains without Pains: A True Story. Cloth, IS. 

Willy Heath and the House Rent. Cloth, I S. 

Dick and his Donkey; or, How to Pay the Rent. Cloth, 6d. 
Story of Two Apprentices. The Dishonest and the Successful, 

By the Rt;v. ]. T. llarr. Cloth, 6d. 

Scrub, the W orkhouse Boy. By Mrs. Balfour. 6d. 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster R ow, London, 



BOOKS FOR GIRLS. 

Bir~t1t~~~!::;,~o1'f1~~{;~i~~~erc~\~~iis~ J~ Canine Sagaoity. 

The Brook's Story, and other Tales. By Mrs. C. E. llowen. An 
iutcre,ting story fur the yom1g; teaching them from references 
to nature to make the best use of their early days. With numerous 
lllu,tratiom. Cloth, 3s. fld. 

The Dairyman's Daughter. Cloth, Is. Gd.; gilt, 2s. Gd. 
Rag and Tag. By )lrs. E. J. Whittaker. Containing an account of 

two ragged children who arc kindly taken in hand by Christian 
f~~~l~:~W~~~~coB!~th,oit;.t\rctlembers of society. With ten full-page 

Come Home, Mother! A Story for Mothers. Cloth, Is. 
Cousin Bessie. A Story of Youthful Earnestness. Cloth, Is. 

The Governess; or, The Missing Pencil-Case. Cloth, Is. 
Jenny's Geranium; or, The Prize Flower ofaLondonCourt. 

Cloth, Is. 
Jessie Dyson. .\ Tal" for the Young. By John A. Walker. Wit.h 

numerous Illustrations. Cloth, ls. 
Joe and Sally; or, A Good Deed and its Fruits. By t\,e Author 

of" Grumblin~ Tommy." \V1th Illustrations. Cloth, ls. 
Lucy Bell's First Place. A Stmy for Donwstics. Cloth, Is. 
Mind whom you Marry; or, The Gardener's Daughter. By 

the HH. C. G. ltowc. Cloth, ls. 
Mother's Stories for her Children. Cloth, 1•. 
Rosa; or, The Two Castles. By .\li" Bradburn. Cloth, ls. 
Snowdrops; or, Life from the Dead. \Vith numerous Illustra-

tions. Cloth, Is. 
The Giants; and how to Fight them. By Itev. Dr. Newton. 11. 

Pro<.~rastinating Mary. A Story for Young Girls. (ld. 

Tottie's Christmas Shoes. 2<1. 
The Pearly Gates. By .\Irs. C. Uigg. Wtth Illustrations. <.!loth, 6d. 
On Dress. Tiy t~lC Rev. John Wesley. Id. 
Carletta. Xo. 10 or Lhc Earlham Series. ~d. 
"Does you Love God?" No. 31 of the Earlham Series. !d· 

S. \\'. Partridge and Co, 9, Paternoster Row, Lor•don. 



THE CHILDREN'S PICTURE-ROLL. 
Contains a large picture with a few lines of letter

press, in bold type, for each day of the month. Price 3s. 

THE 
NATURAL HISTORY PICTURE-ROLL 

Contains 31 large engravings of Animals, &c, and 
letterpress in bold type. Prite 3"· 
Th~se beautiful Rolls will, we believe, prove a 

treasure in the nursery and schoolroom. 

S. W. P:.rtridge and Co., 9, Patemoster Row, London. 



Well Illustrated and finely printed editions of 

DR. NEWTON'S WORKS, 
Makin!! beautiful Gift Books for Children. 

Rays from the Sun of Righteousness. 
Cloth, 2s. Gd. The Best Things. With numerous Illustrations. 
Cloth, 2S. 6d. 

The King's Highway. With numerous Illus-
tration~. Cloth, 2~. 6d. 

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

\Vith numerous '.1 ustrations. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 
Nature's Mighty Wonders. Cloth, zs. 6d. 
Rills from the Fountain of Life. CL, Is. 6d 
The Great Pilot and His Lessons. CL, Is. 6d. 
:Bible Wonders. Cloth, Is. 6d. 
Bible Jewels. 24 Engravings. Cloth, Is. 6d. 
Giants, and How to Fight them. Cloth, Is. 

S. W. Partridge and Co., g, l'aterno:.:e• Ro\\, London. 



In Nunbers, Monthly, One Ilalfpenny. 

BAND OF HOPE REVIEW. 
\\-ith Fui:-page Pictures. The Yearly Parts 

from 1851 to j,is date may be had, with cover printed 
in colours, pri::e Is. ; Cloth, Gilt Edges, 2s. 

The Secon< Series (r861-65, r87I-75), in Two 
Volumes, Cloh, ss.; Gilt, 6>. each. 

''As an assistmt in the proper training of the youthful mind, 
the 'Band of H•pe Review' is the best publication we have 
seen ."-Li1,erpo<t Teleg?'aph. 

S. W. Partri!ge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, London. 



In Numbers, Monthly. Pric One Penny. 

THE CHILDREN'S ~RlEND. 

Volumes from 1876 to this datt may be had with 
Coloured Cover, Is. 6d. ; Plan Cloth, zs.; Gilt 
Edges, zs. 6d. 

16 Pages. Copiously Illustrated. Each 1Vumber con
tains Prose, Poetry, Anecdotes, IJ,fusic, &...,c., specially 
adapted for the Young . 

. "I~ is, to our mind, the very best of the many excellent 
JUVemle Magazines, and is beautifully !lustrated. It has a very 
large circulation.' 1-Southjort VisitM' 

S. \V. Partridge and Co., g, Pateno<;ter Row, London. 



THE WEEKLY WELCOME. 
lVith numerous Engraz•im;s by first-class Artists. 

