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LUCY MORLEY. 

CHAPTER I. 

A DAY AT HOME. 

IN a small cottage near the entrance of the village of 
B-- there lived, about twenty years ago, the little 
girl who is to be the principal subject of this history. 

I suppose that at the time when my account of 
Lucy Morley begins, she was not very unlike many 
other girls of twelve years old, who may now be living, 
like her, in a pleasant village, with hard-working 
parents, and a large family of brothers and sisters. I 
will not tell you what was Lucy's character: you will 
find it out by what I shall relate of her "doings." We 
have only to spend "a day at home," with Lucy or 
any other girl, to know well enough what sort of 
person she is. 

Eight o'clock has struck, and Lucy is still in bed ! 
It is Saturday. Her mother and elder sister have 
lighted the fire and dressed the children; and though 
Lucy has been long awake, she intends to lie still till 
breakfast is ready. 

" Lucy, Lucy," called Jane from the room below, 
" are you cornrng down? There is father's breakfast 
to carry : mother ·wants me at borne." 

"Then I had better stay where I am," was Lucy's 
thought, as she turned to compose herself to sleep: 
"it's a cold morning, and sure Jane may take the 
breakfast as well as I." 

The next moment Jane was at her bedside. Her 
mother, she said, had sent her, and Lucy must get up. 
"How cross you are, Jane ! You might as well let me 
lie," said Lucy, rubbing her eyes and yawning, as she 
stepped out of bed. 

"Why, we ba\·e all done breakfast," replied her si teI'. 
"Mother said you should have none; but I have kept 
some for you: so make haste and come down.'' 

A 3 



6 LUCY MORLEY. 

Lucy felt cross, and cola, ancl sleepy; so she threw 

on her clothes as fast as she could, not waiting either 

to comb her hair, or make her bed. Lucy, however, 

did not forget to say her prayers, at which I am rather 

surprised, because I am quite sure she had no inten

tion of asking God for anything; nor while she re

peated them, did she once remember that there was 

a God who had taken care of her during the night. 

Why then did Lucy say her prayers? She had been 

taught to do so wben a little child ; and she coul<l not 

now feel quite comfortable wiLhout saying the words 

she had been used to, before going down stairs. It 

is a very bad sign when a girl can go contentedly 

~o her daily work without having repeated her morn

mg prayer. 
Lucy ate her breakfast without speaking a word. 

She thought it very hard that they had only left her 

one piece of bread and butter; but as she was so late, 

and her mother looked displeased, it set'rn.ed to her 

more prudent not to complain. Having swallowed 

her breakfast, Lucy sat down close to t11e fire, but she 

had not long been seated when she perceived that 

her little brother was draggini:; her Sunday bonnet 

along the dirty floor. Lucy rose cp1ickly, and snatch

ing the bonnet from Henry's hand, gave him a slap, 

whi~h made the little fellow scream with pain and 

pass10n. 
1' How dare you touch the child?'' said Mrs. Mor

ley, angrily;" and why a'nt you gone ,vith your father's 

breakfast?" 
Lucy lingered, n·ith a sulky look. by the ulazing fire. 

It was a cold morning, late in the autumn, and I 

cannot wanJer t]1aL Lucy did not like the change from 

a warm bed into the chi11y air. People n:ho indulge 

thernselrns with lying in bed late in the morning, 

never are ready, even when up, for an) thing which 

requires ·elf-denial. 
Lucy gave her mother no reply. Sl1e wa · not, in 

general, a disobedient or a a.ucy child ; but she aid 

in hrr heart, "That if always the way; I am 1fet to do 
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all the disagreeable things, and get all the hard 
words too." 

Lucy's wa1k turned out less disagreeable than she ex
pected. The sun came out bright and warm. Sally 
Harris, one of her school-fellows, joined her on the 
way home, and asked her to go a walking in the after
noon ; " there is a fine party of us agreed to go, and we 
shall have plenty of fun, even if ·we don't find many 
nuts." Lucy gladly promised to join the nutting 
party, and opened the cottage door with her mind 
brim full of Sally Harris, and their scheme of pleasure; 
but here a melancholy scene presented itself to her _ 
Yiew. Her mother's voice was raised high in reproof 
to Jane, who was standing near the fragments of a 
broken plate, sobbing as if her heart was going to 
burst; the floor had also received a quantity of meat, 
which, together with the plate, had been just left hy 
Squire Wyndham's cook. Jane·s carelessness had 
been the cause of this accident, a11d as the plate was 
to be returned, Mrs. Morley was really vexed. 

Lucy, ff hen in good lnummr, was an active, li.-ely 
girl, and she now lost no time in gathering up the 
fragments of food, and placing them in a basin, ob
serving to her mother that no great harm was done, 
as the broken plate was a common white one, which 
might easily be replaced by one of their own. Mrs. 
Morley was pleased with Lucy's readiness, and called 
her, "a clever girl; " Lucy knew she was ·'' a deal more 
handy and cleYer than Jane," but it made her glad to 
hear it again, and she cast a triumphant glance towards 
her sister. 

It ,ms cleaning day, and the girls were soon after
wards left to their work. Lucy was now in high 
spirits, and bustled about with rnnch activity. 

"vVhat, Jane !'' said Lucy, in a pert tone of voice, 
as she prepared to scrub the floor, "nn hot water ! 
nothing got Lady : and you sitting over the fire, like 
a lady. Come, stir about, or ,rn shan't haYe done 
.against mother comes in to dinner." 

Jane was a gentle spirited gir] and brgan slowly 
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to follow the directions of her more active sister, who 

thus continued; "Now Jane, while I scrub the floor, 

and do the hard work, as mother says I always do, 

you can pare the 'tatoes, and mend Charlotte's Sun

day frock." 
"Mother said you were to do that, Lucy; you know 

it was you tore it." 
"Very pretty indeed! " answered the younger of the 

sisters, "so I am to scrub and ,vash and mend too, I 

suppose; but do as yon please, Miss, I sha1l tell 

mother, that's all." 
Jane made no reply: Lucy went on with her work, 

and the following thoughts passed through her 

mind:-
" When mother comes in and sees what a good girl 

I have been, I am sure she will let me go with Sally 

-but stay, there is the washing to be done. Oh! 

Jane can help her for once, and th('Il I will plait up 

her Sunday cap; and when mother is pleased, sl1e 

never says no." 
Lucy"s labours this morning were pleasant; she 

had a motive for doing her work as well as possible. 

To take pains with every thing you do, and to do it 

in the best ·way, and in the shortest time, is the way 

to turn labour into pleasure. 
The floor of Mrs. Morley's cottage was perfcrt]y 

clean, and nicely sanded; every artide of furniture 

was dusted and in its proper place; a heap of old 

bats, rags, and bonnets, at whid1 Lucy"s father had 

often grumbled, ,vas removed; and Lucy herself was 

sitting at some distance from the fire, plaiting tltc 

border of a cap, ,vhen her mother returned. l\Irs. 

