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D
HIS little work has been written for 

her Christian sisters by one who, 

though not herself a parent, has 

known practically some of the duties and 

responsibilities connecte<l with the name of 

a mother. The note-book contains no stir

ring events ; thousands of British parentg 

could pen such a simple record of the trifling 

incidents of daily occurrence in the little nur

sery world. To any but those connected wi.th 

children, such incidents may appear too in

significant to be worthy of any notice. Bnt 

if "trifles form the sum of human things," 

this is especially the case as regards the 

nursery. A ·seed is a small, worthless object 

to the eye, but not to the mind when regarded 
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as enfolding the future plant witl1 its leaYes, 

blossoms, and fruit. Pride, selfishness, self

will,-the deadly foes of man,-first assail him 

in the nursery; and like the fabled snakes in 

the olden tale, may be overcome even by 

n. child. I sball be thankful if any hints 

conta.ined in my little work be made useful 

to Cliristian mothers ; those to whom the 

Saviour has especially committed the sacred 

nffice of feeding His lambs. 

A. L. 0. E. 



Advent, Thoughts on the, .. . 

Affliction, · 

"All right, llfamma," 

Candour, 

Church, Attencjunce at, 

Confession of Faults, 

Death, Child's idea of, 

Difficulties in Rellgion, 

Disinterestedness, 

E,ll Example, 

Exaggeratio11, 

Faith, 

Fear, Childish, 

Fear, Conversation on, 

Forgiveness, 

God's Love to us, 

God"s Goodness seen in Ilis \Norks, 

Grace, its Effects, 

Grace, Free, 

Growth in Grace, 

"I Earn-I Work," 

Jmpatlence, 

Justice, Children's Sense of, 

Jealousy, 

Pni;c 

:-<O 

!Ji 

89 

84 

I ID 

77 

107 

11:J 

22 

[,(i 

... 50 

117, ]31 

31 

36 

79 

26 

1 :!:j 

47 

81 

27 

l I 0 

39 

56 

126 



nu 

Likenesses, Fan,ily, 

Love to God, 

Parental Love, 

Pnrtinlity, 

"Poor Hieb Lady," 

Prayer, 

Punishment, 

Hesw-rection, 

I~DEX TO SUBJECTS. 

Resurrection, Child"s Thoughts ou, 

Return, Pnrenl"s, 

Selfishness, 

Spoiling, 

Subrr.ission, 

Sunday Amuse111E:nts, 

Sunday Clock, 

Sympathy, 

"Taking a Rise," 

Temper, 

Temper, Conversation on, 

v~r.iry, 

Wandering Thollghts, 
' Wilberfurce on ChilL!ren , 

Zuida:s Secret, 

Page 

76 

18 

26 

L~7 

5\1 

lG, 105 

GS 

20 

20 

28 

44 

5-1 

42 

3& 

122 

88 

99 

65 

94 

78 

13 

85 



ZAIDA'S NURSERY NOTE-BOOK. 

May I, Monday. 

m 
.MONTH'S imprisonment to the sofa! 

/ It seems a hard sentence, a grave 
! consequence of a little slip of the 
foot as I ran down-stairs with my laughi11g 
babe in my arms. Thank God-he was not 
hurt-I am the sufferer alone. \Vhen I think 
what such a faU might have cost him, I 
tremble, and dare not murmur at my own 
pain. How grateful should I be that I have 
hitherto suffered so little from illness. My 

· married life has been one of almost unbroken 
happiness, such troubles as have arisen being 
only like those light clouds in yon sky, which 
now -and then veil the sun for a few minutes, 
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but rather to catch his brightness, than really 
to hide his glory. 

How sweet and soft the west wind which 
steals in through the open window, stirring 
the muslin-curtains, and bearing in fragrance 
from the blossoming lilacs, and the sound of 
the merry voices of my children who are 
playing in the garden! I long to join · them, 
and be myself as a child. What endless 
sources of pleasures are opened in the heart 
of a mother; the character of each one of her 
children is as a most deeply interesting book; 
the more she studies it, the more she , finds to 
delight and instruct her. Yes, instruct, I will 
not erase the word. I have often observed how 
in teaching we ourselves are taught, and how 
many precious spiritual lessons may be gleaned 
m a nursery. Ls not this great world God's 
nursery? and is He not training in . it His 
children-His weak, feeble, ignorant children
for the future glories of their home 1 I have 
sometimes resolved to mark down petty inci
dents as they occur, w~th the thoughts to which 
they give rise; the nursery parables, if I may 
so call them, by which God speaks to my heart, 
while I speak to those of my children: but I 
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l1ave never yet found time to carry out tbis 

intention. I have been the playmate of my 

little ones as well as their teacher, and so many 

_happy hours have been spent in the romp on 

the lawn, or ramble in the field, that what 

with household duties, district visiting, reading 

with my · husband, and writing to absent 

relations, I have had no time to keep snch a 

journal. vVhy should I not begin it to-day, 

when William is away in France, and I 

a prisoner in this quiet little room 1 Such a 

journal may serve to beguile the weary time, 

and oh ! how the perusal of it in future years 

will recall a thousand little incidents connected 

with my family, which, however trifling others 

·may deem them, will be always of interest to 

me. I shall seem to live the old times over, 

when I open the leaves of my Journal. 

To-day Ashley, my firstborn, is seven years 

old; it is therefore a propitious day on which 

to begjn writing in my note-book. I shall 

have much to say of him, my thoughtful 

spiritual boy! He does not learn so readily 

as Phemie, who is eighteen months younger ; 

but it seems to me that this is because he 

cannot fix the wandering thoughts which are 
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ever roving in search of the beautiful and tlie 
wonderful, exercising themselves on things 
that seem abovf! the comprehension of a child. 
William has told me that I must restrain my 
boy's imagination, and that there is danger 
that Ash1ey may grow too nervous, sensitive, 
aud fanc~ful. I mm,t be on my guard, for 
\Villiam is a.l ways right. 

What a merry burst of laughter from the 
garden! That is the voice of my little Zaida, 
my three years old, with the arch blue eyes, 
and the shock of curly red hair. They say 
that Zaida is plain, they laugh at her plump 
round cheeks, and wild fiery locks, but to my 
eye there is not a more winsome face in the 
world ! And yet Zaida gives me more trouble 
than all my other three childreu together. 
Her temper-

I am interrupted by Phemie coming in witl:i 
her neat little box, always kept in perfect 
order, to do her hour's work '' with Mamma." 
How lovely my child looks as she sits there 
by the window, with one ray just touching 
with gold her smooth flaxen hair; her eyes 
sedately bent on her work, while her tiny 
fingers so steadily follow the hem ! While I 
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look at her I think of the sweet words of 

\Vilberforce which I have been reacling to-day. 

They Rre so true and so beautiful, that I mn. t 

copy them into my note-book. 

"How little does tbat child know bow 

much it is loved ! It is the same with us and 

our heavenly Father, we little believe how we 

are loved by Him. I delight in little children; 

I could spend hours in watching them. How 

much there is in them that the Saviour loved, 

when he took a little child and set hirn in 

the midst! Their simplicity, their confidence 

in you, the fund of happiness with which 

their beneficent Creator haE endued them, 

that when intelligence is lesR developed, so 

affords less enjoyment, the natural spirits are 

an inexhaustible fund of infantine pleasure." 

May 2, Tuesday. 

My heart is filled with tenderness as I write 

down the first little incident in my note-book. 

The last thing which I always do before 

retiring to rest, is to visit my sleeping chil

dren. Lame as I now am, this is a pleasure 

which ] could not forego, though, at my 

Ashley's earnest request, I bad not gone up

stairs with him at half-past se,Ten, as 1s my 
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custom, to hear him say his prayeri:;, to sit 
beside his cot, and have a quiet talk: with 
him before he falls asleep. At ten o'clock I 
found my sweet boy still awake. He pressed 
my band to his lips, murmured "Dear Mamma,'' 
a.nd · then, as if satisfied with having bad my 
kiss and my blessing, dropped off into quiet 
c;lumber. I passed into the nursery, which is 
the room next to my own. Phemie lay asleep 
like a folded lily; of Baby I could see little 
but one little fat rosy band, as be Jay half 
buried under the cl(>thes. But when I turneJ 
to Zaida's cot, to my surprise I saw the Jitt]e 
one almost in a sitting-up posture propped up 
by pillows, but in deep, sweet repose. 

".How could you let the child go to sleep 
in such an uncomfortable position?" I asked 
of the nurse, . with a little displeasure in my 
tone. 

"Miss Zaida would lmve it so ma.'arn " 
' ' replied Mary; "she was determined to keep 

awake till she could see her mamma, but she · 
could not, poor little dear ! It was Master 
Ashley that frightened hel'." 

"Friahtened her? what do vou mean?" I b V 

inquired. 
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" Miss Zaid,a was very merry and riotou 

when they all came up to bed. Master 

Ashley was not pleased and said, ' How can 

you laugh so when Mamma har bad such n, 

fall, and her ankle is in such pain? Don 't 

you know that people are sometimes killed by 

a fall down-stairs ? ' You should have seen 

the change, ma'c1m, that came over the chiltl 

in a minute. S~e burst out crying and 

sobbing, I could not quiet her for ever so long." 

"vVby did you not send for me?" I ex·

claimed. 
"Oh, ma'am, you must be saved the stairs 

now, if your ankle is ever to get well. Miss 

Zaida knew that you vvould come up at ten, 

and she determined not to go to sleep till she 

lrn,cl seen for herself that her mamrna was not 

so ill, that she was not likely to die. So she 

heaped up the pillows with her own hands, 

and would scarcely lay down her head; but 

the poor little clear, as one might expect, could 

not keep her eyes open." 

Softly and tenderly I removed the upper 

pillows, and the dear little curly head was 

laid down in an easy poHition; neither thl-' 

moving nor the fond kiss which followed, 
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awoke my Za,ida. I then went to my own 
apartment, leaving ajR.r the door which divided 
it from the nursery. Mary went to bed, and 
all in the room was soon bushed in the deep
est repose and silence. 

I did n_ot soon retire to rest. I was in a 
good deal of pain, and knew thRit I should not 
sleep. I wrote to my husband, and to my 
mother, then took up a book and read for 
about an hour. Then a little sound of rnove-
1~ent in the nursery made me turn my bead. 
I could see Zaida's cot without changing my 
_position, for I was sitting near the open door, 
but my child could not see me. I observed 
her partly rise up, and kneel in her cot, putting 
lier little hands together, and then, with what 
feelings I cannot describe, beard her utter the 
following artless prayer:-" Pray God make 
dear Mamma better, for she has such a sore 
foot. For Jesus Christ's SH.ke. Amen." 
After saying this, Zaida laid down her curly 
liead on her pillow, but almost immediately 
rising again, repeated her little prayer. Then, 
11,1,ving offered her petition, the child fell again 
in to peacefol sleep. 

Ob, if our blessed Lord welcome(l the 
(137) 
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pra1ses of children, how sweet before His 

Presence will rise the infant's prayer! o 

formal utteran e of words half understood, 

learned as a task, and repeated by rote. That 

little one's prayer for her mother will rise 

above the stars, will be beard through the 

chorus of angels; and if the petitions of God's 

people be offered as incense before the eterna.l 

Throne, will not hers be as the fragrance of 

a little violet upwards borne from the earth? 

:My Zaida ! my treasure l it is such a joy to 

my soul to think that you already know 

where to look for help. You will need it, 

my child ! I often fear that you have a 

harder struggle before you than otbers, for of 

all my little flock you have the strongest 

passions, the most unbroken will ! But if you 

pray, pray in faith as you did last night, my 

darling, God will give you his grace, and make 

you more tl:ian conqueror at la:-;t ! 

Zaida ran up to me this morning before I 

had risen. "Are you better, Mamma? '' she 

asked. " I think you will, soon be better, for 

I've prayed many times." 
Late1·, 

How inconsistent is human nature l Za,ida 
(1:57) .2 
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gaYe me much trouble at lessons to-day. I 
have often regretted that I began teaching 
her when she was but three, for what she has 
gained in ten or eleven months is not worth 
the trial to her temper and my patience 
that I too often find the little lessons to be. 
Ashley 2 '1d Phemie were such very good 
pupils, and found the hour of study so pleas
.-1,nt, that I forgot that what suits one child 
will often not do for another. 

What judgment is required by a parent! 
Warned by experience; I shall not attempt to 
teach my little \Villie till I have reason to 
think that he is ready to be taught. 

Ashley is all affection and tenderness. He 
offered me the support of his weak little arm 
to help me downstairs in the morning. He 
ran to beat up the cushions on the sofa, and 
brought me my Bible, all in liis quiet, loving 
wa,y. Phemie was so busy preparing lessons 
for me, that she forgot to make a·n3-T inquiries 
after my hurt. I ought to be glad that she 
is so steady and industrious, and yet,-well, I 

. cannot expect all my children to be just alike, 
perhaps dear Phemie feels more than she 
shows. I only lay up this lesson in 'my own 
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heart,-our heavenly Father will not accept 
activity in His service as a substitute for love. 

May 3, Wednesday. 

I had a curious little conversation this 
morning with my hoy. I will note it down 
as closely as I can rn the worus t1rn,t were 
nttered. 

Ashley. Marnma, I saw such a, beauty 
butterfly to-day, such a splendid butterfly; it 
was like a flower flying about. I thought of 
th e pretty verse you taught me,-

" Thou hast burst from thy prison, 
Bright cbild of the air; 

Like a spirit new-risen 
From its mallsion of care." 

Tlie cliild'::, face . beamed as he repeated t11e 
lines. 

I. Do you remember what I told you, my 
boy, about tlie butterfly as being a type? (I 
had explained this to bim before. Ashley 
readily understands allegory, it suits the irna,-
ginative turn of his mind.) 

Ashley (gravely). Yes, Marnnrn. The 
crawling cn.terpilhu tha.t can't get up frcm 
the earth is like what we are now, and the 
bright butterfly that flutters about,-be move.d 
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l1is fingers to express the quivering of wrngs, 

-is like what we shall be in heaven. l\'1amma, 

I want to ask you one thiug. Some cater

pillars are very pretty, some are very ugly to 

look a,t. Does the most beautiful butterfly 

come from the most beautiful caterpillar? 

I. By no means, Ashley; from a very un

sightly grub a lovely winged creature may 

spring, while a prettily tinted caterpillar may 

turn to a sober coloured moth. 

Ashley (loolcing at rf/,e in his peculiarly 

eet,rnest way). Then, Mamma, I daresay ·it will 

be so with people. The m<~st beautiful lady 

mayn't be the loveliest angel. Perhaps that 

very ugly old woman we see in church, with 

the dreadful bad f;yes, and her face all covered 

with wrinkles-I don't like to look at her, 

Mamma-perhaps she'll flash out a glorious 

angel, with wings all shining with colours, 

and fly about, and up, up like an eagle ! 

I. I am inclined to think that the beauty 

of the saints hereafter will be in proportion to 

the beauty of their characters here. That 

should make us feel, my Ashley, that the only 

loveliness really to, be prized is that beauty of 

holiness of which we read in the Psalms. 
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Ashley. Phemie ought to think about that, 

then she wouldn' t look so much in the glass, 
and care so much about her hair. 

I. We must not be too sbarp in finding 
out the fa,ults of others, my boy, but keep u 
good look out for our own. 

Ashley. What are my faults, Mamrna 1 

The artless question took me by surprise. 
I could not answer it at the moment, for it 
seems to me that Ashley is more free fron1 
faults than any other child of his age that I 
know. Perhaps this is because parental fond
ness blinds me. I soon, however, made .reply. 
"I would rather that you should find them 
out for yourself. Do you search well for the 
little weeds in the garden of your heart.,, 

Ashley. Bnt when I've found them, you'll 
help me to pull them up,-won't you, Mamma? 

I. We will both ask God to help us, my 
child. 

lrfay 4, 17iursday. 

I was much pleased to-day with Zaida's 
n.nswer to a visitor who was questioning her 
a.bout · her dea,r father's return. The lady 

asked Zaida what she bad begged her papa to 
briHg her from all the places which he is visit-



2.2 ZAIDA.
1
S NURSERY NOTE-BOUR. 

ing. My child was silent at so unexpected a 

question, but wlrnn tbe lady c.:ontinued, "what 

will he bring you from Paris ? " answered, " a 

kiss."-·" And what will he bring you frolll 

Dover?" 1' His kindest love," said Zaida. 

I was both am used and gratified by the 

naive replies,-they have since given me much 

food for thought. I cannot but feel tbat 

parents often make a mistake in coming back 

after a short absence laden with gifts for their 

children. I would rather take any other time 

for giving presents to mine. I have known 
, 

children so eager to see what a parent had 

brought, that they scarcely could spare time 

to return the kiss, or offer tbe welcome. 

Surely this is tainting love with sel.fislrnese, ' 

or rather it is making coyetousness take the 

place of affection. It is not the gift, but the 

presence of the giver, that should be . most 

welcomed and prized. 

How ·my own words condemn me l fa it 

thus witb my own soul in regard to a 

heavenly Pa,rent 1 Can I adopt as my own 

the sentiment expressed in these beautiful lines? 