The hoo I:laif- Year{r lo!umcs .for 1877, cloth plain, 
5s. > • . r;i!t ed..r:;cs, 7 s. 6rf. 

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

entertainment of both youth and old age. 

A Page of Music, in both Notations, appears in every number, 
which. will be found to be serviceable as Singing Lessons. 

A Steel Engraving will usually be added as a Frontispiece to 
the Monthly Parts. 

The Yearly Volume for r876 may still be had. Cloth, gs.; 
gilt edges, r2s. 

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



THE FAMILY FRIEND. 
One Penny Monthly, Fourpence Quarte:r;ly. 

The Yolumes from 1875 to this date may be had, with 
cowr printed in colours, Is. 6d.; cloth, 2s. ; gilt, 
2s. 6cl. 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 familv.''-
Th•n ton Gm;dte. -

S. \V. Pnrtridge and Co., 9, Paterno~tcr Ro\\·, London. 



Published Monthly. !:'rice One Penny. 

THE IN FAN TJS M A G A Z IN Er 
In large type. 16 Pages. Profusely Illustrated. 

The Yearly Volumes from I 87 5 to this date may be 
had, with Coloured Cover, Is. 6d. ; Plain Cloth, 2s.; 
Gilt Edges, 2s. 6d. 

The th1.nks which the Editor~ have received for this attempt 
to help Mothers an<! Teachers in the important task <·f teaching 
their "little ones" to read is their best reward. Each No. con
lams a page of the "Nursery" :Music. 

"The' INFANT's MAGAZINE' may be fairly recommended as 
the best book of the kind we have seen.''-Nottinglmm 
Guardian. 

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



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

Phillips, the "Singin~ Pilgrim." A Collection o"f 
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, zs. 6d. 

Important Truths in Simple Verse. 
Cloth, 1 s. 6d. 

Kitty King. A Book for the Nursery. With 
· •full-page engravings. Cloth, Is. 6d 
~hymes worth Remembering. Cloth, Is. 

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



TINY LIBRARY SERIES. 

CLOTH, SIXPENCE EACII. 

Nos. I to 26 may be had in two boxes (A & B). Price 6s. 6d. 
each, and in one box. Price I3S. each. 

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

Richard Barton 
Little Jim, the Rag 

Merchant 
12. Curious Jane 
13. Jenny and Showman 
14. Little Fan 
15. Broken Window 

x6. Letty Young's Trials 
I7. Matty and Tom 
x8. The Orphans 
19. John J\Iadge 
20. Philip Reeve 
21. Henry Harris 
22. £,I and £ 10,ooo 
23. Brave Little Tom 
24. Ella's Rose-Bud 
25. The Pedlar's Loan 
26. l\Iilly's New Year 
27. Only a Ladybird 
28. The First False Step 
29. H ichard Shaw 
30. lie would not think. 

---------- --~- -----------------
S. W. Partridge and Co., 9, Paternoster Row, I.ondon. 



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

'Nos. r to 81 may now be had in SEVEN Sixpenny a'•oncd 
Packets, each containing 12 Nos. 

Packet A, containing 
Nos 1 to 12. 

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

Packet C, containing 
c Nos. 25 to 36. 

Packet D, containing 
Nos. 37 to 48. 

Packet E, containing 
Nos. 49 to 6o. 

Packet F, containing 
Nos. 61 to 72. 

Packet G, containing 1\ us. 73 to 84. 

S. \V. l'artri(lgc & C"o •• '), l'atcrno<Ler Row, London. 



ILLUSTRATED FLY-LEAVES. 
Four-page Reprints from the "Friendly Visitor," 
H British Workman," &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 100 ; or, in shilling packets; 
in two volumes, cloth, Is. 6d. each ; gilt edges, 2s. 6d., 
containing 40 assorted numbers in each, and complete 
vol. Nos. 1 to roo, cloth plain, 4s. 6d.; gilt edges, 6s. 

)l S. W. Partridge and Co., g, Pa~rnoster Row, London. 



OUR DUTY TO ANIMALS. 
f.MHIJ numerous ~llusfrnfion:a. ~lofiJ, plnin:, 15. 6h. 

SCHOOL EDITION, IS. 3<1. 
BY MRS. BRAY, 

Author tif "Pllysiology for Se/tools," &c 

REVIEW. 
"This is :\beautiful little hock for children; profusely at•d 

prettily illm.trated, and full of kindly and practical lessons of 
duty to the dumb creation."-Stmtdard. 

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



KINDNESS T_Q_ANIMALSJ &c. 
Each Book well Illustrated. 

Our Zoological Friends. Cloth, 6s. 
Animals and the1r Young. Cloth, ss. 
Stories about Horses. Cloth , ss. 
Birdie and her Dog. Cloth, 3s. 6d. 
Our Four-footed Friends. Dy ~lary Howitt. Cloth , 

3S· 6d. 
Natural History Picture Roll. Price 3s. 
A Mother's Le::;sons on Kindness to Animals. 

Ist, 2nd a nd 3rd Series Cloth, IS. ; Limp, Gd. each. 
Claims of Animals. In large type, Cloth, Is. 
Kindness to Animals. By Charlotte EEzabeth. Cloth, rs . 
Poor Blossom. The Story of a Horse. Cloth, rs. 
Dick and his Donkey. Cloth, 6d. 
Sparrow Club By the author of ·'Whose Do.; is it? 

Cloth, IJd. 
' Whose Dog is it?'' or, the Story of Poor Gyp. 

Cloth, 6tl. 

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