Morley was tired, and did not at first notice Lucy·s 

eao-er looks, or the very unusual nrat11c ·s of a.ll 

around. 
"I must go again after dinner to get my money,'' 

said l\Irs. Morley, as she sat down in the nearest 

chair, "so I must lea \'e tl1e "·ashing to yon and 

Jane." 
"Oh, mother! you will surely let me go wil11 Sally 
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Harris? There is a lot of them going a nutting this 
afternoon, and I promised Sally I would go with 
them." 

"You cannot go, child ; how is the washing to be 
done, if we are both out?" 

Lucy was silent for a moment, and then she mut
tered, " I did all the work so well, and now it will be 
too bad if I don't get leave after all." 

Mrs. Morley now looked round the cottage, and 
then again at Lucy. 

"You are my own good little girl, and deserve a 
holiday; but Lucy, dear, it must not be this after
noon, for you know Jane cannot do the washing by 
herself, and fath-er has gGt no -clean shirt for to
morrow." 

Lucy looked more and more sulky; nor did she 
allow a smile to escape her even when Mrs. Morley 
drew from a small bundle, which Lucy had not before 
observed, some pink cap ribands, and placed them in 
her daughter·s hand, saying kindly,--

" There, Lucy, is sometlnng to comfort you. The 
housekeeper gave me a11 these things, and the 
riba.nds she said were for my 'pretty girl;' and 
you will become them well, Lucy, in your Sunday 
bonnet." 

Lucy tried hard not to look pleased, and examined 
the pink ribands in silence. 

The cap which Lucy had been plaiting had fallen 
to the ground; Mrs. Morley picked it up, saying,

" It was kind of you to think of this, Lucy, and you 
are doing it nicely; but surely this side is fuller than 
the other; did you measure it, dear?" 

" I did my best. I am sure I have been working 
all day like a horse; but it is no use trying to please 
you." 
· I know not what reply Mrs. Morley wonld 
have made to this very impertinent sp-eech, which 
plainly discovered the selfish motive from which her 
daughter's goodness had proceeded, because, at this 
moment, Jane and the children appeared, who began 
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to call for their dinner, and make so much noise 
that nothing else could be attended to. 

The silent meal being over, Mrs. Morley again put 
on her bonnet, and after giving some directions 
about the washing and ironing, once more ]cft the 
girls to themselves. This time it was Lucy's turn to 
sit idle by the fire: as she now did not expect to gain 
anything by industry, she was industrious no longer. 
At length, how·ever, she started up, and ran up stairs 
for an old, and not very clean, net cap, into which 
she put her pink ribands. It took a long time to 
arrange them to her satisfaction, and to admire her
self and them in the looking-glass. It was not till 
the cap had been carefu11y put away, that Jane ven
tured to say,-

" Lucy, shall I fetch the shirt now? I will wash 
it out if you will get it up; you know I scorched it a 
little last time, and mother said I was never to tonch 
it with an iron again. And, Lucy, do remember the 
holes in your white stockings, they looked so bad on 
Sunday, and I think Miss Howard saw them too." 

"Who put you over me, I sbou1d like to know?'' 
answered Lucy angrily. "Jt is not my lmsincss to 
iron father's shirt, and I wonder you should ask me; 
besides, I have got my lessons to learn for the Sun
day school." 

Jane left the room without saying anything more; 
Lucy sat down to her books, but her thoughts soon 
wandered from the words before her to Sally Harris 
and Squire Wyndham's woods. The hymn-lJook fell 
from Lucy's hand, as her mind passed rapidly from 
one thing to another, and she was quite unconscious 
how much time had thus slipped away, when Jane 
re-entered with the things she had been washing. It 
wi11 not be necessary to describe the scene which 
fo11owed ; or to tel1 how Lucy still refused to help 
her sister; or how Jane continued terribly to scorch 
h ·r fatber·s shirt in the getting up. \Ylir.n Lucy 
saw the mischief, which she felt was partly occa
s101ied by her indolence and obstinacy, she wa vexed 
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and frightened, and was still giving vent to her 
uncomfortable feelings in reproaches to her unfor
tunate sister, when Mrs. Morley returned. She was 
sadly weary with her long walk, and said, in a tone 
of disappointment, "What! no tea ready yet? Jane, 
you have been quarrelling. Lucy, what is the 
matter?" 

Mrs. l\Iorley was really vexed when she heard 
what had hapl_)ened, and. sa": the state of her hus
band's best slurt; she said little, for her heart was 
heavy. There are few parents who are not deeply 
saddened by the sound of strife and contention among· 
their children. 

As J\Irs. Morley bustled about to get the tea ready, 
Lucy observed her check was pale, and saw that she 
was more tired than usual. It came into her mind 
that she would get up to help her mother, and beg 
her to rest, but a proud feeling, and perhaps a secret 
unwillingness to quit her comfortable seat, kept her 
still. Then Lucy remembered that her mother's cap 
·was still unfinished, and she would have set to work 
on it, but that part was to be unpicked, and for this 
Lucy had not resolution ; "Mother must finish it 
herse1f," she said to herself, "I do so hate taking out 
my \York .. , 

The enning· passed slowly away. Mr. Morley 
dozed in his chair; l\frs. l\Iorley mended some of the 
children's clothes; Jane mended her own; while 
Lucy sat with her lesson books in her hand, as an 
excuse for not doing anything else. It was a great 
relief "·hen bedtime came; Lucy sa.icl her prayers 
after he got into bed, because she felt cold upstairs, 
and fell asleep before they were concluded. 

'i'lrns ended this day at home. Lucy had been far 
from happy, without any real cause for sorrow. None 
arc Jess happy than those ''"hose chief desire it is to 
pleas" themselves. Thi- was Lucy"s case. Reader! 
is it your's? 
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CHAPTER II. 

A SABBATH. 

IT was late before the family of the Morleys awoke 
on Sunday morning. When Lucy .at last opened her 
eyes, she was in no hurry to get up, but pleased her
self with thoughts of her ])ink ribands, and of the 
hot meat and apple dumplings she expected for 
dinner. 

Breakfast was over when Lucy came down stairs, 
and the children were clamorous to be off to school, 
but she was not to be hurried. Lucy was al ways very 
particular about her dress on a Sunday. I wish you 
could have seen Lucy this morning, when ready 
dressed for school. Her white cotton stockings were 
clean, but she had ,,ainly endeavoured to hide some 
large holes at the heels; her frock was almost new, 
and pretty enough; round her neck was tied a bead 
necklace, and over it an old blue gauze scarf; a pair 
of dirty silk gloves concealed a pair of stiH more 
dirty hands. Such was Lucy's dress. VVhatever 
you may think of it, I can assure you Lucy thought 
she made a very genteel appearance. 