"Give what Thou canst-without Thee we are poor, 
And with Thee rich--take what Thou wilt away." · 
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How often do His precious gifts make us for

get the di vine Giver ! Let me, as a happy 

wife and mother, be especially on my guard 

against this insidious sin ! 

May 5, Friday. 

I think that I have discovered one of my 

Ashley's "little weeds," and I must take care 

that I do not water it by injudicious praise. 

My boy is a _ little vain. He is too fond of 

talking. I have let him see too clearly how 

much his remarks amuse me. Yesterday the 

friend whose visit I mentioned, took my three 

elder children a, drive in her carriage; this is 

to them a pleasant variety, as we keep no con

veyance of our own. Ashley came and chatted 

with me after his return. " The two old 

ladies sat fronting the horses, and we three 

little ones sat with our backs to the horses, so 

they, the ladies I mean, were_ always looking 

forward, and we were al ways looking back

ward," said my boy. , "Now, Mamma, I think 

we ought to have sat quite different. Old 

people ought to look backward, and young 

people ought to look forward; don't you think 

r:;o, JYiamma?" 

I thought the remark a shrewd one for a 
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child only seven years of age, and Ashley reacl 
amusement on my face. He evidently himself 
considered, the observation clever, for I heard 
him repeating it to his nurse, who, not under
standing the allusion to memory and hope, 
replied in a matter-of-fact tone, '' It would be 
quite improper, Master Ashley, for the children 
to have the best seat." Ashley gave a smile 
of superiority, and afterwards observed to me, 
"Mary can't understand anything but in such 

I 

a plain, common way. But then she's only a 

nurse; one can't expect her to be clevei·." 
Yes, there is certainly a little vanity in my 

boy. This is a fault which it is difficult to 
bring the force of conscience to bear upon ut 
all, for it. seems rather in the mind than in 
the heart, and leaves no palpable stain of sin. 
One cannot reprove a child for loving a parent's 
praise, or seeking to provoke a parent's smile. 
And yet vanity, if suffered t.o spread, is like a 

mildew, dimming the lustre of the brightest 
character, and tainting the Yery spring of our 
actions. The desire of approbation, in itself 
innocent, may draw us dowri into the con
demnation of th9se who lm;ed the praise of 
'men more than the p1 aise of Goel. I will 
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wateh Ashley's clrnracter more closely, and let 

him be more with me alone, when the little 

ones lrnse gone to bed. 

I know tba.t Phemie i~ vain. I suspect, 

that this is the result of the injudicious notice 

which she receives from strangers. Every one 

who sees her admires her beauty, and some 

are so inconsiderate as to express admiration 

aloud, unconscious of the harm which they do 

to tbe poor little listener. Phemie is a great 

favourite with my friends; her gentle pretty 

manners and attractive looks make her always 

welcome. It is not thus with my poor red

baired Zaida,. I often wonder at tbe little 

notice which she attracts; but she is shy, and 

no_ stranger sees her to advantage. If my 

visitors could watch her playing with baby, 

rosy with health, and dimpling with smiles, 

all animation, all fun-ah ! well, perhaps after 

all they would not behold my little darling 

with the admiring eyes of her mother! 

Later. 

My baby, my winsome \Villie, has performed 

a great feat to-day,-for the first time he has 

run quite alone ! This is an event in the 

family; Zaida tells every one whom she meets 
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that baby has run five steps from the chair to 
mamma on the sofa. With what fond delight 
a mother watches those first feeble tottering 
~teps, as the little one, holding out his tiny 
hands to balance· himself, looking eager, but 
frightened, quits the support of the chair, runs· 
towards her, and is clasped to her heart of 
hearts, and half smothered with welcoming 
k . t 1sses . 

Oh, what can equal a mother's love for her 
babe, its very helplessness and weakness make 
it so inexpressibly dear! What can equal
did I say? How sweetly to my memory 
comes that verse of Scripture, the very breath
ing of the Spirit of Him who Himself is Lo~e ! 
Gan a woman forget her suclcing child ? .... 
31ea, they may fo1·get, yet will I not forget 
thee. I ne~er fully understood the beauty of 
that verse until I myself was a mother'. 

Those weak, tottering steps of a babe, what 
a type they ar"e of a Christian's first attempts 
to walk in_ the narrow path, when be is yet 
but a babe in Christ! If Le stumble-the 
world mocks; but it is not so with the parent. 
I remember once seeing a stunted old man, 
who had nev~r through his life possessed the 
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free use of his limbs, laughing at an iufaut 

who stumbled in attempting to run a few 

paces to her father. That seemed to me a 

type of a Pharisee, coldly, mockingly regarding 

the failings of one who, however imperfect hi8 

efforts might be, was at least striving to rea ch 

a worthy mark, and who was likely in time 

to acquire a strength and stature to which the 

sneering spectator never would attain. 

Are not many of us but as babes in religion? 

I dare not count myself more. I would that 

I were certain that I possessed the three dis

tinguishing marks of a babe in Christ,-living 

_ __:_loving-growing. Of growth in grace, 

growth in knowledge, we think far, far too 

little. We- are so w·illing to rest satisfied . 

with our poor measure of faith and obeclience, 

anu to forget that the Christian must go from 

strength to strength, from grace to grace, till 

he reach unto a perfect man, unto the measure 

of the stature of the fulness of Christ. The 

weakness, the smallness which I. now without 

concern behold in my babe, would alarm me 

in one who was twice his age, would terrify 

me in a child who had reached the years of 

Ashley. God preserve our souls from being · 
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tlins stun Led and. dwarfed! ,;1,· here there is 
spiritual health, there must be spiritual 
gro\vtb. 

.May 6, SatU?·day. 

Such joyful news to-day's post has brought! 
Vlilliam will return home on Monday. I 
could. not refrain from starting up from my 
sofa to call to my children, wbom I beard on 
the stairs, to come in a.nd "hear Papa's letter." 
In they thronged, foll of eager expectation; 
eYen the blue-eyed babe in Mary's arms looked 
as if he knew that something joyful was at 
hand. When I told tbe children that they 
would see their father again in two days, how 
Zaida screamed with delight, "Papa's coming:'' 
and jumped, and skipped, ancl .clapped her 
hands, till baby· caught the infection of her 
joy, clapped his soft dimpled fingers and called 
oat, "Pa pct," as if he could n nderstand her. 
Phernie was full of the preparations which she 
would make, saying that she must finish hem
ming papa's handkercbiefa, and put flowers in 
the vase in bis study, and fasten up a painted 
scro1l with "welcome" over the door. Ashley 
seemed the least excited by the news, and 
when little Zaida eagerly a8ke.d him, "Ashy, 
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ain't you glad Papa's corn in'?" bis '' yes, of 

course," was uttered in a tone much colder than 

that of his sister. This is rather a damp on 

my pleasure. I have been trying to think 

why Ashley should be less delighted than the 

rest of the fa,mily at the thought of his father's 

coming back. 

After some reflection I fancy that I have 

discovered two possible causes for this. Ashley 

thinks that he will no longer have his quiet 

eYenings with me, when I give him my ex

clusive attention. And then, though William 

is all goodness and kindness, be is not quite so 

gentle in bis manner towards Ashley as towards 

tlie two little girls. I believe that he con

siders Ashley scarcely manly enough for a 

boy, and on principle, and doubtless in wisdom, 

sometimes speaks to him rather sternly. 

William remembers, what I am too apt to 

forget, that one who is to be exposed to the 

roughnesses and temptations of sch0ol-life, and 

then life in the world, must have in him steel 

as well aR gold; and not be tenderly touched, 

and carefully shut up like porcelain in a 

~a bi net. ' I fear that it would be an evil thing 

for Ashley had he no training but mine. But 
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in tb e meantime I grieve to see that there is 
.1,s much of fear as of love in his feelings 
towards his father. I believe that my son 
would scarcely regret it were. something to 
delay William's return . There must certainly 
be something wrong hE;re. How shall I meet 
the evil 1 I will make my belo-vecl husband 
my firBt theme during my evening conversa
tion with Ashley; I will tell of his generons 
deeds, his noble spirit; I will hold him up as 
an example. I will try to make · Ashley as 

proud of his father as I am of my husband. 
I wish our firstborn to yearn and long, like 
myself, for his parent's return. 

How tl1e joyful expectation before me 
raises my thoughts to meditation on that most 
great and glorious subject-the earnest looking 
forward of the Church for the return of ber 
absent Lord! To malce ready, and be ready 
for that coming, this should be the Christian's 
first object in life. We should ask our hearts, 
·" Wl1a.t would my feelings be did I know that 
the Master this night would be here \" · Ala~! 
with many, even of the faithful, would there 
not be much of fear mingled with their joy? 
Lord, fill my soul with earnest desire for Thy 



ZAIDA'S NURSERY NOTE-BOOK. 31 

Llessed advent, that my last thought before 

sinking each night into rest may be, ~'Even so 
come, Lord Jesus l " 

1'-line o'clock. 

I talked so long this evening to my boy, 
telling him various anecdotes of his father, (of 
that theme I never arn weary,) tliat I quite 

over-passed the usual hour for Ashley's gojng 
to bed. He seemed more than usually un
willing to leave me. Twice, after bidding me 
goodnight, he lingered sti.11 by my si<le, then, 
when he went to the door and opened j t, 

Ashley paused with his grasp ori tl1 e bandle_. 
instead of quitting tlie room. 

"Wby do you not go upstairs, Ashley?" 
said I. · 

He looked irresolute and unea1;y, glanced 
at me, then at the sta.ircase, then murmured 

in a low tone something about its being "so 
dark." 

'· There is a light at the top, you have only 
to hold the brmnist.er, and you cannot miBs 

your way," I observed. As ARhley did not 
move, a suspicion dawned on my mind that 
he was afraid of the gloom. 

"Come here, my child,'' I sa.id, and Asliley 
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was m a moment beside me. "Are you 
afraid to .go up alone in the dark?"' 

I saw his cheek flush with shame, and his 
hand intuitively squeezed the crn,hion of my 
sofa as he answered," I cannot he]p it, Mamma." 

" What are you c1fraid of, my boy?" I own 
that I was glad that vVilliam was not present 
at that moment. 

"Robbers," answered tlie nervous child in 
a, soorcely audible tone. 

"And do you think it like]y that robbers 
could get in, when you know how careful 
Eliza is in shutting up the house at night, and 
that we have a dog in the _yard'? And do 
you think it like~y that I would Rend you up 
all alone if I believed that there was any sort 
of danger?" here was an appeal to' bis reason. 

Poor little Ashley shook bis head. "I 
know that it's foolish to be so afraid. " 

"Then," sai.d I gaily, "if you know tha.t 
it's fooli.sL, would it not be wise to fight 
against such unreasonable fear?" 

Ashley did not reply, and I felt that I must 
deal tenderly and cautiously with the sensitive 
child, for when I la.id my hand upon his, I 
found it tremulous ancl cold . 

• 
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"Would you wish me to go up with you, 
Ashley?" 

" Oh, no, it would pain your poor foot." 
"Mary cannot leave the little ones; shall 

we ring the bell, and call up Eliza from tbe 
kitchen, to guard papa's eldest son on his 
journey from the parlour up to the bedroom 1" 

"No, Mamma, I should be so ashamed." 
" Then suppose that you screw up your 

courage, and venture up by yourse1£ It will 
be a little effort, my boy, I know; but chil
dren must make little efforts to prepare them 
to make great ones when they are men. 
Your courage will often be tried; you could 
not bear tbat your brave father should ever 
blush for his son ? " 

"Mamma, I 'll go," sighed Ashley. 
"And remember, mine own," I continued, 

drawing him closer to the sofa, "God's ser
vant shall always be able ~o say, I fear no 
evil, because he can add, /01· Thou art with 
nus. Would you be afraid to go up those 
dark stairs if your father were at your side?" 

"Not a bit ; my ·father could conquer any 
robbers," said Ashley. 

"And have you no comfort in the thought 
(137) 3 
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of the presence of a heavenly Father, who 1s 

. al_l power and love, to w horn the darkness is 
as the light, and who says, I will never leave 
thee nor forsa.tke ?'' 

My boy raised his dark hazel eyes to mine. 
I never saw a more beautiful expression in 
them than that which lighted them up at that 
moment; he never looked more like his father. 
Ashley said nothing, however, save "good
night, dear Mamma," but gave me· one kiss so 
fervent that it seemed to leave its impress 
behind, and hurried out of the room. I heard 
his little feet rapidly ascending the stair, and 
felt a relief somewhat like his own, when the 
door of his room cloRed behind him. 

I grieve to think of the- pain which this 
nervous, imaginative temperament will cause 
my darling boy. I have been allowing him 
to read too exciting stories of la.t..e; to him 
:fictions become as realities, and. scenes of terror 
be acts over again in his mind. I fervently 
pray for wisdom to deal with him wisely as 
well as kindly.. How unfit is a nature like 
his to battle with a hard, rough world ?_ 

May 7, Sunday. 

I cannot go to church to-day, perhaps not 
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for seYera1 Sundays. The sweet bells are 
· ringing their summons in vajn for me. :Mary 

will take my two eldest children to th e after
noon service, while I take charge of my baby 
and Zaida. The latter has often begged to 

· to allowed to go to church, but I mu8t not let 
her do so this year; she is too young and 
1·estless. 

I always try to make Sunday a happy day 
to my children, and therefore devote a larger 
portion of my time to tbem then than upon 
any week day. Thay have also their peculiar 
Sunday amusements. Zaida's large ark, and 
dissected picture of the story of Joseph, are 
carefully put by during the week, to be pro
duced only on Sundays. She delights in 
these; but a still greater pleasure to my child 
is to be allowed to join her brother a1)d sister 
when I show them Scripture prints, or read to 
them stories from the BiLle. We have hymn
singing, and text repeating, and are very 
happy together. One occupation of which my 
children are particularly fond is that of each 
of the little circle selecting in turn some 
quality of character, and all finding examples 
from ~ible history of persons displaying that 
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quality. This often affords openings for con
versation both instructive and interesting. I 
am struck by the quickness with which Zaida 
understands and . enters into this Sunday 
amusement. I purposely selected to-day the 
quality of courage to be illustrated by scrip
tural examples. Samson and . Daniel were 
instantly cited by my elder children, and 
Zaida exclaimed, clenching her little hand, 
"And David, was not he bold, for he went and 
fought the big giant : " 

"Was David never afraid?" I inquired. 
"He was afra.id, when he was so sure 

that Saul would kill him at last, and went 
where he shouldn't have gone," said Phemie, 
who has a very retentive memory. 

"And I think,'' observed Ashley slowly, 
that somewhere in the Psalms King David 
says-fea,rfv✓lness and trembling are come 
upon me. " 

"Then .David was sometimes afraid," I 
observed. "Why should he have been so 
much bolder at one time than another?" I 
find that I best a,rrest the attention of my 
little ones, by frequently asking them ques
tions. 
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The children looked puzzle<l at first, then 
Ashley answered, "Perhaps David thought 
more of the danger at one time, and at an
other time more of God." 

'' Yes, David's faith was strouger at one 
time than another, and with his faith grew 
his courage. How firm was that faith when 
he could cry, The Lord is my light and my 
salvation, whom shall I fear? The Lord is 
the strength of my life, of whom shall I be 
af1'aid?" 

"That is a beautiful verse, I should like to 
learn it," said Ashley. 

I saw that the interest of my little girls 
was beginning to flag, so said-turning 
suddenly towards them, "Do we hear of any 
one else in the Bible who was sometimes very 
brave, and sometimes very fearful?'' 

P.hemie replied, " St. Peter." 
"is fear a sinful thing, mamma ? " asked 

Ashley. 
"Yes, very, very bad," cried Zaida, with

out waiting for my reply; "don't you know 
it made Peter say what was so very untrue." 

Ashley's eyes were still asking for my 
answer. 
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" I do not tliink that it is sinful to feel 

fear, but I think that it is sinful to give way 

to fear, because it shows want of faith; it pre

vents us from glorifying God, it often leads us 

to do what is wrong." 
"Do you suppose that Daniel felt afraid 

when he was going to be put into the den of 

lions ?" asked Pbemie. 

"I'm sure I should have been," said my 

talka,tive little Zaida, drawing up her shoulders 

with a very expressive look; " most of all if 

the lions roared." 
'-

"I daresay that Daniel did feel some fear," 

I replied; " I do not think that it was in 

human nature not to feel it. But doubtless 

Daniel ·prayed to be delivered from the fear of 

death, and enabled to glorify God. And 

strength was given to him , according to the 

promise, As thy day thy strength shall be." 

This little conversation ·evidently interested 

my Ashley. I am certain that he will turn 

it over in his thoughtful, inquiring mind. I 

believe that it is better to try to draw him to 

combat his natural infirmity by prayer and 

faith, than by stirring up his natural pride, as 

I felt at first disposed to do. I do not think 



ZAIDA.'S NURSERY NOTE-BOOK. 39 

that he is a boy to be laughed out of timidity, 
though he might be induced to . hide his in
firmity, and so suffer from it in silence. 

Sunday N ight. 

Ashley wbispered to me as he bade me 
good night, " Mamma, I'm going to pray bard 
to be made brave like Papa. I've been 
thinking of the verse, The righteous is bolcl as 
a lion." 

May 8, Monday. 

