


"This party came down to the gate which opened 
into the road; and there the young lady kissed the 
children, and said good-bye to the gentleman and 
the old lady, and the maid-servant gave the trunk 
to be put on the top of the coach." 
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HOME. 

I WAS travelling in a stage-coach, about 
two years since, in the pleasant month of 
June; when, arriving about midday in a 
very pleasant valley, I saw a white house 
situated on a green lawn, and half bid by 
trees. On one side of this house was a 
fall of water, which raAJ down the hill and 
across the road. 

As we were going along very briskly, 
some one called to the coacbman to stop, 
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and I saw several persons coming down to 
the road from the house over the lawn. I 
could perceive a young gentleman and a 
lady : the gentleman was carrying a little 
baby. A boy of about eight years of age, 
and three little girls, followed; and besides 
these, was an old maid-servant carrying a 
box, and an aged lady leaning on a stick. 

This party came down to the gate which 
opened into the road ; and there the young 
lady kissed the children, and said good-bye 
to the gentleman and the old lady, and the 
maid-servant gave the trunk to be put on 
the top of the coach; after which, the young 
lady was stepping into the coach, when one 
of the little girls came before the rest, and, 
taking hold of her gown, said, "Will you 
promise to be sure to come back very soon, 
mamma? very very soon?" and while she 
spoke, she sobbed very bitterly. 

The young lady had time to turn to the 
little girl, which she did in a very kind way, 
saying, "Fanny, dear, don't be afraid; if 
God pleases, I shall be sure to come back 
in a fortnight." 

" But perhaps God may not please," re­
plied the little gi1.!; "and you may never 
come back. Then what will become of 
grandmamma, and papa, and the baby, and 
Edward, and Mary, and Anne? They will 



HOME. 7 

be very unhappy, and I shall be without 

a mamma again ! " and as the child spoke 

these last words she put her arms round 

the lady, and pressed her head against her 

bosom, sobbing quite loud. 
The lady was distressed, and tried to 

comfort the chilrl, and we all endeavoured 

to do the same. At length, the coach was 

. ready, and the yonng lady was obliged to 

get in: on which the little girl broke out 

into fresh cries, and was joined by the 

baby; while the rest of the party appeared 

as if disposed to cry wit(; them. 
There was no one within the coach but 

myself and this lady; and I conversed with 

her about her pleasant home :,md dear chil­

dren. The young lady soon became fami­

liar with me, and she told me the story 

which I am about to write down. 

'' I am very happy," said i;he, "and I 

have a pleasant home, and a kind husband, 

and four little children, and my dear mother 

lives with us. We are not very rich, but 

we have quite enough; and there is scarcely 

in all the world a more contented family, 

or one more blessed by God." 
I observed, "Y 011 say that you have four 

children, and yet I counted five with yon." 

" Very true;," she answered ; " yon did 

see five; and I might truly say 'hat I have 
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five: but that little girl who was crying so 
sadly at the coach-door is an orphan, whom 
we took in, and made one of us." 

I then begged the lady to tell me all 
about this orphan; and she did as I asked 
her. 

" It is now three years ago," said she, 
"as we were sitting, one evening in winter, 
round the fire before tea, and my mother 
was telling a story to please the little ones, 
that we beard a gentle knocking at the 
outer door; and opening it, we saw a poor 
little girl, of about five years of age, stand­
ing shivering in the cold. She had no shoes 
or stockings, and had hardly rags to cover 
her. Her face and hands were blue with 



ROME. D 

cold, and her f'eet bleeding. She had no­
thing on her head, and the wind lifted her 
hair from her forehead. 

" We asked her who she was, and where 
11he came from. She told us that her name 
was Fanny, and that her mother had gone 
away and left her; but she could tell us no 
more, and we never could find out her 
relations. But, as there are gipsies in the 
country, we have sometimes thought that 
she might have been stolen and left by 
them. However, we were very sorry for 
her, and could not shut the door upon her. 
We took her in, and put her to sleep that 
night in a garret, on a bed which we made 
of straw; for she was so dirty we could 
not put her in a clean bed ; and the next 
morning I bad her thoroughly washed and 
neatly drei-sed. She was brought to me 
and my mother, as we were sitting in our 
parlour; and my mother proposed, that, if 
it were agreeable to my husband, we should 
never part with her again, but adopt her as 
one of our own children. That which my 
mother wished was soon decided, and the 
little wandering baby became one of us. 

" But it seems that this little girl had al­
ways lived with hard and cruel people, and 
it was a very long time before we could 
make her place any thing like trust in us ; 
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and her behaviour to me for some months 
always reminded me of what my own beha­
viour towards God too frequently is. When 
I gave her any thing which she liked, then 
she would be good-humoured; but ifl were 
obliged to forbid her doing what she wished, 
then she was displeased, and would shew 
that she suspected me and did not love me; 
and it was very long before she understood 
that it was possible for any one to correct 
her in love. 