There was no church or resident clergyman jn the 
vil1age of B--; Lut a bene,·olent family of the 
name of Howard, residing in the neighbourhood, had 
established the Sunday-school which Lury and her 
sisters attended. The school ,ms a fu11 mile from 
Mrs. Morley"s cottage; and Lnry's class had said an 
their lessons before she ::).rrive<l. In some C'Onfusion 
Lucy took her place; she did not meet Miss IIowarct·s 
eye as she dropped her courtesy. Lucy was presently 
obliged to tand up to rrpeat the lessons she had not 
learned; a girl whispered to her the first line of the 
hymn, and she began,-
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" Oh for a heart to praise my God: 
A heart from sin set free ; 

A heart that's sprinkled with the blood· 
So freely shed for me." 

13 

The beginning of the next line Lucy said she ~ould 
not remember; Miss Hon-ard told her, but Lucy 
could not go on: she stood up before the class, feel
ing very awkward and uncomfortable, but trying to 
look as if she did not care. 

"You have not learned this hymn, Lucy.? You may 
sit down." 

The tears came into Lucy's eyes; for Miss Howard 
spoke in a tone of much displeasure : perhaps the 
lady oLserved her feeling, for she added kindly,-

" How is it, my child? late again ! and your les3ons 
imperfect also?'' 

"If you please, ma'am, I could not come sooner." 
"\i\'hy not, Lucy ?" 
Lucy coloured, and was silent. 
"Yon were not up in time,-is it not so?" 
"Yes, ma'am, and-" 
"And your necklace and cap ribands took some 

time to pnt on properly, did they not?" 
Lucy colourecl still more deeply, and the girls 

seemed disposed to laugh. Miss Howard looked very 
gra,·e, and the business of the class proceeded. 

The snbjcct of the hymn which had been just re
peated, led to questions on the nature and necessity 
of a change of heart, and to some observations from 
the teacher on the state of the heart as it is by nature. 
I will tc11 you how Miss Howard talked to her class. 

"My dear children, have I not truly said that there 
is no peace in the heart which is not cleansed by the 
blood of Christ, and in which the Holy Spirit does 
not c1wC'll? You all know \Yhether this is true 
or not. Aro you always happy? I see in your faces 
that you are not. You try, perhaps, all that you can 
do, to please yourselYe ; but sometimes a creoss feel
ing, sometimes a de ire for something you rannot 

B 
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get, sometimes a fear of being found out in srn, 
makes you uncomfortable and ill at ease. 

"I dare say some of you never did a disagreeable 
thing when you could help it, and never denied 
yourselves a pleasure when you could get it,-and 
yet you are not happy. 0, my children, how diffe
rent is this from the example of our blessed Lord 
and Saviour J esus Christ. I wish I could make you 
understand the blessedness of those who have quite 
given up trying to make themselves happy. But 
only God can teach you this. Ask him my dear 
children, to come into your heart by his Holy Spirit. 
He wi1l make it fu11 of Jove, and gentleness, and joy. 
He wi11 make hard things easy for you, and disagree
able things pleasant. When you are alone, he will 
put such holy pleasant thoughts into your mind, that 
you will want no other company." 

Miss Howard paused; she had spoken with much 
earnestness, and the girls a11 looked serious. The 
tears ro1led down Lucy's face. It seemed as if every 
word had been spoken to her. She thought how 
happy she should be if the Holy Spirit would but 
come and dwell in her heart, so that she could follolV 
the example of Christ. When Lue:y thought tlrns, 
she did not consider that sl1e must give up the 
pleasures of sin before she could enjoy the p1easmes 
which the Holy Spirit gives. She was not willing 
to part with the idleness, vanity, pride, and selfish
ness which had taken possession of her heart. 

On the scholars being dismissed, Lucy and Sn.lly 
Harris walked arm-in-arm to church. At first Lrn:y 
was silent and thoughtful, but she soon lJegan to 
listen with interest to Sally's account of the "fun" 
in Squire \Vyndham·s woods. "Sit by me," ·whis
pered Lucy as they entered tbe church. 

Before the service began these two girls continued 
their unholy discourse; and during the sermon they 
spoke so loud that the governess threatened to tell 
Miss H oward. Lucy ,vas vexed, and answered pertly. 

"Are you for school this afternoon?" sairl Sally 
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Harris, as they walked home. "I don't know; it is 
dull at home, to lJe sure: mother is always so cross of 
a Sunday." 

"vV e can take a walk together, if you will ? " 
"Well, I don't care if I do ask mother to let me 

have a holiday for once." 
Lucy remembered her bad behaviour at church, and 

was well pleased to avoid what she called "a lecture," 
from Miss Howard. Her conscience told her she 
was doing wrong in thus consenting to forsake her 
school. Lucy had learned to do what she knew to be 
wrong·, without feeling very uncomfortable; it is not 
surprising, therefore, that on this occasion she greatly 
enjoyed her holiday, and thought that it was much 
pleasanter to walk and chat with her friends, than "to 
sit mewed up in school." 

Lucy was walking slowly towards her home, her 
companions having left her, when some one came 
up behind, and touched her gently on the shoulder. 
It was Miss Howard, who said in a sad and reproach
ful tone: 

"Lucy Morley, why were you not at school this 
afternoon ? " 

"If you please, ma'am, mother gave me a holiday." 
Miss Howard only replied by desiring Lucy to fol

low her ; and they walked quickly on towards that 
lady's home. 

"Shut the door, Lucy, and sit down," said Miss 
Howard, as she seaten herself on a small sofa by the 
fireside, in a room which, from its size, and the 
number of children·s bool{s and pictures which covered 
the table, appeared to be her own private sitting room. 
Lucy sat down on the edge of the nearest chair. 

"My dear child," said Miss Howard, after a short 
silence, "you have grieved me to day, and I greatly 
fear that i_t is not to day only, but every day, that you 
have sougl1t your own pleasnre, and done your own 
will, forgetting the commandments of your God. 
Tell me my child, is it not so?" 

Lucy looked at her teacher, but she made no a11swcr; 
B 2 
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she did not quite understand the question. Miss 
Howard, repeated it, in a still more gentle voice: 

"Tell me, Lucy, i:3 it not true, that you are living 
to please yourself? Do you ever do anything you do 
not like, when you can help it?" 

Lucy coloured, and dropped her eyes, as she w his
pered, " I am sure I ofien do disagreeable things, 
but I don't knqw that I should, if I could help it." 