The longed-for day has arrived, but my 

dear husband will not be here till the evening. 
I am sorry that the weather has changed, it 
has become very dull and damp. My foot is 
more painful than usual, and I especially · 
regret my lameness to-day, when I should 
wish to have everything in such perfect order 
for William. Mondaywas my usual visiting day 
in the district, when I changed my books and 
tracts; I have no one whom I can employ to do 
this for me now. One of my poor friends, Mrs. 
Wills, is very ill, and I am sure that she 
misses my visits; it frets me that I cannot go 
and see her. My sister (from w horn a Jetter 
came this morning), not having heard of my 

sprain, begs me to go as soon as possible to 
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visit the country workhouse, where she places 
a, most inter_esting case in my hands, and I 
must not so much as cross the threshold! I 
feel sadly restless and impatient; there is so 
much for me to do, j_ust when I a.m not able 
to do it! It is so trying to be kept thus from 
working a little for my Lord ! 

The children ·are just coming in for lessons. 
Late1·. 

Since lesson-time the two elder children 
have gone out. I have kept in Zaida, as she 
has a cold, and. the day is ungenial and dctmp. 
:M:y little girl is disappointed and impatient. 

Zcd,da. Mamma, I want to go out. 
I. I think that you are better indoors • · 

to-day. 
Zaida (coming close up to the sofa). But, 

1\tiamma, I mit,St go out; I must go and 
help Ashy and Phemie to get ever so many 
primroses and vi'lets to make a big WELCOME 
for Papa. 

I. I am glad that you like to work for 
your Father, my darling; but the weather is 
too damp for you to-day. 

Zaida (runn·ing ilp to the window). It i1, 
not raining, it is not raining one bit ! The 
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others are running about quite happy, why 

mayn't I go out 1 

I. I have told you already; and if I had 

not told you, you might have been sure that 

Mamma never deprives you of any pleasure 

without a good reason for so doing. 

Zaida is still looking out of the window, so 

that I cn,nnot see her face; but I observe that 

she is moving· her shoulders restlessly, and 

almost stamping her little foot. 

I was interrupted just now in my writing, 

by the gathering storm corning to a crisis. 

Za,ida suddenly burst out into loud crying, and 

flung herself down on the carpet in a passion. 

I. Zaida, Zaida, is this wise, is this right 1 

Zaida, (between her sobs). I wa,nt to get 

flowers for Papa! 
I (as soon as I could obtain a hearing). 

Do you not think that a quiet, cheerful, sub

missive temper would please your father more 

than if you could fill your little arms with all 

the finest flo·wers in the ,vorld ? 

I feel self-convicted as I note down this 

little incident. How mucq has my own con

duct resembled that of my impatient little girJ. 

It is so much easier to do than to wait, to Le 
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active in service than to keep " a quiet, cheer
ful, submissive temper." I need my own 
rebuke to Zaida. Is it ever without a "good 
reason" tha.t our all-wise Parent suffers our 
way to be hedged up with difficulties when 
we desire to do work for Him ? 

Zaida has soon recovered her temper th is 
time, as I have set her to make paper matches 
for Papa's study, Fdnce she cannot go out for 
the flowers. She is sitting quite happily on 
a footstool near my sofa, humming to herself a 
sweet little song, and every now and then 
stopping to hold up for my admiration some 
match a little less clumsy than the rest. 
William will prize them all, I know, as the 
work of those dear little fingers. 

Evening. 
Mv dear husband has arrived safely, thank 

God! 

.May 9, Tuesday. 
We had a pleasant scene this morning. I 

smile to think of what I wrote in rny note
book on Thursday, on the subject of bringing 
borne gifts. "\Villiam's practice was doubtless 
much preferred by the children to my theory, 
when he opened his portmanteau to-day after 
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breakfast. I sat a ~uch amused spectator of 

the delight of the little ones, as parcel after 

parcel was drawn forth, watching ~i\.sbley and 

Phemie's re.strained eagerness, and Zaida's free 

outbursts of joy, as she skipped and danced 

about the room with her pretty French work

box in her bands, and then ran back to climb 

up her father's ohair, and kiss and thank him 

again and again. 

I have had a deeper kind of interest in 

watching tbe subsequent conduct of the chil

dren in regard to their presents ; it has been 

characteristio of all. Ashley has been very 

willing that his sisters should see his pictures; 

he has asked me to explain their subjects, and 

translate their French names, which he has 

begun neatly writing on the margins. Zaida, 

a generous-hearted little Cl'eature, insists on 

every one using the fittings of her work-box, 

and cannot rest till I have promised to use 

her bodkin the very first time that I want 

one. She has even let dear baby tumble over 

all the contents of her box, and when I re

monstrated, exclaimed, "Oh ! let him-it 

makes him so happy ! '' I wish that I saw 

~he same readiness to think of others in my 
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Phemie. Zaida came up to me some minutes 
ago, with her little face flushed with anger. 

"Mamma, won't you spea,k to Phemie; 
won't you tell her to let me and Asby 
hear the pretty tune which her little box 
1 '2" pays. 

I. Pbemie, my love, let your brother and 
si8ter enjoy your musical box. 

Phemie. I don't want them to touch it, 
Mamma, I'm sure they'd put it all wrong. 

I. Set it then going yourself, and all can 
enjoy the music. 

Themie (lceeping her hands over the box). 
I thought tha,t Papa gave it to me for my 
very own. 

I. It will surely double your pleasure in it 
to share that pleasure with others. Phemie 
does not loolc as -if she thought so. What do 
you mean to do with your box ? 

Phemie. I will shut it up tight rn my 
drawer, and now and then it shall play me a 
tune. 

I catch the sound of Zaida's voice m'}J,tter
ing, " Isn't she a miser ! " Phemie has heard 
the words too, and looks less inclined than 
eyer to be a public benefactor. She does not, 
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·however, lose her temper; she very rarely shows 

anger. 
I. Will you not let rne bear the music? 

.Phemie. Oh, yes, Mamma, you-when the 

rest are away. 

Zaida. Phemie, you're dreadful selfish ! 

Phemi-e. I don't see why I mayn't do what 

I like with my own. Papa gave the box to 

me, the others had presents too. If every one 

hears the tunes, I sha,ll have nothing to my

self. I don't choose to make the box so 

common. I -like to have what nobody else 

can have. I've a right to · keep my own 

present. 
I feel that the assertion cannot be disputed 

on the point of justice on which my little girl 

takes her stand. It is worse than useless to 

argue now, for she will grow more determined, 

while the other children grow angry. I have 

therefore changed the topic of conversation, 

bringing forward the engravings brought by 

my husband from Paris for mysel£ The 

children are looking over them now. 

This trait in Phemie's character gives me 

uneasiness, and quite accounts for the fact 

that she is no favourite in the nursery, though 
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almost faultless in the schoolroom. She leaves 
the impression of her amiability on the mind 
of every visitor, and I have seldom-her 
father never-occasion to give her a word of 
reproof. Had Pbemie been an only child, 
she might have appeared almost perfection. 
A.nd yet, how it gTieves my heart to write it, 
there seems a natural disposition in her to 
concentrate all in self! Selfishness is like the 
whirlpool which draws everything to the 
~entre, and therefore clownwarcls ! Bett.er 
the rude toss of the billows, the roughness 
lashed up by the gale. I feel anxious about 
my Phemie, my most fair and most gentle 
child. 

But why should I be thus anxious, instead 
of casting all my cares upon Him who is able 
to help me ? Selfishness is a part of our 
fallen nature, inherent in all-though far 
more conspicuous in one individual than an
other. Kindness, love, self-devotion, as surely 
belong to a nature renewed. My child is as 
yet like a little tree before the warm breath 
of heaven has passed over it, while yet winter 
lingers around. When she feels the warm 
rays of the Sun of Righteousness, love will rise 
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in her heart like the living sap in the tree, 

and its mysterious power be shown in acts of 
·generosity and goodness, more lovely far to 

look on than the rich spring verdure which 

now is robing nature, more delightful to the 
soul than yonder exquisite apple-blossoms are 

to the eye. Ob, for more grace,-more grace 
upon us and on our children! I will not covet 

for them wealth, or honours, or beauty, my 
Goel! Thou knowest what is my fondest, 
first desire:-

" More of Thy presence, Lord, impart, 
More of Thine image let them bear ; 

Imprint Thyself within each heart, 
And reign without a rival there.' 

Amen, amen, from the depths of my soul! 

JJ1ay 10, }Vednesdap. 

I have been reflecting much on the mea,ns 
of drawing out my Phemie's better ·and kinder 

feelings, and I have consulted with her clear 

father upon the subject. On his judgment I 
al ways can lean. He bas suggested my allow
ing Phemie to visit one or two of my most 
respectable poor. "Few things," he observes, 

"more tends to open the heart than intercourse 

with our afflicted fellow-creatures." I have con-
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sequently made aITangements for Mary to take 
Phemie this morning to poor dear Mrs. Wills, 
with a basket of little delicacies. Phemie will 
hear nothing in that humble home unfit for the 
ears of a child, nor is there danger of infection. 
The n·urse will not be long absent, and I shall 
easily take care of Baby and the other children 
while she is away. William has already re
commenced work, goes up by train to London 
each morning, and never returns till the 
evenmg. 

Late1·. 

Phemie has just started with :Mary, much 
pleased at being allowed to represent her 
mamma. Baby is sleeping sweetly beside 
me; Zaida. has brought her sampler, and 
Ashley his spelling-book ..... I was inter
rupted in my writing by receiving a welcome 
note from dear Emily Martin, the friend and 
companion of my childh'ood. She tells me 
that she arrived yei,terday at Vine Lodge, at 
the other side of our village, where .Jhe is 
likely to remain for a year. She is going to 
::;end her son, my godchild, to see me this 
morning, and to come herself _rather later, as 
she has an engagement which detains her till 
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twelve. This is a delightful surprise, for I 
had not heard before of Emily's movcmen~s, 
and have not seen her for more than five years. 
Her Rowley will be a nice companion for my 
chi1dren, be is just one year older than Ashley. 
When I saw him last he was one of the very 
loveliest children that I had ever bebeld. I 
will stop lessons now, and give my pupils tbe 
good news that a young friend is coming to 
see them. 

Later. 

Emily has just left me, dear Emily, kind, 
gentle, tender as ever. But her visit lias left a 
weight on my heart. I will write down the 
circumstances connected with it, as I chance to 

ba ve a half-hour to spare. Rowley is still a 
beautiful boy; so bright, so winsome-no 
painter could see him without wishing to take 
his likeness. I could not help thinking what a 
beautiful contrast he and my Ashley made,
the one with his soft dark eyes, the other 
with bis sparkling blue· ones. The children 
were delighted at, meeting each ot,ber, and 
were at once quite at ease together. My 
vVillie woke, and was rather fretful, and I had 
some arrangements to make with Eliza, so I 

(137) 4 
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let the young people amuse themselves as they 
pleased in a corner of the room. The sound 
of their merry laughter sufficiently assured me 
that they were quite happy without any effort 
on my part to entertain them. It was some 
time before I gave any fuTther attention to 
what was going on, and then, Eliza having 
left me, and my darling babe being quiet, I 
was able to listeu to the conversation going 
on between the three children. Conversation 
did I call it? That is not the right word 
where almost all the speaking devolves upon 
one, and the stream of lively narrative flowed 
almost without intermission from Rowley, 
scarcely interrupted by exclamations of wonder, 
or merry laughs from his little audience. I 
listened with a feeling of surprise and amuse
ment, certainly not unmingled with pain, to a 
story of improbable adventures and impossible 
feats, related by the boy with lively gestures 
c1,nd graphic effect, he himself being the hero 
of his story. Zaida was enchanted, innocently 
beiieving every syllable that she heard. Ashley 
was much entertained, but I could see that he 
had his doubts as to the perfect credibility of 
some of the strnngest tales. In a. pause, when 
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the little story-teller stopped at length to take 

breath, I called Rowley to my sofa, took his 

band, and said kindly, but rather gravely, 

"All this may be very amusing, my friend; 

but you do not wish your companions really 

to suppose that you leapt over a sand-ca.rt on 

your pony, caught a fox with your hands, or 

cut off his brush and wore it in the presence 

of fifty lords and dukes?" 

"Oh, but I did-I did wear a brush ! and 

I daresay there were lots of lords there," said 

the little fellow with a saucy laugh that 

betrayed no consciousness that there was any

tbing to be ashamed of in wbat, to use the 

1.nildest term, must have been the grossest 

exaggeration. 
At this moment Mrs. Martin was announced, 

and in the joy of welcoming my long-absent 

friend, everything else was forgotten for a 

time. Almost before the first greetings were 

over, Ma,ry returned with Phemie. My little 

dn,ughter came in rather eagerly to give me 

an account of her visit,but.immediately changed 

her manner on seeing a guest, and behaved

as she always does-with modesty and polite

_ness. As I wished a little quiet conversation 
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with my friend, and my sprain confined me 
to the sofa, I sent out all the children with 
Ma.ry. 

Emily ,vas most affectionate, and delighted, 
Eke myself, to talk over old times, when we 
bad been girls together. She very soon, how
ever, turned the conversation to the subject of 
her only son, of w horn she is passionately fond, 
and whom she seems to regard as perfection. 
How warmly I can sympathize with this 
tender maternal love ! I felt a little em
barrassed, however, on the present occasion, 
weighing in rny mind whether it might not 
be my duty as a, friend n.nd as a godmother 
to say what might possibly give some offence. 

Emily was evidently surprised that I did 
not more cordin.lly echo the praises of Rowley, 
n.nd expatiated on his extreme cleverness, and 
recounted anecdotes of hi s wit. "I assure 
you," she said rather proudly, "thn.t my guests 
need nothing else to amuse them when Rowley 
is present; I have known him keep a whole 
company in a roar of laughter." 

'' Is it good for your child to be the ohject 
of so much attention from strn.ngers 1 " I 
rather timidly s11ggested. " Is there no 
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danger of much praise fostering vanity, and 

of irnagination sometimes canying its possessor 

over the boundary of truth ? " 

" \¥ ell, I must own," said Emily smiling, 

"tliat Rowley's fancy often runs away with 

him; he tells such extraordinary stories, nothing 

can be more droll." 

"Is this not a dangerous kind of amuse

ment?" 

"I often tell him to be more careful to 

keep to the truth, but he is so very amusing, 

he· makes me laugh, nnd then I can say nothing 

more. I think sometimes that the dear child 's 

jmagination is so vivid, that he really believes 

liis own stories." 

I looked grave, and Emily saw in my face 

the effect of this confession that her boy was 

actually beginning not to lcnow truth from, 

falsehoocl. 

"He is so very young," she said, apologeti

cally; "when he is older of course he will be 

more careful what he savs." ., 

Alas ! does my dear friend think that 

well-watered weeds have a tendency to grow 

smaller in process of time? 

"He cannot understanJ yet," continued 
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Emily, "that there is any harm in talking a 
little amusing nonsense." 

"My husba11d always tells rne," I observed, 
" that we t-,hould teach our little ones obedience 
and truth as soon as they can speak." 

"M..en are so hard," said Emily, shrugging 
her shoulders. '' I bring up my boy by love. 
I have never punished him in my life; indeed," 
she added with a smile, "I could not give him 
even a frown. I'm sure there's nothing like 
love. I always rule by affection." 

Rule !-Oh, my poor Emily, there is no 
ruling in the question, or the ruler is the child, 
not the parent. This wa.s painfully exempli
fied at the children's dinner, at which we all 
soon assembled. Rowley, being a delicate boy, 
has been forbidden vegetables and pastry by 
a medical adviser. My children looked on in 
surprise while Mrs. Martin_ coaxed and begged, 
and flattered and praised, to prevent her boy 
from taking what she knew would do him 
harm. She called him "good" to make him 
so, when it was obvious, even to Zaida, that 
the boy was self-willed, greedy, and disobedient. 
When Rowley, notwithstanding all remon
strance: had succeeding in having his own 
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way, bis mother only apologised for him, 

assured us that he was "a good boy, his 

mother's comfort and darling," though the 

child showed towards his parent not the 

slightest obedience, or even respect. It was 

a painful exhibition, and I was glad when the 

visit was over. I fear that my poor friend 

by her weak indulgence is sowing a crop of 

fnture sorrow both for herself and her boy. 

" Rowley is very funny, I hope he'll come 

very often," said little Zaida as soon as the 

:Martins had left. "But I think his mamma 

spoils him a great bit; he wouldn't do nothing 

that she bid him. You wouldn't have let 

us go on like that, clear Mamma." 
Evening. 

When I told William, as we sat alone to

gether, of tlie visit of poor little Rowley, and of 

his dangerous habit of invention, my husband 

expres$ed himself with warmth on the subject. 

"Does your friend think that she can im

prove on the Almighty's way of training His 

children, when she talks of 'nothing but love,"' 

he exclaimed. "God, who is Lo'ue, thinks it 

needful to reprove, correct, chastise, not only 

to command obedience, but to enforce it. 
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Has she forgotten the warning conveyed rn 
the history of Eli, the terrible end of his sons, 
because their father restrained the1n not?" 

" I have noticed," said I, "that children 
seldom love with strong affection those who 
let them have their own way. "i\'line never 
are more full of affection towards me than 
when I have been obliged to correct their 
faults." 