" Children who have always lived in a 
kind father's house, know very well, even 
when they are corrected, that the correction 
is designed in kindness ; but those who are 
newly adopted, and have not as yet a child­
like spirit, do not believe this truth. And 
so it is with us when admitted into the 
household of God : we do not rest assured 
that, when he sends affliction, he always 
does it in kindness. 

" }'or several months, nothing could 
make Fanny believe that I had that Jove 
for her which I had for my own children ; 
and when I found it necessary to correct or 
restrain her, even though I used exactly the 
same correction with my own children, she 
would always become gloomy and sullen. 

"I became discouraged, and thought that 
I should never obtain her affection: but 



HOME, 11 

another thought entered my mind, and I 
said to myself, 'This little child is not dif:. 
ferent from me. When all is prosperous 
with me, I am in a good humour, and 
pleased with God; but when troubles 
come, I doubt my heavenly Father's good­
ness, and go about secretly murmuring.­
We have then both need of a humble, 
childlike spirit, such a spirit as may occa­
sion us to trust and love, and be contented.' 

"So I took the little orphan, one day, 
into my closet, and made her kneel by me 
while I prayed that we might both be made 
humble, and that she might have confidence 
in me, and that I might trust in God. We 
did this for many days; and I explained to 
the little girl how love leads those who are 
in authority over us to correct and restrain 
us, lest we should hurt ourselves by the 
indulgence of our evil tempers. 

" Soon the orphan began to trust me, and 
to know that all I did was for her good ; 
and then with trnst came love. From that 
time, when I was forced to deny her any of 
her wishes, she would submit with patience, 
and even cheerfulness; and there is no­
thing that the poor little girl now dreads so 
much as my going from home. This was 
foe cause of the tears and distress you saw 
to-day." 
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Thus the lady and I talked as the coach 
proceeded, and before we arrived at the 
town where we were going, we were well 
acquainted. We both staid at that town a 
fortnight in different houses; and as we 
were to leave the town the same day, the 
lady asked me to spend a fortnight with 
her at her happy home on my way back. 

I accepted her invitation ; and you will 
like, no doubt, to hear how we were 
received. We went back in the same 
coach in which we had travelled before; 
and it was just six o'clock when the coach 
stopped at the bottom of the lawn, and the 
family met us-the papa with the baby in llis 
arms, and the old grandmother, and the little 
girls and boy. How dtd the little creatures 
crow and scream when they saw their mo­
ther! and how did the father and the 
grandmother smile I and how did the old 
servant courtesy! while they all seemed to 
love me too, because I was come with the 
dear mother of the family. The poor little 
orphan was one of the happiest of the 
party: she cried, and laughed, and jump­
~d with joy. 

I had brought with me a basket of books 
and toys, to render me acceptable to the 
little ones. There was in the basket a 
Robinson Cruso.e for Edward, and also a 
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doll nicely dressed for each of the little 

girls, and a coral for the baby. 
- As soon as we came to the house, we 

unpacked the basket, and the baby rang 

his silver bells all the time we were at tea. 

After tea, the gentleman made us all 

kneel down while he prayed ; and his 

prayer was very suitable. It was about 

home. First, he thanked God for bringing 

the mother back to her happy home; and 

then be spoke of heaven, the home of all 

those who have been brought to love the 

Lord Jesus Christ-that happy home where 

children and parents will meet to part no 

more. And he repeated those delightful 

versfl-~ io St. John, where our Saviour invites 
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us all to come and live with him-Let not your 
heart be troubled: ye believe in God, believe 
also in me. In my Father's house are. many 
mansions: if it were not so, I would have told 
you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if 
I go and prepare a place for you, I will come 
rigain, and receive you unto myself; that where 
I am, there ye may be also. Then he prayed 
for the little adopted one that bad been 
received into the family, and for the stran­
ger who bad come under their roof; and 
that all we, who were so happily met in 
this world, might so live, that, when the 
hour of death should come, we might all be 
prepared to go to our never-changing home. 

We then rose from our knees, and we 
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(that is, the older people) sat down toge­
ther round the open window, while the lit­
tle ones played on the lawn in o,u- sight. 
The sun was setting, and the moon had 
risen over the woods. 'Tthe air was filled 
with the scent of flowers and the song of 
the nightingale; and while we sat talking, 
the little ones came under the window, and 
sang these words in such clear and pleasing 
tones as I shall never forget. 

'Mid pleasures and palaces though we should roam, 
Be it ever so humble, there's no place like home. 
A charm from the skies seems to hallow us there, 
Which, seek through the world, is ne'er met with else-

where. 
Home, home, sweet, sweet home; 
There's no place like home. 

An exile from home, solendour dazzl•!~ in vain: 
0 eive me my little thatch'd cotta1te au;iin, 
The birds singinl\" gaily, thllt come at my cal I-
C, ive me them, with the peace of rninrl dearer than all. 

Home, home, sweet, sweet home; 
There's no place like home. 

8uch peace as that Saviour alone can supply, 
Who has provided for us a home in the sky, 
When the tempests of life shall have blighted oar 

flowers, 
{md the storms of mortality scatter'ti our bowe.rs 

Home, home, sweet, s,veet home; 
There's no o'ace like home. 