"You say truly, Lucy. I will tell you how it is 
with you; whatever you do from morning .to night, is 
either done because you like to do it, or because you 
must do it. It is so with every unconverted person. 
The children of God learn to do every thing, not 
because they like, or because they must, but because 
they ought; or in other words, because God has com
manded it. And when we think rightly of the love 
of Christ to sinners, this makes it easy and pleasant." 

Then Miss Ho\vard told Lucy tbat if sbe went on 
in her own way, it would end in death; and begged 
in the most earn.est and gentle manner, that she 
would turn to God in her heart, and seek his forgive
ness and his love through Jesus Christ. 

When Miss Howard spoke of him who, she said, 
loved Lucy and had "given himself" for her, and" ho 
was able and willing to make her good and happy for 
ever, Lucy thought she had never heard such beauti
ful words. She did not, however, quite understand 
what it "as that her teacher wished her to do. 

Miss Howard rose, .and Lucy wished to speak, for 
a feeling of love to her kind friend was warm at her 
heart; but no words ·would come, and she only smiled 
pleasantly as she made her parting courtesy. 

Tea was over when Lucy reached her home, and 
though some had been kept for her, she felt clispleased. 
Her father and mother were out, Jane was sitting 
alone in the twilight, and did not speak as Lucy 
entered. 

"Where is mother? How long have '-OU had tea?" 
asked Lucy in a peevish voice ; "bow gl'umpy you 
look, Jane! can't you speak, I wonder?" 
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Jane's head ached, and she gave rather a sullen 
answer. 

"I hate cold tea,·' said Lucy, as she sat down to her 
solitary meal. The girls continued silent for some 
time. · 

"Where are you going?" said Lucy at length, as 
Jane slowly prepan~d to leave the room. 

"To bed," replied her sister. 
"Are you ill?" 
"My head aches sad]y." 
"And who is to put the children to bed when they 

come home?" 
"I can't sit up f~r them," was Jane's reply, as she 

dosed the door behmd her. 
Lucy, alone, and nearly in the dark, had nothing 

to do, but to think over the events of the day. As 
she thought, she grew more and more uncomfortable. 
Miss Howard's manner had been so kind and tender, 
that Lucy thought her teacher must really love her; 
but it made her unhappy to consider that if that lady 
knew her as she really was, and could see a11 her bad 
ways, far from loving her, she would never speak to 
her again. Then Lucy called to mind her teacher's 
words, and wondered what she meant by asking her 
if she ever did " disagreeable things when she could 
help it?" "Nobody does, I should think," said Lucy 
to herself, "I am quite sure I never shall.'' 

Lucy did not know the power of God: none tru]y 
believe that it is an Almighty power, but those who 
have felt it subduing within them the pride and se]f. 
ishness and hardness of their hearts. 

JI 3 
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CHAPTER III. 
A SCENE OF SORROW, 

WEEKS passed away, and seemed to make but littJ1J 
difference in Lucy's character. She often wished 
she were a better gir], but idle wishes never yeL made 
a person happy or good. Lucy, however, now listened 
with more attention to her teacher's instructions, 
and even intended some day to become "very reli
gious indeed." She knew she had a wicked heart, 
and would have rejoiced to have awake d some morn
ing, and found it gone; but to take any serious trou
ble about her sou1 never yet entered in Lo Lucy's mind. 

Such was the state of things with Lucy, when Jane 
was one night taken violently ill; Lucy, on awaking 
in the morning-, found her sister ga ping for breath, 
her face the colour of crimson. Mrs. Morley was up, 
and had tried in vain to rouse Lucy ; she now desired 
her to dress quic-k1y, and run for the doctor, as her 
sister was Yery il1. Lucy thought, there ·was not 
much the matter, and said she must take her break
fast first: it was late therefore befort> she set off; the doctor had gone out before she arriYecl, and he was 
not expected home ti11 the e\'ening. 

In the cour e of tl1r day, :Miss lfo\.vanl happened 
to call; Jane was Jeeping heavily, and Mr . . Morley 
who had been up with her almost all night, liad fallen 
asleep by her side. Mi~s Howard went up stairs, to 
look at the suffering girl, and ·when she came down, 
she looked so gravt> that Lury was friglitcnrd, and 
fixed her eyes on her teacher's face; ~he did not 
speak for a few moments. 

"Lucy," at last said Mis - Howard, in a sorrowful voire, "your sister is ,ery i11 ,. 
Lucy made no reply, and l\liss Ilo anl a0 ai11 b ul, e 

the silence 
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"Do you think, Lucy, that Jane bas been caring 

more about her soul lately, than she 11sed to do? 
Ha Ye you observed that she has read her Bible more, 
or gone by herself for secret l?rayer ?" 

Lucy thought these questions very strange, and 
her teacher saw that she did so. "My dear child," 
she continued, "we ought at aU times to be anxious 
for the eternal safety of those we love; but when_ 
they are ill, and we remember how soon they may be 
taken from us, our hearts must be hard indeed if we 
do not inquire what will become of their souls. I 
need not tell you, Lucy, that should your sister 
and her heart r emain unchanged, and her sins unfor
giYen, she will be misera,ble for e,·er." 

At these words, Lucy turned very pale; she saw
that liss Howard thouS?.ht her sister would die, and 
she was greatly shocked. She remembered her own 
delay in the morning. It was terrible to Lucy, to 
think of death rntering the family. Miss Howard 
saw ,vhat was passing in Lucy's mind, and she said 
solemnly: 

"Dear Lucy, pray for your sister, -pray for your
self~ death wi11 come, sooner or later, to you both.'' 

Some hours after this conYersation, the doctor 
ca1lecl : he said that if Jane did not grow worse that 
night, she ,rould probably 1°ec0Yer; but that if the 
fe,·er increased, she must die. VVhen Lucy heard 
the doctor·s opinion, she remembered Miss Howard's 
,rord , and bemg alarmed for her si:ster·s soul, wished 
to go for l\fis Ilo,rard; but she co111tl not do it as 
her mother desired her to watch by the ick bed. 

Jane was awake, Yery restless, and tossing aboµt in 
much uneasines . Lucy sat for some time behind the 
curtain in silence ; then it came into her mind, that 
she ,rnulcl speak to Jane herself, and tn to make 
her think about her soul. • 

"How do yon feel, Jane?" she began, in a kind and 
aubdued voice. 

"Very bad indeed," replied the sick girl ; 'what 
-does the doctor say? when :Bha11 I be better ?'' 
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"Suppose :you were never to get better, Jane?" 
"What do you mean?" cried the poor sufferer, 

starting up, and gazing wi1d1y in her sister's face. 
"Why," replied Lucy, much alarmed at the effect 

of her words, " I mean, you won't get better unless 
you lie quiet, and take the doctor's stuff." 