" Children have usually a strong sense of 
justice," observed my husband1 "and, like 
those who are older, they are most disposed 
to love where they can thoroughly respect." 

"Poor Rowlev's want of truthfulness seems . •' 

to me even a more dangerous fault than his 
want of obedience," said I ; "it makes me 
almost fear to let him be much with our 
children." 

" I certainly shall not allow him to be 
much with them," said William, with decision; 
'' it would be less folly to iet our little ones 
be exposed to the infection of smallpox, than 
to be constantly in the society of one in whom 
the disease of vanity breaks out into such an 
eruption of falsehood. If Mrs. Martin does 
not apply a speedy remedy,. she may see tbe 
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Jay when she will wish that tbe child whom 

she makes her idol, bad died before he could 

speak." 
_J,Jay 11, Thursday. 

I had not time yesterday to write do\vn 

Phemie's account of her visit to poor Mrs. 

Wills. It was the first time that the dear 

child hacl been brought ioto near cootac:t with 

such great suffering and trial, and she was 

evidently much struck by the cheerfulness 

ancl patience with which such afflictions can 

be borne. 

'' I think tbat Mrs. Wills must be a very 

good woman, Mamma. She can't see, nor get 

up from her bed, and she has such terrible 

pain, and Mary says that she'll never be well 

;,~gain, and yet she speaks quite cheerfully> 

ancl looks contented and happy. Do you 

think that she ca,n really be happy, Mamma, 

when she is. so poor and so ill? " 

" I think that Mrs. Wilh, has the peace of 

God in her heart," I replied, "and that is 

better than any earthly comfort. She gave 

herself to her Saviour long ago, and now He 

supports her in her sickness with the thought 

that she is going to Him, to the bright and 
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joyful home where there is no more sorrow or . " pain. 
Phemie looked impres::;eJ. I observe with 

pleasure that she is al ways attentive when I 
speak to her on the subject of religion. It 
seems to be more consonant to her disposition 
to feel reverence towards God, than love 
towards her fellow-creatures. She then ob
served, " Mrs. Wills says that every one is so 
kind to her; the clergyman is kind, and you 
are kind, and her neighbours are kincl, and 
ber niece nurses her night a.nd day." 

" It is quite natural that people should be 
kind to Mrs. Wills in her sickness, for she was 
always kind to others in her health. Do you not · 
remember the promise in the Bible, With what 
measure . ye mete, it shall be 1rneasured to yovJ 
again? ]\frs. Wills is one of the most unselfish 
women that ever lived; she was always ready 
to give up her own interest or comfort for the 
sake of those around her ; I scarcely think 
that she would have enjoyed a pleasure, unless 
she could have shared it with some one 
else." 

Phemie. She must have been wonderfully 
good. 
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I. She has won the love of many heart , 

and that is better tha,n anything that gold can 

buy. Ah! how different is the lot of Mrs. 

vVills from that of an old lady w born I 

remember seeing once or twice when I was a 

child, and of whom I happened to hear a good 

deal. (I find that my children are more inter

ested by accounts of l-'eople whom I have 

actually known, than by those of fictitious 

characters in stories.j 

Phe1nie. Was she a poor lady, mamma?" 

J. No, as regards this world's goods, she 

was very rich indeed. .She had been gay and 

pretty in her youth. 

Phemie (twirling one of he1· own golden 

curls round her finger). Very pretty, 

Mamma? 

I. So pretty that prints of her were sold 

in the shops, and poems were made about her 

beauty. 

Pheniie. Oh, she must have been happy ! 

I. I do not_ think that she was very happy 

even while her youth and beauty lasted, for 

ali her enjoyments were so selfish; and selfish 

people miss some of the sweetest pleasures in 

life. But such joys as she had passed away 
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with her youth; she could not keep them 
any more than the flowers can keep their 
beauty. ·when I saw her she was old, and 
wrinkled, anJ bent; no one could have guessed 
that she had ever been pretty. 

Phemie. She must have been dull then 
) .Mamrna. 

I. Very dull, for her eyes became dim, and 
her hearing hard, and she had many aches and 
pains. She could no longer be amused by 
what had once amused her. The saddest 
thing of a11, I heard, was to see her entering 
still into worldly gaiety; every one said it was 
to drive away thought. She was afraid to be 
alone with herself Ah ! Phemie, self was a 
sad compa,nion then l 

Phem-ie. I s'pose she did not care to re
member all about the prints and the poems. 

I. How much sv;eeter w~uld it have beeu 
if she could have remembered homes that she 
had made happy, hearts tlrn,t. she hau cheered; 
if she had had the sweet recollection of Job: 
When the eci1· heard ·m,e, then it blessed rne, 
and when the eye saw 1ne, it gave witness to 
1ne; because I delivered the poor that cried, 
ancl the fatherless, cind hirri thcit had rione tu 
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help hi1n. The blessing of him that was 

ready to perish carne upon me, and I caused 

the widow's heart to sing for joy. 

Phemie. Oh! that would have been a 

happy thought, indeed! I suppose nobody 

cared to go near the old ]ady. 

I. Yes, a great many people went to her, 

but they did not go fur herself; they went 

because they wanted to have some of ·her 

money when she should die. She knew this 

too well, and it made her so fretful and cross! 

I think that she trusted no one; she disliked 

and suspected all the world l 

Phe?'r1,ie. Oh, Mamma., she must have been 

very unhappy! 
I. When she died, there was no crying. 

There was a grand fnneral indeed, but not a 

true mourner to follow the hearse. The lady 

ltad lived unloved, and there was not, I beliP.ve, 

n single tear shed over her grave ! 

Phemi.e. Mrs. Wills is much-oh, so mu~h 

more happy than she ! I s'pose that the poor 

l'ich lady had not. cared for her Bible. 

I. She never let one be opened in her 

presence. Perhaps she was afra,id to hear 

such words as these, Inasmuch as ye cl·id it 
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not unto the least of these 'my breth1·en, ye dicl 
it not unto Me. 

Phemie (after a silence). I should _ like to 
do something for Mrs. Wills, Mamma. Do 
you think that it would please her to hear my 
musical box ? 

I. I think that it would, my love. The 
kind thought, I am sure, would please her. 

Phemie. And I might do something else; I 
might make her little warm cuffs, for her niece 
says she gets so chilly. You could buy me 
some wool, dear Mamma. 

I. What would you think of buying the 
wool yourself, a.nd then the kind present 
would be entirely your own? (I know that 
Phemie has the means to do this, as the chil
dren have a trifle every week; but Phemie is 
not fond of parting with her money.) 

Phemie looked a little taken aback by this 
proposal, so I thought it as well to add, "You 
know that I bave a great many poor people 
to help abroad, aud little mouths to feed at 
home, and dear Papa has to work very hard 
to get enough money for all. 

Phemie (with a little effort). I think tlmt 
I will bny the wool, :Mamma; Eliza will get 
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it for me to-day when she goes to the village. 

I should not like to grow up selfish like that 

poor rich lady, and have no one to care for me 

at la.st. 
I. No, I hope that my da.rling will never 

spend another day of her life without trying 

to make some one happier. You have made 

a beginning this morning, for I am sure that 

you were pleasing poor Mrs. Wills by carrying 

the basket. 
Phemie. But that was your basket, 

Mamma. 

I. Is there nothing that you could do now 

for yourself to give pleasure to some one ? 

Phemie (slowly). Perhaps I could let the 

children hear my musical box. 

I. That is a capital thought. It makes 

Mamma so happy to think of her Phemie 

growing up generous, kind, and good, and 

being a comfort to many. But to be an un

selfish woman, she Rhould begin by being an 

unselfish child. 

Phemie left me full of good resolutions. I 

am delighted to see my sweet girl thus win

ning an advantage over a besetting sin. In 

her case, I feel assured, example was better 
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than reproof, or even direct exhortation 
Phernie is so sensible, that I can appeal to her 
reason. 

Later. 
My little Zaida came running up to me a 

few minutes ago, quite foll of what she had 
heard of Mrs. Wills from her sister. 

Zaida. Mamrna, I'm going to send the 
poor woman what's sick a biscuit, a nice sweet 
biscuit. 

I. But, my darling, the sweet biscuits are 
not yours, but Mamma's. 

Zaida. But I'll ask to have dry bread for 
lunch, the11 mayn't she have the biscuit, 
1'.1amma? 

Tbe appeal was irresistible. I shall certainly 
allow Zaida to e~ercise self-denial in this small 
act, and gain in return the delight of feeling 
that she is helping the poor, and doing some 
good in her own simple way. She is so 
generous, so warm-hearted-mine own little 
cherub girl ! 

1lfay 12, Friday. 
I have had a dreadful morning, one of the 

rnost trying that I have ever passed in my 
life; such a b:itt]e with my poor Za;idn's pride 
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and temper. I feel as though I could enjoy 

nothing for the rest of the day. 

My husband, after partaking of breakfast, 

had just departed for London at his usual 

early hour, and I was about to look over my 

accounts, . when I was startled by the sound of 

violent screaming from the nursery above. I 

recognised Zaida's voice, and though, to my 

experienced ear, the screams expressed passion 

rn,ther than pain, I felt alarmed, and regardless 

of my sprained ankle, hurried up stairs to my 

child. My first glance at the :::;cene before rne 

when I opened the nursery door, g-<1.ve me an 

idea of the nature of thA disturbance. The 

table was spread for breakfast, and at it was 

seated Willie in his little ::trm-chair, half 

inclined to cry for fear or :::;ympathy, but 

quieted by Pbemie who sat beside him. Zaida 

stood in the middle of the room, her face

even bn neck-scarlet, ber eyes flashing with 

::i.nger, her hands clenched, and her foot stamp

ing, while by loud screams she attempted to 

give vent to the passion boiling within he~. 

My entrance did not subdue the passion, 

though it so far quieted the noise aR to enable 

a voice to be heard above it, 
(137) 5 
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" What is all this 1" I said rather sternly, 
as I closed the door behind me. 

"Oh, ma'am, I'm so glad that you're here ! " 

exclaimed Mary, a gentle creature, quite un
able to battle against such a storm. " Miss 
Zaida threw the bread at me because I had 
not buttered it to her liking, and when I went 
to turn her chair round" (the petty punish-

. ment which the nurse is permitted to inflict), 
"she flew at me, and bit my hand ! " Alas '. 
.there was distinctly to be seen the mark of 
tbe little teeth left in the flesh. 

I was grieved and shocked. Often had I 
seen Za,ida in a passion, and slightly corrected 
her for the same, but I had never before 
beheld her in such a violent fury, nor hacl 
known her act like a little tjger. Had there 
been the slightest excuse for her conduct, it 
would have been instantly brought forward 
by the two elder children, who had been 
witnesses of the whole scene. Their silence 
and grave looks showed me as clearly as tbe 
words of the nurse, that Zaida bad been as 
naughty as a little girl . not yet four yea.rs old 
well could be. 

"Zaida," said I, going up to the· little 
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culprit, "your conduct pains mamma's heart; 
you are not acting like my own little Zaida. 
Go instantly and beg Mary's panlon," 

"I won't-I never wjll) " crjetl tbe child, 
again stamping with passion. 

"Then go into the corner this moment ! " 
Slowly, reluctantly, Zaida obeyed, sobbing 

and muttering as sbe went. I wishetl to give 
her a little time to recover herself, so seated 
myself on a chair which Ashley' immediately 
brought, and waited for some minutes before 
I said, '' Will Zaida be good now, and ask 
nurse to forgjve her?" 

"I won't-I won't ! " muttered the child. 
I went_ up to her ; I reasoned with her ; 

I tried to work on her better feelings; I spoke 
of God's displeasure-of my sorrow-of Mary's 
pain-but nothing that I could say seemed to 
have any effect. Ashley was in great distress. 

"Oh, Zaida ~-be good-do be good-you 
will make Mamma ill!" he exclaimed. E,·er_ 
th::i.t appeal was vain. 

One way alone remained. My heart ached 
and throbbed, but I felt that at any Gost to 
Zai<lc.t or to myself, I must overcome th is 
temper and pride. I firmly took hold of the 
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child's little hand. "Zaida," I said, "it grieves 

Mam ma to punish you; but if you do not 

instantly obey me and ask Mary's pardon, I 

will palm yoq." 

In her pride the child looked defiance. 

And I did palm her, and sharply too, ti.ll 

my fingers tingled with pain, and I knew that 

Zaida's poor little hand must feel the strokes 

more severelv than mine. She screamed with ., 

passion and pain ; none of the other children 

uttered a word, but I saw that Ashley ran 

behind a curtain and knelt: I am certain that. 

he was praying that God would soften the 

heart of his sister. 

""\\.Till you ask Mary's forgiveness now for 

ha\'ing so cruelly bitten her~" 

No; to my extreme dis.tress the little rebel 

still held out. I sent her into the corner 
' 

again, but with no better effect than before. 

I felt that my child's future character might 

in a great measure depend on the issue of this 

determined conflict with her mother, and I 

dared not yield in the struggle. 

· The painful battle lasted for three quarters 

.of an hour. Had it been for three hours 

instead, I must ha:ve persevered till I con-
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quered. Ai:shley could not touch hii:s breakfast; 
again and again he retired behind the curtain, • 
and I had a comfort in the dear boy's prayers. 
I needed them, for I felt very unhappy, and 
inwardly trembled with nervous excite
ment. 

"Zaida," I said very firmly, " 1 will not 
leave this room till you have asked .Mary's 
pardon; I will palm you until you do so. It 
pains Mamma's heart much more than it pains 
your hand, but I cannot let such wicked 
tempers conquer my own little child." 

I did palm her a second time, and more 
severely than before, and then, thank God! 
tlie proud spirit was broken at last. My 
poor Zaida fell sobbing on my neck, "Mamma, 

-I am sorry-I will beg pardon-do forgive 
me-I won't be so naugb ty again." 

Mary, who had scarcely restrained herself 
from pleading for the child whom she loved, 
was only too eager to forgive. She would 
not, like myself, have come to painful ex
tremities. She kissed Zaida, who fervently 
embraced her, conscious at length that she had 
cruelly ill-treated her nurse. 

"And now, Za,ida, there is Another whose 
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forgiveness you must seek; One to whom you 
must pray for a meek and quiet spirit, that 
you may never, never again give way · to this 
tenible pride." 

She knelt down by my kn ee, my poor little 
lamb, and prayed between her low sobs. Then 
I had her soft little arms round my neck, and 
such a kiss l it seemed t0 express full acknow
ledgment of my justice, and foll assurance of 
my love. 

I am thankful-so thankful now that I 
was enabled to keep firm to the end. It was 
the most painful duty that I ever had to per
form; but had it been evaded, how could I 
have justified myself to my conscience, and 
before God, for leaving the child committed 
to_ my charge ~nder the dominion of sin? Eli's 
sons-Eli's fate-the thought of them rose 
before me! 

It was a comfort to feel that though my 
elder children (especially Ashley) shared my 
distress, they were fulJy convinced that I was 
acting rightly. As my dear husband said, 
" Children have a strong sense of justice," and 
I have often noticed that, theoretically at 
least, they are great disciplinarians. I be-
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lie,;;e that by showing weakneRs instead of 

vigour in governing, parents, like rulers, forfeit 

some portion of respect. But never must 

chastisement be given in hasty passion. I 

loved my darling at the very moment when I 

was punishing her. Does not our Heavenly 

Fa,ther correct us though He loves ; does He 

not correct us becaiise He ]oves? 

Later. 

Zaida has been so sweet, so good, so loving! 

It is like sunshine after a storm. She 

brought me her little biscuit for Mrs. Wills. 

" I don't ought to have had it at all," she said, 

with a look of contrition. I kept my little 

treasure beside me, and talked to her of 

battling against temper and every other be

setting sin, illustn1ting the Christian fight by 

her favourite Bible-story of Goliath and David 

Zaida perfectly understood the analogy. 

" My giant conquered me to-day," she said, 

"but you came to help me, dear, dear Mamma," 

and there was another fervent embrace. 1t 

distresses poor Zaida sadly to see that my 

ankle is a good deal more swelled and painful. 

I care little for this compared to what I 

suffered in the morning. I feel as if the 
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lesson to my dear little girl were worth any 
amount of pain to her mother. 

My Pbemie is busy with her cuff.-,. I have 
put the stitches on the needle for her, as she 
cannot do that yet for herself. She is a steady, 

' persevering child; one of her favourite mottoes 
being "perseverance overcomes difficulties." 

May 13, Saturday. 

Phemie came to me this morning after her 
early walk, and said, " Mamma, Zaida has 
been telling us such wonderful stories, just 
like Rowley, how she went into the garden, 
and caught a fox by the tail. I don't think 
that she meant any harm, but is it right to 
tell such stories as that ? " 

I. I shall desire my Zaida not to do so 
again. I am sorry that she should have heard 
Rowley, as she is so fond of imitation. That 
poor little boy is, I fear, no good example for 
~ y children. 

Phemie. Does not his Mamma spoil him 
dreadfully 1 How he stuck out his lip and 
made a face when she begged him not to take 
the fruit-tart. You would not have begged 
him, Mam ma; you would have told him not 
to touch it, and made him obey. I don't 
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think Mrs. Martin knows how to manage 

children at all." 

I was much of Phemie's opinion on the 

subject, but as I al ways discourage a censorious 

spirit, I told her that it was not for her to 

judge the conduct of a lady like Mrs. Martin. 

Her words, however, recurred to me, when a 

note was brought to me from Vine Lodge, not 

half an hour afterwards. It was a very 

cordial invitation from Emily, for my three 

elder children to pass the afternoon with her. 

"It is so delightful," wrote my poor Emily, 

"that your darlings can now meet with mine. 

I trust that they will become close friends, as 

their mothers have been for so many years." 

I am in difficulty as to how to reply. I 

have no time to consult my husband, as an 

answer must be sent to Emily almost directly. 

I do not like my children to see much of 

Rowley. Shall I make the excuse of threaten

ing weather, or shall I send them to Vine 

Lodge this once1 Or would it not be more 

straightforward, more really kind, to let my 

poor fri.:!nd know the truth, expressed of 

, course as delicately as mu.y be 1 She would 

be so dreadfully hurt and disappointed, per-
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Laps even angry, though I fear much more 
her sonow than her anger. Stilt to find 
tbe immediate result of her unhappy over
indulgence, migLt help to open her eyes to the 
danger of the course which she is pursuing, 
and I owe the duty to my godson. I suspect 
that this is one of the painful tasks wbieh 
conscience sets, and which one would so gladly 
evade, or delay performing. The world would 
deem it a trifle, but I feel it no trifle to risk 
wounding the feelings and losing the affection 
of my friend; and on the other hand, it is no 
trifle to expose my children, at a most imi
tative age, to the example and influence of a 
boy whose very attractiveness throws a gloss 
over disobedience, undutifulness, and disregard 
of strict truth. There is a right and wrong 
in every ·matter of this nature, and_ we can 
only hope for a blessing when acting con
scientiously, and to the best of the judgment 
which God bas given. I will decline the 
invitation, but what a difficult note it will be 
to write! 

Evenimg. 
I sent rny note to dear Emily; I tore up 

three sheets of paper before I could at all 
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s:itisfy myself with the way in which I had 

performed so delicate a task. My husband 

says that I did perfectly right; that had I 

declined sending our children on any pretext, 

the invitation would soon haYe been renewed , 

and that it is ever best to act in a straight

forward manner. His approbation i8 a com

fort; but I cannot help feeling unbappy when

ever I think of the pain which I must have 

giv•en Emily. 
May 14, Simday. 

My beloved husband and my two eldest 

have gone to church. My heart has gone 

with them. I rejoice to see that Ashley is 

more at his ease with his father. Zaida has 

just asked me to read to her again the story 

of David and the giant. She is all sweetness 

to-day. 

What a blessing is the Sabbath, were it 

only for the closer drawing of family ties, the 

sweet meeting together of these whom needful 

business separates during the rest of the 

week. How little my William can be with 

his children but on this sacred day! It is an 

inexpressible joy to me to see him on Sunday 

unbending from all earthly cares, with his baby 
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perched on his shoulder, his Zaida clinging to 
his knees, listening to little hymns from the 
lipF1> of Pbemie, or instructing his first-born in 
that knowledge which is more precious than 
rubies! Ob, that our darling Ashley ma.y 
grow up like his father! I delight in tracing 
the resemblance in his features to those of his 
parent. To me there is a touching analogy 
between what we call family likness, and that 
image of heavenly purity and love which we 
see more or less vividly imprinted on the 
character of God's true children. Blessed 
time when that image shall be perfected, by 
the power of heavenly grace; when the 
weakest disciple shall find that promise ful
filled, We shull be like Him, for we shall see 
JI im as He is! We, poor frail chilclren of 
dust, are permitted to adopt the language of 
the Psalmist, I will behold Thy face in 
1righteousness; I shall be satisfied when I 
awake, with Thy l-ilceness. 

J1ay 15, Monday. 
I am sorry, but by no means surprised, at 

not having heard from Emily. 
I° have had a conversation to-day with 

Ashley, which to me was very interesting. 
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He en.me to me when I was alone, and said, 

" Mamma, are you busy, or can I have a nice 

quiet ta,lk with you now, as you can't come 

an<l. sit beside me in the evening?" 

I mn,de room for my boy beside me on the 

sofa, and told him that I delighted in having 

him with me. 

Ashley. Mamma, do you remember telling 

me a good while ago to search for the little 

weeds-I mean the faults in my heart? I 

have been searching, and I have found a good 

many. (.Afte1· ·a moment's pause) Would 

you like to hear what they are? 

Of course I was willing to hear what he 

was desirous to tell. It is a great safe.guard 

to a child to open his heart to a parent, 

There wFi.s no lightness in Ashley's manner, 

he was grave and in earnest. 

Ashley. First then, Nfamma, sometimes the 

children and I have little quarrels1 and you 

know that's not right; though (he added 

naively), "I think that the others are as 

much in fault as me, Zaida is sometimes so 

very cross, and Phemio so very provoking. 

I thought this very probable, but I did not 

say so to my son. 



iS ZAIDA'S NURSERY NOTE-BOOK. 

Ashley. Then, Mamma, I'm sometimes not 
attentive at church, 'specially when I can't 
understand' the sermon. And sometimes I 

. say my prayers right through, and I've been 
thinking of something quite different all the 
time. 

I. Ah, my boy, wandering thoughts are a, 
great trouble to the Christian ! 

Ashley (looking at me with a little surprise). 
Do you ever feel so, Mamma ? 

I. Often, my son. This is an infirmity
a sin-against which we all need to struggle. 
We must all ask our heavenly Father for the 
spirit of grace and of supplications, and say, 
as tbe disciples said, Lord, teach us how to pray. 

Ashley looked as if he felt it a comfort 
that I could sympathize with him in tempta
tion as well cis in trouble. He then went 
on in his quiet, thoughtful way. "Then, 
Mam ma, when Papa asked me yesterday if I 
should like to have a pony some day, I said , 
'Yes, very much,' quite boldly. But I 
thought in my mvn heart," added the chi.kl, 
lowering his voice,_ "I should only like a 
quiet pony ; if I had one th~it kicked or 
pranced, 1 should not like it at all." 
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What a tender conscience 

possesses, when even this 

reservation lies on it as a sin ! 

my Ashley 

little rnenta,l 

.Ashley (loolcing uneasy). Do you think, 

1',{amma, that I ought to tell Papa that I only 

meant a quiet pony when I said that I should 

like one very much ? 

I saw a danger of conscientiousness degene

rating into scrupulosity,-of this some ex

amples have come before me. I replied," No, 

my boy, you need say nothing more about 

the matter now. If your Father ask you 

again, reply simply, 'I should like a pony, if 

you would choose one not too frisky for me 

to ride.' " 

Ashley appeared satisfied with my decision, 

and went on with his childish confession. 

"Then, Mamma, the worst of all is that I 

can't forgive Tom Wilkins for killing our 

poor white cat last month. I can't help dis

liking him very, very much. Is it wrong, 

.Mamma, when we repeat the Lor<l's Prayer 

to say, ' Forgive us our trespasses bette1· than 

we forgive them that trespass against us? : " 

I. It would be better to add a little pri:tyer 

for the spirit of forgiveness, my son. 
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Ashley. It is very, ve.ry hard to forgive 
such a cruel thing as Tom Wilkins did. It 
does not come natural at all. 

I. True! Ashley, forgiveness is not what 
belongs to our nature. It is like the beauti'
ful flowers which our neighbour has in his 
hothouse; it needs much care, much cultiva
tion, because it comes from another clime. 

Ashley. You mean that forgiveness comes 
from heaven, Mamma. 

I. Yes; it is especially a gift from above; 
it must be prayed for, and watchfully culti
vated. I do not think that in all God's 
garden there grows a more beautiful 
tlower. 

Ashley. I will pray and try hard to for
give, dear Mamma. You see I have a great 
many faults, and it would be· dreadful if God 
did not forgive them. (After a pause) 
Would it be right, Mamma, for me to punish 
myself for my faults 1 

Here was the germ of tbe doctrine of 
penance. How natural is that to the human 
m1nd, where the disposition is tender and 
conscientious, like that of my precious boy l 
It is difficult for many much ol<ler than 
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Ashley to receive the doctrine of free for
g1Yeness. 

I. What do we learn from tbe Bible, my 

son? 
Ashley. Indeed, Mamma, I don't know. 
I. When a bad man, a jailor, suddenly felt 

that he had a great many sins, and dreaded 
the anger of God, and cried ont, " What must 
I do to be saved ? " did Paul and Silas tell 
him to go and punish himself for his sins ? 

Ashley. Ob, no! they said, "Believe in the 
Lo1·d Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved." 
But did that mean that bis sins would be 
forgiven right out, and never punished a,t all? 

I. It meant that the punishment for them 
had been borne already . by the Lord when 
He died on the cross, that 1whosoever believeth 
in Him should not pe: ish, bnt have ever
la.,sting life. 

Ashley (very earnestly). I know, Marnma, 
that the Lord died for the sins of the wo1·ld, 
but do you think that He bore the punish
ment for the sins of a little bov like me? ., 

I. Does whosoeve1· mean only men, or 
women ? does it not stand for every one that 

believes? 
(137) 6 
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Ashley. And do you tbink that tbe Lord 
knew every one who would live in the world 
all these many, many years after He died? 

I. The Lord, as God, knew ·everything; 
every one of His people by name. 

Ashley. Ob, is it not wonderful that the 
Lord knew 'me, a.nd loved me then ! He 
must have loved me, Mamma, or He would 
not have borne the dreadful pain for my sin l 

(The child's eyes filled with tears at the 
thought.) 

I. Since the Saviour loved you, Ashley, 
will you not love Him now, and give your 
young heart to Him, and try to please Him 
in all things ? 

· Ashley made no audible reply, but he 
squeezed my band very tigbtly, rose and 
walked awa,y to the window. But ob, my 
God, I thank Thee and bless Thee that the 
light of Thy truth is shining on my child ! 
Grant that it be as the light which shineth 
more cind more unto the perfect day. 

May 16, Titesday. 

Some gusts of temper from Zaida this 
morning, but they were lulled more quickly 
to-day, and by milder measures than on that 
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dreadful morrnng. That palming has ev1-
dently left a strong and salutary impression 
on the mind of my little girl. She knows 
tba.t I can not only threaten but punish, and 
lrnving measured her strength with me once, 
she is Jess inclined to repeat the experiment 
so painful to us both. 

How goo<l and gentle my poor Emily is! 
She was here to-day, and sat with me for an 
hour. She actually thanked me for my 
letter, though it had evidently given her 
pain. She owned that she had ma,de some 
mistakes, but said how difficult it was to 
bring up wisely an only child, how hard not 
to make of him an idol. She had shown my 
fatter to her husband, who had told her that it 
confirmed him in his intention to send Rowley 
to an excellent school after midsummer. 
"Perhaps I ought not to oppose this," said 
Emily, with tears in her eyes; "certainly my 
darling boy is getting beyond my control." 
She is going to London to-morrow for the 
day, to be with her brother who is seriously 
ill. I remembered tbat poor Row Jey must be 
left at Vine Lodge, and feeling sure that 
William would approve, I asked Emily to let 
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her child pass the day here. Her face 

brightened at the proposal, which she at once 

gladly accepted. I a.rn not much afrajd of 

having Rowley here, as I shall keep him 

under my eye, and exercise a gentle restraint 

over him, a.s I was not able to do in the 

presence of his over-indulgent mother. 

Evening. 

vVLen Ma.ry brought Zaida to bid me good

night, my little girl turned to her nurse and 

said, "You have not told of me ?J) It appears 

that Zaida, in a passion at tea-time, had 

broken her little china mug by flinging it 

across the ta,ble. Mary had declared that 

she would tell Zaida's M·amma, but perhaps 

from indulgence towards her little charge bad 

omitted to do so. Zaida, who has a high 

sense of honour, young as she is, thus re

minded the nurse of her promi.se. 

My little girl must be contented for the 

present with a stoneware cup; I shall not 

replace the china at once. This will, I hope, 

be punishment sufficient for the ebullition of 

temper. 
May 17, Wednesday. 

Mary has gone -with baby and the two 
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elder children to bring Rowley here, as I 
promised Emily to send for her boy. I have 

detained Zaida, both ·because she has a slight 

cold, and also be~ause she is tbe one wbo is 

most likely t.o be affected by tbe example of 

poor little Rowley. I am not sorry to haYe 

my little girl quietly with me alone. She 

came to the sofa, about ten minutes ago, and 

clambered up on my knee, taking care so to 

sit as "not to hurt the poor foot." ---r.;\T e 

entered into conversation. I chanced to ask 

Zaida what was her greatest wish, what she 

would ask for if she were certain of obtaining 

what she desired. Sbe laid her curly head 

down on my neck, pressed her little arms 

round me, but would not reply. I heard tbe 

child sigh heavily; after a pause she sighed 

again, and then a third time; w bat was pass~ 

ing in her mind I could not tell, though I 
had a strong desire to know. I was anxious· 

to penetrate her secret, and find out what is 

the greatest wish of my little girl, as it is 

evidently connected with something< that to 

her is serious and sad. Zaida does not care 

to be questioned, however1 and now has gone 

t() her play. 

.. 



8G Z.AlDA'S NURSERY NOTE-BOOK. 

Latu. 
Rowley's visit has passed over very well, 

:ind has been greatly enjoyed. The poor 
little boy came this time, I suspect, with an 
idea of my being terribly strict, and was evi
dently more on his guard than he had been 
on the former occasion. I soon, however, put 
him at his ease. I took care that he should 
have no temptation to disobedience at -the 
dinner-table, and put a gentle rein on his 
love of talking by reading aloud to the party 
one of M.iss Edgeworth's delightful tales, and 
afterwards suggesting a . variety of games, in 
which Rowley was happy to join. He would 
really, if kept under a little discipline, be 
a fine, interesting boy. He told me, when 
he bade me good-bye, that lie had never 
spent such a. happy day before in all his 
life. 

I have made another attempt to induce 
Zaida to break her reserve, but to no purpose. 
Young as she is, and frank, she does not open 
out her little heart to me like my Ashley. I 
asked her if her wish were for something that 
she could pray _for. Zaida, i:;ilently nodded 
her head. I cannot write more now, for I 
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see my dear husband crossing the lawn-how 

grave and careworn he looks ! 

May 18, Thwrsday. 

I feel very dull and anxious to-day, all th€ 

more so perhaps from not being we1l, for I 

awoke with a violent headache. The tidings 

which William brought last evening had 

broken my rest a good deal. He is much 

alarmed for the safety of the Miranda, a 

vessel in which more than half of our little 

property is embarked. Her arrival bas long 

been expected, and William heard tidings yes

terday' in town of the total wreck of some 

vessel, name yet unknown, but which he has 

the strongest reasons to fear to be the missing 

Miranda. Our property is not insured, and 

the loss of it would plunge us at once into 

comparative poverty and distre8s. I kept up 

as well as I could last evening, trying to 

cheer my dear husband, who is naturally 

oppressed with heavy anxiety on account 

of our dear little flock; but this morning, 

since he has left me, all my spirit and 

courage seem to ba:ve gone away too. I feel , 

very chilly, and have ordered the fire to 

be lighted. Why is my heart cast down 1 
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Oh ! where is my faith in the hour of 
·trial? 

Late1·. 

Dear Phemie, with a look of quiet pleasur~, 
'brought me just now the little cuffs which she 
has knitted for poor Mrs. Wills. I tried to 
brighten up and encourage her by showing 
rher that I appreciated her first effort of self
denial in the cause of charity. I have pro
·mised that she shall take the cuffs, and Zaida 
·her little handful of biscuits, to the poor 
invalid this morning. To see for themselves 
the object of their benevolence, and c,arry to 
her their own. little gifts, will, I trust, deepen 
the lesson which I so earnestly desire that my 
children should learn; that of the happiness to 
be found in serving God and our fellow
creatures. I must keep my Ashley beside me 
to help in looking after sweet Willie, who is 
now so active and restless, that-with my 
sprained ankle-I should have some difficulty 
in managing to . take care of my little 
darling. 

Late1·. 

I have had such a terrible fright, and, oh, 
such a touching rebuke for mistrusting for 
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one moment the watchful tender love of my 

heavenly Father. 

My little girls started in high spirits for 

their walk to Mrs. Wills, carryiug abo a little 

present made by Ashley. I had my sofa 

drawn very near to the ·fire, and while vVillie 

played on the farther side, Ashley came to 

arrange the banner-screen for me, to shield my 

eyes from the glare of the fire. I did not 

notice that part of my dress rested on the 

carpet, and that Ashley, inadvertently, was 

standing on its folds while he moved the 

screen. At this moment Willie chanced to 

tumble; I instinctively started up from the 

sofa, and the sudden pull to my dress oc

casioned by my quick movement threw Ashley 

off his balance, and he fell wi~h his dear arm 

on the hot iron bar of the grate, and received 

rather a severe burn. Up sprang my precious 

boy instantly with the exclamation, "All 

right, :Mamma) " in that moment of fright 

and burning pain, his first thought was of his 

mother! 

I rang instantly for Eiiza,, and took every 

means that I could to relieve the pain of the 

burn. Ashley was so patient while I dressed 
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his hurt, seeming to feel nothing so much as 
my keen distress. His greatest wish was to 
comfort me. "Mamma.," he said, " I'm so 
glad that it wasn't Phemie or Zaida that fell; 
you know their dresses might have caught 
fire. And wasn't it a good thing that the 
fire was so low 1 It is not much pain, dear 
Mamma; I can't bear to see you so ·anxious." 