"Where is it? give it me," said Jane faintly. 
"It isn't come yet," answered Lucy. 
"Oh my head!" groaned poor Jane, "can't mother 

do nothing for me? where is she?" 
"You had better ask God to pardon your sins, 

Jane." 
Jane looked too much surprised to speak, and Lucy 

went on: "You know what will become of you, if 
you do not pray to God. 0 Jane, do try and think 
about your soul.'' 

These words sounded strange indeed to the ears 
of Jane. In the days of health, she had never sought 
to have her sins pardoned, or her heart changed, and 
now she was too i1J, and too frightened, to be able 
to think at all. Besides, Jane had been so long ac
customed to unkindness from her younger sister, 
that anything she said was received with distrust, 
and she felt angry that Lucy should try to teach her. 

"I have borne much from you, Lucy, when I was 
well, but I can't bear it now. Do go away, I am not 
going to die, you shall not frighten me." 

Lucy burst into tears; Jane took no notice of her 
distress, but presently said, in a softened voice, "I 
should like to see Miss Howard." 

"I will go for her, when mother comes in." 
"You had better go now," said Jane. 
When Miss Howard entered the sick room a few 

hours after this conversation, Jane was no longer 
sensible; a stupor had come over her, which aJl 
present believed wou1d end in death. It was a 
solemn hour. Mrs. Mor1ey and all the younger 
children ,vere standing round the bed. Mr. Mor
ley had been sent for to see his daughter die. Ile 
was leaning against the wa11 of the room, the tears 
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rolled down his face ; his head was sunk upon his 
breast; and he did not raise his eyes, when Miss 
Howard and Lucy entered. 

After asking a few questions, in a very low voice, 
about poor Jane's state, Miss Howard proposed 
that they should join in prayer for her. The sobs of 
tl e affiicted father became s0 distressing that Miss 
Howard could hardly command her feelings suffi
ciently to proceed; then again, she prayed with such 
earnestness for the soul of the dying girl that it 
seemerl almost as if s-he were pleading for her own 
life, with a Being real1y present in the midst of them. 
She paused, and all was still ; it was as if each one 
exl?ected that that unseen Being should once again, 
as m the days of his flesh, bid the maiden "arise and 
·walk." And the power of the Lorcl wa's present 
in that chamber of death ; it was still present "to 
heal.' , The heart of one of those who then knelt 
before him, "·as touched by the Spirit of Goel. Lucy 
prayed, at first for her sister, but soon a strange 
feeling of alarm for her own soul caused her to pray 
for herself. She prayed that Gbd would have mercy 
upon her. an<l her prayer "TT"as heard ; but her heart 
was still full of fear and sorrow, when she rose from 
her knees. 

In the course of that night Jane breathed her last. 
She was sensible for a few minutes before she died. 
She asked for Lucy, and held out her -hand to her 
as she drew near. We cannot tell what was passing 
in the mind of the dying girl, as she was unable to 
speak. Lucy stooped do"·n and kissed her sister's 
forehead, the coldness of death was there: but her 
J ps mornd-perhaps in prayer. 

Lucy had many serious thoughts during the days 
of gloom which followed her sister·s deatb. She 
wished to leave off her sinful ways and -turn to God ; 
but ,vhen she began to consider what was really 
meant by this '' turning to God," she was confused 
and perplexed. The only things she could think of, 
were to say her prayers with more attention, and to 
rem, rnlwr G::t1 sm1wtimcs in th£' da.y. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

A STEP IN THE RIGHT WAY, 

A CONSIDERABLE change took pJa~e in Lucy s ways 
after the death of her sister. She no longer attended 
the daily school, and was obliged to mind the house 
and the b3.by, when her mother went out to work. 
Getting up early in the morning, was one of the 
disa&reeable things which Lucy never would do 
when she could help it; but now she was obliged to 
nse when her mother did, and dress the children 
as Jane used to .do. She could not now avoid clean
ing up and mending the children's things. Lucy's 
habits were indeed greatly altered, but Lucy herself 
was sti11 the same. Her heart was chiefly set on 
pleasing herself, and therefore she neglected her 
duties, wl1enever she could do so without getting 
into trouble. Lucy was now more unhappy than 
she had ever been. The tears would often ro11 down 
her cheek, as she sat at work; yet she could not 
have told any one what ailed her. Lucy had prayed 
that her soul might be saved. God had heard her 
prayer. God will not allow those to be happy in 
their sins, on whom he has mercy. 

One day, in the summer which followed Jane's 
death, Mrs. Morley went out early to work at Squire 
Wyndham·s. She left Lucy to send the children to 
school; and to finish the skirts of a gown, which she 
was making for one of the servants. When the chjl
dren were gone, Lucy put the breakfast things out 
of the way, and sat down to her work. It cl1d not 
make Lucy feel uncornfortaule to sit down to work in 
a room full of dust and litters ; nor did it matter to 
her, that little Henry was playing about_ with un
washed face and hands; or that her own hair wa.s un
corn bed, and her goirn torn aJmost to the hem behind. 
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" I wonder whether I could get mother to buy 
me such a gown as this, for Sundays," thought Lucy, 
as her fingers moved quickly forward; "it is such a 
pretty pattern, and I should not think it would be 
very dear. Let me see; it takes eight yards to make 
me a frock, with Jong sleeves and a tippet: perhaps 
this stuff is nine pence a yard ; 8 times 9 is 72, 72 pence 
is 6 shillings; I hav:e not been to school for nothing. 
Now, I think mother might get it for me against 
next Sunday. She will have three shillings for making 
this gown, and she expects three shillings more for the 
gown she carried home last week : there is the six 
shillings at once. She said yesterday I wanted a 
new frock." 

It presentiy came into Lucy's mind, that she had 
seen Sally Harris in a new frock of the same pattern. 
She could not resist the desire to know what it cost, 
and where it was bought. " I'll just run over and 
ask her," thought Lucy ; " I shall have plenty of time 
to finish this before mother comes home." Sally was 
out ; but on her way back Lucy met with an old 
schoolfellow who had just left her p-lace. The girls 
g·ot into talk, and Lucy's companion proposed that 
she should acco11_1pany her to her mother's house, to 
see the fine clothes she had brought from service. 
Lucy said" No:" it was no great temptation to look 
at other people's fine clothes. 

The servant girl then told Lucy, that she had some 
beautiful lace edging, which she meant to sell a bar
gain to her particular friends. 

Lucy had one shilling and sixpence of her own ; 
and as she thought she should like some edging for a 
bonnet-cap, she consented to turn with the girl, and 
they walked quickly to,rards her home. 