\Vho from this day will ever doubt my boy's 
firmness and courage ? He is now, with his 
arm bound up, quietly reading near me, while 
baby sleeps on the sofa by my side. Ashley 
glances up every now and then from his book, 
and smiles as if to assure me that he does not 
suffer much. 

And I had been fretting and fearing about 
a matter of mere worldly loss ~ I bad been 
disheartened at tbe idea of a few privations. I 
bad been afraid of the downward slope into the 
Vale of Humiliation, and lo ! I am suddenly 
given a glimpse of the precipice over which my 
earthly happiness might in one moment ·have 
been hurled ! Oh, while my husband and 
children are spared to me, can I murmur 
whatever other trial be sent! 

I could preach a long sermon to my heart 
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on the text of my boy's "All right, Mamma ~" 

the instinctive exclamation of filial love. I 

who h,we so long experienced the goodness of 

Him who cloth not willingly a.ffiict, I who so 

often have seen the cloud of troubles break 

in blessings, how slow am I in learning to 

lisp these words of submission, "All is right l" 

Ob ~ my Saviour, help my weakness, pardon 

my unbelief, subdue this wilful, wayward 

heart. Even in the fire of tribulation, teach 

me to sa,y, " All is right." 

Late1·. 

I have just received a telegram from my 

liusband. The Miranda has arrived sa,fely. 

My God, I thank Thee. Let every fresh 

instance of Thy bounty draw me closer and 

closer to Thee l 
]l{ay 19, F1·iday. 

·William has been so much pleased with my 

account of ou·r precious Ashley's conduct. I 

could not refrain from visiting my boy's little 

room in the middle of the night, to see if be 

were suffering from the effect of the fright or 

·the burn. I found him awake and restless. 

"Oh, Mamma, you ought not to come now," 

he said , but he was evidently very glncl to 
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have me with him, to put his little haucl in 
mine, and lay his beau on my shoulder. How 
inexpressibly sweet is the tie wbich binds 
parent and child! 

" Shall I tell you, :Thllamma," said .Ashley, 
'' which are two of my favourite texts 1 Like 
as a father pitieth his children, so the Lord 
pitieth them that fear Him. I like to repeat 
that, but the other verse seems still sweeter, 
just like bouey out of the boney-comb,-.As 
one who1n his rniother comj~Yrtelh, so will I 
comfort you." The child turned on me a. 
look of intent-5e love, then dropped his he1:Ld, 
and seemed to nestle into my heart . 

. I did not leave him till he had fallen asleep . 
.Ashley seems perfectly well this morning, 

but it will be several days before the dear 
little arm is healed. 

Later. 
I have found out my poor Zaida's wish. 

She showed temper again at her lessons to
day. I spoke to her with some vexat,ion. 
I told her that she must strive and pray hard 
against her evil temper; then suddenly-I 
know not why-the remembrance of what 
had pn,ssed between us on Wedn eRclay came 
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into my mind, and I inquired whether her 

great wisb had been to get rid of this temper. 

To my joy the dear child gave her silent nod. 

God grant her her heart's desire. How much 

patience should I show towards one who is so 

conscious alrea,dy of her own infirmity ! 

A friend called on me to-day. We con

versed on Yarious subjects, and very naturally 

came upon that of bringing up children. He 

affirmed that all children were born alil~e, 

arid that education and outward circumstances 

alone formed difference in character. Inferior 

as I am in knowledge to Mr. Penfold on all 

other subjects, I ba,ve higber standing-ground 

on this, as my friend has never been married. 

I could refute his theory from my own ex

perience. All my children are brought up 

alike, but they do not resemble each other. 

I have never known either of my two elder 

ones show the furious passion which sometimes 

sweeps like a torrent over the spirit of my' 

Zaida. I mentioned facts, without mentioning 

names,-for I deem it cruelty to let a poor 

child be stamped with a character for ill 

temper which may cling to her through life, 

even when time may have meJlowed her dis-
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position, and high principle have smoothed its 
roughnesses away. I never talk over the 
faults of my children to my friends. 

Mr. Penfold was not inclined to yield his 
opinion, or give up his theory as to the 
natural equality in the dispositions of children. 

'.' Is it not against all ideas of God's perfect 
justice," he remarked, "to suppose that one 
poor child is born, say, for instance, with a 
vile temper, while another is naturally calm 
and complacent t' 

"No more than to say that one child is 
born to a fortune, and that another has to 
struggle with poverty from its cradle," said I. 

"Riches and poverty belong to mere out
ward circumstances," replied my friend; "we 
can call neither of them positive good or evil, 
as riches may become snares, and poverty be 
an incitement to industry and energy. But 
to say that one unhappy little child is natur
ally more wicked than another-" 

I could not help interrupting Mr. Penfold. 
'' Forgive me," I cried, "but to be tried with 
an evil temper is not just the same thing as 
being 'naturally more wicked than another.' 
Our enemy is ever on the watch to attack us, 
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sometimes in the form of passion, sometimes 

in that of selfishness, or vanity, or pricle. It, 

by no means follows that the more open 

assaults are the most dangerous." 

"You mean that bad temper, though the 

most obtrusive, is not the only fault to which 

little children are liable ? " 

"And I mean more," I replied, for the 

image of my precious little Zaida was full in 

my mi:qd, "the trial · of bad temper comes 

usually very early in life, and if met then, 

and by faith resisted and overcome, the whole 

character is likely to acquire a strength and 

energy most valuable in after life. The little 

Christian whose warfare with sin begins in the 

nursery, is likely to become a tried veteran 

sooner than one who is kept, as it were, on 

easy garrison duty, till brought face to face 

with the more insidious tempta~ions of the 

world, the flesh, and the devil. Besides, 

that child, accustomed not only to inward 

struggles, but to the censure and displeasure 

of others to which a bad temper necessarily 

must . expose him, is not likely to be self

complacent, mistaking the absence of Yiolent 

passions for the absence of sin.·'' 
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"Then, according to your theory," said my 
friend, with a smile, "a na.turally bad temper 
is rather an advantage than otherwise." 

"No, indeed," I replied; "I should rather 
class it with the poverty of which we were 
lately speaking. No parent would wish his 
child to be born to an early, painful struggle; 
but as you said that poverty ' might be an 
incitement to industry and energy,' so if con
science in the heart of a child be brought to 
overcome evil temper, early experience of con
flict and of victory must strengthen and exalt 
the character." 

"But what if it should be experience of 
clefeat ? " asked my friend. 

"If either young or old, instead of master
ing their passions, become the slaves of them, 
of course the chains become only heavier and 
more galling by time," I replied. "The 
violent child becomes the unreasonable, ill
tempered man, tl1e tormentor of his neigh
bours, the tyrant in bis home. But when 
irritability is subdued, pa~sion conquered by 
faith working on conscience (as they may be, 
and often have been), the result is, at least I 
believe so, a bigber type of Christian than if 
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the .conflict with temper had never been 

encountered.". 

"Then you will never utter the words 

which I once heard from the lips of a much

tried preceptor: 'Tbat boy has such a vile 

temper that it is of llO use trying to make 

anything of him ! ' " 

"I should as soon say," I replied with a 

smile, '' That soldier is so sure to be attacked 

by the enemy, that there is no use in supply

ing him with arms!" 
.May 20, Satu1·day. 

l\tf y boy's arm is healing nicely. My two 

girls I have sent again, at their earnest 

request, to see Mrs. Wills, cc our own poo1 

friend," as they call her. Zaida said to me 

just before she started, cc Mamma, do you 

think that God loves that poor woman?,, 

"I am sure that He does," I replied. 

'' Then why does not God make her quite 

strong and well '.in a moment? Why does 

He let her be sick ? " 

" God has His own reasons, my child, and 

we are certain that they are wise and kind. 

Who1n the Lord loveth He chasteneth. Did I 

not love you last week when I would not let 

(137) 7 
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you go out to gather flowers, and when I 
gave you the medicine which was so very 

b·tt 2" 1 er. 
" Yes, Mamma," said Zaida, " but you gave 

me something sweet too, to take away the bad 
taste." 

"God, too, puts sweetness into the bitter 
cup of His affiicted servant. She has -pain 
jn her poor body, but heavenly peace in her 
soul. Mrs. Wills knows that her trials are 
but for a time, and soon will end in glory. 
A queen on her throne, my Zaida, might envy 
that poor woman on her bed." 

Zaida. And we're a little bit of sweetness 
to her too, Mamma, arn't we? She looks so 
pleased to see us, and she liked my biscuits 
very much. 

I kissed my little one, and told her that the 
kindness of pitying friends was certainly one 
of the honey-drops by which the Lord sweetens 
the bitter cup of His people. 

Late?·. 

Nly husband was telling me yesterday of a 
dear brig·ht child whom he had met in the 
train, travelling with a gentleman whom he 
supposed to be her fath er. The child was 
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about our Zaida's age, but had long golden 
curls . instead of our darling's fiery corkscrew 
locks. She was full of intelligence and eager
ness to know all about every object that she 
passed: \Villiam conjectured that this was 
probably the little one's first railway journey 
from home. The gentleman amused himself 
by playing on her credulity, and exciting her 
innocent wonder by telling her all sorts of 
nonsense about the various places on the way. 
Yonder was the grand house in which 
Cinderella had lived with her sisters, and 
received visits from her friend the fairy. 
That wood in the distance was the identical 

wood in which Red· Ri?inghood had met with 
the wolf, and the cruel creature had after
wards been hung up on one of the telegraph 

posts. Little Sophy opened her blue eyes 
very wide, and received the stories eagerly; 
while the gentleman appeared hjghly diverted 
at his own wit in "taking a rise" out of the 
child. 

"It made me indignant," was William's 
remark, "to see that man thus abusing the 
jnnocent confidence of childhood. If he was 
her father, he was doing much the same thing 
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as another whom I saw long ago, who made 

his little boy sip port win(? after dinner, and 

who laughed and clapped the child on the 

back, when he saw him smack his lips with 

enjoyment. That boy-now a youth-· is, I 

have heard, a confirmed drunkard; his father 

has reason to rue those early sips of port 
. ,, 

wme. 
I. Little Sophy will soon find out that 

I 

her father has been telling her foolish tales. 

William. And learn, of course, to disbelieve 

him in future. That faith, simple and trust

ful, which is one of the most beautiful features 

in the character of a child, will be shaken

perhaps permanently impaired. I wish that 

pa,rents would remember that the Fifth com

mandment is, if one may so · speak, the bud of 

the First. Filial obedience and reverence are, 

one might almost say, the religion of a very 

young child. Who can calculate the injury 

which may ensue from the infant mind being 

taught to doubt ! 
I. Many appear to look upon children 

merely as toys _meant for grown people's 

amusement. 

William. And so treat them as an idle boy 
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treats a butterfly, rubbing the delicate down 

from its wings, marring its beauty, and 

destroying its powers of future flight; per

haps without any evil intention, but simply 

because he reflects not that, while amusing 

himself, he . is seriously harming his t ender 

plaything. 
I. Our children have the most implicit 

confidence in your word. I believe that "It 

must be true, for Papa has said it," would be 

to them sufficient answer to the objections of 

half the world ! 

William. So may their fai~h in future 

years be firm and unshaken; so, what.~ver 

difficulties they may meet with in religion, 

whatever doubts may be suggested to their 

minds by others, may they take their stand 

on this rock of assurance, "God hath said it, 

and it must be true!" 

What a blessing it is to my lambs that they 

have a father to whom they can look up with 

reverence and love! What a blessing to me 

that I have a partner to guide my erring 

judgment, and help me to bring up my 

children arjght ! William and I ever go 

hand in band together, anJ each upholds the 
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authority of the other. I have seen such 
evils arise in a family where the children saw, 
as children are quick-sighted to see, different 
opinions held by their parents. If the pro
verb, Union is strength, be true, it is especially 
so as reg,irds a father and mother bringing up 
a family of children! 

William has given Phemie and Ashley 
little portions of our garden to weed and 
keep in order for him. " It is well to 
accustom them early," he sa.ys, " to take 
pleasure in working for a parent." Dear 
Pbemie is very patient and industrious; neat 
in gardening, I do not think that she will 
leave a single weed on her border. Ashley 
is not so fond of the work, but still performs 
it with care. 

May 21, Sunda!J. 

There has been another of what I call my 
niirsery parables to instruct my b~art to-dcty; 
vVilliam, after taking _our two eldest to morn
ing service, remained here .during the after
noon, to give Mary an opportunity of also 
going to church. He wheeled my sofa close 
to the window, . that I might look out on the 
la,wn and garden, and see my lambs at their 
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quiet play. My sweet Laby I k ept by my 

side. William took a book, and sat in our 

rustic arbour, while A8bley, Phemie, and 

Zaida amused ~bemselves as tb ey plea ed. I 

had no fear of their getting into mischief as 

their father was near, and I enjoyed ]ooking 

out of the win<low at their innocent enjoy

ment of the sweet breeze and sunshine of a 

lvlay afternoon. 

Presently, however, .I sa.w the three chil

dren· in a state of great excitement, and I 

soon perceived its cause. A low palisade 

separates our grounds from those of our next 

neighbour, a farmer: beyond this palisade lies 

a pond, and in this pond was struggling an 

unfortunate chicken. Ashley and Phemie 

were eager to save the drowning creature, 

and made every effort to do so. Phemie 

tbrust ·a stick between the palings, but it 

could hardly touch the chicken; Ashley tried 

to clamber over the palisade, but if he had suc

ceeded in doing so would have been more likely 

to have bad a wetting himself, than to have 

saved the object of his pity. ·zaida, conscious 

of the utter uRelessness of her trying to dra_w· 

the chicken out of the water, ran off at full 
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speed to where her father was sitting 111 the 
arbour, cal.ling out loudly to him as she ran, 
and soon bringing him to the rescue. William 
sprang over the . palisade in a moment, saved 
the chicken, and restored the poor little 
dripping creature to the mother hen that was 
fluttering and screaming at the edge of the 
pond ; while the delighted children shoµted 
and clapped their hands for joy! 

This wa,s a great and exciting event to my 
three; and Ashley, who always makes me a, 

sharer in whatever interests · him, ran into the 
house to give me a, full and particular account 
of the ad\'enture, forgetting, I suppose, that I 
had been a witness of the whole from the 
window. 

" Is it not .strange, Mamma," said Ashley, 
after he had given me an animated description 
of the chicken's peril, "is it not strange that 
the one of us who really helped the poor little 
creature was the smallest and weakest of us 
all? Zaida could not have got to the chicken, 
she could not have climbed over the paling, 
but she did more than either Phemie or I! 
She b~ought one who could help, and did help, 
and so the poor drowning creature was saved)'' 
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"That very thought struck my own mind,'' 

said I, ,: and it seemed to me like a little parable 

of things that are much more important." 

"0 :Mamma, I like your little parables ! 

let me try to find tbi8 one out." Ashley 

remained for some mornents in reflection, 

then his thoughtful face brightened as he said, 

"I think that you must mean tl1is, Mamma. 

People who are poor, or weak, or ill like Mrs. 

V\Tills, and cannot do anything themselves to 

get their fr~ends out of trouble, however they 

. may wish to help them, may really do as 

much or more by praying, than rich, strong 

people can by trying. 'Cause, their prayers 

bring One who is much stronger and much 

grea,ter, and much more able to save. Was 

that your thought, dear Mamma?" 

Ashley had guessed rightly as to the idea 

which had preRented itself to my mind. 

I like to exercise my boy's intellect thus. 

I am often struck by the facility with which . 

he receives allegorical illustrations. The 

common· routine of da,ily life thus affords 

opportunities of teaching by paro.bles, and 

with some classes of minds no other kind of 

teacl1ing is so impressive. 
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~May 22, Monday. 

My poor dear Phemi.e is in sorrow to-day. 
Just as I was dismi~sing the children after 
the hour of lessons, Eliza came into the room 
where we were all together, and said that Mrs. 
Wills' niece had called to let me know that 
her aunt had died peaeefully· on the preceding 
evemng. I was vexed at the suddenness of 
the announcement in the presence of my dear 
·little girls, who have taken such a kind interest 
in the sufferer. Zaida looked surprised rather 
than distressed, she is so young that her mind 
has scarcely formed an idea of death, except 
as simply going away. Her only remark was 
the very childlike one, "I am glad I took her 
the bi8cuits." But tears rose into Phemie\; 
eyes, she tu~ned and walked up to the wihdow · 
to hide them, but I heard the sound of a. little 
low sob. The quiet unostentatious sorrow of 
my darling girl touched my heart, while I 
was thankful to see how tenderly she could 
feel-as well as how kindly she could work 
for the poor. Ashley followed liis sister to 
the window; I heard him trying to comfort 
her in his gentle, affectionate way. I noted 
down his · words, not because there was any-
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thing original in them, but as showing how 

a child of seven years of age can view the 

subject of death. 