Lucy talked and laughed ; but she w·as i]l at ease. 
A year ago it would ne, er have entered into Lucy's 
mind that there was any thing wrong in lcnTing her 
work for a few minutes, or in having her heart filled 
with thoughts of vanity and dress. But no,r her con
science "Vvas partly enlighte11ed by tbat Holy Spirit, fol' 
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which she had sometimes prayed; and she could not help having an uncomfortable feeling that she was not doing right. 
"You need not tell where you got the lace," said the servant girl when the bargain was concluded. "Why should I not tell?" asked Lucy in surprise : "my mother is sure to ask me, where I got it.' "Tell her, you bought it a bargain, at Birbeck's." "Why should I not tell the truth?" asked Lucy quickly. She began to suspect the lace had not been honestly come by, .l.\nd coloured up as she spoke. "Oh people will taJk about what does not concern them," replied the bad girl; "but do as you please, it doesn't signify." 

Lucy now wished to get back her money, and return the lace; but this she found impossible. "I can never wear it, as mother is not to know about it," was Lucy's thought as she walked towards her home; "for I will not tell a lie about it, I am determined." 
Lucy could not settle to her work again all that afternoon. She kept looking at her bargain, anrl wishing she had her money instead of it. The gown, therefore, had made little progress, when Mrs. Morley returned; she was disappointed, and said, as ehe took it up, to examine the work: "I shall not get it done to night; why, Lucy dear, what have you had to hinder you? you can work quickly when you've a mind." "No one has been here to day, mother." "Then you have been out yourself, Lucy?" Lucy was silent. 

"Where have you been, child?" Lucy was much confused, and answered hastily. 'I only took Henry out for a walk, he ,ms so fractious." 
Lucy did not often tell stories, and as he spoke the colour flew into her face; but Mrs. l\lorley a ked no further questions, and they began to work in ~j lence. 
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When Lucy lay down in bed, that night, she felt 
frightened and unhappy. It seemed to her that she 
had been that day more foolish and wicked than ever 
in her life before. Yet she had done many worse 
things. The Spirit of God was convincing her of 
sin, though she knew it not. And now, that same 
Spirit whose office it is to convince of sin, brought 
before this guilty child the remembrance of many of 
the sins of her life. She thought of her unkindness 
to her departed sister; of her undutifulness to her 
mother, and of the many resolubons to be a better 
girl which she had made and broken. Lucy's pillow 
was lvet with tears before she fell asleep, and when 
she awoke, her first thoughts were of her dearly bought 
edging, and of the falsehood she had told. It came 
into Lucy's mind that she ought to confoss all to her 
mother. She tried to get rid of the thought, but it 
was in vain. 

" If I do not tell mother, God will not forgive me.' 
There was now a great struggle in Lucy's heart. She 
saw that God required her to do what was very disa
greeable, and the question was, Whether she would 
submit her will to God or not. Upon the decision 
which Lucy at this moment made, depended perbaps 
her whole happiness for time and for eternity. There 
is some such decisiYe moment in the life of every 
human being-when they make their final choice • 
between self-pleasing, and God-pleasing. 

It seemed to Lucy impossible to confess her folly 
and falsehood; and she was just about to settle it in 
her mind that after all it was not necessary to do so. 
when she recollected a text which Miss Howard had 
lately explained at the Sunday-school; it was this : 
"His people shall be willing in the day of his po"·cr ;' 
the~ came ~he thought, "God can make me willing, 
I will ask lum." So Lucy knelt down by her bed-side, 
and with some tears she said aloud : 

"0 God, 0 Jesus Christ, my Saviour, make me 
willing to tell mother all the truth. Take away my 
proud bad heart. Let me not perish in sin." 

C 
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Lucy ceased to speak, but she did not cease to pray, 
her heart still poured itself out before God. She felt 
that if her Father who was in heaven would bnt 
smile upon her, she should care for no disgraces. 
When Lucy rose f!om her knees, she was able to say : 

·" ] will tell my mother everything ; I had rather 
bear anything than the anger of God." 

Thus God heard and answered Lucy's prayer, to 
be made willing to do right: nay more; while she 
was making her request to God, it pleased him to 
reveal himself to her as her heavenly Father. Pray 
to God as you can, and he will teach you to pray as 
you ought. 

All this happened very early on a bright morning 
in the month of July. The family were not yet 
risen, but Lucy dressed herself, and sat down to 
work, till it was time to get the children up. When 
her sisters were gone to school, and Lucy and her 
mother were left alone, she began with a trern bling 
heart to make the confession she had so much dreaded. 
Mrs. Morley showed more surprise than displeasure 
at Lucy's talc: she said she would make the servant 
girl give back the money, and all would be well. 

The gown was now soon completed, and Lucy 
was desired to carry it home. Y<YU would have 
thought that something very pleasant had happcnc'rl 

• to Luc.y, had you chanced to meet her cm her way. 
Her face was bright and calm; and no wonder, for 
there was a feeling of peace within. Lucy had often 
rejoiced in a smart gown or bonnet; she had been 
happy with merry companions; she had delighted 
in words of praise, and m exprcs ions of affection; 
but this feeling of inward peace '1:as quite new to 
her, and it was sweeter than any joy she had ever 
kno,vn. It was the peace which God gives, "hen 
the human will has yielded to his will. 

Lucy had to wait some time in the kitchen, be
fore she could sec the servant, who was to pay her 
for the gown. The cook gaYe her a plate of cherry 
pie: while she ate it, she listened with interest to 
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the servants' talk, though 1t was vain and foolish. A footman entered the kitchen, who after looking at Lucy from head to foot, turned round and asked in a half "·hisper," Who is that pretty girl?" The question was followed by another remark of the same kind. Lucy pretended not to hear, but she took care to let her face be seen again, as the same person passed out of the kitchen. 

In a few minutes, the maid servant appeared; Lucy was paid, and dismissed. She tried, on her ,my home, to recall her happy peaceful feelings, but they ,Tere gone. Vanity and idle curiosity had gained an entrance into Lucy's heart, and the peace \Yhich comes from God will not dwell with wilful sm. 
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CHAPTER V. 

OLD THINGS PASSING AWAY. 

• "IT's no use to ask Lucy," said little Charlotte 
Morley, one day, to her sister Martha. 

The child looked mournfully as she spoke, at a 
large rent in her frock, which she had discovered 
just as they were setting off to school. Lucy hap
pened to enter at this moment, and said; "Why is 
it no use to ask Lucy, Charley?" 

"I thought you would be too busy to mend it for 
me," answered Charlotte: "you know you never 
have time to do anything we want.'' 

This reproach sank into Lucy's heart: she had 
often been accused of unkindness by her younger 
sisters, and it had only made her angry; but now it 
pleased God to take this means of opening her eyes 
to her own sinful neglect of duty towards them. 
"They do not Jove me," was Lucy's thought, " ancl 
I have not deserved their Jove." 

"Where is mother?" cried Charlotte, on the e.-en
ing of the same day, as she entered the cottage, on 
her return from school. The Jittle girl looked dis
appointed when she saw only Lucy. 