"Don't cry, PLemie dear, you know she 

was one of the jewels. The Lord has only 

taken the jewel out of the case. They will 

put the case in the churchyard, down in the 

ground; but the jewel will be up-high

in heaven, it will shine so bright-like the 

stars! Perhaps the stars are the Lord's jewels, 

and if we love and obey Him, we shall shine 

too one day-a little." 

I applied a less spiritual kind of consolation. 

I had in the morning received an invitation 

from my sister, asking that the whole family 

should pay her a visit at her beautiful 

country seat in Hampshire. I had intended 

to say nothing about this to the children 

until I should have spoken to their father 

about it, though I had little doubt of his con

sent; but as I knew that the idea of the visit 

would -give intern;e pleasure, and I wished to 

cheer my little girl, I soon afterwards men

tioned the possibility of our going ere long 

to Sunnidale Park. 

The faces of the children brighten_ed at the 
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tidings. My little impetuous Za.icla was half 
wilcl ·with joy, for even she can remember the 
delights of last year's visit, and she often 
talks of the mossy banks covered with wild 
Howers, the beautiful deep woods, and the 
lake shining so brightly in the sunbeams. I 
believe that my children take their idea of 
Paradise from my sister's delightful home. 
Phemie dried her tearful eyes, but the thought 
of the departed Christian was still on the dea1~ 
child's mind, for she said in a very low voice, 
"Nirs. \Vills has gone to a still more beautiful 
1 " pace. 

" Yes," said Ashley, taking up the threa.J 
of idea, and following it up as Phemie could 
uot have done; "we don't think it such a sad 
thing to leave one dear home for another; we 
are glad to go, very glad, for we know we'll 
be welcome, and w~'re sure we'll be happy. _ 
I think it's something like this when good 
people go to heaven. But then," he added 
with a shade of sadness, "when we go to 
Sunnidale we shall all travel together, not one 
by one. I wish we could all die and go to 
heaven together; one could not bear to be the 
one left behind!" 
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L ale1'. 

My husband consents to the visit; all is 

arranged. I hope to start for Snnnidale on 

·Monday. I enjoy the prospect of the visit a8 

much as if I were a child also ! 

l'rfay 23, Tuesday. 

My elder children often play or conven:;e 

together in the room beside me, while I rea J, 

work, or attend to my dear little Wirne. I 

often say playfully that it is .a positive 

adYantage to have a small house and few 

servants; such circums'tances draw a family so 

close together. I think that I gain more 

knowledge of t.he characters of my children 

while they are amusing themselves; almost 

forgetting my presence, than I do when 

actually conversing with tbem.myself. Mothers 

lose much pleasure, and much opportunity of 

influencing their children for good, by sending 

the little ones away from ·them, during their 

hours of play, from their own dislike of noise 

or petty interruptions. 

Ashley is rather fond of building castles in 

, the air, and of talking to Phe1;llie of all that 

be intends to do when he is a man. He saiJ 

to her to-day, " I shall be glad when I am 
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grown up, for then I can earn .my own living, 
and help Papa and Mamma." 

"I earn now-I help now," replied my 
little girl, with a placid, self-satisfied air. 

"Yo~ who are so little, what can you do?" 
asked Ashley, giving a voice to the question 
which I was already asking 1n my own 
mind. 

"I weed in the garden, I hemmed the 
handkerchiefs, now I'm sewing the curtain," 
said Phemie with quiet assurance. 

" But all that you can do is not earning 
your living, it is just nothing," exclaimed 
Ashley. 

Phemie looked a little offended at her 
brother's estimating h~r labours so lightly; 
but she merely repeated her words with rather 
more emphasis than before, "I earn now,-I 
·help now ! '' 

"I work a little too, but I never think 
that I'm earning my living by it," said Ashley, 
laughin,g at the idea. " I only do it be
cause Papa bids me, and I love him, and I 
like him to smile at me, and say, 'well 
done ! ' " 

Another nursery parable for me l As 
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images may be reflected in the tiny sphere of 

a dewdrop, I traced in this little conversation 

between two children the different spirit in 

which workers for God pursue th:ir labours. 

How much of Phemie's has been my own ! 

I think that she of all my children resembles 

me most. There has been such a desire in me 

to do something, to be something, springing, I 

fear, from the spirit of bondage that performs 

the servant's work, loooking for the servant's 

wages. How often have I thought that it 

has been to check this spirit that I have been 

thus crippled for a time, that I may learn how 

little my services are needed, how easily my 

place can be filled by others. For ob, how 

can our Heavenly Father regard this kind of 

working? how does an earthly parent regard 

it? Can I feel the same pleasure in the 

border weeded by one whose thought is, "I 

earn, I work," as in the labour which claims 

no merit but tliat of love, no reward save a 

parent's smile ? Surely the highest services 

which we poor feeble beings can render to 

God, are but as a child's plucking up of a 

weed, the poor work of an infant's hands. 

And yet how graciously: how lovingly a1·e 
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such services accepted, what a value love 
stamps upon them ! Even the little wild 
violet which my Zaida brought me to-day 
was precious, because a_ token of affe.ction. I 
shall preserve it, and prize it for her sake. 
Let me try henceforth not only to say, but to 
feel, that prayers, praises, and sacrifices for 
God, are but as little wild flowers laid by a 
child at a parent's feet! 

May 24, Wednesday. 

vVhen Ashley was alone with me to-day; I 
marked a troubled expression on his face. I 
was the more struck by t_his_ as the children 
have · been in high spirits preparing for their 
approaching visit to Sunnidale. I asked my 
boy if be bad had anything in the nursery to 
vex him." 

Ashley (loolcing half unwilling to spealc). 
No, it's my own thoughts, J\famma. I don't 
much like to tell you what it is, you will 
think it so bad. 
· "Some little feeling of jealousy or of re

venge," thought I. "Is it about Tom 
. Wilkiris?" I inquired aloud. 

Ashley. Oh, no, I really think-I hope that 
I'm getting over hating him. I said "Good 
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morning" to him yesten1ay when I pas ' cd 

nim, and he touched his cap and smiled. 

Perhaps no one had ever taught him how 

wrong it is to be cruel. Don't you remember, 

Mamma, long ago I was tormenting a poor 

butterfly, and you took me on your knee, and 

told me how God had made it, anrl how He 

likes us to be kind to His creatures. Per

haps Tom Wilkins had no Mamma to tead1 

him. 
I had forgotten. the little incident, till it 

was thus recalled to my mind . 

.Ashley. I'll tell you what it is that puzzles 

me, Mamma, becau~e I like to tell you every

thing. vVhen Papa sent ·back his empty 

bottles the other day, wha,t would the wine

man put into them? 

I-, The wine-merchant would fill them again 

with wine. 

Ashley. Old wine or new wine, Mamma? 

I (smiling). Whichever suited his con

venience. 

Ashley did not reflect my smile; he looked 

more troubled than before as he observed, 

"Mary lived at a wine-merchant's once, anLl 

I asked her about it, a_nd she says that he 

(137 ) 8 
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often put new wine into olJ bottles, and (the 
child lowered his tone as be added) the Bible 
says that men never do so." 

I instantly perceived the difficulty which 
ha.cl arisen in the min<l of my sweet boy. 
His reason was vainly trying to reconcile 
God's Word with what, in practical ex
perience, seemed to him to contradict it; hi s 
mind was perplexed, an~l his conscience dis
turbed. In ~L nature constituted like his, t_his 
is a trial likely often to arise, and I felt thank
ful for the opportunity of saying a few words 
which may, if it please God to bless them, 
assist my Asbley when more serious difficulties 
try his faith. 

I. I suppose that you are thinking of the 
Lord's words, No ?'nan putteth new wine into 
old bottles, else the new wine cloth burst the 
bottles, and the wine is spilled, and the bottles 
v.Jill be marred. 

Ashley. Yes, Ma.mma, · that's the verse. 
Now it seems ·to me that no one makes any 
difference between old bottles and new ones; 
new wine is put into old bottles, and yet the 
bottles don't burst. 

I. That is true, my son. 
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Ashley (much perplexed). But the Bible 

must be true too. 

I. The Bible is Truth itself-of this we 

must a,lways be certain; it is our ignm·ance 

that throws a mist around it. Now tbe 

explanation of your difficulty 1s ::;imple 

enough. Our Lord was not speaking of glass 

bottles like ours, b~t of leathern bottles, such 

as were always used by the people whom He 
was addressing : such bottles-like shoes

would of course become worn-out in time. 

New wine, when fermenting, would swell out 

and stretch whatever held it; a fresh skin 

bottle would bear the stretching, but an old 

one, stiff and dry, would crack and split, and 

let out the wine. What the Lord said was 

exactly true ; it was your ignorance of 

Eastern customs that caused any difficulty to 

arise in your mind. 

Ashley (loolcing relie'ued). Oh, now I 

understand it quite well l I only knew about 

glass bottles; I did not know that any one 

ever used bottles made of skins. I will 

al ways come to you, Mamma, when I have 

any difficulties, and you will explain them 

away in a moment. 
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I. I cannot promise to do that, Ashley: 

there are many things in the Bible which I 
cannot myself understand. 

Ashley (loolcing surp1·ised). Can you not, 

1\1:amma? But Papa, then-he knows every

thing. 
I. No, there are some things which 

neither your dear father, nor the nwst 

learned men in the world, 

stand. 
Ashley ( iineasily). Then 

do, Mamma? 

can fu1ly under-

wha:t must tliev ., 

I. Believe, my ~on; trust and belicYe. 

Ashley did not look satisfied. 

I. Vl e are all of us-the wisest, the holi e;:; t 

-only as children learning of God. How 

can we expe~t to understand things hig l1 

above the reach of our minds, things which 

belong t.o the world unseen? ZfLida knows 

more than baby, you know more than Zaida, 

but you could not understand one word of 

some of the books belonging to your father. 

Ashley. No, I could not even make out 

the letters of one into which I happened to 

look. But I shall when I grow olL1er. 

I. Perhaps in another world the deep 
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tlii11gs which perplex us now will all be ma.de 

plain to our minds. We shall know even as 

we are known. 

Ashley. But God could prevent our lmving 

tl1ese difficulties now. 

I. God could, my boy; but I believe that 

He has a wise purpose in leaving these difli

culties. Tbey try our humility and our faitl1. 

Ashley. I don't quite understand you, 

Niamma. 

I. Pride does not like to confess ignorance. 

It is ignorance from which our difficulties 

a.rise, and when we meekly own this, we 

fihow huniility. And when we humbly 

believe God's Word, even when we cannot 

comprehend it, when we are sure that the 

Bible must be right, then we show /aith

wh1ch is pleasing to God. 

May 25, Thui·sday. 

Emily paid me a visit to-day. Our con

versation usually turns on the subject of out· 

children, and I read to my friend what I 

had noted down yesterday of what had passed 

between Ashley and myself She listened 

with grave interest to the little dialogue, and 

then the following remarks ensued:-
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Emily. Did you not show surprise and 
distress ait the shadow of a doubt having 
passed over the mind of one so young ? 

I. No. Had I done so I should have 
thrown my boy back on himself, and prevented 
his opening out his mind to bis mother. I 
always invite confidence; a look of surpri::;e 
or of pain would instantly have repelled it, a11d 

I should have lost the opportunity of dit:l
pelling tbe shadow from his mind. I remem
ber having myself, when I was a child, men
tioned some small difficulty regarding religion 
to a relative much older than myself. She 
looked shocked at my artless question ; I 
received a rebuke-but no explanation. The 
impression left on my mind was that no 
explanation could be given; and I retained 
this unhappy impression for years, till acci
dentally-or providentially-I met in a book 
with a full solution of my problem. The 
rebuke had eff~ctually silenced, but it cer- · 
ta,inly had not convincecl me. I never asked 
a, similar question of that relative again; I 
struggled on in silence with tbe thoughts 
which distressed and perp]exed me. I have 
often smce reflected how easily might a few 
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kind judicious words haYe lighted up tbe 

darkness wl1ich proceea.ed only from the 

natural ignorance of childhood. 

Emily. I am most thankful that my pre

cious Rowley never has a difficulty or a 

doubtl 
I could not he]p thinking, " Perhaps he 

never exercises his mind at all on these 

subjects;" but I did not give utterance to the 

thought. 

E1nily. I am most anxious to bring up my 

Rowley for God. It's my heart's desire tbat 

he should become a c]ergyman; I am a.lways 

telling him so. 

I. Might it not be better to wait till the 

desire of holding the sacred office of a pastor 

first develop itself in his heart? I have the 

same desire for my Asbley, but I have never 

yet mentioned it to him. Not even filial 

lo-ve sl10uld be the motive for a man's giving 

himself to the work of the Christian ministry. 

E???,ily. There is a great deal, however, in 

early training of the mind. I always make a 

point of my Rowley's going twice to church 

on Sundays; doubtless you do the same with 

Ashley. 
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I. No; my boy has never been twice to 
church on one day; nor shall I take him a 
second time until he a-sks me to do so. 

Emily. You much surprise me, Zaida! I 
thought that you brought up your family in 
such a very i·eligious way. 

I. I do not think that a child of seven can 
keep his attention to devotional exercises 
through two long sen·ices. I wish my son 
to love religion, to love God's day, to render 
to his Lord the homage of the heart, not only · 
of the lips. I believe that I should defeat 
this most important object by making him 
associate the house of prayer with thoughts 
of weariness, the Lord's day with ideas of 
painful restraint. 

Emily. I must confess that Rowley dislikes 
Sunday; in his frankness he tells me so 
plainly; and he not unfrequently falls fast 
asleep during afternoon service. But I have 
always hoped -that habit would reconcile him 
to what he finds wearisome now. 

I. Does experience teach us so, dear friend? 
Do we not meet with unhappy men who are 
altogether neglectful of the forms of religion, 
because, as they say, they had too much of 
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them in their childhood? I cannot forget 

the story which I once heard of a little one, 

very strictly brougbt up, who, when told tba.t 

life in heaven would be much like. an earthly 

Sabbath, observed, "Then I hope that I'll not 

go to heaven." 

Emily. How shocking l 

I. Shocking words, but 

,varnrng which it seems 

Christian parents would do 

neglect. 

conveying a 

to me tbat 

well not to 

Emily. But how can one make Sunday 

happy to children ? 

I. To do so requires thought--and some

times self-denial on the part of the mother. 

Emily. One cannot be reading Bible stories 

or repeating hymns to a child all the day 

long. 
I. Nor do I believe that the Almigl1ty 

requires that a little one's mind should be 

exclusively given to religion for the whole of 

the Sunday. Not one out of a thousand 

could bear it. 

Emily. But how Jo you Ytu-y occupation 

witlJout lowering the sanctity of the Sabbath 

in the eyes of your children 1 
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I. I do not exclude God's book of nature 
on God's holy day. My large illustrated book 
of animals and insects, rnv collection of shells ., 
and wild flowers, afford a great deal of 
innocent amusement, while I seek, as occasion 
offers, to lead tbe mind of my children "from 
nature up to nature's God." A.ll my three have 
enjoyed making a list (it is to be a birthday 
present for me) of all the animnJ::;, birds, 
jnsects, and plants of which we hear in the 
Bible. Ashley takes the writing part, Phemie 
searches the Scriptures, Zaida helps-or fancies 
that she helps-with sugge8tions, and considers 
that she has contributed the ant, the lion, and 
the bear. Then we allow the children to sit 
beside us all through dinner-time on Sundays, 
an indulgence whic;h in itself outweighs such 
week-day pleasures as they are called on to 
forego. I think that my children really 
enjoy the Sunday, e pecially since I have 
jntroduced Sunday clocks, perhaps the most 
popular amusement of all. 

Emily. Sunday clocks, what may they be? · 
I never heard of them before. 

I pointed out to Emily's attention half a 
sheet of foolscap paper fastened up · on the 
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wall, just oYer against the place where I 

usually sit at my desk. She went and 

examined it with some curiosity. A large 

circle, to represent the face of a clock, if; 

rather neatly drawn upon it, and two little 

paper hands fastened in tlie centre; but 

instead of numbers, texts are written around, 

in Ashley's smaUest printing-hand, each con

sisting of exactly as many words as would 

represent tlie strokes of tl1e clock at that 

hour. 

Eniily._ Did your boy reaJly do tliis all by 

himself? 

I. Phemie, and even little Zaida helped 

him to find out texts containing the proper 

number of words. I assisted a little with 

"ten" ''eleven" and "twelve,, as the number 
) ' ' 

of words in each made it difficult for Ashley 

to crowd the long sentence into so small a 

space. 
E1nily. This is an· admirable idea. I shall 

certainly set my Rowley to make me a Sun

<la. v clock . ., 

I. My children are looking forward with 

impatience to next Sunday, when they are to 

finish a very splen-did clock of card-board, 
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with red ink letters, and gilt-paper hands, a 
gift for their Aunt at Sunnidale. 

Emily. I should have thought that wLen 
one clock was made, all the interest of the 
occupation would be over. Mere copying is 
so tiresome. 

I. But one clock is not copied from another. 
At my suggestion the children vary the texts 
according to the circumstances of the person 
to whom their little present is to be given. 
For instance,-you see that the :first numbers 
on my clock are-REJOICE-SING PRAISES- • 
GoD rs LOVE-for, as my little Zaida observed, 
'' Mamma's clock must be all joyful! " One 
that was made . for a poor sufferer in w horn 
my children Vi7ere interested was to be "a, 
comforting clock." Its first numbers, . I 
recollect, were-HOPE-BE PATIENT-· BE NOT 
AFRAID-· and THY WILL BE DONE. Ashley 
made a clock for himse~f, which is hung up 
close to his bed, but this waR to be "a, 
teaching clock." WATCH - BE KIND -
LovE ONE A OTHER-were texts selected for 
that. 