"What do you want, Charlotte? Perhaps I shall 
do as well as mother." 

"Oh nothing," answered the child, turning away. 
"Come here, Charlotte," said Lucy, rather im

patiently, " what nonsen e is this ? Why do you 
not tell me what you want? ·what is it, Martha?" 
added she, on perceiving that her youngest sister 
shovved no inclination lo sp<'ak. 

"She only ,nrntrc1 to tell mother, that she bad 
bern a good girl at srhool, and tliat Miss Howard 
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promised her a Testament, as soon as she could read 
lt." . 

"And why could you not have told me that ?" 
said Lucy, turning to the little girl. 

"J did'nt want to tell vou.5
' 

"You were going to tel1 mother?" 
"Yes, because I thought she would be glad." 
Again Lucy was made to feel how much her 

want of kindness and sympathy towards her sisters 
had affected their feelings towards her. She deter
mined to change her whole conduct as respected 
them. But for some time after this she often found 
herself giving a cross answer, or angry command, 
and seldom thought of putting herself out of the way 
to oblige them. 

About this period in Lucy's life, she had several 
secret causes for discomfort. They all arose from 
seeing her duties more clearly, before she set herself 
resolutely to perform them. 

Hitherto, Lucy had been content to clean up and 
mend when her mother bid her; she now saw that 
it ,ms part of her duty towards her parents to save 
them trouble, and make them comfortable. She 
thought she ought to make it her business to keep 
everything clean and neat; but alas! the tables and 
chairs were still often covered with litters; the floor 
was often black with the prints of many a dirty foot; 
and l\Irs. l\lorley would still often say, after a hard 
day's ,York, "Lucy, dear, can't you get things more 
comfortable against your father comes home?" 

Here ,ms cause enough for the frequent heaviness 
of Lucy's heart. Those who know ·w hat their duty 
is, and yetliYe in the 11eglcct of it, are almost always 
wanting in light and cheerful spirits. 

Lucy had been for some weeks in tbis uncomfort
able state, when Miss llow·ard happened to speak 
one Sunday afternoon on the duty of self-examination. 
She especially addressed herself to those who 
felt that something ,ras wrong· ·with them, and dicl 
not know exactly what. '' Go by yourstlves," she 

C 3 
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said, "this very day, and ask your own heart1 what right things you are leaving undone, and what sinful habits you wilfully allow." 
Lucy felt as if Miss Howard was speaking on purporn for her, and perhaps that lady did observe the earnest and tearful attention_ with which Lucy listened to her words. 
·when Lucy returned home, she shut herself into the room in which she slept, and, sitting down by the bed-side, tried to think, but Lucy did not find it easy to think about her own doings and feelings. "Let me sec," she began, "there is a great deal wrong I know ; but after all I hardly can tell what it is." Then Lucy thought of her teacher, and of her teacher's dress; of her own dress; of something which had happened the day her frock was bought; of a girl whom she had met in the shop; and of a story she had told her in their walk home. So far had Lucy's mind wandered, when she rememhered the purpose for which she had come into her room, and agam she began; "There is the house, it is not kept as it should be ; I <lo not like trouble. l let mother sit up last night, mending father·s sh irt, and never offered to help her." Lucy could not thiuk any more; all her thoughts became confused. \ViLh a fcehng of deep discouragement, she threw herself on her knees, and leaning her face upon the bed, said aloud : 

"It's no use for r.1e to try, I am all wrong, I do not know how to think." Lucy now remembered tbat she might ask God to help her, and she said in a softened rnicP : 
" 0 Almighty God, have mercy upon me, I am very very sinful . I cannot find out my sins, 0 help me to find them ont. Teach me II hat to do, for the sake of Jesus Christ, who died to sa\'e sinners." 
Then Lucy rose from her knees, and again she tried to search ont the sins of her heart. This time she ,ms hrlpe<l to clo so by the Spirit of God, ,,_nd her thougbts no longer \randered. It pleased that 
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Divine Being to show Lucy what &. guilty child she 
had been, and how she had deserved eternal death, 
She saw that she was still living to please herself, 
and that she was a proud, selfish, and unlovely child. 

The tears rolled down Lucy's face, and again she 
prayed. Her prayer was now for pardon through 
the blood of Christ. She longed above all things 
that her sins might be blotted out from the book of 
God's remembrance. But it seemed to Lucy that 
God was too far off for her p.rayet ,to reach his ears. 

Before Lucy left her room that sabba:th afternoon, 
she made a resolution to get up half .an hour earlier 
e,·ery morning, that she might have time to read a 
few verses of the Bible, befoxe she went to her daily 
work She asked her father to call her before he 
went to work. 

Lucy jumped up the next morning as .soon as she 
heard her father's voice. She washed and dressed 
herself more carefolly than usual; and then opened 
the window to 1 reathe the fresh pure air of a sum
mer morning. Lucy felt that God was there ; that 
the bright sun, and green trees, and fields, which she 
looked upon had been made by him, and that she 
herself was I.tis creature. 

Lucy took out her little Bible, and began to read. It 
was the account of a leper who came to J esus to be 
made whole, which is given in the first {.::hapter of 
St. Mark. She called to mind, as she read, her 
teacher's explanation of the narrative. 

"I have a worse disease," thougl1t Lucy, "than 
that poor leper ; even the leprosy of sin. Jesus 
Christ made him well, and he can make my soul 
well. I know he will, if I ask him, because he has 
promise_d. He died for me, that I might not perish 
m my srn. 0 Lord J e us," said Lucy, " wash me in 
thy prcr~ious blood, make me clean from sin. Thou 
art my God, my Saviour, 0 teach me how to please 
thee and Joye thee as I ought." 

Thus Lury "believed on the Lord Jesus Christ." 
The precious gift of "faith" was hers, though she 
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knew it not. She c1osed her Bible, and having· re
peated with great attention her morning prayers, 
went with a cheerful heart about her morning duties. 

The day, however, did not pass without a cloud. 
A schoolfellow called in the afternoon, and caused 
Lucy to waste much time in idle chat; the conse
quence was, that her work was neglected, and Mrs. 
Morley did not find anything prepared for tea when 
she came home. 

Some time ago Mrs. Morley would not have no
ticed this ; but now Lucy had been more attentive to 
her duties for several months, and her mother had 
learned to expect more from,her : she founcl fault with 
Lucy's negligence. Lucy thought the reproof was 
unjust, and her old bad feelings returned. "It's of 
no use to be diligent," she thought; "mother never 
sees when 1 do better, and is sure to scold when any
thing· goes wrong." 

The next morning Lucy felt very much inclined 
to go to sleep again after her father ca1lccl her ; but 
a thought of God, and a fear of displeasing him, 
came into her mind, and she started up. God was 
fulfilling to Lucy the promise which is written in 
J er. xxxii. 39, of putting his fear into the hearts of 
his people. I hope my readers will turn to the place. 