Emily. How searching for such appropriate 
texts must increase your children's know ledge 
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of, and interest in, the Bible ! * Pray let me 

t:-1.ke home your clock to show to my Rowley; 

he is far more likely to fancy the occupation 

a.fter seeing what others l1ave done. I shall 

go to the stationer on my way home, and lay 

in a little supply of ca.rel-board, coloured in k1 

a,n<l gilt-paper. You do not know how 

thankful I should be to find some Sunday 

amusement that would really please and 

instruct my darling. 
Late1·. 

Zaida came to me after her walk to-day, 

foll of delight, with an opened sycamore pod 

in her chubby little hand. Showing me the 

soft 8ilky down within, "Mamma," she ex

claimed, '' see how God wraps np the little 

seeds so soft and warm like babies ! " 

May my little one thus ever see God m all 

His works; may she trace His hand in llll the 

brightness and beauty with which He has 

clothed this world! I was struck by Ashley's 

* :\Iy idea ot' a" Sunday clock,; was taken from a very beautirul little 

volum e (not intended for children), entitled, ''The Ton gue of Time," in 

which to eilch hour of th e clay is gi ,·en not only its text, I.Jut Its appropri

ate thoughts of devotion. It st ruck me th at it might i11terest childr~n to 

make diagrams, such as the volume contains, choosing their own texts 

for the hours; and I found the occupation so popufor with the young, 

that I suggest its introduction to the numerous Christian motliero who, 

lik e myself, !, ave been anxious to find out some means of m,1ki11g Sunday 

11 liztppy as well as a holy day. 
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remark in regard to this beautiful season of 
sprrng, " I think that all the flowers are 
preaching, and all the birds are praising ! " 
He often repeats his favourite verse from a 
well-k:novvn hymn:-

" Tliy bo,untiful care 
What tongue can recite, 

It breathes in the air, 
It shines on the light; 

It streams from the hills, 
It descends to the plain, 

And swiftly distils 
In the dew and tl1e rain." 

Ashley is delighted with the beautiful flow of 
the poetry, as well as with the truth which 
it contains. How ?,Cutely sensitive some 
children are to the charms of verse ! When 
such is the case, poetry becomes a valuable 
\'E'hicle for imparting religious irn,tructi.on. 

JJf ay 26, F1·iday. 
Dear Emily left yesterday a lia.ndsome pre

sent for my Zaida, who is her god-daughter, 
of a very pretty phantascope, I did not give 
it at once to my child, as I ·wished to comm lt 
William as to the expediency of my presenting 
Phemie and Ashley with something at the 
same time, to prevent any feeling of jealousy 
towards their younger sister from arising in 
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their hearts. I suggested to Wjlliam tlin.t 

this might be an occasion for bestowing pretty 

new books on the two elder children. 

Williwrn. There is no harm in giving the 

books, but I see no reason for your selecting 

the present time for so doing. 

I. I have al ways endeavoured to divide 

every pleasure evenly between 0111· children, 

so that none of them should ever have the 

shadow of a reason for envying another. I 

keep in mind your remark, "Children have a 

strong sense of justice." 

Willicon,. But this is no question of justiee, 

my" love. You do not bestow a gift upon 

one of your children, neglec:ting the otliers; 

you show no partiaJity, that grievous error in 

a pa.rent, which is so fertile a source of misery 

and dissension in families. This is simply a, 

question whether a disposition to jealousy be 

checked or encouraged by our making up to 

the other children (as far as we are able to do 

so) for some casual advantage possessed by 

one of the party. 

I. J ea.lousy encouraged ! how 1s that 

possible? 

William. Remember that when our cliil-
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dren enter into life, their circumstances will 
vary considerably, according to the usual 
order of events . . Look at your own family, 
Zaida. Your sister married a rich man-you 
a comparatively poor one; but · you have no 
sense of wrong, no feeling of j ealousy, because 
Euphemia dwells in a splendid mansion, you 
in a small villa not six miles from the city. 

I. Jealousy-oh, no ! I think myself the 
richest woman in the world. Envy is the 
very la.st failing for which your wife would 
have any excuse. . Besides, dear Euphemia 
shares her good things with us; and I enjoy 
her ben.utiful home almost as much as if it 
were my own. 

vVilliarn. That is exactly the spirit in 
which .T would wish Ashley and Phemie to 
regard what they will deem the grand 
possession of their sister. Here we come to 
the point under discussion. If children are 
trained to think that they are not treated 
with justice unless every incidental advantage 
possessed by one be "made up'' to the others, 
how will they regard in future life natural 
inequalities of fortune? Instead of sincere 
honest pleasure in the prosperity of a brother, 
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there is likely to be a secret disposition to 

repine at the disparity between the fortune. 

of those who in the nursery were equals. 

Carry Zaida's present to her, my love, call 

the others to rejoice with her, let them feel 

that good fortune . to one is good fortune to 

all ; and never give them such an idea of 

justice requiring perfect equality as will be 

falsified by all that they will see of God's 

providential dealings with men. The chil

dren are equal in our affection, our care, but 

they must not expect-nor wish-in all 

other things to be equal. 

I see clearly the reasonableness of ,v hat 

my dear husband has said. I should have 

fostered a spirit of jealousy by the very 

means which I tried in order .to check it. I 

was forgetting that in the nursery children 

are trained for their future sphere in the 

world, and that we must never lose sight of 

the consequences resulting from early im~ 

press1ons. 
Lcite1·. 

Every one is delighted with Zaida's present. 

I thought at first that I detected a little shade 

of envy on Phemie's face, but it almost in
(137) 
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stantly passed away; and now I fancy that I 
hear from the nursery above the sound of her· 
musical box. Sbe has learned a lesson of 
kindness from her open-hearted little sister, 
and I doubt not that Zaida is now displaying 
her phantascope to delighted spectators, to the 
sweet sound of Phemie's music. 

111ay 27, Saturday. 

How rapidly the weeks roll round ! here 
is· the end of another. Zaida came to me to
day ·with her round face dimpled with smiles. 
":Mamma," said she, rising on tiptoe to give 
more effect to her very audible whisper, 
" haven't I been a bit better little girl this 
week-not quite so dreadful cross 1 I have 
always stopped when you was a-counting." 
This refers to a very mild measure which I 
have not unfrequently found successful in 
curbing Zaida's less violent fits of temper. I 
merely cover my eyes with my hand, and 
count twenty aloud, in a slow, deliberate 
manner, to give the little one time to recover 
her good humour. When I withdraw my 
hand, it is usually a face bright with smile.:; 
that is looking up into mine. The innocent 
desire to "give Mamma a surprise" is often 
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sufficient to allay the little gust of pas 10n. 
Tbis is of course not the case when violent 
storms arise, but this, I am thankful to write, 
is not now a frequent occurrence . 

.May 28, S-unday. 

Happy Sunday has returned again, and 
this one is especially happy, for on this day I 
have been permitted once more to worship in 
God's courts with my husband and children. 
Bless the Lord, 0 my soul! 

My darlings are now happy beside me, 
making the Sunday clock for my sister, which 
is to be carried to Sunnidale to-morrow. 

Later. 

I was interrupted just now by Ashley, who 
came up to my sofa with bis pen in one band, 
and bis Bible in the other. 

Ashley. '\Vould, We walk by faith and not 
by sight, be a good text to put for eigb t 
o'clock, Mamma ? 

I. An excellent t.ext, my boy. 
Ashley. But I don't understand what it 

means. 
I. Our daily walk means our daily com~e 

of conduct. Enoch walked with God, that i.s, 
God was in his thoughts-he constantly acted 
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in obedience to the will of his God-he lived 
as one who feels that God's eye is always upon 
him. 

Ashley. But what is it to· walk by faith 

and not by sight. 
I. Worldly people walk·, by sight, that is, 

their daily conduct is according to what they 
see around them, they seldom give a thought 
to the holy, heavenly things which they can
not see. 

Ashley. Still that yerse is a hard one to 
me. 

I. I will try to· show you its meaning in a 

different way. • 
I opened the drawer of my ?esk, and took 

out a piece of money and a folcled bank-note, 
and placing them before my son, asked him 
which he thought of most value. 

Ashley. The bright gold sovereign of course 
is worth more than · that little bit of paper. 

I. You are judging by sight, my son. Now . . 

when I tell you tlmt the coin is not gold, but 
merely a bright copper farthing, and that the 
folded paper is worth nearly a thousand of 
such, which will you think of most· value 
now? 
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Ashley (loolcing surprised). Well, Mamma, 

of course I believe you, for you al ways tell the 

truth, but I should never have thought it, if 

you had not said it. 
I. You have faith in my word, my son. 

And now, if you had the choice of the two 

things before you, which would you take ? 

Ashley. I should certainly take the paper. 

I. That is to say, you would choose by 

faith, not by sight. Now can you apply all 

this to the daily walk of the Christian? 

Ashley (after a pause for thought). Yes, it 

is all plain now. Worldly people prize worldly 

things that they see, and think them more 

precious than they really are, as I t.ook the 

copper for gold. .Good people-I mean people 

who have faith in God's word-believe that 

heavenly things are the. best things, although 

they cannot see them, any more than I could 

see the value of that bit of paper. 

Here Zai"da came running up to her brother. 

Zai da. Ob, Ashy, put in Siiffer the little 

children to come unto me, that's my favourite 

verse of all. 
Ashley (after silently counting on his · 

fingers the number of words). No, Zaida, that 
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would be for eight o'clock, and I've found a 
beautiful verse for eight o'clock already, We 
walk by faith, and not by sight. 

Zaida (entreatingly). Ob, but do put mine 
in, please, for my sake; I like about the dear 
little children. 

Ashley was unwilling to omit the text 
which be bad taken such pains to understand, 
and yet be did not like to disappoint his dear 
little sister. Phemie, with .~er quiet good 
sense, came to the assistance· of her brother. 

Phemie. Let's put in, .And forbid them not 
too, that will make the text long enough for 
twelve o'clock, and Zaida will have her 
favourite verse at the top of the Sunda,y clock. 

Zaida. Oh ! that will do-that will do 
nicely. Suffer the little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not; I do love that 
beautiful verse ! 

1VIy heart echoes the words of my own 
little lamb; I too do "love that beautiful 
verse." It is as Bethlehem's star to the 
mother who in humble faith would lead her 
little ones to the Saviour, to Him who deigned 
for their sakes once to become Himself a child. 

Oh ! gracious and loving Lord, breathe Thy 
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blessing now upon me and mine, guide us by 

Thy counsel here, and afterwards receive us to 

glory. Make us a holy united fa,mily on earth 

-a rejoicing unbroken family in the world of 

light! Water with the dew of Thy grace,

ripen with the sunshine of Thy love-the good 

seed which I seek to sow in the infant mind t 

Let me at the ~ast great day,-saved by Thy 

mercy, redeemed by Thy blood,-exclaim with 

joy in Thy presence, Lo, I and the children 

whom Thou hast given me ! 
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Or, Biographical Sketches of Illustrious Path-Finders for the II um an Race. By the Rev. A. L. SmPSON". With Steel Engravings. Post Svo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

T"HE LIGHT OF HOME. 
A Tale for the Times. By Mrs. S. E. B. PATER.SON, Author of" Dunellan .\Ianse," &c. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 3s. 6d. 

LESSONS ON THE. LIFE OF CHRIST. 
For the Little Ones at Home. By H. L. L., one of the Authors c>f "HymM from the Land of Luther." Foolscap 8vo, cloth extra, gilt edges. Price 3s. 6d. 

FLOWER STORIES AND THEIR LESSONS. 
With Four Illu tratioas. Foolscap 8vo, cloth. Price 2s 

HEAVENS, EARTH, AND SEA ; 
Or, The Hand of God in the Works of Nature. By the Rev. JOH}( M. WILSON. With Sixteen Plates, printed in Colours. Post 8vo, cloth. Price 5s. 

VOICES OF THE GAR°'EN , THE WOODS, AND THE FIELDS; Or The Teachings. of Nature :is Se!lsons Change. With Full-coloured Jllustrations. Post 8 vo, cloth. Price 5s. 
GLIMPSES OF OCEAN LIF.E ; 

Or, Rock Pools, and the Lessons they Teach. By JoBN Hb.RPER, F.R.S.S.A., Author of" The Sea-side and Aquarium." With numerous rnustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth. Price 5s. 

THE FAIRY T REE; 
Or, Stories from Far and Near. By ITA. With Coloured Frontis. piece. Fool scap Svo, cloth. Price 2s. 6d. 



Qt. i lelairn nnh £,irna' j uhlicatiirns. 

PSALM ODY. 
CHURCH MUSIC : 

A Comprehensive Collection of P aim and Hymn Tunes, Chants, 

Anthems, Sanctuses, &c., Harmor: ized for Four Voices. By ADAil 

WRIGHT, Birmingham. Vocal Score, cloth limp, price 3s. 6d. Jn.<trUr 

mental Edition, price 7s. 6d. Sol-fa Notation, price 2s. 6d. 

SONGS OF THE SANCTUARY: 

A Collection of Psalms, Scripture Hymns, &c., arranged for Chant

ing. By J AMES s. GEIKIE. 12mo, cloth, price ls. 6d. 

BOOK OF PSALMS A N D SAC RED HARMONIES, 

With the Psalms Printed for Expressive Singing. Common Musical 

Notation, or Tonic Sol-fa Notation. Small 4to, cloth limp, price 

2s. 6d. ; cloth, gilt edges, price 3s. fid. 

BOOK OF PSALMS, HYM NS, A N D SACR ED HARM ON IES, 

With the Psalms aud the Hym n Book of the · United Presbyte~an 

Church Printed for Expressive Singing. Common Musical Notation, 

or Tonie Sol-fa Notation. Small 4to, cloth limp, price 4s.; cloth, gilt 

edges, price 5s. 

SCOTTISH PSALMODY. 
Common iilusical Notation. Square 16mo, cloth limp, price l s. 

SCOTTISH PSALMODY. 
On Curwen's Tonic Sol-fa Notation. Oblong 24mo, cloth limp, 

price 10d. 

HYMN MUSIC. 
Adapted to 1111 the Peculiar .Metres in the United Presbyterian Hymn 

Book. Designed as a Supplement to the II Scottish Psalmody." Com

mon Musical Notation. Square 16mo, cloth limp, price l s. 

SCOTTISH PSALMODY AND HYMN MUSIC. 

Common llfusical No tation. In one volume, cloth boards, price 2s. . 
HYMN MUSIC. 

On the Tonic Sol-fa Notation.· Oblong 24mo, cloth limp, price 9d. 

SCOTTISH PSALMODY AND HYMN MUSIC, 

Tonic Sol-fa Notation. I n one volume, cloth boards, price ls. 6d. 

THE CHURCH OF SCOTLAND HYM N TU NE BOOK: 

A Collection of Tunes for the II Hymns for Public Worship." Edited 

by the CoJDmittee of the General Assembly on Psalmody. C"ommon 

Musical Notation. Square 16mo, cloth limp, price l s. 



SIXPENNY BOOKS FOR THE YOU NG. 
32mo cloth. 

LIVE TO BE USEFUL; or, Annie anci her Trish Nurse. 
FATTIIFUL NICOLETTE. By S.HlAB A. lllnRS. 
WHAT IS l3ETTEll THAN GOLD? 
THE BABES IN TIIE BASKET; or, Daph and her Chr.rgc 
FA!\ 1 Y BU RTO~; or, Rome was not Built in a Day. 
THE POWER OF TRUTH; or, The Borrowed Bill!e. 
LITTLE HENRY AND HIS BEARER. 
NELLIE RUSSELL. A Story for the Youug. 

Uniform iuith the aum;c, 
BY MISS CAT HER I NE D. BELL 

THE HEAD OR THE HEART. 
LOVE THY NEIGHBOUR AS THYSELF. 

RUST IN GOD; or, Jenny's Trials. 
THE WAY TO BE HAPPY. 
WISDOM'S WAYS ARE PLEASANTNESS. 
WE LOVE HIU BECAUSE HE FIRST LOVED t:S. 

NEW SERIES OF SIXPENNY BOOKS. 
Royal 32mo, l\Iagenta Cloth Limp. 

THE GIANTS, AND HOW TO FIGHT THEM. By the Rev. R1caA o 
NEWTON, D.D. 

SUNDAY ALL THE WEEK. 
SUNNY FACES, BLESSED HANDS. 
LITTLE KITTY'S KNITTING NEEDLES. By the llev. P. 3. PO'\VEB. 
SOWING AND Rr-:APING. By E. A. ST. 0nm. 
FREDDY AND lllS BIBLE TEXTS. 
AN NTE LYON; or, Th e Secret of a Happy Home. 
THE ONE IOSS ROSE. By the Rev. P. B. PowER. 
LITTLE ALICE'S PALA CE ; or, The Sunny HearL 
THE MOUNT A LN' DAISY. 
NOT EASI LY PROVOKED ; or, How to Learn Patience. 
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