Again Lucy ·was comforted and strengthened by 
the word qf God and pr-ayer; and when she set about 
her daily Jabour, she remembered that the eye of her 
heavenly Father was upon her. Mrs. Morley was 
surprised to find the fire laid ready to light, the 
kettle filled with water, and tl1e room all neat and 
comfortable, when she came clown stairs. She said 
kindly:-

" Lucy, clear, don't you rest "\Yell? "·hat gets you 
up so early?" 

Lucy smiled pleasantly, and kissed her motlier, as 
she replied,-

" I don't work as you do, mother; it docs me good 
to be up soon." 
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CHAPTER VI. 

ALL THINGS BECOMING NEW 

THE summer and autumn had passed away, and 
n-inter was come. Lucy was now a very busy person. 
Every hour brought something to do, which was 
right to be done; but though Lucy had now no time 
for pleasing herself, she often made time for pleasing 
other people. 

"Thank you, dear Lucy," said little Charlotte one 
Sunday morning, as she drew on her wrists a pair 
of red worsted comforters, of her sister's knitting ; 
"thank you, dear Lucy; how nice they look; and 
they feel so warm, and just my size too !" 

"Are you quite sure you know your lessons, Char· 
lotte ?" Lucy asked, in a pleasant voice, after a few 
more words about the comforters. 

"Y cs, I think so ; you know I said them almost 
quite perfect last night." 

" And you, fartha? I hope you have got yours 
well?" said Lucy to the sister nearest her in age, a 
girl of ten years old ; "but I fear not, because you 
would not say them to me yesterday." 

"\Yho made you my teacher?" replied Martha 
pertly ; "if I don't know my lesson, it won't be your 
fault, I uppose." 

"Oh, for shame, Martha!" said little Charlotte, 
"when Lucy is so good to us now." 

"You may call it good, Charlotte," replied Martha, 
"but I don't like Lucy's new ways. I'd sooner by 
half she ,rnuld leave us alone, as she used to do. She 
is a deal more particular than mother." 

Lucy felt vexed; and as she could 11ot just then 
speak pleasantly to Martha, she turned to her youngest 
sister, and reminded her that she would be late at 
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school. Charlotte kissed her sister, and went merrily 
on her way. 

"How strange it is that I feel to love Charlotte 
so much!" was Lucy's thought; "she is a sweet and 
gentle child. I am sure she is very much changed." 

Lucy did not know that God has so made us that 
we cannot help loving those for whom we willingly 
take constant trouble. The change was in herself, 
not in Charlotte. 

Some of Lucy's happiest hours were now her sab
bath hours. It was a JOY to her to be at church ; for 
there she heard that Book read which she had learned 
to love above all .books ; and there she heard His 
praises sung to w horn she had given the best affec
tions of her heart. It was a joy to Lucy to be alone; 
for then the Holy Spirit filled her mind with sweet 
and pleasant thoughts of Jesus, and her home in 
heaven. 

You could not have seen Lucy, even in her week
day dress, without perceiving that a great change 
had taken place in her character; but on a Sunday 
the change was even more- remarkable. On the 
sabbath morning of which we speak, Lucy came 
-down neatly dressed, with her hair brushed very 
-smooth, and parted plain over her forehead. Lucy 
did not think it wrong to wear curls; but she found 
she couJd not keep her hair nicely in curl without 
sometimes appearing in curl papers. .Miss Howard 
never had a1lowed them at school, and now Lucy 
herself thought they had an untidy look. She wore 
a straw bonnet, with a plain rilJand crossed round it; 
a clean net cap appeared underneath. Lucy did not 
think it wrong to wear bows; but she had more 
pleasure in putting her spare money into the mis
sionary box which stood on the school-room table. 
Lucy's father had made her a present of a nice "·arm 
shawl, which was pinned neatly on ; and she carried 
a bag which held her books. 

When Lucy, thus dressed, came down stairs, a few 
minutes before it was time to go to church, sLe found 
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her father sitting by the fire, and looking as if he 
had no intention of moving from his comfortable 
corner ; her mother was not dressed for church ; and 
Lucy was grieved to perceive-they both meant to stay 
at home. 

"Father, shall I bring you your clean shoes?" sa.id 
Lucy, in a gentle voice; "it is almost time we were 
setting off." 

"I am not going out this morning," said Mr. 
Morley sullenly ; for his conscience told l:u.m he was 
doing wrong. 

"Dear father!" said Lucy earnestly, "you said it 
did you good the last time you were at church." 

"Lucy," replied Mr. Morley, who was half pleased, 
half angry, at her evident anxiety, "I don't know 
what to make of you, child; it is mighty well for you 
to take so violent about your church and your school; 
and you have been an uncommon good girl lately, as 
your mother and I '1"ere just saying; but I am a deal 
too old to go to_ school at this time of day; so don·t 
you go for to interfere with me." 

"0, father!" said LllCY, laying her hand on his 
shoulder, and smiling pleasantly upon him, "I don't 
want you to go to school; but you won't say you are 
too old to go to the house of God ?" 

"I mean," answered her father, "that I am too 
old to learn new ways, and to be taught by my own 
child; so get you gone, Lucy." 

"Don't you Yex your father, Lucy," said :M:rs. 
Morley, who had not yet spoken; "yon are a good girl, 
but you must not expect every body to go your way." 

The tears started into Lucy's eyes. Her parents 
were very respectable people; but Lucy could not 
help knowing that they were not living in the fear 
and loYe of God. It grieved her much to find she 
had so 1itt1e influence o,·er them for their good. Lucy 
had indeed no right to expect that, after so many years 
of undutiful conduct towards them, she should all at 
once gain that influence oYer her parents hearts 
which might have been the reward of a life spent in 
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devotion to their wishes: but for some months Lucy 
had been anxious to p1ease and make them happy; 
and she could not help a feeling of disappointment 
as she walked slowly and alone towards the church. 

Lucy had prayed for herself, and God had given 
her "more than she had asked or thought;" and 
now her prayers became very earnest and frequent 
that God would lead her parents and sisters into the 
way of peace, and make them a united family on 
earth, and a happy family in heaven. 

We must now prepare to say farewell to Lucy. We 
have told enough of her history to show what is 
meant by the "change of heart," of which you have 
heard so much. You see it leads to a complete 
change in the conduct and character. The Holy 
Spirit, by whose influences Lucy's heart was changed, 
can do as much for you. You, my reader, cannot be 
more idle, 'proud, useless, and unhappy than Lucy 
was .: you may become, if you desire it, as fu11 of 
peace, and as lovely in the beauty of holiness, as 
Lucy is. 

THE END. 
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